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The Nimbletons, Book 1

By Jessica Freely

Page 1

Panel: Full Page. Locke Hartshorn riding a beautiful horse across rolling countryside.  His face is alight with pleasure and anticipation. In the distant background is a country fair. Locke wears a long waistcoat and topcoat, fitted knee-length breeches, a ruffled neck-cloth and lace cuffs, riding boots, and a tricorn hat, all of the style of the mid-1700s or Colonial period.  He also wears a sword at his side. (Note to artist: not all of these details need be apparent in this panel but I put them here for your reference.)
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Panel 1: Bird's eye view of Hartshorn Manor.  It is a large English country manor house.

Panel 2: Locke riding through the gates of the estate.  They are large, wrought iron gates.  A sign on one of the gateposts reads "Hartshorn Manor."

LOCKE:
WHISTLE.

SFX:
<MUSICIAL NOTES.>

Panel 3: Locke dismounting in the stable yard.  He still looks happy and excited.  

LOCKE: 
SAM!
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Page 1: Locke leading his horse into the stables.  The view is from inside the stables, and Locke is in the doorway, peering in. 

LOCKE:
SAM, EVERYONE'S GONE TO THE FAIR. WE 


HAVE THE PLACE TO OURSELVES!

Panel 2: Locke standing in the stable, still holding his horse by the reins.  Looking concerned now.  In the foreground, we see the hand of someone laying in one of the stalls, there's blood on the hand.  We don't see the rest of the body, and the wall of the stall blocks even this from Locke's view. But Locke's horse can smell that something's wrong.

LOCKE:
SAM?

HORSE:
SNORT!
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Panel 1: Large panel. Sam Weathers, the stable boy, lies dead in the straw on the floor of a stall.  He's on his back and he's been stabbed through the heart.  There's blood all over his shirt and the knife lies nearby.

Panel 2: Close on Locke's shocked expresion as he sees his lover slain.

LOCKE:
SAM!!

Panel 3: Locke kneeling next to Sam.  One hand is on his chest, getting bloody, and the other is at his neck, checking for a pulse. Locke looks stricken. The knife is visible in the straw but Locke hasn't noticed it yet.

LOCKE (THOUGHT):
HE'S DEAD!
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Panel 1: Locke has found the knife.  He holds it up in his bloody hands, holding it over Sam's chest.  Locke is staring at the knife, his eyes huge.

LOCKE (THOUGHT):
MURDERED!

Panel 2: Worm's eye view of the stable doorway. We see someone's boots as they step into the doorway.  The boots are expensive and highly polished.

SFX:
TEP, TEP.

Panel 3: Locke gasps and turns, eyes wide.

LOCKE:
UNCLE!

Panel 4: The newcomer's view of Locke, on his knees next to the slain stable boy, holding the bloody knife poised above his chest, his hands covered in blood.

VALE (OP):
NEPHEW.  WHATEVER HAVE YOU DONE?
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Panel 1: Opulently dressed, with a long, powdered wig, a tricorn hat, and lace at his wrists and neck, Lord Vale stands haughtily in the stable doorway, a lace hankie held negligently in one hand. Vale wears a sword at his side.  Locke is getting to his feet.

VALE:
YOU MUSTN'T BREAK YOUR TOYS, LOCKE.

Panel 2: Locke standing, still holding the knife, approaching Vale, who is leaning away from him.

LOCKE:
NO!  I DIDN'T--

VALE:
--MEAN TO DO IT? OF COURSE NOT.  BUT 


YOU GOT CARRIED AWAY, DIDN'T YOU?

Panel 3: Small panel.  Close on Locke's face.  He's surprised and confused. 

LOCKE:
WHAT? 

Panel 4: Small panel.  Close-up of the knife hitting the floor of the stable.

SFX:
TING!
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Panel 1: Locke and Vale.  Locke is trembling with rage. Vale remains cool and calm. In fact, he's examining the nails on one hand, checking his manicure.

VALE:
AS YOUR GUARDIAN, I'VE TOLERATED 

YOUR LITTLE TRYSTS WITH THE STABLE BOY, BUT I'M AFRAID THIS IS BEYOND THE PALE.

LOCKE:
TOLERATED?  YOU BLACKMAILED ME 

INTO...

Panel 2: Locke is overcome with shame.  He looks away, blushing.  

LOCKE:
...SUBMITTING TO YOUR DESIRES.

Panel 3: Large panel. Vale stands close behind Locke, his hips pressed against Locke's butt.  Vale has one hand tucked inside Locke's coat and is fondling one of his nipples.  Locke is blushing.

VALE:
AND IT'S BEEN SUCH FUN...

LOCKE (SFX):
SHUDDER.

VALE:
...BUT THERE'S MORE TO LIFE THAN 

FUCKING, ISN'T THERE?  MONEY FOR INSTANCE...

LOCKE:
YOU KILLED SAM.
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Panel 1: Vale is slipping his other hand down the front of Locke's breeches.  

VALE:
...HARTSHORN MANOR IS A PROSPEROUS 

ESTATE...

LOCKE(QUIET):
NO.

Panel 2: Vale strokes Locke's crotch with one hand as he unfastens his own breeches with the other.

VALE:
...AND THE PALTRY SUM YOUR FATHER 

LEFT ME IS QUITE INADEQUATE TO A MAN OF MY APPETITES. 

LOCKE:
DON'T.

Panel 3: Locke breaks away from Vale.

Panel 4: Locke stands with his sword drawn. Vale has backed up a step and has his hand on the hilt of his own sword.

LOCKE:
SAM IS DEAD.  YOU CAN'T CONTROL ME 

ANYMORE.

VALE:
IDIOT.  THE SERVANTS WILL RETURN 

SOON AND YOU ARE COVERED IN YOUR VICTIM'S BLOOD.  NOW YOU SEEK TO COMPOUND YOUR CRIME?
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Panel 1: Locke charges.

LOCKE:
I DIDN'T KILL HIM!

Panel 2: Locke and Vale cross swords.

SFX:
SHING!

VALE:
WHO'S GOING TO BELIEVE THAT?

Panel 3: Locke and Vale circling one another.

VALE:
YOU CAN'T WIN.  EVEN IF YOU DEFEAT 

ME...

Panel 4: Locke lunges forward and Vale barely side steps in time.

SFX:
SHUFF
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Panel 1: Close on Vale.  He has a sweat drop.

VALE:
...YOU'LL STILL HANG.

Panel 2: Locke advances again and Vale blocks his blade.

SFX:
CLING!

Panel 3: Locke parries Vale's counterthrust.

SFX:
SHING!

Panel 4: The stable yard of Hartshorn Manor.  The servants are returning from the fair.  They're all piled in a wagon that is decorated for the occasion with swags of flowers and it is clattering into the stable yard. Everyone is very festive.

SFX:
HA! HA!

SFX:
CHATTER!

SFX:
CLATTER!

Page 11

Panel 1: Locke has Vale backed up against the wall of the stable.  Vale has his blade across Locke's, but Locke is forcing his arm back.  Vale's arm is trembling as he struggles to keep Locke's blade from his throat.

SFX (OP):
CLATTER!

LOCKE (THOUGHT):
THE WAGON!

Panel 2: Close-up of Vale's sweating face.

VALE:
WHICH WILL IT BE?  KILL ME, OR RUN 

AND SAVE YOUR OWN LIFE?

Panel 3: Locke thinking about it.

LOCKE (THOUGHT):
....

Panel 4: Locke running toward the back door of the stable.

SFX:
TEP, TEP!

SERVANTS (OP):
WE MUST TELL SAM WHAT HE MISSED! HA! 

HA!

Panel 5: Locke stands in the doorway, facing Vale one last time.

LOCKE:
YOU WON'T GET AWAY WITH THIS, UNCLE.  


ONE DAY, I WILL RETURN.

Pages 12 & 13

Panel 1: Two-page spread.  A big, panoramic view of London Town.

CAPTION:


THE NIMBLETONS, BOOK 1

CAPTION:


LONDON TOWN, 1755.

