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EXT. BAZAAR - SUNSET

Bustling crowds of people nove between the city streets in
the heart of the capitol, HELKANO

Between the clearing of the thick clouds and tall,

pi cturesque buildings of the richer district, the city's
ivory pal ace resides at the highest peak of their nountain,
envel oped in the last rays of golden sunlight.

The air is dry, thin, and frosty, nipping the ears and noses
of the men and wonen weavi ng between each other, visiting
stands at the main bazaar of the district. Pedestrians are
dressed in thick, expensive sets of fur, |eather, and
jewelry.

As darkness grows, the city's |lanterns grow brighter.

Through the hubbub of |aughter and shouting, a YOUNG MAN wi th
a devilish smle hurriedly pushes past.

An angry SHOUT punctures the air, fading away as the nman
weaves between the crowd, wal king faster and faster.

Hi s gol den brown hair catches the fleeting rays of the sun,

| ocks neatly tucked away in a | ow ponytail. Draped in a pink
and purple checkered cape lined with golden accents, the man
underneath sports neat black slacks, a powdery white shirt,
and a silk sash tied around his wai st.

Di sgui sed as an aristocrat, he blends in wth his targets.
The THIEF tightly clutches a stolen satchel, coins jingling
i nsi de between each step he takes. Adrenaline carries him

t hrough the wi nding streets of Hel kano.

Taking a turn behind the corner of an alleyway, he waits and
listens.

A beat.
It's quiet.
The man sighs and grins.
THI EF
(chuckl i ng)

Thank Twi ns.

H's smle fades. He slunps over, staring at the satchel
tightly clutched between his hands.



He sighs.
Hi s stomach grows. He licks his dry I|ips.

The faint snell of seared neat wafts through the air. A snel
i ke that can weaken any man with a good appetite.

The THI EF gravitates toward its source, pushing, squeezing,
and stunbling between crowds.

CUT TO
EXT. FOOD STAND - NI GHT

The THI EF cones across a small, dimMy lit stand at an enpty
corner of the bazaar.

Two uni formed cooks, young and ol d, bicker anobngst each other
as they shove each other back and forth between each served
nmeal .

The younger one, COOK 1, grunbles. Blonde, |anky, seething
behind a wel | -mani cured nustache, angrily chops green onions
and seaweed, he gracefully alternates between his station,

t he keg, and his few fell ow custoners.

COX 1
(wavi ng his knife between each
break in his sentence)
It's true. Way would you think I would
lie about sonething |ike this?

He stares at his co-worker, w de eyed.

The ol der one, COOX 2, smles and shrugs. Not ol d enough to
be his father, but close in age to be a paternal figure to
hi s co-worker.

Dar k- hai red, stocky, donning a proud, thick, grizzly beard,
rolls his eyes at his co-worker.

The two cooks share nore than just a bond between co-workers,
rather the relationship between UNCLE and NEPHEW

The UNCLE' s beefy arns speed through searing pork, beef, and
fish on his pan, all while keeping an eye on each batch of
boi I i ng noodl es behi nd him

UNCLE
(chuckling)
It just seens like a myth, kid. The



Royals aren't all know ng. They're not
gods.
(pausi ng, sonberly)
That goes against the word of the
TW ns.

It seems like all these runors getting
to your head is the reason you ended
up here again.

The NEPHEW i medi ately scoffs, angrily chopping his
veget abl es.

Coins clatter on the countertop as custoners | eave and thank
the duo for dinner.

The THIEF pulls up a stool, lowering his head, quietly
listening. He grabs a nenu, notioning at the cooks.

THI EF
(pointing to the nenu)
This and a beer, please.

The NEPHEW nods and stabs the cutting board with his knife.
Picking up a stein, he stonps towards the keg in the back.

The UNCLE hands the THI EF hi s neal .

NEPHEW
(com ng back, sliding the beer
toward him
Here's your drink, sir.

He turns away and huffs.
The THI EF takes a sw g.
The NEPHEW pi cks up his knife and points it at his co-worker.

NEPHEW
"Il have you know that | |eft the
Royal Guard on ny own. And don't you
go telling anyone about it either.
(reluctantly)
It wasn't exactly...allowed.

He pauses, staring at his knife and cutting board. H s UNCLE
warmy but firmy, pats himon the back



NEPHEW

(conti nued)
Al | was getting were graveyard
shifts! This beats staying up al
ni ght, standi ng around a bunch of
enpty doorways with a sword gathering
dust in ny belt. You'd think I'd
actually get to use it, for one. Not
even once! Wat a j oke.

H s UNCLE guffaws. The THI EF sm |l es down at the counter.

NEPHEW

You couldn't even go anywhere.
Everything's bl ocked off for no
reason.

(exasperat edl y)
Nobody tells you anything. They order
you to do sonmething, you do it, no
guestions asked. O herw se, you just
stay at your post, watching paint dry.

UNCLE
Alright. | take back what | said.
Wirking at the Pal ace does seemlike a
drag. Not hing gets past that big,
white hunk of pretentious marble.

Wth the flick of his wist, a flamng hot flare-up bursts
through the air, followed by the popping sizzle of the seared
veget abl es and neat on his pan. Boiling noodl es bubbl e behind
hi m

THI EF
(suddenl y)
Actually, can | ask you sonet hing?

The COOKS are startl ed.

NEPHEW
What's it to you?

The THIEF smles. He wields a calculated grin that can make
anyone's heart stop.

The NEPHEW pauses. Sonet hing clicked.
THI EF

' mjust curious, as anyone el se would
be.



The NEPHEW | aughs to hinsel f, in disbelief.
He gently sets his knife down on the cutting board.
Wth the wave of his hand, he signals, You have the fl oor.

THI EF
Isn't there a chance that a bored
guard just like yourself would want to
pass the tinme making up fantasies |ike
t hat ?

NEPHEW

(si ghing)
Let ne tell you sonething.

He pulls in close, |lowering his voice.

NEPHEW
You can't shake off runors |ike that.
Everywhere | went, there were whispers
of sonething the Royal famly didn't
want you to know about.

THI EF
What ki nd of object is so special that
even its own guards don't know what
they' re protecting?

He's silent. He | ooks down the counter to his right. Then to
his left. Enpty.

Hi s UNCLE scoffs.

NEPHEW
A book. An ancient book, from before
Fal | na.

THI EF

(chuckl i ng)

Al that fuss just for a dusty old
relic?

NEPHEW

Not just any old relic. An enchanted
one--that reads you your future.

The THI EF rai ses a brow.



UNCLE
(sighs, under his breath)
Not this again.

The UNCLE shakes his head, getting back to his station.

UNCLE
(over his shoul der)
Fal | na made sure to snuff out those
pagan fantasies. The Twins are the
only divine beings. Quit your fairy
tal es and get back to work.

UNCLE turns back, draining the noodles in a col ander.
Silence fills the air.

The THI EF shrugs. He turns his stein upside-down, shaking the
| ast few drops of beer into his nouth.

The NEPHEW suddenly draws cl ose again. The THI EF chokes and
coughs.

NEPHEW

(whi speri ng)
| know who you are.

The THI EF bl anks. Then sm | es.

THI EF
Real | y? Have we net sonewhere?

NEPHEW
The Smiling Thief. Samr.

THI EF

(1 aughi ng)

Whoa, buddy, | think you m ght have ne
W O-

NEPHEW

The best thief in all of Kram sitting
right in front of ne. You're fanous.

THI EF
Am | ?

NEPHEW
(whi speri ng)
Bet ween you and nme, Samr, we know
there is a reason we've won every



single war that's cone our way. The
guestion is: are our victories thanks
to the grace of the Twins, or because
an anci ent book kept us nore than two
st eps ahead?

A beat .

The thief, SAMR sets his enpty stein down. He sighs, |eaning
back on his chair.

He stares down at the counter, then laughs, lifting his hands
up in defeat.

Leani ng forward, he clasps his hands above the countertop.

SAM R
(somberly)
You' d have to abandon one fairy tale
to believe in the other.

He pulls out a golden coin fromhis stolen satchel, dribbling
themin between his knuckl es.

The NEPHEW s gaze foll ows.
He catches it between his pointer and m ddl e fingers.

SAM R
One nore question.

The NEPHEW smi | es, scoffing.

NEPHEW
Shoot .

THI EF
How come you know one of the Royal
famly's nost guarded secrets?

The NEPHEWIis silent for a nonent.

NEPHEW
The White Rabbit. Follow her on the
inside. If you can even get in.

The TH EF' s stolen coin clatters on the counter. He chuckl es.
TH EF

Now, say | do followthis Wite
Rabbit. How would start to | go about



it?

The NEPHEW crosses his arns. He | ooks down at the TH EF' s
st ol en sat chel

The THIEF rolls his eyes. He lifts up the satchel, dropping
it on the counter with a heavy, netallic thud.

The NEPHEW | ooks down at the counter, sonmberly. He smles

once again, sliding the satchel over toward him He |ooks up
at the THI EF.

CUT TO

The THI EF energes from crowd behind him w ping foamoff the
corners of his mouth with his sl eeve.

He picks out a pair of black |eather gloves fromhis pocket,
staring at themin between his palns for a nonent.

Looki ng up, between the clearing of the thick clouds and tal
bui | di ngs, his gaze sets on the ivory palace at the top of
the nountain, enveloped in a glow ng silver noonlight.

H s next quarry.



