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NEMO MARTIN
Hello friends! 
This is Nemo Martin, creator of Trice Forgotten.  
I wanted to come in and thank you for checking out our swashbuckling adventure!  
There are a lot of people on deck at Rusty Quill helping to make this podcast possible, and the best way you can support us and our show is by spreading the word!  
Tell your friends and pirate nemeses, share us on social media with the hashtag #triceforgotten, rate and review us on your podcatcher of choice, maybe even play it on repeat for your aquarium buddies! 
We are still a small company and we want to keep bringing more work to writers and performers in future seasons, but we can only do that if people listen and spread the word!  
If you want to contribute to us directly, (and get first word on new projects, behind the scenes content, exclusive events, and more) consider joining the Rusty Quill Patreon over at patreon.com/rustyquill  
Now please, enjoy the episode.

[SHOW THEME - INTRO]
NOOR
Rusty Quill Presents Trice Forgotten.
Episode Three. Battens Down. 
[THEME FINISHES]
INT. TAVERN - EARLY AFTERNOON
[A rowdy tavern. Tankards are heard clanking in the background. Music is playing, people are chatting, and somewhere in the corner a group of people are singing a bar song.]
[ALESTES, BAKER, SIVA and NOOR are sitting at a table.]
ALESTES
(jolly drunk)
Here's the thing, though - everyone thinks fishing is so easy. That you just cast your line and the little fishies come up and eat. That they just flap their little fins and BOOM! Dead fish. Well you and I both know that -
BAKER
(one drink past tipsy)
I know you're not about to tell me anything about fishing. Not when I've been slinging carp, bass and ass since you were in swaddling clothes-
(ALESTES and BAKER laugh)
SIVA
(aside to Noor)
Did he just say he's been - he's a large man, certainly, but to throw an entire donkey?
NOOR
(bemused)
I think perhaps you should have a conversation about it with Baker, when he's less... distracted.
SIVA
(a bit too loudly)
Baker's going to teach me to sling ass?
ALESTES
(delighted, teasing)
Hah! Careful what you say old man, or word will get out that you're teaching a younger man all about-
BAKER
Ai Alestes, shhh!
ALESTES
(louder if anything)
What's the matter? Worried who might hear you propositioning-
(ALESTES laughs as BAKER tries to shut her up.)
SIVA
Noor. Noor. Noor. I’ve had an incredulous realisation. You know, for all those months using a beer crate for a desk, they never gave me actual beer to drink? This stuff is better than it smells, I can understand the appeal!
NOOR
Look around this tavern and you'll find plenty of reasons to abstain. 
(SIVA downs his tankard with a satisfied sigh.) 
NOOR (CONT'D)
...Or at least, a reason to slow down.
[A SERVER approaches.] 
SERVER
Who had the stew?
ALESTES
That's me. This that one with the "glazed turmeric potatoes"?
SERVER
Aye, 'tis. We slow roast the meat over an open flame for the better part of three days. It's our-
ALESTES
Speciality. Thanks. You can go.
(changing her mind)
[Exchanging coin]
Ah - just so you know. There'd be extra coin for whoever might be able to tell me the spice blend used on that boar.
SERVER
How much coin might a person get for taking such a risk?
ALESTES
Enough.
SERVER
Bring me "enough" and it's yours.
[The SERVER exits.]
BAKER
Anyway. Putting aside you trying to bribe your way with coin we don't have-
ALESTES
- coin you don't have.
BAKER
- what type of tavern glazes their potatoes?
ALESTES
The kind of tavern you could learn a thing or two from.
(to everyone)
Right, you lot! You're all sitting here drinking delicious ale-
SIVA
Noor's drinking tea! 
ALESTES
You're all sitting here drinking, which, by the way, you're welcome for.
NOOR
(suspicious)
You're paying?
ALESTES
One drink each, don't get used to it.
And now you're sitting here, on your asses, making me no money with which to bribe people. And do you know what happens to those in my debt?
SIVA
(oblivious to the threat and tipsy)
My goodness, no! What happens to them!
ALESTES
(trying to sound cool)
Bad things. Very bad things.
SIVA
Gosh! That's not good!
ALESTES
So. I don't care how you do it, who you do it to, or what part of your soul you lose to make it happen. Get up. Get out of here. Go make me coin. Now.
SIVA
Right now? But I've still got half a-
ALESTES
Now.
NOOR
Come on Siva, let's go look about. I'm sure we can find work somewhere. 
[NOOR and SIVA stand, making their way from the table and through the crowded tavern.]
ALESTES
Don't think you're off the hook either. 
BAKER
(thinking she's still teasing)
You forget who actually makes the ship's bread. And cooks up all those fish you go on about. And-
ALESTES
(serious)
You still need to earn coin.
BAKER
(confused)
I cook for my berth.
ALESTES
That was before.
BAKER
Before? Before what? 
ALESTES
Before. It's not like I'm asking you to break contract.
BAKER
"Contract"? Alestes it's me, I don't have a contract.
(reading her expression)
But wait you think I should?
ALESTES
(a bit cowed)
We need more coin so you stop being so lazy and cook more than hardtack boiled in sea water.
BAKER
(grumbling)
Nothing wrong with boiled hardtack...
ALESTES
Nothing wrong with -!
(inhales deeply)
Most ridiculous thing I've ever- you're not seriously trying to imply- 
[ALESTES starts to eat the stew. It's Nigella Lawson- delicious, laden with sexual innuendo.] 
ALESTES (CONT'D)
Are you saying boiled hardtack could ever stand up to beautiful, wonderful, luscious potatoes simmered in a rich, boar stew?
BAKER
So we're in a silly bugger mood, are we?
ALESTES
(OTT sexual innuendo)
So. Gooooooood.
BAKER
I see what you're trying to do, Alestes.
ALESTES
Is it working?
MMMmmmmmmMmmmmmmmmm
BAKER
I'm going because I want to, and not because you're making me.
[BAKER stands, hasty.] 
(BAKER takes his leave - ALESTES cackling as he leaves her behind.) 
[As he rounds a corner, he stops.]
NOOR
Baker?
BAKER
Has Siva been kidnapped already?!
NOOR
(slight laugh)
No, not yet, Inshallah. I wanted to ask you something in private.
BAKER
Oh. Yes.
(concerned)
Is it urgent? You might want to wait if you need some serious advice.
NOOR
This is fine.
BAKER
I- see.
NOOR
You knew that lady who kidnapped Siva. "Anh". You have a history with her.
BAKER
... we did.
NOOR
Is there something we should know? 
BAKER
It's sorted. No need to worry.
NOOR
That's what Alestes told you. Hm?
BAKER
(slight warning)
I don't have any reason not to trust Alestes' word, and you shouldn't either.
NOOR
...It's not just you who'll be affected by this decision, Baker. 
But if you tell me to trust her, then I will.
(A heavy moment.)
BAKER
... The Captain knows what she's doing.
[INT. MAP SHOP – AFTERNOON]
[A busy street fades as SIVA enters a cartography shop, polite bell ringing as the door closes behind him.] 
[He makes his way to the counter.]
SIVA
Excuse me!
MAPSELLER
(taking one look at him)
What do you want?
SIVA
I'm looking for work. I happen-
MAPSELLER
I've got enough sweeps.
SIVA
Oh, no, I-
MAPSELLER
This isn't a charity.
SIVA
I'm not here to apply as a-
MAPSELLER
Some sort of scam, is it?
Why don't you run along back to whoever's teat you just dropped from; you won't be tricking me.
SIVA
(taken aback)
I am a highly skilled cartographer, trained under-
MAPSELLER
You're a highly skilled cartographer, and my father was one of the twelve apostles. 
[Siva pulls a map from a sleeve holder and slams it down on the countertop.]
SIVA
(tipsy and losing his temper in a way that slightly embarrasses him)
If you would just listen to me and look at my work, Sir. I am more than highly skilled, I am downright gifted. This map of Kalitivu is the best you will ever find. So. Sir. If you would please.
MAPSELLER
...Kalitivu?
[The MAPSELLER unfolds the map.] 
MAPSELLER (CONT'D)
(more appreciative, keeping his cards to his chest)
This is... You work under someone's employ, boy? 
SIVA
I'm currently under the employ of Captain Alestes.
MAPSELLER
"Alestes"? 
SIVA
(realising his fortunes are turning)
That's correct! Captain Alestes! The finest seafaring Captain in- in the - seven seas! 
MAPSELLER
I bet she is. ...I need to look closer at this map of yours in the back.
SIVA
Of course!
[The MAPSELLER goes into the back room.]
SIVA (CONT'D)
That's the stuff, Siva old boy! What a bolstering adventure! An excellent pitch, with skills to match - my God - you might even have been charming!
[The MAPSELLER returns.]
SIVA (CONT'D)
So? What do you think, maybe enough gold to-
MAPSELLER
You'd better run along, boy.
SIVA
Excuse me?
MAPSELLER
Here. Take your scrap of paper and run along. I sealed it back up for you.
[He slides folded map paper across the counter.]
[SIVA grabs it, possessively, stuffing it back in its holder.]
SIVA
I thought - but - You were impressed, just moments ago!
MAPSELLER
And then I looked at it, with my tools, and now I'm telling you to leave.
SIVA
Well!! I have never been so ill treated by someone with manners quite so... Why waste my time like that? It's - it's - RUDE!
MAPSELLER
Get out of my shop, boy, or rudeness will be the least of your problems.
[SIVA exits into the busy street.]
[INT. TAVERN KITCHEN – AFTERNOON]
[Potatoes being peeled in a busy kitchen. Pots bubble, meat roasts over fire.]
SERVER
You're quick with that knife.
BAKER
Been peeling veg longer than you've been alive, I'll bet.
SERVER
And what's a man with hands as skilled as yours doing picking up temporary jobs in tavern kitchens?
BAKER
Anything he can to keep bellies full and hearts beating.
SERVER
You've the arms of a whaler.
(BAKER doesn't give a reply.)
SERVER (CONT'D)
No offence intended. Just noting the obvious. You'd make more on a shift out on a ship than you would sitting here.
BAKER
I would.
SERVER
And a longer voyage, make enough of a commission, I'm sure you could afford to retire in peace.
BAKER
I'm sure I could. 
SERVER
But you're going to continue peeling potatoes.
BAKER
I am.
SERVER
Hmmm. 
You were sitting out there with that Captain looking to buy our recipe.
BAKER
I was.
SERVER
You think you can steal it if you sit in our kitchen for long enough?
BAKER
If I thought I could learn a recipe like that in a couple hours, I wouldn't respect the dish as much as I do.
(The SERVER gives him a pleased hum of consideration.)
SERVER
(affectionate ribbing)
So what is your goal, spy?
BAKER
Peel enough potatoes so that I can afford a sack, and a pinch of turmeric as a good-will bonus for an old man.
SERVER
(like respects like)
You drive a hard bargain. 
[EXT. A BUSY MARKET]
[Bustling sound of people going about their business. The sound of horses. Ocean in the distance. Merchants hawking their wares. NOOR and SIVA walk through it all.]
SIVA
(still tipsy, but sobering up)
I can't believe no one wants to hire me at all. Is it my face?
Does my breath smell?
(blows into his hands, reacts)
Do I need to bathe? It has been a while since I last had a proper bath. Maybe it's-
NOOR
Perhaps it is because you're not looking too steady on your feet.
SIVA
Urgh. 
NOOR
You know, you don't have to do everything the Captain tells you to do.
SIVA
But - if I can just prove to the Captain and to Baker that I can keep up with them, maybe they'll see that I am of use to them - 
NOOR
You'll be of less use to them several tankards to the wind.
SIVA
They've had years of experience scrubbing decks and slinging ass - which means I've got to make up for lost time!
NOOR
You're going to make that time up in a day, are you?
(Before SIVA can respond, the raised voices of two MERCHANTS explodes into a full-blown argument.)
MERCHANT 1
Insult my very name, reputation, and, if I'm to be frank, defecate on my good will when-
MERCHANT 2
Your good will?
(becomes shrill)
I was paying you! You were to be paid for honest work! I will not have my good name sullied because you couldn't be trusted to breathe if left to your own devices.
MERCHANT 1
Oooohhhh, you should watch your words, friend.
[A sword is unsheathed.]
MERCHANT 2
PAH! Threaten me all you like, it doesn't change the fact that these gloves are NOT real ray skin. If you think me a fool-
[Another sword unsheathed.]
MERCHANT 2 (CONT'D)
-you will find yourself six feet under and out more than your silly little reputation.
MERCHANT 1
Oh YEAH?
MERCHANT 2
YEAH.
[Feet shuffling into fighting stance.]
NOOR
Hold, peace. There's no need to draw blood this day. Sheathe your weapons.
SIVA
(aside)
Noor - are you sure it's safe to intervene-?!
[The MERCHANTS ignore them both. Raising their swords, they begin swinging at one another. These are not the sword fighters of legends. Their blows are slow, school-taught, and they clash weakly against one another.] 
(They are quickly out of breath.)
MERCHANT 1
Move aside!
(breathing heavily)
HA!
MERCHANT 2
(just as heavily)
Don't you HA!!
(SIVA and NOOR watch from the sidelines, NOOR making concerned sounds, SIVA keeping up a commentary on the bad swordfighting)
SIVA
His stance is just all wrong. He’s quite pathetic.
MERCHANT 2
Don't you HA me!!
NOOR
Please, lower your blades. You're more likely to injure yourselves than one another.
MERCHANT 1
Pipe down, you!
NOOR
At the very least, why not explain what has caused this rift to an outside party?
[The MERCHANTS still make pathetic swipes at one another.]
MERCHANT 2
Well, I had it on good authority that this "vendor" here had a solid reputation for selling the highest quality goods and services-
MERCHANT 1
You tarnish my name in public!!!
MERCHANT 2
My client is a royal of the highest magnitude, and I cannot bring these inauthentic counterfeits before them because this vendor is too lazy to afford a real verification process-
NOOR
Verification - that's all you need?
MERCHANT 2
Hah! If only it were that simple!!
MERCHANT 1
To do so would require the utmost skill and knowledge.
MERCHANT 2
And now he offers me no refund!!
MERCHANT 1
Because they are 100% authentic-
MERCHANT 2
Allegedly-
NOOR
Twenty gold pieces, and I will bring you real stingray leather.
(A beat.)
MERCHANT 2
Twenty-?
No. Ten and you've got a deal.
SIVA
(finding dregs of confidence)
Noor set their price at twenty! 
NOOR
But you're more than welcome to continue this argument of yours while your client waits...
MERCHANT 1
Thirty years I've been in this business and you think some street urchins can do better than me?
MERCHANT 2
(specifically to spite Merchant 1)
...See that you bring your evidence before the sun sets. And payment on receipt this time!
NOOR
Consider it done.
[NOOR and SIVA begin to walk away.]
SIVA
I didn't know you were a ray expert, Noor!
NOOR
I'm not.
SIVA
Oh. So... how do you plan on finding real stingray leather?
NOOR
We catch some rays, find the closest match to those gloves, and bring it to them.
SIVA
... Oh. And how do you plan on catching a stingray? Aren't they quite dangerous?
NOOR
I'm not catching anything.
SIVA
But you just said that-
NOOR
We're going to make sure you earn your keep, Siva.
[EXT. NETAOANSOM - DECK – EVENING]
[ALESTES is fishing off the deck of the ship. She drinks from a bottle of rum.]
[Not too far in the distance, NOOR and SIVA are attempting to catch a stingray before the sun sets.]
[It's nearing dusk. BAKER joins her. He drops a heavy sack of potatoes on the deck.]

BAKER
Any of that to spare?
[ALESTES passes over the bottle as they watch:]
ALESTED
What’s in the sack? Spoils of war? Fabulous treasures?
BAKER 
Even better.
ALESTES
Potatoes! Baker, you shouldn’t have.
BAKER
Where’s Noor, I was hoping they’d help me peel.
ALESTES
Titting around on the shore down there with Siva.
BAKER
Hm. What are they doing?
ALESTES
Who know with those two – here, pass us the rum.
BAKER
How’s the fishing?
ALESTES
Just seaweed, so far.
[She drinks.]
That’s the stuff.
[On the shore]
NOOR
Eyes down, Siva. Concentrate.
SIVA
(in the wind)
I'm trying! But the little buggers are far too fast-
NOOR
Be faster! Every ray you let slip is a coin, gone. I can only assist so much.
SIVA
(distracted and pleased)
Wait. Are you doing this because you care about me?
Oh! I see! You're teaching me so that I'll be able to gain respect with the Captain!!!
You really are just the most wonder-
NOOR
There!! It's right there, go, go!
[SPLASHING.]
 (SIVA spluttering in the waves.)
BAKER
Couple of fools, those two.
(BAKER and ALESTES share a laugh.)
BAKER (CONT'D)
But I've got to admit I'm taking a real shine to them.
ALESTES
You take a shine to everyone. Even the ones that don't deserve it.
BAKER
Are you saying you don't deserve it?
ALESTES
Don't.
BAKER
And it's not true, anyway. I didn't take too kindly to Gammon. Or that Anh, neither.
[A lull. More distant splashing...]
NOOR
(distant, encouraging)
Yes! Yes! Nearly! 
ALESTES
...You remember that time we nearly starved, when the Galloping sprung that leak?
BAKER
I try to forget the things I don't like to remember.
ALESTES
I keep trying to picture what his face looked like. What expressions he made. How he proved to us that everything was under his control, that us half-drowned was all part of his grand plan.
(BAKER hmms to show that he's listening, letting her continue in her own time.)
ALESTES (CONT'D)
(laughs, dry)
I'm tired, Baker.
BAKER
Course you are. You've been up since the sun rose. And how many hours did you spend in that tavern after I left you?
ALESTES
No, Baker. I'm tired.
(deep breath)
That feeling, that heaviness in my chest. It's heavier, now. Sometimes... I feel like I can't breathe, and I wonder what I'm supposed to do.
BAKER
Hey, now. I'm sure it's not as bad as all that. 
(he considers her)
Having people to look after is a scary job. You do what you need to do, Alestes. It'll work out in the end. And, if it doesn't... you know you'll always have me by your side.
ALESTES
Baker, shut up. 
[The sound of a fishing line dragging-]
BAKER (CONT'D)
I know it can be hard to hear, Alestes, but a crew is more than companionship - 
ALESTES
BAKER SHUSH! GET THE NET!
[A fishing battle ensues - ]
ALESTES (CONT'D)
(bright)
HA! Feel the size of this thing!!
BAKER
Here, let me reel-
ALESTES
Get your own rod, old man! Come on, you little -
[The fish breaches the water -] 
ALESTES (CONT'D)
YES! YES! I am a GOD unto FISHKIND-
[and the line snaps. The fish plops back into the water with a sad little splash.] 
(ALESTES cries out, dejected)
(NOOR and SIVA have gone an awkward silent.)
(ALESTES slightly more winded than she should be.)
ALESTES (CONT'D)
Not. One. Word, Baker.
BAKER
(trying not to grin)
Aye, Captain.
SIVA
(calling from the shore)
Nice try Captain!
ALESTES
Don't you have better things to be concentrating on, you-
[On the shore]
NOOR
SIVA! SIVA, LOOK, HURRY-!
[SIVA splashes around for a while-]
SIVA (CONT'D)
STAY! STILL!
(More splashing. Coughing. Spluttering.)
NOOR
Come on! You can do it! 
SIVA
I SEE IT!
[A stingray is pulled thrashing from the water-]
NOOR
Siva, grab it. In the bucket. Not back in the water.
[A stingray is pulled thrashing from the water-]
SIVA
HahhhhHAHAHAAA!!!!! VICTORY!!
NOOR
In the bucket - careful! 
[It goes into the bucket. SIVA and NOOR celebrate: clapping one another on the back, laughing with glee.]
SIVA
Captain??!?! Look what we - no - I - did!!! 
ALESTES
(still slightly winded)
Alright, alright. 
You're also far from the market where the coin is. Get going, before your time runs out.
[NOOR and SIVA splash off.]
(ALESTES lets out a slightly pained breath once they're gone.)
BAKER
Don't tell me that fish got you beat down, lass! Chin up, your old man's got more than enough for dinner tonight.
ALESTES
(trying to sound like she's not concerned)
Go on, impress me then, chef.
[EXT. MARKET - EARLY EVENING]
[The market, as before - with people hawking their wares.]
NOOR lugs the bucket up to the stall with SIVA.
NOOR
(slightly out of breath)
One ray for you-
SIVA
-brought before sunset! 
[The MERCHANT looks in the bucket.]
MERCHANT 2
Good GOD what in heaven's name is that?!
NOOR
A stingray, like you asked for.
MERCHANT 2
(ewww)
You must be quite mistaken. 
NOOR
Excuse me?
MERCHANT 2
(shudders)
Well - look at it, all... flappy, and wriggly? That's some sort of strange, flat... fish! 
NOOR
A stingray... is a fish.
MERCHANT 2
HAH! Oh, you locals, thinking you can get away with teasing me like this - you're as bad as that other merchant!! As if a royal would ever wear the skin of some stinky fish!
SIVA
Out of interest - What on earth do you actually think a ray is?
MERCHANT 2
Why it is of course a magnificent beast! A legendary creature, with a barbed tail, the wings of a bird, the ability to seriously injure even the most powerful of warriors - and you've just got a fish in a bucket!
SIVA
But-
NOOR
(sensing there's no use arguing)
The twenty gold?
MERCHANT 2
No, no, the deal is off. I won't be fleeced. I am forced to take my business elsewhere.
Get yourselves and your weird fish out of my sight.
[INT. NETAOANSOM - DECK – NIGHT]
The entire crew on deck, eating.
ALESTES
(moaning)
These potatoes are - I'd throw Siva overboard to make sure I never, ever go without these potatoes for the rest of my life!
Who even needs fish! Maybe we should just eat potatoes from now on.
SIVA
Here, Noor! Let me serve you-
ALESTES
Hey! You two! You don't bring any coin, you only get one potato each!
[Sound of several potatoes being moved from the centre of the table and dumped before NOOR-]
SIVA
You can have my serving, Noor-
NOOR
No, no, you worked hard, you should eat your share.
SIVA
Oh! Then! Would you like me to mash your potatoes for you?
NOOR
(slightly weirded out)
No, I don't need you to mash my potatoes. Thank you.
BAKER
(switching subject)
So, the hold isn't as threadbare as it has been. That's good news for all of us. Especially with those extra rays you brought aboard.
NOOR
They're not for eating.
BAKER
Were you planning on keeping them alive?
NOOR
Why not?
BAKER
Why not? Because they're food.
NOOR
They don't have to be. I thought I could build an aquarium.
ALESTES
An aquarium?
BAKER
Are you sure? More likely they'll die in there just as quickly as they'd die in my pot.
SIVA
What if I cleaned it out for them? And I can feed them, and, uhm, take them for walks?
NOOR
See, Baker? You wouldn't have to do anything-
BAKER
We'll get hungry soon enough.
ALESTES
I like the idea of an aquarium onboard.
BAKER
(disbelief)
You do?
ALESTES
Why not? It's like having a living larder. Which means I have to spend less money on you lot.
BAKER
You're actually considering this.
ALESTES
Pop a couple lobsters in there and I can pick out the ones I want to eat on the day.
NOOR
You're not using my aquarium as a menu board-
ALESTES
I'm sorry, I thought I heard the person who brought me no income today making demands!
NOOR
It is not as if I am being paid a wage anyway...
ALESTES
And it sounds like ray leather is a lucrative business. We can always get into that market if it comes to it.
NOOR
It won't.
ALESTES
That's what they all say. 
(making the decision)
Yes. You can keep your weird little pets in my aquarium until I decide otherwise.
NOOR
...Thank you.
SIVA
Congratulations, Noor!! 
BAKER
(sighing)
Sounds like that's settled, then.
(As SIVA goes on another enthusiastic rant about his stingray catching ability, we focus in on ALESTES and BAKER.)
ALESTES
(about to raise something serious)
Baker?
BAKER
(weary)
Yes, Alestes?
(ALESTES considers him.... Then changes her mind.) 
ALESTES
(a form of love)
Here, you can have the last potato.
[Show Theme – Outro]
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