Blue Infinity
An Audio Roleplay Adventure
by Escaped Audios
Episode One: The Lady in the Glacier

0. Title card, BLUE INFINITY: An Audio Roleplay Adventure, crossfade to text on a screen with animated tides reading “NEW VERMONT: 1840, FIFTY YEARS AFTER THE DRIFT”

1. ext – Waves gently lap the edge of a boat, gulls cry in the air and wood creaks as a ship gently bumps a dock.

DOCKWORKER
	(Booming, but polite) All passengers destined for New Vermont step onto the gangway! We have arrived.

2. ext – wood on wood bumps the gangway, two sets of footsteps are audible as the hustle and bustle of an 1840s port town fades in

MABEL
	(respectfully, but with audible concern) Grandfather, are you sure about this? He’s dangerous isn’t he? Every story I’ve heard about him from the Drift makes me worried. We could be making a terrible mistake.

OLD FLETCHER
	(gentle, soothing) Calm yourself. He’s a harmless old man now, as am I. We didn’t come all this way for nothing. This is the only way we’ll make it through the dead winds.

MABEL
	I just don’t understand why we need to do this in the first place.

OLD FLETCHER
	(assuring, fatherly) I made a promise to someone very special to me a long time ago. One day, when you’re older, you’ll understand what that type of promise means.

3. ext – the sound of gulls and waves fade, footsteps stop and give way to the sound of knocking on a wooden door. The door creaks open.

LILY
	(cautious) Hello?
[beat]
	(gasping, happy) Fletcher! Is that you? I hardly recognized you with your hair so grey. I received your letters.
OLD FLETCHER
	(kindly) For a moment I hardly recognized you too, you look so different standing on two legs. (laughs) It’s good to see you again, after all these years. This is my granddaughter, Mabel.

LILY
	(happy) Oh, so you had children with your beloved? (curious) Is she here?

OLD FLETCHER
	(laughing) Not yet, but you’ll be able to see her later. Speaking of, is Simon here?

LILY
	Right this way. I’m sure he’ll be happy to see you again. He talks about you and your wife often, you know. Even with his memory fading, he remembers those days. At least the feeling of it all, sometimes the details slip his mind. 

4. int – The door shuts, and the sounds of the town fade out and filter into a muffle. Three sets of footsteps enter another room.

OLD FLETCHER
	(laughs) I can’t help reminiscing on the Age of the Drift either. I can’t blame him. 

LILY
	Simon! We have guests.
OLD SIMON
	(breathing in) Hello? Come closer, let me hear your voice.

A single set of footsteps gently approach.

OLD FLETCHER
	Hello Simon, it’s been a while.

OLD SIMON
	Fletcher?! Is it really you? (laughs, gently) I thought you’d be dead by now.

LILY
	Simon, he sent us a letter. Don’t you remember?

OLD SIMON
	Oh… (pausing) You’re right. I’m terribly sorry, I forgot for a moment. (pausing, clearing throat) So… what was in the letter again? I think you wanted me to do something…

OLD FLETCHER
	I would like for you to call upon a northward wind for me, one that can carry a sailboat past the deadwinds. 
OLD SIMON
	Oh… I used to be able to do that. But I can’t, not without...

OLD FLETCHER
	Don’t worry, I have something for you.

The hum and shimmer of a magical object can be heard as Fletcher produces a glass eye.

OLD SIMON
	Is this what I think it is?

OLD FLETCHER
	Yes. Can you still use it?

Glass clinks audibly, and the hum of the glass eye muffles.

OLD SIMON
	(soflty) I… I’m afraid I have forgotten how to. I find it hard to recall those days. Can you… tell me what they were like?

OLD FLETCHER
	Don’t worry. I can remind you, where should I start?

OLD SIMON
	(gently) I remember a woman with a jewel.

OLD FLETCHER
	Then I’ll start with the day I met her. 

5. Ambiance fades away – Screen Reads: 1789, Uncharted Island in the Drift. 

6. int – The drips of condensation in a cave echo, and two sets of reverberating footsteps can be heard. A flurry of bats shriek as they fly by.

BYRON
	Fletcher! Quit getting distracted and bring that damn lantern over here, I can’t see a god damn fucking thing in this cave!

FLETCHER
	Alright alright Byron, you really do curse like a sailor.

BYRON
	That’s because we are sailors.

FLETCHER
	Nay, we are Timber Men! The sailing part is a matter of circumstance.

BYRON
	Well today we’re neither, we’re here to be treasure hunters. Captain’s orders.

FLETCHER
	I don’t know why the Captain sends us to search every uncharted island cave for treasure. We already got all the lumber the ship can carry, and it’s not like we ever find treasure either way.

BYRON
	Fortune may smile on us one day yet. 

Footsteps fade off in two different directions. The sound of frost crackling and a glacier expanding echoes through the cave.

BYRON
	Fletcher! Fletcher get back here! Are you getting sidetracked again? What the bloody fuck do you see anyway?

FLETCHER
	(in awe) ...Byron. Come over here. I think I finally found something. Look.

Footsteps reverberate

BYRON
	Raise the lantern, let me get a better look.

Frost crackles more loudly.

BYRON
	By god… what is that?

FLETCHER
	It looks like a woman entombed in ice. But how? We’re in the bloody tropics. How is there ice in this cave?

BYRON
	I’m certain there’s some scientific explanation. Perhaps this cave diffuses heat away with the winds or… Christ, never mind that. Look at her hand. What is she holding?

FLETCHER
	It looks like some kind of gemstone. 

BYRON
	Fortune has smiled upon us after all! All we have to do it break that ice open, and we’ll finally have some treasure to show for this voyage.

FLETCHER
	It ain right to steal jewels from the dead. I’m no grave robber.

BYRON
	To hell with that. She’s long dead. What use has she for gemstones? I doubt she’ll miss it. Take your axe, crack open the ice.

FLETCHER
	(sighs) If I must.

Fletcher grunts as his axe strikes the tomb of ice three times, each one audibly spraying chunks of ice across the cave floor. One the third strike, the ice shatters spectacularly, creating a high-pitched shimmering sound. The listener’s body collapses to the ground.

BYRON
	Well Fletcher? What are you waiting for? Take the damn gem.

FLETCHER
Hang on… hold the lantern for a moment.

Metal clinks and shifts as Fletcher passes the lantern.

FLETCHER
	Her body isn’t stiff or frozen… Byron! I think she may be alive!

BYRON
	That’s scientifically impossible! Just take the damn jewel so we can get out of this god forsaken cave.

FLETCHER
	No, I’m not giving up just like that.

Body shifts, bits of ice audible spread over the ground.

BYRON
	What are you doing Fletcher? Are you trying to bloody kiss her?! You don’t have to kiss a frozen corpse, I’m sure there will be plenty of maidens happy to see you when we reach our next port.

FLETCHER
	Nay, she needs breath. I think I can revive her.

Fletcher breathes gently three times, giving mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. 

Listener’s body shifts, scurries across the ground.

FLETCHER
	By god she’s awake! Byron, she’s alive?

BYRON
	(in awe) By god…

FLETCHER
(to listener) Wait wait wait! Calm down, breathe, we’re here to help you. We’re sailors. We found this island while navigating The Drift.

[Beat]

FLETCHER
	So you don’t know what the drift is? (curious) Wait, what year do you think it is?

[BEAT]

FLETCHER
	Ma’am I regret to inform you that it’s no longer 1779. It’s nearly 1790. You’ve been entombed in the ice for over a decade. The world has changed a lot since you’ve been asleep.

[BEAT]

FLETCHER
	Come with us. I’ll tell you everything.

Footsteps reverberate through the cave

FLETCHER
	My name is Fletcher, and this is Byron. We are timber men. We sail the seas of The Drift in search of lumber to trade with other ships. Our whole ship is a great, floating lumber mill.

FLETCHER
	Oh, The Drift. Right. It’s what we call the land as it is now, and the age that we’re in. Ten years ago the continents split into new continents and countless islands and drifted into the seas. Ever-changing, there are times when they break and merge and slip miles away into the sea. It’s as though the lands have a mind of their own, and their own wanderlust to satisfy. 

[BEAT]

FLETCHER
	Aye, so that does leave us with one question. What exactly do we do with you? 

[BEAT]

FLETCHER
	Well, there are a few choices. We can leave you here to fend for yourself, but I don’t think that would be wise. We could also drop you off at a port for you to find your way back to where ever you came from, but I’m unsure where you came from even exists as you knew it.

[BEAT]
So… that leaves us with one last choice.

Music fades in, first 40 seconds of Kingdom of the Three Seas by Gothic Storm.

FLETCHER
(friendly) Will you join us, and sail the seas with me? There is so much of the world you have yet to see, and I’d love to show it all to you.

FLETCHER
(warm) Oh, the seas? We don’t call that The Drift. Us sailors call it…

BEAT DROP

FLETCHER
(grinning) The Blue Infinity. 

BIG ADVENTUROUS OUTRO MUSIC, OH MY GOD, YOU ARE SO HOOKED, YOU WANT TO LISTEN TO THE NEXT EPISODE SO MUCH
