
STEAL THIS NPC #1: TESSA THE TAVERN KEEPER 

 

 

It’s a slow night at the Devil & Fool. TESSA is polishing a 

glass at the bar. The scene opens mid-conversation, as 

Tessa speaks to the camera. 

 

TESSA 

Come up with a story, eh? Aye, I 

suppose I could dredge one up. 

Tupper and the Cold Trout? Ach, 

no-- too dirty. You won’t suppose 

me any kind of lady after you hear 

THAT one. Good story, though. 

Remind me after I’ve had a few. 

 

(She winks) 

 

A story, eh? A story… I’m a simple 

lass, none of that adventure. Oh, 

how about-- but you don’t want to 

hear about me Da, do you? Too sad, 

too sad by half. ACH, WAIT 

 

(Slaps the bar) 

 

I have it! It’s a story that has 

it all-- laughs, gasps, you name 

it. Best of all, it’s completely 

true! Strike me down if I’m a 

liar! 

 

(She winces, then looks up 

and smiles) 

 

This is the story of how I won the 

Devil & Fool. That’s right-- the 

bar you’re sitting in, aye, this 

one right here! 

 

When first I come to town, there 

weren’t no place to stay. Not a 

one to speak of, save the haunted 

ruin on the edge of town. Being 

the dense young lass I was, I 

thought, a roof above my head is 

better than none, aye? And how bad 

can it be? 

 

VO of the next section spoken over shots of doors shutting 

in Tessa’s face 

 



All around town I asked, and the 

answer was the same-- the last man 

who stayed ran screaming from the 

inn at midnight, his hair turned 

white as death. Not even the 

groundskeeper walked the halls 

after sundown. 

 

Back to Tessa at the bar 

 

Still charged me for the room, 

though, so he did. Half again the 

going rate, the rotten bastard. 

 

So I came to the old inn. A 

beautiful old ruin-- someone’s 

heart and soul, you could tell, 

before they let it go. It made me 

sad to see, truth be told, a 

beautiful old place as it was. But 

there was something there, too, 

behind those big ol’ windows. You 

could feel it, like a drunk come 

reeling home, face like a bruise.  

 

I made my bed in the room by the 

bar. Looked like someone left in a 

hurry, long, long ago. Sheets 

thrown back, drawers pulled out, 

everything askew. So I thought, 

“This won’t do,” and I started to 

tidy up the place.  

 

CUT TO: VO with slow pan of a ceiling and the sound of 

heavy footsteps. Spooky sounds & whatnot 

 

It wasn’t too long before I 

started hearing things. Simple 

things at first, creaks and groans 

like you’d hear in any lonely 

place. But then louder, louder, 

more and more. Footsteps above me, 

heavy boots and all. Voices, deep 

and angry, in halls long ago 

empty. 

 

CUT TO: Tessa, at the bar 

 

I was shaken, let me tell you. So, 

once I was done tidying up, I 

thought to check the bar for some 

libations to steel my nerves. 



Surely, I thought, surely if the 

owners left their long-johns, 

they’d have left a bottle of 

something or other, wouldn’t they? 

 

So out I crept, like a mouse in a 

house with a cat. I grabbed a 

bottle of something likely, and 

poured myself a glass. All the 

while listening to the footsteps, 

creaking back and forth. Closer, 

and closer, and closer they came, 

until they were at the door. And 

then-- then? 

 

Silence. Then I heard it, behind 

me. 

 

Shot of Tessa, from the back. She turns, terrified, looking 

at the camera. Then, she looks down and notices the bottle 

she’s holding, pours some in a glass, and offers it up. 

 

THE DEVIL 

(spoken by Tessa) 

YOU HAVE UNTIL MIDNIGHT (it said, 

in a voice like rusted nails.) IF 

YOU ARE HERE WHEN THE CLOCK 

STRIKES TWELVE, YOUR SOUL WILL BE 

DEVOURED. 

 

TESSA 

And then I was alone. Poof! Just 

like that! Well, I thought, rude 

to leave a drink go unanswered, so 

I downed his as well. 

 

By this point I was done being 

scared, well walking towards 

angry. Rude! I thought. Rude to 

greet a guest in such a way, 

discourteous to ignore a drink! I 

set about tidying up the bar, 

straightening chairs and sweeping 

out leaves and the like. Set a 

fire, laid in a few logs, and 

that. 

 

All the while, I stewed over being 

treated in such a way. Rude! Where 

does a man get off, treating 

someone like that? I decided then 

and there that I wouldn’t let my 



soul be devoured without giving 

him a piece of my mind to go with 

it.  

 

Well, the night was getting on, 

and with the work being done I sat 

and began to feel restless. Hard 

to feel sleepy when your soul is 

on the line, and hard to run 

screaming when you’re set to give 

the Devil a stern once over. I 

can’t abide rudeness. 

 

VO over shot of Tessa walking to a clock (camera POV.) She 

looks at it for a moment, then reaches to adjust it. 

 

Nothing left to do, I walked to 

the clock-- a big old thing, 

certain as the end of days. Still 

ticking, after all this time.  

 

Well, I thought, a little drunk by 

now, it’s rude as well to make a 

lady wait. So I set the clock 

ahead. It started to ring, big, 

booming chimes. By the third 

chime, the room grew dark. By the 

ninth, the room began to smell of 

rotting flesh. And then the clock 

struck twelve. 

 

View from clock face-- we see Tessa from shoulders-up, from 

above. A pair of evil-looking legs walks into the shot from 

over her shoulder. She squeezes her eyes shut, and takes a 

shuddering breath, then turns. 

 

“I’ve got good news and bad,” I 

say, trying to keep my voice from 

shaking. “Bad news, it’s only 

half-past yet.” I turned, and 

there he was-- the Devil, aye, or 

one of them, anyway. “The good 

news? There’s still half a bottle 

left, and the night is young. Care 

for a drink?” 

 

I can’t tell you what he looked 

like, to this day. But I can tell 

you what it felt like, having 

those eyes on me. If you’ve ever 

had a big, black dog fix you with 

a hungry growl, you know. If you 



ever held a cleaver over your hand 

and wondered, you know. If you 

ever felt something slide past you 

in a muddy pond at night, you know 

how it felt to pull out a chair 

opposite that devil. Felt twice as 

bad sitting down, but a little 

better pouring out two drinks and 

sliding one across. 

 

(as yet unwritten: beast threatens to eat her soul, she 

says he’s got to drink first.) 

 

Those are the rules, ain’t they? 

As my guest. 

 

THE DEVIL 

THIS IS NOT YOUR TAVERN. 

 

TESSA 

Well, unless those are your 

underoos in the other room, it’s 

not yours either. So drink up, 

we’ve got time to kill before 

midnight. 

 

Back to the bar 

 

And strike me down if I tell a 

lie, so he did! But, as I soon 

learned, there are few worse 

drinking pals than a devil about 

to eat your soul. So I thought, 

what’s the harm in a drinking 

game? 

 

Cut to the Devil 

 

THE DEVIL 

WE WILL HAVE RIDDLES. WHAT SHALL 

THE STAKES BE. 

 

To Tessa, across the table 

 

TESSA 

Someone guesses a riddle, you 

drink? 

 

THE DEVIL 

NOT. ENOUGH. 

 

VO over Tessa, thinking over the situation at the table 



TESSA 

All right. Here’s me, on the edge 

of a deep, dark pit. I can’t say I 

wasn’t shaking in my boots. But, 

says a voice in the back of me 

mind, I’ll bet you two copper 

there’s a way across it. 

 

“All right. Here’s what,” I said. 

“If I win, you head back to 

wherever it was you come from, for 

ever and a day.” 

 

THE DEVIL 

AND IF I WIN? 

 

TESSA 

Then you can devour my soul. 

 

THE DEVIL 

I SHALL DO SO REGARDLESS. 

 

TESSA 

Ah! It’s not quite midnight. Shave 

a couple minutes off the process, 

yeah? 

 

THE DEVIL 

… VERY WELL. 

 

TESSA 

… But also the first part, too. 

 

VO over a quick cut: Riddle, answer, answer, drink, riddle, 

shot of clock near midnight, stumbling answer 

 

TESSA 

So we fought, riddle to riddle, 

guess to guess. It was down to the 

wire. And, to be honest, I was 

more than a little drunk. But I 

still had one trick up my sleeve. 

 

TESSA 

(at the table w/Devil) 

 

All right. All right all right all 

right. I’ve got one. 

 

(shot of the devil, 

impassive) 

 



It’s a real stumper. 

 

(same shot) 

 

Are you ready? 

 

THE DEVIL 

(same impassive shot) 

… YES. 

 

TESSA 

(takes a deep breath) 

Okay. Okay. What reeks like a 

donkey but spends a fortune on 

soap, that’s as big as a house but 

never leaves it? 

 

THE DEVIL 

(same impassive shot) 

 

TESSA 

(trying not to laugh) 

 

THE DEVIL 

(same impassive shot) 

… BIG AS A HOUSE…? 

 

TESSA 

Oh my goodness. Did I just win? 

 

THE DEVIL 

(same impassive shot) 

NO. I HAVE NOT GUESSED. 

 

TESSA 

You have to guess! 

 

THE DEVIL 

I AM AWARE. 

 

TESSA 

Do you have a guess? 

 

THE DEVIL 

YES. 

 

TESSA 

(squirming with the world’s 

worst joke) 

What is it? 

 

 



THE DEVIL 

(same impassive shot) 

 

TESSA 

D’you want to know what it is? 

 

THE DEVIL 

(same impassive shot) 

 

TESSA 

(literally explodes) 

IT’S YER MAAAAAAAAA 

 

CUT TO: Tessa at the bar, telling the story, red faced and 

laughing. 

 

TESSA 

And d’you want to know what 

happened next? 

 

CUT TO: Gnarled, evil fist slams on the table.  

 

THE DEVIL 

(stands, furious) 

NO! THAT WAS NOT A RIDDLE 

 

TESSA 

(still seated) 

You’re right! The real riddle is 

how yer Ma gets out of bed in the 

morning! 

 

THE DEVIL 

MORTAL! I WILL EAT YOUR SOUL! 

 

TESSA 

Is that because your Ma cleared 

out the pantry? 

 

THE DEVIL 

(leans forwards, reaching) 

CHOOSE YOUR WORDS CAREFULLY, FOR 

THEY WILL BE YOUR LAST 

 

Tessa slams her palm on the table then stands, jabbing a 

finger at the Devil. 

 

TESSA 

Not so fast, Scratch! There were 

rules to this game, and they’ll be 

followed! Did I ask a riddle? 

(silence) 



And did you answer it! 

(silence) 

So what happens next? Will we say 

you broke the rules, or…? 

 

One final shot of the Devil, looming. The only sound is the 

heavy, evil breathing. 

 

Then, the room is empty. VO of Tessa over shot of her 

checking the rest of the tavern. 

 

TESSA 

Then I was alone. I checked, of 

course. I checked everywhere. But 

I was alone. And I fell asleep and 

woke the next morning, soul and 

all. That’s the story of how I won 

the Devil & Fool. 

 

(Back to the bar-- Tessa sets 

down her glass and winks at 

the camera) 

 

Now, how about another drink? 


