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INT. GOVERNMENT LAB INSTALLATION - NIGHT

Alarms wail. Back-up generator lighting flickers.

CHYRON: DECEMBER 6, 1941 - DAY BEFORE PEARL HARBOR

HALLWAY

Flames crawl up the walls of a hallway.

LAB WAREHOUSE

Housed in a secure room the size of half a football field 
sits a Military truck. A large circular steel encasement, 
resembling a deep sea diving tank, chained to the flatbed.

The containment unit and truck are shaking. 

OBSERVATION LAB

Beakers explode. Overhead lighting shatters. Fires start.

The giant observation windows blowout, ripping into the room, 
chairs, desks and papers all go flying.

Sprinkler system responds, but can’t keep up.

SECURITY ROOM

Two adjacent security screens:
 
Left: A janitor is hurrying down a smoke filled hallway 
carrying an unconscious female scientist.
Right: A male scientist moves along another hallway carrying 
a box of files and a satchel over his shoulder.

HALLWAY

The janitor and woman nearly collide with the man and box at 
an intersection. 

They stare in breathless surprise.

Gunshots ring out in the distance, mingled with explosions.

LAB WAREHOUSE

A porthole of shatter-proof, carbon glass is filled with the 
eye of a seething monster. Dead center in the two foot 
window, a large black pupil surrounded by red glowing 
filaments stares out. Fire reflects on the glass.

The shaking stops. The eye instantly shifts right, finding 
something. The pupil relaxes, the filaments fill with blue.



Chains rattle as the massive garage door opens.

The upper edge of the container shreds the bottom of the 
rising door as the truck hurdles forward into the night.

EXT. GOVERNMENT LAB INSTALLATION - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

A pair of silhouettes occupy the truck as fire reflects on 
the windshield and mayhem consumes the compound.

EXT. FIRE ROAD - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The loaded military truck crashes out of the woods, careening 
onto an empty road. Gears grind as the engine roars into the 
distance.

FADE TO BLACK.

EXT. LAKE AHEETA - UPSTATE NEW YORK -  DAWN

CHYRON: JANUARY 18, 1961

A young girl, all of 15 dressed in 1960’s bathing attire and 
a winter coat rows a small boat into the serene lake. Round 
rimmed welding goggles hang loosely about her neck. 

WOMAN (V.O.)
“For 25 years, stories have spread 
about the legend of Flag Island.”

She stops and secures a rubber hose to one of the oarlocks, 
satisfied, she makes sure the long length of hose is coiled — 
just so — on the boat’s floor.

WOMAN (V.O.)
“Some say that a bank heist is 
buried in one of its underwater 
caves.”

The petite girl puts the other end of the hose in her mouth, 
and takes in a few deep breaths. She pulls her goggles down.

Then gracefully rolls over the side. 

EXT. UNDER LAKE AHEETA - CONTINUOUS

Her strawberry blonde hair, billows softly. She continues, 
letting the water envelop her stopping twenty feet down at a 
rocky crag.
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WOMAN (V.O.)
“Others say the missing body of a 
senator is buried down there.”

The girl pulls along the larger rocks, descending deeper. 

WOMAN (V.O.)
“But the biggest tale, the one I 
like the best, because it’s 
just so crazy — is that of an alien 
who lives down there in the abyss. 
One with special powers.” 

Stopping at a large steel tank, she peeks through a round 
porthole and waits. She smiles reacting to something. 

Then, a look of pure excitement as her face is flooded by an 
ever-growing light.

The light quickly grows until it whites out everything with a 
SOLAR BLAST.

INT. MAIN HOUSE - RENTAL OFFICE - DAY

ISABELLA PARKS (30s, Italian beauty, assertive), stands 
wearing a rain slicker still wet from the sleet, holding a 
newspaper clipping. 

She leans on the check-in desk and continues reading aloud.

ISABELLA
“A creature, dark and brooding — 
waiting patiently to be called up 
by the Mother Ship”...

Her excited eyes rise from the article.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
Oh, that’s just so wonderfully --

DUTCH
Absurd?

Instantly serious.

ISABELLA
Written.

She nods and holds up an index finger.

At the desk, stands ANDREW “DUTCH” MULLEN (70s, straight 
shooter). 
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He sets his coffee cup on a 1961 Popular Mechanics magazine. 
He throws a mildly impatient look over his glasses at the 
energetic woman in front of him. 

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
There’s more... “that is according 
to, Andrew ‘Dutch’ Mullen.” 

Isabella glances over her glasses and pushes out her hand, 
presenting Dutch as she speaks his name.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
“Owner of the Peninsula Cottages 
since as far back as anyone can 
remember.” 

Dutch wryly smirks, picking up his coffee. 

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
“His tranquil cottages on the far 
end of Lake Aheeta, are one of our 
state’s best kept secrets.”

Without taking a breath, Isabella’s eyes go up to Dutch, then 
back to the article.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
“His son Quinn, served in Korea and 
now helps run the cottages.” 

QUINN MULLEN (30s, athletic) smiles at their pretty new 
guest. She notices. He looks away.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
“Lastly, state troopers who patrol 
this lonely stretch of road, 
occasionally stop in for some of 
Dutch’s famous chicory coffee.”

Isabella offers a toast with her Peninsula Cottages coffee 
mug, and looks straight at Dutch.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
And all that, Mr. Mullens — is why 
on earth I would bother to come way 
out here on such a miserable day.

Dutch gives nod.

DUTCH
Quinn, meet our new guest. She’ll 
be staying with us for a time. Help 
her settle in son. 
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Dutch looks back at Isabella.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
First month up front. Stay as long 
as you like Miss...?

ISABELLA
Parks. Isabella Parks.

Dutch nods, looks over to his son.

DUTCH
Cottage 7 Quinn.

Quinn retrieves key 7 from the hooks behind his father and 
moves toward the door. He nods as he passes her.

EXT./INT. ISABELLA’S COTTAGE - DAY

Quinn opens the door and hands the key to his guest.

She tosses her purse on a worn, plaid chair and gives the 
place a quick once-over. 

A single bed, small stool next to a wood stove, a farmhouse 
sink with a coffee pot and two mugs. All spic-n-span, and in 
good shape, except for the door with a hastily written sign 
that reads: “Out Of Order”.

She pushes open the door, seeing a toilet in the bathtub and 
a hole in the floor.

ISABELLA
Uh, bathroom?

Quinn sheepishly rubs the back of his neck.

QUINN
Had some issues. Every cottage. We 
should have it all fixed up by 
Tuesday.

ISABELLA
Tuesday?!

QUINN
The outhouse is over there.

Quinn motions to a back window, and the old style outhouse 
complete with cedar siding and half-moon cutout.

ISABELLA
You can’t be serious.
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He picks up a roll of toilet paper from the counter.

QUINN
Afraid so. We’ll work fast.

She steps close and takes the roll.

ISABELLA
A little different from the 
article.

QUINN
We do most of our repairs during 
the off-season. Wasn’t expecting 
anybody until May, sorry.

Quinn backs up, and turns to a pot belly stove.

Squatting down, he puts some kindling onto burning newspaper. 

Isabella watches, rubbing her arms for warmth.

QUINN (CONT’D)
It’s a small cabin, should warm up 
pretty quick.

He continues to poke at the fire. 

QUINN (CONT’D)
So... the main kitchen’s closed 
until May. Maybe we can work 
something out. 

Isabella squats down next to his face.

ISABELLA
Whaddya have in mind big boy? 

Quinn reddens at the innuendo, stands and creates a little 
breathing room.

QUINN
Uh... well, I mean--

She smiles, and directs her attention to the heat of the pot 
belly stove.

ISABELLA
Oh, take a breath... I’m kidding. 
I'll manage.

Quinn smiles sheepishly, turns and opens the kitchen curtains 
facing the lake.
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Isabella strolls to the window, enticed by the lake view. She 
stands, calmly letting it soak in.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
(over her shoulder)

My bags are in the back seat, 
please put...

She turns back to Quinn, who’s gone. Her bags are placed just 
inside the doorway. 

EXT. ISABELLA’S COTTAGE - SAME

Isabella pokes her head out from the doorway. 

ISABELLA
Thanks.

Quinn strides away in the sleeting rain, pulling his collar 
up onto his ears. He never looks back.

QUINN
Sure thing — enjoy your stay.

Isabella exhales and gently closes the door.

INT. ISABELLA’S COTTAGE - MORNING

Isabella emerges sleepily from her cozy bedroom. Fumbles with 
her robe, shrugs it on and pads barefoot to her front door. 

She draws open the gingham curtain on the door window. 

On her front porch is a tray with a thermos of coffee, a 
cinnamon roll and cut fruit resting on a sun-lit table. The 
day is beautiful.

A careful look left to right, then a smile like a child.

She steps out, gathers her goodies and pops back inside.

Placing the tray on the counter, she glances out the kitchen 
window and gets startled by Quinn, who’s standing off near 
the water. 

EXT. LAKE AHEETA - ON THE SHORE - SAME

With his hands in the pockets of his faded heavy chore coat, 
Quinn ponders the view with a focused expression.
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INT. ISABELLA'S COTTAGE - CONTINUOUS

Isabella quickly loses interest. She fills her cup and chomps 
on her cinnamon roll then dumps the contents of her leather 
satchel onto the kitchen table.

KITCHEN TABLE 

Isabella, surrounded by her resume’ and help wanted ads, she 
gives a pouty look into her empty cup.

She goes for a refill, glancing out the kitchen window. 

Quinn hasn’t moved. She leans in, strains for a better look.

He turns to leave but gives whatever he saw one more look.

Isabella squints, then quickly grabs the binoculars from a 
hook by the window. 

EXT./INT. ISABELLA’S COTTAGE - CONTINUOUS

THROUGH BINOCULARS:
A quick focus past Quinn’s shoulder as he leaves revealing 
something about a mile and a half out in the lake.

ISABELLA (O.C.)
(slowly)

Well, whad’ya know.

She lowers the binoculars, still facing the window.

Waving lazily in the morning breeze, a red flag with white 
skull and crossbones hangs on three feet of pole jutting out 
from the water.

INT. RENTAL OFFICE - EVENING

Isabella storms in from the blustery cold.

ISABELLA
Holy shit it’s cold.

Dutch steps up, handing her a mug of coffee.

DUTCH
Youngsters present Miss Parks.

Dutch motions over to the young girl in the corner.
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NELL
I’ve heard worse out of you Dutch.

Sitting on an apple crate next to a potbellied stove is NELL 
MULLENS, 15 (precocious, sweet), her strawberry blonde hair 
yanked into a ponytail. She’s spirited yet wise — the girl 
seen earlier in the rowboat.

ISABELLA
Sorry. And thank you.

NELL
I’m NELLY.

ISABELLA
Nice to meet you. You’re a pretty 
one aren’t you Nelly?

NELL lights up.

Isabella smiles warmly.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
So, what keeps a young gal from 
dying of boredom out here in the 
the boonies? No offense.

NELL
None taken. We play Scrabble.

Isabella seems pleasantly intrigued. 

ISABELLA
Scrabble.

NELL
I haven’t had a competitive game in
five years--

DUTCH
(objects)

Hey.

ISABELLA
Wait... how old are you?

NELL
Fifteen.

Isabella sports a coy smile like she’s found a kindred 
spirit.

ISABELLA
Is that so?
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INT. MAIN HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT 

Around the table sit remnants of sandwiches and drinks.

A long word is spelled out on the Scrabble board. Nell places 
the last tile — triple word score.

NELL
Bacteriophage

ISABELLA
Son of a bitch.

Isabella catches her mis-speak, while taking a drag on her 
cigarette and touches Nell’s shoulder. 

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
Sorry honey.

On a Scrabble board filled with word tiles, a particular word 
stands out: “BACTERIOPHAGE”.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
Bacterio-what?... I can’t even 
pronounce it. Where’d you learn it?

NELL
I’dunno, books I guess.

MONTAGE - ENJOYING A GAME OF SCRABBLE

-- Isabella smiles, dealing tiles with the excitement of a 
child allowed to play Poker. 

-- Nell giggles as she takes a sip of her drink. 

-- Dutch feigns and grimaces as Nell beams, clapping.

ISABELLA
(to Quinn)

This is the most amazing game of 
scrabble I’ve ever played.

-- She waves him over, but he walks through holding up tools 
and gives her a shrug.

END MONTAGE

Isabella quickly looks to Nell.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
I’m impressed. And I’m a 
reporter... a gal with words to 
spare!
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DUTCH
A reporter... who writes the news?

ISABELLA
Investigative reporter. Well, 
former, actually.

She stands, embarrassed, smoothing her sweater.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
I was fired for sticking my nose 
where it didn’t... water under the 
bridge, I suppose.

DUTCH
A Muckraker then. Hear that Quinn?

Quinn re-enters looking distracted.

QUINN
That’s... very nice Miss Parks. I’m 
sure you’ll find the Peninsula 
Cottages to be fairly boring.

He pulls a pocketknife out and starts cleaning a fingernail. 

QUINN (CONT’D)
Someone with your skills may need 
to go into town for the juicier 
stories.

He continues absentmindedly cleaning.

QUINN (CONT’D)
I hear, Mrs. Jacob’s cat was 
stranded on top of her pump house 
during the last storm.

He kinda smiles. She volleys one back.

ISABELLA
Oh, no sweetheart, I need 
controversy. I’m looking for the, 
dog pooping in the Judge’s yard, 
kind of stories.

Nell giggles.

Dutch pipes up.

DUTCH
Well, that’s just fine Miss Parks. 
It’s our pleasure having you here.
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Quinn looks at his father, then shyly back at Isabella. 

NELL
It’s so nice having you with us. We 
haven’t had another woman around 
since --

DUTCH
(over)

Look at the time. We’ll need to get 
up early if we’re going to hook a 
Muskie... right son?

Dutch looks up from his watch nervously at Quinn and Nell.

QUINN
Oh, right.

Isabella smiles warmly as she shrugs on her wool coat and 
shoulders her purse.

ISABELLA
Yes, of course, and thank you... 
truly... for all your hospitality.

Nell looks down at the board and pouts.

NELL
But I have another triple word 
score: Eukaryote. 

Isabella looks over to Nell and winks.

ISABELLA
You already cleaned our clocks, but 
I bet that one’s made up. I demand 
a rematch.

Nell jumps up, seems to steady herself, then shakes the 
reporters extended hand. 

Isabella notices she’s wearing a decorative silver ring 
encrusted with a large amethyst. She reaches to hold her 
hand.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
How wonderful. My grandmother had 
one similar to this. Is it old?

NELL
I really don’t know. It was given 
to me by a Shaman. It’s supposed to 
have mystical powers.
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Nell looks down and admires it. 

ISABELLA
A Shaman, really?

NELL
I just think it’s pretty. 

She spins it around her finger.

NELL (CONT’D)
It’s big on me right now.

ISABELLA
I’m sure you’ll grow into it young 
lady. 

Dutch steps forward.

DUTCH
Since you’re our only guest, why 
don’t you keep dining with us? At 
least until the tourist season 
starts. 

Overwhelmed by the generosity, she fumbles for words.

ISABELLA
Well... uh, ok see you then!

DUTCH
Alright then, done and done. See 
you tomorrow for breakfast?

NELL
Breakfast at eight. Lunch at noon. 
Dinner’s at five.

Isabella looks from Nell to Dutch.

ISABELLA
Thank you Dutch.

Dutch nods. Isabella turns back to Nell.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
I’m off to read my dictionary so, 
get ready.

Nell chuckles and hands Isabella a blank scrabble tile.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
What’s this for?
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NELL
(whispers)

In case you’re ever in a jam. It’s 
my little cheater tile. Can be any 
letter you want. Hide it from Dutch 
though.

Isabella accepts her gift with a smile. Then leans in to 
Nell’s ear.

ISABELLA
You’re very special Nelly, it’ll be 
our little secret.

EXT. LAKE AHEETA - DAWN

Dutch and Quinn maneuver their 16-foot Boston Whaler out to 
the flag in the middle of the lake.

The boat bobs up and down with the small waves. Quinn cuts 
the engine.

QUINN
They must be letting out water for 
dock repairs.

Dutch peers down thru the clear water and onto a large pile 
of rocks. Past six feet, the water falls to darkness.

DUTCH
Looks fine. Let’s go.

QUINN
Not even gonna try and fish?

DUTCH
No.

Dutch looks straight forward, away from Quinn, deep in 
thought.

QUINN
OK then. Can we at least troll 
through with some Rapalas?

The old man stares toward shore, signaling Quinn’s answer.

QUINN (CONT’D)
I knew this would bother you.

Quinn throttles the Whaler back to the point in silence.
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INT. MAIN HOUSE - MORNING

DINING ROOM

Nell sits next to the Franklin stove, at a twelve foot 
mahogany dining table. She slowly stirs her tea while reading 
the New York Times. 

Off in the kitchen a pot of coffee percolates on the stove.

Quinn and Dutch walk into the main dining room shaking off 
the cold, each stopping by the cast iron furnace to offer up 
their hands to the heat. 

Dutch sits down next to her.

DUTCH
How are you feeling today honey?

NELL
I’m good. No more spins.

In the kitchen, Quinn fills his mug from the coffee pot. 
Cocking his head to hear the conversation.

DUTCH
Just take it easy today will ya?

Nell turns to Dutch with a puzzled look.

NELL
That’s all I’ve been doing. I’m 
bored off my rocker.

Dutch stands and puts another short log on the fire.

DUTCH
Patience honey, I’ll find us a 
way... in due time.

The girl looks up nervously at the old man. 

NELL
Time... is something we both know I 
don’t have.

Quinn pulls out a chair to sit, the conversation snuffs.

Dutch heads to the kitchen to fill his mug as Quinn reaches 
over and holds the girl’s hands.

QUINN
How’s it going?
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NELL
Not good. I’m getting anxious.

QUINN
Maybe time for another visit?

He looks at the young girl with compassion. She sheds a tear.

QUINN (CONT’D)
It’ll help.

Quinn swipes away her tear with his sleeve.

QUINN (CONT’D)
You should go... today. It’s calm. 

They stiffen as Dutch yanks out his chair. 

DUTCH
What I miss? 

Nell puts on a new face. She sniffles, then smiles.

NELL
Looks like you didn’t catch 
anything this morning. You losing 
your touch old man?

Dutch fidgets in his seat.

DUTCH
Ah... the wind wasn’t right. They 
were on to me.

Quinn smiles and gets up to walk to the kitchen.

QUINN
You guys hungry? I’m cookin’.

Nell looks up and playfully responds.

NELL
I’ll take a double stack of 
flapjacks and some fresh squeezed 
orange juice, some bacon and --

QUINN
Eggs it is.

Dutch sips his coffee not reacting to the morning banter. He 
finds something interesting in his American Scientist 
magazine and he lights up.
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DUTCH
(under breath)

Oh my God.

NELL
What?

DUTCH
Denham. He’s been nominated for his 
free radical theory.

NELL
Nobel finally took notice.

Nell smiles, and looks lovingly at Dutch. Quinn’s humming in 
the kitchen.

NELL (CONT’D)
It should have been you.

DUTCH
That was another life Nell.

NELL
Theories get all the attention. You 
were the one who engineered how to 
do it. You proved his theory.

Nell leans over and kisses him on the forehead.

NELL (CONT’D)
It should’ve been you Dutch.

She hurries into the kitchen to help. Dutch watches her, then 
returns to the magazine.

MUD ROOM

The backdoor suddenly opens with a burst of cold air. 
Isabella trudges in, struggles to close it, but the latch 
won’t hold. Dutch calls out from the dining room.

DUTCH (O.S.)
Just squeeze the latch and then 
shut it. It’s on my to-do list.

The reporter obliges, looks satisfied, spins and heads out.

DINING ROOM

Isabella enters with rosy cheeks, removing her gloves.

ISABELLA
Good morning!
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Dutch smiles and Nell chirps from the kitchen.

NELL
Good morning! Hope your cottage was 
comfortable.

DUTCH
Apologies again for the bathroom. 
I’ll have it fixed by this evening.

ISABELLA
That would be wonderful. Never used 
an outhouse before, it’s... 
different.

Nell snickers.

Quinn peeks around the corner from the kitchen holding a 
large bowl and whisk.

QUINN
I’m making eggs and sausage if 
you’re interested?

Isabella looks up to see the big man dressed in a ‘Kiss The 
Cook’, apron waving an egg beater. She smiles.

ISABELLA
He cooks, I’m impressed.
But first I’ll need some--

Nell hands her a large cup of hot coffee. Isabella accepts it 
as she finishes her sentence.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
Coffee. You can --

NELL
Read minds.

ISABELLA
OK, that’s --

NELL
Creepy.

The two giggle.

ISABELLA
HA... I was gonna say, cool.

Isabella flashes a pearly white smile as she heads toward a 
large assortment of lake house paraphernalia adorning the 
walls. Her eyes wander. 
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Hanging on a painted pine wall, is a large Northern Pike 
mounted onto a bleached piece of driftwood. A shiny oblong 
earring with a hook dangles from it’s mouth.   

Next to the fish is an old photograph of a young couple, 
30ish, holding some fishing rods displaying their morning 
catch. They smile, arm-in-arm.

The reporter sips her coffee and steps closer studying the 
shot. In the background she spies the same flag out in the 
water.

Dutch puts down his coffee.

DUTCH
Me and the misses.

ISABELLA
Very nice.

DUTCH
She passed about twenty years ago.

Isabella nods and continues down the wall.

ISABELLA
I’m sorry Dutch.

Dutch looks down at his coffee and rubs the cup nervously. 

Isabella slides off her coat, hangs it on a hook, and takes a 
seat at the table.

Quinn breaks the awkward silence from the kitchen.

QUINN
She was a wonderful lady. My mom.

He looks at Nell and smiles. She smiles back.

QUINN (CONT’D)
Now, ask me about that Northern 
Pike. Boy do I have a story for --

The mudroom door bangs open again, Sheriff JASPER PAWLEY 
(60s, the town’s good natured uncle) limps into the room.

DUTCH
Mornin’ Jasper. What in the world? 
Gout acting up again?

JASPER
Ah jeez. The Mayor kabobbed my foot 
with his giggin’ pole.
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ISABELLA
Kabobbed it with a giggin’ pole?

The reporter raises her eyebrows, grabs a pen from her purse, 
and writes in a small notebook, shaking her head.

ISABELLA (CONT’D)
(whispering in Italian)

Queste persone.

Pans rattle in the kitchen as Quinn appears holding one.

QUINN
It’s a stick with three prongs for 
spearing frogs... pretty tasty with 
pepper.

Isabella looks up from her writing.

ISABELLA
Ah, no thanks.

DUTCH
Sheriff Pawley, meet Isabella 
Parks. She's stayin' a while and...

Looks down and notices.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
You're bleeding.

Jasper looks at his pathetic foot. A few drops of blood can 
be seen on three fresh holes in his police issue boot.

JASPER
I paid him a visit, got into an 
early morning card game. We’re 
jawing like we do, then BOOM - he 
flies off the handle.

Jasper throws his hands up and shrugs.

DUTCH
You know how he feels about 
uniforms. Shoulda worn your civvies 
Jasper. Now grab a chair, will ya?

JASPER
I should go arrest the man, but 
then I’d miss Nelly’s joke. 

Jasper winks at Nell.

Nell pours some coffee, which Jasper gladly accepts.
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NELL
Hey Jasper, what do you call a 
boomerang that doesn't come back?

Jasper looks confused.

NELL (CONT’D)
 A stick. 

A collective groan cuts the silence, accept for Jasper’s 
laughter.

Nell smiles and points to Jaspers foot.

NELL (CONT’D)
You want me to get the first aid 
kit Sheriff?

JASPER
No thank you dear, just the 
coffee’s all. I do think I smell 
eggs and sausage though.

Jasper looks to Quinn in the kitchen. Quinn smiles.

QUINN
Got two sunny-side-ups coming your 
way Sheriff. Want the usual, or a 
double order? Oh wait, double order 
is your usual.

The hungry officer’s face lights up.

JASPER
You know me too well my boy. Thank 
you kindly.

Dutch settles into his chair, Jasper cuts him a look.

JASPER (CONT’D)
Been another fish kill over by 
Turtle Cove. 

Nell stops in her tracks holding the Sheriff’s breakfast.

JASPER (CONT’D)
Must of been hundreds of them. 
Bass, crappie, walleye... all 
floating in a big mess.

Dutch glares at Nell and frowns. She looks away.

JASPER (CONT’D)
Any ideas? 
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Jasper takes another gulp of his coffee.

Isabella watches the conversation.

Nell sets Jasper’s plate down.

JASPER (CONT’D)
Thank ya dear.

He turns his attention back to Dutch, while he shakes out the 
napkin and puts it on his lap. 

JASPER (CONT’D)
I’ll put in a call to Fish and 
Game, they’ll know what to--

DUTCH
(over)

Now don’t go and get them snooping 
around, Jasper. They’ll over stay 
their welcome and before we know 
it, the season will be here.

Quinn steps in.

QUINN
They scared away most of our 
business last spring. We can’t 
afford it... this year especially.

Jasper looks up from his eggs, mouth still full, smiling.

JASPER
I know, I know, calm down boys. The 
turtles will have it cleaned up 
within a day or two anyway...

Jasper surveys his plate.

JASPER (CONT’D)
Plus, I don’t need the extra paper 
work.

The hungry lawman grabs his toast, mops up the egg yolk and 
washes it down with his Chicory coffee elixir.

Dutch breaks the silence.

DUTCH
I’ll go on over and pay The Mayor a 
visit. I’m long overdue.

Isabella looks puzzled.
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ISABELLA
So, the mayor lives way out here?

JASPER
Fine by me Dutch, he’d appreciate 
it, I’m sure...

Jasper turns and smiles at Isabella.

JASPER (CONT’D)
It’s an old friend’s nickname Miss 
Parks.

Jasper looks from his empty plate to Quinn, who turns to the 
kitchen.

QUINN
I’ve never met anyone with a 
tapeworm and a hollow leg Jasper.

Quinn reenters a second later with a full frying pan and 
Jasper’s approval.

DUTCH
I know what you’re thinking over 
there.

Isabella responds with a coy smile.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
That’s a story you should think 
twice about. Everett’s a lose 
cannon.

QUINN
I think he actually has a cannon.

That gets a laugh out of Jasper. Nell hops up to refill 
coffees all around as snow flurries swirl outside the window.

INT. PENINSULA COTTAGES - WELL HOUSE - DAY

Old rope and pipes hang on the walls of the ancient well 
house. It’s mid-morning and light streams in thru the gaps of 
the board and batten room. 

Crouched down, Dutch investigates a bolt on the well pump. 
He’s visually frustrated. Quinn leans in next to him.

DUTCH
Hand me that three-quarter will ya?
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QUINN
You sure?

DUTCH
Just hand me the damn wrench boy.

Quinn hands Dutch the wrench. His father fumbles with the 
bolt, unsuccessfully trying to loosen it.

Then, turns toward Quinn who has the correct wrench waiting. 
Dutch grabs it and continues.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
Damn, these bolts are on here.

Dutch struggles with moving the nut even a fraction, then 
gives it one more try and it comes loose. 

He grabs a new coupling and bolts the pipe back to the pump.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
That should do it. Turn'er on.

Quinn twists the cut off valve, the sound of water.

They watch. No leaks. All is quiet.

The pipe SNAPS and explodes water into Dutch’s face. 

Quinn scrambles back to the cut off valve and calms the 
geyser.

Dutch, dripping wet, still crouching, wipes his face with a 
rag, then speaks calmly.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
Quinn, please let Miss Parks know 
that she’ll need to use the 
outhouse a little while longer.

Quinn helps his dad up. 

The men survey the mess and the broken water pipe. Dutch 
looks up at Quinn. Who can't hold it in, and blurts out 
laughing. Dutch follows suit.

EXT. PENINSULA COTTAGES - WELL HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

The laughter of both men booms out of the tiny structure.

DUTCH (O.S.)
Can't win for losin' — can we son?
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The laughing continues.

INT. TILLMAN’S HARDWARE STORE - IN TOWN - LATER

GEORGE TILLMAN, (Store owner and everyone’s best friend — 
60’s, black eye patch), hands Quinn some pipe fittings and 
pipe dope sealant. Then reaches under the counter and hands 
him a four inch oblong red and white fishing lure. 

GEORGE
Just came in today. I put it aside 
before Jasper got to it.

Quinn holds up the lure, admires the simple form.

QUINN
I’ve been hunting him for 12 years.

George is tallying up Quinns purchase. He looks up.

GEORGE
How do you know he’s not in 
somebody’s freezer by now?

Quinn looks intently at the prized lure.

QUINN
I see him every day George. In the 
cove. Off the point. In my dreams. 

He turns to George.

QUINN (CONT’D)
He hasn’t gone anywhere.

George looks amused, then remembers something.

GEORGE
Hey, you know anything about those 
two boats trolling the lake? The 
grey ones, without markings?

Quinn’s brow furrows.

QUINN
Where’d ya see ‘em?

GEORGE
I didn’t see them personally. 
Everett came in talking about them.

Quinn drops the lure into his bag of plumbing supplies.
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QUINN
You sure The Mayor didn’t start 
knocking ‘em back early. 

GEORGE
Well it was after three, but nope, 
he was sober as a nun. 

QUINN
What he say they looked like?

GEORGE
Kinda flat bottomed with a low 
cabin. Maybe twenty-four footers, 
with a crane on the back. Both 
identical.

QUINN
Doesn’t sound like trolling boats. 
Maybe it’s the Army mapping out the 
lake. They haven’t done it since 
they flooded it.

George turns and reaches behind to a pegboard wall full of 
fishing gear. He grabs a steel leader from a clip and returns 
his attention to Quinn, with a shrug.

GEORGE
Probably nothin’ just thought it 
was kinda odd is all. Here, clip 
your lure onto this. 

The cheery owner hands Quinn the 12” wire leader and smiles.

QUINN
He’s not biting through that.

GEORGE
No charge.

Quinn looks surprised. He notices a picture of a pretty girl 
in a bathing suit behind George. He smiles and nods to the 
picture.

QUINN
Thanks George! Tell Edna I wouldn’t 
be offended if she came to visit 
with one of her rhubarb pies.

George smiles awkwardly, then nods as Quinn leaves.
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INT. 1951 CHEVROLET PICKUP - LATER

Quinn pulls hard on the large steering wheel and slides to a 
stop in front of a weathered sign in a gravel parking lot.

The sign reads: “THE INLAND GAZETTE”. 

INT. NEWSPAPER BUILDING - EDITOR’S OFFICE - DAY

ANITA BELL, (50s, black, frazzled), is the daughter of 
Everett Bell, the self-proclaimed Mayor of Flag Island. She’s 
sitting at an ancient oak desk, crossing out large swaths of 
copy from a newspaper article. 

A small desk plaque peeks shyly out from under a pile of 
papers. It reads: 

“ANITA BELL, EDITOR”. 

A cigarette smolders in an overcrowded ashtray.   

She looks up from her ‘readers’ to acknowledge the visitor.

ANITA
Well, if it isn’t the Prodigal Son 
returning from his crusade... Or  
fishing. How’ve you been Quinn?

QUINN
I’m good.

She gets up and ropes him into a hug. They separate and give 
each other the up-and-down.

ANITA
Haven’t seen you since The fourth 
of July! How’s your dad?

QUINN
Still ornery. 

ANITA
And Nell?

QUINN
Still sassy.

Anita laughs and leans on the corner of her cluttered desk. 
Quinn parks on a tall typesetter’s chair, crosses his arms, 
and looks around the messy office.
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QUINN (CONT’D)
I see you’ve been tiding up. You 
expecting company?

She smirks and takes a long drag off her Lucky Strike. 

ANITA
Now... where did I put those June 
Cleaver pearls?

She blows a large trail of smoke out and away from Quinn.

QUINN
I see you’re still smoking too.

She smiles.

ANITA
(playful)

All the doctors say it’s healthy 
for your constitution.

She takes another long drag, exhales, then smashes the butt 
into an ashtray full of a dozen expired cancer sticks.

ANITA (CONT’D)
So... what brings you into town?

Quinn’s eyebrow raises as he speaks.

QUINN
A favor. You think you could phone 
your friends at the University, and 
get some books on advanced Physics 
and Micro Biology? 

ANITA
A little light reading huh?

QUINN
They’re for Nell. Oh, and anything 
you got on molecular cell 
transformation. 

She lights another cig, then puts it in the ashtray and walks 
around the desk where she promptly shuffles the layers of 
papers unearthing a small rolodex card. 

ANITA
You know, she really needs some 
friends her own age.

28.



She pulls down her reading glasses, scrutinizing a single 
card.

ANITA (CONT’D)
I’ll call Harvey and Dale tonight. 
They should have some extras from 
their classes. 

Anita looks up at Quinn.

ANITA (CONT’D)
Kids drop out every day and leave 
their books scattered all over.

The editor looks flabbergasted.

ANITA (CONT’D)
Honestly, these entitled rich 
brats...

QUINN
Thanks ‘Nita. I owe ya.

ANITA
Yes you do.

QUINN
Hey, so you know, Dutch is paying 
your dad a visit. Needs to patch 
things up with him and Jasper. 

ANITA
Damn, what happened now?

QUINN
Just stabbed Jasper’s foot is all, 
nothing bad.

Anita lets out a long breath and closes her eyes.

ANITA
That old fool. Look here.

She leans over and points to the top of her head. 

ANITA (CONT’D)
Gray. You see I’m turning gray? I 
swear.

Quinn feigns a concerned look, reaches for her hair, and she 
slaps at his hands.
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ANITA (CONT’D)
Just leave you big clodhopper. I’ll 
call when your books come in.

EXT. NEWSPAPER BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

She yells out her window, as Quinn climbs into his truck

ANITA
Tell Dutch not to forget the Old 
Grand Dad.

He gives a wave as he drives off.

Anita takes a last puff, flicks the butt out the window and 
cranks it closed, shaking her head. 

INT. MAIN HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Two twin beds sit in the center of a cozy room divided by an 
end table topped with a lamp. Family photos adorn the walls.

Dutch sits on the edge of his bed in his pajamas, facing Nell 
sitting on her bed, holding neatly folded bedsheets.

DUTCH
You don’t have to leave.

NELL
It’s time. I’m up and down all 
night long. Besides, the spare 
room’s next to the bathroom.

The old man steps over to Nell’s bed and slowly sits. Both 
are staring straight ahead at the wall and the photos.

He blindly reaches for her hand, makes the connection and 
pats it gently, then kisses it. 

DUTCH
So... how are you really feeling?

She closes her eyes, breathing steadily.

NELL
I’m good.

Dutch looks hard at the young girl. Her eyes open.

NELL (CONT’D)
OK, I’m really tired. 
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DUTCH
You can’t go there anymore Nell. We 
have no more use for it.

NELL
(annoyed)

You have no more use for it, but I 
need it more than ever.

DUTCH
Why? So your own cells can brutally 
attack one another? I... just want 
as much time with you as I’m 
allowed by God.

NELL
God — has nothing to do with it, 
Dutch.

Nell stares at him coldly, then looks away.

DUTCH
I don’t want to lose you any faster 
than necessary. The experiment is 
over. It all doesn’t matter any 
more. It’s all about--

NELL
STOP!

Nell catches her tone, then softens. They sit in silence.

NELL (CONT’D)
It’s not about us anymore. It’s 
bigger than that now.

She holds her hand to his face. An awkward scene of a young 
girl and an old man. Physical appearances are not what they 
seem.

He hugs the girl and weeps. It’s too much to process. They 
cry and hold each other in the moment.

INT. NELL’S NEW BEDROOM - LATER

Nell tosses and turns as she revisits a nightmare.

NELL’S DREAM
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INT. NSA GOVERNMENT FACILITY TESTING CENTER - NIGHT

In a darkly lit lab, sits a twelve foot circular steel 
encasement with riveted seams and external gauges monitoring 
running water, all resembling a giant fish tank. 

Round glass portholes, approximately two feet in 
circumference line the middle of the steel ball. 

Light filters thru smoke from multiple shop lights hanging 
from the ceiling. 

STATIC, the only sound.

A beautiful scientist writes in her notebook, she notices a 
young man in a black suit walking toward her desk, smiling.

FLASHES OF SCENES

-- Man yanking the woman up from her chair.

-- Woman hitting him with the desk lamp.

-- Man slapping her down, repeatedly.

-- Drags her into a supply closet.

-- Woman franticly scratching as he rips open her blouse.

-- Man struggling to unbuckle his pants.

-- Lights flickering erratically.

-- He hits her knocking her to the ground.

-- The steel tank in the lab vibrates, glowing red.

-- Shop lights explode violently.

-- A loud BANG. Flashes in the dark.

-- The blurry silhouette of a looming man.

INT. DUTCH AND NELL’S COTTAGE - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Nell bolts upright screaming, still asleep. 

Dutch rushes in, turns on the small bedside lamp.

Nell, eyes wide, looks to Dutch in horror. She shrinks back 
fearful, then leans slowly into the safety of his arms. He 
holds her as she shakes violently.
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DUTCH
I’m here honey... I’m here.

Dutch fumbles with a bottle on the night stand, shakes out 
two pills and offers them with her bedside glass of water. 
She quickly accepts. 

Her shaking slowly ebbs, and the room grows still.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
It’s ok honey.

She meets his eyes.

NELL
The younger I get, the scarier it 
becomes.

Dutch stares into her eyes.

DUTCH
We have so little time together 
Liz. So, little --

Nell pulls away.

NELL
Don’t... Liz is dead, remember?

DUTCH
Honey --

NELL
NO. We can never go back. Ever.

They lock eyes, awkward in the moment, self-aware.

Dutch drops his head, beaten. He stands and leaves quietly.

Nell quietly wipes away a tear, and sits motionless.

Her room fills with the ticking of the grandfather clock down 
the hall. She gets a chill.

I/E. DOWNSTAIRS BATHROOM - HOURS LATER

A door clicks locked, pale light escaping from underneath. 
The squeak of hinges can be heard from inside.

Under the sink, an old water pipe access door stands open.
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In the sink rests an unzipped leather shaving bag and a near 
empty vial of clear liquid.

On the toilet sits Dutch, a surgical tube cinched tightly to 
his arm, he pulls a needle out of an anxious vein.

The needle lands on the linoleum floor.

Leaning back, eyes closed, skin ashen white. His breathing 
slows as his shaking ebbs. 

Dosing in the dimly lit silence, Dutch tries not to pass out. 
Tears drip down cheeks.

EXT. LAKE AHEETA - PIER - DAWN

Mist rises off the water. 

Quinn walks slowly toward the Boston Whaler at the end of the 
pier. 

He carefully loads his two fishing rods and tackle box. Then, 
steps in with his lunch pail.

He fires up the engine, tosses off the mooring line and spins 
away from the dock. Exhaust smoke mingles with the mist.

EXT. LAKE AHEETA - FLAG ISLAND - CONTINUOUS

Quinn slowly motors up to the flag protruding from the water. 
He cuts the engine.

He watches a fish swim by about 5 feet below in the clear 
water, mist dissipating — he smiles.

The fisherman ties on his special lure, starts the engine 
nudges the throttle gently pushing the boat at a slow crawl. 

He flips out the lure and watches it sink. He lets out about 
50 feet of line, then turns up the motor a notch.

The sun peeks out from the distant shoreline.

Quinn sips coffee from his red thermos cup. Trolling and 
waiting.

He slowly guides the boat around the flag one more time, 
continuing down the lake.

The whaler crawls around a large rocky island into a quiet 
cove. Quinn kills the engine, it dies with a loud cough.
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He gives the other pole baited with a green and yellow rubber 
frog a quick cast. 

The frog lands next to a low hanging tree limb and floats 
quietly, concentric circles ripple out.

Quinn twitches it a few times, transfixed by its simple 
beauty.

A monstrous splash erupts. The frog — gone.

Quinn knocks over his coffee as he sets the hook onto a hefty 
Largemouth Bass. 

He lets out a primal yell as he continues to reel in his 
story for the month.

The seven pound bucket mouth makes a furious leap from the 
water spitting its fake dinner into Quinn’s face. 

Quinn stares blankly while touching his cheek where the 
treble hook cut him. The water settles back to calm. 

Quinn screams up toward the heavens. 

QUINN
AHHHHHHHH!

And falls back onto the wooden bench seat. 

He leans forward and rests his head in his hands. Then looks 
at his bloody finger, wipes it on his shirt and stares off 
shaking his head.

About a mile out, a grey unmarked boat slowly cruises along. 
Slightly further out another one follows, both identical. 

On the back of each boat is a short crane. Trailing behind 
each boat, is a long steel cable.

Quinn fumbles open his tackle box and pulls out a small pair 
of binoculars. He tracks with the boats. 

Absolutely no markings on either boat. Two men stand at the 
back of each craft, dressed in black suits and trench coats. 
They watch the steel line with interest.

Wind flips up a trench coat to reveal a holstered 45.

Quinn tosses his binoculars and cranks his motor, it turns 
over but it won’t start. He keeps trying.

In the distance one boat slowly veers his way. 
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Quinn abandons his key, rushes to the motor and yanks on the 
pull cord. BRURR. BRURR. Nothing.

The mystery boat moves steadily closer.

He checks the choke, pulls franticly on the tethered rope, it 
snaps just as the engine starts. 

Quinn turns the boat around and slips away on the far side of 
the island. Unseen by either boat.

INT. BOATHOUSE - QUINN’S BOAT - NIGHT

A small mechanics light hangs on the inside of an open boat 
house. Dutch and Quinn are fixing something inside the Boston 
Whaler’s motor.

DUTCH
Giv’er another turn son.

Quinn leans back to the console and cranks the engine, it 
struggles, then starts.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
Stuck float in the carb... knew it.

The men sit on the wooden dock, wiping their hands with rags. 

DUTCH (CONT’D)
Both identical? Grey?

Quinn stops and turns toward his father.

Dutch keeps wiping.

QUINN
Yeah. Two guys on each wearing 
suits. They were dragging a steel 
cable.

Dutch now focusing on his fingernails. One nail at a time.

He presses on without concern.

DUTCH
Probably the Army Corps... like you 
said — mapping the lake, because 
it’s low. They always over-dress.

Quinn tosses his rag into the boat.

QUINN
They had guns Dutch.
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DUTCH
Don’t worry, they’re Army son.

Dutch looks up and away, twisting the rag.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
They’ll soon learn, fishing poles 
work a lot better. I’m more worried 
about your carburetor.

Quinn grins and offers a friendly eye roll.

EXT. THE MAYOR’S PROPERTY - REMOTE POINT ON LAKE - DAY

Dutch’s truck sits parked on the far side of a rundown fence 
with two hand painted signs. The first reads:

TRESPASSERS SHOT ON SIGHT.

And a larger sign next to it reads:

SURVIVORS WILL BE SHOT AGAIN.

EXT. THE MAYOR’S HOUSE - DAY

The bright winter sun lights up a paint peeled, run down, 
century old house. Even the beautiful light doesn't do the 
place any favors. A dusting of snow almost covers the ground 
as well as the patched up roof. Despite its shortcomings, the 
bones of a once proud home come through.

INT. THE MAYOR'S HOUSE - SAME

KITCHEN

Dutch's hand pours a splash of Old Grand Dad into each 
highball glass and sets down the bottle.

EVERETT (O.S.)
We're playing cards and he calls me 
a damned fool. In my own house.

Dutch hands EVERETT BELL (crotchety, 80s, self-appointed 
Mayor of Flag Island) a glass of whiskey then pours himself a 
touch more.

EVERETT (CONT’D)
Then he came back and apologized. 

DUTCH
And you gigged him for that?
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EVERETT
The damage had already been done. 
And 'sides I had to gig’em, this 
here gun ain’t loaded.

Dutch rises and gently takes the shotgun out of Everett's 
hands. He turns and remounts it on the wall.

DUTCH 
What did you say anyway?

He looks off, then down at his glass.

EVERETT
I said Liz was still around. I see 
her at your place. Every time I 
drive by.

Dutch freezes, tilted bottle held on the edge of pouring 
another round. He glares at Everett, who slides his empty 
glass over without making eye contact. 

Dutch quietly puts down the bottle.

Everett, just leans down and scratches the head of his old 
panting dog.

DUTCH
My Liz is gone.

Everett looks at Dutch, then to his glass.

EVERETT
Well... I'm thirsty.

Dutch shoves the bottle at Everett who barely stops it from 
going over the table’s edge. He stares up at Dutch.

DUTCH
Well, I'm cold.

LIVING ROOM

A poker stirs up the fire in the fireplace. It crackles, pops 
and really gets going.

Dutch, standing at the fire leans his glass toward Everett, 
proposing a toast.

DUTCH (CONT’D)
To stinkin’ good for nothin' older 
than dirt friends.
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They clink glasses, Dutch sits down on a chair opposite 
Everett’s.

EVERETT
Amen to that you pecker head.

EXT. LAKE AHEETA - NIGHT

The last of the sun dips out of sight. Oranges and grays fill 
the sky as a flock of geese fly by honking.

INT. THE MAYOR'S HOUSE - SAME

The near empty bottle sits on the coffee table. Flames from 
the potbellied stove reflecting in the glass. Both men laugh 
about old times.

DUTCH
Ok Mayor, time to call it. 

FRONT DOOR

Dutch kneels at the door, petting Everett's dog who wags his 
old tail. 

DUTCH (CONT’D)
You know the boats are back.

He stands and buttons his coat. Everett gets animated.

EVERETT
Yeah, I seen 'em spyin'. They ain’t 
gonna find nothin' neither. 'Sept 
maybe some buckshot in they ass if 
they don't get off my land.

He angrily points in the direction of the lake.

EVERETT (CONT’D)
I own all the land under that water 
from here to Flag Island. They 
trespassing all over it.

Dutch takes a breath.

DUTCH
Everett... I know that. Buck here 
knows that. The fish know that. The 
water knows that --

EVERETT
I own all those too.
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The two crack up again. Dutch opens the rickety screen door, 
turns back to his old friend.

DUTCH
I feel like they're here more often 
and staying a little longer, so 
watch yourself old timer.

Everett looks off.

EVERETT
Well... I'm hungry. Can you get Liz 
to make me some’a that Tuna 
Casserole?

He smiles happily at Dutch, then watches him turn away.

EXT. THE MAYOR'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Dutch walks out of the house, hands deep in his pockets and 
calls out over his shoulder.

DUTCH
Good night Everett. See you soon.

The Mayor grunts and waves his old friend off, then leans 
down and scratches Buck’s head.

EVERETT
You know wha’ I’m sayin’ don’t ya 
Buck?

The old dog drops down and promptly falls back to sleep.

EXT. LAKE AHEETA - DAWN

Nell pushes her bicycle into the dead reeds by the shoreline 
and grabs a bag of gear from the front basket. 

She quickly tosses off her oversized winter coat, revealing 
an ill-fitting one piece bathing suit. She shivers.  

A wooden oar slowly dips into the water. 

The small wooden boat makes its way to a spot fifty feet from 
the edge of a rocky shelf and drops the anchor.
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INT. PENINSULA COTTAGES - MAIN HOUSE - SAME

Dutch walks passed Nell’s room, her bed is neatly made. He 
continues on, half asleep, and shuffles downstairs in his 
slippers. 

DOWNSTAIRS BATHROOM

He washes his face and stares at the old man in the mirror, 
examining an age spot on his cheek, then loads up his 
toothbrush to begin the day.

MAIN KITCHEN

Coffee gets scooped into a pot. The gas stove fires up.

Four strips of bacon flop into a cast iron frying skillet, 
splattering as they hit.

Four eggs crack into the pan.

Toast pops up from an old steel toaster and are quickly 
retrieved and assaulted with knife and butter.

FRONT PORCH

Dutch looks around confused, spies his newspaper in the 
bushes to the side and shakes his head. 

MAIN DINING TABLE

Dutch sits and snaps his paper open as his breakfast cools.

He takes a long sip of coffee, angles his chair and rests the 
paper on his crossed legs as he reads. 

UPSTAIRS HALL

Quinn ambles along, hair disheveled, dressed for chores, 
buttoning his flannel shirt. He reaches for the bathroom door 
knob as it opens.

Isabella lets out a startled chirp as Quinn rears back in 
surprise.

ISABELLA (O.S.)
Mi scusi!

Quinn slams the door shut, staring blankly. Still processing.

DUTCH (O.S.)
Sorry, she asked to use the tub.
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INT. LAKE AHEETA - UNDER WATER - SAME

Nell descends into the icy water, her hair softly billows.

Ten, fifteen, twenty-five, thirty-five feet. Then, past the 
rocks and to a rusted flatbed truck with Army markings on the 
front door. A huge steel tank with portholes, is secured with 
massive steel chains tethering it to six points on the truck 
bed. It’s looks like its been there for decades. 

With a rubber air tube in mouth and tinted goggles covering 
her fragile eyes, she smiles, shivering in the water. 

I/E. LAKE AHEETA - STEEL TANK PORTHOLE - CONTINUOUS

She pulls herself around the massive steel tank and peeks 
into one of it’s eight glass portholes. She waits as it 
starts to glow orange, then blue. 

Nell’s face lights up from the inner glow of the container. 
She takes out her air hose and smiles, biting her lower lip, 
happy to see her friend again. Her body warms.

A large, human-like eye fills the entire twenty-four inch 
window. In a kind of reciprocation, it opens wider, then 
pulls slightly away from the window, revealing small 
filaments glowing blue and white, embedded within it’s shiny 
pale blue skin, where the lid and cheek protect the eye.

It appears to resemble a sea creature like an octopus or 
squid, but nothing that’s ever been recorded. 

The benevolent creature glows brighter, as the pupil dilates, 
almost as if “happy” to see her.

INT. PENINSULA COTTAGES - SAME

BATHROOM DOORWAY

Isabella opens the door, she looks beautiful. Her dark wet 
hair cascading to her shoulders. She wears her winter coat 
but doesn't have it closed all the way, revealing ample 
cleavage. She clutches her rolled up clothes in one arm.

Quinn quickly looks away.

She cocks her head, and smiles slightly.

ISABELLA
Your father offered... given the 
water issues in my cottage.
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She moves closer, Quinn takes a half step back and trips into 
the wall. She continues past him and down the hall.

Quinn smiles.

FRONT ROOM

Dutch folds his paper and sets it on the entry table for the 
others to read when they arrive.

He walks toward the front door, stops by a framed wedding 
picture of him and his wife. He picks it up and grins. 

WRITTEN BELOW: “Dutch and Liz, Lake Aheeta” 

A small mouse runs by Dutch’s foot. 

He turns his head and grimaces.

It runs under an end table, across the floor and into a small 
chewed-open hole in the wall.

Dutch follows, then gets down on all fours to investigate. 

He pulls a ballpoint pen from his pocket, sticks it in the 
hole and feels something. 

Dutch tugs a chewed thru wire out of the hole. The more he 
pulls, the more it comes free from the baseboard floor trim 
along the length of the wall.

Dutch stands and continues pulling the wire until it 
disappears into the corner.

He pulls harder as it travels up the wall splintering the 
cedar corner molding, then disappears again into the ceiling 
next to a small hanging lamp. 

With a fearful look, Dutch quickly drags a chair over and 
climbs up nervously eyeing the wire.

I/E. LAKE AHEETA - STEEL TANK PORTHOLE - CONTINUOUS

Nell puts her palm on the glass and the creature starts to 
glow brighter.

She pushes away and starts to suspend. Floating horizontal, 
weightless and free. A quiet bliss-filled moment.

She starts to glow softly. Then brighter and more intense.

She convulses with violent spasms as she floats. Then still. 
Arms stretched out, in a trance, paralyzed. 
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The light grows brighter and brighter and she seems to grow 
translucent. The glow whites out any semblance of a creature 
inside. The tank starts to shake and the water around it 
vibrates. 

I/E. LAKE AHEETA - SURFACE - CONTINUOUS

Ultrasonics disturb the calm water, it starts boiling 
vigorously until the water itself seems to explode.

NELL is violently pushed up through the surface, suspended 
above momentarily, then falls with a splash, gasping for air 
followed by a multitude of dead fish. 

INT. PENINSULA COTTAGES - LIVING ROOM - SAME

From a chair Dutch fiddles around in the hanging lamp a bit, 
then pulls out a small microphone tethered to a wire. 

DUTCH
Oh God.

He sharply yanks it free, steps down and sits in shock 
staring at the tiny microphone intruder.

END CHAPTER 1 *

*
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