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COLD OPEN _________ 

EXT. PUGET SOUND - DAY 

Twenty feet below the surface of the water, a young woman's 
face is wreathed by a mane of shock-white hair. This is AEA 
(19). She is naked, save for a gold pendant in two halves 
hanging on a long chain around her neck. Her legs are hidden 
in the darkness of the deeper water. 

She floats, unnaturally still, as sunlight filters down to 
caress her face, playing in lines and patterns across her 
skin while iridescent tattoos pulse all over her body. She 
peers up, eyes glowing a molten silver. Whatever she is, she 
isn't human. Nor is she some sweet creature of fantasy - this 
is a predator. 

She hesitates, but presses the two halves of the gold pendant 
together, fusing them, and her face immediately contorts with 
a spasm of pain. Doubling over in agony, she releases a 
scream that would be ear-piercing if it wasn't dampened 
almost entirely by the water. 

Her pupils dilate and contract rapidly. Her back arches, 
revealing for the first time that she doesn't have legs -- 
she has a tail, with translucent white fins, speckled with 
metallic silver, covered in glowing tattoos. 

The white scales begin to pucker, then slough off, revealing 
a glimpse of the tender flesh beneath. 

She screams and screams and screams. 

From her lips a stream of bubbles race upwards and the camera 
follows them, breaking through the surface, soaring higher, 
over the Puget Sound, where the craggy, tree-bristled San 
Juan islands burst through the water like the spines of an 
ancient beast. 

And there, not so far away, lies the rolling, cloud-covered 
city of Seattle. 
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ACT ONE _______ 

EXT. UNIVERSITY DISTRICT - F.U. TATTOO PARLOR - NIGHT 

Throngs of college students - mostly drunk - wander the 
streets of the U-District. It's move-in week and the freshmen 
are excited; easy prey for upperclassmen. 

INT. F.U. TATTOO PARLOR 

NATHAN HASTINGS (24), lean and attractive but with the look 
of someone who is perpetually exhausted, is almost finished 
tattooing a gorgeous ocean wave on a GIRL's shoulder blade 
(his use of color and overall style are comparable to 
Xoil's). He leans back and examines his work critically 
before smiling. 

NATHAN 
All finished. 

Nathan stands, stripping off the gloves as JARED (23, 
biracial, fashionable) disinfects his own table with bleach. 
The girl checks out her tattoo in the mirror and sighs. 

GIRL 
It's gorgeous. 

She turns and tucks a wad of cash in Nathan's shirt pocket. 
Then, she grabs his hand and writes her number on his palm. 
She smiles mischievously at him, then walks to the door, 
happily aware that they're looking at her ass. 

As soon as she's out the door, Jared sighs. 

JARED 
God bless move-in week. 

Nathan rolls his eyes and wipes the number off on his paint- 
smattered jeans. 

JARED (CONT'D) 
Dude, no! No! 

NATHAN 
She was giving me a "Carrie" vibe. 

JARED 
Your dream girl isn't real, Na. Stop  
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painting her all the damn time and 
find a real woman. 

NATHAN 
All the real women I find are 
completely insane. 

Jared looks like he's about to argue, but Nathan raises his 
eyebrow as if to say, "You know it's true." 

JARED 
Okay, yes, you've dated some psychos, 
but not everyone is Carrie. You just 
need a wingman to weed out the crazies 
for you. Which I would happily do if 
you ever went out. 

NATHAN 
You sound like your mother. 

JARED 
My mother is a wise and wonderful 
woman. 

Nathan stands and begins to pack up. 

JARED (CONT'D) 
You going home already? 

Nathan continues to pack and clean his station. 

NATHAN 
I didn't book anyone else. 

JARED 
That's because you refuse ninety 
percent of the designs people want. 

NATHAN 
That's because people want shitty 
designs. 

JARED 
You can't be this picky, man! Holly 
needs to eat. 

Nathan's defenses are instantly up. 

NATHAN 
I always make enough-- 
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JARED 
Forget it, forget it, I didn't mean 
it, I take it back. However, girls 
with daddy issues and daddy's money 
need to spend said money in order to 
feel better about themselves. It's a 
proven evolutionary fact. What's it to 
you if they spend it on butterflies 
and roses? 

This is obviously not a new conversation. Nathan shrugs, 
knowing they're talking two different languages. 

NATHAN 
It's art, Jare. 

JARED 
It's business, Na. You can't turn away 
every client that doesn't want a 
Hastings original. College costs 
money. Money you could easily make 
more of here. 

NATHAN 
Says the guy who took a year off 
college to "find" himself and wracked 
up fifteen grand in credit card debt. 
Refusing to do crappy tattoos is 
called "artistic integrity." You 
should try it sometime. 

JARED 
There's integrity, and then there's 
being a pretentious dick. 

NATHAN 
Hey, it's called being a "hipster" 
now. 

JARED 
You buy jeans at Target. That is the 
opposite of hipster. 

NATHAN 
Don't be hating on Target. 

Nathan playfully throws an empty water bottle at Jared. It 
bounces off the wall clock, because Nathan has terrible aim. 
Jared looks at it, perplexed. 

JARED 
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Also, have I ever told you you should 
never, ever play sports? 

NATHAN 
Every day since fourth grade, you 
dream-crusher. 

His phone vibrates in his pocket. He's got a text from 
"Carrie," which reads: i miss you. come over. 

He shuts the phone without replying, but catches sight of his 
wristwatch: a beautiful timepiece with gold hands, very old. 
It's 10:05pm. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
I gotta go, Alicia's probably itching 
to go out and party with all these 
other hooligans. 

Jared throws another water bottle at Nathan, this one full. 
Nathan barely dodges it, grinning. 

JARED 
Get outta here. Tell the munchkin I 
say hi. 

Nathan grabs his backpack and runs out the door, yelling to 
the crowd of college students: 

NATHAN 
Make good choices! 

INT. NATHAN'S HOUSE - THAT NIGHT 

ALICIA (16), pretty, sits at a battered kitchen table doing 
homework. The kitchen is homey but old, and the whole place 
feels like it's one bad storm away from destruction. However, 
the house was once ornate, impressive, and grand in its own 
way, and traces of its former glory still shine through the 
years of wear and tear. 

The front door opens and closes and Alicia perks up. She 
tucks her hair behind her ears, then untucks it, then tucks 
half of it back right before Nathan enters the kitchen, 
backpack slung over his shoulder. Alicia lights up, smiling. 

ALICIA 
Hey, Nathan! 
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He smiles at her and grabs some orange juice from the fridge. 

NATHAN 
Hey, Alicia. 

ALICIA 
How was work? 

NATHAN 
Yeah, sorry I'm late. I was doing a 
pretty intricate piece and lost track 
of time. 

ALICIA 
Well you know I'm available seven 
nights a week for you. 

Nathan looks up and she turns beet red. 

ALICIA (CONT'D) 
I mean - I mean, to babysit, I'm here 
for Holly, I - 

NATHAN 
I know. 

Nathan smiles and gestures that she should walk ahead of him 
to the door. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
How was the monster? 

ALICIA 
She was great, she did her homework, 
then we watched a movie and she went 
straight to bed. 

Nathan smiles and pulls out the crumpled mass of $1s and $5s 
the girl from the tattoo parlor just gave him, handing it to 
Alicia, who looks at him adoringly. 

ALICIA (CONT'D) 
Oh! Don't forget. I'm going to Tahiti 
for three weeks, so I won't be 
available. But as soon as I'm back, 
I'm here for yo--for Holly. 

NATHAN 
Right. Yes. Got it. Have fun! Bring me 
back a turtle. 
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Nathan smiles again and closes the front door, leaving Alicia 
on his doorstep. She stares at the closed door and sighs. 

INT. NATHAN'S HOUSE 

Nathan wanders around for a moment, then goes to check on 
Holly. When he gets to her room, the night-light is off. 
Frowning, he flips it on, then realizes the shape in Holly's 
bed is a little too lumpy. 

He pulls back the covers: yep, just pillows. 

EXT. NATHAN'S HOUSE - BACK DECK - IMMEDIATELY FOLLOWING 

Nathan opens the door to the back deck, which has a view of 
the Puget Sound. Their house is nestled on a short cliff, 
below which is a rough, stony beach littered with driftwood 
and massive tree trunks and boulders. 

Nathan walks across the deck and down a narrow staircase cut 
into the rock of the cliff itself. 

EXT. BEACH - BELOW NATHAN'S HOUSE - IMMEDIATELY FOLLOWING 

In the background, Nathan's house is one of only three or 
four houses lining the cliff, although his is clearly the 
oldest and smallest. The lights burn from the windows like 
beacons. The sound of pan pipes plays gently on the wind... 
although every other note is flat. 

Nathan shimmies over a tree trunk half submerged under the 
high tide and finds HOLLY (10) laying on a boulder, her head 
hanging over the edge and her mane of brown hair swaying in 
the breeze. 

The pan pipes she plays make her look kind of crazy. She 
stares at the moon with a deep concentration. Nathan takes a 
seat next to her on the rock. 

NATHAN 
Whatchya doing besides butchering my 
song? 

Holly blows on the pipes until she's red in the face. 
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HOLLY 
It's not your song, it's my song. You 
said, "This is Holly's Song." 

NATHAN 
Holly... that's the third time, kid. 
You can't come out here by yourself. 
You know the rules. 

Holly knows she's in trouble, and can't make eye contact with 
Nathan. 

HOLLY 
I just wanted to come out here and 
play, since it's my birthday. 

Nathan slowly closes his eyes. He completely forgot. He's an 
ass. He's the worst brother in the world. A huge wave 
crashes, slamming against the base of the boulder they're 
sitting on, sending up ocean spray into their faces. 

NATHAN 
That is true. It is your birthday. And 
I am still working on your present. 
But you still can't come out here 
alone, okay? Promise? 

HOLLY 
Yeah. 

Nathan scrubs his hands over his face, then looks to Holly. 

HOLLY (CONT'D) 
You want to play with me? 

NATHAN 
I don't have my - 

Holly fishes his HARMONICA out from her coat pocket. He 
laughs and takes it. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
You planned this whole thing, didn't 
you, you greasy little Chicken Nugget? 

Holly grins at him. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
All right. We'll play it one time. 
Holly's Song. 



                                                          9. 

                                                             

Holly happily settles on the rock and puts the pipes to her 
lips, blowing gustily, if not entirely on-key. Nathan finds 
her tempo, then joins in. Pan pipes and harmonics shouldn't 
sound good together, but for some reason, it works. In fact, 
it's downright beautiful; haunting, even. 

The camera pulls back and up and away, as if it is following 
the invisible trail of music that floats over the water until 
we're miles away. 

IN THE OCEAN 

Aea's eyes flash open and she stares directly at the camera, 
hearing the song. Drawn to it, she begins to swim painfully 
towards the sound, scales falling off her tail, skin still 
burning and ripping as her body reforms into something else. 

INT. NATHAN'S HOUSE - 2 HOURS LATER 

Holly is passed out on the huge, plush couch, buried under a 
pile of pillows and popcorn. Nathan can't help but smile. He 
ruffles her hair as he murmurs: 

NATHAN 
You are so weird. 

Nathan picks her up, crushing popcorn against his shirt, and 
carries her down the hall to her room... 

HOLLY'S ROOM 

...which is decorated with sculptures and paintings of every 
fantasy creature known to man, most of which are Nathan's 
creations in papier mache, oil, pastel, watercolor, and even 
glass and metal. 

Nathan tucks Holly into bed, then smiles down at her for a 
moment before backing out of the room and shutting the door. 

In the hall, we see framed portraits of him and Holly growing 
up together. The first couple show Holly, Nathan, and their 
mother and father. Then, when Holly is about two, it's only 
Holly and Nathan and their mother. Then, when Holly is about 
six, it's only Holly and Nathan, and all the ones following 
are absent their parents. 

EXT. BACK DECK - A FEW MINUTES LATER 

A POPULAR SONG plays from a paint-smattered radio sitting on 
an even more paint-smattered table. Beyond the deck, the 
Puget Sound is haunted under sparse fog and moonlight. 
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A large canvas leans against two easels. What begins as a 
beautiful cubist self-portrait of Nathan dissolves into 
graffiti, which dissolves into stick figures killing each 
other with swords and spears. 

The camera tilts down to reveal Nathan laying across a swivel 
stool on his back, tapping the metal legs with two 
paintbrushes. 

Abruptly he sits up, letting out a growl, and flings the 
brushes across the deck. He slaps his face with his hands. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
Okay, focus, focus, focus, focus. 

Nathan glares at the canvas. He dips his entire hand into a 
cup of blue paint and smears it around the canvas, a 
mischievous smile forming on his face. The smile slowly 
disappears as true concentration takes its place. 

The camera slowly dollies around to reveal what Nathan is 
painting: at first it looks like a random blob of chaos, but 
slowly a face begins to emerge. 

It's her. The mermaid. Nathan stares at it, frowning. He's 
painted this same girl a hundred times before. 

Forgetting he has paint on his hands, Nathan runs fingers 
down his face, leaving blue streaks, then reaches for his 
beer and takes a sip. He leans back, frowning. 

EXT. PUGET SOUND - MORNING 

A BARGE glides slowly, sitting low in the water. 

INT. BARGE - WHEELHOUSE - IMMEDIATELY FOLLOWING 

The CAPTAIN enters the wheelhouse, somewhat irritated, as 
sirens blare and emergency lights flash. Before he can get a 
word out, sparks fly from the console, burning into his 
cheek. He throws up an arm and backs out of the room. 

CAPTAIN 
What the hell is going on? 

JACK 
I don't know, sir! It seems like a 
short in the electrical system! 

OUTSIDE THE BARGE 
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The boat is veering sharply off-course, towards a jutting 
island of razor-sharp rocks. 

INSIDE THE BARGE 

The Captain sees the helmsman trying to put out a small 
electrical fire. He rushes in and takes over the controls, 
wrenching the enormous vessel back on course. 

Suddenly, and without a visible cause, the flames 
simultaneously extinguish themselves. Everyone in the cabin 
shares a look. This whole thing is beyond eerie. 

CAPTAIN 
(to Jack) 

Hold this. 

Jack takes over the controls while the Captain steps once 
more outside. Out on the water, he can see at least a dozen 
other boats all obviously suffering from similar electrical 
issues. He frowns, trying to figure out what he's missing. 

CAPTAIN (CONT'D) 
Get Port Authority on the line. 
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ACT TWO _______ 

INT. NATHAN'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING 

Holly stares dejectedly at a mountain of VITAMINS and PILLS 
next to her slightly-burnt waffles. Nathan scrapes burnt 
batter from a pan on the stove. 

HOLLY 
I hate pills. 

NATHAN 
Holly. 

HOLLY 
I don't even get the chewy ones 
anymore. 

Nathan slathers PB&J on white bread, then stuffs it in a 
plastic bag. 

NATHAN 
Grown-ups don't get chewy pills. 

HOLLY 
Are there any Lost Girls? 

Nathan grabs a sad-looking banana that's more brown than 
yellow, and stuffs it in Holly's lunchbox. 

NATHAN? 
Huh? 

Reaching into a laundry basket of "clean" clothes next to the 
table, Holly puts on one sock, then realizes she doesn't have 
another clean sock. She looks around, shrugs, and stuffs her 
foot into one of Nathan's gigantic socks. 

HOLLY 
There are Lost Boys, but are there any 
Lost Girls? Why are boys the only ones 
who get to not grow up? 

Nathan throws dirty dishes in the already-full sink, brushes 
crumbs onto the floor, and snacks on a pop-tart. 

NATHAN 
There's Wendy. 

HOLLY 
Yeah, but she's, like, their mom.  
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She's already grown up. 

NATHAN 
I should take a page outta her book. 
She always got Peter to take his 
medicine. 

HOLLY 
And look what good that did him! He 
got poisoned! You grow up and you die. 

NATHAN 
Yep. Life sucks. Eat. 

There's a HONK from outside. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
Just kidding. Don't eat. The bus is 
here. 

Holly ignores him, struggling to tie her shoes on. Nathan 
grabs her and carries her to the front door, stuffing her 
into her backpack, and physically deposits her outside the 
front door. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
Hug. 

Holly hugs him. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
Be good. Don't start any fires. Play 
nice with the other monsters. 

He looks at her, realizes she still hasn't eaten breakfast, 
takes the pop-tart dangling from his lips and stuffs it in 
Holly's mouth. She doesn't even blink, because this is a 
fairly normal part of their routine. 

He shoos her down the walkway toward the waiting bus as she 
chews the half-eaten pop-tart, then heads back inside. The 
house is a mess. Borderline grimy. 

Nathan grimaces, then grabs a bruised apple and his own 
backpack and heads out the door. 

EXT. SEATTLE 

Under the ever-present cloud cover, Nathan drives his POS car 
across the I-5 bridge towards downtown Seattle. Even grey and 
gloomy, Seattle is beautiful, green and lush, old and new. 
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EXT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL 

Nathan pulls up to a gorgeous old brick building that's 
slowly falling apart. It's a state-run facility, and the 
corner-cutting and budget reductions are taking their toll. 

INT. PSYCHIATRIC HOSPITAL 

Nathan walks in, nodding at the nurse before going to his 
mother's room. He knocks on the open door before entering. 

NATHAN 
Mom? 

But his mother's asleep. Nathan looks at her for a moment, 
then leaves a beautiful origami rose on her nightstand. As 
Nathan sits on the edge of her bed, we realize the room is 
strung with hundreds of these origami flowers. 

He looks down at his sleeping mother. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
I messed up. It was her birthday and I 
forgot. 

He looks like he wants to say more, but can't. 

EXT. PUGET SOUND - WATER 

The HULL of a GIANT FREIGHTER passes overhead, engines 
churning water into violent waves and foam. Aea, swimming too 
close to the surface, is almost sucked into its wake. She 
struggles to break free, and makes it to an underwater rock, 
clinging to it until the ship passes. 

She rests there, breathing shallowly, clearly exhausted, the 
current tugging at her hair. Trembling, she pushes herself 
off and begins to limp (if you could "limp" while swimming) 
towards some unknown destination, her tail ragged and patchy, 
half the scales gone. 

A school of FISH swim past her languidly. Without missing a 
beat, her hand darts out and catches one. She bites its head 
off and spits it out, then proceeds to methodically eat the 
meat as she swims along. 

INT. CORNISH COLLEGE OF THE ARTS 

Nathan sets his stuff down, pulling out four separate  
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sketchbooks, a rubber-banded bunch of paintbrushes, a box of 
various density lead pencils, and a giant eraser shaped like 
Pikachu. 

PROFESSOR ALDER (65) walks by, smiling at Nathan. 

PROFESSOR ALDER 
Hey, Hastings. 

Nathan smiles up at him. 

NATHAN 
Hey, Professor Alder. 

PROFESSOR ALDER 
You're gonna be there Tuesday to talk 
to my freshman life drawing class, 
right? 

Nathan looks blankly at him a moment, then remembers. 

NATHAN 
Ah! Yes. Yes, I will be there. 

PROFESSOR ALDER 
Don't forget to bring a self- portrait 
from each semester.  

Nathan salutes him with a paintbrush as Jared sits down at 
the easel next to him. 

JARED 
Hey, man! There's a party at my place 
this weekend. You ready to get 
incredibly weird and possibly indulge 
in some public nudity? 

Nathan perks up, then frowns, deflating. 

NATHAN 
Holly's been acting out. She hid from 
Alicia again. 

Jared frowns at Nathan. 

NATHAN (CONT'D) 
I'd love to, but if Holly did 
something Alicia couldn't handle, I 
wouldn't want to be passed out on your 
front lawn with my pants in a tub of 
jungle juice -- 
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In the middle of pulling out things from his bag, Nathan 
drops a sketchbook, which flips open to a drawing of his 
Dream Girl (who looks suspiciously like Aea). 

Jared looks at it, then at Nathan, sternly. 

JARED 
Dude. 

Nathan glares at Jared, grabs the sketchbook, and stuffs it 
back in his bag. 

NATHAN 
I know she's not real, I'm not going 
nuts like my mom, chill out. 

He trails off, attention caught by something at the door. 
Jared follows his gaze to see CARRIE (21), the kind of girl 
who's pretty with a lot of make-up, but not beautiful. 

JARED 
What? You look terrified. Why do you 
look terrified? 

Without taking his eyes off Carrie, Nathan leans in 
conspiratorially. 

NATHAN 
Maybe I am going nuts. You know Crazy 
Carrie? 

JARED 
The one who traced your hand while you 
were asleep, made a stencil of it, and 
spray-painted her kitchen floor in 
rainbow colors? 

NATHAN 
Yeah. That - (he points at the door) 

- is her. 

JARED 
Good Lord. 

They both stare at her, and flinch when she finally spots 
Nathan and gives him a little wave as she walks over. She 
throws her arms around Nathan and squeezes tight. 

CARRIE 
Nathan! 
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Nathan endures the contact before prying her off. 

NATHAN 
What are you doing here, Carrie? 

CARRIE 
You weren't returning my calls. I 
didn't know where you were! 

Nathan leans in close so only she can hear, and smiles the 
entire time so no one knows what he's really saying to her. 

NATHAN 
You legitimately freak me out. I'm a 
really nice person and I'm not going 
to make a scene now, but if you ever 
show up in one of my classes again, I 
swear that I will get a restraining 
order against you. Okay? 

He leans back, smiling at her. She glares at him, but it 
dissolves into girlish smile. She giggles and taps him on the 
nose. 

CARRIE 
You're such a funny bunny! I'm gonna 
bake you a funny bunny cake. 

She smiles once more, then heads to the stool in the middle 
of the room and takes off her coat, sitting naked and 
glorious before the whole class. 

All the students stare at Carrie, then at Nathan. He just 
shakes his head and begins to sketch her as he sees her in 
his mind: grotesque, bloated, and vain. She continues to 
stare creepily at him, and only him. 

Jared slowly leans over to Nathan, never taking his eyes off 
Carrie, as if she might suddenly attack. 

JARED 
(whispering) 

Ho. Lee. Shit. 

INT. CORNISH COLLEGE OF THE ARTS - FINANCIAL AID OFFICE 

Nathan knocks on the door to his financial aid counselor's 
office, wary. 

HAROLD BARME 
Hi, Nathan, have a seat. 
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Nathan sits. 

NATHAN 
You e-mailed me about some problems 
with my aid package? 

HAROLD BARME 
Yes. I'll just get right to it, then. 
Your scholarship is highly 
competitive. Some members of the 
committee are concerned that you 
aren't using your time here wisely, 
and that the scholarship would benefit 
someone else. 

NATHAN 
They're taking my scholarship away? 

HAROLD BARME 
Not yet. You're talented, Nathan. Your 
professors like you, they fight for 
you, they let your absences go 
unreported half the time so it doesn't 
hurt your grade. But it's adding up. I 
know things are tough for you with 
your sister, but you've got to meet us 
halfway. You gotta show up on time for 
T.A.ing. You've gotta pull your grades 
up. No one's questioning your talent. 
But your ability to succeed at this 
school, and at life, requires more 
than talent. It requires discipline. 
Okay? 

Nathan nods, not happy, but knowing that he's not wrong, 
either. 

HAROLD BARME (CONT'D) 
There will be a hearing in a week to 
determine the status of your 
scholarship. You can make your case to 
the committee then. You've got a lot 
of people pulling for you, but whether 
you stay here or not is up to you. 

INT. PORT OF SEATTLE CRIMINAL INVESTIGATIONS UNIT - DAY 

A framed picture of Patricia, her husband, and their 12-year- 
old son sits on an industrial metal desk at which PATRICIA 
(41) sits, staring at a POLICE REPORT. Framed, on the wall, 
are two folded American flags. Next to them is a map of the  
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Puget Sound, with about two dozen red pins stuck in various 
places in the water. 

She frowns, closes the report, removes a necklace from around 
her neck, and uses the key at the end of the necklace to open 
a huge gun-metal gray file cabinet. 

In it are rows and rows of manila folders, all with various 
dates and names, spanning back five years. She adds this 
newest report to the front of the row, stares at the files 
for a moment, and then rolls the drawer shut. 

She walks to the door of her office and speaks to a middle- 
aged man, JIMMY, sitting at a desk nearby. 

PATRICIA 
You got the report yet? 

He searches through a haphazard pile of folders and papers on 
his desk, pulls one out, leans back in his chair and hands it 
to her. 

JIMMY 
It's getting worse. 

She opens the report and scans it quickly. 

JIMMY (CONT'D) 
Either everyone's equipment is 
malfunctioning at once, or something's 
going on down there. 

PATRICIA 
Where we at with the dive teams? 

JIMMY 
Captain says the currents are 
abnormally strong. He's not willing to 
risk his guys when the problem's 
clearly electrical. 

PATRICIA 
Tell him it's his problem when a 
freighter grounds itself in his 
backyard. 

She heads back into her office and closes the door. She adds 
another red pin to her map of the Puget Sound. 

The camera ZOOMS IN on the map until it dissolves into an 
aerial view of the Edgewood Elementary playground. 
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EXT. EDGEWOOD ELEMENTARY - THE NEXT MORNING 

A concrete staircase leads to the exterior entrance to the 
school's offices. Underneath the staircase, safe from the 
ever-present Seattle drizzle, sits Holly. Her knees are 
tucked up nearly to her chin as she stares intensely down at 
an illustrated book of unicorns and minotaurs. 

Nearby, a group of girls in raincoats play with a long jump 
rope. With each rotation, the girls holding the ends call out 
a boy's name. Soon, the girl stumbles and trips as the others 
call out the name "Travis." 

A group of boys throw a tennis ball back and forth. When they 
hear the name Travis, they single out one boy and nudge him, 
laughing. The bell rings and Holly gets up to go back to 
class, passing by both groups. 

Alas, it is not to be. A boy gets shoved into Holly by his 
friend and she falls to the ground, dropping her book. She 
cuts her knee on the loose gravel, ripping her tights. She 
picks herself up and looks for the book only to realize that 
the boys have got it. 

Holly panics, trying to get it back before they can see what 
it's about or that it's written for much younger kids. 

BOY 
The Mermaid and the Marlin. 

TRAVIS 
We gotta get to class. 

BOY 
Oh man, this stuff is good. 

He points at the cover. 

BOY (CONT'D) 
Look, for children ages five to seven. 

Holly makes a grab for the book, but the boy easily keeps it 
out of reach. Her face burns with humiliation. 

TRAVIS 
Give it back, man, we're gonna be late 
again. 

BOY 
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You got a thing for her or something?, 
gimme a minute. 

Travis grabs the book out of the boy's hands and turns to 
give it to Holly, but she has fallen to the ground, eyes 
rolled into the back of her head, in the middle of a grand- 
mal seizure. Freaked out, the boys run away, leaving Holly 
alone in the rain. 


