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FADE | N:

EXT. FI SH NG TRAWLER DECK - NI GHT
SUBTI TLE: TYRRHENI AN SEA, OFF THE COAST OF NAPLES

A dil apidated traw er cuts a path through m dni ght bl ue
wat er. On deck, NICCOLO (40's) scans the noonlit sea with a
grim expression.

NI CCOLO
Arrestarel!

The engine dies. The trawer drifts, dead silent.

Ni ccol o gestures, and the CREWjunps into action. Rough nen
roll 50-gallon barrels to the edge of the boat. The words
PERI COLO and TGOSSI CO cover the barrels, punctuated by SKULL
AND CROSSBONES synbol s.

Ni ccol o watches intently as every last barrel is dunped into
the sea. As the final barrel sinks beneath the surface, he
stalks to the helm activates the radio.

NI CCOLO
(in Italian)
It s done.
VO CE (O S.)
(in Italian)
The funds will be wired to your
account in the norning. A pleasure,
as al ways.

Ni ccolo kills the radio, nods to the HELMSMVAN
The traw er drifts back the way it cane. In its wake,

somet hi ng energes from beneath the surface. A nonstrous eye
BLINKS as it watches after the traw er.

EXT. FI SH NG YACHT DECK - DAY

The word | NTREPI DO stands out in black script letters
agai nst the white stern of the small fishing yacht.

CONRAD (m d 40’s) guides the ship through open water. He
spies a pair of SWORDFI SH FINS just ahead.

CONRAD

(to hinsel f)
Perf ect.
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CONTI NUED: 2.

HUNTER (11) sits on the prow, recording the swordfish with
his i Pod. He scans all around the ship.

Not a trace of land in sight.

Conrad gl ances at the Fish Finder as a SWORDFI SH darts
beneath the yacht. He eases back the throttle, kills the
engi ne.

Conrad steps away fromthe helm He doesn’'t notice the nuch
LARCGER CREATURE t hat appears on the Fish Finder view screen.

Conrad picks up a 7-foot |ong STEEL HARPOON. Al though the
shaft gleans in the sunlight, the weapon has an antique fee
about it.

CONRAD
Hunter. It’'s tine.

Hunter faces his father. He tucks his i Pod away and shuffles
toward his father, hesitant.

CONRAD
Ready?

HUNTER
| guess.

CONRAD

You guess? You can’t guess, Hunter.
You have to know. Be deci sive.

Afraid to speak, Hunter nods his assent.

CONRAD
Men have fished these waters for
centuries, risking their very lives
to provide for their villages,
their famlies. Your great great
gr andf at her was one of those nen.
He speared swordfish with this very
har poon. He taught his son, who
taught his son, who taught ne.

Conrad hands the harpoon to Hunter. The boy handl es the
weapon with a sense of awe and cauti on.

CONRAD

And nowit’s ny turn to teach you
HUNTER

We live in Brooklyn, Dad. |’ m never

gonna-

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

CONRAD
You're not afraid, are you?

Hunter’s downcast eyes are all the answer Conrad needs.

CONRAD
A harpoon is strong, Hunter. And
the man who wields it needs to be
just as strong.

Conrad gestures back in the direction they came from

CONRAD
Back there, people are going to try
to push you around. They' |l try to
t ake advantage, and you can't |et
them Ever. You need to be strong,
Hunter. You need to be fearless.

HUNTER
Dad, | can’t do this.

CONRAD
You can, and you will. Now head
back to the prow. I'Il bring us in
sl ow, and when you’' re ready, take

your shot.

Hunt er nods, turns. Conrad watches after his son with an
unspoken pride. The ol der man never sees the TENTACLE t hat
slides onto the deck behind him

Hunt er bal ances the harpoon in his hands, getting a feel for
its weight. Behind him a SPLASH. He turns.

The deck is enpty. Conrad is nowhere to be seen.

HUNTER
Dad? Dad? Not funny.

Anot her SPLASH off to starboard. Hunter scranbles to the
side of the ship. He heaves a sigh of relief when he sees
his dad treadi ng water.

CONRAD
Conme on, Dad. dinb back up-

Hunter’'s words catch in his throat as the water around his
dad DARKENS. Wen the |lower half of his dad’ s body floats to
the surface, SEVERED at the wai st, Hunter SCREAMS.

THUMP! Sornet hi ng RAMS t he boat from beneath, knocking Hunter

to the deck. Hunter loses his grip on the harpoon. It slides
toward the edge, but he SNATCHES it at the | ast second.
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CONTI NUED: 4.

THUMP! Harder this time. Hunter scranmbles to the helm flips
t he protective cover on the RADI O DI STRESS BUTTON, presses

t he button. An ALARM sounds.

THUWMP! The yacht careens, starts to CAPSI ZE.

Hunter scranbles for purchase as the ship continues to tinp.
He refuses to |l et go of the harpoon.

Hunter SLIPS, alnost slides into the deep blue water, but he
catches hinmself just in tine. He clanbers on top of the now
capsi zed shi p.

Silence. Hunter searches in every direction, frantic. Wen
he sees the two halves of his father’s corpse floating away
from one another, Hunter begins to CRY

He pulls his knees close and buries his face in his arns.

EXT. FI SHI NG YACHT HULL - NI GHT

Hunt er wakes with a start.

HUNTER
Dad!
He sits up, freezes. Realization sets in. He’'s still on the
hul | of the capsized yacht. H s father is still dead,

al t hough the corpse is nowhere to be scene.
He | ooks down at the harpoon, still clutched in his hand.

Hunter scans the horizon as the |ast rays of the setting sun
surrender to the light of a FULL MOON.

In the encroachi ng darkness, Hunter notices a tiny speck of
light in the distance, noving toward him A SH P

Hunter clanbers to his feet, waves his arns. He yells as if
t hey coul d possibly hear him

HUNTER
Hey! Over here! Over herel!

THUMP! The sound of Hunter’'s voice stirs the underwater
predat or back into action.

Hunter stunbles, caught off guard. He STABS at the hull wth
t he harpoon to gain purchase, to steady hinself.

A slinmy TENTACLE traces up the side of the ship, searching
for Hunter. Hunter scranbles away fromit, as far as he can.
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CONTI NUED: 5.

In the nmoonlight, Hunter can nmake out calcified CLAWLIKE
PROTRUSI ONS al | al ong the tentacle.

Hunter | ooks to the far off rescue ship, still so far away.
The tentacle slides back beneath the water.

Hunter’s lower lip trenbles. He threatens to cry, but a
change takes hold of the frightened young boy.

Fear surrenders to a nmuch darker enotion: HATE-FI LLED ANGER

Hunter braces his feet. He grips the harpoon in both hands
and THUWPS on the hull with the dull end of the weapon.

The tentacl e appears again, and this tine he’s ready for it.
Hunt er unl eashes a PRI MAL YELL and SLASHES at the tentacle.

DARK | CHOR spl ashes on the hull fromthe open wound. The
tentacl e darts back beneath the surface.

Hunter THUMPS on the hull again, again, again. He waits,
every nuscle in his body coiled for an attack.

An uni njured tentacle shoots fromthe water behind him He
cries out as those unnatural claws draw BLOOD. He falls,
SLASHI NG wi th the harpoon as he goes down. Another hit!

Hunter clinbs to his feet as the tentacl e di sappears. He
checks on the rescue ship again. C oser, but not close
enough.

The water CHURNS, and the creature erupts from beneath the
surface. Hunter finds hinself face-to-face with a MJTATED
SQUI D- LI KE MONSTRGCSI TY.

Cal cified protrusions cover the abom nation’s |ong body. A
THI RD EYE stares at Hunter fromthe center of the squid’ s
head.

Hunt er cl enches the harpoon in a white-knuckled grip and
LUNGES. A SCREECH OF AGONY pierces the night air as the
har poon slides deep into the creature’s center eye.

The creature di sappears beneath the water, taking the
harpoon with it. Hunter watches the harpoon vanish with a
sense of adrenaline-fueled triunph.

Trenbling, Hunter collapses to the hull. Exhausted,
enpowered, he waits for his rescuers to arrive.

FADE TO BLACK



