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FADE | N:

EXT. BEACH - DAY

An enpty lifeguard tower casts a | ong shadow in the sand.
STRAGGLERS stroll the shore. A gull westles pickings froma
gar bage can.

EXT. ON THE WATER - DAY

A cl oudl ess sky | oons above. M dday.

MAGE E KING (34), blonde hair pulled back, sun-burned skin
lies asleep on a sky blue inner tube.

A SPLASH awakens her.
Bl i nks away the sleep fromher eyes. She | ooks left, right --
all around. Nothing but water and horizon in every direction.

Pani c hits when she realizes where she is.

Opens her nouth as if to cry for help. She sits up and lifts a
portion of her bikini -- the skin underneath mlky white.

She puts both arns in the water and paddl es.

EXT. ON THE WATER - LATER

The sun sits low in the sky.

Maggi e's very weary -- just one arm paddles now. Still nothing
in sight, the water |apping against the inner tube the only
sound until ...

Sonething else. A different SOUND. She strains to |isten.

A WOVMAN S voice, faint at first. Al npost |ike singing, sonehow
soot hing --

WOVAN (V. Q)
Ma-ggi e... Ma-ggi eeee. .

She stares ahead, transfixed. Curls into a fetal position, her
dry lips slightly apart.



The voice trails off, but another sound takes its place. It
fl oats above the waves, seemngly fromevery direction --

The COO NG of a BABY. Happy and content ed.
WOMAN (V. Q)
Hush, little baby, don't say a word.
Monma' s gonna buy you a nocki ng
bird...
The baby gurgles, stops. Silence.

Now it CRIES in distress. Louder and |ouder, filling every
open space.

Maggi es cl oses her eyes and covers her ears. She sees a

VI SI ON

of herself holding the baby, conforting it. Shh... Shh... The

child s wails grow | ouder the nore she rocks it. Mire
insistent. It cannot be soot hed.

The cries build to a crescendo.
Maggi e opens her eyes, blinking at the sun.
MAGA E
| won't listen to you! Do you hear ne?

| won't listen to you again.

Heavy breaths, heart racing. Splashes water on her face, and
al nost chokes.

The cries eventually dissolve, as if carried away al ong the
breeze, out into the ether.

She hangs her head and sobs.

MAGA E
Six years and | still think of you.
Pl ease tell nme why. Wy..?
(beat)

"' m so goddamn thirsty.



Si | ence,

She | ays back. A cloud floats by.

but for the water and the w nd.

MAGA E
(softly)
Forgive me. No nore excuses, just...
Pl ease forgive ne. I'msorry.

A FLASH on the water catches her eye.
i nspect .

A di scarded SODA BOITLE, | abel

She paddl es cl oser to

peeling and stained. A snall

anount of water inside captures the sun's |ight.

She unscrews the cap and dri nks.

Clutches the bottle against her chest,
and | aughs.

Dar kness | oons. The the sun bl eeds a trai

across the ocean.

BUzz! BUZZ!
Maggi e | ooks up. Agai nst the horizon,
bl i nks on and off, on then off.

She waves furiously,

MAGA E

Over here. Hey! Over

I NT. FI SH NG BOAT

A pole with a dangling lure rests on the railing,

Spits it out.

her e.

Sea wat er.

t hrows her head back

of red, westward

alittle green light

can barely speak...

a tackl e box

next to it.

A MAN (57), intermttently flicks a switch on the center
consol e. He gazes curiously at a reflected |light sone ways
off, then turns the key in the ignition.

The boat's small outboard grinds to |

fe.

FADE QUT.
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