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EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - SUNSET

FADE IN. The setting sun has painted the sky sunburst orange
with strokes of flamingo pink. Its glow highlights a distant
boat anchored on a vast, empty ocean of blue. From a HIGH ANGLE
the CAMERA GLIDES SLOWLY toward it.

We narrowly pass over a commercial dive boat with the name
“In2Blue” blazoned on its side. On the aft deck we SEE a large
blue tarp shrouding something. The CAMERA CONTINUES SLOWLY
DESCENDING, splashes the surface, and then GLIDES into the blue.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #1

The DESCENDING CAMERA moves slowly through the gin clear water,
then parts a large school of fish. We now SEE the ocean floor
and the remnants of a coral encrusted shipwreck.

The CAMERA CONTINUES MOVING toward the wreck as two divers,
FINNEGAN “FIN” MCBRIDE and JENNIFER DE MONTIGNIE, swim into
FRAME. Both are wearing diver to diver communication masks,
tanks, and fins. The CAMERA FOLLOWS them as they enter the hull
and swim into the inky blackness.

Finnegan is soft spoken, sun glowing, forty something, and
handsome in a rugged way. He'’s smart, decisive, and unfazed by
the storms at sea and those in real life. Finnegan is not a nine
to five guy. He'’'s a partner in a dive shop and treasure hunter.

Jennifer is a woman thirty some years of age, with a smile
warmer than the Florida sunshine. Bright, gutsy, and assertive,
she radiates a sparkling personality which is neither saccharine
nor contrived. Her hobby is scuba diving; her profession,
television news reporting.

INT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #1/PASSAGEWAY

A ray of light knifes the dark and foreboding passageway of the
wreck. The light eventually finds a barnacle encrusted artifact.
A BEAT later, a hand reaches for it. WIDER, as Finnegan shows
the artifact to Jennifer.

Finnegan and Jennifer sweep their dive lights as they swim along
the passageway through schools of silversides that swirl in a
synchronized dance.



Finnegan stops at a small hole. He reaches in, feels around, and
pulls out a small coral encrusted plate. He looks at it and
tosses it aside. In the BACKGROUND, Jennifer disappears through
an opening.

Finnegan then reaches far into another hole. Several feet
BEYOND, from a crevice, a sinister looking, giant green moray
rears its head. The eel’s eyes are glinting eerily in the light,
its jaws snapping like those of a demonic hound from hell.
Finnegan, still searching, doesn’t notice. After SEVERAL BEATS,
the denizen of the deep recedes back into its lair.

From INSIDE a hole, we SEE Finnegan’s hand groping for an
artifact and HEAR the CREAKING of the wreck.

BACK ON FINNEGAN, as he is still searching the hole. Suddenly,
his arm is jolted inside and his body is slammed flush to the
bulkhead. He struggles but cannot extract his arm. Finnegan is
twisting and turning as he is being pulled by a monster of the
deep. Finnegan HEARS Jennifer (through his diver to diver
communication mask) break into LAUGHTER.

INT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #1/CHAMBER #1

CLOSE ON JENNIFER, in the inner chamber opposite the passageway,
laughing as she releases Finnegan’s hand. She takes off.

INT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #1/PASSAGEWAY

Finnegan withdraws his arm from the hole and moves after her. He
is swimming strongly, with dive light in hand. We HEAR more
CREAKING of the wreck.

ANGLE ON JENNIFER stroking rapidly. Finnegan is right on her
tail. He grabs a fin, but she is as slippery as an eel.

INT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #1/CHAMBER #2

Jennifer swims into a chamber. Finnegan corners her. She is
still laughing.

FINNEGAN
Stop the clowning.



Jennifer glances at her dive watch.

JENNIFER
Let’s call it a day.

Finnegan’'s eyes sweep the chamber.

FINNEGAN
She’s not the Yorke.

They move toward an opening in the hull.

EXT. - UNDERWATER

A curtain of air bubbles is rising against a featureless deep
blue BACKGROUND. Finnegan and Jennifer ASCEND INTO FRAME. The
CAMERA PULLS OUT and then CIRCLES THE DIVERS. They are making a
very, very slow ascent.

Finnegan spots a blur of motion deep in the distant BACKGROUND.
We can’t tell what it is. He grabs Jennifer’s arm.

FINNEGAN
Straight ahead.

JENNIFER
Yeah, right.

Finnegan doesn’t respond, but he is looking around, as if there
is something hidden in the thick blue. Jennifer takes notice and
her eyes begin to search too. But there is nothing -- nothing
except for total emptiness and total vulnerability.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN slowly turning, his eyes ever vigilant.
FINNEGAN’'S POINT OF VIEW as he looks directly into the eyes of a
shark.

Finnegan, in a lightning fast reflex, delivers a powerful blow
to its snout. We only get a GLIMPSE of the shark as it darts
past them and then vanishes.

Finnegan releases his tank and holds it in front of him, using
it as a shield. We SEE a small cut to his hand. Blood!

They are looking in all directions. Nothing.



SHARK'’S POINT OF VIEW stalking the divers. Finnegan turns and
looks directly into CAMERA.

He moves forward, slamming the tank into the shark. The force of
the collision causes him to lose his grip. The tank tumbles
toward the ocean floor.

They continue their slow ascent. Their eyes move in unison,
following the lone shark.

CLOSE ON THE PROWLING SHARK as it watches their every move.

ANGLE ON FINNEGAN AND JENNIFER as another enormous shark
appears, then another. Jennifer starts to remove her tank.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN as his eyes register alarm.

NEW ANGLE as the blood thirsty predator closes in for the kill.
Finnegan, with a moment to react, swims forward, striking a
strong blow to its snout. The shark veers away.

The CAMERA PANS TO JENNIFER as another shark ENTERS FRAME.

CLOSE ON HER reacting in horror.

The shark hits Jennifer and gets tangled in her gear. They are
twisting violently. Down they go.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - SUNSET

The sun dips into the sea and skims a golden glow on the quiet
and calm waters. This sea of tranquility is disturbed when
Finnegan breaks the surface. He strokes powerfully toward the
dive boat, In2Blue, some thirty yards away.

Finnegan is within fifteen yards of the boat, when a large fin
of a fast moving shark slices the water behind him.

CLOSE ON SHARK'’S DORSAL FIN as it glides through the water.

PULL OUT TO INCLUDE BOTH THE SHARK'S FIN AND FINNEGAN as the
shark is beginning to close the gap.

Finnegan frantically swims to the boat -- it seems like an
eternity. A final burst of energy propels Finnegan onto the dive
platform. Just as he clambers aboard, the shark crashes into the



platform. There is an explosion of water as the shark breaks the
surface, snapping its jaws violently from side to side.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - SUNSET
Finnegan immediately raises his dive mask and shouts.

FINNEGAN
Sam! Sam!

Finnegan moves to an object on the aft deck, covered by the
large blue tarp. He flings off the tarp -- revealing a
futuristic-looking winged submersible. He then hits a switch of
a hydraulic launcher/retriever, lowering to the water the
hydrodynamic shaped, sleek winged craft -- the Agquanaut. This
two person wet submersible can out race a barracuda and perform
barrel rolls like a stunt plane.

Twenty feet away on a deck chair is a grumpy old salt who is
dead to the world, with a hat covering the eyes and feet propped
up on the boat’s railing.

Meet SAMANTHA HOPE -- a feminine but tough old bird, about sixty
years old, brassy mannered, prickly, sharp witted, and as
capable as anyone on the water. She is a woman of many hats.

She shakes her head and drops her shoes to the deck, then
staggers to her feet.

SAMANTHA
What? What in the blue hell’s going
on?

EXT. - UNDERWATER/AQUANAUT

CLOSE ON JENNIFER and the snapping jaws of the shark, still
entangled in her gear. It gives new meaning to the phrase, up
close and personal. BEYOND, there is a mountainous outcropping
of the reef and schooling sharks that are getting ever closer
and ever bolder.

Jennifer is moments from being rendered into fast food when the
Aquanaut FLIES INTO FRAME.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN pushing the Aquanaut’s throttle forward.



The Aquanaut flies beneath Jennifer -- she’s still coupled to
the thrashing shark.

CLOSE ON JENNIFER’S ARM reaching for the submersible’s roll bar.
WIDER, as Jennifer grabs the bar.

The Aquanaut is moving rapidly. Jennifer is clinging to the roll
bar but still married to the jaws of death. Finnegan pulls a
dive knife and cuts a strap, freeing the shark. Finnegan turns
back to the controls.

FINNEGAN'S POINT OF VIEW of the wall of the reef looming
directly ahead. It’s seconds before a collision.

The Aquanaut enters a steep bank. It flares away from the wall,
missing it by inches.

EXT. - OCEAN/AQUANAUT - SUNSET

The Aquanaut, with Jennifer still clinging to the roll bar,

explodes out of the blue field of the open ocean and then moves
toward the anchored dive boat.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - SUNSET

Finnegan helps Jennifer remove her gear. She has been
adrenalized by her close call. She turns to him.

JENNIFER
My lucky towel?

Finnegan hands her the towel and she starts drying her hair.
Samantha flips a switch, and the hydraulic launcher/retriever
raises the Aquanaut. She then turns to Jennifer. They lock eyes

for a BEAT.

SAMANTHA
You almost gave me a heart attack.

Finnegan places an arm around Jennifer. He leans in and whispers
in her ear.

FINNEGAN
Me too.



The In2Blue surges away, becoming smaller and smaller, as it
chases the golden glow of the sinking sun.

EXT. - OCEAN/YACHT - MOONLIT NIGHT

Stars are twinkling. The moon is quietly rising, casting an
avenue of silver on an endless expanse of ebony sea.

We GLIDE through the midnight sky to a distant dot on the
horizon. The gleaming dot grows larger and larger until finally
it becomes recognizable as an elegant yacht, the Insatiable.

EXT. - OCEAN/YACHT/AFT DECK - MOONLIT NIGHT

A middle aged billionaire Yachtsman and his twenty something
Trophy Wife move to the spacious aft deck.

The Yachtsman is at the railing, staring at the ocean. He turns
to his Trophy Wife.

YACHTSMAN
The sea speaks to the soul.
Should’ve done this years ago.

The Trophy Wife doesn’t have time for regrets and rolls her
eyes.

TROPHY WIFE
Let’s go for a dip.

She breaks away, taking off her shoes while dashing to the
railing.

NEW ANGLE, from the ocean surface, as she dives with clothes on,
directly over the CAMERA.

She pops to the surface and pulls off her top. She waves it
teasingly at the Yachtsman.

TROPHY WIFE
C'mon in, the water'’s wonderful!



EXT. - UNDERWATER - MOONLIT NIGHT

UNDERWATER, CAMERA’S POINT OF VIEW moving directly at the
silhouette of the Trophy Wife.

EXT. - OCEAN/YACHT - MOONLIT NIGHT

At the surface, the Trophy Wife tosses her top. Suddenly, terror
grips her face. There is an explosion of water as she is
violently thrust upward. We get a GLIMPSE (for a nanosecond) of
what appears to be a diver’s fin and wet suit. She screams, and
then is jerked below. The CAMERA HOLDS on the boiling water with
traces of red.

EXT. - OCEAN/YACHT/AFT DECK - MOONLIT NIGHT

The Yachtsman rushes to the boat’s railing. There is no sign of
his wife. Suddenly he hears a noise coming from behind. He spins
to the sound.

YACHTSMAN'S POINT OF VIEW of a frogman, bounding over the
railing with gun in hand. He fires. BLAM! The Yachtsman is off
the planet.

EXT. - MARINA - MORNING

Warm sun. Bright sky. Whispering palms. Chirping birds. It's
morning in South Florida.

The CAMERA PANS a rustic marina lined with dive boats, charter
fishing craft, and an odd assortment of other boats. The CAMERA
FINDS Finnegan walking from the In2Blue’s slip. His chocolate
Labrador is in tow.

Finnegan moves along the dock toward an old weather-beaten
structure that serves as the marina office. He stops and turns
upon hearing the VOICE of Gus.

GUS (OFF SCREEN)
Got ya more crabs.

FINNEGAN
Good morning, Gus.



Finnegan moves to GUS, a down on his luck, old sea dog who is
standing next to his moored, rusty and rickety houseboat. Gus
hides a small flask. He is a little wobbly and he slurs his
speech. He shows Finnegan a bucket of water with live crabs.

GUS
Right off your office dock. The best
crabbing I’'ve ever had.

Finnegan reaches into the bucket and pulls out a seven inch crab
with claws snapping. The Lab is eyeing the crustacean.

FINNEGAN
How much?

GUS
Gave ya 30 in the last few days and
now 12, so how about a week?

FINNEGAN
I'll extend your rent five days.

GUS
Settle on six?

FINNEGAN
No way, five or out.

Finnegan motions, an abbreviated form of a baseball ump’s *“out.”
A LONG BEAT and a silent clash of wills. Finally, Gus gives in
and hands him the bucket. Finnegan’s gotten the best of the deal
and his face shows it.

FINNEGAN
Thank you -- off to the boiler.

He starts moving away.

GUS
Hey, ever need a skip, I'm the man.

Finnegan smiles slightly and continues walking.

Finnegan, carrying the bucket of crabs, moves further along the
dock toward the marina office. He glances around and sees no
one. A smile creases his face and in one fluid move, he returns
the crabs to their home.



He turns toward the office, which is draped in the brilliant red
blossoms of bougainvillea climbers. There is a shingle near the
door that reads “In2Blue.”

INT. - MARINA OFFICE - MORNING

The office is in sharp contrast to its weather-worn exterior. It
has a modern look, with a computer on each of the two desks. A
section of the office serves as a dive shop, with an assortment
of dive equipment on display. A television, tuned to a morning
news program, plays in the BACKGROUND.

Samantha is at her desk. Sitting across from her are the husband
and wife Snowbirds (northerners who have come south for the
winter), both about sixty years of age and dressed to the nines.

Finnegan enters and moves to his desk. Two photos of Jennifer, a
smiling headshot and her climbing a sheer rock face, sit
prominently on the desk.

Husband Snowbird is reading a treasure hunting flyer. His wife
is looking over his shoulder.

WIFE SNOWBIRD
I never look at prices.

Husband Snowbird turns to his better half and rolls his eyes.

WIFE SNOWBIRD
What are you saving it for? Look at
the tire around your waist, you’re
not going to live forever.

Samantha studies Husband Snowbird for a moment.

SAMANTHA
We guarantee bubbles.

HUSBAND SNOWBIRD
Bubbles?

Samantha delivers a sly wink to Finnegan, that the Snowbirds
don’t catch. Finnegan moves forward. We get the feeling that
perhaps Finnegan and Samantha have done this dog and pony show
before.
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FINNEGAN
Find treasure and you’ll be so
excited -- your breathing rate will
go off the charts.

Finnegan points to a painting on the wall of a sidewheel
steamer. On the frame is the name “The Yorke.”

FINNEGAN
She sleeps on the ocean floor. With
a billion dollars in gold bars.

SAMANTHA
The Yorke left Panama carrying 600
passengers from the California Gold
Rush and 22 tons of gold.

FINNEGAN
Her last known position was between
South Beach and North Bimini, when
the big hurricane of 1857 hit.

Samantha opens a desk drawer, pulls out an old sock, and empties
its contents. We SEE old coins tumbling onto her desk. Husband
Snowbird stares in wonderment as gold doubloons dance in his
eyes. He pulls out his credit card.

Wife Snowbird reaches for a crystal figurine of a dolphin on
Samantha’s desk. She is holding it close, admiring it. Samantha
notices.

SAMANTHA
Like dolphins? I’'1ll take you to see
Wild Blue -- seen her jump twenty
feet high.

FINNEGAN
Sometimes twenty-five.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN’S FACE, as a hint of a roguish grin takes
shape.

A foreboding MUSIC track fills the air. Finnegan turns to the

office television. TIGHT on the TV screen, as we SEE a “Breaking
News” graphic and the AM anchor.
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NEWS ANCHOR (ON TV SCREEN)
Just in at the WRDG newsroom,
wreckage from another yacht is
washing ashore. We take you live to
Miami Beach for exclusive coverage.

EXT. - MIAMI BEACH - MORNING

Jennifer is on the beach, holding a mike and delivering her
standup. BEYOND, the lapping turquoise waves of the Atlantic.

JENNIFER
Debris from the luxury yacht
Insatiable is coming ashore, two
days after it was first reported
missing. Here is what I’ve found...

Jennifer moves to a small pile of wreckage. She shows a jagged
piece of a yacht’s hull, painted with the name “Insatiable.” She
then looks directly at the CAMERA.

JENNIFER
Many questions remain unanswered,
but my police sources are already
attributing the yacht’s sinking to
Blackbeard Junior.

INT. - FLORIDA MARINE PATROL/BULLPEN - MORNING

The CAMERA PANS the corkboard on the wall: nautical maps, news
articles with banner headlines (“Marauding Pirates Claim More
Victims,” “Blackbeard Junior Strikes Again,” “No Leads On
Blackbeard Junior,” etc.), a series of faxes from Blackbeard
Junior, and a line of photos of the victims. We HEAR the SOUND
of a plain paper fax machine printing. In the BACKGROUND,
Jennifer’s news report continues on a television.

CLOSE ON an incoming fax. We SEE a logo of a skull and
crossbones on a black field and then the words: “Blackbeard
Junior News Alert.” In the body of the fax there is a headline:
“Billionaire Lost At Sea In Yachting Accident.”

WIDER, as a member of Florida Marine Patrol reaches for the fax.

His name tag reads “Lt. GATOR REDDING.” He is African American,
has a hairline that starts at the back of his head, and loves
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Big Macs, but should be on Slim Fast. On his desk, we SEE a
civil service prep booklet for the police captain examination.

He stares at the fax, then shakes his head sadly. His eyes move
to the television as Jennifer closes her report.

EXT. - MIAMI BEACH - MORNING

Jennifer continues reporting live from the white sand of the
beach.

JENNIFER

State of the art side-scan sonar
will be used to comb the ocean floor
for the remains of this vessel.
We’ll continue to follow this
breaking story and
bring you the latest in-depth
coverage.

(beat)
Reporting live, I'm Jennifer de
Montignie.

RUSTY GARCIA, a young Hispanic photog behind the video camera on
a tripod, signals cut. He then dims the portable lights. BEYOND,
a live truck from another station pulls up.

The crew from the other station moves quickly to the beach. An
exuberant Rusty shouts to them.

RUSTY
You’'ve been scooped, boys.

Bobbing in the surf is a stuffed rabbit. Jennifer wades in and
pulls it from the water. Rusty watches.

RUSTY
Totally nailed this one.

Jennifer is clutching the stuffed rabbit. She glances at it and

then her eyes meet Rusty’s. She sends him a silent message:
there are people behind these stories.
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EXT. - MARINA - SUNSET

The sunset has colored the Caribbean sky and the marina’s slick
calm waters. The CAMERA PANS to Jennifer walking along the dock
toward the marina’s workshop. The CAMERA FOLLOWS her as she
enters.

INT. - MARINA’'S WORKSHOP - SUNSET

The workshop is an emporium of exotic underwater vehicles and
devices in various stages of development. The Aquanaut is on a
dolly off to the side. In the center of the room, Finnegan is
working on the complex stainless steel innards of his next
generation submersible. Painted on its side is the name Aquanaut
IT.

Jennifer enters and approaches Finnegan. He gives her a kiss and
then tugs her shirt. It’s several sizes too large.

FINNEGAN
Nice shirt.

A coy smile lights her face.

FINNEGAN
Maybe I want it back now.

He reaches for her shirt. She removes his hands.

JENNIFER
Behave.

We HEAR the telephone ring. Finnegan moves to the phone and
picks up the receiver.

FINNEGAN
Marina, Fin McBride speaking.

Finnegan is listening and then we HEAR his relaxed voice.
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FINNEGAN

Is that so?

(beat)
Sir, let me tell you how we pay our
bills. We throw them all into Sam’s
hat at the end of the month and then
pull out the ones we’re going to
pay. Call again and yours won'’'t even
make the hat. Have a nice day.

Finnegan hangs up the phone. The call doesn’t faze him.

JENNIFER
Bad day, huh?

FINNEGAN
My bad days are good days.

A smile lights her face.

JENNIFER
Got the station to spring for $500,
plus fuel.

Before he can say a word, the ship to shore radio squawks with
the voice of Samantha.

SAMANTHA (OFF SCREEN)
In2Blue to Marina. We're a quarter
mile from home.

EXT. - MARINA - SUNSET

TRACKING SHOT of Finnegan and Jennifer moving from the workshop
to the In2Blue’s slip. We pick them up in mid-conversation.

FINNEGAN
It’s a big ocean. How are you going
to narrow the search?

JENNIFER
I've factored in the wind, tidal
data and the current’s direction and
flow rate.

We HEAR the sound of the In2Blue’s horn. Finnegan and Jennifer
turn to the approaching boat. Samantha waves to them.
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JENNIFER
How did you ever get hooked up with
her? The real story.

Finnegan responds with twinkling eyes.

FINNEGAN
Six years ago, I surfaced and was
staring into the mouth of a whale.
About to become a snack.

(beat)
Sam was running a charter, saw what
was going down -- harpooned it.

Jennifer rolls her eyes. They turn to the In2Blue sliding into
its slip.

The two Snowbirds we met earlier come topside. Finnegan jumps
aboard and grabs the mooring lines, then throws them to Jennifer
on the dock. They proceed to tie her down. Husband Snowbird
turns to Finnegan.

HUSBAND SNOWBIRD
Got some artifacts. We’'re close to
something big.

WIFE SNOWBIRD
(disappointed)
But we didn’t have time to see Wild
Blue.

Husband Snowbird picks up a barnacle encrusted artifact next to
a metal detector. He is proudly displaying it.

HUSBAND SNOWBIRD
Found it buried under a foot of
sand.

Jennifer examines the artifact and hands it back to Husband
Snowbird.

Samantha, wearing a large Panama straw hat, quickly ushers the

Snowbirds from the dock. Jennifer turns to Finnegan and speaks
softly.
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JENNIFER
Where does Captain Ahab get her
hats?

Samantha stops in her tracks and turns toward Jennifer. Her eyes
are glacial.

SAMANTHA
Hey! I'm old, not deaf.

Samantha and the Snowbirds walk away. Finnegan reacts to the
verbal sparring.

FINNEGAN
The Lord sure does try my patience.

For several BEATS, he and Jennifer move silently along the dock.

JENNIFER
That artifact had barnacles.

FINNEGAN
So?

JENNIFER
They don’t grow in the sand. Salting
the wrecks?

Finnegan, sporting a mischievous grin, playfully slaps Jennifer
on the back.

FINNEGAN
Who, me?

EXT. - MARINA/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - SUNSET

TIGHT ON A BLACK FELT PEN completing a sketch of a large
futuristic one atmosphere subplane. On its side is the name “Sea
Dreamer."”

FINNEGAN (OFF SCREEN)
Here’'s the future. She’ll mine the
deep ocean.

WIDER, as Finnegan and Jennifer have finished dinner and are

relaxing on the aft deck of the In2Blue. He hands Jennifer the
drawing. Her eyes are focused on a couple and their two young
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children, fishing and having fun on the adjacent dock. In the
BACKGROUND, a black man with beard is fishing from an old skiff.

CLOSE ON JENNIFER as her eyes are glued to the family. The
sketch is in front of her. Without even a glance she responds.

JENNIFER
Looks great.

Finnegan takes notice. After a BEAT, Jennifer turns to him.

JENNIFER
First, you need to find the Yorke.

FINNEGAN
I've got this feeling -- call it a
salvager’s instinct -- she’s close.

Jennifer places a hand on his forehead.

JENNIFER
You’re hot. You’'ve got treasure
fever.

Finnegan laughs and a smile touches his face.

FINNEGAN
Blame my Dad and Robert Louis
Stevenson.

Jennifer glances at the children on the dock and then turns back
to Finnegan.

JENNIFER
What about our future?

FINNEGAN
Is love on a timetable?

JENNIFER
It’'s been two years.

FINNEGAN
Give me a little time. We’ll talk
about it before the first hurricane.

Finnegan puts an arm around Jennifer and gathers her close.
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JENNIFER
We’'re a team, right?

FINNEGAN
Always.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - MORNING

TIGHT on the In2Blue’s bow, surging through the Caribbean blue.
The CAMERA PULLS OUT AND RISES.

The CAMERA CONTINUES RISING TO A HIGH ANGLE as the In2Blue
cruises to its destination, offshore from Bimini.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AQUANAUT - DAY

Jennifer glows as she flashes a smile in a dreamy, liquid blue
reflection. The liquid Jennifer vanishes as Finnegan pops to the
surface, holding a lobster in hand.

REVERSE ANGLE, as Jennifer, kneeling on the dive platform,
recoils.

Finnegan is bobbing in the water, teasing her with the lobster.
She retaliates by playfully splashing him.

Finnegan releases the lobster and pulls himself up on the dive
platform. Jennifer rises. She grabs her mask, tank, and
flippers. Rusty is watching.

FINNEGAN
Where do you think you’re going?

JENNIFER
Mowing the lawn with you.

Finnegan shakes his head “no.”
FINNEGAN
I've told you before, she’s

experimental.

LONG LENS, BINOCULAR'’S POINT OF VIEW of Finnegan boarding the
submersible. Someone is watching.
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NEW ANGLE, CLOSE ON FINNEGAN in the pilot’s seat, flipping
switches and turning knobs on a control panel of sophisticated
navigational gear. He lowers his diver communication mask and
then waves at Jennifer and Rusty. He flips a switch and then
engages the ignition. We HEAR the thrusters kick in. The
Aquanaut slowly pulls away.

INT. - OCEAN/AQUANAUT - DAY

The Aquanaut is cruising on the surface. Finnegan pulls a lever,
and water begins flowing into the submersible’s cockpit from
floor inflow vents. The flooding water consumes the submersible
as it glides beneath the surface.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/AQUANAUT

ANGLE LOOKING UP, as shafts of sunlight slice through the
featureless cobalt blue of the ocean. The Aquanaut, silhouetted
by the sunburst, glides across the FRAME.

NEW ANGLE as the Aquanaut takes off, leaving a contrail of
bubbles as it flies over a reef and through a pod of dolphins
that swim gracefully alongside, over, and under the craft. The
submersible then moves over lush coral gardens and through the
reef’s sandy channels as schools of fish, in a myriad of colors,
create an ever changing oceanscape.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - DAY
CLOSE ON RUSTY holding the television station mike.
RUSTY
This is Rusty Garcia reporting live,

off shore from Bimini...

Rusty is practicing a news standup. He turns to Jennifer, who is
walking onto the aft deck. She grins.

JENNIFER
Keep at it, you’ll get your chance.

RUSTY
You made it, any advice?
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JENNIFER
Made it? Have you seen this week’s
schedule? We’'ve got the boat show.

Jennifer moves to a table with several monitors. She puts on a
headset, then scans the GPS 3D sonar image of the ocean
topography on the computer screen. Next to it, a video screen
transmits a live picture from the Aquanaut.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/AQUANAUT/SHIPWRECK #2

The Aquanaut is flying through a serpentining canyon. The
gorge’s towering walls are bold and blocky and coming closer
together. The Aquanaut is rounding a curve.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN. With a moment to react, he jerks the joy
stick hard to starboard and banks the submersible. FINNEGAN'S
POINT OF VIEW as the Aquanaut whizzes by the walls with inches
to spare.

The Aquanaut, with wings dipped, barely clears the sheer canyon
walls.

ANGLE LOOKING UP, at the luxuriant coral growth that decorates
the overhang of the reef. The Aquanaut enters FRAME and passes
overhead. It then proceeds straight along the ledge.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN piloting the Aquanaut as it approaches a
sunken freighter perched on the wall of the reef.

For several seconds, the submersible hovers above the ship’s
bridge. The Aquanaut then moves past the bow and disappears into
the deep blue.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - DAY

TIGHT ON THE COMPUTER MONITOR where we SEE a nautical map. A
third of the area is covered with a translucent red. WIDER, as
Jennifer and Rusty are looking at the computer screen. The video
monitor is transmitting a live feed from the Aquanaut as it
moves across a sun splashed reef. Several empty soft drink cans
are on the computer table.
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EXT. - UNDERWATER/AQUANAUT/OCEAN - DAY

A dramatic blue water drop off. The sheer wall is painted with
colorful coral and sponges in a wide spectrum of crimson and
fuchsia. The Aquanaut, banking, rounds the jetting wall.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN as his sonar is picking up scattered man-made
objects.

The Aquanaut descends down the wall and then along a narrow
shelf, toward the eerie outline of distant objects teetering on
an outcropping.

POINT OF VIEW of the UNDERWATER SCOPE as the Aquanaut is being
tracked in its CROSSHAIRS.

The submersible is inching down, down, down. Its floodlights
illuminate a debris field on the brink of a deep abyss. The
Agquanaut parks on the ledge and Finnegan swims to some debris.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN examining a portion of the yacht’s stern, with
the name Insatiable inscribed on it. We BRIEFLY HEAR the MUFFLED
NOISE from an engine. Finnegan looks in all directions, but we
only SEE a large sting ray floating leisurely overhead.

ANGLE ON a frogman, wearing a bubbles rebreather, riding a diver
propulsion vehicle and hiding behind a rock outcropping.

Finnegan returns to examining the piece of the stern. Once
again, we HEAR the ENGINE NOISE. Finnegan looks, but there is
nothing.

FROGMAN’S UNDERWATER SCOPE POINT OF VIEW of Finnegan. The
frogman aims his computerized targeting system and Finnegan is
in the CROSSHAIRS.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN as something catches his attention on the
ledge. He bends down and grabs a gold doubloon caked in
sediment. He studies it and then slips the old coin into a
pocket. INTERCUT WITH:

The frogman fires. A mini-torpedo (16 inches in length, 3 inches
in diameter) shoots from his diver propulsion vehicle.

It misses Finnegan by a hair, but hits a big chunk of wreckage.
A BRIGHT FLASH and a BIG BANG.
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Finnegan spins away and scrambles aboard the Aquanaut. He
engages its thrusters. It takes off, just as another mini-
torpedo hits the outcropping. The force of the explosion causes
the ledge to slip into the abyss.

The SCREEN EXPLODES WITH MOTION as we rocket along the wall of
the reef. A mini-torpedo flies pass the Aquanaut’s wing and hits
the wall. The force of the explosion sends the submersible into
a barrel roll. Finnegan regains control as a huge boulder comes
hurling down the cliff directly at him. He jerks hard to right.
It’'s a near miss.

IN SLOW MOTION, we SEE a mini-torpedo slams into the
submersible’s stern thruster. IMPACT! It EXPLODES with a
spectacular FLASH.

The explosion’s concussive force slams the Aquanaut sideways
toward the cliff. FINNEGAN'’S POINT OF VIEW as the wall is
rushing at him. IMPACT!

The submersible’s wing hits a jetting rock and shears off.
ELECTRICAL FLASHES sparkle in the blue. A high pressure ballast
line fractures and we SEE a BLAST of BUBBLES that FILL THE
FRAME.

The CAMERA FOLLOWS the ascending bubbles to the surface. A BEAT

LATER Finnegan, in a dazed state, pops above the waterline. He
pulls back his shattered face mask.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - DAY

Jennifer helps Finnegan aboard. Rusty is shooting video.
Finnegan glares at him, pointing his finger.

FINNEGAN
No pictures! No names! No kidding!

Jennifer locks eyes with Rusty, shooting daggers. He puts down
his video camera.

Finnegan becomes unsteady on his feet. FINNEGAN’S POINT OF VIEW
as he experiences a dizzy spell.

Jennifer grabs his arm. She helps him to a seat on the aft deck.
Her face is agonizing.
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JENNIFER
You're okay?

FINNEGAN
Just a bad memory -- Panama.
EXT. - MARINA - SUNSET

The sun is sinking into the horizon and the nearby palms stand
silhouetted against the evening sky. It’s magic hour. The CAMERA
PANS to the marina office with lights on.

INT. - MARINA OFFICE - SUNSET

Samantha is sitting at her desk. She is not happy. Finnegan is
seated across from her.

SAMANTHA
Three years of sweat. Every penny
and she’s now in a thousand pieces.

Samantha looks him straight in the eye.

SAMANTHA
Someone wanted you dead.

Finnegan ignores her and pulls from his pocket the old gold
doubloon covered with sediment that he found near the Insatiable
wreckage. He hands it to her.

FINNEGAN
0ld enough to be from the Yorke.

Samantha pulls a pocket knife hidden in the band of her hat and
uses the blade to scrape away some caked sediment. She then
drills Finnegan with a look. There is an edge to her voice.

SAMANTHA
Every diver who’s knocked around
these waters has been looking for
her. How do you know she wasn’t
salvaged years ago? And it isn’t
just a legend the dive shops keep
alive?
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FINNEGAN
Could be.

SAMANTHA
Or maybe a storm scattered her
remains, like tumbleweed in the
wind.

FINNEGAN
Maybe.

SAMANTHA
It would be nice to see a good guy
win, but it’s time to get real.

FINNEGAN
When most people grow up, they lose
their dreams.

For a moment, Finnegan says nothing, but he glows with
determination. He then speaks softly.

FINNEGAN
I'll never let go.

EXT. - MARINA/PATROL BOAT/IN2BLUE - DAY

The CAMERA FOLLOWS a Florida Marine Patrol boat as it enters the
marina and pulls in the adjoining slip, next to the In2Blue. At
the wheel is Lt. Gator Redding. He throws his boat’s mooring
line to Finnegan, who ties her down. BEYOND, a sky of billowing
cumulus clouds. A tropical storm is brewing.

GATOR
Fin, you look happy.

FINNEGAN
I'm still kicking, so it doesn’t
take much to make my day.

GATOR
You’re not supposed to go below one
atmosphere. Better respect the sea.

FINNEGAN
I can swim.
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GATOR
Keep pushing the depth gauge. You’ll
be breathing salt water and I'1l1l
need a new fishing buddy.

They both are quiet for several moments as they walk along the
dock. Finnegan turns to Gator.

FINNEGAN
Do you ever think about Panama?

GATOR
I try not.

FINNEGAN
Does it ever flash in your mind?

Gator hesitates for a BEAT.

GATOR
When I watch the news, there’s
always a trigger. How about you?

Suddenly the sky explodes: a clap of thunder booms and rain
pours in sheets. Finnegan is standing still in the rain.

FINNEGAN
It’s such a beautiful day.

INT. - MARINA WORKSHOP - MORNING

TIGHT ON SPARKS flying from a welding torch. WIDER, as someone
behind a protective mask, is welding a vertical stabilizer to
the Aquanaut II. BEYOND, Finnegan and Gator enter the workshop,
seeking shelter from the downpour.

The protective mask is pulled back, revealing Samantha. She
barks.

SAMANTHA
Just what I am looking for, two able
body layabouts.

Finnegan and Gator laugh and follow Samantha to the disassembled

aft (power) section of the torpedo. Gator gives the remnants of
the torpedo a once-over and shakes his head.
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GATOR
Being friends with you is
jeopardizing my retirement.

FINNEGAN
It’'s declassified. Bought it
surplus.

Finnegan and Gator guide the torpedo’s propulsion system into
the submersible’s stern. Samantha is watching.

In the BACKGROUND, we HEAR a RADIO NEWS REPORT. Gator turns to
the radio, listening intently.

NEWS ANNOUNCER (VOICE OVER)
Connell Shipping has announced a
$100,000 reward for information
leading to the arrest and conviction
of the persons responsible for the
crimes of Blackbeard Junior.

Gator turns back to Finnegan.

GATOR
On at least four occasions, when
Junior attacked, Connell had a
vessel in the area.

INT. - MARINA OFFICE - DAY

TIGHT ON PLAYBACK MONITOR as we SEE the video shot by Rusty the
day Finnegan found the Insatiable debris field. We SEE an
offshore supply vessel in the distant BACKGROUND.

FINNEGAN (OFF SCREEN)
Stop.

The video FREEZES ON THE FRAME. WIDER ANGLE, as Finnegan,
Jennifer, and Rusty are gathered around a playback monitor on an
office table. Samantha is busy at her computer.

FINNEGAN
It has a distinctive superstructure.

CLOSE ON THE COMPUTER SCREEN as we SEE the home page of the

Connell Shipping web site. There is a smiling photo of CHARLES
CONNELL, the president of the company. He is a distinguished
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looking man about fifty-five years of age. There is information
on his Blackbeard Junior reward offer and an announcement of a
charity wine party at his estate.

WIDER, as Samantha is exploring Connell’s web site. Finnegan,
Jennifer, and Rusty lean in. Next, we SEE pictures of Connell’s
fleet of ships. Finnegan points to a ship, the Fidelity, with an
identical superstructure as the vessel seen in Rusty’s video.

FINNEGAN
The mother ship?

He turns to Jennifer. A glimmer of a smile touches his face.

FINNEGAN
Connell is having a party. A couple
press tickets?

Jennifer rolls her eyes. Samantha snickers.

EXT. - WINE PARTY/CONNELL ESTATE - DAY

An elegantly dressed crowd is gathered on the lawn area of a
palatial estate where there are food stations and linen covered
tables.

Finnegan is impeccably tailored in a navy blue blazer, white
shirt, and tan slacks. Samantha is clad in a dress, and wearing
a colorful hat. Her pockets are bulging.

They move through the party, and we HEAR snippets of the party
goers’ conversations.

Samantha turns to Finnegan.
SAMANTHA
Wine. What a terrible waste of good
grapes!
WIDER, as Finnegan is about to take a glass of wine from a
tuxedo clad waiter, who is carrying a tray of third-filled wine

glasses.

Suddenly we HEAR the POP of a beer can opening. Finnegan and the
waiter turn.
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FINNEGAN’'S POINT OF VIEW of Samantha guzzling a beer. She then
pulls another beer from her pocket.

SAMANTHA
Want a cold one?

A snooty society matron approaches. Her face says it all, as her
eyes are burning in on Samantha.

SOCIETY MATRON
(contemptuously)
Now I’'ve seen everything.

Finnegan ushers Samantha aside and takes her beer. He holds out
his hand.

FINNEGAN
You sure blend right in.

Samantha reluctantly turns over two more beers. Finnegan places
them on a waiter’s tray of dirty dishes.

Nearby are a couple of yuppie wine snobs swirling and then
smelling their red wine. Samantha'’s expression becomes an icy
glare as her eyes bore in on them.

YUPPIE WINE SNOB #1
Classic currant scents, with a hint
of cedar and blackberry.

YUPPIE WINE SNOB #2
Beautifully structured. It’s a Cab,
probably from Napa Valley.

Samantha can’t believe her ears. The yuppie wine snobs turn to
her and Finnegan.

YUPPIE WINE SNOB #1
(condescending tone)
Perhaps you would honor us with an
evaluation?

Samantha is too stunned to say or do anything. Finnegan reaches

for a glass of wine from a passing waiter. He swirls the wine
and then takes a sip.

29



Finnegan is now distracted by a vivacious young woman with movie
star looks and the body of Cindy Crawford. She is standing
several feet away and wearing a silk dress.

Finnegan’s eyes are locked on the woman, but his words are
directed at the yuppie wine snobs.

FINNEGAN
Great body, full of personality,
silky.

Finnegan takes another sip of wine, while still eyeing the
woman.

FINNEGAN
Probably from California. 1970
vintage.

The yuppie wine snobs are impressed.

TIGHT on a platter of stone crab claws. A hand enters FRAME,
grabbing a bunch. WIDER, as Samantha overloads her plate with
the Florida delicacy. Finnegan is standing next to her. Samantha
pulls a small cell phone from her pocket.

SAMANTHA
Got ya covered.

We SEE Finnegan moving toward the entrance of Connell’s house.
IN THE BACKGROUND, the society matron, whom we met earlier, is
watching Samantha in dismay.

INT. - CONNELL’'S HOUSE/HALLWAY - DAY

The door opens and Finnegan slips inside. He walks down the
hallway as if he owns the place, checking rooms as he goes. He
pulls a pick and goes to work on a locked door. The lock clicks
and he opens the door.

EXT. - WINE PARTY/CONNELL ESTATE - DAY

Samantha is eating a claw while watching the entrance to
Connell’s house. Someone approaches her from behind.
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Samantha turns with her overloaded plate of crab claws.
SAMANTHA'’S POINT OF VIEW of the society matron looking at her
with contempt.

NEW ANGLE on Samantha. In the BACKGROUND, we SEE a Brioni
attired Charles Connell ushering a middle-aged couple into his
house.

SAMANTHA
(looking at matron)
They'’'re like those potato chips; you
can’'t eat just one.

INT. - CONNELL'’S HOUSE/DEN - DAY

The den has a rich decor of leather, marble, and cherry wood.
The drapes are drawn.

Finnegan is seated at an oversized desk that commands a very
large room. He turns on the desk lamp and eyes a jar of jelly
beans. He opens it and fishes for the orange ones. He then
places them on the top of the desk.

Finnegan is snacking on the jelly beans while rifling the desk
drawers. He finds some financial documents showing that Connell
Shipping has incurred substantial losses and is in default on
certain debts.

Next, Finnegan examines the contents of the wastepaper basket.
He finds a discarded invitation to a bon voyage party on the
Insatiable. Finnegan reads the invitation. Its significance is
not lost on him. He pockets the invite.

Finnegan turns to the credenza: books, a computer, and a
humidor.

Finnegan opens the humidor and slips several hand-rolled Cuban
cigars in his pocket. He then turns to the computer and starts
clicking on files.

INT. - CONNELL'S HOUSE/HALLWAY - DAY

TIGHT on the legs moving down the hallway. WIDER, as we SEE
Connell escorting the middle aged couple to his den.
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Connell tries a key in the lock; it doesn’t work. He tries
another key. TIGHT ON CONNELL’S HAND reaching for the door knob.
INTERCUT WITH:

INT. - CONNELL'’S HOUSE/DEN - DAY

We HEAR a KEY ENTERING the lock. Finnegan is at the computer and
closes a document. He then turns off the lamp and grabs the
orange jelly beans on the desk, but leaves a couple stragglers.
He moves quickly to a side door and opens it.

INT. - CONNELL'S HOUSE/SIDE ROOM - DAY

ANGLE FROM INSIDE as Finnegan enters the side room and closes
the door. He turns and stops in his tracks.

FINNEGAN'’S POINT OF VIEW of a large German shepherd, ready to
pounce.

INT. - CONNELL'’S HOUSE/DEN - DAY

Connell is proudly showing the middle-aged couple a painting
(which we HAVEN'T AND DON'T SEE, just yet).

MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN
Lovely, Charles. So inspiring!

MIDDLE-AGED MAN
It captures a deep humanistic
understanding of life.

CONNELL
Well said.

We SEE the middle-aged couple admiring a modern art painting --
a madness of colors splattered on the canvas. Could be the work
product of the star pupil in pre-school.

CONNELL
You’'ve got to see my latest
acquisition: Prince -- best of breed

at the New York Kennel Show.
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Connell moves toward the side room, but notices a couple jelly
beans on his desk. He reaches for the beans, holds them for a
BEAT, and then pops them into his mouth.

INT. - CONNELL'S HOUSE/SIDE ROOM - DAY

Finnegan is crouched next to the door listening. The dog is at
his side, licking his face.

CONNELL (OFF SCREEN)
Friendliest dog you’ve ever met.
INT. - CONNELL’S HOUSE/DEN - DAY

Connell and his guests approach the door of the side room. He
reaches for the doorknob.

Suddenly we HEAR the GROWLING of a vicious dog.

INT. - CONNELL'S HOUSE/SIDE ROOM - DAY

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN crouched at the door and growling like a pit
bull. Next to him is the German shepherd, still wagging his tail
and licking Finnegan’s face.

INT. - CONNELL'’S HOUSE/DEN - DAY

Connell and his guests back away from the door.

EXT. - OCEAN BEACH - SUNSET

Jennifer is seated alone on a rock, feet away from the lapping
waves of the ocean. She is staring at the big fiery ball sinking
into the sea and transforming the sky into a magnificent display
of color.

The CAMERA TRACKS SLOWLY IN on her. She hears someone
approaching and turns. JENNIFER’S POINT OF VIEW of Gator. She
rises and they move along the beach.

JENNIFER
Panama? What happened?
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For a moment, he doesn’t respond.
GATOR
It’'s something I’'1ll never forget,
but never want to think about.

Gator looks off, as if he is reliving it again.

GATOR
It haunts me.

Jennifer speaks gently.

JENNIFER
Fin won’t say a word.

GATOR
I can tell you, but unless you've
been under fire, you won't

understand.
JENNIFER
Try me.
GATOR
You had to be there: teammates --
friends -- were dropping. The blood

was flowing; the light leaving their
eyes. And there was nothing you
could do. Nothing.

JENNIFER
What happened?

GATOR
Bad intel. Our SEAL team walked
smack into a trap at the airfield --
out numbered forty to one.

A beach ball bounces into FRAME. Jennifer reaches for it
tosses it to a young boy. She then turns back to Gator.

GATOR
Lieutenant McBride provided cover
and was the last to make it out. A
grenade nearly killed him.
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EXT. - BOAT/CONNELL'’S ESTATE - SUNSET

Samantha is at the helm of a speedy runabout, but in a no wake
zone. Finnegan is at her side. In the BACKGROUND, we SEE the
wine party and the sun deserting the sky.

Finnegan reaches in his pocket and pulls out the gold doubloon,
that he found near the Insatiable wreckage and the invitation he
lifted from Connell’s office. He stares at them for a BEAT and
then places them on the boat’s dashboard. Samantha turns to him.

SAMANTHA
What ya thinking?

FINNEGAN
Trying to do two things at once is a
recipe for nothing.

Finnegan picks up his gold doubloon and is pondering something.
He turns to Samantha.

FINNEGAN
One thing is for sure, if I’'m not on
the bottom, I won’t find her.

EXT. — OCEAN/IN2BLUE — MORNING

AERIAL of the In2Blue, under full throttle, in the open sea.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/IN2BLUE - DAY

ANGLE LOOKING UP from five feet under the surface. Finnegan is
suited up at the dive platform. He plunges directly in front of
the CAMERA. The CAMERA STAYS WITH FINNEGAN as he descends and
swims along a reef.

EXT. — MARINA/IN2BLUE - MOONLIT NIGHT

It’'s a beautiful South Florida tropical night. HIGH ANGLE,
LOOKING DOWN, as Jennifer moves along the pathway to the marina
office. The CAMERA GLIDES to her.

We HEAR the RUSTLING of bushes. She turns. The pathway is

deserted. The adjacent thick foliage is quiet. Suddenly, several
feet away, a large heron takes flight.
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We now HEAR FOOTSTEPS. Jennifer momentarily freezes. She is not
alone. It’s starting to get scary.

TIGHT ON SHOES moving through the brush. The shoes stop for
several BEATS, then continue moving and then stop again.

Jennifer is walking faster. Suddenly we HEAR CRACKING of
branches. Startled, she turns toward the sound.

TIGHT ON A MATCH being struck.

Gus, the marina houseboat resident, emerges from the thicket,
smoking a Cuban cigar that Finnegan swiped from Connell.

GUS
Haven’'t had a good one in years.

He takes a drag on his cigar.

GUS
Seen Snowflake, have ya? She’s gray
and white?

JENNIFER
Your cat’s down by the workshop.

Gus walks toward the workshop. Jennifer moves along the marina
dock, luminous in the spill of the moonlight. We HEAR a male
voice with a Bahamian accent singing. She turns toward the water
and sees a middle aged black man with beard and hat, fishing
from an old skiff. While singing, he waves to Jennifer. She
smiles and waves back. He is a happy but poor man, trying to
catch dinner.

BAHAMIAN

(singing)
I have to say no.

(beat)
Your daddy ain’t your daddy, but
your daddy don’t know.

(beat)
Yeah, it’s real, shame on scandal in
the family.

In the BACKGROUND, we SEE the running lights of the In2Blue.
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The In2Blue glides into its mooring slip. Jennifer boards at the
stern, grabs a fender, and places it in position. Finnegan moves
from the helm to the mooring lines. Samantha shuts her down.

JENNIFER
Find anything?

Finnegan beams a smile.

FINNEGAN
A sidewheel steamer that’s not on
the charts.
INT. - MARINA OFFICE/TREASURE ROOM - MOONLIT NIGHT

CLOSE ON a frothing TUB OF ACID. A gloved hand, holding a tong,
pulls a plate from the acid bath.

WIDER, as Finnegan rinses the plate. Jennifer is standing next
to him. This room is a shrine to Finnegan’s many years of
treasure hunting. It displays numerous artifacts and memorabilia
of his life in, around, and under the sea.

JENNIFER
What are you doing diving alone?

For a BEAT, Finnegan is preoccupied examining the plate. He then
turns to her.

FINNEGAN
Nothing relaxes me like a good swim.

JENNIFER
Do you want to die?

FINNEGAN
I’'ve made over 1,800 dives...

Finnegan eyes something. He points to initials on the back of
the plate.

FINNEGAN
Look!

EXTRA TIGHT ON PLATE almost into MACRO-PHOTOGRAPHY as we SEE the
initials “GFB."”
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Finnegan pulls a binder from the bookshelf; it’s labeled “Yorke
Manifest.”

He opens the binder and his fingers walk down the page of
Copperplate handwriting. He is leafing from page to page.
Jennifer is looking over his shoulder. Suddenly Finnegan stops.
He smiles and points.

FINNEGAN’'S POINT OF VIEW of the manifest. It reads: “10 crates -
- china manufactured by George Francis Bowers.”

EXT. - MARINA - MOONLIT NIGHT

Finnegan and Jennifer are talking while walking from the marina
office.

JENNIFER
What price are you willing to pay?
Your life?

FINNEGAN
I'm not keeping the Yorke waiting.
Nothing’s stopping me.

Jennifer is angry at hearing this from Finnegan, but unsure what
to say. Suddenly we HEAR the SPLASHING of water and they turn
towards the sound.

The Bahamian fisherman is rowing toward them. He stops.
BAHAMIAN
Ain’'t no fish. Big mama’s going to

be angry tonight.

CAMERA PUSHES IN TIGHT on the Bahamian’s eyes. DISSOLVE AND
MATCH MOVE.

INT./EXT. - BLACKBEARD JUNIOR’'S HOUSE/DECK - MORNING
CAMERA PULLS out from a TIGHT SHOT of the BAHAMIAN'’S EYES.
Dressed fashionably in an Italian suit and tie, he is looking at

a wall clock -- a minute before seven. In the BACKGROUND, on a
table is his hat and beard disguise.
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This is BLACKBEARD JUNIOR (AKA JOHN JOHNSON), without his
Bahamian persona. A cool professional, he is black, charismatic,
articulate, well toned, and in his mid-forties.

He walks through a room with Caribbean pastels, terrazzo, and a
streamlined look, on his way to an outdoor space. On a wall, the
eye is drawn to a large oil portrait of Blackbeard the pirate.

Junior takes a seat across the wrought-iron table from several
special forces types who are hard bodied and lethal, and have
never grown out of the GI Joe phase. BEYOND, the luminous blue
of the sky, mango-colored clouds, and the calm turquoise sea.

JUNIOR
Gentlemen. When you'’re proactive,
opportunities abound.

EXT. - BLACKBEARD JUNIOR’'S HOUSE - MORNING

TIGHT on the face of a serpent of a towering Mayan style statue.
WIDER, as Charles Connell moves to the entrance of Junior’s
grand, ostentatious home at the water’s edge. The design of the
house is so unique that it defies description.

EXT. - BLACKBEARD JUNIOR'’S HOUSE/DECK - MORNING

Connell enters the outdoor deck. Junior glances at him, then
eyes his watch.

JUNIOR
If you were meeting with the
President you’d be on time. I’'m more
important.

TIGHT ON Junior’s steely glare.

WIDER, as an agitated Connell, carrying a newspaper, moves
forward.

CONNELL
You said no more violence. No one
else would be killed.

A stern scowl spreads across Junior’s face.
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JUNIOR
That’s right. So what’s the problem?

Connell throws down a rolled newspaper that opens to a banner
headline: “Junior Claims More Victims.” Junior’s anger is
beginning to broil. He turns away from Connell and looks at his
men.

JUNIOR
Funny, I don’t remember authorizing
any reward.

Junior turns back to Connell and zings him with a look.
CONNELL

I've been questioned. I was trying
to deflect attention.

JUNIOR
It’'s dangerous to start thinking for
yourself.

CONNELL

When do we stop?
Junior ignores the question and reaches for a silver tray with
stacks of hundred dollar bills. He hands Connell a big stack of
Ben Franklins and looks him straight in the eye.

JUNIOR

Pretty good, huh, partner?
INT./EXT. - MARINA/IN2BLUE - MORNING
Samantha, at the boat’s wheel, turns toward the dock, where
Finnegan is talking with Jennifer. Tired of waiting, Samantha

hits the ignition and the In2Blue begins pulling away.

Finnegan dashes down the dock and jumps aboard. He moves to the
helm.

SAMANTHA
Thank God, she’s got a job.

A BEAT of silence, before Finnegan speaks.
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FINNEGAN
Have you thought about life with all
that gold?

SAMANTHA
Never done nothing but spend my life
on the water. Don’t want anything
but the marina, a boat, and a star
to guide her by. This, my friend, is
definitely the life. And you?

FINNEGAN
I'm a rich man, if I meet the
morning sun.

For a moment Finnegan stares at nothing, just thinking.

FINNEGAN
I've never been so close to catching
a dream.

EXT. - OCEAN BEACH/IN2BLUE - DAY

Two bouncing babes, who look as if they just walked off the
cover of the Sports Illustrated swimsuit edition, splash knee
high through the foaming surf. The CAMERA PANS to the In2Blue
surging at full throttle over the gentle swells.

INT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/HELM - DAY

Finnegan is at the wheel, and Samantha is seated at his side,
singing a verse of an old sea-going song, painfully off key.
Finnegan glances at her; she stops, but then snaps.

SAMANTHA
A finder'’s curse follows a large
treasure.

Finnegan gives her an amazed look. She looks him straight in the
eye and continues.

SAMANTHA
You die recovering it or at the
hands of another.

Finnegan doesn’t take her seriously. He smiles.
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EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - DAY

LONG LENS on the In2Blue, cruising to the shipwreck. The CAMERA
PANS, following the boat until we SEE in the FOREGROUND an
ocean-going powerboat drifting on the glassy water. It is loaded
with dive equipment. Two men are holding fishing poles. We
recognize them as mercenaries from Junior'’s house.

One man begins tracking the In2Blue through his binoculars. He
then puts down the binoculars and cuts the fishing lines.

The other man -- eyes riveted on the In2Blue -- captains by
feel. He flips a switch that starts the engine, shifts into
drive, and then pushes the throttle forward.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - DAY

Dazzling sun and a smooth surface. It’s a perfect day for a
dive. Finnegan is suited-up and standing on the dive platform.
He lowers his mask and then plunges into the blue. Samantha is
watching.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #3

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN descending to the shipwreck, which looms
ahead.

INT. — IN2BLUE/GALLEY - DAY

Snack time. Samantha spreads peanut butter on a slice of bread,
then jelly, and tops it off with canned sardines. She closes the
sandwich with another slice of bread and then eyes her mouth
watering creation. She is about to take a big bite when we HEAR
the ROAR of an approaching boat’s motor. Samantha turns to the
sound.

INT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #3/PASSAGEWAY
PITCH BLACK WATERS. Finnegan swims, with dive light in hand,

through clouds of mercury colored silversides that flow in a
living symphony. He enters a large chamber.
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INT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #3/CHAMBER #1

Finnegan makes a visual sweep of the chamber and turns, eyes
directly into the CAMERA, as they fix on something. He moves
some lumber and rubble, and finds the ship’s barnacle encrusted
bell. He uses his dive knife to scrape away the encrustation on
the bell, exposing an inscription: “The Yorke 1854.”"

The CAMERA MOVES IN TIGHT ON FINNEGAN as the realization sinks

in that after countless dives his quest has ended. Dreams do
come true.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #3

LONG SHOT of the frogmen descending to the ghostly image of the
shipwreck.

INT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #3/CHAMBER #?2

Finnegan negotiates a mess of wreckage and swims down a
passageway. He forces open a door and swims into a new chamber.

Finnegan’s light sears the blackness and plays off stacks of
gold bars that carpet the room. He doesn’t know it, but he has a
little problem. A red laser dot moves across the chamber to the
back of his head. He turns to the CAMERA. The red laser dot now
is positioned on his heart.

CLOSE ON A FINGER tightening on the trigger of a laser targeting
speargun. It fires.

POINT OF VIEW OF SPEAR as it hits Finnegan’s weighted belt.
FINNEGAN is stunned, but not hurt. He brandishes his dive knife.

Frogman #2 fires his speargun. The spear penetrates Finnegan’s
wet suit top and grazes his upper arm.

TIGHT ON FINNEGAN pulling out the spear, leaving a good old
Hollywood-style flesh wound.

FINNEGAN'S POINT OF VIEW as Frogman #1 is reloading his
speargun. Frogman #2 comes at him with knife in hand.
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Finnegan deflects the thrust and then moves at his assailant
with a stab of the knife. Frogman #2 recoils.

INT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #3/PASSAGEWAY

Finnegan swims through a tunnel of tortured forms of lumber and
metal encrusted in coral. The frogmen are right on his fins.

A red laser beam targets Finnegan. A spear is fired; it bounces
off Finnegan’s tank.

Finnegan pushes an old support beam. It gives way, triggering a
small cascade of lumber, metal, sand, and silt. But it only
slows the frogmen.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN as he disconnects his harness and takes off
his tank. He unscrews the regulator and propels the tank toward
the frogmen.

The tank becomes an unguided lethal missile, propelled by
thousands of pounds of pressure. It’s spinning in wild gyrations
and spewing a dense wake of bubbles.

INT. - IN2BLUE/GALLEY - DAY

Samantha is sitting tied to a chair. She shakes her head;
finally her hat tumbles into her lap. With tied hands she is
able to remove the small knife hidden in her hat band. Samantha
puts the knife to work on the rope.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/SHIPWRECK #3

CLOSE ON THE FROGMEN leaving the wreck and looking in all
directions, but there is no sign of Finnegan. They then begin
slowly ascending from the ocean floor. The CAMERA PULLS BACK to
Finnegan hiding behind a large coral head and breathing from his
mini-cylinder of spare air. His air bubbles are being trapped in
the coral overhang, forming a shining pool of light.

Finnegan steals a look. FINNEGAN’'S POINT OF VIEW of the frogmen
moving slowly to the surface as shafts of light stream downward.

Finnegan drops the mini air canister, kicks off from the coral
head, and swims after the frogmen.
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FINNEGAN’'S POINT OF VIEW as he swims up behind the frogmen until
a second before impact. Our VIEW includes the hulls of the
In2Blue, and alongside it, the frogmen’s powerboat.

CLOSE ON FROGMAN #1 slowly ascending. In a split second, a HAND
ENTERS FRAME pulling off his mask, as another jerks out his
mouthpiece.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN as he whips out his dive knife and slices the
air hose. Frogman #1 is flailing.

Frogman #2, knife in hand, stabs at Finnegan. Finnegan dodges
and then stabs back. CLOSE ON slashing knives.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - DAY

Samantha is astern with a speargun in hand, scanning the sea.
She swallows; then her face hardens as a million bubbles break
the surface and the water turns red with blood.

INT. - BLACKBEARD JUNIOR'S HOUSE/OFFICE - DAY

CLOSE ON a bottle of Bacardi, as Junior pours a drink for
himself and a couple of his goons. He turns to the large
portrait of Blackbeard and offers a toast.

JUNIOR
To the world’s greatest pirate...
(beat)
until me.

Junior turns to his computer. We SEE on its screen a skull and
crossbones news alert with a headline: “Diving Accident Claims
Ex-Navy SEAL.” He clicks on the “send” icon.
JUNIOR
By now, Fin McBride should be on a
stairway to hell.

INT. - FLORIDA MARINE PATROL/BULLPEN - DAY

Gator reaches for an incoming fax. His eyes widen in horror.
TIGHT ON the Blackbeard Junior fax.
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EXT. - MARINA/IN2BLUE - SUNSET

PULL OUT from the Blackbeard Junior fax as Jennifer is staring
at it and fighting back tears.

She and Gator are waiting at the marina dock. BEYOND, the
In2Blue is approaching. The boat glides into its mooring slip.
Samantha somberly moves from the helm to the mooring lines.
There is no sign of Finnegan.

SEVERAL LONG BEATS LATER, the frogmen'’s powerboat cruises INTO
FRAME and pulls into an adjacent slip. Finnegan is at the wheel.

FINNEGAN
How do you like my new boat?

Finnegan and Gator are inspecting the frogmen’s powerboat. Gator
reaches for a dive bag and dumps its contents on the dock. A
cell phone is one of many things that tumble out. Finnegan
reaches for it.

TIGHT on Finnegan’s finger pushing the “Redial” button. The
phone automatically dials.

VOICE ANSWERING CALL
Fidelity.

The CAMERA MOVES IN ON FINNEGAN. He doesn’t say a word, but we
know what he is thinking: it’s time for action.

EXT. - PORT/FIDELITY - NIGHT

A two hundred foot island freighter, brimming with cargo
containers, is docked at port. On the hull we can read the name
Fidelity. This is Connell’s workhorse of the sea.

At water level, the stem of the bow looms high. A fog is
beginning to rise. It’s a ghostly night. Out of the black water
come Finnegan and Gator wearing black wet suits.

Finnegan and Gator, with use of a rope, climb the sheer hull of
the Fidelity. They make it over the gunwale and then melt into
the darkness.

Finnegan and Gator are hidden in the shadow of a cargo

container. We HEAR the SOUND of approaching FOOTFALLS. A
mercenary is making his rounds, shining a flashlight.
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A beam of light passes directly above their heads. The mercenary
walks by; after SEVERAL BEATS Finnegan and Gator stealthily move
forward.

Finnegan raises his hand up, palm flat. He then clinches his
fist and points a finger. Translation: someone is straight
ahead.

Junior and a couple of his men, board the ship and go down a
companionway.

Gator turns to Finnegan and speaks softly.

GATOR
That’s our old “friend” John
Johnson.

Finnegan has anger etched on his face and laced in his voice.

FINNEGAN
Get the boat and wait for my call.

Gator shakes his head “no.” His voice is emphatic.

GATOR
You can’t pull rank anymore.

EXT. - MARINA/IN2BLUE - NIGHT

Samantha is struggling, carrying a large box from the In2Blue to
the marina office. Jennifer approaches her and grabs one end of

the box. For several seconds, they move silently along the dock

and then Jennifer speaks.

JENNIFER
How did you and Fin get into
business?

Samantha stops and looks her straight in the eye.

SAMANTHA
What? Are you writing a book?
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INT. - MARINA OFFICE - NIGHT

Samantha opens her desk drawer and starts rummaging through it.
Jennifer is watching.

SAMANTHA
There’s a real story, better then
any of his tall tales.

Samantha pulls out an old flyer and turns to Jennifer. They HEAR
the SOUND of a watercraft approaching the marina’s dock.

SAMANTHA
Fin was living in a rusty bucket at
slip 15. I let him slide and gave
him a tab at the pump. Never had any
children, but now I had a “son.”

Samantha hands Jennifer the flyer. CLOSE ON FLYER announcing a
foreclosure auction for the marina.

SAMANTHA (OFF SCREEN)
I'd really hit hard times.

CLOSE on Samantha.

SAMANTHA
Fin found some treasure and cashed
it in...

The door opens and Finnegan enters the office. They turn.

TIGHT ON a black and white photo. We SEE Finnegan and members of
his Navy squad surrounding a sleek swimmer delivery vehicle (a
wet submersible) with the following caption underneath: “SEAL’Ss

SDV Platoon 25."

WIDER, as Finnegan, Jennifer, and Samantha are looking at the
picture. Finnegan points to Junior.

FINNEGAN
A cowboy like him shouldn’t have
earned his flippers.

TIGHT ON JUNIOR in the picture.
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FINNEGAN (OFF SCREEN)
He cracked after Panama and was
dishonorably discharged. Blamed me.

EXT. - PORT/FIDELITY - NIGHT

Gator is hidden in a shadow of a cargo container. The CAMERA
TRACKS SLOWLY IN on Gator -- backlit by the lights of the
companionway and a shaft of moonlight. Gator hears a noise
directly behind him. He turns.

REVERSE ANGLE revealing Junior and a rough looking goon with
guns drawn.

EXT. - BOAT SHOW - DAY

HIGH ANGLE, LOOKING DOWN on the hundreds of boats and thousands
of ant-size human forms at the South Florida Boat Show.

EXT. - BOAT SHOW/DOCK - DAY

Jennifer is standing on a dock next to a mega yacht. She glances
at her reporter’s notepad and then practices her stand-up.

JENNIFER
It’'s incredible the variety of boats
that make up this year’s show. I’'1l1l
be...

Rusty approaches her with his hand over a cell phone’s
mouthpiece. He hands it to her.

RUSTY
You’ve got two minutes.

EXT. — MARINA/IN2BLUE - DAY

Finnegan, talking on his cell phone, disembarks from the In2Blue
and walks along the marina dock.

FINNEGAN
Gator’s MIA and the Fidelity has
left dock; headed in the direction
of the Yorke.
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EXT. - BOAT SHOW/DOCK - DAY

Lights, camera -- wait! Jennifer moves to Rusty standing next to
his camera on a tripod. She hands him her mike and IFB.

RUSTY
You’'re live in thirty!

JENNIFER
Do me proud.

Jennifer rushes away. She briefly looks back as Rusty, with mike
in hand, starts reporting live.

EXT. - MARINA/IN2BLUE - DAY

CLOSE ON JENNIFER sprinting down the dock to the In2Blue.
Finnegan is waiting for her. Samantha is at the helm. On the

boat’s stern deck, we SEE the Aquanaut II.

Jennifer jumps aboard. Finnegan follows. We HEAR the SOUND of
FOOTSTEPS. Finnegan turns.

Gus is standing on the dock.

GUS
I'm here to help.

Finnegan responds with a no nonsense look. After a BEAT,
Finnegan softens as a smile touches his face. He extends his
hand and helps Gus aboard.

EXT. - OCEAN/FIDELITY - DAY

Junior is standing next to couple of his men and Connell.
BEYOND, the ship’s crane pulls a wire basket full of gold bars
out of the sea, swings it inboard, and lowers it to the deck.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - DAY

AERIAL of the blazing In2Blue, glistening in the midday sun, and
bouncing over the gentle swells of the open ocean.
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INT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/HELM - DAY
LONG LENS on the Fidelity leaving the wreck site.

Finnegan lowers his binoculars. His face tenses. He is standing
next to Jennifer. Samantha is at the wheel. Gus is beside her
drinking java.

SAMANTHA
If I get my hands on Junior...

GUS
Get in line.

FINNEGAN
Sam, give Gus the wheel.

Samantha snaps back.

SAMANTHA
I'm the skipper of this boat.

FINNEGAN
You’'re needed elsewhere, skip.

EXT. - OCEAN/FIDELITY - DAY

TRAVELING SHOT, TIGHT on the BOW of the Fidelity cutting through
the liquid blue.

The bow wave WASHES INTO the CAMERA and we descend beneath the
surface. UNDERWATER, the hull of the ship passes through the
FRAME. We then SEE its stern, shaft, and propellers.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #1

TIGHT ON gold doubloons tumbling onto a table. BEYOND, hundreds
of arm sized gold bars stacked twenty high and Gator tied to a
chair.

Junior’s hands are caressing a pile of gold doubloons. Connell
is watching.

JUNIOR

Some people spend a life searching
for treasure and never find it.
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Junior turns to Gator.

JUNIOR
You and me and Fin -- remember when
we used to wreck dive and never find
anything but old bottles and a few
silver pieces?

GATOR
Why are you doing this?

JUNIOR
You know the answer.

INT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/HELM - SUNSET

TIGHT ON the computer screen. We SEE various Web pages featuring
ship layouts. WIDER, as Samantha is at her laptop. Finnegan and
Jennifer are looking over Samantha’s shoulder.

On screen is the layout for the mid deck of the vessel Fidelity.

FINNEGAN
The lower deck, please.

A schematic of the ship’s lower deck appears. Samantha prints
the page. Finnegan points.

FINNEGAN
There’s a service tunnel.

JENNIFER
Let’'s go.

Jennifer moves quickly to a table full of gear, she grabs a
small speargun and slips it into her pocket. Finnegan follows.
His eyes meet her’s.

FINNEGAN
No way.

Jennifer’s temperature is beginning to rise, but before she can
say a word, Finnegan continues.
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FINNEGAN
My decision is final. Help Sam and
stay safe.

Finnegan turns and walks out of FRAME. Samantha approaches
Jennifer and puts a hand on her shoulder.

SAMANTHA
C’'mon, get in the rubber duck.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/INFLATABLE - MOONLIT NIGHT

Gentle black swells 1lift and drop the drifting In2Blue and the
inflatable boat tied to the stern. Samantha is seated next to
the inflatable’s motor. Jennifer, still noticeably agitated,
sits silently next to her.

Finnegan boards the inflatable. He takes a seat on the
inflatable’s buoyancy tube. Samantha looks at Gus.

SAMANTHA
Skip, eyes on the Fidelity and trail
a mile.

Samantha pulls the starter grip. The motor kicks in. The
inflatable takes off and moves after the Fidelity, a silhouette
in the distance.

The SOUND of the SHIP’'S PROPELLERS grows louder as the
inflatable cuts through the Fidelity’s powerful wake and then
nuzzles the stern. The raging whiteness buffets the inflatable
against the hull.

Finnegan throws the lightweight, aluminum Fortress anchor,
attached to the knotted rope, over the freighter’s railing.

TIGHT ON ANCHOR hitting the deck with a THUMP.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN pulling the rope.

TIGHT ON THE ANCHOR'’S FLUKE catching the railing.

Finnegan, wearing wet suit top and backpack, grabs the rope and

starts ascending the sheer face of the moving monolith. Finnegan
only gets a few feet, when a giant splash hits him.
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EXT. - OCEAN/FIDELITY/DECK - MOONLIT NIGHT

A mercenary is patrolling the deck. As he walks by, we SEE
Finnegan peering over the bulwark. Finnegan looks and then pulls
himself over.

EXT. - OCEAN/INFLATABLE/FIDELITY - MOONLIT NIGHT

The inflatable is traveling in tandem with the freighter.
Finnegan’s rope still dangles from the ship’s railing, a yard
from Jennifer. She eyes it.

Samantha guns the motor and the inflatable starts to pull away.
ANGLE ON JENNIFER lunging for the rope. She grabs it and swings
toward the ship.

EXT. - OCEAN/FIDELITY/DECK - MOONLIT NIGHT

Finnegan seeks cover in the shadow of a cargo container. He then
moves forward and hides near the superstructure. He is backlit
by the lights from the wheelhouse and nearby companionway. The
CAMERA TRACKS SLOWLY IN on Finnegan, surveying the scene.

Finnegan takes a breath. We HEAR the click of a pistol being
cocked. Finnegan turns. His face registers disbelief as his
devil-may-care cockiness disappears.

REVERSE ANGLE of a fierce-looking mercenary standing over him
with firearm in hand. The mercenary HEARS the inflatable’s
motor. He turns to the sound.

NEW ANGLE, as a mercenary squeezes off a wild burst at the
inflatable. We SEE only Samantha in the boat.

Whizzing bullets spray the water surrounding the fleeing
inflatable. BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!

Finnegan spins around, swinging his backpack at the gun. The
weapon goes sailing into the ocean.

The mercenary pulls another gun. Finnegan scrambles behind a
cargo container. BLAM! BLAM! The mercenary misses Finnegan, but
hits a large plastic container labeled “Tropical Fish -- Handle
With Care.” It springs a leak.
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The mercenary quickly climbs to the top of a cargo container.
Once on top, he bounds across a row of cargo containers that
fill the ship’s deck, searching for Finnegan.

INTERCUT WITH: Finnegan, with a speargun pistol at ready, moving
amongst the containers searching for the mercenary. He starts
climbing a container. He reaches the top and looks into the
black eye of an automatic pistol.

The mercenary is standing at the edge of the container with his
gun at point-blank range. Finnegan freezes. Suddenly, a spear
hits the mercenary’s mid-section. He drops his gun and topples
dead.

CLOSE ON JENNIFER still holding her speargun in the firing
position. The mercenary’s gun hits the deck only a few feet from
her.

JENNIFER
(to herself)
Damn good shot.

Finnegan rushes to her side. He reaches down, picks up the
mercenary’s gun, and places it in his jacket pocket. He looks at
her and their eyes meet.

JENNIFER
We’'re a team, right?

Junior and a half dozen mercenaries pour out of a companionway
and move swiftly onto the deck. Their guns are drawn, ready for
action.

The CAMERA PANS, following them along the deck. In the shadow of
the ship’s superstructure we SEE Finnegan and Jennifer hiding.
The CAMERA SLOWLY MOVES in on them. As soon as Junior and his
men pass, Finnegan and Jennifer rise and move to the
companionway, then go below.

INT. - FIDELITY/STAIRWELL

Finnegan and Jennifer, with spearguns in hand, move silently
down several sets of stairs to the lower deck passageway.
Finnegan motions to Jennifer to stay. He peeks out into the
passageway, scanning for the bad guys. He spots a mercenary and
waits for him to pass. They then slip into the passageway.
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INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #2

Finnegan and Jennifer move along the corridor until they come to
a door to a cargo hold. Finnegan opens it. Jennifer enters. He
follows and then closes the door.

INT. - FIDELITY/PASSAGEWAY/STORAGE ROOM

Junior and his men, with guns drawn and pointed in alternate
directions, burst into a room. Nothing. They move on to the next
room.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #2

Finnegan opens a large air vent to the overhead service tunnel.
He pulls himself into the service tunnel and then helps Jennifer
enter. He then replaces the air vent.

INT. - FIDELITY/SERVICE TUNNEL

Finnegan and Jennifer silently crawl through the three foot
square tunnel, which is lined on the sides with electrical
wires, cables, and pipes. At regular intervals, there are large
removable air vents. At each air vent, Finnegan'’s flashlight
searches for Gator.

Finnegan approaches another air vent. FINNEGAN’S POINT OF VIEW,
through the grill of the air vent, as Junior and two mercenaries
burst into the cargo hold below.

Finnegan and Jennifer freeze. Suddenly a large rat springs in
front of Jennifer and scampers away. Jennifer moves. INTERCUT
WITH:

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #3
Junior and his mercenaries are searching the cargo hold. Junior
hears a noise. His eyes move to the ceiling. He is intently

listening. We could hear a pin drop, but now, there is not a
sound. After a BEAT, they exit.
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INT. - FIDELITY/SERVICE TUNNEL/CARGO HOLD #1

Finnegan approaches another air vent. The beam of his flashlight
scans tables laden with gold from the treasure of the Yorke and
then finds Gator.

Finnegan and Jennifer drop into the cargo hold and silently move
to Gator. Finnegan releases him.

GATOR
What took you so long?

INT. - FIDELITY/PASSAGEWAYS

Junior, Connell, and several mercenaries move down a passageway,
stalking the intruders. Junior signals for them to stop. They
wait for their prey.

Finnegan, Jennifer, and Gator stealthily move along another
corridor and turn a corner. They are met by a hail of bullets.

Jennifer dives into cargo room #4. Gator follows. Finnegan
lunges to the ground, rolls, and fires his speargun.

Junior grabs Connell and uses him as a shield. Connell takes a
direct hit and falls in a dead heap.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #4

Gator is waiting at the doorway with Finnegan’s speargun in
hand. Finnegan and Jennifer quickly search the cargo hold. There
is no air vent and no way out. On a table we SEE booty from
Junior’s raids and several scuttling explosives.

INT. - FIDELITY/PASSAGEWAY

Junior’s mercenaries are pouring in at both ends of the
passageway. The point men are moving forward. Gator peeks out
with a speargun ready to fire. BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! The
mercenaries’ bullets make Swiss cheese out of the entrance to
the cargo hold.
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INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #4

Gator, at the doorway, spots a mercenary slipping into a room
two doors away. The mercenary reappears. Gator fires a speargun
and misses. Finnegan moves to his side. Gator turns to him.

GATOR
Missed.

Finnegan pulls out the automatic pistol that he earlier grabbed
on the stern deck. He fires! The mercenary has a headache that
Anacin can’t help. The mercenary’s gun falls to the passageway
floor -- ten feet away.

FINNEGAN
I didn’'t.

Finnegan spots another mercenary moving closer and closer. He
pulls the trigger. It doesn’t fire; he is out of bullets.
Finnegan turns to Gator and doesn’t say a word. They hold a
look.

It’'s panic time, but Finnegan remains calm. He turns and stares
at the dead mercenary’s gun, lying ten feet away in the
corridor. We know what he is thinking.

Before Finnegan moves an inch, Gator lunges into the passageway.
BLAM! Gator drops on a direct hit, before he can get to the gun.
Finnegan dives into the passageway, grabs Gator, and pulls him
into the cargo hold. Bullets fly. BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!

TRACK SLOWLY ON FINNEGAN'’S FACE clenching his teeth. A BEAT
passes before he can look down at Gator’s wounds. (NOTE:
throughout this script we NEVER SEE Gator’s wounds, although we
should be afraid that we may at any moment.)
FINNEGAN
You’ll make it, pal. Hold on.

INT. - FIDELITY/PASSAGEWAY

The mercenaries are advancing, now twenty feet from the cargo
hold. There is no opposition.
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INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #4/PASSAGEWAY

The CAMERA MOVES IN TIGHT on Finnegan as his mind is racing and
eyes are darting. Something catches his attention; he moves
forward to the table with Junior’s loot and the scuttling
explosives.

Finnegan reaches for the scuttling explosive and then rigs it to
the hull. It is obvious that Finnegan has done this before. He
pushes a button and activates its digital fuse.

Jennifer grabs Gator’s arm and helps him into the connecting
room. Finnegan joins them. They brace themselves behind a
bulkhead.

The mercenaries are four deep and approaching the doorway. Their
eyes are wild, their fingers tightening on triggers. They make
their move, bursting into the room.

SLOW MOTION of the mercenaries brandishing weapons and rushing
inside. Boom! The force of the explosion sends the mercenaries
flying backwards, splattering them against the passageway wall.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/FIDELITY

UNDERWATER: the Fidelity’s bow is slicing the thick blue. As the
ship passes through the FRAME, the scuttling explosive blasts
through its hull. A big bright flash mushrooms out.

INT. - FIDELITY/SINKING

There is an explosion of water. VARIOUS ANGLES and QUICK CUTS,
as we SEE the ocean flooding the freighter with stunning
swiftness.

Gator disappears beneath the surging whiteness.

Jennifer is holding on for life, but her grip slips. Finnegan is
reaching for her. He momentarily grabs her desperate hand, but
the force of the torrent sweeps her away. NEW ANGLE on Jennifer,
as an upper deck support beam gives way and Jennifer vanishes in
the falling debris.

A portion of the upper deck collapses DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF THE
CAMERA and the FRAME goes BLACK.
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EXT. - OCEAN/FIDELITY/IN2BLUE - DAWN

A new day’s birth: a golden sunrise of the Caribbean dawn.
Samantha moves to In2Blue’s bow railing, as the Fidelity'’s
wheelhouse is being sucked beneath the surface. CLOSE ON HER
FACE going into shock.

SAMANTHA'’S POINT OF VIEW as the ship’s masts disappear into the
blue. EXTRA CLOSE ON SAMANTHA'S FACE going deeper and deeper
into shock.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/FIDELITY

VARIOUS ANGLES as the Fidelity begins its final journey -- to
the ocean floor.

The large plastic container labeled “Tropical Fish -- Handle
With Care” tumbles from the ship’s deck.

ANGLE LOOKING UP from the ocean floor as the fish container free
falls.

CLOSE ON THE FISH CONTAINER as it smashes into the rocky bottom.
It breaks open and hundreds of brilliantly colored tropical fish
swim to freedom.

INT.- FIDELITY/PASSAGEWAY/SINKING

Extreme disorientation. Finnegan, completely submerged, tumbles
in a maelstrom of water. He struggles to claw his way out of the
vortex. Lights start popping like flash bulbs. Electrical wires
are crackling with sparks.

Jennifer is pinned beneath a bulkhead hatch and support beams.
She is struggling, trapped in an underwater prison. We HEAR a
loud BANG as the Fidelity hits bottom, jerks, and then settles.

Finnegan, washed in an amber glow of the emergency lights, slogs
waist deep through rising black water. Showering seawater is
spraying him from overhead.

Finnegan turns a corner in the passageway, and stops and looks
around. Nothing but rising water. Suddenly a hand emerges from
the water, grasping at the air. Finnegan grabs the hand and
pulls Gator above the rising waterline.
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INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

Churning water is cascading into the cargo hold. Jennifer is
still pinned and is fighting to keep her head above the rising
waterline. We HEAR the CREAKING AND GROANING of the upper deck.

NEW ANGLE ON JENNIFER struggling, as Finnegan, assisting Gator,
enters the cargo hold.

Finnegan quickly moves to her and plunges below.

UNDERWATER: He pulls off some debris, but is able only to get
her shoulders above the water.

Finnegan surfaces, gasping. He takes a deep breath and then goes
under again.

UNDERWATER: Finnegan grabs a section of a broken pipe and uses
it as a lever. He is at a forty-five degree angle to the
bulkhead section and support beams that have trapped Jennifer.
He now has his feet wedged against the wall. He is pushing down
on his pipe lever. No luck; it won’t move an inch. Finnegan then
pops to the surface.

The CREAKING AND GROANING of the upper deck intensifies; a small
portion of the ceiling FALLS INTO FRAME.

Finnegan’s mind is working in overdrive. He looks at the wall of
the hull. An idea begins to take form.

JENNIFER
Get out of the water, Finnegan. It’'s
getting cold.

Finnegan moves to her and puts a hand on her shoulder.

FINNEGAN
We’'re a team, right?

They hold a look and after a BEAT she still hasn’t responded.

FINNEGAN
Always.

We HEAR more CREAKING and GROANING. The ceiling starts cracking
and a large piece of it FALLS INTO FRAME.
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Finnegan moves to Gator clinging to a pipe. He grabs Gator’'s
arm.

FINNEGAN
Let’s move.

Finnegan takes one final glance at Jennifer and then he and
Gator disappear beneath the water.

INT. - FIDELITY/PASSAGEWAY/COMPANIONWAY/UNDERWATER

Finnegan, holding Gator, swims down a corridor with a pocket
dive light in his hand. FINNEGAN’S POINT OF VIEW as he moves
through the jumble of wreckage in almost unbearable
claustrophobic conditions.

Finnegan then swims into an unobstructed companionway, looking
toward the ceiling, trying to determine how far it is to their
next breath. He sees only water.

Finnegan swims cautiously up a companionway into PITCH
BLACKNESS. His dive light reveals floating papers and debris
moving in an eddying current.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN AND GATOR entering a new passageway. Finnegan
is slowly sweeping his dive light, looking for a way to exit.

FINNEGAN’'S POINT OF VIEW as an automatic pistol with a finger on
the trigger, at point-blank range, enters FRAME.

Finnegan recoils in shock. Gator’s eyes widen.

A mercenary has a death grip on the gun. His face is contorted,
eyes wide, and mouth open -- frozen in the horror of his fate.

Finnegan pushes the body aside and swims down the corridor. He
spots something and quickly moves to the ceiling. Air! For
Finnegan and Gator each breath is a gasp.

GATOR
Can’'t make it. Go.

FINNEGAN
You can and you will.
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Finnegan goes under again. He moves to a steel door and
struggles unsuccessfully to open it. He emerges into a tiny
airspace next to the door.

Gasping, Finnegan takes a full breath, then tries again. With
his last ounce of strength he is able to open the door.
FINNEGAN’S POINT OF VIEW of the deep blue sea, framed by the
door opening.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN as he turns and swims back to Gator. BEYOND,
something with terrifying speed passes directly by the door

opening. We only get a GLIMPSE and can’t tell whether it’s
Flipper or Jaws.

Finnegan pops into the air pocket gasping. Finnegan then grabs
Gator’s arm. They take one last deep breath and go under.
EXT. - UNDERWATER/FIDELITY/OCEAN - DAWN

Finnegan and Gator exit the freighter and begin their very slow
free ascent. Their lungs are about to burst.

They are surrounded by the infinite blue of the open ocean.
There is no place to hide, no place to go. Finnegan is looking
in all directions, anticipating anything. But there is nothing.
Still looking. Still nothing. It is the stuff of nightmares.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN AND GATOR as they pop to the surface.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

The sea is closing in. The water is now up to Jennifer’s chin.
The look of desperation covers her face. Suddenly we HEAR A LOUD
CRACK AND GROAN, as the ceiling is moments from rupturing.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - DAWN

Samantha and Gus help Finnegan and Gator aboard. Finnegan is all
business.

SAMANTHA
Where'’s Jenny?

GUS
You okay?
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FINNEGAN
A couple tanks!

Samantha moves to a line of tanks. Finnegan turns to Gator.

GATOR
I made it.

Gator collapses. Finnegan grabs him. Gus moves forward and
lowers Gator’'s head to the deck floor.

GUS
I was a medic in the Navy.

Gus takes Gator’s pulse and creates a makeshift compress to stop
the bleeding.

Samantha checks the pressure gauges of the tanks and grabs two
of them.

Finnegan is suiting up in world-record time. He places an oxy-

thermite cutting torch and tow rope in an utility bag. He then

grabs the bag and boards the Aquanaut II, which is bobbing next
to the dive platform. He turns to Samantha and she hands him a

spare tank.

SAMANTHA
Get her!

The CAMERA follows the Aquanaut II beneath the surface.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/AQUANAUT II/FIDELITY

The Aquanaut II is on a descending glide path to the sunken
Fidelity. Finnegan glances at the depth gauge. It shows the
submersible descending below fifty feet.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

The seawater is rising and nearing Jennifer’s mouth. She is
gasping. The water continues to rise, and now covers her mouth.

However, it’s not over yet. The current has brought a two foot
segment of fire extinguisher hose floating directly in front of
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her. Jennifer desperately reaches. Unfortunately she is an inch
short and a second late.

We HEAR a LOUD RUMBLE AND GROAN. Jennifer’s face is now
distorted with terror, as portions of the ceiling FALL INTO
FRAME.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/AQUANAUT II/FIDELITY

ANGLE FROM THE FIDELITY STERN, as STREAMS OF BUBBLES are rising
throughout the ship. In the BACKGROUND, the descending Aquanaut
IT is approaching the deck.

From the ship’s stern, the CAMERA penetrates a bubble curtain
and then GLIDES across the containers toward the wheelhouse as
the Aquanaut II touches down on top of the containers. Fish are
swimming in and out of the FRAME.

Finnegan climbs out of the submersible and grabs a tank, mask,
and utility bag. He momentarily stops. Something is bothering
him, and he shakes his head as he experiences a flash of a dizzy
spell. FINNEGAN’S POINT OF VIEW as the images start to BLUR.

He recovers and swims into a companionway. CUT on a STREAM OF
BUBBLES.

INT. - FIDELITY/PASSAGEWAY/UNDERWATER

Finnegan swims along a passageway, sweeping his dive light.
Directly ahead, the beam of light reveals the seemingly lifeless
body of Junior floating in the gentle current. His eyes and
mouth are closed. The CAMERA HOLDS on Junior’s face as Finnegan
swims down the corridor. One eye pops open, looking, and then
the other eye opens. Junior has been playing possum.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN swimming. Suddenly, from behind him, the FRAME
EXPLODES with a BLUR OF MOTION. Junior hits him like a runaway
train. Finnegan drops the spare tank, mask, and utility bag.
Junior delivers another powerful blow.

TIGHT ON FINNEGAN'S HAND reaching for his utility bag and
grabbing the oxy-thermite cutting torch.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN as he hits the switch, igniting its star-

bright flame. He moves at Junior with his flaming cutter. Junior
recoils.
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Junior’s eyes are wild with rage. He pulls out his Glock semi-
automatic pistol and bullets the blue, narrowly missing
Finnegan.

Finnegan drops his blazing torch and dives behind a bulkhead.
The passageway wall explodes with a pulsating white light of the
oxy-thermite torch and surrealistic SHADOW IMAGES.

Junior starts moving after Finnegan, but stops and pops into an
airspace. A quick deep breath and he is under again. Junior
places the pistol in his pocket and grabs Finnegan’s spare tank
and mask. He takes off.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

The water rises to Jennifer’s eyes, which register the terror of
her mortality.

JENNIFER’S POINT OF VIEW, as the ceiling splits open, exposing a
large horizontal support I-beam, buckling under great stress.

In the nick of time, Finnegan ENTERS FRAME and shares his air.
Throughout this scene they continue to buddy breathe.

The good news, Jennifer has air. The bad news, the upper deck is
buckling and seconds from crashing down upon her.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - SUNRISE

Samantha is pacing the bow, scanning the ocean for any sign of
life. Her face registers grave concern, but her hopes rise as
air bubbles come to the surface.

SAMANTHA
Someone’s surfacing!

Gus is tending to Gator on the aft deck. He rushes to Samantha,
who is pointing at the water.

SAMANTHA
Over there!

CLOSE ON THE OCEAN boiling with bubbles. The bubbles stop as a

life preserver pops to the surface. BACK ON THE BOW, as the
CAMERA TIGHTENS onto the reaction of Samantha and Gus.
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Junior surfaces unnoticed, forty yards off the stern. He surveys
the scene and then slips beneath the surface.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

Finnegan hits a switch, igniting the star bright flame of the
oxy-thermite cutting torch. He starts searing a small circular
hole in the hull. Suddenly the flame goes dead.

TIGHT on Finnegan’s reaction. WIDER, as he looks at the gauge of
the oxy-thermite torch. CLOSE ON THE GAUGE registering EMPTY. He
drops the torch.

Finnegan turns to Jennifer. CLOSE ON JENNIFER as the last hope
has been extinguished.

Suddenly, we HEAR the SCREECH of tortured steel. A ton of steel
comes crashing down, followed by a surging waterfall. Finnegan
scrambles.

A I-beam and steel deck plate slam to within three feet of
Jennifer’s head, leaving a small pocket of air directly above
her. In the BACKGROUND, the crashing I-beam has sliced a small
jagged hole in the hull.

A LOUD GRIND OF METAL, as the I-beam and deck plate slip ten
inches closer to Jennifer’s throat.
EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - SUNRISE

Samantha and Gus are at the bow. Their gaze is fixed on the calm
waters, which reflect heavenly clouds of pink and gold.

Gus exits and moves toward the stern. He checks on Gator.

GUS
You’'re doing good.

Gator responds with a half smile and a blink of an eye.

Gus HEARS a SOUND of a SPLASH coming from the dive platform. He
moves to the edge of the platform, scanning the sea.

GUS’ POINT OF VIEW, looking at the iridescent blue-green of the
ocean. Nobody. Nothing.
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Gus reaches in his pocket and pulls out his flask. He looks at
it for a LONG BEAT -- ready to take a swig. Instead, he shakes
his head and then tosses it into the ocean.

Gus begins to turn away. A hand comes out of the water and grabs
his ankle, flipping him into the water.

EXT. - UNDERWATER

Gus and Junior struggle beneath the surface. Gus puts up a
valiant fight, but is hopelessly out-matched. His body goes limp
and then sinks into a blue eternity.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

The I-beam and deck plate are now a foot away from decapitating
Jennifer. A LOUD SCREECH AND GRIND of metal. It slips another
inch.

Finnegan slips a tow line through the small jagged hole in the
hull. He then quickly ties the other end of the rope around the
bulkhead section that has pinned Jennifer. She points to the
fire extinguisher hose just a few feet away on the floor.

Finnegan reaches for the hose. He pinches one end and clears it
in the air pocket above Jennifer. He then places the pinched end

into Jennifer’s mouth and helps her hold the other end in the
air pocket.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - SUNRISE
The vast ocean is a panoramic mirror of the sunrise. Samantha is
standing alone at the bow. Despite her outer calm, she is very

concerned.

SAMANTHA
Gus?

There is no response, just an eerie silence.

SAMANTHA
Gus?
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She moves to the stern. We SEE Gator in a semi-dazed state.
There is still no answer from Gus. SAMANTHA’'S POINT OF VIEW of
wet footsteps leading down the companionway. Her face becomes
drained of color.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/FIDELITY

Finnegan grabs the tow line coming from the hole in the hull. He
swims with powerful strokes to Aquanaut II, now parked on the
ocean floor. He then attaches the tow line to the stern of the
submersible.

INT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - MORNING

Samantha moves cautiously into the helm, following a trail of
water. She is holding a pony bottle (15 inch metal cylinder of
compressed air) with no regulator and is ready to strike. Primal
fear is rising through her. It’s becoming very spooky.

Samantha is now slowly moving down the companionway to below
deck. We get the feeling that at any moment, Junior will spring
from a doorway and grab her.

From inside a stateroom, we SEE her open the door guardedly. She
steps inside, looks around, and then leaves. She walks into the
galley, looking, but finding nothing.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

The I-beam and deck plate slip inches closer to Jennifer. Her
hand is stretched to the max, pushing the hose higher in the
diminishing air pocket. It’s now less than a fraction of an inch
above the rising waterline.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/FIDELITY/AQUANAUT II

Finnegan is seated in the Aquanaut II and engages the ignition.
The “speedometer” is now flirting with the red zone and the

submersible’s thrusters are blasting.

The tow line is rubbing against the jagged edged hull opening
and begins fraying.
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INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

The water rises over Jennifer’s makeshift air hose. She pulls
the hose from her mouth and lets it fall. A BEAT LATER the I-
beam and deck plate slip an inch closer. Her eyes are wide with
terror.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/FIDELITY/AQUANAUT II

Finnegan is pushing the Aquanaut II to the max. Its speedometer
is now far into the red zone.

The sharp edge of the hull is cutting the twine of the tow line.
It’s now seconds before it breaks apart.

INT. - FIDELITY/CARGO HOLD #5/UNDERWATER

Suddenly the bulkhead moves. Jennifer is freed and rises in a
small air pocket -- gasping. We HEAR the GROANING of the upper
deck. She turns and gets the shock of her life: the upper deck
starts to collapse. She swims frantically OUT OF OUR VIEW, as
the upper deck FALLS INTO FRAME.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE/AFT DECK - MORNING

Samantha is coming up the companionway to the aft deck. Her head
spins. She meets Junior’s frigid stare.

SAMANTHA'’S POINT OF VIEW of Junior ten feet away, dripping wet,
holding her at bay with his water soaked Glock semi-automatic
and an evil look. His finger is tightening on the trigger as he
moves closer.

In a blink of an eye, she opens the valve of the pony bottle,
pointing it at Junior. TIGHT ON PONY BOTTLE as a white mist and
jet of compressed air shoots out.

CLOSE ON Junior as the rush of compressed air plummets his face,
distorting his features. The force knocks him backwards. He
drops his semi-automatic.

Samantha whacks him with the pony bottle. Then again and again.

Junior finally knocks the pony bottle from her hand and
scrambles to his gun.
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Samantha is desperately looking for another weapon. She grabs a
boat hook and turns.

CLOSE ON Junior as his demonic eyes are locked on her, twenty
feet away. His finger is tightening on the trigger of his semi-
automatic. He slowly approaches her.

NEW ANGLE as Gator with all his adrenalized strength pulls
himself up to the railing. BEYOND, Samantha stares back at
Junior and slowly backs-up to the deck’s edge.

CLOSE ON Samantha slinging the boat hook at Junior.
Junior dodges it and fires. BLAM!

TIGHT ON SAMANTHA’S face grimacing in pain. She grabs her chest
and tumbles overboard.

Junior swings his gun to Gator now standing at the railing. He
jumps into the blue. BLAM! BLAM!!

EXT. - UNDERWATER - MORNING

Gator plunges deep. Bullets follow, streaking the blue. A
gravely injured Samantha SINKS INTO FRAME, on her way to the
bottom. Suddenly the motionless Samantha begins to ascend. A
BEAT later we SEE Jennifer holding Samantha and swimming to the
surface. In the BACKGROUND, the In2Blue’s anchor is being
raised.

INT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - MORNING

Junior, at the wheel, slams the throttle forward. The boat takes
off.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - MORNING

ANGLE AT WATER LEVEL, as Jennifer pops to the surface with
Samantha. Gator surfaces next to them.

Jennifer is treading water and holding Samantha’s head. She
starts shaking Samantha, but there is no response.

JENNIFER
Sam!
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Finally, Samantha’s eyes blink. BEYOND, the In2Blue is moving
toward the horizon, becoming smaller and smaller until it
dissolves into a blur.

JENNIFER
(looking at Gator)
Stay with me!

GATOR
I'm a water baby and...

Gator slips beneath the waterline. After several seconds, he
pops the surface.

GATOR
I'm drown proof.

In the BACKGROUND, we SEE (but Jennifer DOESN'T) that the blur
of the In2Blue is becoming more detailed and increasing in size.

Samantha’s breathing becomes very shallow. TIGHT ON HER EYES as
the light is leaving.

JENNIFER
C’'mon. Stay with us.

Samantha’s eyes close, but she is still breathing.

JENNIFER
Sam!

Jennifer is deep in shock. She still doesn’t see the In2Blue,
ripping through the placid waters and bearing down on them.

NEW ANGLE on Jennifer cradling Samantha. We now CAN'T SEE the
In2Blue from our new angle, but we CAN HEAR its ROARING ENGINE
GROWING LOUDER. A BEAT LATER, Jennifer turns, eyes directly into
the CAMERA. TIGHT ON JENNIFER’S FACE frozen in horror.

EXT. - UNDERWATER/AQUANAUT II/IN2BLUE

Finnegan, at the controls of the Aquanaut II, is ascending from
a depth of fifty feet. He turns at the SOUND of a PROPELLER.
FINNEGAN’S POINT OF VIEW of the In2Blue headed directly at his
friends.
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TIGHTEN ON FINNEGAN in a moment of decision.
TIGHT ON HIS HAND pushing the Aquanaut II’'s throttle to full.

The Aquanaut II is surging forward, on a collision course.
FINNEGAN'’S POINT OF VIEW as the hull of the In2Blue grows LARGER
in the FRAME.

Forty feet from impact. The hull of the In2Blue FILLS THE FRAME.
Finnegan reaches for the canopy opening.

NEW ANGLE, as the Aquanaut II moves forward. IMPACT! BOOM!

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE - MORNING

The SOUND OF THE EXPLOSION CONTINUES. CAMERA ANGLE from directly
behind Jennifer treading water and clinging to Samantha and
Gator. The In2Blue explodes with a blast of orange, shooting
debris skyward. The glowing debris splatters the sea.

The CAMERA then SLOWLY CIRCLES Jennifer, Gator, and Samantha.
Jennifer’s eyes start searching, but there is no sign of
Finnegan.

The CAMERA GLIDES along the water, toward the burning remains of
the boat. SEVERAL AGONIZING BEATS later, Finnegan surfaces
amidst the burning debris. He pulls back his mask. At the sight
of Jennifer, a somber smile touches his face.

The CAMERA SLOWLY PULLS UP, just as the burning wreckage sinks
below the surface. Finnegan swims toward Jennifer. The CAMERA
CONTINUES RISING, until Finnegan and his friends are nothing
more than specks on planet ocean. FADE to BLACK.

The subtitle “Two Years Later” is superimposed over the BLACK.
FADE IN.

EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE II - SUNSET

The CAMERA GLIDES over the endless blue of the open ocean to a

large boat, the In2Blue II. BEYOND, a postcard perfect sky of
gold.
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RUSTY (OFF SCREEN)
An F-4 tornado cut a wide path of
devastation throughout Broward
County. In all, nearly four hundred
people were injured, fourteen
killed, and more than two hundred
homes destroyed. Lives and
structures were ripped apart by the
storm and many lost everything.

INT. - IN2BLUE II - SALOON

Finnegan has an open book on his lap, while watching the
television news. The In2Blue II is a sleek live-aboard. Its
saloon is richly detailed, bright, and spacious.

FINNEGAN’'S POINT OF VIEW as Rusty is going live at the Florida
Marine Patrol headquarters. He is standing next to Gator.

RUSTY (ON TELEVISION)
(continuing)
That was yesterday, but what a
difference a day makes.

The news camera pulls out until we SEE them standing behind a
table piled high with gold bars.

RUSTY (ON TELEVISION)
It’s Christmas in July! An anonymous
gift of sixty gold bars, valued at
thirty million dollars, was
delivered to the Florida Marine
Patrol.

CLOSE ON FINNEGAN watching the television. His expression says
it all. A hint of a smile touches his face.

RUSTY (OFF SCREEN)
A note directed that it be used to
help the victims most in need. With
me is Captain Gator Redding...

We HEAR the SOUND of a SPLASH. Finnegan springs to his feet. He
clicks on the remote, turning off the television, and closes the
leather bound book. We SEE its title and author: Treasure Island
by Robert Louis Stevenson.
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EXT. - OCEAN/IN2BLUE II/AFT DECK - SUNSET

Finnegan is standing at the railing of the boat’s large aft
deck. CLOSE ON HIM as he is looking for something. We HEAR
another SPLASH.

FINNEGAN
(shouting)
Sam, Wild Blue is here. Jenny!

CLOSE ON A YOUNG TODDLER, who has just learned to walk, running
to her father. The child is followed close behind by Jennifer.

FINNEGAN
C’'mon Sam.

Finnegan reaches down and picks up Young Sam. Jennifer places
her arm around him and we a get a glimpse of a wedding ring on
her finger. Young Sam is excited, smiling with a look of
anticipation.

We HEAR FOOTSTEPS and then the VOICE of Samantha.
SAMANTHA (OFF SCREEN)
What? What in the blue hell’s going

on?

Samantha, sleepy-eyed, emerges from the companionway. She joins
them at the railing. They are waiting.

Suddenly, off the stern, a dolphin breaks the surface. TIME IS
STRETCHED as it makes an arching leap at least twenty feet high,
maybe twenty-five.

The FRAME FREEZES. After a LONG BEAT, FADE TO BLACK.
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