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FADE IN:

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - GRAVEYARD - DAY

Off the Nova Scotia Coast, there is a small island. 

Loss Island is not what this island is called on any map, but 
it fits. On it, there only a single Lighthouse dominates the 
landscape. Nearby, there is a Pier that juts into the ocean. 

It feels empty and expansive.

A small patch of dirt, unlike much of the rocky island, is 
surrounded by small driftwood stakes. It looks faded, like an 
antique photo, and the woman kneeling looks just as vintage. 

CORA HADEN (30s) is wearing a shortdress and petticoat, with 
a large scarf wrapped around her shoulders. She is soft-
faced, sad, and looks on a SMALL HEADSTONE engraved with 
initials and dates: I.P.H. 1763-1828

She places a clutch of bedraggled WILDFLOWERS on the 
headstone before she stands up. Her hair is teased by the 
constant wind. 

Not far away from this patch of land, a pod of seals lie 
sunning themselves. One turns to watch Cora.

Cora doesn't notice. She keeps her head down, and quickly 
starts towards the Lighthouse, rushed but careful. 

The island isn't large, but it feels huge and distinctly 
wild. Near the Pier, on the shore, there is a small, tarp-
covered DORY SAILBOAT. 

The dark, lichen-covered rocks give way to tidal pools, which 
give way to dark beaches. Seals swim in the ocean, starfish 
crawl along the rocks, crabs snap at small fish. 

All of it is gorgeously untamed. 

Cora retreats, shutting the door on the wildness of the 
Island. She does not want to see.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cora closes the door, hand lingering on the heavy wood. She 
walks forward, into the first floor of the lighthouse. 

There's a large, round, center room, and through various 
doors, sleeping spaces and a kitchen. 
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IN THE KITCHEN

Cora checks on a large pot full of a bubbling stew. 
Satisfied, she wanders through the first floor, 

INTO HER WORKROOM.

There is a DRESSFORM with a lovely, half-made DRESS pinned 
up. There is a DESK, cluttered with LETTERS and WRITING 
SUPPLIES. 

Cora sits at her desk. The LETTERS are written in a formal, 
loopy handwriting, clearly marked by dates: February 2, 
February 5, February 20, March 8, April 28.

She continues to write her own letter. It is pages long. 

There is a window. Outside of the Work Room, the ocean is 
calm and beautiful. In the distance, the mainland. Gulls fly. 

One lands on the windowsill, curious. Cora immediately 
stands, shoos the bird away, and shuts the window. In the dim 
light, she walks back to her desk.

Cora sits, carefully turns on a lamp, returns to her letter.

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE LIGHTHOUSE - MORNING

Cora is standing in the doorway, watching the mainland. Her 
eyes are pressed against a pair of BINOCULARS, engraved with 
the name IDRIS HADEN. 

She can barely see the sliver of land on the horizon, even on 
a clear day.

There is no movement.

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE LIGHTHOUSE - DAY

Hours later, Cora is looking through the binoculars again.

This time, there is a small black smudge on the horizon.

Cora walks out of the Lighthouse, holding onto a large 
RUCKSACK. She goes down the path, towards the tenuous pier 
that reaches towards the mainland like an outstretched hand. 
 
She passes the Dory, its mast and boom under the tarp, the 
hull held above the ground by a set of heavy slats.

She sits and waits.



3.

Slowly another, larger dory sails into view. It has a single 
man on board; HIRAM (50s), is a gruff old sailor, who makes 
deliveries to Loss Island.

It takes a long time for him to sail to the pier. Cora does 
not leave her post.

By the time he’s lowered sails to dock, Cora is on the pier, 
waiting for him, the bag full of letters, read books, and 
mended clothing at her feet.

HIRAM
Cold day to be waiting out like 
this, Miss Haden.

CORA
No bother, Hiram, none at all. I 
wanted to make sure you got in all 
right. 

She helps him unload two bags of supplies, similar to the one 
she’s returning, although in slightly more disrepair.

HIRAM
You’ve got some missives here.

CORA
Oh, please-

She holds her hand out, expectantly. 

Hiram hasn’t even left the boat. 

He passes them to her, and then disembarks as she frantically 
reads through the letters. There only two. 

HIRAM
Saw some more books in your 
effects.

CORA
One must occupy one's time with... 
Oh! I apologize, allow me-

He lifts both bags up. Cora quickly grabs one.

CORA (CONT’D)
I hope it'll get warm soon. These 
early months have been so dreary.

HIRAM
(grunting)

All them bright birds will come 
back. Right from there-

(MORE)
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HIRAM (CONT’D)
(He points Southwest)

-like a bad omen. Bringing summer 
with 'em.

CORA
(confused)

I thought birds were good omens?

Hiram doesn’t say anything. They walk to the Lighthouse 
slowly. It’s not far. Cora slows, nose still in the letters.

CORA (CONT’D)
My sister is sending a few bolts of 
cloth in her next delivery. How 
sweet... I'll have enough to work 
on... Oh, I haven’t boning. I’ll 
need to write another quick order 
for her to place...

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cora leads the way to the kitchen. They both put their supply 
bags down, and Cora gestures at them.

CORA
Do you mind terribly sorting these 
things away? I’ve got to write one 
more note for Josette.

Hiram shrugs, starts taking the supplies out of the bags.

Cora hesitates, watching Hiram, torn in between wanting to 
speak with him and sending a note to her sister. 

Quickly, she turns and runs to her workroom, jotting a quick 
note for more supplies.

When she gets back, Hiram is already at the door, ready to 
leave. Cora passes him the letter, hastily written, folded 
into an envelope.

HIRAM
That’s it?

CORA
(looking around)

Well taken care of, I suppose.

Hiram nods, and Cora follows him out.

CORA (CONT’D)
I’ll send you off, of course.



5.

Nothing from Hiram. He’s not unkind, just quiet.

CORA (CONT’D)
(awkward)

I might start gardening soon. There 
must be part of the island that's 
well-suited. There's dark soil... I 
believe my father used to have a 
little garden, I’ve found a few 
dowls in a closet... possibly for 
bean stalks, you see.

They continue to walk side by side. They get to the pier and 
Cora hesitates before rushing on: 

CORA (CONT’D)
My sister is still taking inquiries 
for the position here. 

HIRAM
Any interest?

CORA
(deflating)

No... I... nothing yet.

Hiram stays quiet. He shrugs.

HIRAM
No surprise there, Miss Haden. 

CORA
Just Cora, please. 

HIRAM
As you like.

He picks up her bag full of letters and mended clothing, 
getting into the boat.

He raises the sail, watching the wind.

CORA
I’ll see you in two weeks?

Hiram nods, says nothing. 

Cora watches from the pier as he sails away. She's left 
alone, overwhelmed by the Island, the Lighthouse, the ocean. 



6.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - NIGHT

Cora wanders around her rooms. She doesn't put out the lamps 
or lie down. Books are scattered on the floor. Papers 
everywhere. The dress remains exactly as it was.

She turns, looks at the door.

Suddenly determined, she grabs her scarf and leaves. 

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE SHORELINE - NIGHT

Cora walks along the Island. Her steps are careful, hands 
clutched around her thick scarf. 

Her hair whips around her face as she looks up at the moon, 
huge, bold, inspiring. It is enough to light her way, even as 
the Lighthouse flashes out to the ocean. 

She walks away from the Lighthouse, almost to the other end 
of Loss Island. 

The path under her feet stops. Cora stops as well. And then-

Cora steps onto the unmarked land. She walks along the dark 
shore, smiling. She carefully makes her way down a small rock 
scramble to the dark-sand beach. 

She walks down the beach and eventually finds a pod of seals. 
She stops to watch them, hands still around her scarf. 

One of the seals is awake. It sits up a little, turns to look 
at Cora. 

Cora and the seal lock eyes. 

The seal seems to sit up more, and something shivers across 
its skin. 

Slowly, the seal's skin slides back. 

CORA CAN'T LOOK AWAY. 

SEDNA (ageless, mythic) sits in the seal's place, the seal 
skin still draped around her legs. She's a dark-skinned Innu 
seal-walker, hair tinted green, freckles across her face. 

Cora is dumbstruck, but not terrified. 

Sedna smiles, teeth sharp, eyes bright, and Cora gasps, as if 
cold water has shocked her and returned her senses. 

Cora turns, runs up the rock scramble, away from Sedna. 
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Sedna watches her, still smiling.

AT THE LIGHTHOUSE

Cora runs in, SLAMS the door. 

The moon shines. The Lighthouse's beacon continues to pulse. 
Loss Island is silent.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - MORNING

Cora is pacing in her workroom. She looks at the dress and 
then beyond that, to the window. She can see the pier and the 
seals playing in the surf. 

She takes a deep breath, turns, walking through-

THE MAIN ROOM

and then she exits the Lighthouse.

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE PIER - CONTINUOUS

Cora walks from the Lighthouse to the Pier, carefully picking 
her way down the steep areas. She sees the seals in the 
distance and then spots a figure sitting on the pier

She gets closer, hesitating at the land's end of the pier.

Sedna is sitting on the dock, her seal-skin around her legs 
and hips. Her long, greenish hair is over her shoulder and 
she is carefully picking at it. 

Cora steps forward-cautious-as if approaching a wild animal. 

Sedna looks over, unsurprised. She smiles slightly.

Cora takes a deep breath and then steps onto the pier. 

CORA
(cautious, perhaps scared)

Hello?

SEDNA
(smirking)

Hello.

CORA
You speak!
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SEDNA
You walk slow.

CORA
I didn't want to startle you.

SEDNA
(haughty)

You are on my Island, you could not 
if you tried.

Cora pauses. She's halfway across the pier. She takes a long 
look at Sedna, who's still struggling with her hair.

Cora takes another few steps forward. 

CORA
(gesturing)

May I?

Sedna looks over Cora. Up and down, slowly. She nods, 
dropping her hands into her lap. They are flat against her 
legs, which are still enveloped in the seal-skin. 

Cora approaches slowly, and then kneels down next to Sedna. 

CORA (CONT’D)
Salt water will do this to hair. I 
get it even from the wind. 

SEDNA
Will it? 

Cora slowly untangles Sedna's hair. She doesn't ask about the 
seal-skin. Her hands shake.

Out of Sedna's hair she picks seaweed and a shark's purses. 
Small flaky fish-scales. Even a crab has nested behind 
Sedna's ear.

CORA
(nervous)

You're a seal.

SEDNA
You're a girl.

Cora and Sedna both smile. Cora untangles her hair, sliding 
her hand through it. 

CORA
Are there more of you?
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SEDNA
(gestures to seals on the 
rocks)

The family, here.

CORA
And all of you...

SEDNA
Not all girl. Not all seal. 

A pause. Cora finishes untangling the last knots.

CORA
I have comb in the Lighthouse...

SEDNA
No.  

Sedna takes her hair back, out of Cora's hands. She quickly 
braids it, picks up some of the detritus Cora has picked out, 
and ties the end. She seems to gather herself up.

CORA
(worried)

Do you have a name?

Sedna snorts, rolls her eyes.

SEDNA
Do you?

CORA
Cora Haden. My father used to live 
here. 

SEDNA
I saw. He used to sing to us.

Cora didn't know this. Her eyes go wide.

SEDNA (CONT’D)
My name is Sedna. 

Neither Cora nor Sedna move. There is wild beauty to Sedna, 
and there are traces of it coming to life around them. She 
smiles again. 

There is a brightly colored crab that falls off the dock, 
purple limpets on the pier's struts. 
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UNDERWATER

Yellow seaweed sways with the waves. Fish swim up to the 
rocks to pick out the lichen. Deeper still, seals chase the 
fish, snapping them up with sharp teeth. 

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - DAY

Cora shuts the door to the Lighthouse and walks down to the 
pier. She's got a small messenger-style bag over her 
shoulder. 

At the pier, she doesn't see anyone, she pauses, and then 
keeps walking along the shoreline. 

She doesn't follow a path.

Cora continues to walk, hands around the strap of her bag. 
She picks her way over rocks, looking around. 

Eventually she finds the seals sunning themselves. She walks 
forward, on the rocks. 

Seal-Sedna sits up; watches Cora descend. 

Cora pauses, seeing Sedna. She carefully sits on a large 
rock, and then shifts a little, obviously making room for 
Sedna. 

Sedna, her seal-skin around her shoulders, walks over, 
careful in bare feet. 

Sedna sits next to Cora, who smiles at her. 

CORA
I brought you something.

Sedna says nothing. Cora, undaunted, pulls a POETRY BOOK out 
of her small pack. 

CORA (CONT’D)
I can't sing. My father didn't pass 
down his voice.

(a beat)
...But when I was a girl, I 
travelled very far to listen to 
poets read their work on wild 
moors. There were lavender fields 
and ruins. 

SEDNA
(slowly)

Lavender. 
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CORA
Purple flowers, with a smell like 
clean air and honey. Soft, like a 
breeze. 

SEDNA
Have you brought me lavender? 

CORA
I brought you poetry.

Sedna almost preens. This is an acceptable gift. 

SEDNA
Give it to me. 

Cora smiles, opens the book. Sedna looks over at it 
curiously, but does not touch it. 

CORA
(reciting)

She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry 
skies;
And all that’s best of dark and 
bright
Meet in her aspect and her eyes;
Thus mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.

Sedna smiles, closes her eyes, tilts her head up. 

Cora looks over at her, pausing at the end of the stanza. 

The ocean waves crash against the rocks. Cora's feet are 
splashed. 

Sedna looks over, expectant, imperious. This is her Island.

CORA (CONT’D)
(smiling)

One shade the more, one ray the 
less,
Had half impaired the nameless 
grace
Which waves in every raven tress,
Or softly lightens o’er her face;
Where thoughts serenely sweet 
express,
How pure, how dear their dwelling-
place.
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As she speaks, the waves crash on the rocks louder and 
louder, drowning her out. Cora barely gets through the last 
sentence before she can't be heard. 

Cora and Sedna continue to sit side by side, the water rising 
up over their rock, getting their legs wet. 

The seals have left, going into the water.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - CORA'S WORKROOM - NIGHT

Cora is sitting in front of her dressform. More of the dress 
has been finished. The piping is delicate and all the seaming 
is incredibly detailed. 

She isn't working on the dress. Across her lap is a large 
piece of white canvas. 

Cora finishes fixing the Dory's sail, and with a sweeping 
motion, spreads it out. 

She's smiling. Another sharp snap and the canvas spreads to--

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE PIER - MORNING

Cora shakes out the canvas against the spars of the Dory that 
has been near the pier. 

The Dory is further down the beach, off its slats, the bow 
towards the surf. She finishes fastening the sail to the 
gaff, and then fastens the gaff to the mast, her hands making 
quick work of the knots.

Sedna walks up, seal-skin around her shoulders. She smiles as 
she watches Cora place the rudder, tiller, and centerboard 
into the hull.

SEDNA
Are you leaving? 

CORA
(laughing)

No! No, I just... I thought I ought 
to shake out the sails. 

SEDNA
So you can leave?

CORA
I can't leave. 
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SEDNA
No?

CORA
No, not yet.

Cora glances over at her, still smiling. She walks around to 
the stern of the boat and starts pushing. 

Sedna watches, eyebrows up, amused.

ON THE OCEAN

Cora sails away from Loss Island, inexpert, but managing. 

The wind and the waves rock her boat, but she has it moving 
forward, tacking back and forth near Loss Island. 

Sedna-as a seal-and her pod play around Cora's boat.

Cora laughs, excited, thrilled, and happy. She watches with 
delight as the seals jump in the water. 

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE SHORELINE - EVENING

As the sun sets, Cora sits on the shoreline with Sedna's head 
in her lap. Sedna is curled up, lying down, skin over her 
loosely. She blinks lazily, watching the sun.

Cora runs her hand through Sedna's hair, smiling. Sedna grins 
up at her and then turns to suddenly bite Cora's leg.

CORA
What's this about?!

SEDNA
Pay attention to me!

CORA
(concerned)

Did you draw blood?

SEDNA
You heal, yes?

Cora isn't smiling. Sedna sits up. 

Cora looks down, running her hand over her dress. There are 
small darns, but no blood. 

Cora turns to look at Sedna.
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SEDNA (CONT’D)
Is it so bad? 

CORA
(shaking her head)

No.

SEDNA
Are you watching me?

CORA
I'm watching.

Cora reaches up, pushing Sedna's hair back. They stay very 
still. 

The waves are crash around them. Sedna smirks.

Cora leans into her, carefully. Sedna watches, even though 
Cora closes her eyes. 

They kiss. 

Sedna hums, and Cora slowly pulls back. 

They smile at each other. The waves crash. Cora and Sedna 
lean into each other, their foreheads touching.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - DAY

The door to the Lighthouse is open. Through the door, Hiram 
is at the pier, getting into the Dory. Cora's boat is tied up 
on the pier as well.

Inside the lighthouse, Cora is unloading the supplies Hiram 
has dropped off. 

She gets to the fabric and boning that Josette has sent, and 
she gathers it up, along with her letter, taking it all into- 

HER WORKROOM

She sets out the fabric and supplies carefully, looking over 
everything. Cora opens the letter, reads over it. 

CORA
No-one will ever take this rock. 

She takes a deep breath and puts the letter down on her desk, 
next to rudimentary drawings and watercolors of Sedna and 
Loss Island.
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Cora looks out the workroom window, to the ocean. There are 
shells and flowers on the windowsill. 

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE SHORELINE - MORNING

Cora and Sedna are lying on the shoreline during low tide. 
The water has soaked through much of Cora's dress already. 
Sedna's seal-skin is draped over one of her shoulders.

They are holding hands.

CORA
Haven't you ever left this place?

SEDNA
No. My family is here. I am here. 

CORA
Don't you wonder about the rest of 
the world?

SEDNA
(scoffing)

What has the rest of the world? I 
have everything here. 

A pause. The waves rise. 

CORA
I feel like I know all of this 
place. 

SEDNA
(laughing)

Do you?

CORA
You can walk around the Island in 
an afternoon! Sedna, don't laugh, 
please. 

Sedna lifts herself up on an elbow, looking down at Cora. She 
is imperious, demanding.

SEDNA
You only know what you see, girl.

CORA
That's how you know things. 

SEDNA
No, that's how you see things. 
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They look at each other. Cora reaches up, touches Sedna's 
cheek. She chuckles, going along with Sedna.

CORA
How do I know you? 

SEDNA
(grinning)

How do you know things? 

CORA
You're speaking in circles to tease 
me. 

SEDNA
What is the point of talking if you 
do not circle around the talking.

CORA
(smiling)

A conversation is not a fish. 

SEDNA
No. You cannot eat a conversation. 

Cora laughs, then leans up to kiss Sedna. 

CORA
I wish to see everything in the 
world. 

SEDNA
You have a very big wish for such a 
small girl.

They lie together, smiling, kissing. The waves come up around 
Cora's waist.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - MORNING

Cora is in the doorway, holding Sedna's hand, pulling her 
inside. 

CORA
Please, come in. Please, you 
promised. I want to share this with 
you.

SEDNA
(warily)

This is not a place for me.
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CORA
It's not so terrible!

Cora manages to pull her in, walking with Sedna into-

THE KITCHEN

Cora has set out breakfast-complete with coffee, bread and 
butter, cheese, some dried meats. Sedna is curious, going 
over to the table, examining the food. 

SEDNA
It's hot? 

CORA
That's how we make food. Sit, 
please. Let me-

SEDNA
(annoyed)

This is how you make food.

She pulls out a chair for Sedna, who sits, carefully. She 
doesn't trust this, but she's very curious. 

Cora plays house. She makes a plate of food for Sedna, pours 
coffee, then sits across from her, smiling. 

CORA
It's good, try it. 

Sedna starts eating. Cora watches her intently. 

They eat their meal in silence. Sedna wary, but trying the 
food, examining it, and waiting for Cora to eat a few bites 
before tasting it herself. 

Nothing is revealed from her expression.

After they eat, Cora stands.

CORA 
(awkwardly)

Let's see the rest of the 
Lighthouse.

Sedna stands, rearranges her seal-skin, and follows Cora. 
Cora leads them to-
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THE WORKROOM

Cora walks in, even as Sedna is tentative. Sedna keeps a hand 
on the door frame and sees the dress that Cora has been 
making. She looks over it very carefully. 

CORA (CON'T)
Look at this. I've been making it 
as a gift for my sister, but I 
haven't had a chance to see how it 
drapes on a woman. 

Sedna steps in, watching Cora. 

CORA (CONT’D)
Here, I think...

Cora takes the dress off the form. It is beautiful, with silk  
bows and velvet piping, ribbons and a damask pattern across 
the top. 

CORA (CONT’D)
It would look so lovely on you.

Sedna looks from Cora to the dress, still wary. 

SEDNA
You made this?

CORA
Yes. This was how I travelled 
around Europe when I was younger. I 
sold dresses, found work at 
tailor's shops in towns across the 
continent. I was able to meet so 
many people, all those salons I 
attended...

SEDNA
Clothing changed how you were able 
to move, then?

CORA
Yes, precisely. 

Cora steps forward proudly with the dress. 

CORA (CONT’D)
I'd like you to try it on. 

SEDNA
It is not for me. 
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CORA
I think it would look well on you. 
Please, just for a few moments. 

SEDNA
I do not wish to wear it. 

CORA
Please, Sedna, just try it. It will 
help me finish all the details. 

Cora tries to press it into Sedna's arms. Sedna steps back. 

SEDNA
(hisses)

It is not made for me.

CORA
Oh, that doesn't matter, it should 
be fine, I just want to see it. 

Cora holds the dress up by the collar, pressing the fabric 
against Sedna's shoulders. Sedna's eyes flash, and she rips 
the fabric away from her body, teeth bared. 

In a second, the dress has been torn apart, parts of it 
shredded. The ruined garment is thrown across the workroom. 

Cora takes a few steps back, hands over her mouth, horrified. 

Sedna bares her teeth at Cora and leaves without saying 
anything else. 

Cora looks at the pieces of this dress, eyes welling with 
tears, as she's left alone in her workroom. 

She takes a deep breath, and then covers her face in her 
hands, sinking to her knees, sobbing. 

MONTAGE

--Cora attempts to fix the dress. She tries to replace whole 
patches of the pattern, but when she tries to sew, her hands 
shake. She can't do it. 

--Cora wanders the Island, book in hand. She approaches a pod 
of seals, but Sedna-seal immediately barks, and dives into 
the water. The pod follows. 

--Cora writes a letter to Josette at her desk. The window is 
shut. The dress has been partially remade. 
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--Cora goes to find the seals again. She's holding a bag that 
is damp at the bottom. She goes to the shoreline, seeing them 
out in the Ocean. She waits, but they don't arrive.

Eventually, she pulls out limpets, wildflowers, and even a 
few fish tied together with seaweed, leaving it as a kind of 
offering. 

She leaves, and over time the offering fades, rotting on the 
ground, before it's rained on, and swept off the rocks, to 
sea. 

--Cora sails the dory around the island, obviously trying to 
find Sedna. She has the book of poetry with her. She's 
emotional and upset. 

NIGHT FALLS. 

Screaming, she throws the book back into the ocean.

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - MORNING

Cora walks from the Pier to the Lighthouse, Hiram ahead of 
her. She stops walking suddenly. 

Hiram drops the bags inside of the Lighthouse and starts 
walking back. He sees the look on Cora's face and pauses. 

HIRAM
Something wrong Miss Haden?

CORA
I... Someone has made an offer. 

HIRAM
Well that's good news then. 

CORA
(rushing)

Josie's coming to visit even. To 
have the paperwork signed. She says 
it won't be long before...

A flock of birds rush over. They are bi-colored Tree 
Swallows, flashing in the sun. Both Hiram and Cora pause to 
watch the migrating birds as they fly over the island.

HIRAM
You'll be on the mainland. 

Cora doesn't respond, watching the swallows. Hiram nods, 
walks past her. 
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CORA
I will, won't I?

HIRAM
I'll make sure your letters get 
where they need going. Ta, Miss 
Haden.

Cora is still watching the birds as Hiram leaves. There are 
flowers in bloom, the grassy patches a bright green. It's 
undeniably alive.

She turns, watches Hiram leave. In the distance, she hears 
the distinct bark of a seal.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - MORNING

The Lighthouse has been packed up. There are trunks and 
duffel bags in the main room.

IN THE WORKROOM

The dressform stands in the middle of the room, the dress 
fully repaired. It surpasses it's former glory.

The rest of the workroom has been cleaned of all personal 
effects. The letters and writing implements have been 
removed.

The window is open.

Cora walks in, takes the dress off the dressform, and 
carefully folds it, walking back to-

THE MAIN ROOM

to place it on the top of a closed trunk. 

She looks around, the last of her things all packed up. 

Cora takes a deep breath, and slowly, something breaks. She 
presses her hands to her eyes, crouches, and curls up. She 
tries not to cry. 

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE SHORELINE - EVENING

Maybe for the last time, Cora wanders Loss Island. 
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It's not aimless. She checks familiar places, first going 
down to the Pier, and then walking along the shoreline, where 
Cora read Sedna poetry. 

Nothing. Loss Island is empty. 

Cora continues down the shoreline, off the path, and finally, 
she arrives at the sandy beach where she first met Sedna. 

There are SHADOW FIGURES at the edge of the surf. Cora 
doesn't recognize them. 

There are more seal-people than just Sedna. 

Cora picks her way down the rocky shore to the beach, 
watching this strange ritual. 

Sedna and her entire pod are human. About a dozen Innu 
people, all long-haired, dark-skinned.

Cora stops suddenly, seeing that Sedna and her human-pod are 
surrounding an old seal. 

The old seal is still a seal, breathing shallowly, eyes 
closed. Sedna leans down, whispers in the seal's ear, draws 
her hands soothingly down its body.  

Cora steps closer. 

Sedna's hands move over the seal's body. The seal shudders, 
and slowly, the skin is rolled back, off the seal's old body. 

The DYING WOMAN is revealed. Her seal-skin is pulled off, and 
Sedna holds the seal-skin close to her own chest. The rest of 
the pod caresses the Dying Woman, pushing her hair back, 
cooing.

Cora watches, silent, eyes wide. 

Finally, Sedna turns towards Cora. 

She shifts back, stands, and walks over to her, carrying the 
seal-skin.

CORA
I'm sorry, I didn't know...

SEDNA
This is life. 

CORA
I had to find you, I just... I was 
so worried I wouldn't ever see you 
again. 
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Sedna remains silent. 

CORA (CONT’D)
(rushing)

I'm sorry. I am truly sorry I...I 
shouldn't have asked that of you. 
You were uncomfortable and I failed 
to recognize it. I know that you 
belong here, with your family, and 
I shouldn't have...

Cora presses her hand to her mouth, emotional. Sedna watches 
impassively.

CORA (CONT’D)
I just wanted to share my life with 
you. And now...I...

SEDNA
What now?

CORA
I'm leaving. Tomorrow. 

Sedna frowns. 

CORA (CONT’D)
I felt... If you would allow me, I 
would say goodbye to you. 

SEDNA
You allowed me into your home. I 
wish for you see my home. It is 
different and big.

Behind Sedna, the pod has dragged the body of the old woman 
into the surf, transforming as they go under the waves. 

Sedna holds out the Seal skin, tentative. She tilts her head. 

SEDNA (CONT’D)
You have a big wish. See 
everything. 

Cora starts fumbling with her apron, dropping her scarf. Her 
hands tremble. 

Slowly, she strips in front of Sedna. When she's completely 
unclothed, Sedna drapes the seal-skin over her shoulders. 

They sink to their knees, and Sedna slowly pulls the seal-
skin across Cora's stomach and chest, and it knits together.
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They kiss, Sedna's hands around the seal-skin at Cora's neck. 
Under the moon, this is their marriage. 

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE PIER - MORNING

JOSETTE (20s), well-put together, prim, and thrilled to be on 
Loss Island, steps off Hiram's Dory and onto the Pier. Her 
hand rests knowingly on her stomach, where she's already 
starting to show.

She looks around, and her smile fades. 

JOSETTE
(to Hiram)

Where is Cora?

HIRAM
Probably in the lighthouse, ma'am. 
Getting her things. 

JOSETTE
Oh, of course!

Josette, smiling again, heads towards the Lighthouse. 

JOSETTE (CONT’D)
Cora! 

INT. LIGHTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Josette walks into the Lighthouse, smiling. 

JOSETTE
Cora? Where are you hiding?

Her smile fades. She sees the dress on the trunk and touches 
it, recognizing her sister's work. 

She steps back, and then continues to look through the 
Lighthouse.

IN THE WORKROOM

She goes over to the desk; at first glance it looks cleaned 
of all items and letters. She looks through it, and pulls 
out...

Drawings of Sedna and the seals. Rewritten poems of Romantic 
Poets, changed to reflect Sedna's features. She pulls out 
stacks of these papers, placing them on the desk.
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Josette is confused, worried. Who is this woman? 

EXT. LOSS ISLAND - THE LIGHTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Josette leaves the Lighthouse, clutching some of the poems. 

JOSETTE
Cora! 

The Island doesn't respond. Flocks of swallows dart around. 
The flowers are in bloom. 

Josette walks down to wards the pier. She's so small on this 
big Island

JOSETTE (CONT’D)
Cora!

Away from the Island, seals play in the glittering ocean.

THE END


