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FADE IN:

EXT. LOCH LOMOND - NIGHT

SUPER: Loch Lomond, Scotland. 1836. 

A dark and still night . A row boat cuts a path through the 
thick fog.

A SHADOW grips the oars. His deep breaths can be heard 
through the thick night air.

Every movement of the oars, takes the row boat closer to a 
dim lit house in the distance.

QUICKFLASH

A lit candle in the window of the house shines a pathway. 

BACK TO SCENE

The bow of the row boat slices into the muddy shoreline.

The Shadow steps out.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

SUPER: Loch Lomond, Scotland. 1861.

A simple bedroom with an iron framed bed and a lonesome 
timber rocking chair.

A young, bright-faced WILLIAM O’HARA (10) lies in the bed and 
flips pages of an old, stained book. 

The flicker of a candle lights the room.

William lifts his face from the book. Eyes widen as he 
notices a bearded OLD MAN (63) who sits and rocks casually in 
the chair. Rubber fishing pants, galoshes and a flannelette 
shirt covers his solid body.

OLD MAN
(scottish accent)

This is the legend of a man who 
lived on the East side of this ere’ 
loch.

William’s eyes widen.

EXT. HOUSE ON THE LOCH - DAY

An old wooden solitary house on the shoreline of a loch. 
Smoke rises through a stone chimney. 



The loch can be seen in the foreground and the undulating 
paddocks behind.

JACK FLANNIGAN (38) wears a dark raincoat with a hoodie and 
rubber boots.

He stands near the house with an axe in hand as he chops 
firewood. 

Jack pauses, lifts a pipe to his mouth, exhales smoke as he  
looks across the loch. 

LATER

He continues to chop wood.

OLD MAN (V.O.)
His name was Jack Flannigan. Twas 
said... He was a fair man who kept 
to himself. Fished in this ere’ 
loch and was seen on many occasions 
enjoyin’ a pipe and gazin’ across 
the waters.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

William stares at the Old Man, frightened.

OLD MAN
The rumors say... His family was 
taken by the loch, and this made 
him bitter.

William’s eyes widen.

OLD MAN
Twas also said... That when he went 
fishin’ in the loch, he could see 
the reflections of his family in 
the dark and murky waters. Until 
one day....

EXT. HOUSE ON THE LOCH - DAY

A stern of a boat cuts the still waters and heads towards a 
house.

It rests on the shore as four CHILDREN in their early teens, 
step onto the grassed bank. 

They pickup rocks and pelt them towards the house, breaking 
bits of the dry timber that lines the exterior walls. 

An angry Jack Flannigan bursts out of the house in a fit of 
rage.
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JACK FLANNIGAN
(scottish accent)

Be gone or the devil will take ye’ 
souls.

Jack picks-up his axe and moves towards the Children. 

Rocks bounce off his body as the Children release a 
continuous stream of missiles. 

A rock hits him in the face. He pauses. An evil stare at the 
Child as Jack wipes the blood with his index finger. 

He sinks his blood covered finger into his mouth, sucks it 
clean.

JACK FLANNIGAN
If the devil don’t get ye’, I 
shall.

The boys run to their boat as fear fills their young faces.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

William looks at the Old Man curious.

WILLIAM
(scottish accent)

What ‘appened? Did the Devil catch 
‘em? 

OLD MAN
(smirks)

Nay... Jack followed.

EXT. LOCH LOMOND - DAY

With an axe in hand, Jack rushes to his colorful row boat and 
quickly pushes it into the murky waters and jumps in as it 
floats away. 

The Children row away frantically as Jack edges his row boat 
towards them.

OLD MAN (V.O.)
He rowed and rowed until the sky 
darkened and the fog came across 
the waters. 

Jack stands upright in his row boat and looks across the fog 
that has engulfed the loch.

JACK FLANNIGAN
I vow... I will feast on the bones 
of ye’ children.
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The boat rocks side to side as it is consumed by the dark 
murky waters of the loch.

The fog covers the boat as Jack disappears.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The Old Man rocks in the chair as William sits in his bed and 
moves his back against the cold iron bed head.

OLD MAN
Twas said... He was never seen 
again.

William’s lips quiver as he forces the words out of his 
mouth.

WILLIAM
Did... Did... Did he die?

OLD MAN
(smirks)

They say... 

EXT. LOCH LOMOND - NIGHT

The row boat moves across the dark waters of the loch. A 
Shadow lurks within it. 

OLD MAN (V.O.)
On a still dark night... The demon 
within Jack Flannigan rows his boat 
across the loch.

The bow cuts through the foggy waters and comes to a rest on 
the shore.

OLD MAN  (V.O.)
... And comes to a rest on the 
muddy banks. Jack Flannigan comes 
ashore.

A dark shadow steps onto the muddy banks of the loch and 
walks towards a house.

OLD MAN  (V.O.)
Legend says... He takes the 
descendants of the four boys. Drags 
them into his boat.

A shadow drags a silhouette of a child across the banks of 
the loch towards the row boat.
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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

William sits on the bed, moves his knees up to his chest.

WILLIAM
What ‘appened to the Children?

OLD MAN
It was written that Jack took the 
lads one by one into his row boat. 
They vanished into the darkness as 
quickly as he came.

Horror wipes across William’s face.

EXT. LOCH LOMOND - NIGHT

The ores move back and forth as the boat disappears into the 
foggy loch.

OLD MAN (V.O.)
They say on a still night. Ya’ can 
ere’ the cries of the wee’ lads as 
Jack Flannigan feeds on their flesh 
and then grinds their bones to 
dust. 

The screams of Children are heard across the loch as a white 
dust washes onto the shore.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

William turns pale as he stares at a cold faced Old Man who 
lifts a pipe to his mouth.

WILLIAM
(scared)

What.. What do ya’ want?

A smirk develops on the Old Man’s face.

OLD MAN
Ye’ are one of those lads.

A KNOCK -- Williams eyes turn to the door.

LADY (O.S.)
William... Who might ye’ be 
speakin’ to, son?

The door opens and a LADY (38) in a white long night-gown 
walks into the room. 

The light flickers on her face from the candle she holds 
high.
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The mess of blankets on the empty bed.

She turns to an empty rocking chair that slows its movement 
to a stop.

Confusion wipes across her face.

LADY
William... William...

EXT. LOCH LOMOND - NIGHT

The row boat crosses the loch as a dark Shadow rows 
frantically.

A wet and frightened William is curled up in a foetal 
position in the stern of the boat. He looks up.

The Old Man rows the boat with a cold head, held high and 
stares down at a shivering William.

The boat fades into the fog -- A SCREAM.

FADE OUT:
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