THE SECRET LANGUAGE

afeaturefilm

LOGLINE

A girl who perceives the world too directly to survive other people finds the one creature
who speaks her language — a dog named Secret — and when she loses him, she discovers
he spent his whole life teaching her how to stay.

THE PITCH IN ONE BREATH

Remarkably Bright Creatures proved something the industry keeps forgetting: there is an enormous,
underserved, overwhelmingly adult audience starving for a story that is warm without being simple. That
novel sold more than four million copies and became a feature on the strength of a deceptively modest
premise — agrieving woman, awise animal, the Pacific Northwest, and a friendship across species that
cracks a closed heart open. Feel-good, but quietly sensitive. That but is the whole business model. The
feel-good fills the theater. The sensitivity iswhy people press the story on their friends.

The Secret Language isthat film’s spiritual successor — same misty corner of Washington State, same
cross-species miracle — but with a heart underneath it that takes the formula somewhere it has never been:
inside the mind of a girl the world calls broken, who isin fact the only person in the film who sees things
exactly asthey are.

It isafour-hankie crowd-pleaser. It isaso, quietly, one of the most honest films about neurodivergence
ever attempted — not the genius-with-a-whiteboard cliché, but something truer and far more moving. The
audience will come for the dog. They will leave having understood a kind of human being they have spent
their whole lives misreading.

THE STORY

Bellingham, Washington. Mary is nine years old and luminous — fast, fearless, magnetic. She does not
think her way through the world; she feels it, instantly and completely. She catches a crayfish before she
has decided to. She leads a pack of kids to the creek by sheer radiant certainty. Sheis, in the language of
childhood, the cool one — not because sheis clever with words, but because when Mary is sure of
something, the sureness comes off her like heat, and you want to stand in it.

Then adolescence arrives and changes the rules underneath her. Overnight, everything social becomes
performance — poses, posturing, who do you think is cuter, Jake or Ethan. For agirl who only knows how
to bereal, aworld made of pretending is not hard. It is empty. And it begins, slowly and then
catastrophically, to wound her. We watch aradiant child go dark, and we watch aloving family try to
reach her with the only tool they have — words, questions, help us understand — never knowing that for
Mary, the questions themselves are the wound.

At the bottom — and this is where the film earns everything that follows — Mary asks for a dog.



What follows is the spine of the movie: agirl and an Australian Shepherd named Secr et, and the discovery
that thisanimal isthefirst living thing Mary has ever met who experiences the world the way she does —
directly, wordlessly, without pretense or hidden meaning. They do not communicate through commands.
They perceive each other. Mary teaches Secret to dance, and to paint — and avideo of Secret painting a
single flower, brush held in her mouth, no plan, the bloom appearing petal by impossible petal, goes
around the world. (Yes: the dog goes viral. Yes: that isour trailer.) Mary becomes, improbably, a
phenomenon. Along the way, a magazine article hands her the word for what she has always been —
autistic— and for the first timein her life she feels not a diagnosis but arelief: there was areason. She
was never broken. She was built differently, and built beautifully.

And then Secret gets sick.

The final movement is the film’'s emotional Everest, and the reason audiences will weep in the dark and
recommend this movie for a decade. Mary, who has built her entire ability to survive the world on the back
of one relationship, faceslosing it. Thereisafight — areal one, treatment and bloodwork and a
community rallying. And thereis afinal scene, on abed, late at night, that | will not spoil here except to
say that Mary does the bravest and most loving thing a person can do: facing the return of her own terror,
she chooses her dog's peace over it. Four words, whispered. The whole theater will come apart.

The coda: ayear later, agraduation, a new puppy named Promise, and a girl walking back toward the
world — not fixed, not “normal,” but equipped. The dog who could not be saved saved her anyway. He
taught her the language. The language outlived him.

WHY THIS WORKS COMMERCIALLY

It isfour-quadrant and then some. The recent cross-species-grief phenomenon skewed older and female
and overperformed for years on word-of-mouth and book clubs. The Secret Language keeps that core
audience — the grief, the animal, the Pacific Northwest, the redemptive arc — and adds two wings the
octopus could not: ayoung, vital protagonist who pulls the audience down afull generation, and a genuine
viral-dog spectacle that gives us amarketable, joyful, funny middle act. We are sad when we need to be
and delighted when we need to be. The trailer sells the dog who dances and paints. The movie delivers the
soul.

The dog isthe engine of feeling. Animals are the most reliable emotional instrument in cinema, and we
have not one but two — the loss of Secret and the arrival of Promise — which means the film banksiits
devastation and then refunds it before the credits. Audiences will forgive almost any sorrow if you give
them a puppy at the end. We give them a puppy at the end.

The prestige underbelly isthe awar ds play. Beneath the warmth is a performance role of rea depth— a
young actress carrying autism not as tics and tantrums but as aradically different, gorgeous way of being
alive. Handled right, that is a nomination. The feel-good movie that turns out to be about something is the
rarest and most valuable object in the business.

Itistrue. Thisisbased on area girl and area dog, and that is not a marketing footnote — it is the
authenticity that protects the film from sentimentality. We are not inventing a magical savant. We are
showing the audience areal human being they have been getting wrong their whole lives, and letting a dog



be the one who finally gets her right.

THE PROMISE TO THE AUDIENCE

Y ou will hold your breath as a dog paints a flower. Y ou will understand, possibly for the first time,
someone in your own life you have never been able to reach. And you will leave the theater believing the
thing this movie quietly knows to be true: that love does not require being understood. It only requires
someone willing to learn your language.

The octopus made four million readers cry about loneliness. The dog is going to make the whole world cry
about how we fail each other — and how, sometimes, against the odds, we don’t.

The Secret Language. Bring tissues. Bring your mother. Adopt a dog on the way home.



