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COLD OPEN

EXT. CANNON BEACH, OREGON - ROCKY SHORE - DAWN

Bl ack screen. The sound of the Pacific before we see it --
not crashing, but breathing. A slow heavy inhale of water
pul I'i ng back over stone.

FADE I N on rock. Wet, dark basalt, close enough to see the
texture. Water recedes, revealing a shallow depression in

the stone -- a tidepool, maybe eighteen inches across. The
water inside is still while the ocean withdraws around it.

I nside the pool: a cluster of purple sea urchins. An ochre
sea star, one armdraped over the pool's lip. A hermt
crab picking its way across a mat of coralline algae. A
uni verse in a divot.

LENA (V.Q)

A tidepool is a closed system on

a schedule it didn't choose.

Twi ce a day the ocean connects it

to everything. Twice a day the

wat er drops and it's on its own.

What ever's inside has to be

enough.
A hand enters frame -- woman's hand, no rings, short
nails, a small scar across the knuckle of the index
finger. The hand places a white PVC quadrat frame around a
section of the pool. Practiced. Efficient.

Wder now. DR LENA YOON (41) crouches on the rocks in
rubber boots and a faded Gore-Tex jacket. She photographs
the quadrat with a waterproof canera, checks the inage,
adj usts, shoots again. She wites in a yellow Rite in the
Rain field notebook. Her handwiting is small and precise.

She does not | ook up at the ocean. She does not | ook up at
t he sky, which is doing sonething extraordinary -- bands
of pink and copper |ayered above Haystack Rock, the kind
of sunrise that nmakes tourists pull over. Lena has her
headl anp on. She's counti ng.

LENA (V. Q)



Site Seven. Cchre star density,

upper quadrat: three individuals.

Down fromfive, sane period |ast

year. Consistent with

post-wasting recruitnent |ag.

Urchin density holding. Chiton --

one Mopalia, tucked under the

overhang where it always is.
She noves to the next quadrat position, stepping carefully
on the rocks. Her boots find the good foothol ds w thout
her 1 ooking -- muscle nenory fromnine years of the sane
path at the sane tide.

In the distance, a RUNNER passes along the wet sand with a
golden retriever. Lena glances up, gives a single nod,
goes back to work. The runner waves. Neither of them slows
down.

EXT. ROCKY SHORE - LATER

The tide is comng in. Water | aps at Lena's boots. She
packs her quadrat frames, canera, and notebook into a dry
bag with the efficiency of soneone who has packed this bag
a thousand tinmes. She checks her watch. She has done this
so many tines she knows the tide to the m nute.

She wal ks up the rocks toward the parking area. Her truck
-- a salt-eaten Subaru Qutback with a research station
decal on the door -- sits alone. The parking lot is enpty.
It is 6:47 AM

TI TLE CARD: TI DEPOCL

END COLD OPEN

ACT ONE

I NT. LENA'S COTTAGE - KITCHEN - MORNI NG

A rented cottage, clean to the point of austerity. Not

decorated -- inhabited. The only signs of personality are
functional: a tide chart pinned to the wall by the coffee
maker, a row of field notebooks on a shelf above the table



(years stanped on the spines in Sharpie: 2016, 2017,
2018... through 2025), and a single franmed photo on the
fridge -- Lena and an OLDER WOVAN at what | ooks |ike a
graduati on. Mt her, probably.

Lena enters, hangs her jacket on a hook by the door. She
puts a kettle on. Wiile it heats, she transfers nunbers
fromher field notebook into a laptop -- a spreadsheet

wi th hundreds of rows, color-coded. She does this standing
at the counter, eating a granola bar she doesn't appear to
taste.

Her phone buzzes. A text. She glances at it:

SCREEN: YUM (sister): "Happy Tuesday! Kids say hi. Cal
me when you have a sec?"

Lena types: "In the mddle of data entry. WII try later
this week." She sends it. Goes back to the spreadsheet.
The kettle boils. She nmakes tea, sits down, continues
entering data. The tea steans, then stops steam ng. She
hasn't touched it.

LENA (V.Q)
Moni toring requires consistency.
Sanme sites, sane nethods, sane
intervals. The value is in the
repetition. One observation tells
you not hing. A thousand tells you
ever yt hi ng.

| NT. COASTAL RESEARCH STATI ON - DAY

A | ow sl ung buil di ng wedged between the coast hi ghway and
a state park. Part lab, part office, part storage for
sanpl i ng equi pnent. The vibe is underfunded academ c --

m smat ched furniture, a whiteboard covered in fading
schedul es, an ancient coffee machine that everyone relies
on and nobody cl eans.

Lena enters the |ab. Two ot her RESEARCHERS are working --
PATRI CI A (50s, seabird ecol ogy) and DOUG (60s, nearshore
fish, close to retirenent). The interactions are warm but
practiced. These peopl e have shared a workspace for years
w t hout becom ng cl ose.



PATRI Cl A
Low tide any good?

LENA
Stars are still down at Seven
Three in the upper quadrat.

PATRI Cl A
Hhm

LENA
Urchins are fine, though. If
anyt hing they're up.

DOUG
(not | ooking up fromhis
m croscope)
Heard we're getting a grad
student next week.

LENA
VWhat ?

DOUG
Summer field assistant. Rosen's
lab at OSU. Sonme naster's kid
doi ng rocky intertidal.

LENA

Nobody told nme about this.
DOUG

Li nda sent an emnil | ast week.

Check your inbox once in a while.
Lena pulls up her email on the |ab conputer. Scrolls.
Finds it. Reads. Her expression doesn't change but she
sits very still for a nonent.

LENA
He's going to be at ny sites?

DOUG
Shared sites, Lena. They were
shared before you got here.
Lena reads the email again. Then she opens her spreadsheet
and goes back to work. Patricia and Doug exchange a | ook



-- not unkind, but know ng. They've seen this before. Lena
doesn't notice the | ook.

EXT. CANNON BEACH - TOMW - DAY

Est abl i shing. Cannon Beach is beautiful in the way that
tourist towns on the Oregon coast are beautiful --
galleries, taffy shops, expensive rain gear, Haystack Rock
presi ding over everything |like a geol ogical bouncer. It's
shoul der season. Not enpty, not packed.

Lena wal ks through town to the grocery store. She passes
peopl e. Some nod. She nods back. Nobody stops to talk.
This is not unfriendliness. This is the social contract
she has established over nine years: | see you. You see
me. That's enough.

In the store, she buys the sane things she al ways buys:

i nstant oatneal, apples, canned soup, coffee, peanut
butter. The CASH ER (20s, part-tinme, been here two years)
ri ngs her up.

CASHI ER
Fi nd everythi ng okay?

LENA
Yes, thank you.
That's the whole interaction. Lena carries her bag to her
car. She does not |inger.

EXT. ROCKY SHORE - SITE 4 - LATE AFTERNOON

Late-day light. The tide is dropping again -- Lena is back
for her afternoon nmonitoring window. A different set of
sites this time. She works nethodically, photographing,
counting, recording.

She reaches Site 4 -- a large, conplex pool in a rock
bench, full of life. She crouches and works for a | ong
time. She's thorough. She's patient. She talks to herself
as she counts, a murmured litany of Latin nanes.

LENA (V.Q)
The thing about |ong-term
nonitoring is that you have to
believe in accumul ation. That the



data you col |l ect today neans

nothing by itself. It only

matters in aggregate. You' re not

recording a nonent. You're

buil ding a record. The record is

what has val ue.
She finishes. Sits on a dry rock above the pools. Looks
out at the water. For a nonent she's not working. She's
just sitting.

A coupl e wal ks al ong the beach bel ow her -- young, hol ding
hands, | aughi ng about something. They stop to | ook at a

ti depool. The woman crouches down, points at sonething.
The man | eans over her shoul der. They're delighted.

Lena watches them for a nonent. Sonething crosses her face
-- not sadness exactly. More |ike recognition of a
frequency she's tuned out for so long she forgot it

exi sted. Then it's gone. She picks up her dry bag and
heads back up the rocks.

I NT. LENA'S COTTAGE - EVEN NG

Lena at the kitchen table, |aptop open, entering data. A
bow of canned soup, hal f-eaten, pushed to the side. Her
phone on the table. Yum's text still unanswered -- the
"Wl try later this week"” hanging there |ike a door held
slightly open.

She finishes the data entry. Cl oses the |aptop. Opens it
again. Pulls up the email about the grad student.

H s name is MARCO REYES. Second-year M5, Oregon State.
Research interest: community recovery dynam cs in rocky
intertidal systens follow ng pul se di sturbance events.
There's a small faculty photo -- young, dark hair, smling
w der than a headshot requires.

Lena reads his research sunmary. He wants to study
recol oni zati on patterns. She's been watching
recol oni zation for nine years. She should be a perfect
resource for him The thought does not appear to confort
her.

She closes the | aptop. Washes the soup bowl . Goes to bed.
It is 9:15 PM



END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO

EXT. ROCKY SHORE - SITE 7 - DAWN (DAYS LATER)

Another lowtide. Lena is at Site 7, working. The runner
with the golden retriever passes. Sane nod. Sanme wave.

A car pulls into the parking area. Not a |ocal car --
rental plates, clean. MARCO REYES (26) gets out. He's
weari ng brand-new Xtratufs -- the rubber boots every
coastal field biologist wears, but his are obviously
just-bought, no salt stains, no scuffs. He carries a
backpack and a clipboard. He | ooks out at the rocks with
t he expression of someone who has studied a place on
Googl e Maps and is now confronting the actual terrain.

He spots Lena on the rocks. Picks his way down carefully,
sl i ppi ng once on wet seaweed, catching hinself.

MARCO
Dr. Yoon?
Lena | ooks up. She knew he was com ng today. She is
nonet hel ess unpr epar ed.

LENA
You're early. Lowtide isn't for
anot her forty m nutes.

MARCO
Yeah, | know, | just -- | wanted
to get oriented before we
started. |I'm Marco. Reyes. From
Rosen's | ab?

LENA

| know who you are. Watch the

Fucus on that ledge, it's

slippery.
Marco steps around the rockweed. He crouches near her,
| ooking at the tidepool she's working on. His face |lights
up.



MARCO
Oh wow. |Is that Pisaster? Three

of thenf
LENA
Down fromfive. Sane period | ast
year.
MARCO
Still, three is pretty good for

post - SSWD, right? Rosen said nost

sites on the central coast are

still at near-zero recruitnent.
Lena | ooks at him He's not wong. She's slightly annoyed
that he's not wong.

LENA
These sites have been recovering
faster than nost. |'ve been
tracking it.

MARCO
For how | ong?

LENA
Ni ne years.

MARCO
(genui ne awe)
Ni ne years. That's -- | nean,
that data set nmust be incredible.
Lena doesn't respond to the conplinent. She hands hima
spare quadrat frane.

LENA
Lower intertidal, twenty-neter
intervals, start at the orange
bolt. Phot ograph each quadrat.
Count everything you can identify
and mark what you can't. 'l
check your |1Ds after.

MARCO
Got it. Should | --

LENA



Start at the orange bolt.
Marco nods, takes the franme, heads down the rocks. He
slips again. Lena watches. She does not offer advice on
t he footing.

EXT. ROCKY SHORE - LATER

Lena and Marco work in parallel. She's fast and silent.
He's slower and nmutters to hinself as he works, narrating
his own identifications. Cccasionally he calls out a
guesti on.

MARCO
(fromtwenty neters away)
Dr. Yoon? This anenobne --
Ant hopleura? | can't tell if it's
el eganti ssima or sol a.

LENA
(wi t hout | ooki ng up)
How bi g?
MARCO
Li ke... three centineters?
LENA
Col utmm col or ?
MARCO
G eeni sh br own.
LENA

Aggregated or solitary?

MARCO
There's about twelve of them al
clustered together.

LENA
El egantissima. If it's alone and
bi gger, sol a.

MARCO
Ri ght. Yeah. That nmakes sense.
He wites it down. Lena goes back to her count. A beat.
Then:



MARCO
Have you al ways been out here?
Li ke, before the station?
Lena stops counting. The question is personal. Not
i nvasive, just... personal. She has to recalibrate.

LENA
| canme for a two-year postdoc.
That was ni ne years ago.

MARCO
What made you stay?
Long pause. Lena resunes counting.

LENA
The data set.

| NT. COASTAL RESEARCH STATION - LAB - DAY

Lena reviews Marco's field sheets at her desk. She nakes
smal | corrections with a red pen -- a msidentified
linmpet, a density count that's off by one. She's thorough.
She is also, the audience mght notice, giving this nore
attention than it requires. She has nothing else to do
today. This is sonething to do.

Marco is across the |l ab, chatting with Patricia. He's
ani mat ed, aski ng about her seabird work, about Cannon
Beach, about where to eat. Patricia is charnmed -- she
| aughs at sonething he says. Lena can hear the
conversation but doesn't join it.

MARCO
(to Patricia)
What about that Thai place up in
Seasi de? Any good?

PATRI Cl A
Bangkok Bay? It's great. | go
probably once a week.

MARCO
Nice. Dr. Yoon, have you been?
The Thai pl ace?
Lena | ooks up fromhis field sheets. She has to think
about it.



LENA
| don't think so. No.

MARCO
You' ve been here nine years and
you haven't been to the Thai
pl ace?

LENA
| cook at hone nostly.
She goes back to his field sheets. Marco | ooks at
Patricia. Patricia gives a tiny shrug that says: that's
Lena.

EXT. ROCKY SHORE - SITE 4 - MAG C HOUR

Late afternoon nonitoring. Lena is alone again -- Marco's
schedul e doesn't cover the afternoon wi ndow. She wor ks her
way through Site 4, the big conpl ex pool.

LENA (V. Q)

| sol at ed popul ati ons devel op

their own internal dynam cs. They

don't need constant connection to

t he broader systemto sustain

t hensel ves. They cycl e through

recruitnment and nortality on

their own schedul e. They need

enough vol unme to buffer against

evapor ation, enough crevice space

for thermal refuge. If the

architecture of the pool is

right, a popul ation can persi st

indefinitely in isolation.
She finishes her count. Sits on the rocks above Site 4.
Takes out her phone. Opens Yum's text from days ago.
Starts to type a response. Stops. Deletes it. Puts the
phone away.

The sun is getting | ow. Haystack Rock throws a | ong shadow
across the sand. Lena sits there a noment |onger than she
needs to. Then she stands, picks up her gear, and wal ks
back to the parking | ot.

Her Subaru is the only car there again.



END OF ACT TWO

ACT THREE

I NT. LENA'S COTTAGE - N GHT

Lena at the table. Laptop, data. Canned soup. The field
not ebooks on the shelf behind her -- ten spines, ten years
al nost. She enters nunbers with the sane careful rhythm
she's used all day. Qutside, rain starts. She doesn't | ook

up.

She finishes. Coses the laptop. Sits in the quiet kitchen
with the rain outside. Looks at the tide chart on the
wall. Tonmorrow s lowis at 5:23 AM She'll be up at 4:30.

She washes her bow. Goes to the living room-- a couch, a
| anp, a stack of scientific journals on the side table. No
TV. She picks up a journal. Reads. O tries to. Her eyes
go to the wi ndow where the rain is com ng dowmn hard now.

She picks up her phone. Scrolls to Yum's nane. Her thunb
hovers over the call button. The phone's clock reads 9: 38
PM San Jose is the sane tinme zone. Yum is probably
putting the kids down.

Lena sets the phone on the side table. She goes back to
the journal. After a nonent, she gets up and nakes tea.
This time, she drinks it.

EXT. ROCKY SHORE - SITE 7 - DAWN

Next morning. Overcast, the light flat and gray. Lena at

Site 7 in the pre-dawn. She's alone. The runner with the

retriever hasn't appeared yet. The tide is out. The pools
are exposed.

She crouches over the upper quadrat at Site 7. Begins her
count. Stops. Looks again. Mwves her headl anp cl oser.

In the pool, next to the three remaining ochre stars,
tucked into a crevice: a tiny Pisaster, maybe two
centineters across. A juvenile. New recruitnent. It wasn't
there two days ago.



Lena phot ographs it. Then photographs it again. She
measures it with calipers -- careful, gentle, the way
you' d handl e sonething rare. She wites in her notebook.
Her handwiting, usually rigid, has the faintest trenor --
not enotion, just the cold. Mybe.

LENA (V. Q)
New recruit. Pisaster ochraceus.
Approxi mately twenty mllineters.
Site Seven, upper quadrat,
nort heast crevice. First juvenile

recorded at this site in... three

years.
She sits back on her heels. Looks at the tiny star inits
crevice. It's nothing -- one aninml, one pool, one

norning. It means nothing by itself.
But she wites it down.

The runner appears in the distance with the gol den
retriever. Lena |ooks up. This tine, instead of the nod,
she raises her hand -- a full wave, small but deliberate.
The runner waves back.

Lena turns back to her work. The tide is still out. She
has tine.

LENA (V. Q)

One observation tells you

not hi ng. But you record it

anyway. That's the job. You

record it and you cone back

tomorrow and you see if it's

still there.
W de shot. Lena alone on the rocks, headlanp cutting a
small circle of light in the gray dawn. The ocean behind
her, pulling back, |eaving the pools exposed. She worKks.

END OF EPI SODE



