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EMBRACE THE ENDLESS 
OCEAN

For option and acquisition inquiries, please contact the 
author at kennethdraconian@gmail.com

also titled  SAFE PASSAGE
A Feature Film Treatment

Mythic drama  ·  Approx. 90–110 minutes

LOGLINE
After a fight that goes too far, a devotee of Lilith insults feminists and feminism. She is the 
first feminist, and she wants the apology. She summons Christ, Michael, Ares — and the two 
women of his own blood, his mother Aphrodite and his aunt Hecate — to a floating city 
above the water, and will not grant him safe passage until he yields. He will not. Hecate 
walks through a five-hundred-foot wave. The same wave takes him.

TITLES
EMBRACE THE ENDLESS OCEAN is the first title: Kenneth’s fate as a chosen drowning. SAFE 
PASSAGE is the second title: the one thing Lilith withholds. Use both on the cover.

TONE & WORLD
Austere, theatrical, elemental. Scripture and pagan epic in the same weather: marble, storm, 
incense, salt. Dialogue spare and charged. The camera favors still wides — a small boat 
against a city that should not exist — then faces that will not blink first.

The floating city hangs in a bruised sky over black water. No modern world. Blood matters. 
Two of the summoned are family. That is why their failure lands harder than thunder.

The offense is domestic before it is cosmic: an argument that ran, as arguments do, until 
something was said that cannot be put back. The film does not stage a debate club. It stages a 
woman who will not let a devotee spit on the thing she was first, and a man who will not 
unsay himself.

PRINCIPAL FIGURES
KENNETH — Son of Aphrodite. Nephew of Hecate. Devotee of Lilith. In the fight he went too 
far. He insulted feminists and feminism. He will not apologize, not because he has a speech 
prepared, but because taking the word back feels like kneeling inside his own mouth. Pride 
and principle have become the same muscle.
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LILITH — First woman. Night-thing. Patron. The first feminist, in the oldest sense: the one 
who would not lie down under the first order and call it love. She is not asking because she is 
fragile. The bond requires the word. She knows who his mother is. She called her anyway.

APHRODITE — His mother. She did not come as a specialist in love. She came because Lilith 
summoned the one person who might still reach the boy inside the man. Her argument is not 
theory. It is a mother watching her son choose the water over three words.

HECATE — His aunt. Crossroads. Torches. She does not plead. When she leaves, she does not 
take the stairs. She walks through the wave.

CHRIST — Mercy without softness. Yielding, he says, is not death of the self.

ARCHANGEL MICHAEL — Soldier of heaven. He names the stance: not honor. A man daring 
the dark to blink.

ARES — War-god. He understands a man who will not kneel. He also understands a hill that 
is already lost.

THE OFFENSE
They argued. Like most people, like most nights that go wrong, one thing led to another. It 
went too far. Kenneth insulted feminists and feminism — not as a footnote, as the cut. For 
anyone else it might have been an ugly sentence in an ugly hour. For Lilith it is personal in 
the way origin is personal. She is the first feminist. The devotion he offered her cannot sit 
beside that insult as if both were weather.

She does not want a treatise. She wants I’m sorry. He will not give it. That is the whole 
engine.

TREATMENT

I. THE FALLING OUT

Night water. Black rock. A rite that has always been theirs — oil, a spoken name, a cut across 
the palm. The flame does not take. Lilith is already there.

We come in on the end of the argument, not the beginning. Voices already raised. The kind of 
fight that starts as one subject and becomes every subject. Things are said. Then he says the 
thing about feminists, about feminism, and the air changes. She goes still in the way weather 
goes still before it decides.

LILITH: Say you are sorry.
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He looks at her as if she has asked him to unsay his own name. He tells her it was a fight. 
People say things in a fight. She tells him people are not her devotees, and she is not people. 
She is the first of the thing he spat on. The water is closed until the word comes back.

He pushes the small boat off the rocks anyway. He is not fleeing her world. He is trying to 
pass through it — toward the floating city that has appeared on the horizon like a verdict.

She does not stop the boat with her hands. She stops the sea.

II. THE CITY THAT WILL NOT OPEN

The floating city is a congregation of powers that do not usually share a floor. Lilith has 
called them as instruments. Two of the instruments are his blood.

From the boat he finds his mother first without meaning to. Aphrodite is not dressed for war. 
She does not have to be. Hecate stands apart, already at the city’s lip as if she arrived early to 
measure the drop.

He rows. The water thickens. Every stroke that should bring him closer leaves him in the 
same dark circle. He is not lost. He is refused.

Lilith states the terms to the summoned as much as to him: he is hers. In the fight he insulted 
the first law she ever stood for. An apology restores the order. Without it he does not cross.

They come down one by one — in the boat, on the water, or from the parapet so the voice 
carries.

III. THE ARGUMENTS

APHRODITE comes first. Lilith is not stupid. A mother is not a metaphor. She does not give a 
lecture on feminism. She speaks the way a parent speaks when the child is already in the 
current. She names what he said without decorating it. She names what it cost the woman he 
claimed to serve. “I did not birth you to watch you drown on a sentence you were too proud 
to take back,” she says. “You are not being asked to crawl. You are being asked to keep what 
you built. And to keep me from standing here.”

He says it was an argument. Things went too far. Taking it back now would be a 
performance. He calls her mother once, quietly, as if the title itself were a trap. She almost 
has him. Then he looks past her at Lilith and the word dies in his mouth. Aphrodite leaves 
the boat with the look of someone who has seen this wreck in the family line and hoped this 
son would be the exception.

CHRIST sits in the boat as if it were any other vessel. Mercy as strength: to apologize is not to 
confess she was right in every particular of the fight, only to refuse the pride that will drown 
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a man for a sentence. He has watched the mother fail. He offers a different door. Kenneth 
listens. He still will not say the words. Christ looks at the water as if it were already written.

MICHAEL is colder. A man standing in a storm calling it principle. “Heaven has no patience 
for a soldier who dies to win an argument with his own commanding dark.” Kenneth tells 
him he was never Michael’s soldier. Michael’s hand rests on the hilt and does not draw.

ARES understands him best among the ones who do not share his blood. “I have watched 
men hold a hill that was already lost because the holding was the only honor left. This is not 
that hill.” Kenneth asks what he would do if a goddess demanded a word that unmade him. 
Ares is quiet long enough that we think he might side with the boat. Then: “I would say it and 
hate her and live.” Kenneth does not.

Between visitations: wet wood, blistered hands, the city always the same distance. He almost 
mouths the apology once and bites it off. He does not look up at his mother when he does 
this.

IV. THE AUNT AT THE CROSSROADS

Hecate does not plead. She is his aunt. She has no obligation to be gentle and no talent for it. 
She stands where the city’s edge becomes air.

Two roads, both visible. One is three words. The other is the water. She will not call the wave 
a metaphor. She does not say nephew until the end, and when she does it is inventory.

KENNETH: Then I have already walked.

HECATE: Not yet. But you have pointed your face that way. Your mother still hopes. I do not 
do hope. I do crossroads. You are standing in mine.

Lilith still believes he will break. She has broken others. She has not broken a man in front of 
his mother and his aunt over a sentence he will not pick up off the floor.

V. LAST CHANCE

Wind. The city groans. Far out, the water gathers itself. Not a ripple. A wall beginning.

Lilith at the very edge. No more intermediaries.

LILITH: This is your last chance, Kenneth. Say you are sorry. Or else.

Aphrodite is still there. Close enough to hear him if he says it. He looks at his mother. He 
looks at Lilith. He looks at the oars.

He does not say it.
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Hecate turns. She does not take the inner walkway. She steps off the stone into the rising 
water as if it had been poured for her feet.

VI. HECATE WALKS THE WAVE

The wave is five hundred feet high. It is not a monster with a face. It is a vertical sea. From 
the boat it eats the sky. From the city it is a black glass door standing on its edge.

LILITH: Where are you going?

HECATE (already on the face of it, without stopping): Away. It is clear to see. He has already 
chosen death.

She walks through the wave. Not around it. Through it. The water accepts her the way a 
threshold accepts a woman who owns thresholds. Torches still burning in the wet. She does 
not look back at her sister’s son. That is the cut.

Aphrodite does look back. She stays long enough for the wave to become inevitable, which is 
its own kind of leaving.

Christ lowers his head. Michael and Ares remain like men who have watched a duel end on a 
technicality they cannot respect and cannot stop.

Lilith does not take the apology from his throat. She does not board the boat. She withholds 
the one thing she promised to withhold.

Safe passage.

VII. THE WAVE TAKES HIM

Kenneth puts the oars in one more time, as if effort were still a language the sea might honor. 
The city does not come closer. He does not call for his mother. He does not take back the 
insult. The five-hundred-foot face of the water is the whole frame.

For Hecate the wave was a road. For him it is the endless ocean he would rather embrace 
than speak.

It takes him out of frame the way weather takes a man — without speech.

On the floating city, Lilith does not smile. Hecate is gone through the water. Aphrodite 
remains a moment longer than anyone. The braziers keep burning. The water closes.

Hold the empty circle where the boat was. Then the city, still hanging, as if judgment were a 
place you could live in after the judged are gone.

Black.
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CLOSING NOTE
Do not let the film become a pamphlet. The insult is specific so Lilith’s demand is specific. The 
drama is not “who won the argument.” The drama is a man who will not pick a sentence up 
off the floor, a first woman who will not pretend the sentence was nothing, a mother who 
cannot save him, and an aunt who walks through a five-hundred-foot wave because she has 
already counted the ending.

Suggested running time: tight, 95 minutes. Few locations. The spectacle is scale and stillness 
— especially that last wall of water — not battles.



