
Harold Holt Script #1 Draft 2 - Ryan K Lindsay

PAGE 1 - 4 PANELS
PANEL ONE
Establishing shot of Cheviot Beach in Victoria. It’s a nice December day and standing on the edge of the water is 
Harold Holt in his swimming dick stickers. He’s tiny in this pic. The waves are choppy.

Caption: 1967
Caption: Harold Holt
Caption: Australian Prime Minister

PANEL TWO
Holt wades into the water - he’s up past his knees.

Caption: Strong swimmer and skindiver.

PANEL THREE
Holt starts swimming freestyle through the choppy waves.

Caption: Missing at sea and presumed dead while still holding office.

PANEL FOUR
We now look at the bare waters as the sun sets a moody colour palette. There is no Holt to be seen.

Caption: A national tragedy.
Caption: A complete mystery.



PAGE 2 - 5 PANELS
PANEL ONE
A grungy but not derelict surfer kid of about 20 sits on his board with his legs on either side out in the middle of 
water, his fingertips tickle the waves. He’s just chilling out, looking off to the horizon, and enjoying his life.

Caption: Over 80 years since Holt’s disappearance...

PANEL TWO
A school of small dead fish bubble up to the surface around the surfer and he looks down in disgust, pulling his 
hands out of the water.

SFX: poppoppoppoppoppop

PANEL THREE
Close on the surfer’s face, he’s confused and maybe a little annoyed.

Surfer: GAH!

PANEL FOUR
A giant squid is dead and pops the surface a few feet to the side of the surfer. The surfer recoils in horror to the 
side.

SFX: BWOOSCH
Surfer: What the f--

PANEL FIVE
A massive/mammoth bubble rises to the surface - should we show this from the side? That could look cool.

NO COPY



PAGE 3 - 4 PANELS
PANEL ONE
A 30 foot techno-organic submarine rises up. It’s part Cronenberg, part Atlantic treasure. It’s weird and tribal and 
unlike anything we’ve ever known before. The surfer is pushed aside by the water the sub displaces but he stays 
on his board.

SFX: KWOOSH

PANEL TWO
A panel in the sub opens and Harold Holt: Atlantean Pioneer steps out - he’s got the same old man face, but with a 
stone trident in one hand, and a strange seaweed wrap tunic/vest thing on. His hair is slicked back and wet.

Holt: Hello, young man. I have certainly missed this fresh air. I’m going to enjoy conquering it.

PANEL THREE
Holt walks out onto a flat piece of the sub. The surfer sits on his board nearby - he barely knows what to think.

Holt: How would you like to act as a herald for me?

PANEL FOUR
Holt looks up, towards the sun, and he shields his eyes with one hand. Something is up there.

SFX: WHOOOSH



PAGE 4 - 3 PANELS
PANEL ONE
Another Harold Holt is in the sky. He’s flying with a jetpack on his bag like some sort of Russian Rocketeer. He 
wears old school flight goggles, fingerless gloves, and looks poised to swoop.

Jetpack Holt: Прочь, дурак.

PANEL TWO
Atlantis Holt throws his trident up at Jetpack Holt, it misses.

Atlantis Holt: Oh, no, not like this. I’ve waited my turn, you get back in your soupline, pinko scumbag.

PANEL THREE
Jetpack Holt blasts right down towards Atlantis Holt, screaming through the air like a bullet set to tear right through 
him. Atlantis Holt is bracing for impact.

NO COPY



PAGE 5 - 4 PANELS
PANEL ONE
Jetpack Holt has hit Atlantis Holt and is driving him into the water with great force, a splash resounds.

SFX: SPLOOSH

PANEL TWO
The two Holts grapple under the water. It’s a Frazetta clash of the titans.

NO COPY

PANEL THREE
Atlantis Holt is choking out Jetpack Holt in an old school hands to the throat strangle move.

NO COPY

PANEL FOUR
Footsteps walks along the water near the surfer who is trying to peer into the water. This is Alien Holt but we only 
see his bare feet here.

Alien Holt: What fools we be.



PAGE 6 - 4 PANELS
PANEL ONE
We see this mystical Alien Holt standing on the water next to the surfer who looks up at him. Alien Holt is waving a 
hand which is surrounded by an ethereal green and some weird runes and letter type things. He wears a plain 
white dress shirt with the top 1-2 buttons undone, and has rolled up pants - like he’s about to start building a ship 
on some beautiful Mexican beach getaway.

Alien Holt: Let’s end this. All of this.

PANEL TWO
Alien Holt still has his hand up and the two Holts from under the water crest the surface, dripping into the ocean. 
They are frozen and Atlantis Holt is still choking Jetpack Holt.

Alien Holt: Sorry about these two.
Alien Holt: When I disappeared on that day - back when I was just a singular I - something went wrong.

PANEL THREE
Alien Holt squats down on the water next to the surfer.

Alien Holt: We fractured space/time. All those theories, turns out they all happened. All at once.

PANEL FOUR
Alien Holt turns to look at the surfer.

Alien Holt: I didn’t mean to.



PAGE 7 - 4 PANELS
PANEL ONE
Alien Holt holds up a small metal ring that is orange.

Alien Holt: I was holding onto this for LBJ. Found in Russia, stolen by the best sexpionage US money 
could buy, and stored down here where no one would think to look.

PANEL TWO
Alien Holt looks off at the horizon as the other two Holts drip and the surfer continues to listen.

Alien Holt: We didn’t know what it could do and we still don’t know exactly what it’s done.
Alien Holt: I only know it’s ruined everything. Every one of us.

PANEL THREE
Alien Holt puts the ring back inside his shirt, presumably in an inside pocket.

Alien Holt: And right now more of us are coming to converge on this spot because it’s all we know.
Alien Holt: Cheviot Beach is our constant.
Surfer: So, what are we going to do about it?

PANEL FOUR
Surfer looks up as Alien Holt flies away from him and into the sky.

Alien Holt-Caption: “That you would ever ask is beyond what I had hoped for.”



PAGE 8 - 4 PANELS
PANEL ONE
Alien Holt looks down upon the Earth from orbit.

Alien Holt-Caption: But nothing close to being enough. Not for this problem.

PANEL TWO
Alien Holt holds a hand out at the planet and a flurry of letters and colour comes from him.

Alien Holt-Caption: Sometimes you have to do something drastic.

PANEL THREE
Alien Holt flies off toward the sun while Earth is covered in explosions behind him.

Alien Holt-Caption: And be damned if you hurt yourself in the process.

PANEL FOUR
Banner panel down the bottom. Alien Holt is small and still headed for the sun.

Caption: Harold Holt
Caption: Atlantean conqueror
Caption: Russian spy
Caption: Galactic wanderer
Caption: Man -- men
Caption: Deceased -- finally -- RIP


