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Logline

When a dozen former classmates reunite on a snowbound island outside Stockholm, old

cruelties thaw into fresh danger as power fails, bodies vanish, and the past sharpens into a killer

in their midst. As Malin, Klas, and Karin try to keep everyone alive, suspicion ricochets between

a reformed bully and the victims he made, until a shocking avenger emerges from their shared

history and even survival tastes poisoned. A wintry, character-first ensemble thriller about guilt,

complicity, and the cost of looking away.

Concept

This is an elevated reunion thriller with a Scandi-noir soul. The set-up is elegantly simple:

classmates, one winter island, no phones, a dinner for thirteen. The appeal sits in the collision

between a whodunit engine and a moral reckoning about childhood cruelty, bystander guilt, and

the wounds adults pretend they outgrew. The twist that the “quiet” teacher, Inger, is the avenger,

keyed to the death of her daughter Evelina and years of classroom neglect, lifts it above a

standard body-count mystery and reframes the night as a reckoning rather than puzzle-solving.

Originality comes less from the isolated setting, more from how flashbacks are used as

emotional evidence. The cafeteria humiliation, the rings incident, the sewing needle, Max’s

locker-room degradation — all build a credible thesis: these people made each other, for better

and worse. The island details, ice picks, sauna stove, crossbow, the boat that’s chained just out

of reach, all feel tactile and cinematic.

Market-wise, this aligns with prestige genre: And Then There Were None by way of Nordic

melancholia. It has festival and streamer upside, especially as a limited series. As a feature, it is

a bleak, adult proposition that needs a clear logline and strong directors’ package. The sizzle

should emphasize character faces, the cold, the sound design, and the moral dread. Ways to

sharpen the hook: 1) tease Inger’s presence earlier via motif (pointer stick, a silhouette) so

the reveal feels inevitable, 2) frame the invite mystery in-act-one with a visual breadcrumb, 3)
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lean the marketing into “the bully, the bystander, the believer, the artist… and the teacher who

never forgot.”

Structure

The three-act chassis is solid. Act One reassembles the class with efficient vignettes,

establishes power dynamics on the boat, and lands on the cabin arrival plus first vanishings.

The inciting disruption (Sigrid missing, then dead) turns the social drama into survival. Act Two

escalates through set-piece kills (sauna, kitchen basin, power outage) and suspicion. The

midpoint lands around Sigrid’s death and the group’s first real fracture; the second turn is Eva’s

murder and the discovery of the crossbow/fuse removal, forcing pairs to split and stakes to rise.

Act Three compresses into chaos: Roger’s flight, Tobbe’s breakdown, the shoreline tragedy,

Max and Niklas’ deaths, Malin’s fall, and finally Inger’s reveal and demise, followed by the

poisoned-denouement with Klas and Karin.

The rhythm is largely confident. The flashbacks interleave with present tension to contextualize

behavior; they rarely stall momentum. Where it loosens is the mid-late Act Two search patterns.

We split, re-split, and recount logistics several times, which blurs geography and repeats

information (phones, fuses, reception, “stick together”). The body relocations (Camilla moving

from sink to boat; Eva’s body shift) are spooky but risk feeling contrived without a stronger

sense of cabin layout and sightlines.

The reveal strategy works because it is thematic, not just mechanical. Still, planting Inger one or

two beats earlier as a creeping presence would lessen the abruptness. The poisoned final grace

note is great, but a tiny earlier culinary cue (someone prepping plates; who served the salmon)

would make it land as inevitable rather than coincidental.

Character
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This is where the piece sings. It is an ensemble, but several come through with dimensional

clarity. Malin’s quiet steel and the ache of being “seen as a victim, never me” gives us a spine,

even though she isn’t the solver. Jessica’s limping resolve, the rings trauma, and her textured

bond with Mats make her tragedy sting. Roger is not redeemed, but his childhood scenes and

the father arrest contextualize the bully without absolving him. Eva’s confession with Max is

beautifully written: the bystander as a moral protagonist for a few minutes. Max’s faith is never

weaponized; his locker room humiliation reframes him at the end as both victim and moral

center. Klas and Karin are the adults in the room, thoughtful, kind, and the final cruel irony of the

poison lands because we trust them.

Inger, as written, is a compelling avenger once revealed — her last line about Evelina pierces.

The missed opportunity is earlier psychology. We get her eyes and her coldness through

others’ memories, but a sparse breadcrumb trail would turn the reveal from surprise to

devastating recognition.

Character Highlights

Roger’s complexity, holding cruelty and pain in the same frame

Eva and Max’s window scene, which reframes complicity with tenderness

Opportunities for Refinement

Consolidate a clearer POV carrier (Malin or Klas) to anchor audience identification across

the night

Seed Inger’s interior earlier via motif or oblique interactions so the reveal feels earned rather

than appended

Dialogue
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The voices feel lived-in, minimal, and distinctly Scandinavian in rhythm: few wasted words,

pregnant pauses, micro-jabs. The script trusts subtext. “At least some of you got nicknames.

That means you existed” says three chapters about erasure. The early phone banter (“If I start

limping, you’ll have to carry me”) establishes history, not exposition. The cafeteria whisper from

Camilla (“Now shove that down your fat throat”) is chilling because it is intimate, not theatrical.

Max’s “One day I’ll get you. One by one” is a perfectly juvenile, wounded explosion that later

weaponizes itself.

The best runs are quiet confrontations: Malin and Eva at the buffet, Jessica and Fredrik at the

window, Mats and Tobbe on the stern, Max and Eva on faith and forgiveness. They play as

human, not writerly.

Where it tips on-the-nose is in a handful of moral thesis lines and profession blocks. “We were

just children” and “What’s the difference between calm and numb?” are fine once, but stacked

with “We’re all insane,” and repeated “we can’t reach anyone” beats, we hear the writer

managing the room. A couple expository “what do you do now?” exchanges feel informational

rather than character-deepening, though Karin’s physio talk works because of later

plot relevance.

Brief examples that sing: “You only saw a victim — never me.” “Forbidden and sweet.” “Like

we never stopped being twelve.” Those could be trailer lines without feeling purple. If anything,

protect those by trimming the lines that explain what the scene already shows in behavior

or blocking.

Areas to Address

Trim repeated survival logistics (phones/reception/fuse talk) so the moral conversations don’t

get buried under mechanics

Pare back a few on-the-nose thesis statements; let the flashbacks do that heavy lifting

Vary a couple profession-reveal beats so they reveal flaw or irony, not resume bullets
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Pacing

The slow-burn opening breathes well — boat ride to cabin is a good simmer, with flashbacks as

emotional accelerants. Once Sigrid vanishes, the script toggles effectively between dread and

confession. The outage, cellar, and crossbow turn re-energize the middle. Where momentum

softens is the search-loop: we split, check outhouse/sauna/cliffs multiple times, recount our plan,

and re-litigate blame. It creates atmosphere, yes, but at the cost of urgency.

The last twenty pages cascade fast, perhaps too fast for logistics: multiple body moves and

offscreen kills in quick succession. The final dock-poison image is potent but would land harder

if the breadcrumbing was one beat earlier.

A 5–8 page trim focused on redundant search planning, repeated “no signal” beats, and one

fewer present-tense recap would keep the dread taut without losing the elegiac tone.

Tone

Bleak, wintry, humane. The piece consistently rides the line between moral drama and survival

thriller without winking. It feels like Scandinavian prestige rather than slasher, even when the

violence spikes. The flashbacks carry sorrow, not sentimentality; the present is unsentimental,

not nihilistic. The final silence over credits is exactly the right kind of cruel.

Comparative Titles

The Invitation (claustrophobic social dread evolving into lethal reckoning)

And Then There Were None (closed-circle morality tale where guilt, not clues, drives

the engine)

The Hateful Eight (snowbound chamber piece where history curdles into present-

tense violence)
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Conflict

External conflict is crystal: isolation, a killer, weather, and clock. Internal conflict is the engine:

bully/target/bystander dynamics, faith vs. shame, who we were vs. who we tell ourselves we

became. Stakes escalate believably: one body missing becomes a body count; power fails;

tools disappear; the group fractures; weapons surface. The “who invited us?” question hums

below it all.

Where credibility strains is in the body-relocation and silent offscreen movements in a crowded

cabin, and in a couple convenience elements (fuse removed, knives gone, doors ajar) stacking

at once. None are dealbreakers, but a touch more blocking clarity will keep the audience in the

spell. The poisoned coda is deliciously cruel; it just wants an earlier culinary handoff to feel

earned as design rather than fate.

The best conflict beats are interpersonal: Eva’s plea for meaning, Roger’s cornered

bravado, Malin’s cool anger, and Max’s insistence on grace. That’s the show. The murders

are punctuation.

Emotional Investment

I was in. The script earns care through small, observed kindnesses: Fredrik telling Malin she’s

good at drawing; Jessica guiding Mats at the sewing machine; the apple-tree détente; Max’s

gentleness with Eva; Klas and Karin’s quiet competence. Those are the deposits that make the

withdrawals hurt later. Jessica’s scream landing offscreen after we left her stuck is genuinely

sickening in the right way. Max’s kitchen death is brutal not because of gore, but because he

was still trying to fetch water for others.

The reveal of Inger hits because of the final flashback, which reframes decades of coldness

without excusing it. The post-reveal deaths of Klas and Karin on the dock felt like a final gut-

punch — effective, if harsh. The only beat where I felt briefly outside was Malin’s death by slip;
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thematically apt (the victim unseen, again), but visually it risks reading as incidental next to more

designed kills.

Overall, the human ache sustains the genre machinery. That balance is rare and lovely. My kid’s

asleep and I’m tearing up over a cafeteria from 1989. That’s a win.

Writing Craft

Clean, visual pages with purposeful scene work. Action lines are concise and image-forward.

The intercutting is legible, and you keep camera language mostly restrained until you want

emphasis (the final zoom). Dialogue punctuation is tidy; you handle silences and beats with

economy. Flashback labeling is consistent and helps orient.

There are minor technical nits: occasional odd capitalizations (“fInger,” “forefIngers”), sporadic

(cont’d) usage, and the occasional camera directive that you might not need unless you’re

directing (CAMERA PANS). A few ellipses and “pause” parentheticals could be trimmed; the

actors will find those. Geography could use one anchoring paragraph for the cabin layout,

simply to support later body movements and audience trust.

Overall, this reads like a produced Scandinavian thriller script — lean but not skeletal,

with an ear for silence on the page. Keep it brutal, keep it sparse, and cut a handful of

repeated logistics.

Marketplace Potential

In today’s lanes, this is best positioned as a premium limited series (4–6 episodes) or a

European feature for streamers and festivals. The hook is commercial-adjacent — closed-circle

murders — while the execution is prestige: character-led, morally thorny, winter-beautiful.

Netflix, Viaplay, HBO Max Nordics, All3Media-type producers know exactly how to trailer this.

The English-language script with Swedish setting travels.
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As a US theatrical feature it is tougher: bleak ending, adult cast, no quippy relief. As a streaming

feature, doable with a director who leans into mood and a name or two in the ensemble. For the

sizzle/trailer, cut to faces and sounds: ring creak, pointer snap, stove hiss, wind over ice,

someone whispering “Like we never stopped being twelve.” End on the dock tableau and the

classroom freeze-frame. That juxtaposition sells the brand of pain you’re offering.

Packaging note: lean into comps and your moral angle. “An And Then There Were None for the

bullied generation.” That line gets meetings.

Strengths & Weaknesses

Strengths

Sharp thematic spine about bullying, complicity, and memory

Atmospheric winter-island setting that feels tactile and cinematic

Distinct, humane character moments that pay off emotionally

Effective flashback use as emotional evidence, not exposition

A killer reveal that is thematic, not just twisty

Dialogue that trusts subtext and silence

A final image sequence that lingers without music and over-explaining

Vivid set pieces (sauna stove, fuse box cellar, ice crossing)

Weaknesses

Midsection redundancy in search/split mechanics and survival logistics

Antagonist psychology seeded late; earlier breadcrumbing could deepen resonance
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Body relocations and offscreen movements strain plausibility without firmer geography

Ensemble POV diffuses audience anchoring; choose a clearer lens carrier

A few thesis lines and profession info-dumps feel on-the-nose

Final Comments

This is a confident, wintry morality thriller with real empathy under the ice. The set-up is clean,

the character work specific, and the violence earns its place by growing from who these people

were at twelve. The reveal of Inger reframes the night in a way that feels thematically right, and

the silent coda sticks. Priority notes: tighten the midsection search loops, plant a subtle Inger

motif in Act One, clarify cabin geography to support body movement, and give the poison coda

one earlier breadcrumb. As a sizzle, lean into faces, sounds, and the moral question rather than

plot. With a trim and a few seeds, this is very pitchable. Keep going.


