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FADE UP ON:
ICE
Inside the beautiful glass-like mass. Translucent and
cloudy. A crystalline kaleidoscope of light and shade.
Moving through the frozen body...
Deeper inside...
A silhouette materializes...
Something within the ice...
Still moving further...
Getting closer to the blurry, obscured form...
Shape and shadow... Almost unidentifiable with exception of
one distinguishing element...
Something long...

Dark...

Curved...

A CLAW.
EXT. SPORTS FIELD - DAY
A JAVELIN SPEAR SLAMS into plush green grass and buries
itself in the turf.
CHEERING and APPLAUSE comes from the distance, where-A group of HIGH SCHOOL STUDENTS, all decked out in athletic
kit, fist bump and congratulate BRANDON (16), the cocky kid
who just threw the javelin.
Beside them is their coach, JOHN KENDRICK (35), handsome and
athletic. His 5 day stubble and shaggy, unkempt hair stand
in marked contrast to his sporty physique.
Brandon smirks as he struts arrogantly towards a seemingly
unimpressed John.
BRANDON
Gotta give it up, coach.
JOHN
Not bad.

2.
BRANDON
Not bad? I just hit the sixty meter
line!
JOHN
You're still slowing before release.
You'd be hitting the seventy meter
line if you accelerated into the
throw.
Brandon quickly loses his cocky grin.
BRANDON
Man, that's some bull. I'd like to
see you beat it. Actually, I'd like
to see you make half that without
putting your back out.
The students jokingly "Ooh" in unison.
JOHN
Putting my back out? Really?
BRANDON
Yeah, you're always telling us what
to do, but I ain't seen you throw
nothing.
JOHN
Who do you think held the county
record for almost a decade?
BRANDON
County record? If you're all that how
come you never made the Olympic
squad?
Brandon's friends laugh at the stinging barb.
John goes to speak, then pauses. A hint of regret in his
eyes. He quickly brushes it off.
JOHN
I had other interests that took
priority over athletics.
Brandon scoffs dismissively.
BRANDON
Ain't no way you held no record.

3.
JOHN
Tell you what, if I can't beat your
effort everyone can take the rest of
the afternoon off. But if I do, you
and your bros give me twenty laps
around the track. Deal?
BRANDON
Deal.
MOMENTS LATER
John stands on the runway, javelin in hand.
Brandon's bros shouts out--

One of

BRO
Hey coach, you sure at your age you
don't need to warm up or something?
BRANDON
Yeah, you need to think about your
old-ass back.
They laugh and bump fists again.
John blocks them out and stares into the distance, focused,
looking down the field to Brandon's javelin. His eyes
slowly narrow.
He takes off down the runway...
Picks up speed...
Hits a sprint as he nears the throwing arc...
And fluidly launches the javelin with his whole body.
It flies high into the air and soars over the field.
The students all look on anxiously.

John smiles.

The Javelin starts its descent...
And sails over Brandon's marker.
The students GROAN in disappointment as it clears the
seventy meter line and SLAMS into the earth.
EXT. SCHOOL PARKING LOT - DAY
A car trunk SLAMS shut.

4.
John walks round to the driver's door of a beat to shit Ford
Taurus and opens it.
An ENGLISH VOICE behind him says-PROFESSOR CARLISLE (O.S.)
I see you're still throwing those
silly sticks around.
John turns to see PROFESSOR OSBORNE CARLISLE (55), gray hair
matching his gray tweed suit, leather satchel slung over
his shoulder. He exudes an air of kindness, respectability
and intelligence.
John smiles broadly.
JOHN
Oz!
The two men embrace warmly.

A reunion.

PROFESSOR CARLISLE
It's been a long time, my boy.
JOHN
Too long! You look well.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
And you look like you could use a
razor.
John laughs and self consciously rubs his stubble.
JOHN
So, to what do I owe the pleasure?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
It's happening. I got the funding.
JOHN
You got the...
It takes a moment to sink in, but the significance of the
Professor's statement finally hits John.
JOHN (cont'd)
Holy shit, you got the funding!
Congratulations, Oz.
Elated for his friend, John grabs Professor Carlise in an
over exuberant bear hug.

5.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Steady on, steady on! You'll make a
mess of my suit.
John releases his embrace.
JOHN
Sorry, I just know how much this
means to you. It's been what, ten
years?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
It has. A decade of planning and hard
work.
JOHN
Now you finally get to go out there.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
And I want you to come with me.
John is visibly taken aback.
JOHN
Me? But I left you high and dry.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
The past is the past, John. You were
there when this journey started. It
only seems right that you be there
when it ends.
JOHN
I haven't so much as even looked into
a microscope for the last five years.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Are you telling me that you've
forgotten everything I taught you?
JOHN
No, it's just-PROFESSOR CARLISLE
You're happier coaching spoiled
teenagers than you were on my team?
That comment hits a nerve with John.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
Chances like this don't come along
often. You have to seize them when
they do.

6.
John doesn't look convinced. Professor Carlisle takes out a
pipe, clamps it between his teeth and lights it.
JOHN
But it's in the Antarctic. You know I
never fly.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Why do i get the feeling this is more
about avoiding Angela than it is
about getting on a plane?
JOHN
I doubt she'd be as happy to see me
as you are.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
There's still a glimmer in her eyes
when I mention your name.
Professor Carlisle puffs on the pipe and smiles wryly.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
And you two always made a great team.
The best I've ever worked with by a
long shot. It'd be good to have you
together again.
John takes in his surroundings. Glances to his rust bucket
of a car, then back to the Professor.
JOHN
When do you start?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Monday week, although I wouldn't
expect you to just drop everything.
You could get your affairs in order
and fly out with the first supplies
delivery. What do you say?
John considers things for a moment, then-JOHN
I'm in.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Fantastic! You won't regret it.
They shake hands.
JOHN
I hope not.

7.
Professor Carlisle takes a THICK FOLDER out of his satchel
and hands it to John.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Everything you need to know is in
here.
John looks down at the-FOLDER
It is headed: "THE LAKE ELLSWORTH PROJECT SUPPORTED BY
HAYWARD INDUSTRIAL".
Below the heading is a watercolor illustration of an ARCTIC
MOUNTAIN RANGE.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (O.S.)
We're going to make history, John.
A DISSOLVE transforms the illustration into-EXT. ANTARCTICA - DAY
--A REAL MOUNTAIN RANGE. Frozen peaks rising from out of
the desolate, endless ice sheet.
A red TWIN OTTER AIRCRAFT soars high through the cloudless
sky and over the mountains.
INT. TWIN OTTER - TRAVELING - DAY
A clean shaven and smartened up John sits in the back among
the many boxes of supplies.
He is hunched over, facing the floor, eyes firmly closed and
hands clamped to his knees. He looks terrified.
The pilot, MORGAN (40), glances back from the cockpit and
shakes his head at the sorry sight.
MORGAN
You're welcome to join me up front if
it's too cramped back there.
John responds without lifting his head.
JOHN
I'm fine.

8.
MORGAN
You sure don't look fine to me.
JOHN
You're very perceptive.
John tries to relax a little.
breaths. Opens his eyes.

Takes a couple of deep

MORGAN
If you're afraid of flying, why the
hell did you want to come out here?
JOHN
I'm not afraid of flying. I just
don't like heights.
MORGAN
Same thing, I guess. Either way, you
must really love your work to put
yourself through this.
JOHN
Something like that.
Morgan chews over John's response for a moment.
MORGAN
Well if it ain't the work that
brought you out here it must be one
of the workers.
JOHN
Like I said, you're very perceptive.
Morgan grins to himself.
MORGAN
Hey, tell me to mind my own business
if you like. I just thought a little
conversation might help you relax.
JOHN
I appreciate it.
MORGAN
So, you out here to win her over, or
to win her back?
John finally looks up and smiles - he likes Morgan, even if
he is direct.

9.
JOHN
I'm just hoping she still wants to
speak to me. Although I'm preparing
myself for the worst.
MORGAN
Well, you'd better prepare yourself
for landing too. We're almost there.
Morgan tips the nose of the plane down. John instantly recloses his eyes and resumes his hunched position.
EXT. TWIN OTTER - SAME
The plane starts its descent towards a MAKESHIFT CAMP on the
glacial plateau beneath it.
SUPER: LAKE ELLSWORTH, WEST ANTARCTICA
INT. WORK TENT - DAY
An improvised laboratory on the ice.
Standing at one of the benches and writing in a journal is
ANGELA MAYLISS (35), bright, attractive, intelligent.
She stops writing and glances up at the SOUND of the
incoming airplane.
She crosses to a window in the tent.
ANGELA'S P.O.V.
The Twin Otter touches down, whipping up a vortex of snow,
and idles to a stop.
BACK TO ANGELA
As she watches on, nervously rubbing a pendant that she
wears on a chain around her neck.
EXT. TWIN OTTER - DAY
John throws open the hatch and leaps out onto the ice to be
met by a jubilant Professor Carlisle.

10.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
You made it! How was the flight?
JOHN
I've never been so happy to have my
feet on the ground.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
I'll bet. Come.
EXT. CAMP - MOMENTS LATER
Professor Carlise leads the way on a tour through the camp.
John briskly rubs his hands together.
JOHN
Why the hell did I pack my gloves
instead carrying them?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Stop complaining, it's only minus
eighteen today. That's positively
mild.
JOHN
To a penguin.
The Professor points to a row of 5 EXPEDITION TENTS.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Those are our sleeping tents. You
have the pleasure of bunking with me.
JOHN
I feel privileged.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
As you should.
Beside the expedition tents are 2 LARGE WEATHERHAVEN TENTS.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
That's our work and social tents.
We'll go there shortly, but I want to
show you the drilling operation
first.
They pass a series of BUZZING GENERATORS and stop beside
THREE LARGE CONTAINERS.

11.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
These are the equipment containers
that house the boiler, hose and
winches. The snow is melted, heated
up & sterilized in the boiler, and
then fed through the hose and over
there.
A thick YELLOW HOSE has been un-spooled from an industrial
hose wheel, housed in one of the containers. It runs across
the ice surface and over to-THE DRILL SITE
Professor Carlisle and John make their way towards TWO MEN
near the drill system -- 'BIG' JOE PARNELL (45), a shavenheaded, bull-necked bear of a man, and his right hand,
SAWYER WEBB (40).
Big Joe extends one of his huge mitts and John shakes it.
BIG JOE
You must be John. People call me Big
Joe.
JOHN
I can see why.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Joe is in charge of the drilling
procedure. And this is Sawyer.
Sawyer and John shake hands.
SAWYER
I do all the work and he (Big Joe)
takes all the credit.
The yellow hose runs past them, over a STEEL MAST STRUCTURE
and down through a WELLHEAD in the ice. It is currently
being manned by TAIT WEBB (25).
SAWYER (cont'd)
And that over there is my dumb
brother Tait.
Tait looks up from the drill and sees them looking at him.
He smiles and starts approaching.
TAIT
I take it you're the new fella?

12.
SAWYER
Damn it Tait, never leave the drill
while it's in operation.
TAIT
It ain't going nowhere.
BIG JOE
Tait!
TAIT
Alright, alright, I'm on it.
He reluctantly goes back to work.
and turns to Sawyer.

Big Joe shakes his head

BIG JOE
Why couldn't you have had smarter
kin?
EXT. COMMUNICATIONS TENT - SAME
Another WEATHERHAVEN, smaller than the other two is pitched
beside a plow-mounted SNOWCAT. A MAN exits the tent -CARTER HAYWARD (36), sporting floppy blonde hair and
piercing blue eyes. He looks every inch the trust fund
supported asshole that he is.
He takes a sip from a Thermos cup and reacts to the
unpleasant taste.
He notices the men over at the drill site and glares.
looks less than pleased to see the new arrival.

He

Carter aggressively empties his Thermos out onto the ice.
INT. WORK TENT - DAY
Coffee is poured into a cup.
DOCTOR ED BROWN (50) picks up the hot drink and passes it
to John.
DR. BROWN
Here, this doesn't taste too great,
but it will warm you up.
JOHN
Thanks.

13.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Doctor Brown is the genius who
designed the sampling probes we'll be
using to remove water and mud from
the lake.
DR. BROWN
I wouldn't call myself a genius.
A SCOTTISH VOICE interrupts-DR. MARSHALL (O.S.)
No, nor would I.
Working at a nearby desk is DOCTOR NEIL MARSHALL (48),
bespectacled and bearded.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
And this is Doctor Marshall. He's our
resident expert on the lake.
DR. MARSHALL
I'm also the token Scotsman. Which
means I've got the good whiskey.
JOHN
I'll remember that.
Doctor Marshall gives John a wink.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Has anyone seen Angela?
DR. MARSHALL
She was here a few minutes ago, but
she seems to have disappeared.
John doesn't look surprised to hear that.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Ed, can you bring up the video?
DR. BROWN
Sure.
After a few clicks on a laptop, Doctor Brown opens up a
video file.
ON THE SCREEN
An ANIMATED VIDEO showing the ice sheet, the camp on top of
it, and the buried lake below.

14.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (O.S.)
We're blasting water through the ice
at two thousand PSI and two hundred
degrees Fahrenheit.
A RED LINE grows down from the camp and halts a quarter of
the way down the ice. A WATER POOL grows where it stopped.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (O.S.) (cont'd)
First, we're drilling down three
hundred meters to create a hot water
cavity that we'll use to re-circulate
the drilling water.
As the first red line TURNS BLUE, a SECOND RED LINE grows
down parallel to it. It passes through the water pool and
continues all the way down into the lake.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (O.S.) (cont'd)
Then tomorrow we'll start the process
of drilling the three kilometers down
to the lake. The deepest borehole
made by man.
The second red line TURNS YELLOW, as the first line and the
water pool FADE OUT.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (O.S.) (cont'd)
Once the main borehole is completed
we can send down the probes and start
collecting samples.
A BLACK OBJECT travels all the way down the yellow line,
through the ice and to the base of the lake, before
returning back up to the camp.
BACK TO SCENE
Doctor Brown pauses the video.
DR. BROWN
We'll only have twenty four hours to
collect all the samples we need
before the borehole has re-frozen.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
That's when you, Angela and myself
can start our work. This could change
everything.
His eyes light up, a look of wonder in them.

15.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
It's been undisturbed for tens of
thousands, if not millions of years.
All questions on the evolution of
life on this planet could be answered
by what we discover. And if we find
actual life forms in the sediments it
could give us clues about the
existence of life in extraterrestrial
environments.
JOHN
And even if we don't it'll show the
limits at which life ceases to exist
here on Earth.
Professor Carlisle clasps his hands together, overflowing
with excitement.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Precisely! Oh, it's so good to have
you back, John.
John smiles.
JOHN
The feeling's mutual.
He goes to take another sip from his coffee, then stops.
JOHN (cont'd)
You know, I hate to lower the tone,
but I've been traveling for over half
a day and well, this coffee has gone
straight through me.
The Professor laughs.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
The toilet tent is just outside.
EXT. WORK TENT - DAY
John exits the work tent, glances at the bright orange
TOILET TENT, and walks straight past it, towards-INT. SOCIAL TENT - CONTINUOUS
A communal area filled with a series of TABLES and BENCHES,
and a temporary KITCHEN FACILITY at the far end.

16.
Angela sits at one of the tables with a hot drink. She
takes a sip, then turns to see John in the doorway.
JOHN
Hi.
ANGELA
Hi.
The moment is awkward, at best.
An uncomfortable silence follows, before John plucks up the
courage to approach her.
As he does, Angela gets to her feet, almost defensively.
JOHN
You look good.
ANGELA
Thanks.
JOHN
So, are you-ANGELA
I should get back to work.
JOHN
Right.
John looks a little crestfallen.
was hoping for.

This is not the reunion he

Angela turns to leave, but her path is blocked by-BOONE LEOPOLD (50), weathered skin and the cold eyes of a
predator. Remington 700 rifle slung over his shoulder.
She jumps a little.
ANGELA
Boone! You almost gave me a heart
attack.
He doesn't respond, just looks straight past her, eyeing the
stranger in camp.
ANGELA (cont'd)
This is John, he's part of the
research team. John, Boone. He makes
sure the wildlife doesn't interfere
with the expedition.

17.
Boone looks John up and down.
BOONE
Where's your knife?
JOHN
What?
BOONE
Your knife.
JOHN
Oh, it's in my kit bag.
BOONE
And what good is it doing there? I'm
sick of telling you people to wear
your knives at all times. What would
you do if you left this tent, turned
the corner and you were face to face
with a wolf or a white bear?
John attempts to lighten the sudden mood change.
JOHN
I don't know. Play dead?
Angela stifles a laugh.
Boone doesn't find it funny.
of intensity.

He gets up close to John, full

BOONE
This isn't a joke. Death is not a
joke. I've seen a white bear crush a
man's skull in its jaws like it was
eating a gumball. Around camp, you
wear your knife on your belt. Got it?
JOHN
Okay, okay. I'll make sure to go get
it right away.
Boone barges past him, bumping shoulders as he does, and
heads to the kitchen at the back of the tent.
John gives Angela a look of "What the hell was that all
about?". She shakes her head, amused.
ANGELA
Sorry, he's a little intense.

18.
JOHN
A little? I thought one of those
veins in his forehead was gonna pop.
Angela laughs.
JOHN (cont'd)
I've missed that laugh.
She smiles, starting to soften towards him a little.
Carter Hayward walks into the tent and Angela shifts
uncomfortably, like she's just been caught doing something
she shouldn't.
ANGELA
Carter, hi. I'm sure you remember
John.
John looks like he's seen a ghost.
Carter scowls at him, then puts his arm around Angela.
CARTER
You should get back to work, babe.
The Professor's looking for you.
ANGELA
Okay.
She starts to leave, but Carter pulls her in and kisses her
passionately -- a message to John.
The kiss ends and Angela blushes, a little embarrassed.
smiles awkwardly.
ANGELA (cont'd)
See you later.
JOHN
Later.
Angela exits, leaving the two men in a tense face off.
CARTER
What's wrong, Kendrick? You don't
seem pleased to see me.
JOHN
I could say the same.

She

19.
CARTER
Let's get one thing clear from the
start, I'm in charge out here. This
is my show.
JOHN
Funny, I don't remember you ever
showing much interest in this field.
CARTER
I'm doing this for her.
John laughs sarcastically.
JOHN
Still trying to buy her affections?
Carter takes an aggressive step towards John.
CARTER
She doesn't want anything to do with
you, you got that? She didn't even
want you out here on the team, but
the old man insisted.
JOHN
And here's me thinking you were in
charge.
CARTER
One step out of line and you'll be
out of here, asshole. Make no bones
about it. I'll be watching and
waiting, and sooner or later you'll
screw things up again like you always
do. You just think about that.
JOHN
I'll try not to let it keep me up at
night.
CARTER
Well don't lose any sleep thinking
about what me and Angie are doing in
our tent either.
John snaps, eyes full of anger.
JOHN
You piece of shit.

He clenches his fists.

20.
CARTER
Go on, take a swing, see how far it
gets you this time.
John composes himself.

Doesn't fall for the goading.

JOHN
You're not worth the bruised
knuckles.
CARTER
It's only a matter of time.
Carter gives John a shit-eating grin before turning and
disappearing out onto the ice.
John exhales deeply.

Frustrated.

He is startled by a CRUNCH from behind him.
He turns to see Boone sat on one of the benches, eating an
apple. He just watched the whole scene play out.
BOONE
Don't forget your knife.
John turns to leave.

Boone smiles and takes another bite.

INT. JOHN AND THE PROFESSOR'S TENT - NIGHT
John's bags are dropped onto his cot.
Professor Carlisle zips the tent closed as John stands
waiting for him.
JOHN
Why didn't you tell me about him?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Who?
JOHN
Him.
The Professor sighs.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Would you have agreed to come out
here if I'd told you Carter was part
of the team too?

21.
JOHN
You know damn well I wouldn't.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
So, you have your answer.
JOHN
I don't like being misled.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
I don't remember you as the kind to
back down from a challenge.
JOHN
That asshole almost got me kicked out
of college.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
And it was I who put my neck on the
line to make sure you got a second
chance.
John starts unpacking his kit.
JOHN
So, what, he's in charge out here?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
In a way. He's supposed to be
ensuring his father's funding isn't
going to waste.
JOHN
Great. Not only are they back
together, he's also the reason all
this is taking place? How am I
supposed to compete with that?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
She's picked you over him once
before, John. What makes you think
she won't do it again?
John looks unconvinced.
JOHN
Time can change a lot of things.
Professor Carlisle gives him a reassuring pat on the back.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Get some rest. It's been a long day.

22.
EXT. CAMP - DAY
Mounds of snow are pushed along by a plow.
Big Joe drives the SNOWCAT through camp, clearing the small
drifts of snow that accumulated overnight.
Professor Carlisle passes him and waves a 'good morning'.
DR. BROWN (O.S.)
Professor Carlisle!
He looks across to the communications tent where Doctor
Brown is signaling for the Professor to join him.
INT. COMMUNICATIONS TENT - DAY
A series of MONITORS, COMPUTER EQUIPMENT and a RADIO
CONSOLE. Doctor Brown leads Professor Carlisle over to one
of the screens.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
How bad is it?
DR. BROWN
Pretty bad. Two sizeable storm fronts
converging.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Bad enough to disrupt the drilling?
DR. BROWN
Without question.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
How long do we have?
DR. BROWN (O.S.)
Twenty four hours at best before it
hits. It should be cleared in time
for the supplies delivery in three
days, but after today we won't be
able to drill again until then.
ON THE SCREEN
A computerized WEATHER MAP shows the oncoming storm fronts.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (O.S.)
I guess we'd better warn everyone to
buckle up.

23.
INT. WORK TENT - DAY
CLOSE ON a laptop screen displaying the animated drilling
video that was shown to John earlier.
ANGELA (O.S.)
The moment the samples are out of the
lake, we'll start our work. Speaking
of which, I want to run you through
the schedule.
ANGELA
Closes the laptop screen.
JOHN
Wouldn't we be better doing the work
back home when we've retrieved all of
the samples?
ANGELA
Ideally, yes. And we will be taking a
large number of samples back for
further testing.
JOHN
Then why not just wait, instead of
having to make do out here?
ANGELA
Because we're likely to get the
truest results when the sediments are
fresh out of the lake. Now, about the
schedule.
JOHN
Surely you have ten times the
equipment back in the university lab
than you do here though?
Angela sighs, beginning to tire of the questioning.
ANGELA
We do, but what we have here is more
than adequate for the initial tests.
John senses Angela's annoyance and chuckles to himself.
JOHN
Still can't be wrong, can you?

24.
ANGELA
What's that supposed to mean?
JOHN
I just think-ANGELA
Your way isn't always the right way,
John. No matter what you tell
yourself.
John bristles at Angela's tone. The encounter is starting
to escalate beyond the initial disagreement.
JOHN
That's not what I'm trying to say.
ANGELA
What are you trying to say?
He holds his hands up in an attempt to diffuse the situation
he's created.
JOHN
Let's just leave it.
Angela's eyes burn into him.
this go.

Clearly not willing to let

ANGELA
No, go ahead. Say what you came all
the way out here to say.
JOHN
And what did I come out here to say?
ANGELA
That you blame me.
JOHN
I don't blame you. I never did. Not
for one second.
ANGELA
Well it didn't feel that way.
John pauses, unexpectedly flustered. Years of repressed
emotions suddenly coming to the surface.
JOHN
I was hurting after what happened.
For a long time.

25.
ANGELA
I was hurting too.
JOHN
You just buried yourself in your
work.
ANGELA
And that was my way of coping.
JOHN
Well it felt like I was the only one
grieving.
Angela's eyes glisten with tears.
ANGELA
A part of me died, John. You think it
didn't affect me too? Seriously?
JOHN
You certainly didn't let it affect
your career.
John instantly regrets the comment, but can't take it back.
Angela is aghast.
ANGELA
Fuck you, John.
Incensed, John grabs his coat and heads for the door.
ANGELA (cont'd)
That's right, walk away. It's what
you're best at.
EXT. WORK TENT - CONTINUOUS
John storms out of the tent, angrily throwing on his coat.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (O.S.)
John!
He stops in his tracks and sees the Professor beckoning him
over to the drill site.
He tries to compose himself.

Gets his emotions in check.

26.
EXT. COMMUNICATIONS TENT - SAME
Carter curiously watches John walking away from the work
tent. His eyes narrow.
INT. WORK TENT - DAY
Angela sits at the bench, wiping tears from her cheeks.
Carter enters and she turns her reddened eyes to face him.
CARTER
That son of a bitch!
EXT. DRILL SITE - DAY
John stands close to the drill with Professor Carlisle as
Tait goes about his work.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
It's going to set us back a few days,
but the most important thing is
protecting the equipment.
JOHN
There's another problem as well.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
What's that?
John looks wracked with guilt and regret.
JOHN
I may have-Carter suddenly tackles John from behind, taking him down to
the ice.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
What the hell is going on?
John kicks Carter off of him, sending him sprawling to the
ground beside Tait.
TAIT
Woah.
Carter gets back to his feet and John immediately charges
him, driving him past Tait and against the drill mast.
It GROANS as the men collide with it.

27.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Stop this immediately!
Tate wrestles with the disturbed drill hose and manages to
keep it under control.
Carter and John roll in the snow, jostling for top position.
John eventually gets the upper hand, mounts Carter and socks
him in the face.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
I said stop this!
John hits Carter again, readies himself to land another
blow, when -- BLAM -- a bullet hits the ice beside them.
Both men instantly freeze and turn to see Boone with his
rifle trained on them.
BOONE
Get the hell off of him.
John immediately complies and both men get to their feet.
The gunshot has brought every crew member out into camp.
John looks across to the work tent where Angela watches on,
still visibly upset.
He switches his gaze over to Professor Carlisle who glares
back angrily.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Follow me. Now!
INT. SOCIAL TENT - DAY
John sits at a table as Professor Carlisle paces furiously.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
What the hell were you thinking? You
may have jeopardized everything with
your stupidity.
JOHN
I'm sorry, Oz. Really, I am. I messed
up.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
What if you've damaged the drill
irreparably?
(MORE)

28.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
All my years of hard work and
sacrifice will have been for naught.
JOHN
I made a mistake.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
No, John. I made the mistake.
John looks dejected.

He's let his friend down.

Big Joe enters the tent and the Professor turns to him,
braced for bad news.
BIG JOE
The drill's fine.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Oh, thank heavens.
John is visibly lifted by the positive report.
BIG JOE
But that's where the good news ends.
The drill might not have been damaged
but the hose was misaligned.
JOHN
What does that mean?
BIG JOE
It means we have to abandon the drill
site.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Abandon it? Is there no other way?
Big Joe shakes his head.
BIG JOE
Instead of going straight down, the
hose was blasting at a crooked angle
and the water has seeped out
sideways, possibly around fifty yards
into the ice. That whole area could
be unsafe.
John drops his head into his hands.
The Professor is clearly exasperated, but fights to keep a
cool head.
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PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Okay, so when the storm has passed we
start afresh with a new drill site.
It will only set us back a week.
BIG JOE
The only problem with that plan is we
don't have enough fuel left to start
again from scratch.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Damn it!
Professor Carlisle angrily SLAMS his fist down against one
of the tables.
INT. SOCIAL TENT - NIGHT
A fork STABS into a piece of indistinguishable meat.
John raises the fork to his mouth and takes a bite.
alone at one of the tables. An outcast.

He sits

The rest of the crew, minus Professor Carlisle and Carter,
are squashed onto the other tables.
Clearly preferring discomfort than sitting with John, they
eat and chat amongst themselves as if he weren't even there.
Professor Carlisle and Carter, now sporting a bruised cheek,
enter the tent.
The Professor puffs on his pipe, looking a lot happier than
he was earlier in the day.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Can I have everybody's attention?
They all stop eating and look up.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
As you know, we have to abandon the
current drill site, and we don't have
enough fuel in reserve to start over.
We've been having a discussion, and
have reached a solution that will
allow us to continue. Instead of the
final supplies delivery, we're going
to arrange a fuel drop and then take
the supplies separately a few days
later.
(MORE)
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PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
Carter has approved the additional
funding needed to make this happen so
that we can finish what we've
started.
The crew breaks out into a spontaneous round of applause.
TAIT
Alright, Carter!
Carter grins, lapping up the adulation.
hug and kisses his cheek.

Angela gives him a

PROFESSOR CARLISLE
The only remaining problem we have is
making sure the fuel arrives on the
next delivery. It seems the impending
storm is playing havoc with our
communications and we haven't been
able to notify them yet. To make sure
they have time to source the fuel, a
volunteer is going to have to spend
the night attempting to make contact,
which will mean moving their cot into
the radio tent and probably not
getting a great deal of sleep.
The crew all glance at each other, reluctant.
immediately comes forward.

Nobody

JOHN
I'll do it.
They all turn to John.
are dirty looks.

Instead of gratitude, all he gets

DR. BROWN
No, I'll do it.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Are you sure, Ed?
DR. BROWN
Yes. Besides, I don't get much sleep
with Neil's snoring anyway.
Doctor Marshall feigns being wounded.
DR. MARSHALL
How very dare you?
The crew cracks up.
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John looks deflated. His chance at making amends taken away
from him. He goes back to his lonely meal.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Well then, it's settled. Everyone
enjoy your meals. I want you all to
take plenty of supplies back to your
tents with you tonight just in case
the worst happens, and have your ECW
clothing ready. Though hopefully this
storm won't be as bad as we fear.
EXT. CAMP - NIGHT
The snowstorm wages war on the camp.
An icy wind HOWLS around the tents, all barely visible
through the INTENSE BLIZZARD.
INT. JOHN AND THE PROFESSOR'S TENT - NIGHT
The two men lie awake on their cots in silence as the storm
rages outside.
John looks upset and frustrated, the day's events still
playing over in his head.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
I've been thinking things over, John.
JOHN
And?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
When the fuel is delivered, it may be
for the best if you are on the return
flight back.
John doesn't respond. The disappointment in his eyes is
evident, but he knows the Professor is right.
Suddenly, the tent starts SHAKING FURIOUSLY, like they're
caught in an earthquake.
EXT. DRILL SITE - SAME
The ice SHAKES and RUMBLES.
The ground starts to splinter. TINY CRACKS appear in the
ice, then spiderweb out along the surface.
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The splinters become fractures, growing bigger.
INT. JOHN AND THE PROFESSOR'S TENT - SAME
John grips onto the sides of his cot to stop himself from
falling out.
Professor Carlisle isn't as lucky.
from his bed.

He is violently thrown

PROFESSOR CARLISLE
What... What's happening?
He tries to get to his feet but instantly tumbles back to
the ground.
JOHN
Stay down.
After a few moments the shaking gradually stops.
John helps the Professor back to his feet.
wind outside jolts them.

A huge HOWL of

For a moment it sounds less like the wind and more like the
roar of an animal.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Listen to that wind.
INT. BOONE'S TENT - SAME
Boone sits upright on his cot, listening intently.
Another strange sound of HOWLING WIND outside is followed by
a LOUD CRASH of crunching metal.
INT. JOHN AND THE PROFESSOR'S TENT - SAME
Both men look at each other in bewilderment.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
What the devil was that?
John moves to a window in the tent and rolls up the flap.
JOHN'S P.O.V.
Zero visibility outside the tent.

Complete whiteout.
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JOHN (O.S.)
I can't see a thing.
The solid wall of white slowly starts to disappear as the
snowfall eases. Darkness fades to light as night becomes
day. It is-INT. JOHN AND THE PROFESSOR'S TENT - DAY
--the following morning.
John and the Professor get dressed in their ECW (Extreme
Cold Weather) gear.
Their tent door is suddenly and very quickly unzipped from
the outside...
A LARGE FIGURE looms through the opening...
It's Big Joe.

He looks somewhat dazed.
BIG JOE
You need to see this.

EXT. CAMP - DAY
John, Professor Carlisle and Big Joe lean into the FREEZING
WIND as they cross the camp. A LIGHT SNOW blows hard
against them.
They join Carter, Angela, Sawyer and Tait at what was
formerly the drill site-And is now a HUGE HOLE in the ice.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
My word.
They look down into the CHASM -- twenty feet across and over
a hundred feet deep.
BIG JOE
This was what woke everyone last
night. Like we feared, the water leak
had weakened the ice and caused a
collapse.
John steps back from the others, looking guilty as hell.
He glances to the side and his eyes meet Carter's, who
glares back accusingly.
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BIG JOE (cont'd)
This isn't the worst of it though.
The storm took its toll too.
Joe directs their attention towards-THE COMMUNICATIONS TENT
Or what is left of it. The Snowcat lies toppled on its
side, crushing the tent and everything inside it.
Boone and Doctor Marshall inspect the damage.
DR. MARSHALL
It doesn't make sense. How could the
wind do this yet our tents are still
standing?
The wrecked tent flaps wildly in the wind underneath the
huge vehicle.
John and Professor Carlisle arrive at the scene of carnage.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Oh dear lord, is Ed under there?
Doctor Marshall shakes his head.
DR. MARSHALL
There's no sign of him.
BOONE
He must've gotten out in time, but
got turned around in the whiteout.
Any tracks he left behind have been
buried by the snow.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
The hole! Has he fallen into the
hole?
BOONE
Doesn't look like it.
DR. MARSHALL
Which means he's out here somewhere.
We should organize a search party.
BOONE
Negative. It's too dangerous.
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DR. MARSHALL
But-BOONE
This storm hasn't passed yet. It
could change and become another
whiteout in a heartbeat. I don't want
anybody leaving camp for now.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
(reluctant)
He's right.
BOONE
I'll patrol the perimeter, see if I
can see anything. But everyone else
stays here.
He shoulders his rifle and walks away.
John looks around the wreckage.
of the equipment.

Pokes through what's left

JOHN
Looks like the radio's destroyed.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
That's the least of our worries right
now.
Then he sees something else -- A SMEAR OF RED ICE on part of
the Snowcat. Frozen blood.
EXT. EDGE OF CAMP - DAY
Boone stands past the rear of the tents, looking out across
the expansive ice surface.
Around a kilometer in the distance is a large group of
SERACS and ICE RIDGES that lead to a MOUNTAINOUS AREA.
Boone hears a CRUNCH of snow behind him and spins with his
rifle raised...
It's John.
JOHN
Woah, woah!
John raises his hands defensively.
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BOONE
I told everyone to stay in camp.
He lowers the rifle and John approaches.
Boone and over towards the ice ridges.

He looks past

JOHN
You think he might have made it over
there?
BOONE
Maybe.
The WIND whips violently against them as they both look out
across the ice.
JOHN
You saw it didn't you?
BOONE
What?
JOHN
The blood.
Boone nods.
JOHN (cont'd)
Think he's alive?
BOONE
Doubtful.
The snowfall rapidly worsens, getting heavier in seconds.
JOHN
We should get back before visibility
deteriorates.
BOONE
Right behind you.
John turns and heads back, but Boone doesn't follow. He
keeps staring out ten yards in front of him. He's seen
something John didn't-The faint impression of A HUGE PAW PRINT in the snow.
feet wide. Over twice the size of a polar bear's.
There is another huge imprint close to it...
Then another...

Two
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And another...
A LINE OF TRACKS leading out across the ice.
INT. SOCIAL TENT - NIGHT
Chow time. Once again, John is the outcast of the group and
sits alone.
The mood is sombre and the crew all eat in silence.
Doctor Marshall glumly pushes the food around his plate.
DR. MARSHALL
We can search again. When the
weather's cleared. You know, organize
a proper search. See if-BOONE
He's dead.
Everyone looks to Boone.

He just continues with his meal.

DR. MARSHALL
You can't say that for sure. We don't
even know where he is. He might-BOONE
He's been out there almost twenty
four hours without any equipment.
Even if the conditions were better
he'd have little chance of survival.
As it is, he's got zero.
The team all look away, reflective.
their eyes. They know he's right.

Some have tears in

Professor Carlise stands from his table and raises a glass.
One by one, the rest of the crew, Boone included, all follow
suit and join the toast.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
To Ed. One of the most brilliant men
I've ever encountered. A good friend.
A good father.
DR. MARSHALL
The only thing bigger than his brain
was his heart.
They all share sad smiles.
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PROFESSOR CARLISLE
He had an exuberance. A love of life
and knowledge.
The Professeor smiles at a memory.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
I remember the first time I ever met
him. He was attempting-Suddenly, the tent is STRUCK BY A POWERFUL FORCE, causing a
partial collapse.
Everyone looks around in panic as the TENT SHAKES.
The canvas around them is ripped -- something outside is
tearing at it.
Above them, DARK CLAWS the size of butcher knives tear
through the tent top.
Before they can even comprehend what is happening, BIG JOE
IS MAULED. His chest and gut torn open and spraying blood.
Boone scoops up his rifle as Big Joe's savaged body drops to
the floor.
Tait SCREAMS in terror.
Boone FIRES a shot up into the roof of the collapsing tent
and whatever was there retreats.
The tent is completely silent for a moment. Only the sounds
of WIND whipping snow against the damaged shelter.
Everyone is still.

Frozen in disbelief.

Boone slowly turns a 360, rifle still raised.
something and his eyes narrow.

He hears

Another THRUST OF FORCE hits the tent side-on, sweeping the
crew off their feet and causing it to collapse even further.
Tait is RIPPED AWAY BY HIS ANKLES.
He SCREAMS again as he disappears out through the side of
the torn tent and into the snowstorm outside.
The crew scramble around on all fours in a blind panic,
trying to find a way out of the partly destroyed tent.
A bestial ROAR drowns out the sound of the wind.

39.
DR. MARSHALL
What's happening? What's happening?
The only calm one amongst them is Boone.
close to him.

He holds the rifle

BOONE
Everyone quiet.
DR. MARSHALL
It tore him apart. Oh, Jesus. It
almost tore him in two.
BOONE
Quiet!
They all fall silent and stop moving.
Somewhere off in the distance, Tait SCREAMS again.
time more in agony than fear.

This

SAWYER
Tait!
Sawyer struggles to his feet, fights his way through the
collapsing tent and runs out into the darkness.
SAWYER (cont'd)
I'm coming!
BOONE
No, wait!
His protestations are too late.
disappeared into the blizzard.
Everyone is motionless.
Joe's mangled corpse.

Stunned.

Sawyer has already
John looks across to Big

JOHN
We can't stay here. We have to move.
BOONE
Next door.
EXT. SOCIAL TENT - NIGHT
The crew walk in single-file through the heavy snow.
Huddled together, they move from one tent to the other.
John leads the way and Boone picks up the rear.
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The horrible sound of Sawyer SCREAMING is carried on the
FIERCE WIND and stops them in their tracks.
BOONE
Keep moving.
Another LOUD ROAR rings out, reinforcing Boone's suggestion.
They quickly move on.
EXT. CAMP - NIGHT
What's left of Sawyer's mangled body lies in a pool of
frozen blood, face contorted in terror.
His corpse is speedily DRAGGED AWAY across the ice.
INT. WORK TENT - NIGHT
Pandemonium. The crew are panicked, arguing, terrified.
John and Boone are the only ones able to remain calm.
JOHN
We haven't got time for this.
His words fall on deaf ears.
CARTER
What the hell are we supposed to do?
We're stranded!
DR. MARSHALL
What was that thing? What could
possibly do that? A polar bear?
BOONE
That wasn't no damned polar bear. But
whatever it was, it's still out
there.
That statement gets everyone's attention.
silent and turn to Boone.

They all fall

BOONE (cont'd)
We need to make weapons.
CARTER
From what? We only have one gun.
JOHN
We can use our knives. Fix them to
the tent poles. Make spears.
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BOONE
That's a good idea.
Carter scoffs.
CARTER
Spears? We aren't Apaches.
BOONE
If you want to get up close and take
your chances with just a blade, be my
guest.
Carter reluctantly yields and takes a seat.
ANGELA
What about explosives?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
We don't have anything like that.
ANGELA
No, but we have bullets.
BOONE
She's right. We can take the powder
out of my cartidges and put it into
small containers. Soak a rag in
boiler fuel, stick one end into the
container, then strap it to the
spear. Bingo, you've got yourself an
explosive weapon.
DR. MARSHALL
Isn't that dangerous though? If that
thing comes back should we really be
lighting explosives when we're cooped
up in a tent?
BOONE
We're not staying here. We're heading
for the ridges.
Carter leaps back out of his seat, outraged.
CARTER
What? Are you insane? That thing is
out there and you want us to go join
it? We're better off staying here and
waiting it out for the supplies
plane.
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BOONE
That's almost two days away. We're
like fish in a barrel here. We stay,
we're dead.
Doctor Marshall moves to stand beside Carter.
DR. MARSHALL
I'm with him. We can't survive out
there in this weather. Couldn't we
use the equipment containers for
shelter.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
There wouldn't be room for us to fit,
and the machinery is too heavy to
remove without the snowcat.
BOONE
We have to go. We won't survive in
here if we stay. At least over there
there's seracs, tunnels, probably
caves. Places we can hide.
CARTER
I'm paying you to protect me!
BOONE
Not from this you aren't. You people
came out here, interfering with
nature, looking for undisturbed life.
Well, you've opened up this ice and
you've disturbed the wrong damn
thing. And it's fucking pissed. I for
one am not gonna die in this white
hell, I'm heading for the ridges and
staying alive. You can all do what
you like.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
It seems like the most diplomatic
thing would be to take a vote. A show
of hands. Who thinks we should remain
in camp until the plane arrives?
Carter and Doctor Marshall raise their hands.
and Professor Carlisle all abstain.

Boone, John

Everyone turns to Angela. She looks to Carter and
apologetically shakes her head. She can't agree with him.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
Then it's settled.
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Carter turns away, furious.
BOONE
That thing shouldn't be back for a
while. Animals don't hunt on a full
stomach.
DR. MARSHALL
I think I'm gonna be sick.
He slumps into a chair, hand over his mouth.
BOONE
While we have the chance, we need to
get prepared.
ANGELA
We're gonna need supplies.
SERIES OF SHOTS
- Angela raids the food cupboards in the destroyed social
tent while Boone stands guard.
BOONE (V.O.)
Pack up everything we'll possibly
need to survive out there.
- Professor Carlisle gathers up flares and boxes of allweather matches in the work tent.
BOONE (V.O.) (cont'd)
Clothing, food, flares, matches.
- At the boiler container, John pours boiler fuel from a
drum into a metal bucket.
JOHN (V.O.)
I'll take care of the fuel.
- Doctor Marshall collects small cylindrical containers in
the work tent.
BOONE (V.O.)
I'll grab the cartridges.
In his expedition tent, Boone gathers up ammunition boxes,
then loads an extended magazine with rifle cartridges.
END SERIES OF SHOTS

44.
INT. WORK TENT - NIGHT
Boone CLICKS the extended magazine into his rifle.
BOONE
The second this storm starts lifting,
we move.
EXT. CAMP - DAY
Wind whips through what's left of the camp.
has eased to a moderate snowfall.

The blizzard

INT. WORK TENT - DAY
Professor Carlisle and Doctor Marshall share out the
salvaged food and equipment into back packs.
DR. MARSHALL
You really think this is the best
option?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
I think this is the only option. We
have no protection here.
Doctor Marshall doesn't look convinced, but continues with
his task.
Boone sits at a bench, making the explosives.
He removes the bullet tip from a rifle cartridge with a pair
of needle nose pliers, then empties the black powder into a
cylindrical container.
He drops the shell onto a large pile of empty cartridges
beside his feet.
John uses duct tape to attach a knife on to the end of a
tent pole. He wraps it over and over until it's secure.
Happy with the weapon, he hands it to Boone.
JOHN
Last one.
Boone nods an acknowledgment as he takes the spear.
John looks over to Angela. She sits alone, nervously
rubbing the pendant on her chain.
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He recognizes the uneasy gesture and approaches.
JOHN (cont'd)
You alright?
Angela looks up.

Smiles thinly.

ANGELA
As much as I can be in this
situation, I guess.
JOHN
We're going to get out of this.
ANGELA
How can you-JOHN
I just know.
She looks into his eyes.

Sees that he believes it.
JOHN (cont'd)

Okay?
Angela nods.
ANGELA
Okay.
John takes a seat beside her.
JOHN
I'm sorry about earlier.
ANGELA
It doesn't matter now.
JOHN
It does. Everything that happened
before left me bitter, but it wasn't
fair that I take it out on you back
then, and it isn't fair now.
He places a hand on hers.
JOHN (cont'd)
I was selfish, I know that. I can't
begin to imagine what you must have
been going through.
They share melancholic smiles.
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Carter watches on from the other side of the tent, scorned.
Anger burns in his eyes.
Boone finishes emptying another rifle cartridge into the
container, then discards the shell.
He reaches down and retrieves a damp rag from the metal
bucket. Stuffs part of it into the cylinder, then secures
them together with duct tape.
BOONE
There's six spears, One for each of
you. Once you've lit the rag, you've
got around five seconds before it
blows. If you have to use it, make it
count.
He grabs the spear that John handed him and securely tapes
the cylinder to it.
BOONE (cont'd)
Packs ready?
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Ready.
BOONE
We move now while we have some
visibility. Everyone grab a weapon,
grab a pack and let's head out.
EXT. ICE SURFACE - DAY
Gusts of ICY WIND buffet the crew as they cross the ice.
They walk side-by-side in a line, all wearing back packs,
weapons poised.
From left to right: Boone, John, Angela, Carter, Professor
Carlisle and Doctor Marshall.
Not even half way to their destination, HEAVY SNOWFALL is
already limiting their visibility.
BOONE
Less than ten minutes and we'll be
there. Just keep up this pace.
The wind gusts heavily against them and Professor Carlisle
is visibly struggling.
He turns to Doctor Marshall, who appears on edge. The
Professor notices the look of trepidation on his face.
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PROFESSOR CARLISLE
It's times like this that I wish I'd
never taken up smoking.
Doctor Marshall manages the faintest of smiles, but his eyes
are full of distress.
ANGELA
How many hours of daylight do we have
left?
BOONE
Around three. Plenty of time to find
suitable shelter.
Carter glances across to Angela, still visibly smarting.
His gaze then shifts past her to John, and the anger in his
eyes intensifies.
The wind suddenly picks up and WHIPS at them mercilessly.
They all raise a hand to shield their faces as the snow is
driven against them.
In a split second visibility is reduced to almost zero as
they're hit by a maelstrom of snow and ice.
JOHN
I can't see a thing.
Boone looks to the side and can barely see John.
now reduced to only a few feet.

Visibility

BOONE
Everyone stop. Don't take another
step until we can get our bearings.
They all hold their positions.

Trapped in a WHITEOUT.

ANGELA
Looks around anxiously. She reaches out towards Carter.
Her hand finds his and she takes hold of it.
CARTER
Looks down at her hand, still untrusting.
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DOCTOR MARSHALL
Squints off into the whiteout, but the wind and snow have
made it impossible to see.
An ominous ROAR comes from the distance.
DR. MARSHALL
Oh Jesus! Oh God!
BOONE (O.S.)
Stay calm and hold the line. Have
your weapons ready.
Doctor Marshall starts to hyperventilate.
left and right in a frenzy.

His eyes dart

Another ROAR, this time closer.
Terrified, he runs into the storm.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Hears his friend fleeing.
can't see a thing.

He searches with his eyes but

PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Neil, wait. Neil!
BOONE
Raises his rifle to a firing position.
BOONE
Hold the line, damnit.
DOCTOR MARSHALL
Stops running as he hears their shouts. He turns in a
circle. Doesn't know where he is or where their calls are
coming from.
The wind and snow batter him. All he can see is a wall of
white. He lets out a sob. Lost. Terrified.
He hears a CRUNCH nearby and spins.
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JOHN
Tenses at another bestial ROAR.
He grips his spear tight and listens intently.
gauge the direction it came from.

Trying to

Then there's another sound. THUD-THUD-THUD-THUD.
basketball bouncing along a court.

Like a

One by one-THE CREW
All see what is making the sound. There eyes widen in
horror as DOCTOR MARSHALL'S SEVERED HEAD rolls along the ice
at their feet.
Angela SCREAMS.
with him.

Carter takes off running, pulling her along

Boone hesitates, then-BOONE
Shit.
--takes off running himself.
CARTER
Charges into the blizzard, tugging Angela along behind him.
She struggles to keep pace and loses her spear as she's
dragged across the ice.
CARTER
Keep up.
Out of control, Angela slips.
her grip on his hand.

Loses both her footing and

She falls to the ice as Carter keeps going.
ANGELA
Carter!
He stops and turns.

Can barely see her through the snow.

Another ROAR from the beast.
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Carter hesitates for a second, then takes off running,
leaving her behind.
ANGELA (cont'd)
Carter, you son of a bitch!
Deserted, Angela crawls on her hands and knees, hunting for
her spear in the snow.
After a short, futile search she gives up.
She looks around, exasperated.
tries to get her bearings.

Squints into the storm,

There's a CRUNCH of snow.
Angela turns one way and then the other.
the sound is coming from.

Can't tell where

A FIGURE looms out of the blizzard behind her...
Angela doesn't sense it...
An arm swipes down towards her...
Rips her up from the ground...
It's John.
JOHN
Come on.
He grabs her hand and leads her forward.
into the whiteout.

They disappear

EXT. SERAC - DAY
A large column of jagged ice, the size of a small house.
John and Angela appear out of the blizzard and move around
the serac to get the slightest respite from the storm.
JOHN
Are you okay?
Angela nods, but she shivers uncontrollably.
JOHN (cont'd)
We need to find shelter.
He guides her away from the serac and over to an--

51.
ICE RIDGE
They walk along the ridge until John finds a natural opening
in the wall of ice that offers a little shelter.
He leads Angela into the opening.
JOHN
I have to go look for Oz. You stay
here out of sight and try to keep
warm.
ANGELA
Don't leave me.
JOHN
I have to.
ANGELA
Please-JOHN
I can't leave Oz out there. He needs
my help. Here, take this.
John holds out his spear and Angela reluctantly takes it.
JOHN (cont'd)
I'll be right back, I promise.
He moves out of the shelter and is quickly swallowed up by
the snow.
Angela grips the spear tightly, eyes filled with fear.
EXT. ICY PATHWAY - MOMENTS LATER
John walks through the storm.

Struggling, but determined.

He heads towards some RIDGES and ICE SPIRES, barely visible
through the snow.
Suddenly, a FIGURE appears from nowhere -- it's Carter.
He thrusts his spear towards John, who dives out of the way
just in time.
John hits the ice, rolls and looks up to see Carter above
him, spear raised, ready to attack. Hatred in his eyes.
JOHN
Carter! What the--
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Carter stabs his spear down and John rolls to the side,
narrowly avoiding the blade.
He quickly gets back to his feet and the two men circle.
stand off.

A

JOHN (cont'd)
This is insane.
CARTER
I knew allowing you to come out here
was a mistake.
JOHN
Don't you think we've got bigger
problems right now?
CARTER
The only problem I've ever had is
you. Now you've gotten between us and
ruined everything. Again.
JOHN
You've ruined it for yourself,
Carter. You'll always be a self
centered, entitled asshole. And
someone like her will never settle
for someone like you.
Carter's eyes glower.
CARTER
Enough!
He makes a move forward and John backs away.
furiously around them.

Snow swirls

John backs himself against a ridge. Carter senses his chance
and rushes forward...
Lunges with the spear...
John dodges at the last possible second and the blade stabs
into the ice wall.
Carter wrestles with the weapon, pulls it free from the
ridge and spins. John has disappeared.
Carter cautiously moves forward, blinking into the snow.
turns in all directions -- no sign of John.
CARTER (cont'd)
Show yourself, you bastard.

He
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He grips the spear tightly, ready to attack, and keeps
moving through the storm.
John silently emerges out of the snow behind Carter and
charges him.
He leaps onto his unsuspecting foe's back and drives him to
the ground.
Carter loses his weapon as the two men hit the ice.
roll in the snow, punching and grappling.

They

Carter lands on top and wraps his hands around John's
throat, throttling him.
John gasps for air, tries to break Carter's grip but can't.
Desperate, he reaches up, grabs Carter's face and sticks a
thumb into his eye.
Carter SCREAMS in pain and falls away, clutching his face.
John scrambles to his feet, wheezing.

Gulps in some air.

Carter glimpses his spear in the snow nearby and crawls
for it.
John sees him and rushes over.
Carter reaches for the weapon...
About to grab it...
John's boot connects with Carter's face and sends him
spinning to his back.
Carter groans, laid out in the snow.
John scoops up the spear, stands over his adversary and
holds the blade over his neck.
Carter's eyes go wide.

His lips tremble.

CARTER (cont'd)
Don't kill me. Please, I'm begging
you.
JOHN
I oughta run this through your
fucking windpipe.
John presses the tip of spear against his throat.
grimaces. Sobs.

Carter
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CARTER
Please, I'm so sorry.
John looks down at the pathetic sight.
the blade away.

Relents and pulls

JOHN
Still not worth it.
Carter smiles, relieved.
CARTER
Thank you. You don't-John brigs his boot down on Carter's face, shutting him up
and knocking him out.
JOHN
Asshole.
He walks away into the snow.
EXT. ICE RIDGE - DAY
Boone is perched atop of a ridge in a sniping position.
The wind and snow pummel him, but he holds his rifle steady
as he peers into its scope.
BOONE'S POV
The rifle scope searches the seracs and ice pinnacles, all
barely visible through the snow.
Suddenly, there is movement.
He moves the cross hairs back to the SHAPE and slowly tracks
it through the storm.
EXT. ICE PINNACLES - SAME
John moves cautiously through the spiky ice structures.
He squints to see through the dense snow. Approaches
another SERAC. Sees something. A SILHOUETTE.
He readies his spear for attack...
Get's closer...
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It's Professor Carlisle, leaning against the mass of ice,
catching his breath.
JOHN
Oz!
The Professor looks up, startled, then smiles.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Oh, John. Thank heavens.
He takes a step towards John -- BLAM -- a bullet hits him in
the chest, blasting him back against the serac.
JOHN
No!
John rushes towards the Professor as he slumps to the floor.
EXT. ICE RIDGE - SAME
Boone fast racks the bolt on his Remington, still looking
through its scope.
BOONE'S POV
He searches for any sign of further movement near the serac.
All he sees is snow.
Out of nowhere, A HULKING FIGURE looms in front of the
scope, blocking his view.
BOONE
Glances up from the rifle, eyes wide.
He speedily rolls away as LARGE CLAWS slam into the ice
where he was lay.
Boone drops off the ridge, losing his rifle, and falls to
the ice below, landing hard.
He pushes himself up to his feet, sees the Remington lay in
the snow a few feet away.
He starts to move for it, but freezes as a HUGE ROAR comes
from above him.
Boone looks up to the ridge he just fell from.
fill with fear.

His eyes
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He forgets the rifle and takes off running.
WHUMP! Something monstrous lands heavily on the ice behind
him, obscured by the blizzard.
EXT. SERAC - DAY
John gently rests Professor Carlisle up against the serac.
The Professor gasps in shock and pain.
but just coughs up blood.

He goes to speak,

JOHN
Don't talk.
John unzips the Professor's coat.
are soaked in blood.

His clothes underneath

JOHN (cont'd)
We need to stop the bleeding.
The Professor shakes his head.
faintly rasps--

He clears his throat and

PROFESSOR CARLISLE
It's no use.
JOHN
I'm not gonna let you die out here,
we can treat this. Who's pack was the
first aid kit in?
Professor Carlisle weakly waves the suggestion away.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Neil had the kit, but what use would
it be if you found it? There's
nothing you can do.
JOHN
I have to at least try.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
We both know that I have no chance
without professional medical help.
John's eyes swell with tears.
JOHN
It's not supposed to happen like
this, Oz. I can't just let you die.
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He grabs onto the Professor as if that simple gesture might
keep him alive.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Things never happen like you think
they should, John. Life is curious
like that.
The Professor looks up at the snow filled sky.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
I spent the better part of my
professional life dreaming of working
out here. I never once thought it
would be the end of me.
John zips Professor Carlisle's coat back up.
him comfortable.

Tries to make

PROFESSOR CARLISLE (cont'd)
Where's Angela?
JOHN
She's safe.
PROFESSOR CARLISLE
Go to her. Protect her. There's
nothing more you can do for me.
He wheezes for breath and coughs up more blood.
JOHN
Take it easy. Don't try to talk any
more. I'm not going anywhere. Not
yet.
John reaches down, takes Professor Carlisle's hand and holds
onto it.
JOHN (cont'd)
I'm with you until the end.
The Professor smiles weakly.
EXT. ICE SPIRES - DAY
Boone runs through the maze of JAGGED ICE FORMS that
protrude from the ground.
He dodges left, then right, slaloming his way along.
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The storm has eased up, but visibility is still limited.
glances over his shoulder. Can't see the beast.

He

The THUDDING on the ice in the near distance tells him that
it's still coming.
He approaches a massive fissure covered GLACIER. Sees an
opening near the ground large enough for him to fit through.
He dives to his knees and crawls into the-ICE TUNNEL
It's just big enough for him to fit and goes six feet back
into the ridge.
He crawls in as far as he can, then turns to face out.
The THUDDING gets closer and closer.
He pushes himself back against the ice, trying to create as
much distance between himself and the entrance as possible.
More THUDDING, almost outside.
Boone looks down.

Then a CRACK.

The ice below him is splintering.

BOONE
You gotta be shitting me.
The ice gives way and he falls ten feet down into a-CREVASSE
He pulls himself upright, places his hands and feet against
the crevasse walls and attempts to climb up.
He makes it a few feet, then slips back down.
Unperturbed, he starts again. This time with more success.
He slowly eases his way up the tunnel, inch by inch.
Suddenly, A MASSIVE TALONED ARM reaches in above him.
It's DARK CLAWS scrape at the ice.
Boone drops back down the tunnel and crouches at the bottom.
The paw thrashes around, trying to reach him, but can't.
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The claws dig into the ice six inches above his head, but
can't get any further down.
The beast retracts its arm back out of the tunnel and ROARS
in frustration.
Boone rises back to his feet and looks up the tunnel.
only sound now is the WIND outside.

The

Disturbed by the beast's claw, the ice above starts to fall
away from the wall.
He quickly covers his head with his arms as he is buried
alive by the falling ice.
EXT. ICE RIDGE - DAY
Angela stands hidden in the shelter, anxiously rubbing the
pendant on the chain around her neck.
She hears a CRUNCH and freezes.
Another CRUNCH.
Her hand releases the pendant and lowers to her spear.
grips it.
More CRUNCHES.
Then a COUGH.

Closer.

She

Something walking in the snow.

Not a something, but someone.

She cautiously looks out from her hiding spot and sees
Carter staggering towards her.
Instantly filled with an uncontrollable anger, Angela drops
the spear, rushes over to Carter and starts beating her
fists against him.
ANGELA
You bastard, you left me out there to
die!
Carter cowers away from her, covers his face.
CARTER
I couldn't see you through the snow.
ANGELA
Bullshit, you coward.
She continues hitting him.
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CARTER
Please, stop!
He grabs her wrists and she sees the state of his bloodied,
beaten face. Angela regains composure and halts her attack.
ANGELA
What happened?
CARTER
He did it.
ANGELA
Who?
CARTER
Who do you think? Your ex.
She eyes him, un-trusting.
ANGELA
I don't believe you.
CARTER
Well I didn't do it to myself. He
snook up on me, attacked me and took
my spear.
Angela shakes her head.

Doesn't want to believe him.

ANGELA
We'll see what he says when he gets
back.
Carter looks out towards the ice surface they crossed
earlier, now visible in the MODERATE SNOWFALL.
CARTER
We can't wait here.
ANGELA
What?
CARTER
We should go back.
ANGELA
I'm not going anywhere.
CARTER
We need to go back to camp. It was
wrong to come out here.
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She turns away from him and starts back towards the shelter.
ANGELA
You can do what you want. I'm waiting
for John.
Carter grabs Angela by the shoulder.
face him.

Angrily spins her to

CARTER
They were wrong all along, don't you
see?
ANGELA
No Carter, I was wrong all along.
Wrong to not see you for what you
are.
He holds her with both hands.
CARTER
No you weren't. This isn't me. This
situation's got me acting crazy. I
wasn't thinking straight before, but
I am now. When you picked his side
over mine I just got angry is all,
but that's passed. I know what I'm
saying is right. And I know that I
was right before. They were wrong and
I was right. Don't you see?
Angela shakes her head, still disagreeing with him.
ANGELA
It's not about picking sides. Nobody
would have survived if we'd stayed
back there.
Carter loses it.

Starts shaking her aggressively.

CARTER
What is wrong with you? I came out
here, did all this for you, yet you
continually go against me. You know
I'm right. Deep down you know it. But
he's poisoned your thinking. I knew
this would happen. I knew it.
Angela struggles to get free of his grip, but can't.
ANGELA
Carter, let go of me.
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CARTER
No! You're gonna start doing what I
say. We're going back to the camp
now!
Angela slaps Carter and he finally releases his hold.
burns in his eyes.

Anger

He sees the pendant and chain hanging over her coat collar,
grabs it, rips it from her neck and throws it to the ground.
ANGELA
You son of a-He hits her with the back of his hand.
and pain.

She YELPS in shock

CARTER
I didn't want to do that, but you
made me.
Blood runs from Angela's lip.
of fear.

She looks to him, eyes full

CARTER (cont'd)
Hopefully you'll start seeing sense.
She starts to back away from him, a look of terror on her
face. She trembles as she moves.
Cater sees the look in here eyes.
CARTER (cont'd)
Come on now, you're overreacting. I'm
not going to-Suddenly, TALONS EXPLODE THROUGH HIS CHEST.
spray of blood.

He coughs a

Carter's eyes are wide with confusion and terror as he is
lifted up off the ground.
Angela keeps backing away slowly, almost frozen in fear.
Carter is launched through the air, hitting Angela's legs
and spinning her in the air like a bowling pin.
Her head slams hard against the ice as she hits the ground,
knocking her unconscious.
Carter starts to crawl away, leaving a trail of blood in the
snow behind him.
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He shakes in shock as he slowly drags his wounded body
across the ice. He coughs up more blood.
WHAM -- A LARGE PAW slams down on the back of his head,
crushing it like an egg.
EXT. SERAC - DAY
John holds Professor Carlisle in his arms.
his cheeks.

Tears run down

The professor stares past him, up at the snow filled sky.
His eyes are vacant. Lifeless.
John reaches a hand to the Professor's face and closes his
eyelids for the last time.
He gently lays the body down on the ice and gets to his
feet. Wipes the tears away from his face. Takes one last
look at his friend-JOHN
Goodbye, Oz.
--then walks away.
Professor Carlisle's body lies peacefully on the ice as a
gentle snow falls on it.
EXT. ICE RIDGE - DUSK
Under a darkening sky, John approaches the ridge where he
left Angela.
He sees the carnage and breaks into a sprint.
Blood is everywhere. Sprayed over the snow and smeared up
the side of the ridge.
JOHN
ANGELA!
John turns, looks desperately in every direction.
JOHN (cont'd)
ANGELA!
No response, and no sign of her or Carter.
Then he sees it...
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Drops his spear...
Falls to his knees...
Reaches down to the snow...
And picks up Angela's chain.
John is filled with an aching terror.
He looks at the pendant in the palm of his hand.
his knees. Can't hold back the tears.

Rocks on

He lets out a CRY of grief.
The wind whips violently against him.
John remains on his knees for a long moment, staring down at
the pendant.
He turns his reddened eyes to the blood splatters...
Follows the gory trail across the snow...
Fifteen feet up the side of the ice wall...
And over the top of the ridge.
John closes his fist around the chain.
He grabs his spear and rises to his feet.
The grief in his eyes becomes anger.
EXT. ICE RIDGE PEAK - NIGHT
John's spear lands on the top of the ice ridge, followed by
his free hand.
He pulls himself up, over the edge, and safely onto the
surface.
He momentarily catches his breath as a STRONG GALE batters
against him.
Something ROARS nearby.
John raises the spear and aims it into the darkness.
JOHN
Come on, you bastard!
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He circles with the weapon, but nothing is there.
just the wind.

It was

He moves on.
EXT. RIDGES - NIGHT
The moon beams down from the cloudless night sky and
generates an EERIE GLOW over the fantastical landscape.
The wind is now a breeze and the snow has all but stopped.
John descends an ice ridge and lands back on the ice.
glances around.

He

The jagged ice pinnacles cast SINISTER SHADOWS everywhere.
He sees more BLOOD and HUGE PAW PRINTS in the snow ahead and
presses on.
He keeps moving forward, up, over and down the ridges.
He weaves through ice spires, constantly following the
tracks left by the beast.
He reaches another ridge wall, too high to climb.
tracks, then follows the ice around the ridge.
It leads him into a dark passage.
moon is totally blocked.

Looks for

An area of ice where the

John walks on for a moment, then stops, trying to see into
the dark shadows up ahead.
He takes a FLARE out of his backpack, lights it and throws
it down the passage.
It illuminates the area in a RED HAZE.

All appears clear.

A moment of calm. Everything is quiet except for the sound
of John's labored breathing.
Then he hears it -- a prolonged SCRAPING on the ice in the
near distance. Something is approaching from behind him.
He quickly turns and readies his spear.
The flare only illuminates twenty feet behind him.
is just shadow.
The RUSTLE of sliding ice gets louder.

The rest
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His eyes search, desperately trying to find the source of
the noise.
The only things visible are the protruding blocks of ice.
Then he sees A SHAPE, indistinct, move within the shadows.
John keeps his spear aimed forward.
Unable to breathe.

He remains still.

Something suddenly moves from the shadows and into the
flare's light...
It's Boone.
John breathes a brief sigh of relief, then realizes Boone
has his rifle aimed at him.
JOHN
You can lower the gun.
BOONE
You can lower your spear first.
John points his weapon down to the ice.
but warily keeps his distance.

Boone follows suit,

BOONE (cont'd)
Everyone else?
John pauses before answering, the truth of the situation
still painful for him.
JOHN
They're dead.
Boone nods.
BOONE
Almost got me too.
John's eyes simmer with animosity.
JOHN
Well it didn't get Oz. You did.
Boone flinches a little.
his hardened face.

The slightest hint of remorse on

BOONE
I saw movement and fired. I thought I
was aiming at that thing.
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JOHN
You murdered him!
John aggressively moves forward.
rifle at him.

Boone instantly levels his

BOONE
Easy compadre.
John halts his advance.
BOONE (cont'd)
It was an accident.
JOHN
You still killed him.
BOONE
And that's my weight to shoulder.
JOHN
You gonna kill me to?
BOONE
If I have to. Back up.
John reluctantly backs away. Boone lowers the rifle but
keeps his finger on the trigger.
JOHN
You've been trying to hunt that thing
haven't you? That's why you didn't
want to stay in camp.
BOONE
I knew out here I could get the high
ground. Corral it in among the
ridges. Get a better shot.
JOHN
You used us as bait!
The wind picks up, whipping around them.
BOONE
I just needed the weather to stay
clear a little longer and I could
have taken it down.
JOHN
But you didn't! And now everyone's
dead.
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BOONE
They'd be just as dead if we'd stayed
at camp. You've seen what it's
capable of.
They eye each other for a long, tense moment.
that Boone is probably right.

John knows

BOONE (cont'd)
Did you see any of their bodies?
John shakes his head.
BOONE (cont'd)
I figure it has a lair out here.
Somewhere to store its food.
John grimaces at the thought.
BOONE (cont'd)
She could still be alive, you know.
JOHN
What?
He looks at Boone incredulously.
BOONE
You didn't see her body.
JOHN
I saw the blood. It was everywhere.
BOONE
How'd you know it was all hers?
John's mind races. Blinded by grief, he hadn't thought of
this possibility until now.
He shakes his head.

Struggles to believe it.

JOHN
Why would it take her alive?
Boone smiles, sardonic.
BOONE
Maybe she played dead.
John is dumbstruck.
of hopes.

Instantly buoyed by even this slightest
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BOONE (cont'd)
Wanna kill this thing or not?
Boone's smile grows into an unhinged grin.
EXT. ICE PATH - NIGHT
Back under the moonlight, John leads the way through an area
of BOULDERS and ROCKY ENSCARPMENTS.
Boone follows behind with his rifle trained on John.
They head up an icy incline towards a maze of STRANGE
STRUCTURES that menace out of the ground. Foreboding ice
formations that have been warped by the wind.
John stops at the entrance and waits for Boone to catch up.
The hunter shortly arrives and takes in the bizarre sight.
He motions for John to move on.
They weave their way through the glacial graveyard, taking
in the eerie spectacle.
JOHN
Think we're still on the right track?
Boone sees something up ahead and quickens his step, passes
John and finds a BLOOD SMEAR on one of the icy formations.
He looks further ahead, sees PRINTS in the snow.
BOONE
Keep ahead.
EXT. GLACIAL CLIFF - NIGHT
The two men walk towards a VAST WALL OF ICE that stretches
as far as the eye can see.
They follow the beast's tracks along the ice and up to the
cliff wall, where they abruptly vanish.
Both men tilt their heads upwards, looking up the imposing
wall of ice.
There is a LARGE OPENING in the cliff, fifty feet up.
BOONE
There.
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JOHN
How are we supposed to get up?
BOONE
We climb.
John dubiously checks the ice wall for suitable handholds
and footholds. He sees a SMEAR OF FROZEN BLOOD.
Something else has distracted Boone.
cliff and crouches.

He walks away from the

JOHN
What is it?
BOONE
Older tracks.
He's discovered more paw prints, almost buried in the snow
but still faintly visible.
They follow the second set of tracks along the ice, past a
RIDGE that protrudes from the cliff wall, and to-AN OPENING at ground level.

A natural cavern of some kind.

John looks immensely relieved.
JOHN
This has to be another way in.
They get to the entrance and look in.
into darkness.

The tunnel recedes

JOHN (cont'd)
What do you think?
BOONE
I think I'm going this way and you're
still making the climb.
JOHN
What?
BOONE
There's two possible ways in and out
of here. We need to cover both.
JOHN
And why do you get to cover this one?
Boone raises his rifle, as if to say "This is why".
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John warily concedes.

Shakes his head.

BOONE
Besides, it's the higher opening the
tracks led to. That's where it took
them. Do you want to find her or not?
JOHN
What if it wants us to follow it up
there?
Boone grins.
BOONE
Let's not disappoint it.
MOMENTS LATER
John stands alone, looking up the face of the ice wall.
Eyes full of dread.
The wind picks up and whips against him.
He takes a deep breath, steels himself, reaches for a grip
on the wall and starts to climb.
INT. LOWER TUNNEL - NIGHT
Boone walks the tunnel with a burning flare in his hand to
light the way. It casts a sinister RED GLOW through the
large passageway.
He holds the flare up to the tunnel wall.
scraped along it.

Sees CLAW MARKS

Boone runs his hand along the huge marks, able to fit two of
his fingers into each of the clawed scrapes.
BOONE
What are you?
He pushes on deeper into the tunnel, which starts to climb
to an incline.
Walking on the surface isn't easy and Boone struggles to
maintain his balance.
He steadily keeps on.
the flare forward.

Sees something up ahead and tosses
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The tunnel widens to a larger ICE CAVE.
cavernous space.

A dark and

BOONE (cont'd)
Bingo.
He un-shoulders his Remington and cautiously approaches the
entrance of the cave.
He crouches, picks up the flare and throws it into the huge
area to get a better look.
Suddenly, there's a RUSTLE and Boone freezes.
readies his rifle, listening intently.

He slowly

A GRUNTING EXHALE of breath.
Boone's eyes widen as he realizes where it came from.
tilts his head back and looks up.

He

Two large VICIOUS EYES stare back out of the black.
BOONE (cont'd)
You son of a-Before Boone can finish his sentence the beast drops down,
enveloping him in darkness.
EXT. GLACIAL CLIFF - SAME
A GLOVED HAND searches the cracks in the cliff wall and
eventually finds a suitable handhold.
John slowly climbs the ice wall, his spear jammed between
his body and backpack.
A BEASTIAL ROAR echoes from within the cliff.
He pauses for a brief moment after hearing it, then
continues his ascent.
He zig-zags upwards, constantly searching for secure
footholds and something to grip.
John struggles to get traction on the surface as he climbs.
His foot slips and skitters on the ice.
He grabs onto a jagged block of the wall to steady himself,
but it breaks off...
He loses balance...
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Starts to fall away...
He panics, eyes wide...
Desperately lunges...
Manages to find a crack in the wall and grips onto it,
stopping himself from falling.
He looks down at the thirty foot drop to the surface.
Dizzied, he forces his eyes shut, struggling momentarily
with his deep unreasoning fear of heights.
John presses himself tightly against the cliff wall, holding
on for his life.
JOHN
Oh shit. Oh shit.
The wind ROARS and buffets him.
He takes a long moment to compose himself and overcome the
intense anxiety. Takes in a few deep breaths.
JOHN (cont'd)
Come on. You can do this.
He slowly reopens his eyes and looks back up towards the
opening. Sees more FROZEN BLOOD on the wall up ahead.
Determined, he restarts his climb.
INT. UPPER TUNNEL - NIGHT
John pulls himself up into the opening. He catches his
breath for a moment. Almost laughs with relief.
He gets to his feet and looks into the foreboding tunnel
ahead. The moon lights up the first fifty feet, but after
that there is just darkness.
John readies his spear, cracks a FLARE and starts a cautious
walk into the cavernous shaft.
He nervously follows a trail of BLOOD DROPS on the ice
floor. Wind HOWLS in from behind him.
John keeps walking deeper into the foreboding tunnel, the
red radiance of the flare lighting his way.
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He notices something on the ground up ahead.
step, then crouches to the ice.

Quickens his

He picks up a PAIR OF GLASSES. Cracked and broken.
blood on one of the lenses. Doctor Marshall's.

Dried

JOHN
Jesus.
A SCRAPE further down the tunnel gets his attention.
He drops the glasses and quickly rises back to his feet.
He holds out the flare and looks down the tunnel.
see anything. Takes a few wary steps forward.
Another SOUND OF MOVEMENT.

Doesn't

John freezes.

He throws the flare as far as he can into the darkness. Its
ominous RED GLOW lights up around a hundred yards ahead.
He squints his eyes.

Searches nervously with them.

At first he can't see anything out of the ordinary, then he
spots it...
At the far edge of the flare's light...
Just visible...
The floor moves...
Rises...
Like shifting ice...
Except it isn't the ice...
IT'S THE BEAST CLIMBING UP FROM BELOW.
John is frozen in terror as the creature rises into the
flare's light and he sees it for the first time in all its
fearsome glory.
It almost fills the cavernous tunnel with its monstrously
large frame.
Standing almost fifteen feet high, it looks like it shares
more genes with a gorilla than a polar bear.
Powerful legs. Long, muscular arms with vicious claws that
almost reach the ground.
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A formidable and terrifying beast from a bygone age.
Covered head to toe with matted white and grey fur that is
spattered with dry human blood.
Its malevolent eyes stare fiercely down the tunnel at the
intruder in its lair.
It opens its huge jaws and lets out a FURIOUS ROAR.
John snaps out of his terrified trance.
He reaches into his pocket and takes out a box of ALL
WEATHER MATCHES.
He fumbles with the box and drops it, spilling the matches
out onto the ice.
The beast starts to move forward.
John crouches, scoops up the matchbox and one of the
matches... Strikes it...
The breeze in the tunnel instantly blows out the flame.
The beasts begins to charge, THUDDING down the tunnel.
John grabs another match... Strikes it... Shields the
flame with his hand this time and touches it to the fuse rag
on his spear.
The rag catches alight and John rises to his feet.
The beast ROARS again as it approaches.
John blocks out the immense fear and stares down the tunnel
at the oncoming creature, focused.
His eyes slowly narrow...
He takes a few quick steps forward...
Picks up momentum...
Launches the burning spear with his whole body...
The beast keeps charging, only fifty yards away...
The spear soars down the tunnel...
Flying straight for its target...
Headed for the beast's chest...
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It swipes out with one of its huge paws and bats the
projectile away before it can connect.
John's eyes bulge in horror as the spear smacks against the
tunnel wall and drops harmlessly to the floor.
He turns and takes off running towards the opening.
The beast keeps coming.

It ROARS wildly.

The spear lies broken on the ice, but the rag still burns.
John races down the tunnel, fueled by sheer terror.
He glances back -- the creature is too close and moving
faster than he can. He won't make it to the end.
The beast closes in...
Almost on him...
The spear EXPLODES and sends a cloud of ice spraying through
the tunnel.
The force of the blast knocks both John and the beast off
their feet.
The entire tunnel TREMORS and RUMBLES. Chunks of ice break
away and drop from the walls and the roof.
Shaken, John pushes himself up to his hands and knees. Sees
that the beast is only a few yards away and starting to lift
itself up.
The tunnel continues to rock. Huge SPLINTERS grow through
the floor as it cracks beneath them.
John gets to his feet, tries to flee, but can only stagger
and fall again as the tunnel shakes.
The beast rears up, unsteady and angry.

It ROARS.

The ground suddenly COLLAPSES beneath them...
The ice floor breaks and falls away...
Both John and the beast drop away into the darkness below.
FADE TO BLACK.
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Silence. Then -- a SCUFF of movement.
RUSTLING movement.

A weary GROAN.

More

The CRACK of a FLARE COMING ALIGHT.
Its RED GLOW illuminates John's confused face.

He is--

INT. ICE CAVE - NIGHT
--lay flat on his back. He holds the flare out. Sees that
the lower half of his body is buried under a MOUND OF ICE.
The flare also lights up the hulking frame of the beast,
seemingly out cold and only a few feet away.
John tries to scoot free. Grimaces in pain.
move slightly, but it's hard going.

Manages to

He stops struggling for a moment. Moves the flare around to
light up more of his surroundings -- a cavernous space of
which he can only see a small part.
The flare's light finds BOONE'S MANGLED CORPSE nearby.
recoils at the horrific sight.

John

His body has almost been shredded and his lacerated face is
twisted in a scream.
John spots Boone's rifle. It appears undamaged.
out for it, but falls way short.

He reaches

He sets the flare down on the cave floor and attempts to
move some of the icy debris from his body.
John manages to lift a section, slide free a little more,
but only a few inches.
He reaches out for the rifle again.

Still nowhere near.

Suddenly he hears a SOUND and freezes.
He glances to the beast.

It doesn't move.

Then he hears it again -- a WHIMPER in the darkness.
from a part of the cave that he can't see.
John opens his mouth to speak, then pauses. Unsure.
Afraid. After a long moment of contemplation-JOHN
(hushed)
Hello?

Coming

78.
No response.

He looks to the beast -- still out cold.
JOHN (cont'd)
(louder)
Hello?

He stares out anxiously into the dark unknown.
some kind of reply. Then--

Waiting for

ANGELA (O.S.)
John?
John's eyes light up.
JOHN
Angela!
ANGELA (O.S.)
Oh God, John. It's you! I see you!
But he can't see her.
darkness of the cave.

He launches his flare out into the

It lights up parts of the huge cavernous space as it soars
through the air.
John watches the flare land in the distance, and there, in
its faraway glow, he sees Angela.
He CRACKS another flare. The red flame reflects in his
tear-filled eyes. He smiles, overwhelmed with emotion.
JOHN
I see you too.
ANGELA
Tries to sit up.

Grimaces and moans in pain.

JOHN (O.S.)
Are you okay?
ANGELA
I'm hurt.
JOHN (O.S.)
How bad?
ANGELA
I think my ankle is broken.

79.
She looks around -- Carter's headless corpse lies on the
ground beside her. Angela gasps, horrified.
The floor all around is littered with human remains -discarded bones, flesh and organs.
JOHN
Places his flare on the ground beside him.
JOHN
I'm just trapped under some ice. I'll
get myself free and I'm coming over.
He starts trying to free himself again.
ice. Scoots free a little more.

Lifts some of the

He can only manage an inch or two at a time before having to
rest again.
He takes a moment to recoup, catches his breath and starts
over once more.
It's a laborious process, but inch by inch he is getting
free of the debris. Then he stops.
He's seen something out of the corner of his eye.
movement nearby.

Some

He looks over -- the beast is stirring.
JOHN (cont'd)
Shit!
The creature EXHALES loudly, blowing a mist of ice dust
across the ground.
It slowly lifts itself from the floor, then stops -- hunks
of ice have also buried it.
John starts frantically trying to escape from the debris
that traps him.
ANGELA (O.S.)
It's moving, John!
JOHN
(no shit)
Uh-huh.
The beast effortlessly pushes itself up, sending the slabs
of ice tumbling.

80.
It groggily shakes its head.

GROWLS angrily.

John continues to struggle with the ice.
a little, almost freeing his right leg.

He slides sideways

ANGELA
Sees the beast is now standing, and towering over the
trapped John.
She desperately looks around for something. Anything.
Reaches out towards one of the piles of human remains.
JOHN
Puts everything he can into getting free.
He grabs hold of his right leg and uses every ounce of
strength to almost yank it free.
He twists his body and reaches for Boone's rifle again,
stretching every part of his body. His fingers fall just
six inches short.
The beast has seen him.

It ROARS wildly.

John rolls to his back and looks up in horror as the beast,
still a little dazed, staggers towards him.
He desperately places his free foot on the slab of ice that
traps his left leg. Pushes it up and manages to slide out
another few inches.
It's no use though -- the beast is now over him. Its
mammoth frame appears even more terrifying from John's
vantage point on the floor.
The beasts starts to stoop down...
John closes his eyes and grimaces...
Accepts his fate...
The beast opens its huge jaws and bares it darkened and
jagged teeth...
Then stops. Distracted by a BANGING coming from the other
side of the cave.

81.
ANGELA
Has a human bone in her hands and is SLAMMING it against the
cave floor.
ANGELA
Hey! Over here!
She keeps BASHING the ground with the gruesome instrument.
ANGELA (cont'd)
Come on! Over here you bastard!
JOHN
Opens his eyes, surprised to still be alive. Sees that the
beast has turned away from him, distracted by Angela.
JOHN
Angela, don't!
But she ignores him and carries on with the commotion.
beast ROARS at her.

The

John quickly starts trying to free himself again. He
repeats the process of pushing the debris away with his free
foot, sliding out another few inches.
The beast moves across the cave towards Angela.
John sees it.

This is his chance to get free.

He starts pushing the debris away again, then stops.
There's no way he can free himself in time to help Angela.
John looks over -- the best is almost upon her.
life or his.

It's her

He makes a split-second decision. Stops trying to escape
the debris. Grabs a large chunk of ice and launches it
across the cave.
It soars through the air and hits the beast on the back of
the head. It turns angrily towards John.
JOHN (cont'd)
Come on, you ugly son of a bitch. I'm
the one you want.
The beast ROARS FURIOUSLY.

82.
ANGELA
Sees the beast dismiss her and head back towards John.
ANGELA
No, John. Don't do this!
She keeps SLAMMING the bone against the ground to no avail.
JOHN
Frantically keeps pushing at the ice over his trapped leg...
Manages to slide out a little more, almost free...
The beast STOMPS towards him...
John pushes with his foot one last time.
drag himself clear...

Manages to finally

The beast is almost on him...
He quickly twists and reaches out.

Grabs Boone's rifle...

The beast stoops down over John, its monstrous frame
dwarfing him...
John racks the bolt on the rifle and spins...
The beast looms in on him, its huge jaws wide open and ready
to bite...
John FIRES the gun up into its open maw!
The bullet blasts out the back of the beasts head and halts
the attack.
John quickly racks the Remington's bolt again, but he
doesn't need to fire-The beast is frozen in position, stooped over him.
wide in a look of shock.

Its eyes

John stares up curiously at the bizarre sight.
The beast's look of shock dissipates as the life drains from
its eyes. It begins to tip forward...
John's eyes bulge in panic as he realizes the beast is about
to collapse onto him...
The colossal frame of the creature starts to fall...

83.
John quickly rolls to the side as the beast's huge body
SLAMS against the ground and narrowly misses him, sending up
a cloud of snow and ice.
John struggles to his feet, coughing.
He lets the cloud clear, then stands over the slain beast.
Takes in the sheer size and spectacle of it.
A magnificent but terrifying creature.
John rounds the beast and heads to Angela, who looks on in
adoration as John hobbles over.
Suddenly, THE BEAST RISES BACK UP behind John, ROARING in
agony and rage!
Angela SCREAMS.
John spins and FIRES the rifle -- racks -- FIRES -- racks -FIRES -- over and over and over.
The beast is hit multiple times in the chest and head.
falls back to the ice.

It

John stands over the beast and keeps shooting into its head,
blowing it apart, until -- CLICK.
He racks the rifle and tries one last time to make sure -CLICK. Empty.
The beast lies motionless.

Finally dead.

MOMENTS LATER
John drops down beside Angela.
her hands.

Notices the human bone in

JOHN
Is that what I think it is?
Angela realizes she's still holding the bone and instantly
throws it to the floor.
ANGELA
Oh God, ewww.
John laughs as she wipes her hands off on her coat.
JOHN
Thank you, by the way. You saved my
life back there.

84.
ANGELA
And thank you for saving mine.
John reaches into his pocket and takes out Angela's pendant
and chain.
JOHN
I think this belongs to you.
Angela smiles.
ANGELA
I can't believe you found it.
JOHN
For a while, I feared the worst. I
thought that maybe you had...
His thought trails off.
might have been.

He doesn't want to contemplate what

ANGELA
That doesn't matter now.
She takes his hand.
ANGELA (cont'd)
Nothing that happened before matters
now.
John smiles.
JOHN
Fresh start?
ANGELA
Fresh start.
JOHN
Then lets get out of here and go wait
for that ride home.
ANGELA
There's no way I can walk. My leg is
too bad.
JOHN
I'll carry you.
ANGELA
But you're hurt too.

85.
JOHN
I'll cope.
ANGELA
That's crazy. Go back to camp and
wait for help to arrive.
John shakes his head.
JOHN
I'm not leaving you behind.
He leans forward and kisses her tenderly.
JOHN (cont'd)
Not this time.
Angela smiles.
EXT. GLACIAL CLIFF - DAY
The storm has now passed and the sun shines brightly against
the vast wall of ice, creating a beautiful vista.
A light snow gently falls from the blue sky.
John walks out of the lower tunnel entrance, carrying Angela
in his arms.
They both squint into the bright sunlight and take in the
picturesque surroundings.
The sound of an AIRCRAFT gets their attention. They look up
and see a TWIN OTTER flying overhead -- the supply plane.
JOHN
You ready to go home?
She wraps her arms around his neck.
ANGELA
I am.
John smiles and sets off walking.
It's a struggle, and he's only able to move at a slow pace,
but he keeps going... On the long walk back to camp...
Carrying Angela into the distance.
FADE OUT.

