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FADE IN:

EXT. ROCKY MOUNTAIN RANGE - DAY

A forlorn wind whips through the snow-packed peaks of the 
mountains. A massive military cargo jet suddenly appears 
above them, bearing steadily toward a rising sun. 

As the mountains snake endlessly to the blue horizon, a 
montage of radio and TV voice clips is heard. Each comes from 
a separate report. 

VOICE #1
The storm of the century? Forget 
that. Storm of the Millennium is 
more like it. And even that might 
not do it justice. I don’t know if 
there’s ever been a blizzard like 
this.

VOICE #2
We have no models or even 
terminology to describe a storm of 
this magnitude.

VOICE #3
The President has appointed a 
special emergency council to stay 
in contact with the governors of 
each of the twenty-four states 
overwhelmed by this weather 
catastrophe. 

VOICE #4 & VOICE #5
“So for the second weekend in a 
row, all NFL games are canceled. I 
don’t know Fred, but I think this 
whole season is lost.” “And isn’t 
it ironical that the Vikings are 
stranded in Tampa Bay while the 
Dolphins are stuck in Green Bay, 
and can’t get out?”
 

VOICE #6
As this epic storm rages now for 
the second straight week, it’s 
being measured in the tens of feet. 
From Salt Lake City to Buffalo, 
from Minneapolis to Oklahoma City, 
this is now easily the worst 
national disaster in our nation’s 
history. 



VOICES #7 & #8
“Doesn’t this pretty much shred 
global warming to pieces?” “Oh, not 
at all. In fact our models - “ “Now 
you can’t have it both ways. Either 
the climate is warming or it’s not. 
And this is not the product of 
warming.” “But it is! We’ve 
predicted greater volatility in 
weather patterns - “ “GET OFF MY 
SHOW, YOU MORON. You and Al Gore go 
and compare your carbon footprints 
or something!”

VOICE #9
Communication is all but an 
impossibility. Supply lines are 
severed. There is no way to get 
people out or food in until this 
storm stops. I can’t even fathom 
what the death toll must be.

VOICE #10
My Christmas is ruined!

VOICE #11
I’m telling you, I’ve been studying 
these moisture maps. It’s not 
scientifically possible for one 
storm to continue for three weeks 
straight and dump thirty feet of 
snow over such a wide area. The 
atmosphere is being fed 
artificially. I believe the Chinese 
are clearly behind this. We might 
be looking at the first case of 
meteorological warfare.

VOICE #12
After three weeks, this relentless, 
deadly, monstrous storm appears at 
last to be breaking apart.

EXT. MILITARY AIRBASE NEAR DENVER - DAY

The cargo jet descends on a wet, clear runway, framed on both 
sides by a forty foot wall of snow. It taxis toward a hanger.

INT. HANGER - DAY

GOVERNOR CAROL LAWSON, 50, stands by a MILITARY AID, watching 
the plane approach from a second floor landing.
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AID
There it is Governor. The first 
supply plane. 

GOVERNOR
Thank God. Let’s keep ‘em coming. 

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

The governor stands beside an oversized map of Colorado, with 
A HALF-DOZEN MILITARY AND CIVILIAN ADVISERS seated around a 
table.

GOVERNOR
So what’s the latest forecast?

ADVISER #1
Blue skies, Governor, for a few 
days at least.

GOVERNOR
Then let’s get all the aircraft we 
have available out there. Jets, 
helicopters, paper-planes, crop-
dusters - if it has wings, I want 
it out there. I want eyes from the 
skies on every square mile from 
Fort Collins to Pueblo, and east to 
the border. I want reports coming 
in every hour. If there’s any sign 
of life, I want it noted. How are 
our supply teams?  

ADVISER #2
Already unloading the first plane, 
Governor. More on the way.  

GOVERNOR
Except for power naps, nobody 
sleeps from here on out. Every hour 
wasted here puts lives at risk out 
there. I can’t even imagine what’s 
been going on.  

ADVISER #3
I think people are pretty 
resilient, Governor. We might be 
surprised by what we find.

GOVERNOR
It’s not our resilience that I 
worry about. 
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She walks over to the large window and looks out.

GOVERNOR (CONT’D)
It’s our goodness. 

The camera draws back viewing her from the outside. Then 
upwards, looking down on the military base from above, then 
swoops swiftly across the surreal, snow-crushed landscape, 
till Denver is viewed, completely inundated by a white flood.

Then it moves out of the city, to the north, taking in large 
swaths of the barren countryside, mile after forlorn mile, 
with no sign of life anywhere. 

FLASHBACK - INT. DINING ROOM - DAY

JACKSON PARKER, 30, high school math teacher but looks more 
the part of a buff gym teacher, deals cards at a dining room 
table.

He’s with his attractive wife, KATIE, 30, and their friends 
ALAN FOULK, 30, a stout 250 lumberjack pounds, and JUSTIN 
BENSON, 30, shorter build with a comedic personality, with 
his noticeably younger wife SARAH, early 20s. 

They’re playing cards, drinking, enjoying life. 

TV ANNOUNCER 
Interstate 76 has been closed until 
further notice. White-out 
conditions are making it difficult 
for state plows to keep the roads 
clear, further complicating a very 
treacherous travel situation. 
Hundreds of spinouts and accidents 
are reported throughout the metro 
Denver area, including one fatal 
accident outside of Longmont. Three 
hunters in an SUV slid off of 
Highway 23 hitting a bridge 
abutment. There were no survivors. 

ALAN
That sucks. 

JUSTIN
Everybody in? Poker time.

They pick up their cards and begin to scan and sort them.
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SARAH
That could’ve been you guys if Alan 
hadn’t put his truck in the ditch 
on the way over here.

ALAN
This hand’s a piece of -- 

KATIE
(waves her finger)

Uh-uh-uh! Keep it to yourself!

Katie puts a red chip on the table.

KATIE (CONT’D)
And I am betting five to start. You 
know I don’t want Nicholas hearing 
that language.

ALAN
Nick’s in bed.

KATIE
Oh no he’s not.

JACKSON
Five, eh. I see your poker face. 
And I’ll see your bet.

He points above them to a heat register in the ceiling.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
(in a normal voice)

Nicholas, if you’re not in bed by 
the count of five --

Immediately there’s a loud thump above them, and the audible 
shuffle of little feet running. Everyone smiles. 

ALAN
Since these cards are so gosh-darn 
awful, I think I’ll pass. 

SARAH
Five.

JUSTIN
Pass.

KATIE
Sorry Alan. We need to dial back 
the profanity today. Nick’s first 
grade class sounds like a hockey 
locker room. It’s ridiculous. 

(MORE)
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We’re home-schooling if this keeps 
up. Swear to God.

ALAN
No. No swearing.

JACKSON
All right my dear wife. You 
wouldn’t dream of betting, 
especially a fiver, unless you had 
a full house.

KATIE
(smugly)

Full house. Sevens and threes. 

SARAH
That takes me out. 

Jackson feigns a look of defeat, and holds it long enough for 
Katie to reach for the pot.

JACKSON
I don’t have a full house. But I do 
have these four little sixes.

KATIE
No way! You’re evil. 

JACKSON
I’m not evil.

ALAN
He’s a math teacher. He counts 
cards.

Jackson smarts at the comment.

ALAN (CONT’D)
Oh my bad. You don’t like being 
called a math teacher.

SARAH
There’s nothing wrong with being a 
math teacher, Jackson.

JUSTIN
You may as well kick him in the 
groin. Some kind of father wound --

JACKSON
It’s not a father-wound. 

KATIE (CONT'D)
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JUSTIN
(in a sing-song voice)

Jackson needs a safe space.

ALAN
Get you a colorbook?

TV WEATHERMAN
This storm might bring to mind for 
older Coloradoans the terrible 
Armistice Day blizzard. A blizzard 
that blew out of nowhere and 
trapped hundreds of hunters. Thirty 
never made it home. Can anybody 
remember what year that was?

JACKSON
That’s easy. Everybody knows that.

KATIE
I’ve never heard of it.

She leans in toward Sarah.

KATIE (CONT’D)
What’s Armistice Day? You’re the 
history major. 

SARAH
End of World War I. All I got.

JUSTIN
So, you’re a math teacher and 
historian?

Justin mocks kicking him in the groin from under the table.

KATIE
The only history you know is the 
last time we had sex.

SARAH
I’ll say...1963.

JACKSON
Why, that was the last time we had 
sex. 

Katie sticks her tongue out at him. 

JACKSON (CONT’D)
1940. Everybody knows that.
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TV WEATHERMAN
So for you trivia buffs out there, 
the Armistice Day blizzard was a 
winter storm for the books that 
blew in without warning back in 
November of 1940.

JUSTIN
Wow. I’m impressed.

JACKSON
(starts shuffling the 
cards)

Well don’t be. I heard it on the 
radio driving home. 

SARAH
I think this snowstorm is a sign 
that all three of you are meant to 
give up hunting.  

ALAN
Oh listen to little Miss PETA. I 
got the Religious Right on this 
side and Greenpeace over here. What 
a slice of heaven this is.

Alan pulls away from the table and walks into a mudroom.

ALAN (CONT’D)
I need a beer break from you 
people. Anyone?

JUSTIN
Grab me a Coke. 

ALAN
Justin, one beer’s not going to 
kill you.

KATIE
Come on, Alan. You know better. 

Alan rummages around in the room.

ALAN
Oh! There it is. My Conscience has 
spoke again. 

SARAH
(insistent)

I don’t want you having a beer.

Justin smiles weakly, as Alan emerges from the mudroom.
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ALAN
Don’t you know that everyone’s 
either a recovering alcoholic or a 
future recovering alcoholic?

A sudden and sizeable blast of wind rattles the house.

JUSTIN
Can this old country house take it?

JACKSON
What? A little storm?

BACK TO PRESENT DAY

INT. PARKERS’ LIVING ROOM - DAY

Jackson, standing with a flashlight, holds up before his eyes 
a red chip from the poker game three weeks before. His face 
is bearded and thinner than before, and a large bruise is 
branded onto his right cheek. 

He tosses the chip to the floor, where other chips and 
playing cards are strewn about beneath loose pieces of wood. 

He kneels over the wood -- it’s the remnants of the kitchen 
table and chairs, as well as wood from other furniture 
pieces, broken apart. 

He picks up some pieces and steps into an adjoining living 
room, illuminated only by a dying fire in the fireplace. 

Katie lays on a sleeping bag, gently stroking the face of 
NICHOLAS, 6, who sleeps, but his breathing is labored and 
raspy. 

Justin and Sarah look on from the coach, bundled in blankets 
and looking pale and ragged. 

KATIE
What time is it?

JACKSON
(tossing the wood into the 
fire)

Sun’s up, can’t you tell? 

Justin and Sarah look over at the window nearest them, but 
it’s sealed in by a black wall of snow. 

Nicholas lets loose a vicious cough, and Katie leans over 
him.
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KATIE
I think we should all go together, 
Jackson.

JACKSON
We talked this through last night. 
We need food first.

KATIE
We need to get Nicholas to Laurel 
Pines. He’s getting worse.

JACKSON
I don’t think we can make the trip 
without food. Durangos is close. No 
way Paul’s run out of food yet. 
Especially if he got snowed in 
there by himself.  

JUSTIN
But like I said last night in my 
dissent: every starving person in 
Jefferson County knows that Paul’s 
got food. 

Alan’s deep, gruff voice bellows out from an adjoining room.

ALAN (O.S.)
I don’t get a vote?

Jackson cracks the thinnest smile, and walks into a small 
bedroom. He shines the flashlight on Alan, who lays back on a 
bed, his right and left hands tied firmly to the bedpost. 

JACKSON
Are you detoxed enough to vote?

ALAN
Oh come on, I wasn’t that bad. 

Jackson holds the flashlight beam full on his bruise.

ALAN (CONT’D)
I didn’t do that. 

Jackson nods. Katie comes and stands beside him.

ALAN (CONT’D)
No way you got me tied to this bed. 
You haven’t been able to beat me up 
since junior high.  
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JACKSON
Katie held the gun. I tackled you. 
Justin cracked the bottle over your 
head. Besides, your shoulder popped 
out again.

ALAN
(rubs his head)

That’s why I have a welt. And why 
my shoulder is throbbing like a son 
of a -- 

He eyes Katie and buttons it. Jackson steps toward the bed, 
holds out a hunting knife and slices the ropes.

JACKSON
You really oughta get that thing 
operated on. 

ALAN
Nothing Dr. Nick can’t fix. Now get 
me the hell outta here.

INT. COUNTY JAIL - DAY

A haggard looking SHERIFF stands by a table loaded up with 
various supplies that he is stuffing into a backpack. Four 
cells both left and right spread out in front of him. Seven 
are occupied with PRISONERS, looking equally a mess.

BLADE STONE, 40, recklessly handsome, with sparks of wildness 
firing behind his calm eyes, stands at the door of his cell. 

BLADE
Now Sheriff, you can’t leave us in 
here.

SHERIFF
The snow has stopped. Unless you 
wanna be living on crackers, I need 
to take a little scouting trip.

BLADE
We all know you won’t be back. 

SHERIFF
Now what kind of man do you think I 
am?

BLADE
One who doesn’t care a rat’s ass 
for the kind of men we are.
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SHERIFF
I don’t care a whole lot for a 
scumbag like you, Blade. But I give 
you my word that I’ll pass along to 
the higher ups that you’re here.  

JAMIE, 30, another prisoner, pipes up.

JAMIE
And what if there are no higher ups 
out there to be found? You know 
this jail’s in the middle of 
nowhere.

SHERIFF
I’m heading into Laurel Pines. 

FELIX, 30, a third prisoner speaks.

FELIX
Dink hole like Laurel Pines ain’t 
exactly gonna be high on anyone’s 
rescue list. 

BLADE
You sure you want that on your 
conscience, Sheriff? Letting seven 
men in your charge starve to death? 
Shoplifters and drunks? 

The sheriff rolls his eyes at him.

BLADE (CONT’D)
And a bankrobber. 

More dark eyes.

BLADE (CONT’D)
And a murderer and kidnapper too. 
Okay, it’s all sort of a package 
deal. Whatever. Who made you the 
Judge and Executioner? As there’s a 
God above, you’ll burn for that. 
You’re a God-fearing man, aren’t 
you Sheriff?

SHERIFF
If I let seven of you out, and 
there’s only one of me, that’d be 
pretty dumb, don’t you think?

BLADE
Why do you think we have it out for 
you? 

(MORE)
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Truth be told, spending these three 
weeks together, I’ve come to like 
you Sheriff. You’re a decent fellow 
and family-man. Isn’t he, boys?

They all chip in with “Yups” and “Sures”. 

BLADE (CONT’D (CONT’D)
The world’s gone a little bonkers 
the last three weeks. Right now, we 
all just want the same thing. To 
survive. 

JAMIE
Just let one of us out. Then you 
take off and drop the keys off as 
you leave.

BLADE
Well there’s a fine idea. Live and 
let live, eh Sheriff? You pick the 
one of us to let out. Off you go. 
Pick Weasel over there. 

He points to the cell across from him, where WEASEL, a short, 
string-bean of a man-child, sits harmlessly on his bed. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
You could send him flying across 
the room by just breathing on him. 

The sheriff marinates on the thought.

SHERIFF
All right, fair enough. Saves me 
the burden of giving you lowlifes a 
second thought once I’m outta here. 
Weasel it is. 

He tosses into the cell a pair of cuffs.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
Put these on. And who named you 
Weasel anyway? Weasel. Blade. 
Felix. Y’all sound like you stepped 
outuva bad western.  

Weasel straps them on his wrists.

SHERIFF (CONT’D)
You’ll walk with me a few miles 
till I get close to Laurel Pines.

BLADE (CONT'D)
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BLADE
Told you boys. Sheriff’s a decent 
fellow. 

Once the cuffs are secure, the sheriff opens Weasel’s cell 
door and steps aside for him to walk out.  

Without hesitation, Weasel suddenly lowers his head and 
piledrives the sheriff backwards against Blade’s cell, where 
Blade puts a chokehold on him with his left hand and plunges 
a knife into his back with his right hand. 

As the sheriff slumps to the ground, Weasel snatches his gun 
and finishes him off.

BLADE (CONT’D)
And sadly that’s what happens to 
decent fellows. 

He flips the knife up in the air and catches it.

BLADE (CONT’D)
I told you boys this would come in 
handy one day. 

JAMIE
Took long enough.

Weasel fumbles with the keys.

BLADE
Hurry up there, Weasel. Daylight’s 
burning. And who named you Weasel?

WEASEL
Who named you Blade?

BLADE
The first man I killed with one. 

The door swings open and Blade steps briskly outside, barking 
orders.

BLADE (CONT’D)
All right. Get these boys outta
here. Oh --

He points to the last cell on his side.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Except for Charley there. 

Charley reacts.
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CHARLEY
What? You can’t leave me in here!

Blade saunters over to Charley. 

BLADE
Now Charley, you’ve made it 
abundantly clear for the past three 
weeks that you don’t like me.

CHARLEY
You’re starting to grow on me, 
Blade. 

BLADE
Is that right?

CHARLEY
That’s right.

BLADE
Think you and me could be friends 
now?

CHARLEY
I s’pose.

BLADE
Say it then, Charley.

CHARLEY
Say what?

BLADE
That you like me.

CHARLEY
(half-hearted)

I like you. 

BLADE
(sighs)

I’m gonna have to ruminate on that 
one Charley. I’ll get back to you.

He energetically steps back to each of the other men, now 
free of their cells, including two others, FRANK and TOMMY.  

BLADE (CONT’D)
Boys, let’s round up any food, 
clothes and guns we can find. It’s 
gonna be a take no prisoners world 
out there, you can sure as hell 
count on that. 
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WEASEL
(giggles)

Take no prisoners? Good one. I got 
that.

BLADE
You got that? It’s no joke, Weasel. 
They ain’t taking no prisoners. God 
help anyone who runs into us.

INT. PARKER’S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Jackson picks Nicholas up by the armpits and lowers him over 
Alan’s shoulder, where Nicholas positions his right foot.

ALAN
A little more to the left. More. 
There you go. Bring the pain.

JACKSON
Three...two...one.

Jackson lets Nicholas’ full weight press on Alan’s shoulder, 
and a audible snap is heard as the shoulder slips into place. 
The girls grimace. Alan is still for a moment, then slowly 
raises up to his knees. He turns and fist-bumps Nicholas.

ALAN
I’m putting you through med school. 

He notices Nick’s paleness, as Nick falls into Katie’s arms.

ALAN (CONT’D)
Not feeling good are you, little 
buddy?

NICHOLAS
I’m hungry.

JACKSON
Which is why the three of us should 
make a scouting trip to Durangos 
before heading for Laurel Pines. 
We’re down to what? Two cans of 
tomato sauce.

JUSTIN
Don’t forget the stale crackers.

ALAN
The snow’s stopped?
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JUSTIN
Yesterday afternoon. 

ALAN
I gotta see this.

EXT. PARKER’S ROOF - DAY

The three men stand atop the roof of the two story house, 
which they have managed to keep clear throughout the storm. A 
section of the roof is patched with plywood where there had 
been an earlier collapse. 

The snowline rises just above the roof, allowing them to 
survey the surreal landscape. For miles, it us nothing but a 
frozen ocean of snow, with the tops of pines, barn silos and 
telephone poles sticking out. 

ALAN
Global warming, my ass. 

He turns to Jackson.

ALAN (CONT’D)
Why do you wanna try Durangos 
first?

JACKSON
Gotta get some food in us before we 
attempt the trip to Laurel Pines. 

ALAN
(points east, then south)

Well Laurel Pines is ten miles that 
way. And Durangos is two miles that 
way. Finding Paul’s place will be 
kinda a crapshoot, ain’t it? 

JUSTIN
And will we even find anything 
there? We’ll have lost a day. And 
be a day hungrier. And who knows if 
the weather will hold. Not to 
mention Nick getting worse. 

JACKSON
Yes, Katie.

ALAN
You know --

Alan steps off the roof onto the snow and walks a few paces 
away, then points off toward the north. 
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The blackened hull of a farmhouse that had burned down is 
visible a half mile away. Fifty yards away from the ruins, 
the top third of an undamaged red barn juts through the snow. 

ALAN (CONT’D)
-- You suppose your friends might 
have some food or anything useful 
in their barn? Old people always 
have pantries.

Jackson shrugs, momentarily lost in a memory. 

FLASHBACK #1 - EXT. FARMHOUSE YARD - DAY

In the midst of the raging blizzard, Jackson, Alan and Justin 
pull up on snowmobiles into the yard of Jackson’s elderly 
neighbors, MARGE and MARVIN ANDERSON. They cut their 
machines, when the frail woman opens the door.

JACKSON
Hey Mrs. Anderson.

She nods, clutching to the door.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Crazy isn’t it? 

At least three feet of drifting snow covers the ground. She 
is not inviting conversation.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Say, we’re wondering if Marvin 
could come out with his tractor. 
Alan here got his truck stuck --

MARGE
Marvin’s very sick. He’s in bed 
right now. 

JACKSON
Oh, I’m sorry to hear that. Well, 
would you mind if we ran your 
tractor, cleared up your driveway 
and --

MARGE
I don’t think he’d be comfortable 
with that. I need to go and bring 
him some medicine now. Thank you 
for coming.

She abruptly shuts the door. 

18.



ALAN
Bitch.

Jackson rebukes him with a look.

ALAN (CONT’D)
You can bet I won’t be such a jerk 
when I’m old like that.

JUSTIN
‘Cuz you’re a jerk now.

Alan swings at him, but Justin leans away, fires up his 
snowmobile and charges off.

FLASHBACK #2 - EXT. PARKER’S ROOF - DAY

The three men are atop the roof repairing a section that has 
collapsed. The snowline has reached the bottom of the second 
floor windows, while the blizzard rages relentlessly. Justin 
suddenly looks up.

JUSTIN
I smell smoke. 

The men drop their wood and hammers and walk up to the apex 
of the roof. Jackson’s mouth opens wide as he sees the 
Anderson’s farmhouse engulfed with flames.

JACKSON
Oh no.

Without hesitation, he jumps off the roof, into the snow, 
sinking to his knees. He pulls himself out and tries to walk, 
but each step is like walking in icy quicksand. 

He gets twenty feet away from the house when suddenly the 
explosion of a gunshot echoes across the snowy plain, coming 
from the Anderson’s house. 

Ten seconds later, a second shot breaks the chill silence.

Jackson falls to his face with a cry, while the other two men 
lower their heads. 

END OF FLASHBACK SEQUENCE
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EXT. PARKER'S ROOF - DAY

JACKSON
Maybe we can kill two birds with 
one stone. Or three snowmobiles.

Jackson walks to the other end of the roof, and points down 
to his large detached garage, largely buried, but with a 
visible ravine between it and the house. Earlier in the 
storm, they obviously had tried to keep a pathway open to it. 

JACKSON (CONT’D)
The snow’s packed in, right?

Alan jumps up and down on it. 

ALAN
Even more than last time. It’s like 
the top has crusted over.

JUSTIN
You’re thinking we can use the 
snowmobiles?

JACKSON
We already have the makings of a 
ramp. Spend a few hours digging out 
the rest of it. 

JUSTIN
Sure make getting to Laurel Pines a 
lot easier.

ALAN
Hell yes. Worth a try. Chalk one up 
for the Math Teacher.

JUSTIN
(to pacify Jackson)

It’s a compliment. You’re always 
working the angles.

JACKSON
At least I’m not a car mechanic.

ALAN
(roughly, playfully)

Screw you, Math Teacher!

Jackson charges off the roof and tackles him into the mini 
ravine where they go tumbling. 

ALAN (CONT’D)
Watch the shoulder!
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JUSTIN
Wait for me!

Justin dives off the roof a good fifteen feet into a drift 
and rolls down with them.

EXT. LAUREL PINES - DAY

FOUR MEN on two snowmobiles push through the outskirts of 
Laurel Pines, a small town of a thousand prior to the storm. 

They lurch past the upper half of a grain silo jutting 
through the snow, then under the dome of a water tower, 
before turning down “Main Street” with only the top sections 
of three and four story buildings visible.

They pull into what was once a small outdoor mall, with a 
Walmart at the hub. As they pull up to the Walmart, a wide 
ramp leading thirty feet down to ground level appears.

The men climb off the machines and head down the ramp.

INT. WALMART - CONTINUOUS

The automatic doors to the store open and the four men walk 
inside, greeted by bright lights and warmth. 

The entire center of the store has been cleared of shelves, 
replaced by a collection of tables, chairs and assorted 
furniture where FIFTY SURVIVORS are busy with various 
activities.

JULIE EMERSON and SALLY ROLLINS, 30s, teach a HALF-DOZEN 
GRADE-SCHOOL CHILDREN. FOUR TEENAGERS cluster on a large area 
rug, playing handheld video games. REX LARSON, 70, plays 
checkers with an ELDERLY FRIEND. Another GROUP OF KIDS AND 
ADULTS play Duck-Duck-Goose. 

BART JONES, LARRY THOMPSON, and SAL MALONI do repairwork on a 
snowblower and generator.

PATTY LANGLEY, 65, with FOUR OTHER WOMEN stand off to the 
side taking inventory of shelves filled with food. 

Near the back of the open area is a table around which sits 
the functioning town council: PASTOR NEIL LANGLEY, 65, MAYOR 
MOLLY ERICKSON, 50, DR. JEFF BRADDOCK, 40, SHERIFF TED 
TOLOFF, 50. 

The four men, BARRY SIMONS, HUGH LINCOLN, CHUCK PARKER, and 
ALEX MILLER, 30s-50s, approach the council, their faces 
weighed down with grief. 
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NEIL
Where’s Bill and Jack?

BARRY
We lost them. 

MOLLY
(shocked)

You lost them? What happened?

HUGH
We were out checking beyond the 
town, and drifted out over Lake 
Louise, and all of a sudden it just 
started to cave in.

NEIL
Oh dear God.

BARRY
There was a ring around the whole 
lake. As though it had started to 
sink in. But we didn’t pay 
attention to it. Bill and Jack were 
way ahead of us. We were closer to 
the shore. They didn’t have a 
chance. 

JEFF
There was no way to get out to 
them?

BARRY
With the weight of all that snow, 
they just disappeared beneath the 
water and ice. The lake was a death 
trap.  

CHUCK
We noticed it with the river too. 
Sunkin’ in. The water must not have 
had time to freeze all the way when 
the storm hit. 

Molly looks over at Julie, busy with the children.

MOLLY
Pastor, I’m going to tell Julie. 
Would you come join me in a moment?

He nods, and she slowly walks toward her.

NEIL
You men okay?
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HUGH
We almost lost Alex. Had to fish 
him out. 

TED
Why don’t you boys go change into 
some dry clothes. We’ll talk it 
through after you catch your 
breath.

They walk off. Sheriff Ted looks at Neil and shakes his head.

A cry pierces the air, as Julie hears of the death of her 
husband. Neil looks at Ted, who nods for him to leave. 

EXT. OUTSIDE OF JAIL - DAY

Blade and his men pull their way up a long ramp leading from 
the jail to the top surface. They’re bundled up with coats 
and backpacks, and each of them carry guns.

BLADE
The sheriff kept busy during the 
storm. 

Charley’s voice cries out helplessly from below.

CHARLEY (O.S.)
You can’t leave me here to die! You 
son of a bitches! Get me outta
here! 

Blade scrambles out onto the snow, and marvels in awe at what 
he sees.

BLADE
My, oh my. 

Weasel and Jamie emerge next, equally dumbfounded.

WEASEL
We’re screwed, Boss. 

BLADE
Humans survived the ice age. We’ll 
survive this. Couldn’t of come at a 
better time for us.
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CONTINUOUS

Tommy, bringing up the rear, drops back and returns to the 
jailroom, as Charley’s voice continues to bellow out. Seeing 
him, Charley quiets, but Tommy gestures for him to continue.

TOMMY
Keep yelling. Don’t stop!

CHARLEY
You assholes! You can’t leave me 
behind!

Tommy pushes over a 24-pack of water across the floor till it 
bumps up against Charley’s cell. He then unzips his backpack 
and pulls out a few tins of tuna and Pop Tarts. 

TOMMY
This’ll tie you over. I promise, 
I’ll send somebody back for you.

CHARLEY
(whispers)

Just let me out now! I’ll leave 
later.

TOMMY
He’ll kill us both. I’ve got to get 
up there. Keep shouting.

Tommy dashes back outside, and up the ramp, while Charley 
resumes his shouting. 

As Tommy runs up the ramp, Blade eyes him suspiciously. Tommy 
reaches into his backpack.

TOMMY (CONT’D)
Forgot my flashlight.

Blade accepts his explanation with a weak nod.

BLADE
Okay boys. Daylight is burning. 
Here’s the plan. I call it the 
three F’s. The first F is food. 
There’s a tavern about a mile 
thataway. We head there first. See 
what we see. Maybe a little ribeye
on the menu, tonight.

JAMIE
Wouldn’t that be something.
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BLADE
The second F is freedom. I can’t 
speak for Frank and Tommy, but us 
four are fugitives and felons. And 
this storm has given us our golden 
ticket out of here. I think our 
best chance of survivin’ is by 
sticking together. At least for 
now. Can I count on you two? 

Frank and Tommy nod their heads. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
There’s a high school seven, eight 
miles down the road, outside of 
Laurel Pines. We aim to hunker down 
there tonight, and figure things 
out. Sound like a plan?

FELIX
What’s the third F, Boss?

BLADE
Well, I’m gonna let you figure that 
one out, Felix. But after three 
weeks, I’m getting a little hungry 
for a different kinda meat. You 
followin’ me?

Weasel pokes at Felix.

WEASEL
I think the third F is “fun”. Ain’t 
that right, Blade? F is for fun.

BLADE
F is for fun, Weasel. Can’t get 
nothing by you. You’re sharp as a 
rusty old saw. F is for fun, boys. 
All right. Let’s get a movin’. 

They trudge on, while Charley’s cries fade away.

INT. WALMART - DAY

Molly stands and speaks to the entire group of survivors as 
they eat lunch together -- a simple meal of soup and bread. 

MOLLY
So as you all know, we lost Bill 
and Jack earlier today in a 
terrible accident. 

(MORE)
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As we feared, walking on top of so 
much snow is not so safe after all. 
Especially if it’s above water. So 
we just have to be more careful and 
pay attention to our surroundings. 

She leans over to take a drink. 

MOLLY (CONT’D)
But we’ll continue to send out 
search and rescue teams each day. 
Today on the bright side, we found 
Chip and Dorothy Gayle hanging on 
by their fingernails, and they’ve 
come to join us.

CHIP and DOROTHY, 60s, smile and wave timidly as everyone 
applauds. 

MOLLY (CONT’D)
And you know the rule. If you join 
us, you bring all the food you 
have, and the Gayles were avid 
gardeners, and had a basement full 
of canned vegetables and fruits. If 
you liked the soup tonight, you can 
thank them for making it tasty. 

More applause.

MOLLY (CONT’D)
Speaking of food, Pastor, do you 
and Patty have a report?

Patty, sitting by Pastor Neil, stands.

PATTY
With a bit of stretching, we can 
hang in there for a week. Maybe ten 
days.

NEIL
A little prayer and fasting 
probably wouldn’t hurt. 

No one responds.

NEIL (CONT’D)
That was sort of a joke. 

Scattered laughter percolates up.

MOLLY (CONT'D)
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NEIL (CONT’D)
I know for many of us, we’re 
feeling symptoms of real hunger. 
And I know it doesn’t feel good. 
But, and Dr. Jeff can probably back 
me up on this, this hunger is not 
life-threatening. You can actually 
go quite a long time without food 
at all. Isn’t that right, Dr. Jeff? 

Jeff nods, then speaks out.

JEFF
But if anyone truly does feel sick, 
don’t hesitate to let me know. 
Especially those with any blood 
sugar issues need to be careful. 

PATTY
And we’re watching our pantry like 
a hawk, so no midnight raids on the 
cookie shelf. Or we’ll lock you up!

This gets some laughter.

MOLLY
Thanks Pastor, thanks Patty. 
Speaking of which, Sheriff? 
Anything to report?

TED
Just wanna thank all of you for 
being on your best behavior in this 
incredibly stressful time. Haven’t 
had to lock anybody up yet. I would 
like to commission a few deputies 
though. Any of you men who are good 
with a gun -- 

A voice rings out. It’s STEPHANIE TAYLOR, 30, a spirited, 
athletic woman.

STEPHANIE
Why does it have to be a man?

TED
Umm, Stephanie, of course, you’re 
right. Some of the best shooters in 
Laurel Pines are of the female, 
umm, variety. So any of you men -- 
or women -- who want to meet out by 
the grain silo tomorrow, we’re 
going to do a little gun training. 

(MORE)
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It’d be good to have a small, 
functioning police force in 
operation.

Sally Rollins pipes up.

SALLY
What for? Isn’t that a waste of 
resources? Shouldn’t we be doubling 
down on search and rescue?

TED
Well, like I said. These are 
stressful times. Not everyone 
reacts to stress the same way. 
Better to be safe than sorry. 

MOLLY
Thanks Sheriff. Our job is to hold 
the line, people. I trust that down 
in Denver, and up in Cheyenne our 
leaders are doing their part to put 
things back together. We just need 
to hang in there while they get 
communications up and running. 
Supply chains. We’re gonna get 
through this. 

As she turns away from the crowd, she snatches a glance at 
Neil and Ted, and exhales with an uncertain “Please God” look 
on her face.

EXT. EN ROUTE TO DURANGOS TAVERN - DAY

Blade and his gang walk toward a large gas station sign that 
pierces oddly and alone from the desolate snow. 

BLADE
We’re at the gas station. Anybody 
need a soda? Cup of coffee? 
Bathroom break? 

WEASEL
That’s funny, Boss. 

BLADE
If I remember right, that tavern is 
just a bit north of this station. 
Frank and Tommy, you’re from around 
here. What’s it called?

TED (CONT'D)
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FRANK
Durangos. I know the owner. His 
name’s Paul.

BLADE
Well now, is that going to 
complicate this operation Frank? 
‘Cuz Paul has food that we need. 
And Paul isn’t likely to part with 
the food that we need.

TOMMY
We can share the food.

BLADE
You know Paul too? Oh dear.

Tommy fingers his gun preemptively.

BLADE (CONT’D)
You know, when a judge has to rule 
on a case where he knows one of the 
people involved, he often...what’s
the word? Excuse? Recuse? Accuse?  

His boys shrug their shoulders stupidly.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Well, whatever. They’ll sit it out. 
‘Cuz they know they can’t be 
impartial. Maybe you boys oughta
just sit this one out.

FRANK
How ‘bout we just work it out, like 
Tommy said.

Blade explodes.

BLADE
IS THIS GOING TO BE A PROBLEM! 

Everyone of them trembles at his outburst. Tommy grabs the 
gun tighter.

BLADE (CONT’D)
‘Cuz I asked you just a couple 
hours ago if you wanted in or not. 
And you said in. So I’m gonna ask 
you one more time: Are you in or 
aren’t you? And if you’re not in, 
then you’re turning around and 
walking that way. ‘Cuz we’re going 
to -- 
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JAMIE
-- Durangos.

BLADE
Durangos. And then we’re going that 
way to Laurel Pines! 

FELIX
But there’s nothin’ that way, 
Blade. They’ll die out there.

BLADE
That’s right. They’ll die out 
there. It’s sixty miles of nothing. 
And then mountains. 

Tommy’s fingers tremble, on the verge of pulling.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Or you can die right here. I don’t 
care.

FRANK
We’re in. 

Tommy backs off, as Frank snatches a glance at him.

FRANK (CONT’D)
We told you, we’re in.

BLADE
And Paul won’t be a problem?

FRANK
No. He’s probably long gone. But 
even if he’s not, do what you gotta 
do. 

BLADE
It’s survival of the fittest out 
here, Frank. Say that.

FRANK
Survival of the fittest.

BLADE
Tommy. Say it. 

TOMMY
(lifelessly)

Survival of the fittest.
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BLADE
And you stick with me, you’re gonna
survive. ‘Cuz I’m a surviver. I’m a 
thriver. I’m an aliver. I’m a --

He reaches out and places an arm on Tommy’s shoulders, with a 
twisted, paternalistic grin. 

WEASEL
-- conniver.

BLADE
Leave the poetry to me, Weasel. 

EXT. OUTSIDE PARKERS’ HOUSE - DAY

The men, along with Katie, are outside working on the ramp, 
chiseling and smoothing it with shovels. 

ALAN
(to Katie)

So you pointed a gun at me?

KATIE
I would’ve taken you out.

ALAN
No!

KATIE
You threatened my son. You knocked 
a hole in my dining room wall. 
Which you’re going to fix when this 
is over. 

ALAN
I thought you hated guns.

KATIE
I hate hunting. I grew up with 
guns.

JACKSON
Remember what John Lennon said 
about Ringo Starr? How Ringo wasn’t 
even the best drummer on the 
Beatles? 

He points to Katie.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
I’m not even the best shooter in my 
family.
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ALAN
Guess I better apologize.

KATIE
And Sarah! You don’t remember the 
horrible things you said to her, do 
you?

ALAN
Well, she is a liberal. Kinda
deserves it.  

Katie rolls her eyes.

ALAN (CONT’D)
And she’s turned Justin into, God 
knows what.

JUSTIN
What are you talking about?

ALAN
Buddy, I’m glad you found love 
again. Don’t get me wrong. But 
marrying Miss Media Matters a year 
ago? Whew! All she has to do is tug 
on that nose ring. 

JUSTIN
There’s no nose ring.

ALAN
Jackson, am I making it up?

JACKSON
You can’t wipe your butt anymore 
without doing an environmental 
impact study first. 

Alan makes an imaginary tug on a nose ring.

ALAN
Gotta bite my tongue all the time 
around your wife. She’s turning you 
into someone I don’t recognize. No 
beer, no meat, no football. Come 
back to us, Justin, come back! 

JUSTIN
You’re just jealous, ‘cuz I landed 
a young, hot babe.
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EXT. OUTSIDE OF DURANGOS - DAY

As the men draw close to the tavern they find FOUR 
SNOWMOBILES parked around it, each with an oversized supply 
sled behind it, loaded with various tools and equipment. 
And... 

...one with THREE BOXES OF DYNAMITE.

JAMIE
Whoa. What’s the dynamite for?

Blade gestures to his men to be quiet, and walks softly to 
the edge of a hole which has been blasted out of the snow, 
and leads down to the front porch of the tavern. 

BLADE
There you go. Beats a shovel.

He can see an open door, and hear voices from down inside. He 
returns to his men.

FELIX
Ruminatin’, Boss?

BLADE
Well, we can go down and join the 
party.

WEASEL
I like it. Catch them by surprise.

BLADE
But it’ll be dark. And mayhem loves 
the dark. The odds of one of us 
gettin’ hurt go up exponentially in 
the dark. 

WEASEL
I don’t like to be exponential. 

BLADE
No. 

(a beat)
So, I think we play hide and seek. 
Ever make a snow angel before?

WEASEL
I love snow angels. Once when I --

Blade puts his hand over Weasel’s mouth and silences him. 
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EXT. OUTSIDE OF DURANGOS - DAY

Noises and voices get louder from inside the entrance tunnel. 
FOUR MEN emerge, each holding boxes of food, while pistols 
are holstered at each one’s waist. 

MAN #1
I told you this place would be a 
gold mine. 

MAN #2
That guy scared the shit out of me 
when he walked out of the kitchen.

MAN #1 
You okay Freddy?

MAN #3
(hobbling)

Bullet scraped my side. 

They load up the food onto the sleds. Freddy lifts up his 
coat, exposing a nasty wound. 

MAN #1
Let’s take care of that before we 
head out.

Man #1 turns back to the sled, to rummage for a bandage.

MAN #1 (CONT’D)
What the --

He sees Blade sitting up in the snow, gun extended.

BLADE
NOW!

The five others rise from the snow, firing their guns with 
lethal swiftness. In ten seconds, the four men are dead. 

Blade laughs and jumps to his feet. He approaches the sled, 
and slaps triumphantly at one of the boxes of meat.

BLADE (CONT’D)
What’d I tell you, boys? Ribeye is 
on the menu tonight! Who called 
that one?

JAMIE
You did, Boss.

He winks at Frank and Tommy. 
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BLADE
Told you. Stick with me. And 
whatdoya know? The Paul problem 
took care of itself.

He leans over the body of Man #1 and removes his helmet, and 
a pair of orange tinted glasses, which he slips over his 
head.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Who’s the man?

JAMIE/FELIX/WEASEL
You are! Only you!

BLADE
The first F is taken care of. On to 
F number two! Let’s find that high 
school.

EXT. PARKER'S YARD - DAY

A loud metallic whine fills the Parker’s garage as one of the 
snowmobiles is revved up. Jackson gives a thumbs up to Alan 
and Justin standing beside him, and kicks it into motion.

It rockets out of the garage and heads up the makeshift ramp, 
fishtailing slightly but making it to the surface, where 
Katie, Sarah and Nicholas await with applause. 

Justin brings the second snowmobile up. Then Alan the third. 

EXT. PARKER'S YARD - LATER

The three men are aboard their snowmobiles, with the two 
wives beside them. 

Katie hugs Jackson. She’s almost crying.

KATIE
I’m scared. 

JACKSON
Me too.

KATIE
Don’t you do something stupid out 
there. 
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JACKSON
We’ll be back before you know it. 
Pack up everything you think we 
need to take. We’re leaving at the 
crack of dawn. 

He suddenly lowers his head.

KATIE
What’s wrong?

JACKSON
Dizzy. Need some food.

KATIE
Well, go find us some.

She kisses him. 

The volley of gunshots from Blade and his gang rings out, 
echoing from two miles away. 

KATIE (CONT’D)
What was that?

JACKSON
Coming from down Paul’s way.

JUSTIN
Somebody hunting?

ALAN
Hunting what? 

JACKSON
Let’s get a move on. Paul might 
need our help.

They helmet-up and head off.

EXT. DURANGOS TAVERN - DAY

The men approach the tavern tepidly, especially as the four 
bodies come into view. Jackson stops his snowmobile fifty 
feet away, dismounts and grabs his rifle. The others follow.

The bodies are stripped of their outer gear and boots.

ALAN
Know any of these guys?

The other two shake their heads.
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JUSTIN
See the tracks. Four or five sleds 
at least.

JACKSON
Looks like someone ambushed ‘em and 
took their stuff. 

He walks over to the hole.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
And someone blew this out with 
dynamite.

ALAN
If Paul’s down there, he’s scared 
witless. He’ll shoot at anything 
that moves.

Jackson leans over the hole. 

JACKSON
Paul! It’s Jackson Parker. Are you 
down there? Paul, talk to us buddy!

Suddenly the snow at the rim of the hole gives way, and 
Jackson tumbles straight down, losing his gun along the way. 
He lands face-first at the front porch, in virtual darkness.

Panicking, he grasps wildly for his gun. Then snatches at a 
flashlight in his front coat pocket, and scatters the beam 
around, to get his bearings. Seeing nothing, he grabs his gun 
and stands. 

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Paul! It’s Jackson Parker. I’m 
coming in. 

He steps inside, again making wide sweeps with his 
flashlight. Noises come from behind him, as Alan and Justin 
walk in.

They step through the cavernous bar area, then slowly down a 
creaking corridor, where they come to a saloon door that’s 
been splintered by bullets. 

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Paul. You in here? It’s Jackson, 
With Alan and Justin. Are you hurt? 
We’re here to help. Talk to us.

He looks back at the others, gulps, then pushes through the 
saloon door, his rifle cocked and ready. 
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They step inside the restaurant section. A few chairs are 
over-turned, but it’s otherwise undisturbed.

Jackson steps past the waiter’s station, looks right, and 
jumps back in horror as his flashlight falls full on the body 
of his friend, sitting up on the floor, in a pool of his own 
blood. 

Overcoming his fright, Jackson swiftly kneels down beside 
him. 

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Oh no. My friend. Who did this to 
you? 

Alan and Justin stand speechless, yet on alert, fully on 
edge. 

ALAN
With two gangs of thugs fighting it 
out, I’m sure the place’s been 
emptied of every scrap of food. 

JUSTIN
And we’re gang number three. 
Probably won’t be long till gang 
number four arrives. I wouldn’t 
meander too long down here. 

Jackson stands, and walks back into the kitchen. He begins 
opening fridges and freezers. The men follow and search 
through every cupboard. All empty. 

JACKSON
Damn.

JUSTIN
Isn’t Paul’s place right next door? 
He couldn’t have been staying over 
here all this time.

Jackson’s eyes light up.

JACKSON
Which means --

He steps over to a door in the corner of the kitchen. 
Eagerly, he pulls it open. They gasp hopefully as they see a 
tunnel. 

He leads them into the tunnel which takes them fifteen feet 
to the front door of a trailer. He marches in and begins 
opening cupboards which are jammed with cereal, mac & cheese, 
and canned food.
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JACKSON (CONT’D)
Oh Paul, we love you!

Alan strides to the fridge.

ALAN
Screw the cereal.

He yanks it open and all three men cry out with joy to see a 
large opened boxed filled with hamburger patties.

INT. PARKER'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Hamburger patties sizzle in an iron skillet over the fire. 
Jackson takes the skillet and turns around, facing the 
others.

JACKSON
Here we go, friends. I give thee... 
hamburgers!

They each hold out their plates with a cheer, plates already 
filled with beans, mac & cheese, and apple sauce.  

JUSTIN
(as Jackson slides a 
burger on his plate)

The food of the gods!

Alan’s plate has no room. 

ALAN
Anywhere.

Jackson plops it on a bed of mac & cheese. He then turns the 
skillet to Sarah, who hesitates, though is clearly 
salivating.

JUSTIN
Oh come on! You can go back to your 
soy burgers and tofu later.

KATIE
You need protein, Sarah. 

SARAH
Protein, that’s right. I need 
protein.

She greedily forks the burger on her plate. 

KATIE
Shouldn’t we pray, or something?
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Justin stops with his fork fully in mouth. 

JACKSON
Go ahead.

KATIE
Lord, we thank you, and we thank 
Paul, for this meal. God rest his 
soul. May this food give us 
strength for our journey tomorrow. 
Amen.

They all echo an Amen.

ALAN
I could use a beer right now.

JACKSON
Oh shut up. Really?

KATIE
Like a dog returning to its own 
vomit.

ALAN
What? What’s that mean? A dog!

INT. PARKER'S HOUSE - DAY

Katie, wrapped up in winter gear, kneels before Nicholas, and 
finishes bundling him up tight with a hat and clothes.

KATIE
There we are. Feel cozy?

Nicholas nods. 

KATIE (CONT’D)
We’re gonna get you to the doctors. 
Sound good?

He nods again, as Jackson steps over and holds out his hands.

JACKSON
All right my little man. Let’s go 
have us a snowmobile ride. 

He picks him up and they trudge to the mudroom, which exits 
out to the ramp. Katie pauses at the doorway as they step 
outside.

KATIE
Should I lock the door? 
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At first Jackson nods, but then pauses.

JACKSON
Wait. No. They’ll just kick it in. 
It’ll be one more thing we have to 
fix. 

KATIE
What if they take stuff?

JACKSON
(shrugs)

Whatever. 

EXT. PARKER'S YARD - CONTINUOUS

Justin and Sarah wait on one snowmobile, and Alan on the 
other, as Jackson situates Nicholas on the snowmobile while 
Katie climbs on behind. Behind Alan is a toboggan doctored up 
with wooden slats and plastic, to create a makeshift trailer. 

It’s packed with blankets, clothes, shovels, tools, a cooler, 
rifles, and all the leftovers of Paul’s food.

Jackson climbs on and positions his helmet. He checks a side 
pocket where he has secured a pistol. He nods to his friends, 
revs up his machine, and heads off. 

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE TO LAUREL PINES - DAY

As the friends press forward, they marvel at the white lunar 
landscape of their surroundings. Random barn silos, roofs, 
pines and cellphone towers poke through the horizon. 

Justin points out a column of smoke several hundred yards to 
their left. Jackson nods, but keeps them moving east toward 
Laurel Pines.   

LATER

They stop in a line and watch as two helicopters run across 
the distant horizon, oblivious to their presence.

LATER

A massive white grain silo with the word Laurel Pines rises 
up a half mile in front of them. 

The snowmobiles slow to a halt at a place where the level 
snow suddenly sinks downwards ten feet into a shallow ravine. 
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It stretches a couple hundred feet across, then rises back up 
and continues level toward the silo. They cut their engines. 

JACKSON
The river.

JUSTIN
You don’t think we can cross here?

JACKSON
There’s something odd about it. See 
how it dips down.

ALAN
It’s gotta be frozen by now. 

JACKSON
The bridge is probably a mile that 
way. 

JUSTIN
(looks at his watch)

We’re gonna start losing light. 
Here, let me check it out. 

(to Sarah)
Sarah, slip off for a second 
please.

SARAH
You’re not going down there. That’s 
the stupidest thing --  

Jackson and Justin look at each other. 

JUSTIN
I said, get off!

ALAN
I’ll go.

Alan tugs on his imaginary nose ring for Justin, then fires 
up the snowmobile and nudges it down into the ravine. He 
moves forward thirty feet, when suddenly an entire shelf of 
snow a good fifty yards long gives way and collapses. 

Alan is thrown off the snowmobile, and both he and the 
machine roll an additional thirty feet to the edge of a 
slushy frozen river that is exposed. 

He remains still, face-first in the snow, while Jackson leaps 
from his snowmobile. Katie suddenly calls out in terror.

KATIE
Jackson, a bear!
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He looks to the river, and to his amazement, sees at the end 
of the collapsed shelf a LARGE BLACK BEAR prying itself free 
from the snow with a fierce, hungry growl. Once freed, it 
heads at once toward Alan. 

Jackson rushes for the sled, grabs one of the rifles, then 
hurls himself down the hill toward his friend. 

The animal is in a crazed gallop as Jackson slides to the 
bottom, positions himself on one knee, raises his rifle and 
pulls the trigger. 

The slug hits the bear square in the head and drops him not 
three feet from Jackson’s front boot. Jackson looks back at 
Alan, who weakly lifts his head up, and rolls to his back. 

ALAN
Owe you one. I’ve trashed my 
shoulder for good this time.

Katie suddenly calls out from above them.

KATIE
Look!

She points across the river ravine. They look and see the 
silhouettes of SIX PEOPLE staring down at them from the other 
side.

EXT. LAUREL PINES - NIGHTFALL

A snowmobile pulls the bear on a large tarp, part of a line 
of eight snowmobiles that makes its way into Laurel Pines, 
led by Sheriff Ted.

Alan rides behind Jackson, clinging to his aching shoulder. 
Katie drives with Nicholas perched in front of her.

The grain silo is behind them, illuminated by the setting sun 
on the horizon. A bit to the north, the top half of the 
town’s water tower is visible. 

As they arrive outside the Walmart, Jackson scans the scene. 
The roof above the right end of the mall is partially 
collapsed. 

They disembark and make their way down the ramp, then walk 
inside. Ted shouts out.

TED
Barbecue tonight!
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INT. WALMART - CONTINUOUS

Jackson, holding Nicholas, is startled to find the door 
opening automatically and then to find the interior of the 
store partially lit by working lights. 

KATIE
Electricity!

SARAH
It’s warm!

They remove their hats and gloves, and are escorted toward 
the back of the room, where Neil, Molly, and Jeff are 
clustered together. Neil stands and hugs the Parkers.

NEIL
Katie! Jackson! 

JACKSON
Hey Pastor Neil. Sorry we haven’t 
been in church the last few weeks. 

NEIL 
Stuff going on?

JACKSON
Yeah. You could say that. 

NEIL
It’s good to see you. Word’s 
getting around that you brought 
supper along tonight. Your gift 
will help us bear up under this 
trial. Get it?

He winks at Jackson, who pats him on the shoulder.

JACKSON
No one can tell a bad joke quite 
like you, Pastor.

NEIL
Oh come on. That was good.

KATIE
These are our friends Justin and 
Sarah. And Alan.  

Neil shakes their hands robustly, but he sees Alan in 
distress. 

NEIL
You banged up, son?
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ALAN
Bad shoulder. 

NEIL
We’ll get Dr. Jeff looking at you 
right away.

ALAN
My buddy Nicholas is in the front 
of that line.

NEIL
Oh dear. Nicholas not well?

He sees Nicholas’ white face and caresses it, then looks over 
to Jeff.

NEIL (CONT’D)
Time to see two patients, Doctor?

JEFF
Come on back. 

They follow him toward the pharmacy.

INT. WALMART - NIGHT

The six friends walk into the Walmart from the mall, and find 
the place buzzing. Alan’s right arm is in a sling. 

More than sixty people enjoy the barbecue, while a country 
and western song plays from a hidden boombox. 

As soon as they walk in, smatterings of applause break out. 
Pastor Neil, standing by the main entrance, grabs a bullhorn.

NEIL
Hey everyone, these here are the 
folks who provided us with supper 
tonight. What do ya say? 

The place explodes with loud applause and whistles. 

Neil waves for them to follow him outside the store entrance. 

NEIL (CONT’D)
How’d you find your room? Spacious 
enough for the six of you?

KATIE
I’ve never stayed in a Hallmark 
store before. That’ll be different. 
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Bart, Larry and Sal are industriously attending three large 
gas grills loaded with bear steaks and tips. 

NEIL
Well, load up. And I mean load up. 
Don’t know when food like this will 
come our way again. 

Sarah leans over toward Justin.

SARAH
I don’t know if I can eat meat two 
days in a row. 

JUSTIN
You heard the pastor. He said load 
up. Pastors are people you should 
listen to.

Sarah grimaces slightly as a slab of steaming meat is placed 
on her plate. At the end of the line are bowls heaped with 
potato chips and soda bottles. 

JUSTIN (CONT’D)
Mountain Dew! I am so in heaven 
right now. 

He lifts up a bottle and kisses it ecstatically. Sarah shakes 
her head disapprovingly. He pauses only temporarily, then 
pours himself a tall glass to spite her. Then looks back at 
Alan and flicks away the imaginary nose ring.

LATER

The friends are clustered together at one of the tables in 
the middle of the room. Mayor Molly, Neil and Patty, Ted and 
Rex enjoy Justin’s retelling of Jackson’s bear-kill. 

JUSTIN
He has time for only one shot -- 
ONE SHOT! If he misses, it’s 
sayonara. And he pegs the bear 
right between the eyeballs and 
drops him dead at his feet. This is 
how legends are born my friends. 
From here on out, I’m calling him 
One Shot.

JACKSON
Stop. 
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KATIE
Laurel Pines has nearly a thousand 
people. Where is everyone? 

MOLLY
We go out everyday looking for 
survivors. I’m afraid of what we’re 
going to find when all this is 
over. 

SARAH
How much food’s left?

PATTY
We’ve got maybe ten days of meals. 
You gave us a breather. 

JUSTIN
One-Shot. The Legend.

Jackson evil-eyes him.

NEIL
Everybody gets a set amount each 
day for two small meals. Patty runs 
a food committee to watch all that. 
Got a maintenance committee that 
Rex here runs. 

REX
We keep the generators going and 
finding fuel. Scrounging up 
snowmobiles. 

JACKSON
Alan here’s a -- car mechanic.

Alan scowls at Jackson. He tries to lift his ailing wing.

ALAN
A little dinged up right now. But 
I’ll help where I can.

PATTY
There’s an education committee. 
We’re trying to keep the kids busy 
with a little schooling each day.

ALAN
Oh, well Jackson, as you know, is a 
math teacher.

Justin feigns a kick to Jackson’s groin.
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SARAH
I’d like to help with that.

NEIL
Jeff’s got that little clinic up 
and running. 

He gives lethargic Nick a tousle of the hair.

NEIL (CONT’D)
Got that going in the nick of time. 
Didn’t we. Get it? The nick of 
time.

That gets a laugh from the table.

ALAN
Are we alone? What happened? How 
widespread is this?

MOLLY
Whole middle of the country got 
creamed. Denver to Minneapolis. Des 
Moines to Chicago. Little Rock got 
ten feet! From the radio stations 
we can pick up it sounds like 
Denver is just starting to get on 
its feet. 

JUSTIN
We saw two helicopters flying way 
south this afternoon. They didn’t 
see us, but maybe --

MOLLY
Well that’s the first bit of hope 
I’ve felt in a long time. 

JACKSON
What do you have for security? 
Sheriff, you got anyone helping 
you?

TED
We’re setting up a small deputy 
force as we speak. But except for 
the first few days when things were 
getting a little rowdy, we haven’t 
had to crack the whip much.

SARAH
Getting rowdy?
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NEIL
You know, people helping themselves 
to stuff. Me and the mayor, the 
sheriff, got together and set up 
this little system we got going. 
Seems to be working. 

JACKSON
I think I want to help the sheriff. 
Things are falling apart out there. 
Our friend Paul, owns Durangos. We 
found him shot dead yesterday, and 
his place cleaned out.

MOLLY
Oh God, no. I know Paul. 

KATIE
And there goes your hope, Mayor.

SARAH
They’re just desperate. 

ALAN
Desperate!? Is that really how you 
think, Miss Soros? There are bad 
people out there!

SARAH
(near tears)

They don’t start bad! Isn’t that 
right, Pastor?

NEIL
There’s good in us, that’s for 
sure. The Good Book says we’re made 
in God’s image. But there’s evil in 
us too. Most of us aren’t nearly as 
good as we think we are. Throw a 
little trouble our way, you’ll find 
out what’s in us in a big hurry. 

REX
In other words, bears aren’t the 
only wild animals out there. 

Neil and Patty stand. 

NEIL
Well, I’m gonna help my wife clean 
up. I’m not sure if I told you, but 
we’ve been doing a little prayer 
service each day before lunch. 

(MORE)
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You’re all free to join us if you 
want. We’ll be back in the shoe 
department. Equipping our feet with 
the gospel of peace. 

They don’t respond.

NEIL (CONT’D)
That’s a joke by the way.

They laugh, still not understanding it.

INT. WALMART - DAY

A group of 20 people sit in a circle under a big “SHOES” 
sign. While a man plays guitar, they reverently sing the 
Christmas carol “O Come, O Come Emmanuel”. 

Beside Pastor Neil is a small table on which is an Advent 
wreath, where three candles among a cluster of four are lit. 
Katie, mesmerized, leans over to Jackson as they sing.

KATIE
With everything going on, I forgot. 
It’s nearly Christmas. We could 
have at least set up a tree.

JACKSON
We woulda burned it for wood.

They finish the song, and Neil takes a Bible from the table.

NEIL
Sometimes we think of Christmas as 
a time to celebrate how wonderful 
things are. But Jesus wasn’t born 
into the world because it’s so 
wonderful, but because it’s so 
broken. Advent is a season of 
longing, and waiting. This psalm is 
a cry from the heart of God’s 
people for the Lord to make this 
broken world of ours right again.  

He looks down and reads from Psalm 74.  

NEIL (CONT’D)
O God, why do you cast us off 
forever? Why does your anger smoke 
against the sheep of your pasture?

Jackson picks on a fingernail, and listens.

NEIL (CONT'D)
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NEIL (CONT’D)
Your foes have roared in the midst 
of your meeting place. They were 
like those who swing axes in a 
forest of trees. They set your 
sanctuary on fire; they profaned 
the dwelling place of your name. 

SERIES OF SHOTS - FOUR SNOWMOBILES IN MOTION

As Neil reads from the psalm, a sinister pack of FOUR 
SNOWMOBILES, carrying SIX RIDERS, flies across the snow, 
bearing down fast on the town.

--The four, in an uneven line, make their way across the 
plain. 

--Four box-wagons on sleds are pulled behind them.

--Guns and rifles lay at the feet of the men.

--All the riders wear dark helmets. 

--Except for the man in the middle, who wears a distinct 
orange shield across his face.

NEIL (V.O.)
They said to themselves, ‘We will 
utterly subdue them.’ How long, O 
God, is the foe to scoff? Is the 
enemy to revile your name forever? 
Why do you hold back your hand? 
Arise, O God, defend your cause. 
Remember how the foolish scoff at 
you all the day!

As Neil finishes reading, Jackson is riveted by his words. 
The two men silently catch eyes with one another.

INT. WALMART - DAY

Katie, Sarah and Nicholas set up a Sorry board at one of the 
tables, while several dozen others mill about the room. Two 
girls, SALLY and BECKY, 8, come up and watch. 

SARAH
Nick, you must be feeling better. I 
haven’t heard you cough as much 
today.

He nods timidly, looking at the girls.
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KATIE
How was school this afternoon with 
Miss Sarah?

NICHOLAS
Fine.

SARAH
Sally and Becky are part of the 
school, aren’t you? 

They nod. Sally points to the game board.

SALLY
What’s that?

KATIE
It’s a game. We’re going to play. 

SALLY
How do you turn it on?

KATIE
You don’t turn it on, silly. You 
just play it.

BECKY
Can we watch?

SARAH
How ‘bout you play with us?

BECKY
Okay.

They excitedly pull up two chairs, as Katie shuffles the 
cards.

SARAH
You can be on my team, Sally. 

KATIE
(to Becky)

And you and Nicholas can be on the 
same team.

Nicholas sticks out a disgusted tongue. 

KATIE (CONT’D)
You have a problem with that?

NICHOLAS
No, Ma’am. 
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KATIE
It better be, no Ma’am.

INT. HALLMARK STORE - DAY

The mall hallway and stores are dimly lit by the generators. 
Jackson suits up in winter gear toward the back of the store. 

Justin, in street clothes, stands near the store entrance. 
Piles of mattresses, linens and stray clothes line the floor.

JACKSON
You should go out with me.

JUSTIN
I told Sarah I’d help on the dinner 
crew tonight.

JACKSON
The sheriff said he needs a few 
more guys to join the security 
team. We’ll be target shooting over 
by the grain silo. 

He holds that thought out, waiting to see if Justin bites.

JUSTIN
Well, maybe I can go out for a 
little bit.

JACKSON
That’s right. I knew you’d come to 
reason.

JUSTIN
Where’s Alan?

JACKSON
He’s out with the maintenance guys, 
seeing if they can find a way into 
the auto parts store.

JUSTIN
Don’t you mean find the auto parts 
store?

Jackson smiles.

JUSTIN (CONT’D)
Well I’ll go let Sarah know. Be 
right back.

Justin heads out into the mall hallway. 
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Immediately TWO GUNSHOTS shatter the silence, and Jackson 
watches in horror as bullets smash into Justin’s head and 
back, dropping him to the ground. 

Jackson dives behind an aisle divider that had been pushed to 
the side, and sits there an eternal moment, trying to slow 
his breath. 

He hears the echoes of voices, laughter and footfalls on the 
tile, and spies his rifle pushed against the wall out of 
reach. 

With panic washing in over his face, he snatches his coat 
still on the floor and with trembling hands, digs into the 
inner pocket where he finds his handgun. He releases the 
safety and presses back against the metal divider, waiting.

THREE PAIRS OF LEGS appear in the doorway and stop. One of 
the men reaches down and places a finger on Justin’s throat, 
which gurgles blood. 

They look inside the store while Jackson remains motionless, 
clutching his gun. The legs walk on toward the mall.  

INT. WALMART - DAY

Blade, Weasel and Jamie casually stroll into the Walmart 
store. 

Without hesitation, Blade lifts up a handgun and fires off 
three successive shots. Screams ring out around the room as 
people scatter and take cover. 

BLADE
Let’s everyone just freeze in place 
right now! Nobody move!

A MAN dashes for the store entrance. Just as he runs outside, 
two gunshots ring out from outside. He falls to the ground. 

Felix and Tommy step over his body, and enter the store. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
I said nobody move. What part of 
that didn’t he understand?

He walks right up to where Katie, Sarah and the girls are. In 
the clamor, Katie has shoved Nicholas under the table, out of 
sight.
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BLADE (CONT’D)
(to Katie and Sarah)

Well, aren’t you pretty little 
things.

Blade remains in the center of the room, and directs Jamie to 
watch the mall entrance door, and Felix to watch the front 
door. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
Weasel and Tommy, fan out and look 
around.

He yells out.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Now if you hear my voice and you’re 
hiding out in any part of the store 
where I can’t see you, you have 
thirty seconds to come and sit at 
these tables. After thirty seconds 
is over, anyone we find not sitting 
at these tables we’re going to 
shoot. Your thirty seconds begin 
now. 

(plays with his watch)
Allee-allee-in-free. Come out, come 
out wherever you are.

Twenty people filter out from other parts of the store, 
including Pastor Neil and Patty. Rex sits motionless where he 
had been playing checkers with his friend.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Very nice. Very smart. Ten more 
seconds left before your get-out-of- 
jail-free card expires. Do not put 
me to the test. 

A high school boy and girl scamper out from electronics and 
run to the tables.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Oh, and what we’re we doing in 
electronics? Plugging things in, 
were we? Time’s up. Now then...

Rex defiantly stands.

REX
What do you cowards want? Coming in 
here waving your guns. Put your 
guns down and we’ll see how tough 
you are, you punk.
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BLADE
Who said you could speak? 

WEASEL
You didn’t explain that rule to 
him, Boss.

BLADE
(approaches Rex)

Oh, you are luckeeee. Because that 
is the second rule. Nobody moves 
and nobody speaks, or we will shoot 
you. Rule number two begins...now.

Rex slowly sits back down simmering with anger. Blade leans 
lustfully toward RACHEL, 20s.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Hello sweetheart. 

HALLMARK STORE - CONTINUOUS

Jackson quietly crouches his way to Justin, whose body 
twitches in its death throes. As he leans weeping over his 
friend, Justin opens his eyes, and weakly speaks. 

JUSTIN
You’re more than a math teacher. 

Justin’s breathing slows, then stops and his body is still. 

Dazed, Jackson looks up toward the Walmart entrance, hundred 
feet down to his left. He sees Jamie’s silhouette through the 
glass and hears Blade’s voice. A gunshot rings out.

WALMART - CONTINUOUS

BLADE
(reacting to gunshot)

Boys, you okay?

WEASEL (O.S.)
Found a straggler, boss. 

BLADE
And the rules are so simple. So 
here’s the game. My friends and I 
are here to do some Christmas 
shopping. We’ve come for two 
things. Food and drink, preferably 
of the alcoholic kind.   
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FELIX
Three things boss.

BLADE
Ah yes, food and drink, preferably 
of the alcoholic kind, and a group 
of lucky ladies who will join us 
for dinner tonight. 

HALLMARK STORE - CONTINUOUS

Jackson slides out of the store and quietly runs to the right 
toward the grocery store. Using the debris of the collapsed 
roof, he is able to climb up and out onto the roof.

WALMART - CONTINUOUS

As Tommy drifts to the back of the store, he looks down an 
aisle and sees TWO TEENAGE GIRLS huddling in terror. His 
heart sinks.

He steps into the aisle, and motions for the girls to be 
quiet. He mouths, “I won’t hurt you”, then motions for them 
to cover their ears.

Desperate, they comply, and he fires two bullets above them, 
then calls out.

TOMMY
Two more stragglers.

As he backs away, he motions for them to lie down and mouths 
“Play dead”. Shivering, they obey. 

EXT. MALL ROOF - CONTINUOUS

Jackson quietly steps his way behind a roof venting unit and 
surveys the scene, with his gun in hand. He sees a curled 
line of four snowmobiles near the ramp entrance of the 
Walmart, and Frank standing guard at the top. 

Across the parking lot is a three story apartment building 
with a third of it above the snow. Jackson sees a FIGURE IN A 
SNOWMOBILE SUIT lying on his stomach behind a grove of 
treetops adjacent to the apartments, a rifle in his hands. 

The person waves at Jackson, and points to Frank, signaling 
with his gun. Jackson nods. The person removes his glove and 
Jackson sees his fingers count down from five. 
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When the other shooter reaches one, Jackson vents a deep 
breath, then steps out and fires three shots.

He grazes Frank, who wheels around and fires his gun wildly 
in Jackson’s direction, until a bullet from the unknown 
shooter hits him square in the back and drops him. 

INT. WALMART - CONTINUOUS

FELIX
(steps outside and looks 
up the ramp)

Somebody just shot Frank!

BLADE
(with fierce anger)

Why will nobody follow the rules?
Let’s move out, boys! Women and 
children first.

He summons his men to come to him. He looks at Sarah, and 
grabs her by the neck.

BLADE (CONT’D)
You’re coming with me. 

He directs Jamie to take Rachel.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Grab her.

BLADE (CONT’D)
And the two girls as well. We need 
cover. 

He signals for Weasel and Tommy to take Sally and Becky. The 
women and girls scream out, while Katie shudders, yet in 
rage, her fingers opening and closing uncontrollably. 
Nicholas watches with horror from under the table.

EXT. WALMART - CONTINUOUS

Blade with his men and the four hostages emerge at the top of 
the ramp. He has Sarah pressed tight to him as a shield.

BLADE
(shouting)

Whoever is shooting out here, keep 
your guns down, or these girls will 
die one by one.
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Jackson cries out audibly as he sees Sarah. The thugs 
scramble hurriedly onto the snowmobiles. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
No gunfire and nobody gets hurt!

JAMIE
What about Frank?

BLADE
It’s not Frank’s day.

Tommy stares down at Frank, horrified. 

They fire up the snowmobiles. Jackson looks toward the 
shooter by the apartments who appears to be readying his 
weapon to fire again. Jackson vehemently shakes his head. 

The person lowers his gun. Blade, keeping Sarah close and at 
gunpoint, rockets his snowmobile forward and the others 
follow. Jackson’s head sinks against his chest.

EXT. WALMART PLAZA - DAY

As the snowmobiles disappear heading west out of town, 
Jackson slowly comes out from behind the venting, jumps down 
from the roof to the snow, and walks toward the entrance. 

The person behind the apartments also comes out and walks 
over.

Several people straggle out from the store, and come up the 
ramp, including Neil and Molly. They gather together in stone 
cold silence. 

JACKSON
They took them, Pastor Neil. They 
took Sarah and those other girls. 
And they killed Justin. Right in 
front of me.

The person with the rifle steps up to them, his head covered 
with a helmet and visor. He speaks. It’s a woman’s voice.

WOMAN
I could have taken him out. I had a 
clear shot.

She pulls off her helmet. It’s Stephanie.

JACKSON
You could have hit Sarah.
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NEIL
She’s a real good shot, Jackson. 
Iraqi vet. Stephanie Taylor.

JACKSON
You with the sheriff?

She nods.

MOLLY
Where is Ted? 

STEPHANIE
They got him. Gary and Sam too. I 
was by the water tower heading over 
to ‘em. They drove up and didn’t 
even stop. Just blew ‘em away as 
they came into town. 

A WOMAN shrieking uncontrollably runs to the top of the ramp.

WOMAN
Where are they? Where are my girls?

Mayor Molly wraps her arms around her, and Neil steps closer.

MOLLY
They have them sweetheart. They 
drove off. But we’re going after 
them. I promise you.

The woman is inconsolable. Molly hugs her tighter.

MOLLY (CONT’D)
Who are these son of a bitches?

NEIL
(looks at Jackson)

Suppose these are the same ones 
that got your friend Paul?

JACKSON
Probably. But I have no clue where 
they’re going.

Frank moans and moves.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
But I’m sure he knows.

Jackson kneels down and violently turns him over, causing the 
man to cry out.
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FRANK
Don’t move me!

JACKSON
Don’t move me. I’ll move you, you 
bastard. You killed my friend. 
Where are they going?

Frank moans with his eyes closed.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
I said, where are they going?

He leans down and grabs the man by the shoulders and hoists 
him upward inducing a sharp howl of pain.

FRANK
It hurts! 

NEIL
(kneeling down)

Tell us where they’re going, and 
we’ll get you help. We have a 
doctor here. 

FRANK
It hurts!

Stephanie forcefully pushes Jackson aside and kneels down to 
the man and unzips the top of his coat, exposing a large 
circle of blood below his left shoulder. 

STEPHANIE
It’s going to hurt a lot more until 
you tell us where they’re going.

She takes both of her hands and presses them down forcefully 
on his gunshot wound. 

FRANK
(cries out louder)

The high school!

STEPHANIE
The one outside of town?

FRANK
Yes!

STEPHANIE
How many are there of you?

Frank hesitates. She pushes down a second time.
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FRANK
It’s us. Just us. Oh God, it hurts.

Jackson looks up.

JACKSON
Why isn’t Katie coming up?

MOLLY
She’s fine, Jackson. She and 
Nicholas are okay.

INT. WALMART - DAY

The group returns to the mall. Three men carry Frank to a 
table off to the side. Jackson rushes in and immediately 
falls into Katie and Nick’s arms. They all weep. 

KATIE
They got Sarah.

JACKSON
I know. I saw it. 

NICHOLAS
They took Sally and Becky too, 
Daddy.

JACKSON
I know. We’re going to go get them.

KATIE
I wanna come. 

NICHOLAS
Mommy, you can’t go.

KATIE
Those assholes. Sorry Nicholas. 
Mommy used --

NICHOLAS
You used a bad word.

KATIE
I know.

INT. WALMART - LATER

The tables have been pushed back, creating an open circle in 
the middle of the room. 
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Most of the group sits or stands at the tables, looking 
toward a cluster than includes Jackson, Neil, and the mayor. 

Alan and the maintenance crew have returned. 

JACKSON
I’m going after them. I want to 
know who is with me.

At once, Rex steps forward.

REX
I’ll go with you.

Ten or so hands shoot up, among them Jeff, Bart, Larry and 
Sal. And Pastor Neil.

NEIL
Count me in, Jackson.

JACKSON
Pastor? 

NEIL
A pastor can’t defend his flock? 
When Jesus said turn the other 
cheek, he didn’t mean that. 

JACKSON
Then, let’s get our things and --

STEPHANIE
(steps forward)

Whoa. You’re just gonna up and at 
‘em, just like that?

Jackson nods for her to continue.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
What do you have for guns? Ammo? 
What’s your plan once you find 
them? You just gonna walk up and 
ring the doorbell? These guys may 
not be smart, but they’re ruthless. 
How you gonna take ‘em out? And how 
are you gonna get the girls out 
safely? We lost our best chance 
earlier. Now we’re going to have to 
think this through. 

JACKSON
I know what they’re going to do to 
those girls.
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STEPHANIE
Believe me, I know.

Her eyes mist up as she says this.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Anger is good, but anger is only 
gonna get you so far. Besides the 
fact that the sun’s about to go 
down, and it’s a few miles to the 
high school.  

JACKSON
All the better. We take them by 
surprise.

MOLLY
There’s a big problem with that, 
Jackson. Between us and the high 
school are a few lakes and ponds.

JACKSON
So?

ALAN
I’ll bet the snow is weaker there, 
just like over the river. 

JEFF
We lost two men a couple days ago. 
Wandered out on Lake Louise. It 
caved in on them. 

MOLLY
You can see it in the daylight. 
There’s a ring around any body of 
water where it’s sunken in. But not 
in the dark.

JACKSON
We can’t just stay here and leave 
them to -- 

STEPHANIE
The high school is big. And several 
stories. We gotta treat this just 
like we treated house to house 
operations in Iraq. You don’t do 
this without a little planning.  
For starters, how many are going 
with us?

Twelve raise their hand, including Alan and Katie.
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JACKSON
Katie, no. And Alan, you can’t even 
raise your arm an inch. What are 
you gonna do? Spit on them?

ALAN
Screw you, Jackson. I can do more 
with one arm than most people can 
do with two. 

STEPHANIE
We’ll solve that later. Any of you 
have any military experience?

Rex raises his hand.

REX
National guard.

STEPHANIE
That’s it? 

(to Jackson)
You?

ALAN
He’s a math teacher. 

NEIL
Don’t let him fool you, Stephanie. 
They call him One Shot.

STEPHANIE
How many of you know how to hunt?

Most of the rest of the volunteers raise their hands.

JACKSON
There ya go. 

STEPHANIE
Yeah, well, the deer don’t fire 
back at you.

MOLLY
(whispers to Neil)

What was her rank?

NEIL
Dunno. Far as I’m concerned, she a 
five-star general. Let’s help her.

MOLLY
Stephanie, help us get a plan in 
place. What do you need us to do?
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STEPHANIE
All the weapons and ammo we can 
find.

MOLLY
Somebody get to the police station 
and gather up any weaponry the 
sheriff has around.

Two volunteers raise their hands.

STEPHANIE
We need a dozen snowmobiles gassed 
up.

Three other volunteers raise their hands.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Water. A little food.

PATTY
Me and the food team are on that.

STEPHANIE
And a white board.

MOLLY
(surprised but goes with 
it)

Somebody check the furniture 
department.

INT. WALMART - DAY

The tiny army clusters together in the back of the Walmart 
while Stephanie stands at a white board, on which is drawn 
the diagram of a two-story building.

Off to the side is a list: WATER, AMMO, GUNS, KNIVES, 
BANDAGES, WALKIE-TALKIE, FLASHLIGHTS, FLARES.   

STEPHANIE
So everyone has to have a 
flashlight or head-lamp. That high 
school has two floors. Most of it 
will be under the snow. 

She draws a line straight across the building halfway through 
the second floor windows.
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STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
We’ll use the flares and 
flashlights in case we have to take 
the fight to the first floor. Any 
questions? ‘Cuz trust me, if you 
think something could go wrong, it 
probably will. 

BART
(after a burst of 
coughing)

When are we leaving then?

STEPHANIE
Sunrise, and not a second later. 
That means out of bed at least an 
hour earlier to eat, pee, pray, 
suit up - whatever you need to do 
to prepare yourself. 

LARRY
What’d you do in Iraq? See plenty 
of action?

She nods.

STEPHANIE
Look, none of you has ever fired a 
weapon at a live human being. There 
will be something very deep inside 
of you that will hold you back from 
pulling that trigger. That moment 
of hesitation is what will cost you 
your life. Not one of these 
assholes will have that same 
respect for your life. If you don’t 
kill them, they will kill you. 

SAL
Time to get in touch with your 
inner Liam Nesson, boys! 

The group laughs nervously.

STEPHANIE
You have a point though. We have no 
time to train for this. You’ve 
gotta picture yourselves facing 
fire and not running. Like in the 
movies. You’ve gotta picture 
yourselves pulling that trigger, 
the instant the battle begins. 
Remember what they did here. 
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Jackson looks down. 

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
There’s two women out there, and 
two little girls that need us. 
You’re more than hunters and 
farmers and accountants. There’s a 
warrior inside of each one of you 
that just hasn’t needed to come out 
until now. Well, it’s time to let 
it come out. 

The men are transfixed by her speech. A fire ignites in each 
of their eyes.

EXT. WALMART - SUNRISE

The nine men, along with Stephanie, prepare to mount their 
snowmobiles -- which are abreast two by two -- saying goodbye 
to family and friends. 

Jackson hugs Katie and Nicholas.

JACKSON
Bye. 

KATIE
Bye. 

JACKSON
I’ll be home for dinner. 

KATIE
Don’t be late.

NICHOLAS
Daddy. I love you!

They hug, and Jackson winces to hold back a tear.

He walks to Alan who is standing alone, off to the side, 
morose.

JACKSON
I want you with us.

ALAN
Get out of here.

JACKSON
If you could even just run the 
snowmobile, I’d say come. But -- 
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ALAN
Go. Shut up and go. I’ll do my part 
here. But bring those girls back.

Jackson nods, then walks to his snowmobile, which is 
alongside of Stephanie. 

He watches as Patty suffocates Neil in an embrace.

Jackson reaches into one of the top pockets in his parka and 
pulls out a driver’s license. He steadies his gaze upon the 
photo. It’s Justin.  

STEPHANIE
Ready?

He nods and puts the drivers license back in his pocket. 

Stephanie leans forward to Barry and Hugh who are leading the 
procession. 

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
You sure you can get us around the 
lakes?

They nod their nods. 

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
All right. Let’s do it.

They crank up their sleds, and the procession heads out.

MONTAGE - THE TRIP TO THE HIGH SCHOOL

-- The procession crosses the river at the “bridge”.

-- A massive wall of snowdust is lifted up by the caravan.

-- The group detours around a giant ‘snow ring’ beneath which 
a lake lies hidden. 

EXT. HALF MILE FROM THE HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

The group takes cover behind a large line of pines and a 
billboard thrusting out of the snow. 

Stephanie and Jackson look through binoculars toward the top 
portion of the high school, nearly a mile away. She points to 
another cluster of buildings. 
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STEPHANIE
I think if we come in from the 
north side, we’ll have cover from 
those buildings. And there’s a 
grove of trees right at the school 
property line.

JACKSON
I see it. Oh look.

A small figure with a rifle appears atop the snow outside one 
of the high school windows.

STEPHANIE
That’s good. The jerk wasn’t lying 
to us. Wish we had silencers. We 
could pick ‘em off one at a time. 

JACKSON
I’m glad you’re with us. So what 
did you do in Iraq?

STEPHANIE
(still looking through her 
binoculars)

I don’t think you wanna know.

JACKSON
Why, were you a sniper?

STEPHANIE
No. 

JACKSON
Special ops?

STEPHANIE
(puts down binoculars)

Cook.

JACKSON
No really.

STEPHANIE
Cook. Damn good one. 

Jackson takes this in, lowers his head and starts to quietly 
laugh to himself.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Told you, you didn’t wanna know. 
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JACKSON
This rescue mission is being led by 
a math teacher and a cook.

STEPHANIE
I’m more than a cook you know. 

JACKSON
Clearly. 

STEPHANIE
Why are you so down on being a 
teacher?

JACKSON
I just had bigger dreams for 
myself, that’s all. Used to write 
music. Had a recording studio in my 
basement. Life just puts you in 
moments where doing the right thing 
is not necessarily the fun thing or 
the fulfilling thing. 

STEPHANIE
Then you made the right choice. You 
gotta beautiful wife and a great 
child. That’s a pretty high calling 
if you ask me. 

JACKSON
No, you’re right.

STEPHANIE
So get over it. Besides, until life 
is done with us, then don’t be done 
with life. Keep dreaming. That’s my 
philosophy, for what it’s worth. 
I’m gonna be a chef when all this 
is done. 

JACKSON
Well, let’s keep this cook-thing 
between you and me. I think 
everyone will fight better if they 
think of you as Wonder Woman. 

STEPHANIE
Shall we get movin’? Let’s get in 
behind those buildings, grab a 
snack and get this going. 

JACKSON
Wanna whip up some hot beef 
sandwiches for us? Sorry, sorry.
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EXT. BUILDINGS OUTSIDE OF HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

The group camps out and finishes a breakfast of cold 
sandwiches and candy bars. The milky white sky begins to cast 
off intermittent flurries. Bart coughs relentlessly. 

BART 
Can’t feel my fingers.

LARRY
You’re lucky. I can’t feel my hands 
or arms.

SAL
You can feel your legs and feet? 
What’s that like?

Bart coughs again.

NEIL
You gonna make it, Bart?

He nods while gagging up a hairball.

STEPHANIE
Anybody got a cough drop? You’re 
gonna want to reel that in before 
we get close.

Dr. Jeff digs into a pocket and tosses him a throat lozenge. 

BARRY 
I am so moving after this winter.

HUGH
You say that every year. 

BARRY
No. This time I really mean it. It 
doesn’t snow like this in Florida. 

STEPHANIE
All right men, I think it’s time. 
What’s rule number one?

ALL IN UNISON
Fight together, live together. 

STEPHANIE
We’ll fan out in two groups, but 
keep ‘em close enough together to 
cover each other. We’ll take the 
building one room at a time. 

(MORE)
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Once the hornet’s nest gets hit, 
the shit’s gonna fly. Excuse me, 
Pastor.

Neil waves it off.

SAL
(to himself)

Liam Neeson. Liam Neeson. 

NEIL
Stephanie. I’d like to pray for us. 
Is that okay?

LARRY
Yeah man, pray. Pray. I want the 
big guy on our side. Pray away.

Stephanie smiles and nods. Most of them instinctively bow 
their heads, and a couple remove their caps or helmets. 

NEIL
Father in heaven, none of us wants 
to be here right now, but each one 
of us must be here. There’s a 
saying that most of these men know. 
What do the righteous have to do 
for the wicked to prevail? And the 
answer is... 

Some of the men say it with him.

NEIL (CONT’D)
...nothing. So we’re here today God 
for one purpose -- to push back 
against evil. And we ask for your 
help and your protection in doing 
this. We ask you for courage. And 
please give us success. Don’t let 
these ladies get hurt. We’ll trade 
our lives for theirs if need be. 
Because that’s what the good do. 
They push back against evil, no 
matter what the cost. I think 
Jesus, that’s a big reason why you 
came to earth that first Christmas. 
Amen. 

The men echo back the amen, and some cross themselves. 

STEPHANIE (CONT'D)
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EXT. TREE GROVE NORTH OF HIGH SCHOOL - DAY

The group, spread out on their bellies, looks at the rear of 
the high school from a grove of trees, fifty yards away. The 
snow reaches the windows of the second floor. Jackson and 
Stephanie are in the middle of the group.

JACKSON
I don’t see the guard anymore. 

STEPHANIE
This is where it gets tricky. It’s 
a fifty yard dash to the school 
where we’ll be out in the open. 

JACKSON
Just make a run for it?

STEPHANIE
No, no. Alpha - you guys with me. 
Alpha!

She has to get their focus. Alpha is Bart, Jeff, Barry and 
Hugh.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
We’ll wait here and provide cover 
for Bravo. 

She looks at Jackson, who has Rex, Larry, Sal and Neil on his 
side.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Watch the windows like a hawk. You 
see any movement, any opening, any 
gun popping out, fire at it. You 
with me? Then Bravo, you provide 
cover for us. 

They nod. Larry is twitching. He looks down to his pants and 
touches his crotch. A wet spot is growing. He speaks to Sal, 
next to him.

LARRY
Feels a little different now than 
it did last night, when we were 
shouting and high-fiving, doesn’t 
it Sal?

SAL
What’d ya think -- this was gonna
be like a softball game or 
something?
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LARRY
It’s just kinda weird thinking in 
fifteen seconds I might be dead.

SAL
And when isn’t that true! Besides, 
that’s not what you think about. 
Think of those ladies in there. And 
Liam Neeson. 

Larry smiles.

STEPHANIE
Jackson, you got this?

Jackson sighs deeply.

JACKSON
So this is why there’s war.

STEPHANIE
(whispers)

You’re more than a math teacher. 
Way more.

(beat)
Keep it quiet as you run. Okay, in 
five, four, three, two, one.

Jackson nods to his men. They jump to their feet and begin to 
dash across the show, while Stephanie and her team watch the 
building with eagle eyes. 

LARRY
(huffing and puffing as he 
runs)

You got this! You got this!

Team Bravo makes it across. They each press their backs 
against the brick wall, in between windows. 

JACKSON
Watch the windows for Alpha. Cover 
them!

Jackson nods at Stephanie, who signals her team. They rise 
and run across as well, arriving safely.

STEPHANIE
All right. Test each of the 
windows. See if any are open. Move 
this way. 
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They move counter-clockwise around the building. As they turn 
the corner, the thugs’ four snowmobiles come into view, 
parked out in the open. The wagons are largely filled. 

JACKSON
(to Stephanie)

Looks like someone’s packed up, 
ready to go.

She does a quick scan of their inventory.

STEPHANIE
Good Lord, dynamite? Who are these 
guys? 

Jeff presses up on the window nearest them, and it opens.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Careful, Doctor!

She quickly sticks her head in and sweeps the room, gun 
poised. 

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
It’s clear. Come on. 

She pulls herself inside, and waits at the window as each of 
them comes in. Bart is next to last, but is coughing up a 
lung. 

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Can’t you stop?

He nods yes, but only coughs worse.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
All right, stay out here and stand 
guard. Everybody get your walkies
on. Channel 16. 

They walk to the door at the end of the room. She motions for 
Rex to pull it open and peers out. 

The hallway -- a hundred-feet long to the left with four 
classrooms and a stairway on both ends -- is empty. A second 
hallway with four other classes disappears behind a wall.

The hall is illuminated by large windows above each 
staircase. She steps out and signals them to follow.  
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INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

STEPHANIE
We’ll clear this floor first. 
Bravo, that way. Check the rooms on 
the other side. We’ll meet you 
round the other staircase.

Jackson nods and takes his group with him to the right. 

After they walk past the second classroom, Stephanie notices 
a door beside them with a plaque saying “TO ROOF”. She opens 
it and scans inside, noting the steps that curl upward. She 
looks at Jeff. 

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Doctor Jeff. We really could use an 
angel above us, in case the fight 
breaks outside. Wanna take the 
roof? 

He nods and heads up the stairs. 

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
Stay dialed in though, in case we 
need you down here.

Larry notices Jeff as he follows Jackson to the other side. 

LARRY
(to Sal)

Our numbers are dwindling. I’m not 
a fan of dividing up like this.

SAL
She’s the one with military 
experience.

He whispers to Jackson.

SAL (CONT’D)
She tell you what she was?

JACKSON
Special ops.

SAL
(nods, turns to Larry)

Told you. Do what she says. 

Jackson turns and shushes them as they approach the first 
door on their side. He pushes the door open and immediately 
hears a muffled woman’s cry. He charges in, and sees Sarah, 
gagged and bound up on a sleeping bag.
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Her eyes widen in terror, then seeing Jackson, relax. To her 
left, lies Rachel, similarly bound, but unconscious. 

JACKSON
(to Rex and Neil)

Help Rachel. 
(to Larry and Sal)

Guard the door.
(on walkie)

We found Sarah and Rachel. They’re 
okay. 

He yanks the hateful gag off Sarah’s face, and then attacks 
the rope around her hands and feet.

SARAH
(crying)

Oh Jackson. Jackson! Oh God!

JACKSON
Where are the girls at? 

SARAH
I don’t know. Their crazy leader 
took them. He’s a monster. Oh God, 
Jackson, I can’t, I can’t --

She breaks down. 

SARAH (CONT’D)
Where’s Justin?

JACKSON
Sh. Sh. Sh. Right now, we’re 
getting you outta here. You’re safe 
now.

He turns to Neil and Rex.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
How’s Rachel?

She’s sitting up, and they’re trying to soothe her, but her 
face registers catatonic fear. Jackson starts to put a coat 
over Sarah.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Sarah, I need you to be strong. 
You’re going out this window. A man 
named --

REX
Bart.
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JACKSON
-- Bart, is outside. He’s going to 
take you and Rachel to where our 
snowmobiles are at. You’re going to 
have to help Rachel.

He motions for Neil and Rex to put a coat around Rachel, as 
he unlocks and raises the window that’s in the room. He 
sticks his head out.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Bart! 

Bart peeks his head around the corner and walks over, still 
coughing.

Suddenly a volley of gunshots explodes from the hallway, and 
voices shout out.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Quick Sarah. Rachel, come now!

They help the women outside.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
(to Bart)

Take them to the snowmobiles and 
wait for us!

He nods and scurries away. Jackson grabs his gun and 
carefully but determinedly pulls back the door. Sal stands 
there trembling, gun in hand.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
What is it, Sal?

Jackson charges out in the hallway, and to his horror, sees 
Larry spilled out on the floor, a bullet straight through his 
forehead.

SAL
One of them just came up the 
stairs, holding a plate of food. He 
took one look over here, and before 
we could react, shot Larry, and ran 
back down. 

Sal snatches a horrified glance down at Larry, then looks 
back up, about to lose it. Jackson signals for Neil and Rex 
to come back out.
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INTERCUT - WALKIE CONVERSATION

STEPHANIE 
Jackson, what happened?

JACKSON
Sal, hang in there. Fight together, 
live together. 

(into walkie)
Took some fire from one of them. 
Larry’s down. The shooter ran back 
down to the first floor.

JEFF 
You need me down there?

STEPHANIE 
Take the roof, Doctor. We need you 
up there for now.

Frantic voices and scuffling come from the first floor which 
is largely consumed in darkness. 

STEPHANIE(CONT’D)
Jackson, bring your team back to 
the staircase. Carefully though. 
We’re gonna try and flush them out 
with flares.

JACKSON
(with urgency)

Don’t shoot! You can’t shoot! 
They’ve got the girls. Repeat 
they’ve got Sally and Becky on the 
first floor!

STEPHANIE 
Shit!

She directs Barry and Hugh to the top of their staircase.

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
They can’t get anywhere except 
through us. Let’s show them they’re 
outnumbered. We’ll send down two 
flares each at my count. Roger 
that?

JACKSON 
Two flares each.
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INT. LOWER LEVEL - CONTINUOUS

Felix comes flying down the stairs into a cafeteria, where 
Blade, Jamie, Weasel and Tommy are scrambling for their guns.

The room is dimly illuminated by several emergency lights. 

BLADE
What the hell is that?

FELIX
Bunch of guys with guns up there! 

BLADE
How many?

FELIX
I couldn’t count ‘em. 

BLADE
Why does everybody in this town 
HAVE TO OWN A GUN!

JAMIE
What do we do?

BLADE
Suit up and watch the staircases. 
Blow away anything that moves.

EXT. ROOF - DAY

Jeff pushes against the door leading out into the roof. It’s 
partially drifted in, but he makes enough of an opening to 
squeeze through. 

Five to seven foot swells cover the roof with wind-carved 
walkways snaking across.

He steps out and climbs up one of the drifts to get a look 
around, then sees Bart scrambling through the trees leading 
Sarah and Rachel to safety.

He hears a distinct hum to his right, and sees a helicopter a 
half mile to the south. He starts to wave, then grabs for his 
backpack, and frantically digs around inside, pulling out a 
flare.

He ignites it and begins to wave it wildly over his head.

JEFF
Come on! Look this way!
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INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Teams Alpha and Bravo camp around the separate ends of the 
hallway, watching their respective staircases, flares in 
hand. 

INTERCUT - WALKIE CONVERSATION

STEPHANIE
Got your flares?

JACKSON
Yeah.

STEPHANIE
Light ‘em up.

They ignite the flares. 

STEPHANIE (CONT’D)
In three, two, one. Let ‘em fly.

They toss the flares to the darkened lower level. 

INT. LOWER LEVEL - CONTINUOUS

BLADE
(seeing flares)

Here they come, boys. Get ready to 
rumble.

They each raise their weapons toward the staircases. But no 
one comes through the flame and smoke.

JAMIE
Why aren’t they coming?

BLADE
Maybe there aren’t as many of ‘em 
as we think. 

He stands up and fishes through a bag. 

WEASEL
They’re just being careful. They 
know we have the girls.

BLADE
No. I think they’re just trying to 
impress us.

(beat)
Keep your guns up.
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He pulls out a stick of dynamite, and lights the fuse.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Well let’s impress them with this!

He runs to Stephanie’s staircase, and when the flame gets 
close, he hurls it upwards. 

CONTINUOUS

The explosion turns the staircase into a cloudy mess of 
plaster, tile and blood. 

Barry and Hugh are dropped at once, dead or unconscious. 

Stephanie is violently thrown back, her face raked by 
shrapnel. 

CONTINUOUS

Jackson, Neil, Rex and Sal react to the blast. Jackson steps 
away from the staircase and stares down the other hallway. He 
sees the growing cloud of dust, and Stephanie lying on her 
back, holding her face.

JACKSON
(to Rex and Neil)

Go help them. We’ll cover here.  

Sal tightens up on his rifle and mouths, “Liam Neeson”. 

INT. LOWER LEVEL - CONTINUOUS

BLADE
(to Tommy)

Get the girls! We’re blowing this 
popsicle stand. 

Everyone throws on coats and grabs bags and guns.

Tommy runs over to a janitor’s closet and yanks it open. 
Sally and Becky cower in the corner behind mops and brooms.

TOMMY
Come on girls! We’re leaving.

They retreat further back. 
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TOMMY (CONT’D)
Please. Come with me, or they’ll 
hurt you. I’m going to try to keep 
you safe.

BLADE
(barking madly)

Get those girls! Felix, help Tommy.

Felix rushes straight into the closet and pulls the girls out 
roughly by their hair and shirts, past Tommy who looks on 
with concern.

Blade grabs Sally and motions to Felix to keep Becky with 
him. He points to Jackson’s staircase.

BLADE (CONT’D)
We’re heading up that staircase. 
You three hang back. Keep outta
sight. If you get a shot, take ‘em 
out!

INT. STAIRCASE - CONTINUOUS

Jackson and Sal wait a the top of the staircase, guns 
extended. Suddenly out of the darkness slithers Blade and 
Felix with their hostages. 

JACKSON
You stop right there.

BLADE
Or what? See, we have these pretty 
little girls, and you wouldn’t want 
them to get hurt, would you?   

Blade and Felix keep stepping forward while Jackson retreats. 
Weasel and Jamie stay hidden in the shadows, sizing up 
possible shots to take.  

JACKSON
You so much as scratch those 
girls...

BLADE
You mean, like this?

He brushes his fingernails -- roughly sharpened by three 
weeks without hygiene -- against Sally’s cheek, eliciting a 
whimper from her lips and a drop of blood from her skin. 
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BLADE (CONT’D)
Oh! Did I do that? See, you have no 
power here. Not only because I have 
the girls. But because -- I don’t 
care what happens!

(suddenly aggressive)
So this is how it’s going to shake 
out. You and your friend are going 
to pull up the stairs to that side, 
while me and my friend dosey-do to 
this side. And when we arrive safe 
to our snowmobiles, then you get 
the girls back. Capiche?  

Out of nowhere, a black helicopter fills the large window 
above the staircase, setting off an alarm in Blade.

BLADE (CONT’D)
(defiantly)

Oh no! We’ll have no rescues now! 

He tightens his grip on Sally and rushes past Jackson onto 
the second floor. In the mayhem, Sal comes into full view for 
Jamie, who puts two bullets in him.

Jackson dives out of the way, firing his gun twice into the 
darkness. Felix, with Becky, starts to follow after Blade, 
taking a shot at Jackson who rolls out of the way behind the 
hallway wall.  

BLADE (CONT’D)
Call the others up. 

Blade sees Neil and Rex helping Stephanie down the hallway 
and fires a bullet in their direction, lodging it in Neil’s 
thigh. They scramble into a classroom. 

FELIX
Come on!

Jamie, Weasel and Tommy rush up the stairs. Tommy clutches at 
his throat, covered in blood.

FELIX (CONT’D)
What happened?

WEASEL
Whoever was firing nicked him. 

TOMMY
(with a raspy voice)

I’m fine. Let’s go. 
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Felix motions behind that wall, toward where Jackson dove, 
while Becky continues to squirm in his arms.

FELIX
(mouthing)

He’s right there.

Weasel and Jamie ready their guns and creep toward the 
corner, nod at each other, then lunge into the hallway to 
take Jackson out.

The hallway is empty.

They run back to Blade, who stands at the door to the roof, 
still clutching Sally.

BLADE
Weasel, come with me. The rest of 
you get the snowmobiles ready. Time 
to saddle up.

WEASEL
But they have a helicopter!

BLADE
They don’t have anything! They came 
from Laurel Pines to get the girls. 

WEASEL
But the helicopter!

BLADE
I don’t know. The game must be 
coming to an end soon. Weasel and I 
are going to take care of the 
helicopter. Go! 

He nods for Weasel to follow him up the stairs. 

INT. BLOWN OUT STAIRCASE - CONTINUOUS

Jackson picks his way across the staircase, past Barry and 
Hugh’s still bodies. He looks left down the hallway, and then 
dashes across into the classroom where Rex is wiping 
Stephanie’s bleeding face with a cloth.

Neil sits back against the wall, holding a gun out but 
clearly in distress.

JACKSON
They got Sal.
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NEIL
This didn’t take long to fall 
apart.

STEPHANIE
(concussed but coherent)

You and Rex, go help Jeff. We’ll be 
okay here. 

JACKSON
Can you see?

STEPHANIE
Which one of you said that?

(beat)
Get out of here. Save those girls.

JACKSON
(in walkie)

Jeff, are you there? Jeff?

EXT. ROOF - CONTINUOUS

Jeff can’t hear the message. He’s signaling the helicopter, 
directing them to a place where they might land.

Blade, with Sally, and Weasel push out onto the roof.

Jeff, seeing them, dives behind a heating vent as both open 
fire on him. Blade pushes Weasel toward Jeff with a “Go take 
care of him” gesture, then sets Sally down and moves straight 
for the chopper, firing at will at it.

Jeff scrambles toward the corner of the roof, looking down to 
the snow, as Weasel stalks him. He takes a weak shot at 
Weasel, but misses badly. When he looks up again, Weasel 
fires. Jeff clutches at his chest and falls back off the 
roof.

Weasel smiles and nods arrogantly. Walking over to the edge 
with a smug look on his face, he peers over. 

Jeff, unharmed, is a scant six feet below him flat on his 
back atop a high drift, his rifle pointed straight at him. 
Weasel can hardly register surprise before Jeff puts a bullet 
through his heart.

JEFF
Fooled ya. 

Jeff pulls out his walkie-talkie from the breast pocket of 
his coat, along with down and feathers. It’s smashed by a 
bullet. He marvels at his luck.

87.



Jeff’s pleasure is short-lived. He watches in horror as the 
helicopter suddenly lurches sharply to the right and crashes 
into the grove of trees at the edge of the school, its blades 
snapping off with a LOUD EXPLOSION. 

Blade suddenly leans over the roof from fifty feet away, 
scanning for him. Jeff fires frantically, but misses, then 
rolls as fast as he can, tucking himself underneath the gable 
of the roof where he is out of sight. 

Blade looks over again with his gun ready to fire, scowls and 
retreats. 

EXT. SNOWMOBILES OUTSIDE SCHOOL - CONTINUOUS

Tommy reaches out for Becky as Felix hands her through the 
window nearest the snowmobiles. He leans in and whispers 
something in her ear. She nods.

As Jamie and Felix climb through, Tommy stoops down and lets 
her go. 

TOMMY
(still bleeding, still 
raspy)

Run, Becky, run. 

FELIX
Hey, what are you doing?

Felix jumps down and presses himself up to Tommy.

FELIX (CONT’D)
What are you doing?!

TOMMY
We don’t need her.

FELIX
To hell we don’t.

JAMIE
You better run now, ‘cuz Boss is 
gonna light you up.

TOMMY
You heard him. We’re getting out of 
here. We don’t need --

A gun shot rings out from the roof, then another, dropping 
Tommy dead in the snow. 

They look up and see Blade, twenty feet up. 
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BLADE
I knew he was no good from the 
start. I am such a good judge of 
character.

JAMIE
You are, Boss.

BLADE
I’ve got the other girl. Let’s get 
out of Dodge. Don’t let your guard 
down. One of them’s down there, 
skulking around. There maybe more.

He stomps back to the door, hoists Sally up from where she is 
crunched down, trembling.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Come on!

INT. CLASSROOM - CONTINUOUS

Jackson and Rex stand in the doorway looking down the length 
of the hallway. 

JACKSON
Wait till I get to the other side. 
Then we’ll advance together.

Rex nods, and Jackson dashes back across the damaged 
staircase and disappears down the adjoining hallway.

The roof door suddenly lurches open. Rex watches as Blade 
peers out from it, looking left and right, then walks out. 
Rex looks impatiently at the far staircase where Jackson 
should appear, then decides to intervene. 

He steps out.

REX
Stop right there. Put that girl 
down.

But he’s no match for Blade’s efficient ruthlessness. Without 
hesitation, Blade whirls around and fires two bullets into 
Rex, who drops like a stone.

JACKSON (O.C.)
No!

A bullet rings out from Jackson’s gun -- who stands at the 
opposite staircase -- and cuts into Blade’s calf.
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BLADE
That hurt!

He whips around again and fires twice more at Jackson, who 
dives backwards out of the way. 

Jamie suddenly appears in the door (to the room nearest the 
snowmobiles) and fires at Jackson who retreats further.

Suddenly a deep voice bellows out.

VOICE 
Then this will really hurt.

As Blade stands in front of another doorway, a massive fist 
crushes the right side of his face, sending him reeling back 
against the wall. Alan steps out of the room, pummelling him 
repeatedly with his left fist.

First Blade’s gun drops which Alan kicks like a hockey puck 
to the far end of the hallway where Stephanie and Neil are. 
Becky topples to the floor, and she scrambles away in the 
same direction. 

Jackson reloads and fires back at Jamie but they’re at a 
standoff, and Jackson cannot advance.

ALAN
You God-forsaken coward! 

Alan is turning Blade’s face into jello. In desperation, 
Blade reaches out and grabs Alan’s right shoulder and pulls 
with all his remaining strength.

The shoulder falls apart in his hands, and Alan cries out in 
agony and drops to his knees, immobilized by the pain.

BLADE
Oh. A little shoulder problem, I 
see.

Blade brings the full weight of both his arms down on Alan’s 
shoulder, and Alan flays out helplessly on his stomach.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Time for you to meet blade.

Blade reaches down to his belt buckle and whisks out a 
hunting knife, which he raises high. 

Just then, Becky runs straight into the pant legs of a hidden 
person who emerges from the damaged staircase.
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A rifle shot rings out, and the knife goes flying out of 
Blade’s hand.

Blade looks up. It’s Katie, standing tall and proud, her 
rifle pointed right at him. Becky clings to her legs. 

Blade wastes no time scrambling to run for his life, and 
flies into the end classroom, grabbing Jamie as he goes.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Let’s get out of here!

They dive out of the window, and with Felix, fire up three 
snowmobiles and fly out of the school yard.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Jackson steps out of the back hallway, crosses the staircase, 
and walks into the “escape” classroom, and watches as the 
three snowmobiles kick up a cloud of dust.

He comes out and walks toward Alan, and Katie, who holds 
Becky tight.

He says nothing, just strides up to her, and hugs her and 
kisses her, then touches Becky’s face as well.

Alan moans. Jackson turns to him, feigning anger.

JACKSON
What the hell? 

KATIE
We just counted up the numbers and 
realized you were going to need 
some help.

Alan rolls on his back. His eyes are closed in pain.

ALAN
You’re a math teacher. You can 
figure it out.

EXT. OUTSIDE OF THE SCHOOL - DAY

The rag-tag team of rescuers and rescuees situate themselves 
on five snowmobiles, which are clustered outside a school 
window. 

Alan sits behind Jackson, breathing heavily to control his 
pain. 
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Katie drives with Sarah behind her. 

Neil, with his leg bandaged, takes another snowmobile with 
Stephanie behind him, her face bandaged.

Bart has Becky behind him.

Jeff takes Rachel with Sally between them. 

JACKSON
(to Neil)

Pastor, you gonna be okay?

He gives a thumbs up. Jackson leans back to Alan.

JACKSON (CONT’D)
Wanna just cut it off now and be 
done with it?

ALAN
I wish.

Jackson looks at Katie, and they smile tenderly at each 
other. 

JACKSON
Let’s go home.

With that, they start up their snowmobiles, situate their 
masks, and set off back to Laurel Pines.

EXT. SNOWFIELD A HALF-MILE FROM SCHOOL - DAY

Blade, Felix and Jamie sit on their silenced snowmobiles and 
watch from a distance as the caravan heads away from the 
school. 

Blade scratches his face in clear agitation, which Jamie 
sees.

JAMIE
Let ‘em go, Boss.

BLADE
Nobody beats me.

JAMIE
We’re free. We got food. Got time 
to get as far away from here as we 
can. 
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BLADE
They’ll tell others about us. Which 
means they’ll be looking for us.

FELIX
I think they got other things to 
worry about for awhile before they 
do that. 

BLADE
Yeah, but the ride’s coming to an 
end. A helicopter could sweep in on 
us tomorrow. 

(beat)
No, sorry, boys but this ain’t 
over.

He starts to put his helmet back on.

FELIX
What are you gonna do?

BLADE
What we do! Survive.

JAMIE
I ain’t killing anyone else today, 
Boss. They got kids. Taken ‘em as 
hostages is one thing. Killing? 
Ain’t happening.

BLADE
Are you talking back to me! Who got 
you out of this mess?

FELIX
There’s three of us and lots of 
them. And they just kicked our ass.

BLADE
They kicked nothing! We have 
dynamite. 

(beat)
You two wouldn’t last a day out 
here without me! Are you with me or 
not?

JAMIE
No killing. 

BLADE
We’ll only kill the adults.
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JAMIE
You kill the adults, you kill the 
children.

BLADE
Jeezum H. Crow! You’re makin’ me 
miss Tommy, for God’s sake! 

Blade curls up his nose in disgust, starts up the snowmobile, 
and sets off. They follow.

EXT. SNOWFIELD - DAY

The caravan screams across the open white plain. As Alan 
leans toward the right, he notices the three in pursuit, and 
taps Jackson, who looks back. His heart, and head, sink.

LATER

Blade presses his machine faster, forcing his partners to 
keep up.

LATER

Jackson watches in his mirror as Blade falls in behind them, 
cutting the distance with alarming speed.

He looks over at Katie, who is also aware of the growing 
danger. She shakes her head.

Jackson slows down and falls out of rank with the others.

He does a wide loop -- which they imitate -- and turns to 
face the thugs. He brings his snowmobile to a stop, and shuts 
off the engine. Everyone follows suit.

JACKSON
The only way they’re gonna go away 
is if we make them go away. 

NEIL
What are we gonna do?

JACKSON
Everybody off your snowmobile. 
Rachel, Sarah, Stephanie, I want 
you and the girls to get behind us 
and lay down in the snow. The rest 
of us --
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STEPHANIE
Hey, even a blind squirrel can find 
a nut. Put a gun in my hand and 
tell me where to shoot.

JACKSON
All right, fair enough. We’ll use 
the snowmobiles as a barricade.

BART
Look. 

He points to the west where the three have stopped their 
snowmobiles a hundred yards off. Blade gets off and walks 
behind.

JEFF
Maybe they’re thinking better of 
it.

ALAN
No. I’ve seen this movie. They’re 
just talking over their play.  

Blade hands something to the other two. 

JACKSON
It’s the dynamite. 

KATIE
I should’ve finished him. It’s my 
fault.

JACKSON
It’s not your fault.

The three set their sleds in motion.

JEFF
They’re coming. 

Almost as soon as they accelerate, Jamie and Felix break out 
of line, one going left, the other right. They circle widely 
around the friends, staying out of reach of their guns.  

NEIL
What are they doing?

ALAN
Hunting. 

RACHEL
I can’t believe this is happening. 
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She holds the kids tight. 

JACKSON
(screams out)

Change of plans. Katie and I cover 
straight ahead. Jeff, point Steph
to the south. The two of you and 
Neil cover that direction. Bart, 
give Alan a gun for his left hand. 
Pick off that guy to the north. 
Fight together --

REST OF THEM
-- live together. 

The attack comes swiftly. A flame ignites in Blade’s hand, 
then the other two. They charge their snowmobiles forward. 

JACKSON
Fire as soon as you can! Don’t let 
them get close! 

Gunfire echoes out across the flat, frozen battlefield. 

One of Jackson’s bullets shatters Blade’s windscreen, and 
Katie’s ricochets off the hood. Blade veers left and hurls 
his stick of dynamite which explodes twenty feet in front of 
Jackson and Katie, knocking them back. 

Jeff hits Jamie in the shoulder. He dumps his sled, finds his 
lit stick nearby and in a panic hurls it away from him. It 
explodes harmlessly. 

A lone, lit stick hurled by Felix lands nearby. Jackson sees 
it and cries out. But too late. It goes off.

MONTAGE - AFTER THE EXPLOSION

Jackson is on his knees. Screams, shouts and sobbing are all 
muted in his ears, which are ringing loudly. The concussive 
blow makes it hard to focus. Several images enter his mind. 

-- One of the girls is bloodied and crying.

-- Katie, on her hands and knees, pushes something down into 
the snow.

-- Jackson sees silhouetted figures of two men walking above 
him.

-- Jackson sees Nicholas wrestling with him on the living 
room floor. 
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-- He sees himself decorating a Christmas tree with Katie, 
then grabbing her and tickling her before kissing her.

-- Justin, laughing uncontrollably, enters his line of sight. 

-- A full vision of a furious bear growling and attacking him 
appears.

-- A hand reaches down beside him as his head clears, and 
takes his gun which had fallen to the snow. Then a foot 
pushes him over onto his back. Jackson comes to his senses. 
Blade is staring down at him.

EXT. SNOWFIELD - CONTINUOUS

BLADE
Not so tough now are we. 

Blade moves on and picks up another gun. Jackson struggles to 
sit up and sees Jamie and Felix picking up every gun they can 
find, and hurling them into a sled behind one of their 
snowmobiles. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
Jamie, you okay? 

He nods, though winces.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Cut all the gas lines.

He leans over and opens up the engine hood from Jackson’s 
snowmobile and brings a knife across the fuel line which 
spews gas. He shouts at Jackson and the others. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
Get to your feet, all of you.

Felix points to Bart lying in the snow. His coat has been 
blown off and his torso is bleeding.

FELIX
I don’t think this one’s getting 
up.

BLADE
On your feet, the rest of you. Get 
in the middle over here with the 
girls. 

ALAN
Just kill us. Burn in hell.
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BLADE
You I wanna kill. 

He raises his gun at Alan’s head.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Jamie? Can I? 

Jamie shakes his head. Blade lowers the weapon.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Jamie says there has been enough 
killing today. I agree. I’m turning 
over a new leaf. 

(beat)
I’m going to let nature kill you.

Jackson, Katie and the others struggle to their feet and are 
herded into a circle. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
You fought very well today. Almost 
a draw. But not quite. I have guns 
and you don’t. I have snowmobiles, 
and you don’t. And I have clothes 
and you don’t.

He waits for them to react.

BLADE (CONT’D)
That’s right. Except for the 
children. Hand them over, each of 
you. Coats. Hats. Gloves. Toss them 
over to us. 

With confused hesitation, they each remove their winter gear. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
I didn’t tell anyone to stop. 
Snowmobile suits. Boots. Socks. 

NEIL 
We’ll die out here!

BLADE
Well, that’s your choice. You have 
some daylight left. Do something 
with it. Five miles gets you back 
to Laurel Pines. There must be a 
farmhouse out here somewhere. I 
don’t see one but they’re around. 
Might have to dig around a bit. 

(beat)
There, you’re stopping again. 

(MORE)
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I never said stop. Shirts, pants. 
Oh, you can keep your underwear.

As he paces about, he stops in front of Sarah.

BLADE (CONT’D)
It’s not the size of your army that 
matters. It’s the size of your 
guns. I have a big gun, don’t I 
sweetheart?

Katie shakes, not for the cold, but in fury. 

Felix and Jamie gather up the last pieces of clothes and toss 
them in the snowmobile carts.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Ready boys? No killing. Just like I 
promised. You happy?

They return to their snowmobiles and mount up. 

BLADE (CONT’D)
Never forget that I let you live 
today! 

They rev up the snowmobiles, position their helmets, and move 
forwards to the southwest, down a slight ravine. As Jackson 
watches, Katie speaks up.

KATIE
Jackson. 

Jackson looks over, and Katie with her bare foot unearths a 
rifle that she had pushed under the snow. 

KATIE (CONT’D)
Just kill him. For me.

Jackson steps purposefully toward her, grabs the rifle and 
steps to the top of the little rise. 

The thugs are fifty yards away, and gathering speed. 

STEPHANIE
Do it, One Shot.

Jackson suddenly pauses, and looks over at Katie, then holds 
the rifle out to her.

JACKSON
I need my best shooter.

BLADE (CONT'D)
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She locks eyes with him, then steps forward and takes the 
rifle. In one fluid motion, she brings Blade’s head into her 
line of sight. 

But then she notices the crates of dynamite in the back of 
his sled. 

Without another thought, Katie brings them into focus.

KATIE
For every man who would think to 
take advantage of a woman.

With steady resolve, she pulls the trigger. 

The firing of the gun shatters the air, but is at once 
drowned out by the far greater explosion of the dynamite 
blowing up in a massive fireball. 

The friends cheer, awed by what they see.   

ALAN
Course we’re all equally screwed. 

Sarah suddenly cries out and points toward the thugs. The 
clearing smoke reveals that each of the three, though blown 
off his snowmobile, moves, then rises to his knees. 

Blade, his orange visor knocked off kilter, suddenly looks 
back at them, enraged. He straightens his visor, grabs his 
gun and climbs himself to his feet. 

BLADE
All right boys. I tried to do it 
Jamie’s way.

The three stand, guns in hand, and walk toward them.

BLADE (CONT’D)
Now we do it my way.

JEFF
How many bullets you got?

Katie checks, then laughs ironically.

KATIE
It’s empty.

STEPHANIE
Sometimes you need more than one 
shot.
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Out of nowhere, a loud cracking sound splits the countryside. 
The friends look and to their amazement, a GIANT RING that 
had been hidden by the recent snowfall etches out in the 
ground around the three thugs. 

Suddenly the entire tableland of snow collapses beneath 
Blade, Felix and Jamie, like an avalanche that converges in 
the middle. 

As they cry out, they are swallowed whole beneath the torrent 
of snow, and disappear into a gray abyss of frozen water, 
along with their snowmobiles. 

The friends draw closer together, speechless by what they’ve 
seen. Katie huddles close to Jackson. 

SALLY
I’m cold.

Sarah hugs her. The chill silence is broken only by an 
insulting wind that scrapes along the top of the snow. 

But then another sound is heard -- loud, deep, penetrating. 

Two helicopters appear from the west. The friends wave 
deliriously to draw their attention, needlessly so, for the 
helicopters are coming straight for them. 

INT. HELICOPTER INTERIOR - DAY

A PILOT looks down at the group, waving, cheering - and all 
in their skivvies. 

PILOT
What the heck?

INT. HELICOPTER INTERIOR - DAY

Both helicopters have landed and everyone is crammed inside, 
covered in blankets. Jackson is bundled close to Katie. 

PILOT
Good thing we saw those flares you 
guys lit off. We were gettin’ ready 
to head back to Denver. 

Jackson manages an exhausted smile. He then leans forward as 
the pilot lifts the chopper into the air.
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JACKSON
Can you take us over to Laurel 
Pines first? There’s nearly a 
hundred survivors there. 

PILOT
We can’t pick up hundred people 
tonight, sir. 

JACKSON
Our son is there. As long as we 
know more of you are coming, can 
you drop us off?

PILOT
Oh, more of us are coming all 
right. Took awhile to get back on 
our feet but things are turning 
around fast. All kinds of search 
and rescue operations going on 
right now. People have been hanging 
on by their fingernails. 

(beat)
And their underwear.

He directs the helicopter eastward.

PILOT (CONT’D)
Been through some tough stuff, have 
you?

As Jackson looks down at the empty canvas below him, he can’t 
even begin to respond to the pilot’s question.

JACKSON
Guess you could say that.

He sits back and stares off into the empty sky, allowing 
Katie to lean her head against his shoulder.

FADE OUT
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