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. nm All!:St'!I .,.._ -
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. - -- ·_ :- K 8 f - ... � THE SCREEN E:xFLODES with motion as we hurtle in tJ.v tnrdllgt---moor&it � clouds tearing past at insane speed. We are descending rapidly. Speed~t1 .. a..;·- - \.. �ach four. The rush of wind is thunderous. · -�----....:;::;� We emerge over the moonlit ocean. Dive toward it. A dark landmass belo.w ... · - · ·-'we pass over the horn of the Yucatan. Tiny islands dot the black Caribbeaii:::-.-· '· which rushes up to meet us. The screen fills with the surface of the sea, a -- _ .·_: flashing blur, and the pulsing roar of our passing reaches a peak as we ... ··. :- _ .-
CUT TO: 

EXT. OCEAN/ OFF LIGHTHOUSE REEF, BELIZE · NIGHT (PREDA WN) 
The sea quiet and calm, moonlit. Diamonds on oil. A 40-foot fishing boat, EL FALCO, is an island of light and activity. At the horizon, heat-lightning pulses in a cumulus cloudbank. In the east, a wash of predawn light. 
ON DECK, the captain glances over his shoulder as a single peal of THUNDER rolls in from the horizon. Strange thunder, like a sonic boom ... The routine of hauling in the nets is broken as the spotter up on the pilot's platform starts yelling in Spanish, pointing out across the dark water. The fishermen run to the port rail in time to see a glow moving rapidly toward them beneath the water. Then all the lights on the boat flicker and go out. The glow rushes toward them. They're all yelling in Spanish. 
From a HIGH ANGLE :,,e see a glowing form, larger than the trawler, gliding soundlessly beneath the boat. We get only a tantalizing impression refracted through the waves. Its glow silhouettes the boat . . The fishermen run to the starboard rail to watch the glowing object recede from them. The Falco is lifted and rocked by upwelling turbulence in the thing's wake. Thirty yards out they see the object veer to the left. and dive, its glow receding into the depths until# ha: ��shed, without a trace. 
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The captain slowly crosses himself at 1k s  nfdts flicker beck �D-
:::::::_::_::-_-_-�- i'ADF! OQT�.:-. - .,, . ·--- -

------- . ---TITLE: THE ABYSS - ON BLAC;C.t,�!D;QBALT BLUE 
-:----- . - . - . -- -- -----EXT. OCEAN/ UNDERWATER· rJlt'i -----� �- . .  

Blue, deep and featureless, the t·,�-o{nx�_hundred feef dt�· 0 \,,f PROPELLER SOUND. Materializing out of the blue limbo 1s he enQmoft& but sleek form of an Ohio Class SSBN ballistic missile submarine. 
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4 INT. USS MONTANA. DAY A 8 J r r 

In the attack ce�ter, darkened to womb-red, the crew's faces shine with-swe;t� 
in the glow of their instruments. The SKIPPER and his EXEC crowd-arowid 
BARNES, the sonarman. 

CAPTAIN 
Sixty knots? No way, Barnes ... the reds don't have 
anything that fast. 

BARNES 
Checked it twice, skipper. It's a real unique 
signature. No cavitation, no reactor noise ... 
doesn't even sound like screws. 

He puts th,fsignal onto a speaker and everyone in the attack rQom listens to the 
intruder's acoustic signature, a strange THRUMMING. The captain studies 
the electronic position board, a graphic representation of the contours of the 
steep-walled canyon, a symbol for the Montana, and converging with it, an 
amorphous trace, representing the bogey. 

CAPTAIN 
\Vhat the hell is it? 

EXEC 
I'll tell you one thing it ain't, and that's one of 
ours. 

BARNES 
Sir! Bogey changing heading to two-one-four, 
diving. Speed eighty knots! 

EXEC 
Eighty knots ... Jesus! 

BARNES 
Still cliviq, depth nine hundred feet. 

Tension builds in the attack room as the Montana surges to intercept the 
intruder. The exec tensely watches the vector-graphic readout from the side
scan sonar array. The sub is running uncomfortably close to the cliff walls. · 

EXEC 
We shouldn't be in here. It's too tight at this 
speed. 

CAPTAIN 
We can still give him a haircut. Set planes down 
twenty. Come to oh six nine. 

(CONTINUED) 
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(CONTINUED). 
NAVIGATOR 

Port side clearance forty yards. I have a proximity 
warning light. 

EXEC 
That's too damn close! We've gotta back off. 

BARNES 
Range to bogey, two hundred. Sir, bogey just 
jinked to bearing two six oh and accelerated to ... 
uh ... to one hundred thjrty knots. sir! 

EXEC 
(really freaked now) 

� othing goes one thirty! 
Suddenly the control room lights dim almost to blackness .. 

EXT. U.S.S. MONTANA 

We see only the effect, not the source, as a large diffuse light passes rapidly 
under the sub's hull. Momenta later a shockwave, like an underwater sonic 
boom, impacts the sub, l'llarnrniTlg it sideways. 

INT. tr.S.S. MONTANA 

The bridge crew are knocked off their feet, as the s�p is buffeted. 

EXEC 
Turbulen.ce! We're in ita wake! 

SIRENS. Everyone shouting at once. The power flickering low. 

CAPTAIN 

3 

5 
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All stop! All stop! Full right rudder! - �-·=-= . . ·:..-r. ___ _ 

HELMS�- � a , , , 
·· - · ---

Helm it not responding, sir! -� �·-:.-.�-, 
Power returns in time for the exec to get a glimpse at the side-scan display ... 
AS A SHEER CLIFF WALL LOOMS BEFORE THEM. 

EXT. U.S.S. MONTANA 

The cliff wall materializes out of the blue limbo off the port bow with 
nightmarish slow-motion. The sub slams into it with horrific force, scraping 
along and bouncing off. One tail stabilizer is sheared off and the big screw 
prangs the wall with an earsplitting K-K-KWANG! 

7 



8 

9 

10 

11 

12 

13 

13 ABC 

- -- -- .. 
A" B r- - - ·-::::-� INT. PORT TORPEDO ROOM r r - __ :._ a 

. . -\Vith the outer tv.be-doors tom off, seawater slams in, bursting the inner--:-:-:- ·c.-:: hatches. Two-foot thick columns of water, like fire-hoses of the gods, bla§t into -the room. Everything vanishes instantly in white spray. ---- · 
INT. CONTROL ROOM/ ATTACK CENTER 
Everyone is hurled off his feet. The planesman is tossed from his chair and fights to recover control of the yoke. 

EXEC 
Port tomedo room flooded! Main forward tanks 
ruptured ... 

CAPTAIN BLOW EVERYTHING! MAINS, TRIMS, SAFETIES! ALL BACK FULL' ALL BACK FULL! 
EXT. MONTANA 
The great sub is being hauled down by the mass of its flooded bow section, its flanks rushing past us like a freight train headed for Hell. The big screw stops and reverses direction, using its enormous power to slow the ship's plunge ... but it's already too late. 
INT. MONTANA 
VARIO US ANGLES as crewmen are tossed about, some falling the l�ngth of now ver:ical corridors and rooms. IN THE CONTROL ROOM the command crew fig:1ts futilely for control, everyone shouting and terrified. The captain locks eyes with the Exec amid the din ... 

CAPTAIN We're losiJll her. Launch emergency buoy! 
EXT. MONTANA 
A tiny tran1rnitter ii ejected from the sub's hull and begins its long ascent to the surface. A second later the sub slama down like a piledriyer onto a ledge. tearing open its pressure hull. __ .. � 
INT. MONTANA =- � B � ' i 
VARIO US QUICK CUTS, just flashes and impressions, as ... Seawater blasts down the corridors--Explodes across the control room, hurling men like dolls-Floods the cavernous missile bay in seconds--Bursts through hatches into the reactor room--Blasting men OUT OF FRA.'1:E in a microsecond. 
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14- EXT; OCEAN/UNDERWATER 14 

15 

16. 

*A16 

17 

A17 

·-
In the cobalt �ght we see the Montana slide down the sea cliff, its hull 
SCREECHING. like the death agonies of some marine dinosaur. Descending 
in an avalanche of silt, it finally disappears into the blackness below ... a 
blackness which continues almost straight down, 20,000 feet to the bottom of 
the Cayman Trough. The abyss. , ,.. 

EXT. OCEAN SURFACE - DAY 

Above, in the world, the Caribbean rolling gray under a stormy sky. The 
Montana's emergency buoy pops to the surface, transmitting. 

CUT TO: -· 
EXT. OCEAN/ TWENTY MILES AWAY - DAY 

LONG LENS SHOT: three massive Navy Sea King helicopters thundering 
straight at us, Fil..LING FRAME • 

. , . 
REVERSE, as they barrel ov'ta-CAMERA to-A,.rd\ lone civilian lhip ... an 
ugly but very sophisticated-'deep-sea � auifl,ort ship, the �C 
EXPLORER. It is a twin-hulled9.o�sify with a opening in its 
deck, around ....t5f"ch crouch lmorkbua cranes, · s and othe� arcane 
equipment. ..::;-- I"' ,. \ ,./_ The first Sea !Wlg"sJttles onto the heli-....,...-;i; '"U'III •-�t of Naval 
officers, techni� and a squad �lruied en. · antomime in the 
rotorwash, we e.ea. the Ben · etrolewnd�jdtlfiy man" KIRKHILL greeting 
COMMODORE D � -::?=-��_

on- rnrnan<ier. 
�-

INT. BENTHIC EXi�ii -
GE· DAY 

The bridge is stat.e-o -the-6:t, with computers and sophisticated navigation and 
communications par, lookiac.lik• miaafon contrQl.-wfth its bank of video 
monitors. The Dril1iq Opef'!,tioDJ Superviaor, LELAND MCBRIDE, and 
BENDIX, the crew chief, watak1be iDJ,adera IWIU'DJllll the deck below. 

- . _.,-/ 

MCBRIDE 
Does not look at all good. 

TIGHT ON VIDEO SCREEN (MINUTES LATER) showinc divers workini in 
total blaclmeu around some sort of inatallation on the bottom of the ocean. 
They move throuch harsh tloodlirhts in drearnJik• slow motion, lookini like 
space-suited 6.gures with their helmets w vrnbilical hoses. 

DEMARCO (V.0.) 
No light from the surface. How deep are they? 

MCBRIDE (V.0.) 
Seventeen hundred feet. 
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17 WIDER; ·iho"llrlng the Navy contingent crowding the control room. DeMarco is 17 
hardcore military. brusque and efficient. Kirkhill is a ·,man man with 
pinched features, wearing a shirt and tie, which on a drill ship means 

18 
• • • • 
• • • 

• 

• 
• 
•19 

2) 

• • • • • 

company man and/or dickhead. 

DEMARCO ,.. 
I need them to go to over two thousand. 

KIRKHILL 
They can do it. 

(to McBride) 
Get Brigman on the line. 

EXT. UNDERWATER· DAY (TOTAL DARKNESS) 

CUT TO: 

1700 FEET BELOW. A submersible oil-drilling platform, DEEPCORE Il, an 
island of light in � blaCF.e11 .. Ita main frame'l'orlr. connects two "tri· 
modules" consisting of three. cylinders each. These contain living and work. 
areas in a pressurized environment. An umbilical �le, thick. as a man's 
thigh, runs up from the rig into the darkness, to the Benthic E::q,lorer at the 
surface. In a bubble-like dome pott window ,e see the riJ foreman, or 
"toolpusher," BUD BRIGMAN. He's� (lia headset)-with two divers 
working outside ... 'CATFISH' � �. � LEW 'BIRD-DOG' FINLER . 

"""�� 
. ' Hey, you�' arf' rniJJrinr t.hat job. . �/ 

• 

OMITTED -P" 
INT. DRILL ROOJt... 

Bud tuJ'DI from the ,fjndow and crosses the drill . The working heart of 
the rig. THUNDERO�CHANI The drill crew, in hardhats 
and mud-plastered o · ve spiDninr turntable in the 

18 
• • • • 
• • • 

• 

• 
• 
19* 

2) 

center · 

�-
. · of the charnbe.- The • system requires only five men to • 

operate. The others are L ON MCWHIRTER, DWIGHT PERRY, * 
JAMMER WILLIS, and TOMMY RAY DIETZ. Bud hears bis name called * 
above the din by ,Tamrne", a massive rourhneck/diver who stands a good head • 
taller than the rest. * 

(CONTINUED) 
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ID (CONTINUED) 
• JAMMER 

(yelling) 
Bud! Hippy's on the bitch-box. It's a call from 
topside. That new company man. , .;., 

BUD 
Kirkhill? That guy doesn't know his butt from a 

• rathole. Hey, Perry! 

• One of the roustabouts, a wiry Texan, turns to him. 

• 

21 

BUD . /., :,:,:: Do me a favor and square away tha9.!-11d hose and 
those cable slinp .. This place is� to'°lr. 
like my apartment. -

\. .. 
Perry chuckles and.eets to the taslr. eerfu1&. ·\_ /> 
Bud EXITS, ducking his \19B:d" � �Ua�t batch. / 
INT. COR:RIDORJTO� _. R'�CE 

�
-, 

/_., , 

Bud tromps down the ��_corridor, his worlr. boots . on steel: · � � . ,,, 
;� <HIPPY'S VOIC / 

• 

• 

• 
• 

• 

21 

BUD, PICX tJP"r™.-�.B ....,.,.,, URGEN!l". \. B:?J?? / . . .\. 
I'm conq. Keep -. .. ✓.panty�£ C) .. \. · 

. , /_.,-··· 
He enters his office, a tiny cubicle with -'cu of� wu.·k. dust-ptheri:tig · 
tech manuals and waterstained Pen.tacfgae �ts: He piclr.s up the p 
punches down a line. 

0: _ .,, • ,,. 
BUD � ,. 

Brip•a here. Kirkhill. ' s loiDJ,on? --;_,/ 
(pause) / ,,. / / • 

I am calm. rm a calm ,. · · some 
reUOD why I shouldn't be caliiDr' 

HOLD ON Bud's expression, darlreriin1, as "'liatena. 
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INT. CORRIDOR/ CONTROL MODULE 22 

The control module is a long narrow cabin like the inside of a Wmnebago, 
packed with instrumentation. At the end is a small bay with multiple 
viewports. Outside, at a 'Christmas tree' pipe installation, a lone diver can be • 
seen welding. He is accompanied by a large submemole, FLATBED, and by a • 
Remotely Operated Vehicle, or ROV, called BIG GEEK. Big Geek is an • 
underwater robot which operates on the end of a cable-like control TETHER. • 
It has a single video 'eye' in front, by which the operator pilots the little • 
machine. The rig's ROV pilot is ALLEN 'HIPPY' CARNES, who stands by • 
the window twiddling his joysticks and drinking coffee. His pet black rat, • 
BEANY, crawls contentedly around on his shoulders. The-door BANGS 
OPEN. · · ,· 

' Hippy j�ps, slops his coffee. Bud strides in./4ot m
:,. 

'·'\, · 
BUD ·. ··'\,. , /'/ 

• Son of a bitch. '•<:), · 
He kicks a chair 9Ul:1>f his way and �ma hi41�ll!ll['.do� on a switch 
DIVER RECALL.· A SIRJ:N, b1as . wat.er from a big 
hydrophone loudspeaker. / /,. 

BUD /// . 

!,"�
D,op

�� EXT. DEEPCORE/ CHRISTMAS TREE � ,-' "'>-'\ 
Flatbed's pilot, LISA 'ONE NIGHT ST4�. , can be een cl.,ifrl�hind a 
bubble canopy. She is a no-nr.nsense lady•;h" holds o

�
� mostly 

male environment by beinc one of the.best aubm le � in the business. 
She controls a hydraulic manipulator. arm, · · 

� , ARLISS 
'SONNY' DAWSON, in his work. .Bic Gee��:ituo�them like a tiny 
helicopter. Hippy ha,. pajn+.ed thark t.eeth 

�
.,. it, eivinl it the look of a 

goofy World War D tlpter plane with DO • react to Bud's recall, 
lookinc towud him up in the control module. ½, _ � ,, . _., 

ONE NIGHT � /�:;> _,, , J'l•mmi� we just got out here. 
� 

SONNY r 
There wu a ti.me when I would have asked why. 

One Night makes a rrab for his butt with the manipulator claw, which he 
narrowly avoids. 

CUT TO: 

A22* 
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EXT. DEEPCORE/ UNDER SUB-BAY 
--

Flatbed moves underneath the rig, a few feet above the seatloor, with Sonny 
riding on its top deck. It passes under a lit opening and rises toward the 
surface of the water in the chamber above. Big Geek follows like an obedient �- -, 
INT. SUB-BAY/ MOONPOOL 

'\, '\, 
The opening is called the moo�l, and �pcore's submersibles are 
launched through it. From · de th�bay it looks just like a swimming 

Z3 
.. .. .. .. 
24 

pool. Flatbed surfaces, n y fillW it:' The cbarnhflr also contains CAB ONE, 
a smaller_.submersibl��

-
er, lfirry, and some of the other drill-room boys • 

are helping the div !1(�,Athe water. The water at this depth is only about 
au: degrees above fr�.Jlld these folks are cold and prune-fingered. Finler • 
pulls off bis demand-h� rev•alinr ,,. �_,,boyish face. 

-

Wha_t·, ·aom· ��: rot recalled? -- . 's�/ 
Hell if! know. 

/ _  
One Night jumps 'ashore' from Flatbed's broad deck 8J;ld joins them. Catfish 
is unzipping bis bulky dry-suit. 

���D) · 

� 
, 

\,.-0, 
�-

.. 

.. .. 
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24 (CONTINUED,)- 24 

• 

• 

• 

• 

25 

A25 

• 

CATFISH 
Just follow •� procedure, will ya ... flog the 
dog till some . tells � what's happening. 

-JAMMllt, ,, 
Hey, Ca�, I'llMell you my Octobe

. 
r �thouse 

for 7 b�. -v- __ / 
°'ONE NIGHT 

ve 
�

'6oney, darlin' ... tl)epages are all stucy 
,, -; togetii y now. / 

, : / 
Bud approa� the group/' 

, JAJ.u�R 
·Wbat't·toin' on oss? · 

, "'
·
., t • t 

Folks, Pv Just been told to sh 
prepare move the rir. 

SONNY 
She-hit. 

INT. DEEPCORE/ COMMAND MODULE 

' 
'\, 

clown C!!J-hole and 

� 

� 

CUT TO: 

/ 

The whole ril crew ii somehow jammed into the room for the video briefing. 
DeMareo ii on the main monitor, with hia aides and Kirkhill viSl'ble b.g. 

DEMARCO 
At 09:22 local time thia momiJll, an American 
nuclear submarine, the USS Montana. with 156 
men aboard, went down 22 miles from here . 
There baa been no contact with the aub since 
then. The cause of the incident ia not mown. 

• 

• 

• 

• 

25 

A25 
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. , ., 
PAN ARC>� the reactions C)f'the,v�ous drill crew members ... shocked, 
hushed, cunoua. . 

/ · 

/ 

DEM&CO •. . 
Your col;11118Ily'Mlu authorized the N11vy's use of 
�s facili� �.! � J;acue operati�n.. , The code name 
1s Operai:;.o�vor. / . · ' ·C), om: NIGHT · , / 
Y�u °'1t us to search for il1e sub? 

·�.- DEMAR 
No:·we know -,,lu!Tta,'lt is. But she's in 2000 feet of ·· water and we reach her. We need divers 

. ;'·' enter the ' d search for survivors, if &DY. 
/ '  /;•,. / , .· // 

Bud's sco'�ku; · pening since DeMarco s,tar1�-��-
,,_, . • .4',_ "' -· ,. ·: BUD · " • "lo 

P.::�ru 1Uf8 � your own s�oi;_� of . / O· 
DEMARCO · ./ � . 

By the time we get our �-Rbmersibles here 
the storm .�t will '➔-9:i:i,ht on� But � � 
get your ng m un¥t· US. storm and be on-11te m 
fifieen hours. � you our best option 
right now. -;� ,. ,· . 

Hippy, born suspicious and recently•��� tQ paranoid, leans forward .. 
// . / '  HIPPY • : ,. ·· 

Why showd we riak our butta oii.a job lib this? 

I haft been authorized to offer you all tpeeiaJ-duty 
bonuaea equivalent to three times normal dive pay. 

CATFISH 
Hell, for triple ti.me rd crawl throu,h razor 
blade• ud ahower off with lime juice. 

FINLER 
rm here to tell ya', you could set me on tire and 

· call me names. 

(CONTINUED) 
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(CONTlNUED) 

BUD 
Look, I don't know what kind of a deal you guys 
worked out with the company, but my people are 
not qualified for this ... they're oil worken. 

DEMARCO 
A four-man SEAL team will transfer down to you 
to supervise the operati\e. 

0 -\, 

-� <o 
,, __, 

I 

. I , 
I I ,' ' // . 

, - ·/ ·  / _. ' . 

25 
• • • • 
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BUD 
�u can send down whoever you like, but rm the 
toolpusher on this rig, and when it comes to the 
safety of these people, there's me ... then there's 
God. Understand? ff� get dicey, rm 
pnmng the plu,. ' · 

.. : .
· 

' �  _�;,., 
I think we'�e all �the same waveleligth, 
Brigmarz: NQIIUet s get the wellhead uncoupled, 
shall _we? \.) / ' <o / . · // CUT TO: ' '/  

INT. D�CORFJ �MMAND MO� AND CORRIDO . · :  

Bud sta.ntJ, beside the hatchway ¥the others file out to��- They 
comment gr�vely as they pass.�/ ' ·, 

, ,· '.� JAMMER • 
When

·
I,Jnda�'erida out about this, i 

be a pretty ,aight. 

ONE NIGHT 
They're goinl to have to shoot 
tranquilizer run. 

CUT TO: 

'Zl EXT. OCEAN - DAY 

28 

• 

A single Navy Sea Kine chuma tbroush the rain under massive 
thunderheads. The sea below is whipped by the storm. 

INT J EXT. SEA KING 

PANNING ALONG BOOTED F'EE'I', four pain of black military size twelves 
lined· up, onto ••• a pair of Charles Jourdan five1 under shapely ankles. 

WIDER, rffUlinc the four-man team of Navy SEAL,. And a slender woman 
in her early thirtiea. She'• attractive, if a bit hardened, druled conservatively 
in a skirt and jacket. Meet LINDSEY. Project EnipnMT for Deepcore. She's a 
pain in the aa1, but you11 lib her. Eventually. 
She's holdinc on grimly, sittins crammed in with the SEAL, and a bunch of 
gear, gettinc toaled around by the storm. The SEAL, are dreued alike in 
black fatigues. They are muscular, finely-tuned and utremely dangerous 
special-forces types. The leader of the SEAL team, LIEUTENANT COFFEY, 
makes his way forward to the cockpit. 

(CONTINUED) 

25 

A25 

! 

28 

• 



� ·  

' 

revised 8/1/88 
12 

28· (CONTINUED) 2B 

• 

The pilot ia w�t;e..)Er,,,ck)ing his sticks, trying to hold the great beast of a 
helicopter in position. Through the windshield, the deck of the Benthic 
Explorer can be seen below, pitching in a violent sea. 

PILOT ··�· 
No way rm putting her down. I shouldn't even be 
flying in this shit. 

COFFEY 
(cool) 

Just hold it over the � ./ 
Coffey gOfljl back to the cre�4,�r� easily in · , buckiq c:,tft ,� nods 
to the other SEALs, MONK: and SCHO CK. In f,i.. open side 

stands swaying in the chopper door, wa · ' the SEAL t- · to the 

· 

,. 

door, Wilhite clips a l00#Q.ot nylon rope to t1w1· ' 
=

otrs out the coil. 
One by one they shoulde� gear-hap, the rope, �£;1� Lindsey. 

deck. One, two/�:i:e•, ��ft'ey �ooks,at, 

, · ·'\, 

· 

// 

/ co '-
You ;,&)lt to l)e':�ifJ,111 ship, there's only Q114, w(y 
it's golJll 1:8 V • 

,r, °' , 
He's sure she won't go fl ' : It's his certainty t&v,.t ,lts her. She sets ln� jaw. 
Opening her purse she takes out a small plastic_, puts her shoes,and purse 
in the bag, and grips the bag in her teeth. · . · 
Then she grabs the rope and slides down. 

EXT. BENTHIC EXPLORER/ HELIPAD 
.' / 

Swinging wildly in the wind like a Jmrnen penduiut:Q. Lindsey fut-ropes forty 
feet to the deck. She ltepe away en instant befm Co6ey hits behind her. 
Lindsey crosses the rainawept deck with athletic strides. Her nylons are 
ruined. An air-crewman in the chopper lowers two additional equipment 
cases usinc the reaeae alinc- The SEALa catch them aa they awinc radically 
across the deck. The Navy chopper banks and seems to scurry away before the 
mountiq atorm. 

CUT TO: 
EXT. OCEAN BOTI'OM 

BLACKNESS. Then shafts oflirht become vi11'ble, above a ridp ofrock. 
Flatbed appears, trailing two heavy tow cables. Behind it, the maaa of 
Deepcore emerges from the darlmesa, its forward U,hting array Mazing, 
Flatbed is towing it like a tug, aided by Deepcore's own mighty stem thrusters. 

29 

3) 
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31 

..._ , _ l 3 - -INT. DEE�CO� CONTROL MODULE 'A" 8 f f - -- . . .. 31 

Bud, his feet propped up, uses joystick controls to 'fly' De!pcore, maneuvering Jt against currents and around seafloor obstacles. He is guided by the side-scan sonar display, with Hippy assisting in the sonar shack. Through the front viewport, Flatbed can be seen out ahead. McBride appears on the bridge monitor, holding a sheet of weather-fax. 
A31 MCBRIDE (on screen) A31 Well, it's official, sportsfans. They're calling it Hurricane Frederick, and it's going to be making our lives real interesting in a few hours. 
32 INT. EXPLORER BRIDGE · DAY 

Bud replie's· via video. 

33 

A33 

33 

A33 

A33 

BUD Fred, huh? I don't know. Hurricanes should be named after women. 
McBride looks up as the bridge door opens. Lindsey enters in a blast of wind, wet as a wharf rat and twice as pissed off. Maybe Bud is right. 

CUT TO: INT. DEEPCORE/ CONTROL MODULE 
Bud is surprised to see Lindsey's face appear on the monitor screen. 

LINDSEY I can't believe you let them do this! 
BUD (unperturbed, almost cheerful) Hi, Lins. I thought you were in Houston. 
LINDSEY I was, but I managed to bum a riie on thi l•t \ flight out here. Only hlil isn't \Wle� left it, ts it, Bud? 

BUD Wasn't up to me. 
LINDSEY We were that dose to proving a submersible drilling platform could work. We had over seven thousand feet of hole down for Chrissake. I can't believe you let them grab my rig! 

32 
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A33 

33 

A33 

A33 



A33 

33 

A33 

A33 

33 

• 

revised 8/1/88 
14 

BUD 
� rig? 

LINDSEY 
Ml: rig. I designed the darnn thing. 

BUD .. ,. 
Yup, and Benthic Petroleum paiji for it. So as 
long as they're holding the � sliJZ., I go where 

they tell me. /' " 
/ '\, 

You wimp. I
L
���� this. They 

__ bought you ... mor �"'fike1:ie rented you cheap--

rm swi.tchiz(g off arr-
�/ LINDSEY 

Virgi!,.�wiener} You ·never �d stand up to a , 
fight. �7) . . ,- '\. , 

Bud hits the switch and tlie .. �8P' '/··dead. · '\. 
. BUD�/ a. () 

Byebye. / .  � V 
Hippy looks over at him, tryin� hard not to crack up. 

✓ . 

HIPPY� 
Virgil? / / 

BUD '> 0#/,,,,/ God, I hat& that bitch. 
� 

HIPPY 
Yeah, well you never should have married her 
then. 

Bud noda fataliatically. 
CUT TO: 

EXT. EXPLORER DECK/LAUNCH WELL 

Ten foot waves crash through the launch-well, sendinc up pyaera of spray. 
Next to the launch-well, crewman have attached a liftinr cable to CAB THREE, 
18 feet of ugly yellow submersible. It alama violently in its steel cradle as the 
drill-ship rolls. Coffey and Schoenic:k hand the par bap in to Wilhite and 
Monk through the hatch under the rear of the submersible. 

(CONTINUED) 
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, -
' 34 - (CON'I'll'ltlED) 34 

� 

Lindsey approachea, wearing a borrowed rouatabout's coverall. 
She looks down at the larger of the two equipment caaea brought by the SEALa 
lying on the deck. StenciJJ4!d on it are the worda: F .B.SJ DEEP SUIT / MARK' 
IV. Coffey and Schoenick puah paat her to pick it up. 

LINDSEY 
Let's go, gentlemen! We either launch now or we 
don't launch. 

Coffey looks up in surprise as ahe nimbly climb■ the side of Cab Three and 
graba the lifting ■hackle, circling her raiaed hand to siena} the crane man. 

_ LINDSEY 
1a1!::het up. Byrpnl 

l l 
Cab Three, with I,indsey ri�itaL9i1 Jned up out of it.a cradle and atart.s 
to swing violently aa Explorer pitchea. The aubmersible ia then IWUDI out to 
the center of the iaimch well. It aways and r,T&tea above the fmioua water 
below. Lindsey ci?opa intq the 'upper hatch. · -

-
- , _,. 

INT. EXPLOREi@P !OE t D O,c:- -- - C 

Kirkhill leans a�denly over the conao� totrk@>:t tl,. wliol . 
. KIRKH1LL _,,, 

'What the heltis she <loins out there? Son of a ---
litch... :_ -:::::: 

(into microphone) _ _ - - --- -
Lindsey .•. ,et �.ofQd, __'!'hru-Bttes 1,--t:kinc - = 

her down. -------· 
INT. CAB THREE 

Lindsey pulla on her headset aa she dogs down the inside Joc1rinc levers of the 
hatch. 

LINDSEY 
Batel ii lick. Besides rve 10t more houn in this 
thine than. he does. 

(to Coffey) 
A little ch•nc,. of plan here. 

The little sub is s,.rina:inc like a pendulum on the cable, and the SEALs, 
jammed in with their equipment in the tiny space; are getting aJ•mrned into 
the walla. Lindsey is calmly tlippinc switchee aa she talka. 

(CONTINUED) 

35* 
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-· . 36- (CONTINUEI>) 36 

• 

_ . COFFEY 
Lady, we better fish or cut bait. 

LINDSEY 
Just hold your water, okay? , _,,.. 

(to Kirkhill) 
So Kirkhill, we gonna do thia or we gonna talk 
about it? 

INT. EXPLORER BRIDGE / D.O.C. 

The plug Js pulled on DeMarco's patience. 

DEMARCO 
I don't care who drives th,. darnn

"\
� J\.t pt 

my team in the water. Q l,, 

. ·:: KIRdn,� 
Alright, alrir�'Christ Alrni(htyl 

He gestures dismissively to McBride. 
. . MCB.Bme

Cab 'I'hrer�� 
INT J EXT. CAB THRE., 

Lindsey reaches up and grabs a red lever. 

�- - .  
Roser. 

LIND �
-

. (to Ca&'ey) 
Tlww'• only one way it's ,oi7111 to happen. •• 

She pulla the lever bard. CLUNK-CLANG! 
The •b•dd-releue drope the sub. 
It frflefilD• tJm feet to the water with an enormOUI splash and keeps right on 
goins u Lindley tloode the trim tan.ks. Cotfey et al have been •lernrned hard. 

LINDSEY 
Touchdown. The crowd ,oa wild. Explorer ... 
Cab Three. We are styling. 

MCBRIDE (filtered) 
Ropr, Cab Three. 

(CONTINUED) 

• 
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40 

41 

42 

43 

(CONTINUED) A B 1 1 1 
- -. ..  _ 

Lindsey cuts on J;he floodlights and maneuvers the descending submersible so that the umbilical cable is a few feet ahead of her front port. Moving up through her lights, it will guide her down to the rig. Cab Three free-falls into increasing darkness. Soon it is a candle far below us in the indigo. 
EXT.I INT. FLATBED 
One Night is driving the tug one-handed, pouring coffee from a thermos and rocking out to the great truck-driving song "Willing" on the beat-box she's got propped up on the sonar rig. Fighting white-line fever in the best tradition. 
INT. CONTROL MODULE 
Bud and l#PPY come in for a rousing chorus. 

BUD/HIPPY 
.. . I've driven evea kinda Jig that's ever been 
maaaaade4 . .  

EXT. DEEPCORE 
Lit up like a proud Peterbilt, the rig crosses the trackless wastes. We hear them singing, carried OVER. 
EXT. OCEAN DEPTHS/ CAB THREE . i 

In total blackness, the submersible descends along the rigorous line of the umoilical cable. Two hundred feet below it, the lights of Deepcore resolve out of the darkness. Now we can see the 1ig crawling over the ocean bottom like some monster lawnmower. 
LINDSEY (V.O.) .. - - · Deepcore, Deepcore ... this is Cab Three on final approach. 
HIPPY (V.0.) Gotcha, Cab Three. Who is that? That you, • Lindsey? 

INT. DEEPCORE/ CONTROL MODULE 
Bud stops singing and snaps around at the mention of her name. 

LINDSEY (V.O.) None other. 
Bud's expression is nothing less than stricken. (CONTINUED) 
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(CONTINUED) 

. 
BUD 

Oh no ••. you gotta be kidding me. 

EXT J CAB THREE / DEEPCORE 

Lindsey executes a 180° turn and cruises over the control module, back 
through the A-frame toward the docking hatch. The flange of Cab Three's 
lockout hatch settles over a pressure collar on the rig's back. There is a 
CLUNK as it mates up. 

INT. DEEPCORE/ COMPRESSION CHAMBER/ GAS CONTROL STATION -
Lindsey drops down from the hatch into the small cylindrical pressure 
cbarnb-.r. The SEALs drop down behind her, passing their par through 
hand-over-hand. Th• cbarnber is spartan, with steel benches, a fold.inc card 
table, breathing masks, and medical supplies. Catfish greete them through 
the tiny porthole tt.-one end. t • 

\ 
�ATFISli Q. t"\ \ \ 

Howdy, :till, Hey, Lttdsetf' rlr"be darnriedl You 
shouldn'(be down here sweet thing, ya'll rnieht 
run ya s11ockinp. . . .. 

Couldn't i.�...--;;C:r; 

43 

44 

45 

Good. Co�� t§i: h Llx!i. . . () � :a. 
�ISH fl._ � .. - ,.. 

- Okay, here we IO· Start eqnaJizin1, y'all. · · -::;:::.._ 
HISSSS of inruahma com.pressed pa. The pressure in th'1 cbemb.,r..� 
The breatbing mixture ia compoaed of oq.- · · · sh 
monitors it carefull:r from a atati tG.,""8ti: the gauges 
with a practiced .,._ Lindley and . their noses and start 
rnaki.n1 ('amny face■• •• poppiq their · with the familiar diver's 
'eqnaUzstta-• t.echrnque. They continue as: 

LINDSEY 
Get comfortable. The bad news is we aot m 
hours in this can, blowinl down. The worse news 
is it's aonna take us three weeks to decompreu 
back to the surface later. 

COFFEY 
We've been fully briefed, Mrs. Brigman 

(CONTINUED) 

• 
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45 (CONT1NUE:Q) 

• 

• 
• 

• • 

• 

46 

- -
;r ;r 

LINDSEY 
Don't call me that, okay ... I hate that. Alright , 
from now on we watch each other closely for signs 
Of HPNS . :/r· ... 

MONK 
(as if by rote) 

High-Pressure Nervous Syndrome. Muscle 
tremors, usually in the hands first. Nausea, 
increased excitability, disorientation. 

LINDSEY 
Very good. About one person in twenty just. �p'L -
handle it. They go bugo. There'• re wrqm' 
predict who's suscentihJe, eo-aiiy alert. . _ 1 \ ,. '.'.: COFFEY · I\ A. 0 1 
Looli; we'v11 •JCii,»de chamll& nMs to thi8 depth. 
We're checked eut. 

-------

• 
• 

� --. -;� 

• 

• 
• 

LINJ;)SEY - - . ::.---
. Oh .. t=•;;�t:9'!au!L::-:-- · -- --� 

Well, hey ... yot. 5'----9.ijp1 -- \ 

' 

They ignore her. Start going over so";. di
�

of &!le .. tJ.a,s l:terior. • • 
It's going to be a loni six houra. - · D 

- · --
INT. GAS CONTROL STATION - BOORS LATER � - - - . = Catfish checks hia watch, then reach.-;-;;;, lllld.acijuats a.valve o� 
m�ol�, waW>ins the p.�. Sa�'. !t:r• • f!r!er �tb-�e 
Wllldow m the door, chec:Jr:ing out the �--· �Pff , as ,come down from the 
control deck for an advance look at · opera. Jammer is in a chair, 
readins a Louis L'Amour paperback. 

CATFISH 
Thoae IUYII ain't 10 toup. I foqht plenty of IUYII 
tousher'n them. 

HIPPY 
Now tre pt to hear about how he used to be a 
contebder. 

Catfish holds one calloused fist up in front of Hippy's face. 

(CONTINUED) 
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Nr. PRESSURE CHAMBER - -- --

It looks like th&.end of a long bus trip. Everyone silent ... leafing through beat
to-hell magazines or just staring. Lindsey has her feet propped on the smaller 
of the SEALs' two equipment cases. She casually toes open one of the latches, 
then the other. Glances at Coffey. He's reading . .  She begins to lift the lid with 
her toe. Gets a GLIMPSE INSIDE, of packing foam,•�d what looks like a 
SMALL BLACK METAL BOX. Then. .. WHAM! Coffey's foot comes down on 
the lid, slarnrning it shut. Startled. she looks up into his cool gaze. 

COFFEY 
Curiosity killed the cat. "\ '\ \ _ . Q 1,. � TO: 

Nr. GMrCONTROL STATION/ �ER DOOR - LATER . :-

TIGHT ON CATFISH'S hands ... closing valves ... 
chamber hatch. CUT WIDER aa it cracka o 
swings aside. ,, 

, . . . Y' an�er done 
Everybody 

-

47 

48 

The SEALa nod peremptorily and shoulder their 1ear. Lindsey u:ita first, 
followed by Monk, Wilhite and Schoenick. Coffey bend■ to re-latch the small 
equipment case. He is alone for one moment in the chamber. He raises his 
hand and stares at it. The finprtipa are tremblinl the alilhteat bit. l\e 
clenches them into a fist and walb out. 

, \ 
\ ,, 

INT. CORRIDOR . 
_
,; � Q � 

As Lindsey emerp1 into the maui'�dor of �. she bum.pa into a large.v::?' 
dark mass. .,,.,,- �· .,..,.- .

�/ 

LINDSEY ,,,, 
Hey, wu there a wall � ? I.doJi,'t 
nmember • wall here. Olr,' · ·; /_. · 

The 'wall' ,rina down at her. � 
JAMMER 

Howdy, there, little lady. 

Coffey emerges behind them and, ienorinl Lindsey, face• Jammer. 

COFFEY 
(to Jammer) 

Show ua the dive prep area. 

(more) 

• • 
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(CONTINUED)-� 
.. COFFEY (continued) 

We .need to check out your gear . 

Jammer scowls, turns and leads the SEALs into the sub-bay. Catfish and 
Lindsey exchange a look. - •;,-

LINDSEY 
Those guys are about aa much fun 

\ as a tax audit. 
\ 

\ 

:- ':: · � � Q CUT TO� 

INT. COMMAND �DULE . . 

TIGHT ON HIPPY, bathed in the liibt from J;Der���iplly1. He is making 
kissing sounds at BeaAY, who bu · · · · right up to Hippy's lips . 

. �-

Hippy: io 

WIDER, as Hippy and Bud tum to see Lindsey leanin1 h1 the doorway. 
She and Bud size each other up. He opts for a jovial approach, hi■ eyes wary. 

BUD 
Well, well Mrs. Brijman. 

LINDSEY 
Not for lOlll: 

� � 
\ \ \ 0. 

Lindsey crones past him, her eyef' 8CN)run1 the bank• ,,f equi ,me�� 
unconsciously checkiq, chec:lr:iq ... Pttinr the pulse of her . . · --- - · 

BUD .----:::,-
You nner di · 4 csllec · ·? 

Not even when 1t meant aomethinc. 
Oookin1 through front port} 

Is that One Wight up in Flatbed? 

BUD 
Who else? 

Lindsey leans past Bud to the ,ooseneck mike on the conaole. 

LINDSEY 
Hi, One Night, it's Lindsey. 

st 

49 
• 
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One Night rnirn1t1 a puking motion, finger down her throat. Then she replies 
with sickenine ;sweetness ... 

ONE NIGHT 
Oh bi, Lindsey. 

*52 INT. COMMAND MODULE 52* 

53 

Lindsey gives the sonar shack the once-over. She tweaks some knobs . . 

INT. CORRIDOR/ LADDER-WELL / LEVEL ONE LANDING 

Bud catches up with Lindsey in the corridor, and through the following keeps 
pace with her as she makes her �ction. . Q l 1 \ 

BUD -· A B  
Then why'd you co•.down? - -

53 

She stops abruptly t.o look at a leag:pjpe. He almost sJ•rna int.o her. She - -:, 
moves on, climbinc down the lacidu: *• � lower.level. . . -�---.---

LINDSEm:w:t;t=:::-:;:.;:�::,...:::-:::-:::--··· 
You need me. Nobody knows the systems on this 
ric better than I do. What if aomethinc was t.o go 
wrons after the E�lorer clean off? What would 
you have done? 

Wow, you're right! Us poor dumb ol' boys 
mipt've had t.o think for ouraelves. Coulda been 
a disaster. 

. --- -

On the lower level landing, T,ioda"}' opem a batch int.o one of the machine 
rooms. ROAR OF PUMPS AND COMPRESSORS. 
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515 

INT. MACHINE ROOM 

Lindsey enters .and moves expertly through the dark labyrinth of pipes and 
roaring machinety. Her eyes rove constantly over fittings, gauges, circuit 
panels. 

BUD 
(yelling) :--·· _ _ _ 

You wanna know what I think? 'A" 8 f f f  
LINDSEY 

Not particularly. Jeez, look where this is set! 
Morons. 

She scowls at a pressure gauge and turns a valve minutely. 

BUD 
I think you were worried about me. 

LINDSEY 
That must be it. 

Lindsey's on the move again, and Bud scrambles through pipes to keep up. 

BUD 
No, I think you were. Come on, admit it. 

LINDSEY 
I was worried about the rig. I've got over four 
years invested in this project. 

BUD 
Oh, yeah, right ... and you only had three years 
with me. 

She looks up at him. 

LINDSEY 
You've got to have priorities. 

INT. BUD'S ROOM 

. < 1 ' 

CUT TO: 

Darkness. The door opens and Bud snaps on the light. 

BUD 
My bunk's the only one I can guarantee won't be 
occupied. You can grab a couple hours before we 
get there. 

(CONTINUED) 
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/ .  55- (CONTINUED) 55 
Lindsey slips t>!St him into his tiny stateroom, the oi:tly private bunk on the rig. 
Rank baa its ¢vileges. His hand on the door is just level with her eyes. She 
notices his weddini rini, a massive band of pure titanium (sometbini your 

• fiancee might pick out if she had a degree from M.I.T.). • 
. 

.:._�-

LINDSEY 
What are you still wearing that for? 

BUD 
I don't know. Divorce ain't final. Forgot to take it 
off. 

Bud stays:in the doorway. Lindsey i:ue■ a heap of Bv,d's ��s off the narrow 
bunk. Starts unconsciously straighteninr ,,p �)a. 

_ . _; 
�SEY h.. � -·% 

I haven't WOi:Jl- mine in malhs . 
. , _,,,,,,,,... . ..,-.J - . • B-c,:pt.. 

Yeah, what's-hi�wouldn',t..HJ" u-'i't....-'lt1w1S1 

Do you always hav 
makes you sound 

_,,,. .. t? The Suit? It 
a hick. His name is 

Michael. 

Lindsey taking off her borrowed tenDies and socka. 
\ \ \ Bud eyeing her, soundini too casual. Q ,-

BUI).- . � � 

-�� 
So what about "Michaei■ then.r.Mr. Brooks 
Brothen. •• Mr. BP. You still ,eein1 1:iim? .,. .... ,/ 

LINDBn -�� _-:,_:.1/ 
No. I haven't uen him

� 1/ 
What happen1!W � 

LINDSEY 
Bud, why are you doinl this? It's not part of your 
life any more. 

BUD 
I'll tell you what happened. .. you woke up one day 
and realized the IUY never made you laugh. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: (2) · - - -- - . . . . . 
. . .. _ LINDSEY 11 s 1 1 r Yoti'.re right Bud. It was just't&at simple. A':ren't 

you clever? You should get your own show ... Ask 
Dr. Bud, advice to the lovelorn from three hundred 
fathoms. 

. ......  

She closes the watertight door, forcing him out. Locks it. She turns and 
throws her shoe hard at the far wall. 

LINDSEY 
AAAARRRGGH! 

She flops down on the bed, sitting ... staring at the wall. Her armor is gone. 
She looks Sll!all and vulnerable. A long beat. She reaches over to the tiny sink. 
Amid the clutter is a bottle of Bud's aftershave. She unscrews it and takes a 
sniff. Catches herself. Tosses it. 

LINDSEY 
Shit. 

INT. QUARTERS /  HEAD 
__ i .  r. . _ - 56 

Bud barges into the tiny head ancf puts iotne �o�p on 'his ring finger. He pulls 
the ring off roughly and throws it into the toilet. He reaches forward to flush. 
Can't do it. Now really pissed off at himself he reaches into the toilet bowl, 
wrist deep in the chemical-blue water, and salvages the ring. He puts it on 
and washes his hands. The right hand stays faintly blue no matter how hard 
he scrubs. 

BUD 
Shit. 

EXT. DEEPCORE 

CUT TO: 

The platform is stopped, hovering in place. Like a great spacecraft setting 
down on a barren planet, the rig settles into the bottom ooze. Flatbed releases 
its tow lines and heads back to its berth inside. 

CUT TO : 

INT. SUB-BAY 

CLOSE ON A PHOTOGRAPH, actually a computer-composited down-looking 
scan from a towed LIDAR (laser imaging sonar) rig. It shows a faint, blurry 
outline of the Montana lying on her side on a ledge partway down the ·canyon 
wall. There is no detail. A finger points to a flat ledge nearby. An "X" has 
been put on with grease pencil. 

(CONTINUED> 
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(CO�r>) 58 

COFFEY (V.0.) 
This is us. We're just on the edge of the Cayman • 
Trough. The Montana ;s here, on its side, 300 • 
meters away and 70 meters below us. We. think 
she slid down the wall, and lodged agauist this 
outcropping. 

CUT WIDE, showing the rig crew gathered around a worktable in the sub-bay. 
The divers, Bud, Catfish, Sonny, Finler, Jammer, and the four SEALs have • 
their dry-suits on. The pre-dive briefing. I Jndsey, One Night, and Hippy will • 
crew the submersibles. Wilhite is coing around clipping DOSIMETER 
BADGES 9n everybody. 

SONNY 
This tells ,:a,.h°"" much radiation ,t '1, l \ 

-=inPPY � a U. --Hey, -,vnoah:;. I �•t blincU"! no radiation. man. 
Forget it! Iaclu,de me out. . - -- ... 

What �•s the mJney if your dick qspp� · · 
months. _ 

� t) _ _  . -- -
COFFBY - . . . · �� 

We11 take readinp p we IO· If the 
.
reactor's 

�· _ �---_,,,,,-breached or the war
� 

releued . _ • ··· 
radioactive debris, W-w----�-�_ple; --· .-

�- - _ _ 
. 

Okay .. .Bippy'�ot ·�r, you can 
1'UD Littla Geek. 

Bud pata the top of a amall ROV, sitting next to its Iarcer brother, Big Geek. 

(CONTINUED) 

• 

• 



revised 8/1/88 
Tl 

,; - 58 .  CONTINUEl>. (2) 58 
HIPPY 

• �Q_ way! No way! He can't fly an ROV worth shit. ru ro. Shill 
• 

• 
• 

• 

COFFEY 
(to all) ;,-

On the dive, you will do absolutely nothing without 
direct orders from me, and yo� will follow my 
instructions without di8CU,\8i� Ia this clear? 
Alright, I want every¥,e 6.tiahed prep and ready 
to get wet in� mltutea. 

The ��spersl.. pl'lin; up helmets and · · _, · . Some are 
stud · �__grams of'uie Montana's interio �""" takes Coffey aside as 
the oth�are. 

,.,.. 
IUY8 are nmning on 

sleep. You better start 
e alack. ' . ' 

COFFEY 
I can 't afford slaclr:, Brigman. 

BUD 
Hey, you come on my rig, you don't talk to me, you 
start ordering my IUYI around. It won't work. 
You gotta know how to handle these people ... we 
have a certain way of doing things here. 

_ COFFEY ' . 
I'm not intereated in your way of doing tbinq. \, � · Just get your team ready to dive. -.. "\. �- ,/,?.;_ 

End of discussion. Coffey ia ,.,aJJrin1 away. BunG!r,�d crosses to his"P';>� 
locker. Pic:b up hia helmet. Finler ia auitinawt Yext to him. ¥ � -"' _,,, ,, , _,. .. � - ,, ?'- • 

- �  

Hey, you know your bnd is blue? '/ 

., 
Shut up and �your �--- ,-' 

,-
NEARBY, Monk come■ over to pick his p off the worktable. Hippy 
points to the heavy equipment case that sa F .B.S. DEEP SUIT/ MARK IV. 

HIPPY 
I've been meanin1 to uk you what this thine ia . 

(CONTINUED) 

• 
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Monk opens the.case and shows them an unfamiliar diving suit, what looks 
like a space helm.et, and a large back pack. 

MONK 
Fluid breathing system. We just got them. ·we use 
it if we need to go really deep . 

HIPPY 
How deep? 

MQllK() 
, ce

e
p. (s�) 'O 

- , /4'1 classified-; .. you know. Anyway, 
'Ii.4:md, so you can't be compns 
ckrean� you. ✓-

/ ----
Ca tfi ah is grap 

A'l'FISH 
aayinc you got· liquid in your lunga? 

MONK 
Oxygenated fluorocarbon emulsion. 

ta 

• • 
• • 
• • • • 

Monk takes a clear plastic bo:1 full of O-ringa off' the shelf and dumpa them out. 
He opens a valve on the backpJ.ck and allows some of the fluid inaide it to drain 
into the box, � it. Then h,1 takes Beany by the tail off' Hippy's aho�er. 

Hix! 
HIPPY . 

\. \. , 
MONK � (} .  .. - -� 

Check thil out. / � ,,� 

He droi- Beany in the box and, bef01°4tppy can p;.;teat, closes the lid.' 
Beany is tbrced 1U1car the surface. He �ea for a aeconc;l. and 1>1d>blea come 
out of Ida mouth. Then he casually •� _ · !,A:l:)Jllpletely 
submerpd. •• brcatl&in6 liquid. 

✓.�;/ 
Catfish and the others stare into the box, 

�/ . MONK · 1/' 
See? He's diain' it. 

· (CONTINUED) 



. '\.' 

revised 8/1/88 
28a 

58 CO�
} 

, , . , 
Monk �y out and ho1ds' .- by the tail for a f� s_econds to drain his ���-;J\- b� b

�� �
/ "ppy. The rat is y.�• but otherwise 

� 
. . , . / CATFISH l"'\ 

_
'\. . 

_
,,. . , / -;✓- / 

� '/' , � no bullshit hands d� We goddamnede,t·, "'. / 
/ _,, /, · g I ever saw. V . · />' 

,✓/ / " /  . � 
/ // 

�, ,,,.½ /,  / ,,,,- ,, , , 9�ro: 
� �,/ . . / /,/ 

// /��/ 
. 

,, 
... ,· t 

58 
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ES- EXT. DEEPCORE / DROPOFF rs 

• 

a> 
• • 

• • 
• • • 

• 

61 

• 
• • 
• • 

Three aeta of moving lights move outward from Deepcore. 
Cabs One and Three, with f.i»dsey and Hippy at the controls respectively, and • 
One Night in Flatbed. Lindsey is in the leal¾ She approaches the cliff'-like 
drop-off and starts to descend. 

\. \ .-:;,-'· 

P
Y\r.O.) /� 

Bearing li_S. ver the wall Everybody stay 
.,,, tight and p,. 

-� 
ONE NIGHT .0. 

·• Starting our descent.,_,l;lli'v__e�Jl,e11f"1 

EXr. F��� 

Nine divers ri of Flatbed lib itinerant workera on the way to the 
fields. Bud an s civilian crew, Catfiah, Sonny, Fuiler and Jammer ... sit 
across from the SEALI. They are in their par and brea,thinc from umbilicals 
hooked into Flat�� low-pressur- manifold. , t --

• j 

Okay so far. 
BUD 

· \, \. 
JAMMER C) \. 

How deep's the drop-oft'hereJo · 
� .  

� t-
,; 

This here's eu pit, baby. Tw_sa,� 
half miles s wu. _. . ., _., 

. 
CoPjJrj, ' � 

./ 

Knock off the cha ill'('llllll pttine 
anytbini? 

INT J EXT. CAB ONE 

Lindsey consulta her anay of instruments. 

LINDSEY 
Tbf' IDRl""ltometer ii twit.chine Side-scan ii 
ahowinc a bic return. 

BUD (V.O., filtered) 
You should be almoat to it, ace • 

She turns her submersible and. .. 
The spotlights flare back from the ,rut brul acrew of the Montana. 

(CONTINUED) 

a> 
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(CONTINUED) 

It dwarfs Cab �ne, FILLING �\. \ 

A,n@sE\; 
Uh, ye� .. lCP, found it. 

EXT. ?.'IONTANA / sfraMERSIBLES . .  _,,,,.,,..,,,✓ 

' 

Cab One· maneuvers along the 
. 

e enormous �ub, �e Flatbed and • 
Cab Three move-aboveit. ea readings Jf!th

_
i�hand-held neutron- ./ 

counter. · " · '" 
\.) 

-�· ;: WiUlife, -�.;r � � . ,/ 
WILHITE 

. ____ ,· /. ' // / /. ,. 

. 
Negative. Norniu•1. _ . 1/ 

.. ,. ::: · • t '•·.� . / �CONTINUED) 
//j1/"/ 

/ // 
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(CONT1NUEJ:)) 

The great blac&hull of the Montana recedes into darkness beyond the puny 
beams of their lights. It seems bigger than the Titanic and just as eerie in its 
final resting place. On ita Bide, the sub's top deck becomes a wall along which 
�e tiny submersibles are moving. Ahea� the ligh� �s a white painted 
circle. \, , . . ,, , , ,· / 

COFJ:.EY), , . / /. 
That's the midshig} bat'ch. You see it,, .. ,,.,r.n,ed? 

_ t,,._  �- NIGHT / , ,,/ 
I see it. H6lf_ d'you want 

EX!'. MONTANA BATCH AREA 

The tbne SEALa have unlatched the deck cover and revealed the batch. They 
open tba outer batch and Monk swims down into the narrow escape trunk. He 
banp cm tlw inner batch with a wrench, liateninf carefully with bis helmet 
prelled apmat it. 

MONK 
It's flooded. Alright, rm openinl her up. Stand 
by on the ROV. 

Straining bard in the confined space, he pts the lower batch open, then 
swims back out immediately. He psturea to Hippy, via Little Geek's video, 
and Hippy flies the ROV into the batch. 

62 

• 

• 

6' 
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.; · ffi. EXT J llfr. CAB ONE / MISSILE DECK 

• •  • 

• 

• 

00 

···-
Meanwhile Cab.One and Flatbed have proceeded forward along the hull. 
Beyond Lindsey's front port, the great hat.ches of the Trident mi11ile tubes roll 
toward us in procession. Several of the hat.ch covers have been forced partway 
open by warping of the h� ·, . . · -

· '\.-£;FFEY (V.Oj 
.,.. 

Radie\.� is nominal he� e warheads 
�el'fes must still� · tact . 

q,. , L!Nl>S 
� !!ow many are, •re? l:/ , . / . 
,., · FFEY (V.O;) "- ' )'i'g�-mi'sailes. Eight MIRVs per missile.-.,. . / 

.· , ,., . ;//'// LINDSEY ., 
//� ho� powerful are �y? / ·<;) · 

_,,. · . co.� . <o.,,.., · 
Your MIRV is a tacti , �lotons 
nl'rninal yield. Say: · n �irna 

/ 

TIGHT ON VIDEO SCREEN- L1T1'LE G �-CAMERA. Passing through a 
dark corridor, throuili a hat.ch, into a 1arp arotto filled with pipes and 
machinery. The •ncine room.. 

MONK(V.O.) 
Gettinc a readinc? 

HIPPY 
It'• t,,rih:binr but it's below the line you said was 
aafe. 

*f!7 EXT. MONTANA MIDSHIPS HATCH 

Monk moves into the openinr. 

• 

MONK 
Alright. Let's get in there. 

Wilhlte and Scboemck follow him through the escape trunk, into the dark 
corridor beyond . 

a5 

• • 

• 

• 

• 
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68 

From berthing Coft'ey'1 team swims up a companionway toward the attack 
center. He pulla at a buckled waterticht door. 

COFFEY 
It's jammed. Give me a hand. 

(CONTINUED) 
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,;- . 71 · (CO�D) 

• • • • 

• 

CATFISH 
Triple time IOWMied like a lotta money, Bud. It 
ain't. rm aorry ..• 

We're here now. Let'• pt her done. 

We see Bud workinc. c•Jminr them, taUrinr them throueh it. He'1 sweating 
rivers in m, he]met, not looJrinr t.oo steady. Hil projection of c:a1m to the others 
is his own salvation. 
Coffey pauses in the doorway to the communicatiom room. 

COFFEY 
Thia part I do atone. Bripan, take your men. and 
continue aft. Split up into two team• "f two. Let'• 
get moving ... we head back in fourteen minutes. 

Bud leads his team into a narrow corridor. 

71 

• 

• • 

• 
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INT. CO�R I ROOMS 

They search the..rooms along the corridor with their ligh� until they come to a 
vertical batch. open. A pit of darkness below. · . · 

/, . , ,, BUD ·. / . , 
Okay, Cat, Lew, Sonny. You �;i,.).,,,an this

�
//,/ 

deck. Hook your line onto mine. y problem',/ 
you tug my line. Two pulls� er, you're 
me. 

("\,_ / 
Bud drops down through the ha� �level b� ed by Jammer,/ 
who barely tits through. Ca� hafJpl his safe� wn.,r,,.,r1-.n Bud's with a 
carabiner and moves.on along 1'9;,corridor W)(' �Pl�ll'ttl 

EXTJ IN'f. CAB �/ 
• 

" 
Lindsey circles the h�d� graphing. Her •�bes�ar the 
darkness, giving glimps41,1 J" ��-��lf'iathan's form aa her � submersible 
circles it like a �,. ::: . C) 
INT. COMMUNICATIO:Js ��R . <o . 

Working from a plastic card, Coffey spins� o�� wall safe and ope;;:' 
it. He removes several plastic binders. 

�
boob. He alao grabs 

handfuls of classified documents and o and a set of mr 
.
. · ante arming 

keys, all of which he places in a pouch at � _ - . - . · · ✓ ., ,..- . ,... / 
INT. CORRIDOR '/)';,� .:� · �-., , 
Bud leads Jammer through a lonr, claustrophobi..(u('� .. _,,.,, corridor, 
tapping on the walls and hatches periodically. Afte"T�-; he waits a few 
moments. There are no answering tap1. They open door■ and shine their 
lights into the room.a. There are bodie1, but they aeem anonymous. Crumpled 
shapes in kbaJri or blue. They undog and open a batch. Beyond it ia the largest 
rbamh�r in the aub, the ... 

72 

• 

• 
73 , 

74 

75 

"'76 INT. MISSILE COMPARTMENT 
• 
• 

• 

The mi•1• compartment is a large gallery a hundred and twenty feet long 
and forty feet high, 6lled with two rows of vertical launch tubes, 24 in all. The 

• 
chamber ia divided into three levels by a t1oor of open steel pillwork. • 

JAMMER 
Where are we? 

Miuile compartment. Those are the launch 
tubes. 

(CONTINUED) 

• 



i6 (CONTINUED> :A B f f f 
They sweep thei(lights around the chamber. Jammer turns ... his beam 
illuminating a body just behind the door. A coveralled seaman turning slowly 
in the eddying current. Small albino crabs crawl slowly ouer the man's face. 
One scuttles out of his gaping mouth. 

JAMMER 
Lord Almighty. 

BUD 
Hey, you okay? 

Bud goes to him. Gets up close to his face. Sees that he's not. That he's 
hyperventHating. Fighting nausea. Bud grabs him by the shoulders. -�� 

BUD 
Deep and slow, big guy. Deep and slow. Just 
breathe easy. 

JAMMER 
I... they're all dead, Bud. They re all dead. I 
thought ... some of them ... you know ... 

BUD 
I'm taking you back out. 

JAMMER 
No! I'm okay now. I just don't ... I can't go any 
further in. 

Bud sees that the big diver's breathing has stabilized. He looks at his watch. 
Checks Jammer's pressure gauges. 

BUD 
Okay, Jammer. No problem. You stay right here. 
I have to IO down there to the end ... you'll see my 
li(hts. We'll stay in voice contact. Just hold onto 
the rope. Five more minutes. Okay? 

JAMMER 
Yeah, okay. Okay. 

He moves off through the center aisle of the gallery swimming between the 
huge cylinders. He pays out the lifeline as he goes. 
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"n. INT. COM-ROOM "n 

Cofi"ey ia worlr:iJ)g rapidly and efficiently, moving from one rack of electronics 
gear to the next, setting thermite grenades at vital points. As the thermite 
ignites, it generates an intense arc-bright light and tremendous heat. The 
circuit chasses melt. Cofi"ey works calmly in the inf,mal dare . 

. ·- / 

-78 INT. MISSil.E COMPARTMENT 
. 

78• 

• 

Bud negotiates his way through a tangle of wre
�

near t!ie far end· of the 
missile compartment. He goes down a stairwe lower le A 
HUNDRED FEET AWAY, Jammer loses . t o ud's dive- . He starts 
to get nervous. · · tlick er imd 
lower. They become little orange ftC 7the tllament ·b wing. The-
darkness :closes in. . y z-.•·· / JAMWR-✓ ,,..,. · 

. 
Bud?�?! You Jrlidin' me? 

· 
'-

BUD, at the same �,nt. i& & 
,.•

imec:tor
an 

�· C&i1e_s �his helmet 
lights, 1_'hich are ,.'9� .. no�m his helmet , ,.. 
transceiver. · /i� � C).. / / . ,. ' 
JAMMER, smacks the si et. SIS;keEver on his be� 
Nothing ... just static. The 

�
c din. ·c time. . ·  

He grabs the safety line and · . · · sna1r-t on a sharp 
metal edge ten feet from him. He lf,.Krice more, harder, haulinron the 
thing. The line seuers. Jammer staref")lf.the frayed end floa�toward him. 

ife\:��1! 1!ii'�und in the darkness. C�� � · e-a:;.. ��de what to do. 
We cat1 see hysteria revviDi up inside him ]iJm ;r1 
Then he becomes aware of a faint radi•n"8 fli4tft;'illfl'Av· 
cold and ethereal light, unlike the warm-white eir dive lilbts. 
It graws brighter. He tuma slowly toward it. 
The glow is movinc beneath the steel-pille of the deck. sending shafts of cold 
light tlickering upward hypnotically, corning toward him. 

JAMME� 
Bud? Ia that you? 

C.U. ,TAV'MBR, welding his eyes, atariDg into the radiant source. 
Guess what, Jammer? It'■ not Bud. 
In the brightut center of the dow, SOMETHING ia moving, a &gun casting a 
strange inhuman shadow acroa1 the walls. Jammer blinka against the dare, 
his face registering total, outright utomsbment melting into terror. 
The glare pulses subtly, hypn.otica.lly. The shifting sbado'llf fal1a across 
Jammer. He &nally snaps out of his mity .•• 
ScrParning and gulping air he spia■ away and starts clawing hand over hand 
through the treacherous wreckage • 

(CONTINUED) 

• 
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(CONTIIDJEr)) 
.. 

His harneu catches on a twisted pipe. 
He strugles, tot.ally out of control ... the bir man reduced to blind panic. 
Jammer heaves forward with all bis adrenalized strength. 
He te81'!1 free of the entangHnr debris. · . . . · 
Launches like a torpedo ... eJarnrniDr bi• bask:mv;k full fme into the t,op Rill of 
the hatchway. His tri-mix regulator takes the full brunt of the impact. 

ON BUD, swirnrning furiously back toward J�r\pontion. The strange 
radiance is gone. His dive light.a flare back to tu1.1lriglitness. ·/· 

· 
' ✓ • 

BUD r'\.-�- -- ./ . . 
. _ Jammer? Answer me, ��!? 

/ .  
He reach;s Jammer only to find � � viol ' ,· A seizu!e. 
Bud grapples with �, / ,,/ . ,,/

BUD �, ,.- ,,. Hanr.en, liic'P11·Ji&J.�_,i 
. .,--✓. '\,' 

78 

Catfish, Sonny, and Finler 
into the fray. 

corridor a .moment �- They leap • 

-C) 
BUD / . � 

He's convul1U11I 
� '�. 

CATFISH %,. 
It's bis mixture! Too much . _ ,, , 

Theu they're all yeJJinr 11t once, ppplinr wi�}'lj,man, stnialinr with 
the valves on hia breathinc par. 

•1i4il!'"�,,, •, ·· 

Crank=· rn•nl � atuck. .. 
We're amma loee him.... gqdd•rnnitJ 

SONNY BUD 
You pt it?! You pt it? Yuh, yeah. .. yeah. 

It'a turninl, 
Jammer'• c:onvulaion enda. He pa limp. 

BUD 
We ptt.a pt him out ofbere. Come on1 

(to Jammer) 
Hane on, buddy. 

(CONTINUED) 

• 

• 
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78 

79 

(CONTINUED) 
They drag. Jamirier's slack form into theArnSr, �aiJiilg their way -;;_pidly back along the lifeline. 
INT. / EXT. CAB ONE AND MONTANA SAIL 
Lindsey is approaching the monolith of the sail, maneuvering to clear the horizontal diving plane. Then her lights go dim and her thrusters lose power . 
Suddenly a bright corona breaks around the bulk of the sail and SOMETHING appears right in front of her, a glowjng object moyjng Jjke a bat gut 0( hell right at her! It is sl ightly smaller than her submersible and we get only a glimpse. What we thinx we see in the diffuse glow is a translucent ovoid, open at the front with a. spinning vortex of light inside ... like some hallucinatory jet engine. And it's hauling ass. 
Lindsey jinks left. The object jogs right. She fights the controls as her sub slews around, slamming broadside into the sail. K-BAM! -Her power comes back up. Righting Cab One, she spins to look through the aft viewport in time to see the object racing away in a broad arc. It pulls a high-G tum and dives straight down. 

We see the object zip across behind Flatbed. One Night can't see it. The thing spirals down into the darkness like a hit-and-run drunk , diving along the wall into the abyss until it is lost to view. 
HOLD ON Lindsey excited, amazed ... dazed. Her hands are shaking. Suddenly Bud's "Oice blares 1ut over the open frequency. 

BUD (V.O.) CAB ONE! CAB ONE! Meet me at Flatbed! This is a diver emergency!! Do you copy? Lindsey?! 
She has a hard time focusing on what he's saying. Finally ... 

LINDSEY Copy you, Bud. On my way. 
'1 CUT TO: 

INT. DEEPCORE INFIRMARY - AN HOUR LATER 
Jammer is unconscious on a folding cot set up in the tiny cubicle of the infirmary. Monk, who was cross-trained as a medic as well as a demolitions · man, has hung an IV of something. Bud and the Seal are in the room, the others hovering outside. 

BUD Whattya think? 
(CONTINUED) 
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(CO�) 
.. MONK 

rm a .medic, which is mostly about patching 
holes. This �::pe of thing ... there's not much I can 
do. The coma could last hours or days. 

Bud, tom up by guilt, gazes at the big man lying pathetically on the cot . 

CU't. TO: 
INT. CONTROL MODULE 

'\. ). _ _ 
The SEALs, minus Monk, are all gathered m.,i[ie'-briefing with DeMarco via 

8) 

• 

81 

closed-circuit video. 

� \J-· 
,. 

' ' . / 
_,, - �CO�d . , , A81 

Did any of � it? ✓ 

Negative. But 
boge7,.. :The Bri 

• j r'\,, DE . o..·'V CINCLANTFLT1 r 
�

pe . .  Tw�ua� 
attack subs, a Tango d a Vi ve . 
tracked within fifty miles o .-and no••• 
don't know where the heJ! Ule!""..J,111, Okay, I don't 
have any choice, rm co� to go to .. 

\.' 
\. 

81 

A81 

Phase Two. 
• �- _ _  · _ ,,, ,· 

Wilhite and Schoenick glance uneui.b' at each �: ,, . · · 81 
Coffey is silent. He ia vibratin, with tension. .. bih f, clenched to prevent the 
snaking He is wre■tlinc with the moment, mo� i1, in a way, a point of 
no return. 

DEMARCO 
Ia there a pioblem? 

COFFEY 
Yee .. J me■n uo. Negative, Bir. 

Coffey tat.. a dNp breath. Leta it out. 
Phase Two i■ clearly a bis deal. 

A81 

81 

COT TO: 

82 INT. MAINTENANCE ROOM Bl DARKROOM 82 

The maintenance room doubles u a camera workstation. An adjoining head 
serves u darkroom. T,indsey is glumly re-usemblins Cab One'a camera 
housings. 

(CONTINUED) 



� -S'J (CONTINUED) 
.. BUD 

Did :JOU get anything on the cameras. Video or 
anything? 

LINDSEY 
No. Look, forget it. I don't want to t.alk ibout it. 

BUD 
Fine. Be that way. 

LINDSEY �. 
I don't know what I saw. Okaft Coffey wants to 
call it a Russian sub�e. fine. It,1 a�uaaian -. 

"· - submersible . .Jio ptoblem. • . . "\' 1,.. " · -- . •  

-:::::=-BUD K �- � � _,# -> � 
But y� it's .Setbilllf else. What? One of ----------

ours? · -,,.- . . . 
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82 

__ ,. ·�- .
· :-

--

No. � 
� 

Wh th.,m,-:D.ndse ? Talk __ ___....- . . ., 
ose _ y. to me... -

� _ 
-:---

\. 
-
. 

Lindsey is wrestling with a feelinr whi · _ omehow �� \.owledge. -

�=� � �-> . 
-
� -- -

� 
Jammer saw so •, ere, SQJMt!iing that ----

scared the hell out of!:it___:::.-
_ ___.-- _ _

.
,.. 

BUD .....--__...... . -___ . /.- .. -� ------ --- . .. 
His mmme aot acrewed �,=-:� ·:..- - · 
pranpd hi• rqulator. .- _ . ....---

LINDSEY 
But wbat did he ID that made him panic? 

BUD 
What do 1ml think he saw? 

LINDSEY 
I don't Jmow. I DON'T KNOW! 

Hippy comes pounding up, sticb hil head in, ,esturinc anirnatedly. 

(CONTINUED) 
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82 · (CONTINUED)- 82 

83 

A83 

• 

83 

A83 

83 

___ .. 

_ HIPPY 
Hey, you guys ... hurry up, check this out! They're 
announcing it. ·--

They follow him into the corridor, trottm, down to the mess halC 
INT. MESS HALL_ 1 l \ _ 
General melee as tliey-rush in, �eriM� onthe TV. - • - - -- -------�ISH 

,,, · _ Quiett � . . . ---

83 

A83 

----- -- . .  ·--
----
---83 - --

• SONNY • 
Hey, heyt There's the Explorer. 

B83 A LONG LENS VIDEO SHOT of the Benthic Es:plorer and the other vessels in B83 
a.ston19 ..., CUTS TO a shot. of BILL TYLER, the cm-acene reporter, in rain 
gear, clvtdrin1 bis microphone. He is on the deck of a Navy support ship, 
being uHd u a sta1in1 area for the press, well away from the center of the 
operation. 

C83 TYLER C83 
-there is a trenumdoua amount of activity. With 
Cuba only 80 miles away, the rn•Mive buildup of 
US ships and aircraft in the area bu drawn 
official protest from Havana and Moscow and bu 
led to a redirection of Soviet warships into the 
Caribbean theater. 
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ABS ANCHORMAN A83 
�ow would you describe the mood there? 

C83 TYLER C83 
The mood ia one of 8U8picion, even confrontation. 
A number of Ruaaian and Cuban trawlers, 
undoubtedly surveillance veuela, have been 
circling within a few mile■ throughout the day, 
and Soviet aircraft have repeatedly been warned 
away from the area. .. 

83 HIPPY 83 
This sucks. 

\ INT. �,TtIDOR /�� � � - - -� 84 
. __.. . ____ ... 

�u�, _J.!fiiu•Y an� l!ippy ,.,.1Jrin1 � :the �llw: 'VP"Y in a black mood of 
mcip1e:i:i.;..pal'anoia. __ -- - -

_::--- ----

HIPPY 
Now we're ri&ht in the middle oft.bi■ bii time 
international incident. Like the Cuban Miuil--..-

• Crisis or 1omethin.i. - ----:::::.. • 
_. 

. LINDSEY . \ ---:::. 
Figured that out for younelf, did.

�
?'\ ,.; . :-:. 

,fjjE'�- ::. � -- ---::::::: We 1 · mound. Shit! - -- · � 
Some wrcJDS they could lay anyl;bini . -.:..-,,-0 
ha� here, man. Gin our folla· · · -

� 
,..edaJ1,��t _I JDN.!!-1 __ :�: - -- . __ . __..--

___. ,.- ----- --- ---------ll"r'D..-- _ ...  _,,,. _,.,,,..--
lDliJriDI the women 

LINDSEY 
Cute, VUlil. 

HIPPY 
No, I mean it. Tho• SEALa aren't taJJin1 111 
diddly. Somethin.i'• aoiDI o� 

BUD 
Hippy, you think everythini'1 a c:onapirac:y. 

(CONTINUED) 
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84· (CO�D) 84 

85 

86 

• 

- . HIPPY 
Everything a. 

One Night is pounding down the corridor from the sub bay. 

ONE NIGHT 
Hurry up! Coffey's splitting with Flatbed! He got 
me to s� him the controls, then ly gu" sllited 
up and ��y're rollin

i B Q.. � � � 
Bud breaks into a �sing h8'- - -

;, ·_ -1�- -- ---
. Goddarn:,� F; nor ? 

.if 61 'i Nie ii 
I told him; , j  W 5ft the umbilical unhooked 
AS�.:: 1 • 

' I 

INT. SUB BAY 

---
- - - - .. -- . 

. - -·· 
Bud clears the door in time to see an empty moonpool, roiling with tmbulence. 
He runs to the edg,. end leob .iown. Flatbed ia a VNUe.fhar movmg- o

_
ff. . 

Q 1 l 
-. I\ B . -- - - -: 0 . -- --Unbeliev _,_ - · -_..,.,. . .  • · ----

..-w-.. -· -=--
===;:-:..:....---::::::::-��'.1'�_.: .. � 

EXT. EXPLORER BRIDg§ - 1/f! _ .. __ __. .-

The sky is charcoal, the• II· i mountain ranp of gray shapes. Waves 
thunder over the foredea, whipped by eichty-lmot winds. Men in life jackets 
scurry like iDMCtl. Offtbe port bow, the ASW destroyer OWENSBY vaIJishes 

and reappears amoar wavea mty feet tall. McBride screams orden that can't 
be heard to the crewmen on deck. He stagers back along the bridge railing. 

INT J EXT. BENTHIC EXPLORER BRIDGE · DAY 

McBride st.eps into the quiet of the control room. He turns on De Marco. 

MCBRIDE 
We're tryinc to pt unhooked and pt out of here .•• 
and your boys IO sichtaeeiral 

DEMARCO 
They11 be back in two hours. 

(CONTINUED) 

85 

86 
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(CO�D' 

MCBRIDE 
Two hours?! We're gonna be getting the shit 
kicked out of us by our pal Fred in two hours! 

De Marco's expreHion is infuriatmaly calm. .. icy. McBride looks at his watch 
and swears under his breath. 

CUT TO: 
EXT. USS MONTANA WRECK SITE 

For a second time the black hull of the ballistic missile sub is il111rninated by 
divers' lights. Tiny figures, the divers move like moths around a distant 
streetliglit. Wtlhite, Monk and Schoenick are clustered around an open 
missile hatch. Usine a larp lift ba,, they are rernovizie the fran&ible 
fiberglass cover, or 'diaphragm'. Coffey pilots Flatbed witll increuinc 
deftness, deployinc the bir arm to aid in the work. 
DOWN ANGLE as the diaphragm lifta away ... reve•Un1 +-he-blunt nose of the 
�E?:"f Oot-�:cLE. Like lookg dawn tlte bvrel of a mm at the bullet 
81Dled nght �u. . � . a. g � -� � CUT-ffi: 

- --- · -- -- - --
INT. DEEPCtmi'J-MESS HALL 

:1,\l: ,c:-t& E:8:ir::&zv•"� • ,;.;....,. ..._. 
�CHOR (V.O

�
) '\ \ Little is men§ st this hoaabo� . J. 

)Aadinr up to�n. pided"' 
missile �iton a struck the -
Sovi�t _'Udaloyc1us destroyer in low visibility - � 
conditions... - . - _ - _ _ - - __ 

�������� 
Rficue-�--

INTERCU"r Wtl'H REACI'I�iaf.-thl" ni crew ,ntcbinr, 

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O.) 
ID violent seas little hope remain• for over a 
hundred Ruuian crewmen still mi1sin1 -.fter the 
flinlrinr an hour a,o. 

� 

88 

• 

81 

A89 

B89 

C89 

81 

B89 

D89 SHOT OF AMERICAN CRUISER, burninc, liatinr to one side in heavy seas. D89 

B89 

_Replaced by SHOT OF NETWORK ANCHORMAN. 

NEWS ANCHOR 
Soviet military spokesmen have claimed that the 
collision constituted an unprovoked attack. Thi• 
was denied-

B89 
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.1 · S It contiu.1188. :Bud looks at Lindsey. She turns to him, expression mm. f9 

• • 

• • 

• 
91 

A91 

91 

B91 

91 

C91 

LINDSEY 
Bud, this is big time. 

CUT TO: 
EXT. MONTANA WRECKSITE 

The divers are working head-first in the missile's launch tube. Monk reads 
from a plasticized card, directing the other two step by step. The arcane litany 
is punctuated by the hissing rasp of their breathinr . 

. 
. , . 
. .' 

, etchinr. Bathed in the light of the video screen. 

NEWSCASI'ER (V.0.) 
... just learned that Snffiet necotiators have . 

\ walked out c@L 1h:atepc 
�

- tiot: ·1 
P11rnrnit in pr1hat""a\'er thelmci t · �-----· - ·o. - -- --

--

- -
Bud switchea the cbenn-1. __ - - __ ---, 

- · � ..--· · --=�;,. �EWb'CASTD---· . _::_:...:.:�- · 
... US and N� J j 4§i5;1aa,e �pu,HU _ - -
full alert world · W  ·.�:•l� ffie,,.waka ot:.: 

:-....---·-
BUD 

It'• on every cbenn'!l. 

Bud awitcbu epin. Reception ia pttinf worae u the atorm eft'ecta the 
satellite down-link to Ezplorer. THE SCREEN abowa a reporter on a city street, 
stoppinr people at random. Their anawera ere edited topther. 

YOUNG WOMAN 
You just feel ao helpleaL You can aee it comin,, 
but what can you do? What can. anyone do? 

CONSTRUCTION WORKER 
Hey, they don't want a war any more than we do. 
You think about it, you say ... hey, they love their 
kids too. So why are we doing this? 

(CONTINUED) 
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C91 (CONTimJE!)) C91 

He is replaced.by a self-righteous, middle-aged woman. 

WOMAN 
If the Russians sank that submarine, they deserve 
what they got and a lot more, if you aak'ine, and 
you did. I think we've been pussyfooting around 
with them long enough. 

92 EXT. USS MONTANA 92 

• 

A93 

• 

It is now clear what the SEALa are doing. Using large lift bags and Flatbed's 
big arm, they have pulled one of the Trident C-4. rni•silu partway out of its 
launch ta.6e, and have partially dilusernblad the nose-shroud, uposing 
several of the MIRV warheada within. 
Moving very carefully, Wilhite and Schoenick ease one of the individual 
MIRVs out of its bracket. H•neinr IJDder a lift.baa in a jerry-riaed barneu, • 
the three-foot long "!,!U'head ia moved_pntly by the divers to the badt of Flatbed. 

INT. DEEPCORE /VIDEO acimEN 
\ \. � B3 

Another man in �t
_
inte

T
, � �de. ---� 

. 
�_:.MA N  - _. · . A93 

Scared . .l!m scared _-leu. 
happens�ng_l can do-��� 
tbink a� 

CUT TO: 
. .. 

INT. SUB-BAY 

Flatbed surfaces D' boilinr f'9am. 'l'fiuic� are �r-'\Like \ J.ck - · 
pit-crew Bud'• people leap onto FlaWwbile its lack . -•� m •tart to -::::. 
work on the Nay divez,. unee1Jincttlei,. he]me#i\n pliq their --�
umbilicala. Hippie and Bud •tart to •uime a c:ylinarical object wrapped in� ---_-: 
the SEAL'.• par hap. Cotfey emerpe from the batch. _ - � 

COFFEY -;:::: - . ---· --.:, _ _ _  - - � 
non·t touch that. Juet etq;5nf:iro-rl � =--- -

c A> --

HIPPY 
Excuaez moi. 

Cotfey, we're a little pre•aed for time. 

(CONTINUED) 

• 
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94· (CONTIJiPE])) 94 

95 

·· COFFEY 
Monk, Schoenick ... secure the package. 

The two SEALa unluh the object in the black bag. Bud and Lindsey e-rcbangP. 
a glance. He glares at Coffey u they paaa each other, One Night nimbly 
climbs the hatch-tower and drops in. Bud swings the heavy hatch up, 
balancing it, and grim down at One Night. 

BUD 
Thia ain't no drill, slick. Make me proud. 

ONE NIGHT 
,,, 

:: Piece a cake, baby. · _ _ \. \. 
. • 

He swings the hatch closed
_ 
with a �-0,::. � - - -

-: . . � � - CU?j'.0---� 
- -----------== 95 EXT. DEEPCORF;_ ,. :-.: :�- __ 

The big A-frame, maaaiv� 
Explorer ia attached. Fl 
D'�baniim,. F.G. One N" 
It unfolds from Flatbed 

.tA-<llfliich the-umbilicil from tbe
t:rJ: .l\Am..ll,, arc:iDC around the coupling 

the bii hydraulic arm. 
a hup ateel spider lee, ita claw-lib ',ripper' 

opening. 

INT J EXT. BENTHIC EXPLORER BRIDGE - DAY 96 

--- _. .An ALARM sounds stridently on .the dynamic-�oft��- � � 
BENDIX -• - .------=. We're loaiq number two tbruater. Bearinc'• 

1oin1. :,....... · __ 
· ---

---
gr INT. THRUSTER ROOM TWO - gr -

Deep in _.  oftbe catamaran h�. th• ;c£6oninc•t.bruater motor ia 
SCREAMING lib a ateel banab• above ita uaual roar. It EXPLODES with 
smoke a8d lhrapnel. A roarinc fire erupta. Crewmen run ahoutiq in the 
.smoke. 

"'98 INT. EXPLORER BRIDGE 

Now a KLAXON ia goini off aa the ship bficjna to slew in the hilh winds. 

BENDIX 
It's not holclini. We're •winlinr out of position! 

98* 
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EXT. EXPLORER'S DECK/ LAUNCH WELL 
. - ·-

As the ■hip alewa, the umbilical ia drawn oft' vertical. It goea tight u a 
bowstrms. Pulled to the edge of the launch well, it rips down the side with a 
godawful screech, teariq loose ladder■ and ftoata. 

·• 

!:9 

• 

100 EXT. DEEPCORE / A-FRAME 100 

Flatbed's manipulator baa pipped the de-coupling mechanism. when the cable 
suddenly pulls taut. The sub ii jerked aideways, ita grip dislodged. We see 
One Night get tossed around in.side. 

101 INT. DEEPCORE 101 

102 

103 

104 

Lindsey iim the corridor with a cup of tea when the whole rig BOOMS LIKE A 
GONG and lurches sideways. She's wearinc her tea when Bud tear■ through 
a doorway and goes poundinc put her. The intercom blarea ..• 

HIPPY (intercom) 
Bud $0: ci>nmill Epwuncyl Bud to Qontmll 

• I 
Bud claws hie way up the ladder to level two. The ris

.
BOOMS and sh�en 

as... 

"\. \... \.., 

.1 .... 

EXT. DEEPCORE 
Q.. J:_ .,,.. _ _ ....-----::;. 

The rig begina to move. The enormolllflki�alta looae. Start t;o. � 
plowing furrow• in the bottom. One ffllht jidka the COOR"O�i!l· retg� 
subn:.ersible as the A-frame looms towatil her. 

INT. DEEPCORE / CO 

Bud run■ in, put Hippy, and 

To»Rdt t.qpeide .. �. 
nttiDC ctrvndJ 

EXT. DPLORER DECK 

... -

102 

----
103 

--�------ . 
. . .:--: .:: -----------

104 
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105 INT./ EX!'. DEEPCORE CONTROL MODULE 

Lindsey baa joined Bud, looking out the front viewport. · 

LINDSEY 
We're headinr right for the drop-offl 

. -:!:' 

. 106 EXT. EXPLORER DECK 

The deck is ripped upward as the entire 40-ton crane is pulled over by the 
weight of Deepcore. It topples into the launch well with a roar of tortured steel 
that rivals the storm. An EXPLOSION OF WATER. --. 

105 

106 

Al06 UNDERWATER, the crane tumbles between the twin hulls. Trailing a vorte:r. Al06 
of foam �d metal debris, it roars down on 111, F!Ll,rny FRAME_ W'fl'H 
BLACKNESS. __ Q \ lo. � _ _  . 

*107 INT. EXPLORER �GE � � ._::- _;,. - .-- ·· � 107* - -
_ McBride stares in ahoc:k at the ch� c:oWro�•..-· � 

Grabs the unde"Y.•• telepbqne. :. .- -

� 
Bud! 

(V.0.) 
What? Say again. 

---
---

�;HE CRANE�WeT� -- -�J. 
QN ITS WAY TO YW.! - TH§ � --· .. -· 

108 INT. DEEPCORE CONTROL MO»YLE 

1. \ 

,__.. - � -- - ·  
Everyone is stunned by what is happeainir. --Lindaey firea up the aonar. -

LINDSEY:: _ - -
Got itl It's droppinr straight to 111. 

-

She puta t.be aipw over the speakers and t.be room filla with eerie PINGING. 
Bud ahouta over the intercom. 

Rig fin: impact! Seal all uterior hatches. Mm itf L@t'• gpl 

Al08 VARIOUS ANGLES, QUICK CUTS, aa everyone runs to comply: AlOE 
The rig crew poundinc down the narrow corridors. Divine tbrouch the low 
hatchways. Hatches are closed and the wheels spun down. 
Hippy puts Beany into a ZIP-LOK BAG and seals it. 



' 

-
5 0  

100 EXT. DEEPCORE · 'A· e· r r r --
- �  

'.fhe umbilical drops d�wn in sla�k loops ou� of th_e blackness above, draping itself over the habitat 1n large coils. One Night pilots her submersible feverishly among the falling loops. She banks and twists. A length of the heavy umbilical slams onto her deck. tipping the sub. She manages to get out from under it and keep going. 
110 INT. CONTROL MODULE 

Through the front viewport they can see the coils of cable piling up in front of the rig. The hull booms with impacts as the massive stuff hits. Everyone holds their breath as the sonar retum•pings get closer ... and closer. And closer ... An ENORll4�US SHAPE plunges into the floodlights in front of the rig. 
K-WBAM!!" The 40-ton crane hits like a flatiron thirty feet in front of them- A clean miss. 
Much WHOOPING AND CHEERING. Then. .. The crane topples slowly over the bank. It rolls down the slope of the drop-oft, gathering speed. Then tumbles over the cliff into the abyssal canyon. The coiled umbilical starts to pay out after it like rope after a harpoon. And they 're 
still attached. 

LINDSEY Oh shit. - .::::... :..:::;: , _  ,.. . - ... ' . 

An agonizing fE-w seconds. Then ... the cable pulls taut. 
K-BOOM!! The rig is slan med by the shock. Everyone is knocked off his feet, into walls and equipment. 

111 EXT. DEEPCORE 
The rig begins to slide. It tilts over the embankment and grinds down the slope of the drop-oft in a cloud of silt. The cable pulling it inexorably toward the cliff. The framework twista as it slams into rocks. SCREECHING AND GROANING of tortured steel. 

1:.2 INT. DEEPCORE I CORRIDOR / LADDERWELIJ MAIN CORRIDOR 
All hell has broken loose. SIRENS SCREAMING, a KLAXON HOOTING moronically. Bud sprinta from Control, bouncing off the corridor walls as the rig lurches and tilts. The lights go out. Emergency lights come on. He trips and falls, scrambles up, running on. 
IN THE LADDERWELL of trimodule C, Lindsey runs toward the machine rooms. K-BOOM! A searing bright EXPLOSION in the electrical room. Flames roar through the doorway. She dashes to a seawater hose hanging nearby and starts to unroll it. She sees Coffey and Schoenick in maintenance, lashing down the mystery package. (CONTINUED) 

110 

.. 

111 

112 
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112 (CONTINUED) 

LINDSEY 
Hey! Get on this hose, you turkeys! 

113 1NT. TRIMODULE C I  COMPRESSOR ROOM 

114 

Monk is working in a spray of seawater, turning valves to stop the flow from 
ru?tured pipes. Behind him, a wall of flame blossoms through the door from 
the electrical room, driving him back with the heat. A reservoir-tank breaks 
loose from one of the compressor assemblies. It rolls at him, crushing bis legs 
against machine

�
. The tire roars into the room. 

\ � 
INT. S�;8AY _ � e. 9: � - · 
Hippy runs in. The place is �nui:C Water flooda from 
rig tilts. Wilhite a.danc:inr ,croaa the d�m Offl' 
cylinders which aredOl1in,s al'OUl\d leose. · 
and slides SCREEC ::;...---

-
u the 

·pl 
cradle 

Wilhite, nmning place to ,o. The SEAL-
dives into the ch ,. slarn, mto the end wall, then 
spins and rolls towa.,-..,.111 
He starts to run. Drops somethmc. Looks back. 
Beany, in bia zip-lolr. bag, is lyinr in the pat.h of the slidinr submerml>le. Hippy 
runs· baclr.. Scoops up t.he bagie. 
Cab One Fil..LS FRAME 1:,ebjnd 1um. He makes it tbroqh the door an instant 
before the thing bits behind hirn. buckJinr the steel doorframe. 

Wilhite is clawing up the sheer sk7f:inr of the moonpooL He ptl bia finrers 
over the top. Pulls himself up ..• 
A steel helium tank slams apinlt bia finrers, cruabinr thern, and he falls 
baclr.. More tanlr.a bounce over the lip of the pool, � W"iUd� down 
into the fnarninr water. - t, B Q l 1 \ 
He doesn't surface. - r'\ _ --

112 

113 

114 

115 EXT. DEEPCORE --- 115 --- ·  

*116 INT. TRIMODULE A /  QUARTERS 116* 

Perry is trapped u the trimodule floods wit.h 1t11nnin1 swiftneaa. He makes it 
through an ernerpncy hatch between floors but can't pt it clONd. The 
inrushing tide bluts it open. He scrambles upward to the nm hatch. Spins 
the wheel. No time. He is slammed up apinst t.he ceiJin1 by the force of t.he 
water. 

*A116 OMl'l'fED All6 

• 
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Bl16 INT. DRILL ltOOM B116 
• Lew FinlAtr, T� Ray Dietz, and �upton McWhirte� fight their way toward • 

the door u the· drill room floods rapidly. Ahead, the big automated watertight 
door is closing like a motorized bank-vault. They reach it just as it is closing 
but can't prevail apin.at the strength of the motors. FROM THE FAR SIDE,' 
we can see them screaming soundlessly at the tiny pressure window in the 
door. We can hear the dull THUNK of their pounding. 

117 INT. TRIMODULE C / LADDERWELL COMPRESSOR ROOM 117 

Coffey and Schoenick, in emerre�cy thing rnesks, ere fighting the fire 
with a seawater hose and fire exl:iIIJ IJl'.liers. Smoke and steam choke the dark 
cbarnbe� Nearby, Lindsey grab ppy's arm

�
as ia ,-,,nning past and 

drags him into the blazing 
�

room. mm her seawater hose. 
Wide-eyed, be starts blastinc · · in si water. 

. . . , . tJND- . ·  . 
Nol H�id ii on DI() . ., 

She rushes into & teetl:l�e fire a Hip� her with a spray ofwa_., 
following her into e �nae beat. SW-p Monk, who ia aemic:ouc:ioua, 
and drap mm t of tha(DJezinr ..OC>Jd;.. Hippy dencinr 1:,ack with the hose, 
tripping, bl . her in the face. . \..' 
But it wor They pt Monk cleai()-

118 INT. DRILL ROOM CQltRIDOI- 118 

Bud comes poun�wn the flooding conidor in ti.me to see the water in the 
drill room swirl above the presaure window, obacurini the faces of the trapped 
men. He claws futilely at the door. The motors and the fail-safe hat.chine 
mechanism are on the oppoaite aide. Throurh the preuure window he 
watches helpleuly as they drown. We don't ... what he .... , but we know 
what he sees. Suddenly the m,Jkbe•d uat to mm liv• way and a freezinr 
torrent thunden iD. Bud ia blown off bia feet and hurled alone the corridor. 

He scramb1ee Ul' eamebo-, spJ•tbin1 waist deep toward the oppoaite end of 
the :F. where another of t.he hydraulic doors ia clollinr inexorably. He's 
not · make it. :H. "McbH it a moment too late to � tbrourh-
Graba edp oft.he door and desperateJy tries to atop it from i:loam, with the 
strength ofbia arm. It doelll't work. The steel door closes on the finren of 
his left. bend, pinninr them in. the doorframe. 

But somethi7111 ama:zi7111 happena. 
Ws ;wedding ring Jodgs between door and fr:nrnt, preventinf his fingers from 
being cruahed and the door from ,esl:nr liome and Jockinr. 
It resists the tona of pressure, denting but not collapein,. 
The freezing sea pours in until only his head is clear. 

(CONTINUED) 
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(CONTJll:UEJ?} 

Together they force the door open. Bud is blown through in a torrent of water . 
Sonny ia thrown back into som

=
P\ s. Breaks his arm . 

Together they somehow heave e oor shut manually, cutting off the Qood . 
Catfish hammen th

��e ;.... 
home wi� the �wbar . 

B�d lies Pf!in�d · ·veiini ... starini at th� tiny band of metal that saved 
hlm � -- . . _,,,_ _ _,,.. -

DISSOLVE TO: 

of the canyon u Bil Geek moves beneath us,._ 
eepcore perched at the very edp of the abJ¥. The rig il--

ted. covered with loops of umbilical, 11rm¥w• �s ef · . 
wreckage. I-\_ t) Y � - . 
The ROV puses acrou in front of the contrdl mwtle.Throqh the front l)OR;' 
two figures can be �,-n in the liibt �f a smile emerpncy lamp. - -;. 

,.,- - · •SQJfirr (V.O. stati_ --- - ..- · -- - ;:. 
Mayday. mayday. · 
Bentbic Ezplorer. 

118 

• • • • 

A118* 

*B118 INT. CONTROL MODULE BllB* 

Sonny tlips some switches OD the UQC acoustic transceiver. Tries again. 

SONNY 
Bentbic Explorer, Bentbic Ezplorer. Do you read, 
over? Thia ia Deepcore-

BUD 
Forpt it. Sonny They're pe. 

*119 INT. TRIMODULE C 

Bud wa1b down the corridor from control, slowly ..• as if carryin, a great 
weight. . The air is still thick with smoke. The power off'. .. everything lit by 
emezpnq lipta. 
Makeabift quarten have been set up in the mesa ball, with )',J•nkete laid out on 
the tables, and with foldiq cots in the atorap room acrou the hall. Jarnrne� 
is still unconac:i.OWI. Coffey and Schoenick brine Monk in OD a stretcher, and 
set him up on a table. He ia CODICioua but. d•Hd wit!, painJriDan, bis lee 
splinted. 

BUD 
Did you find W'ilhite? 

(CONTINUED} 

l]g' 
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BUD 
What's the scoop, ace? 

LINDSEY 
I can get power to this module and sub-bay if I 
reroute these busses. fve rotta get past the 
rnains, which are a total meltdown. 

Rather than trigger anger and invective, the disaster seems to have affected 
her in a different way. She's accepted the situation, now that it's done, and is 
immersing herself in technical tasks, which are for her therapeutic:-' . ---

;r;r --
-....... -

What about Ch? ----

120 

• • • 

• 
L�SF,i � O n ;'f 1. \ 

-·· 

Brace yourself. us 1at aboutY, liilr&":.'t!PrttJf -
we close off sectio• wa'tt, not �-

BUD ----
The storm'• ronna ! t §§iii.Lai.a�: 

LINDS•h:�i
;:::

:;,::�;:;;:;;;::-� 
I can maybe extend '11 c Ihm re IOlll8 atorap 
tank■ outboard on the wrecked module. rn have 
to ro outaid• to tie onw them 

She goea. back to her tut, workinl efficiently with a aocket wrench. 

BUD 
Hey, Lina ... 

(ahe looks up) 
fm clad you're here. 

LINDSEY 
Yeah? Well Im not. 

--
-

• • • 
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•122 OMl'rtED 

1Z3 INT. SUB BAY / R.O.V. STATION 

The sub bay is still a mess. Dark. A few battery-operated lirhts. Flatbed is 
back, floating in the moonpool. 
One Night and Hippy are in deep concentration, pilotinr the two ROVs in a 
damage survey of the rig. Bud comes up behind them, checks her screen first. 
BIG GEEK'S MONITOR shows a view of the aft section of the rig. The drilling 
derrick has collapsed across Cab Three, tot.aJJinr it. A &irder is jammed 
through its acrylic front dome. 

ONE NIGHT · 
Right throurh the brainpan. 
boss. 

BUD 
�-,{to Hippy) ( 

Where're yo-a? 
I 

. ,  ·'\, 
·'\, 

HIPPY <:) 
Quarters. Level two. 'QJ 

*Al23 INT. TRIMODULE A /  QUAR"fl8 

• • Little Geek rises up):brourh the open 
scan the flooded interior. 

*Bl23 INT. SUB BAY / R.O.V. STATl 

*Cl23 TIGHT ON VIDEO SCREEN, L1T1'LE uEEK.'S POV. Tb8 int.erior ot'the 
structure is ,. tb•mhJ•. Tb8 Jichta ot' the little robot f'all upon a &,ure ... 
Perry. Lyme on tba deck, aJmon lookinc lib he'• uleep. 

HIPPY 
·
r,.· That'a Peil), .. .,,,.. BUD 

Cleta hi.I breath out llowly) 
That'• it then. Finler, McWhirter, Dieu, and 
Perry. Jena. 

mPPY 
(paturea at the acreen)· 

Do we leave him there? 

BUD 
Yeah, for now. Our &rat priority'■ to pt 
somethinr to breathe. 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. JJEBPCyRE 

Catfish and Lindsey, in suits and helmets, drop down from the glare or the 
moonpool onto-the dark aea floor under the rig. Wa)kinr. they pull their 
umbilicals behind them and head out through the twisted wreckage. Little 
Geek follows along like a dog at their heels. They eettle beside a valve 
assembly at the base or the wrecked module. · · · 

LINDSEY 
Cat, you tie onto this · ta:: There's some ·· 
tanks on the oth . e; rm ro�\hecl' them 

124 
• • • • • 

• • 
,,.. "'� �'e':0 1. 

- - -
He begins to a� end"'ol" a coiled-up hip-preuure hole �manifoi4 • 
She takes the ;� or the hose and moves off into darkaeai. Little Geek • 
goes with her r�!'· . . · . _..- . · - - - . . \ . -:::.. • 

_.-:; .. - . '\" \ - -
INT. SUB BAY •. �; . 1 

-
�

--- 0, � _;. 125 
Cab One is hanainr fi'om �d � �e 'One N"irht works to rep$-- • 
it. Bud is nearby, terutinr �the divaR and b•nctin1 l\er toola. 'J'aUanlf- • 
while they work. Hippy is � the mooDpool. PIJD�!'I Little Geek. · • 

oNE1imJ:tl! - . . -:;_-
Gimm.� a tbr� OD a long 
exteDllOD. --- . 

(b,, bends it te-her) 
So there you were- ·' . 

BUD 
There we wen, Iida by lide, OD the same ship, Cor 
two montba. rm tool-pusher and we're teatinr 
t.bil llatrm•ad derrick of hen. So, we pt back OD 
the bs•cb 'Ind... we're living topther. 

ONE NIGHT 
Doem't moan you had to marry her. 

We were due to ao back out OD the ume ship. Sa 
moDtba of testa. If you were married you aot a 
stateroom. Otbenriae it wu bunks. 

ONE NIGHT 
Okay, good reuon Then what? 

BUD 
It was alright ror a while, you !mow. But then she 

(more} 
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125 

• • 

• • • 
• • 

BUD (continued) 
got promoted to project engineer on this thing, 
couple years ago. 

ONE NIGHT · "  
She went front-office on you. Tirhten that for me, 
right there. That's it. 

Well, you know Lindsey, ton damn aare111ive--
� ¢� !! 

He's ja.ni.iiied bis find.I zitk ;�.;.,..:h�� ��1. �t. Whips ·bi• hand 
out. 

- __ A O · 

She �'z:>_jPe... � 
jut let't me behind. 

She puts her ani( � -mouldv, PW 11! P lliHHi11Di to be fraternal, 
maternal and auuestivu� aft'h• ae _z ;· P. _ . . .0 , -. \ 

ONE NiuHC 'A B � - 1 

Bud, let me tell you aorctMnro She a!il't half 88 
smart 88 she think• ahe ii:· 

She smiles and pretends to kink UD«t,ey'a air-hose. 
ACROSS THE CHAMBER, Hippy acowla 88 Little Geek's screen 11tarta to go 
haywire with interference. 

HIPPY 
Hey, Lind,ey. You reactin1 1'G8? Over. 

*126 OMITTED 

127 EXT. uEEPCORE /TRlMODULE A 

12.5 

• • 

• • • 
• • 
12.6* 

127 
Catfish ia workiq on one aide of the wrecked module while J,indaey ia on the 
other, oa.t of li(lbt, Sbe ia atanctin1 on the bottom at the bue of the wreckage, 

• cb'"Ckinr valftll on a rack of ozypn bottles amoupt the wreckap. Right at the • 
edge of the canyon wall Behind ber ia a sheer drop to notbinp:Ma" 

(CONTINUED) 
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4" .  127 (CONTINUED) 

• • 

_ LINDSEY 
Yeah, Hippy, I read you. What's the matter? 

The reply is GARBLED by a wash of static. 
Then, for no apparent reason, Lindsey's helmet lighta begin to dim out. 
Little Geek's lights fade. His motors whine to a atop . 
ON CATFISH, as his lights drop to candle-glow■ • 

*Al27 INT. SUB BAY 

The emergency lights are dirnrning, like a brownout. Bud grabs the diver 
intercom rnike. -". - ; Billi ·a ·� 9 1 

Lins, ho-. ,1;1 :,oe d�'aaey. 
1 \ 

128 EXT TRIMODULE A 

• 

., 
ON LINDSEY, aj she �e� Wlfb tm-lirlita iind �v

r 
pai;/'-

l IJNOm · ·· K B u .:. 
Catfiah ... I rot a problem here. You there? 
Catfiah? 

Behind her, SOMETHING rwrfrr,m the depth$. 
It is the little vehicle aha almost. collided with at the Montana wreck. 
h comes right up behind her. She doesn't lmow it'■ there. It hovers sideways 
like a hnrnrningbird, as if curious, tryinr to rat a better look. She becomes 
aware of the pulainr rlow on the p,,und around her. She turna alowly. We 
see her react as the riowinr, pulainr •pparition ia refleeted in her faceplate. 
A more powerful rlow ,nabee �p onto her from below. 
Her eyes go down. She papa, abtolutely stunned. .. 

Above the edp oftbe wall, AN ENORMOUS SH.APE RISES SILENTLY OUT 
OF THE IIEPl'BS. 0... mty feet across. It ia the object which pa11ed under 
thA fisJrinc l)oat, DOW Men clearly, 
It loob lib a blown riau manta ray, its transparent outer hull housing 
interior l&nM:tmea of areat delicacy and complezity, pulnnc with a blue-violet 
glow. 

Lindsey atands before it, unable to move. Absolutely rapt. 
Captivated by its ethereal beauty. 
It begin■ to tum, majestically, one rounded win, pusinr only a few feet above 
her. She reaches up. Touchee it aa it pa■aN over her. 
Lindsey is without fear, completely meamerized. 
The thing completes its tum and dives aracefully down alonr the wall. 
She is gently lifted by a backwash of turbulent water. 
About that time Lindsey remembers ■he has a still camera, a little Nikonoa. 

(CONTINUED) 

1Z7 

• • 
Al27* 

• 
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128 (CONTINUED) 128 

She fw:nblea to •et foc:ua &n19A,xp,osur\ with her bulky r].oves aa the beautiful 
machine glides into the pths. Oets "11 set for a shot and... --

---_:.. -
WOOOSH! The little' scoutalJpp' •zzes past her from behind, s� her. 
She completel · · sea ��of the 'manta ship'. She pivots, �

-
· to ceta 

shot of the · e onee_iMg-zap down along the wall, fa.pt aa\m\teor. 
CLIC gev slit a seco�re it disap

�
� l,,. - . r -..-.--::: v. -

F 
�

-d �e flank of _the��ule, � 9->�an.·' Their com-sets 
com life, along with �- -

%, �:: (CO�D) 
/ --� 
;, �  � 

. . --- -

, . ' t 

_...-' �� --:.- . -
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LINDSEY 
You better not say you missed that. 

CATFISH 
Missed what? 

128 

CUT TO: . - ··-----
INT. DEEPCORE , MESS � --

A B O f ;- -: 1.29 
TIGHT ON SLIDE STRIP, Lindsey's finrertip in for icale. ThJ.J is black: 
with a little 1quigle oflirht mthe center. Pathetic. ---

BUB-
Nice shot, Lina. __ 

SONNY� . --- ..... A�-o-- 1 . \ • 
What �,that? You di., ,ow di�t? 

WIDER, SHOWINGTH1!1Gll6� Lindsey who baa her 
freshly-proce1eed slide roll laid oai • th1 pi;bell mecbine, uiDi it u a light -
table. -- - . - - ------ ---- . ---------·�---- ·---�-

_ LINDSEY 
Come on, you 11118-·· look, tbia ia the little one 
right here. You can 1ee bow it'■ kind of ziain1 
around. 

BUD 
If you ■ay IO, It coalcl be anytbinc. 

LINDSEY 
rm talljpf ,- what it ia. You're jut not 
heariDc- The bnpul,H ■omebow aren't pttiq 
from ,oar .... to.your brainpan. There'• 
mtbiDc dqwp tbm- Sometbinc not. .. us. 

She 1-'uom:ul. S.. a lot ofuepticiam in the eye■ around her. 

CATFISH 
Ya'll could be more specific. 

LINDSEY 
Not a. Not burnen Get it? Sometmq DOD• 
human, hut intellipnt... 

HIPPY 
You mean like Coffey? 

(CONTINUED) 



I 

129 (CONTINUED). 
Lindsey is reddening. Despite her conviction, this is really hard. 

LINDSEY A non-terrestrial intelligence. 
HIPPY Non-Terrestrial Intelligences. NTis. Yeah, I like that better than UFOs. Although that works too ... Underwater Flying Objects. 

Hippy is not really mocking her. He's actually into it. But it has that effect. Catfish is �yeing Lindsey like he's never seen her before. 
;r;r CATFISH Are we talkin' little space friends here? 

HIPPY Right on! Hot rods of the Gods. Right, Lins? Hey, no really! It could be NTis. The CIA has known about them for years. They abduct people all the time. There was this woman I knew in Albuquerque who-• 
LINDSEY Hippy, do me a favor ... stay off my side. 

Bud takes her firmly by the arn... Heads her out into the corridor. 
BUD Lindsey, will you step into my office for a minute ... 

1:n INT. CORRIDOR / LADDER WELL 
He propels her alone the corridor, away from the mess hall doorway. They face each other in the narrow space. 

BUD 
Je1u1, Lindsey--

LINDSEY Bud, something really important is happening here. 
BUD Look, I'm just trying to hold this situation together. I can't allow you to cause this kind of hysteria--

(CONTINUED) 
r 
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(CONTINUED) 

LINDSEY 
Who's hysterical. Nobody's hysterical! 

They're taUong '\cross each other, not connecting. Bud weary and frustrated. 
Lindsey is cranked up with the afterglow of her encounter. 

BUD 
All rm saying is when you're hanginc on by your 
fingernails, you don't Co wa'\'iq your arms 
around. 

m· n 1 1 \ " -- I saw som:Jf.S' rm no� � back in 
there and sa:r:f didn't see it when I did. rm -sorry. --·· 

-

. ..... . Blfff'- ---- . --· -· 
God,_,ou &ff t;Jji'"'""ro-t ltab�_m·--.-,-n-+1L'II•ev1r41••---:A-:-. 
knew. . 

�- -
- ,� B Q 1 1. \ 

I need you to beli_. 1118, Bud. -Look at 1118. Do I ---
seem streued ou� A1J.y symptoma of preuure 
sickness, any trews, '1urred apeech? 

---
� 

BUD -----No. ---
LINDSEY 

Bud, tbil ia me, I,indNy. Oby? You !mow me 
better than anybody in tha world. Now watch my 
lipa ... I M1f ttre tNnn I touched one of them 
And it WUU't IOme clunky ateel CAD lib we would 
build.- it lfided. It WU tha molt beautiful thine 
I've enr MeD.  

Bud ia •• by her intenait:y. She movea cloae to him. E:,es +me and 
luminou. 

LINDSEY 
It wu • m•chin"', but it see=ed •Jmoat. alive. 
Lib L •• dance oflipt. Bud, you have to trut 
me .•. pleue. I don't think they meen ua harm. I 
don't !mow how I know that, it'1 jult a feeUnir. 

BUD 
How can I go on a feeling? You think Coffey's 
roinl to go on your 'feeling'? 

(CONTINUED) 

--

m 

• 
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13> (CONTim]ED) 13) 

- LINDSEY 
W • all see what we want to see ... Coffey looks and 
he sees Russians, he sees hate and fear. Bud, you 
have to look with better eyes than that. 

Bud has beer taking t-bis all in. Bia eyes tracking her face. He closes bis eyes, 
taking a deep breath. It's eo hard for him to do this, but. .. 

BUD-· 
I can't, Lindsey. - ·rm eorry. How can I? --· 

A 8 Qctl'Tol l 
. ---- - -- -

---
◄ 

131 _ INT. MESS HALL ·  LATER-- • 131 

• 

Coffey_ has �ud, 1,;?'� an!c!Bll C1V7Pthered for a �tt!e"-.� 
p,unm,t. Li.ndaey a withdraiiia: , Jt:o�•• • 1e1f-1mpoee<\ . 
u:ile. They're all Jftarinl � - -�mAms:-� ---
breath show■ in flie m. , ' ====::::- - · · · 

C�FFE¥-- ..
. 'A B .  0 1 1 1 

I want 'rouna,,the-cl_!R:t- mamunrof the ■onar 
shack and the ateriar_cameru. We need early 
warniq if the SoviM etai\ try another incmlion. 

LINDS!it. 
(roUjng 'l\er eJIN).... 

(}jmme a break! Cdy, thoee thinp live three 
and a half mile■ down on the bottom of an abyual 
trenchl Truat JU. .. t:hey'n not spe•kin1 RnMien 

Coffey look■ at her t'or a moment, tun 1W 01l u if ■he hadn't ■polr.en. 

COFFEY 
(to Om N"llht) 

Why haven't you fin:i■hecl repair■ on. the 
hydrophone vanm+ter yet? 

ONE NIGHT 
I wu ha'rinc lily nails done. 

Coffey ;, rmtilll, despite the chill. Keepa bia hand.a clenched in fiat■ 10 they 
won't see how bad the tremors have eotten. 

CC,Ji'F'Ei 
Get eomethinc ■traipt. You people are under my 
authority-

(CONTINUED) 

• 

• 
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131 (CONTINUED) 

_ CATFISH 
l.Qok, podner ... we don't work for you, we don't 
take orders from you, and we don't much like you. 
In addition to which your momma dreaaea you 
funny. - · .... -

Coffey's eyes are straight �ors. He aluhes them from face to face. You can 
see him tightening up like a cloc:kspring,josi11(. control of the situation in front 
of bis own men. Bud detues i� - I'\ a O_ l : 

mrn-- : l l : 
-. Fish? �--

Yuh? --· 
Take � fin�:,..

�•y,G)u 1'ndJ.i 
the uterior aun · • One N°icht, He �  
can pt that transrnitt.er workmc for me,. okay? 

ONE NIGHT 
Girnrne a couple of-boun. ---- . 

HOLD ON COFFEY as everyone leavea. Wmdinr tirhter. 

CU:,' TO: 

--- --=-

132 INT. MAINTENANCE ROOM B • LATER 

Coffey and Schoenidt are benctinr ....- the warhead. They have a small_ port 
removed and are •tteclrinr watmproof leada from an ELECTRONIC 
DETONATOR. Tha blac:k bv I,indwy pmpMd earlier. Jt. the two SEALs 
work like surpom. wa He put Coft'ey'1 lhoulder to a hemispherical window 
behind him. which loob out into the pexpetual black:n•u. Som.thing 
appears. •• a goat, ahar1, foe-. 
Big Geell met liJently in front of the port. It rnovu a little, tryinr to pt a peek 
over Caftlly'1 lhoulder. 

*133 INT. CONTROL MODULE / ROV SHACK 

Hippy is twiddlins bia joy■t:icb, ,n,t.chin1 t.he ICl'MD like a ferret. 

HIPPY 
Come on. •. move to the left. •• just a little more ... 
come on, A.J. Squared Away .•. that's it-

131 

132 

133• 
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A133 ON THE SCREEN, Geek's POV. Colfey is blocking Hippy'■ view of whatever it 
is they're'WOl'king 011. Abruptly, he moves. The warhead i■ lyine there in 
plain ■ilht. ��tor wires hooked up. Hippy's eyes buar out. He know■ 
exactly what it 11. 

133 HIPPY 
Pretty radical, guys. Pretty radical. · · �

-

He hurries to the VCR and puts it into RECORD. 

*134 INT. CONTROL MODULE / SQV SHACK · MINUTES LATER 

Al34 Video image of the SEALs working. It FREEZES on a clear view of the 
warhead ... 

:<• - A- B 134 llIPPY(V.0.) -=- _ a l Say hello to Ml&V; - ....;: . 
. .  ...__ -- l l 

Bud has his face rilht in ., 
/ ' - -

-
-��· skeptical. 

.. . ii 
Come on, rnan 

-

Why brini it� 
A'" B O  1·· ·  . 

---, 

*135 

�y 
·· 

l I 
It's gotta � an emergency plan to keep it 
away from�'i:luians .. .Hotwire one of the 
nukes wit!'Naal._---.nida detonator, put it back in 
the sub, and fry t1ie whole thine, alicker'n snot. 
Oh, uh. .. hi. Lina. -

-----
Bud whips around. Linckey, stauctinr 'lUietly in the doo1 wa;. l�.JNnt 
from her ezpreuion ahe'a been w•tcrnnr them for ■ome time. She looks ready 
to kill aomebody. 'Iha ahe's gone. 

INT. CORRIDOR 

Bud cat:rbee up to her in the corridor, tryiq to put the brakes on her. 

LINDSEY 
Look. godd•mnjt,, if you won't do ■omethiq about 
it, I will. 

BUD 
Liudaeyl Wait a ■econd-

She reaches the watertight door to Maintenanr.e Room B. It's locked. 

(CONTINUED) 

Al33 

133 

134* 
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revised 8/1/88 
65 

125 (CONTINUED) 135 

• 

• 

Before Bud Ci!� stop her she grabs a tire-extinguisher off the wall and pounds 
on the steel door like a big go�. BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! 
Needless to say, it opens. 
She pushes past Schoenick, sees the bomb lying there naked. 

.• •.· · 

LINDSEY 
Jlu)]tbit, :,ou can't do that. Oww ... godd•rnnitl 

Lind-., aoes ben•n••, tryinc to pt Schoenfok'• bil hande off her 
arma. Butf •J•rn• bia bend down on the intercom button. 

Bmtcaorn Mainhm•n-:e room B. EmeTUDSYI 

He pulla the fire alarm for eood measure and •pina on Coffey ... warninr him 
with a look that ie not to be meued with. Coffey i■ braced beck apinst the 
worktable •.. an odd atence, with one arm behind hie back. 
Suddenly there'■ a crowd outside the door u Cat&h, Hippy, One Night, and 
Sonny come n1nning up. Confrontation time. 
Sirena going. About a million volta in the air. Bud braces Scboeni,:k. 

BUD 
Let her iO· Do it,.. ri(ht now. 

(CONTINUED) 

• 

• 



13.5 CONTINUED: (2) 
He does. Lindsey jerks away. Rubs her arms. 

LINDSEY You dumb jarhead motherf-• 
BUD 

Chill out, Lindsey!! 

CATFISH What's the problem? 
Everyone is frozen in place. Bud and Coffey ... snake and mongoose, glaring. Bud pulls Li_ndsey back into the corridor. 

BUD Nothing. We were just leaving. (to her) 
Weren't we ? 

-:- Jf B J  f f  ANGLE FROM BEHIND COFFEY, as Bud's group moves out of sight up the corridor. Hand behind his back. In his hand, cocked, finger on the trigger, is the .45. He turns and sets it on the table, steadying himself as if in a wind. He seems to sag. When he looks at Schoenick, his eyes are wounds. A hunted animal, Voice shaky. 
COFFEY They can't be trusted. They're turning against us. We may have to take ... steps. 

136 INT. CORRIDOR 
Lindsey, Bud, Hippy. Bud slows, letting them trail behind the others. 

BUD Lins, stay away from that guy. I mean it. 
HIPPY Yeah. The dude's in bad shape ... you see his hands? 
LINDSEY He's got the shakes? 
BUD Look, the guy's operating on his own, cut off from chain of command. He's exhibiting symptoms of pressure-induced psychosis. And he's got a 
(more) 

6 6  
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136 
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136 (CONTINUED) · _ _ ----
-. . 

BUD (ctt!)lifi;;C � ' \ '  
nu,4ear weapon. So,.as a p�onal favor to me ... 
will you put your tongue in neutral for a while? 

HIPPY 
::vian, I give this a sphincter-factor of about nine 
point five. 

137 ::vIAINTENANCE ROOM B 

Coffey goes to the dome port. Looks past his shrunken and twisted reflection 
into the void. Eternal night. 

ANGLE F�M OUTSIDE. Coffey's face in the window. Stuck to the acrylic 
bubble beiitie him is one of those Garfields, suction cups on its paws. Coffey 
stares out. Behind his eyes, his brain is like that cat, just hanging on, 
spreadeagled and screaming. 

138 INT. SUB-BAY / DIVE-PREP AREA 

CUT TO: 

Under a single worklight, a couple of conspirators. Lindsey and Hippy hunch 
over Big Geek. The ROV grins maniacally with goofy shark teeth. 

LINDSEY 
Look, you can just punch into his little chip where 
you want him to go, and he goes, right? 

HIPPY 
Well, yeah, but with the tether off it ain't gonna be 
fancy. When he gets down there 

i;�\St �t, like 
a dumb-shit. Unless st?_�w le.rs · 
through the camera, y�tld'da. 

LINDSEY p 

Let's go for it. We could get lucky. 

139 INT. CONTROL MODULE 

ON SURVEILLANCE MONITOR. Lindsey and Hippy next to Big Geek. Their 
voices are tinny but intelligible. 

Al39 HIPPY (V.0.) 
I don't know. I really oughta talk to Bud about 
this. 

139 E.C.U. COFFEY. Watching them in the dark. Alone. 

6 7  
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Al39 
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139 

140 

Bud ll'Wltl and turm without wu::inc, an aut.omatic reapome. The moring 
st.ops. It ia a quiet. intimate moment, a nminder of� mile■p these two 
have loued t.optbar. 

CUT TO: 
141 INT. SONAR SHACK 

Al39 

139 

140 

141 

• Sonny bu made lrimNlf camfOl'tllble in front of the ac:reena. Too comfortable. • 
He's uleep ,  chin on hia cheat. On the main puaift-sonar ICZ'ND, an almost 
imperceptibly faint trace appears. A HUM, which ia by now fanriJi•r. becomes 

• audible. Sonny shifta in hia aeat. Doem't wake. • 

142 INT. SUB BAY 

Hippy puts bis toola away, ftni11wl with the mod:ift"'ltiona t.o Bic Geek. 

(CONTINUED) 
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. 142 •· 

l•l4 INT. TRIMODULE C / LADDERWELL / B _OM I �  144 

LOOKING DOWN three levela tbroup
.
the central�� between the 

cylinders. The paeudopod enters and undulates upward. 

Al44 FROM INSIDE TBE MAlO!iSHDi"r BUNKROOM, we see ita tip eztend inside. Al44 
Sonny and One N"illit are lllClrinr, oblivious. J'ammel' i1 ■till unc:on■c:iou■. 
The pseudopod. takin1 ita time, cbeckl them out and then move■ on. 

Bl44 IN TBJI MEPB HALL, it'■ dark and quiet Lindsey ha■ even fallen asleep in B144 
her chair, ha- head buried in her arm■ on the table. Thfl 1birnme"ll!C tentacle 
enters the room in total silence. It ■way■ aracefwly in the air, ■earcbinc- It 
undulatN ac:rou the room, h•nginr 'lbout tive feet iD the air, ■urveyinc 
everytbin,. It move■ put Lindsey. Sen■inr ■ometbiq, ■he lift■ her head, 
turning ... see■ the apparition nut to her. 
Her eyes ro wide. .Amazem•ut, but not fear. 
The tentacle ii movmr on, ■till aearcbin,. 
Lindsey shakes Bud awake, clappinc her hand over his mouth. 
Bud blinks twice, then freezes. When she lowen her hand his mouth i1 
hanging open like a total roon. 

(CONTINUED1 



Bl44 
� 

� � �  (CONTI��) . 8 f ff . . 
7 0  

Bud chucks his pillow at Catfish, on the next table. - --Catfish cracks one eye open. Tums away. Tums right back ... both eyes o� now. Sensing movement, the thing turns back toward them. It seems to � recognize Lindsey. It doubles back on itself in a loop and comes right up to her. She holds her ground, fascinated. 
The bulbous tip forms suddenly into a human face .. .  her face. It is water, still clear and undulating ... but definitely Lindsey. She gasps in surprise. The liquid-Lindsey gasps soundlessly ... a perfect mimic of her expression. l;..indsey laughs involuntarily. It laughs ... without sound. Lindsey makes a face, sticking out her tongue ... testing it. The liquid-Lindsey does the same. Bud has jus� had the rug jerked out from under his sense of what is possible and what i_ap't, but he's taking it pretty well, considering. 

7 BUD (whispering) I think it likes you. 
LINDSEY It's trying to communicate. 

Her liquid face suddenly transforms into a likeness of Bud's. She reaches out her hand slowly. Gingerly, her fingers touch the surface. Ripples expand outward from the contact, across Bud's features. Her fingertips break effortlessly through the surface, just like she's dipping her hand into a bowl of water, except sideways. She draws her wet fingers out and studies them, amazed. Touches one fingertip to her tongue. 
LINDSEY Seawater. 

The pseudopod pulls back from her. It loops in the air dramatically, full circle ... and ties itself in a knot. As the knot tightens down, it melts back into the body. The 'disappearing knot' trick. Lindsey la111ha, iffllDllll with the open wonder and delight of a child at a magic show. She is transported. 

LINDSEY Show off. 
She looks at Bud. He grins broadly. He's with her now. The stunned group watches as the thing moves on across the room. Out into the corridor. 
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146 

147 

147 
AB 
CD 

147 

148 
• 

149 

150 

Coffey and Schoenick enter the back way, through the dive-prep area. They 
see the pseudopq'd arching from the moonpool big as a treetrunk. Coffey's 
mind is blown. We can smell the insul� burning. He just stares. 

INT. CORRIDOR/ MAINTENANCE.Jm.1>M B .. 
' '  

the device for a few seconds. -and LindseL_tflter through a side door, in 
The water tentacle enters anib-ies toward the hot-wired warhead. It studies 

time to see the tentacle di� four tendril#whk.h, wrap around the . 
warhead. They begin to lift,� � 

<,' O INT. SUB �AY . 
�-,, ., _ 

. ✓ 
Coffey fintilly jump-starts bis brain. In-a ftash of insight, he nibs to the big 
sliding door through which Ui.weud

�
tchea into the clirrilfc,r. He and 

Schoenick heave on the door. Like--... guillo 'hlade it alicea effoftleuly 
through it. ·· ,, . 
v ARIOUS ANG�-COBRID6R, MESSHALL, LADDERWELL, 
MAINTENANCE ... as the body of theM8udopod collapw, spiesbing t-9 the 
floor. It reverts to nothizlg more � l�_puddle of simple seawater. Al 
the tendrils dissolv•. 'warhead siema �

�
n onto the cut, unharmed. 

ON COFFEYS SID DOOR, howev "stump" nan back like a 
cobra. · It withdraws ra · �-the moonpoo � 'QI' glow fades away. 

INT. SONAR SHACK 
"�---

. ✓ I . 
Sonny wakes up ·Rith a start u the.S;iMnm up into a LOUD � and 
then fades away. He scrambles to tral!P-ilt. Too.late. . . ..... ,_ . 
INT. CORRIDOR . - . · ., ,"-,, ,. 

I '>- . . • -:--,.. " Hippy emerges from the can and loob down, puzzl�� puddle ?tJnning 
the length of the corridor. He misled the whole thine-
INT. MESS HALL 

Lights on. Enaybod:, there. I Jndsey ia really strutt:inl, high on life, now that 
she's been pioven right. 

LINDSEY 
Okay, raise your hand if you think that was a 
Ru,e&jan water-tentacle. Lieutenant? No? Well, a 
breakthrough. 

Coffey is looking out from under bis eyebrows like Nicholson in 'The �ining". 
Bud gives her a warning look. Don't poke at the rattler. 

(CONTINUED) 
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,..-150 · (CONTINUED). 150 

• • 

• • • • 
• 

BUD 
Yoil::do:ile impressing youn�? ,_ ' 

ONE NIGHT 
No way that thine could be juat seawater.-, 

ANGLE UNDER TABLE, ahowiDC what Cotfey ii doiq. He has bia K-BAR 
KNIFE gripped white-knuckle in on,, band He ii drawins it slowly and 
repeatedly across the akin ofbia other forearm. Neat chevrons of blood from 
wrist to elbow . 
C.U. COFFEY - He doem't flinch Hia ey91 are bard and briiht u cliarnond 
drills. No one noticea. He'1 keepiDc the edp. 

They're c:miou, maybe. We could be the &rat 
people tuy'-ye IND up clon. 

SONNY 
Hope they don't judp. the whole race offa UI. 

CATFISH 
Maybe I oqhta shave. 

Coffey stands abruptly, map Schoenic:k with_ bia e:,ea, and leaves, ,.,..J]tjng 
thrc,ugh the group u if they were emoke. 
This cold behavior brinp the mood down a notch. 

• • 

• • • • 
• 



• 

151 INT. CORRIDOR / MAINTENANCE Rcl�B f f f . ·---._:-___ �_-
Outside tl:ie me1111 hall, Coffey pauses, listening to the conversation resume. Bright speculation, a few jokes. Coffey is visibly shaking. Breathing hard. Pupils dilated. Schoenick looks at him with concern. 

COFFEY It went straight for the warhead. And they think it's cute. 
SCHOENICK You need to get some sleep. 

Coffey walks away without hearing him. Schoenick catches up. 
152 INT. MAU:fTENANCE 

The door opens in the dark room. Coffey enters, moving with purpose. He pulls his gear bag out from under the work table. Unzips it. Pulls out a short-barreled CAR-15 assault rifle. 
COFFEY We have no way of warning the surface. Do you know what that means? 

Schoenick doesn't know. He hopes Coffey knows. Because he's a fearless man who's discovering what it is to be afraid. Coffey inserts the magazine with a CLACK! Snaps the bolt. Tosses the rifle to Schoenick. 
COFFEY It means ... whatever ha,1Jpens is up to us. 

� i:) i � �T TO: 
153 INT. CORRIDOR / MAINTENANCE - LATER 

Hippy passes the maintenance room. Looks in. The warhead and its cart are missing. He looks around. Heads toward the sub-bay. 
154 INT. MESS HALL 

The discussion, still in progress. 
ONE NIGHT You think they're from down there originally? Or from ... you know. 

She jerks her thumb toward the ceiling. 
(CONTINUED) 
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154 (CONTINUED) � B f f f -- - · ---
LINDSEY 

I �  they're from 'you know,' Some place that 
has .similar conditions ... cold, intense pressure. 
No light. 

CATFISH 
Happy as hogs in a waller down there,prob'ly. 

"i55 INT. CORRIDOR / SUB BAY 

156 

Hippy freezes in the corridor as he hears a loud ratcheting sound echoing from 
the sub-bay. He edges forward slowly, trying to keep his feet silent on the steel 
floor. Slides up along the wall next to the door. Inches his eye around the 
doorframe.; 
Across th& room, Schoenick is working with a chainfall, lowering Big Geek 
onto the MIRV warhead, which is still on its cart. He begins to attach them 
together with a sling of tie-down straps. 
Hippy lets his breath out slowly. His expression is Holy Shit. 
He slides back along the corridor wall, silently. Away from the door. Then 
turns quickly to go ... WHAM! 
Coffey slams him up aitainst the wall! .45 pressed to Hippy's temple. Hippy 
gulping air as Coffey ears back the hammer. 

COFFEY 
Sniff something did you, r_!t.b9y? 

INT. MESS HALL - � o  .. I ' . 
,I 

The meeting breaks up as the door CLANGS open and Hippy is thrust inside. 
His hands are taped behind his back and he stumbles onto his face. Coffey 
steps through smoothly, straight-al'.Jlling the .45. Schoenick flanks him with 
the assault rifle aimed at the group. 

COFFEY 
FREEZE! Don't move. That's it. 

(to Monk) 
Here, hold this a second. We're going to pha.se 
three. 

He hands hia IIJl1 to Monk, with the assumption of absolute loyalty from a 
team member. Monk's eyes move between Coffey and the pistol. We can't tell 
what he's thinking. Coffey grabs Hippy and shoves him onto a chair. 

HIPPY 
They're using Big Geek to take the bomb to the 
NTis! We set it up to go right to them. 

Lindsey looks stricken. Her plan betraying them all. 
(CONTINUED) 
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156 (CONTINUED) 
.. LINDSEY Ohmy God ... Oh no ... · (steps toward Coffey) Please, you can't. Coffey, think about what you're doing ... for God's sake•• 

Coffey lets her approach him, his eyes glittering. Without warning he grabs her by the hair and hurls her against the Coke machine, pinning her there with one hand. Bud leaps forward. 
SCHOENICK 

GET BACK! 
Bud freeze,:: The rifle's muzzle is aimed for a heart-shot. Coffey moires up close to Lindsey. 

COFFEY This is something I've wanted to do since I first met you. 
His hand reaches down, OUT OF FRAME. We hear something RIP. His hand comes back up... holding a piece of gaffer's tape. He slaps it over her mouth. Then pushes her down hard into a chair. Hippy looks at Monk and Schoenick. 

- -::,- 1' .· · ( HIPPY , \ l:J ; I 1 Your boss is having a full-on meltdown. Gi,y's fixing to pull the pin on fifty kilotons and w,1're all 
ringside! 

MONK What's the timer set for? 
SCHOENICK Three hours. 
COFFEY Shut up. Don't talk! 
MONK We can't get to minimum-safe-distance in three hours. The shockwave will kill us. It'll crush this rig like a semi driving over a beer can. 
COFFEY Shut up. SHUT UP! What's the matter wjth you?! 

(CONTINUED) 
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156 CONTINUED: (2) � B f fJ- · . __ _ 
Everybody·_rs twitchy and hyper. Schoenick is while-k\i ckling his assault 
rifle . . .  looking frQ!Il Monk to Coffey to the group. 

COFFEY 
Just stay calm. The situation is under control. 

Coffey backs out quickly with Schoenick. 

157 INT. CORRIDOR 

Coffey dogs down the watertight door and wedges a piece of steel pipe into the 
mechanism so it can't be opened. 

;; =stay here. 
COFFEY 

Schoenick takes up a position in front of the door. Coffey turns and runs 
through the corridor like demons are chasing him. 

158 INT. MESS HALL 

Their only hope is to sway Schoenick. But the SEAL's fear is making him the 
perfect machine, totally dependant on external orders. And his orders are 
clear. They can see him through the tiny window in the door. Lindsey rips the 
tape painfully off her mouth. - ·- � ·-:. . .:... ·. -

LINDSEY i·, u . · � 
Schoenick ... your Lieutenant is about to make a 
real bad career move ... 

HIPPY 
The guy's crazier'n a shithouse rat! 

BUD 
We have to stop him! Schoenick!! 

They pound on the door. Schoenick turns and hangs his cap over the tiny 
window. 

159 INT. SUB BAY 

Using the chainfall, Coffey maneuvers the completed Geek/MIRV package 
over the back of Flatbed, obviously preparing to use the submersible to take it 
out and launch it. 

100 INT, :MESS HALL 

Lindsey is up next to the door, with Bud. 
(CONTINUED) 

7 6  

156 

157 

158 

159 

160 



' 

100 (CONTINUED) 

---

.. - LINDSEY 
... he's about to declare war on an alien species, 
Schoenick, just when they're trying to make 
contact with us. 

(to Bud) 
I think I'm reaching him. 

There is a CLUNK-CLATTER and the door unlatches. 

LINDSEY 
See? 

The door opens. Jammer is standing there. Schoenick is in a heap against the 
far wall, !l168.ning. Jammer hands the rifle to Hippy as he walks in. Hippy 
turns to cover the other SEAL. Monk puts his hands up, passively. 

MONK 
I'm the least of your problems. 

Bud appraises Jammer, who seems a little weak and dazed but basically okay. 

BUD 
Thanks. How you feeling, big guy? - . --· -- -•· ·- - --- .. - •  

JAMMER . 1" l '. \ ( 
Figured I was dead, there, when! seen that angel 
comin' toward me. 

They all look at him for a second. What? 

BUD 
Uh, okay, right. You can tell us about it later. 
Let's go. 

CUT TO: 

----

161 INT. TRIMODULE C / LADDERWELL 

Bud drop■ down the ladder, INTO FRAME, followed by the others. 
He tries the door into the main corridor. The wheel won't turn. The others get 
on it. Won't budge. 

BUD 
He's jammed the mechanism. 

LINDSEY 
Now what? 

(CONTINUED) 
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corn or. u s nun 1s racmg. e rops own t e a er to Level Omr.-illio 
about two feet of water. He reaches down and opens the emergency lockout· 
hatch. Takes off his boots. 

BUD 
Okay, I'm gonna free-swim to hatch six .... get 
inside, get the door open from the other side. 

LINDSEY 
Bud, that water's only a couple degrees above 
freezing. 

: BUD T • Then I guess you better wish me luck, huh? 

Catfish is pulling his boots off as well. 

CATFISH 
Wish llJ. luck. 

(hands his wallet to Hippy) 

J i 

'Case I don't die. Okay, Bud ... let's go, podner, I 
ain't got all day. 

Bud claps him on the shoulder and starts hyperventilating. He drops into the 
water. 

162 EXT. DEEPCORE I TR;MODULE C 

Bud shoots down through the hatch. The cold hits him like a fist, becoming 
instantly paralyzing. He starts kicking in powerful strokes through the dark 
water, maneuvering around tangles of umbilical cable and twisted tubular 
steel. Catfish is behind him, swimming like hell. They reach hatch six. 
Together they spin the wheel and heave upward, opening it. 

163 INT. TRIMODULE D / LEVEL ONE 

Bud surpa up into the lock. Catfish jams into the tiny airspace with him. 
They try the upper hatch. Jammed. They're both panting with the exertion 
and intense cold. 

BUD 
Hafta ... go on to ... the moonpool. Only way. 

CATFISH 
I can't ... make it ... podner. 

Bud looks at Catfish, shivering and heaving, wide-eyed. 
(CONTINUED) 
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163 (CONTINUED) 163 

Okily, Cat. fo�ead on bacl B f f f ----�.".:�'.""". -�-- ���• 
Bud hyperventilates rapidly and pikes over, diving back out through the hatch. 

164 EXT. DEEPCORE 

Bud is stroking rapidly through the tangle of pipes and conduit. He sets the lit 
rectangle of the moonpool far ahead. 

165 INT. SUB BAY 

In the moon pool, Bud surfaces with an explosive gasp beside the hull of 
Flatbed. H;i"i wracked breathing is masked by the WHINE of HYDRAULICS as 
Coffey uses the external controls to extend Flatbed's big hydraulic arm, locking 
the Geek/MIRV in its gripper. 
Bud strokes to a point where Coffey can't see him and heaves up out of the 
water onto the deck of the pool. He lies gasping behind Cab One's cradle. His 
limbs are wooden and unresponsive from the cold. His fingers completely 
numb. He hugs himself, putting his hands under his armpits. Scans the 
situation. He can't get to the door, which is across the room, without Coffey 
seeing him. 

164 

16.5 

166 INT. CONTROL MODULE . . . --166 

A166 Lindsey watching the whole thing going down. ON THE SCREEN, a high A166 

166 

angle of the sub bay ... Bud moving up on Coffey. 

HIPPY 
He can't get to the door ... I think he's going to try 
and take him himself. 

LINDSEY 
He couldn't be that dumb. The guy's a trained 
killer. Bud's idea of a fight is arm-wrestling One 
Night over laundry duty. 

166 

A166 ON THE SCREEN, Bud picks up a piece of pipe. Hefts it. Moves forward, A166 
crouched. .. st.a)kinf. Lindsey yells at the screen in frustration. 

166 LINDSEY 
BtruUUD!! 

167 INT. SUB BAY 

Bud chucks a tool across the chamber, creating a clattering distraction, then 
wades in with the pipe in a vicious swing to the back of Coffey's knees, taking 

(CONTINUED) 

166 

167 



' 

167 (CONTINUED> 

him down. Cof(ey spins even as he falls, catching Bud in a scissor kick that 
topples him. 
Grappling, they fall together into the freezing water. 
Coffey is momentarily stunned by the cold, giving Bud time to haul himself 
out, hoping to make it to the door. 
Coffey launches from the water and grabs his legs. 
He pulls himself up as Bud kicks out. Claws his way viciously over Bud's body 
until he has him pinned to the deck. Then he pulls the .45. 
Puts it unceremoniously to Bud's forehead. 

168 INT. CONTROL MODULE 

-- LINDSEY 
'"' --NoQO!! - - · . . . .  ·----

8 0  

16i 

168 

100 INT. SUB BAY 
--- - 169 

Coffey pulls the trigger... CLICK. 
Bud flinches, then opens his eyes, staring cross-eyed at the muzzle of the .45. 
Coffey cocks it and tries again. CLICK. Nothing. Really pissed off beyond 
description, Bud hurls the commando off him with a powerful heave, sending 
him clattering against a rack of equipment. They face off, panting. 

170 INT. CONTROL MODULE 

The rig crew tum from the screens at the sound of Monk's voice. 

MONK ..,_ 
I took the liberty of removing this before I gave it 
back to him. 

Monk pulls his hand out from under his blanket and hold up the magazine 
from the .45. 

r. 
171 INT. SUB BAY 

Even so, Bud is 1etting his ass kicked. Coffey's really trying to put him out of 
business. It's mostly duck and dodge on Bud's part. Throw a few things. 
When Coffey connects, Bud goes down hard. 
Give him credit, though. He manages to scramble back up. 
The fight wrecks the room, scattering tools and gear. 
Compressed air cylinders roll dangerously around the floor. 
Coffey slips on one and Bud gets in a couple of good licks. 
Slams the SEAL's head in an equipment locker door. 
But the Navy man is just too intense. Bud is harnrniered back into a wall. 
Coffey has his fist cocked back for a coup de grace. 
Spins at the sound of a VOICE. 

(CONTINUED) 

liO 

171 



171 (CONTINUED) 

8 l 

lil 

- CATFISH 
Huf 

Catfish is right behind him. Dripping wet. 
A trail of water goes back to the moonpool a few feet away. 
CRACK!! Catfish's "Hammer" punch comes in so hard and so fa:a��ey is 
knocked right on his ass. He doesn·t get up. Just sort o 
Catfish helps Bud to his feet. They advance on Cnm.,....w. rah-scuttles 
sideways, his eyes rabid. .,,.. , . . 
He picks up a helium tank and hurls i.M�'ihe\.\As they duck he sprints to 
Flatbed and drops throug�1' � lams it down. 

BUD 
( to Catfish) 

Get the door!! 

Bud leaps across the water to land on Flatbed. The hatch is already sealed. He 
grapples with Geek/MIRV, trying to free it from the steel claw. 

172 INT. FLATBED 172 

173 

174 

Coffey crawls along the access tunnel to the pilot's compartment. He claws his 
way into the control seat and starts rapidly flipping switches. 

INT. CORRIDOR 173 

Catfish pounds down the corridor like he's never run before, his beer gut 
doing a rhumba. He reaches the door, tears out the piece of pipe and spins the 
wheel. Hippy pushes it open so fast the wheel hits Catfish in the stomach. 
Hippy tears past him, running with the assault rifle. John Wayne. 

• \ "I. 
INT. SUB-BAY 1 . 'O \ 174 

.... , Flatbed is submergins, with.enly thEI hatch tower still above the water. Bud is 
being draged down, still strugling to free the ROV. He gives up when he 
sees Hippy run in, wavinl the assault rifle around like a 130-pound Rambo. 
Bud climb• the batch tower and leaps to the deck of the moonpool. 
H ippy clumsily aims the unfamiliar rifle at Coffey, visible inside his viewing 
bubble beneath the swirling water. Coffey looks up, stares at the gun ... doesn't 
seem to care. 

C ATFISH 
SHOOT! 

H ippy's squeezing the trigger and nothing's happening. Flatbed's hatch tower 
goes· under. 

(CONTINUED) 
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174 (CONTINUED) ..:::""'- 174 

.,.- ,'--bATFISH 

• 

Safety't 'ba1" On the side ... the lever! Up, push it 
up! �-

. · ·· 
Hippy fumble� · · selectiv:i.re»er. 
BLAM-BLAM-B '"'-

e
,
puts three ¥it,ounds into the ceiling. 

Hn,'t'.!1117' . ✓ CATFISH 
SHIT! . ' . �• me that!! 

He grabs it out of Hip��' and aima it at the s,. He rakes the water 
with a longJ>Urst. B�'; . SURFACE, the rounds rip nasty contrails 
through tl1e water. They barely s� front port. 

. : I& . . . 
. ·

_ :- �
et �t. .. go ���ld �-

Catfish rak� chscendiq sui> wi"-� bu.nrta, · to bit the 
sbirnrne� ';'��the ROV on ita b6. �ERWATER we see the rounda 
arcing wild, a few hitting the ROV but ca� ]jttle dem•p. Coffey 
completes bis descent te juat above the seaflooll( ABOVE, �tfiah empties the 
weapon. 

BUD 
Gimme a band! 

The1 all turn. Bud ia fu.mblinc into bia wetsuit like a rn•drn•n The others 
rush over to help birn. 

BUD 
Get the reet of my par. Grab that bat rilht 
there ••• let'• go pyal Corne on, come on! 

Catfish sJem• a backpack onto Bud'• shoulders, sraPPlinc with the strap, and 
hose conuctiom. Hippy and Sonny (with one hand) ere clippiq, zippmc and • 
oockJinr .n OYer birn. Thia ii a world-record 1uit-up time. Bud pulls the 
rubber nack� of the beJmet'1 lower � down over bia face. 

Helmet ... belrnetl Work fut. 

175 EXl' DiEPCORE UNDERSTRUCTURE 175 

Beneath the habitat, Coffey ii maneuverinJ Flatbed through the twisted pipe 
and debris left by Deepcore'1 alide to the edge. Bloodied. bi1 fatigues ripped 
half-off, he looks like a feral •oirnal. Hit eyes burn with the determination of 
bis mission. 



176 INT. SUB BAY 

8 3  

176 

177 

Jammer expertly works the crane controls, moving Cab One out over the 
moonpool from i� drydock cradle. Lindsey and One Night are scrambling like 
monkeys over the port side crash bars of the swinging sub, clambering up to 
the hatch tower. 

ONE NIGHT 
I'll unhook. 

(Lindsey hesitates) 
GO! You're better in these than I am. 

Lindsey recognizes this for what it is ... a sign of respect, a reconciliation. 
She nods and drops through the hatch. 

·· - . 

EXT. DEE:PCORE 
-� 8 ' \ \ . - -� -: . 177 . . 

Coffey passes under the twiste�wreckage of the big automated derrick ·and
;, 

· 
1
j.._1.��� 

makes a tight turn beneath the drill-floor module. Flatbed .. scrapes through {1".,,. 
between twisted conduit, metal screeching on metal. 

178 INT. SUB-BAY 178 

179 

Bud has his 'hat' locked down and his air cut on. He takes two quick strides to 
the edge of the pool and just drops in. 

EXT. DEEPCORE -- - - --� � =- ::- 179 
� • ' 1 - ' 
,_ � I � I 

Bud rockets DOWN INTO FRAME in:a column of bubbles. He looks around. 
Through the httice of conduit under the rig he can see Flatbed moving forward 
from its exit pJint under the stem. Bud sees a shortcut under the platforai. 

He kicks along a lattice of pipes, heavinl himself along in frantic hand-over
hand strokes. He reaches for Flatbed'• stem as it passes. 
Misses the last hand-hold ... but just mana,es to seize a tie-down strap trailing 
behind it. He is jerked along behind the sub. 

Bud holds on with both hands as he is buffeted in the wake of the powerful 
thrusters. Flatbed pthers speed, moving out toward the edge of the abyssal 
wall. The current slams him, spinning him like a fishing lure. He pulls 
himself forward slowly until he can pip the stem rail of Flatbed's platform. 

LOW ANGLE, looking up the wall. Flatbed appears over the edge and stops. 
Hovering. 

ON THE BACK OF FLATBED, Bud has the break he needs. He scrambles up 
onto the deck and opens an equipment locker. Nothing in it but one of the 
yellow nylon safety lines. 'Ria air afllll e1pas to unfold, lifting Geek/MIRV. 



181 

INT. / EXT. FLATBED 

Coffey works intently. His eyes are the cool ice of lethal madness in a face 
streaked with blood. He-brings th& ROV into view with the boom arm. 
GeekfMIRV haa ·a passenger. Brigman. 
The diver is holding Geek's skid with one hand, doing something with the 
other. He turns to look at Coffey. - - . -- __  ... •• --- . ra 

EXT. FLATBED / DEEPCORE A B I  I I - -- ----
Coffey releases the ROV with the gripper and makes a grab at Bud with.th; 
steel claw. Bud dives. The gripper hits his helmet a glancing blow. B'actbcks 
away rapidly, letting the nylon rope pay out. We see he has managed to tie.Qne 
end to Geek's skids. Coffey hits the button to activate the ROV, sending.aft -
acoustic pulse to Geek's transponder. The little robot, pregnant with its load of 
death, tul"T;li nimbly and dives out and down toward the void. 

Coffey pivots his big machine toward Bud. 
Bud strokes rapidly to a large jumble of wreckage. He loops the rope around a 
twisted pipe. Big Geek is hauling ass away from him. The line snaps taut an 
instant later. The ROV strains, like a Rottweiler on a leash ... trying to 10. 
The rope is slipping as Bud fights to make a knot. 

Flatbed slews around, thrusters whining. 
As it banks, it hurls up clouds of sediment from the escarpment face. 
Through the front port we see Coffey jerking on the controls. 
The big arm extends menacingly. The smaller front manipulators open. An 
enormous predatory insect, its lights blazing. 
The big machine roars forward. Straight at Bud. 
Bud gets his knot partly done. Sees Flatbed looming. 
Glare-lit in its lights, B,,d grabs a handhold and pulls himself downward as 
Coffey closes the last few feet. 

One manipulator slams into his backpack, tumbling him, and the sub's 
underside rakes acro11 his legs as it pa11es over. 
Flatbed crushes into the t&nile of pipework. 
K-CRUUUNQH!! 

182 INT. FLATBED 

Coffey is ,lammed bard over the controls, up into the front dome port. 
He gets back in the seat. Strains to free his machine. 

183 EXT. DEEPCORE / BIG GEEK/ FLATBED 

Bud swims clear, diving down at an angle along the wall, hoping to stay in 
Coffey's blind area. Flatbed backs out of the wreckage in a cloud of debris. It 
pivots toward Bud. Moves after him. 

(CONTINUED) 
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183 (CONTINUED) 

Nearby, th1rRO:V.: is whining mindlessly, trying to please. Trying to GO. 
DETAIL OF ROF'E attached to wreckage, as Bud's knot begins to slip. The 
nylon line starts to play through the knot slowly. 

BUD has gotten himself into a bad position. Along the bare rock face of the cliff 
wall he is naked, nailed in the spotlights like a rabbit in front of a truck. 
Coffey puts the hammer down, thrust levers all the way forward. Flatbed 
surges forward, multi-limbed and demonic. 
There's no cover, side to side, up or 

di>A B . . 
Coffey has him dead in his lights. 1 \ \ · - -- ·-: 
Suddenly a brilliant glare blasts in, b)jndjng Coffey. He looks up to see Cab · - -
One rushing down upon him, full throttle. --
At the last' �oment Lindsey slams the thrusters full-lock and the submersible 
slews sideways, 11-lsrnrni"g its heavy skidplate into Flatbed's cab. Coffey is 
smashed sideways by the shock. He fights to control his vehicle. Lindsey 
looks up to see Coffey's sub gun it up over the wall, out of sight. She cruises up 
over Bud. 

LINDSEY (V.O.) 
Get in! 

Bud gets the lockout hatch open and clambers up into Cab One's belly. 

184 INT. / EXT. CAB ONE 
. . . - -· 

Bud flops over the lip of the hatch and slams it shut. He ditches his helmet. 
Lindsey raises her vehicle warily above the wall. 
Through the front port there is no sign of Coffey. 

LINDSEY 
You owe me, Virgil. 

BUD 
Can we negotiate later? There's Big Geek. 

He pointa. Throught the front port, they can see the ROV still straining at its 
leash. IJndtey dives-toward it, simultaneously working the controls to open 
her own small manipulator claw. 

185 EXT. DEEPCORE / WALL, ETC. 

The last few feet of the rope slips through the knot. 
Big Geek happily surges forward. It dives gracefully down into the void, 
trailing the yellow rope like a kite tail. 
ON CAB ONE, Bud and Lindsey through the front port. 

(CONTINUED) 
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185 (CONTINUED) 

·· BUD 
Go after it! We gotta catch it! 

FLATBED DROPS INTO FRAME BEHIND THEM, dwarfing little Cab One. 
They are slammed viciously as Coffey's submersible hammers into them. She 
hits full throttle. 
Coffey floors it after Lindsey, ramming her from behind with his more 
powerful vehicle. With difficulty Lindsey maintains trim. 
She arcs back toward the rig. 
Flatbed slams her again, from the side. She fights for control. 

186 INT./ EXT. CAB ONE 
-- - -··- - - - ---·---

Bud is tonea around, ricocheting off t�wA. l,uliii!y flies wtttr her jaw set. 
Fighting hard for control. The A•framlar dm rik ldoi!i before her. She shoots 
through at full throttle. 

187 EXT. DEEPCORE AND OPEN TERRAIN 

Now the fight is really on. 
The two subs are dodging between the cyli�)hic� module11 at full throttle, 
slamming into each other and the steel prebUN hulls. 
Coffey sideswipes the smaller sub, jamming it sideways. It 1ereeches along 
the flank of one of the trimodules. 

They head out over empty terrain in a flat-out speed run. 
Lindsey is jinking and dodging as Flatbed roan along behind her, tearing up 
the bottom with its powerful backwash. 
Lindsey carves hard around a rock pinnac1

.e, finding herself running parallel 
to the edge of the abySBal canyon. 
Coffey is ramrni"I, hammering from behind, then from the side. 
Lindsey snarls. He's pissing her off. He shouldn't do that. 
Ahead, out of the blackness, another outcropping. 
Lindsey rises, cuts right. 
Smashes down onto Coffey's craft. Timing it just right. 
His skids catch in the rocks. 
Flatbed slew• violently, nosing down. Crunching into the rocky bottom. 
Pressing the advantage, Lindsey hammers into Flatbed from behind. 
It smashe1 full force into a second spire, spinninr out of control. 
Tangled topther, the subs slide down an embankment toward the edre of the 
wall. With her one remaining thruster she jerks clear of Flatbed and grounds 
her crippled sub. Flatbed tumbles over the edre. 

ANGLE DOWN THE WALL as it falls, trailinr a cloud of sediment like a 
come.t's tail, down into the unfathomable blackness below. 

8 6  
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188 

- -
INT. FLATBED ---
Inside the ·maqiine, Coffey is fighting for control. 
He has no bouyancy or motors and the craft continues its mad plunge. As the 
pressure intensifies the hull begins to groan, and steel fittings scream with the 
enormous load. 
A tiny silver fracture shoots partway across the front bubble. Grows. 
Coffey gives up fighting. Just stares, wide eyed, at his death. 
A damned soul dropping into the bottomless pit. 

The fracture line arcs rapidly across the dome port. 
Suddenly, a scythe-like curtain of seawater, under tons of pressure, slashes 
into him. A moment later the bubble implodes, and Coffey disappears in a 
bloody froth of churning water, air and glass shards. 

189 EXT. C�ON WALL 

100 

Flatbed looks like a toy, tumbling away down the wall. 
Soon its lights vanish. 

INT. CAB ONE --- - - -• - I • : ' 
They're both going to have � lot of ?irhish'. .. 
Lindsey is surveying the damage. Water is sprayinr down on them like a 
shower, and the lights are flickering. 

LINDSEY 
You did okay , back there. I was fairly impressed. 

BUD 
Not good enourh. We still gotta catch Bit. Geek. 

LINDSEY 
Not in this thing. 

Lindsey is flipping switches. Nothing works. 

BUD 
You totaled it, huh? 

LINDSEY 
Yeah. So sue me. 

Bud looks down. There's already about a foot of water slosbinr around the 
floor at their feet. 

BUD 
It's flooding like a son of a bitch. 

(CONTINUED) 
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100 (CONTINUED) 

- LINDSEY 
You. noticed. 

She picks up the hand-mike of the underwater telephone. 

LINDSEY 
Deepcore, Deepcore, this is Cab One, over. 

She waits. No response. --
BUD ---:: - \ \ 

Try again.-:-- J � ' 
,, :  LINDSEY 

Deepcore, this is Cab One. We need assistance, 
over. Deepcore, this--

With a SEARING CRACKLE of arc-light, a power panel shorts out and 
everything goes black. 

LINDSEY 
Well, that's that. 

BUD - --- ·-·-
Wonderful. _ - "ff i \ '  

OookinCarouncll' 0 \ 
There's some light frI'm somewhere ... 

A faint illumination, dimmer than moonlight, washes in throui;h the front 
port. Lindsey scrunches up against the acrylic and scans the darkness. 

LINDSEY 
Over there. It's the rig. 

A glow, beyond a rock promontory ... like the li1hta of a town just over the hill 
in the desert. 

BUD 
Good hundred yards, I'd say. 

LINDSEY 
They'll come out after us. 

BUD 
Yeah, but it's gonna take them a while to find us. 
We better get this flooding stopped. 

(CONTINUED) 
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100 CONTINUED: (2l 

8 9  

100 

He picks up bis.helmet and clicks on the light. Uses the thing like a bulky 
flashlight. The water is really pouring in, spraying them like a shower ... 
almost two feet deep already. ;:-.,. 

LINDSEY • 
You see where it's coming i_n.? 

BUD 

A 8 ( if 
-Somewhere behind this papel. Hold this. . . ........ ·-------• 

She takes the light and he tries to reach the burst weld, which is blocked by a 
steel switch panel and a bunch of conduit. 

----
:r;r BUD 

Can't get to it. Have to pull this panel off. You got 
any tools? 

LINDSEY 
I don't know, look around. 

Bud scans the cramped interior, feels around under the water. It's up past bis 
knees. 

BUD 
Nothing. Son. of a bitch. All I need's a goddamn 
crescent wrench. 

He grabs the panel in both hands and starts torquini on it, tryini to wren :h it 
off the wali. Heaves on it repeatedly. Finally stops, panting. He's breatk.ing 
hard now, and it's not just effort. 

BUD 
Son of a high!! 

LINDSEY 
Calm down, Bud. 

I ; 

A nervous edp in her voice now. Bud's turning all around, looking around 
for anytbins, tryine to think fast. Water up to their waists. The sea closing in. 

BUD 
Okay ... okay. We gotta get you out of here. 

LINDSEY 
How? 

BUD 
I don't know how! 

(CONTINUED) 
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100 CONTINUED: (3) 

. LINDSEY 
We'v.e only got one suit. 

BUD 
I know! I know! But we better come up with 
something. 

LINDSff 
Aaargh!! I'm freezing! 

She climbs up on the pilot's seat, scrunching right up against the ceiling, 
keeping as much of herself as possible out of the frigid water. She's shaking 
all over with the cold, and getting drenched from above by the water pouring 
in. :r:,. -: 

LINDSEY 
Okay, look, you swim to the rig and come back 
with another suit. 

BUD 
Seven, eight minuta swim each way ... not enough 
time. Look at this ... 

(the rate of flooding) 
Time I get back you'll be--

That stops the conversation for a second. 
About two feet of airspace left. 
Bud can't believe what this is coming down to. 
They both stare at each other for a long moment. 
He makes a decision. Starts pulling off his backpack. 

BUD 
All right, put this on. 

LINDSEY 
What, you ll'Owing gills all of a sudden? You got 
it on, keep it on. 

BUD 
Don't argue, goddamnit, just-• 

LINDSEY 
No way! Forget it. Not an option. 

Bud has the pack off, uncoupling it. She keeps fighting his hands, stopping 
him, hooking it back up. The desperation of the situation fuels the struggle. 

(CONTINUED) 
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100 CONTINUED: (4) 
.. BUD 

Lin46ey, iust nut the thing; on and shut un·· 
LINDSEY 

Nil!! Now b::cal, B:� you'r� � \ \ \ 
FUCK LOGIC! !  

They're both right up against the ceiling, water up to their chests. Lindsey's lips are blue and trembling from the cold. 
LINDSEY 

;/ :"Listen.u will YOU listen to me for a second!? You've got the suit on and you're a better swimmer than me. Right? So I got a plan ... 
BUD What's the plan? 
LINDSEY � \ I drown, you tow me back to tm; � � g ll 
BUD 

WHAT KIND OF A PLAN IS THAT!?? 
Lindsey's gut-scared ... shaking violently, her eyes wide. But she's keeping it together. Thinking it out. Bud sees the bottomless pit opening to take her and he can barely think. 

LINDSEY Look, this water's only a couple degrees above freezing. I drown. I go into deep hypothermia ... my blood goes like icewater. I can maybe be revived after ten, fifteen minutes. You got all the stuff to do it on the rig. 
Bud stops moving and looks into her face, inches from him. The water is up to their necks. He knows that, as always, infuriatinrly, Lindsey is right. 

BUD This is insane. 

LINDSEY It's the only way, Bud. Now trust me. 
She takes a deep breath. Before her nerve fails she busies her hands on his suit, rehooking everything. (CONTINUED) 
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100 CONTINUED: (5) 
BUD 

Jesus. I don't believe this is happening. 
She raises his helmet. Water up to their chins. They lock eyes, inches apart. He can feel her breath on his face ... maybe for the last time. 

BUD Oh God, Lins ... 1--
LINDSE'f"" Tell me later. • 

He grabs her head in both hands and pulls her mouth to his. They lock together 1n. a fierce kiss, fueled by passion and terror... the naked realization of love hantpng over the abyss of death. 
She breaks away at the last possible second and quickly pulls the helmet over his head. Seats it down over the neck ring. Locks the bail-out handle, sealing it. Even with her head pressed up into the highest point of the ceiling, Lindsey's mouth is barely above water. She gives a scared little laugh. 

LINDSEY This is maybe not such a great plan, is it? 
She is half-paralyzed with the cold, shaking pathed6illii.- ·s Puts her face to the glass of his helmet. Seconds to go. -j-\ 

LINDSEY Hold me. Hold me, Bud ... rm so scared ... 

r i \ 

He can't hear her, but he reads her lips. They clutch each other desperately. The embrace lasts while the water rises over her mouth and nose. She starts to choke. Her hands grip his shoulders like claws. She bucks and thrashes. Bud holds her, and a scream tears loose from him, a pure agony of the soul. 
BUD 

NQOOQOII! 

The freezinc seawater races into her lungs. Her fingers IO slack, and her hands float lifele11ly. Bud stares, transfixed, as the last tiny bubbles trickle out of Lindsey's open mouth. He kicks himself into gear, fingers frenzied as he spins the wheel of the lockout hatch. 
191 INT. ·DEEPCORE / COMMAND MODULE 

CUT TO: 

Al91 TIGHT ON VIDEO SCREEN, one of the outside cameras. A ghostly figure swims out of the darkness, towing something. 

9 '.? 
1.00 
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191 

A19: 

.191 

19'2 

It'i: �uq. Oh my Go4-� . t's Lindsey! 
ONE NIG� 

BUD (V.OJ fain 
Deepcore, Deepcore, do you reaa?-. �. "" . . ,. 

EXT. DEEPCORE 

revised 8/1/88 

193 INT. INFIRMARY 

The door crashes open and J 
meant to roll on ita wheel,, and 
Night, who are crowdiq in to pt the 

. de�.in. He picka up the CPR cart, 
'D•.P· utHippy, Catfiah, and Oue ' 

"pment. They ransack the 
they mitht need and half of place in about ten ■econda, ,rahbiDc tml� 

everything else. 

194 EXT. DEEPCORE/UNDEBTBE MOONPOOL 

Bud movea up toward the reetan,le oflicht, towinl Lindsey to the diving 
platform. 'l'broueh the IU1'f'aa we can ■ee the others arrive at the qe, 
looking down. 

195 INT. SUB-BAY 

• 

Hippy and Catfilh are ■ett;iq up the cart and the oxyaen kit, droppinc things, 
rnaking mistake,. One Nicht ia teecbinr her■elfhow to till a 1yrinp from a 
bottle of adrenaline. 

SONNY 
Here he come■! 

(CONTINUED} 
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195 (CONTINUED)., 195 
• Jammer and Sonny leap into the freezing water, waist deep on the submerged • 

diving platform. Bud bursts to the surf:
�

Together they haul Lindsey across 
the pla�orm, out of the water, and on�� ck. Her skin is blue-white, her 
chest still. ' . ·•· 

•, 

CATFISH 
Here, here, here ... no, you pt to have bare akin, or 
it won't... 

· · · 

Bud rips into her dotmn,, npenin1 her jumpsuit, literally tearinl away her 
tee-shirt, revealinc her bare chest. .. bony and •till 

BUD 
Je1111. Gimm• those, come on. Cat&ah. move it, 
man! Come on. •• come on! 

He slaps the thinp onto Lindsey's bare skin. one on the atemum and one on 
the side of the rib cap. 

BUD 
Is that it? Is this risht? 

HIPPY 
Yeah! I mean, I don't know ... it looka risht. 

(CONTINUED) 
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195 CONTINUED: (2) 
9 5  

195 

.� BUD 
All right. Do it! 

One Night hits the switch and Lindsey's body convulses. It is pure muscle 
reflex, and when it is over, there is not a hint of life. Hippy pushes him back 
and puts a black rubber oxygen mask over her mouth. He opens the valve on 
the cylinder and starts pumping the squeeze bag. They start packing electric 
blankets around her to fight the intense hypothermia. 

BUD 
Do it again, One Night. Zap her�m 

� 8 f 'f f 
The curren_t. hits Lindsey again and her back arches. Bud doesn't wait for a 
result ... ha's in his own reality now, driven. He's doing it all at once, 
somehow, in a senseless frenzy ... pumping on her chest with his hands, 
squeezing the oxygen bag, placing the electrodes. 

BUD . 
Aw, Christ ... come on, baby. Again! Do it again! 

Lindsey's back arches. Her body relaxes, inert. 

BUD 
Come on, One Night ... what are you waiting for? 

A hush seems to have fallen over the group. They know instinctively that it's 
over. But Bud can't accept it. He looks at them, beseechingly, like they are 
somehow intentionally holding out on him. 
One Night starts to cry, quietly. 

CATFISH 
(gently) 

Bud, it's over, man. It's over. 

There is a beat of silence. Bud stares down into Lindsey's half-open, 
motionless eye1. 

TIGHT ON LINDSEY EYES, moving in until the pupil FILLS FRAME, a 
black void. 

REVERSE, HER POV. SILENCE. A distant, distorted image, we see Bud, One 
Night, Jammer, Hippy, Catfish, staring down. It is like the circular top of a 
dark well, their faces shimmering as if through the surface of water. It is as if 
we are in a well, descending, looking up at a circle of faces growing smaller as 
we drop away ... smaller and smaller, receding until it becomes a point of light 
in the void, like the fading bright dot at the center of a turned-off TV. 

(CONTINUED) 
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195 CONTINUED: (3) 
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195 

TIGHT ON BUD; rigid, staring. Catfish puts his hand gently on Bud's shoulder. Suddenly Bud tears Catfish's hand away and sets upon Lindsey like a madman, renewing his efforts in spades ... totally manic. 
BUD --

No! liQ.! She's not ... herleart is 1\roita sie _j - -------wants to live... can't you aee thatfl::o� ob, mJ. . ·· -·-·Come on, babe! Zap her again! Do it ... po IT! 
They do. And Bud works, feverishly. He locks his lips over hers and starts mouth-to-mouth. It is frantic, passionate ... the kiss of life. 

·, · BUD ·,, Come on. breathe! Goddamn it, you bitch, you never backed down from anything in your life ... now fight! 
He slaps her face, hard. Her head lolls. He smacks her the other way. 

BUD 
Fight, Goddamnitt 

LINDSEYS POV, from the bottom of the great well. The circle of faces and light rockets toward us in the blackness, as we soar upward from the pit. We see Bud yelling, but his voice is distant, windlike. 
BUD 

FIGHT!! 

TIGHT ON LINDSEY, still. Then something incredibl�,._,ena.-. Something they will never forget as lon1 as they live. Lindsey 'lluaiil oilce, • wealcly, and 
her hands clench in a spasm. Bud sees it and his upreaaion becomes beatific. 

BUD Come on, Lins. You can do it ... fight your way 
. back, baby .... 

The others look on in wonder as Bud wills this woman back. She starts t.o cough, weakly at first ... then more violently as she draws air into her lungs. Bud crouches over her, rubbing her limbs ... trying to re-establish circulation. It is like a difficult birth. Lindsey comes hacking and howling back into the world, wet and naked and fighting for breath. 
Bud puts the oxygen mask over her face and she draws breath after agonized breath. He pushes her wet hair back from her face with his trembling hands, 

(CONTINUED) 
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195 CONTINUED: (4) 

and watches her_breathe. Color is returning to her skin as she lies there, 
gasping weakly . . 

ON THE GROUP ... Catfish, Hippy, One Night, Jammer, the others ... they're 
all grinning, crying, beaming, ... gazing at the miracle of her rebirth. 

ON BUD ... tears are streaming down his face. 

BUD 
(a whisper , fierce and hoarse) 

You did it, ace. 

196 INT. DEEPCORE/ QUARTERS - LATER 

DISSOLVE TO: 

TIGHT ON LINDSEY, sleepini peacefully. WIDER shows Bud hovering over 
her, attentive. They are alone in Bud's tiny cubicle. Perhaps twenty minutes 
have passed. She is completely swaddled in blankets, except for her face, and 
looks like a waif. 

Lindsey's eyes fl.utter and open. The first thing she sees is Bud, bending over 
her. He can't help himself. The tears break again and roll down his cheeks. 
She seems terribly fragile, but bright and aware. She smiles, faintly ... touches 
his cheek. 

LINDSEY 
Hey ... big boys dor:t cry, remember? 

\ \ ' BUD 
t\._ l3 . Hi, lady. � 

LINDSEY 
Hi, touih py. I guess it worked, huh? 

BUD 
'Course it worked. You're never wrong, are you? 
How d'you feel? 

LINDSEY 
rve been better. Next time it's your turn, okay? 

Bud's expression turns inexplicably grim. 

BUD 
Well, you got that right. 

CUT TO: 
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revised 8/1/88 

Jg'/ INT. SUB-BAY.-

* 

TIGHT ON BUD'S EYES, as Monk's fingers insert acrylic scleral lenses under 
his eyelids ao he can aee in the tluid helmet. 

WIDER Nveala Bud is wearing the SEALs' deep auit. Everybody is grouped 
around, buckling and zippinc. He ia hype"entilatinr with an oxygen maak, 
part of the procedure for tranaitioninr from air to tluid breathing. Monk, on 
his stretcher, is presiding. The resident e%p8rt. TJndaey is wrapped in a 
blanket, still looking wan and frail. She doesn't have the strength to resist 
Bud's will, but she's trying. ' 

"{ . � o 

Who then? 

BUD Cmu!led} 
Warnins 1011 now, follr.l, rm a louay typist. 

(abaat) 
The moment of truth, huh? 

' ,  I 

His breatbfns ia lballow and tense. He loob at Lindley. The eyes of a 
condemned man. She squeezes hi• bend. He tabs a deep breath. 

Okay. Let's rock and roll. 

Monk gently cracb a valve on the auit'a feed line. The breathina tluid (3M 
fluorocarbon emulsion FX-80), swirls into the helmet. Bud retluively raises 
his chin. The liquid fills toward his mouth. 

(CONTINUED) 

Jg'/ 

* 



I 

revised 8/1/88 

ll17 (CONTINtJ'ED) 

• • • 

•;. 

_ . MONK 
Relax now, Bud. Just keep breathing as it fills ... 
don't fight it. Take it in. Just let yourself take it 
in. 

Suddenly, there's nothinf in there for him to breathe but liquid. His eyes go 
wide, instant panic. He start.a to thrash. Chest heaving . 

Try 

Bud taps out a brief 
prints out on their portable 

LINDSEY 
I already have, mol'OD. 

They help Bud t.o the edp of the dive platform. 
Geek int.a the water and Bud p-aba onto it. Hippy 
helmet. 

HIPPY 

and �ppy lower Little 
up nezt t.o his --�-

I :rectid L@e Gttk't ship the tame 11 Bir Geek! 
Ht ebOPJd +•kt ypu rld>t to it, All yqu mtt.a do i1 
bear enl 

I.inds•y cro11rbe1 at the edp t.o watch Bud 1ubmerp. 
He looks up at her u be dropt away. 
In a few seconds, lhe can't aee him. 
Her chin quivers, minutely. 

193 EX!'. DEEPCORE /THE WALL 

FROM FAR BELOW, Deepcore is a faint tiara of lights. above in the blackness. 

(CONTINUED) 
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198 (CONTINUED) 

A single aioving.,light appears above, at the edge of the cliff, and starts down. 
It grows larger, resolving into Bud, free-falling down the wall. 
He gathers speed as Little Geek's vertical thruster drives them down. 

Bud looks down. Between his feet he can see a short way down the wall in the 
glow of his single light, and beyond that an unfathomable blackness. The wall 
unrolls upward out of the darkness like a convoluted gray drapery. He looks 
up. The lights of Deepcore are gone. He feels more alone than he has ever 
felt. He types out: CANT SEE YOU 

LINDSEY(V.0.) 

1 0 0 

198 

We're right here with you, Bud., Your �th ia - ·---------
.,..,. ::

3800 feet. You're doing tine. :::- � B f J l 
Bud come� upon the twisted wreckage of the crane, 'hanging against the wall 
like a forty-ton yo-yo at the end of the umbilical. 

199 INT. COMMAND MODULE 

Everyone is grouped around the monitor screen, watching Bud's telemetry. 
Bud types out: GOOD DEAL ONSUGHTLY USED CRANE. They watch the 
depth meter counting down. 

MONK 
4800 feet. It's official. 

LINDSEY '. ·, , :" 
Bud, according to Monk here, you just set a recc•rd 
for the deepest suit dive. Bet you didn't think 
you'd be doing this when you got up this morning. 

The screen prints out: CALL GUJNESS 
They laugh. So far so good. Seconds later ... 

HIPPY 
One mile down and still grinnin'. 

200 EXT. THE WALL 

WIDE SHOT, Bud is a tiny spider droppinf down the wall in a pathetic little 
pool of light. The wall is a sterile brown-gray, devoid of life at this depth. 
LOOKING DOWN, as the light shrinks to a star and vanishes in the vast . 
blackness yawning below. 

�l INT. COMMAND MODULE 

Lindsey has the microphone gripped tightly, and the lightness in her voice is a 
bit brittle. 

(CONTINUED) 
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201 (CONTINUED) 

.. LINDSEY 
850�feet, Bud. Everything okay? 

MONK 
Ask him about pressure effects. Tremors, vision 
problems, euphoria. 

LINDSEY 
Ensign Monk wants to know how you feel.. 

ON THE SCREEN, printing out: COLD. 

LINDSEY 
,� =Big baby. 

Then: HANDS SHAKNG. HHARD TU TYPE 

MONK 
It's starting. It hits the nervous system first. 

ONE NIGHT 
Keep talking, Lindsey. Just let him hear your 
voice. It doesn't matter what about. 

LINDSEY 
Don't forget Bud, you're being graded on spelling 
as well as sentence structure, so concentrate, 
okay? 

(long pause) 
Bud, I... uh, there's some things I want to say. 
It's hard for me. I'm not one of those soft, gooey
center-type people. It's not easy, you know, being 
a cast-iron bitch. It takes discipline and years of 
training. A lot of people don't appreciate that. 

, . . 
Lindsey baa somehow tuned out the others in the room,,.-Inhez, mind she is 
with Bud, out in the darkness. · 

✓.,-- " 

' 

' • "-
LINDSEY 

But it wun't all bad, I know that. You remember 
that bike trip ... we rode the Honda up through 
Oregon? It took me a week to get my hair 
untangled, but I've never been happier. It was the 
most ... free ... I've ever felt. I'm sorry I can't tell 
you these things to your face. 

I O I 

201 
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20'2 EXT. THE WALL 

Bud is visibly tr.e.mbling, gritting his teeth ... holding on as the vise-grip of 
pressure takes him. 

LINDSEY (V.O./filtered) 
It's pitiful. I have to wait until you're freezing in 
the dark and there's ten thousand feet of water 
between us. I guess I'm babbling. I'm sorry. 

Bud struggles with his keyboard. 

203 INT. COMMAND MODULE 

ON THE SC�EN: YOU ALWAYS nm TALK TOO MUCH 
., -

Somehow ·she's smiling and on the verge of tears at the same time. 

HIPPY 
Two miles down and still grinnin'. Comin' up on 
the big ten thou'. 

ONE NIGHT 
Bottom's still a mile and a half down. 

204 EXT. THE ABYSS 
_. \\ 

BLAM! Bud jerks as his dive light imp
�

e� \ 
He still has Geek's floodlights. He,iall4 . - . ✓ 

205 INT. CONTROL MODULE 

HIPPY 
12000 feet. Jesus, I don't believe he's doing this. 

LINDSEY 
Shut up, Hippy. Bud, how you doing? 

He types: SE LUMINVS THINNGS 

Everyone snap, suddenly alert. 

HIPPY 
Uh, oh . .  

LINDSEY 
What kind of luminous things, aud? 

CATFISH 
Maybe it's ... you know ... them. 

(CONTINUED) 
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2Q5 (CONTINUED> _ 

206 

'2f1l 

- . 
The screen prin� out: ITS OK. SQUID. GLOWING SQUID. 

EXT. THE ABYSS 

Bud is in an enormous school of bioluminescent squid, graceful, attenuated 
creatures less than a foot long. Thousands of them glide in ghostly arcs 
around him, filling the black void as far as the eye can see. He stares at them 
in wonder. Reaches out and touches one, catches it, le

7
it go. they.really 

there? He can no longer be sure of his own perceptions. 

INT. CONTROL MODULE .,. 
/. 

Another m�sage from Bud: THINK THEYR � 
.. 

MONK � \ 
He's losing it. Talk t�'\f, him with us

_-_ 
LIND�

,,, 

• -
Bud, it's the pressure. Try to concentrate. 
Concentrate on my voice. Just listen to my voice. 

EXT. THE ABYSS 

Bud emerges from the school of squid. As he falls, they form a luminous plane 
of swirling colors above him. He stares upward, transfixed. 
BUD'S POV, the ghostly blizzard of luminescence above him. A spectral form 
takes shape in the patternleu glow ... resolving into Lindsey's face, a hundred 
feet wide. Gazing down at him, her expression sad. Her image recedes away 
from him into the darkness above as he falls. / 
DOWN ANGLE ON BUD, reaching up in anguish. · _,,, . . 
INT. CONTROL MODULE 

; \ \ \_ 
Lindsey watches as Bud haltingly types o� Y0UR GOING AWAY 

I 

LINDSEY 
I'm not iQinl away, Bud. I'm right here, right 
here with you. This is Lindsey, Bud. I'm right 
here. 

ONE NIGHT 
Signal's fadin1. 

HIPPY 
We're losin1 juice ... kill everythin1 we don't need. 
Catfish, knock out those lights. 

(CONTINUED) 
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� (CONTINUED) 

210 

211 

Everyone hustles to comply. The room is plunged into darkness, the faces of 
the group lit only by the ghostly CRT screen. 

ONE NIGHT 
Run it through the digital processor,cook it as 
much as you can. 

CATFISH 
Seventeen thousand feet. Good Christ Almighty, 
this is insane. 

EXT. THE ABYSS 
/ 

Bud is shalµn
. 
g violently, as if with palsy. His eyes k-'&Q_ rolling back, and he"s 

having a kard time staying conscious. He tries to..iYPt �essage and he can't. 
The tons of pressure per square inch are sho�tftig his nervous system. 
Suddenly K-BAM! Little Geek's pressure Jwtl ilJOlocles. Its lights go out. 
BLACKNESS. /- •� 
INT. CONTROL MODULE "'� ,,, 

ONE NICHT 
Little Geek just folded. 

HIPPY 
Bye, little buddy. 

MONK 
He can still make it. 

LINDSEY 
I know how alone you feel... alone in all that cold 
blackness ... but I'm there in the dark· with you, 
Bud, you're not alone ... 

Lindsey seems not t.o be in the room, but to be with him, seeing what he sees. 
She is oblivioua t.o the others now. 

212 EXT. THE ABYSS 

Blackness. 
Then a bright light appears ... he's lit a MAGNESIUM FLARE. 
Its fierce, flickering glare lights his plunge. Bud discards the stalwart little 
ROV and free-falls like a skydiver without a chute. Out of control, he hits a 
ledge and rolls off. Tumbles forward in a cloud of debris. He hits another 
outcropping, limp as a rag doll. Rocks and sand rain down with him as he 
continues his descent. 

(CONTINUED) 
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212 (CONTINUED> 
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212 

213 

214 

Bud is quive� teeth locked in a tetanic rigor. 
He pulls his arms and legs slowly into a fetal position. 
In the plunge toward death he has gone full circle, returned to the womb in 
which we all breathe the water of life before we know the world of air and light. 
Still, there is Lindsey's voice, faintly in his helmet. 

LINDSEY(V.O.) 
You remember that time, you were pretty drunk, 
you probably don't remember ... the power went 

� out at the old apartment, the one on Orange /,. 
Street ... and we were staring at that one little . ·,,,��-
candle, and I said something real dumb r t ./ 

__ �andle is m�. lik� ev_ery one of us is out. ere alone . / 
77

-_ 1n the dark 1n this hfe... 
_ _. \ 

. _,« 
INT. CONTROL MODULE 

� 
\ 

\ 
. ',%213 

TIGHT ON LINDSEY as s�ps th. ..,,1crophone. Her voice has b� 
hoarse whisper. Her eyes a1'inten;�uaed on a point far beyond iKe walla 
of the room. ,, · 

LINDSEY ,- ' 
... and you lit another candle and put it beside 
mine and said "that's me" ... and we stared at the 
two candles, and then we ... well, if you remember 
any of it, I'm sure you remember the next part. 
Bud, there are two candles in the dark. I'm with 
you. I'll always be with you. 

EXT. THE ABYSS 

A tiny flickering li1ht moves down alon1 a vast black wall. 
Bud falls on in dream-like solitude, a candle in the dark .• 

, , ,. 

214 

215 INT. CONTROL MODULE . \ \ \ 215 

Catfish pntly takes the microph�fro�iise�'s hands and leans close. 

CATFISH 
How you doin', podner? Still with us, come-back? 
Talk to us, Buddy boy. --

They watch the screen, expectantly. Nothing. Hippy___a,sd 'One Night start 
checking the equipment. Lindsey tries unsucceHftiliy to the keep the terror 
out of her voice. 

(CONTINUED) 



215 (CONTINUED) 

.. LINDSEY 
Bud?- You hangin' in there? Talk to me, Bud. Are 
you okay? 

There is an agonizing pause, then letters appear slowly: SHAKING STOPED. 
FEEL BEIER. SOM LITE BELOW. 

LINDSEY 
What kind of light? 

UGHT EVYWHER. BEAWTJFULLL 

MONK .,.. 
"· ::He's hallucinating badly . 

..::;;;: \ ' \ 

216 EXT. THE ABYSS + _ _  _,, " � '  
Bud is no longer in pain. His expression is rapt. 
LOOKING DOWN, past him to a ghostly landscape. His last flare sputters out, 
but there is light. Bioluminescent algae carpet the wall of the canyon below 
him. 
And he's right ... it ii beautiful. 

The water is so clear we can see down 500 feet past Bud's tiny, silhouetted 
figure, to a vast landscape faintly revealed in spectral pastels. Barren as the 
moon but exquisite, serene. Changeless. A place unseen by human eyes. Like 
a firefly below, the lights of Big Geek are visible. Bud descends toward the 
ROV, which has grounded on a narrow shelf. Below the shelf, the wall slopes 
out, suggesting we are near the bottom of the canyon but ca;,1't see it. 

, I 

ON BIG GEEK/MIRV, sitting there like a d�bulit: Bud's feet thump into the 
sediment next to it, stirring up luminoaf"'p-cl•• Touchdown. .. three and 
half miles of water over his head. Bud"feana--:trvei the warhead in a swarm of 
fireflies. 

217 INT. CONTROL MODULE 

AT GEEK prints out. Monk takes the headset gently from Lindsey. 

MONK 
Okay, Bud, we11 go step by step. Take the cover 
plate off the firing box. 

A long pause. Then ... PLATE OFF 

MONK 
All right, Bud, you have to cut the ground wire, 
not the lead wire ... 

1 0 6  
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218 EXT. ABYSSAL LEDGE 

Bud is peering into the detonator unit. How bad is he? We can't tell. 

MONK (V.0.) 
It's the blue wire with the white stripe, not .. . I 
repeat ... liOl: the black wire with the yellow 
stripe. 

Bud is staring. Blinking. The two wires look big as sewer pipes, �� 
miles away ... way down there where his hands are. 
The only light he has left is a CYALUME STICK. He pulls . tlle little plastic 
tube. Breaks and shakes. It starts to glow, a tiny wan green light. He 
fumbles with his tool pouch, takes out a pair of sid�ters. 
CUTING NNOW he types to them. I"-\.,. ' He reach�:into the detonator. 

. � -� 
DETAIL, THE WIRES ... in the � Cy�e glow, they look identical. 
The cutters go over one wire. A long beat. 
They withdraw, then go over the other wire ... 
He cµt,s--

219 INT. CONTROL MODULE 

Everyone is frozen. Waiting. It's very quiet. 

LINDSEY 
Would we see the flash? 

MONK 
Through three miles of water? I don't know. 

They're holding their breaths. Then ... STILL HE� 0 
A cheer goes up. Rebel yells. 

CATFISH 
Quiet, quiet! Save your air, goddarnnit. 

MONK 
Bud, pve me a reading oft' your liquid oxygen 
gauge .  

TEN MINUTES WORl'II ID SAY 
Lindsey goes white. 

HIPPY 
It took him over an hour to get down there--

It's hopeless. Lindsey grabs the headset from Monk. 

(CONTINUED) 
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219 (CONTINUED) 

LINDSEY 
Drop your weights and start back now! The 
gauge could be wrong .. . 

22> EXT. ABYSSAL LEDGE 

221 

Bud is one his knees beside the dead warhead. His expression is enigmatic. 
He looks around slowly at the luminous canyon. Starts to type. 

INT. CONTROL MODULE 
� 

· 

The message comes in: NO. THINK ILL STAY A WB�
.,....,.... 

BEAUTIFUL HERE. WJ
�

AD�ION 

,, - LINDSEY '-0: \ \ \, 
No! You can make it! Y«-lf6r � Drop your 
weights . .. you ... can br�e Gllow ... you ... it 
could be wrong-- · 

Lindsey's voice has twisted into a sob. She begins to weep, quietly. 

LINDSEY 
Oh God, Virgil, please-• 

DONT CRYBABY 
A pause. Then the words . .. 

WE KNEW THIS WAS A ONE WAY TICKET WHEN I PUT THIS THING ON.· 
BUT YOU KNOW I HAD TO COME. 

Lindsey sobs at the mike. The others look away. The signal is weakening. One 
Night boosts it and the screen clears briefly. 

LOVE YOU WIFE. 
She stares at the printout. 

LINDSEY 
Love you. 

There. is no reply. 
CUT TO: 

222 EXT. THE ABYSS 

A tiny figure lies slumped beside the inert ROV, an Indian dying with his 
horse in the desert. 
Bud's eyelids close. His chest is barely moving. 

(CONTINUED) 
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222 (CONTINUED) 

223 

224 

A str.fJngB.illuinination bathes his face and his eyes open. He blinks. Weakly, 
he raises his head, facing the source of the radiance. 

BUD'S POV... A glowing figure hovers before him, like a vision. It seems to be 
an angel. Seen closer, as it drifts toward him, we see that it 1s an 
extraterrestrial being, bio-lwninescent like some deep-sea fish. 
Its body and limbs are transparent, and it resembles a figure made of blown 
glass. A delicate mantle or veil billows out around it like a corona, which 
pulses gently, propelling the being with the hypnotic grace of a Spanish 
dancer. The head is refined and strangely anthropomorphic, with large eyes 
that convey a cold, dispassionate wisdom. 
It is stunningly beautiful. 
The creat�e settles toward him. Unafraid, Bud extends his ha� 
Its slendei,- blown-glass digits grasp his bulky glove. · .�- � 
It pulls him up from the benthic ooze and they glide together d6wn the-slope, 
deeper into the abyss. 

,,. _, '\ At the limit of visibility we see faint, glowingAr&.\oving below. They 
resolve into NTI ships. Tiny ovoids, like-;tje ftc,ie \coutship that Lindsey nearly 
collided with at the Montana wrp: ... Th:�er manta-ships. And others, 
strangely configured, moving in the darkiless below like luminous fish. 

Suddenly the darkness explodes with light. A vast, reticulated pattern of 
brightly glowing lines, like some enormous circuit diagram, appears below 
them, covering the floor of the abyssal trench. It sweeps outward from the 
center, as if the light were surging through channels. The NTia are 
revealing their home to Bud. The ships move among the spires like air traffic 
over a major city. 

EXT. N.T.I. STRUCTURE � 

✓---� -
Bud and the creature descend until, between the linu111"light, we see a dark 
surface of inhuman design. The shape extends, nd the limit ofvisiblity. 
Towers hundreds of feet high stretch up�i, ' e curving surface. It 
dwarfs their fi,ure1 u they descend

l
,_,,i aproaching an opening that 

soon yawna like a vut mouth...,..---: 
They are pickint up speed, swept alo y a powerful current, into the mouth• 
like openinr. 

INT. N.T.I. STRUCTURE 

Bud stares around in awe as smooth, pearlescent walls blur past him. It is a 
curving three-dimensional maze of tunnels, like a vast circulatory system, 
where controlled currents of water become freeways in three-dimensional 
space. 
Tunnels divide, narrow, reenter main-routes hundreds of feet across, as the 
pair race through in a dizzying blur. 
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225 INT. FINAL CHAMBER 

A225 

225 

B225 

Entering a imaller chamber they settle to the floor, and the NTI moves back a 
few feet. 
A shimmerinr plane or surface appears like a vertical curtain bisecting the 
chamber. The seawater divides, like the Red Sea, into two rippling walls. 
They move apart. Leaving Bud standing in a short, shimmering hallway. 

Weakly, he uncouples his helmet and pulls it free. Drops to his knees. 
Doubles over as spasms wrack him. Breathing fluid explodes from his lungs. 
He lies gasping and coughing on the floor, dragging in deep breaths of what he 
can only hope is air. 
It is. 

Bud slowly recovers, sitting up. His head is clearing. This really is 
happening,,:£eyond the shimmering, vertical surface of the wate

�
he s the 

NTI being joined by others, more or less identical, until a group o 'lef1 is 
gathered watching him. , -

BUD /. 
,, 

. Howdy. Uuuh ... how you guys doin'� ·-'-
.,\ \ 

His voice echoes metallically in the strange � \oft lap of water from the 
'walls'. In the air a pattern of glowin� liJ>:es.el&, a series of what appear 
to be circuit diagrams. Bud staggers)dck frlm. this strange 'screen' hanging 
in mid-air. The image is about twenty feet across. 

There is a rolling jumble of static and interference which resolves into ... the 
face of Dan Rather, doing the evening news. 
STATIC, then another newscast. And another. Fragments of the same story. 
The world on the brink of war. 

BUD 
You watch our TV? That what you're trying to 
say? That you know what's been roinr on up 
there? 

The NTis are impauive. Static ... then another newsa#\
.
· 

This time, we're allowed to focus on the story
�

'=t1!-�"8cene interview 
outside a hi1h-tech seismology lab

�fi
- � lf h:ysteria about the 

scene ... tec:hniciana "'IDDiog acros a o d of the shot, people 
shoutin1, the reporter jamming hi e the harried-looking scientist. 

REPORTER 
. . . a Caltech scientist who is among those 
reporting an unprecedented disturbance in the 
world's oceans. Dr. Berg, can you give us a 
clearer explanation than we've been getting? 

(CONTINUED) 
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B225 (CONTINUED) 
I I l 

B225 

Berg is edgy and distracted. People keep handing him pieces of paper, 
computer hard!;_opy. The biggest thing in his life is happening ... 

BERG 
They're acoustic shockwaves, like tsunamis, but 
with no seismological �rce. The waves are 
prop�gating toward the 1horelin�f·i1r17 - - --:::-:-:::-:::::::=== 
continent--- · 11 S f f f -· · ·--

An assistant runs up, face shiny with fear, beckoning. We see that Berg is--:.· - � · -:� 
running scared. The impossible bringing the greatest terror to the rational ____ _, 
mind. -

__ BERG 
Yeah, !11 .he right there ... I have to go. Look, we don't know what it isl Okay? 
Not the slightest goddamn ideat 

·----· --
225 The image dissolves into static, fades out. Bud turns to the NTis. 225 

C225 

225 

DE 
FG 
HJ 
KL 
225 

225 

BUD 
You're doing it! Right? That's what you're telling 
me. Yeah, you can control water ... that's your 
technology. But .?£bx? 

Static again, then a brilliant flash. 
Grainy stock film of a hydrogen bomb test in the Pacific. C225 
The film repeats, and then again, faster, and again until it merges into an 
unbroken white glare. Bud gets the message. . - - - --

BUD - - · 
Hey, you don't know they'te ze.Jli gcui1a ,·,fo it: 
Where do you get off passing ju<fpient on ua, 
when you can't be sure? How do you know? 

--· 

The screen explodes into a staccato series of searinr imaps, stark moments 
from recent history ... 
US soldiers firhtine in Vietnam, street warfare in Beirut, a car bomb in 
Belfast, a auapect shot in the head in the streets of Saigon, burned and 
bleeding.children, grainy footage of corpses bulldozed into mass graves at 
Auschwitz, Wermacht soldiers marchinr in goose-step review, a 13-year-old 
contra with an AK-47 ... 
Just glimpses, strobing ... a few frames of each. But enough. 
The images continue. 

HOLD ON HIM, as the light Oickers on his face, the ongoing indictment of 
hum_anity. 

CUT TO: 
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226 EXT. OCEAN FRONT WALK, SANTA MONICA, CALIFORNIA . DAY 226 

A video news crew leaps from a Jet Ranger helicopter in a parking area and 
runs to set up·-near the railing, facing the ocean. 
Pandemonium·reigns around them, people running, driving, evacuating 
inland. 
On the horizon, out to sea, a dark line has appeared. 
It grows in height as it comes closer, a wall of water stretching across the 
horizon, already hundreds of feet high and growing. 

'22'! EXT. NEW YORK - DAY � _ _  • . _ _  _ .222 

LONG LENS SHOT, looking seaward-pest Jia'B J.JJ.iy, out past the 
Verazzano Narrows. Stacked up by �rspective, the distant wave is a wall of 
water impossibly high, still miles out. 

- --

EXT. NAVAL BASE, KAMCHATKA PENNINSULA, U.S.S.R. • NIGHT 

The scene repeats on the eastern coast of the Kamchatka Penninsula in 
Russia, where a full moon shimmers along the crest of a vast wave. 
SIRENS wail as Russian sailors run from the docks of Petropavlovsk Naval 
Base. Some stand rooted as the black glacier of water, a thousand feet high 
and growing, thunders toward them in nightmarish slow motion. 

229 EXT. OCEAN FRONT WALK, SANTA MONICA · DAY 

The minicam crew reporter is speaking rapidly, faltering with emotion, his 
voice cracking like the famous broadcast from the scene of the Hindenburg 
disaster. 

REPORTER 
The horizon has gone dark ... . the crowd is 
starting to rur. . .. some are j1;1st s�, �1' to 
move ... the wave ... the wave 11 ••. 1t s.�.:i don t. 
know ... maybe a thousand feet Jifa:h .-.tready ... 
getting bigpr as I'm watching ..• ·Mill miles 
out ... oh my God, oh Jesus .. .! can hear it ... 

A roar filla the air, a thunder which drowns out the people's screams, even the 
rotors of the new■ chopper as the camera team scrambles aboard. They leave 
the announcer 1tandin1 tTansfixed, his face blank, eyes tracking upward and 
upward u the around begins to shake. 

23> EXT. NEW YORK· DAY 

The Statue of Liberty looks like a souvenir fi,urine as the afternoon sun is 
blocked.out by the cresting tsunami, an escarpment of water 2500 feet tall. 

·- ·--
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231 EXT. SAN FRANCISCO - DAY 

L�Ny LENS SHOT · The Golden Gate Bridge and the hills of the city, the 
buildings of d�town. Beyond, FILLING FRAME is a wall of sea green 
which defies o\j.r comprehension. The image shakes with the THUNDER. 

232 EXT. MALIBU - DAY 

A diehard surfer looks over his shoulder at the mountain of water which 
transcends his worst nightmares. He lies paralyzed on his board. 

233 EXT. MIAMI - DAY 

Downtown Miami crouches in terror at the feet of the shimmering monolith. 
In a penthouse office suite, an executive watches the wave towering above him, 
blocking o� the sun, a line of raeini foam appearm, as it arches over, about to 
break upo1ithe teeming city. 

An
Th

d then .. . 
1 ·t t "' ----: _ .::_3:-e wave s ows as 1 cres s... -

·- � 
t;�;.;Ji.y STOPS. .. -- a ··e �1 -,-, --3 
2600 feet high and motionless-;;;;pt'I"; a s�erinr undulation of i�::_::::. 
surface in the bright sun. Thet_!f is quiet, a faint wind and the caUing ol .. 
confused gulls. - ----
Various reactions, as the thunder fades and people recover, only t.c,1ri:inQ awed 
before the vast, inexplicable manifestation. . -::::::::=: .. · A news helicopter pas · 'S in front of it like a dra�,-- ---

--- -
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232 

233 

234 EXT. MALIBU 234 

The surfer just blinks, staring. 

235 EXT. NEW YORK · DAY - - ' ' 

On the East Coast it's the same, as the 7.VodcfTrade Centers are dwarfed by a 
shimmering blue wall which stands::Jqaiting. 

236 EXT. PETROPAVLOVSK NAVAL BASE, U.S.S.R. - NIGHT 

Russian seamen, limns the harbor breakwall at Petn>pavlovsk Naval Base on 
the Kamchatka Peninsula, stare upward at the monolith of water, undulating 
in the moonlight. It seems poised to crash down, inflicting inconceivable 
devastation ... but it doesn't. 

'2Z7 EXT. OCEAN FRONT WALK, SANTA MONICA 

When all have seen ... 
The wave soundlessly subsides, slowly slipping back and down until the 
surface of the sea is normal again. 
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A237 

238 

VIDEO SHOT, HAND HELD, of a crowd of people watching the sea. Moving 
from face to face. Various reactions as people respond to what they can only 
understand aa � miracle. The faces ... awed, stunned, tear-streaked ... 
laughing. The··cameraman is just walking. Some people tum to him and 
smile, or laugh,• or whoop. 
A woman : 3  collapsed on a bench, crying. 
A man is on his knees, shaking. Total strangers hug each other. 
A black guy, tears pouring down his face, turns to the camera with a beatific 
grin. 

GUY 
Somebody just laid it down to us, man. 
ain't never gonna be the same! 

PULL BACK to reveal that we are in the ... 

Things 

INT. FINAi. CHAMBER 
_ , -�

-:

\

-:

\\ _ 
Bud sits, shaken, watchilli the scr�s pine react to their deliverance. He 
turns to the NTis. 

BUD 
Why? You could've done it. Why didn't you? 

The screen darkens. Then letters appear on it, slowly printing out, as if 
someone was clumsily typing them. 
WE KNEW THIS WAS. .. 

And we've seen this before so we know the rest ... 
WE KNEW TIDS WAS A ONE WAY TICKET WHEN I PUT THIS THING ON. 
BUT YOU KNOW I HAD TO COME. 

A pause, then: 
LOVE YOU WIFE r;_ -

This last messa1e expands to 611 the entire screen. �-Bud stares at the screen, at his message of self-sacri�2!:.:�en \t the aliens. 
They bow their heada, juat for a moment. A sign of respect. 
CLOSE ON BUD aa he belins to realize what has happened. 

CUT TO: 
239 INT. DEEPCORE / CONTROL MODULE 

A239 

Lindsey is slumped in a chair, just staring. Withdrawn. 
The others are conservilli oxy1en and heat, huddli?li in the dark. 
The air is looking pretty thick. The speaker of the hydrophone transceiver 
crackles to life. 

MCBRIDE (V.0.) 
Deepcore, do you read? This is Benthic Explorer, 
over. 
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A239 

A239 

A239 

CATFISH 
Hell yes, we read! Good of you to join 118. How's 
that storm doin'? 

MCBRIDE (V.0.> 
Well, it's strange ... it just kind've blew itself out 
all ofa sudden. We're up here in a flat sea with 
no wind. But then a lot of wierd things've been 
happening. 

CATFISH 
Well, hell, son. You better get us a line down 
here, we're in moderately poor shape.

_ 
. · \ \ 

LATER. Hippy, Catfish and Monk ar_� conf�.��how to get a new 
umbilical h9oked on. One Night is �-MflriK on the hydrophone. 

:;, � .. . 
MCBRIDE (V.0-.) 

They figure it was over half a.,mile high. 

ONE NIGHT 
I wish I could have seen it-

She glances down at the telemetry screen, seeing movement. 

ONE NIGHT 
Hey. Hey! HEl:!! Look ... it's Bud! 

MONK 
That's impossible. 

Lindsey bolts to the screen.. Stares at the message printing out. 
A huge grin wraps around her face, 

LINDSEY 
No it's not. 

MCBRIDE (V.0.) 
What'• it aay? 

Lindsey takea the mike and sits before· the screen. During the message, her 
voice will ro tbrouch an emotional spectrum from confusion to wonder, to a 
childlike joy. 
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239 INTERCUT BETWEEN DEEPCORE AND EXPLORER BRIDGE DURING THE Z39 
FOLLOWING: . 

.. LINDSEY 
It says ... 
''VIRGIL BRIGMAN BACK ON THE AIR/ HAVE 
SOME NEW FRIENDS DOWN HERE/ I GUESS 
THEYVE BEEN HERE AWHILE/ THEYVE LEFT 
US ALONE BUT IT BOTHERS THEM TO SEE US 
HURTING EACH OTHER / GETTING OUT OF 
HAND LATELY'' 

Lindsey grins as she reads the next part... 

LINDSEY � />--
- "THEY SENT A MESSAGE/ HOPE YOU GOffl' --� 

.· 
- , .: -

CATFISH 
_ -. ...  , \ \ I'd say that's a big 10-4:jaclc. �� -e, 

LINDSEY 
"THEY WANT US TO GROW UP A BIT AND PUT 
AWAY CHILDISH THINGS/ OF COURSE ITS 
JUST A SUGGESTION." 

240 INT. BENTHIC EXPLORER BRIDGE . DAY 

Beyond the windows the ocean is calm. The sky steel-gray but placid. McBride 
turns to Commodore DeMarco and the Navy contingent, his eyebrow cocked. 

MCBRIDE 
Looks like you boys migi:.t be out of business. 

BENDIX 
Something 1oine on down there. rm gettine 
some bi& readings ... 

Bendix is hunched over the sonar, and we can see the ICl'eena lit up like a 
Wurlitzer. 

241 INT. DEEPCORE 

In Deepcore the crew becomes aware of a s�ge 11,1bsonic rumbline. The 
sonar is goin1 crazy. One Night puts the headphone of her passive sonar rig 
up to her ear, then jerks it away. 

ONE NIGHT 
Whew! Whatever this is, it's major. 

(CONTINUED) 
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1· 
2A1 (CONTINY£D) 

The .,,mble :incre-aaes and a glow suffuses the water. 

revised 8/1/88 

The glow inten111i•s until a blinding shaft of li(ht blasts through the viewport, 
· bathing the wh9le interior in a cold white radiance. • . 

242 

A last message appears on the screen: ' . · 
SF:E:P PANTYHOSE ON/YOURE GONNAU>VE TBJS 

.'G�IX 
�n!��z;1�r;, it'• 

�co Q ·· 
Where? �-, , .( · "- ' .(  BE1'RlIX , / Where? EVERYwA;&sEU ... 

Oooka out the wmdow) 
Over there! Port bow. 

· 
'-... ':',."' 

243 EXT. BENTHIC EXPLORER AND OCEAN ' · · �-' 

A depreaaion appean in the aurt'ace of the aea a hun� oft not 
swirling like a whirlpool, jut dimplin, down. 

A243 It gets wider. Deeper. Bapid17 1-omM a ,awniDc pit. 
Tiu! ocean is OPENING. 
Now the surface ia clmmed b7 tmbaleace. Slow maaive roils oftNmendoua 
power boil up from the depths. 

243 McBride ltada a mau aoc1u, onto the deck• to ■ee better. 
The "P8'W become, a roarinc maw a hundred :,uda acroaa. 

A243 The shii-are lib to,.. on the ,mmrn"l?'inc rim of tlw rneel1trom. 

B2A3 SOMETHING 1USE8 IN THE CENTER OF THE OPENING. 
A massive spire. Smootb17 cuniDc and iridwt. Off the ltarb9ard beam, a 
quarter mile away, another ■pire rises. Ton, of aeawater fall from itl sides 
with a THUNDEROUS ROAR, the enera:y of N"iapra. 
Off the port bow ... another ■pire. 

• And another, beyond the destroyer Owensb:,', dwartinc it. 
Sa towers ... plus one larpr, in the center. Riainc. 
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243 On Ezploftll"1 dec:k, a ahadow engulfs them u the nearest spire blocks out the 243 
sun. The air, tbe aea, the deck. .. all vibrate with the THUNDER OF 

C243 

243 

CREATION. 
- . 

Look ... 

*D243 WHA'l' THEY SEE- Fifty mlL 
Deepcore Two. It loob like a pa 
glistening plain of the NT! Ark'■ h: 

* 

LINDSEY . 
We ■houlcl be dead. ·  We didn't decomprea1. 

CATFISH 
Our blood ouchta be fizzin' like a warm, ■hook-up 
Coke. 

HIPPY 
They mu■t've done sometbiq to u. 

Lindsey baa tear■ atre•rninc oiown her cheek■ for the aun, for life, for their 
deliverance and the laqer one aha mows baa happened, an epiphany for the 
whole hurn•n race. 

(CONTINUED) 
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E243 (CONTINUED> 

LINDSEY 
Oh, yea. I think you could say that. 

She blinka. Seeing something not far away. She gives aUttle laugh, or 
something between laughing and crying. 

REVERSE, as Bud walks up the curving incline of one of the mouth-like 
entrances to the NTI structure. His suit is casually unzipped and the FBS 
helmet dangles from one hand jauntily. 

_..__. _ ___.,.. 
She starts toward him. Breaks into a run..,. -1 · · ··: 
Then stops a few feet from him.. WA� h\u"ome to-her. 
His smile, his eyes i11urnine11lng l'Ar- 'Q. ': 
He stops and she touches him; ligRly. Is this real? 
They look:•at each other, �deringly a moment. 
Then laugli. She snift's loudly:· 

LINDSEY 
Hello, BriilJlan. 

BUD 
Hello, Mrs. Brigman. 

Their lips meet. 

CUT TO BLACK 
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