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01:01:09:11
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01:01:31:23

01:01:39:23

01:01:44:20

01:01:50:01

01:01:57:04

START OF FILM - 01:00:00:00

FADE INTO MIAMI COAST WHILE CALYPSO MUSIC PLAYS;
OPENING CREDITS BEGIN; FADE TO SUNSET;

FADE TO TRANSOCEAN ALPHA RIG

CUT TO WORKERS INSIDE; BILLY IS ON VIDEO PHONE
WITH WIFE AND DAUGHTER

BILLY: Hey sweetie. Tell me more about your day.
GIRL: I saw Elmo at the zoo and, and, and the monkeys--
BILLY: Really?

GIRL: I have to go.
BILLY: Hey.

BILLY: Hey, where you going? Oh, sweetie.

BILLY: Hey.
WIFE: Hey.

BILLY: You know, I need you to level with me on something. What
was Elmo doing at the zoo?

WIFE: He wasn't. She just had way too much sugar. Mixing
everything up. It's driving me crazy.

BILLY: Mmm-hmm. Well, I guess this Elmo is a lot more
important than daddy these days.

WIFE: Oh, you know she misses you. Not as much as I miss you.

BILLY: I know. You have to look at the bright side. I mean, I'll
be home in 23 days.

WIFE: 22 days. And 45 minutes. | have a surprise for you.

BILLY: Really?
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01:03:13:12

01:03:18:14

WIFE: I'll be right back.

WORKER 1: Hey, man, I'm getting some strange readings from the

bottom. Should we stop drilling?

WORKER 2: No. We could be at the cusp of a reservoir.

WORKER 1: Okay, but safety procedure says we should shut

down if we can't determine the cause--

WORKER 2: Did safety procedure also tell you that some jackass

from Holter Energy is gonna call and get me fired unless I
start her up again?

WORKER 1: Well then, if you shut her down now, they
may offer you a bonus to turn it back on again.

WORKER 2: I'm not debating with you.
WORKER 1: All right, I'm shutting it down.
WORKER 2: Hey, hey, hey. Relax, okay?

WORKER 1: Look, man, I'm gonna go get Billy. The two
of you can figure it out, okay?

WORKER 2: Billy's gonna say keep pumping.
WORKER 1: Yeah, whatever, man.

WIFE: Are you ready?

BILLY: Oh, yeah. Oh. Mmm.

WIFE: So do you like it?

BILLY: Oh, baby. Oh, baby, baby, baby.

WORKER 1: Billy. Billy?
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BILLY: Man, I'm on my lunch break.

WORKER 1: I know man. We got a possible blow out on deck.
BILLY: Honey, I gotta go.

WIFE: You don't like my surprise?

BILLY: No, no, I love your surprise. I just really gotta
go. I'll call you back.

WIFE: Don't hang up--

BILLY: What's going on, Jack?

WORKER 2: We got the mother load coming.

WORKER 1: Either that, or our wild well is about to blow.
WORKER 2: Shut up, man.

BILLY: Move over. Great. Shut her down. You should know
better. Shut her down!

WORKER 1 HITS THE STOP BUTTON;
EXPLOSION IN THE CONTROL ROOM

BILLY: Go on! Get out of here!

WORKERS RUN DOWN STAIRS TRYING TO FIND A WAY
OFF THE RIG; WORKER 2 STOPS AND LOOKS AT A
CRACKING PIPE; IT EXPLODES

WORKER 1: Yo, man! What're you doing?

BILLY: Gotta get 'em out!

MORE WORKERS CONTINUE TO FLEE;
EQUIPMENT FALLS AND BLOCKS THEM,;
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WORKER: Come on! We gotta go! Come on. Come on! Place is
gonna blow!

AN EXPLOSION HITS A MAN COMING DOWN LADDER; HE
BURNS TO DEATH EVEN AS BILLY USES EXTINGUISHER
ON HIM

WORKERS CONTINUE TO FLEE GETTING KNOCKED
AROUND; BILLY STOPS RUNNING AND SLOWLY TAKES
OFF HIS HARD HAT; FADE AWAY FROM TRANSOCEAN
ALPHA RIG; IT EXPLODES AND SINKS

FADE BACK TO MIAMI BEACH TO UNIVERSITY IN
GEOLOGY CLASS WITH ANTOINETTE

ANTOINETTE: The right temperatures and conditions have
to occur precisely in order for these tubes to form.

ANTOINETTE: Now, the lava on the surface cools while the flow
underneath continues, eventually draining into a catch basin
which allows these tubes to become hollow. These tubes run

for miles.

ANTOINETTE: Now there is a theory that there are larger and
longer tubes that are below the surface, which apparently
occurred during the ice age.

ANTOINETTE: Okay, well that's all we have time for. Which
brings me to the announcement of the students that'll be going on
the research trip with me tomorrow. Your names are on this board.

NELSON: Yes!

ANTOINETTE: Okay, class dismissed, and I will see those
of you at 6:30 AM tomorrow.

EMILY: Hey, I'm sorry I'm late. My car wouldn't start.
ANTOINETTE: You weren't late, you were absent.

EMILY: Can you please give me a break just this once?
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ANTOINETTE: Do I treat anybody differently in this class?
EMILY: This is really gonna affect my grade.
ANTOINETTE: Yes, it will.

EMILY: You promised me I could go.

ANTOINETTE: You promised that you wouldn't be late.
EMILY: Is Brandon going on the trip?

ANTOINETTE: Yes, Brandon's going on the trip.

EMILY: Well, what if I go and I just observe? No extra credit.
ANTOINETTE: Observe Brandon or the research?

EMILY: Come on, please. Please, I really need this.

ANTOINETTE: Look--
EMILY: Please.

ANTOINETTE: One last time. I swear, if you're late for one
more class, you're out. Sister or no sister.

EMILY: Right.
ANTOINETTE: Okay?

EMILY: Thank you.

ANTOINETTE: Come on.

CUT TO CITY SHOTS; CUT TO HOLTER OIL COMPANY INC.

PRESS CONFERENCE

JACOB: I'll now make a brief statement and then I'll
take all your questions.
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JACOB: Last night at approximately 11:30 PM the
Holter Energy offshore rig, Transocean Alpha lost contact
with our central office. Telemetry from the vessel

was lost at that time.

JACOB: We sent out helicopters at dawn to the last known
coordinates of the Transocean Alpha. We have been unable
to locate the platform. We're coordinating with the Coast Guard.

JACOB: We have four helicopters, 30 vessels searching the gulf.
We will do everything humanly possible to locate our workers
and deliver them safely to shore.

REPORTER: Is there an oil spill?

JACOB: There's no sign of an oil spill on the surface. The
Transocean Alpha has an emergency release mechanism that
detached the rig from the pipeline and cap. We believe

that the crew detached the rig itself and it's now free

floating in the ocean.

JACOB: We set up a search grid and we're confident that we'll
find her. I'm gonna turn over the rest of the press conference
to our Chief Engineering Officer, Ray Miller. Ray? Could
you?

RAY: The Transocean Alpha is the most technologically
advanced oil platform on the planet and we are certain that
we will locate her soon.

REPORTER: Sir, is it a possibility that the rig sunk?

RAY: It's possible, but unlikely. Transocean Alpha is

a 40 thousand ton, 250 foot tall platform. Now right now we are
speculating that a rogue wave may have hit the platform and
caused it to become dislodged from the pipeline.

RAY: It is highly unlikely that any wave can capsize the
platform. However, we are sending ROVs down to the well
cap to make sure that the Transocean Alpha did not sink.
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RAY: And we will be updating you as soon as we know anything. So
if you'll excuse us, we do have a lot of work to do.

MAN: Okay, how about one question?

REPORTER: Mr. Capilla. Can I get a one on one interview?
MAN: Mr. Capilla, the people have a right to know.
REPORTER: Mr. Capilla.

CUT TO ANTOINETTE'S LAB; BRANDON IS WORKING OUT
EQUATIONS

BRANDON: Yes. Yes. Brandon, you're a genius. Handsome and
brilliant.

ANTOINETTE: Oh, handsome maybe, but brilliant? That's a bit of a
stretch.

BRANDON: I knew that you were attracted to me.
ANTOINETTE: Serious. What have we found?

BRANDON: I cross matched the samples from the gulf and
then I ran that against the Arno samples.

ANTOINETTE: And?
BRANDON: And... chemically they match 99%.

ANTOINETTE: Yeah, but there's no way the explosion at Arno
would've left deposits in Florida.

BRANDON: I know, unless--

ANTOINETTE: There was an extinct volcano in the gulf. So I was
right.

BRANDON: Right. And maybe we'll find that volcano and then you
can call it the Vitrini Volcano.
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107 01:11:23:07 ANTOINETTE: Now that would be very interesting. Did you book
the satellite time for Intel?

108  01:11:28:14 BRANDON: Yes.

109  01:11:29:16 ANTOINETTE: Okay, great. Thanks.

110 01:11:32:08 BRANDON: I told you so. (sings) Told you.

111 01:11:44:20 CUT TO HOLTER OIL IN CORRIDOR

112 01:11:45:09 RAY: Look, I still think we should shut down the other rigs
until we find out what happened to the Transocean Alpha.

113 01:11:50:10 JACOB: Are you crazy? Those rigs are pumping half a million
barrels a day. I'm not shutting anything down.

114 01:11:56:14 RAY': Could cause an ecological disaster. They can
fill the entire Gulf of Mexico with oil.

115  01:12:01:06 JACOB: The safety valve on the ocean floor would prevent
anything like that from happening.

116  01:12:05:10 RAY: Yeah, but it could fail.

117 01:12:06:13 JACOB: Not possible.
RAY': Thank you.

118 01:12:08:00 JACOB: Where are we?

119 01:12:09:10 RAY: Well, ROV remaking its descent. We should reach right
on some time tomorrow.

120 01:12:13:06 JACOB: Good. Call me when it gets to the bottom. I'll be
hiding from the press till then.

121 01:12:19:23 RAY: What about Project Subterranean?

122 01:12:25:17 JACOB: (to co-worker) Would you excuse us? (to RAY) Would you

come in the office for a second?
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JACOB: Never bring up Project Subterranean around
anyone without the proper clearance.

RAY: I'm sorry, I just think we need to step things down
until we find out what happened out there.

JACOB: Subterranean is pumping more than the other rigs
combined. And I am not stepping anything down. If you break

protocol again, I will fire you. Now get out of my office.

RAY LEAVES OFFICE; CUT BACK TO
LAB WITH BRANDON; EMILY WALKS IN

BRANDON: Hey. What's up?

EMILY: I know how you can forget to eat sometimes when you're all
wrapped up in your work.

BRANDON: Thank you. That's sweet.
EMILY: You're welcome. So are you going on the trip?
BRANDON: Mmm-hmm. EMILY: I'm tagging along.

EMILY: But there's not enough room on the short bus for me, so
I have to ride with you.

BRANDON: Ah. I don't think that's the best of ideas.
EMILY: Why not?

BRANDON: Uh, you're a student who also happens to be my boss's
little sister. It's not right.

EMILY: Okay. Well, what if I rode in the back seat? It'd be
like "Driving Miss Daisy", only sexier.

ANTOINETTE: Are you here to visit me or harass my staff?
EMILY: I was just bringing Brandon coffee and a muffin. I

know how much of a slave driver you can be, Sis. I mean, look at
the poor guy. He hasn't seen outside of a lab in six weeks.
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139 01:13:51:20 ANTOINETTE: I know. Poor thing. Is that true, Brandon? You're a
little pasty.

140  01:13:58:01 BRANDON: I can take it from you guys one at a time, but when
you gang up on me, it's not fair. Can I just?

141 01:14:03:06 ANTOINETTE: Okay, we're getting an early start in the morning.
So get some rest, and Brandon, you're taking her.

142 01:14:07:08 BRANDON: What?
ANTOINETTE: Yeah.

143 01:14:14:22 CUT TO OUTDOORS; THE BUS AND CARS PULL UP TO THE
GEOLOGY TRIP SITE; EMILY GETS OUT OF BRANDON'S
CAR

144  01:14:47:02 EMILY: See? That wasn't so bad, now was it?

145  01:14:49:07 BRANDON: Depends on your grounds of comparison. That's

Antoinette's. This is mine. There you go.

146 01:15:03:08 STUDENT: Here you go.
ANTOINETTE: Thanks.

147  01:15:06:22 ANTOINETTE: Okay, so everybody gather round. So I've been
thinking that the Gulf itself was created by a giant volcano.
Yes, Nelson?

148  01:15:16:20 NELSON: What about the meteor that killed the dinosaurs
theory?
149  01:15:19:18 ANTOINETTE: Well, that's not proven. Yes, it could've been

an impact crater, but I'm saying that it was a reverse culdra.

150  01:15:28:02 ANTOINETTE: Now that's kind of like when a soap bubble pops,
leaving an indentation on the surface tension of the water for
a split second. That's the Gulf, and the indentation is a volcano.
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ANTOINETTE: Okay, so we have a grid for you guys to follow. You
need to stick to it. Use your GPS and don't go out of the square. |
need soil temperatures, rock samples, tilt and swell measurements,
every 15 feet.

ANTOINETTE: Any questions? Okay, I'll see you back here at 3:00.
Be observant and be safe.

BECKY: Do you wanna be my partner?

NELSON: Because you like me or because you need an "A".
BECKY: Actually, both.

NELSON: I don't think so.

CUT TO BUBBLING WATER IN LAKE; CUT TO ANTOINETTE
TAKING AUDIO NOTES IN WOODS

ANTOINETTE: SO2 reading is 5 point PPMs, which is
significantly above average considering--

ANTOINETTE STOPS AND NOTICES ALLIGATOR FLESH
THAT WAS BOILED; SHE EXAMINES IT; CUT TO NELSON;
HE FINDS A SMALL BOAT AND DECIDES TO TAKE A RIDE;
CUT BACK TO ANTOINETTE

ANTOINETTE EXAMINES THE GATOR SAMPLES AND
COLLECTS SOME OF THEM; CUT TO BRANDON AND EMILY

BRANDON: Hey, Emily, check this out. Check this. What does this
say to you?

EMILY SNATCHES HIS SAMPLE BAG
BRANDON: Ha ha. That's very funny. Very funny.
EMILY: What're you gonna give me?

BRANDON: What's your deal?
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EMILY: My deal is that you can't stop focusing on science for one
second and focus on biology.

BRANDON: (takes back bag) Thank you.

EMILY: You're such a schmuck sometimes.

CUT TO UNDERWATER; WE SEE BOILING LAVA COMING
OUT OF SEA BED; CUT TO NELSON IN BOAT; THE
WATER IS BUBBLING AROUND HIS BOAT; HE TOUCHES
SOMETHING IN HIS NET AND IT BURNS HIM

Gah!

NELSON SEES THE BUBBLING WATER;

THE LAVA HOLE IS GETTING BIGGER; CUT BACK TO
MEETING PLACE

ANTOINETTE: All right, everyone back into the vans.
ANTOINETTE: Becky, can you get a head count for me?
BECKY: Oh, sure, Dr. V.

BRANDON: How was it for you?

ANTOINETTE: I don't know. Just-- everything seems abnormal.

ANTOINETTE: It's not right.
BRANDON: Yeah, same here.

ANTOINETTE: I found an alligator on the shore that
looks to have been boiled.

BECKY: Five.

ANTOINETTE: And I was saving the samples, gonna run through
the lab.

BRANDON: Yeah, you have to run the samples. It smelled like
sulfur dioxide all over there. Something's going on out here.
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ANTOINETTE: All right, I'll see you back there.

BRANDON: Here, I'll take that.
EMILY COMES TO BRANDON'S CAR

BRANDON: No, no, no, no. No you don't. You're skinny
enough. They can squeeze you in the van.

EMILY: You think I'm skinny?

BRANDON: Sure.

EMILY: Thanks.

BECKY: Seven, eight, nine, ten. We're all good, Miss V.
ANTOINETTE: Great. Buckle up.

CUT BACK TO LAKE; BECKY COUNTED

EMILY AS NELSON, SO NO ONE REALIZES HE'S NOT ON
THE BUS; HE TRIES TO ROW BUT HIS OAR HAS
DISINTEGRATED; THE HEAVY RUMBLING KNOCKS HIS
BOAT OVER; NELSON SCREAMS AS HE IS SLOWLY
BOILED

CUT BACK TO HOLTER OIL; RAY GOES TO JACOB'S OFFICE
JACOB: How can I help you, Ray?

RAY': Something you need to see.

JACOB: All right, what am I looking at?

RAY: Video from the ROV descending down to the well site
of the Transocean Alpha.

JACOB: My god, what is that? What happened?
RAY: Won't be known till I get a sample up to the surface, but

that looks like magma. We must've drilled into a pocket of
lava.
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JACOB: Who else knows about this?

RAY: I dismissed the technicians from the telemetry lab before
the signal came in.

JACOB: No one can know about this.

RAY: What're we gonna do? We can't just say we lost a 40
thousand ton drilling rig.

JACOB: I'll handle that.

RAY: We are drilling on extinct lava tubes and apparently, some
of them aren't so extinct. We need to tell the authorities.

JACOB: You need to get with the program, Ray. If the authorities
investigate, then they're gonna find out about Project
Subterranean. And if they find out about that, then we are both
going to jail.

JACOB: You weren't worried about safety when you got your profit
participation check from the project, were you? We can pump
out of there for generations and no one would know.

RAY: We have a press update on the Transocean Alpha. What am
I supposed to tell them?

JACOB: You tell them that we have reason to believe that the
rig was hit by a rogue wave, washed hundreds of miles out to
sea and presumed sunk.

RAY: They're gonna want confirmation on that.

JACOB: And they will get it. I'm gonna have the Beta Horizon
decommissioned, tow it 200 miles out just to the edge of the
ocean shelf, scuttled. Tomorrow, you go down, take pictures, and
I will issue a sad statement of condolences to the members of

the families of the workers.
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RAY: That's a huge undertaking.

JACOB: I'll handle that. You go handle the freaking press, and
meet me at the bone yard tomorrow morning.

RAY: Yes, sir.
JACOB: (on phone) Get me Butch Sanderson.

CUT BACK TO LAB AT UNIVERSITY; ANTOINETTE IS
THERE AND HER EX HUSBAND, BRAD, WALKS IN

BRAD: See anything interesting?

ANTOINETTE: What are you doing here, Brad? I thought you were
somewhere in... Iceland?

BRAD: Can't a guy say hi to his ex and not have a reason?
ANTOINETTE: That's right, you always have a reason, right?

BRAD: I've been analyzing your data, and I think you may
be on to something.

ANTOINETTE: You can look in on my research?
BRAD: I still have access to the server.
ANTOINETTE: You son of a bitch.

BRAD: I told you to change the password.

BRAD: Easy, I'm a good guy, okay? I'm here to help. You want
me to help?

ANTOINETTE: Obviously you haven't traveled half way across
the world because you don't know anything. So why don't you just
spit it out?

BRAD: How about over dinner tonight?
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ANTOINETTE: No.

BRAD: Coffee?
ANTOINETTE: Fine.
BRAD: Come on. I'm buying.
ANTOINETTE: Fine.

ANTOINETTE: Don't touch me.
BRAD: Sorry. Sorry. Just coffee.

CUT TO BRANDON ON PHONE

BRANDON: No, I can't right now. You have to go on the FTP and
download the Black Point doc. Okay. Uh, I gotta go. I'll call
you back. Thanks.

EMILY: Hey. Antoinette told me you weren't feeling very good,
so I brought you some things.

BRANDON: Mmmm. Well, I'm better now. But thank you.
EMILY: You're welcome.

CUT TO MIAMI COAST AT BIKINI CONTEST; LOTS OF
COLLEGE KIDS DRINKING AND PARTYING

ANNOUNCER: All right! Welcome to the Back To the Beach Bikini
Contest! I want you to do me a favor. Watch where you're
walking there. 'Cause things could get slippery when wet.

ANNOUNCER: In about five more minutes, we're gonna bring out
final girls!

ANNIE: I don't know, Shauna. A bikini is one thing, but being
sprayed down by a water gun is another.

SHAUNA: Come on. Live a little! You're not gonna have that
rockin' body forever.
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ANNIE: What if my parents see this? Or worse, what if your
brother sees it?

SHAUNA: He'd probably flip out and kill me.

CAMERAMAN: Hey, Black Bathing Suit. Give us a big smile.
CAMERAMAN: Give us some love. Choices win a thousand dollars.
SHAUNA DOES SEXY POSES FOR THE CAMERA

SHAUNA: Oh, relax. No one's ever going to see that.

ANNIE: He had a camera.

SHAUNA: All you need is a little liquid courage. Tequila.

ANNIE: I hate you.

SHAUNA: That's my sorority sister.

SHAUNA FLIPS HER CUP OVER HER SHOULDER HITTING
HOT GIRL BEHIND HER; THEY STARE AT EACH OTHER

ANNOUNCER: Okay, ladies. Here's the thing. We're gonna
march you out one at a time so Tommy the fireman can hose you
down.

ANNOUNCER: Do me a favor: sell it. Because there's 1,000
dollars up for the winner. All right? Are you ready?

ANNIE: No.
SHAUNA: Yeah!

CUT BACK TO BRAD AND ANTOINETTE AT CAFE

BRAD: So I tell the Sherpa that I wanna try to reach the summit
before nightfall. But my command of the Nagari language isn't
that good, and so he's looking at me sideways and the other
Sherpa 's cracking up.
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ANTOINETTE: So what did you say to him?
BRAD: Apparently, I asked him to spend the night with me.
ANTOINETTE: Oh. No. ( laughs )

BRAD: Yeah, and he looked like he was up for it until I cut him
off.

ANTOINETTE: You know, we've been sitting here for over and
hour, and you've been regaling about all your adventures and travels.
But, you haven't gotten to the point, Bradley.

BRAD: You remember our super volcano theory?
ANTOINETTE: Yeah. My theory.

BRAD: Whatever. Yeah. The theory that the Gulf of Mexico was
created by a super volcano millions of years ago during the
continental drift, that theory. The one laughed at by most
scientists.

ANTOINETTE: Yeah, and I'm still trying to prove it.

BRAD: I think you may have found proof.

ANTOINETTE: How?

BRAD: I was analyzing your data on the chemical composition of
the Abejera volcano and the samples you took from the pan
handle.

ANTOINETTE: Yeah, I know they match.

BRAD: That's not all they match.

ANTOINETTE: What? What do you mean?
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BRAD: They match the chemical makeup of the crude oil being
pumped by Holter Energy. I got a sample of it from a friend of
mine when the drilling platform went missing.

ANTOINETTE: And it matches exactly?

BRAD: Yeah. That means that wherever Holter is drilling, it
must be over some old dents or lava tubes or something. |

mean, this could lead to the big one.

ANTOINETTE: But how do they know where to drill? I mean, the
alignment of the platforms, how can they tell?

BRAD: They must have access to the Ground Imaging Scans
you've been making.

ANTOINETTE: Yeah, but I haven't published those yet.
BRAD: Yeah. Hmm.

CUT TO MIAMI COAST AND TO HOLTER
OIL SITE; RAY AND JACOB TALK IN CORRIDOR

RAY': Have you seen the seismic readings we've been getting?
They're disturbing.

JACOB: The president is on the brink of declaring a moratorium
on drilling. That's what I find disturbing. What's going on, Butch?

BUTCH: There's rumblings here and there. Real concern is the
oil temperature heating up.

JACOB: What's causing it?
BUTCH: I don't know yet. But we'll figure it out.
JACOB: You take care of that other little problem?

BUTCH: The decommissioned rig was scuttled last night. No
witnesses.
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JACOB: Looks like you have a job to do, Ray. Take pictures,
schedule a press conference for tomorrow morning.

RAY: That can wait, this can't. We need to shut down this
facility now. It's too damn dangerous.

JACOB: That wasn't a request, Ray. I will handle this down
here. Now get going unless you want to check out my early
retirement plan.

RAY: All right. All right I'm going.

JACOB: Guy is such a wimp.

BUTCH: I can take care of it.

JACOB: Forget about it. How many barrels of oil a day are we
pumping out of here?

BUTCH: 277 barrels a minute.

JACOB: That's good. Good. But we need to get as much product out
of here as quickly as possible. Are your men all in line?

BUTCH: My guys are as tight as a drum.
JACOB: Good.

BUTCH: They're making more money in a week than they
normally make in a year. Nobody's talking.

JACOB: Then increase the flow. Can you give me 600 thousand
barrels of oil a day?

BUTCH: I can push it as far as it'll go. 470. That's the best I
can do.

JACOB: When was the last time you manually aligned the
conductors?
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BUTCH: ( laughs ) Never. That's what computers are for.
JACOB: Let me show you how I became CEO of the most
profitable drilling company in North America. It wasn't by

sitting in front of a computer. Crank it up when I tell ya.

JACOB GOES TO OIL PUMPS AND TURNS THE
CONDUCTORS MANUALLY

JACOB: Now.

BUTCH: 520!

JACOB CONTINUES TO TURN THE CONDUCTORS
JACOB: More!

BUTCH: 600 thousand!

JACOB: What'd I tell you?

ALL THE PUMPS START TO SHAKE; HOT OIL FLIES INTO
JACOB; ALARMS BLARE; BRAD GOES TO SEE THE
SIZZLING BODY OF JACOB

CUT TO MIAMI BEACH; CUT BACK TO BIKINI CONTEST

ANNOUNCER: All right, without further ado, we have Kimberly
from NSU!

ANNOUNCER: Oh! Go, Kimberly! Go, Kimberly! Go, Kimberly!
ANNIE: Look at how hot she is. I can't do this.

SHAUNA: Please. You are so much prettier than she is. You don't
have to show them the girls if you don't want to.

ANNIE: Do I have to be assaulted by a water pistol?

SHAUNA: Yes, but I promise I'll look like a bigger slut than
you.
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ANNIE: Is that supposed to make me feel better?

SHAUNA: No, but a thousand dollars is.

ANNOUNCER: Cool her off! Oh!

THE GIRLS ARE SPRAYED WITH THE WATER GUN
ANNOUNCER: Next up, we have Annie from Florida State!
SHAUNA: Come on! No. ( laughs ) All right!

ANNOUNCER: Annie. Annie. Annie. Annie.

ANNIE DOES SOME AWKWARD POSES FOR THE CROWD

ANNOUNCER: Now for our final contestant, Shauna Queen Of the
Jungle! Jungle cat. Jungle cat.

ANNOUNCER: Ha! Show me what you got. Show me what you got.
Ha! Show me what you got. Show me what you got. Whoo hoo!
That's what I'm talking about, baby!

CUT TO UNDERWATER; A LARGE CRACK FORMS AND HOT
STEAM COMES RISING UP TO SURFACE; BEACHGOERS SEE
THE STEAM APPROACHING; CUT BACK TO BIKINI
CONTEST

ANNOUNCER: Oh! Go, Shauna! Go, Shauna!
WOMAN: Help!

ANNIE TURNS TOWARDS WOMAN'S VOICE; SHE STAGGERS
OUT OF THE SHOWERS SEVERELY BURNED; SHE RUNS TO
STAIRS, TRIPS AND BREAKS LEG; SHE FALLS DOWN AND
IS DEAD; THE CROWD SCREAMS AS THE WOMAN

LAYS SIZZLING
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ANNIE: Shauna, are you okay?

THE STEAM CLOUD APPROACHES THE BIKINI CONTEST;
BEACHGOERS FLEE

ANNIE: We gotta go! Come on! Run!

SOME ARE KNOCKED IN WATER AND SUBSEQUENTLY
BURNED IN POOLS AND ON WATERSLIDE; THE
WATERGUN GUY IS KNOCKED DOWN AND BURNED TO
DEATH; ANNIE IS KNOCKED INTO SWIMMING POOL (STILL
COOL)

ANNIE: Shauna!
SHAUNA: Annie!

SHAUNA SEES THE STEAM CLOUD APPROACHING; SHE
FLEES WITH ANNIE SCREAMING FOR HER; ANNIE

IS SMART ENOUGH TO GO UNDERWATER AS THE STEAM
CLOUD PASSES; SHAUNA IS BURNED AS THE STEAM
SWEEPS THROUGH; FADE TO BLACK, FADE BACK TO LAB;
NEWSCAST IS ON

REPORTER: A magnitude 5.6 earthquake hit off the coast of
Miami this afternoon. What followed on the beach has
scientists and local officials scratching their heads,

over 100 people were killed by what some observers describe
as a super heated wall of steam that hit the beach shortly after
the earthquake. We now go live to Colonel Anderson.

ANDERSON: Mayor Alvarez has enlisted the services of the
National Guard to investigate what's going on. As soon as we
have some information, I will release a press statement.
REPORTER: About a dozen downtown busines--

BRAD: A steam tsunami.

ANTOINETTE: Is that possible?
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BRAD: I've seen the results of one. Once off of Micronesia.
ANTOINETTE: So we have a super volcano on our hands.
BRAD: I know of an abandoned missile silo off the coast

BRAD: from the Cuban missile crisis. It's deep. I can get good gas
and temperature and tilt readings from there.

ANTOINETTE: Okay. BRAD: Wanna come?

ANTOINETTE: No, I can't. We gotta warn people. I kind of
need a better understanding about what's happening too.

EMILY: I'll go with you.
BRAD: All right, Let's go. Hey, be careful.

ANTOINETTE: I will. I'll see you guys later tonight. Brandon, we
need to go to Holter Energy to see if they know anything about
the situation.

BRANDON: What? Why them?

ANTOINETTE: I just have a hunch. The choice of drilling sites
is a little bit suspect.

BRANDON: Well, can you fill me in on your hunch?
ANTOINETTE: Yeah, I'll let you know in the car.

CUT TO BOARD MEETING AT HOLTER;
RAY ENTERS THE CONFERENCE ROOM

RAY: I'm sure you all are aware by now that Jacob was killed in
the blow off at Subterranean. So until we can figure out what
happened, that facility will remain decommissioned.

BOARD MEMBER: Understand, we're depending on you now, Ray.
Matter of fact, we took a vote of the board and if you're
willing, we'd like to nominate you as CEO.
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RAY: There are some things that Jacob did you all should
know about.

BOARD MEMBER: We know about everything, Ray. And we're all
liable if this thing should get out of hand. We wanna give you
Jacob's cut. And as an added motivation, we're gonna give you

40% of all the revenue produced by that facility.

BOARD MEMBER: Now we need you to pump everything out of
there you can in a month, and then we shut it down. Then we fill that
damn thing with concrete, and nobody knows anything.

RAY: Fifty percent.

BOARD MEMBER: Done.

RAY: I have the ROV video of the scuttled rig. At my news
conference today, I will announce the loss of the Transocean Alpha. I
will also inform the public that Jacob died of a heart attack upon
hearing the news?

BOARD MEMBER: That is a nice touch.

RAY: Thank you. Thank you. Meeting's adjourned. You can
invite the press up to the conference room now.

CUT TO EMILY AND BRAD ARRIVING AT MISSILE SILO
BRAD: All right, we're here.
EMILY: So what happened?
BRAD: What do you mean?

EMILY: Well, Antoinette never talked about you two after the
divorce.

BRAD: We divorced, that's what happened.
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EMILY: But you still love her, don't you?

BRAD: Yeah. Probably always will.

EMILY: I'm sorry.

BRAD: It's all right. Hey, it's good to see you again anyway.
Last time I saw you, wow. You were just an awkward, little
high school girl with a mouth full of braces.

EMILY: Thanks for reminding me.

BRAD: That's what I'm here for.

CUT BACK TO HOLTER PRESS CONFERENCE

RAY: We have confirmed the location of the Transocean Alpha.
There were no survivors. It was washed out to sea by a

rogue wave and sank from the damage it had sustained.

RAY: Our hearts go out to the families of the crew members.
Recovery of any remains is highly unlikely. But our search

and rescue teams will be combing the waters through Tuesday.
REPORTER: Why isn't Jacob Capilla here?

RAY: That is the other reason why I've gathered you all. There
is other sad news. Upon discovering the fate of Transocean Alpha,
Jacob Capilla... suffered a massive heart attack and died last night.
RAY: I have been named as interim CEO and will be in

charge of recovery efforts. Our thoughts and our prayers go out
to the Capilla family. That is all for now.

CUT BACK TO MISSILE SILO

BRAD: Tilt meter's set up and ready.

EMILY: The gas chromatograph and thermal imaging sensor ready.
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BRAD: All right, good. Just stay close behind me and do as I say.
It's gonna be a long climb down.

AMANDA: Don't worry, I've got your back.

CUT BACK TO HOLTER OIL WITH BRANDON AND
ANTOINETTE GOING TO RAY'S OFFICE

BRANDON: Yes, but not all of the wells are necessarily congruent
with the radar maps. I mean coincidence may still be a
possibility. Don't we wanna investigate?

ANTOINETTE: Yeah, I do. And that's what we're doing.

RAY: Dr. Vitrini, I don't have much time. Frankly, I wouldn't
see you at all during this crisis, but the outrageous

messages you left with my secretary, they got my

attention. Who is this?

BRANDON: I'm Brandon.

ANTOINETTE: This is Brandon Rice, my research partner.
RAY: You got five minutes.

ANTOINETTE: I'm sorry to hear about your Transocean Alpha.

RAY: So am I, but that's not why you're here.

ANTOINETTE: No, it's not. I wanna know exactly how you got
hold of my research.

RAY': Excuse me?

ANTOINETTE: My research? How exactly did you get hold of it?
RAY: I don't know what you're talking about.

ANTOINETTE: Oh, I think you do. I mean, you're the Chief

Engineer and Scientific Officer of Holter. Your department is
the one who placed the well sites.
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ANTOINETTE: Now each one of those well sites matches the
ground radar scans that I have been mapping in the Gulf Coast
for the last ten years. But do you know what I can't quite
figure out? Is how those volcanic tubes would lead you

to the oil reserves.

RAY: This is preposterous. I don't waste my time on academic
research. I conduct my own. I choose the spots based on
mineral deposits. You know, you are as crazy in person as you
sound on those messages. Well, I guess I had to hear it for
myself. Five minutes are up, there's the door.

ANTOINETTE APPROACHES RAY'S DESK; SHE PUTS A
WIRELESS REPEATER UNDER THE LIP OF THE
DESKTOP

ANTOINETTE: If you have discovered volcanic activity and
you're putting millions at risk for the sake of your profit, |

will find out. And when I prove it, I will make sure your ass
ends up in jail.

RAY: I suggest you leave now. Before I call security.

CUT BACK TO MISSILE SILO

BRAD: All right. I just used these a few months ago. They
should be good.

EMILY: Let's hope so.

BRAD: All right, just stay close behind me.
EMILY: I got your back, remember?
BRAD: All right.

EMILY: Got it? Okay, let's do this.
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EMILY AND BRAD SLOWLY MOVE DOWN THE LADDER
EMILY: Doing okay?

SOME STEAM STARTS TO LEAK UP THE
MISSILE TUBE

BRAD: Something's not right. It's hot as hell in here.

BRAD LOOKS DOWN TO SEE IT GLOWING HOT ORANGE
BRAD: Go back! Go back!

EMILY: What? Oh, my God. Oh, my God. Help!

BRAD: Get back up!
EMILY: I'm going, I'm going.

BRAD: Go! Hurry!

BRAD: You got it now? Keep going! Go!

BRAD BURNS HIS HAND ON THE METAL LADDER AS HE'S
CLIMBING; EMILY IS MOVING SLOW; BRAD PUSHES HER
UP THE LADDER; HE THROWS HER ON THE PLATFORM
WHILE HIS CABLE STARTS TO BREAK

BRAD: Run!

BRAD'S CABLE SNAPS AND FALLS TO BURNING DEATH;
EMILY STRUGGLES TO GET THE HARNESS OFF; SHE RUNS
FOR THE TRUCK OUTSIDE; SHE DRIVES OFF TOWARDS
HIGHWAY; CUT TO BRANDON AND ANTOINETTE IN

CAR; ANTOINETTE STARTS TO HACK RAY'S HARD DRIVE
BRANDON: I'm confused. I'm confused. Did that go well?
ANTOINETTE: I got what I wanted.

BRANDON: What was that thing you planted under his desk?
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01:47:13:15

01:47:31:16

01:47:41:19

01:47:47:08

ANTOINETTE: A way to get evidence.

BRANDON: What're you doing--? Are you doing this here? This is
not legal. I don't think it--

ANTOINETTE: Despite popular belief, two wrongs do make a
right.

RAY: It worked out fine. Wait till the cost reports come in.
Scrap metal alone is worth more than my house.

IN CAR, ANTOINETTE STARTS TO DOWNLOAD FILES; CUT
BACK TO RAY'S OFFICE

RAY: I'll come by after I finish up here.

RAY SEES THE REFLECTION OF THE
REPEATER IN THE WINDOW

RAY': What the hell? Let me call you back.

HE SMASHES THE REPEATER WITH PHONE; THE SIGNAL IS
LOST

RAY: Get me Butch.

ANTOINETTE: Damn!

CUT BACK TO EMILY FLEEING ON THE HIGHWAY; SHE
COMES TO A CAUSEWAY BRIDGE AND THE ROAD IS
BREAKING UP BEHIND HER DUE TO HEAT

EMILY: Come on. Come on. Come on. Come on. Come on. Come
on.

EMILY: Oh, my God! Ah!

EMILY: Come on. Come on. Come on. Come on. Come on. Come
on.
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451

452

453

454

455

456

457

458

459

460

461

462

463

01:47:52:22

01:48:07:14

01:48:18:09

01:48:24:08

01:48:26:22

01:48:29:02

01:48:37:16

01:49:02:04

01:49:14:09

01:49:30:21

01:49:34:09

01:49:44:16

01:49:51:14

01:50:14:23

EMILY FINALLY REACHES THE OTHER SIDE OF BRIDGE;
CUT BACK TO RAY'S OFFICE WITH BUTCH

BUTCH: It's a wireless repeater. That means whoever was
downloading information from your computer had to be
physically close.

RAY: It was that woman from the university today. She knows we
stole her research.

BUTCH: How long ago she plant this?
RAY: Ten minutes?

BUTCH: Mmm, depending on her network, she could've copied 1/4
of your hard drive before you shut her down.

RAY:: She was looking for proof. And the way my luck's been
going today, she's got it. I like you, Butch. Question is,
can I trust you the way Jacob did?

BUTCH: Anything you need. Anything.

RAY: I want you to find this bitch and kill her. And I want
you to destroy her lab and every ounce of research you find in
it.

BUTCH: Consider it done.

CUT TO BUTCH IN CAR ON PHONE

BUTCH: Yeah. This is important. I need you to go to the
university. Find Dr. Vitrini's lab. Burn it. And I mean, to the

ground.

CUT BACK TO BRANDON AND ANTOINETTE; SHE'S LOST
THE SIGNAL

BRANDON: Something's not right.
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465

466

467

468

469

470

471

472

473

474

475

476

477

478

479

01:50:16:02

01:50:19:08

01:50:22:07

01:50:23:22

01:50:25:22

01:50:28:12

01:50:43:00

01:50:44:08

01:50:47:10

01:50:51:12

01:50:53:20

01:51:04:05

01:51:05:13

01:51:06:22

01:51:28:05

01:51:29:22

BUTCH IS IN HIS VAN PARKED FURTHER AWAY IN
PARKING LOT; HE READIES HIS RIFLE AND AIMS AT
ANTOINETTE

ANTOINETTE: Yeah, the repeater's not working.
BRANDON: Let me try something. Let me see this.

BUTCH SHOOTS AND MISSES, CRACKING THE
WINDSHIELD

BUTCH: Son of a bitch.

BRANDON: They're shooting at us. Go, go, go! Go!
ANTOINETTE: Is anyone behind us?

BRANDON: Uh, I don't know. I think we lost them.

ANTOINETTE: What the hell is going on? Why the hell are they
shooting at us?

BRANDON: I don't know. Obviously we're on the right path. Who
are you calling?

ANTOINETTE: Emily. You call the cops. (in phone) Emily, neither
one of you are picking up your phones right now. I need to

speak to Brad.

BRANDON: Yes, I'd like to report a shooting.

ANTOINETTE: Give me a call when you get this message.
BRANDON: No, no, no. We're okay. Yes, my name is Brandon Rice,
uh-huh. And Antoinette Vitrini. V-I-T-R-I-N-I. Yes, that's her.

She's sitting right next to me. Okay. We'll be right there.
ANTOINETTE: What?

BRANDON: We need to go back to the campus.
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481

482

483

484

485
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487

488

489

490

491

492

493

494

01:51:31:13

01:51:32:15

01:51:39:10

01:51:42:05

01:51:44:14

01:51:55:11

01:51:57:06

01:52:11:22

01:52:18:00

01:52:19:11

01:52:23:00

01:52:28:06

01:52:30:06

01:52:31:14

01:52:33:08

ANTOINETTE: Why?
BRANDON: Our lab is on fire.

CUT TO BURNING LAB ON CAMPUS; POLICE DETECTIVE
AND FORENSICS ARE THERE

CHIEF: Where, in Miami?

ANTOINETTE: According to the theory I've been working on. And
that's why Holter Energy's drilling is so reckless. Look,
this is no coincidence. They have my files.

CHIEF: Why would there have been any eruptions?

ANTOINETTE: Look, the tragedy at Miami Beach was the result of
eruptions, and there's going to be more. Someone is trying to

kill me. It's not because I'm crazy. It's because I know

something and-- and they don't want anyone to know.

CHIEF: Look, I can call Colonel Anderson at the Guard Bureau.
Let them know your theory on Holter Energy and Miami Beach,
but that's the best I can do.

ANTOINETTE: Okay, so why the National Guard?

CHIEF: They're investigating the incident. I'll let you know
what they say.

CHIEF: (on phone) Yeah. Yea, I know, just do what you can.
Tell them we're working on it.

ANTOINETTE: Is anything salvageable?
BRANDON: Not much.
ANTOINETTE: What about my computer?

BRANDON: The LCD is toast, but the hard drive should be okay.
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496

497

498

499

500
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502

503

504

505

506

507

508

509

510

511

01:52:39:17

01:52:41:04

01:52:43:03

01:52:47:23

01:52:50:00

01:52:52:01

01:52:56:16

01:53:02:04

01:53:03:14

01:53:06:02

01:53:08:11

01:53:17:19

01:53:21:01

01:53:23:12

01:53:25:10

01:53:33:06

01:53:36:06

PHONE RINGS
ANTOINETTE: Is that Emily?

BRANDON: No. I gotta take this though.
ANTOINETTE: All right.

BRANDON: Have you lost your mind?
RAY: We've got a problem, you and I.

BRANDON: I figured that much when I saw your guy pointing the
AK at my head. Lemmie guess. You torched the school too.

RAY: You march into my office with that psycho then you plant
a bug under my desk.

BRANDON: I didn't do that. She did.

RAY: And we were trying to kill her, not you.

BRANDON: Could've fooled me.

RAY: You are on those files. I paid you well for that research.
And you're gonna go to jail right along with me if you don't
do something.

BRANDON: What do you want me to do, Ray?

RAY: You get the files from her. Then you silence her.
BRANDON: What?

RAY: They're gonna be looking at me closely now. But if there
are no files, there's no proof. And if there's no Dr. Vitrini,
then there's nothing that they can do.

BRANDON: I didn't sign up for this.

RAY: I don't think you have a choice here, Mr. Rice.
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513

514

515

516

517

518

519

520

521

522

523

524

525

526

01:53:39:01

01:53:44:16

01:53:48:03

01:53:56:19

01:53:59:16

01:54:11:20

01:54:23:17

01:54:25:23

01:54:49:01

01:55:31:20

01:55:33:03

01:55:43:16

01:55:46:21

01:55:55:18

01:55:57:05

BRANDON: Okay, I'm gonna-- I'm gonna need a minute. I'm gonna

call you back, okay?
RAY: You got 30 minutes.

ANTOINETTE: Okay, so the police have the National Guard

coming. We need to get as much info off that hard drive as we can to

make this case against these jerks. You know what, I'll deal with it.
BRANDON: You sure? I can do that quick.

ANTOINETTE WALKS INTO OFFICE WITH COMPUTER
CUT TO YOUNG GIRL GETTING TENNIS LESSONS
COACH: Get to the ball!

GIRL: I'm trying, Coach! Come on!

SUDDENLY THE TENNIS COURT CRACKS; HOT LAVA
COMES FLYING OUT AS THE GIRL HITS THE TENNIS
BALL THROUGH THE LAVA; THE BALL FLIES INTO HER
COACH, THEN THROUGH HIM; YOU CAN SEE THE
FENCE BEHIND HIM; GIRL GASPS AND COACH FALLS
OVER DEAD; GIRL RUNS OUT OF STADIUM AS EMILY
PASSES IN JEEP; CUT BACK TO LAB; EMILY PULLS UP
BRANDON: There was no license plate on the front.

CHIEF: Right, right, right. Yeah, sure, sure. We'll finish
it later. Sir, Chief Michaels. Brandon Rice.

BRANDON: Thank you. I'm gonna grab Antoinette real quick.

CHIEF: As soon as they're done, we'll head back to the base with
you.

BRANDON: Ride's here.

ANTOINETTE: That was quick.
BRANDON: Yeah.
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528

529

530

531

532

533

534

535

536

537

538

539

540

541

542

543

01:56:04:22

01:56:05:23

01:56:09:22

01:56:11:21

01:56:13:22

01:56:18:08

01:56:19:07

01:56:22:17

01:56:30:17

01:56:33:03

01:56:34:12

01:56:36:09

01:56:39:08

01:56:40:08

01:56:42:19

01:56:46:16

01:56:54:18

ANTOINETTE: What're you doing?

BRANDON: Nothing. I'm just-- seeing what we're working with
here.

ANTOINETTE: Okay.
BRANDON: What's the plan once we get to the base?

ANTOINETTE: Well, we need to find the main dome and relieve
the pressure if we get the chance.

BRANDON: Like lancing a boil.
ANTOINETTE: Correct, if we find it.

BRANDON: Okay. I'm going to download the EDMS for the
harmonic tremors. And that'll narrow our search for us.

ANTOINETTE: Do you have the GNNS hardware?
BRANDON: It's right here.

ANTOINETTE: Great.

BRANDON: Okay, I'm gonna load up the truck.
ANTOINETTE: How long do you need?
BRANDON: Ten minutes?

ANTOINETTE: Perfect.

ANTOINETTE: (doing research)
Come on. Come on. Come on. Come on. Got it!

EMILY COMES RUNNING IN WHILE PANTING
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545

546

547

548

549

550

551

552

553

554

555

556

557

558

559

560

01:57:02:18

01:57:05:10

01:57:07:23

01:57:09:17

01:57:17:19

01:57:22:03

01:57:24:06

01:57:33:03

01:57:51:02

01:57:52:06

01:57:54:08

01:57:55:19

01:57:57:23

01:57:59:13

01:58:01:05

01:58:04:19

01:58:07:07

EMILY: Antoinette!
ANTOINETTE: What's wrong?
EMILY: ( sobbing )

ANTOINETTE: Where's Brad? Look, I need you to calm down,
Emily, and tell me what happened.

EMILY: ( sobbing ) He's dead.

ANTOINETTE: What? Who did this?

EMILY: ( voice breaking )

He tried to-- I'm so sorry! We almost made it. I tried! I'm so
sorry!

ANTOINETTE HOLDS SISTER EMILY WHILE SHE CRIES;
CUT TO OUTSIDE; FIRE TRUCKS ARE LEAVING AND
BRANDON'S PHONE RINGS

BRANDON: Yeah.

RAY: Is it done?

BRANDON: What do you think?

RAY: You're running out of time, Brandon.

BRANDON: So are you, Ray.

RAY: What do you mean?

BRANDON: I'm not a killer. I never have been and never will
be.

RAY: You are making a big mistake.

BRANDON: No, no, no. You made the mistake when you chose to
build an illegal drilling facility in the heart of downtown Miami.
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562

563

564

565

566

567

568

569

570

571

572

01:58:13:07

01:58:14:16

01:58:29:10

01:58:32:18

01:58:39:10

01:58:46:08

01:58:49:12

01:58:52:13

01:59:03:21

01:59:16:18

01:59:33:16

01:59:38:23

RAY: How do you know about the facility?

BRANDON: I'm not stupid. Out of all the images I gave you, the
most promising were in the heart of downtown Miami. That's when
Holter bought up all that factory space and spent all kinds of money
in construction. Trying to refurbish it? There's never anything in the
press about what it was for.

BRANDON: Huh. That must've been a bitch to keep quiet.
RAY: You are smart, Brandon. You're gonna die smart.

BRANDON: Smart enough to tell the authorities everything I
know. That's exactly what I plan on doing.

BRANDON HANGS UP; RAY STORMS OUT OF OFFICE; CUT
BACK TO LAB

BRANDON: Hey, five minutes, guys. Ready to go.

ANTOINETTE: This isn't your fault. I really, really, need
you right now. There's a truck outside taking Let's go, okay?us
to the National Guard.

THEY LEAVE THE LAB; CUT TO PLATOON AND COLONEL
ANDERSON

ANDERSON: At ease! Tactical Team Rifle. I have Mayor Alvarez,
the Chief of Police and two civilian scientists on the way. I want
the command center up and operational, running in 30 minutes. Fall
out.

ANDERSON: (on walkie talkie)
Yes, General, it's done. 30 minutes. Yes, sir.

CUT TO MAIN STREET IN TOWN; ASH IS FALLING; A
WOMAN WITH HER INFANT IS LOADING GROCERIES
WHEN A CAR OF KIDS FLIES AROUND CORNER
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574

575

576

577

578

579

580

581

582

583

584

585

586

587

01:59:48:21

01:59:53:02

02:00:20:11

02:00:22:07

02:00:28:19

02:00:36:04

02:00:42:02

02:00:43:14

02:00:44:22

02:00:49:14

02:00:51:04

02:00:53:01

02:00:54:16

02:01:00:17

02:01:03:09

TEEN: What're you, crazy, lady? Get out of town! Gotta get out
of here!

THE MOM TURNS TO SEE HOT LAVA FLOWING AROUND
THE CORNER STRAIGHT AT HER; CUT TO PLATOON

CHIEF: Gentlemen, this is Dr. Vitrini.

Dr. Vitrini, ANDERSON: Colonel Anderson. This is Mayor Alvarez.

Private, park that vehicle.

ANTOINETTE: Well, first we have to locate the lava dome. It's
gotta be somewhere in Miami, obviously. I need a helicopter
and some radar equipment.

ANDERSON: Lieutenant, make sure there's a pilot on alert.
Airspace will be closed within an hour because of the ash. So
you better do this quickly.

ANTOINETTE: Brandon, go and get the GNS set up.
BRANDON: Okay.

ANTOINETTE: All right, I've got a theory. It's the cold cap,
which you guys tested during the BP spill in 2010.

ANDERSON: It didn't work.

ANTOINETTE: Because you injected directly into the seabed.
MAYOR: What is a cold cap?

ANDERSON: It's liquid nitrogen. We attempted to freeze the oil
spill at the epicenter turning the water into ice and the oil

into a solid.

EMILY: Creating a cap made of ice thus containing the oil.

MAYOR: And who are you?
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599

600

601

02:01:04:05

02:01:05:22

02:01:11:14

02:01:19:22

02:01:23:19

02:01:26:13

02:01:28:03

02:01:31:16

02:01:36:01

02:01:37:05

02:01:39:01

02:01:41:04

02:01:45:05

02:01:50:00

EMILY: Her accomplice.

ANTOINETTE: The cold cap doesn't work under the water. It works
underground, but I'm gonna need masses of amounts of liquid
nitrogen.

ANDERSON: That shouldn't be a problem. Every oil company in
the state owes us from picking up their mistakes. Lt. Sandborne, get
Eldrich from the 143 on the horn.

ANDERSON: Tell him we need immediate access to the nearest
chemical plants, stat. What else?

ANTOINETTE: I'm gonna need heavy digging equipment and a
platoon or two of men.

ANDERSON: What're you gonna do with them?

ANTOINETTE: I'm going to find the access and the spill off
point at the lava dome.

ANTOINETTE: I'm gonna open it up and cool the lava that comes
out with liquid nitrogen.

CHIEF: A liquid nitrogen bomb.
EMILY: More or less.

ANTOINETTE: We'll find the dome, you'll have the equipment and
the men.

ANTOINETTE: Thank you. Emily's going to stay with you. She
knows everything that's going on, so utilize her how you want.

ANDERSON: There's a tactical uplink in the chopper. Radio us
when you have the coordinates. Emily, come over here with me.

CHIEF: Wouldn't want to be in your shoes, Mayor.
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619

02:01:52:14

02:01:54:22

02:01:56:21

02:01:58:03

02:02:09:10

02:02:14:06

02:02:15:23

02:02:21:05

02:02:25:01

02:02:30:04

02:02:32:14

02:02:34:01

02:02:35:19

02:02:38:00

02:02:40:16

02:02:50:17

02:02:54:16

02:02:57:01

ANTOINETTE: Okay, the cold cap's in progress.
BRANDON: Why? That's never going to work. You know it.
ANTOINETTE: It's gonna give us more time.

BRANDON: Okay, GNS is in synch.

BRANDON AND ANTOINETTE BOARD THE
MILITARY CHOPPER

ANTOINETTE: Okay, so you're good?

BRANDON: We just crossed the dome's perimeter. We're in it
Nnow.

ANTOINETTE: Okay, move to the next grid!

BRANDON: Antoinette? I have something that I need to tell
you.

ANTOINETTE: What?

BRANDON: It was me.

ANTOINETTE: What're you talking about?
BRANDON: I sold your research to Holter.
ANTOINETTE: Come on, Brandon. Get serious. What--

BRANDON: I am serious. They contacted me and I needed the
money. I-- I'm sorry.

ANTOINETTE: Next grid.

BRANDON: Did you hear what I said?

ANTOINETTE: You know what? I don't want to ever see your face

again.
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634

02:02:59:18

02:03:02:14

02:03:04:09

02:03:07:17

02:03:19:01

02:03:33:06

02:03:34:23

02:03:43:07

02:03:47:18

02:03:49:10

02:03:57:07

02:04:07:23

02:04:13:06

02:04:14:20

02:04:21:16

BRANDON: I know.

ANTOINETTE: So who was your contact?

BRANDON: Ray Miller.

ANTOINETTE: So when we went to his office, to confront him, you
just pretended not to know him? I mean, he tried to shoot us.

And that thought didn't even cross your mind?

BRANDON: Only thing I could think of is why the hell is this
happening? I know I screwed up. I'm sorry. But you need me. And
we're the only people that know how to stop this thing.
ANTOINETTE: So why did they need my data?

BRANDON: They theorized that areas where there's high,
volcanic tephra sediment, there's also a greater

possibility of large oil reserves.

ANTOINETTE: So Brad was right. They were using my mapping
data to place their wells.

BRANDON: How did Brad find out?

ANTOINETTE: The oil samples that Holter matched the chemical
components of the Abejera rock.

ANTOINETTE: Dammit, Brandon! ( scoffs ) Next grid!
CUT TO RAY IN CAR TALKING ON PHONE WITH BUTCH
ANTOINETTE: Where is she?

BUTCH: She's in a helicopter surveying the area. They're meant to
land back here when they're done.

RICH: Look, I need to get her alone.
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02:04:24:07

02:04:34:04

02:04:36:14

02:04:39:00

02:04:51:20

02:05:01:13

02:05:05:03

02:05:06:22

02:05:11:01

02:05:12:20

02:05:23:04

02:05:26:05

02:05:29:05

02:05:30:12

02:05:33:10

02:05:38:05

BUTCH: Yeah, well, she's been surrounded by the top brass ever
since she got here.

RAY: You think of something and get back to me.
BUTCH: Aye, aye, sir.

BUTCH HANGS UP; AS CAMERA BACKS UP, WE SEE THAT
BUTCH IS POSING AS A NATIONAL GUARD SOLDIER

FADE TO CHOPPER WITH ANTOINETTE AND BRANDON
CONTINUE THE SEARCH

ANTOINETTE: That's it! It's on Olive and 3rd.
BRANDON: That's the worst place possible.

ANTOINETTE: Yes, smack bang downtown. Let's get back to
base!

BRANDON: How are we supposed to vent this in the middle of the
city?

ANTOINETTE: When we get back, I need you to map out various
venting scenarios. Anything on land is going to be dicey. (IN
RADIO) Dr. Vitrini to Colonel Anderson.

ANDERSON: Colonel Anderson, over.

ANTOINETTE: We located the lava dome at Olive and 3rd.
ANDERSON: Olive and 3rd. Copy.

ANTOINETTE: Did you manage to locate the liquid nitrogen?

ANDERSON: We've located about 400 thousand gallons in
containment units at the O'Hare Chemical Plant.

ANTOINETTE: How quickly can you get that downtown?
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664

665

02:05:40:02

02:05:43:00

02:05:44:17

02:05:46:14

02:05:48:21

02:05:53:02

02:05:56:13

02:05:58:05

02:05:59:15

02:06:01:04

02:06:14:18

02:06:17:08

02:06:21:22

02:06:28:03

02:06:30:19

ANDERSON: I have four semis waiting on their loading dock as
we speak.

ANTOINETTE: Are these trucks temperature controlled?
ANDERSON: Yes.

ANTOINETTE: We're just seeing where we're going to pinpoint
the cold cap.

ANDERSON: I'll have my men shuttle out to Olive and 3rd and
wait in the center until further notification.

ANTOINETTE: Okay, sounds like a plan. How far is the chemical
plant to base?

ANDERSON: It's close. Right across the freeway.

ANTOINETTE: Great. Is Emily there?

ANDERSON: Yes, standing right next to me.

ANTOINETTE: Emily, look, I need you at the chemical plant to run
the static air against the thermal protection of the trucks. These need

to be at 200 negative degrees to maximize the LN2 that we're using.

EMILY: Copy. (to ANDERSON) How do I get to the chemical
plant?

ANDERSON: I'll have someone escort you. Private, take Miss
Vitrini to the chemical plant.

BUTCH: Right away, sir.

WHILE FLYING BACK TO BASE, AN EXPLOSION IN
DOWNTOWN MIAMI HAPPENS

ANTOINETTE: We're out of time!
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680

02:06:34:10

02:06:41:18

02:06:47:07

02:06:58:18

02:07:00:06

02:07:02:08

02:07:05:03

02:07:08:09

02:07:09:09

02:07:14:04

02:07:15:00

02:07:27:03

02:07:29:04

02:07:31:03

02:07:36:23

BRANDON: I'll monitor the harmonic tremors through the
tube and then the speed that the lava's moving through the
conduits! It'll be our clock!

ANTOINETTE: Yeah, but it's a ticking time bomb. How far
away are we from the base?

CUT TO CHEMICAL PLANT; TRUCKS ARE LEAVING WITH
THE LN2

EMILY: All good?
BUTCH: Cooler's on as low as it will go.
EMILY: I hope it's enough. We should head back.

BUTCH: There's supposed to be another platoon on the south
dock. Should we check?

EMILY: Let's do it.
BUTCH: This way.
CUT BACK TO BASE

ANTOINETTE: Colonel, Chief. All right, so this is the lava dome.
This is the area that we're going to be penetrating carefully.

MAYOR: That's a big area. Where exactly do you plan on piercing
it?

ANTOINETTE: Brandon and I are working on that right now.
ANDERSON: The team on the ground is using a gravity gradient
meter to determine actually how deep below the surface the dome

1S.

MAYOR: Hold on. There are some high rent districts down in that
area.
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02:07:40:08

02:07:46:10

02:07:48:12

02:07:50:01

02:07:52:09

02:08:02:12

02:08:04:15

02:08:06:15

02:08:08:06

02:08:09:21

02:08:15:14

02:08:19:19

02:08:20:17

02:08:21:21

02:08:23:12

02:08:26:19

02:08:33:06

ANTOINETTE: Not anymore. Colonel, I assume you have the
explosives and the engineering teams on standby with the liquid
nitrogen?

ANDERSON: We have some, it all depends on how deep we have to
go.

ANTOINETTE: Okay, we need to get prepped.

MAYOR: I don't know about blowing a hole in South Miami.
BRANDON: There's going to be an eruption in Miami in the next
few hours. We can let it destroy the entire city, or we can tell
it where to erupt and contain the situation. It's your choice.
CUT TO CHEMICAL PLANT

EMILY: Which one is the south dock?

BUTCH IS HOLDING A GUN ON EMILY

EMILY: What're you doing?

RAY: His job.

RAY: You Vitrini girls have become a liability.

EMILY: Who are you?

RAY: Shhh.

EMILY: What's going on?

RAY: Patience. You'll find out.

ANTOINETTE'S PHONE RINGS

ANTOINETTE: Hello?

Transcription provided by Digital Post Services



698

699

700

701

702

703

704

705

706

707

708

709

710

711

712

713

714

02:08:34:18

02:08:41:21

02:08:43:01

02:08:44:12

02:08:46:07

02:08:47:13

02:08:49:10

02:08:51:15

02:09:12:19

02:09:14:20

02:09:15:21

02:09:19:11

02:09:26:10

02:09:28:08

02:09:31:07

02:09:36:04

02:09:37:05

RAY: I need you to listen closely, if you want to see your
sister alive again.

ANTOINETTE: Who is this?

RAY: Ray Miller.

EMILY: Don't listen to him. It's a trap.
RAY': Shut her up!

BUTCH: Come here.
EMILY: ( muffled gasp )

ANTOINETTE: What do you want, you son of a bitch?

RAY: You come to the chemical plant and you come alone. Bring
the laptop with the files that you stole from me. Fair

exchange. You got 15 minutes or she's dead. (HANGS UP)

RAY: Kill her, get rid of the body.

EMILY: No! Let me go!

BUTCH: Shut up and move it, darling.

BUTCH LEADS EMILY DOWNSTAIRS; CUT BACK TO BASE

BRANDON: What're you doing?

ANTOINETTE: Just get me a timeline and the best way to
vent the dome.

BRANDON: Where are you going?
ANTOINETTE: I'll be back.

CUT BACK TO CHEMICAL PLANT; BUTCH LEADS EMILY
THROUGH MACHINERY BELOW

BUTCH: Move it, cupcake. Move along!

Transcription provided by Digital Post Services



715

716

717

718

719

720

721

722

723

724

725

726

727

728

729

02:09:44:06

02:09:46:08

02:09:53:04

02:09:59:07

02:10:21:02

02:10:40:16

02:10:46:01

02:10:50:21

02:10:52:03

02:10:56:14

02:11:07:01

02:11:35:21

02:11:51:08

02:12:01:04

02:12:21:04

EMILY: Help! Somebody help me!

Bitch, shut up. Shut up! (BUTCH HITS EMILY) Play nice.

EMILY GRABS A METAL ROD, TURNS AND SMACKS BUTCH

IN FACE; SHE RUNS
BUTCH: Bitch!

EMILY HIDES FROM BUTCH; MEANWHILE ANTOINETTE
ARRIVES WITH COMPUTER

ANTOINETTE: Miller! I've got what you want!
RAY: Bring it up here.
ANTOINETTE: You come down.

RAY: Look, this is not a negotiation. The stairs are to
your right.

ANTOINETTE RELUCTANTLY TAKES THE
STAIRS; CUT BACK TO EMILY AND BUTCH

BUTCH: You can't hide forever!

EMILY FINDS A BUCKET; SHE FILLS IT WITH LIQUID
NITROGEN

BUTCH: You are really trying my patience, pretty girl.

AS BUTCH COMES AROUND A CORNER, EMILY DOUSES
HIM WITH LN2; HE FREEZES, BUT HE GETS OFF ONE
SHOT THAT BRAZES EMILY'S SHOULDER; EMILY TEARS
OFF HIS FROZEN HAND HOLDING THE GUN AND

GOES BACK TO MAIN ENTRANCE

CUT BACK TO LAB, BRANDON IS DOING CALCULATIONS
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02:12:21:04

02:12:41:01

02:12:48:12

02:12:51:00

02:12:53:05

02:12:54:23

02:12:58:04
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02:13:02:15

02:13:07:10

02:13:14:12

02:13:27:11

02:13:34:06

02:13:39:15

BRANDON: 6, 2, 5, 0, 0. You son of a bitch. How's this
coming? Oh, come on, come on. We don't have time for this.
Gotcha. Okay. Go to the next screen.

CUT BACK TO CHEMICAL PLANT; ANTOINETTE ASCENDS
THE STAIRS TOWARDS RAY

ANTOINETTE: I have your files on my computer.
RAY': Hand it over.

ANTOINETTE: I want to see my sister.

RAY: She's safe. Trust me.

ANTOINETTE: No, I want to see my sister now.
RAY COCKS HIS GUN

ANTOINETTE: I have them backed up. They're on my server.
They're encrypted.

RAY: Why in the hell would you wanna go and do that? Fine. I
have someone who can retrieve them for me.

ANTOINETTE: Brandon? I don't think he's going to be any help
to you. He told me everything. So either you're gonna kill me,

or you're going to hand over my sister and I'll give you the
backup files with the encryption key to the server.

RAY: All right, look. I'm gonna count to three. If you don't
hand me that computer by then, I'm gonna shoot you and your
sister.

RAY: One... Come on, two! Three!
ANTOINETTE KNOCKS AWAY RAY'S GUN WITH HER

LAPTOP; RAY TRIES TO nCHOKE ANTOINETTE BUT EMILY
COMES OVER AND POINTS BUTCH'S GUN AT RAY'S HEAD
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02:13:46:21

02:13:54:05
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02:14:15:11
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02:14:40:05

02:14:44:08

02:14:52:12

02:14:54:05

02:14:57:05

02:14:59:22

EMILY: Let go of my sister.

RAY LET'S GO AS COMMANDED BY EMILY, BUT HE GRABS
EMILY'S ARMS; THE GUN IS FIRED IN THE AIR A FEW
TIMES AS THEY STRUGGLE; SUDDENLY, ANTOINETTE
SHOOTS RAY WITH RAY'S GUN; BOTH ANTOINETTE AND
EMILY FILL RAY WITH BULLETS

RAY: You bitches.

RAY FALLS OVER THE RAILING DEAD; CUT TO BEACH AT
NIGHT, THEN TOWN, THE LAVA IS CREEPING IN; CUT
BACK TO BASE

ANTOINETTE: Colonel!

ANDERSON: What happened to you?

ANTOINETTE: It's a long story. She needs a medic.

ANDERSON: Get a first aid kit. Here. Sit down.

ANDERSON: Now hold on a second. If there's something you need
to tell me, now is the time.

BRANDON: Guys, I have something here. This dome is roughly
2,500 cubic yards wide. It's 200 feet below the surface, but look at
this.

ANTOINETTE: Smaller and stronger every minute.

BRANDON: We have an hour at best before this volcano erupts.
ANTOINETTE: Please tell me you have a venting scenario.

ANDERSON: Wait, venting? I thought we were preparing for a
cold cap. I have to evacuate the base.
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02:15:04:08

02:15:11:19

02:15:14:19

02:15:16:14
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02:15:32:08

02:15:36:21

02:15:40:07

02:15:47:22

02:15:49:17

02:15:50:22

ANTOINETTE: Wait, we're going to use the nitrogen, but only to
direct the lava flow from the eruption to here. In the Miami
Canal.

BRANDON: The Miami Canal runs into the Biscayne Bay.
ANTOINETTE: Right, we're gonna vent the dome next to the canal.

BRANDON: Then the magma's gonna run down this canal like a lava
tube, fill up that bay.

ANDERSON: There's only one problem.
BRANDON: What?

ANDERSON: It's 200 feet beneath the surface and we have no time
to drill.

BRANDON: We don't have to. Colonel, send your company,
send the trucks. Get all hands on deck to 1101 North River
Drive.

ANDERSON: I do not wanna send 100 men on a suicide mission.
Are you sure this is the right call?

BRANDON: There's a well down there. It's 150 feet deep. It's
the only chance that we have.

ANTOINETTE: Colonel, I have never seen this man miscalculate
mathematical scientific equations. I will take full responsibility for
his findings.

ANDERSON: Okay, leave now. I'll be right behind you.
BRANDON: Thank you sir.

ANDERSON: Sergeant I need an open channel., get some
Humvees available.
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771 02:15:59:01
772 02:16:18:02
773 02:17:03:22
774  02:17:05:16
775 02:17:09:12
776  02:17:20:23
777  02:17:22:20
778  02:17:28:16
779  02:17:50:02
780  02:17:55:06
781  02:17:56:16
782  02:18:00:23
DOWNSTAIRS

783  02:18:02:18
784  02:18:07:17
785  02:18:24:15

ANDERSON: Attention all companies and platoons. Your
immediate orders are to take all equipment and vehicles to 1101
North River Drive. I repeat. 1101 North River Drive. Company,
move out.

ANTOINETTE: All right, let's go.

ANTOINETTE: How did you know about this place?

BRANDON: I did the blueprint design engineering. Ray would
never tell me where it was, but I figured it out.

ANTOINETTE: You're full of surprises.

ANDERSON: Let's move.

THEY GET INSIDE; WALK TO THE WELL

ANDERSON: There's 20 pounds of C4 in the bottom of the well.
400 canisters of LN2 on the ground. Each rigged with its own
C4 to blow two seconds before w blow the well. And on the far

wall, there's five pounds of C4 to breach the well at detonation.

ANDERSON: The nitrogen is going to coat the walls of the
facility. And the lava will flow right into the canal.

ANTOINETTE: So how're we gonna blow it?

ANDERSON: Long range. Half a mile. I'm looking for a signal
now.

A SUDDEN EXPLOSION OCCURS WHILE ALL ARE

ANDERSON: Let's go, folks.
ANDERSON: Go, go, go, go, go!

MORE RUMBLING AND EXPLOSIONS HAPPEN WHILE IN
ELEVATOR
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02:19:45:22

02:19:48:01

ANTOINETTE: You okay?

BRANDON: Yeah, for now.

ANDERSON: I'll meet you at Olive and 3rd.
ANTOINETTE: All right.

ALL LEAVE THE WELL SITE; THEY DRIVE ABOUT HALF A
MILE AWAY AND GET OUT OF VEHICLES

ANDERSON: Take cover!

EMILY: Are we at a safe distance?

ANTOINETTE: I don't know. We're gonna find out.
ANDERSON: Three, two, one, detonate!

ANDERSON DETONATES, NO EXPLOSION

ANTOINETTE: What happened? BRANDON: It's not going off?

ANDERSON: Dammit! I don't have a signal! We must be too far
away!

ANDERSON: All right, folks, it's time for us to save our own
skin. Move out! Brandon, I said move out.

BRANDON: I just need to take this close enough to get a
signal.

ANDERSON: Don't let them out of the car.
ANDERSON: Deville! Follow me!
ANDERSON: Drive.

ANTOINETTE: Why are we leaving him?
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ANDERSON: He has to get closer for a signal. He will be all
right.

BRANDON TAKES HUMVEE THROUGH PARKING GARAGE;
HE PARKS NEAR THE WELL SITE ENTRANCE, STILL NO
SIGNAL; HE GOES INSIDE

BRANDON: Dammit! The hell? Okay, okay. All right.
BRANDON GETS IN ELEVATOR; WHILE RIDING, IT JAMS

BRANDON: Damn! Come on. Come on! Shhh-- Come on, you son
of a bitch! No!

CUT TO DISTANT PARKING LOT WHERE EMILY,
ANTOINETTE AND ANDERSON ARE; CUT BACK TO
ELEVATOR; A BUZZER SOUNDS AND POWER IS
RESTORED TO ELEVATOR; BRANDON GOES TO BOTTOM
LEVEL; ONLY THERE IS WHERE HE GETS A SIGNAL

BRANDON: Of course. All right.
BRANDON: Okay.

BRANDON STANDS IN CORNER NEAR ONE OF THE LN2
TANKS AND PRESSES THE DETONATOR; LARGE
EXPLOSION HAPPENS; THE REST OF THE CREW
WATCH FROM DISTANCE; THE LAVA FLOWS INTO THE
MIAMI CANAL, SIZZLING

ANDERSON: He did it. And it's working. Mission
accomplished. All personnel, return to base. I repeat.
Mission accomplished. All personnel, return to base.

ANTOINETTE AND EMILY STAND AND
HUG, KNOWING THAT BRANDON IS DEAD; FADE TO
BLACK; GRAPHIC - "ONE YEAR LATER"
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02:27:19:23

REPORTER: One year ago, Miami averted annihilation,
thanks to the brilliant mind of Dr. Antoinette Vitrini--

EMILY: You're a celebrity.

ANTOINETTE: Yeah, I think we need to get away.
EMILY: Where are you thinking?

ANTOINETTE: I don't know. Somewhere cold.
EMILY: North Pole.

ANTOINETTE: No, that's too far.

EMILY: Alaska?

ANTOINETTE: Yes, that's better.
EMILY: Oh, okay.

REPORTER: ...standing by to bring you the very latest.
John, back to you.

CAMERA PULLS UP OVER PEOPLE
WATCHING MIAMI FROM DISTANCE AT
SUNSET; CUT TO END CREDITS

END OF FILM - 02:27:19:23
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