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SCENE 1

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY (2003)

CLOSE UP:
A GLOBE.
It fills the frame. Cheap blue ocean plastic. Tilted axis. Static. Heavy.
It sits on the teacher’s desk like an idol.
RACK FOCUS to the background:
A blur of heads. Thirteen STUDENTS (10 years old) slumped over desks. The room is grey, 
lit by the hum of fluorescent tubes.
TEACHER (O.S.)
(Voice muffled, bored)
...and gravity pulls everything to the center. That is why the oceans stick to the ball. Without 
it, the water would float away.
YOUNG Zacharia (10) sits in the middle row. He is wearing a black t-shirt with a single word 
printed in white: NO.
He isn't writing. He is staring at the Globe in the foreground.
From his perspective, the plastic sphere completely blocks the teacher's face. The Authority 
is hidden behind the lie.
Zacharia looks at his desk. A clear plastic WATER BOTTLE sits there.
He tilts it left. The water line stays perfectly horizontal.
He tilts it right. The waterline stays perfectly horizontal.
He looks back at the curved blue plastic of the globe. The dissonance is deafening.
(Whisper
It doesn't curve.
The scratching of pencils stops. The teacher steps out from behind the globe.
TEACHER
Did you say something, Zach?
Zacharia looks at the water bottle. Then at the teacher. Then at his shirt. NO.
Water finds its level. My dad says water always finds its level. So how does it bend around 
that?
He points a dirty finger at the Globe.
TEACHER
(Sighs
It’s physics. It’s too big for you to understand and too complicated for you to see. Just copy 
the diagram.
The teacher gives the globe a lazy SPIN.
SQUEAK... SQUE
The continents blur. The motion is dizzying. Hypnotic.
Zach doesn't look away. He narrows his eyes.
MATCH CUT TO:
INT. GARAGE - NIGHT (203 3)

EXTREME CLOSE UP:

A turbine fan spinning at 5,000 RPM.
This isn't plastic. This is machined ALUMINUM.
SOUND: The high-pitched SCREAM of a vacuum test.
ADULT Zacharia (40) watches the turbine. The beard is frosted. The eyes are the same—
intense, questioning.
He wears the Exo-Suit Chest Plate (White Hexagons). The copper coil around his neck 
glows faintly.
He holds a digital sensor to the turbine.
Zacharia
(Yelling over the noise)
Stabilizing! Vortex pressure holding!
He kills the power.
WHEOOOOoooooom.
The turbine spins down into silence. His breath plumes in the freezing air.
He picks up a hammer. He walks over to a piece of scrap steel clamped in a vise. He hits it.
CLANG. It rings. Solid.
He picks up a piece of his 3D-printed white polymer. He hits it.
THUD. It absorbs the blow. Dead silence.
(To himself)
Metal screams. Plastic listens.
He looks at the wall.
Pinned there is not a globe, but the GLEASON MAP. The Ice Wall is circled in red marker.
(Touching the map)
No more diagrams.
He turns.
The enormous AUSTER vehicle, as big as a car, sits under a tarp, heavy and waiting.
FADE OUT
SCENE 2

EXT. LAKE MICHIGAN - SHORELINE - WINTER DAY (2005)
A freezing wind whips off the grey water. The beach is empty, covered in jagged ice.
TEENAGE Zacharia (16) stands alone. He is dressed in thrift-store layers, a wool hat pulled 
low. He doesn't look like a scientist; he looks like a vagrant.
He sets up a heavy tripod. He mounts a high-powered telephoto lens.
He checks his notebook. Scribbled formulas.
DISTANCE: 60 MILES. CURVATURE DROP: ~2400 FEET.
Zach looks through the viewfinder.
POV SHOT (THROUGH LENS):
Across the endless grey water, the CHICAGO SKYLINE stands tall.
We see the buildings from the waterline line up.
According to the math, they should be invisible. Buried behind the so-called curvature of 
earth and water?
But they are there. the buildings, the skylines 
Nathan pulls back from the lens. He looks at the horizon with his naked eye.
It is a flat line. A razor edge.
He snaps the photo. CLICK.
He doesn't smile. He shivers. He looks scared. The world just broke. Did they lie to us? 
"They say it is a mirage," my ass thinks, Zach.
INT. UNIVERSITY LIBRARY - NIGHT (2010)
The library is silent. Rows of books like canyon walls.
YOUNG Zacharia (21) sits on the floor in the "Obsolete Maps" section.
He is surrounded by dust.
He spreads out a massive, crinkling map: THE ORONTIUS FINAEUS (1531).
His finger traces the bottom of the world. It shows mountains. Rivers. Notice.
(Whisper
It was green...
He pulls out another map. URBANO MONTE (1587).
He overlays them. He sees the "Ring."
A JANITOR walks by with a mop bucket.
SQUEAK... SQUEAK... (Echoing the globe from Scene 1).
Zach creates a barrier of books to hide his research. He is hiding from the "normal world."
EXT. FIELD - DAY (2015)
Zach is testing a custom-built DRONE. It looks rough—exposed wires, duct tape.
A PROFESSOR stands behind him with a clipboard.
PROFESSOR
The gyroscope drift is compensated for by the earth's rotation, yes?
Zach ignores him. He is soldering a connection on the flight controller.
Mechanical gyroscopes remain rigid in space. If I compensate for rotation that isn't there, it 
crashes.
PROFESSOR
(Laughs)
Zacharia, don't be absurd. Trust the math.
Zach stands up. He launches the drone.
WHIRRRRR.
It shoots up. It flies dead straight. Laser level.
It hovers perfectly still against the horizon.
I trust the machine.
He lands it. He picks up his backpack. He walks away from the professor, away from the 
buildings in the background. He never looks back.
INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT (2020)
The apartment is empty. Cardboard boxes everywhere.
Zach packs the Gleason Map.
He packs the photo of Chicago.
He packs the drone.
He picks up a framed photo of an OLDER MAN on a boat named "AUSTER."
He touches the glass.
Zacharia
I'm going to the garage, Dad. I'm building it.
He turns off the light. The room goes black.
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. THE GARAGE - PRESENT DAY (203 3)
The Auster (The Sled) sits in the center of the workshop.
It is a beast. White panels. Heavy skids.
Zach slides out from underneath it on a creeper. Grease on his face. The grit is settled in his 
eyes now.
He stands up and wipes his hands on a rag.
He looks at the wall. It is covered in the maps he stole from the library.
He is ready
SCENE 3

INT. THE ARCHIVE - BACK ROOM - NIGHT (203 3)

A basement space crammed with towering stacks of paper, rotoscope drums, and magnetic 
tape reels. The hum of old electronics is soothing.
DR. SILAS THORNE (85) sits in a leather armchair. He looks like a man who has seen the 
edge of the world and lived to regret it. He holds a lit cigarette with trembling fingers.
Zacharia (40) stands opposite him. He looks restless.
THORNE
You’re done testing, Zach. You’re just stalling now.
Zacharia
The VDL pressure seal isn’t stable at max RPM. If I lose suction—
THORNE
(Interrupting
Then you die. But if you stay here, you rust. Which is worse?
Thorne coughs, a deep rattle. He reaches into his jacket and pulls out a heavy, canvas-
wrapped package. He slides it across the desk.
THORNE
My flight logs from '47. And the frequency keys I stole from the agency database before I 
burned my badge.
Zach takes the package. It feels heavy.
Zach
The keys? Thorne, they’ll kill you for this.
THORNE
They killed me fifty years ago, son. They just forgot to bury the body. I am full of cancer from 
smoking anyway; I need a painless way out of this. The agency is going to provide that 
service. 
Zach stares at him in disbelief. Cancer? When and where? What do you think, Zach? in my 
lungs from those 30 years of that damn tobacco, forget about it. Let it go, Zach. Let it go... 
Zach leans back, shocked. 
(The old man leans forward, eyes intense.)
The Gate is in Sector 7. The wind is blowing in right now. You have a 48-hour window before 
the temperature drops and the Agency locks the grid.
Zacharia
Forty-eight hours? I haven't loaded the supplies.
THORNE
Then go. Now.
SOUND: A heavy metallic THUD from the floor above. Then the shattering of glass.
Thorne freezes. He looks at the ceiling.
THORNE
(Whisper
They’re early.
Zacharia
I can get you out. The truck is in the alley.
Thorne stands up. For an old man, he moves with sudden, military resolve. He grabs a 
heavy red canister of kerosene from the floor and starts splashing it over the maps, the 
tapes, and the life's work.
THORNE
You can't save me. Zachy boy, you can only save the data.
He looks at Zach
Go. Be the leak.
SOUND: BOOTS stomping down the wooden stairs. LASER SIGHTS cut through the smoke 
in the room.
Zacharia clutches the canvas package. He looks at Thorne one last time.
Thorne flicks his lighter.
THORNE
Run.
Zacharia bolts toward the rear service door just as the room ERUPTS in flames behind him.
CUT TO:
EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTINUOUS
Zach bursts out into the rainy night. He scrambles into his battered pickup truck.
He throws the package on the passenger seat.
Through the dirty windshield, he sees the basement windows of the bookstore glowing bright 
orange. Smoke billows out.
He starts the engine. He grips the wheel until his knuckles are white.
He isn't an engineer anymore. He is a fugitive.
(To himself)

Sector 7.
He floors it.
FADE OUT
SCENE 4

EXT. THE COAST OF THE RIM—DAWN (STORMING) Blizzard conditions. 
The end of the road. Literally.
A jagged, rocky cliff drops off into a frozen, churning black ocean. Beyond that water lies the 
Ice Shelf.
The wind is screaming. A "Glass Storm" (silica shards) is beginning to whip up.
Zach’s truck skids to a halt at the edge of the snowline. Mud sprays.
The truck is battered. It has traveled thousands of miles to get here.
Zach jumps out. He is wearing the under-layer of his suit. He looks exhausted.
He runs to the back of the truck and yanks off a tarp.
THE AUSTER
It sits on the flatbed. Sleek. Heavy, white hex panels.
Zach hits a release lever. Ramps slide down.
SOUND: A high-pitched WHINE in the sky.
Zach looks up.
Through the grey clouds, a BLACK DRONE (Agency Scout) pierces through. It scans the 
ground with a red laser grid. It is hunting him.
ZACH
(Gritting his teeth)
Not yet.
He jumps onto the Auster. He hits the ignition sequence.
HISSSSS... The viscous fluid pumps. The Schauberger VDL hums to life, a deep baritone 
vibration that shakes the snow off the truck.
INT. AUSTER COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS
Zach slams the canopy shut. The wind noise instantly cuts out. Just the hum of the engine 
and his own breathing.
He toggles the dashboard.
STATUS: VDL Pressure: 98%. Static Shielding: Active.
He grabs the throttle.
On the dashboard, he tapes the photo of his father and the keycard Thorne gave him.
ZACH
South. Just keep going south.
EXT. THE COAST
The Auster lurches forward. It slides down the ramp, hits the snow, and—
VOOM.
The rear vortex ring engages. The air behind the sled ripples in a heat shimmer.
The sled accelerates instantly, shooting away from the truck, over the rocky shoreline, and 
onto the sea ice.
The drone fires a warning shot—a kinetic spike that shatters the rock where the truck is.
But Zach is gone. A white blur disappearing into the white storm.
FADE TO WHITE.
TITLE CARD: THE ICE RIM
SCENE 5

EXT. THE ICE PLAIN - DAY 1
The AUSTER is bumping over rough, jagged blue ice (sastrugi).
Inside, everything is shaking. It’s brutal.
ZACH
(Teeth gritted)
Hold together, girl... just hold together.
He crests a ridge.
The landscape drops away into a massive, wide canal.
THE TRENCH.
It is 100 feet wide. The surface is different—polished, dark blue, but scarred with millions of 
overlapping circular scratches. It looks like a racetrack cut into the world.
ZACH
Finally. Smooth ice.
He banks the sled. He prepares to drop in.
He craves the smooth ride.
INT. COCKPIT
Suddenly, the air inside the cockpit WARPS.
Colors shift—green, purple, and gold.
A localized hallucination triggers the Ayahuasca Effect.
Zach blinks. The dashboard melts for a second into fractals.
AIDEN
(Materializing in the seat, Gold/Azure light)
DO NOT TOUCH THE ICE.
Zach screams, slamming the air brakes.
The sled spins 180 degrees, the rear skids hanging over the lip of the trench.
ZACH
What the hell?!
AIDEN
Look at the scars, Zacharia.
Zoom in.
Zach grabs his binoculars. His hands are shaking.
He focuses on the "smooth" ice.
POV:
The scratches aren't random. They are deep gouges.
Trapped in the clear ice, he sees a FROZEN HAND. Severe d. Reaching up.
Then a shattered wing of a plane.
AIDEN
The Scourge travels here. They phase-jump along the friction lines. If you touch that ice, you 
become the ground wire. They will be here in zero point three seconds.
Zach looks at the trench. It isn't a road. It's a conveyor belt for death.
ZACH
How do we cross it?
AIDEN, 
Trust me. 
SCENE 6

EXT. THE ICE WALL - NIGHT (STORM FORCE 10)
ANGLE: STRAIGHT DOWN.
The camera looks past the trembling white nose of the AUSTER sled, down 150 feet of 
sheer, vertical blue ice, to the churning black ocean below.
Foam sprays 50 feet up the cliff face. It looks like a cauldron.
The sled is clinging to the wall.
The Schauberger VDL is whining—a high-pitched
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