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INT. BELOW DECKS OF THE SHIP 'ENDURANCE' - DAY

Men rushing, barely able to stay upright while the ship
shudders and shakes, its frame and planking screaming out as
an enormous pressure from outside mounts.

The galley. Clouds of steam rise amidst the clang of pots
of water spilling onto the fires of the range as two men try
in vain to restore order.

The wardroom. Men toss personal belongings into duffel bags
as they themselves are tossed.

In another tight room, scientific apparatus is thrown off
shelves. Beakers and bottles shatter.

The floor of the wardroom bucks under the strain. Tongues
of boards in the wooden partitions spring from their grooves
with an explosive cracking.

One trembling man reads from his Bible as -

In the tiny engine room, iron floor plates buckle with loud
clangs. The firemen shovel coal into the boilers, terrified
that the rising water will cause them to explode.

The propeller shaftway. Freezing water
ship's rudder and sternpost used to be.
an ineffective cofferdam hoping to stem
now with torn pieces of blankets.

INT. SHACKLETON'S CABIN - SAME TIME

rushes in where the
Three men have built

the flow and caulk it

Frank Wild enters to find Ernest Shackleton, the Boss,
trying to write as everything on his desk moves around
Another shriek as the walls bulge. A mirror shatters.
timbers twist with deafening cries. Shackleton glances
Both men, under the circumstances, are remarkably calm.

him.
Deck
up.

WILD
Looks like we've taken it in the neck
this time, Boss.

SHACKLETON
Perhaps it'll make for a good story some
day.

EXT. THE SHIP'S DECK - MOMENTS LATER

Shackleton and Wild emerge from below decks to see huge
blocks of ice littering the deck. Timbers gape open. The
ship screams under the pressure of millions of tons of ice.
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A group of exhausted men labor at the ship's pumps. Sixty
sledge dogs howl and wail.

Shackleton steps past it all to the bow and looks down at
the ice floes that choke and twist the ship in. A display of
titanic power, accompanied by sounds like a gigantic train
trying to grind its metal wheels to a stop.

Down on the ice, another group of men attacks the floe with
picks and saws, trying to cut lines of weakness.

The ice trembles ominously.

Shackleton looks off into the distance at the universe of
ice, where a crack begins, perhaps a mile off, huge hummocks
of ice thrusting upward as if a monster is rising from below
and closing in.

The ship's three masts are whipped violently.

The hull quivers and jerks convulsively in the floes.

The men watch helplessly as the line of hummocks races
toward them, then hits like a tidal wave -

'The ship is tossed upward and rolled over onto its side,
men and dogs flung across the deck -

In the wardroom, other men and gear are toppled -

The galley . The pots fly off the stove; the men ducking -

The engine room. The men losing their footing -

The propeller shaftway. A spear of ice bursts through the
hull of the ship, just missing a man. The floor quakes and
buckles as water pours in on the men rushing to get out -

On deck. Shackleton has been knocked cold. His eyes open
but seem unable to comprehend the enormity of the chaos. He
sees a line of emperor penguins, calmly watching from a safe
distance. And beyond, all the way to the horizon - ice ­
hundreds of miles of it, a planet made entirely of ice -

INT. LONDON PUB (TWO YEARS EAlUoIER) - DAY

Where a moment before the world was painted in cold, life­
less whites and blues, here it's bathed in the warm golden
glow of a hearth.

Shackleton sits alone by the crackling fire, content it
seems, to stare into it, hand on a pint of ale, as others in
the pub drink and talk with friends.
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Outside somewhere, a church bell strikes the hour like a
summons, but Shackleton doesn't rush to answer it. Even as
its peal is joined by voices of a boys' choir, he just sits.

Finally, he draws himself up, takes his time buttoning his
formal Merchant Marine coat and straightening the Order of
Knighthood medal pinned to it.

He has a last sip of ale, sets his drink down, and, on his
way out brushes past our view of the glass and the obituary
notice it'sstaining~

Famed Expl.orer, Hero
Sir Robert Scott Today Laid to Rest

EXT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - DAY

From high above, carriages and motor cars dot the street
outside the great cathedral. The echoing voices of the choir
singing 'A Mighty Fortress Is Our God' continue over -

Shackleton, a bit drunk, coming past Royal Carriages and
Royal Household Guards. In no real hurry, even though the
ceremony has clearly already begun, he climbs the steps.

INT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY -DAY

Beneath the soaring vault of the cathedral, sunlight streams
down in dusty bars upon the angelic faces of the choir, those
of the Royal Family, heads of state, distinguished mourners,
the flag-shrouded casket, and -

Shackleton, sliding in next to his wife, Emily, and friend,
Frank Wild, who almost manage not to comment with their looks
to him, each other and some of those glancing their way, the
discomfiting effect of his lateness.

The choir finishes. A minister solemnly approaches the
pulpit and regards the great reverent silence a moment before
addressing the illustrious gathering -

MINISTER
So this man died. And those who have
read his last words, know what we mean
when we say he was great ... Facing the
final lap, he feared no danger. He did
his best, and laid down his life like
a true Christian gentleman.

Shackleton's-attention is drawn by some punctuating sobs·
around him, those more deeply saddened by this loss than he,
and regards them impassively as the minister continues -
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CONTINUED:

MINISTER
Not once or twice in our rough island
story have these qualities been shown but
never more conspicuously than by the
valiant leader of this noble expedition.

wild steals a glance across Emily to Shackleton, who is now
engrossed in the great vaulted ceiling above, which looks to
him not unlike the hull of overturned ship. His wife's hand
rests atop his, but he doesn't seem to notice or care.

MINISTER
Captain Scott lives in our minds, and
will live forever in our memories as the
greatest explorer or our time.

EXT. WESTMINSTER ABBEY - LATER - DAY

We find
it would seem,

The bells peal again as the crowds emerge.
Shackleton, Emily and Frank Wild, anonymous
among them, coming down the steps. ==p

Most of the reporters and~OgraPhers are congregated
around the Royal Family, PM' and other dignitaries, but
Fleet Street scribe appea eside Shackleton.

one

SCRIBE
Sir Ernest, if you wouldn't mind, a
quote, sir, for my readers about Captain
Scott.

While he might rather comment while simultaneously getting
closer to his conveyance, Shackleton has the presence of mind
to stop long enough to say the words no one invited him to
say at the actual ceremony -

SHACKLETON
Sir Scott was at the vanguard of the
truly great, a man of valor, fortitude
and intrepidity, venturing where only a
few have dared before him and perishing
for the glory of Great Britain.

Satisfied with himself, Shackleton begins to lead his group
away, but the scribe tails him.

SCRIBE
As one of the very few yourself, sir,
who has dared venture to the Pole, how
might you compare his accomplishments
to yours?
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CONTINUED:

SHACKLETON
Well, I didn't reach it, did I.

(his guard up now)
As you know.

SCRIBE
Well, neither did he, precisely - at
least not ahead of the Norwegians - which
certainly was the goal. Still, I don't
remember this sort of pomp upon your
return.

SHACKLETON
Did I die, sir?

SCRIBE
No, you did not. Neither did you
succeed. But neither did Scott, really.
Yet all this. For, in effect -

(looks for a word)

SHACKLETON
I'm not afraid of the word failure, if
that's the one you're looking for. But
does this look like failure to you?

SCRIBE
I guess that's my point.

SHACKLETON
I don't know what your point is, sir,
and frankly am no longer interested in
trying to find it. Scott laid down his
life in pursuit of a dream and is right­
fully entitled without your cynicism to
be immortalized for it. Thank you.

Shackleton steps away again with his little entourage of two.

SCRIBE
Whereas you, more prudently, turned
back 97 miles short of it.

SHACKLETON
(without looking back)

That sort of bait won't work with me,
sir.

WILD
But it will with me -

SHACKLETON
Frank -
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CONTINUED: (2 )

Frank Wild has turned back to confront the reporter.

WILD
The true hero of the South Pole
Expeditions is not Amundsen, is not
Scott, but this man -

(Shackleton)
- who sacrificed fame, money - and,
unlike this lot, immortality - for one 1
reason; the safety of his crew. lI'tC ...44

.~t'f 'h
SCRIBE e"'..,t.' d'-' J;1.t'e..

And you are who, sir, his publicist? \

WILD
Someone who was there and returned and
will take a swing at you where you stand
if you care to risk one word more.

(waits to see if he does)
Good day then.

IN'!'. CARRIAGE - LATER. - DAY

The three of them ride along in silence; Shackleton, Emily
and Wild. Eventually-

SHACKLETON
That was very impolitic of you, Frank.
Wouldn't you agree, Emily?

EMILY
Quite.

WILD
Sorry, Boss.

They ride on listening to the clacking of horse hooves some
moments more before Shackleton glances over at Wild.

SHACKLETON
All the same, thank you.

WILD
You're welcome.

INT. SHACKLETON'S STUDY - LATER - DAY

Outside a leaded-glass window Shackleton's children can be
seen playing on the considerable grounds of the estate, but
he's looking instead at one of the many framed photographs
of Arctic expeditions that cover the walls.

(C:ONTTNlJP.D\



Endurance 1B 4/28/01 SZ 7.

CONTINUED:

SHACKLETON
I can't precisely remember what I was
thinking when I turned back. Isn't that
funny.

He turns now to his wife, there in the room with him.

~

SHACKLETON
I know what I wasn't thinking. I
thinking a reporter - years later
speak to me like that.

EMILY
j;~~w~asn't a reporter. That was

ass with a pencil and scuffed-..;...--

wasn't
- would

a
shoes.

-\,I.'
,,"a~ •

\...,..~

More to himself, as he returns his medal to its small velvet­
lined box -

SHACKLETON
I also wasn't thinking about what praise
for almost making i twould sound like, or
what medals given 'just for trying' would
feel like to wear.

He hears his children's voices dancing on a silence but pays
no attention to them. Eventually, with a shrug -

SHACKLETON
I don't know what I was thinking.

EMILY
I suppose it wasn't me and the children
then, much as I'd like to hear. it.

SHACKLETON
Sorry. I can't say that it was. And
neither was it the lectures that would be
cancelled. Or the pictures that wouldn't
be published. Or the books that wouldn't
be written. Or the piles of money that
wouldn't corne.

EMILY
We want for nothing, Ernest.

His look says what he doesn't have to. She answers it -

EMILY
This is ours, not mine.

(the house: everything)
It belongs to us.

I(;ON1'TN1JF:D 1
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SHACKLETON
Others would disagree.

EMILY
Who.

SHACKLETON
I think the question is who not?

EMILY
No one thinks that. And if they did,
who cares?

SHACKLETON
Only someone who's always had enough can
say that and mean it.

EMILY
Now you're making me angry.

SHACKLETON
It's not my intention.

EMILY
No, you're trying to get me to say go
again.

SHACKLETON
I'm not.

EMILY
Not that my permission has ever been
required before.

SHACKLETON
Even if I did go again - and made it
this time - what would be the point? The
Pole's been discovered. Everything has.
Discovered, claimed and trampled upon.

EMILY
Lucky for me.

It's not said unkindly. Quite the opposite. She loves him,
even if she has to put up with this kind of thing from him on
occasion. She gets up to leave him, though, now.

EMILY
I'm going outside.

Shackleton watches after her as she crosses to the door.

(CONTTNlJF.D\
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SHACKLETON
Emily?

(she looks back)
About that jackass reporter.
leapt to my defense quickly,

Frank sure
didn't he.

She nods with a smile and leaves. He turns
of the photographs: In the ice when he was
face he can see the excitement he once had.
a ticking clock. To himself -

SHACKLETON
Whereas you did not.

INT. WILD'S FLAT - NIGHT

and regards one
younger. In his

He listens to

A pounding on a door drowns out the distant barking of a dog
somewhere. Frank Wild, groaning, hungover, drags himself out
of bed, stumbles through his darkened one-room, working-class
flat, gets the door open and squints out at Shackleton on the
steps, wide awake, rolled-up maps under his arm.

SHACKLETON
Look at this -

INT. WILD'S FLAT - LATER - NIGHT

A lamp switches on. A map is unfurled. Antarctica.
A finger traces two paths down from the north across the
Atlantic and the Drake Passage, stopping at the center point
of the barren continent.

SHACKLETON
Amundsen. Scott.

He looks to Wild who nods as he considers the map and its
many names of camps and coves and mountains written along the vi
routes. CShackletontakes his scarf, covers up the northern
half of the continent, leaving only what's below:)

SHACKLETON
All this is uncharted. Unknown. The
last place on earth 1JQ man has walked.
All of this. They left it for us.

Wild isn't smiling like Shackleton.

SHACKLETON
What.

WILD
Scott died getting halfway across.

I\:ON1'TNTJRDl
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SHACKLETON
I know. Qnly halfway. That's the
wonderful thing.

WILD
No, he died, going halfway, is what I'm
saying. You're saying we'd be trying to
cover the ent:ire distance -

SHACKLETON
And trying very hard not: to die, if
that's your only concern.

(pause)
Is it?

Wild, who is not a deep thinker, thinks deeply about it now,
and, eventually -

WILD
Well, yes.

The look he gives Shackleton asks, Is t:hat unreasonable?

SHACKLETON
Frank. It's impossibility is the
thing thatrnakes it worth doing.
you understand that.

very
Surely

Wild nods hesitantly. Shackleton returns to the map -

SHACKLETON
We take a ship through the Weddell
Sea. Then, taking a page from Amundsen ­
though I hate to admit it - six or eight
of us and a team of dogs, traveling
fast and light -

EXT. WIID' S FLAT - SAME TIME - NIG;HT

The lamp in the window of Wild's flat is the only one glowing
on the entire block.

SHACKLETON VIO
- cross the continent, past the pole,
past that offending flag of Norway, past
Scott's footsteps ... and into a new
world.

EXT. LONDON - DAY

A great burst of street noise.
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SHACKLETON V/O
His Majesty, George V. I write to you
with exciting news -

IN'l'.BUCKINGBAM PArACE -DAY

Shackleton is escorted along a great hall past portraits
of royalty.

SHACKLETON V/O
I will soon be announcing pUblicly my
intention to lead a remarkable expedition
whose sole purpose will be the restora­
tion of Britain tG the forefront of
exploration -

J:NT. SHACKLETON' S STtlDY - "NIGHT

Shackleton at his desk,. carefully writing the letter on his
best stationery -

SHACKLETON V/O
I would be honored, with your permission,
to christen this remarkable endeavor: the
Imperial Trans-Antarctic Expedition -

INT. BUCKINGHAM PALACE - DAY

Shackleton and his guide continuing down the corridor -

SHACKLETON V/O
I would be further honored to describe
to you - in person - the details of this
bold undertaking -

INT. BUCKINGHAM PALACE -CONTINUOUS -DAY

Shackleton's escort leads him into a well-appointed room
where a man stands, his back to us, at the window.

SHACKLETON V/O
With your support I know we will be
successful. Sincerest-

The man turns tG face us and Shackleton. It is not King
George.

POUND
Sir Ernest. This is a great, great
honor. Pm Leslie Pound, sir. Please
sit down.
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There aren't more than a couple of choices. Pound is some
kind of mid-level functionary.

POUND
His Royal Highness, I'm afraid, won't
be joining us. He begs your forbearance.
The storm clouds gathering over Europe,
you know. Can I offer you something to
drink?

Shackleton is stunned but tries very hard not to show it.
King George, he is sure, wasn't too busy to meet with Scott,
impending war or no impending war.

SHACKLETON
No. Thank you.

He notices his letter - hurriedly scribbled upon by another
hand - resting on the man's desk.

POUND
You've come soliciting our blessing, I
understand, for this brave undertaking of
yours. You have it, sir, wholeheartedly.
Along with., I'm sure, the nation's.

Shackleton just stares, waiting for more. But that seems to
be it. Eventually-

SHACKLETON
I was hoping for that, yes. I was also
hoping to remind His Highness, in person,
of Great Britain's unparalleled record of
exploration among all the empires of the
earth ... that is until Scott's humili­
ating second best to the Norwegians.

Pound is taken slightly aback. It's unusual, not to mention
very un-British, for one to state this truth about such a
national hero. The man alters his tone:

POUND
Were you also, perhaps, hoping for some
money?

SHACKLETON
No. No, I was counting on that.

POUND
Counting on us to kick in.

SHACKLETON
Of course.

WON1'TNlll'D)
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POUND
Frightfully expensive, this kind of
thing, I imagine.

(pause)
How much were you counting on?

SHACKLETON
For risking my life and a crew of loyal
British subjects to restore the prestige
of our country, and His Royal Highness?
All of it.

POUND
(pause)

You expected us to underwrite the entire
venture?

SHACKLETON
I'm not sure how I could have expected
less, given my reputation.

Pound regards the explorer -and perhaps his reputation too ­
in a silence. Finally-

POUND
I'm afraid we're in somewhat rather
shorter supply of money than blessings
at the moment, Sir Ernest; the threat
of war and all.

(pause)
King George has authorized me, however,
to allow you to keep the word Imperial in
the name of your venture, if you desire,
which should be a great help to you in
the raising of funds elsewhere.

(pause)
Might 1 suggest the private sector?

Silence.

INT. SHACKLETON'S OFFICES - DAY

As a sign painter letters the glass on a door Imperial Trans­
Antarctic Expedition, Shackleton paces beyond it.

WILD
They're investing nothing?

SHACKLETON
Nothing significant; not even enough for
a bloody boat. Although they'll be quite
happy to accept the glory we bring back,
thank you very mUCh.
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WILD
I've been looking at boats. I've come
across one in particular that I -

SHACKLETON
We can't afford a boat. Which makes
getting fifteen thousand miles south of
London a little difficult.

(then)
Have you tried the research community?
He actually said that. That's all I need
- having to play nanny to a handful of ­
scientists.

[NT . MUSEUM -DAY

Shackleton stands before a gathering of scientists from the
Royal Geographic Society -

SHACKLETON
Scientific study could not be more
important to the expedition's overall
success, far outweighing any more
romantic notions one might have. Indeed,
without a capable staff of researchers
on board, one could scarcely justify
setting sail at all -

[NT. BANQUET HALL - DAY

Shackleton stands before a gathering of businessmen.

SHACKLETON
Imagine if you will the name of your
company painted on a lifeboat. Imagine
that lifeboat suspended from cables on
a great sailing vessel as it comes into
London's East India Harbor, returned from
its historic journey to cheering crowds.
Now imagine photographs of this event in
newspapers and magazines around the world
- with your name, facing out and clearly
legible - in everyone of them.

nn. A\lDITORIUM - DAY

Shackleton stands before another gathering.

SHACKLETON
How can I be a part of history? I can't
come along, though I can think of nothing
more exciting.

(MORE)

(C:ON'T'TNtJF.D\
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SHACKLETON (CONT'D)
I can't contribute financially for I
have only pennies in my pocket, which I
was planning to spend on candy.

He's addressing a roomful of school children.

SHACKLETON
What if I skipped buying candy one day?
What if I invested it instead in the pur­
suit of knowledge and adventure? What if
every schoolchild in the Empire did the
same? Would it add up to anything
significant? Would it help Mr.
Shackleton and Britain?

(pause)
It would be as if you were along.

!NT. SHACKLETON'S OFFICES - DAY

Shackleton sits at his desk looking over maps and listening
to a sound: paper torn, the clink of coins, the dull thud as
they're added to what must be others in a jar. He listens as
long as he can stand it, then reaches for his coat.

rN'l'. l3ANK - DAY

An old world place of business. Dark woods and whispers.
Typewriter keys slap at an account form for Imperial Trans­
Antarctic Expedition as Shackleton fills out a transfer slip.

BANKER
Emily I assume will be co-signatory
to this account?

SHACKLETON
Mine will be the only signature required.

The elderly bank manager glances up briefly, but keeps
typing. In a moment -

BANKER
Emily I assume is aware of the transfer
of these funds.

SHACKLETON
Of course.

The man keeps typing. Shackleton leans close to an
imperious-looking portrait to note the name of its artist.

BANKER
Shall I make a note, for accounting
purposes, that this is a loan between the
two accounts?

((;ON1'TNUF:Dl
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SHACKLETON
Note whatever you like, I don't care.

BANKER
Yes, but does she?

Now Shackleton studies the man, and -

SHACKLETON
Would you rather I withdrew the funds
entirely, and opened the account across
the street? That also would not require
her signature.

BANKER
No, sir. Of course not.

SHACKLETON
Then let's finish.

EXT. LONDON - DAY

Hundreds of men congregated outside the Imperial Expedition
offices. Wild addresses them -

WILD
The privilege of being aboard this
historic voyage should itself be compen­
sation enough. However, salaries will be
paid, ranging from 12 pounds Sterling a
month for able seamen - to 30 pounds
monthly for the most experienced
scientists among you -

INT. IMPERIAL EXPEDITION OFFICES -DAY

Shackleton personally interviews each of the applicants.
Presently, an able-looking man sits before him as the Boss
looks over his credentials.

APPLICANT
My field is meteorology. I was in the
Royal Marines ten years and am a veteran
of the Antarctic, three expeditions, with
Scott on one of them, God rest his soul.

Shackleton glances up at the mention of Scott's name.

SHACKLETON
You were with Scott?

APPLICANT
Yes, sir.

WONT TNTJF:D)
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CONTINUED:

The man is proud of the association, but Shackleton is no
longer interested in him.

SHACKLETON
Thank you, but I've already hired a
meteorologist.

INT. IMPERIAL EXPEDITION OFFICES - DAY

A younger and less confident-looking man sits before
Shackleton. The Boss studies him and not the papers he's
brought. It's the man that's important to him more than
the credentials.

SHACKLETON
Ever been in the ice?

HUSSEY
No, sir, can't say I have. I've been in
the heat. In the Sudan.

SHACKLETON
The Sudan. Hmmm. We're
anywhere near the Sudan.
about meteorology?

not going
Know anything

HUSSEY
No, sir. No, my field,
is anthropology.

as it says there,

SHACKLETON
Anthropology, yes, but I don't need an
anthropologist. Do you think we're going
to find tribes of ice dwellers out there?
We're going where no man has ever been.
Maybe you could study us.

Shackleton grins.
stupid for coming
anthropologist.

Hussey doesn't. He suddenly feels
in. Of course Shackleton wouldn't need an

HUSSEY
I don't know what I was thinking. Just
that it would be so exciting to be along.

Shackleton studies the young man. That's really the best
qualification of all.

SHACKLETON
Some other skill. What else do you do?

IC:ON'T'TNlJP.D)



Endurance 1B 4/28/01 SZ 18.
CONTINUED:

HUSSEY
Nothing. Nothing you would need. I play
the violin.

SHACKLETON
The violin. That's good. That is
thing I can envision needing.

SHACKLETON
But could I justify it to my baCke~S?

(thinks)
Think you could learn?

Really?
HUSSEY

!!If

HUSSEY
Learn what?

SHACKLETON
Meteorology. Honestly, how hard can it
be?

HUSSEY
I - I don't know. I could try, I guess.

SHACKLETON
That's the spirit. Tell Mr. Wild you're
our meteorologist.

!NT. IMPERIAL EXPEDITION OFFICES - DAY

~
o~

As more applicants wait their turn, Shackleton and Wild,
looking over a list of crewmen, speak privately -

WILD
No scientists yet.

SHACKLETON
Haven't met any I've liked.

WILD
And most likely never will, but we
still have to have some along to justify
the five thousand pounds the Society -

SHACKLETON
You choose them.

Wild nods okay, sure. Points at a name on his list.

WILD
Is this a mistake?

((";ON'J'TNTlI'D\
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SHACKLETON
What. No, I like him.

WILD
What's his particular skill?

SHACKLETON
He hasn't one I could determine, other
than his enthusiasm and the fact he made
me laugh, which is worth more than all
the scientists combined. '"

(points off)
Who's that?

WILD
That, I think, is a mistake. He says
he's a painter. He says you left word
for him to come in.

SHACKLETON
That's him. He's quite good. Hire him
for sure.

WILD
We don't need a painter. We have a
photographer. What on earth is he going
to paint?

SHACKLETON
Me.

Wild thinks he's kidding. He isn't. His glance settles on
another man waiting.

SHACKLETON
And that?

WILD
Applicant for captain. I'm not sure
about him.

SHACKLETON
I have to say I like his looks. He looks
like a captain.

INT. IMPERIAL EXPEDITION OFFICES - DAY

Shackleton sits with the captain, perusing his papers.

WORSLEY
Don't care for the cold to be honest
with you.
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SHACKLETON
I don't care for the sea all that much,
just its ability to convey me where I'm
going.

WORSLEY
I can get you there. That I can do.

SHACKLETON
That's all the job requires.

WORSLEY
Because I don't care to be walking
around on any ice.

SHACKLETON
Nor will you be expected to. You and
your men can watch us disappear over the
spectacular Antarctic horizon from the
comfort of the ship if that's more to
your liking.

WORSLEY
Where's the ship harbored? I'd like to
see her before we go any further.

SHACKLETON
Don't have a ship yet.

Worsley sighs. Shackleton regards it and him.

SHACKLETON
Are you trying to say in as few words as
possible, Captain Worsley, you don't know
why you bothered coming in?

Measuring Shackleton, who seems to Worsley rather too
eccentric to entrust one's life to -

WORSLEY
Perhaps so.

SHACKLETON
Ah, but there's something drawing you,
isn't there. You might not know its name
but it's undeniably present in the deeper
regions of your adventurous (heart) -

WORSLEY
It's the money.

{(;ONTTNlJRf))
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SHACKLETON
(pause)

Ah.

INTjEXT. IMPERIAL 'l'RANS-ANTARCTIC OFFICES - LATER

Shackleton and Wild stand at a window looking out at Worsley
walking away from the building and across the street.

WILD
He's very - ornery.

SHACKLETON
Yes. I like that. In reasonable
portion, that can be a wonderful asset.

WILD
He has no respect for you; that much is
clear.

SHACKLETON
That too can be an asset. It'll force
me to earn it.

EXT. HARBOR - DAY

Shackleton stands at the docks looking at a whaling ship.
On its bow is painted Polaris. At the top of the tallest of
its three masts the flag of Norway flaps in the breeze.

Shackleton,. with Wild and Worsley, looks to wild like this
must be some kind of bad joke.

SHACKLETON
Norwegian, Frank?

I wish it
it isn't.
ever seen

WILD
were anything else, too, but
It's also the best ship I've

in my life.

LARS vlO
She was designed by Aanderud Larsen -

INT. THE POLARIS - DAY

Shackleton, Wild and Worsley move through the belly of the
ship trying hard not to admire its craftsmanship too openly
as its Norwegian .agentesGortsthem around.

(C;ON'T'TNlJRDl
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CONTINUED:

LARS
Her construction was supervised by the
renowned shipbuilder, Christian Jacobsen
who chose only those master shipwrights
who actually had been to the Arctic
themselves.

(gestures around)
Solid oak and Norwegian mountain fir.
Every timber selected individually by Mr.
Jacobsen"cross-braced and fitted to the
closest tolerance.

Shackleton is looking at one now, the bow beam, which is an
extraordinary 8-feet thick.

LARS
She's the strongest ship ever built in
Norway - or anywhere else.

INT. 'l'HEPOLAElIS -DAY

Now they're seated in the captain's cabin to do business.

LARS
Fifty thousand pounds is less than
Mr .. Christensen paid to have her built,
but he's willing to ~ake the loss if it
will help further the plans of an
explorer of your stature.

SHACKLETON
Yes, I'm sure that's the reason.
Unfortunately, to further my plans, he
needs to be willing to take a greater
loss than that.

LARS
How much greater?

SHACKLETON
Twenty thousand pounds.

LARS
Oh, I'm afraid that's impossible.

SHACKLETON
I'm afraid that's all I have, and at that
F ve mortgaging my house.

Wild glances to him surprised. Shackleton nods, it's true.
But the agent shakes his head no.

IC:ONTTNlJRD 1
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SHACKLETON
You're authorized to turn down a cash
offer of thirty thousand poundS?

LARS
I am, sir. I'm sorry.

SHACKLETON
So am I. She's a decent ship.

EXT. HARBOR - LATER - DAY

Fog. Shackleton is walking away between Wild and Worsley.
Behind them in the mist, Lars can just be glimpsed watching
them from the deck of the Polaris.

SHACKLETON
Keep walking. Don't look. He'll
callout to us any moment now. Bloody
Norwegians any moment now ... any
moment now ~

INT. LONDON PUB - NIGHT

~

c." /'"

Wild is dead drunk, asleep. Shackleton, glass in hand,
sitting in the same chair as before Scott's funeral, stares
into the hearth.

CAIRD O/S
Mr. Shackleton?

The voice belongs to a Scot. Shackleton all but ignores it.

CATRD O/S
I attended one of your presentations.
Ever sinCe I've been thinking about how
much I'd enjoy going with you. Of course
I can't. I'd never survive the voyage,
much less the expedition itself.

(Shackleton isn't really
listening)

But perhaps it would be as if I were
along if I could contribute in some other
way.

Now Shackleton's head slowly turns to take--in the-genctleman.
He's quite elderly. Distinguished.

CAIRD
One thing you said in particular has
stayed with me. About imagining one's
name painted on a lifeboat. That would
be worth a lot tome.

(C:ON'l'TNlJP.Dl
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SHACKLETON
Would it.

CAIRD
Oh, yes. The truth is I've never done
anything very exciting in my life, except
make money, which at a certain age, one
realizes, isn't exciting at all.

Shackleton nods, though at his age, and with his background,
nothing could be further from the truth.

CAIRD
Of course I'm probably too late, aren't
I? I should have approached you sooner.
No doubt by now you have more money than
you know what to do with.

Shackleton, always the poker player, only half-nods as he
studies this angel that has come to him in the form of an old
man.

SHACKLETON
What is your name, sir?

EXT. DECK, ENDURANCE (POLlUUSl - DAY

A photographer fr,am!"!3a sh9t ()f Shilck;Let9I) posing wit.h .his
new benefactor next to a lifeboat with the name ,James caird
painted on its bow.

SHACKLETON O/S
Tomorrow we set sail for the greatest
remaining adventure on the planet.

Now he's. standing with a group of reporters as the ship is
loaded with supplies around them, mindful less of the danger
of something falling on him than of his posture as the artist
he hired, Marston, sketches the scene with him at its center.

SHACKLETON
The goal of this journey is singular
the greater glory of England.

REPORTER 2
(a whispered aside)

As opposed to the greater glory of Ernest
Shackleton.

SHACKLETON
This magnificent ship and crew will
deliver us to the northern side of the
Antarctic continent -

IrON1'TNURf))
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CONTINUED:

Shackleton hesitates; he's noticed a man hurrying up the
gangplank to whisper something to one of the reporters.

SHACKLETON
From there I shall lead five men to
the Pole, and then beyond, all the way
across the continent to the Ross Sea in
the south, where a second ship will be
waiting for us.

The reporter hurries off with the other man, a couple of
the other reporters watching after them. Shackleton's glance
finds Wild and tells him to go find out what's going on.

SHACKLETON
The six of us will cover 1500 miles in
100 days, and with each step, erase the
margin of the untraveled world.

His glance to another seaman tells him to begin pulling on
mast ropes.

SHACKLETON
Norway may have claimed the South Pole,
but we will claim for Great Britain all
that surrounds it.

As the Norwegian flag pulleys down past an ascending Union
Jack, a cheer goes up with it, but it's mainly from the crew
and not the journalists, several of whom, Shackleton sees,
are now headed off the gangplank.

As the small band Shackleton hired begins playing Rule
Britannia, Wild returns and whispers what he's discovered.
Whatever the news is so startles him he can't respond.

INSERT: A NEWSPAPER

with the headline Britain Declares War on Germany.

EXT. SHACKLETON'S BOUSE - DAY

Sha,ckleton i3J"ld_Emily siLin th5:l _garden of th5:l:LX_ est_ilte.
Neither speaks until, finally -

EMILY
You should just go.

SHACKLETON
I can't. Can I?

(he honestly doesn't know)
(MORE)
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SHACKLETON (CONT'D)
If I leave without the blessing of
the Navy, there will be those who'll say
it's self-serving. Or worse, cowardly.
If I stay, all the planning was for
nothing. I'm damned if I do and damned
if I don't.

EMILY
Maybe Lord Churchill will give you his
blessing. He seems reasonable.

SHACKLETON
But is it reasonable to leave with war
breaking out? I don't know what I'd say ~

if asked. ~

They sit in the quiet, thinking. Eventually-

SHACKLETON
I've spent a lot of money.

EMILY
Well, at least it wasn't ours.

She smiles. He doesn't. Then she doesn't. She stares.

I had to.
so far.

How much?

SHACKLETON
The private funds only went ~

EMILY

SHACKLETON
Enough that if I don't go ... and
succeed .,. I don't know what we're going
to do.

She glances from him to the house behind him, wondering
perhaps if he's mortgaged it. He knows that's what she's
thinking and nods, yes.

SHACKLETON
I'm sorry.

INT. SIlAcm.ETON' S sTOnY - -NIGM

Shackleton sits alone in his study, despondent. Eventually
slides open a drawer. Takes out not a pistol, but a sheet of
paper. Begins writing a letter.
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!NT. IMPERIAL TRANS-ANTARCTIC OFFICES - DAY

Shackleton has called his crew of 27 men together and stands
before them to deliver some news.

SHACKLETON
I've written to First Lord of the
Admiralty, Winston Churchill, informing
him of my decision to suspend
indefinitely the Imperial Trans-Antarctic
Expedition and offer its resources to
the war effort. This means the ship, its
supplies, myself and those of you who
agree, will be, upon the offer's
acceptance, part of the Royal Navy.

Wild and several others look down at the floor in
disappointment, but Shackleton holds his own head high.

SHACKLETON
I'm awaiting reply, and will appraise
you of Lord Churchill's wishes as soon as
they're received. Thank you all for your
understanding and patriotism.

INT. LONDON PUB - LATER - DAY

The hearth. Shackleton in his usual chair, staring into
the flames, glass of ale in his hand.

WILD
Boss?

Shackleton turns enough to see Wild standing before him with
a telegraph envelope in his hand.

SHACKLETON
You open it?

WILD
Of course not.

He hands it to Shackleton, who looks at his printed name
and wonders how one opens such a thing whose contents hold
the key to whether you are a hero or a burn. He uses a pen
knife. Slides the telegram out, reads it quickly and
folds it back up withoutcornrnent. Eventually-

WILD
What's it say?

Shackleton hands it to him. As Wild unfolds it, we see its
single word message writ large: Proceed.
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EXT. EAST INDIA DOCKS - LONDON - DAY

The prow of the great ship with its new name Endurance
painted on it moves away from the docks and the hundreds who
have turned out to see it and Shackleton off.

~!I
Shackleton waves to his family, allowing his smile to fade
only when he knows they're far enough away not to see it, for
he's clearly decided that if he's no~successful this ~ime,~
he'll die trying. - ot':.ff·~~'~ K~ {....c..·s '(~"i"'" c(,;i

EXT. OPEN SEA - DAY

Emily and the children are among them, waving. And James
Caird. Even the soldiers, who are themselves embarking on
their own dangerous journey into the unknown as they climb
onto troop ships, send up a cheer.

The Endurance leaps through the swells under full sail.

The men on her decks take time from their tasks to point
out pods of accompanying porpoises racing at her bow as if
escorting them to freedom.

Shackleton looks out at the endless sea ahead, completely
at peace. Wild appears next to him.

SHACKLETON
We're outcasts again, Frank. No more
warm beds. No more good food. No more
twenty-year-old whiskey.

WILD
It's heaven.

SHACKLETON
Better. No bloody angels.

McNeish, the carpenter on board, and a religious man,
presently hammering at kennel stalls, glances over from his
work, but doesn't comment.

INT. ENGINE ROCM - DAY

A steam engine dominates the space. Two large sailors are
shoveling coal as Worsley and Shackleton enter.

WORSLEY
Stand for inspection.

SHACKLETON
Holness and Stevenson, isn't it?

(r;ON1'TNlJF:f))
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STEVENSON
Yes, sir. I'm Stevenson.

SHACKLETON
Let me say how fortunate I consider
myself to have two such strong workers
aboard. It's your stoking that'll get
us through the ice.

The comment registers more on Worsley's face than the I~

firemen's. Worsley made it clear to Shackleton when they~

met, didn't he, he has no intention of coming into any
serious contact with ice and cold.

HOLNESS
Yes, sir.

Shackleton salutes them and leaves, Worsley following after
him a little troubled.

INT. SHIP'S GALLEY - DAY

The ship's cOOk, Green, stirs at a pot. As Shackleton and
Worsley come through, the Boss slows to sniff appreciatively
at a bubbling pot. An unpleasant pause -

SHACKLETON
Dinner?

GREEN
It's dish washing, sir.

SHACKLETON
Ah.

INT. BELOW DECKS - DAY

Shackleton and Worsley continue along a corridor.

WORSLEY
The scientists are complaining their
quarters are too small.

SHACKLETON
Scientists always complain. It's the one
thing on this journey we· can absolutely
count on. You'll get used to it.

They've reached the quarters in question and peer in at
the biologist and geologist - Clark and Wordie respectively ­
stowing glass tubes and other scientific apparatus in the
cramped cabin.

ICON'T'TNlJRD 1
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CLARK
(Scottish accent)

Sir Ernest, I wish to protest the
diminutive scale of our -

SHACKLETON
(cutting him off)

Remember, the first of any new species
found are to be named after me.

The scientists exchange a confused look before realizing it
must be a joke. They laugh a little nervously. ! 0; ~~ f

'L. 1,,",,-t0 ~
SHACKLETON ...,IiI 9/l v.. "( v-

You think I'm kidding,

He leaves them staring after him. Continues on with Worsley
down the corridor.

SHACKLETON
Too small? Perhaps they'd prefer I
throw their stuff overboard to make a
little more room. Or them.

Up ahead, Orde-Lees, the motor expert and veteran Royal
Marine, is in conversation with Wild. The man is irritated
and, seeing Shackleton, turns away from Wild.

ORDE-LEES
May I have a word?

SHACKLETON
You may have more than one.

ORDE-LEES
You know my background. I'm a man of no
small rank and accomplishment.

Shackleton nods 7 but honestly doesn't rightly remember what
Orde-Lees' background is precisely.

SHACKLETON
Yes, that's right.

ORDE-LEES
Then kindly instruct Mr. Wild that I will
not scrub decks, attend dogs, or perform
other such menial tasks more properly
assigned the common seaman7 0f which by
birth, education and experience I
certainly am not.

((;ON1'TNlJRD)
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CONTINUED: (2)

SHACKLETON
I understand. Mr. Wild, Mr. Lees will
not be required to scrub decks, attend
dogs, or perform other such menial
tasks beneath his station.

ORDE-LEES
Thank you.

SHACKLETON
As I am not as highborn as he, I'll
stand in his stead when you assign the
work details.

WILD
Aye, boss.

Wild actually makes the note in the ledger he's holding.
Orde-Lees stares dumbly at Shackleton.

SHACKLETON
Everything else all right?

ORDE-LEES
Uh ... yes, sir .. ,

SHACKLETON
Carryon.

Orde-Lees stares after the three men as they move on.

EXT. ENDORANCE I HARBOR - BUENOS AIRES - DAY

seventy dogs are coming aboard, barking, sniffing and
dashing around the deck.

Orde-Lees, off by himself, watches as others, more befitting
their lowly stations in life, try to corral the mutts - only
a few are actual huskies - into the deck's built-in kennels.

Shackleton signs some papers for the animals and pays for
them in cash. As the agent turns away with his money and two
young handlers, Shackleton regards his ship, awash with the
dogs, and smiles to Wild.

SHACKLETON
The last official members of the
expedition.

EXT. THE OPEN SEAS - NIGHT

Far out of sight of any land, the Endurance sails across
shimmering moonlit waters to an opera of howling dogs.
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INT. WARDROCM - NIGHT

The men, reading, playing cards, sipping tea before bed.
One, in stocking feet, Hussey, is studying meteorology texts,
reading as he walks to his locker to stow his boots.

He stares down at a pair already there poking out from
beneath his hanging robe and parka. Confused, he parts the
rack of clothes, revealing a frightened young man, the sight
of which makes Hussey jump in fright himself.

INT. SHACKLETON'S CABIN - NIGHT

The discovery of the stowaway has disturbed Shackleton's
standing for a portrait by Marston. The unfinished painting
sits on an easel next to Shackleton himself as he regards the
terrified young man with great displeasure.

SHACKLETON
Who are you? Speak up.

BLACKBORO
(terrified)

I came aboard with the dogs, sir.
Originally, I'm -

SHACKLETON
You're Welsh, you don't need to tell me
that; tell me this: What am I to do with
you? Turn around? Throw you overboard?

BLACKBORO
(weakly)

Sir, the reason I've done this, and I
apologize, is -

SHACKLETON
Speak so I can hear you if you're going
to speak to me -

BLACKBORO
Sir, I'm almost unable to speak at
all in your presence. I should be less
in awe standing before King George
himself. You, sir, are the greatest
explorer ·ofour time. Greater than
Peary. Greater than Amundsen or Scott.
I can hardly utter their names in the
same breath as yours. You are the one
people will remember in my opinion,
humble as it is, and your bravery, the
sole reason for my terrible act of
deception.
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Long silence as the muscles in Shackleton's neck begin to
ease. Eventually-

SHACKLETON
I see. Yes, well. Good.

(he nods; pause)
Mr. Wild?

WILD
Yeah, Boss.

SHACKLETON
What do we need? A carpenter's
assistant? A dog feeder? Anything?

WILD
Green, I suppose, could use some help.

SHACKLETON
(to Blackboro)

Fine. You're the cook's assistant,
young man. You're dismissed.

BLACKBORO
Thank you, sir. Thank you so much. I
can't tell you how much this -

SHACKLETON
That's enough. Get out of my cabin.

BLACKBORO
Yes, sir.

EXT. SOUTH GEORGIA ISLAND - DAY

Icy peaks drop thousands of
Endurance sails into view.
across the bay.

feet into a fjord as the
The dogs' barking echoing out

EXT. GRYTVIKEN WHALING STATION - DAY

Dozens of workers clamor
as others deposit it into
fires. Gulls circle over
they dive to feast on the

Whale carcasses line the shore.
over them, slicing at the blubber
huge caldrons bubbling over smoky
the bloody carnage, screeching as
dead leviathans.

Thorlaf Sorlle, the Norwegian station manager, stands on
the docks as Shackleton, Wild and Worsley come down off the
Endurance's gangplank.

IC:ON'1'TNlJRD)
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SORLLE
Sir Ernest. Welcome to South Georgia.
I'm Thorlaf Sorlle.

SHACKLETON
Thank you. This is Wild, my second-in­
command, and Frank Worsley, our captain.

They all shake hands as Sorlle begins escorting them toward
the godforsaken village's few wooden structures.

SHACKLETON
You got my cable.

Sorlle nods that he did. Shackleton takes out a list, but
Sorlle doesn't take it from him.

SHACKLETON
I've amended the list of supplies I'm
going to need to purchase. In addition
to the coal, sugar and flour, and the
whale meat for the dogs -

SORLLE
I'm afraid I have some bad news.

INT. WHALING LODGE - DAY

A saloon-like place. Shackleton, Wild and Worsley are the
only non-Norwegians in it. Sorlle unfurls a map, spreads it
out across a table and gestures to areas on it, identified
in a writing that contains slashes through the 'O's'.

SORLLE
The Weddell Sea, hemmed in as it is on
three sides, traps much of the ice that
forms each winter.

Shackleton throws a quick look to Wild that says, Of course
we know that; does he think we're stupid?

SORLLE
This past winter there's more than we've
ever seen. It's been cold, and the winds
lighter than usual, preventing the floes
from escaping to the west.

SHACKLETON
We're not headed west. Our destination
is Vahsel Bay, way over here. If the ice
is bad, we can slip in behind it along
the lee shore.

((;ON'T'TNlJRD)
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All this talk of ice, and the way they talk about it so
nonchalantly, has Worsley very concerned.

SORLLE
That may be possible.

SHACKLETON
What would you suggest instead?

SORLLE
I suggest you try again next year.

Silence. Then-

SHACKLETON
Next year.

SORLLE
When conditions may be more favorable.

SHACKLETON
I see.

Shackleton, Wild can tell, is beginning to bristle, though
outwardly he displays only a calm politeness.

SHACKLETON
And what if they aren't more favorable
next year? Or the year after that. Or
after that. How long should I wait do
yqu think? Perhaps till I'm dead?

SORLLE
With all due respect, sir, have you
learned nothing from the fate of your
countryman?

SHACKLETON
And what should that be? To take no
risks? If it were absolute certainty I
was after, I wouldn't get out of bed.
Here's the list.

He pushes the list of supplies across the map like a big bet
in a high stakes poker game.

SHACKLETON
And when we've accomplished our goal,
all the world will know your part in it.

SORLLE
That's what I'm afraid of.
ship becomes trapped, then

(MORE)

If your
what?
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SORLLE (CONT'D)
No one will come for you. No one
could get to you. And what the world
would know is that I helped a man craft
his doom ... and his crew's.

(pause)
I won't provision your ship, sir.

Another silence. Worsley is nodding to himself that what
SorlIe is saying sounds reasonable to him; they'll try again
some other time. But Shackleton just stares at all the
Norwegian faces around him. Finally, to SorlIe -

I see.
Weddell

SHACKLETON
You've not been whaling in the
Sea all winter.

We have.
it is.

SORLLE
That's how we know just how bad

SHACKLETON
You've been going in there and coming
out, making money, yet none of your ships
have been lost.

SORLLE
We have very long experience in polar ice
navigation, sir.

SHACKLETON
So do a few Irishmen. Hard as that may
be to believe.

A long look between them. SorlIe then glances down to the
list on the table between them. Risking Shackleton's ire, he
pushes it back across the map to him. Shackleton nods to
himself. Wild takes a step back.

SHACKLETON
Let me understand. What you're saying
is that you would withhold the supplies
I need, that you would use your position
as overlord of this smelly Nordic fiefdom
of yours in the middle of nowhere to
prevent me from reaching my goal.

(MORE)
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SHACKLETON (CONT'D)
That you would do this not for my
preservation, as you say - for you care
nothing of me in all honesty - but in
desperate hope of preserving the so­
called accomplishment of one of your
countrymen as long as possible, and the
tenuous fingerhold on distinction held as
a result by your pathetic little country,
who's history, and people, as all the
world knows and too often mocks not
behind your back, are thoroughly ~

dismissible in every other regard. ~

Now there is a very long silence

EXT. ENDURANCE / WHALING STATION - DAY

The ship, as it steams out of port, is laden with more
supplies, surely, than its crew could ever need. Her decks
are piled high with coal and crates; tons of whale meat hang
from the rigging in strips, food for the sledge dogs, in a
frenzy down below from the dripping blood.

On the docks, Sorlle watches, at once disgusted and
concerned, as the Endurance, smoke pouring from her funnel,
disappears into the coastal fog like a ghost ship.

EXT. ENDURANCE / WEDDELL SEA - DAY

The Endurance rides the swells toward the first signs of
ice - a berg, twice the height of the ship, rising from the
depths like a huge ice sculpture, carved and polished by the
sea.

SHACKLETON
Where's the man who hates the ice?

(calls out)
Worsley! What are you doing?

WORSLEY
I see it. I'm safely avoiding it.

SHACKLETON
Avoiding it? Get as close as you can
and come over here.

Worsley hands the wheel, and strict instructions not to
get too close, to 1st Officer, Greenstreet, then joins Wild
and Shackleton. The Boss puts his arm around the Captain as
the ship glides toward the icy cliff.

SHACKLETON
What do think of this ice?

((;ON'J'TNlJI'DI



Endurance 1B 4/28/01 SZ 38.
CONTINUED:

WORSLEY
It's beautiful, there's no denying it.

SHACKLETON
And it's big enough to name. You may do
the honors.

WORSLEY
What? s~

SHACKLETON
Name it. It's been moving around this
sea without one for years.

WORSLEY
Name it what.

SHACKLETON
Whatever you like. Worsley Berg if that
sounds good to you.

WORSLEY
(thinks)

Rebecca ... a girl I once knew.

SHACKLETON
Done. Mr. Wild, make note.

As Wild does so in his ledger, Worsley watches in amazement.
That's how it's done? To the Captain-and-berg-namer -

SHACKLETON
Look down. At how beautiful and
mysterious your Rebecca is.

Worsley does, into the indigo water, at the
down and disappearing in dark blue depths.
him dizzy.

ice stretching
It almost makes

Shackleton hears a shutter click behind him and automatically
turns to pose, but Hurley isn't photographing him, but the
magnificent ice cliff.

SHACKLETON
For scale, James.

Shackleton strikes a pose. Alone.

EXT. ON THE DECK - LATER

As Crean, a huge, powerful man, moves and stacks crates to
be taken below decks, one of the kenneled dogs lunges at him
through the wooded bars, snarling and snapping.

(CON']' TNUPJJ )
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o
Crean snarls back just as viciously, which only enrages the
dog more, which only enrages Crean more. Macklin, the doctor
on board, watches in disbelief as the man and beast loudly '\1
taunt each other as if for territorial rights. Finally, ~~
Macklin can take it no longer. ,.,..

MACKLIN
You know, Crean, I'm told you'll get a
better effort from the dogs if you treat
them more like men.

Crean turns to him, stares, and, in all seriousness -

CREAN
That's just what I'm doing.

EXT. WEDDELL SEA - ANOTHER DAY

An explosion of color. Bright sun sparkling on the sea.
The Endurance crashes through bigger swells under full sail.
The cranky carpenter, McNeish,approaches the Boss a little
unsteadily.

MCNEISH
Sir?

SHACKLETON
Yes?

MCNEISH
It's Sunday.

SHACKLETON
Yes, and a lovely one at that.

They regard one another like speakers of different languages.

MCNEISH
I think we should be having fit and
proper religious services, don't you?
Certainly, at least, on Sundays.

SHACKLETON
(confiding in him)

I find them awfully dull, to be honest
with you.

(looking out to sea)
I prefer instead to stand here and look
the Almighty square in the eye.

(pause)
You're a religious man, are you?

WON'T'TNtJF.D\
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MCNEISH
I am.

SHACKLETON
That's good. You and Jesus being fellow
carpenters, you're in charge of seeing to
it we enjoy good weather.

McNeish is thoroughly disappointed with the 'assignment.'
Shackleton pats him on the shoulder and looks back out at the
Almighty.

EXT. WEDDELL SEA - TWJ:LIGHT

Ice. Dramatic and magnificent. A band of heavy pack ice
several feet thick and half a mile wide. Beyond the band are
huge icebergs painted in pastels by the twilight.

The crew has gathered on deck to watch, mesmerized by the
grandeur, and a little wary of its scale. Wild approaches
Shackleton, keeps his voice low -

WILD
Pack ice this far north?

SHACKLETON
Where are we do you figure?

WILD
Worsley says six hundred miles at least
from Vahsel Bay.

SHACKLETON
Right.

(pause; then calls to Worsley
at the helm)

FUrl your sails and ravel under steam
till we find an opening.

WORSLEY
What?

SHACKLETON
Plow through the ice, Captain, she can
take it.

Wild glances away to avoid his impulse to disagree with
Shackleton.

WORSLEY
For six hundred miles?

I(;ON'T'TNlJRf))
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SHACKLETON
You had nothing but confidence in this
ship when we bought it. Suddenly you
don't?

Worsley doesn't say it's not his confidence in the ship he's
questioning.

EXT. ON DECK - MOMENTS LATER

The crew works at furling the sails as the ship skirts the
pack's edge.

On the bridge, Worsley is watching tensely with Greenstreet
when Blackboro arrives in his apron from the galley, wide­
eyed, overwhelmed.

At the bow, Shackleton and Wild are blown by the wind,
sprayed by the sea. Shackleton points to an opening in the
pack and shouts back to Worsley -

SHACKLETON
Here's our chance!

Worsley swings the wheel and the Endurance enters the pack
ice, an amazing half world, neither land nor sea.

Ice floes ride the swell, awash with pale colors in the
twilight. Penguins watch the ship pass in dignified silence.
The sea is alive with seals. Whales blow in the open pools ­
or leads - between the floes as huge seabirds soar overhead.

The men of the crew are silent, almost reverent, yet their
anxiety is palpable. Deep booms like distant explosions come
from within ice-blue caves carved by the sea in the enormous
bergs.

GREENSTREET
There should be open seas on the other
side.

WORSLEY
(pause)

Are you asking?

EXT. THE DECK - MOMENTS LATER

The ship moves along an open lead till it's blocked by a
piece of a jigsaw puzzle of ice.

Worsley scales up to the crow's nest high atop the middle
mast, passing Hurley who's clinging precariously to the rig­
ging ashe cranks his motion picture camera.
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IN THE CROW'S NEST / DECK

Worsley looks out at the ice puzzle that stretches to the
horizon.

WORSLEY
Oh, Jesus.

Recovering, he uses flags to try to direct Greenstreet down
below at the wheel.

The rasp of ice scraping against the hull joins the ship's
usual and more comforting noises of water-lap, timber-creaks
and sail flapping like a tone-deaf new chorus member.

In the crow's nest, Worsley watches with keen anticipation
as the ship makes impact with the floe, shaking a bit as it
nudges against it -

Jostled, the silent crewmen below watch as a dark streak
makes a jagged course in the floe, widening as the ship moves
on into the lead it's created.

Up in the crow's nest, Worsley tries to laugh out loud if
only to expel his anxiety, but little sound comes out.

Below, Shackleton turns to Wild with a qualified smile.
They're not out of it yet but at least they're in water.

INT. WARDROOM - NIGHT

The men try to occupy themselves, reading and writing and
playing cards - anything to take their minds off the sounds
of the hull scraping against the floes.

In a moment the noise is joined by music and they look to
where Shackleton stands, next to the phonograph. The music
seems to calm those most anxious, as Shackleton hoped.

SHACKLETON
Anyone seen Leonard?

Someone points up.

EXT. DECK - NIGHT

Hussey sits with some of his meteorology equipment. At the
moment he's consulting a text book, but puts it away quickly
when he hears Shackleton emerge from below decks behind him.

SHACKLETON
What's the forecast?

(;ON'T'TNlJRDl
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HUSSEY
Uh ... well according to the
barometer I ... I think it's going
to get worse before it gets better.

(pause)
But that it will get better.

SHACKLETON
That's good. You're sure.

Hussey isn't at all, but nods. Then-

HUSSEY
No, sir. I'm not.

(pause)
But see that?

He points up at a strange dark streak in the sky.

SHACKLETON
What is that?

HUSSEY
That's called a water sky.

SHACKLETON
Is it.

HUSSEY
I think.

He starts to reach for a book, but thinks better of it;
Shackleton pretends not to have seen.

Meaning:
seas?

I think.

SHACKLETON
There's water ahead? Open

HUSSEY

SHACKLETON
That's wonderful.

HUSSEY
Yeah.

Of course Shackleton knows what a water sky is, and also
knows that definitely isn't one, but doesn't let on.

((;ON1'TNlTF:Dl
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SHACKLETON
It's getting a little cold out here.
Maybe you want to come inside, I'll help
you with your things.

(as they start gathering)
A water sky.

HUSSEY
Yeah.

EXT. ENDUlUINCE - WEDDELL SEA - DAY

The ship, encrusted in ice, churns through the floes.

The dogs howl while they and the men witness an 'ice-shower,'
millions of delicate ice crystals filtering down over a dark
frozen sea.

EXT. THE PACK - ANOTHER DAY

The Endurance steams along a lead in the jigsaw puzzle,
passing close to a magnificent towering berg.

Worsley, in the crow's nest, puts his arm out as if he might
touch it, then looks ahead and is surprised, then uncertain,
then elated to see ahead in the distance:

A dark, rolling, ice-free ocean, stretching to the horizon.

WORSLEY
Open water ahead!

Down on the deck, the men cheer. Shackleton looks to a
stunned Hussey, comes over and wraps an arm around the young
lad's shoulder as if perhaps he willed this to happen with
his water sky 'knowledge' alone.

SHACKLETON
Just like you said.

EXT. WEDDELL SEA - DAY

Spirits high, sails set, the ship races through to the open
water, leaving behind a group of icebergs that glow in rich
pinks and deep blues.

INT. WARDROOM - EVENING

The men sing a pub song as Hussey accompanies them on his
fiddle. Shackleton glances over at Dr. Macklin.

ICON1'TNlJP.D)
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SHACKLETON
Doctor Macklin, didn't you
could shout with the boys?
hear a whisper.

tell me you
I don't even

Macklin joins in. Shackleton grins. Wild appears with
Worsley.

WILD
Good news.

WORSLEY
We're but 200 miles from Vahsel Bay.

SHACKLETON
You're a polar ice explorer, Captain.
Have a drink on me.

Clark, one of the scientists the Boss 'likes' so much, comes
in with bagpipes and, eager to join in, readies the drone
pipes like he's fighting a squid.

SHACKLETON
Mr. Clark, do you know the definition of
a Scottish gentleman?

(Clark waits, curious)
One who can play the bagpipes but chooses
not to.

The men around them laugh.

EXT. WEDDELL SEA - DAY

The Endurance sails parallel to the tremendous ice cliffs
of the 'Barrier' that refract mirages everywhere.

EXT. SHACKLETON'S CABIN - ANOTHER DAY

Shackleton stands for the portrait which is now almost
finished. Marston, with one of his finer brushes, is just
adding a little highlight to the eyebrows when -

A sudden jolt smears the brush across the canvas as it and
its artist are thrown aside. Shackleton too almost loses his
footing as the ship shudders, rises up, then tumbles
backward.

EXT. SHIP'S DECK - MOMENTS LATER - DAY

The dogs are in a frenzy. Shackleton emerges from below
decks with Wild to find the ship engulfed in a heavy mist.
They hurry to join Worsley on the bridge.

(COW!' TNlJP.D )
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WORSLEY
Obviously we hit something.

SHACKLETON
Likely just a rogue chunk of ice.

They stare out at the mist, feel the wind rising, watch as it
blows the mist away, revealing to their horror -

Heavy pack ice ahead, anchored by a number of giant bergs and
no clear water, only brash ice that rolls at them in twenty
foot swells.

WORSLEY
Good God.

SHACKLETON
(pause; calmly)

Furl the sails, proceed under steam.
We'll find a way through.

EX'!'. 'fBE SHiP I 'fBE PACK - DAY

There is a studied calm among the men as the ship moves
slowly into what appears to be open sea but isn't. They're
in trouble, mired in the brash with more and more floes
closing in on them.

EX'!' • THE SHIP I THE PACK - LATER

The Endurance fights her way through a bizarre, nightmarish
world of icebergs bobbing in the endless mush ice.

Hussey hears a change of timbre in the wind and looks up
from his equipment. With more experience he'd know it was an
approaching gale. Shackleton does know. To Wild -

SHACKLETON
Start batting everything down.

Wild starts togo, but then hesitates, squints ahead.
Shackleton sees it too and watches as the channel is suddenly
alive with seals, hundreds of them, heading directly for the
ship - as if fleeing something terrible.

RUSSEY
Temperature's dropped another two
degrees.

The migrating seals pass and disappear behind the ship.
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