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FADE IN: 

 

EXT. ALASKA – OUTDOOR LANDSCAPE – DAY 

 

A pale Arctic sun hangs low over the vast Alaskan 

landscape, frozen in ice and snow in the dead of winter.  

 

VARIOUS SHOTS of glaciers and majestic snow-covered 

mountains trailing plumes of snow whipped by the wind. A 

dead-looking bush trembles on the cold wind-swept tundra. A 

feeble glint of sunlight is reflected on the ice of the 

frozen Bering Sea. A Polar Bear growls, lumbers past a 

tree, covered with ice. In the forest, a moose paws 

fruitlessly at the snow. A tiny human speck moves across 

the vast snow-covered tundra past a towering range of snow-

covered mountains in the background. The overall impression 

should be of a frigid environment where man is dwarfed by 

nature at its most elemental and unforgiving.  

 

An Elk skeleton’s antlers stick out of the snow at an 

angle. The antlers are sprayed by snow thrown up by the 

snowshoes of an Eskimo, UGATCH, (the speck) running past. 

Ugatch runs, his breathing labored, worried-looking. He has 

obviously been running hard for some time. As Ugatch runs 

across the vast snow plain: 

 

TITLE: ALASKA 

  1925 

 

Ugatch runs past first an igloo, then a shanty, watched by 

curious ragged ESKIMO WOMEN and CHILDREN. 

 

EXT. NOME STREETS 

 

Ugatch runs past a two-story Building with a sign: “HAMMOND 

GOLD MINING CO., NOME, ALASKA”, and through the snow-

covered streets of Nome, Alaska, a frontier mining town of 

some 1,400 Whites and Eskimos, perched on the edge of the 

frozen Bering Sea. The town consists of wooden frame 

buildings, most of which have seen better days. In the 

streets are one or two 1920’s vintage Ford trucks, a couple 

of cars, and dogs and sled teams waiting outside a store. 

 

Ugatch runs past several WHITE MEN and WOMEN, wearing fur 

parkas or ‘20’s-vintage winter clothes. Ugatch stops a 

WHITE MAN, asks something. The White Man replies, points 

down the street, their breaths clouds of white. 
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Ugatch runs to a decent-sized frame house with a dogsled 

team parked outside and a sign on what would have been a 

lawn if it wasn’t covered in snow: 

 

SIGN:   “DR. CURTIS WELCH, 

    GENERAL PRACTICE 

     ----------------------- 

      NOME, ALASKA MEDICAL CLINIC & HOSPITAL 

      U.S. PUBLIC HEALTH SERVICE” 

 

EXT. CURTIS HOUSE / HOSPITAL 

 

Ugatch kicks off his snowshoes and runs into the house. The 

only sound we hear is of the wind.  

 

THROUGH a big partially frost-covered front window, we see 

Ugatch talking anxiously to a middle-aged woman nurse, MRS. 

LULA WELCH, who appears to be trying to understand and calm 

him.  

 

DR. CURTIS WELCH, a distinguished-looking man in a white 

coat with neatly-combed iron-gray hair, who obviously comes 

from a better class than the people around him, but who has 

enough originality of mind to appreciate them, comes in. 

Mrs. Welch says something to Dr. Welch. A moment later, 

Ugatch and Dr. Welch, pulling on his parka, hurriedly exit 

the house.  

 

EXT. NOME STREETS 

 

Dr. Welch cracks his whip to start his dogsled team. They 

race through the snowy streets of Nome, Ugatch following 

after. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS 

 

Dr. Welch and his dog team mush across the snow. Ugatch 

runs panting after Dr. Welch, trying to keep up with the 

sled, his face very worried. 

 

EXT. ESKIMO VILLAGE 

 

Ugatch and Dr. Welch enter an Eskimo village of igloos on a 

snowy bluff overlooking the frozen sea. A half-dozen 

ESKIMOS stolidly watch them arrive, enter Ugatch’s igloo. 
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INT. IGLOO 

 

Inside, the igloo is cramped, fire lit. Ugatch’s WIFE, OLD 

MOTHER, OLD FATHER, watch as Dr. Welch moves to tend to two 

very ill, feverish, ESKIMO CHILDREN, ages 3 and 4. He 

examines them, uses his stethoscope, needs two tries to get 

them to open their mouths. 

 

WELCH 

How long have they been like this? 

 

UGATCH’S WIFE 

  (In Eskimo with subtitles) 

Three days. We thought it was a 

cold. 

 

WELCH 

It’s not a cold. 

 

He feels their feverish foreheads, throats. When he touches 

the older boy’s throat the boy winces in pain. Welch 

frowns. He takes out aspirin tablets, mortar and pestle, 

grinds them into powder, gives the powder to Ugatch’s Wife. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Mix with water. Four times a day. 

I’ll be back tomorrow. 

 

UGATCH’S WIFE 

  (In Eskimo with subtitles) 

They won’t eat. 

 

Welch starts to leave. 

 

WELCH 

Make ‘em. 

 

EXT. ESKIMO VILLAGE – LATE AFTERNOON/DUSK 

 

Ugatch and Welch exit the igloo. Welch gets ready to leave. 

Ugatch, anguished, looks at Welch, who sympathetically pats 

his shoulder. 

 

WELCH 

I’ll come tomorrow. 

 

Ugatch shakes his head no. 
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UGATCH 

Big White coming. 

 

WELCH 

Big one? 

 

Ugatch glances at the horizon, nods confirmation. 

 

UGATCH 

Big. 

 

WELCH 

I’ll be back. Mush! 

 

Welch cracks his whip to start his team. Ugatch watches him 

go. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS 

 

Welch, grim-faced, drives his dog team. All around there is 

only the wilderness and snow. We hear the mournful HOWLING 

of unseen Wolves. Welch’s dogs become restless. 

 

WELCH 

Damn! Haw! 

 

Welch halts his team. Ahead, the trail is empty in the 

twilight. Welch listens to the wolves’ howls, looks around 

360 degrees and is about to go on, when suddenly, as if by 

magic, a pack of WOLVES appears, blocking the trail which a 

second ago was empty. The Wolves are gaunt with hunger, 

menacing.  

 

Welch carefully reaches down to a pouch on his sled, pulls 

out a rifle, fires a shot into the air. The wolves bolt 

away. Welch puts the rifle back and nervously cracks his 

whip. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Come on! Mush! 

 

Welch and his team race back towards Nome, the frozen 

Bering Sea in the distance. 
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INT. KATE’S SALOON & GENERAL STORE - TWILIGHT 

 

JASON FARLEY, a mustachioed salesman in a suit, tie and 

derby hat, nervously stands against the chalked outline of 

a man on the wall. Facing Farley, about ten feet from him, 

LEO MILLER, a big, burly PROSPECTOR prepares to throw a 

large double-headed ax at Farley to the general amusement 

of the regular CUSTOMERS. 

 

Behind the bar, a big moose head, ornate mirror, period 

signs, e.g., Coca Cola, including one that says 

“PRHIBITION: KEEP IT IN THE LOWER 48,” rough wooden tables 

where PROSPECTORS, MINE WORKERS, ESKIMOS and an occasional 

cigar-smoking INDIAN sit, a pot-bellied stove surrounded by 

SOURDOUGHS with their feet up on it, a player piano playing 

“Tea for Two” and a stuffed grizzly bear draped with hats 

and parkas set the tone of the saloon/general store.  

 

The bar is tended by KATE MULDOON, the attractive, easy-

going proprietress, the kind of woman who can trade 

wisecracks with the men, yet have a soft spot for kids and 

dogs.  

 

Miller spits into his hand, hefts the heavy ax lightly as a 

toothpick. Farley smiles nervously as Miller sizes up the 

throw. 

 

MILLER 

Don’t move, mister. All right, now! 

One! . . . 

 

EXT. NOME STREET OUTSIDE KATE’S SALOON & GENERAL STORE 

 

Welch and his team pull up in front. Welch sets his sled 

brake, goes inside. 

 

INT. KATE’S SALOON & GENERAL STORE 

 

As Welch enters, some of the more raucous Customers call 

out: 

 

CUSTOMERS 

Two!... 

 

Welch unhesitatingly walks across Miller’s line of fire, 

forcing Miller to pause. 

 



7 

 

WELCH 

      (To Miller) 

Leo, you’re crazy. 

 

Miller relaxes, lowers the ax. 

 

MILLER 

No, I’m colorful. In the Lower 

Forty-eight I’d be crazy. 

 

Shaking his head, Welch walks to the corner of the bar, 

behind which are mail slots. Miller readies to throw again. 

 

MILLER 

One! ... 

 

OTHER CUSTOMERS 

Two! … 

 

Farley suddenly scurries away to a corner table to general 

LAUGHTER. Farley nervously uncorks a hip flask as Miller 

eyes the outline. 

 

MILLER & OTHER CUSTOMERS 

Three! 

 

Miller lets the ax fly. It hits, sticking in the wall 

outline where Farley’s groin would’ve been. The Customers 

guffaw loudly. Wide-eyed, Farley looks at the ESKIMO at his 

table. 

 

FARLEY 

Did he do that on purpose? 

 

The ESKIMO grins, shows Farley a scrimshaw of a naked woman 

on a walrus tusk. 

 

ESKIMO 

Five bucks. 

 

Welch goes over to Kate behind the bar for his mail. Kate 

indicates with a gesture, GUNNER KAASEN, a rugged, 

attractive man, Kaasen wearing trail clothes and mukluks, 

who is sitting at a corner table, next to a big sack marked 

“U.S. MAIL.” Kaasen is reading a book of W.B. Yeats’ poetry 

over his coffee.  

 



8 

 

Curled at his feet, his lead dog, BALTO, a black and white 

Siberian Husky, with astonishing blue eyes. Welch sits down 

at Kaasen’s table. Kaasen, without pausing his reading, 

reaches into his mail sack and hands Welch his mail. Welch 

scans anxiously through the letters. 

 

KAASEN 

Nothing from Washington, Doc. 

 

Welch disgustedly puts the letters aside. 

 

WELCH 

Didn’t know you liked poetry, 

Gunner. 

 

KAASEN 

You know what I like best about 

Alaska, Doc? 

 

. WELCH 

What’s that? 

 

KAASEN 

People mind their own business. 

 

Welch shakes his head. Smiling, Kate comes over to take 

their order. 

 

KATE 

Java, Doc? 

 

WELCH 

Yes – wait, bring some Canadian too. 

 

KATE 

What about you, Gunner? Warm you up 

for the trail? 

 

KAASEN 

Think I need it? 

 

KATE 

You don’t need anything. That’s your 

trouble. 

 

Kate picks up a tray and goes for the drinks. 
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WELCH 

Smart woman. Pretty too. 

 

Kaasen puts down his book. 

 

KAASEN 

I noticed. 

 

WELCH 

Good. Otherwise I’d have to insist 

you get your head examined and 

psychiatry’s not my specialty. 

Hello, Balto. 

 

Welch pats Balto, but he seems distant, troubled. 

 

KAASEN 

Why’d you order whiskey, Doc? It 

ain’t New Year’s Eve. 

 

WELCH 

    (Uncomfortable) 

Never said I was Temperance. 

 

KAASEN 

Last time you had one was yours and 

Lula’s twentieth, and even then you 

hardly touched it. 

 

Welch looks around, wanting to change the subject. 

 

WELCH 

So, you gonna race Seppala this 

year? 

 

Grinning, Kate comes up with steaming mugs of coffee and a 

bottle of Canadian rye, which she pours into their coffee. 

 

KATE 

Go on. Ask him. 

 

WELCH 

Well? 

 

KAASEN 

He always gets that damn little 

smirk when he wins. 
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Kaasen shows them, smirking like Seppala. 

 

KATE 

Then beat him. 

 

KAASEN 

I don’t know. That Togo’s a helluva 

dog. 

 

WELCH 

So’s Balto. 

 

Balto barks at the sound of his name.  

 

KAASEN 

He was the runt of the litter. 

Nobody wanted him.  

 

He pats Balto, drinks, and looks curiously at Welch. 

 

KAASEN (CONT’D) 

You know, Doc. Kinda interesting how 

you keep changing the subject. 

 

KATE 

Doc? 

 

Kate, looking concerned, sits down to join them. 

 

KATE (CONT’D) 

What is it? 

 

The mine foreman, “BIG MIKE” SUMMERS, a tall powerful man 

in a fur parka comes rushing into the saloon. Miller 

motions Summers over to join him. 

 

MILLER 

Hey! Big Mike! 

 

Summers, looking worried, ignores Miller and rushes over to 

Welch’s table. Balto stirs, whines like he understands 

there’s a problem. 

 

SUMMERS 

Doc, you better come. 

 



11 

 

WELCH 

What is it? 

 

SUMMERS 

Bobby. He came home from school 

complaining of a sore throat. He’s 

burning up! 

 

Welch gets up and hurriedly leaves the saloon with Summers. 

Kate and Kaasen watch them go, look at each other, clearly 

something going on between them. Kaasen starts to pull his 

stuff together to leave. Balto stirs.  

 

KAASEN 

Better get going. Mail never stops. 

 

KATE 

You could stay over. 

 

She leaves it hanging out there. 

 

KAASEN 

Not this trip. 

 

Kaasen gets up, pulls his stuff together, puts on his 

parka, gloves, heaves the big heavy mail sack over his 

shoulder, handling it easily. Kate, annoyed, gets up, 

starts to clear away the mugs, put them on a tray. 

 

KATE 

You’re a damn fool, Gunner. 

 

KAASEN 

I want things simple. 

 

KATE 

Nothing’s simple! 

 

She pats Balto, who has gotten up with Kaasen. 

 

KATE 

Balto, take care of that idiot 

you’ve got for a master. 

 

Balto barks. Kaasen starts to leave with Balto. Kate calls 

out to him from the bar as he’s at the door. 
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KATE 

Hey! Doesn’t that book of yours have 

any love poetry? 

 

Everyone in the saloon falls expectantly silent.  

 

KAASEN 

        (Recites) 

“With beauty like a tightened bow, 

Why, what could she have done, being 

what she is? Was there another Troy 

for her to burn?” 

 

Scattered LAUGHS and SOMEONE applauds. Kaasen, smiling, 

bows mockingly to Kate, who mock curtseys back. Kaasen 

leaves, hurriedly followed by Farley. 

 

EXT. SNOWY STREET OUTSIDE KATE’S SALOON – NIGHT 

 

Farley follows after Kaasen, who loads his gear and mail 

sack onto his waiting dog sled. Kaasen hitches Balto in 

front of the rest of the dog team. Farley approaches 

Kaasen, their breath visible in the cold clear night. 

 

FARLEY 

Jason Farley, Acme Tools and Mining 

Equipment. Heard you was heading 

south. 

 

Kaasen continues to work on the harness and getting the 

dogs ready. The dogs are frisky, ready to go. 

 

FARLEY (CONT’D) 

I was wondering maybe you could use 

some company on the trail. My team’s 

over at the hotel. 

 

Kaasen glances at Farley, shakes his head as he finishes 

readying the team, pats Balto. 

 

KAASEN 

Snow coming. You’d slow me down. 

 

FARLEY 

Then how about letting me buy one of 

your dogs? I heard your lead’s 

pretty good. 
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KAASEN 

Balto’s not for sale, Mister.  

 

Kaasen brushes by Farley as he goes to the back of the 

sled. 

 

FARLEY 

I’ll give you a thousand bucks. 

 

Farley pulls out a thick wad of bills. Kaasen looks at the 

money, breaks the sled runners out of the ice. 

 

FARLEY (CONT’D) 

Lot of money for a dog. 

 

KAASEN 

You best stand back. Don’t want to 

get run over. 

 

Kaasen uncoils his whip. Farley, blocking the way near 

Balto at the front of the dog team, doesn’t budge, looks 

caustically at Balto. 

 

FARLEY 

Maybe he ain’t worth it. He don’t 

look so special to me. 

 

KAASEN 

Mister, maybe you shouldn’t go out 

after all. 

 

Farley puts his foot up on the sled, smiling in a smart-

alecky way. 

 

FARLEY 

Why’s that? 

 

KAASEN 

Because this country can kill you 

quicker n’ hell in winter and you’re 

too buck stupid to survive. 

 

Farley’s smile disappears. Kaasen releases his sled brake. 
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KAASEN (CONT’D) 

You don’t even know it’s what you 

can’t see about a dog that’s 

important. Balto, mush! 

 

Kaasen cracks his whip. The team, led by Balto, races past 

Farley, almost knocking him down as they run on down the 

snowy deserted street. Farley watches them race away, 

Kaasen with one foot on the back of the sled, the other 

smoothly pushing the sled along. 

 

FARLEY 

  (Shouting after Kaasen) 

I’ll give you two thousand! 

 

FARLEY (CONT’D) 

        (to himself) 

I gotta get out of here. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE OF MINE PIT / OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN 

 

Kaasen’s team, Balto leading, goes past the mine structures 

and Eskimo shacks on the outskirts of town. Kaasen’s team 

disappears into the wilderness of snow. 

 

INT. SUMMER’S HOUSE – BEDROOM 

 

Welch comes hurriedly into the bedroom with Summers. RACHEL 

SUMMERS gets up from the bed, where’s she’s been tending 

BOBBY, a very sick-looking 7 year old boy. Also in the 

room, an Eskimo shaman woman, KAIYUK stops ritualistically 

waving a smoking clay bowl of burning blubber and herbs. 

Summers looks sharply at the Eskimo woman, then his wife. 

 

SUMMERS 

Rachel! You promised! 

 

RACHEL 

Michael, please. 

 

Summers starts threateningly towards Kaiyuk. 

 

SUMMERS 

Listen, you . . .  

 

Welch puts his hand on Summers arm. 
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WELCH 

Mike. She can’t hurt anything. 

 

Welch examines Bobby, notices that he winces, coughs wetly 

when he gently squeezes the boy’s neck. Welch glances back 

at Rachel. 

 

WELCH 

Has he been complaining of a sore 

throat? 

 

RACHEL 

The teacher said he was coughing at 

school. He just had a little fever, 

then all of a sudden . . . 

 

She begins to cry. 

 

RACHEL (CONT’D) 

He doesn’t know me. My own baby! 

 

Summers puts his arms around her. 

 

SUMMERS 

What’s going on, doc? 

 

Welch goes to his black medical bag, takes out a throat 

swab, specimen bottle, eyepiece magnifier. 

 

WELCH 

Not sure. Need to take some tests. 

 

He leans over Bobby, tries to get him to open his mouth. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Say aaah, son. 

 

Bobby, feverish, whips his head, moans in pain. Welch can’t 

get his mouth open. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Come on, son. I know it hurts. Mike! 

Hold him! I’ve got to get a 

specimen! 

 

Summers comes over, pins Bobby down, as Welch tries to get 

a throat swab. Rachel watches, anguished. 
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WELCH (CONT’D) 

Come on, son! Open up! 

 

RACHEL 

Michael! 

 

Summers looks at her for a second, helps hold the 

struggling Bobby down as Welch forces the boy’s mouth open, 

peers at it with a magnifier, looks back at Rachel. 

 

WELCH 

Light! Quick! 

 

Rachel hesitates for a beat, grabs a kerosene lamp, brings 

it over. Welch peers through the magnifier at the boy’s 

throat, which is red with ominous white patches. Welch 

swabs Bobby’s throat as Summers holds the boy down. Welch 

puts the swab into the specimen bottle, seals it. He waves 

Summers off the boy, pats Bobby on the forehead. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Brave boy. I’ve known grown men who 

couldn’t’ve stood it. 

 

Welch puts his things back into his bag, takes out a bottle 

of cough medicine, aspirin pills, hands them to Rachel. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Give him two teaspoons every four 

hours. Mash up the aspirins and try 

to get it down him with tea. 

 

SUMMERS 

He gonna be OK, doc? 

 

Welch doesn’t answer, pulls on his parka, looks at Kaiyuk, 

smiles wearily. 

 

WELCH 

What’s the matter, Kaiyuk? Trying to 

put me out of business? 

 

KAIYUK 

Bad spirit. I fix. 

 

Kaiyuk holds up a small carved figurine of a seal.  
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INT. SUMMERS’S HOUSE – LIVING ROOM 

 

Welch, by the front door, pulls on his mukluks, gets ready 

to leave. Summers and Rachel watch him. 

 

SUMMERS 

The medicine’ll help, huh doc? 

 

WELCH 

I’ll run some tests. See if you can 

get him to keep it down. 

 

SUMMERS 

He’ll be OK, right? 

 

WELCH 

I’ll be by in the morning. 

 

Welch leaves. Rachel stands, fists clenched at her sides. 

 

INT. SUMMERS’S HOUSE – BEDROOM 

 

Kaiyuk holds the seal figurine up so that it is framed by 

the flame of the kerosene lamp, looks around and 

surreptitiously slips it under Bobby’s pillow.  

 

EXT. NOME STREET - NIGHT 

 

The light from a window lights Welch on his way home. 

Overhead, the Northern Lights shimmer. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS 

 

Kaasen and his team work their way to the top of a snow-

covered rise. Kaasen pauses, he and the team silhouetted 

against the Northern Lights blazing in all their glory. The 

snow creaks ominously. Balto whines. Kaasen looks at him, 

clicks his tongue and the team starts running again. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE – KITCHEN 

 

The Northern Lights, seen through kitchen window of Welch’s 

house, as Welch sits at the kitchen table with his wife, 

Lula Welch, in a print dress, his dinner and coffee 

untouched in front of him. 
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LULA 

Could it be tonsillitis? 

 

Welch shakes his head no. Welch pushes his plate away 

untouched. Lula puts her hand gently on his arm. 

 

LULA 

You know what it is, don’t you? 

 

WELCH 

I won’t know till I check the 

specimen from the Summers’ boy. 

 

LULA 

But you know, don’t you? 

 

Welch looks away. Lula’s glance shows she’s annoyed. 

 

LULA 

Curtis Welch, I’m not just your 

wife, I’m a nurse. And a good one! 

What’s wrong with those children? 

 

WELCH 

Diptheria. 

 

Lula is shocked, horror-stricken. 

 

LULA 

Sweet Baby Jesus! 

 

WELCH 

There hasn’t been a case in years, 

but the symptoms -(beat) there’s no 

antitoxin. Three years I’ve been 

asking Washington to send us some. 

 

Welch bangs his fist impotently on the kitchen table. 

Lula puts her hand comfortingly on his shoulder. 

 

LULA 

What will you do? 

 

WELCH 

Watch ’em die. 
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LULA 

The hell you will. 

 

She gets the specimen bottle from his black bag, holds it 

out to him. 

 

LULA (CONT’D) 

Find out for sure! You’ve never been 

a pussyfooter, Curtis Welch.  

 

Welch takes a deep breath, stands and moves toward his 

examination/lab room. 

 

WELCH 

Get my Bacterial Pathogenic book, 

the big one. 

 

INT. EXAMINATION ROOM/LAB 

 

The lab is filled with medical instruments, examining 

table, a work table crowded with all sorts of odds and 

ends, everything from old snowshoes to a microscope. Welch 

clears a space on the worktable.  

 

Welch prepares a specimen slide as Lula comes in with a big 

medical textbook, which she sets down, turning pages to 

find the right one. Welch puts the slide under the 

microscope, glances at Lula, peers into the microscope. The 

lens shows teeming millions of rod-shaped bacteria, 

something seemingly malevolent in their ferocious virility.  

 

Welch looks at the page about the DIPTHERIA BACTERIUM, 

showing an illustration of bacteria identical with those in 

the microscope.  

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – WILSON’S ROADHOUSE – POINT SAFETY 

 

Kaasen and his team pull up to the roadhouse, lights 

blazing from the windows out onto the snow. No other 

buildings around, only wilderness.  

 

A weather-beaten SIGN on the roadhouse reads:  

 

 “WILSON’S ROADHOUSE, POINT SAFETY, EATS AND DRINKS”  

 

An older drunken sourdough, EDDIE ROYCE, lies sprawled on 

the snow-covered porch. Kaasen goes over and kicks Royce. 
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KAASEN 

Come on, Eddie. Get up! 

 

Royce doesn’t move. Kaasen kicks him again. 

 

KAASEN 

You’ll freeze, you damned fool. 

 

Royce sits up, shivers, shakes the snow off himself, rubs 

his face. 

 

ROYCE 

Hiya, Gunner. How about a drink? 

 

KAASEN 

No more, Eddie. Not this time. 

 

Kaasen, with Royce tagging after like a puppy, enters the 

roadhouse. 

 

INT. WILSON’S ROADHOUSE 

 

BILLY WILSON, a pot-bellied man in an soiled apron, serves 

a glass of moonshine whiskey to a grizzled gold PROSPECTOR. 

Slumped face down on a table lies an INDIAN in a drunken 

stupor. At seeing Kaasen, Wilson smiles, pours a cup of 

coffee, puts a thick sack on the bar. Royce licks his lips 

watching the Prospector drink. 

 

WILSON 

Here’s your salmon, Gunner. I swear 

you treat those dogs better ‘n 

people. 

 

KAASEN 

They are. 

 

WILSON 

You gonna race Seppala? 

 

Kaasen motions him close confidentially, like he’s going to 

tell him a secret. 

 

KAASEN 

Maybe. (winks) 
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WILSON 

Smartass. 

 

KAASEN 

What’s the weather? 

 

Wilson sees Royce eying the whiskey bottle, moves it to the 

back counter. 

 

WILSON 

Injuns talking ‘bout a Big White. 

 

ROYCE 

First time in twenty years they seen 

wolves in the villages. (to Kaasen)   

Come on, Gunner. Just a short one? 

 

Royce holds up his hand, thumb and forefinger measuring a 

small shot. Kaasen shakes his head no. 

 

ROYCE 

I’ll sell you Daisy. She’s a great 

dog. Where is she? Daisy! Daisy! 

 

He looks around as a husky dog, DAISY, comes over from the 

corner. Kaasen angrily grabs Royce by his shirt front, 

almost lifting him from the floor. 

 

KAASEN 

You’d sell Daisy! For a drink! 

 

Kaasen looks ready to smash Royce, relents, lets him go. He 

picks up the sack of salmon, tosses a silver dollar on the 

counter, turns to go. 

 

KAASEN 

See ya, Billy. 

 

Kaasen leaves. Royce follows. Wilson calls to Kaasen. 

 

WILSON 

I’d forget making Norton! Everyone’s 

closing down for the storm. 

 

 

 

 



22 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE WILSON’S ROADHOUSE 

 

Kaasen comes out followed by Royce. Kaasen loads the salmon 

strips on the sled. Royce watches sullenly.  

 

ROYCE 

You hadn’t oughta done that, Gunner. 

We was at Chateau Thierry, you and 

me. Pals. 

 

Kaasen looks up from securing the sled. 

 

KAASEN 

War’s over, Eddie. I’ll need you for 

the run to Nome when I get back from 

Norton. 

 

ROYCE 

C’mon Gunner. Just a short one? 

 

KAASEN 

Dammit Eddie, we got a contract. 

With the United States Government. 

 

Royce just looks at Kaasen. 

 

KAASEN 

Hell! 

 

Kaasen reaches into his pocket, tosses a coin to Royce, who 

catches it and smiles. 

 

 

ROYCE 

Thanks, Gunner! 

 

KAASEN 

You better be here when I get back! 

Balto, mush! 

 

Royce watches Kaasen and his team disappear into the night, 

then tosses the coin in his hand, goes back inside. 

 

INT. MAYOR MAYNARD’S HOUSE – BEDROOM 

 

MAYOR WALLACE MAYNARD and MRS. MAYNARD are in bed, 

sleeping. They are awakened by pounding on the front door.  
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Mrs. Maynard wakes the snoring Mayor. 

 

MRS. MAYNARD 

Wallace! There’s someone at the 

door. 

 

Maynard, grunting, gets up sleepily, pulls on his robe. 

 

MAYNARD 

All right! Keep your shirt on. 

 

INT. MAYNARD’S HOUSE – HALLWAY 

 

The pounding is even louder as Maynard comes in. 

 

MAYNARD (CONT’D) 

       (Muttering) 

Godfrey! 

 

Maynard opens the front door. Welch is standing outside in 

the snow. 

 

MAYNARD (CONT’D) 

Doc! (takes in the situation) Come 

in. 

 

Welch comes in and Maynard closes the front door. They 

stand in the hallway. 

 

MAYNARD  (CONT’D) 

Little late for a house call. 

 

WELCH 

We have to call a town meeting, 

Wallace. 

 

Maynard starts to adjust and retie his bathrobe. 

 

MAYNARD 

I’ll call Mike Summers in the 

morning. See when we can arrange it. 

 

WELCH 

No, not in the morning. Now. 
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Maynard just stares at him, then peers at grandfather clock 

which shows 14 after midnight. 

 

MAYNARD 

Are you crazy?! Do you know what 

time it is? 

 

WELCH 

Late. 

 

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE THE PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH 

 

TOWNSPEOPLE, mostly WHITE MEN and WOMEN and a few ESKIMOS, 

some with CHILDREN, crowd to enter the Church in response 

to the urgent tolling of the Church Bell. 

 

INT. PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH 

 

The church is crowded and noisy with people awakened by the 

TOLLING church bell, which is still ringing, as more MEN 

and WOMEN, some with BABIES or small CHILDREN looking 

sleepy, still in pajamas, come in.  

 

Lula Welch and Mrs. Summers are in the front pew. Kate is 

in the middle. Everyone is talking to his or her neighbor, 

wondering what is going on. Seated on the dais in front are 

Welch, Summers, Maynard, and uniformed SERGEANT JACK 

ANDERSON, U.S. Army Signal Corps.  

 

As the last STRAGGLERS enter, the church bell stops 

tolling. Maynard gets up, holds up his hands to quiet the 

crowd. 

 

MAYNARD 

All right, everyone. All right. 

Settle down. Come on, folks. 

 

The crowd almost completely quiets, settles down. 

 

MAYNARD 

Doc Welch’s got something to tell 

us. I think we all better listen. 

 

As Welch gets up, the crowd gets quiet enough to hear a pin 

drop, except for one BABY crying, which is quickly shushed 

by its MOTHER. Welch stands before them slightly nervous, 

but determined.  
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WELCH 

People are getting sick. Two Eskimo 

kids, Mister Summers’ boy, Bobby. 

It’s diphtheria. 

 

The crowd buzzes. People talk to their neighbors or react 

with shock. The noise grows. A WOMAN shushes them. 

 

WELCH 

There’s a lot to do. We have to get 

help, organize a quarantine. 

 

The crowd starts to buzz again, the word “quarantine” 

moving among them like a match set to a gunpowder trail. A 

woman’s slightly hysterical voice is heard. 

 

WOMAN’S VOICE 

Bobby was at school! 

 

The commotion in the crowd increases. A miner, HICKEY, 

stands up. 

 

HICKEY 

        (Loudly) 

Where’d it come from? 

 

WELCH 

We don’t know. The first cases were 

the Eskimo children. 

 

At this, the commotion erupts. Everyone starts shouting at 

one another, the shout “Quarantine the Eskimos!” clearly 

heard above the hubbub, as are the words “Quarantine,” 

“Eskimo” and “Goddamn Eskimos!”.  A WOMAN with a BABY 

futilely tries to quiet her neighbors. A WORKMAN starts a 

fist fight with an ESKIMO MAN, who fights back, both of 

them pulled apart by other MEN. Maynard stands up and 

pounds the table for order. 

 

MAYNARD 

Quiet! Quiet everyone! 

 

The crowd ignores him. Welch watches impotently. 

 

WELCH 

   Microbes don’t care. 



26 

 

 

His voice is unheard in the hubbub. 

 

MAYNARD 

What?! 

 

WELCH 

        (shouts) 

Microbes don’t care! 

 

The crowd quiets at this outburst from the usually mild-

mannered doctor, his fists now clenched. Those who had 

gotten up sit down again. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

They don’t care what color you are. 

Or who dies. 

 

SUMMERS 

Bobby (beat) die?! 

 

Welch doesn’t answer. In the crowd, Rachel Summers starts 

to silently cry. Maynard looks at Welch. 

 

MAYNARD 

Who’s going to die, doc? 

 

Welch looks at Lula in the crowd, his eyes moist. She looks 

back, tears in her eyes. Welch looks out over the crowd. 

 

WELCH 

Most of us. 

 

A few gasps from the crowd. Summers sits back down, half 

addressing himself, half to Welch and the crowd. 

 

SUMMERS 

I saw Ugatch leaving town. His 

little girl was coughing. 

 

A murmur in the crowd. 

 

WELCH 

The Eskimos and Indians have no 

immunity at all against white 

diseases. It’s the end of them. 
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His words are greeted with horrified silence. Maynard sits 

down, stunned, looks at Welch. 

 

MAYNARD 

How much time have we got? 

 

WELCH 

The incubation period is less than a 

week. Many of us may already be 

infected. 

 

MAYNARD 

How long? 

 

WELCH 

After the first symptoms, three to 

five days. 

 

A woman, MARTHA’s voice comes out of the crowd. 

 

MARTHA 

My baby! 

 

Summers stunned, sits back down, looks at Welch. 

 

SUMMERS 

Doc, isn’t there anything? 

 

WELCH 

Yes. With antitoxin serum I can stop 

the disease in anyone’s who’s got it 

and prevent anyone else from getting 

it. 

 

A sigh of relief passes through everyone. The crowd visibly 

relaxes, people start to faintly talk among themselves. 

Maynard rubs the back of his neck. 

 

MAYNARD 

Gotta tell you, Doc, for a minute 

you had me worried. 

 

Welch stands there, stiff as ever. 

 

WELCH 

There isn’t any. 
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MAYNARD 

What? 

 

WELCH 

There may not be any antitoxin in 

all of Alaska. 

 

Everyone stares at Welch, stunned. Hickey angrily charges 

the dais, his fists balled, shouting. 

 

HICKEY 

       (Shouting) 

You medical bastard! 

 

A commotion ensues, people standing, pushing, women 

screaming. Summers rushes up and grabs Hickey, who’s half 

his size, restraining him just before he can maul Welch. 

 

HICKEY 

  (Through commotion, to Welch) 

What the hell kind of doctor are you 

anyway? 

 

WELCH 

Three years I’ve been writing to 

Washington! Three years! 

 

A pistol shot is fired. The commotion starts to die down 

and a second shot is fired.  

 

Maynard holds a revolver he fired into the air, as the 

crowd is silenced. Maynard waves it threateningly at the 

crowd. 

 

MAYNARD 

If I have to, I’ll use this thing! 

We may have to declare martial law. 

 

Maynard hands the pistol back to Sergeant Anderson. Says to 

Anderson as he faces the crowd: 

 

MAYNARD 

Jack, shoot the next son-of-a-bitch 

who gets out of his seat. 

 

Anderson levels the pistol at the crowd, who retake their 

seats. 
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MAYNARD 

Deal the cards, doc. What do we do? 

 

WELCH 

Quarantine. (Turns to Summers) You 

too, Mike. You can be quarantined at 

home, or at your office where you 

can do some good. 

 

Summers looks anguished at Rachel, who nods her permission. 

 

SUMMERS 

Office. 

 

WELCH 

Not just Big Mike. I’ll have to 

check the whole town. 

 

MAYNARD 

What else? 

 

WELCH 

We must have antitoxin. It’s our 

only chance. 

 

MAYNARD 

I’ll radio the Governor. 

 

HICKEY 

         (Loudly) 

How you gonna get it here? 

Abracadabra?! 

 

The crowd starts to buzz. One MAN calls out loudly: 

 

MAN #1 

Dogsled! 

 

Another MAN stands up. 

 

MAN #2 

Ain’t time. Takes a month for the 

mail to get through! 

 

Another man, an awkward-looking STUTTERER nods vehemently. 
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STUTTERER 

Th-th-th-that’s right. A m-m-month! 

 

Hickey stands up. 

 

HICKEY 

According to the sawbones we only 

got eight days! Maybe less! 

 

At this the crowd starts murmuring again. Rachel stands up. 

She is trembling. 

 

RACHEL 

I can’t believe you! What are you 

going to do? Wait to die?! Those 

sleds carry a thousand pounds! We 

could do a relay. If we got the best 

teams in the territory and all they 

were carrying was serum? We have the 

best drivers in the world! 

 

Everyone buzzes excitedly. “That’s right!” “A relay race!” 

“They could do it!” etc. are heard in the crowd. Another 

miner, MAN #3, working his miner’s hat in his hands, stands 

up. 

 

MAN #3 

Even if we cut it in half -- fifteen 

days. Even if the weather was 

perfect, wouldn’t be enough. 

 

Rachel is devastated. Everyone is so silent, the wind can 

be heard in the eaves. Kate gets up from the audience, 

walks up to Welch. 

 

KATE 

Doc, tell me what to do. 

 

She looks at the crowd. 

 

KATE 

No child is going to die. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS / OUTSIDE KAASEN’S CABIN 

 

Kaasen halts his team outside his small snow-covered wooden 

cabin and adjacent shed, isolated in the wilderness.  
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KAASEN 

Haw! Far as we go, boys. Storm 

coming. 

 

Kaasen unhitches the dogs, unloads the sled. 

 

INT. KAASEN’S DOG SHED 

 

The shed is wide and low. Kaasen chains each of the dogs, 

except Balto, to his own post, the dog’s name carved in the 

wood; patting, hugging and playing with each of the dogs in 

turn. Kaasen playfully wrestles with one of them, ACHILLES. 

 

KAASEN 

Tough guy, huh? Like to fight, don’t 

you? (Quotes) “Great Achilles, tower 

of strength to the Achaeans.” 

 

Kaasen pulls open a stone slab into the floor, pulls out a 

big haunch of moose, chops off thick slabs of meat and 

feeds the dogs, goes back outside. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE KAASEN’S CABIN 

 

Kaasen ties down the unloaded sled and washes his hands in 

the snow. Followed by Balto, he carries his gear and the 

heavy mail sack into the cabin. The outside THERMOMETER on 

the side of the cabin shows forty below. 

 

INT. MINE OFFICE IN NOME 

 

Maynard and Summers stand around Sergeant Anderson at a 

radio-telegraph key. 

 

Maynard hands Anderson a piece of paper, on which we can 

just make out the words:  

 

“S.O.S. NOME Calling. S.O.S. Diptheria Epidemic. Desperate 

Medical Emergency. Need antitoxin serum, volunteer racing 

dog teams. Many lives at stake. Please HELP.” 

 

MAYNARD 

All right, sergeant. 

 

Anderson clicks the words in Morse on the clicking key. 
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EXT. WILDERNESS – LATE NIGHT 

 

The sound of the radio-telegraph key clicking its message 

is heard as a V.O. over the vast Alaskan tundra. 

 

EXT. STARK GLACIERS 

 

V.O. of the telegraph key clicking over VARIOUS SHOTS of 

glaciers. 

 

EXT. BERING SEA 

 

V.O. of the telegraph key over a view of the Bering Sea, 

frozen solid, looking utterly bleak and desolate. 

 

EXT. U. S. ARMY SIGNAL CORPS CAMP 

 

The wind blowing snow over the wooden Army huts. 

 

INT. ARMY HUT  

 

A young ARMY SIGNALMAN sleeps on a cot, the hut lit by a 

single kerosene lamp. The telegraph on a table starts 

clicking.  

 

The Signalman gets up, shivering from the cold, pulls his 

blanket around him, starts writing the message with a 

pencil. After a moment, he begins clicking his key sending 

the message on. 

 

EXT. WIDE ANGLE – ANCHORAGE – DAWN 

 

The snow-covered port town of wooden buildings overlooking 

Cook Inlet and the distant Kenai Peninsula, the dawn sun 

reflected off icebergs floating in the icy blue water, 

eight hundred miles from the blizzard raging up north. 

 

EXT. ARMY TERRITORIAL HEADQUARTERS BUILDING, ANCHORAGE 

 

Dawn in the street outside the building with a sign 

reading: “U.S. Army Signal Corps – Territorial 

Headquarters. Anchorage.” 

 

INT. SIGNAL CORPS BUILDING 

 

An ARMY P.F.C. sleepily pours himself a cup of coffee, 

looks out the window at the pale sun shining over the sea, 



33 

 

yawns and drinks, as the telegraph behind him starts to 

tap. Four a couple of beats, he pays no attention to the 

key, enjoying the morning and the coffee. Suddenly, 

awareness dawns. 

 

P.F.C 

Jeez! 

 

He nearly drops the cup, spilling the coffee, and races to 

the telegraph. He grabs a pencil and begins writing 

hurriedly, then reaches for the crank telephone. Still 

taking notes, he furiously turns the crank. 

 

EXT. ANCHORAGE STREET – DAY 

 

An Army PRIVATE comes out of the Army Signal Corps 

building, gets on a mule and rides anxiously down the snow-

covered street, past LOGGERS with their Model T trucks, 

horse-drawn carts, INDIANS smoking and watching the street, 

two WOMEN, young BOYS in knickers throwing snowballs. The 

Private rides up to the Territory Capitol, a plain wooden 

building with a railed porch.  

 

A SIGN on the door reads: 

 

 “ALASKA TERRITORY CAPITOL 

      If the coffee’s ready, stop in & have a cup.” 

 

The Private leaps off his mule, races up the porch steps 

and inside. 

 

INT. CAPITOL BUILDING – GOVERNOR BONE’S OFFICE 

 

The Governor’s office is neither plush nor Frontier-crude, 

but comfortable. GOVERNOR SCOTT BONE, in shirtsleeves, tie 

at half-mast, is standing over a small paper and coffee 

cup-strewn conference table, a large map of Alaska spread 

over a portion of it. Seated at the table is Bone’s aide, 

GRIDLEY, a political aide with a cigar.  

 

BONE 

What about an airplane? 

 

GRIDLEY 

Chance in a million. What if it 

crashed? 
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BONE 

Hmmm. 

 

GRIDLEY 

That’s assuming we even have serum. 

Governor, I warn you. Politically, 

this is dynamite. 

 

The door opens and MAGGIE, the Governor’s forty-something 

old-maidish secretary comes in with a paper. 

 

BONE 

Yes, Maggie? 

 

MAGGIE 

Sorry, sir. 

 

She hands Bone the paper, which he reads, his expression 

tightening. 

 

MAGGIE (CONT’D) 

Nome reports forty-one below and 

falling. Weather Service says 

there’s a big storm coming. 

 

Bone puts the paper on the table. Gridley picks it up, 

reads. 

 

GRIDLEY 

They can’t fly in this. 

 

BONE 

It’ll have to be dogs. Eight hundred 

miles. 

 

GRIDLEY 

Governor, you haven’t been 

listening. If we try a rescue and it 

fails, those boys in Washington 

won’t leave enough left of you for 

fishbait. 

 

Bone glares harshly at Gridley. 

 

BONE 

Gridley! Go get me some goddamn 

serum! 
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GRIDLEY 

There isn’t any. Maggie checked. 

 

BONE 

I don’t care. Get some! 

 

As Gridley exits the office, Bone spreads the map to show 

Maggie. 

 

BONE 

I want us to coordinate with Nome on 

this relay. 

 

INT. GRIDLEY’S OFFICE 

 

Gridley enters. Sitting on a couch in his office, a bright, 

ambitious young female journalist, MARY WALSH, puts a 

college journalism textbook away in her handbag, stands up. 

 

MARY 

Come on, Gridley. What’s going on in 

there? 

 

Gridley sits at his desk. 

 

GRIDLEY 

Really, Miss Walsh. Don’t you have 

something more ladylike to do? 

 

MARY 

Do I detect a certain political 

aroma, Mister Gridley? Eau de Teapot 

Dome, perhaps? 

 

Mary perches on the edge of Gridley’s desk, crossing her 

pretty legs to distract Gridley. She picks up a paper from 

the desk. Gridley grabs it out of her hand. 

 

GRIDLEY 

There’s nothing going on. Besides, a 

young woman doing this kind of work 

is, well, you shouldn’t, that’s all. 

 

Gridley moves the papers out of her reach.  
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MARY 

Come on Gridley. We both know 

something’s up, which God knows 

never happens in this burg. You need 

me. 

 

GRIDLEY 

I have work to do… 

 

Gridley starts to pull the phone toward him, then stops. 

He’s had an idea. 

 

GRIDLEY 

On second thought, maybe this is one 

story that should get out. We need 

all the help we can get. 

 

Gridley stands, consults his pocket watch. 

 

GRIDLEY 

If you’ll excuse me, Miss, I’ll be 

right back. 

 

Gridley, subtly obvious, edges the dispatch toward Mary, 

leaves his office. As soon as he’s gone, Mary grabs the 

dispatch, reads with mounting excitement. Mary races 

triumphantly out the door. 

 

EXT. ANCHORAGE NEWS OFFICE BUILDING 

 

A nondescript two-story building, with newspaper offices 

over a ship chandler’s store.  

 

A sign next to a second story window says: “ANCHORAGE DAILY 

NEWS”.  

 

INT. ANCHORAGE NEWS OFFICE 

 

The news office is a small two-person operation, with the 

newsroom and old-fashioned printing press in the same room. 

Mary comes in, throws off her winter coat as she rushes 

across the room to her typewriter. She types fast the 

Headline words: “DIPTHERIA EPIDEMIC, NOME ISOLATED, 

THOUSANDS MAY DIE. SERUM ONLY HOPE”.  

 

The publisher-editor, a nice-looking All-American young 

man, CHARLEY BENTON, is setting type as Mary, almost 
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breathless with excitement, rips the page from the 

typewriter and shows it to Charley. 

 

CHARLEY 

Has this hit the wire? 

 

Mary shakes her head no. 

 

CHARLEY (CONT’D) 

Send it. 

 

Charley tosses her a telephone book. 

 

CHARLEY (CONT’D) 

And call every hospital and doctor 

in town. Somebody’s got to have some 

serum. 

 

MARY 

Is it a lead story? 

 

CHARLEY 

Are you kidding? It’s the story of 

the decade. 

 

MARY 

My story, Charley! 

 

CHARLEY 

It’s too big for one. (beat) I’ll 

give you first by-line. C’mon! 

 

Charley excitedly clears a front page and starts blocking 

type layout. Mary starts toward the teletype machine. 

 

CHARLEY 

Helluva story, poor devils. 

 

INT. SUMMER’S HOUSE – NOME – DAY 

 

Welch, his face covered by a surgical mask, pulls on his 

parka to leave. A tired-looking Rachel grabs beseechingly 

at his parka. Through an open door, we see Bobby, lying in 

bed, looking very ill. 

 

RACHEL 

Please, no! 



38 

 

 

Welch, tormented, shakes her off, takes off his mask as he 

opens the front door, leaves. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE SUMMER’S HOUSE – NOME STREET 

 

The street is deserted except for Welch, Miller and Kate. 

Welch motions to Miller, who nails a printed yellow paper 

which says: “QUARANTINE”, (and then small print restricting 

all access or contact with anyone inside the house), on the 

front door, fluttering in the wind. A sympathetic Kate 

watches. Rachel’s voice comes thinly from behind the closed 

door. 

 

RACHEL’S VOICE 

How will we eat? 

 

WELCH 

We’ll send someone. 

 

KATE 

I’ll come, Rachel. I promise. 

 

The three of them, Welch, Miller and Kate, trudge through 

the snow to the next house. 

 

INT. SUMMER’S OFFICE 

 

The scattered papers, dirty dishes, coffee cups, disheveled 

bedrolls indicate that Summers, Maynard, and Anderson have 

settled in for a long siege. Through the window can be seen 

the abandoned snow-covered machinery of the mine. Anderson 

slumps exhausted by his radio-telegraph key. Summers and 

Maynard stand around a big map of Alaska on a messy 

worktable. The men are bleary-eyed, unshaven. Summers, 

looking feverish, marks in a name on the map. 

 

SUMMERS 

That’s it. We’ll need a special 

train from Anchorage to Fairbanks. 

Offload at Nenana (pointing). Then 

dog relay. 

 

ANDERSON 

Who takes the first leg? 

 

Summers coughs. 
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SUMMERS 

Vic Aganick. 

 

ANDERSON 

He’s an Indian. 

 

Summers and Maynard look at him. 

 

ANDERSON (CONT’D) 

(Repeats) He’s an Indian. 

 

SUMMERS 

Pretty damn good musher, though. 

 

Anderson doesn’t answer, finally nods grimly.  

 

SUMMERS (CONT’D) 

First leg, Vic Aganick. 

 

Summers has a coughing fit. 

 

MAYNARD 

You okay, Mike? 

 

SUMMERS 

I’ll be fine if we can find some 

goddamn serum. 

 

INT. NEWSROOM – ANCHORAGE – DAY 

 

Charley runs the first copy of a front page on his old-

fashioned hand press. He pulls out the ink-wet sheet and 

holds it up. The banner headline reads: “DESPERATE NOME 

AWAITS SEARCH FOR SERUM”.  

 

Mary is typing at her typewriter with one hand, making 

notes with the other as she listens on the telephone. 

 

CHARLEY 

What do you think? 

 

Mary waves him to wait. 

 

 CHARLEY (CONT’D) 

Well I think it’s pretty good. 
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Mary lets out a whoop, grabs her coat as she puts down the 

phone, comes to Charley. 

 

MARY 

They found some serum! 

 

She grabs Charley’s sleeve, pulling at him as he tries to 

finish proofing his page and put on his coat and hat to 

leave at the same time. 

 

MARY 

Come on! 

 

INT. HALLWAY – NEWSPAPER BUILDING 

 

Mary and Charley put on parkas, cross-country skis and 

poles, go out the door. 

 

EXT. ANCHORAGE STREET 

 

A few PEDESTRIANS on snowshoes go by. Mary and Charley ski 

as fast as they can down the middle of the street. 

 

EXT. HOSPITAL ENTRANCE 

 

Mary and Charley kick off their skis, race inside the 

Hospital identified by a big sign as: “ANCHORAGE RAILWAY 

HOSPITAL”.  

 

INT. DR. BERMAN’S OFFICE – HOSPITAL – ANCHORAGE 

 

DR. BERMAN, a disheveled, doctor in his sixties, wearing a 

white coat and open galoshes, is pulling on his parka as he 

talks into the phone. A NURSE loads six bottle-jars of 

clear liquid labeled “DIPTHERIA ANTITOXIN” into a wooden 

crate held by a young soldier, PRIVATE ADAMS. Charley and 

Mary, both breathing hard, rush in. 

 

BERMAN 

     (Into the phone)  

That’s right, three hundred thousand 

units (to Charley and Mary) Who the 

hell are you? 

 

MARY 

We’re . . . 

 



41 

 

CHARLEY 

Anchorage Daily News. 

 

Berman frowns, plops a heavy stack of woolen blankets and 

canvas into Mary’s hands, staggering her. 

 

BERMAN 

Make yourself useful, Daily News. 

 

Berman shoves the phone into Charley’s hands as he buttons 

his parka. 

 

BERMAN (CONT’D) 

Tell ‘em we’re on our way. (To the 

others) C’mon. They’re holding the 

train! 

 

Berman rushes everyone except Charley out the door. 

 

CHARLEY 

   (Into the phone) 

Hold the train. We’re on our way. 

 

He hangs up and races out the door. 

 

EXT. ANCHORAGE TRAIN STATION – PLATFORM – DAY 

 

A blast of steam from the piston rods of a big steam 

locomotive fitted in front with a giant snowplow. A light 

snow is starting to come down. The train’s ENGINEER and 

FIREMAN look anxiously at the station building. 

 

INT. TRAIN STATION BUILDING 

 

Berman, Mary, Private Adams, and the train conductor, AGATE 

JONES, are kneeling on the station floor, as Mary, helped 

by Private Adams, carefully finishes wrapping the six 

bottles of antitoxin in woolen padding, blankets and 

canvas. A TICKET CLERK and a number of ONLOOKERS, including 

several INDIANS, watch curiously. Berman writes furiously 

on a scrap of paper, as Private Adams ties the canvas 

around the outer blanket with rope, making a secure 

package. Berman hands the paper to Agate Jones. 

 

BERMAN 

Make sure that each driver hands 

this on to the next. If any of the  
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BERMAN (CONT’D) 

bottles break, or the seal is 

damaged in any way, it’s no good, 

understand? Might as well throw it 

away. 

 

Jones nods, takes the paper. Private Adams checks the 

package to make sure it’s solid. 

 

JONES 

I’ll tell ‘em, Doc. 

 

Private Adams cradles the package (weighs about twenty-five 

pounds) like a baby, carrying it with extreme care toward 

the train, Charley going in front and holding the door to 

the platform open for him. The others follow outside. 

 

EXT. PLATFORM / TRAIN 

 

Jones jumps onto the first car stair. Private Adams gently 

hands the serum package up to him, then follows, as does 

Mary, looking back anxiously. Jones scans the platform. 

 

EXT. TRAIN STATION BUILDING 

 

Charley, in snowshoes and carrying a suitcase and a heavy 

duffle bag of gear including an old-fashioned radio 

microphone sticking out of the duffle, races into the train 

station building. 

 

INT. TRAIN STATION BUILDING 

 

Charley clomps through the deserted train station toward 

the platform. 

 

EXT. PLATFORM / TRAIN 

 

Jones blows his whistle. Mary waiting anxiously, looks for 

Charley as the Engineer blows the train’s whistle.  

 

Charley, with all his gear, runs out of the building and up 

to Mary waiting on the car stair. 

 

CHARLEY 

You have to stay. I’m going to try 

and broadcast. 
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MARY 

It’s my story, Charley. 

 

CHARLEY 

You can’t carry all this gear in the 

wilderness. Mary, I need you to run 

the paper. 

 

Mary hesitates. The train slowly starts to move. Suddenly, 

she jumps down. Charley heaves his gear aboard and jumps on 

board, leans down and kisses her as the train pulls away. 

Mary watches him recede, at once disappointed and thrilled 

by Charley’s kiss. 

 

MARY 

        (Fondly) 

Rat! 

 

Dr. Berman trots along the platform to keep up with the 

moving train, calls out to Jones. 

 

BERMAN 

They mustn’t let it freeze. Have 

them warm it whenever they can. 

 

Berman, slipping in the snow on the platform, has to run, 

is unable to keep up, as Jones on the train recedes. 

 

BERMAN (CONT’D) 

They can’t let it freeze! Tell ‘em! 

 

Berman stops running. The locomotive plows through the 

snow, snowplow at the front throwing sprays of snow to each 

side in soaring arcs. 

 

EXT. PLATFORM / TRAIN 

 

Berman watches the train recede into the snowy distance, 

then walks slowly back toward Mary and the small group of 

ON-LOOKERS, past the station sign rattling in the wind. The 

snow starts to fall more heavily. 

 

EXT. KAASEN’S CABIN 

 

Snow falls, the leaves frozen and hung with icicles. The 

thermometer outside dangles an icicle and shows forty-six 

degrees below zero. 
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INT. KAASEN’S CABIN 

 

Kaasen peers out of the window, goes back to his chair and 

Balto by the fire, picks up his book (Conrad’s “Nostromo”). 

 

KAASEN 

Balto, how about some music? 

 

Balto barks, gets up, goes over to a handhewn coffee table 

and selects a phonograph record of “La Boheme” (next to a 

framed photograph of Kate) and puts it by the windup 

Victorgraph. Kaasen comes over. 

 

KAASEN 

Good choice. 

 

Kaasen winds the Victorgraph and plays the record. Kaasen 

listens, sings along theatrically with Caruso’s RUDOLFO. 

 

KAASEN 

       (Sings) 

“O soave fanciulla (etc.)” 

 

On a side table, the telegraph key begins to click, which 

the singing Kaasen doesn’t hear. Balto hears the telegraph 

key, barks. Kaasen stops singing, sighs. 

 

KAASEN 

Everybody’s a critic. 

 

Balto goes to the telegraph key, barks again. Kaasen 

notices the clicking key, comes over, shuts off 

Victorgraph, listens intently. The key stops clicking. 

Kaasen looks grimly at Kate’s photo, the storm outside, 

begins earnestly clicking the key back in response. 

 

INT. CAPITOL BUILDING – MAGGIE’S DESK OUTSIDE BONE’S OFFICE 

 

Maggie is talking into one of the three telephones on her 

desk. A SECRETARY at another desk is typing furiously. 

 

MAGGIE 

     (Into telephone) 

That’s right. Another million units 

in Seattle. We’re trying to arrange 

a flight now. 
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Another of her telephones rings. 

 

MAGGIE (CONT’D) 

    (Into telephone) 

Just a second, please. 

 

Leaving the first off the hook, she picks up the second 

telephone. 

 

MAGGIE (CONT’D) 

   (Into second telephone) 

Governor Scott Bone’s office. 

 

Maggie hangs up the phone, gets up and goes into the 

Governor’s office, leaving the first phone still off the 

hook. 

 

INT. GOVERNOR BONE’S OFFICE 

 

Bone is pacing with a telephone, talking to someone, as 

Maggie comes in, looking weepy. Gridley is doing paperwork 

at the conference table where the map is. 

 

BONE 

     (into telephone) 

Listen, you tell him those 

additional units better be released 

from Seattle or something very messy  

and definitely not Republican is 

going to hit the fan! (listens) Yes. 

 

He hangs up.  

 

BONE (CONT’D) 

       (To the others) 

Washington sons-of-bitches! What is 

it, Maggie? 

 

She doesn’t answer, her eyes moist. Gridley looks up. 

 

MAGGIE 

Army Weather Service. Barrow reports 

blizzard conditions. Temperature 

sixty below and falling. Gale force 

winds. Barometer twenty eight – 

fourteen. Foley says they checked  
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MAGGIE (CONT’D) 

the records. It’s never been this 

low. 

 

BONE 

Which way’s the storm headed? 

 

MAGGIE 

Nome. 

 

EXT. THE TRAIN 

 

Driving across the snow-covered wilderness, snowplow 

cutting through the snow like a ship, spraying snow. 

 

INT. ENGINEER’S CAB 

 

Engineer squinting ahead, Fireman shoveling coal like a 

demon into the furnace. 

 

INT. TRAIN CAR 

 

The car has primitive wooden benches on the sides, not 

rows, on which sit a few INDIANS and ESKIMOS. In the center 

is a small open coal stove, on which a pot of coffee is 

brewing. Seated by the stove, drinking coffee are Agate 

Jones, Private Adams, carefully cradling the serum package, 

and Charley. Everyone is in furs and parkas and the car is 

cold, though nothing like outside.  

 

THROUGH A WINDOW as the train goes by a hand-lettered sign 

“EAGLE RIVER” on a post sticks out of the snow. In the 

distance, a tiny village can be seen, buried in snow.  

 

With some ceremony – and an air of relief – Jones replaces 

his Conductor’s hat with a prospector’s raccoon hat. He 

pours a shot of whiskey from a bottle in a paper bag into 

his coffee and drinks. 

 

JONES 

Eagle River. Gentlemen, we’ve 

survived the terrors of civilization 

again. 

 

CHARLEY 

What do you think their chances are? 
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PRIVATE ADAMS 

Pretty good, I’d say. 

 

Jones looks disdainfully at Adams.  

 

PRIVATE ADAMS (CONT’D) 

They got the best drivers in the 

territory: Seppala, Gunner Kaasen. 

 

Jones spits into the fire. 

 

JONES 

Shit! 

 

CHARLEY 

You disagree, Mister . . . 

 

JONES 

Jones. Agate Jones. 

 

Charley looks at him curiously; Jones grins. 

 

JONES(CONT’D) 

Went looking for gold. All I ever 

found was agate. 

 

Jones passes the bottle around to Charley and Private Adams 

whiskey. They drink, Charley and Private Adams both nearly 

choking on the raw liquor. The Indians and Eskimos look on, 

amused.  

 

CHARLEY 

I gather you don’t think they’re 

gonna make it, Mister Jones? 

 

JONES 

You ever mushed in winter, freshman? 

 

Charley shakes his head. 

 

JONES 

  (To Private Adams) 

You, soldier? 

 

Private Adams shakes his head. 
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JONES (CONT’D) 

At fifty below, spit’ll turn to ice 

‘fore it hits the ground. At sixty, 

the air’s so cold it frostbites your 

lungs. At sixty-five the doggies’ 

underparts freeze and when they die, 

you die. And that’s with no wind and 

perfect visibility. Only you got the 

great-grandmother of all blizzards 

cooking up out there. And if the ice 

breaks over open water and you get 

your feet wet, you got less’n ten 

minutes to build a fire and thaw ’em 

or you might as well cut ’em off. 

Those boys ain’t volunteered for no 

damn relay. Ten to one they’re gonna 

die. Only difference is, they know 

it. 

 

Jones spits again onto the hot stove, where it sizzles into 

nothing. 

 

EXT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL – DAY 

 

Snow blows in the wind against the side of the house; the 

storm is growing in intensity. An anemometer mounted on the 

roof spins rapidly in the wind. 

 

 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL 

 

The entire house, not just the ward section, has been 

turned into a hospital, filled with PATIENTS – WHITE and 

ESKIMO, mostly CHILDREN and OLD PEOPLE – in beds and 

mattresses everywhere, including on the floor in rooms and 

in the hallways. Behind a curtained partition, Lula pulls a 

sheet over a DEAD WOMAN, except for her hand, as Welch 

watches. Exhausted, sorrowful, Lula puts the dead woman’s 

things in a small burlap bag as Kate opens the partition. 

 

WELCH 

Where’s Leo? 

 

KATE 

I’ll do it. 
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Lula looks sharply at Kate, but Welch misses it, nods. 

Welch takes the dead woman’s hand, pats it, puts it gently 

under the sheet. 

 

WELCH 

Hard life here for a woman. 

 

Lula hands the burlap bag to Kate, but her attention is on 

Welch. 

 

LULA 

Curtis, you need to rest. 

 

WELCH 

Can’t, Lu. 

 

She tenderly smoothes the hair from his forehead. 

 

LULA 

No, I guess you can’t. 

 

Kate leaves with the burlap bag, as Welch and Lula go on to 

the next patient, a LITTLE GIRL. Welch paints an artificial 

smile on his face as he sits on the edge of the bed. 

 

WELCH 

Now, what are you doing in bed, 

young lady? 

 

The Little Girl coughs as Welch starts to examine her. Kate 

walks down the crowded hallway/ward past PATIENTS, most of 

whom are very sick.  

 

She passes an entire ESKIMO FAMILY camped in the hall, all 

extremely ill, except the GRANDFATHER, who sits chanting 

over a carved walrus tusk, his eyes closed. Kate goes to 

the vestibule, where Miller,  

in his hat and parka, shows her a stack of yellow 

Quarantine notices on a side table. 

 

MILLER 

All set. Where do I start? 

 

Kate, near tears, looks at him, wordlessly hands Miller the 

burlap bag. Miller hesitates, opens the bag, takes out his 

wife’s locket, holds it. We see something break inside him. 
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MILLER 

She wanted to go back to Denver. I 

told her wait. 

 

Still gripping the locket, Miller picks up a stack of 

Quarantine notices. Kate stops him. 

 

KATE 

Leo, I’ll do it. 

 

Miller turns away, his face working. 

 

MILLER 

Just . . .  

 

KATE 

Leo please. 

 

MILLER 

Don’t. If I don’t get outside, I’m 

gonna kill somebody. 

 

Miller turns, exits the house. 

 

EXT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL – NOME STREET 

 

Miller gets his dog sled ready in the heavy snow and wind; 

the street deserted, except for Farley, coming around the 

corner of the next house. Farley approaches Miller. 

 

FARLEY 

Listen. I’ll give you three thousand 

to guide me out. They’re all dying! 

 

Miller looks at the locket and the Quarantine notices still 

crumpled in his big hand, at the rifle packed on his sled, 

grabs Farley by the parka front and holds him up so 

powerfully the frightened Farley’s nearly off the ground. 

 

MILLER 

Mister, I’m the best shot in the 

territory. You break quarantine, so 

help me God, I’ll kill you. 

 

Miller throws Farley viciously away. Farley falls to the 

snow, scrambles up and runs away. Miller watches him for a 

beat, then turns to go, a lonely figure in the snow. As 
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Miller leaves, Sergeant Anderson comes running past, 

kicking off his snowshoes and puffing, races into Welch’s 

house/hospital. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL 

 

Anderson goes through the ward, crowded with patients, till 

he finds Welch, Lula and Kate with the little girl. Welch 

just finishing examining the little girl, looks at Lula and 

Kate and imperceptibly, grimly shakes his head. 

 

ANDERSON 

Big Mike’s sick. 

 

Welch wearily shakes his head, indicating he can’t come. 

Kate steps up. 

 

KATE 

I’ll go. (To Welch) I’ll get a 

specimen. 

 

She grabs a specimen jar and turns to go, but Anderson 

doesn’t move, his face stricken. 

 

LULA 

What is it, Sergeant? 

 

ANDERSON 

The train! 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS 

 

The train is trapped by a gigantic mountainous drift of 

snow, unable to go any further. EVERYONE except Private 

Adams – holding the serum package, and the Engineer, is 

digging furiously with shovels at the snow drift, as more 

and more snow continues to fall.  

 

Agate Jones, followed by the Fireman and Charley, stagger 

with their shovels toward Private Adams and the Engineer. 

All of their faces are covered with frost. Jones looks at 

the Engineer and Private Adams, shake shakes head no. The 

Fireman throws his shovel down in disgust. They all look at 

each other not knowing what to do. Suddenly, there is a 

stirring among a half-dozen ESKIMOS standing outside the 

train. An ESKIMO MAN points into the distance. Everyone 

looks. 
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Vast wilderness shrouded by heavily falling snow. Nothing 

can be seen. The ESKIMOS talk among themselves, nodding 

their confirmations. Private Adams runs to his pack, takes 

out binoculars, peers intently. Through the binoculars, at 

first, nothing can be seen, then a tiny dark figure in the 

distance. VIC AGANICK, a strong-looking Indian musher, 

drives his dogsled team through the snow.  

 

The group of the Engineer, Charley, the Fireman, Private 

Adams and Jones peer intently. Suddenly, they see Aganick, 

everyone cheers, shouts, celebrates, pats each other on the 

back. Jones hands Private Adams the note from Berman. 

Aganick, now closer, drives through the snow. Charley looks 

at Jones. 

 

CHARLEY 

How’d he know? 

 

JONES 

(shrugs) Injuns. 

 

EXT. THE TRAIN / AGANICK’S SLED 

 

Aganick and Private Adams secure the serum package on the 

sled, Private Adams telling the instructions to Aganick, as 

he hands him Berman’s note. Aganick looks at the paper, 

nods that he understands, and puts the note into a pouch 

which he ties to his belt. Private Adams and Aganick shake 

hands, then Aganick cracks his whip and starts his dogsled 

team off into the snow. Jones, putting on his snowshoes, 

marches away from the train. Charley, struggling to keep up 

with all his gear in the knee-deep snow, hurries after. 

 

CHARLEY 

Hey! Where’re you going? 

 

JONES 

Can’t stay here, freshman. Getting 

pretty damned cold. 

 

Jones heads up a steep snow-covered rise. Almost everyone 

has disappeared from the train. Charley turns and follows 

Jones, struggling through the snow, carrying the heavy gear 

and muttering sarcastically to himself. 
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CHARLEY 

Freezing my ass off. (sarcastic) 

Can’t stay here, freshman. Probably 

not a damn village in a hundred 

miles. 

 

He nearly bumps into Jones at the top of the rise, looking 

down at an Indian village only a few hundred yards away. 

Looking back in the distance, they see the tiny figures of 

Aganick and his team disappear into the snowstorm. 

 

CHARLEY 

They’re off. 

 

JONES 

Yeah. 

 

Jones spits. The spittle explodes in midair into slivers of 

ice like a tiny grenade. Charley reacts. Realizing the 

temperature danger, he and Jones look at each other, then 

head toward the village. 

 

INT. GOVERNOR BONE’S OFFICE – DUSK 

 

Gridley comes in with papers in his hand. Bone is at his 

desk on the telephone. 

 

GRIDLEY 

Aganick’s reached Manley. 

 

Bone indicates he heard. Gridley marks the trail covered to 

Manley Springs in crayon on the map. 

 

BONE 

   (Into the phone) 

Why the hell haven’t they released 

the serum from Seattle? 

 

Bone and Gridley study the map. 

 

BONE (CONT’D) 

(to Gridley) What’s the weather? 

 

GRIDLEY 

Fifty-three below and dropping. Wind 

thirty to forty miles per hour. 
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Angry, Bone pauses, hand clenched into a fist on his desk. 

He clicks the phone a bunch of times. 

 

BONE 

I’ve had enough of this. Maggie, get 

me Washington! 

 

INT. NEWS OFFICE – ANCHORAGE 

 

Alone in the office lit by a few lamps, Mary, her face 

smudged with ink, sets type. Finished, she turns on the 

radio, but only gets static. She places the plate on the 

hand press, runs a trial page, picks up the still-wet page, 

the headline reading: “STRICKEN NOME WAITS FOR SERUM 

RELIEF”. Wearily, she rubs her forehead with the back of 

her hand, gets back to work. 

 

INT. KAASEN’S CABIN 

 

Trail implements are assembled on the table: snowshoes, a 

candle, matches in a waterproof sealskin pouch, tinder, dog 

harness, sewing needle and leather thong, etc. The 

Victorgraph is playing a sentimental World War One song 

“Roses of Picardy”. Kaasen sitting by the fire, finishes 

sewing his mitten, bites off the thread, gives the mitten 

to Balto, who puts it on the table next to its mate. 

 

Kaasen goes over to a shelf on which is Kate’s photograph 

and next to it, a box. Kaasen takes down and opens the box, 

which contains Army souvenirs, old snapshots of Kaasen and 

his Army buddies, medals (including serious ones like the 

Silver Star and the Distinguished Service Cross) and 

campaign ribbons, a box of bullets and something wrapped in 

cloth. Kaasen brushes aside the medals, takes out the 

bullets and a U.S. Army service revolver from the cloth, 

puts back the box. Kaasen places the revolver and bullets 

on the table, goes to the window. Balto comes over, stands 

beside Kaasen looking out at the trees outside bending in 

the howling wind. The phonograph record ends, the needle 

scratching the groove. 

 

INT. SUMMER’S OFFICE – NIGHT 

 

The blizzard rages outside as Kate and Anderson (in parkas 

and surgical masks) come in, the office dimly lit by 

kerosene lamps. Summers is on a cot, feverish, sweating, 
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very ill. An unshaven Maynard drinks coffee, stares at the 

window. Kate takes off her parka, comes over to Summers. 

 

KATE 

Big Mike . . . 

 

Summers recognizes her, tries with difficulty to talk. 

 

SUMMERS 

Bobby? 

 

KATE 

He’s alive. I need to take a throat 

culture. 

 

She prepares the specimen bottle, takes out the swab. 

Summers feebly raises his hand to stop her. 

 

SUMMERS 

It’s over. 

 

KATE 

What? 

 

MAYNARD 

They’re at Tanana. 

 

KATE 

That’s only six hundred miles away. 

 

MAYNARD 

It’s sixty below. It’s impossible. 

The dogs can’t . . . 

 

Maynard stops. Anderson rips off his surgical mask, throws 

it disgustedly away. 

 

ANDERSON 

Goddammit! 

 

KATE 

They won’t stop. 

 

She looks at Maynard and Anderson, neither of whom will 

meet her eyes. Summers clutches at Kate’s sleeve. 

 

 



56 

 

KATE 

Open, Big Mike. 

 

SUMMERS 

(Barely able to talk) 

See Bobby (beat) Rachel. 

 

Kate squeezes his arm comfortingly. 

 

KATE 

I will. I promise. Now open. 

 

Kate winces at what she sees in his throat. After a beat, 

she forces herself to insert the swab into his throat. 

Summers groans, has a spasm of coughing. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – NIGHT 

 

Indian musher, Vic Aganick, and his team struggle through 

deep snow. The wind blows the snow, but snow is not 

falling. The team is clearly exhausted. One of the dogs, a 

GREY, falls, doesn’t get up. Aganick stops the sled, comes 

over. The Grey looks up at him, whines piteously. Aganick 

takes out his knife. (We don’t see the killing.)  

 

We see Aganick cut the dead dog from the traces. Aganick 

staggers back to the sled, cracks his whip, and restarts 

his exhausted team. 

 

EXT. BILLY JACKSCREW’S HUT 

 

Jackscrew’s sled DOGS, curled into balls, are chained to 

posts outside his Indian hut; the wind whistles through the 

pines. 

 

INT. JACKSCREW’S HUT 

 

JACKSCREW, a Tanana Yukon Indian, is bare to the chest. He 

sits cross-legged, his eyes closed, a pot burning leaves in 

each hand. He is undergoing a purification ceremony of some 

kind, watched by GRANDFATHER JACKSCREW, who is chanting, 

GRANDMOTHER JACKSCREW, COUSIN JACKSCREW, who is beating a 

small drum in time to the Grandfather’s chanting, 

JACKSCREW’S WIFE and six CHILDREN of various ages. Outside 

the dogs start barking furiously. 
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EXT. JACKSCREW’S HUT 

 

Jackscrew’s dogs bark furiously, pull at the leashes tying 

them to the posts. 

 

INT. JACKSCREW’S HUT 

 

Jackscrew opens his eyes, gives the smoking pots to his 

wife and goes over to his Grandfather, who stops chanting. 

The dialogue in this scene is in YUKON INDIAN DIALECT with 

ENGLISH SUBTITLES. 

 

GRANDFATHER 

You go to die? 

 

JACKSCREW 

I am afraid of the ice on the river. 

 

GRANDFATHER 

Ice is treacherous. Are you doing 

this for pride? 

 

JACKSCREW 

I don’t think so. 

 

GRANDFATHER 

All right, then. 

 

The Grandfather touches Jackscrew as the door flies open.  

 

SHOCK CUT: A nearly frozen, exhausted Vic Aganick, face 

covered with hoarfrost, staggers in with the serum package. 

Jackscrew’s wife gasps in surprise.  

 

The others try to help Aganick, but he bites off his gloves 

himself and with trembling fingers, undoes the ties on the 

serum package and places the pack of bottles, still liquid 

though crystals of ice have begun to form, by the fire.  

 

(Aganick also speaks in YUKON INDIAN DIALECT with ENGLISH 

SUBTITLES). 

 

AGANICK 

It has to be warmed, like a child. I 

didn’t think I would make it. How is 

Nome? 
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COUSIN JACKSCREW 

No one knows. 

 

Jackscrew’s Wife brings Aganick a steaming bowl of coffee. 

He drinks greedily. 

 

JACKSCREW 

Should I leave now, or wait for 

light? 

 

Aganick stops drinking. 

 

AGANICK 

Go now. As soon as the medicine 

thaws. Each minute the wind grows 

colder, like a knife. Here . . . 

 

Aganick clumsily pulls out Berman’s paper from his pocket. 

 

AGANICK (CONT’D) 

Instructions from the White Doctor 

in Anchorage. It must be given to 

each driver. 

 

Jackscrew stops dressing, takes the paper, turns it around, 

begins to laboriously read. 

 

JACKSCREW 

(Reading, mispronouncing, in 

English) 

…no sir-koom-staynses must thee see-

all bee br-r-roocken. 

 

Jackscrew irritatedly crumples the paper, stuffs it into 

his pouch, which he slings over his shirt. 

 

JACKSCREW (CONT’D) 

I understand. No crack bottle. No 

freeze. Why do Whites have to 

complicate everything? 

 

He turns to his wife, who is repacking the serum bottles. 

She swirls the liquid in one, reflecting the firelight. 

 

JACKSCREW’S WIFE 

Like water. 
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EXT. ESTABLISHING SHOT – WASHINGTON, D.C. – DAY 

 

The Capitol Building, Washington Monument, etc. 

 

EXT. U.S. PUBLIC HEALTH SERVICE BUILDING 

 

Sign in front of marble columned building identifies the 

“UNITED STATES PUBLIC HEALTH SERVICE”. 

 

INT. WEMBLEY’S GOVERNMENT OFFICE 

 

A well-appointed office with a window view of the Capitol 

Building. Seated behind the desk is HORACE WEMBLEY, a fussy 

bureaucrat in a striped suit. On his desk, a brass name 

plaque reads: “Horace Wembley, Assistant Commissioner, 

Northwest Region”. DAN SAUNDERS, Alaska’s Territorial 

Representative, is seated across from Wembley. 

 

SAUNDERS 

We’ve got a plane in Seattle with a 

million units. They can be in Seward 

in eight or nine hours. 

 

WEMBLEY 

And as I keep telling you, your 

Doctor Welch is a crank. It’s simply 

not possible. Diptheria requires a 

carrier. 

 

INT. THE WHITE HOUSE – CORRIDOR  

 

A slim stylish First Lady, MRS. GRACE COOLIDGE, walks 

purposefully down the corridor. In her hand, a copy of a 

newspaper, the headline reading: “STRICKEN NOME PRAYS FOR 

RESCUE SERUM”. An African-American maid, BESSIE, coming out 

of a door, greets her. 

 

BESSIE 

Good morning, Miz’ Coolidge. 

 

MRS. COOLIDGE 

Not yet it isn’t. 

 

INT. PRESIDENT’S OVAL OFFICE 

 

Mrs. Coolidge opens the door to the Oval Office.  
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She approaches PRESIDENT COOLIDGE, seated behind his desk 

reading a report and hands him the newspaper. 

 

MRS. COOLIDGE 

Calvin, I need to talk to you. 

 

INT. WEMBLEY’S OFFICE 

 

Wembley perches his glasses on the end of his nose, picks 

up a sheaf of papers. 

 

WEMBLEY 

I’m sorry, Representative Saunders. 

Even if I agreed, the paperwork 

alone would take three weeks. 

 

The telephone rings. 

 

WEMBLEY (CONT’D) 

Excuse me. 

 

Wembley picks it up, listens, smiles with prissy 

superiority, confidentially covering the mouthpiece.  

 

WEMBLEY (CONT’D TO SAUNDERS) 

The White House. 

 

Wembley suddenly straightens, listens. 

 

WEMBLEY (CONT’D) 

Mister President! (listens) Yes sir. 

But the procedures (listens, gulps) 

Indeed, I was just telling 

Representative Saunders (listens) 

Yes Mister President, immediately! 

 

Wembley hangs up. He looks white-faced, chastened. He grabs 

a pen and hurriedly signs his name on a paper which he 

hands to Saunders. 

 

WEMBLEY (CONT’D) 

As I was saying, the full facilities 

of this office are at your disposal. 

 

Saunders ignores him, excitedly grabs the phone away from 

him. 
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SAUNDERS 

Get me Seattle. 

 

EXT. SEATTLE AIRPORT – RUNWAY  - DAY 

 

PILOT DARLING’s World War I era plane finishes loading the 

last crate of serum in a heavy rain. He gives a thumbs up, 

wraps a scarf tightly around his face up to his eyes, 

taxis, and takes off in the pounding rain. 

 

EXT. AIRPLANE – SKY 

 

Darling’s open cockpit plane flies into heavy clouds, wind, 

and a driving snowstorm. Darling fights the stick, icy gale 

winds and blinding snow buffeting the plane all over the 

sky. Visibility is near zero. On the cockpit control panel, 

the compass and altimeter are going crazy. 

 

Darling gasps with the effort and the terrible cold. He 

pulls a thermometer dangling from a cord. It shows 105 

degrees below zero. Darling, face covered with ice, body 

shivering uncontrollably, passes out. 

 

The plane plunges to earth, out of control. It appears it 

is going to crash. As the plane nears the ground, Darling 

wakes and struggles to consciousness. As he is about to 

crash into buildings near the airport, he just manages to 

pull the stick to avoid them. 

 

EXT. SEATTLE AIRPORT RUNWAY 

 

Weaving, the plane comes in to land, bounces several times 

nearly crashing and sliding, stops just short of smashing 

into a building next to the runway. MALE AIRPORT WORKERS 

and AMBULANCE MEDICS come running like mad toward the 

plane. The Airport Workers pull Darling from the plane. His 

face is shocking: frozen white, teeth chattering, shivering 

uncontrollably. The Airport Workers stare at him in horror.  

 

 

AMBULANCE MEDIC 

Frostbite! We have to get him to a 

hospital. Now! 

 

An AIRPORT WORKER, looks north, shakes his head. 
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AIRPORT WORKER 

They’re on their own, poor bastards. 

 

EXT. NOME STREET – OUTSIDE SUMMER’S HOUSE – BLIZZARD 

 

A single streetlamp lights the desolate street. A lone 

figure, Kate, face wrapped to the eyes in a scarf and 

carrying a kettle, leaning into it, battles the wind and 

snow to Summer’s front door. She knocks loudly on the door, 

a yellow Quarantine notice on it fluttering in the wind. 

 

INT. SUMMER’S HOUSE – BEDROOM 

 

A worn, sick-looking Rachel tends the unconscious Bobby, 

wiping his forehead with a cloth. She hears the knocking, 

gets up, exits the bedroom and goes to the front door. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE SUMMER’S HOUSE 

 

Kate knocks again on the door. 

 

KATE 

Rachel! It’s Kate! 

 

INT. SUMMER’S HOUSE 

 

Coughing, Rachel leans heavily on the wall beside the front 

door. 

 

RACHEL 

Kate, I think I’ve got it too! 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE SUMMER’S HOUSE 

 

Kate cups her hands around her mouth so she can shout in. 

 

KATE 

I brought food. It’s hot. 

 

Kate leans close to the door to hear. 

 

RACHEL’S VOICE 

Leave it! (Coughs) 

 

Kate frowns, puts down the kettle and leaves. 
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INT. SUMMERS’ HOUSE 

 

Rachel waits a beat for Kate to leave, opens the front door 

and grabs the kettle. Coughing, she struggles desperately 

to close the door against the wind. 

 

The wind blows the door open, snow coming in and she just 

barely manages to get it closed again. Coughing badly, 

Rachel staggers to the kitchen with the kettle. 

 

INT. SUMMERS’ KITCHEN 

 

Rachel, coughing, hands shaking, tries to ladle soup from 

the kettle into a bowl. The window’s glass pane rattles 

ominously in the wind. 

 

Rachel ladles soup into the bowl, spilling some. Suddenly, 

the kitchen window flies open, frigid wind and snow flying 

in. Rachel struggles to close the window against the wind. 

She barely manages to close and latch it. Coughing, Rachel 

takes the bowl and a spoon and exits towards Bobby’s 

bedroom. 

 

The Kitchen window and latch rattle fiercely in the wind. 

Suddenly, the window slams open. Wind and snow blow in past 

a slowly dripping faucet. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – YUKON RIVER 

 

Jackscrew and his team mush into the full fury of the 

blizzard. They stop at the edge of the Yukon River, frozen 

into a winding ribbon of solid ice. Jackscrew stares at it, 

trying to work up his courage, knowing he has to cross it. 

 

JACKSCREW 

Heya! Mush! 

 

Jackscrew urges the dogs forward, but they won’t budge. He 

cracks his whip once, twice, three times. 

 

JACKSCREW 

       (Screaming) 

Mush-ah! 

 

The dogs move reluctantly forward across the ice. Jackscrew 

fearfully drives them across the ice. The ice cracks 
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dangerously. Jackscrew drives his team across the ice and 

up onto the snow-covered bank.  

 

He peers through the wind-driven snow and sees a FIGURE 

looming toward him. We now see the Figure driving a dogsled 

team through the snow toward Jackscrew, who recognizes who 

it is before the audience can possibly identify the Figure. 

 

JACKSCREW 

Seppala! 

 

Jackscrew waves, calls. 

 

JACKSCREW (CONT’D) 

Hey-yay-yay-yay-yay! 

 

INT. KAASEN’S CABIN - DAY 

 

The cabin is empty. There are the muffled sounds of a 

generator from outside, while inside CHARLEY’S VOICE is on 

the radio on the table, strewn with trail implements. 

 

CHARLEY’S VOICE 

. . .confirmed that the serum was 

passed to Len Seppala near Whiskey 

Creek. Seppala! The greatest musher 

in the Territory and his famous lead 

dog, Togo! Good news indeed. But 

Nome is reporting bad weather, with 

temperatures of sixty-three below 

and winds of fifty miles an hour… 

 

From outside, there are sounds of someone sawing wood. 

 

EXT. KAASEN’S CABIN – SHED 

 

Kaasen sands and smooths the sled runners under the 

overhanging shed eave, the wind and snow falling and 

blowing fiercely, the dogs curled up in the shed. Balto 

curled up outside in the snow, watches Kaasen as he works, 

holding the runners up to his eye. He checks the leather 

thongs on the sled, throwing away one and replacing it, 

pulling at it to test its strength. He then checks and 

stows his rifle and revolver in canvas pouches on the sled, 

first making sure they’re loaded and ready to fire.  
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Kaasen fills a big bucket with snow. He takes the bucket 

into the cabin, followed by Balto, past the heavily icicle-

hung (more than before) thermometer, which shows 65 degrees 

below zero. 

 

INT. KAASEN’S CABIN 

 

Kaasen shuts the radio, which is just putting out static. 

He washes his hands and face with snow, then towels himself 

dry and sits by the iron stove, the bucket of snow on top. 

 

Kaasen pours some of the half-melted snow into the coffee 

pot, adds grounds and lights a stove fire under the pot. He 

looks at his pocket watch, at Kate’s photo, stares at the 

silent telegraph key. Balto whines. Kaasen pats Balto. 

 

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF NOME / THE SPIT – ESKIMO VILLAGE – DUSK 

 

Three FIGURES in parkas and snowshoes struggle through the 

blizzard to the shacks and igloos of the Eskimo village on 

the Spit, a beach on the outskirts of Nome overlooking the 

frozen Bering Sea. The three Figures enter an igloo. 

 

INT. IGLOO 

 

Welch, Lula and Kate crawl one-by-one on their hands and 

knees through the entrance tunnel into the igloo. 

 

Inside, some twenty ESKIMOS, MEN, WOMEN and CHILDREN, are 

lying around the igloo; all of them deadly ill and dying. 

It is a shocking sight. Some are coughing badly; some 

barely breathing. The small fire in the middle of the igloo 

is reflected on the icy walls. 

 

LULA 

My God! 

 

Lula pulls on her surgical mask, kneels beside an ESKIMO 

WOMAN, pours cough medicine into a spoon and feeds it to 

her. Welch crouches beside Ugatch and his wife, both dead. 

Welch goes on to the next, a sick three-year-old BOY, who 

he starts to examine.  

 

Kate cradles a crying BABY, its nose dripping green snot, 

which she cleans away. Kate softly rocks the Baby, which 

eases its crying. 
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KATE 

      (To the Baby) 

Shhhhh. They’re bringing medicine 

(whispers) Gunner’s gonna bring 

medicine to make you all better.  

 

Welch and Lula exchange a glance. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE IGLOO 

 

Poles and lines outside the igloo used to dry fish shake in 

the driving wind and snow. A gale force blast of wind blows 

them away. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – NIGHT 

 

The famous musher, SEPPALA, a tough, wiry white man and his 

dog team struggle up the steep side of a mountain through 

deep snow drifts in driving wind and snow. Seppala has to 

go ahead of the dogs, to break the trail for them through 

the deep snow and barely able to see in the darkness.  

 

Near the top, several of the dogs lay down and quit. 

Seppala pulls at the harness to move them, but they won’t 

go. The lead dog, Togo barks furiously. Seppala cracks his 

whip over the dogs’s heads, Togo growls menacingly at the 

dogs laying down, who get up and start moving again. 

 

INT. WOODEN HUT – NENANA 

 

 

Charley standing, holding a map, is about to speak into an 

old-fashioned radio microphone. He nods to someone. 

 

CHARLEY 

    (Into the Microphone) 

This is Charles Benton, reporting 

from Nenana on the unfolding relay 

to save Nome, Alaska. Record low 

temperatures and blizzard conditions 

that some are already calling the 

Storm of the Century continue to 

plague the rescue. 

 

Charley has rigged up a wooden hut in the Yukon Indian town 

of Nenana as a crude broadcast radio station, with the 

radio microphone set up on a crude wooden table and Private 
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Adams, peddling furiously on a stationary bicycle jury-

rigged to a generator to the general bemusement and 

amusement of Agate Jones and a few on-looking INDIANS.  

 

Charley looks down at a crude line showing the relay’s 

progress on the hand-drawn map that reaches to the village 

of Unalakleet on the shore of Norton Sound. 

 

CHARLEY 

   (Into the Microphone) 

Somewhere out there, alone in the 

darkness, driving without rest 

through the night in the bone-

chilling cold, musher Len Seppala 

must soon make the most fateful 

decision of his life. Whether to 

chance going out on the deadly ice 

of Norton Sound or to go around? 

Trying to make it across the ice 

would save two whole days and bring 

the serum to within only a hundred 

and twenty miles from Nome. 

 

INT. GOVERNOR BONE’S OFFICE 

 

Bone, Gridley, and Martha, all looking like they haven’t 

slept or changed clothes in days, are listening to Charley 

on the static-scratchy radio. 

 

CHARLEY (V.O. ON RADIO) 

But if the ice should break, all 

hope for Nome, indeed for many of 

the people of Northern Alaska, would 

be lost. What will Seppala do? This 

is Charles Benton, reporting from 

Nenana on the Yukon Trail. 

 

Bone clicks the radio off. 

 

GRIDLEY 

It’s too dangerous. He should go 

around. 

 

MARTHA 

Nome’s reported two more dead. 
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BONE 

       (To Martha) 

What about the Weather Service? Any 

sign of a break? 

 

She shakes her head no. 

 

BONE (CONT’D) 

Who’s after Seppala? 

 

Gridley checks a list, drops it on the table. 

 

GRIDLEY 

Gunner Kaasen. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – NORTON SOUND – DAWN 

 

A dramatic view of Norton Sound completely frozen over 

greets Seppala as he comes over a rise.  

 

Seppala, utterly exhausted, his face covered with frost, 

studies the vast sweep of ice over the Sound. Seppala 

squats beside his lead dog, Togo. They commune for a 

moment, as if the man is asking the dog whether to risk the 

ice. Seppala pats Togo. 

 

SEPPALA 

I know. 

 

Seppala stands, goes behind his sled, cracks his whip. The 

team runs down the snowy incline and out onto the ice. 

Seppala drives his team hard across the ice into biting 

wind and snow. He looks around fearfully at endless mile 

after mile of flat featureless ice. 

 

INT. KAASEN’S CABIN – DAY 

 

Kaasen at the window, watches the snow fall, then anxiously 

glances at his pocket watch. His telegraph starts tapping a 

message. 

 

EXT. NORTON SOUND – DAY 

 

Seppala drives his team hard across the ice. All around him 

the ice creaks and groans dangerously. 
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INT. SUMMERS’ OFFICE 

 

Summers lies motionless on the cot, too ill to move. 

Anderson, starting to cough, finishes tapping a message on 

his radio-telegraph key. Maynard, cooking beans atop the 

pot-bellied stove, dishes out plates for Anderson and him. 

The telegraph key taps back a brief response. Maynard looks 

at Anderson, who shakes his head no. 

 

Maynard hands Anderson a plate of beans, settles himself 

down, starts to eat. Anderson pushes the plate away. 

 

ANDERSON 

Not hungry. 

 

Maynard nods. 

 

MAYNARD 

Miss my old lady. Man, you should’ve 

seen her when she come up here. That 

was in the Gold Days. Twenty 

thousand people and a mile of 

gambling halls and bordellos. Knew a 

fella stuck his hand in a sinkhole, 

come up with nuggets the size of 

walnuts. 

 

ANDERSON 

          (Coughs) 

Lucky. 

 

Maynard shrugs. 

 

MAYNARD 

Think so? Someone slit his throat 

three days later, right on Front 

Street (indicates the window). All 

he had on him was fourteen cents. 

 

Maynard shoves the plate of beans back to Anderson. 

 

MAYNARD (CONT’D) 

I think you better eat while you 

still can, Jack. 

 

Anderson hesitates, starts to eat. 
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EXT. NORTON SOUND – STORM 

 

Seppala, breathing hard, suffering badly from exhaustion 

and exposure, pushes his exhausted team on across the 

frozen ice. The blizzard has returned in full force, the 

wind driving the snow into his face. He can barely see. 

Seppala repeatedly wipes his eyes, to try and see. 

 

INT. KAASEN’S CABIN 

 

Kaasen stares at the window, through which he sees the 

blizzard in full fury, the trail empty. He checks his 

pocket watch, clicks it shut. Balto comes over to Kaasen, 

barks, obviously wanting Kaasen to do something. 

 

Kaasen looks at the silent telegraph key, the barking 

Balto, gets up and grimly begins to put on his trail gear. 

He stops, looks at Kate’s photo, continues dressing. 

 

EXT. NORTON SOUND – STORM 

 

Seppala struggles against the blizzard and the gale force 

wind. He peers ahead desperately and sees a dark shadow 

line on the horizon. He urges his team on.  

 

Seppala’s team races with renewed life toward the shore. 

Togo and the team pull the sled up onto the snow-banked 

shore. They start on down the trail.  

 

Togo and the dogs move wearily across the frozen snow-

covered tundra, Seppala staggering, trying to keep up. 

 

Suddenly, rounding a snow drift, the team comes upon the 

half-eaten (partially snow-covered so it shouldn’t be 

gross) carcass of a caribou, obviously savaged by a large 

animal. Togo and the other dogs go crazy. Seppala struggles 

to control them. 

 

SEPPALA 

        (Shouting) 

Togo! Milly! No! 

 

Fighting to keep the sled going and upright, Seppala seems 

to smell something. His eyes widen in horror. 

 

The dogs are going insane, barking wildly as though there 

is a terrible unseen presence. All at once, Togo and the 
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other dogs bolt in panic far across the tundra, hopelessly 

twisting the harness, dragging the sled and Seppala, 

desperately hangs onto the sled, as it and he are dragged 

across the bumpy snow and ice. 

 

The dogs run wildly out of control, until they round a turn 

around a snow-covered boulder. They smash the sled against 

the boulder, toppling it over, as Seppala’s head cracks 

against the rock. 

 

Dazed, Seppala crawls to the serum package, manages to free 

it from the wreckage of the sled and pulls it to safety. He 

tries to turn the sled over, but collapses unconscious. 

Snow falls over his face.  

 

Togo bites through the traces, returns to Seppala, 

shielding him and the serum package with his body. 

 

EXT. TUNDRA – DUSK – BLIZZARD 

 

Seppala and Togo are almost completely covered with snow. 

The sound of heavy breathing and snow crunching underfoot 

as SOMETHING/SOMEONE approaches (it feels menacing). 

Seppala is first shaken and then face-slapped awake. It 

Kaasen. Seppala’s face is terribly battered and frozen, but 

he manages to smile. 

 

SEPPALA 

Hello Gunner. 

 

KAASEN 

Take it easy. 

 

Kaasen begins molding a big brick of snow to build an 

igloo. 

 

SEPPALA 

     (Barely coherent) 

Don’t stop for me. The serum! 

 

Kaasen glances back at Seppala, then molds another snow 

brick, as Seppala falls back into unconsciousness. 

 

INT. IGLOO 

 

The tiny igloo, too small and low to do anything other than 

crawl on all fours, is lit by a small fire. Seppala, his 
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face frost-bitten and bruised, watched by Kaasen, is 

propped against the snow-block wall. After his ordeal, 

Seppala forms his words with difficulty. 

 

SEPPALA 

The serum?!! 

 

Seppala lurches desperately towards the serum package. 

Kaasen stops him. 

 

KAASEN 

It’s okay. They didn’t break. 

 

SEPPALA 

    (With difficulty) 

Needs – to – be - defrosted. 

 

Kaasen unwraps the bottles, places them near the fire. Big 

chunks of ice can be seen floating in the bottles. 

 

SEPPALA (CONT’D) 

Paper – from - doctor – from – 

Anchorage. 

 

Seppala tries to take the paper out of his pocket, but 

fingers won’t work properly. Kaasen leans over, takes it 

from Seppala’s pocket, reads Dr. Berman’s note by the 

firelight. 

 

Kaasen sprinkles coffee grinds from a folded paper into a 

metal cup of hot water on the fire, stirs and hands the cup 

to Seppala, who tries to move his hands, winces. Kaasen 

takes the cup, holds it to Seppala’s lips. 

 

KAASEN 

What happened? 

 

SEPPALA 

Polar bear. Dogs got the scent. 

Couldn’t hold’em. 

 

Seppala desperately grabs Kaasen’s arm, wincing in pain 

from his blackened frostbitten fingers. 

 

SEPPALA 

Gunner! Don’t wait! Otherwise (beat) 

won’t make it! 
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Kaasen nods. He starts re-wrapping the serum bottles. 

Seppala watches him wrap the bottle, looks at his own 

frostbitten fingers. 

 

SEPPALA 

Guess no race this year. 

 

KAASEN 

Wasn’t sure I was going to enter. 

 

Seppala points to himself. 

 

SEPPALA 

Togo n’ me woulda won. 

 

Kaasen grins. 

 

KAASEN 

Maybe.  

 

Kaasen hurriedly rewraps the remaining defrosted serum 

bottles back into the package, Seppala talking while Kaasen 

works. 

 

SEPPALA 

You and Balto. I never should’a sold 

him. (fondly) Couldn’t get him to 

follow. 

 

Kaasen finishes tying up the serum package. 

 

KAASEN 

He wasn’t born to follow. 

 

SEPPALA 

Ice almost got us. Watch out for the 

Bering! She won’t hold. Aaaah! 

 

Seppala groans in pain from frostbite in his fingers, as 

Kaasen gently puts the hot coffee cup between Seppala’s 

hands to hold it. 

 

KAASEN 

Pain’s good. You’ll probably get to 

keep most of your fingers. I’ll send 

help. 
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Kaasen starts to crawl out of the igloo. 

 

SEPPALA 

Gunner! 

 

Kaasen pauses, looks back. 

 

SEPPALA (CONT’D) 

That bear’s still out there. 

 

Kaasen nods, crawls outside. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE IGLOO – TUNDRA – NIGHT 

 

The blizzard has become unbelievable; nature at its most 

terrifying. The howling wind blowing the heavy snow 

horizontally with gale force that almost knocks Kaasen 

down. Somehow, Kaasen staggers forward, ties the serum 

package to his sled, pulls his team together. 

 

KAASEN 

Balto! Mush! 

 

The team starts into the blinding snow. Behind them, 

Seppala’s dogs lay curled into tight balls. Togo, lays 

curled into a ball by the entrance of the igloo, his eyes 

glazed with ice crystals, his body covered with snow. 

 

EXT. NOME STREET – NIGHT 

 

Farley drives his dogsled team through the blinding snow 

toward the outskirts of town. Miller steps out of a doorway 

with his rifle. 

 

MILLER 

         (Shouts) 

Stop! You’re breaking quarantine! 

 

Farley looks back over his shoulder, whips the dogs to go 

faster. 

 

Miller aims. The rifle’s sight is squarely on Farley’s 

head. Miller’s finger squeezes the trigger. Miller is 

tremendously tempted to kill Farley, but he hesitates as he 

aims into the driving snow, Farley now a distant and barely 

visible target; an impossible shot. 
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Miller fires. Farley drops. The dogs stop. Miller stalks 

into the blizzard after Farley, who is wounded in the leg. 

Miller, muttering to himself, drags Farley by the scruff of 

his neck back through the snow. 

 

MILLER 

Damn fool! Look what you made me do! 

You wouldn’t’ve lasted ten minutes 

out there. Lousy greenhorns! 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL 

 

Miller hauls Farley up onto an examining table in the ward, 

crowded with sick PEOPLE sitting along the walls, mostly 

ESKIMOS, also Hickey (From the Church), who tries to shrink 

away from the fat ESKIMO WOMAN next to him. Welch, ignoring 

Hickey, comes over to Miller and Farley. 

 

WELCH 

What is it? 

 

Welch looks at Farley’s leg. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Gunshot! Haven’t I enough? By God, 

I’ve a good mind to let you bleed. 

 

Welch pokes Farley’s leg. Farley groans. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Oh, be quiet! 

 

Welch prepares to examine Farley’s wound with a probe, but 

before he even touches, Hickey, who is sick, groans. Welch 

angrily turns toward Hickey. 

 

WELCH 

You too! A fine pair! 

 

Welch touches Farley’s wound with the probe. Farley groans. 

 

INT. SUMMERS’ OFFICE 

 

Summers lies delirious, restless, tended by Maynard, 

patting sweat off his brow with a cloth. A coughing, 

sweating Anderson checks the map. 
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SUMMERS 

Rachel!Bobby! 

 

Maynard holds Summers down. 

 

MAYNARD 

They’re alive! 

 

SUMMERS 

Rachel! 

 

The telegraph key starts to click. For a beat, Anderson 

stares at it, then begins feverishly writing down the 

message. When it finishes, he taps an acknowledgement, 

turns around, grins. 

 

ANDERSON 

Gunner’s got the serum. He’s passed 

Bluff. 

 

Summers and Maynard look at each other. 

 

SUMMERS 

A hundred (coughs) miles. The 

toughest ones. 

 

Summers coughs some more. Maynard goes over to the coffee, 

picks up the pot, puts it down without pouring. 

 

MAYNARD 

Might as well be a thousand. 

 

Maynard angrily hurls his cup at the potbelly stove, 

breaking it. 

 

ANDERSON 

No! 

 

Maynard, face set, goes over to Anderson. 

 

MAYNARD 

Tell him to stop at Point Safety 

till the storm blows out. 
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ANDERSON 

        (Coughing) 

No. The trail’ll drift over. He 

won’t get through till Spring! 

 

Maynard hauls the coughing Anderson by the arm to the 

window, where the blizzard rages in the night outside. 

 

MAYNARD 

Look! 

 

Anderson tries to turn and pull away; Maynard holds him and 

forces him to look. 

 

MAYNARD (CONT’D) 

That’s a like hundred below with the 

wind chill! Nothing can live in it!  

 

Anderson looks at Maynard pleadingly. 

 

ANDERSON 

We’re dying, Wallace. 

 

MAYNARD 

I know. But there’s no choice. Send 

it. 

 

Maynard starts to put his hand on Anderson’s shoulder to 

comfort him, instead turns toward the window. Anderson 

hesitates, reluctantly taps the message. As Anderson taps 

the key, Maynard stares at the blizzard through the window. 

Summers turns to face the wall. 

 

EXT. SUMMERS’ OFFICE/BUILDING – NIGHT 

 

VARIOUS SHOTS of Summer’s lamp-lit office seen from 

outside, V.O. of the sound of the telegraph key tapping. 

The blizzard blows like crazy; the anemometer on the roof 

of the building whirling fast like a propeller. 

 

INT. WOODEN HUT – NENANA 

 

Charley, looking unshaven, tired, his exhausted voice down 

to a whisper, is at the radio microphone in the wooden hut 

set up as a radio station. Agate Jones and two of the 

Indians are playing cards for bear claws. Private Adams is 

asleep, snoring. One of the INDIANS sits on the stationary 
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bicycle rigged to the generator, pedals hard, somewhat 

enjoying the novelty. 

 

CHARLEY 

   (Into the Microphone) 

This is Charles Benton. At this 

moment Alaskan musher Gunner Kaasen 

may be the most famous man in the 

world. I doubt he even knows or 

cares. The storm has worsened. Gale 

force winds of seventy miles an hour 

have been reported. Temperature is 

sixty-five below. I don’t know 

what’s keeping him going. He’s been 

ordered to stop at Point Safety -- 

no one’s seen or heard from him. He 

may be lost. 

 

INT. GOVERNOR BONE’S OFFICE 

 

Bone and Gridley slump tiredly in their chairs in the semi-

dark office, listening to Charley on the static-ridden 

radio. Maggie stands, holding a teapot. She puts it down. 

 

 

 

CHARLEY (V.O. ON THE RADIO) 

And the worst part of the trail is 

still to come. The Bering Sea. And 

Topkop Mountain. Even in good 

weather, nearly impassable. I’m told 

all over the world, people are 

listening to my voice – and praying. 

Kaasen is all alone. I’m a reporter. 

I’m not supposed to get involved -  

 

INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE 

 

Mary listens to Charley on the radio, her eyes glistening 

with tears in the lamplight. 

 

CHARLEY’S VOICE 

        (On the radio) 

But tonight I’m learning something 

(beat) about people, this world. May 

God please help us. 
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EXT. WILDERNESS – PRE-DAWN LIGHT 

 

The blizzard has reached its howling snow-blinding zenith. 

Kaasen and his exhausted dogs stagger forward through the 

deep snow. Kaasen’s face is frozen white, sheathed with ice 

formed by breath from his nose and mouth and the corners of 

his eyes. 

 

The dogs, led by Balto, push on into a snow drift so deep 

they founder. Kaasen comes around the team and tries to 

break trail through the drift with his body, but the snow 

is too deep and he is suddenly trapped beneath the snow. 

 

Kaasen tries to claw his way through the snow, but he has 

no way of knowing which way is up. Snow clogs his face, 

nose and mouth. He is suffocating. Suddenly, he hears Balto 

bark, claws in that direction and breaks through the snow 

into the air. Led by Balto, Kaasen finds his way to the 

other dogs and digs them out of the snow drift. 

 

Kaasen reties the sled and harness and using his rifle, 

prods the snow ahead looking for a spot that isn’t too deep 

to get through. Kaasen and his team go around a snow drift 

the size of a large building. The wind blows the snow in 

their faces so they can barely see. Several of the dogs 

slip and fall. Balto turns and barks furiously at them, 

backing up and indicating that they are to go on. After a 

moment, the dogs get up again and somehow they claw their 

way on. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – STEEP HILL 

 

The team, led by Balto, is fighting its way up a very steep 

slope. Kaasen pushes the sled from behind as the team pulls 

it. They inch their way up the slope. 

 

One of the dog’s feet slip on an icy patch; the dog goes 

down. Another dog slips and falls. 

 

The sled starts to slide back down the hill. Kaasen slips 

and falls. Only Balto, straining and digging in his nails, 

is holding the sled. It becomes too much. Kaasen dives for 

the serum package and just manages to grab it, cradling it 

with his body as the sled slides all the way back down the 

hill, dogs tumbling back down after it.  
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Kaasen rights the sled and ties the serum package back onto 

it. One of the dogs lays down, refuses to go on. Kaasen 

cracks the whip over the dog. It refuses to get up. Balto  

snarls at the dog, which snarls back viciously. Balto 

snarls again. The other dog whimpers, goes to his place. 

Balto barks and all the dogs stand in their place. Balto 

marches to the front of the team. Kaasen refastens the 

harness. 

 

The dog team and Kaasen fight their way back up the same 

slope, every dog straining through deep snow, Kaasen 

pushing the sled with his last ounce of strength, Balto 

digging in with his paws. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – TOP OF HILL – DAWN 

 

Kaasen and his team make it to the top of the hill, but the 

view is appalling. Although it is day, the snow and driving 

wind have reduced visibility to almost zero. Everything is 

utterly white; flying snow driven horizontally by the gale 

force wind that shakes the sled so badly it almost lifts 

and flies away, so that it takes all of Kaasen and the 

dogs’ strength to hold it down. 

 

Kaasen keeps wiping the wind-driven snow from his eyes, but 

it is useless; he can barely see. His face is appalling, 

white and cracked with frost and ice, icicles over his 

nose, eyelids. He turns first one way, then another, then 

wildly all around, clearly lost. 

 

KAASEN 

       (To himself) 

White-out. 

 

Kaasen sinks to his knees. He pounds the snow-covered 

ground with his fists in despair. The sled shakes, almost 

lifting off in the terrible wind. Kaasen crawls on his 

hands and knees, feeling is way forward along the harness 

from one dog to the next, till he reaches Balto. Kaasen 

puts his arm around Balto, his head to Balto’s head. 

Balto’s face is also ice covered. They commune, man to dog. 

 

KAASEN 

I can’t see. You have to find the 

trail. (Commands) Balto. Find the 

trail! 
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Balto barks. Kaasen crawls back along the harness from dog 

to dog till he reaches the sled. He stands up, wincing at 

the harsh wind that almost knocks him over. Kaasen readies 

his whip, staring into the zero visibility white of snow 

driven right at him by the wind. Kaasen cracks his whip 

over the heads of his team. 

 

KAASEN 

        (Sharply) 

Balto, mush! Musha! 

 

Balto and the team, with Kaasen, start into the whiteness. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – PLATEAU – DAY 

 

Whiteness and blizzard on a plateau that cannot be seen 

through the whiteness. Kaasen and his dog team, barely 

visible, the sled with its precious cargo of serum bouncing 

around, drive through the blinding snow. 

 

Balto stops, sniffs the wind, the trail. Kaasen waits, 

breathing heavily, barely able to stand. Balto changes 

direction, barks and starts off in the new direction, 

followed by the team and Kaasen. 

 

Balto leads the team into a strange area of sharp-edged ice 

on the ground. One of Balto’s feet slip. He yipes with 

pain, but goes on. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – PLATEAU 

 

Kaasen and his team have stopped to rest in the middle of 

an empty expanse of white and wind-driven snow. Kaasen goes 

from dog to dog. For each one, he cuts a piece of a frozen 

meat feeds it to them, which they scarf up. He also 

examines each dog’s feet. Kaasen comes to Balto, gives him 

a piece of meat, finds the bloody injured paw. Kaasen 

touches it; Balto whines with pain. 

 

KAASEN 

     (Sympathetically) 

Oh God, Balto! 

 

Kaasen goes back to the sled, gets a bandage roll. He 

washes Balto’s injured paw with snow, bandages it, pats 

Balto. Kaasen looks around. 
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KAASEN 

We can’t stay here. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – BLIZZARD 

 

Kaasen and the dog team drive on through the blinding snow. 

Balto goes around a deep snowdrift, breaking trail, up to 

his neck in snow. 

 

Balto, Kaasen, the other dogs, the sled, struggle through 

the deep snow. Kaasen struggles to keep the sled upright. 

 

Ahead is a canyon between tall cliffs, trailing plumes of 

snow whipped by the wind. (The snow fall is lighter, 

visibility improved somewhat.) As they are about to enter 

the canyon, an avalanche of snow crashes into the canyon, 

nearly blocking it. The dogs bark fearfully, going forward 

and back, obviously hesitant to enter. The snow at the top 

of the canyon creaks ominously. 

 

KAASEN 

Balto! Go on, boy. 

 

Balto barks, leads the team into the canyon. The snow 

creaks ominously; Kaasen and the dogs looking fearfully 

around them at the walls of ice and snow. Balto limps 

badly, trailing the bloody unrolling bandage. A mini-

avalanche falls in front of them, almost hitting Balto, who 

shies away. One of the dogs barks. Kaasen rushes ahead and 

holds the dog’s muzzle shut. 

 

KAASEN 

         (Softly) 

Shhhh! 

 

A big overhang of snow at the top of the canyon appears 

about to fall any second, creaks ominously. 

 

KAASEN 

      (Whispering) 

Balto! 

 

Limping, Balto starts to go forward, followed by the team. 

Kaasen grabs the sled as it passes him and follows running.  

With a terrible rumble, the avalanche comes crashing down. 
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The team and Kaasen race to beat the avalanche out of the 

canyon. They emerge just as a huge wave of snow engulfs the 

entire canyon, burying it, barely missing them. Kaasen 

stands, panting for breath. He looks at the engulfed 

canyon, then Balto. 

 

KAASEN 

Cutting it a little close, pardner? 

 

Balto stands there, looking at him. 

 

KAASEN (CONT’D) 

Come on. 

 

Balto barks, turns, limping leads the team on. 

 

EXT. NOME STREET – OUTSIDE SUMMER’S HOUSE 

 

Miller’s fist pounds on the front door of Summer’s house, 

still marked by the “QUARANTINE” sign, as the blizzard 

howls. 

 

Miller looks at Kate, pounds again on the door. There is no 

answer. Apart from Miller and Kate, the street is deserted. 

 

KATE 

Smash it open. 

 

MILLER 

You sure? 

 

Kate indicates with a head gesture that she wants Miller to 

break it in. Miller smashes in the door with his shoulder. 

He and Kate hurry inside. 

 

INT. SUMMERS’ HOUSE 

 

The front hall is empty; the house silent, but for the 

sound of the wind. Kate and Miller proceed carefully. 

 

KATE 

       (calls out) 

Rachel? 

 

Miller and Kate follow the wind sound through the dining 

room. 
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ANGLE – SHOCK CUT – KITCHEN DOORWAY – WOMAN’S FEET seen 

through the doorway. 

 

INT. KITCHEN 

 

Miller and Kate race into the kitchen. Rachel is lying on 

the floor. The broken kitchen window is still open. Snow 

drifts have formed on the floor and against the china 

closet. A dripping faucet has formed a solid column of ice 

from the faucet into a sink that is a block of ice and 

overflowed into a big dangling icicle, the tip of which is 

a column of ice into an ice-filled and covered pan in 

Rachel’s hand. 

 

Kate races over, puts her ear to Rachel’s chest. Rachel 

looks dead. Miller wedges a towel into the kitchen window 

crack, breaks the ice to take the pan from Rachel’s hand. 

Kate puts her hand to Rachel’s neck for a pulse, then her 

forehead, lips. 

 

KATE 

She’s alive, but she’s sick. Help 

me. 

 

INT. BEDROOM 

 

Led by Kate who pulls back the comforter, Miller carries 

Rachel and puts her to bed. Miller rubs Rachel’s icy hand 

between his own, trying to warm it as Kate rushes out to 

find Bobby. 

 

INT. BOBBY’S BEDROOM 

 

Kate runs over to Bobby, sprawled lifelessly head down out 

of the bed. She pulls him back onto the bed, covers him. 

She rocks him in her arms, holding him tightly, warming him 

with her body. Bobby makes a terrible choking sound. 

 

KATE 

Don’t you die! Not now! Gunner’s 

coming! I swear before God! I 

promise! 

 

She rocks the boy, holding him fiercely; her eyes shiny 

with tears. 
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EXT. WILDERNESS 

 

Kaasen, head down, staggers on through the storm. Suddenly, 

he bumps into the sled, realizing it’s stopped. He looks 

up, confused, squinting to see through the blizzard. 

 

Balto and the team are at the edge of the vast, endless, 

frozen Bering Sea. 

 

The dogs drop in their tracks, exhausted. Limping, Balto 

hobbles toward Kaasen, who slumps to the snow, puts his arm 

around Balto. Panting for breath, his face starting to 

blacken in spots with frostbite, he talks to the dog as if 

reasoning with it. 

 

KAASEN 

        (Panting) 

The Bering Sea. Can’t stop. We don’t 

have the strength to go around. Come 

on, boy! Just to Point Safety. Give 

it to Eddie. 

 

Kaasen pulls at Balto, as if to haul him onto the ice. 

 

KAASEN (CONT’D) 

If we stop now, we die! 

 

Exhausted, Balto limping, gets to his feet. He barks at the 

other dogs, who for once ignore him. He barks again, then 

snarls, moves toward them. One by one, the other dogs stand 

up. 

 

Kaasen gets his whip, cracks it over their heads. The dogs 

ignore it. He cracks it again. Still nothing. 

 

Balto barks once at the other dogs, then turns and followed 

by the other dogs, runs out onto the ice of the Bering Sea. 

 

The team pulls the sled and Kaasen across the vastness and 

emptiness of the ice sea. 

 

ANGLE – ICE FRACTURE, with a view of the dog team coming on 

The SOUND of ice creaking and starting to break. The ice 

cracks. 

 

Unaware, Kaasen and the dogs race towards the ice fracture.  
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A fissure of water opens between plates of ice. A plate of 

ice is suddenly awash with icy blue water. More SOUNDS of 

creaking and ice breaking up. 

 

Kaasen and the dog team, Balto in the lead, run straight 

toward the fissure and water washing on the ice. Suddenly 

Kaasen sees the open fissure of ice. 

 

Kaasen throws the sled brake, a pointed stake that digs in, 

scoring the ice with a straight line. 

 

KAASEN 

        (Shouting) 

Haw! Balto haw! 

 

Kaasen pulls back, straining to brake the sled with all his 

might. All of the dogs are pulling back, slipping on the 

ice, falling. 

 

Balto, at the very edge of the ice, pulls back with all his 

might, but the momentum is too much. Balto’s paws are 

washed by sea water as the ice plate he is on dips under 

the surface, dumping him into the sea. Kaasen SCREAMS in 

despair.  

 

The other dogs are going crazy, barking, trying to pull 

back away from the water. Balto comes to the surface. 

Kaasen lays down and stretches out on the ice. He reaches 

toward Balto, who tries to get his forepaw towards Kaasen. 

Kaasen stretches further, his gloved hand less than six 

inches from Balto, who swims toward Kaasen who somehow 

manages to haul him out of the water back onto the ice. 

 

Balto shakes the water off. Kaasen grabs Balto and pulls 

him further away from the fissure. Kaasen whips off his 

glove, feels Balto’s paws and fur. He is horrified. 

 

KAASEN 

You’re soaking! 

 

Kaasen looks around wildly. Grabbing Balto by the harness, 

he runs Balto, followed by the rest of the team and the 

sled away from the fissure and towards some distant dark 

THINGS on the ice, which turn out to be pieces of 

driftwood: some lying on top, some frozen into the ice. 

Kaasen and his team approach, running desperately. 
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Kaasen halts the team near the driftwood and begins 

gathering driftwood, desperately racing time to make a 

fire. He cracks pieces of wood off from branches frozen 

solid in the ice and quickly builds a pile of twigs, scrub 

grasses and branches to make a fire. Kaasen takes out a 

tiny piece of candle and tinder from a sealskin pouch, puts 

it at the center of a potential fire, then takes out a tiny 

tin cylinder in which are about eight wooden matches, takes 

out one. 

 

Kaasen holds the match, ready to strike. The wind and 

falling snow howl across the frozen sea, rocking the sled. 

Balto and the other dogs watch Kaasen. 

 

KAASEN 

       (To himself) 

Come on, Come on! 

 

Kaasen strikes the match, instantly cups it to protect it 

from the icy wind, but it’s too late. The match goes out. 

He takes out another match, hesitates, strikes it, cupping 

instantly, but it too blows out before he can touch it to 

the tinder. 

 

Kaasen takes out three matches, takes off his glove to hold 

them. He strikes the three at once. They flare. He cups 

them and touches them to the tinder which catches briefly, 

then is blown out by the wind. 

 

Kaasen looks at Balto, who is starting to squirm and bite 

at his paws, which are freezing up. 

 

KAASEN 

Balto, no! 

 

Balto and Kaasen look at each other. Balto whines, stops 

biting, lays his head on his paws despite the obvious pain. 

 

Kaasen drags the sled closer to the firewood to make a 

windbreak. He carefully restructures the wood and tinder, 

takes off both gloves. He takes out two matches, strikes 

them. One of them flares, sending off a spark that burns 

Kaasen’s hand, the other fizzles, dies as the first blows 

out. 

 

Kassen puts his hands under his arms to try and get some 

life back into his fingers, then takes out the last match. 
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He and Balto look at each other. Kaasen strikes the last 

match, cupping it as he immediately puts it to the candle 

wick and tinder. He cups his hands around the tiny flame 

that flickers desperately in the fierce wind. The tinder 

and wick glow red; the flame appears to go out. 

 

Kaasen pounds his fists on his knees in frustration. 

Suddenly, miraculously, the fire flares up in the tinder. 

With extreme care, Kaasen feeds the fire with twigs; it 

flares up more strongly. 

 

Kaasen and Balto look at each other, the flame reflected in 

Balto’s eyes. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL 

 

Conditions inside the house/ward have deteriorated. 

Desperately ill PATIENTS are crammed in everywhere on 

furniture, floors, stairs. INDIANS and ESKIMOS with their 

entire FAMILIES are camped throughout the house. 

 

Lula spoon-feeds a SICK WOMAN on a bed. Kate, carrying a 

mop and pail, passes her on the way down the hall. 

 

WELCH 

    (Unseen, calling) 

Kate! 

 

KATE 

Coming! 

 

Kate comes into a room, crowded with PATIENTS. Welch, is 

standing over a bed with a lifeless very ill five year old 

ESKIMO BOY. Kate puts down the mop and pail. 

 

WELCH 

He’s burning up. Get ice from 

outside now! 

 

Kate runs through the house outside. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE THE HOUSE 

 

Kate pulls icicles from the eaves; carries them in her 

apron. She runs back inside, grabbing some towels as she 

runs in. 
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INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL 

 

Kate rushes back in and back to Dr. Welch and the Eskimo 

boy. Together, they put the icicles, wrapped in towels on 

his body.  

 

Welch walks to the hallway, then sinks to the floor, hands 

shaking, tears in his eyes. Lula rushes over, kneels, hugs 

Welch, then holds his arms in her hands. 

 

LULA 

Curtis. Don’t. 

 

He looks at her, tears sliding down his cheeks. 

 

WELCH 

I wanted to be in a country where 

I’d never have to call any man by 

his second name. 

 

LULA 

No one blames you. 

 

He takes off his stethoscope, clenches it in his fist. 

 

WELCH 

This is obscene. This isn’t 

medicine. It’s something from the 

Dark Ages. 

 

He twists the stethoscope in his hands. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Useless! 

 

He twists the stethoscope trying to break it. 

 

WELCH (CONT’D) 

Totally useless! 

 

KATE 

Stop it! (beat) Stop it! 

 

Welch stops. Welch, Lula, patients in the hallway who are 

conscious look at Kate. 
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KATE (CONT’D) 

Gunner’s coming. 

 

Welch stares at her, points with a shaky finger at the 

window. 

 

WELCH 

In that?! You really believe that? 

 

They stare at the window, rattling in the howling wind and 

pelting snow. 

 

KATE 

You don’t know him. He’s alive. I 

know. (pointing to herself) 

 

Kate picks up the mop and pail. She coughs. They watch as 

she turns to go back to work. 

 

INT. GOVERNOR BONE’S OFFICE – ANCHORAGE 

 

Bone and Gridley, both looking the worse for wear, sit 

slumped at the table, Bone reading a report, which he 

tosses disgustedly down on the table. 

 

Maggie comes in with cups of coffee for the two men. Bone 

looks at her; she shakes her head no. Maggie gives them the 

coffee leaves. Gridley sips his coffee; Bone doesn’t. 

 

GRIDLEY 

You know, I never did figure why you 

were willing to take the political 

risk. 

 

Bone gets up and watches the blizzard through the window. 

 

BONE 

It was right. (beat) I had a younger 

brother. He died of tuberculosis. 

 

ANGLE – BONE’S DESK on it is a photograph of a ten-year-old 

Bone with a younger brother, both smiling, with fishing 

poles. 

 

INT. SUMMERS’ HOUSE – DUSK 

 

Miller pats Rachel’s head with a cloth.  
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She and Bobby lie next to each other in the bed, near 

death. Miller glances at the wall pendulum clock, which 

shows 3:47. 

 

EXT. BERING SEA / WILDERNESS – LAST LIGHT OF DUSK 

 

Smoke rises from the fire left behind as Kaasen and his 

team mush across the frozen sea. A badly limping Balto once 

again leads the team. All of the dogs move with difficulty 

across the ice in the raging blizzard. 

 

Kaasen, staggering, barely able to keep up, mutters to 

himself as he repeatedly wipes the snow and ice out of his 

eyes, but is unable to see beyond the flakes of snow driven 

at him by the wind. 

 

KAASEN 

       (Croaking) 

Find the way, Balto. Find the way. 

 

Balto comes to a high shelf of snow that marks the edge of 

the shore of the Bering Sea, struggles up and over it.  

 

Kaasen slips, has to crawl over and onto the snow. He 

falls. Kaasen, laying in the snow by the sled, fights the 

temptation to close his eyes forever. He tries to get up, 

slips, falls, tries again, staggers to his feet. 

 

KAASEN 

Balto! 

 

The team starts forward again. 

 

KAASEN 

        (Muttering) 

Ten more miles. Ten more miles. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – NIGHT 

 

The dog team struggles through the blizzard, Kaasen barely 

able to keep moving, the sled and the serum package on it 

bouncing around, Balto sniffing the direction, limping but 

still going. 
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Suddenly, Balto stops, sniffs, barks, begins moving 

purposely through the deep snow, followed by the other 

dogs. 

 

KAASEN 

Do you see it?! 

 

Balto and the team stagger on. The image of a house looms 

in the blizzard. The team limps towards Wilson’s Roadhouse, 

Point Safety. 

 

Kaasen spots the roadhouse, tries to shout, but barely 

manages a croak. 

 

KAASEN 

(Barely able to croak) 

Yayyyy! 

 

Kaasen and the team pull up to the roadhouse, which is 

ominously dark and silent, the weather-beaten Point Safety 

roadhouse sign creaking in the wind. The dogs fall in their 

traces as Kaasen staggers up the step to a note pinned on 

the front door. 

 

Kaasen reads the note, crumples it in his fists. Tries to 

shout, but it’s barely a whisper. 

 

KAASEN 

       (Shouts/croaks) 

Eddie! Eddie! 

 

Kaasen pounds furiously at the door, then tries the handle, 

throws the door open and lurches inside. 

 

INT. WILSON’S ROADHOUSE 

 

Kaasen staggers across the room. 

 

KAASEN 

     (Shouts/croaks) 

Eddie! Eddie! Bill! Anybody? 

 

Kaasen looks into Wilson’s office/bedroom, goes in, enters 

the storeroom. 
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INT. STOREROOM 

 

Kaasen finds Eddie Royce sprawled fully clothed, dead drunk 

across some feed sacks in the storeroom, out cold, a nearly 

empty whiskey bottle beside him on the floor. 

 

Kaasen grabs Eddie by the shirtfront, furiously tries to 

shake him awake. 

 

KAASEN 

Eddie! Wake up, damn you! 

 

Kaasen holds Eddie up with one hand and slaps one-hands 

him, slapping him hard back and forth, back and forth 

across the face to wake him up. Eddie snorts, but doesn’t 

wake up.  

 

Kaasen grabs Eddie by the hair and drags him from the 

storeroom. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE ROADHOUSE 

 

Kaasen drags Eddie outside into the snow, turns Eddie over 

and shoves his face furiously up and down into the snow. 

Kaasen turns Eddie over and pulls him up almost to a 

sitting position. Eddie snorts again, snores once, but 

doesn’t wake up. Kaasen grabs Eddie’s shirtfront 

pleadingly. 

 

KAASEN 

Eddie! You gotta take over. My dogs 

are shot. Bastard! 

 

Kaasen slumps on his knees, head bowed in defeat, letting 

Eddie fall back into the snow. 

 

Kaasen looks up grimly, almost inhumanly, determined. He 

stands, drags Eddie back into the roadhouse. 

 

INT. ROADHOUSE 

 

Kaasen leaves Eddie lying unconscious on the floor. He goes 

back to the storeroom, then returns with the nearly empty 

whiskey bottle. He stands over Eddie, the bottle in his 

hand and drinks the remaining whiskey down, holds the empty 

bottle menacingly by its neck. He suddenly turns and flings 
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it at other bottles behind the bar, smashing the mirror and 

a bunch of bottles. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE ROADHOUSE – WILDERNESS 

 

Kaasen gets behind the sled and gets it ready to go on. The 

dog team is down, resting. 

 

KAASEN 

Balto! 

 

Balto stands in harness, limping, turns, looks back at 

Kaasen. 

 

KAASEN (CONT’D) 

I know, boy. I know. 

 

Balto turns his head up, howls like a wolf. The other 

huskies take up the cry; and eerie mournful eulogy. Then 

Balto barks and the other dogs stagger to their feet.  

Kaasen unfurls his whip. 

 

KAASEN 

All right, boys. Over the top. 

(Calls out) Mush! Mush! 

 

Kaasen cracks his whip over the team’s heads and they 

stagger forward, limping into the blinding snow. 

 

INT. NEWS OFFICE – ANCHORAGE 

 

Mary sits at her desk staring at two mock-up front pages. 

The front pages bear two different headlines. One reads: 

“SERUM RELIEF ARRIVES, NOME SAVED!” The second: “KAASEN 

LOST IN BLIZZARD, NOME DOOMED!” Mary lights a cigarette. 

 

INT. CABIN – NENANA 

 

Private Adams, Indians sit around waiting, their cigarette 

tips glowing in the dark. Agate Jones throws cards into a 

hat. Charley sits, aimlessly spinning the bicycle wheel. 

 

INT. SUMMERS’ HOUSE 

 

Miller sits with head bowed next to the bed where Rachel 

and Bobby lay near death. 
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INT. GOVERNOR BONE’S OFFICE 

 

Bone, GRIDLEY, and Gridley sit, smoking and staring 

silently into space. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL – KITCHEN 

 

Kate, coughing badly, is at the kitchen sink, using stove-

heated buckets of ice and a brush to scrub bedpans. 

 

Lula coming in, pauses at the kitchen doorway, bends to 

feel an ESKIMO BABY’S forehead, kisses it tenderly, comes 

in, touches Kate’s hand to stop. 

 

LULA 

Go lay down. 

 

Kate pulls away, goes back to scrubbing. 

 

KATE 

Got to finish. 

 

Kate coughs. 

 

LULA 

You’ve got it too. You have to stop. 

 

KATE 

Can you? 

 

LULA 

You know, I never liked you before. 

Thought you were, you know, Saloon 

woman. 

 

KATE 

     (Near tears) 

I thought you were too goody-goody. 

 

LULA 

I am. So are you. 

 

Lula touches Kate’s arm again, both of them near tears. 

 

LULA (CONT’D) 

Think he’s coming for you, don’t 

you? 
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Kate starts to cry. 

 

KATE 

Yes. 

 

LULA 

How can you be so sure? 

 

KATE 

He’s better than you know. Better 

than he knows. 

 

LULA 

It was the War, wasn’t it? 

 

KATE 

Eddie told me. Shell hole collapsed 

on them. When they came out, 

everyone in their platoon was dead. 

 

Kate collapses, sobbing into Lula’s arms. 

 

KATE (CONT’D) 

It isn’t fair! Oh God, it isn’t 

fair! 

 

Lula holds her, stroking her comfortingly. 

 

LULA 

No. It isn’t. Time ever comes, I’m 

going to give our Lord a piece of my 

mind, by God.  

 

EXT. WILDERNESS – BLIZZARD – PRE-DAWN LIGHT 

 

Balto, the team and Kaasen struggle desperately inch by 

inch up the steep slope of Topkop ridge. Kaasen has to 

plant the sled brake stick behind the sled after each step 

to keep it from slipping back. The dogs’ feet are frozen 

with red blood ice, as is Kaasen’s face. Balto leads them 

up, agonizing step after step. Limping, Balto barely 

manages to crawl to the top of the ridge. 

 

ANGLE – SHOCK CUT as a huge POLAR BEAR rears up, roaring 

ferociously in front of Balto. 
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Balto snarls at the Polar Bear as the other dogs go wild, 

barking, snarling, jumping around and tangling the traces. 

 

Kaasen tries to control the sled, but Balto, the dogs, the 

sled, and Kaasen tumble hundreds of feet down the steep 

slope, turning over and over in an impossible tangle, 

landing in a deep snow bank at the bottom in an explosion 

of snow. 

 

The Polar Bear runs after them down to the base of the 

slope. 

 

Most of the dogs are tangled desperately in the harness as 

the Polar Bear advances on them. The dogs try frantically, 

futilely to escape. 

 

Kaasen bites off his glove and struggles desperately to get 

his revolver from the pouch under the overturned sled. 

Kaasen, lying in the snow, can’t open the pouch buckle. 

 

ANGLE – KAASEN’S HAND 

 

Fumbling at the pouch buckle. 

 

The trapped Kaasen stares at the fast approaching Polar 

Bear, that roars at the howling dogs and advances on 

Kaasen, struggling desperately to get the gun. 

 

Suddenly, Balto jumps between Kaasen and the Polar Bear to 

defend Kaasen. Balto snarls viciously. 

 

Balto and the Polar Bear snarl at each other, as Kaasen 

stretches, inches from the pouch. The Polar Bear swipes at 

Balto, who dances away just in time. Balto circles the 

Polar Bear, who swipes at Balto, each time just missing. 

Suddenly, the Polar Bear leaps at Balto, swipes at him and 

knocks Balto flying. Balto crumples in the snow. Roaring, 

the Polar Bear advances on the panting Balto to finish him 

off. As the Polar Bear, mouth frothing, bloody, teeth 

crusted with blood ice, approaches to rip Balto apart, the 

sound of a shot rings out. The Polar Bear still comes on. 

 

Kaasen fires the revolver repeatedly at the Polar Bear, 

knocking it down inches from Balto. 

 

Kaasen comes over to Balto holds and hugs him. Balto 

nuzzles Kaasen. 
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Suddenly, the Polar Bear roars back to life, reaches out to 

rip Balto and Kaasen apart. Kaasen fires almost point 

blank, killing the Polar Bear. 

 

Kaasen staggers to his feet, barely able to stand. He 

struggles to turn the sled over, as one by one the dogs 

come out of the snow. 

 

Kaasen turns the sled over, starts to right things, then 

freezes in horror. 

 

KAASEN 

The Serum! 

 

The serum package is gone; the sled empty. Like a madman, 

Kaasen begins looking around wildly, digging into the snow 

where the sled had been, the slope where it came down, 

finding nothing. In desperation, he rips his other glove 

off and digs into the snow barehanded, still finding 

nothing. 

 

Kaasen stops, pulls his hands out of the snow, fingers 

nearly frozen into claws, screams in agony of frostbite. 

 

KAASEN 

        (Screams) 

Aaaagh! 

 

Kaasen staggers back to the sled, warming his hands under 

his armpits, with trembling fingers pulls his gloves back 

on, wincing in terrible pain. 

 

 

KAASEN 

      (Calling) 

Balto!...Balto! 

 

Limping badly, Balto slowly gets up and hobbles over to 

Kaasen, who grabs Balto, holds him close. 

 

KAASEN (CONT’D) 

Balto, find the serum. 

 

Kaasen leads Balto to the sled, indicates to Balto to smell 

the spot where the serum package had been. Balto shoves his 

muzzle into the canvas, sniffing deeply. 
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KAASEN (CONT’D) 

Find it! 

 

After a moment’s hesitation, Balto, nose to the snow, 

begins searching the ground and starts up the slope where 

the sled came down. 

 

KAASEN 

     (To himself) 

Find it. 

 

Balto hobbles up the slope, nose sniffing the snow 

intently. He stops at a spot, begins digging into the snow. 

 

Kaasen starts up the slope. Balto pauses, sniffs at the 

hole in the snow he has dug, goes on up the slope. 

 

Kaasen stops, watches Balto. 

 

Suddenly, Balto stops again, starts digging furiously and 

barking. Kaasen hurries, slipping, getting up and hurries, 

arriving just as Balto uncovers part of the serum package 

covering. Exuberantly, deliriously Kaasen hugs Balto. 

 

KAASEN 

The dog no one wanted!  

 

Kaasen hugs Balto more tightly. Balto barks. 

 

Together, Kaasen and Balto dig out the serum package. 

Kaasen lifts it delicately, bites off one of his gloves, 

wincing at the cold and pain, to feel the bottles inside 

the wrapping. 

 

KAASEN 

Not broken! Not one! 

 

Balto barks. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL - DAWN 

 

Lula walks through the hallway and darkened rooms, packed 

with patients, lying still, sleeping, some coughing to the 

dimly-lit examining room, where an exhausted Welch stands 

over the same Little Girl he had examined earlier. The 

Little Girl is now near death.  
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Welch holds a kerosene lantern up and peers into the Little 

Girl’s mouth. The inside of her mouth is almost completely 

covered by a white cottony membrane. Welch puts the lantern 

down. 

 

LULA 

How long? 

 

WELCH 

An hour. Maybe two or three. Even 

now, a single dose of serum could 

save her. 

 

Lula takes his hand.  

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL – FRONT HALL 

 

Alone in the front hall, Kate stands, folding bandages. She 

is coughing badly. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS - DAY 

 

The dog team, led by Balto, all of them limping, moves 

through the empty snowy landscape, nothing ahead but more 

snow. The blizzard has started to die down, though not the 

wind. 

 

The dogs, the sled, Kaasen, Balto, all of them frozen, ice-

crusted and exhausted beyond belief, limp across the snow. 

 

KAASEN’S POV of the dog team and Balto. Far ahead in the 

distance, Kaasen sees a tiny dark spot. 

 

EXT. WILDERNESS 

 

Kaasen stares, suddenly realizing what he is seeing. He 

grabs his whip and cracks it over the dogs. 

 

KAASEN 

Balto! Mush! Mush! 

 

The dog team moves faster toward the dark spot on the 

horizon, now clearly visible as the outline of Nome’s 

outlying buildings and the mine works come into view. 
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Kaasen and the team, limp toward Nome as fast as they can 

go. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL – FRONT HALL 

 

Kate folding bandages, stops, looks up. 

 

EXT. NOME STREET 

 

Empty snow-deserted street lit by a single streetlamp. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL – FRONT HALL 

 

Kate coughs, stands waiting, sensing something. 

 

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF NOME 

 

Kaasen and his team, limping, staggering, move through the 

snow past the outlying buildings. The snow has stopped 

falling. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL – FRONT HALL 

 

Kate stands waiting, trembling. She goes to the front door. 

 

EXT. NOME STREET 

 

Kaasen and his team swing into the deserted street. 

Somewhere, the SOUNDS of first one, then several dogs 

BARKING in the town.  

 

KAASEN’S POV as he sees Welch’s house/hospital ahead. 

 

EXT./INT. OUTSIDE WELCH’S HOUSE – HOSPITAL / FRONT HALLWAY 

 

Kaasen and his team reach Welch’s house. The team stops, 

drops exhausted in their traces as Kaasen staggers to the 

front door. 

 

Kaasen opens the front door where Kate is standing, facing 

him, tears streaming down her face. They hesitate, then 

embrace desperately in the doorway. 

 

From nowhere, then everywhere, first one PERSON, then 

ANOTHER, then ANOTHER, soon DOZENS OF TOWNSPEOPLE, Welch, 

Lula, Miller, congregate around Kaasen and Kate, smiling, 

applauding, patting them tenderly, thankfully on the back. 
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INT. SUMMERS’ OFFICE 

 

Maynard excitedly wakes Anderson, slumped by the telegraph. 

 

MAYNARD 

Wake up, goddammit! I want to send a 

message! 

 

Anderson, rubbing the sleep from his eyes, begins tapping 

on his key. 

 

INT. CABIN – NENANA 

 

Private Adams, sitting by the telegraph key, listens as it 

starts to click very rapidly. Suddenly, he looks up, his 

face lit with wonder. 

 

Charley, Agate Jones, the Indians all look at him 

expectantly. All Private Adams can do is nod yes, again and 

again.  

 

The Indians all SHOUT in triumph. Agate Jones lets out a 

war-whoop. 

 

JONES 

Yahoo! 

 

The Indians break into a wild celebratory war dance, 

jumping and shouting joyously.  

 

Agate Jones and Charley stare at the dancing Indians for a 

moment. 

 

ONE of the Indians gestures to Jones and Charley to join 

in, Jones does immediately, jumping and prancing around 

like an old goat. After a moment’s hesitation, Private 

Adams joins in too, howling and dancing, followed by a 

grinning Charley. 

 

INT. NEWS OFFICE – ANCHORAGE 

 

Mary, wearily proofing a page at her desk, looks up at the 

sound of the teletype machine. She races over to the 

teletype. 
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The TELETYPE MACHINE prints: “KAASEN ARRIVES NOME. SERUM 

FROZEN, BUT O.K.” 

 

Mary races back to the desk, sweeps the “NOME DOOMED” 

newspaper into the waste basket, grabs a stack of “NOME 

SAVED” newspapers, races to the window, throws the window 

open, leans out and shouts: 

 

MARY 

       (Shouting) 

Wake up, Anchorage! Nome is saved! 

Wake up! 

 

Mary flings the newspapers out the window. The newspapers 

flutter to the snowy street below, where curious PASSERS-BY 

start to gather and pick the papers up, look up. 

 

MARY 

      (Smiling) 

Wake up you wonderful people! 

 

INT. GOVERNOR BONE’S OFFICE 

 

Maggie comes into the office where Bone and Gridley are 

going over the map. They look up at her face, shining with 

happiness. Smiles break out. Gridley raises his fist in 

exuberant triumph. 

 

GRIDLEY 

Wahoo!         

 

MAGGIE 

Saints be praised! 

 

The telephone rings. Bone answers, listens for a beat. 

 

BONE 

Thank you, Mister President. Yes 

sir. Thank Mrs. Coolidge too. 

 

Bone hangs up. Gridley comes and shakes Bone’s hand. 

 

GRIDLEY 

Congratulations, Governor! 

 

MAGGIE 

It’s a record! Five and half days! 
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Bone smiles, nods, goes over to his desk, picks up the 

photograph of him and his brother, looks at it. 

 

INT./EXT. WELCH’S HOUSE – FRONT HALL / STREET 

 

Kate and Kaasen, their arms around each other in the front 

hall are surrounded by a crowd of well-wishers, PATIENTS 

AND TOWNSPEOPLE. Kate presses close to his ear. 

 

KATE 

      (Whispers) 

Nothing is simple. 

 

Kaasen nods in agreement, kisses her passionately, as 

Patients and Townspeople stand around them, smiling, 

nodding, murmuring with great fondness and tenderness. 

 

KAASEN 

All that way all I could think of 

was you. 

 

KATE 

Took you long enough. 

 

They embrace again, Kaasen slightly awkwardly with his 

injured hands. 

 

INT. WELCH’S HOUSE / HOSPITAL – KITCHEN 

 

The frozen solid serum bottles are arranged around the wood 

cooking stove burners, which Lula’s adjusted carefully to 

thaw them out. Lula checks the bottles then leaves. 

 

INT. EXAMINING ROOM 

 

Welch stands beside the dying Little Girl, finishing giving 

her an injection as Lula comes in. 

 

Welch takes the needle out, puts his stethoscope to the 

Little Girl’s chest for a moment. 

 

Lula looks at him inquiringly. Tears in his eyes, Welch 

nods yes. Lula takes his hand and smiling happily, pats it 

fondly. 
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LULA 

Well, Curtis . . . 

 

WELCH 

We did it, Lu. We did it. 

 

Lula kisses him, tears in her eyes. 

 

LULA 

Never doubted it for a second. 

 

INT./EXT. WELCH’S HOUSE – FRONT HALL / STREET 

 

Arm-in-arm, Welch and Lula make their way through the crowd 

to the front of the house and outside. 

 

EXT. OUTSIDE WELCH’S HOUSE / STREET 

 

The crowd lets Welch and Lula through. Kaasen stands, his 

arm around Kate. Ice is melting from Kaasen’s face. Welch 

smiles. 

 

WELCH 

Gunner, you look terrible. Never 

been so glad to see anyone in my 

life. 

 

KAASEN 

It was Balto. 

 

Everyone looks at Balto and the other dogs. Kaasen’s dog 

team lies exhausted in the snow, Balto’s injured paw red 

with fresh blood, crystallizing to ice. Hearing his name, 

Balto barks, gets up hobbles toward Kaasen, leaving bloody 

paw prints in the snow. 

 

Maynard and Anderson, both supporting Summers, Farley, 

Hickey, Martha and her Baby, Miller, carrying Bobby with 

one hand and supporting Rachel with the other, join the 

crowd lining the way between Kaasen and Balto. As Balto 

passes the Townspeople, each reacts differently: 

 

The Eskimo woman, Kaiyuk, places a seal figurine on the 

snow as homage; Hickey looks away ashamed; Martha cries 

silently; Farley – with a crutch – watches; the old Eskimo 

Grandfather (from the hospital) signs to Balto as though 

they were kin; Summers looks gratefully at Miller, nods to 
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Rachel, who kisses Miller on the cheek; Miller, holding 

Bobby (Looking a little better) in his arms, stands, tears 

in his eyes, as Balto struggles toward Kaasen. 

 

Kaasen, followed by Kate, staggers toward Balto. Kaasen and 

Balto embrace. The crowd cheers, applauds. There are cries 

of “Balto!” “Balto!” Kaasen feels Kate’s hand on his 

shoulder, puts his arm around her, lets Balto go. 

 

Balto, responding to the cheers, stands on all fours, head 

erect, looking heroic. The cheers fade. 

 

ANGLE: BRONZE STATUE of Balto in the identical pose. 

 

EXT. CENTRAL PARK – NEW YORK – TODAY – DAY 

 

CHILDREN play happily around the bronze statue of Balto on 

a sunny day in Central Park in modern-day New York City. 

 

FADE IN: SUBTITLE CRAWL: 

 

“In 1926 the children of America collected pennies, nickels 

and dimes for a statue of Balto to be erected in New York’s 

Central Park. Inscribed on its base are the words: 

‘Endurance, Fidelity, Intelligence.’ The statue is one of 

the most popular in Central Park to this day. 

 

Thanks to widespread immunization, diphtheria is no longer 

the dangerous public health menace it once was. 

 

All the mushers who participated in the Nome Relay were 

honored by the State of Alaska. Gunnar Kaasen and Balto 

appeared in Madison Square Garden in New York City. 

Leonhard Seppala, whom many Alaskans considered the true 

hero of the Nome relay, toured the U.S. introducing dog 

sled racing. He and Togo won a silver medal at the 1932 

Winter Olympics in Lake Placid.  

 

Alaska’s world-famous Iditarod Race is run in annual 

commemoration of this event.” 

 

FADE OUT: 

 

THE END 

 


