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INT. BREAKROOM - MORMING

Steve HADLEY and Richard SITTERSON are workaday whita
collar joms getting coffee and vending anacks as they
chat., Hadley is blandly handsome, Sitterson bordering on
nerdy, but they have a swset rapport.

HBADLEY
It's hormonal. I mean, I don't usually
fall back on, you know, *it‘e woman‘s
isaues~. ..

SITTERSON
But child-proofed how? Gates and stuff?

HADLEY
No no, dude -- she bought gates, they’'re
stacked up in the hall -- she did the
drawera! We're not even sure thias
fertility thing is gonna work and she’s
ecrewed in these little Jjobbies whare you
can’'t open the drawers.

EITTERSON
At all?

HADLEY
They openi, likas, an inah, then you gotdra
dlg your fingers in and -- it’'s a
nightmarel

SITTERSCN
Well, I guess msooner or later --

HADLEY
Later! She did the upper cabinetes -- kid
won't be able to reach thoee ‘til he’'s
thirtyl Asauming, you know: kid.

Holsting files and, in Sitteracn’s case, a small white
cooler -— the kind that might carry organs -- they exit
into:

INT. HALL - CONTINUQUS

It's an anonymoua concrete maze. A few other workers
pase by as the men talk,

SITTERSCN

It's a talisman. It'as an offering.
HADLEY

Don’'t even -- you have women's imsues.




SITTERSON
Pleage. You of all people --

HADLEY
Me of no peoplel It’'s a jinx.
Guarantess we won’t get pragnant and it
takes me twenty minutes to get a fucking
bear.

Wendy LIN, a nervous woman in a labcoat, joins them.

LIN
Stockholm went south.

SITTERSON
Serioualy? I thought they were looking
good,

HADLEY
What cracked?

LIN
I haven't smen the footage; word's juet
going around.

HEADLEY
That ecenaric’s never besen stable. Tou
can’'t truet... what do you call pecpls
from Stockholm?

SITTERSON
Stockholders?

Hadley pointa at him, ‘oh no you didn’t’ making a big

HADLEY
Haaah!

LIN
That means there’s just Japan. Japan and
s,

HADLEY
Not the firet time it’'a comea down to
that .

SITTERSON
Japan has a perfect racord.

HADLEY
And we’'re number two so we try harder.

LIN
It's cutting it close,



They turn a4 corner and find a row of golf carts at the
end of a long, featureless hall. The beys hop in.

RADLEY
That’'s why it’a in the hands of
profaspionals.

SITTERSON
They hired professionals? What happens
to us?

LIN
You guym better not be meseping around in
there. :

SITTERSCN
Dcoem this mean you’‘rs not in the betting
pecl this yvear? Bilig money...

LIN
I'm just saying it’'s a key scenario,

HADLEY
I know what you’rw saying. ‘98 wae the
chem department’s fault. And whare do
you work again? Wait, it'as ceming back
to mt.l

He peels out, Sitterscn trying not to spill his coffee.
Wa stay with them...

HADLEY (CONT’D)
Gonna be a long weekend if everybody's
that puckered up. Hey, you want to come
over Monday night? I’'m gonna pick up a
couple power drille and liberate my
cabinets -~

Very suddenly there is a horribly loud mueical ating and
a zmash cut te titles:

THR CARBIN IN THR WOODSB

EXT. COLLEGE TOWN - DAY

The horrible sound gives way to jaunty rock. We see a
etreet with a good, boho atudent vike, not
unSanfranciacclike. Arm in on a nice three story
townhouae and into the ssecond atory window of:
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INT. DANA'S BEDROQOM -~ CONTINUQUS

DANA POLK, a thoughtful, attractive ccllege scphomore.

Her room 1is like her: restrained and well ordered, but

with funky touches of color and whimay. A few sketches
and watercolors of her own dot tha walls ams well.

Dana is in shirt and undies, packing for a trip and
bopping softly to the music, which now comes from her
little stereo. She does that singing-along thing whers
you atart to sing too soon, looka sheepish even though

she's alconma,

She takes a couple of political science textbooks, drops
them in her suiltcasa., Crosses to grab soms art supplies,
including a battersad akeatchbook. She pauses, flipping
through her sketches -- which aren‘t bad -- til she geta
to a portrait of a handmoma thirtysomething man with

longieh hair and glasaea.

CLOSE OR Dana staring sadly at the picture when Julle
*JULES” Louden comes into frame next to her. Jules ias
bubbly, sexy and as of ten minutesm ago, blonde.

JULES
what a piece of aehit,

DARA
{not locking up)
I was in a hurry.

JULES
You know what I mean. Why haven’'t you
atuck that asshols’s pilcture on the dart

board yet?
DANA
It's not that simp -- oh my God your
hair!
JULES

Very fabulous, no?

DANA
I can't beliave you did it!

JULES
But very fabulous, right -- hurry up with
the very fabulous, I‘m getting insecure
apout it now,
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DANA
Oh God, no, it s awesome! It locka
really naturxal, and it‘as great with your
akin. I just didn’t think you were
gonna --

JULES
Impulee. I woke up this morning and
thought “I want to have more fun. Who is
it that has more fun?¥

DANA
Curt's gonna loase it.

JULES
He’ll have more fun too. And so will
you --
{plucks the pad frem Dana)
~— while we are burning thie picture.

DANA
(grabbing back}
I'm not ready to -- seriously, this lan’t
his faunlt.

JULES
What‘s not his fanlt? Baing thirty eight
and married, fucking his student or
breaking up with her by e-mxil?

DANA
I knew what I was getting into.

JULES
Right: Dana Polk, Bomewrecker. Please.
You know what you're getting inte this
weekend?

Sha holds up Dana’s bikini from her open drawer.

JULBS {CONT'D)
This. And if Holden’'s as cute as Curt
mays he ia, possibly getting out of it.

DANA
That’s the last thing -- if you guys
treat this like a set-up I'm gonna have
no fun at all.

JULES
{croasing to the suitcase)
I'm not pushing. But we're packing thias.
Which means we definitely won't have rcom
for --

‘J
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She pulls the text booka ocut,.

DANA
Ch coma on, what if I‘'m bored?

JULES
Thems’ll halp? “Soviet Economic
Structurea”? “Aftermath of the
Cultural...” No! We have a lakel! And a
keg! Wea are girls on the verge of goilng
wild ~- Look at my halr, woman!

DANA
It is great..,.

CURT
Think fast!

CURT Vaughan ls Jules’s boyfriend and yea, that’a a
letterman jackat he's wearing and yes, that's a football
he’s throwing right at the girla.

REVERSE on them yeeping and flinching as the ball goesn
right between them and cut the window,

CURT (CONT’'D)
Wall, fapter than that...

JULES
Curtl

Dana moves to look out the window, 1s in time to see:
ANGLE: DOWN ON THE STREET

Curt’'s friend HOLDEN McCrea ruashes inte the atreet and
catchas the ball, & slowing car bumping his leg. Itra an
impressive catch.

HOLDENR
Yesn!
(to the driver)
Sorry. Sorry. Move along.

ANGLE ON: the two girle at the window, Curt behind Jules,
all loeking out.

CURT
Niiice!

DANA
Is that RHolden?
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CURT
(calling)
Come on upl
{to the girla}
Tranaferred from State, Beet hands on
the team. HYe’s a aweet guy.

JULEE
{to Dana, archly)
And he’'s good with his hands.,..

CURT
That’s nething. Watch this:

He graba Jules’s boocbs from behind.

CURT { CONT' I}
Oh my god! Both at oncel! I'm like some
kind of Olympilan Gedl

JULES
{wriggling free)
Olympian wad...

CURT (”i;B

{(to Dana, shyly)
I'm soxt of aeeing this girl, but, uh,
you'ra way blonder than she is, and I was
thinking we could... what is this?

He pries tha books from Jules.

CURT{ CONT' D)
What are thease? What are you doing with
these?

DANA
Okay, I get it, I*1l --

CURT
{toc Jules, ignoring Dana)
Where did you get these? Who taught you
about theasa?

JULES
(ala PSA:)
I learned it from you, ckay?

In mock weep, she fleesa the rocom. <Curt holde the firat
book up to Dana.

CURT {
Seriocualy? Profespor Bennett covers thise '

whole book in his lectures.
{MORE)



CURT (CONT'D)
Read the Guroveky; it'e way more
interesting and Bannett doesn’t know it
by heart sc he’ll think you're
insightful. And you have no pants.

He tosses the booke back on the bad, calling out to:

CURT {CONT'D)
Holdanl Crazy mad skillia of catching!l

Dana, panicked, heists her jeans on, heading out after
Curt into:

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Julea is opening tha door for Holden, and he's even
bettar looking up close, Lese of a wild man than Curt,

ROLDEN
You laid it in my handa, I did but hold
them out.

Ha tomges 1t back to Curt and grabe his weekend duffle
bag, entering.

JULES
Hay, I'm Jules.

HOLDEN
¥i. Man, Curt did not exaggerate.

JULES

{pleased)

That’'s a firset...

CURT
Dude, this is Dana.

DANAR
Hey.

HOLDEN

{shakes her hand}

Holden. Really nice to meet you and
thank you gquys for letting me crash yocur
weekend. I'll juat put a disclaimer up
front: you den‘t have to explain any of
your in-jokes. I‘ll probably be drunk
and think they're funny anyway. Should I
have left out the part about being drunk?

CURT
With hindsight, yeah.
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HOLDEN
Damn, Can I help anybody carry anything?

EXT. STREET QUTSIDE - A BIT LATER

Holden im dumping Jules'’s lapt suitcase {she hae
overpacked} into the RAMBLER, the traller Curt owns, with
the dirt-bike attached to the rear. Dana‘s insida, takes
it from him (polite smile between them) as he turne back
to Jules and a bag-laden Currt.

HOLDEN
That pretty much it?

CURT
Fuckin’ better he! Jules, it’'s =a
weekand, not an evacuation,

JULES
Trust me when I say there ie neothing in
those casas you won’t be glad I brought.

CURT
I'm ahuttin’ right up.
DANA
{looking off}

Ch my god...

ANGLE: B CAR has just finished parking., Martin "MARTY"
Mikaleki is getting out of the driver’'s aeat while
amoking a bhuge bong, It‘s difficult to maneuver, but
definirely not his first time.

His friends inestantly lock arcund for, oh, say, police...

JULES
Hart}fl L 4

CURT
Fuck is wrong with you, bro?

MARTY
People in this town drive in a very
counterintuitive manner, and that‘a what
I have to aay.

CURT
Do you want to spend the weekend in jail?
‘cause we'd all like to check ocut my
cousin’a country home and not get boned
in the ass by a huge ekinhead.

T
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JULES
Marty, honey, that‘a not okay.

MARTY
Statistical fact: cops will never pull
over a man with a huge bong in his car.
Why? They fear this man. They know he
sees farther than they and he will bind
them with ancient logice.

{ataring at Julesa's hair)

Have you gone grey?

CURT
You're not bringing that thing in the
rambler.

MARTY

A giant bong, in your fathar’a van?

He pours the water out. Removes the bowl, aticke it in a
little holder inside the tube and telescopese the antira
thing down, pulls a 1id off the bottom and pops it on the
top, making it look exactly like a can of Freaca.

MARTY (CONT’D)
What are you, stanad?

As Boldex raises his eyebrowas and Julea rolls her ayea
Marty hops in, calling out:

MARTY (CONT’D)
{from inasides van)
Dana! 7You fetching minx! Do you have
any food?

INT./BXT. VAN - A BIT LATER

The key is turned, the gmss atepped on. <Curt leooks in the
rear view at his peeps.

CURT
Everybody ready?

General aepsent.

CURT (CONT'D}
Then let's get thila show on the road]

ANGLE: FROM UP HIGH we aes tha rambler rolling off intg
the distance. The camera arma up to watch it go, the
aide of the building in frame.
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It reaches the roof and pans over as wa find a group of
six men in Clean Room Suits standing sllently. After a
beat, one speaks into his earpiece.

CLEAN MAN
Neet is empty, we are right on time,

A beat, then he circles his finger in the air, scrambling
the men to pick up cases and head for the door to the
stairvell.

CLEAN MAN{CONT'D)
Go for clean-up. Go, go, go.

INT. CONTRQL ROOM - DAY

A thick metal door (not vault-sized, but impressive)
wheezes open, & military guard standing behind it. His
name is Alex TRUMAN, and his exact military affillation
is unclear. He is upright, exacting, and pretty new at
all this.

Identification, pleass. :

REVERSER on Sittermon and Badley as they pull off their
badges and awipe them ovar Truman’e bhandheld reader. He
confirma:

TRUMAR {CONT'D)
Mister Sitterson, Mister Hadley, thank
you, Please come in.

The control room has two levals., On the lower leval are
a couple of tables with built-in moniteras and phones.

The upper level, behind, is a wonderland of screens,
switches and dials, with two rolling chairs for Sitterson
and Hadley to move about in, On the far wall, cover the
iower mpace, are three big screens, also off. The place
resembles a novle mixing stage, or a tiny Houston
Control.

Hadlay and Sitterson make their way up, talking with
Truman.

HADLEY
What's your name?

TRUMAN
Alex Truman, sir.
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HADLEY
Well, thim isn‘'t the army, Truman, sc you
can drop the “air”. But Sitterson doea
like to be called “ma’am®.

SITTERSON
{sliding the cocler under a
counter)
Cr "Boney Toes"™,

HADLEY
He will alsc anawer to “Honey Toes*, Are
you clear con what’'s gonna be happening
here?

TRUMAN
I've bamn prepped sxteneively.

HADLEY
And did they tell ycou that being prepped
im not the sames as being prepared?

TRUMAN
They told me. I‘ll hold my post, Miater
Radley. I'll see 1t through.

HADLEY
Not much else you gotta deo. Stand watch,
check I.D.'s, shouldn‘t bw a lot morae
than that. And you have to get us
coffea,

TRUMAN
They alap told me you would try and make
me get you coffee.

HADLEY
Balls.
{quieter, indicating
Sitteracn)
Can you make him get us coffee? With
your gun?

TRUMAN
And that you would try to make me do
that.

SITTERSON
{from off camera)
It wasn’'t funny laet time, either!

12,
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Hadley i1s shrugging, hitting a bank of switches on the
wall that audibly powers up the controcl room. He crosses
to his chair and starte flipping switchea there aa well.
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Sitterscn le already entering data intoc a computer,
locking and testing kncobs and levers.

Sitterson rolls to another bank of controls, flipa the
caver off a row of buttona.

SITTERSON (CONT'D)
Let’s light this candle, bays. Up is go
oh your comnand,

The acreansa all come to white, blank lifa, their light
brightening the dim room.

EXT. RAMPLER - DAY

It trucks along an old road, nothing but brush viasible,

INT. RAMBLER - CONTINUOUS

The gang is in mid-ride, clesarly a couple hours in. Curt

is atill driving. Jules, riding shotgun, is checking ,
both a map and the GPS. Marty sits at the little table, ( qéi
cantiously rolling an elegant, filtered row of jointa. .
Dana sits with him, Eolden in the bathroom with tha doox

opan, where we can s=e they'te stawhad a keg. Ha'a

filling thres cups,

JULES
I hope this is ths right road, ‘cause
right now it looka like the only road.

CURT
What about that thing we crossed back
thera?

JULES

Doeen‘'t even show on tha GPS. It’'s
unworthy of global positioning.

DANA
It muat feel horriblae...

MARTY
That’'a the whole point. Get off the
grid. WNo cellphone reception, no
markers, no traffic cameras... go
somewhere for one goddamn weekend where
they can’t globally position my ass.
This isx the whole iseua.



JULES
{haard this befors)
Is soclaty crumbling, Marty?

MARTY
Society im biloding., It’'e filling in the
cracks with concreta. HNo cracks to slip
through. Everything is recorded, filed,
blogged, chips in our kids ao they don’t
get loat —- society nasds to crumblae.
We're all too chickenshit to let it.

JULES
I'yve missed your rantse.

He grins at har, holds up a gorgeous joint.

MARTY
You will coma to swe things my way.
JULES
I can't walt. Ia that the secret stash?
MARTY
: Tha ascrat sscrmt stash. I havan't told
( ;’ my other stash abont it because it would
e fg become jealous.
DANA

{pointing ahead)
A pign. Up there.

JULES
{turns back)
Yea. And... okay, left. Bear left.

CURT
You mure?

JULES
Not even a littla bit.

Holden brings up beers for Curt, Jules and Dana, who
emilea at him ehyly.

HOLGEN
What is thia place exactly?

CUAT
Country home my cousmin bought, He's
crazy for real estate, found this place
in the middle of nowhere, it‘a like civil
war era, sericualy,

14.
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JULES
There’s a lake, and woods everywhere...
we saw some beautiful plcotures,
{(to Cana)
You will be doing some sericus drawing.
No portralts of pedophiles...

Dana gives her a ‘shut up’ logk.

HOLDEN
{pattling by Dana)
You’re an art major?

DARA
Art and political science.

HOLDEN
Ooh, triple threat.

DANA
{after a small beat)
That’'s only two things.

HOLDEN
Yaa, a double... threat that sounds weird
-~ let’s Just say I find you threatening.

.
fUT

CuRT
I thought you were dropping art,

JULES
Uh, no, never mind,..

Jules swats Curt, gives him a lock.

DANR

I'‘'m pwitching a few courses,
HOLDEN

How come?
CURT

For no reasconl For very good reascons
that don‘t exist. Hey lock, treea!

MARTY
We have patterns. Societially. The
beautimous Dana fall into ona of the
cldeat patterns and we are here to burn
it away and pour aeh into the grooveas it
has aetched in her brain. Cover the
tracks and set her feet on new ground.
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HOLDEN
{to Dana)
Is it okay if I didn't follow that?

DANA
I'd take it am a favor.

CURT
Gam!

They all look ahead,

CURT{CONT'D)
Gas. And maybe someone who knows whers
wa actually ars,

EXT/INT. GAS STATION

It 1e as decrepit and abandened locking as it can be. An
old pump equats in front of a monument to rust, windcws
clouded with grime.

ANGLE: FROM INSIDE through the windows we sea the
ramblex pull up. Tha ineide of this place doesp’'t lack
1n more inviting than the outsidea. Oncs upon a time
ga ware fixed and goods wers s0ld in hera, but not of
lﬂ.tﬂ [y

The kids pils out, stretching, lcoking about, Curt and
Marty examine the pump.

CURT
I'm thinking this thing doesnrt take
credit carde.

MARTY
I den’t think it knows about money. I
think it’s barter gas.
Curt moves & pace to sas if anyone is around.

BANGLE: HCLDEN ie inside, moving alowly toward the back.
We hear Curt’s offacreen:

CURT
Hello?

But no reply. Holden keeps walking, tracing hie finger
along ths countertop.

CLOSE ON: HIS FINGER tralling a line of clear glase Iinte
tha grime.
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ANGLE: THE GIRLS
Are making their way nimbly arocund hack.

JULES
Because I hate going in the Rambler!

DANA
You think the toller here’s gonna be
better?

JULES
I don*t like to pee when all my frienda
are two feet away from me. I'm quirky.
At least thle hae gotta be HOAH!

They stop, staring in horror.

REVERSE OM: THE BATHRCOM. 1It’'a Jjust as horrible as it
could ba. Tha doer off, the rcom tiny -- the walls
stained with what might be actual slime. The toilet 1s
lidleas, broken and filled with brownlsh sludge,

A welrd little gurgle comes from it.

Dana moves forward, brow furrowsd. Ste leana in and
looks dowm.

In the tollet, a pcorpien struggles, drowning in the
fetid mack.

ANGLE: HOLDEN is heading back outaside. We’re behind him,
and through the open deorway we can see Curt and Marty
trying to figure out how to work the pump.

HOLDEN
I don’t think thare’s gonna be any -~

The ATTENDANT fiils the docorway, having coma arcund from
the outside, He speaks as he appsara, over the surge of
music and Holden's shocked Jjump -~

ATTENDANT
You come in here uninvited?

HOLDEN
{over this)
Fuck!

The attendant is cold, weathered, and creepy as hell. COne
eyeball is hidecusly red, tchbacceo chaw spilla over his
stained lipe, and ha carries a permanent scowl of
disgqusat.

>
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HOLDEN (CONT‘D)
Dude., ...

ATTENDANT
Sign mays closed,

Curt is making his way over to him, Marty Jjudiciously
hanging back.

CURT
We were looking to buy some gas? Does
this pump work?

ATTENDANT
Works if you know how to work it...

But he doesn’'t move to help. The girles come arcund, nc

more anxioua to get close onca they‘ve meen him than
Marty was,

HOLDEN
We alsc wanted to get directions...

CURT

Yaah, we'ra looking for..,
{to Julesn)

.«.What ia it?

JULES
{coming forward)

Tillerman Road? Do you know I1f it’s this
way?

The attendant lcoks at her, the name registering. She
kind of wriggles under his gaze.

ATTERDANT
(mutters)
What a waste.

He mtarts ambling toward the pump, pulling cut a ring of
keys and unlocking a latch.

ATTENDANT (CONT’'D}
Tillerman Road takea you up into the

hille. Dead ends at the old Buckner
place.

CURT
{te Julen}
Ia that the name of -~

JULES
There wasn't a name, ..
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The attendant aticks the nozzle in the rambler’s gas
tank. 'The numbers on the pump start going up manually
{(likea thay used to back when), but creak to a atop almoat
immediately.

CURT
{to the attendant)
My cousin bought a houss up there, you go
through a meuntain tunnel, there's a
laka, would that be...

ATTERDANT
Buckner placa. Always someona looking to
sell that plot.
{bad, bad smile)
Always some fool looking teo buy.

JULEE
You knew the original ownera?

ATTENDANT
Not the first. But I’'va sesn plenty come
and go. DBeesn here since the war,

JULES
Which war?

ATTENDANT
{flaring up)
You knew damn wall which warl

She takes a step back, freaked. Dana takes her arm.

MARTY
Would that have been with the blus, and
some in gray? Brother, perhaps fighting
against brother in that war?

ATTENDANT
You pasain’ me, boy?

MARTY
You were rude to my friend,

The attendant atopa for a second, not expacting this guy
to have come back at him, Glances at Julea, mutterat

ATTENDANT
That whore?

Curt is about to clock him but Holden puts a hand to
Curt‘a chest, eteps forward.

3
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HOLDEN
I think we've got enough gas.

ATTENDANT
Enough to get you there, Gettin’ back’s
your own concern.

Ha pulls out the nozzle as the gang moves back in, Curt
contamptuously throwlng a twenty at the guy’'s feet.

MARTY
Good luck with your business., I know the
rallroad’es comin® through here any day
now, gonna be big. Streets paved with...

actual atreat,
{to himaelf)
Fucker.

ANGLE: THE RAMBLER'S TIRE

Spine in tha sand and takes the heap right out of theras,
eruising down the road.

The attendant watrches, spite chaw. Watches.

EXT. WOODS ~ DAY

A helicoupter shot floats over the rambler as it winds
through an endleps expanase of firs, finally consumed by
them.

EXT. MOUNTAIN TUNNEL - AFTERNOONW

The Ramblar comes up the aside of a steep drop-off. We
ses Jules in the passenger seat smiling...

JULES
Guye, take a look...

And we pan with the vehicle as it enters the mountain
tunnel, slowing down a bit -- it‘’s a tight fit. The
camara movee up the mountaineids, looking down to sea the
rambler come out the other end.

A bird comes from behind camera, flying directly above
the tunnel. About halfway acroes it hite an invimible
barrier and falla in a shower of mparks as for one moment
an electrical grid sesms toc appear where it struck,
before sparking away into nothing.
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EXT. CABIN/INT.VAN - AFTERNCON

There's no audio but mumic as the kida all crowd the
front of the van to lcok at their vacation espot. The
lake appears up ahead, sun rippling over the water, and
they loock and point, talking a bit.

Finally the camera racea through the forest and finda the

cabin. It sguats uninvitingly, a fairly ramshackle —-
though net overly ruatic -- single story structure.
Windows on either side of tha door, not unlike cloasd
ayes.

The van pulls up and the kids come out, more slowly than
they did at the gas station, taking it in. Dana’s &
little entranced, Hclden curiocus, Curt pumped, Jules
mildly excited, Marty wary.

JULES
oh my god, lt's beautifull
{to Curt, sotto voce)
One spider and I'm slesping in the
Rambler. I mean it. Uno apidar-c.

MARTY
(te himaelf)
This houss ims talking a blua atreak...

As the boys start mnloading the keg, Dana appromches the
front deor... alewly turna the knob...

INT. LIVING ROCM -~ CONTINUCUS

Sha enters the living room. It’s alec, if you turn to
the right, the kitchen; the stove is a claseic cld wood-
burning Kalamazoo Wonder, the sink clearly ratre-fitted.
The decor is sparse and antlery. A wolf's head im
mounted on one wall.

A hall goes own the middle, with tweo bedrooms on either
side. Dana makes her way around the room as tha rest of
the gang pours lin.

CURT
Oh, this is awesoma|

JULES
It is kinda cocl, You gonna kill us a
raccoon to eat?

CURT
{nodding)
T will use ita skin toc make a cap,

()
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Julea yuns down to the hall, to leok in the rooma,
grabbing a doorknob --
JULES
Dibs on whichever room is - OW!
She pulles her finger back -- it’s cut, slightly on the
tip, a little blood welling up.
JULES (CONT'D)
Curt, your cousin’s house attacked me.
CURT
I mmell lawauit...
HOLDEN
When was ycur last tetanus shot?
JULES
Thanks, that's very comforting.
CURT
Jules is pre-med. She knows there's no
coming back from thia.
{wtroking her hair)
I'1l miss you, bahy. I’'l]l mias your
shiny new hair,.
Dana locke over at Marty, who stands in the doorway,
looking around warily.
DAMNA
Marty? Are you planning on coming in?
He looke around, not ready to make his move.
INT. HOLDEN'S ROCM -~ AFTERNOON
Holden throws his bag on his bed, which agueaks
appallingly. Ee looks around the decrepit -~ but not
entirely un-homey -- room, focuseses cn a picture oppoaite

the bed,

ANGLE: THE PICTURE is like 15th century print, but it’s
of a hunting party with machetes and doys tearing a lamb
to piecea and, upon close examination, 1s repulsiva.

HOLDEN
Yeah, I don’t think so.
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Ha takes tha picture off the wall, camera follows him as
he leans it on the floor, comas back up to find Dana
staring at him blankly through a hole in the wall. Oncs
again, he jumps.

BOLDEN {(CONT'D)
Wow. I‘va haard about the walls being

She bares har testh at him. He atops, not getting what's
going on at all, then as she starts picking betwean them,
he gete it. Moves forward and puts his hand to the one-
way mlrror betwsen them.

HOLDEN (CONT'D)
Ho way...

Ha watches her for a bit, firat amised, then a little
hypnotieed. She really is kind of beautiful. She musses
her hair a littles, gives up, grinning at her own vanity.
Moves to her bed and starta unbuttoning her shirt.

HOLDENR (CONT’D)
Ch shit, ah no, ahh...

o'

Re bob® back and forth betwsen this golden opportunity
and cemmen human {yawn) decency. Moves away from the
hole, out cf frama. Moves back.

Finally bangm on the wall, ducking his head just as she’sa
about to take it off --

HOLDEN (CONT‘D)
{calls through)
Hold up!

INT. BOLDEN'S ROOM/HALL/DANA’S ROCM - MOMENTS LATER
The gang is all in thers, checking it out,

JULES
You have got to be kidding me.

DANA
That‘s just creepy.

MARTY
It was plonesr days; people had to make
their own interrcgation rooms. Out of
cornmeal,
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HOLDEHN
ftouches the edge)
This from the... seventies, ijudging by
the weatharing. Who did your cousin buy
this place from?

CURT
He should check the rest of the rooms.
Make sure this is the only one.

{to Julea)
You know Marty wante to watch us pounding
away.
MARTY
{(wincing)

I didn't even like hearing that.

JULES
{am they exit)
Don't be an ape, Curt.

H#a makes ape ncieea off screen. Dana is atill staring at
the glaes.

HOLDEN
How about we switch?
{ahe turns to him)
Rot that I'd... I mean I'll put the
picture back but ycu might feel better if
we switched rooms.

DANA
I really would,

He graba hie bag and they hesd ocut ams she says:

DANA {CONT'D)
Thanka for... being decent.

HOLDEN
Least I could do, since Curt and Julea
have pold you to me for marriage,

She makes cringe face.

DANA
Thay're not subtle,

HOLDEW
I‘m just here to rmlax. And sc can you.

DANA
Yeah, I'm not looking for... But I'm
atill grateful that you‘re not & creep.
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HOLDEN
Hey, let’s not jump to any conclusions
there. I had kind of an internal debate
about showing you the mirror. Shouting
on both sides, blood was spilled...

In her {now his) room, he dumps hia etuff and she grabs
hers.

DANA

So you're bleeding internally.
HOLDEN

Pretty bad.
DANR

Well, Jules is the doctor-in-training.
You mhould probably talk to her.

HOLDEN
Yaeah.

Dana exits, clearly frustrated with her lams exit line.
She enters her new room and, dropping her luggage, moves
to put the picture bhack. Ehe’s etopped by the aight of
Holden, alsg loaking a littis frustrated. A momant, and
he pulls his shirt over his head. He's in pratty good
shapse. He pulls hie bathing suit out of his bayg, starta
unbuttoning his pante —-

DANA
Uhhh... ahi God!

Sheepiehly, she grabs the picture and replaces it. Takes
a moment te look at the slaughterad lamb mcene. ..

DRNA (CONT*D)
Yeah, I don‘t think =so.

We cut to a high and wide of her placing a little blanket
ovar the picture, and suddenly the frame is that of a
moniteor, as we pull back to Bea:

INT. CONTROL ROOM

»..we're watching Dana on a MONITOR. And as we continue
to FULL OUT, we see MORE MONITORS. ON THE SCREENS: we
pee a surveillance view of Holdaen in bis room...

+».8nd Marty in his room... and Jules with Curt... In
fact --

‘)

CJ
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ALL THE MONITORS on the control bank are now lit up, each
showing different views of the cabin and surrounding
area. Sitterson rolls into frame on his office chair,
loocking the screans over -~

SITTERSON
All right -- places everyone ~— we are
live --

Hadley stares at DANA'S MONITCR. Reys the microphone in
front of him --

HADLEY
Engineering, we've got a room changs.
Polk is now in Tweo, McCrea’s in Four.
Story department -- you copy? We'll
need a acenario adjuatment...

VOICE
{over speaker}
Have it back to you in fifteen...

Sitterson glances up as ——

SITTERSOR
Mms., Linl

-- Wandy Lin enters the area, clipboard under har awm.
Sirterscn whesls himeelf towardas her.

LIN
We‘va got bloodwork back on Louden.

ANGLE: ON A MONITOR is JULES, going through her atuff,

LIN{CONT'D)
Her levels are good -- but wa’re
racommending a fifty milligram increass
of Rhohyptase to ilncrease libido,

SITTERSCH
{noda)
sold.

LIN
Do wa pipe it in or do you wanna do it
orally?

SITTERSON
{closes him eyes}
Aak me that again only alower.
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LIR
You're a pig. Guess how we're slowling
down her cognitien.
{cff his not asking)
The hair dys.

SITTERSCN
(impreasad)
The dumb blonde. That’a artistic.

LIN
Worka inte the bloed through the scalp,
vary gradual.
{to Hadley)
The Chem Department keeps their end up.

HADLEY
{not looking up)
I‘'ll peas it when I halleve it.

And ANCTHER VOICE ringe out over the apaakers --

SECOND VOICE
Control? ( }

HADLEY
o ahaad.

SBECOND VOICE
I hava the Rarbinger on line two...

Hadley and Sitteracn share a glance. Sitterson holds up
nis handa —- don't lock at ma. Thim is all yours...

HADLEY
Chriet. Can you take a measage?

SECOND VOICE
Gh... I don't think sc. He's really
pushy.
(baat)
To be hopeat, he's kinda freaking me out.

HADLEY
(lecks to the cother two.,..)
Yeaaashh. Okay, put him through --

Hadley hita a button on hia keybcard --
HADLEY (CONT'D)

{inte mic)
Mordecai! How’'a the weather up top?

I
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YET ANOTHER VOICE
The lambs have passed through the gate...

EXT. GAS STATION

Tha ATTENDANT {who, it turns cut, ls named MORDECATI)
speaksa into the gas station payphone --

OLD MAN
...They are come to the killing floor.

INT. CONTROL ROOM
Hadley nods, moves to hang up --

HADLRY
Yeah, you did great out thers, By the
numbers; started us off right. We-’ll
talk to you later, cka--

ATTENDANT {0.S5.)
Their blind eyem mwe nothing of the
horyora to come, Thelr ears ara stopped;
they are God’s fonls,

HADLEY
{hangs hims head)
Well, that's how 1t works.

ATTENDANT (C.S.)
Cleanss them., Claanse the world of their
ignorance and sin. Bathe them in the
crimson of --
{pausa;
Am I on apeakerphone?

HADLEY
He, no of course not.

ATTENDANT (Q.S.)
Yea I am. I can hear the echo. Take me
off. Now.

Sittermon starts laughing. He clamps hie hands down over
his mouth to keep quiet. Lin keeps mostly cool...

HADLEY
Ckay, sorry.

ATTENDANT (0.S.)
I'm not kidding. It's rude. [ don't
know who'as In the room.
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HADLEY
FPine. There -- you're off speakerphona,

OLD MAN (0.S.}
{rnot off speakerphons)
Thank you.

Sitterson’s nearly orying now --

OLD MAN (CONT'D)

Don't take this lightly, boy. It wasn't
all by your ‘numbers’'; the Reveller
nearly derailed the invocation with hias
insolenca. Your futures are murky; you'd
do well to heed my—-

{beat})
I'm atill on speakerphons, aren't I?

That deoes it, Everyone loses it -~ even Truman is
grinning. As the room erupts with laughter --

HADLEY
Mo. You‘re not, I promise,
OLD MAN
Yaw I am}
(furicuse}-

Who is that? Who‘s laughing?

Sitteraon pounda hie head on ths console, he’s laughing
o hard. Qff which --

BEAT. DACK - DAY

Footatepa ring out as Dana and Holden race down tha
woodaen dock. They’re both in their swimsuits, running at
top epeed., As they reach the end, they dive into the
lake --

DRNA
(as she emerges from the
Wwater)
0OH! <Cold! That's what cold feeles like -~

HOLDEN
Fight through the pain, It‘s worth it,
I'm nearly convinced it‘s worth it.

Reverpe on Curt, Jules, and Marty (all also in awimwear
except Marty, who at least has bare feet and rolled-up
pants) as they casually walk down the dock --

‘)
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JULES
{tc Dana and Holden)
Doea it seem fresh? Lotta funky diseases
aitting in stagnant lake water.

DANA
What? This water?
{takes a gqulp of the lake
watar)
Thie water’'s dalicicus.

HOLDEN
Ch my god, sha‘s right --
{cups it inte hie mouth)
It tastea like... vitamine. And hopa.

DAMA
C'mon Jules -- life is riak.

JULES
Yemh, I might just risk lying out in tha
sun for a while,

Curt steps to the edge of the dock, face falling as he
looks into the water --

CURT
What ia that?
DANA
What?
CURT
In the lake. I swear to god I...
DANA
Yeah, right...
CURT
{acared)

No, seriously. Right there. Don't you
Bee it? Thers. It looks just like ——

He puts hies hand on Jules back --

CURT (CONT’D)
My girlfriend.

And with that, ha ahoves Jules atraight intc the lake.
Splashl

JULES
{(am ahe aurfacea)
cht ©Oh my godl I‘m gonna kill you!

a4,
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Curt pointe at another part of the lake --

CURT
Look -- thers’s something ewlee in the
lakea ——

He jumps out right where he was pointing -- SPLASH -- as
he surfaces —-

CURT {CONMT'D)
It's a gorgeous manl

JULES
(swimming over to him)
You are ag dead --

He laughs as she tries to dunk him --

CURT
Don‘t kill the gorgecus man! They'’'ra
endangared!

Dana laughm, looke up at Marty --

DANA
Marty —— gat in hars --

MARTY
Hah, man. I’'m cocl., Juwt seeing the
sighta...

He pite down on the edge of the dock, dangles hie feet in
the water. Leans back. High as tha proverbial kita --

MARTY (CONT'D)
Just meming the sights.

And with that, we CUT WIDE ON THE LAKE. On the horizon,
the sun is just staring to set. We HOLD ON THIS TABLEAU
as the kids splash and laugh and frolic in the lake.

For a moment, all is right with the world.

INT. CONTROL ROOM

WHUMP! A large wad of CASH alama down onto the conscle.
Widen to reveal Sitterson -- for some reason he's holding
large wads of cash. As he steps up onto tha conacle --

SITTERSON
Last chance to poat! C’'mon people, dig
deep. Betting windowa are about to
cloas!
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The room is bustling with activity. Several pecple are
clustered around Hadley, thrusting papera and cash in hie
face, evarybody talking cover each other --

HADLEY
(to Sitterson)
Who's stilll out?

Sittermson looks at his clipboard --

SITTERSCN
I got Engineering, I got R&D, I got
Electrical --

HADLEY
Did you see who they picked? They’rs
practically giving their money away.

SITTERSCH
Yeah, you’'re one to talk, Aquaman.

A TECHWICIAN in & labccat hands her form to Sitterscn.
As he lcoks at it ~-

SITTERSON (CONT'D)
I1’'m not aven sure wa hawve cne of thesa...

TECHNICIAN
Zoology swears wa do.

SITTERSON
(shrugs, takes her money)
Well, they’'d know.

Acroam the room, A YOUNG GUY who looks a lot like an
INTERN hands his form to Hadley —-

RADLEY
(re: form)
No no -- thay’ve alrsady been picked.

INTERN
(angry)
What? Who took 'em?
HADLEY
Maintenance.
INTERN

Maintenance! They pick the same thing
every year,
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HADLEY
What do you want from me? If they were
craative, they wouldn’t be in
Maintenance. If you win, you‘re gonna
have to mplit it. You wanna switch?

INTERR
{thinks, then)
Nah. Leave it. I got a feeling on thia
one.

LIN
Not betting?

TRUMAN
Not for ma, thanks,

LIN
Seams a little harsh, doesn’t it. It'w
juat people latting off steam.
{looke ar Hadlay and
Eitterson)
Thim job len’'t eaay, however those clowma
may behave.

TRUMAN
Doea The Director... do they know about
it dowvnetairs?

HADLEY
{joining them)
The Director doesn't concern himself with
etuff like this. Long as everything goes
amoothly opstairs and the kids do.,. what
they’re told...

TRUMAN
But then it’'a fixed.
{off thelr loocka)
How can you wager on thies when you
control the ocutcome?

33,

Lin le off to the alde, where Truman stande at attention,
stolcally watching the procaedings.

(3

Radley glances up at the moniters. OW THE SCREENS -- we
see Dana, Holdan, Jules, Curt, and Marty croesaing through
the cabin, heading towards the living room.

G

T

HADLEY
No no. We juat get ‘em to the cellar,
Truman. They take it from there.

-

e
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SITTERSON
They have to maks the cholce of their own
free will, Otherwise, system doesn’t
work. Like the harbinger: creepy old
fuck practically wears a sign aaying “YOU
WILL DIE~, why would we put him thers?
The system. They have to chooss to
ignore him. They have to cheose what
happens in the cellar. Yeah, we rig the
game as much as wa have to but in tha
end, if they don‘t transgress...

Hadley counta the money --—

HADLEY
«...they can’t be punished. Laat chanca,
Truman. Window’'s closing,

TRUMAN
I'm fine,

HADLEY
{yells to tha crowd)
All right! That’s it, gang. The board
1s loaked.

He hamds the rest of the money to Sltterson, who alama it
on tha pile with the rast of the cash.

SITTERSON
{locking at acreena)
Let's get thils party started!

INT. CABIN - LIVING ROOM -~ MNIGHT

Curt pumps the kag, sprays beer into a plastic cup aa
Jules pute on & pong —-

CURT
Let's gat this party started!

He hands the beer to Juleem, who dances through frame in
time to the muslc pumping out of the ateraoc,

HOLDEN
©h, I've played pbefore -- I don’t really
get the third part.

DANA
Well that'e our own thing.

JULES
It tmakes it tec a whole new level.
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HOLEENR
Okay, whose turn,.. Marty. Truth or Dare
orL... Lecture.

MARTY
I cculd go for a lecture.

HOLOEN
(the pressure's on}
Parfact. Lecture.

MARTY
Wait, hang on --

He a grabs a jolnt, lights it, and takes a maseive hit.
But he doesn’'t esxhala., He just looks at Holden -- all
right, bring it on...

HOLDEN
{lecture mode)
Marty Mikalski, you are... squandering
your potential,

Marty nodes ~- true,

HOLDEN (CONT’D}

You've.,. ansasthetized youxself to The
outside world; you're hidipng in a womb
made of reefer, It’'s time you “gave
birth” to the raal Marty.

(te the others, into it)
I think he’ll find there’'s mora tc lifs
than gatting high.

Marty exhales a huge cloud of ameke as the group
applaudnm.

MARTY
{genuine)
Thank you for cpening my eyes to whatever
it was you Jjust asaid.
(then}
Juleal! Truth or Dare or Lecture.

JULES
Let’'s go dare!

MRRTY
All right.
{thinks)
I dare you to make out with --

CURT
-++pleanse say Dana, please say Dana...

o
- )

Ly
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MARTY
—— that moose over there.

Everyons turns, looks to where he's pointing. MOUNTED ON
THE WALL is the large, enarling WOLF'S HEAD. For the
record, it couldn’‘t lock less like a moome.

DANA
Um, Marty... have you msaen a mooae
before?
MARTY
Whataver that mysterious beast is --
CURT HOLDEN
It's a wolf, Yeah, it’s a wolf.

MARTY {CONT’D}
I'm living ia a womd of reafer, leave me

alone.

{then)
Jules, I dare you to make out with the
wolf.

Jules node, takes a drink, hcps to har faet.

JULES
No problem.

The group cheeras, As Jules makes her way across the
cabin, she drops har hips a bit, adding a sultry swagger
to her atep.

WOLF'S POV: Wa'ra locking out at the cabin am Jules
walks right by us, And just as she’s about to exit
frame, she gtops in her tracks. Looka over at us.

She glances over her shoulder. Bashful. Looke back at
um wolf, pointa to her chest.

: JULES (CONT'D)
Who? Me?

{pretends to liaten, then)
I am new in town, how did you know?

Bverycne laughs, cheering her on. But Julees pretends
they’'ra not even there -- it’s just her and the wolf.

She blushes, twirls her hair around her finger --

JULES (CONT'D)
{to the wolf)
Ch my gcd, that is so sweat of you to

say. T just colored it, in fact...
{MORE }
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JULBS (CONT'D)}
{then)
Yes I’'d love a drink, thank you.

She steps towards the wolf, then acts like she trips --

JULBS (CONT'D)
Whoops --
{looks towards the ground)
I seem to have droppad my birth contrel
plille all over the ground...

While the group hoots and hollars, Jules turne around,
bends over right in front of the wolf. Pretends like
she's picking something from the ground.

Then, without turning arcund, she standa up straight, mo
that the wolf is now directly over her shoulder. She
nuzzlams it, cheek to cheek --

JULES {(CONT'D)
Oh.. Mr. Wolf., You're sc big. And bad.

{then}
No no no —-- there’s no need to huff and

puff...
She turns arcund, takes the wolf‘a head in har hands --

JULES (CONE’'D)
I’'1l let you come in,

And with that, Jules leans in and gives the wolf tha moet
passionate kise we’ve ever seen, She just goes for it --
full-on, tongue-to-taxidermied-wolf-tongue action.

The group lcoees their minda. Everyone leaps to their
feet, giving Jules a standing ovation.

Jules locks to the group, takes A bow even as she makes a
face, apitting out stuffed-wolftaste. As she walks back

to the group, Curt handes Jules her beer, the otherm Keep

applauding --

HEOLDEN
I didn't know it was posaible, but I
think you juat officially won Truth or
Dara.

DANA
Or Lecture,

BOLDEN
Scrry.

‘3

)
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JULES
The night ls atill ycung. WNow then...
Dana -

CURT
{bored)
*Truth."

Dana frowns. Glances at Curt --

DANA
What's that supposed to mean?

CURT
I'm just ekipping ahead,
(to explain)
You‘re gonna say "Dare,” she’'s gonna dara
you to do somathing you don’t like and
then you‘ll puss out and say you wanted
“Truth” all along.

DANA
{atudies him)
Really.

CURT
{gods)
Oor “Lacture”.

DANA
No, I wouldn’t want one of thoss...

AMGLE MARTY -~ he's glancing at Curt., Frowning.
Bomething about all thie peems a little off,..

hnd Dana seema to notice it too. But she’'s not akout te
let Curt get under her akin --

DANA (CONT'D)
Okay, Jules...
{defiant)
Dars.

And juat then, behind her -- WH-WHAM -- the cellar door
blowa open. Everyons screams, atartled.

JULES
What the hell wams that?

They all lock back at the now-open hole in the floor. As
they move toward it -~

DANA
It’a the cellar door...
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MARTY
I thought it was locked.

CURT
The wind must have blown it opean...

JULES
what wind,..?

They all cluster around the hole. A set of stairs leads
down into the foraboding darkness. The group stares down
at it, all a little epocked —-

HOLDEN
What do you think’s down there?
JULES
(mshrugs)
Why don’t we find out?
{then)

Dana...
Dana glances up at her. What?

‘3
JULES (CONT‘D) L
I dare you to go down imtc the cellar.

And we’rs CLOSE ON DANA as ahe tries not to show jumt how
much that scares har. OFF HER LOOR —-

INT. CELLAR

CrrraakX. Dana cauticusly makes hear way down the old
wooden staircase. It's dark; Dana‘s flashlight barely
illuminatems three feat in front of her.

She reaches the landing. Tries to keep her voice asteady
am ahs calls back to the gthers --

DANA
How long do I have to stay down hera?

CURT {(0.5.)
Oh, you know, just ‘til morning...

She ptands at the base of the staira, trains the
tlashlight beam arcund the rocom. Curiesity getting the
better of her, ahe steps intco the darkness.

Craak. ..

P
-

The flashlight beam scans tha room, catching a glint of : M;
metal -- OLD RUSTY TOOCLS hang from hooks along the walle.
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Creak...

Dana keeps moving, heart pounding in her chemt. Her
flashlight sweeprs the area, finding a duaty old RECORD
PLAYER..., a CHILD'S TQY CHEST... A dresamaker’s
MANNEQUIN. ..

Dana turns, beam sweeping across the wall. As it does
so, it findes --

A GHOSTLY FACE.

Staring right at her. Dana screama, neerly Jjumps out of
her skin --

BOLDEN (0.5.)
Dana?

As footsteps ring out from above, Dana angles the light
back towarcds the face, realizes --

It’e a PORTRAIT. A daguerrotype, to be precise, of a
young womarnr, roughly fifteen, dressed in turn of the
camtury garb, She stares back at Dana with sad ayes.

HOLDEN (CONT’D)
Yo okay?

Dana turns to find Holden racing down the stalre, the
others right bshind him.

DAMA
Y=ah, Sorry. I just -=-
{embarrassed)
I just scared myself. It was stupid,

CURT
You called for help. Voids the dare.
Take your top off.

Marty estrikes a match, lighte an OLD OIL LANTERN hanging
from the wall, As orange light spills acroces the room...

HEOLDEN
Oh my god...

+».they gat & full view of THE CELLAR, The room is big --
much bigger than we expected -- and every dark corner
geams to be filled with creepy clutter,

JULES
Look at all this...
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MARTY
Uh, guyse, I'm not sure it's awesome to be

down here.

But the othera aren't even listening te him. They spread
out, each focusing on a different part of tha celler —-

Holden looka down at a variety of CHILD'S TOYS scattered
acrose the floor. Ee plcks up an ORNATE MUSIC BOX --

HOLDEN
Dude, seriously -- your couesin‘s into
scme welrd shit.

Curt has picked up a CONCH when he seea a WOODEN SPHERE
sitting behind it. He puts the conch down and hoiste the
sphere. It almoat looks like a small globs, it’s so
ornately carved, but it has duaty braes rings inlaid
around 1t -- it can be turned and adjusted almoat like a
spherical Rubik’a cube.

CURT
Yeah, pretty sure this ain’t his. Maybe
the pecople who put im that window...

Dana can‘’t take har ayes off the portrait of the girl.

On the vanity below it, she notices a variety of personal
effects: an ¢ld hairbrush... a silver mirror... and a
laather-bound BOOK.

DANA
Some of this stuff looks really cld.

Jules studies the dressmaker’a mannequin. AN AMULET
hengs around its neck. Julss touchea it...

JULES
{almost to hermelf)
It*a beaugtiful...

MARTY
Maybe wa should go back upstaire...
{then)
I dars you all to go upatalra?

But even Marty can‘t help but be intrigued as he spote an
QLD SUPER-8 PROJECTOR. He finde a film reel, mtarts
unepooling it...

HAUNTING MUSIC fills the alr as Holden starta winding the
crank on the music box...

curt starts turning the sphere parta -- they seem to be
lining up...

.
el
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Dana brushes the dust off the book, revealing the word
*DIARY” on the covar...

Julaes takes the amulet off the mannequin, holds it up to
her neck, looks for the clasp -- as though she ware about

to try it on..,

Marty holds the film etrip up te the light, frowns as he
tries to discern what'as on it...

Am Holden continues to wind the crank, the music BUILDS
and BUILDS,.,.. Ha's staring down at the box-lid -- it‘’s as
though something’s about to pop right out of it... And
just as the music’'s about to reach crescendo --

DANR
Guys.

Holden s8tops winding the crank., The world goes gquilet.
Bveryone looks up from what they’re doing,

DANA (CONT'D])
Guys, listen to this...

Reluctantly, sach parson puts down the chjact of his or
her attention and moves towards Dana.

DANA (CONT'D)
{reade from diary)
“Today we felled the old birch tree out
back. I waasa smorrowed to mee it go, as
Judah and I had sat up in its branches so
MANY Summers...’

JULES
what is that?

Dana locke in the inmide cover.

DANR

Diary of Patience Buckner, 1903,
CURT

wwll.
JULES

That’s the original owners, right?

DANA
{raading again}
“Father waa crosa with me and aaid I
lacked the true faith. He did not give
me my dose and he turned hia eyes from me

at aupper.
{MORE)
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DANA {CONT'D)
I wish I could prove my devotion, aa
Judah and Matthew proved on thosze
travellera...”

MARTY
Uh, that makes what kind of aenae?

AOLDEN
You know, it's uncommon that a girl ocut
here was reading and writing in that era,

DANA
{reads)
“Mama screamad most of the night., T
prayed that she might find faith, but she
cnly stepped when papa cut her belly and
stuffed the coale in.”

She stops, looking at everycna. Nobody conments,
Bewildered, she flips ahead, continuas:

DANA (CONT’D}
{reada)
*Judah told me ip my dream that Matthew
taok him to the Dark Room se I know he is
(55’ xillad, Matthew’s faith is too great;
“% even Fathar doem riot croms him or speak
: of Judah. I want to understand tha glory
of the pain like Matthew, buot cutting the
flesh makes him have a husband’s bulge
and I do not get lika that.”

MARTY
Jesus, can wa not...
CURT
Goc on.
MARTY
Wwhy?
CURT
Suck it up or bail, pothead! I wanna
know.

Dana looke around. Holden gives her a little nod.

DANA
{reada)
“I have found it. In daddy‘s oldest
books, that I will burn before I go, is
the way of saving our family. For no cne
truly dies who underastanda the Great

bS
L Pain.
¥ ain woRe)
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DANA (CONT'D)
I can hear Matthew in the Dark Room,
working upon father'as jaw. My good armm
is hacked up and at so I hope thia will
be readable, that a believer will come
and speak this to our apirita, Then we
will be reatored, our love will be
unending, and the Great Pain will
raturn.”

(looka up)

And there‘s something in Latin,

MARTY
Ckay, I am drawing a line in the fucking
sand here, do not read the Latin.

A small voice seams to whisk acroae the top of tha room,
barely audible:

VOICE
Read it....

Marty is the only ona who geams to hear it, He looks
arcund. ..

MARTY
The fuck..?

VOICE
Read it out loud...

Marty atarte acroess the room as Dana appears to be about
to atart. cCurt plante a hand in hias chest and shovea him

back.

CURT
Fucking baby!
JULES
Curt...
CURT
It's a diary!
DAHA
It doean’t even mean anything. Look:
MARRTY
Cana...
DANA
Dolor supervivo caroc. Dolor sublimis
CATQ.
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EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS

Aa her voice continues to echo on the soundtrack, a
gnaried and grey hand digs its way out of the ground,
holding a rusty blads.

They come out one by one, in various partsz of the woods:
a group of hastily bhuried and not all that decomposed
zomblea, five of them, all in 1900‘m farm clotheas, all

holding varioua appalling farm implements,

These are the Buckners: FATHER with his scythe, MOTHER
with her broken saw, skinny JUDAH wlth his thin,
sharpened trowel, encrmous MATTHEW {we don‘t see his
waeapon yat) and little, one-armed PATIENCE, holding a
hatchet. '

Patience is the first to move, ambling toward the distant
light of the cabin.

INT. CONTROL ROOM

O THE MAIN VIEWSCREEN —- we sae the image of the ZOMBIE
FAMILY slowly making their way towards the cabin.

SITTEREON {Q.B.)
We hava a winner! -

Widen tc reveal a HUGE CROWD has filled the control room.
Everyone’s watching the large viewscreen intently.

SITTERSON (CONT‘D)
It‘'s the Buckners, ladies and gentlement!
Buckners pull the *Wi~

Moat of the crowd GROANS in disappointment, throws their
betting slips to the ground. But a few BLUE-COLLAR GUYS

throw their arms up in triumph --

SITTERSON (CONT'D)
{loocks over at the wall)
Looke like congratulations go to
Maintenance,..

And as he spays that, we pee behind him:

A LARGE WHITE-BOARD against the wall. Written in marker,
downt one column, there’s a long liat of MONSTERS. A few
words jump out at us: *VAMPIRES,” “WEREWOLVES,* *“FLOATING
WITCHES, " "“ALIENS,” "ZCMBIES," “KEVIN,* “CLOWNS,”
“WRAITHS,” “SCARECROWS,” “ANGRY MCULESTING TREE,”
“MUTANTS, "

M,
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Down another column: a corresponding liat of DEPARTMENTS:
"ELECTRICAL, " “ENGINEBRING,” “SECURITY.~ *“ZOOLOGY” and so
forth.

SITTERSCON {CONT‘D)
{continuing)
. .who aplit the pot with Ronald the

Intern.

Hadley hande an enormous wad of cash to the ELUER-CCLLAR
GUYS and another wad to the happy INTERN we saw earlier.

People shake thair heada, beqgin to file out of the room.
A WIRY GIRL approaches Sitterson on her way out --

WIRY GIRL
That‘s not fairl I had zombies too!

SITIERSON
Yesa, you had “Zombies.* But this is
“Zomble Rednack Torture Pamily...”

Sitterson taps the board. There it i1a right there:
“ZCOMBIE REDNECK TORTURE FAMILY.” Right next to
“MAINTERANCE” apnd “BRONALD THE INTEHRN.”

SITTERSCN {(CONT'D)
Entirely separate thing. JIt‘s like the
differepce bPetween an alsphant and an
slephant aeal,

Her ahoulders slump. Xnows he‘as right. Asa ahe goes:

SITTERSON (CONT'D)
There‘s always naxt ysar....

Truman atarea at the screena, at the shambling Buckners
corpsa—clan.

TRUMAN
They'ra like something from a
nightmare...

LIN

Ho, they’re gomething that nightmares are

from. Everything in cur atable ig a

remnant of the old world, courtesy of...
{pointing down}

++.¥YOU know who.

TRUMAN
Moneters, magic,..
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LIR
You get used to it.

TRUMAN
(turning to her)
Sheuld you?

Sitterson walks over to Hadley. He’s just standing
there, etaring up at the screens. Loocking a little
despondent --

SITTERSCH
I'm morry, man.

HADLEY
{can't believe his bad luck)
He had the conch in his hands...

SITTERSON
I know. Couple more minutea, who knows
what would have happened...

HADLEY
(frustrated)
I'm gavar gonna gset to sase a marman.

SITTERION
Dude, be thankful. Thoas things arae
terrifying. And the cleanup on them’s a
nightmare.

Hadley nods ~-— I suppese you're right. He gestures
towarda the acreena.

HADLEY
50... the Bucknera, huh?

SITTERSON
I know.
{watches the screens)
Well, they may be zombified pain-
worshipping backwoods idiots, but...

BADLEY
They're our zombified pain-worshipping
backwoods idiots,

SITTERSON
-- and they have a hundred percent
clearance rate.

Hadley ncde, good peint. Aa they atart walking back
towarda their conacle --

47.
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HADLEY
True. Wa may as wall tell Japan tc take
the rest of tha weekend off.

S1ITTERSON
Yeah, right. They'’'re Japanese. What are
they gonna do ~- relax?

HADLRBY
I don’t know. Maybe they can do some
group calisthenics or something...

And as Sitterscn and Hadley clear frames, we HOLD ON ONE
OF THE MONITORS.

ON THE SCREEN: ww aee a video feed of a JAPANESE SCHOOL
ROOM. Several achoolchlldren run ecreaming in terror
from a SOPPING WET YOUNG GIRL who’s floating through the
alr like she’'s hanging from an invisible noose. Aa the
children SCRERM and SCREAM, the WET GIRL flcata TOWARDS
US and we CUT TO ~--

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Tha mosia is blaring and Julas is dancing up a storm.

Curt iz going with it, occamicnally gatting bahind her
for the putt-cupping dance, but ehe’s all over the yoom --
really working it, Pops & couple of buttons to show more
cleavage.

Everyona else is sitting, Dana and Holden on the couch,
Dana still holding the book, and Marty slumped in
armchair, amoking sullenly.

Jules dances over in front of Holden and does a little
impromptu lap-dance wriggle for him. He looks a little
awkward, glancing at Dana, who ian‘t exactly thrilled.

CURT
Go baby, oh yeah... that’s the goods
right there, fuck yeah.

MARTY
This is 80 classy.

CURT
Like you wouldn't want a piece of that.

MARTY
Can we not talk about people in pieces
anymore teonight?
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JULES
{kittenish, turning)
Oh, are you feeling lonely, Marty?

toe him, givea him a little wriggle action as
his jeint and sucks hard.

JULES (CONT’'D)
Marty and I were sweetles on our freshman
hall.

MARTY
{to the others)
We made ocut once. I never did buy that
ring.

JULES
(pouty)
But we’'re atill...
{blowe the smoke in hia Fac¢e)
-+ Clope. ..

MARRTY S
You kncw, I havem a thecry about all thinm. Q d}

CURT
That’as our cue to baill Tomny Cheng hae
a theoxy,
{indicating Holden)
You can tell it to Egghaad here, if he’s
not too busy devirginizing Dana.

Dana etanda, dropping the book on the couch.

They exit,

DAHA
Julea, do you want to lis down?

CURT
That's exactly the pointl
{pushes Jules to the door)
Muehi Muasht

JULES
{not upaet)
Den't push me around.

CURT
Not arcund, baby, etraight line. Right
thare. Out there, Pretty stars,

as Dana crosses tc get another beer and Holden

£lipes through the book, Marty hoieta himeelf up and (

joine her,

atill smoking.
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MARTY
Do you aeriously balleve that nothing
weird is geoing on?

DANA

(wryly)
A conaplracy?

MARTY
Tha way everybody’s acting!

DANA
I'm sorry about downetalras --

MARTY
It’s cool, it’'ms not -- when does Curt
start with thia alpha male Pullshit?
He'a a soclology major; he's on a full
academic scholarship! Now hea‘s calling
hia friend an “Egghead”, whose head in no
way resembles an egg...

{looks over at Holden)
.«.except..,.ahhh. Okay, kinda, from this
angle, it’s...

{(halde his cwn head to keap

it from bacoming eggehaped)
+ssahhh. ..

CANER
Curt’s just drunk.

MARTY
I‘'ve meen Curt drunk -- Jules too.

DANA
{peinting at the joint)
Then maybe it’'e something else.

MARTY

My secret pecret atash im a gateway to
enlightenmant; it‘a not a devolveafier,

{to the wolf head)
Mcoss, back me up on this,

{te Dana)
You‘re not sesing what you don't wanna
see —- the puppeteers.

DANA
Fuppeteexra?

MARTY
{hears it wrong)

Pop-tarts? Did you say that you have pop-

tarta?
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DAXA
Marty, I love you, but you're really
high.

MARTY

{dead saricus)
We are not who we ars.
{closes his eyes)
I‘m gonna read a book with plctures.

He ambles off into his bedroom aam Dana comes back to the
couch with a beer for herself and Holden. He takes hise,
8till holding the bock.

HOLDEN
{tranelating)
“The pain cutlives tha flesh, The flash
returns... or re.., haes a meeting
place... towarda the pain’s ascension®.

DANM
What’s that?

HOLDEN
The Latin. That you...

DANA
You speak Latin?

HOLDEN
Not well, and not since tenth grade.
Welrd how it comes back.

He eipe his bear, tosses the book back on the couch.
DANA
Wall, it’'e a weird night. I’'m so scrry
about... tonight. Everybcdy.
HOLDEN

Do I lose pointe if I tell you I‘m having
a pretty nice time?

She smilea, looka down.
DANA
No. You can tell me that.
EXT. WOQDS - NIGHT
Jules is laughing, running through the wcods, Curt in hot

pureuit. He catches her arocund the waist with one hand,
beer 8till held in the other.

‘)
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CURT
Come here!

JULES
Ahl Don't spill on mel

CURT
Did I get a little beer on your shirt?

He kiepes her, deep and hard.

CURT (CONT'D}
I gueas it‘ll have to comes off.

He atarts pulling at the last buttona. She pulls away a
little.

JULES
Hot here...

CURT
Oh, com® on...

INT. CONTROL RBOOM - CONTINUOUS

They re suddenly on three hige screens, being shot with a
remote camera on A long lens, with fiftesn workedés low in
frame watching them intently.

CURT
.++wWe’re all alone...

EXT. WOODE - CONTINUCQUS

He pulls the shirt open but ahe takes a step back and
holde it together.

JULES
I'm chilly.
INT. CONTROL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

A groan throughout the crowd cause Hadley to stand up
from the contrcl area behind them.

HADLEY
Okay, that’'s enough, everybody out. Job
to do.

Aa they are herded out by Truman, Hadley site, saying to
Sitterscn!
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HADLEY (CONT'D)
We got temperature control in that
sactor?

SITTERSON
{interrupting)
Oon it.

He types fast on a keyboard, uses a touch-screen
thermometer gage to raise the heat,.

Hadley is working his own controls...

HADLEY
Okay.... Engaging the pheromone mists...

BXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUE

AT THEIR FEET we actually see wisps of fog rise from the
ground.

Jules, still holding her shirt tagether, closes her ayes
apd takes a deep breath thyough her nose. She opens her
eyms, looking at Curt with half-lidded lust. Ha goss in
for anothar kisa and she wraps her arms around him,
pulling off his shirt. As he trieg to arch hex down to

the ground, her last sleepy protest:

JULES
It's 2o dark... I’'m gonna get twlg-butt,
Take me inside.

CURT
Baby, this is why we came here... it’s
romantic,...

Ha ptarts to turn her, pulling her open shirt away from
nher neck and kissing it from behind...

INT. CONTROL ROOM - CONTINUOUS
The hoys are working in concert now.

SITTERSON
{to himaelf, singing)
Muaic and moonlight and love and
Lomance. ..

He pushes a lever ~- literally a dimmer -~ up as he huma.
And:
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EXT. WOODS - CCNTINUOUS

Before the kids, a tiny glen of moses and scft green
fronds suddenly seems to glow in the meonlight. It
couldn't be more inviting.

Jules amiles, dizry with lust,

ANGLE: GRCUND LEVEL -- Julas drops down into frame, Curt
on her, the twe of them only about the business. Thay
roll over, Jules on top, =2liding her hand down Curt’'s
pants -- he moans with longing, running hie hand up her
cheat over her bra.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The men watch the acreenm, hands at the ready to
manipulate any dial. They have the dispasmionate focus
of porn theater patrone.

HADLEY

(quietly)
oOkay, bocbles, bogblas...

SITTERSON
Show ua the goods.,.

Troman looks over at them, a little disturbed.

TRUMAN
Does it really matter if we see —-

HADLEY
{not looking arcund)
We’re not the only ones watching, kid.

SITTERSON
Got to keep the cusatomer matiafied.
(dces turn}
You underatand what‘e at atake here?

TRUMAN
{neodding)
Sorry.

Sitteracn turne back to the acreens, and the two men
watch theilr handiwork.

INT. CONTROL ROCM/EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS

And now we cut back and forth a bit.
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Curt, knesaling, elides Jules’s pants off. Hie head comes
back into frame and takes tha edge of her panties in hia
mouth, making & littls growl as he lets go and it snaps
back con her waist --

Jules laughs, leaning her head back and suddenly not
laughing, breathing hard...

Hadley and Sitterson stare, {loocking perhapm directly
intc camera toc make us aven lees comfortable)...

Jules awinge on top and pulls her ahirt off at last. She
takes her time, sliding her handes up her belly to her
breasts, finally to the clasp in the middle of her bra...

She pops it open, heclding it together coyly for ona
moment befcre pulling the bra cff, revealing her breaats,
a sheen of aweat (and the fact that they‘re not fake)
making them all the more enticing. She smiles knowingly,
a vision of hedonistic perfection.

Curt lcoks up at her in sllent wonder,

All three men in the control room -- including Truman --
lopk at her the exact same way.

Aa Curt slides his bhand oveyr her opbeest, aha leana down
into him, his arms coming arcund her back.

HADLEY
Score,

SITTERSON
Eat that, Stockhelm...

He makea a small tweak on a dial, eyea eptill on tha
acreen,

ANGLE: ABOVE THE LOVERS the camera comes goftly down
towarda them, the tableau romantic and senmsual. He's

atop her and a bit to the side, one hand {cut of frams)
working under her panties as she moans, arme out..,

CLOSE ON: HER HAND, running along the soft moss.
A rusty trowsl naile it tc the sarth.

Jules SCREAMS, rearing up --- hampered by the hand that
won't move, as Curt tumbles off her, looking up to aee:

Three zombias (as they will be called from now on) are
attacking them.
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Skinny JUDAM ia crouching over Jules, puliing his trowel
out even as MOTHER reaches around her neck with her
snaggle-toothed saw. MATTHEW, the biggeet, is atill a
few feet behind, ambling towards.

CLOSE OM: THE MOTHER'S BELLY as three burning coals flop
out of a elit in 1t, mizziing on Julea’'s halr and the

moas.

She starte to draw the gaw along Julee‘s neck and Curt
snaps out of it., He piledrives right into Mother --

CURT
Fuck away from her!

—- knocking her back on her aam. He turne toc Judah juat
ag Judah digs the trowel into his arm. Curt howls,
trying to pull it out as Jules holds her bleeding neck,
trying to rise but weak.

Curt pulls hims arm away, bringing Judah tewards him and
then punches Judah hard right in the noee. The nosae
breaks eapily, crumbling a bit, Judah completely unfazed
by it. Curt looks over towmrds the third zombie,.

Matthew atands a few feet away, lasaning slightly.
guddenly he lete a chain mlide thraugh his fingsrs, all
the way to the ground, pulled by a broken bear-trap, just
a rusty metal jaw with teeth: a turn-of-the-century mace
and chain.

Matthew grinms.

The trap awinge with sudden speed, whacking Curt's head
{luckily not with the jagged side) and knocking him back,
bleeding and dazed.

JULES
Curt!

She tries to rise and Matthew awings again, digging the
claw of the trap into her back. She BCREANS, arching
back and flopping face-down onto tha ground, digging her
fingers into the earth as Matthew drage her backwards.

Curt atumbles up -- and Father is behind him, slipping
the shaft of his acythe over Curt’s head and pulling it
back hard against Curt’s throat. Curt thrashes, unable
to scream, as hie feet are pulled off the ground. He
sees!

The screaming, pleading, whimpering Julea is kept in
place by Matthew’s foot am he yvanke out the trap.
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Judah pulle her hair back, holding up her haad -- her
eyesa on Curt’s -- as Mother places tha broken blade once
more at her throat. cCurt watches in ailent horror.

Inslde the control room, the men are egually silent,
Truman trying hard not to losa it as Jules's pleas fill
the air arocund.

CLOSE ON:; JULES’S PLEADING EYES as we hear the horxible
scrape of the eaw tearing flash.

No sound in the console at all save acraping and
shuffling. Truman has hias eyes closed., Hadley and
Sittermon both have lowered their heads, and Sittarson

quietly intones:

SITTERSON
Thie we offar in humility and fear, for
the bleased peace of your eternal
slumber. Aa it evar wae,

HADLEY
Am it evar was,

Sitterson pulla a short necklacs from under his shirt.

an it is a welird pagan aymbol, five pointed but not a
pentagram. He kismes it and replaces it under his ahirt
as Badley crosses behind him to a series of five mahogany
pansels at tis far end of the room.

He opens the first and presses an ornate brass laver
down.

CLOSE OM: A MECHANISM almost like an old clock, Jules
Verne-saque. A small hammer strikes a vial that cracks,
dark red blood pouring out into a brass funnel that runs
down a thin pipe, epeemingly a vary long way.

INT. THE CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS

The pipe ends in tha ceiling of a dark room we won’t
really ses just yet., The bloocd poura out onto a leaning
slab of dark marble, right into a groove at the top, Tha
bleood races down tha groove as it hends and arce
different ways, forming a primitive picture of soma mort
—-- though of what, we do not yet see.

BXT. WCODS - CONTINUOUS

Judah hisses at us.
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Drop wide to see Curt hams stopped struggling, Father
etill heolding him as Judah and Mother amble toward him.
Matthew is bent ovar Julea’'s corps&, but wa can‘t s=ea
what he's deoing, thankfully.

Aa thay raise thelr bladea, Curt springs into action,
planting his feet on both of them and pushing as hard as
he can, knocking them back -- and Father as well, Curt
rolling over him and pulling himeelf fres,

Gamping for breath, Curt scrambles on hands and kneeas
back towards the cabin, almosat on his feet =-- and the

blada of Father’e scytha smlices through the cuff of his
jeans, pulling his leg and dropping him back to earth.

INT. MARTY'S ROOM - CONTINUCUE

Marty is lying in bed on his back as he reada Curiocum

George.
MARTY
George, man, don't do it! It‘s ether!
You're gonna act the fooll
;? Latting out a breath, he drops tha book to hie chest.
Sl T
K MARTY (CONE’D)

Ah, but you love ycur ether, don't you?
Little Gecrge...

VOICE
I'm gonna go for a walk...

He sits right up.

MARTY
{loud, to the room)
Okay, I swear to fucking God somebody is
talking.

He runs his hands over his eyeas, weary.

MARTY (CONT'D)
Cr I'm pretty sure someone is...ah...

VOICE
I'm gonna go for a walk...

MARTY
{standing)
Enough! What are you saying? What do
you want? You think I'm a puppet, gonna

do a puppet dance -- fuck all y‘atl!
(MORE )

" gl
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MARTY (CONT'D)
I'm the boas of my brain so give 1t upl
(beat. Plssed:)
I‘'m gonna go for a walk,

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTIRUOUS

Dana and Holden area leaning in for a kies when Marty
atrides by, making them stop.

MARTY
Ha'm got a husband bulge,

They look at each other awkwardly, the moment broken.
Marty ahuta the door behind him.

EXT. CABIN - CONTINUOUS

We walk out with Marty, leaving the house behind. He
comes out about thirty yards, near the first trees, In
madium close-up, he locka up...

t\j

I thought there’d be stars... eami
(eighe)

We are abandoned.

And he starte tc take a ples., All of which is held at
this close angle, so we only hear it.

There's a noise in the woods behind, He turns around to
mses a copea of trees, but no movement, Turns back and in
the BG one of the trees turns out to be a figqure —-- a
allhouettesd girl with only ona arm, holding a hatchet,

She makes her way mlowly toward him, now 1lit by the side
window of the house, now lost in the dark in front of it.
Marty zipe up, turns again -- and Curt attacks him from
right bemside camsrs, yelling and acaring tha shit ocut of
him.

CURT
Runt Fucking runl

MARTY
What’'s --

CURT
Qo it

Marty heads back, with Curt, when Patience ateps ocut of 1
the shadows in front of the house. Marty rearas back but E
Curt fucking clothelines her, senda her flying --
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CURT (CONT'D)
Dead bitchl

-- and pulls Marty toward thas porch.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUQOUS

Dana closea her eyss as Holden softly kisses her. It's
tender and sweet. She pulle back.

DANA
I don't wanna..., I mean I've never...
{momentarily confused)
I don’t mean ‘never’, but...

' HOLDEN
Hay. Nothing ycu don’t want.

They atart te klas again,..

WHAM|! curt spills ontc his kneesa in the doorway. Dana
and Holden race to him, gasping as they see his bloody
wounda --

HOLORN {CONT'D)
Jeaus —— what happaned?

MARTY
DOOR |

Marty’'s right bahind Curt —— ap ha racea inside -- Curt
grabs ths door, selams it shut. Gaspe for air. Dana
races tc his mide, triea to examine his wounds --

DANA
{frantic)
Whera are you hurt?
{re: blood)
Ia this all fram you?
(then)
Where's Julea?

Curt pushea her away, ehakes hie head. Tears spring to
his eyes -- he’'s clearly in shock. Holden triee to calm

him down --

HOLDEN
It’s okay, Curt. You're ckay...

MARTY
{gaaping for air}
Ko, We're net ckay. What’'s ths opposite
of okay?
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DANA
what are you talking about? Curt --
whera’'s Julas?

CURT
{shakaea head)
She’'s gone.
{then)
We gotta get cut of here...

Ha’s already moving towards tha back of the cabin,

DAMA
N -- wait ——

Dana reaches for the front door., Starts to open it...

MARTY
Dana -~ don’t open that --

DANA
I'm not leaving hera without Julass.

.+.and she swings the door cpem, revealing —- ({ }

MATTHB® .

He'w atanding on the porch, framed in the doorway. Just
gtaring at us, Helding something round down by his side,
He toapam it right at Dana -- she gasps, catchas it,
looks down to see —-

It's Julas’ EEAD.

Dana screams her heart cut, She drops Julea' head cn the
ground, glances up ap Matthew ateps up the porch. She
screams and screama as Matthew approaches -- Holden divea
forward, slame the door shut just as --

WHAM| Matthew slama inte it. The frame shakes, the weod
eplinters, Marty races forward, helps Holden brace the
door. As they salam the deadbelt into place --

Curt flips the couch over, tries to shove it againet the
deor. Looks up at Pana, who's atill in shock --

CURT
Dana -- ¢o'mon --

Dana enapa cut of it, helps Curt ehove the couch under
the doorknob. WHAM! The whole cabin seema te phake as
Matthew aslame into 1t -- (

U
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Tl

DRNA
{terrified)
What ies that thing?

CURT
I don’t know but there's more of them --
get ths back door --

Holden races across the living room, throws the desadbolt
on the back door.

DANA
fglances at Marty)
More of them?

MARTY
{node)
I saw a young g9irl -- all zomblad, like
him. And “Little Houme on the Prairie~,
too, but ehe’e missing an arm --

Cana’es face falla ap she realizes -

DAMA
Oh god. Patience.
{glances at Heolden)

The disxy —-

HOLDEN
“Tha pain cutlives the flesh.,”
{thinks about 1t)
She must have... bound a myatical
incantation into tha text sc someone
would come along, read the diary aloud
and. ..,

DRHA

{quietly)
And I did it.

CURT
{to Holden)
Look, brainiac -- T don't glve a limp
dick WHY thoee things are hers. We gotta
lock thia place down --

MARTY
{node)
He’'s right.

CURT
Wa'll go room by roem, barricade every
window and doer --
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Curt starts heading towarde the back cf the cabin. As he
waves them forward --

CURT (CONT'D)
And we gotta play it safe -- no matter
what, we bave to stay togsther --

INT. CONTROL ROOM

Hadley’s slumped in his chair, shaking his head as he
stares at the survelliance images of Curt and the others
moving through the cabin. Sitterson's right beaide him,
working the conscle —

SITTERSON
{te Hadley)
—— calm down, I got it. Watch the master

WOrkK. ..

Clickety-clack -- he hita some keys, throwa a switch —-

INT. CARBIN

Curt’s hair ripples slightly as ha’e hit by & guet of air
from a naarby HEATTHG VENT. He stops in his tracks,
looxing slightly oonfused --

DANA
What’s the matter?

Ha glances around, locking slightly befuddlad. Shakes
hia head --

CURT
{almost te himself)
This ien’t right,..

He looks at the othera almost like he doeen’'t trust them.

CURT (CONT'D)
This ien‘t right, We should split up.
We can cover more ground that way.

And now Dana and Holden lock a little hazily parancid as
well. They think about it, nod --

HCLDEN
Yeah..,.
{beat}
Yeah -- good idea.

Y
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MARTY
Really?

CRASHI Jumst then, tha living room window EXPLODES
INWARD. Our group cries out in surprise, locks back to
aee MATTEEW'S ARM now reaching through the window --

Curt turnse, races back towards the living room --

CURT
I got it! You guys -- gat in your
Ioome --

As Curt starts shoving a bookcase up againet the window,
Dana and Holden ahare a glance. Nod.

DANA
Let’'s go —-

They race towards the back. Marty heaitates a moment,
frowning -- scmathing about this ien‘t quite right. But
then he shakes 1t cff, hurries after them.

INT. CONTROL ROOM

ON THE MONITORS -- we ase Dana, Helden, and Marty running
down the hall. As Hadley and Sittergon watch --

HADLEY
Lock ‘em in.

Sittermon throws a switch --

INT. CABDIN - HALLWAY

-— and as Dana, Holdan, and Marty all split off intc
their separate rooms --

211 the doorm SLAM SHUT behind them, and: WH-CHUNR! We
hear vault-worthy locks slamming hcme.

INT. CABIN - MARTY'S ROOM

Marty stopm in his tracka. Glances back at the closed
docr behind him. Again, he frowna -- Huh. That’s
weird..., But before he has time to coneider it fully --

WHAM! The cabin shakes again. We hear glass breaking in
ancther room. Marty snaps out of it -- stick to the
plan. He races to the window, which is wide cpen --
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Am he dives for it, pulling it shut, he loses his
balance, knocks over the end table next to his bed —-

CRASH! A lamp SHATTERS on the ground. Marty glancas
down at the fragments. Sees pomething...

ON THE FLOOR -- a thin black wire snakes through the
sharda of glasa. Marty picks it up, sees there's
actually a small, fiber optic CAMERA at the end of 1t --

IKT. CONTROL ROOM

ON THE MONITOR -- Marty‘s face fills up the entira acreen
aa he stares directly into the camera --

SITTERSON
Uh-oh -- that’s not good.

HADLEY
{into mic)
Chem ~«- I need 500 cc’e of Thorazine
pumped into Room Three now -—-

SITTERSON L” ;ﬁ
No nb no — hang an --— ‘

He points to anothar monitor. ON THE ECREEN —- we see
ona of the zombies walking ocut of tha foreat, heading
stralight towarda backside of the cabin —-

SITTERSCN (CONT'D)
Judah Buckner to rescue...

INT. CABIN - MARTY'S5 ROCM
Marty pulla the camera wire taut, follows it up the

length of the wall. 5Starea up at the celling. We see
the realization hit him --

MARTY
Oh my god, I'm on a reality show.
(then)
My parenta are gonna think I'm such a
burnout --

CRASHI Juet then, the window behind Marty EXPLODES
INWARD -~ Judah reachea through, grabes Marty by the neck,
yanks him backward, THROUGH THE WINDOW ——

Marty ecreams as Judah tries to pull him out of the
cabin. Marty estrugglee mightily -~ he holde fast to the {
window frame, desaperate to get back ilnside --
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Judah growls, yanks Marty again. As Marty starts to loase
his grip on the window, he flails about, his free hand
samsarching the nearby dressser top for anything he can use
A8 A weapon —-—

And just as Judah yanks him one last time, Marty’s
fingers cloae around the FRESCA CAN --

EXT. CABIN - CONTINUQUS

Judah hauls Marty strailght out of tha cabin window —
WHAM -- Marty slams into thea ground -- he gasps in pain,
locks up just in time to see --

Judah plunging THE TROWEL down atraight at Marty‘s head,
Marty rolls to the aide —— THUNK -- as Judah buries the
trowel inte the ground next to him —-

Marty struggles to his feet, but Judah’s right on top of
him, As Marty tries to fight him off, he glances down at
the Freeca can in his hand. He gives it a shake -—-

Cl-CLACK ~-- and it telescopss outward into the GIANT
BONG. Marty takes the makeshift batan, swings it with
all his might --

WHAM! Hs hite Judabh fluah in tha sida of the head,
dropping him to the ground with a sickening thud.

Marty stares down at Judah’s crumpled body... but Judah's
only momentarily dazed... he's already starting toc get to
his feet, Marty doesn't heesitate any longer... he bolta
towards the forest -—-

But am Marty races away at top apeed, Judah takes the
trowel in hand ——

And hurls it right at Marty's back.

Wh-CHUNK! Bulleeye -- he hits Marty right between the
shoulder blades. Marty criems out in pain as he pitches
forward, crashes to the ground,

Judah slowly walks towarda the fallen Marty...

ON THE GROUND -~ Marty gaspa in pain, tears in his eyes
as he desperately strugglas to gat the trowel cut of his
back. He reaches behind him ~-- his fingera touch the
hilt, but they can’t find purchage...

Judah grabs Marty by the leg. Starts dragging him into
the forest --
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MARTY
¥o —-- HQQ00 —-—

EXT. FOREST - CONTINUOUS

-~ and we’re WITH MARTY as Judah drags him through the
treeline. They're heading towards a DARK HOLE in the
ground (from which Judah firat emerged). Marty tries to
struggle -- bleod eeeps from the wound in hie back,
leaving a bloody trail through the dirt,

Marty's fading fast... He coughs blood, tears stream down
hies face --

MARTY
No -~ HELP ME —-

And ams Judah drags him down inte the hole, we STAY UP

TOP -- Marty strugglea with everything he’s got -- his
TERRIFIED EYES stare back at us as he pcreams and
acreamp -— hiz fingers claw trails in the dirt arcund him
am he triea to hang on --

MARTY (CONT'D)
HELF NEXEXER - -
But {t’s no uae. And with a final yank, Marty disappears
from view emtirely. His horrified s¢reams echo through
the forest...

And then he's gone.

INT. CONTROL ROOM
CLOSE ON A LEVER as a hand pulls it down -- CH-CHUNK --

INT, CHAMBER

-- and once again, BLOOD trickles down, down, down
through the carved stone etchings. And am it flows
outward we slowly PULL BACK to reveal the picture forming
is of a PRIMITIVE HUMAN FIGURE. It is holding a goblet
and dancing.

We hear a RUMBLING...

INT. DANA'S BEDROOM - CONTINUQOUS

Dana is laboriously moving a tall dreseer in front of the
window, at which a zombie pounds.

-'L'-‘_?,.L iy
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Suddenly the rumbling fillas the room, which starte to
shake with what feels like a decent sized earthguake.
Dana looks around, almoat exaaperated in her terror --

DANA
What? Nol! Neo, come onli

INT. CONTROL ROOM - COWTINUOQUS

Hadley, Sitterson and Truman all pause to lock arcund a=s
they too, are shaking. Hadley is returning from the
lever he just pulled down, turns to Sittarson with

shrug...

HADLEY
They're getting excited downstaira.

SITTERSON
Greateat Show on Earth...

INT. DAMA'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

The rumhling subsidas and she turns har attention hack to
the dresssr. As shm geta it in place sha hearas tha
window shatter and the chest beging tc rock. Bha shoves
the bed againest it and goes for the door.

It won’'t open. FEhe pulle, kicks, but it’s locked solid.
She’s ataring at it, confused -- it looka ac flimsy --
when the chest goes over and a zombie atarts climbing in.
She hits it with a lamp but it has no effect.

She aeses a seccond one coming, backe up agalnat the wall --
and the ploture on it goss flying, glaess shattering,
making her jump. -

Holden knocks cut the rest of the one-way mirror.
There's banging in his room but no zombies in yet.

HOLDEN
My door‘s stuck!

DANA
Mine tool

He looka at her aitch -- worse than his own «- and
beckone her tc come through.

HOLDEN
Come coni
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She stands on the bed and wriggles through, with hie
help, but not without some cuts, and they both fall to
the floor.

They’re still rising when the furniture Holden has piled
up is knocked away -- By Matthew,

DANA
The bedl

They up-end it and shove it at the window, holding ita
matal frame against the pounding from without, Dana
looka arcund for scmething else, aecen:

ANGLE: UNDER THE BEDSPACE is a trapdoor.

DANR {CONT'D)
Holden.

He looks, puta his shoulder to the hed to take the weight
as he indicates for her to check it cut. sShe moves to it
and pulls it open -- nothing but blacknese below. She
locke back at Holden.

DANA (CONT'D)
Batter or woraa?

He nticks his foot out and elides a lamp %o ber, It‘s
teen set on the fleoor (during the furniture pile-up) but
still plugged in, She loweras it into the dark apace,
lets it hang by its plug.

DANA (CONT’'D)
It's empty...

Holden gives the bed one last kick in place and moves to
tha door, calling out:

HOLDEN
Cartl Curtl

The knob starts moving.

CURT
(from without)
Unleck your doorl

BOLDEN
I can't! Get dowm to the basemant! We
got a way downl

CURT
{fxrom without}
Okay!

T
Yo



g
o

i)
J

S

e —r® PR il
o

70,

Holden moves to the edga of the space, takea a quick look
in and gees in head firat, holding the edge and flipping
himeealf over to land on his feetr. Dana slips down inte
his upstretched arms right after, disappearing intc the
hole,

INT. DARK ROOM - CONTINUQUS

It‘s atrangely gqulet, as though it swallowed the noiee
from abova, The enly light is from the dangling lamp,
and it throwe the whole small room into a creepy half-
light. And creepy seems tc be the general theme.

It’'ma a torture chamber, with a chair, chains, shacklea,
and a table with msome truly appalling instrumente rueting
on it. Sweeney Todd would get aqueamish in here.

They lock around a bit, unwittingly fascinated,

DAMA
This is the Dark Room.
BOLDER
which?
CLANR
From the diary. Thie im where he killed
them.
{quietly)
This 18 where he killa us.
HQLDEN
What?
DAMA

{sha’ms cracking}
I brought us hera., I found the room, the
diary... you’'re all gonna die because of
me.

He takes her firmly by her arms.

HOLDEW
Nobody did thie. 0Okay, it's bad luck.
Horrible fucking luck but I'm not gonna
die and neither are you. We just gotta
find the door.

DAMA
There ian’‘t one.

He lookm —- sha’s right.
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HOLDEN
In the wall, something. Just lock,

Shea pulle harsealf together -- movea to the far wall,
grabbing something that looke like a emall crowbar,
running ona hand along tha wall for a hidden door and
tapping with the bar occaalonally to teast the mcund of
it. Calls out:

DANA
Curt?

Holden has movad to one wall, now crosses helow tha
trapdoor to the other --

EOLDEN
Eidden rooms were a ataple of poast-civil
war architecture. Thera’s gotta be a —-

-— and the bear-trap swings down fram the trapdcor,
catching under hie arm and digging into the back of his
shoulder. He SCREAMS as Matthew satarts hoisting him up
through the trap-door,

Dana runa to him and helps him strizggle, finally
overbalanaing Matthew, who falls forward, stuck upailde
down halfsway through the trap-door, still grabbing at
Holdan oz the floor.

Holden painfully pulls the trap from his ahoulder -- but
Matthew gats a held of him, his mouth wide in a hiasing
sacraam --

. DANA
You like pain?

Dana runs the crowbar right through Matthew’'s face and
intc the wall behind, pinning him. S¢reams in hie face:

DANA {CONT’D)
How's that work for ya?

Matthew grabs the bar and pulls at it -- Helden getting
free -~ and Dana findms a kitchen knife, atabs Matthew

with it several timea, shaking with rage. Matthew
finally hangs limp. Dana stares at him, breathing hard.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - CONTINUOQUS

Sitterson pushes a button --

SITTERSON
Danger’s over, and we...
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INT, DARK ROOM -~ CONTINUOUS

CLOSE ONt THE FENIFE HANDLE as a emall electrical charge
jolte Dana’'a hand.

As wa drop back wider, it locks like she’'s dropping the
knife ‘cause sahe doeen’t like holding it. She turne her
back on Matthew, dragging Helden up. They move to the
other side of the rocom -- and the wall behind them cpens,

Curt reaching in to grab them.

DANA
AH!

CURT
Let’s move let's movel

They exit into:

INT. CELLAR - CONTINUOUS

And make for the atorm deors, pushing them cpen, Curt
grabbing a handy plank to hit 2ombies with.

(&w" - EXT. CABIN/INT. VAN - CONTINUOUS

They move as quickly as they can, both Helden and Curt
being injured, Mok encountering any dead folk as they
race to the Rambler.

DAMNK
What about Marty?

CURT
They got him.

They come around the Rambler, camera behind, and Curt
moves to open the door.

There is dirt on the latch.

He looke at Helden, ateps back with hia plank as Holden
readies to open the door and get out of the way. A beat,
and Curt nods.

The door opens --

HARD CUT TO:
CLOSE ON: A HIDEQUS SCREAMAMING FACE of a Japaneae floating
“ drowned girl. It auddenly satops, a warm glow building
3 around its now-bewildered face,
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Cut wide to aee:

INT., SCHOOLROOM IN JAPAN - NIGHT

The floaty girl hovera over the room, in which several
Japaneae schoolchildren are placing lotua flowers into a
large bowl of watar on the floor, all thea while alnging a

happy song of lova.

A frog hops out tha bowl. The drowny girl 1s consumed by
light and disappears.

JAPANESE SCHOOLGIRL
{subtitled)
Now Kiko’s spilrit will live in the happy
frogl

They all laugh and hug.
HARD CUT TO:

INT. CONTROL ROOM - NIGHT

gittermson is watching this on a screen, very onhappy.
Hadley is working behind him,

SITTERSON
Fuuhhhook yooouuni. ..l

4 com-line lighta up and he switches it, eyes still on
the ascreen and the frog and the happy acng of love,

SITTERSON (CONT'D;
(to the com, atill watching)
You geeing this?

LIN
{from com)
Perfect record, huh?

SITTERSON
Naruto-watching, geisha-fucking, weird-
gameshow-having DICRS! They fucked ual

LIN
{on com)
Zero fatality. Total wash, Any word
from downstairs?

R

s
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SITTERSON
Directoer doesn’t care apout Japan.
{unconvincing)
He trusts us...

LIN
You guys better be on your game.

Hadley repliea, though ha’s atill in the BG working.

HADLEY
You just sweat the chem, Lin. While
these morons are singing “What a Friend
We Have in Shinto”, we'ra bringing the
pain.

SITTERSON
Fuck was up with that feool's pot, anyway?
He mhoulda been drooling and instead ha
nearly made ue.

LIN
fon com)
We treated the shit qut of it!

BADLRY
{just to Bittersomn, all
sinass)
Got ‘em in the Rambler, headed for the
tunnel.

LIN
The Fool is toast anyway. You better not
fuck us on tha report.

HADLEY
Shit L

LIN
{on com)
What? sShit why?

Hadley makes the hand-acrose-threat sign to Sitteraon.

HADLEY
{calm veice)
Work to do. Gotta go.

LIN
{cn com)
You guys are humanity's last hope, don't
tell me -

Bnd Sitterson cuts her off, looking at Hadlay,

74,
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HADLEY
There's no cave-in.

!

SITTERSON
What?

ANGLE: SCREEN OF THE OPEN TUNNEL, light on the road
beyond.

HADLEY
The fucking tunnel ia open!

Sitterson rolle back to hims staticn, hita a com-line...

SITTERSON
This is control to demolition...
{tc Hadley}
They're ncot even picking up!
{hits another button)
Broadcast, can you patch me in to
demolition?

BROADCAET
{on com}
Wa’'re dark on thalr whols sector, might
have baen a surge ino the --

3 But 3itterson etabs & button, cuts tham off. He's on hia
' feet heading out.

SITTERSCN
Sea if you can bypass —-

HADLEY
Fuck you think I‘m doing?

SITTERSON
{to Truman)
Get the door,

TRAUMAN
Mister Sitteracn, ycu’re not suppceed to
leave the --

SITTERSON
Open the goddamn deoorl

HADLEY

{working the screen)
You got family, Truman?

3 Yeah...

TRUMAN
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HADLEY
Kide get through that tunnal alive, you
won't anymore.

BXT. WOODS - NIGHT

The Rambler plows away from us at dangeroue speed.

INT. HALL - MOMENTS LATER

Sittermson rune through the hall, a few workers and guards
moving aside —-

SITTERSON
Make a hole! Movel

EXT. WOODS - RIGHT

The Rambler caresna around a curve -- and in tha distance
is the tunnel.

INT. CONTROL ROGM - CONTINUQUS

Hadlsey gsts an “UNABLE TC OVERRIDE. AUTHORIZE SYSTRMS
DIAGNOSTIC?”

He bangs the counter in frustration.

INT. DEMOLITICON - CONTINUQUS

Wa enter with Sitterson to see the lights blinking and
sparks coming from a darkened console. Three workers --
plightly beefier or more weathared than Sitterson —— are
trying to bring it back to life.

DEMO #]
It's not the breakers!

SITTERSOR
Fuck is going on in heare?

DEMO #2
We don‘t know! Electrical said there was
a glitch up top, one of the creatures?

SITTERSON
The tunnel should have been blown hours

agaol
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DEMO #2
We never got the order...

SITTERSON
You need me to tell you to wipe your asa?
{pushes paet him)
How do we gat paet thla?

DEMO3#2
Wa're fried insidea. We nead a clean
connaction to the detonator —--

Sitterson has droppaed to the ground and pulled open the
underpart of the conacle, revealing wires and circulite
galora. Has gete on his back, meseing with cnes above

him --

DEMO #1
Syatems Tech is trying a reboot on the --

SITTERSON
We don’t have time. Talk me through.

INT. RAMBLER - CONTINUOUS

Curt 1= driving, Dana in ths seat naxt to him, faar
fighting despalr as tears begqgin t©o line har eyas, Holden
is betwwen them, syas on the tunnel.,.

HOLLDEN
Don‘t stop for anything...

INT. DEMOLITION - CONTINUQUS

Sitterson replaces a chip in a board -- some of the
conmole lighte up.

DEMO#3
Mo, that's just local; it’s not linked.

SITTERSON
shit|
INT. CONTROL ROOM - CONTINUCUS
The camera racaes in with Ma. Lin --

LIN
Hadley, what’'s going on?
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He just apinm and atares at her, nervous as hell. Camera
continues pmst him to a acreen showing the van speeding
through the woode -- the tunnel visible not far ahead.

EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS

The van races through frame --

INT. DEMOLITICNW - CONTINUQUS

Sitterson puts s wire toc a contact -- it aparks and he
flinches —-
DEMC #1
That‘a i1
SITTERSON
Blow itl-

Demo %3 hit a big red kneb,

ENT. MOUNTAIN TUNNEL/INT. RAMBLER - CONTINUOUS

And the Rambler enters the tunnel as a charge sends rooks
tumbling down. Tha kids eses tham through the windashiasld
falling up ahead before the van is poumded from above --

BROLDEN
Back up! Back up!

The whole tunnel is caving in as Curt alams on the
brakea, hita reverse sand tears back cut, the van stopping
a few yards from the din and smoke of total collapse.

The kids leocok at i1t, in shock.

INT. DEMOLITION - MOMENTS LATER

Sitterson is breathing hsrd, ncbody saying anything. He
exits, maying to #Z contemptucusly:

SITTERSON
Wipe your asa.

EXT. MOUNTAIN TUNNEL - MOMENTS LATER
The kide are out, Dana looking nervcuely back for

peceeibla pursuing zombies, not giving in to the tears ghe
can’'t atop.
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Curt is furious, looking over the side of the mountain at
the cliff’'s adge on the other side, a tantalizing 20 feet
away. Holden locks it over intently, working the
problem,

CURT
No! HNo fucking way! This isn’'t
happeningl It’s right there!

HCLDEN
You got any climbing gear, ropea?

CURT
Yeah, in my fucking dorm roomi

HOLDENW
Wa can‘t climp this. This 18 limeatone,
it’s slippery and it‘ll crumble under
pressure,

DANA
{(joining them)
We can't go back. There's no way acroma?

HOLDEN

Not unless you can jump twsnty feat.
CURT

Dude .
HOLDEN

What .

EXT. MOUNTAIN TUNNEL ~ MOMENTS LATER

RNGLE ON: CURT'S DIRTBIKE as the wheel spine in the dirt
and the hike turns, Curt revving 1t, geatting hies nerve

up.

DANA
Curt, are you sure about thim?

CURT
I'va done bigger jumps than thias,

HCLDENW
You've got a smooth run and maybe a five
foot differential on the other mide,
which 1s good. But you gotta give it
everything.

CURT
You know it,

(3
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DAMNA
Curt...

He comes down coff his adrenaline kick for a moment, looks
at her like the guy wa knew.

CURT
You guys stay in the Rambler. If they
coms, juat keep driving away from ‘em.
I1'1]1 get help, If I wipe out I'll
fuckin’ liep for help but I’m coming back
with cops and choppers and largs fucking
qune and thcose thinge are gonna pay. Feor
Jules.

A moment. Dana kissees him on the cheek. Ha guns it.

HOLDEN
Don't hold back.

CURT
Haver do.

He guna it and lets GO —- wheels spinning as he blasta
towmrd the edge, Dana and Heldsen watching in fear and

bope --

Cuxt mails over the edge with great form, front whesel
high, the are ia good —-

—— he =slamp into the invisible barrier and his bike
axplodas —-

DANA
HOO!

-- as he plummete straight down, acraping the electrical
matrix ao it appears by him all the way as he fallse.

DANA (CONT'D)
Oh God, ¢h God...

HCLDER
{freaking)
He hit something! There's nothingl
What'd he hit!

DANA
{softly, realizing)
Puppeteers.,.

HCOLDEHN
Did you see 1t? What‘d he hit?
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DANA
Marty was right. God.

HOLDEN
Get in the wvan,.

DANA
Marty was right.,..

INT. THE CHAMBER - MOMENTS LATER

The blood pours, thie time ontc the primitive figurs of a
muacular man with javelin and ball.

INT. RAMBLER

Holden guns the engine, swinging the Rambler back down
the dirt road, away from the tunnel, Dana is oddly calm.

DANA
You’'re going back.

HOLDEN
(trying ta thimk}
I'm going through. Wa’ll just drive --
there'a gotia bhe anothuz road, another
way out of here —-

DANA
It won't work -- scmething will happen,
it’1ll collapee, or wash away --

HQLDBEN
Then we’'ll laave the roads altcogether,
drive as far as we can into the forest,
go on foot from there --
Dana eshakes her head, really starting to get it —-

DARNA
You're missing the point.

Her Zombie-like fatality geta to Holden.

HCOLDEW
Hey -- hey. Look at me,

S5he looks at him. He holde her gaze, rock-aclid --

HOLDEN (CONT'L)
This ian’t your fault,
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She actually leaughs a little, which doesn’t halp,

DANA
I know, It’s the puppeteesrs.
BOLDEN
Please don’t go nuta on me, Dana. You’'re

all I got.
She stares at him, eyes softening.

DANA
I'm okay.

EOLDEN
Good. ‘Cause I need you calm.
{then)
No matter what happens... We gotta atay
calm.

WSSSHLICK -- A SCYTHE tears through Holden’s throat from
behind.

Blood splatters the windehield -~ Dana SCREAMS -- she
glances hack to pes -

FATHER BUCKNER.

He*s right hshind them, having crept up from his hiding
place in the Rambler. He growls as he tries to dislodge
his scythe from Holden’a throat -- SHLOCK -~ he pulls it
frees -~ arterial blood aprays everywhera, all over Dana --

. pana continues to scream and scream as Holden’'s hands

instinctively clutch at his own throat -- the asteering
wheel spins unchecked --

WH-SHLACK -—- Father Buckner awinga the scythe again, this
time lodging it in the mide of Holden's head. Holden
pitches forward, the Rambler careens out of control,
leaps off the road and crashes --

Right into the lake.

SMASH! The front windehield SHATTERS -- lake water comes
rushing into the cab, blasting Dana atralght back into
her zeat -

Beaide her, Holden ceontinues to THRASH -- he's still
alive -- Father Buckner yanke the acythe free, triea to
awing it again but the water blasta him back to the rear
of the Rambler --
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Lake water fille the cabp -- within a matter of seconds,
they’re completely aubmerged -- wa're with Dana ae she
screams, goes under -—-

And everything goes quiaet,.

Dana etruggles underwater, panic in her eyes as ahe looks
over and sees Holden mtaring back at her. He’'s astill
holding his throat -- blood pours from his wounds --

Dana fights to fres heraelf from the asatbelt -- she
phakess her head, CRIES QUT underwatar as ahe holds
Holden’'s gaze --

And WE'RE CLOSE ON HOLDEN ae the life draine out of him,
An he stares at Dana, his hands go elack, blood gumhes

from his throat, clouding the water around him until he
disappears entirely...

EXT. LAEKE - NIGHT

WIDE ON THE LAXE ap the rest of the Rambler sinke below
the surface, disappearing entirely from view.

INT. RAMBILER/LAKE ~ NIGHT

We"re WITH DANA am the Rambler continuee to sink, the wvan
now perpendicular as it plurmete straight down. She
tumbles upward, into the ceiling, towards the back...

Her hande reach out for anything, desperate to find
purchasa. FHer eyss dart upward, falling on --

The CEILIKG HATCH.

It's emall -- a kaglc ventilation hatch, no more than a
foot-and-a-half square -- bur new’s not the time te be
pilcky.

There’s a little bubble of ailr trapped in there, and Dana
shoves her face in it, gasps it greedily. It disappears
as she does and she pulle her head back, holding her
breath again --

CLOSE ON: FATHER, amiling in the dark water. He doesn’t
need to hold hie breath.

Dana reachee out, graba the crank, spins it around. Aas
the hatch ewings open, she puniches out the screen,
aqueezes her body through the hole. And juset as she geta
about halfway through --

(3
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Father Bucknar grabe her ankle.

Wa’'re ON DANA as the shaar terror cof it all hits her --
sha’'s atuck half-in, half-out of a minking van with a
deranged zomble yanking at her legm, 5She thrashas with
evarything sha‘s got left -- kicking him as hard as she
can in the face -- WHACK -- khocking him back

Sha breaks free, rockets upward cut of the hatch, towardas
the surface. DBeneath her, the van diasappears into the
inky darkness of the lake below... Dana kicks for the
surface, cloper, clossar --

INT. CONTROL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

And a beer breaks through the surface of ths Ilce-water of
the little cooler the boys had stashed hy the conacle,

Sitterson toases it to Hadley, pulls ocut twe more for Lin
and himaself.

HADLEY
GodDAMN that was gloae.

SITTEREON
Photo fuckin’ finish. BPut we are the
champions -- of the world.
{to Truman)
Tra?

He holde a bear up. Truman shakes his head.

TRUMAN
I don't underatand. We'ra celebrating?

LIN
They'res celebrating. I‘m drinking.

He pointa to the BIG MONITOR, where CN THE SCREEN we see
a blcodied, exhausted Dana swimming through the lake
towarde ehore.

TRUMAN
She'a =till alive, How can the ritual be
complete?

HADLEY

The Virgin's death is optioconal. As long
ag it’'s last,.

{watches the screen)
All that really matters is that ghe
suffare,
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Sitterson steps up bemlide him. Watches Dana on the
Bcreen.

SITTERSON
fwith genuine respact)
That ahe did.

HADLEY
{watching acreen)
I'm actually rooting for her, balieve it
or not.
{others peek in)
The kid's got spunk, which is morea —- hey
gquys! Come on 1in!

Ae a few workers ares at tha door, holding cut a bottle of
tequlla...

EXT. DOCE ~ NIGHT

Eleglac MUSIC starts to swell on the scores. Dana grabe
hold of the wooden dock -- it takes every ounce of
atrength she’s got left to pull herself up ocut of the
laks. She rolls on her back, gaspa for air.

As sha lays there, estaring up at ths stars, thes mscore
coptinues to swell, She gasps and gasps... and we're
CLUSE ON HAER aa the realiration finmlly hits her --

She‘'s alive.

She made 1t. She closes her eyes, thank god -- I'm
alive... And just am she breathes a sigh of relief --

WHAM! MATTEEW'S BEAR TRAP splintars the dock just
millimetere from her head.

Dana acreams, acrambling back, seas MATTHEW looming over
her, the crowbar atill aticking through hia head. Aa he
bears down on her --

INT, CONTROL ROOM - CONTINUCUS

CH THRE MONITORS -- we sge Dana fighting for her life with
Matthew. But with the notable exception of Truman,
ncbody really seems to be watching anymore. Pecople from
other departments have trickled in, socme with drinks,
baga of chips --~ there's an office party vibe -- even
muaic playing.

Hadley ie talking to couple of excited labcoaters...
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LABCOAT GIRL
When the van hit the lake?

LABCOAT GUY
chl! The zcmble, the water rushing in...
That's primal terror.

HADLEY
(wistful)
Woulda been cooler with a merman...

Sittarson heads towards the Demolition guya.

SITTERSON
Youl Yoouunu! Fnuckleheads almoat gave
me a heart-attack with that tunnel!

DEMO #1
{1ln no mood)
That wasn’t our fanlt.

SITTERSON
I'm just giving you a hard time,
(to Demo #23
C’'mers you -~ let’s have a hug —-

DEMOC #2
No. Serilously. That wasn’'t on us.
Thers was an unauthorized power re-route
from upatalrs.

Sitterson atops mid-drink, frowns., Walt —--

SITTERSON
What do you mean, *upstairse~?

ERRRRING.

Juat then, a plercing RING filles the alr. sitterson’s
face falls -- his eyes dart towards the back of the room

where -~

A aingle RED TELEPHONE sits on the wall. BRRRING. Ae
one, the crowd goes QUIET. Sitterscn looks to Hadley --
they lock eyea, color draining from their faceas -- Oh.
Shit. Hadley swallows, moves towarde the phone --

HACLEY
{dead serious}
Turn that fucking music off,.

Someone stcops the musle. The workers glance at e=ach
other, tense. BRRRING. Hadley graba hold of the phone,
takes a deep breath, then answers it --
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HADLEY (CONT*D)

(into phone)
Hello sair.

{liatens, then)
That'a imposaible -- everything was
within gquidelines and the Virgin ie the
only --

{(winces)
No ne -- of pourse I'm not doubting you,
eir, it‘s just --

Badley’s face falls as his eyes dart up to the
VIEWSCREENS.

HADLEY ({CONT’D)
{(into phone, cuietly)
Which cne?

EXT. DOCES -~ NIGHT

WHAM! Dana‘e body hits the dock hard. Matthew’s bear
trap shatters the wood beaide her -- the dock’s now in

eplinters.

Dana looks tarrible —- she’a sopping wet, battered and
klocdy. <Clsarly, Matthew's been kicking the hell out of
her. Dazda can’'t even stand -~ tasra in her eyea, she
tries to crawl away -- she sesg a broken dock plank
beside har -- mayke it can be uwed ax weapon -- she
reachea out for it --

And Matthew pteps down on her arm. Dana CRIES OUT... As
sha tries to struggle, Matthew bears down... We’'re with
Dana as sha realizes there’s nothing she can do... sha‘a
as good am dead...

CHING,.. CHING... CHING... Matthew starts to swing the
chain... He graba the handle with both handa, ewinging
the chain behind his kack and overhead... and just as
he'a bringing it down for the deathblow -—-

WWHH-CHING -- A BONG catches the chain from behind. Lets
it wrap around and yanks it back --

Matthew jerka in eurprise -- he atumbles backwards,
crashing down to the dock —-

Dana rolls to her feet, loocks back to asee --

MARTY.

% .
i
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His clothes are doused in blood, the wound on his back
looks pretty nasty... but ha’s atill hreathing. Dana
can't believe her eyves --

DANA
Martyl

But this is no timme for tearful reunicns. MHatthew's
already atruggling to his feet beside them —-

MARTY
Dana -- get awayl

But ahe doean’'t run. As Matthew yanke hls chain from
Marty's graep, Dana grabe hold of the dock plank bemids

her. She swinge it with all her might right at
Matthew —-

CRACK! It hits him aquare in the face -- he pitches
backwards right off the dock -- SPLASH -~ into the lake.

Dana joine Marty and they are at a dead run.

SPLOOSH! Matthew re-amerges from the lake. Starts
moving through the water. Right towards them.

MARTY (CONT’'D)
C'mon -~
EXT. CABIN ~ NIGHT

Dana and Marty race towards the cabin. Behind them, we
can #see Matthew emsrge from the lake, following them --

DANA
Where are wa going?

WHAM! UP AHEAD, the front door of the cabin flies open.
Framed in the doorway is MOTHER BUCKNER.

Dana and Marty both jump, scared. RAa Mother Buckner
steps out onto the porch, Marty pulls Dana to the aide --

MARRTY
Thie way --

They bolt around the szide of the house, heading towardu
the back. Mother Buckner follows.,..
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EXT. CABIN/FOREST - NIGHT

-~ Marty and Dana race around tha corner of the cabin.
Marty heade straight for the treeline. UP AHEAD -~ we
ses the edge of the ‘grave’ Judah dragged Marty into
earlier.

DANA
Marty -- walt --

Scocrrr... Dana looks over, seas Mother Buckner round the
corner of the cabin. Dragging her saw by her eide...

MARTY
Dana, oc'mon --
DANA
{to Marty)

We're going in there?

Shlop... Shlop... the mound of Matthew’s wet footateps
ring out as he comes around the other side of the cabin.

MARTY
I naad you to keep the faith right now,
almter --

Fwish -- in the forest UP AERAD, Patience Buckner breaka
through the treeline.

ON DANA -~ as ahe sees Mother, Matthew, and Patience all
cloeing in on her. She’s trapped. She knowa it. So it
takes her all of one sacond to make the decieion --

Marty kneels by the hole in the ground and opens it
further like a storm door. O©On top, scd and leaves.
Undarneath, smooth, clean metal.

Locking apprehensive, Dana slides in and Marty SLAMS the
door shut on top of them.

Wa stay cutelde, locking down, holding on the door in ths
earth for a beat. And then --

Patience Buckner slides down the emban)ment. She
awkwardly tries to paw at the metal door with her one
hand. And as she scratchea at the metal, she lets out a
chilling cry of zombie frustration --

PATIENCE
Mt rroor AT ——
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INT. UNDERGROUND SPACE - CONTINUOUS

The sound of Dana‘'s breath schose off the metal walls of
this amall, dark chamber. It’s only tall enocugh to
cyouch in, but a good twelve feat by twelve feet, with a
square metal door in the middle of the floor. The light
in the rocom comes from a panel in the metal that’e been
popped ocut, a few glowing cables behind, including a
couple that have bteen messed with. As Dana looks more

clomely...

DANA
What is this place?

She steps on acomething soft, jerke back as she realizes
it’s Judah’s mewling face. He'’'s been completely
diamembered and piled up in the corner, but his bita
still twitch.

MARTY
Yeah, I hadda dismember that guy with a
trowe]l, What’ve you beenh up to?

She looka at him, bewilderwd and despairing.

MARTY (CONT'D)
Nobody else, huh?

She sphakes her head.

MARTY (CONT’D)
I figured.

DANA
You figured everything.

MAATY
Not even clome, but I do know some stuff.

AB in:

He goes to the door in the floor and slides it open. Bghe
looks down: 1t’'ms a amall metal elevator. Two sidea are
thick glass, but they are up againat the metal shaft =o
tight you might not even tell.

MARTY (CONT'D)
It‘s an elevatecr. Scmebody sent these
dead fucks up to gat ua, There's no
controle inaides but there’s maintenance
cverrides in there. I been playing
arcound. I think I can make it go down.

DANA
Do we wanpa go down?

Mg
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MARTY
Whers else we gonna go?

A beat, and she scrambles down into it am he movea to the
open panel.

MARYTY {CORT'D}
Get ready -- the timing on thim might be
pretty tight.

INT. ELEVATCR - CONTINUCUB
She moves againet the wall, leoking up.

Marty flicks a awitch and elides right into tha hole as
the elevator whire to life and the door starts sliding
shut. He barely makes it -- and cone of Judah’s arms
falls in with him, the two of them doing the get-away-
from-it dance aven as they brace themsalves against tha
sadden plummet.

MARTY
{kicking it to the side)
Ah! Fuckin’ zombie arm/

Tha alevator starte down -—- nct toa fast —— and it is
shakan by another tremor.

EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS

Tha tremor rocks Patisnce as well, At its height, we
hear metal scraping and the hatch grinds open a sliver.
Patienca locks at it, her head cocked curiously.

INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

It seems to go down a good long while -- then jeltingly
stopa. They look at each gther -- nothing opena -- then
it atarts moving again...

MARTY
Are we moving sideways?

Dana i=z leaning against the glaas whan the elevator
puddenly comes abreast of ancther elavator, alag with a
thick glaas wall, and stops --

~~ a ravenous WEREWOLF leapm at her as she turns -- she
jumpe back as it hita the glass, clawing at it and
dreooling. Marty atares in incomprehensicn.
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MARTY (CONT’D)
Sof no.-#

Both of them press up against the opposite wall -- and
the elevator moves sldeways again, revealing a Gigeresque
ALIEN hanging from the ceiling behind them. It jumps
onte tha glass and stickas there, freaking them out again,
making them move to the middle of the emall space,
looking around for the naxt horror.

The elevator ims jerked down ~- then aidewayas, revealing
this time one on each side. Dana sees:

A little girl in a ragged ballerina outfit {not a tutu,
but a limp, torn mkirt). She has no face, just a circla-
mouth with a ring of teeth.

Marty neas:

A staring man in a long, leather, futurietic coat. Ha’a
dead white, has no hair and huzzsawa stuck in his head in
a neat row. His arms are ringed with barbed wire etuck
in deep. He is grinning at Marty and holding a flowing
ephare almost exactly the wame as the cone in the cellar.

DARA,
{realizing)

We choas,..
MARTY

{looking over at hers)
What?

The slevator moves back down into darkneses.

DANA
In tha cellar. All that shit wa wers
playing with... They made us chaoaa,
{beat)
They made us choose how we die.

The incomprehension builds in her and she punchea the
glasas. It doean’t make a crack but ehe keepe going,
pounding away with both fists like a prize~fighter going
for body blowa -- Marty tries to hold her and she
screams, thrashing as ws drop back wide to asea:

An endless array of elevators. Moving around like a 3-D
puzzle, like Charlia’'a Great Glass Elevator, like “Cube”.
Monetera (many of them like the ones we’ve smeen) in every
aingle one. It‘s the Costco of death.

CJ



INT. CONTRCL ROOM - CONTIKRUQUS

Everyone haes clearad out axcept Wendy and our hereo three.
She’s in tha lower part, on conscle, earplece in. The
men are going through every part of the building on their
screans, moving fast and frightened.

gitterson watchea nine constantly changing views of
monaters in slevators, looking for the kids.

SITTERSON
{intc com}
We saw them go down the acceas drop, they
have to be in one of thase! Internal
gecurity should be able to -~ I don't
care if that’s not protoceol! Are you
fucking high?

Hadley, over this, is looking at halls and stairwells,
(many of them being awapt by securlty teamm), also
talking on an earpilece:

HADLEY
It’s the atonert Nol You can't touch
the girl -- If he outlivea her all this
goens to hall! Taka him out first.

LIN
{to tha quya)
Clean-up saya the prep team missed one of
the kid’s stashea. Whataver he‘s been
smoking has been lmmunizing him to all
our shit,

HADLRY
How does that help ue right now?
{into com)
What? Yes. If you have a confirmed kill
you can take her out too.

TRUMAN
Therel

Be's looking at the elevator screens. Sitteraon freezes
them from changing, then puts their screen on all nine.

SITTERSCN
Thirty aix ch six. Gotchya.

HADLEY
Bring ‘em down.
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INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUQUS

Marty im holding Dana, who's breathing hard but calm, as
the elevator goes down. The elevator sztops and the door
opens into a mort of lobby. Instantly a GUARD ia
stepping one foot in, gun at their heads. Dana is a
little in front of Marty, standing exhauated, haunted,

har knuckles -- and much alae of her -- bloody.

GUARD

cut of the elevator!l

{beat)

Step out of tha elevator!
DANA

Why are you trying to kill us?
GUARD

Step out! Juat the girlt
DANA

Juat ma?
GUARD

Da il

Ee moves forward and Judah’s are grads his foot. He
wige, shooting at it.

Dana takes ths miment to rush him --

INT. LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Pushing him back -- he lifts the gun and Marty knocka the
guard’s arm s0 his gun pointa atxaight at his own chin --
it goem off...

The gquard falle against the wall, clutching at hia
bloodespurte am Marty takee the gun.

MARTY
fala “Lasaie”:)
Good work, zombie armli

They look around. There are eight elevator wells, four
on each side, with a corridor turn behind from which we
can hear the tromp of approaching guards. On the other
aide ie a small guard station, which this dead fellow
presumably came out of, aince the door is ajar. The
guard station has glass along the top half, as thick and
unbreakable as the elevators’.
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Aa the kide get their bearings, a voice comes over a
loudepeaker in the hall. It’s a good ayestem, and the
volce is surprisingly intimatse,

THE DIRECTOR
{v.o.)
This is all mcet unpleasant.

They look around, seeing hidden speakers, not sure what
to do.

THE DIRECTOR (CONT'D)
{V.0,)
I know you can hear me. I hope you'll
listan.

Marty makes a motion to Dana —- don’t speak.

THE DIRECTOR (CONT'D)
{V.0.)
You won't get out of thie complex alive.
What I want you to try to understand is
that you mustn’t. Your deaths will avert
countlesa otherm,

INT. CONFROL ROOM -~ CONTINUOUS

Hadley and Sitterson listen as well. On their screens,
we ama Marty and Pana in a corridor -- and a SWAT-lookin’
team creeping down another.

THE DIRECTOR
(V.0.)
You'’'ve seen horrible things: an army of
nightmare creaturea. And they are real.

INT. GUARD STATION/LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

THE DIRECTOR
(V.0.)
But they are nothing compared to what
lies beneath uas.

The kidas see the shadews of the approaching guards --
leck arcund for escaps.

THE DIRECTOR (CONT'D)
{Vv.0.)
There is a greater good, and for that you
must be sacrificed. Forgive us... and
let ue end it quickly.
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Marty pulls at Dana, handing her the trowel as they head
to the empty guard station.

INT. GUARD STATION/LOBBY - CONTINUQUS

They are cloeing the door behind them when it is peppered
with gunfira. They slam it shut and lock 1t, keeping low
even though the glass lsn’t even cracking yet.

Marty looks up: the lobby is full of appreoaching
guards -— SWAT-locking guys who keep a ateady pound of
bullete coming.

Danam looke at the conacle in here, realization dawning on
her:

ANGLE: TEE CONSOLE controla all the elevators., And
there’a a button that says “PURGE”.

DANA
An army of nightmares, huh?

She locks at the guards, at Marty. Back at the conacle.

DANA {CORT'D)
Let’s get this party started.

Shes hits “purge”.

In the hall, the sound of the elevators is audible. The
lead gquard holde his fiat up.

LEAD GUARD
Hold fire! Hold firel

They finally do, and thers’s a moment of gquiet.
ANGLE: DOWN THE HALL.

We can ses every alevator door open, but not what'‘s
inside. Another moment aas the men between turn to look.

Werewolves, Aliens, Mutants and Robote pour out of the
elevators at crazy 2peed, decimating the men even as they
begin to fire. It’e a warzone in a second.

ANGLE: RUNNING DOWN THE ADJOINING HALL with the next
group of guarda, thay turn the corner to see horrible
Chao= -- and the doore open again, the next batch of
horrora sweeping out directly at them.

()
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RNGLE: DANAR AND MARTY are gitting with theilr backs
against the walla, listening to all manner of screams and
weird sounds and things bumping or emearing againet tha
window akove,

INT. VARIQUS:
As the carnagse continues:

ANGLE: PRCM INSIDE AN ELEVATOR as 1t opens, and an alien
rockets out at the guard turning to ue and firing,

ANGLE: IN A CORRIDOR a guard runm from a floating,
screaming witch, who grabs his head and myatically sucks

the 1life cut of it.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - A BIT LATER

There 1s chaoa on every screen. Wendy is pilent and near
tears. Truman haa his weapon at the ready. Hadley and
Sitteraon are still working.

SITTERS®N
Why aren’t the dafacmss working? Whara's
tha fucking gast

BADLEY
Something chewad through the connections,
in the utility ahaft.

SITTERSCN
Something which?

HADLEY
Scmathing scaryl

The lights go out, tha screene go dead. And something
hits the door hard enough to buckle it.

INT. GUARD STATION/LOBBY - CONTINUCUS
The two are etill cowering when something smashes though
the glass and into the wall acrcaa, It startam

unfurling... It‘a a DRAGONEAT,

DANA
Shit!

5he makea for the door, Marty right behind. They open it
and head out, keeping low.
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The lobby ie etill a acary place to be but there are more
things killing and/or feading than locking for prey.

They make their way across -- Marty shooting a Mutant in
the eye -~ and are almost to the turn when they hear an
unbelievable screech.

They a0 =we UL cragonbat launch iteelf right at
o T - suard station. They belt, turning
L T ¥ G

poedd om Y " into a labcoat quy who passes tham
. T - corner they came from -- and gete
Lidi. . - bage wy 03 dragonbat that he and it smash

thzouyis the wall.

The dragonbat pulls him back, =ating his entrails, and
Dana looka at the hole in the wall, There is a atone
corridor beyond, different than any of tha rest of this
placa., Older.

Marty is watching the corridor -~ a couple of fleash-
eating Zombles are slowly coming toward them -- and Dana
grabs hies arm, pulla him into the stone corridor and down

it.

UHAT. VERIOUZ
And morw carnage:

ANGLE: A CLOWN taking bullet hit after bullet hit am it
lumbers forward, knife in hand,

ANGLE: A WEREWOLF tearing out a man’a throat with its
teeth, aes in the background a unicorn slams its horn
rapaatedly into the guard up against a wall, blood
apurting on its lovely unicorn mane.

INT. CONTROL ROCM - CONTINUOUS
The doer ie off its hingem, emoke filling the dark room.

Tha SCARECROW FOLK have almoat overpowered Truman, their
knife-fingers twitching as he shoots them to no avail. He
pulls cut a grenade,..

Hadley haam a submachine qun from a sliding drawer of
weapons under his consele. He's locoking down inte the
sepace and firing covar shots intc the emoky room as
Sittermcn is working the key-pad of a secura trapdoor
hidden under the carpet. Wendy Lin atande over him,
terrified.

e,
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HADLEY
Running out of timel

SITTERSCON
It’s on emergency lockdownt I'm
bypassing...

Truman’s grenade explosion knocks Hadley off the edge and
into the main space, lost in thea smoke.

LIN
Badley!

SITTERSON
I'm cloga I'm cloga I'm closa --

ANGLE: HADLEY is on his back, dazed, when he hears
somathing elurping toward him in the smoke. He loocks to
sea the MERMAN, black fin and dorsal like a whale, bhlack
soaking hair, black eyes -- everything else as white as
his razor-sharp teeth. He pute a webbed hand on Hadley’s
throat as Hadley remlizes he‘s about to be killed by a

merman -~-

BADLEY
Oh, come oml

And it bites his face off.

ANGLE: SITTERSGN AND LIN are concentrating on the
trapdoor, wa hear a ‘ping’ --

SITTERSON
Got it!

Sltterson swings the heavy stone door up as a tentacle
wraps around Lin and whips her up out of frama.
Sitterson dives into tha hole and pulls the door shut

over him.

IKRT. HIDDEN CORRIDOR - CONTINUOQUS

Sitterson races down a ladder and around the corner --
and right into Dana’'s trowel. He locks at her, confused
by the blade in his chest. She locoks atricken.

He seea Marty coming up behind her, turns to her as he
sinks...

SITTERSON
Please... kill him...

And diee at her feer, trowel still in him.
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MERTY
Comm on, We hava to find a way out
before everything else finds a way in.

She’'s looking down at Sitterscn.

MARTY (CONT'D}
Danal

S5he loocks up at him. He helds out tha gun.

MARTY (CONT'D)
Hare. It‘a easisr with thims.

She takea the gun and does seem to galn aome measure of
calm from it. Starts down the hall -- and down a long
stone ataircase, taking peint, gun held out.

INT. THE CEAMBER -~ CONTINUOUS

Marty and Dana enter qulckly, Dana holding the gun, the
camera circling them as they turn, looking at the five
stone slabe, then arming ap to see they're standing on a
mepalc of the aymbol Sitterson wora.

Excene At tha etairs, the edges of the stone don't reaoh
+he wall. The two of themt look avar tha edge to sea a
space of maybe four feet across that goes all the wuy
down into darkoass. But thare is the sen=a of somathing
moving in that darkness, The Xids draw back from it.

MARTY
No way out.

DANA
Look at theae.
{turning alowly)
Pive of them.

MARTY
What are they?

DANA
Us.

A whirring sound accompaniea a epill of light as a amall
circular hatch opena in the center of the mosaic and up
comes THE DIRECTOR (kind of like Luke in “Empire” when he
entera the cryogenic chamber te fight Vader.)

He ie older, distinguished, wearing a black suit, grey
ehirt, no cecllar, no tie, and grey glovea. He's calm,
almoat affectionate.

(3

“dw
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THE DIRECTOR
That's quite right.

DANA
{to Marty)
I should’‘ve seen it like you did. All of
this: the old guy at the gas station, the
out of contrel behavior, the monaters...
this is part of a ritual.

THE DIRECTOR
The oldeat.

MARTY
A ritual eacrifice? Graat! You tie
someone tc a atone, get a fancy dagger
and & buncha robesa... it’a not that
complicated]

DANA
No, it’s mimpla. They don’t just wanna
aese us killed. They want to se2 us
punished.

( "" Puniehed for m

o

g

THE DIRECTOR
{shrugging)
For baing young? It's different for
every culture. And it changes over the
years, but it's very specific. There
must bhe at least five,

He pointa tc one of the carvings: it's a woman standing
erect, holding open her robe, her naked body revealed.

THE DIRECTOR (CONT'D)
The Whore.

DANA
{mutters)
That word...

THE DIRECTCR
She ie corrupted, she dies firet.
(peinting to the other
carvings)
The Athlete. The Scholar. The Fool. All
suffer and die, at the handa of the
herror they have raised. ZLeaving the

last, to live or die as fate decides.
{MORE }

——
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THE DIRECTOR (CONT'D)
(peints to the last slab,
looka at Dana)
The Virgin.

DARA
(anorta)
Ma? Virgin?

MARTY
Dude, she’s a homewrackar!

THE DIRECTOR
We work with what wa have,

MARTY
What happens 1f you don’'t pull it off?

THE DIRECTOR
They awaken.

DANA
who doea? What's beneath ua?

THE DIRECTOR
Tha guds. The sleeping gods; tha glants
that live in the earth, that used to rulas
it. They fought for a billicn ysars and
n¢w they sleep. In evary gountry, for
evary culture, there is = god to appease,
As lohg as one sleeps, they all do. But
the other rituale have all failed.

There is a great rumbling -- thay all atagger a bit, and
gllt =2iftes down from the celling. As it subeides...

THE DIRECTOR (CONT'D)
The zun will rise in elght minutaa.
{to Marty)
If you live to mee it, the world will
end.

Neither of them questiona the truth of it. They stare at
him a moment.

MARTY
Maybe that's the way it ought to be.
Maybe it‘s time for a changm.

THE DIRECTOR
Wa’'re not talking about change. We're
talking about the agonizing death of
every human acul on the planet.

{to Ha?;%kz)
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THE DIRECTOR (CONT'D)
Including you. You can die with tham, Or
you can die for them.

MARTY
Gosh, they're both se enticing...

Ha loocke over to Dana to mea that she is poipting the gun
at him.

MARTY (CONT’D)}
Ww'

DANA
Marty... The whole world,..

THE DIRECTOR

{to Dana)

Thare is no other way, You have to be
atrong.

MARTY
Yeah, Dana. You feeling strong?

DANRN
I'm BOXry.

MARTY
5o am I.

A werewolf leapa at her from the staire and tears into
her! The qun goea flying as she fallms tc the ground,
trying to pull the beast off her,

The Director and Marty both move for the gqun, and
struggle thamaselves, but Marty finally geta hold of it --
knocking The Director to tha 2loor -- and without
hesitation puts three bullets into the werewolf, sending
it screeching back up the stairs.

Dana rolls over, eyes wild, blood everywhere. The
Directer rieem and tackles Marty., They wrestle on the
floor, the gun just out of reach, the edge of the abysa
by their heads.

hs they fight, Dana breathes heavily by the staira,
unable to rise. She looks over as two amall feet shamble
by her, in old, dirty shoes, the edge of a tattared
gingham dress swinging above the ankles.

Marty gets on top of The Director and pumhea hims forearm
against hies windpipe. Hie back is to the girl.

DANA
Marty...
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He turns -- The Director grabs the gqun -- and Marty epins
The Director on top of him juet as Patienge swings her
hatchet, burying it in the back of the Director’s askull.

Another tremor and Marty kicks The Director over the edge
of the circle. Patience, unwilling toc let go her
hatchet, goes over with him.

Marty watchea them a moment, then limps over to the
stairs.

Ancther, bigger tremor makes him pause, but it subsides
and he slumps in the cornar next to Dana. She's
breathing shallow, tears streaming from her eyes, but
she’'s pretty alert.

MARTY
Hey.

DANA
You know... I don*t think... Curt even
hap a cousin.

MARTY i
Ruh. How are you? \ud;?

CANA
Going away...

MARTY
I'm sorry.

DANA
I'm so Borry I almoat shot you... I
preobably wouldn’t have...

MARTY
Hey, shh, no... I totally get it.

Rs he continuea, he lights up a Joint.

MARTY (CONT'D}
I'm sorry I let you get attacked by a
werewolf and then ended the world,

He takes a drag and holde it out to her. With a shakey
hand, ahe takes it and drags on it hereelf.

DANA
Nahh, you wera right. Humanity.,.
{blows out smoke in a cynical
'pffr -’} s
It’s time to give someone elme a chance. ?\
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MARTY
Giant evil gods.

DANA
Wish I coulda saan ‘am.

MARTY
- I know! That would be a fun weekend.

Biggeat rumble yat. Tha floor starte bulging, cracking,
as dust and debris cloud the acraen.

Dana holde out her hand. Marty puts his in it. Squeezes
it. They hcld a moment.

An explcaion of debrie from below chbliterates the
chamber .

EXT. CABIN - DAWN

Wea are wlda on tha cabin as a gnarled hand, bigger than
the house and on an arm a hundred feet long, shoota up
from the crust of the eaarth.

BLACK OUT.
ZEE _X¥D





