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Fade in:

INT. RATTY CAR - DAY

SUPER: PAHRUMP NEVADA - THREE MONTHS AGO

A dark orange piece of shit car sits outside a house in a 
clean middle income housing development.

TAPPER, late 20’s, a big guy, dark hair, small scar above his 
left eye halfway toward the temple. He wears a leather jacket 
and jeans, sits behind the wheel, shotgun in hand. 

In the passenger seat, COOTIE, 20’s, a smaller wannabe 
version of Tapper, with stringy blonde hair, reaches into the 
back to retrieve a box of shells.

COOTIE
(sarcastic)

Where did you get this beauty?

TAPPER
Stole it from government impound. 
They were gonna crush it.

The back floorboard is covered in thick gooey black mucus. 

Cootie grabs the box from the seat and the shells fall out, 
into the sticky oasis on the floor. Cootie gags.

COOTIE
What the hell is this shit on the 
floor? Smells like death.

Tapper chuckles.

TAPPER
Does it? My lobotomy destroyed my 
sense of smell.

Cootie grabs a glove from the seat, puts it on, and gingerly 
extracts the shells from the syrupy gunk.

He offers them to Tapper. Tapper looks at him with disdain.

TAPPER
Man up, pussy.

Tapper grabs the shells and loads the gun, his fingers black 
and sticky from the substance.

He sniffs a finger, looks at Cootie.



TAPPER
Got a straw?

Cootie gags and Tapper laughs at him.

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - DAY

A HAPPY HOMEMAKER, 30’s, that dresses up to do dishes, stands 
at the sink in a modest middle class kitchen, an apron drawn 
tight over her slim body... does dishes. 

HUSBAND (O.S.)
Leave those, baby. I’ll do them 
when we get home.

Happy Homemaker, a ‘sure you will’ smile, seen by nobody.

HAPPY HOMEMAKER
Good timing, dear. I’m done.

She rinses the last plate, puts it in the strainer.

A KNOCK at the door. Loud...

Happy Homemaker heads for the door, drys hands on the apron.

HAPPY HOMEMAKER
I’ll get it.

She opens the door. These ain’t salesman. Tapper plants a 
shotgun in the woman’s stomach, pushes her inside.

TAPPER
Hi, cutie. Hubby home?

Happy Homemaker puts her hands to her face and screams.

Tapper BLOWS a hole through her, paints the foyer in a red 
mosaic of blood and fleshy pieces.

The Husband appears at the end of the hall, from the kitchen. 
His eyes light up like fucking searchlights.

HUSBAND
Oh my God!

Tapper strides toward him, pumps the shotgun. He drives the 
butt into the man’s stomach. Husband doubles in pain.

TAPPER
She thought I said scream.
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Tapper cracks the gun stock into Husband’s forehead, lifts 
the fucker up, staggers him back across the kitchen. 

Blood runs down the Husband’s face as he grapples for the 
edge of the sink to stay on his feet.

TAPPER
You know what happens when you 
stick your fingers in Gary’s pie? 

Tapper flicks the garbage disposal on with the gun barrel, 
nods at Cootie.

Cootie grabs the Husbands arm, pushes his hand into the 
disposal. The man’s eyes spin like a pinball machine.  

Blood flies from the disposal, speckles all three of them.

Tapper nods. Cootie pulls the mangled hand out, steps away.

The Husband looks wide eyed at the gnawed stump. Only shock 
keeps him on his feet now.

TAPPER
Where’s the fucking money?

The Husband is clueless, lost in a world of pain and 
confusion. His eyes find Tapper for an instant, and his lips 
tremble, but no words. 

He falls to his knees.

Cootie pulls a small photograph from his pocket, looks at it, 
then the Husband. He taps Tapper on the arm with the picture.

Tapper checks it, snatches the picture from Cootie, flips it 
over. An address written on the back.

TAPPER
Ahh, fuck me.

Tapper puts the shotgun to the Husband’s chest.

TAPPER
Sorry. Wrong address.

He pulls the trigger.

INT. RATTY CAR - DAY

Tapper and Cootie cruise the city streets. Tapper drives. 

Cootie clumsily folds a map.
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COOTIE
Why can’t we get that GPS shit that 
tells you right where to go.

TAPPER
I’m old fashioned, and cheap. 
Besides, it also tells people right 
where you are.

Cootie looks out the window, sighs. Tapper glances at him.

TAPPER
What’s your problem?

COOTIE
Feel kinda bad for them. Seemed 
like a nice couple.

TAPPER
Listen, a thousand years from now, 
who’s gonna give a shit if they 
died nine hundred and fifty years 
ago, or nine hundred and eighty?

COOTIE
I guess, but what about God... 
Heaven. All that.

Tapper glances at Cootie incredulously.

TAPPER
If there’s a heaven, I did them a 
favor and sent them home early.

Cootie considers this small chunk of wisdom.

COOTIE
And if there’s not?

TAPPER
Then they don’t even know they’re 
fucking dead.

INT. SUBURBAN HOME - DAY

It’s quiet. Nothing but the sound of a fly, that buzzes 
around the Happy Homemaker’s bloody body. 

It lands on her face, drinks blood from under her nose. 

The woman’s eyes flicker open, pale, yellow, and dead. 
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Her tongue flicks out from her swollen lips like a snake, 
snags the fly.

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Crates and boxes, forklifts. Typical auto parts warehouse. 

At a desk in a small office near the back, GARY, 50’s, a fat 
man with a few grey hairs spun in a swirl, SLAMS a phone back 
in it’s cradle and spins around in his protesting chair.

GARY
Remind me why I use that idiot.

He speaks to JACK, 30’s, a tall handsome professional looking 
fella that seems out of place in a warehouse.

JACK
He’s economical.

GARY
Right. Three dead for the price of 
one. He didn’t even have the sense 
to take something and make it look 
like a robbery.

JACK
You get what you pay for.

GARY
I can’t afford any more economy. 
The whole idea of operating here is 
because it’s a quiet little 
commuter town.

JACK
Maybe it’s time he retired.

Gary looks at Jack like he’s a smart-ass.

GARY
Isn’t that what I just said?

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Tapper and Cootie sit at the bar. Lively place for a small 
town. Several hot chicks. 

Cootie puts his cell phone down on the bar by his drink.

TAPPER
How did he take it?

5.



COOTIE
Seemed a little pissed.

TAPPER
Not like we won’t get the fucker.

COOTIE
True. You’re like the fucking 
terminator.

TAPPER
No way. I could never dig in my 
eye. Besides, I hate getting shot.

COOTIE
You been shot?

TAPPER
Nah, but I know I wouldn’t like it.

At a nearby -

TABLE

A group of twenty something’s, MICKEY, BETH, LUCAS, and 
FELICIA, a sweet girl next door type that isn’t enjoying 
herself, sit with a pitcher of beer. 

Lucas, drunk, hangs all over Beth, paws at her. Felicia 
doesn’t drink. She glances at Tapper, likes what she sees.

MICKEY
Come on, one dance won’t hurt.

Felicia is exasperated.

FELICIA
No, I told you.

Beth jumps up to escape Lucas, grabs Mickey’s hand.

BETH
I’ll dance!

Mickey gladly takes her up on it. They hit the floor.

LUCAS
God damn, sis, lighten up.

FELICIA
I’m not your sister, dip-shit. 

6.



LUCAS
Hey! My parents always treated you 
like one of their own.

FELICIA
And you treated me like a whore. 
I’ll drive because it’s your 
birthday. That’s it. So I hope you 
didn’t make your friend any 
promises.

AT THE BAR

A HOTTIE walks by, exchanges smiles with Cootie. 

TAPPER
Wish I had your luck with ladies.

COOTIE
It’s a numbers game. Just ask, 
‘tickle your ass with a feather?’ 
Get a smile and you’re home free.

TAPPER
And if not?

COOTIE
Say, ‘particularly nice weather’, 
and move on. Ask enough honeys, 
you’ll land one.

The Hottie sits at the end of the bar, glances at Cootie. He 
grabs his drink, moves down the bar. 

Tapper signals for another drink. At the-

TABLE

Mickey and Beth return. Felicia gets up.

FELICIA
Excuse me.

AT THE BAR

Felicia walks slowly past Tapper, smiles. He grabs her arm.

TAPPER
Wanna fuck?

She jerks away, startled.

FELICIA
What!?
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TAPPER
Looks like rain.

Felicia walks away, disappointed, rubs the black spot on her 
arm. Tapper sighs, checks out the TV over the bar.

ON TELEVISION

A REPORTER stands in the street outside the house where the 
shooting occurred, surrounded by the flashing lights of 
police cars and emergency vehicles. 

INSERT TELEVISION:

Neighbors and gawkers fill the background as THREE MEDICS 
struggle to strap a bloody dead man onto a gurney. 

REPORTER
... quiet neighborhood was rocked 
by a husband and wife attacking 
neighbors. A dozen were bitten and 
have been taken to the hospital. 
Suffering from mortal gunshot 
wounds, the attackers inexplicably 
continued their rampage. 

BACK TO SCENE

Tapper takes a long drink, drains his glass.

TAPPER
(sotto)

Ain’t that some shit.

INT. TAPPER’S APARTMENT - DAY

About what you’d expect. Small efficiency, not much in it, 
but still manages to be a mess. 

Tapper lies on the couch in his underwear, a naked BETSY, 
40’s, hard worn, on top of him.

He wakes, spits Betsy’s hair from his mouth. 

He rubs his face, notices a dime size gray spot of dead skin 
on his hand and picks at it. It oozes. 

He rolls Betsy onto the floor with a thump. She wakes, pissy. 
Gets to her feet.

BETSY
God damn it! What the fuck is wrong 
with you?
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TAPPER
Who are you?

The Woman sneers, picks up her clothes, dresses.

BETSY
Oh, real class act you are.

Tapper manages to sit, grabs a cigarette, fumbles through the 
trash and glasses on the table for matches.

TAPPER
You the girl I brought home? What 
the fuck happened to ya?

The Woman glares, grabs her handbag, and heads for the door.

BETSY
Asshole.

Betsy opens the door to meet PETER, 30’s, stocky man, big 
head on a too small neck, so his head seems to lean. 

Peter is surprised, drops the lock picking tool from his hand 
and grabs a gun from his waistband.

Tapper glances toward the door, rummages in the couch 
cushions. He pulls out a handful of lint covered Cheetos, a 
key, and a couple of dimes. 

He tosses them on the table, continues his search, pulls out 
his shotgun.

Peter grabs Betsy and pushes into the room, uses her as a 
shield. He points the gun at her head while Tapper points the 
shotgun at them.

PETER
Seems you fucked up once too often. 
Gary plans to fix that.

Tapper FIRES into Betsy’s chest. 

She drops like a fuckin stone. 

He fires again, hits Peter in the shoulder and spins him 
toward the door. His third shot, into Peter’s back. 

Peter goes down.

TAPPER
Bad plan.
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EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREET - DAY

Tapper’s ratty looking sedan skids to a stop outside a green 
house on the quiet middle class street. 

The heavy smoke chases it, catches up, engulfs the car. 

From the house, Cootie bounds out. Behind him, at the door, 
his MOTHER, 50s, not bad looking, shouts after him.

MOTHER
You going to be back for dinner?

COOTIE
I’ll try, Ma.

Cootie yanks open the rusty car door and slides in.

TAPPER
That your mother?

COOTIE
Ya.

TAPPER
Kinda hot.

The car rumbles down the street, skids around the corner, 
narrowly misses a kid on a bike, and disappears.

A blue black cloud of smoke chases it. 

INT. CAR - DAY

Tapper drives, a cigarette hangs from his mouth. Cootie tries 
to get something other than static from the radio.

TAPPER
Damn. You work hard for someone, 
put your heart and soul in your 
efforts, and they try and fuck 
you... not even in the good way.

COOTIE
Totally blows.

Cootie continues to tune. Nothing.

TAPPER
That ain’t gonna work. Coat hangar 
fell off.

Cootie gives it up, turns the radio off.
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COOTIE
Think they’re after me too?

TAPPER
Nah, you were just supposed to 
drive. They don’t shoot the fucking 
horse in westerns do they?

COOTIE
What are you going to do? Run?

TAPPER
Pussies run.

COOTIE
They’ll kill you.

TAPPER
Hey, not saying runnings a bad 
thing. But I got no money, and you 
don’t really find our line of work 
in the want ads...

Cootie notices the sore on Tapper’s hand. 

COOTIE
What happened to your hand?

Tapper glances. A nickel sized blister now, red and swollen.

TAPPER
That shit you got on the shells.

COOTIE
Jesus.

Tapper flips his cigarette at the closed window. It bounces 
back into his neck, falls in his lap. 

TAPPER
Son of a fuck...

He swerves, half stands in the seat, digs in his crotch.

Across the lane, a car BLARES it’s horn, skids around them. 

Over a curb, through grass, into a small convenience store 
lot. Tapper hits the brakes, skids to a stop perfectly in a 
parking space at the front of the store.

He rolls down the window, flicks the butt, glances at Cootie.

TAPPER
Gotta grab smokes. Need anything?
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COOTIE
No, but get yourself some 
antiseptic lotion or something.

Tapper heads in the store. 

Cootie spots a DEALER making a sale to some DUDE in a tricked 
out truck at the edge of the lot. Watches the score go down.

Tapper gets back in the car, smacks a pack of smokes against 
the back of his hand. He hits the swollen blister and it 
bursts, pus splashes across his hand.

TAPPER
Son of a bitch!

Tapper squeezes the pus from the wound with his thumb, wipes 
it on his pants.

He tries to open the pack, but can’t get the cellophane 
peeler strip unstuck. 

Tapper uses his teeth to tear the top of the pack, rips the 
wrapper off and gets a smoke. 

He starts the car and backs up.

COOTIE
I got an idea.

TAPPER
That happens sometimes when you’re 
alone. What’s it involve?

Tapper throws the car in forward, rumbles out of the lot.

COOTIE
We know all of Gary’s runners.

TAPPER
You ain’t lost me yet.

COOTIE
You need money right? They have a 
lot of money. Gary’s money.

Tapper thinks it over, chuckles.

COOTIE
You don’t think it’s a good idea?
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TAPPER
I was just thinking, if I still 
worked for him, he’d have to send 
me after me.

INT. DONUT SHOP - DAY

Tapper and Cootie sit in a booth near the corner, with coffee 
and a few donuts. Cootie eats donuts. Tapper just drinks.

A television in the corner drones on with a special report.

TELEVISION (O.S.)
...as you can see, the hospital has 
been cordoned off by the police.

COOTIE
Frankie will be the one with the 
big load.

TAPPER
The New York money.

COOTIE
The whole east coast.

TELEVISION (O.S.)
The patients were being treated for 
human bites, and rabies treatment 
was being considered.

COOTIE
One score is enough to disappear.

TAPPER
Sixty fourty split.

COOTIE
Suits me.

TELEVISION (O.S.)
Sometime during the night patients 
and staff were attacked by what one 
doctor described as Zombies, 
although he refused to be 
interviewed live.

TAPPER
He’ll fly in tomorrow. We can hit 
him in the morning, be on an island 
by sunset.
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TELEVISION (O.S.)
Reports are trickling in of attacks 
throughout the city and all 
residents are being advised to be 
wary of strangers that approach.

Tapper watches the television for a moment, looks at Cootie.

TAPPER
Pack your bags and say goodbye 
desert, hello beaches.

INT. RATTY CAR - NIGHT

Tapper and Cootie pull up to the curb at Cootie’s house.

COOTIE
It’s cool, seriously. She always 
makes too much, and you didn’t eat 
anything all day.

Tapper looks toward the house, back at Cootie. He pops his 
door open.

TAPPER
What the fuck, right.

They walk to the house and go in-

INT. COOTIE’S HOUSE - NIGHT

A modest, clean, well decorated home.

Tapper and Cootie enter a smoke filled hallway and 
immediately start to cough.

COOTIE
Ma. Ma!

Cootie glances in the living room, then hauls ass down the 
hall into the-

KITCHEN

Where a pot boils over on the stove, smoke pours from the 
oven, and... Cooties Mother lies dead on the floor, a small 
hole in her head.

Cootie runs to his mother, holds her head in his hands as 
Tapper follows him in and turns off the stove and oven. 
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Tapper grabs a pot-holder, takes a pan from the oven and 
throws it in the sink.

COOTIE
They fucking killed my mother!

TAPPER
And burned the meat loaf.

Cootie cries like a baby, rocks back and forth with his dead 
mommas head in his lap.

TAPPER
Guess I was wrong about the horses.

Tapper looks around the kitchen, down at Cootie, who still 
rocks his moms head in his crotch. He grimaces.

TAPPER
Dude, that looks a little weird.

Cootie looks up with red crying eyes.

COOTIE
Who would fucking do this? She 
never hurt anyone.

Tapper hunkers beside him, pats him on the shoulder. He 
sticks his pinkie finger into the hole in mother’s head.

TAPPER
Forty five. My guess is it’s Jack, 
the guy with fancy manners...

Cootie slaps Tappers hand away, glares at him.

COOTIE
Jesus Christ! Don’t you have any 
feeling? Any fucking sense of 
propriety?

Tapper is surprised, ponders a moment.

TAPPER
I’m sorry. She was kinda hot.

Cootie jumps to his feet, mother’s head smacks the floor.

COOTIE
Stop saying that! She’s my mother 
for Christ’s sake.

Tapper gets a bit confused about the fuss.
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TAPPER
Well, ya. I just meant, you know, 
for an older chick. Saves a 
goodbye, right?

Cootie glares at him.

COOTIE
God damn, Tapper. Haven’t you ever 
loved anyone? Cared about anybody 
but yourself?

TAPPER
What’s the point? We suck up the 
air for a few years and then die.

Cootie stares at his dead mother, turns to stone.

COOTIE
Help me kill these cock suckers. 
You keep all the money. Deal?

TAPPER
I’m in. More air for us.

Tapper checks the refrigerator, spots some raw hamburger on a 
plate covered in plastic. Closes the door.

TAPPER
You ever actually kill anybody?

COOTIE
I’ve watched you.

Tapper takes Cootie’s arm.

TAPPER
Watching ain’t doing. It’s not easy 
taking someone’s life.

COOTIE
Really?

Tapper laughs, punches Cootie’s arm.

TAPPER
Nah, shit man. You just aim and 
pull the fucking trigger. Piece of 
cake.

Cootie carefully picks up his mother, walks from the room. 

Tapper opens the refrigerator, grabs the meat.
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UPSTAIRS BEDROOM

Cootie carefully lies his mother out on the bed.

He folds her arms over her chest, straightens her dress. 

He sits on the edge of the bed and sobs.

DOWNSTAIRS LIVING ROOM

Tapper sits on a coffee table, eats raw hamburger with his 
fingers and watches the news.

INSERT TELEVISION

A REPORTER is outside the hospital. A car behind her has 
“CDC” on the door. The reporter, frantic with excitement.

REPORTER
...reported attacks now from Las 
Vegas, Boulder City, and Nelson 
have prompted the governor to call 
in the National Guard.

BACK TO SCENE

Cootie walks slowly down the stairs, stops behind Tapper. He 
notices the spreading rot on Tapper’s hand, now quarter size.

REPORTER (O.S.)
The CDC has taken control here at 
the hospital.

COOTIE
That cream isn’t working.

Cootie looks from Tapper’s hands to the T.V.

INSERT TELEVISION - PICTURE OF HAPPY HOMEMAKER

REPORTER (O.S.)
This woman, believed to be the 
first attacker, is still at large, 
despite being technically dead.

BACK TO SCENE

COOTIE
Jesus Christ. You think this has 
anything to do with that shit from 
your car? It was all over the 
shells.

Tapper checks out his hand. He holds up some hamburger.
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TAPPER
Possibly. You want some?

EXT. CALVADA MEADOWS AIRPORT - NIGHT

Tapper and Cootie lean against their car and watch a small 
twin engine plane taxi to a stop. Tapper picks at the oozing 
sores on his hand.

FRANKIE, late 30s, clean shaven business professional, exits 
the plane, heads for the terminal building.

His BODYGUARD, a mountain of a man barely contained in his 
casual clothes, follows. 

Tapper and Cootie cross the small parking lot and crouch 
beside a late model Hummer. 

Tapper carries his shotgun, Cootie a pistol.

Frankie, briefcase in hand, and followed by his Bodyguard, 
exit the building, approach the Hummer on the far side.

Tapper and Cootie stand as Frankie reaches the car. Tapper 
pumps the shotgun to get their attention.

Frankie drops the briefcase, throws his hands in the air. The 
Bodyguard freezes, his eyes evaluate the situation.

FRANKIE
Whoa, Tapper, my man! What’s up 
with the artillery?

TAPPER
Cootie and I are playing catch-22.

The bodyguard slowly moves his hand toward his back.

FRANKIE
I don’t get it.

Tapper aims at the Bodyguard.

TAPPER
Tired of living?

The bodyguard, hands in front. Tapper looks back to Frankie.

TAPPER
Ya, catch-22. See, I’m after money 
to run from Gary, but Cootie here 
wants to kill Gary and everyone 
that works for him. You get it?
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FRANKIE
No.

TAPPER
Well if Cootie finishes first, I 
won’t need to fucking run. But I 
can still use the money, so it’s a 
win win for me ya see.

Tapper looks at the briefcase.

TAPPER
So, I’ll be wanting that, assuming 
it’s cash. And your keys.

The Bodyguard slowly pulls keys from his pocket, tosses them 
to Tapper, who lets them fall on the ground, smiles at the 
Bodyguard.

TAPPER
Nice try.

FRANKIE
Gary ain’t gonna like this.

TAPPER
Thing is, no matter how many 
reasons he has, he can only kill me 
once. That’s the beauty of dying.

Tapper looks at Cootie.

TAPPER
Sweet. I’m up, one to nothing.

Tapper nods at the Bodyguard.

TAPPER
Kill him too? He ain’t management.

Cootie shakes his head.

TAPPER
Go ahead. Remember what I told ya.

Cootie aims at Frankie with both hands, the gun shakes. 

Frankie backs away.

FRANKIE
No, man. No. Don’t do this, man.

Frankie turns and bolts. 
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Cootie fires, hits Frankie in the thigh. Frankie stumbles, 
but keeps going.

Tapper levels the shotgun, BLASTS Frankie in the back.

Frankie sails through the air, crashes to the ground. 

Tapper nods at the Bodyguard.

TAPPER
This is your lucky day.

The Bodyguard breaks, takes off at a run. 

Tapper blows a hole in his back, sends him flying on a short 
trip to the ground.

Cootie, shakes, gun still pointed, stares at Tapper.

TAPPER
I lied. No sense in giving them 
early warning.

Tapper walks to Frankie, hunkers down next to the body.

He dips his finger in the blood, looks at the redness of it 
on his fingertip.

COOTIE
What the fuck are ya doing?

Tapper snaps out of it, walks back toward Cootie.

TAPPER
That’s not bad. You got step two 
down, and that’s the hard one. 
Aiming will get better with some 
practice.

EXT. OPEN FIELD - DAY

Frankie’s Hummer rolls through the tall grass and stops near 
a tree by a small stream.

INT. HUMMER - DAY

Tapper and Cootie gather weapons as the radio plays.
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RADIO
...nearing epidemic proportions. 
Some reports indicate gang 
cannibalism, but others show a 
pattern of these ‘zombies’ 
following habitual rituals, 
attacking people at home and work..

EXT. OPEN FIELD - DAY

Tapper and Cootie get out, carry a variety of guns and ammo 
to a stump near the water.

COOTIE
I really do know how to shoot. I 
was just nervous is all.

Tapper loads up weapons.

TAPPER
Never hurts to practice. A couple 
hints from me and you’ll be a pro 
in five minutes.

Cootie checks his pistol, looks into the woods.

COOTIE
What do you want me to hit?

A squirrel runs along a branch thirty yards in the woods. 
Tapper points it out. 

Cootie takes aim, squeezes off three shots, splits wood. The 
squirrel darts away.

MOE, 26, thin, tumbling dark hair, wears jeans and a T-shirt, 
spooks from behind the trees, waves her arms.

MOE
Hey, assholes! I look like a 
fucking deer?

Cootie lowers his weapon, stares in surprise. 

TAPPER
Looks like a girl.

Moe crashes through the brush, rants and raves.

MOE
Jesus Christ. You guys bother to 
look before you start shooting?

21.



COOTIE
Sorry. What were you doing?

MOE
I was going to kill myself, if 
that’s any of your business.

TAPPER
Trying to hide yourself to death?

She glares at Tapper.

COOTIE
Why would you do that?

MAN
Because my life is full of assholes
like you, alright?

Tapper raises his weapon to her head. Her eyes go wide.

Cootie pushes her at the same time Tapper fires. The bullet 
whizzes by her head, chews bark from a nearby tree.

Moe covers her ear, scrambles to her feet, enraged.

MOE
What the fuck is wrong with you?

TAPPER
Just trying to help.

MOE
Are you fucking crazy?

TAPPER
Would I know if I was?

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Gary trudges along toward the back alongside Jack. He’s 
furious, his face a reddened beet. 

GARY
Almost four hundred thousand. Mutha
fucker.

JACK
And they killed Frankie.

GARY
Fine, I’ll subtract the bullet from 
what they owe.
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Gary stops short, his fat belly wobbles to rest. He uses his 
finger to emphasize his words.

GARY
These low life cocksuckers need to 
serve as a lesson to others. I want 
them killed to death, painfully!

JACK
They took Frankie’s car.

GARY
Why should I give a shit?

JACK
Because we can track it.

GARY
Good. Then I’ll expect their heads 
on my desk soon. 

EXT. OPEN FIELD - DAY

Cootie and Moe sit in front of the Hummer, lean against it. 
Tapper, at the edge of the woods, relieves himself.

COOTIE
Getting dumped on seems a stupid  
reason to kill yourself.

MOE
You’re right. I should fucking kill 
him instead.

COOTIE
We can help with that.

MOE
(excited)

Seriously?

COOTIE
Why not? We’re on a killing spree 
anyway. Be like Bonnie and Clyde.

Moe looks toward Tapper, who shakes off and zips up.

MOE
Bonnie, Clyde, and Madman.

COOTIE
He’s a good guy. Simple. Honest.
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MOE
And crazy... I’m glad you pushed me 
before Mr. Good guy shot me.

TAPPER
He thought he was helping.

Moe takes Cootie’s hand in hers. They watch Tapper walk 
toward the car.

TAPPER
Let’s not get soppy. There’s people 
to rob and kill.

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Jack stands near the loading dock doors, surrounded by 
several THUGS and Frankie’s Bodyguard. 

JACK
Everyone pairs up. When you get a 
line on Frankie’s car, call me.

THUG
Should we kill them?

JACK
You sneak in the gene pool? Yes, 
kill them. But save heads. Gary 
wants them for trophies.

Jack punches a button and the overhead crank pulls the heavy 
metal door up. Standing on the dock just outside-

FRANKIE

Ashen, multiple oozing sores on his face and arms. Half his 
chest an open wound, and eyes a gray death. 

He walks toward the group, who back up nervously.

JACK
Frankie?

Frankie turns his dead eyes to Jack, then turns back, grabs 
the closest Thug, and buries his teeth into the man’s neck. 

The Thug screams. 

The others pull Frankie off, but he fights like a demon, 
claws, scratches, and bites. They pin him to the floor as he 
chews flesh. 
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The bitten Thug falls, blood pounds from his ripped artery, 
flops about like a fish in a boat.

Jack pulls his pistol, steps forward and puts a bullet in 
Frankie’s skull. 

Frankie’s brains scatter the floor, he falls silent and 
still... dead again.

INT. HUMMER - DAY

Tapper pulls up in front of a plain house in a plain 
neighborhood, as two National guard jeeps full of soldiers 
rolls by. 

Cootie sleeps in the back. Moe sits in the passenger seat.

MOE
This is it. Come on in. It will 
take me a few minutes.

Moe jumps out and heads for the house. Tapper follows.

INT. MOE’S HOUSE - DAY

Tapper sits on the sofa, watches the television news 
broadcast. ELANA, 50s, runs a vacuum across the faded and 
worn rug. 

Tapper uses the remote to turn the sound up.

TELEVISION
...once bitten, die in minutes, but 
apparently re-animate, sometimes 
quickly, in other cases hours 
later.

Elana runs over a piece of string several times before she 
leans over, picks it up, rubs it into a ball, and drops it 
back on the floor. 

This time, when she runs the machine over it, it disappears.

TAPPER
Cool trick.

Elana looks at him, determines if he’s being a smart-ass.
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TELEVISION
Airports have been shut down in a 
dozen cities and roadblocks set up 
on all major roads, in an effort to 
prevent the further spread of what 
is being called the “Z-Contagion”..

A KNOCK at the front door. 

Elana, apparently unable to hear it. Tapper heads to the 
door, reaches for the gun in his waistband. 

EXT. MOE’S HOUSE - DAY

TWO GIRLSCOUTS, about eight or nine, with their cute little 
uniforms and perfect smiles, hold boxes of cookies. Tapper 
opens the front door.

GIRLSCOUT
We’re raising money for our troop. 
Would you like to buy some cookies?

Tapper looks out to the street, can’t see Cootie in the 
Hummer. A YOUNG WOMAN of about thirty stands on the sidewalk, 
watches the girls.

TAPPER
I thought you took orders for those 
and delivered them later.

GIRLSCOUT
These are ones people didn’t take.

TAPPER
They already pay for them?

The girls look at each other. The Young Woman moves a little 
closer, trys to hear.

GIRLSCOUT
I think. Maybe.

Tapper looks at the girls like a stern father.

TAPPER
So you just giving them away so 
they get eaten? Or trying to double 
charge for them.

The girls look a bit scared.

A black van rounds the corner and heads down the street.
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Tapper checks it out, sees a gun issue from the passenger 
window, at the end of a burly arm.

The young woman is between Tapper and the van. He bolts 
toward her.

TAPPER
Get down!

The woman stops, startled, as Tapper bowls into her, sends 
them both to the dirt as two GUNSHOTS ring out.

Tapper rolls to his knees, takes aim at the escaping van, and 
fires as it turns the corner. 

The van swerves wildly, jumps the curb, and smashes into a 
row of hedges.

Tapper jumps to his feet and hauls ass toward the van, his 
pistol in front of him.

The DRIVER stumbles from the van, gun in hand, his neck sends 
out a flow of blood in rhythm to his heart. 

Tapper ends him with a shot to the head.

The SHOOTER exits through the back of the van, crouches low 
and takes a shot at Tapper. 

A bit of pavement sparks up in front of Tapper as he weaves. 

The shooter races for the corner, grabs a NEWSPAPER BOY 
around the waist, and crouches behind him.

Tapper stops, takes aim. 

The Shooter fires off two shots, narrowly misses Tapper. 

Tapper runs for the closest lawn, dives behind a bush.

The Shooter picks the boy up with one arm around him, 
scrambles across the street. 

Tapper stands, takes careful aim with both hands, and fires. 

A chunk of flesh blows off the Shooters shoulder. He drops 
the boy, spins toward Tapper just in time to take a bullet in 
the forehead. 

He drops to the ground.

The Newspaper boy drops his bag and bolts down the street.
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Tapper walks back toward the house as neighbors come outside 
in a panic and sirens wail in the distance. 

Moe exits the house, arms full of bags, heads for the Hummer, 
oblivious.

The Young woman holds the two crying girlscouts in her arms, 
comforts them. She looks up at Tapper as he stops beside 
them. She is shaken, scared.

YOUNG WOMAN
Thank you.

Tapper stares curiously for a moment, between the Young woman 
and the children she protects.

TAPPER
How much for the cookies?

INT. HUMMER - DAY

Cootie drives, Moe in back, Tapper in the passenger seat.

COOTIE
We gotta get rid of this fucking
thing. They must be tracking us.

TAPPER
Just as easy to have them find us. 
Trick is to have them find us in 
the right place.

MOE
Lucas’s cabin is perfect.

They pass down a main road in town, a string of army vehicles 
along the curb, soldiers run to take positions at every 
intersection.

At a corner, a small crowd watches two soldiers wrestle a 
decrepit ZOMBIE to the ground. 

A WOMAN in the crowd cries, as a FRIEND applies a 
handkerchief to the Woman’s bloody arm.

Cootie drives slowly past, he and Moe stare.

MOE
Holy shit. What’s going on?

COOTIE
Where have you been?
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TAPPER
Hiding in the woods.

Moe glares at Tapper.

COOTIE
There’s a zombie epidemic.

MOE
Fine, don’t tell me.

COOTIE
I’m serious, people running around 
biting each other.

Moe stares back at the crowd of people and soldiers. 

A SOLDIER fires a shot into the Zombies head, another into 
the wounded woman.

Moe gasps.

MOE
Oh my God!

TAPPER
Read a paper once in a while.

Tapper indifferently picks at his scabs, that now cover half 
his forearm. 

As he picks, his finger nail breaks off. 

He picks it up, stares at it, looks at his oozing fingertip. 

He squeezes it with his other hand, forces a thick bloody 
mucus out, surprised at the lack of pain.

The Hummer screeches to a halt.

Tapper looks up. 

A Zombie stands in front of them in the middle of the road, 
dressed in a business suit. 

Looks like he’s on his way to work, except for the dead eyes 
and the blood that covers his face and soaks his shirt.

A WOMAN steps from a store, screams.

The Zombie lumbers her way. 

Tapper sticks his pistol out the window and blows the 
Zombie’s head off, blood punctuates the store window.
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TAPPER
Used to be such a quiet town.

Cootie drives on. Moe sits in silent shock.

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

A DOZEN THUGS and Jack, listen to a bristling Gary as he 
paces the floor.

GARY
They want a war! They’ll rue the 
day they decided to fuck me over!

THUG
Didn’t we try to fuck them over 
first? I mean, trying to kill them?

Gary stops, unbelieving. He looks at Jack. Jack pulls a 
pistol from his shoulder holster, smashes the butt into the 
Thugs forehead. The Thug staggers, drops to the floor.

GARY
Anyone else on their side?

He glances around. Everyone seems content to stay quiet.

GARY
We find them, and we all go. He’ll 
think it’s the fucking Alamo.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - NIGHT

The large cabin sits among the trees, isolated in the hilly 
woods of the Spring Mountains near Carpenter Canyon. 

A deck serves as porch in front, at level ground, as balcony 
on the side, where the ground falls away to woods below.

A small storage bin under the deck along the side. A two seat 
porch swing graces the front of the deck.

The cabin is well lit, a four door pickup truck and a car 
parked in the dirt drive, which makes a loop around a huge 
tree in front of the cabin.

Cootie kills the headlights and rolls to a quiet stop. With 
the windows down, the sounds of laughter can be heard from 
the cabin.

COOTIE
Sounds like a party.
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MOE
It’s always a party. He grows dope.

COOTIE
No shit? 

MOE
He’s one of the biggest suppliers 
of domestic weed in the state. Has 
connections that keep the feds from 
looking too close.

TAPPER
Not to hurry you, but we have  
people to kill.

MOE
(sarcastic)

Oh, I wouldn’t want to hold us up.

They exit the car, Tapper with his shotgun. Cootie puts a 
couple pistols in his waistband. They move toward the cabin.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

A fireplace roars, music plays from a surround sound system.

The living room is large, walls of warm wood. A short bar, 
comfortable seating, bookshelves, television. Built for 
entertaining. 

Lucas sits at the bar, tells stories to Mickey and Beth.

Felicia sits in a comfortable overstuffed chair in the 
corner, jeans and long sleeve blouse, idly rubs her arm as 
she reads.

LUCAS
...and we call it the haunting tree 
because that’s where he hung 
himself, right in front of the 
house, and on hot summer nights 
under the full moon, you can still 
hear him swinging on the rope and 
calling her name.

The front door opens, and Tapper walks in, shotgun at the 
ready, followed by Moe and Cootie. 

Nobody notices until Tapper blasts the stereo system to shit, 
pieces fly around the room like confetti.

Everyone turns, startled, paralyzed with fear and confusion. 
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Beth drops her glass and it shatters on the hardwood floor, a 
loud sound in the sudden quiet.

Felicia, surprised but calm, silently stares at Tapper.

TAPPER
Which one is Lucas?

Moe points Lucas out with a smile. Tapper points at him with 
the barrel of the gun, motions to a chair.

TAPPER
Sit.

Lucas sits, his drink shakes, ice cubes rattle.

TAPPER
Anyone else here?

Lucas shakes his head. Tapper nods at Cootie.

TAPPER
Go check.

Cootie takes off to search the cabin. Moe follows. Tapper 
looks around at the stunned and fearful faces.

TAPPER
Go on with your party. Pretend I’m 
not even here.

Mickey and Beth stay at the bar, exchange fearful glances. 

Tapper walks to Lucas.

LUCAS
Please, God, don’t kill me.

TAPPER
I’m not going to kill you.

Lucas looks up at Tapper with hopeful pleading eyes.

TAPPER
Your ex girlfriend is gonna kill 
you. A woman scorned, you know?

Lucas wails.

LUCAS
Why, man? What the fuck?

32.



TAPPER
Stop acting like a baby. You think 
you were going to live forever?

Moe and Cootie enter from the hallway. Cootie gives Tapper a 
shake of the head. 

Moe smiles at Lucas. She walks to him, runs her fingers 
through his hair.

MOE
Surprised to see me?

Lucas looks at her desperately.

LUCAS
Moe, I’m so fucking sorry. 

MOE
I bet. Sorry I didn’t kill myself. 

LUCAS
No! I looked for you, I swear. I 
felt so bad about... Oh, God.

Lucas cries, head in hands. Looks up, red eyes full of fear.

LUCAS
We were so good together. I loved 
you so much.

MOE
So much that you decided to stick 
your dick in my best friend.

LUCAS
She meant nothing to me, I swear.

MOE
So we were less than nothing? Jesus 
Christ. If you were in love with 
her I could sympathize, but she 
meant nothing?

Tapper notices Felicia. Their eyes meet... 

Lucas wails.

LUCAS
Oh, Jesus. Don’t do this. I’ll do 
anything you want.

Moe, fiendish, looks to Cootie.

33.



MOE
Go ahead. Do it.

TAPPER
Whoa, whoa. What the fuck is this? 

Tapper holds the shotgun under his arm, snatches the gun from 
Cootie, grabs Moe’s hand, and slaps the gun into it.

TAPPER
We don’t need a fucking manager. If 
you’re on the team, pull your 
weight.

Moe glares, turns to face Lucas, points the gun at his chest.

LUCAS
Moe, please.

Her hands shake. She stares at him, determined. Her resolve 
breaks. She lowers the weapon, turns to Tapper.

MOE
We don’t all have killing in us.

TAPPER
Sure we do. It’s just some have a 
harder time getting it out.

Tapper pumps the shotgun, turns to Lucas, whose face drains 
to a ghostly pale, eyes wide. 

Felicia looks on, interested, but dispassionate.

Tapper hesitates, surprises himself. After a moment, lets the 
shotgun hang in his hand. 

TAPPER
Fuck it. 

Tapper looks around the room at each of them.

TAPPER
I need keys and cell phones.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - NIGHT

Tapper pulls the ignition wires from the car and slams the 
hood closed. He turns toward the truck, stops short. Felicia 
stands in front of him.

FELICIA
Remember me?
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TAPPER
The bar, right?

FELICIA
You grabbed my arm.

Felicia pulls up her sleeve. 

Her arm is spotted with several grey spots, some dry and 
hard, others, wet and inflamed. 

TAPPER
You seen a doctor?

FELCIA
Why?

TAPPER
Thought I could get free advice.

FELICIA
Don’t you watch the news?

TAPPER
I didn’t bite you.

FELICIA
No, you just wanted to fuck me. 
That still seem appealing?

Felicia walks back into the cabin. Tapper stares after her, 
moves to the truck.

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Gary rummages through a desk, finds a gun, blows dust off it. 
Jack stands behind him, amused.

JACK
Been a while?

Gary inspects the gun, ensures its loaded.

GARY
Don’t worry about me.

Gary stands, puts the pistol in his waistband, where his fat 
threatens to hide it forever.

GARY
The boys ready?
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JACK
Waiting on us.

GARY
You sure they’re at Lucas’s? My 
Lucas?

JACK
One and the same.

GARY
If he’s part of this, my sister 
will be childless.

JACK
You sure you want to go up there, 
with all that’s going on?

GARY
Airports shut down, business at a 
stand still, and only one thing on 
the mind of every cop in the city. 
What more could we ask for?

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Beth sleeps on the couch, Mickey on a stuffed chair. 

Tapper sits in front of the television, watches the news in 
rapt incredulousness. 

INSERT TELEVISION

Close-up of a reporter, frantic, frightened, and unkempt.

TELEVISION
...in other countries. Attempts to 
quarantine have been abandoned. 
Police and military have been 
ordered to shoot on sight. Only 
destruction of the brain has been 
confirmed lethal. Authorities 
advise immediate execution of 
anyone that has been bitten.

BACK TO SCENE

Tapper gets up, stretches, grimaces as his knee pops. He 
silently walks through the room, moves into the-

HALLWAY
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And quietly makes his way to the bathroom door, pauses as the 
sound of lovemaking catches his ear.

He treads softly to the next door, opens it quietly. In the-

FIRST BEDROOM

Lucas lies in bed on his back. Moe rides him, moans.

Tapper quietly closes the door. Furious, he makes his way 
down the hall, looks in the-

SECOND BEDROOM

Where Cootie sleeps alone in a double size bed. 

He continues, checks a door that leads downstairs, moves on 
to the last door and opens it. The-

THIRD BEDROOM

Where Felicia sleeps, dressed, but uncovered. 

He stares from the doorway before he enters, walks to the 
foot of the bed, where a folded blanker lies.

Tapper stands, silently watches Felicia sleep, her chest 
rising and falling with her soft breaths. He takes the 
blanket and covers her. 

She turns slightly in her sleep as he tucks the blanket 
around her shoulders. Tapper returns to the-

LIVING ROOM

And sits back in the chair, stares at the television.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Tapper wakes. The television is off. He makes his way to the-

KITCHEN

Where the table is set with a buffet of eggs, bacon, sausage, 
toast, and grits.

Excited talk about the news, quiets when Tapper enters. 

Cootie sits at one end of the table, Moe in his lap, 
playfully feeds him toast. Mickey sits next to them. 

Lucas sits at the opposite end, watches Moe.
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COOTIE
Morning.

Tapper nods. 

A patio style door leads to the deck. Tapper sees Felicia on 
the deck, alone.

Beth is at the stove, frying bacon and sausage. 

Tapper walks over, watches a moment. 

He picks up a piece of raw sausage, holds it to his nose, 
sniffs, puts it back on the plate.

Tapper turns back to the table. 

Beth covertly trashes the sausage he handled.

Tapper takes Moe by the arm.

TAPPER
I need to talk to you.

He pulls her to her feet, drags her toward the door. 

Cootie jumps up. 

COOTIE
What the fuck?

Moe struggles, uselessly.

MOE
Let me go, asshole.

Tapper directs himself to Cootie.

TAPPER
Eat your breakfast.

Cootie stares a moment, takes his seat.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Tapper drags Moe out the front door and to the backside of 
the car. He pushes her against it.

TAPPER
Don’t fuck over my friend.

Moe brushes his hand off her arm.
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MOE
What the hell you talking about?

TAPPER
I saw you.

A fleeting look of surprise on Moe’s face turns to a teasing 
mischievousness. 

MOE
A voyeur, huh? That give you kicks?

TAPPER
Don’t play him. It’s a losing hand.

MOE
You just a little jealous maybe?

Tapper turns to the cabin and takes a step.

MOE
Just because you ain’t getting any, 
doesn’t mean you can tell others 
what the fuck to do.

Tapper turns, backhands her hard across the face. 

She cries out. He grabs her by the shoulders, slams her down 
over the trunk. 

He takes her by the neck, forces himself between her legs, 
presses against her.

Tapper pins her with a hand around her neck, tears her blouse 
open, leans close to her face. 

TAPPER
I take what I want.

He steps away from her.

TAPPER
And I don’t want you.

Tapper heads to the cabin without another word. She slides to 
the ground, scared. She weeps, buttons her torn blouse.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Tapper comes through the front door, seethes. 

He walks to the chair by the T.V., grabs his shotgun. He 
takes shells from his pocket and loads it, heads to the-
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KITCHEN

Where Beth, Mickey, and Cootie talk by the sink. 

They quiet when he enters. 

Cootie looks at Tapper, silently questions, doesn’t dare to 
speak out loud. 

Tapper glances around, sees Lucas on the deck with Felicia. 
He slides the door open, steps out on the-

DECK

And walks toward Lucas, who turns to face him.

BAM!

Smoke drifts from the barrel of the gun as Lucas flies 
backward over the deck rail and plummets to the ground.

Felicia glances at Tapper, shocked, but not afraid. She  
stares down at the body.

Cootie rushes through the door, over to the railing. He looks 
at Lucas, turns to Tapper.

TAPPER
That’s why we came isn’t it?

Tapper walks back in to the-

KITCHEN

And pulls cell phones and keys from his pockets, throws them 
on the table.

TAPPER
Ignition wires are in the trash 
can. Leave if you want.

He walks out of the room, leaves everyone confused. Cootie 
follows him into the-

LIVING ROOM

COOTIE
What the hell is going on?

Tapper looks at him, angry. His anger fades, slowly replaced 
with rare confusion.
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TAPPER
I don’t know. The fucking world is 
falling apart.

Cootie glances at Tapper’s hand, spots of dead skin and sores 
march from hand to elbow.

COOTIE
What about our deal?

TAPPER
I don’t care.

Tapper walks away down the hallway. Cootie shouts after him.

COOTIE
You got your money, so fuck me?

Tapper stops, thoughtful. 

TAPPER
I’m not the one fucking you. Talk 
to your new friend about that.

Tapper continues down the hall.

COOTIE
Right. You know what? Maybe your 
worlds fucked up because you never 
gave a shit about anything. Nothing 
easier to break than a promise.

Tapper stops at the bathroom door, glances back.

TAPPER
We’ll kill them.

He goes in the bathroom.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

A van slowly approaches the cabin, stops just short of the 
Hummer in the drive.

Gary, Jack, and several THUGS pour from the vehicles. 

Gary motions for them to stay back, moves along the tree line 
with Jack, to a position where the cabin is clear.

Jack and Gary observe.

GARY
How many?
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JACK
Figure two per car, a half dozen 
maybe.

GARY
Everyone goes down. I don’t want to 
waste time trying to figure good 
guys from bad guys.

JACK
Your nephew?

GARY
Fuck em.

Gary points to the haunting tree in the center of the looped 
drive.

GARY
Get somebody behind that tree, 
spread the others out around the 
perimeter. Have them move in when 
they hear the first shot.

Jack moves back toward the cars at a crouch.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN BATHROOM - DAY

Tapper stands at the toilet, impatiently waits for his slow 
piss to finish, splashes into the bowl with short jets. 

His shotgun leans against the wall.

A flash of light on the window attracts him.

He shakes off, disgusted, walks to the window and peers out. 
Movement in the trees, glint of a gun. 

He grabs the shotgun, returns to the-

LIVING ROOM

Cootie and Moe argue by the fireplace, quiet as Tapper 
enters. Cootie throws a nasty look at Tapper.

TAPPER
Company.

Tapper moves to the side of the window, peers out from the 
edge of the curtains.

Cootie pulls a pistol, takes the other side of the window.
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INTERCUT WITH:

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Along the tree line, Gary moves closer to the cabin, 
surprisingly nimble. 

He takes cover behind a woodpile. At the-

HAUNTING TREE

A Thug screams in pain as a bloody Lucas grabs him from 
behind, sinks dead teeth into the Thugs neck, and rips out a 
mouthful of flesh.

IN THE CABIN

Cootie glances at Tapper, stunned.

COOTIE
You fucking see that?

TAPPER
I saw. Get everyone in here.

Tapper takes off down the hall.

COOTIE
Where the hell you going?

TAPPER
Close up work.

BACK OF CABIN

Tapper emerges from a downstairs door, crouches behind a 
picnic table, surveils.

FRONT OF CABIN

Gary takes aim from behind the wood pile and FIRES at Lucas, 
hits the Thug instead. Lucas ambles away to the woods.

The Thug lies still and bleeds.

INSIDE - COOTIE

Smashes the window with the gun, fires several shots at Gary, 
tears chunks from the wood pile.

He ducks back beside the wall.

OUTSIDE - GARY
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Ducks low behind the woodpile under a rain of wood splinters.

Thugs open fire from positions around the perimeter, pour a 
hail of lead into the cabin.

Windows shatter. A gutter gives way and falls from one end of 
the cabin, hangs like a metal spider leg. 

Bushes along the front and side of the cabin do a crazy dance 
as bullets convert them to dead empty branches and sticks.

A bullet hits the porch swing chain and it crashes down.

The sound of a scream from in the cabin.

Wood chips fly as bullets riddle the siding.

War rages, Cootie fires from inside, Thugs from outside. 

BACK OF CABIN - TAPPER

Spies a Thug moving close, firing into back side windows.

He waits until the Thug breaks cover, then stands and sends a 
blast into the unsuspecting Thug’s chest.

He runs at a crouch to the woods where the Thug emerged.

INSIDE

Beth, Felicia, and Mickey, join Cootie in the living room, 
Beth a panic of tears and sobs. 

COOTIE
You know how to shoot?

MICKEY
Army.

Cootie pulls the second pistol from his waistband, tosses it. 
Mickey catches it, takes up a position on the other side of 
the window.

MICKEY
Who the fuck’s out there?

COOTIE
Not friends.

Mickey checks the weapon over professionally, aims at Cootie.

MICKEY
Neither are you, and my guess is 
whoever’s out there, wants you.
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Cootie, surprised, stares at Mickey.

MICKEY
Put it down.

Cootie obliges.

MICKEY
Get it, Beth.

Beth crawls across the floor, picks up the gun, retreats.

The gunfire pauses. 

Mickey takes advantage of the relative quiet, hollers through 
the window.

MICKEY
Hold your fire. We’re coming out!

OUTSIDE

GARY
Hold your fire!

Gary spots Jack behind a car, shrugs.

In the woods behind Gary, Tapper creeps stealthily forward.

At the cabin, the front door opens. 

Cootie steps out, hands on his head, followed by Moe, then 
Mickey, gun in hand, trained on Cootie’s back.

MICKEY
I don’t know who you are, but you 
can do whatever the fuck you want 
with these scum.

GARY
Where’s the other one?

MICKEY
He’s not here.

Gary signals the others, waddles to the front of the cabin. 

Thugs emerge from the perimeter, converge with Gary, keep 
weapons ready.

Jack hangs back at his position behind the car. 

TAPPER
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Sees Jack, holds his position at the treeline. 

HAUNTING TREE

The bitten Thug twitches. Nobody notices.

FRONT OF THE CABIN

Gary and his Thugs form a semi circular line a dozen feet 
from the porch.

GARY
Where’s my money?

COOTIE
You’d have to ask Tapper.

GARY
Okay, smartass, where’s Tapper?

The Thug next to last in line screams as the bitten Thug 
lunches on his arm. 

Everyone’s attention is drawn to the Zombie. The Thug at the 
end fires in panic, hits the third Thug in line.

GARY
Jesus Christ.

The remaining Thugs line up shots, but in the confusion and 
haste, another Thug is shot and another bitten before the 
Zombie Thug is put down with a bullet in the head from Jack, 
still behind the car.

AT THE SAME TIME

Cootie spins, plants an elbow into Mickey’s face, wrestles 
for the gun. 

Gary shoots at Cootie, but hits Mickey in the head. 

Mickey’s dead. 

Cootie grabs the gun, fires wildly, hits another Thug.

Gary runs for cover behind the truck. Pandemonium. 

Cootie grabs Moe by the arm, drags her back in the cabin.

AT THE TREE LINE - TAPPER

Fires a blast at Jack, forces him to take cover in the woods. 

Tapper sprints toward the cabin, pumps the shotgun.
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He blows the arm off a Thug, pumps again on the run. 

BEHIND THE CAR - GARY

Takes a few shots at Tapper, digs up dirt. 

A Thug joins Gary behind the car. 

TAPPER

Continues to pump and fire, takes down the last two Thugs in 
front of the cabin, as he weaves his way to the porch.

LUCAS

Ambles from the trees to the car, bites the ear off the Thug 
with Gary. The Thug fires reflexively, hits Gary in the leg. 

Gary puts a bullet in Lucas’s head, then the Thug’s chest. 

Lucas grabs as he falls, scratches Gary’s face as he drops to 
the ground.

GARY
You stupid fuck.

INSIDE

Cootie crouches by the window, fires at a retreating Gary. 

OUTSIDE

Gary makes his way cautiously back into the woods, fires 
behind him as he goes. 

Tapper hits the porch, barges into the cabin. 

The area looks like a slaughterhouse. 

Bodies lie in the dirt, bleed out. A few, wounded, moan and 
twitch. Most are deadly still. Quiet falls.

INSIDE

Tapper takes stock of the situation, sees Felicia, on the 
floor, bleeding. 

TAPPER
Got hit, huh?

FELICIA
(sarcastic)

Genius.
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Tapper helps her up, lies her on the couch, checks the wound.

The bullet passed through, took a chunk from her inside 
thigh, near the crotch.

TAPPER
Get me a bandage.

People stare stupidly at each other.

TAPPER
Move!

BETH
I’ll do it.

Beth runs down the hall.

Tapper moves to tear the pants open at the wound. Felicia 
slaps his hand away. 

FELICIA
I can do it.

She tears the pants from crotch to knee.

Tapper grabs a bottle of vodka from the bar, pours it on the 
open hole in Felicia’s leg. 

Felicia snatches the bottle from his hand with a glare. She 
pours more on the wound, takes a drink, grimaces.

Felicia’s blood runs thick, dark.

Beth returns with bandages and cotton balls. 

Tapper takes them, drops them on Felicia’s crotch, smirks.

TAPPER
Here ya go, Ms. Nightingale.

Cootie walks to the window and peers out.

COOTIE
I don’t see Gary or Jack.

TAPPER
They ran.

COOTIE
I’m going after them.

Tapper pulls shells from his pocket and loads his shotgun.
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TAPPER
Let’s do it.

MOE
You’re leaving us alone?

TAPPER
Come along if you want.

MOE
I’m not going back out there.

TAPPER
Then shut the fuck up.

Tapper takes the gun from Beth, glances at Felicia, hands it 
back to Beth. He moves to the door, looks back at Cootie.

TAPPER
Coming?

Cootie looks at Moe, walks to the door.

Tapper and Cootie walk out.

FELICIA
Dipshit.

OUTSIDE

Tapper and Cootie crouch, move off the porch, run for the 
nearest car. 

Tapper scans the battleground. All is quiet.

AT THE TREE LINE - GARY

Hunkers down behind trees and ties off a torn piece of his 
shirt around his leg, above the wound.

His face twitches. He wipes blood off his cheek, looks at it.

Movement behind him.

He grabs his pistol and turns to see Jack move toward him 
through the woods.

GARY
Where the hell you been?

Gary sets his gun in the dirt, tightens up his bandage.

JACK
Watching your clusterfuck.
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GARY
I don’t pay you to watch.

JACK
Yeah, about that.

Jack points his pistol at Gary.

JACK
I’m thinking it’s time to take the 
money and run, as they say.

GARY
What the fuck are you-

Gary never finishes his thought, as Jack blows a neat hole in 
Gary’s chest, right through the heart. 

AT THE CAR

Cootie and Tapper hear the shot, carefully make their way 
toward it, move from cover to cover.

They spot Gary, approach with weapons ready. 

They stand over him, look at the neat hole in his chest.

COOTIE
I recognize that. A 45.

JACK
You know your bullets.

Tapper and Cootie turn to face Jack, who steps from behind a 
tree, his pistol aimed at them.

JACK
Drop that buffalo shooter.

Tapper and Cootie exchange glances.

JACK
You know I’ll get at least one of 
you. Maybe both. Give me the money 
and you can walk away.

TAPPER
I like walking.

Tapper lets the shotgun fall. Cootie glares at Tapper.

JACK
Yours too.
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Cootie drops it. It hits Gary’s head, and his eyes pop open.

Gary snarls, grabs Cootie’s ankle and chows on it.

Cootie cries out, falls, kicks into Gary’s face.

Jack takes aim at Gary’s head.

Tapper goes for his shotgun.

Jack fires, blows the back of Gary’s head across the trees. 

Tapper grabs the shotgun, fires a blast wildly that tears a 
chunk from the tree by Jack and showers bark on him. 

Jack dives to the ground, rolls, and gets to his feet.

Tapper draws a bead on him. 

Jack runs into the woods, weaves between trees. 

Tapper’s shots send wood chips chasing him.

Cootie checks his wound, tries to stand. Falls back.

COOTIE
Motha fucker bit me! Jesus Christ!

Tapper glances at Cootie’s ankle, his knowing eyes tell the 
story he lies about.

TAPPER
It’s minor.

Tapper takes a look in the woods. 

Cootie shakes uncontrollably. He coughs up blood, cries.

Tapper kneels down beside him, wipes the blood from Cootie’s  
cheek with his fingers. 

Cootie looks at him with frightened eyes.

TAPPER
We got him, Cootie. 

Cootie has a spasm, reaches for Tapper’s shirt, pulls him 
close, his eyes wild.

COOTIE
Don’t fucking lie to me.

Cootie’s eyes roll to whites, his mouth moves, but no sound.
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Cootie’s life flees. 

He falls back softly to the ground.

Tapper stands, looks at his friend. He pumps the shotgun, 
points it at Cootie’s face... 

He looks back into the woods.

TAPPER
Fuck it. Maybe you can still get 
the bastard.

He takes Cootie’s gun, walks back to the cabin.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Beth has a small bag packed and waits anxiously.

Moe has no bag, but is even more anxious. 

TAPPER
The keys are in the truck. Don’t 
waste time. Get in and go.

The girls nod.

MOE
You aren’t going?

Tapper glances at Felicia, who sits on the edge of the couch.

TAPPER
No.

MOE
Where’s Cootie?

TAPPER
He won’t be going either.

Moe looks at him closely, barely concealed disgust. 

The girls move to the door. 

Tapper goes to the window and looks outside. A few Thug 
Zombies walk around aimlessly.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Tapper opens the door and steps onto the porch, shotgun in 
hand. Two Zombies near the haunting tree pay no heed to him. 
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He walks to the truck and opens all four doors, turns to the 
house, motions to the girls. 

The girls hurry out to the truck.

The Zombies at the tree immediately head toward them. 

Tapper fires a shot in the dirt in front of the Zombies and 
they stop, confused.

Beth climbs in the back seat, closes the doors.

Felicia moves to the passenger door, stands there.

Tapper hands Moe a pistol. She gets in the driver seat, 
notices Cootie hobble toward her.

Cootie is a disaster, face and chest covered in blood, he 
hobbles ever closer. 

Tapper raises the shotgun, points it at Cootie.

TAPPER
Cootie!

Cooties pauses, looks at Tapper. 

A faint recognition, but brief. 

Cootie heads for Moe, outstretched hands about to close on 
Moe’s throat. Moe frozen with fear.

Tapper rushes forward, pushes Cootie to the ground. 

Moe’s paralysis breaks. She starts the truck. 

Felicia stands at the passenger side. Tapper holds Cootie to 
the ground with his foot.

The Zombies by the tree continue toward the truck.

MOE
Get in!

Felicia slams the door shut, walks back to Tapper. 

The girls stare at her like she was insane.

Moe slams the truck in reverse, backs over one of the 
Zombies. It falls under the truck, head smashes as the tire 
rolls over it.

Moe puts it in drive and fishtails in the dirt, roars down 
the drive.
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Tapper takes his foot off Cootie. 

Cootie stands, and along with the other Zombie, ignores 
Tapper and Felicia, follows the truck. 

Tapper looks at Felicia, question in his eyes. 

FELICIA
They don’t want us. 

Felicia walks to the house. Tapper looks after the Zombies.

LATER

The sun is low, near setting.

TAPPER

Drags the last of the dead Thugs from the front of the cabin 
to a pile of wood where the other dead bodies lie.

He struggles to heave the body onto the pile.

He leans, hands on knees, recovers his breath. 

A Zombie Thug breaks from the edge of the woods, walks slowly 
toward Tapper.

Tapper picks up his shotgun, watches the Zombie approach.

The Zombie stops, sniffs the air, meanders away. 

Tapper looks up at the cabin deck, sees Felicia watch him.

He retrieves lighter fluid from the storage bin at the side 
of the cabin.

He douses the wood pile and bodies, sets the pile of human 
debris ablaze. 

He stands back and watches the black smoke, lost in thought.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - NIGHT

Zombies roam and moan. 

Most are Thugs that arrived with Gary, a few are new comers. 

All are in various states of decrepitude, some quite lively 
and animated, others slow and unsteady.
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INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Zombie groans seep into the room from outside. 

TAPPER

Sits at the table, tired and confused, the shotgun, three 
pistols, and ammo set before him. 

He examines each, pulls two shotgun shells from his pocket.

Felicia prepares plates of raw steak at the counter.

A loud thud at the door in the other room. 

Tapper puts the last shells in the shotgun.

TAPPER
Why didn’t they attack us?

Felicia turns and stares at him, unbelieving. She pulls up 
her sleeve, shows him her arm, rotted from wrist to elbow. 

FELICIA
Because we’re like them. Dead.

Tapper is stunned silent, shocked.

Felicia walks out of the room. Tapper hears the sound of the 
front door open.

He puts a pistol in his lap, pumps the shotgun.

Felicia walks in, leads a Thug Zombie by the arm.

Tapper jumps to his feet, the pistol falls to the floor.

TAPPER
Jesus Christ.

She lets go of the Zombie, who stands there stupidly. Felicia 
returns to the counter. 

Tapper points the shotgun at the Zombie.

Felicia grabs the two plates of raw steak, brings them to the 
table. She sets one down at her seat, places the other one in 
front of the Zombie.

She sits, places a napkin on her lap, takes the steak in her 
hands with great finesse, and takes a bite. 

She looks at the Zombie, that watches her.
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The Zombie looks at the steak, bends over close, sniffs. He 
groans, stands straight, and meanders out of the room.

TAPPER
See, I’m not like him. I love raw 
steak.

Felicia reaches for the other plate, slides it across to 
Tapper. He sits, eats.

FELICIA
You know I’m right. That’s why you 
didn’t shoot earlier.

TAPPER
Bullshit. I didn’t shoot, because 
he was my friend.

FELICIA
Really? What about the others? 
Behind the car?

Tapper rips off a huge bite, chews aggressively.

TAPPER
I’m no fucking Zombie.

FELICIA
Well, we will be.

They eat in charged silence for a moment.

TAPPER
Why did you stay?

FELICIA
Where would I go? I live here.

TAPPER
You? I thought Lucas lived here.

FELICIA
He was staying here. It was our 
parent’s house.

TAPPER
You’re his sister?

FELICIA
I was adopted when I was nine.

Tapper lets this sink in.
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TAPPER
I’m sorry... about Lucas, I mean.

FELICIA
Don’t be sorry on my account. He 
was a complete asshole, like you.

TAPPER
I’m not an asshole.

FELICIA
You put that blanket on me last 
night?

Tapper focuses on his steak.

FELICIA
Alright, maybe you’re not complete.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - NIGHT

The Hummer sits abandoned where it was parked.

JACK

Creeps to it quietly, opens the door. 

The light almost blinds.

He takes a moment to adapt, checks the area, sees nothing.

He gets in, searches, empties the glove box and console, 
looks under seats, crawls in the back. 

He doesn’t find what he looks for.

The door slams.

The light goes out.

Jack stares through the windows into shadow and darkness.

A darker shadow flits by a side window. 

Jack fires a shot, the glass explodes. 

A scrape against the car, the other side. 

He spins in the seat, blasts another window.

Feet shuffle outside. 

Jack spins in panic, tries to see everywhere at once. 
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The front passenger door opens, light overwhelms.

Jack fires at the door. SLAM. 

Darkness again.

He leans over the seat, strains eyes on the passenger window.

The driver side door opens, light. It slams, dark.

Jack fires twice through the driver side, more glass 
shatters, rains into the seat.

He stares into the darkness, listens. Silence. A moment.

The interrupted crickets chirp, an owl hoots far off.

Jack holds the gun at the ready, opens the door.

He carefully steps out. 

Branches crack at the edge of the woods. 

Jack fires into the darkness. 

The cracking noises rush toward him. A deer materializes from 
the dark, races past him, across the road.

He leans against the car, catches his breath.

He looks both ways along the side of the car, spots a trail 
of blood that leads to the front.

He moves cautiously forward, steps around the front of the 
car. Nothing. 

He looks behind him and along the side of the driveway, over 
to the woods. Only darkness.

He crosses the front of the car slowly, aims down the other 
side as he steps clear. 

Nothing. He relaxes, turns back.

Cootie LUNGES toward him, his face a twisted caricature, a 
hideous twisted grin exposes bloody teeth.

Jack raises the pistol, squeezes the trigger. 

Cooties head shatters, his brains fly into the dark night.
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INT. CABIN - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Tapper shuffles around aimlessly, investigates with the 
curiosity of a child.

The Television is on. A talking heads round table discussion.

MODERATOR (O.S.)
...shoot on sight is nothing less 
than murder.

TALKING HEAD 1 (O.S.)
Spare us the liberal hogwash. The 
only hope of our survival is quick 
action.

Tapper moves along the bookshelf, silently reads titles.

TALKING HEAD 2 (O.S.)
I expect our only real hope is to 
study these creatures and determine-

TALKING HEAD 1 (O.S.)
Study them? They’re mindless 
killing machines.

MODERATOR (O.S.)
I suspect you favor building an 
army of these-

Tapper selects a photo album from the shelf, takes it to the 
coffee table, and flips it open.

TALKING HEAD 2 (O.S.)
They aren’t mindless! They have a 
survival instinct, some token 
memory of their past, and although 
rudimentary, a sense of the world 
around-

TALKING HEAD 1 (O.S.)
What about a sense of right and 
wrong?

The first picture, a young handsome man bending over a crib. 

MODERATOR (O.S.)
They can’t function in society if 
that’s what you are suggesting. 
Their motor skills-

TALKING HEAD 2 (O.S.)
A well fed and healthy undead can 
be surprisingly agile.

59.



A baby, smiling, holds the man’s finger, her tiny digits 
wrapped around the one, her face a smile of love and trust.

Beneath the picture, written: “Felicia - 3 months”

Tapper looks at it soulfully, flips the page.

TALKING HEAD 1
Healthy? They feed on us for 
Christ’s sake. You want to-

MODERATOR (O.S.)
There have been reports of them 
eating animals as well, so it’s 
obviously not imperative they eat 
human flesh.

This picture shows a young couple pushing a stroller through 
the park in the rain. 

TALKING HEAD 1 (O.S.)
They eat only living flesh! I think 
that’s a problem.

The smiling man holds an umbrella over the stroller, the 
laughing woman soaked to the bone.

TALKING HEAD 2 (O.S.)
I don’t see how that’s any more a 
problem than us slaughtering 
animals before we eat them.

Tapper flips the page. 

TALKING HEAD 1
Maybe if they ate your wife and 
children you’d feel differently!

An eight by ten picture of a couple posed with two children, 
a young Lucas and Felicia. Felicia looks sad. The man in the 
picture is not the one from the baby picture.

MODERATOR (O.S.)
The point is, these are, or were, 
human beings, and to simply execute 
them defies everything that makes 
us human.

An edge of newspaper peeks from the bottom of the picture. 
Tapper pulls it from under the photograph, unfolds it.

INSERT: NEWSPAPER CLIPPING - HEADLINE

“PETERSONS ADOPT CHILD OF MURDERED COUPLE”
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BACK TO SCENE

Tapper reads the news clipping.

TALKING HEAD 1 (O.S.)
If we don’t execute them, and 
rapidly, there won’t be a human 
race at all.

The Television suddenly roars with static, startles Tapper. 
He drops the clipping on the table, turns to the T.V..

He grabs the remote, flicks through channels, all the same. 

He shuts the set off.

Tapper turns back to see Felicia holding the news clipping. 
Her eyes are sad, wet. He looks at her. 

She sniffs, turns her face away and wipes her eye.

Tapper is mystified, silent as she folds the clipping and 
returns it to the album. 

She closes the book and puts it back on the shelf. She speaks 
without turning to him.

FELICIA
What are your plans?

TAPPER
I don’t know. If you’re right...

FELICIA
Then we’re likely the only two of 
our kind.

She turns to face him.

FELICIA
You can stay if you want, but 
you’ll have to work.

TAPPER
I have money.

Felicia sits on the table, close to Tapper.

FELICIA
Money is worthless. We’re falling 
apart. Soon we won’t be able to go 
into the outside world at all, 
assuming it survives. 
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TAPPER
I don’t think I-

FELICIA
Listen, you were right. We’re not 
like them. I think as long as we 
resist the great temptation, and 
don’t eat living flesh, we may 
never be like them. But you’ve 
noticed changes, just like I have, 
and they’ll get worse.

Tapper looks away, bothered, unconsciously picks at the 
worsening scars and blisters on his forearm.

TAPPER
What kind of work?

FELICIA
Food for one thing. We’re almost 
out of meat. There are a few traps 
in the basement. We’re going to 
have to use them.

TAPPER
I can do that.

FELICIA
And we’re going to have to force 
ourselves to eat fruits and 
vegetables as well.

Tapper gags at the thought.

TAPPER
Sounds like you planned for this.

FELICIA
You know I liked you, until you 
opened your mouth. Survival is 
mostly mental preparedness and will 
to live. If your not up to that, 
you can leave. 

Tapper gets up, heads for the hallway.

TAPPER
What else?

FELICIA
Wood. It’s going to get cold at 
night and the oil will be gone. 
We’ll have to learn to get by 
without utilities.

62.



Tapper turns back at the hall, looks at her with newfound 
appreciation. He walks down the hall.

Felicia listens as his footsteps fade down the stairs to the 
basement. She pulls her jeans open, lifts the bandage to 
check her leg.

The hole has closed, but the wound is blackish and scaly. 

She pokes at it with her finger, indifferently. The skin is 
hard and she has no reaction. No pain.

She hears the outside basement door slam. She smiles.

SERIES OF SHOTS - TAPPER AND FELICIA GET TO WORK

A) Tapper sets traps in the woods.

B) Felicia peels vegetables at the sink, gags.

C) Tapper chops wood.

D) Felicia unpacks a survival kit at the kitchen table.

E) Tapper, exhausted, stacks wood beside the cabin.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Felicia sits, reads. Tapper flips channels on the muted 
television. Every one the same. Snow. 

He’s agitated, flicks the television off.

FELICIA
I bet you wish you hadn’t blown up 
the stereo.

Tapper’s angry, but it passes with her mischievous smile.

TAPPER
I’m going into town in the morning. 
I’ll pick up a radio.

FELICIA
There’s an emergency radio in the 
kitchen. The small towns are doing 
a lot better than the big cities.

He gets up, heads for the kitchen.

FELICIA
I put a note on the counter. Things 
we need, if you can find them.
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EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DRIVEWAY - DAY

The car rolls up the dirt drive toward the cabin, front seat 
full of bags. It stops abruptly by the Hummer. 

TAPPER

Emerges, walks haltingly to the side of the drive.

He bends over Cootie’s dead and wasted body, gently lifts 
what remains of the head. 

He stares at the lifeless eyes. His own grow wet, his jaw 
set, lips quiver. He strives to control his emotions.

He struggles to pick up the body.

Tapper carries Cootie toward the house.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Felicia stands at the window, watches Tapper place a rock 
over the freshly filled grave beside the cabin.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Tapper lies on the bed, face up, hands folded over his 
stomach, stares at the ceiling in despair and regret. 

The bedroom door opens and Felicia walks in hesitantly, 
closes the door, moves to the edge of the bed.

FELICIA
I’m sorry about your friend.

Tapper, pulled from his thoughts, looks at her. Her face, 
like his own, pasty and pale.

TAPPER
It was my fault. All of it.

Tapper shifts uncomfortably, looks away.

FELICIA
You’re not God.

He looks back at her, finds some relief in her merciful eyes, 
and is embarrassed. He looks away.

TAPPER
I don’t know what I am anymore.
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Felicia sits on the edge of the bed, looks at him with 
knowing compassion.

FELICIA
I don’t blame you.

TAPPER
You should.

FELICIA
Would things be any different?

She puts her hand over his.

FELICIA
I don’t worry about being bitten.

She manages a weak smile. So does he.

TAPPER
Just shot in the head.

She lies down beside him, surprises him, pleasantly.

FELICIA
My life wasn’t great before.

TAPPER
I thought beautiful women had 
everything they wanted.

She chokes a thin laugh.

FELICIA
I was never beautiful.

Tapper rolls to his side, gazes into her eyes. He traces her 
chin with a scabby finger.

TAPPER
I think you’re still beautiful.

This time her laugh is fuller, richer.

FELICIA
Eyes gone, check.

He leans over her. Their eyes lock, unsure of the absurd 
moment. He presses his dry cracked lips to hers.

She responds, puts her hand to his neck, pulls him tight.
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INT. LUCAS’S CABIN BATHROOM - DAY

Tapper steps from the shower, grabs the towel from the rack. 

He pulls the towel to his face in a bunch, smells it 
appreciatively. 

He roughly dries, tears a large flap of skin along his left 
arm. It hangs like a flag from his elbow. 

The underside looks raw and red, but doesn’t bleed. Tiny 
black lines spiderweb across the flesh. 

He stares at it stupidly, amazed. 

He gently pats himself dry, careful not to pull skin away. 

He wipes the steam from the mirror, wraps the towel around 
his waist, checks his face. 

He gently pulls on his hair, a glob sticks to his fingers. 

The skin along his hairline is crumbling, grey flecks of skin 
hang like thick dandruff. 

He rubs it, and pieces of dead skin rain into the sink.

Several dime sized spots along his jawline are black gray 
craters of dead flesh. 

He opens the bathroom closet, rummages. 

He extracts a box of band-aids, a bottle of Elmers glue, eye 
drops, and duct tape. 

He tears off a strip of tape, carefully smooths the hanging 
skin on his arm back in place, and wraps it. 

He squirts glue on his fingertips, makes a fine bead across 
his forehead along the hairline, brushes away the nuggets of 
dead skin. 

He puts drops in his dull eyes, his unsteady hand squirts 
half the bottle over his nose and forehead. 

He clumsily struggles to put band-aids over the spots along 
his jawline and assesses himself. 

He makes a toothy smile, is disgusted. He grabs a toothbrush 
and toothpaste, finds it hard to get the paste on the brush, 
his coordination lacking, his hands unsteady.

Paste falls to the floor in a gob. He puts the brush down on 
the sink and uses both hands to get some paste on it. 
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He brushes awkwardly, jerky movements that almost push the 
brush through his cheek. 

He struggles, grows increasingly frustrated, finally throws 
the brush into the sink, disgusted. 

He spits, a mixture of paste, blood, and a tooth. He picks up 
the tooth, looks at it. Yellow black and decayed. He checks 
his smile to find a black hole in it. 

The bathroom door opens. A Zombie. Tapper sees in the mirror. 

Tapper shakes his head, turns to the door. He takes the 
Zombies hand, folds it into a fist, raps it against the door 
twice. He lets go, shrugs “get it?”, walks out.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - KITCHEN - DAY

Felicia pokes around the refrigerator, pulls out the last 
tiny scraps of raw steak.

She separates it between two plates at the counter. 

Tapper steps behind her, puts his arms around her waist, 
kisses her neck. 

She smiles over her shoulder, looks back at the meager 
portions. 

TAPPER
Supplies aren’t getting to the 
stores.

Tapper takes an apple from the counter, gnaws off a small 
piece, chews.

He gags, spits the chunk into the sink and dry heaves. He 
wipes his mouth with his sleeve, glances at Felicia, a 
knowing look in her eyes.

Tapper picks the small piece of meat from one plate, places 
it on the other. 

She looks at him questioningly and he smiles, glances out at 
the woods. He kisses her again, leaves the room. 

Felicia gnaws on the small pieces of meat, watches through 
the window as Tapper walks across the yard into the woods.

She chuckles as Tapper waves to a meandering Zombie.

LATER - LIVING ROOM

67.



Tapper comes through the door with a cage of squirrels. He 
sets the cage down, is lost in thought.

Felicia comes in from the kitchen.

FELICIA
You look deep.

He looks up, distracted.

TAPPER
Do you believe in God?

FELICIA
I do.

Tapper searches for expression. She knows what’s coming.

FELICIA
Don’t ask. I’m not invited to the 
planning meetings.

TAPPER
You think there’s something... 
after?

FELICIA
I hope. All seems a little 
pointless otherwise.

Tapper sits, stares at the squirrels he trapped. Felicia 
tidies up the room, glances at him.

FELICIA
You wondering where you’re headed?

TAPPER
Not much doubt on that.

FELICIA
I thought maybe that’s why you 
didn’t shoot yesterday.

Felicia watches him, realizes his pain is deep and real. She 
sits next to him, puts her hand on his arm.

FELICIA
We can only change the future.

TAPPER
The past isn’t done yet. I still 
have a promise to keep.

Felicia looks concerned.
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FELICIA
You going after him?

TAPPER
I think he’ll come to me, but if 
not...

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Jack rifles through Gary’s desk in the back office. The room 
is littered with files thrown haphazardly from cabinets.

Jack retrieves a business card and smiles.

JACK
(sotto)

I knew you had to write it 
somewhere, you fat fuck.

Jack moves to a wall safe, looks at the card, spins the dial.

A THUG walks in the office.

THUG
Jack?

Jack glances back, returns to spinning the dial.

THUG
I got everything packed.

Jack pops the safe open, extracts a pile of money, plops it 
on the desk and grabs more. He adds it to the pile, looks at 
it greedily, glances at the Thug.

JACK
How much is enough. That’s the 
great question.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Tapper sits on the couch, Frankie’s open briefcase on his 
lap. It is filled with neatly bundled stacks of bills.

Tapper ponders a moment before he closes the case.

He gets up, carries the case toward the hallway. In the-

BASEMENT

Tapper descends the creaking stairs and looks around. 
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He spots an iron door on the wall beneath the upstairs 
fireplace. An ash chute. 

He walks over and opens it.

The chute is stuffed with several years of dull gray ash and 
small chunks of unburned wood.

Tapper crams the briefcase in, pushes it under the ash, 
closes the door.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DECK - DAY

SUPER: TWO WEEKS LATER

Early morning.

Tapper sits on the deck. 

He looks terrible, skin flaking, peeling, hanging off a bony 
frame. Patches of hard dark sores and pits riddle his face 
and arms. 

Wandering Zombies dot the yard and near woods.

The tree tops of the lower hills lie upon a white velvet fog 
like green sparkles on vanilla frosting. 

Tapper gazes over the majestic panorama with one dull grey 
yellow eye that sees more than it ever did. 

The other eye bulges, covered with a sickly black pus. 

Felicia steps up beside him, unnoticed, until she runs her 
flaking fingers gently through his patchy hair.

She looks like him, a gray shell of rotting humanity.

Their voices are broken, guttural, uneven instruments they 
have ceased to try and master.

He tries to speak, his words struggle out a syllable at a 
time in a hoarse croaking voice.

TAPPER
It’s beautiful.

Her dry cracking eyes soften, her lips quiver a ‘yes’. 

They both look out over the hills, their hardened, brittle 
fingers find one another and intertwine.

A moment, she croaks a question.
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FELICIA
Today?

He nods at her.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - KITCHEN - DAY

Tapper sits on a chair as Felicia applies the last touches of 
makeup. He looks like a bizarre living mannequin.

Heavy powder cakes his face, lipstick gives color to his 
cracked lips.

Ragged uneven hair combed back over his scarred patchy head.

Felicia sits back and admires her handicraft.

Tapper arches his eyebrows, gives her his best leading man 
imitation. Her face lights with pleasure. 

She leans over and kisses him on the forehead.

INT. MARKET - DAY

Tapper stands in front of the meat case at a small 
convenience style market. 

He wears a hat, dark glasses, and thin gloves.

The selection is minimal. Two packages of hamburger, a few 
packs of hot dogs, and a pound of bacon.

Tapper adds it all to his near full basket, moves haltingly 
to the checkout counter.

He gets in line behind a middle aged WOMAN that discretely 
sniffs and edges away. 

The woman pays her tab and leaves, glances back at the SALES 
CLERK with an odd expression.

Tapper empties his goods on the counter. The Clerk rings them 
up, avoids eye contact.

CLERK
That all?

Tapper waits for the clerk to look at him, nods.

CLERK
Cash or charge?
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Tapper reaches for his pocket, clumsily extracts several 
bills, and inadvertently half removes his glove. 

The Clerk notices his pitted hand and recoils involuntarily. 

Tapper places the bills on the counter, pulls his glove back 
into place. 

The Clerk makes change, puts a few bills and coins on the 
counter, keeps his distance from Tapper. 

The Clerk bags the items, pushes it across the counter.

Tapper takes the bag, ignores the change, and exits.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Tapper leads Felicia into the room by the arm, her eyes 
tightly closed, steps tentative.

He leads her to a chair at the table, helps her sit.

She opens her eyes. They light up with wondrous surprise.

The table is beautifully set with a white lace cloth. Two 
unlit candles sit on either side of a glass with a half dozen 
red roses.

The plates have different shapes of raw hamburger and bacon, 
arranged to appear as different dishes.

A large bowl of fresh salad adds to the color.

Tapper appreciates her surprise, moves to a bag on the 
counter. He extracts a trigger operated grill lighter from 
the bag and lights the candles.  

He turns off the kitchen light.

The table glows under the candlelight. Felicia’s eyes water.

Tapper walks to the refrigerator, takes out a box, hides it 
behind his back.

He walks to Felicia and presents it. A large box of chocolate 
covered caramel turtles. She grimaces, looks at him with 
amused alarm. 

Tapper opens the box. Felicia sees the ‘turtles’ are hand 
made from raw hamburger wrapped in raw bacon. She claps her 
hands in delight.
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She takes his arm and pulls him low to her face, kisses him 
lightly on the lips, her eyes a wet pool of gratitude.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Tapper moves to the desk at the wall and sits, opens the 
drawer, extracts paper and pen.

Tapper puts the pen to the paper, his hand shakes clumsily, 
marks the page. 

Tapper pushes the sheet aside, takes a deep breath, tries 
again with a fresh sheet. 

Tapper struggles, manages with great effort to make a start, 
“I love”, in misshapen childlike letters of various sizes.

Tapper’s hand betrays him, makes an ugly gash across the page 
and tears the paper. 

Tapper throws the pen to the floor and stands, shakes with 
rage and frustration. 

He walks outside, slams the door.

Felicia walks in from the kitchen, glances at the door. 

She sees the note, walks to the desk.

She picks up the torn paper and reads. 

Tears fill her calloused and faded eyes, her hand shakes. 

She clumsily folds the paper, holds it to her chest.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Tapper walks off the porch, head down, shuffles with 
mechanical habit. 

A half dozen steps toward the car. 

The sound of a rifle bolt thrown, stops him. He looks up.

Beside the haunting tree, a tall HUNTER, 50s, cap, flannel 
shirt and lime green jacket, points a rifle at Tapper’s head 
and smiles.

Tapper throws his arms up over his head. 

The surprise on the Hunters face is comical. 
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The hunter hollers at his SON, fifteen yards behind him, 
peering into the woods.

HUNTER
Look at this! He’s surrendering!

The Son looks. 

A zombie rambles from the edge of the woods toward the Son.

Tapper points at the Zombie and grunts a warning.

The Zombie reaches the Son, grabs the boy by the arm and 
bites him. The boy drops his rifle, screams, desperately 
tries to break away.

The Hunter turns toward his son.

AT THE SAME TIME

Tapper steps forward, grabs the Hunter’s arm, tries to 
wrestle the rifle free. 

The Hunter jerks his elbow into Tapper’s head, knocks him 
back. The hunter aims his rifle at Tapper.

From behind the haunting tree, a Zombie grabs the Hunter and 
chomps a chunk from the Hunter’s neck. Blood spurts. 

The Hunter cries out, drops his rifle, and wrestles.

Tapper moves quickly to the gun, picks it up.

He fires a shot in the dirt by the near Zombie, then another 
by the Son. The Zombies startle, amble away.

Tapper kneels beside the Hunter, his eyes drawn to the blood 
that pumps from the open neck wound. 

His eyes transfix on the red raw gore as the Hunter thrashes 
on the ground. 

The Hunter gasps breaths that gurgle and churn the blood. 

TAPPER

Shakes violently, stills himself by pure willpower. 

His fingers reach, his eyes track them in amazement. 

He takes a piece of the fleshy meat hanging from the neck 
between his left thumb and finger, tugs it. 

It stretches the skin like a rubber band, snaps free. 
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Tapper stares in rapture as his hand slowly brings the flesh 
to his mouth. 

His mouth opens. 

His eyes grow wide, his head shakes. His hand moves closer. 

Tapper grabs the wrist with his right hand and wrestles the 
meat away, jerks his head to the side as the meat is pushed 
against his sallow cheek. 

He casts it to the ground, stands, stares at it with disgust.

Tapper shambles to the side of the cabin. 

He flings open the storage box, pulls out a chain saw.

He tries to start it. His left hand refuses to cooperate. 

Tapper grunts in primal rage, takes the saw with his right 
hand, sets it on the storage box. 

He grabs his left wrist, thrusts the forearm against the 
sharp teeth, saws against it. 

Thick black mucus oozes from his arm, lubricates the blade. 

He pushes hard, grinds the shaking arm back and forth until 
bones snap. 

With his right arm, he savagely pulls until the left hand and 
wrist break free from his arm.

Thick red black pus blood drips from the sharp bone that juts 
spear-like from his left forearm.

He stares stupidly at the rotted piece of useless flesh.

Tapper throws it with all his strength into the woods.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - KITCHEN - DAY

Felicia, at the table, chews listlessly. 

Tapper sits beside, stares at an empty plate before him.

The bowl of salad sits on the table, rotted and untouched. 
The roses lean over the glass, their petals wilted and faded 
as Felicia, almost touch the table.

Her eyes drift to caged squirrels on the counter, glaze with 
desire, unable to look away. Her face twitches.
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Tapper puts a hand on hers. She looks at him, sees he stares 
at her. 

He pats her hand. She pulls her eyes away, focuses on the raw 
dead flesh in her hands, takes another bite.

A piece of grey rotted flesh falls out of her cheek, plops 
onto her plate. 

Tapper takes it, puts it on his plate.

He takes the plate to the sink and runs water over it. 

The squirrels bounce wildly around the cage. 

Tapper’s eyes glance to the squirrels, back to the sink. His 
jaw quivers.

Rinsing off the carving knife, Tapper abruptly drops it, 
turns to the cage, opens it. 

He thrusts his hand in, grabs a squirrel, pins it to the 
counter with his spear arm. He grabs the knife. 

With a single stroke, he lops it’s head off. 

He repeats the procedure with the other squirrel, wipes both 
heads into the sink with his stump arm, the knife shakes in 
his hand. 

He drops the knife, turns away. 

Felicia stares at him knowingly.

A GUNSHOT.

Tapper and Felicia flinch, crouch. 

They look out the window across the deck. 

Several Zombies ramble toward the woods. 

Another SHOT. 

A Zombie falls, climbs back to his feet, raw human sewage 
leaks from a wound in his back. 

GUNSHOT. 

This time the Zombies head explodes like a melon and he goes 
down for good.

Tapper scurries to the -
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LIVING ROOM

Crouches beside the window, peeks outside. 

A HALF DOZEN SOLDIERS make their way along the driveway 
toward the house, heavily armed, fanned out in a moving V 
formation. 

A Soldier stops, kneels, aims, and fires. 

A hand on Tapper’s shoulder. He jerks around to Felicia’s 
terrified face. 

He stands, takes her hand, leads her down the hall to the 
stairway door. 

He puts his ear to the door, listens, opens it. 

He leads Felicia by the hand, carefully down the -

STAIRS

A noise stops them, something falls to the floor. 

They freeze in place. A grunt from below.

Tapper looks at Felicia, takes another step down, bends low 
on the step to surveil the room. 

A Zombie meanders around the basement. 

A bucket lies on the floor next to a workbench. The Zombie 
hits it with his foot as he walks around aimlessly. 

The noise seems excruciating loud in the small room. 

Tapper glances at Felicia with a nod, leads her down the 
stairs. 

From above, the sound of a door, feet. 

SOLDIER (O.S.)
Anyone here?

More feet. People traipse through the rooms upstairs. 

Felicia is frightened, clings to Tapper. He pulls her close, 
leads her across the room toward the outside door. 

Through the window next to the door, feet pass, the uniformed 
legs of a soldier. 

Tapper freezes. The door rattles. 
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Tapper pulls Felicia along the wall behind a water heater. 
They crouch. 

The door is kicked open. A soldier steps into the room. 

The Zombie turns to the soldier.

SOLDIER
Any friends of yours in here?

The Soldier fires, blows the Zombies head into a fine red 
spray that decorates the workbench. The Zombie goes down. 

The soldier looks around the room, walks to the foot of the 
stairs. Hollers up. 

SOLDIER
Basement clear.

The soldier walks back to the door, and out, pulls it closed 
behind him. 

Felicia shifts, knocks a box of fuses from the top of the 
heater. It crashes to the floor. 

The basement door opens quickly, a rifle points toward them 
as the soldier eases back into the room, carefully steps 
their way. 

Felicia’s face a mask of terror as Tapper holds her tight, 
his face to her head. 

The Soldier takes another step, one short of an angle that 
will reveal the hidden couple.

A rat scurries from behind a pile of newspapers beside Tapper 
and Felicia, runs across the floor. 

BAM! It disintegrates.

SOLDIER
Fucking Zombie rat bastard.

The soldier chuckles to himself as he leaves.

Felicia exhales, shakes in Tapper’s arms. 

Tapper gives her a ‘stay’ look, makes his way carefully to 
the small window. 

Outside the house, more gunshots. 

Footsteps continue to pound above. 
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Tapper waves Felicia over. 

She comes to him. He tells her to wait, with his eyes. 

He opens the door, sticks his head outside. 

The soldier stands to Tapper’s left, at the corner of the 
cabin, twenty feet away, speaks with someone out of sight.

Tapper pulls his head back, indicates with a shake that they 
must wait. 

Barking upstairs. Muffled voices, running feet. 

The DOGS find the top of the stairs and bark at the door.

Tapper checks outside again. The soldier hasn’t moved. 

The door at the top of the stairs opens and the barking dogs 
are loud now, excited. 

A dog bounds down the stairs, stopped by his leash, caught on 
the door. 

The dog barks savagely at Tapper and Felicia as the HANDLER, 
out of sight at the top of the stairs, curses the dog and 
works to get the leash loose. 

The Handler jerks on the dog, pulls him up a step to get 
slack in the leash. 

Tapper, out of time, opens the door wide, pulls Felicia 
behind him, and takes off for the woods.

They jut off on a right angle, away from the soldier. 

Tapper glances back over his shoulder. The soldier is gone. 

Tapper and Felicia make it to the first trees, the ground 
slopes away quickly. 

They stumble down, fall and roll a dozen feet. 

A sharp stick pierces Tappers thigh like an arrow. 

They roll to a stop against a fallen tree. 

Tapper pulls the stick savagely out of his leg, drags Felicia 
to her feet, and runs. 

BACK OF CABIN

A barking dog comes out the basement door, pulls a HANDLER 
after it. 
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The Handler holds the dog still. The dog barks at the woods, 
as two more dogs and a DEPUTY come around the side of the 
cabin and join them.

HANDLER
Got a runner.

DEPUTY
Runner or shuffler?

The Handler laughs.

HANDLER
Either way, he won’t get far.

EXT. LUCAS WOODS - DAY

Tapper runs awkwardly, favors his hurt leg, pulling Felicia 
after him.

Behind them, the sound of barking dogs and breaking brush.

They work their way around a rock outcropping that juts from 
the earth, carefully choose their footing. 

The barking draws closer. 

They look back along their path, see movement in the 
distance, snarling dogs pull against their leashes.

Frantically, they work their way between the boulders. 

A zombie stands in their path, stupidly pulls at his leg, 
lodged under fallen stone.

The zombie takes only a casual interest as they work past him 
and into an opening between huge rocks. 

They press along the cavern until the gap becomes too narrow 
to go further, burrow into a small den like opening beneath 
the stone.

They freeze, the barking dogs a terrifying roar, the sound 
echoes in the small chamber.

A DEPUTY gets near enough for them to hear.

DEPUTY (O.S.)
Got him!

A shot rings out. A dull thud. Many feet stomp near the 
rocks, dogs bark, laughter.
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DOG HANDLER
Drag him up to the fire.

DEPUTY
Bullshit. He can rot where he fell.

Unintelligible voices as the dogs and people move away. 
Tapper and Felicia visibly relax.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - TREELINE - NIGHT

Tapper and Felicia make their way carefully to the edge of 
the woods and look across at the dark cabin.

The only light, from a fire near the haunting tree, where 
bodies burn on a pile of wood. 

The smoke makes darker shadows against the black night sky.

Felicia’s stomach grumbles, a loud and demanding growl. She 
shivers.

Tapper pulls her close.

A dark FIGURE emerges from behind the cabin, erratically 
stumbles it’s way toward the fire.

The figure stops a dozen feet from the fire, turns back along 
the drive, it’s face illuminated by the flames. Moe.

Tapper and Felicia walk from the woods toward her. Moe stares 
at them as they approach, no sign of recognition in the dull 
dead eyes.

They stop in front of Moe. Tapper looks her over.

Moe’s face is broken, the nose absurdly pushed to one side. A 
large blood stained hole in her shoulder, that arm hangs 
useless, a rotted piece of dangling flesh.

She moves away down the drive.

Tapper and Felicia watch her halting, aimless progression. 
They walk to the cabin. 

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Tapper and Felicia walk in. Tapper fumbles for the light 
switch, flicks it on. 

A lamp on the floor comes on. Tapper picks it up, puts it 
back on the end table.
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The room is a mess, the floors tracked with dirt, furniture 
pushed over, books fallen from the shelves. 

Near the couch, a wooden trap cage, a squirrel frantically 
runs around it.

Felicia cleans, puts furniture back, picks things up. 

She retrieves the photo album from the floor, returns it to 
the shelf.

Tapper goes to the-

KITCHEN

Turns on the light, walks to the glass door. 

He looks out over the deck at the dark shadow of the tree 
line, the stars.

He turns to the table. 

The salad bowl knocked to the floor, the disgusting rotted 
vegetables spread across the table.

He opens the refrigerator, searches fruitlessly. It’s empty.

Tapper returns to the-

LIVING ROOM

And sees Felicia is gone, the room still in disarray. 

He spots the trap... empty. His eyes grow wide.

Tapper walks haltingly down the narrow- 

HALLWAY

With dread.

It is quiet, except for a muffled sound in the distance. 

He hesitates, his eyes a dull recognition. 

He wills himself forward, reaches the door to the master 
bedroom, stops beside it. 

The sound louder, he listens with apprehension. 

He rests his shaking hand on the knob, turns it. 

Pushes the door silently open.
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Felicia, on her knees by the bed, her back to the door.

She senses his presence, freezes. 

Slowly, she turns to face Tapper, her face a bloody mask of 
insatiable hunger, her eyes a portrait in grey shame. 

Tapper stares at her. 

The squirrel, it’s broken body ripped and torn, it’s fur 
pulled from the tiny chest, still twitches in her hand.

Tapper deflates. His breath escapes in a raspy rush, his body 
stoops almost imperceptibly. 

Felicia looks at Tapper, anguished and ashamed. She puts the 
dying animal on the floor, with delicacy and respect, rises, 
walks unsteadily to the bed. 

She kneels, reaches under the bed, pulls out the shotgun. 

She carries it to Tapper, holds it out. 

He recoils. 

She takes his arm, places the gun in his hand. 

His fingers shake as they wrap around it. 

Felicia moves to the bed, sits, as straight and proper as she 
can manage. 

She pushes her stringy dry hair back from her face, wipes the 
blood from her mouth.

She smooths her clothes, folds her arms across her lap. 

She looks at Tapper, a study of dignity, nods slightly.

Tapper moves slowly to the bed, gazes at her in silent 
pleading, his tormented face implores. 

Felicia reaches into her blouse, extracts the folded note 
Tapper wrote. 

She carefully unfolds it, reads it, turns it to Tapper. 

He stares, viscous eye blurs his vision.

Felicia puts the note on her lap, rests her hands on it. 

Her split cracking lips form the smallest of smiles. She 
mouths “I love you”. 
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Tapper is unable, or unwilling.

She puts her hand on his arm and squeezes it lightly. 

Her hand moves down his arm to the gun, gently strokes out 
along the barrel, and pulls the ominous tip of it to her 
forehead. 

Tapper shakes. 

She looks at him, her eyes a silent urging of love. 

Tapper’s finger finds the trigger...

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - BATHROOM - DAY

Tapper stands at the mirror, stares at his unrecognizable 
face, his hair thin and straggly. 

His skin grey, blotchy, half dry and flaky, the other half 
wet pools that ooze black red pus. 

One eye yellowed, the other shattered, with thick bloody 
veins that overshadow the bulged and cracked iris. 

He reaches his hand to the destroyed eye, uses finger and 
thumb to stretch the skin away. A yellowish black fluid leaks 
down his cheek. 

He looks away, down at the sink, moans in desperation, a 
clear tear falls from the good eye, splashes into the basin. 

He steels himself, looks back in the mirror, and resolutely 
plunges his thumb into his eye socket, grimaces with disgust. 

The fluid filled orb crushes with a sickly sound, gushes 
forth a thick putrid mucus down his cheek. 

He rolls his thumb, plucks the soft gooey flesh from the 
socket into the sink. 

He falls back to the toilet, head in hand, and lets out a 
choking sob. 

He raises his head to the heavens and moans in unintelligible 
hopelessness.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Jack and a Thug watch from the trees as Tapper disappears 
into the woods behind the cabin. 
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JACK

Nods at the Thug, indicates he should stay put and watch.

He moves in a running crouch to the edge of the cabin. 

He stoops low, listens, rushes onto the deck and to the door.

Jack checks the handle. Unlocked. 

He opens the door slowly, gun ready, enters the house. 

Jack moves carefully around the living room.

He opens the desk drawers, pulls books from the bookcase, 
throws cushions from the couch and chairs. 

Jack takes a moment to survey the wreckage of the room, moves 
into the-

KITCHEN

Where he frantically searches.

He rips through drawers and cabinets.

He checks under the sink, in the broom closet, through the 
pantry, aggravated. 

He leaves the kitchen, heads carefully down the-

HALLWAY

Stops at the bathroom door. Gun ready, he throws the door 
open, enters the-

BATHROOM

Where he checks bathtub, opens the doors under the sink.

He leaves, down the hall to-

THE FIRST BEDROOM

He tears covers from the bed, pushes the mattress aside.

He checks the closets and under the bed, rifles through 
drawers, a trail of destruction behind him. 

INTERCUT WITH:
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EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Tapper approaches the clearing, varmint filled trap in hand.

He sights a movement before he steps from the trees, stops, 
stoops, watches. 

The Thug gets to his feet, stretches lazily. 

Tapper retreats into the woods, loops around through the 
trees to bring himself behind the Thug. 

INSIDE

Jack is at the-

SECOND BEDROOM

Repeats his frantic search, desperate. 

OUTSIDE

The Thug sits on a boulder, lights a cigarette. 

Tapper exits the woods behind the Thug and approaches 
stealthily, rock in hand. 

INSIDE

Jack finds the-

STAIRWAY

And slowly makes his way to the basement. 

OUTSIDE

Tapper raises the rock over his head, brings it down hard on 
the Thugs skull. 

The Thug rolls to the ground, bleeds from his cracked head.

INSIDE

Jack reaches the-

BASEMENT

Continues his destructive search. He gives up, moves to the 
stairs, stops. He sees the ash door, dusty ash on the floor.

He moves to the door, opens it.

He digs inside, finds the briefcase, pulls it out in triumph.
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He heads up the stairs.

OUTSIDE

Tapper approaches the cabin at the back. 

He reaches the small window by the basement door and watches 
Jack climb the stairs, briefcase in hand. 

TAPPER

Quietly opens the basement door and moves inside the-

BASEMENT

The door at the top of the stairs closes.

Tapper takes a baseball bat from the floor, makes his way to 
the stairs.  

IN THE HALLWAY - JACK

Sets the briefcase down and moves to the last room. Locked. 

He twists the knob hard, shakes it. It won’t give. 

The door behind him creaks.

He turns to see the basement stair door open, Tapper’s tired 
grey face appear. 

Jack fires, his shot blasts the handle from the door. 

TAPPER

Jerks back, loses his footing, topples down the stairs.

In the-

BASEMENT

Tapper sprawls on the floor. 

Jack appears at the top of the steps and fires.

Tapper rolls away as bullets chew concrete from the floor 
beside him. 

Tapper struggles to his knees. 

He crawls under the stairs as Jack starts down after him. 

JACK
You look like shit, Tapper. 
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Jack pauses, stoops to see under the edge of the floor.

JACK
You’re already dead. Why not let me 
give you peace.

Tapper waits quietly under the steps. 

Jack takes a few more steps down. As he takes another, Tapper 
reaches through the stairs and grabs Jack’s foot, trips him.

Jack stumbles, catches himself on the rail, drops his gun. 

It clatters to the concrete. 

Jack regains his balance, jumps the last few stairs and dives 
for the gun. 

He grabs it, rolls, and sees a baseball bat a moment before 
it cracks his face. Darkness for Jack. 

TAPPER

Leans over, uses the bat as a cane, gasps for breath. 

He drops the bat, grabs Jack under the arm with his good 
hand, wedges his stump arm under Jack’s other arm. 

He drags Jack to the stairs. 

One step at a time, Tapper pulls Jack up the stairs.

LATER - AT THE LOCKED ROOM

Tapper stops in front of the door, shakily manages to insert 
a key and turn the handle. 

He pushes the door open.

IN THE KITCHEN

Jack, shirtless, lies across the table on his back, his 
wrists and ankles each bound to a table leg. 

His bloodied face turns side to side, frantic, his bruised 
eyes search.

Tapper steps in, stops at the doorway and looks at Jack.

Tapper steps aside. 

Behind him, Felicia, a haggard and gaunt caricature of her 
former self, steps in the kitchen.
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Her dead eyes alight at the sight of Jack, and she moves 
unsteadily to the table.

Jack screams, eyes wide with fear and horror.

Tapper stands at the doorway a moment, turns away. 

The sounds follow him, screams of pain, grunts of 
satisfaction and quenched hunger, tearing flesh.

Tapper walks to the window and gazes at the stone that marks 
Cootie’s humble resting place.

INT. LUCAS’S CABIN - LIVING ROOM - DAY

A fire burns in the fireplace. Frankie’s briefcase lies open 
on the couch. An empty wood trap sits on the floor.

Tapper’s shotgun leans against the wall by the door.

Tapper hobbles to the bookcase and takes the photo album.

He sets it on the table, clumsily opens it. He takes the baby 
picture of Felicia out.

Tapper looks at the picture, stuffs it into his shirt pocket.

He dumps the briefcase on the couch.

Tapper struggles to break a piece of wood from the trap.

He walks to the fireplace and lights the end of the small 
stick, returns to the couch.

He drops the burning stick on the couch, rains a few bills 
over the small flame. They catch and curl as they burn.

Tapper walks to the door, grabs his shotgun, takes a final 
look around. 

He leaves.

EXT. LUCAS’S CABIN - DAY

Tapper steps from the cabin, uses the shotgun as a cane. He 
crosses the porch, walks half way to the haunting tree.

He turns and looks back.

Several Zombies wander around.

From the side of the cabin, Felicia approaches. 
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She is savaged, her jawbone visible through the massive holes 
in her flesh, dried and caked blood over oozing sores.

Her eyes are on Tapper, a trace of recognition, and she walks 
haltingly to stop in front of him.

Tapper stares in her eyes, his one eye misting, his body 
trembles. He leans forward and kisses her on the forehead.

He turns away, walks slowly down the driveway. A grunt behind 
him. He turns around. 

Felicia walks to him.

She reaches a decayed hand into the ragged torn blouse, pulls 
out a crumpled worn piece of paper. “I love”.

Tapper puts his arm and stump around the frail worn Felicia 
and hugs her. 

She hugs him back.

He turns to the drive again, his scarred and pitted face wet 
with tears. 

Felicia takes his bony grizzled hand in hers, and they walk 
down the drive together.

EXT. DESERT ROAD - DAY

Uneven curtains of fine sand blow across the barren land. 
Tumbleweeds race, cactus to cactus.

Two lane asphalt, arrow straight, a shimmering black divider. 

On it, a solitary figure.

TAPPER, late 20s, but seemingly ageless, walks slowly, with 
resolve, down the center line.

TAPPER (V.O.)
If there be a hell other than this, 
I’ll surely spend eternity there. 

Recognizably once human, a rotted, pitted shell of a man.

TAPPER (V.O.)
Not because of the plague I 
unwittingly unleashed, but rather 
my contempt for life, and disregard 
for all that gave it value.
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Torn filthy clothes hang, shredded remnants blow in the wind. 
The skin, a mottled gray disaster of holes and sores, dried 
and crusted. 

His left hand gone, a pointed bone spear of a forearm. The 
right, a crooked abstract that drags a shotgun along the 
pavement by the barrel. 

Tapper’s bony frame a hangar for rotted flesh.

TAPPER (V.O.)
I lived a dead life, and only 
discovered how to live, as I died.

But his face, despite the hollow crusty socket of one eye, 
the grotesquely malformed mouth of missing and rotted teeth, 
and the scarred leathery skin, remains somehow... noble, a 
stubborn determination and majesty that might inspire...

... in another time and place. 

The man plods ahead, one step after another.

EXT. DESERT ROAD - DAY

The sun peeks over the eastern ridge as our weary traveler 
walks the lonely road.

TAPPER (V.O.)
Felicia refused to eat... She died 
the final death, in my arms, 
clutching my silly note... I’ve 
still resisted the great 
temptation. It’s what she wanted. 
The world changed. If there remains 
a history for others, let it record 
that, in the end, I lived, and 
loved. I saw, and I believed.

FADE OUT.

The end.

91.


