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EXT. SUPERVARKET PARKI NG LOT - DAY
Bright sun beats down from above.

A crowd sits in lawn chairs scattered across the |ot. Snal
children wait restlessly, the elderly fan thensel ves.

They | ook above. Hushed whispers and nmurnmurs. Al is quiet.
An eager MAN s voice am dst the silence.

VAN
It’s com ng.

Shadows creep across the worl d.

| NT. SUPERMARKET - DAY

Enpty.
The crowd outside. Large wi ndows stretch across a far wall.

Aut omati ¢ doors peel open. ROB and KRI STEN (18). He grasps
her by the arm brings her inside.

H s voice is tense, confused.

ROB
But why? You were supposed to nove
in with me.

Kristen pulls her arm away.
KRI STEN
| can’t stay here. | can’'t end up
i ke everyone else in this town.

ROB
Don't do this. Please.

The crowd’ s gasp can be heard from i nside.

KRI STEN
Pl ease try and under st and.

Her eyes drift toward the wi ndows. Darkness drapes over
di stant skyscrapers.

Rob hesitates. Thinks it over.



ROB
| don’t want to | ose you.

Kri sten | ooks back to him

KRI STEN
You won’'t.

She thinks it over, too. Gestures toward the w ndows.
KRI STEN
Once in a lifetinme, you know. Let’s
make the nost of it.
He si ghs.

ROB
VWil e we can.

He goes to put his arm around her shoul der. But stops, sees
sonet hi ng out si de.

Kristen sees it, too. They both walk to the w ndows.

Dozens of people sit and | ook to the sky. Their necks craned
and their nouths hang w de. Intense stares.

Each person is absolutely notionless. Like statues.
Kristen notices nore. d assy, bloodshot eyes. Drool.
Rob | ooks up, but the awni ng outside bl ocks his view

ROB
What the hell? What do they see?

Kri sten backs away fromthe w ndow. Her voice is shaky.

KRI STEN
| don’t know. Sonething is wong.

Rob heads to the back enpl oyee exit. Opens the door.

ROB
|’ mgoing to go see for nyself.

Before Kristen can conplain, he's out the door.

The market drowns in an eerie silence. Kristen sits at a
desk beside the door. She runs her fingers through her hair,
br eat hes deep.

And waits.



And then, a scream Rob’'s voice. It rises to an extrene,
i nhuman | evel .

Kristen stunbles fromthe chair and away fromthe door

The shriek stretches inpossibly long. Uterly devoid of
sanity. Bl oodcurdling.

Kri sten covers her ears. Tears well in her eyes.
Al'l at once it stops. She stands, goes to open the door...

KRI STEN
Rob?

Thud. Sonet hi ng agai nst the door. Kristen junps back.
Rob’s voice on the other side. H gh and gi ddy.

RCB
Oh, sweetheart. It’'s so beautiful.

Hs voice drifts into a soft giggle. The giggle drifts into
a sob. Filled with crazed intensity.

ROB
(whi sper)
| think... | think it’'s Cod.
Kri sten backs into the wall. She bunps into a corkboard, it

falls and snashes to the fl oor.

She turns and sprints back to the main building. She grabs
t he keys from her pocket as she runs.

A sound freezes her.

Soft footfalls tap in the air.

Kristen scans the store, |ooks fromaisle to aisle. Nothing.
She wal ks again, struggles to sort through her key ring.

A BOY (9) wal ks out from behind a display. He’'s right in
front of Kristen. His face is turned.

She cat ches her breath.

KRI STEN
Hey, are you okay? What happened?

The boy slowy turns. She sees his face.



Two deep, bl oody hol es where his eyes used to be. Deep
scratches zigzag across the sockets. Athick trail of saliva
drips fromhis chin.

Kri sten screans.

KRI STEN
What happened to your eyes!?

The boy cones cl oser.
BOY

Don't be scared. Here, 1'Il help

you.
He raises his hands to show Kri sten.
Bl ood, pus and chunks of white matter hang fromhis
fingernails. Before Kristen can react, he grabs her shirt.
They fight to the ground.

He claws for her face. Gobs of eyeball tissue splatter
across her nose and nout h.

Kristen thrusts her fist forward and connects with the boy’s
neck. He ceases his struggle. Pale yellow fluid drains from
his enpty sockets.

She grunts, rips away the car key lodged in his throat. A
t hi ck gush of blood falls, followed by the boy’s corpse.

Kristen lay on the floor. Her entire body shivers. She
desperately wi pes away at the |iquids on her body.

Kristen’s eyes burst w de. A new sound...

Aut omati ¢ doors open.

Her frantic gasps are intense and prinal.

Footsteps. A WOVAN s voice is warm and pl easant. Motherly.

WOVAN
Pl ease don’t fight it.

She stands over Kristen. Two barren eye sockets. She cradles
a BABY. The infant still has it’s eyes. It cries wldly.

Kristen finds her voice but struggles to form her words.
KRI STEN

What is going on? What the fuck is
goi ng on!?



The woman gi ggl es.
WOVAN
This universe is no |longer ours. It
has arrived and | saw it.
Kri sten breaks down. She whinpers and finally cries.

KRI STEN
What ? What did you see!?

The woman | ooks down to the baby in her arns. She brings her
| ong, bloodied fingers toward it’'s face.

WOVAN
The eclipse is the doorway. And it
crawl ed t hrough. Through the hole
in the sky. And now we are not hing.
The woman sm | es as she digs in. The baby wails in agony.
Kristen runs. The woman’s voice |ingers behind her.
WOVAN
(repeating)
Not hi ng. Not hi ng. Not hi ng.

Kristen passes the wi ndows. A horde of people stand behind
the glass. Their eyel ess faces track her through the store.

Soneone fam |iar anong them Rob.

The enpl oyee exit. Kristen enters a world still dark.
She | ooks to the sky.

And sees sonet hi ng.

Her body goes still. Relaxes. Then her eyes dilate and turn
bl oodshot. Her jaw drops. Drool.

She screans.

| ntense and i nhuman. It stretches, devoid of sanity.
Bl oodcurdl i ng.

And slowy... very slowy..
She reaches for her eyes.
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