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Based on "Resident Evil: The Umbrella Conspiracy" by S.D. Perry, and the best-selling, badass video game from Capcom.

"Hunger for power is evil's true root."

- Judith Moriae
FADE IN:

EXT. MARBLE RIVER - NIGHT

SUPER: May 20th, 1998

A shadowy forest overlooks this pristine body of water. An OLD MAN with fishing gear walks to the end of the moldy old pier jutting out from the muddy banks.

He unfolds a lawn chair and sets down his plastic cooler. Grabs his fishing rod, hooks a worm on the end of his line. Casts it into the still river.

He reaches down, opens up the cooler and takes out a cold brew. Pops the cap. Takes a swig.

Waiting patiently for a bite, his eyes wander to the left and stop, horrified. He drops the bottle. It shatters on the dock.

A mangled body sits among the rocks on the shore.

INT. RPD MORGUE - NIGHT

The morgue of the Raccoon City Police Department. Cold, dismal, jammed with gurneys.

A sandy-haired CORONER grabs a small voice recorder off a table. Moves to a gurney nearby with a dead body covered by a sheet.

He removes the sheet carefully from the upper torso, pauses a moment, then scans the body with a practiced eye.

He lifts the voice recorder and hits a button.

CORONER

Victim is female, caucasian, twenty years

of age. Brown hair about fifteen inches 

in length, brown eyes. Found on the west

bank of the Marble River at approximately

ten o'clock in the PM...

INT. RPD BASEMENT HALLWAY - NIGHT

Young, African American RPD Officer MARVIN BRANAGH strides down the hall, a tired look in his dark eyes.

He stops at the door to the morgue and knocks lightly.

INT. RPD MORGUE - NIGHT

The coroner hits the STOP button on his recorder.

CORONER

Come in.

The door opens and Marvin steps inside. The coroner greets him with a welcoming smile.

CORONER

Officer Branagh! Pleasure seeing you 

around these parts this time of night. 

As you can imagine, the dead aren't the 

liveliest bunch to hang out with.

Branagh glances around uncomfortably.

BRANAGH

They don't make for very interesting 

conversationalists, do they?

CORONER

No, they certainly don't.

Branagh motions to the corpse.

BRANAGH

Have you got an idea about what did this 

to her?

The coroner turns back to the body, examines it casually.

CORONER

Could be any number of possibilities.

BRANAGH

Wolf?

CORONER

Perhaps. Maybe a grizzly. Both are seen 

around Raccoon Forest every now and then, 

but we've never had a fatal attack of this 

nature as long as I've worked here. 

Hundreds of hikers go up there every summer.

Branagh is listening as intently as his fatigue will allow him.

CORONER

Then again, just because it hasn't happened 

till now doesn't mean it wasn't eventually 

going to happen. My guess? She was in the 

wrong place at the wrong time.

The young cop nods in agreement. He checks his watch, obviously in a hurry to leave.

BRANAGH

Speaking of which...I was supposed to be 

off half an hour ago, so I'm gonna duck 

out for the night. Anything else I need 

to know?

CORONER

Not until I perform a complete autopsy.

BRANAGH

Alright. I'll file the report tomorrow.

He rubs his eyes.

CORONER

Has she been identified?

BRANAGH

Fran Ross. A Raccoon University student. 

David's notifying her parents right now.

The coroner gazes mournfully at the corpse.

CORONER

Life ain't fair, is it?

BRANAGH

No. It isn't... Especially when it's in 

Irons's greasy little hooves.

The coroner laughs. Branagh walks to the door, opens it.

BRANAGH

See ya around.

CORONER

Ciao.

Branagh leaves.

EXT. RACCOON FOREST - NIGHT

The woods are still, inauspicious. Crickets and cicadas fill the night with their song.

A dog howls in the distance and it echoes through the moonlit forest.

FADE OUT.

INT. CHANNEL 5 NEWSROOM

A typical news broadcast setup. An attractive blonde ANCHORWOMAN recites the news. Her CO-ANCHOR looks on passively.

ANCHORWOMAN

A series of bizarre murders in the woods 

bordering Raccoon City in the last two 

months has authorities baffled. Police 

Chief Brian Irons would not make any formal 

statement, but according to sources close 

to the Raccoon Police Department, the RPD 

is working around the clock on the tragedies 

that have besieged this isolated community 

since late May. No discernible motive has 

been established as of yet.

A school photo of Fran Ross appears to the right of the anchorwoman's head.

ANCHORWOMAN

Twenty year old Francine Ross was the first 

victim of this sudden wave of violence, 

originally thought to have been the victim 

of a grizzly bear attack. More recent 

victims have shown to have been partially 

devoured by unknown assailants, some of 

which are said to be human. Eyewitnesses 

in the Cider district claim to have seen 

"dog-like" creatures lurking in the heavily 

forested area, and thrill seekers have 

flocked to the town in droves, hoping to 

catch a glimpse of these unidentified 

canines. With the recent string of 

cannibalistic slayings and the subsequent 

disappearance of several locals and 

out-of-towners, the RPD has set up a 

roadblock on Rural Route 6 leading to the 

foothills of the Arklay Mountains, in 

addition to the citywide curfew that has 

been in effect since mid-June in hopes of 

ensuring the safety of this community and 

preventing further violence...

FADE OUT.

FADE IN:

EXT. RACCOON CITY - DAY

SUPER: July 22nd, 1998

A modest little city. Bustling streets. Friendly faces.

EXT. RPD - DAY

Several police officers lounge around the entrance of the large RPD building, eating lunch, joking around.

A thin, brown-haired man with a ponytail, BEN BERTOLUCCI, stands in a small parking area near the RPD smoking a cigarette. Waiting.

An expensive car drives into the lot. Bertolucci perks up and throws his cigarette to the ground. Stomps it.

The car pulls into a reserved space. A heavy-set man in his 50s, the mustachioed POLICE CHIEF BRIAN IRONS, gets out. He spots Bertolucci heading in his direction, the reporter pulling a tape recorder from his pocket.

IRONS

(to himself)

Shit...

Irons starts toward the RPD, ignoring the approaching reporter.

BERTOLUCCI

Chief.

Irons keeps on going.

BERTOLUCCI

Chief!

Bertolucci quickens his pace and catches up to him.

IRONS

Jesus, Bertolucci, don't you ever sleep?

BERTOLUCCI

Sleep is for the weak, sir.

IRONS

Well, there's no "scoops" around here, so 

why don't you just hop back into your fancy 

import and scram.

BERTOLUCCI

I was hoping to get a statement. Ya know, 

inform the people on what's going on with 

this whole "cannibal killers" thing.

IRONS

Nevermind reporting. Don't you watch the 

news? We've got nothing.

Bertolucci smiles.

BERTOLUCCI

Well, yes. Some of your officers were kind 

enough to let me know that.

IRONS

What didn't you understand?

BERTOLUCCI

Oh, I understood perfectly, Chief, clear 

as the mud you're going to sling at Warren 

in the next election. I just figured there 

was more to this case than met the eye.

Irons scowls.

IRONS

Really.

BERTOLUCCI

Yeah. And you're the head honcho, so I 

thought I'd hit you up for some info.

IRONS

You're a real piece of shit, ya know that?

BERTOLUCCI

That's cold. I'm just doing my job. One 

quote is all I ask.

IRONS

Begin quote - "Nothing to see here, so piss 

off." - End quote.

BERTOLUCCI

You mean to tell me that after two months 

of investigating, you still haven't gotten 

any leads on this thing? No suspects at 

all? I find that hard to believe, unless 

someone's sabotaging your investigation.

They near the RPD's front gate.

IRONS

And I find it hard to believe that you 

call yourself a reporter. Conspiracy 

theorists and opportunists, every one of 

you. A bunch of blood sucking leeches.

BERTOLUCCI

Thanks. We do our best.

Irons tries to ignore the man.

BERTOLUCCI

So I take it I'm going to be shunned by 

the good people of the Raccoon Police 

Department yet again.

IRONS

Aren't we the clairvoyant one.

BERTOLUCCI

Not even a "Fuck You"?

IRONS

I gave you a "Piss Off". Isn't that 

sufficient?

BERTOLUCCI

The people have a right to know the truth, 

Chief.

IRONS

You'll hear all there is to know about this 

case at the press conference later.

Irons reaches the gate, pushes it open and steps into the courtyard in front of the entrance. Bertolucci wisely doesn't follow, knowing his boundaries.






BERTOLUCCI




Any chance I can get the inside scoop first?






IRONS




Nope. Now if you'll excuse me...

He walks to the front steps of the RPD and addresses a young OFFICER as he points to Bertolucci.






IRONS

I want that man escorted off the premises. 

If he gets within thirty feet of this 

building I want him arrested on sight.






OFFICER




Sure thing, Chief.

The officer goes over to the gate where Bertolucci loiters. The officer quietly tells him something. Bertolucci gets agitated.






BERTOLUCCI




What the fuck?! But I'm not doing anything!

The officer grabs his arm to lead him away from the building.






BERTOLUCCI

Hey, ever hear of something called "freedom 

of the press"?! Irons, get him offa me! Hey!

Irons turns his attention to the RPD's front doors, smiling.

IRONS

Fucking cockroach...

INT. WAITING ROOM - DAY

Irons walks to the reception desk. A lovely RECEPTIONIST is taking care of daily business.






IRONS

Get in touch with Captain Wesker. I want 

to see him in my office right away.






RECEPTIONIST




Yes, sir.

She turns her attention to the phone, getting to work.

INT. IRONS' OFFICE - DAY

A lavish office with an expensive decor. Stuffed animal heads and birds. Creepy, like revisiting Norman Bates' parlor.

Irons sits in his high-backed plush chair at his huge walnut desk, smoking a cigarette. Sitting across from him is S.T.A.R.S. captain ALBERT WESKER, 38 years old, a cool guy with slicked, dark blonde hair and perpetual sunglasses. He waits patiently for Irons to speak.






IRONS




This thing's boiling over, ya know.






WESKER




So I've been told.






IRONS

I got Warren breathing down my neck. I get 

calls from relatives of those victims every 

fuckin' night tellin' me this and that, 

demanding - demanding - results. Can you 

believe that? Now I've got that goddamn 

leech Bertolucci snooping around asking 

questions of anyone who'll bother to listen.

Stressed out, he takes a puff from his cancer stick.






IRONS




I swear, ever since I took this position 




I've been cursed.






WESKER




What do you suggest?






IRONS

Warren wants you and your people to oversee 

this operation from here on out, effective 

immediately.






WESKER




Warren.






IRONS





(sarcastic)




Yes. Warren.

Wesker nods, smiling as if he knows the answer to an exceptionally funny joke. Irons is unimpressed.






IRONS




Something funny?






WESKER




Not at all. So...what do I owe this dubious 




honor?






IRONS

You're the best, and we need the best if 

we're gonna stop this shit from spreading 

any further. My men aren't getting the job 

done. It's as simple as that.






WESKER




No argument here.

Irons glares at him and takes another drag from his cigarette.






IRONS

I want this finished, and I want it finished 

quietly and by the end of the week, understand?






WESKER

I wouldn't have it any other way. We'll 

start the search tomorrow night.






IRONS

Whatever. Just get it done. And remember – 

you may be in charge of this investigation 

now, but you still answer to me. I hope we're 

not going to have any problems.

Wesker looks at him impassively as he lifts himself casually out of the chair to leave.






WESKER




No problems on my end, I assure you.






IRONS




Good to know.

Wesker gives the chief a departing salute.






WESKER




Chief.

He exits. Irons stubs his cigarette angrily into an ashtray on the desk.

INT. JILL'S APARTMENT - DAY

A cozy little abode, well kept. The owner is obviously a neat freak.

At the kitchen table sits S.T.A.R.S. Alpha Team member JILL VALENTINE, 23 years old, fine boned. Beautiful.

She sifts through a sheaf of papers and gruesome crime scene photos in an open folder. Grabs her cup of coffee nearby and takes a sip, her eyes never leaving the case files.

Her gaze rests on a photo of two young girls who've been eviscerated. She stares at it, saddened. Traces a finger lightly over the picture.

The phone on the kitchen counter suddenly RINGS. She snaps out of her mournful daze and gets up reluctantly to answer it. 

She picks it up.






JILL




Hello?






WESKER (OS)




Jill. It's Wesker.

Jill straightens up a bit, almost instinctually.






JILL




Wesker. Hi.






WESKER (OS)




I hope I'm not interrupting anything...






JILL

No, not at all. I was just, uh, just going 

over the case files.

INT. S.T.A.R.S. OFFICE - DAY

A cluttered workspace with multiple desks side by side lining the room. Wesker sits at his desk at the front of the room, on the phone.






WESKER

Nice to know, since Irons just got the 

go-ahead from the mayor for us to take 

over full-time.

From here on out, the phone conversation alternates between the S.T.A.R.S. OFFICE and JILL'S APARTMENT.






JILL




Really?






WESKER

Yeah. He finally acted on the chief's 

incompetence. Took him long enough.






JILL

I'll say. The S.T.A.R.S. should've been 

brought in from the get-go.






WESKER

I agree, which is why I invested in your 

services. I knew we would take over 

eventually.






JILL




Then why didn't you say something to Irons?






WESKER

I did, but he wouldn't have it. And as you 

may know, placation is sometimes the best 

course of action when dealing with an 

egocentric.

Jill smiles.






JILL

I didn't think you of all people were 

intimidated by him.

WESKER

I don't think "intimidated" would be the 

right word. Let's just say that I like to 

avoid confrontation whenever possible. 

It's an unnecessary distraction when you 

want to get things done.






JILL




Touche, Captain.






WESKER

Anyway, I can make all the recommendations 

I want, but Irons is the only one who can 

upgrade a mission's status. You understand.






JILL




Of course, sir. So what's the gameplan?






WESKER

Bravo's going to start initial recon 

tomorrow night. Our unit may not get the 

chance to go in till Friday. Depends how 

long it takes for them to find something.






JILL




Anything else?






WESKER

I'm holding a meeting at six to discuss the 

op. I want everybody present to make sure 

we're all on the same page.






JILL




You can count on me, sir.

INT. S.T.A.R.S. OFFICE - DAY

A corner of Wesker's mouth rises in a slight smile.






WESKER




I know. Adios, soldier.

He hangs up the phone and sits back in his chair.

INT. JILL'S APARTMENT - DAY

Jill gently sets the phone back into its cradle, sighing. She scoops up her mug and heads back to the table.

INT. EMMY'S DINER - DAY

A homey little cafe. Patrons sit at the counter and in the red vinyl booths; drinking coffee, reading newspapers, eating lunch. The usual midday activities.

Three of the patrons drinking coffee together near the exit are S.T.A.R.S. members - CHRIS REDFIELD, 25 years old, boyish good looks; JOSEPH FROST, also 25, tall, tanned and spry; and FOREST SPEYER, 29 years old with a rough-edged Southern charm and the presence of a rebellious teenager.






FOREST

You're tellin' me you pranked Irons and he 

didn't know it was you?






JOSEPH




Fucking clueless!






FOREST




Bullshit.






JOSEPH

No, man. I'm dead serious. If he had known 

it was me, I'd probably be filing for 

unemployment right now.






CHRIS

I've been around you long enough to know 

your "humor" is as subtle as a sledgehammer 

to the face. There's no way you fooled him, 

even if he is a moron.






JOSEPH

You know nothing, young grasshopper. I'm a 

master in the fine art of deception.






FOREST




He didn't *69 you?






JOSEPH

Who cares? I used a payphone. Anyway, I'd 

love to have seen his face. I'm tellin' 

you man - a guaranteed Kodak moment.






CHRIS




What did you tell him?







JOSEPH

That I was Mr. Jack Mehoffer of 402 Sex 

Drive who'd gotten his dick caught in the 

oven door. I then proceeded to sing what I 

could of "Great Balls Of Fire" before he 

got pissed enough to hang up.

Chris and Forest laugh and each take a drink of their coffees. Joseph modestly throws his hands up.







JOSEPH

I shit you not, amigos. I wanna get Richard 

to hook up my phone so I can record this 

stuff. It's classic.







FOREST





Now I know what to do in my free time.







JOSEPH





I wouldn't advise it.







FOREST





Why?







JOSEPH

Two reasons. One: you're not cunning enough 

and two: it might interfere with your daily 

wanking regimen.







FOREST





Watch it, son.

Joseph laughs.







JOSEPH

You're just pissed that Wesker picked me 

as Alpha's vehicle specialist.

The last two words are delivered with pride.







FOREST

You're special, alright. Tell me - did you 

ride the long bus or the short bus to school? 

You couldn't fix a fuckin' go-kart.







JOSEPH





Look at that, Chris! I finally touched a 





nerve!

Forest smirks and playfully threatens him with a sucker punch. Chris smiles and glances up at the T.V. which is tuned into the local news station.

ON THE SCREEN:

A familiar blonde anchorwoman dictates the news.







ANCHORWOMAN

We now go live to Raccoon City Hall, where 

Chief Irons is expected to make an important 

announcement regarding the brutal murders 

that have plagued the city since earlier 

this summer.

The screen cuts to Chief Irons standing behind a podium in front of City Hall. Many reporters below thrust microphones into the air.

IN THE DINER:







CHRIS





Well, if it isn't the man of the hour...

Forest and Joseph both look up at the T.V.

ON THE SCREEN:

Strobes flash as pictures are taken. Irons carefully recites his rehearsed speech.







IRONS

Ladies and gentlemen, as you know, our 

peaceful community has met with tragedy in 

the past two months, and although our 

special investigative division has been 

working diligently to apprehend the 

perpetrators of these heinous crimes, the 

murderers have thus far managed to elude 

capture. On behalf of Mayor Warren, myself, 

and the city council, I'd like to announce 

that as of right now, the Raccoon City 

branch of the Special Tactics And Rescue 

Squad will participate in this case full-time 

and will see this investigation through to 

its conclusion. Effective immediately.

IN THE DINER:

Joseph, Chris and Forest watch the T.V. intently.







FOREST





Looks like we all just got promoted.







JOSEPH





Fuckin' A.

ON THE SCREEN:

The crowd is bustling. More cameras snap pictures. A brisk journalist in a burgundy pantsuit, ALYSSA ASHCROFT, steps forward and raises her mic.







ALYSSA

Chief Irons? Hi. Alyssa Ashcroft, Raccoon 

Times. Given the seriousness of the crimes, 

why haven't the S.T.A.R.S. been called in 

until now?

Irons is not impressed with the badgering reporter - he hates these folk.







IRONS

I assure you, the S.T.A.R.S. have been 

assisting us since the very beginning, Ms. 

Ashcroft. And they'll no doubt be a welcome 

addition to the task force working on the 

murders as we speak.

IN THE DINER:

The press conference continues on the T.V. in the background. Chris's cell phone RINGS and he answers it.







CHRIS





Yo.

INT. BARRY'S KITCHEN - DAY

A warm, inviting slice of suburbia. A bearded, friendly bear of a man, BARRY BURTON, 38 years old, is on the phone.







BARRY





Chris.







CHRIS (OS)





Barry! What's up?







BARRY





Hear the news?

INT. EMMY'S DINER







CHRIS

Yeah, we just watched Irons fumble through 

another speech. Looks like he's finally 

doing something useful for a change.







BARRY (OS)

Tell me about it. Listen, the reason I 

called... Wesker's scheduled a meeting for 

tonight at six. He's calling everybody in.







CHRIS





Nice to see that our new captain doesn't 





waste any time.







BARRY (OS)





Amen to that. Want me to pick you up?







CHRIS

No, it's cool. I'm here at Emmy's with 

Forest and Joseph. I'll hitch a ride with 

them.

INT. BARRY'S KITCHEN







BARRY





Okay.

A brief pause on the other end.







CHRIS (OS)





Barry?







BARRY





Yeah?







CHRIS (OS)





You okay? You sound depressed.







BARRY

Nah, I'm fine. Just a bit anxious about 

this whole thing. First big case we've 

gotten since the move. I'm worried I might 

be a little rusty.

INT. EMMY'S DINER

Chris hesitates, then decides to let it drop.







CHRIS

You've got nothin' to worry about, big man. 

We got your back, so if your arthritis makes 

you drop the ball we'll be right there to 

pick it up.

INT. BARRY'S KITCHEN

Barry laughs.







BARRY





You better watch the old age jokes, Redfield.







CHRIS (OS)

No way. Unlike you, they'll never get old. 

Catch ya later, buddy.







BARRY





Yeah.

He hangs up the phone and doesn't notice his wife KATHY, a beautiful brunette in her mid-30s, standing in the hallway to his right.







KATHY





It's never going to stop, is it?

Barry proceeds down the hallway and consciously avoids her probing eye. She follows him.







BARRY





I don't want to talk about it right now. 





I've gotta go.







KATHY

"Don't want to talk about it"?! We moved 

down here to get away from all this. You 

seem to forget you have a family to take 

care of.







BARRY

And you seem to forget that we have bills 

to pay and there are still a bunch of psychos 

chowing down on Raccoon's population. You 

might not care, but I do.

Kathy is stricken, his words stabbing her in the heart. Barry realizes his mistake, softens, and walks over to her.







BARRY

I'm sorry. Hey...

He lifts her chin up and looks her in the eyes.







BARRY

You know I didn't mean that. I'm under a 

lot of stress... I need you by my side 

right now.

She doesn't respond.







BARRY

There's nothing the S.T.A.R.S. can't handle. 

We've got a good group of people on this thing.







KATHY

I just don't want you getting hurt.







BARRY

Nothing's going to happen to me. I've been 

doing this for over sixteen years, remember? 

I promise you, the only thing you have to 

worry about is me being late for dinner 

tomorrow night. But I'll make it up to you.

He forces a reassuring smile, which isn't all that convincing. Kathy finally looks at him, bitterness in her face.







KATHY

How inept do you think I am? It doesn't 

matter how good you are or how long you've 

been doing it. In your line of work, nobody 

can make that kind of promise and hope to 

keep it, and you know full goddamn well.

She stalks past him without another word into the living room. He smacks himself lightly in the forehead.







BARRY





Shit...

EXT. RPD - DUSK

Twilight settles over the precinct, the shadows long in the fading orange light.

INT. S.T.A.R.S. OFFICE - DUSK

The office is now crowded with the thirteen members of the Raccoon S.T.A.R.S. Wesker sits on the edge of his desk with his arms folded. Chief Irons stands to his side.

Alpha chopper pilot, BRAD VICKERS, 35, a weasel of a man, sits at the back of the room near the communication console with his fellow pilots EDWARD DEWEY, 26, and KEVIN DOOLEY, 28; Barry sits at his desk near Wesker's alongside Bravo Team leader ENRICO MARINI, 41, a big, grizzled career soldier; Chris sits with Bravo field scout KENNETH SULLIVAN, 45, a tall, quiet African American; Jill sits with Joseph; Adjacent to the communication console is Bravo medic REBECCA CHAMBERS, 18, a shy young girl, sitting with Forest. Bravo's communications expert, RICHARD AIKEN, 23, a friendly fellow, stands near the entrance.

Irons eyes them all intently, then clears his throat loudly. The quiet chatter in the room dies.







IRONS

Alright. Listen up, people. I just wanted 

to drop by to tell you right here and now 

that I'm still the one in charge. Nothing 

happens around here without my knowing about 

it. Is that clear?







CHRIS






(to himself)





Aye aye, Cap'n.







IRONS

What was that, Redfield? Perhaps you didn't 

hear me. I said-







CHRIS

I heard you loud and clear, Chief. No need 

to explain yourself again on my behalf. By 

all means - continue.

Irons seems about to take a fit and looks to Wesker. The captain just shrugs his shoulders.

At the back, Forest laughs lightly under his breath. Beside him, Rebecca inquires quietly.







REBECCA

 



How come they don't get along?







FOREST

Chris doesn't like to kiss ass, and Irons 

doesn't know how to have any other kind of 

relationship.

Irons harnesses his anger and orates to the entire room.







IRONS

You're all familiar with the case files, so 

I won't bother boring you with semantics. So 

let's get down to brass tacks, shall we? 

Captain...

Wesker steps forward.







WESKER

At 1700 hours tomorrow, Bravo Team will be 

deployed to Raccoon Forest to begin our 

investigation. There's no doubt in my mind 

that you men and women are the absolute best 

this city has to offer, but even so, this 

mission will not be a cakewalk. The forest 

alone is going to be making our lives a 

living Hell. It's a veritable jungle in 

there, so with that in mind, Bravo will set 

down here...

He turns to a posted map behind him dotted with colored tags and points to a cluster of them.







WESKER

...where the victims' bodies have been found, 

and will search the area. When initial recon 

is complete and situation assessed, Alpha 

Team will move in. Questions?

Chris raises his hand.







WESKER





Chris.







CHRIS





What about the Spencer place?

Wesker hesitates for a moment. Just for a moment.







WESKER





What about it?







CHRIS

Nobody's checked it out, right? Isn't it 

possible the perps could be holing up in 

there?







RICHARD

Umbrella said they sent someone out there 

a week ago. Said it was secure. No break-ins.







CHRIS





I meant "nobody with a badge".







WESKER

Chris, I know you want to get to the bottom 

of this. We all do. But right now the best 

thing to do is conduct this by the book. If 

Bravo's info points to the mansion, then 

I promise you - that's where we'll search. 

But I want to be absolutely positive so we 

can have a more concrete idea of where to 

focus our energies. Remember, our first 

priority is to find those missing hikers.

Chris is dissatisfied but says nothing more. Irons steps forward and starts in with another lecture. It's drowned out by Jill and Joseph as they converse quietly at the desk behind Chris and Kenneth.







JILL





What mansion is he talking about?







JOSEPH

The one and only. It was built out in the 

woods about thirty years ago by George 

Trevor, that hot-shit New York architect. 

Ol' Spencer used it as a guest house for 

Umbrella VIPs.







JILL





Spencer?







JOSEPH





One of Umbrella's co-founders.







JILL





Ah.







JOSEPH

Word has it he had a bunch of that crazy 

spy movie crap built into it, too. Ya know, 

secret passages and whatnot. Neat, eh? 

Apparently, ol' Spence was crazier than a 

shithouse rat. If the stories are true, 

I'd second that notion with a vengeance.







JILL





They just abandoned it?







JOSEPH

I don't know. Word has it Trevor went nuts 

after it was finished and roamed the halls 

till he starved to death.







JILL





Oh my God...







JOSEPH

Yeah, I know. They boarded it up and moved 

Umbrella's HQ to Europe somewhere. It's 

been crumbling out there ever since.







JILL





What a waste.

Joseph scoffs.







JOSEPH

You kidding? This is Umbrella we're talkin' 

about. One of the biggest pharmaceutical 

companies on the planet. Don't feel sorry 

for them. They ain't hurtin', believe me. 

If anything, feel sorry for us. We're not 

gettin' paid enough for this shit.

Jill laughs a little too loud, catching the attention of the chief.







IRONS





Something you want to add, Ms. Valentine?







JILL





No, sir.







IRONS





What about you, Mr. Mehoffer?

Joseph clears his throat nervously and looks down.

JOSEPH





Uh...negative, Chief.

Wesker speaks up and cuts off the chief as he's about to speak again.







WESKER

Alright, folks. One last thing before we 

break up this little soiree.

He looks over the group, gathering his thoughts.







WESKER

Obviously, I like to keep things relatively 

casual in this outfit, but that doesn't 

mean I harbor any patience for those who 

can't keep up. Now, I want this thing to go 

smooth and by the numbers. If anyone has a 

problem with that, I want to know right now 

because it'll be less work for me later.

Nobody speaks. Wesker is pleased.







WESKER





Okay... Dismissed.

INT. BAR JACK - NIGHT

With the exception of Wesker, the S.T.A.R.S. occupy this local watering hole.

Rebecca sits alone at the counter drinking a strawberry daiquiri. Chris and Joseph observe as Forest plays pinball in the corner. Brad, Edward and Kevin sit huddled a distance from Rebecca, chatting, leaving the rookie isolated at the end. 

Kenneth, Richard, and Jill stand close to a small table near the bar, where Barry and Enrico sit facing each other, good-natured competition in their eyes.







ENRICO





What say we get this show on the road, 





boys?







RICHARD






(to Kenneth)





What's the pool up to?







KENNETH

Fifty bucks. This time the Cap is gonna 

beat him. I got a feelin' - this is his 

night, baby.







RICHARD

In your dreams, Sully. I'll make sure your 

fifty's put to good use.







BARRY

Now now, fellas. This is just some friendly 

competition. Right, Rico?







ENRICO






(smirking)





Of course. 

(to the others)

Place your bets, guys. We haven't got all 

night.

Richard takes out his wallet and rifles through it. Kenneth and Jill follow suit. Jill stumbles a bit in keeping up, as if she hasn't done this before. 

Barry and Enrico put their right elbows smack dab on the table and clutch each other's hands.







RICHARD





I'm backin' Barry again. No offense, 





Captain.

Enrico laughs.







ENRICO





I'll see that your salary's cut in half, 





Aiken.







RICHARD





And I'll still be fifty dollars richer, Cap.







ENRICO





Smartass...






(to Kenneth and Jill)





What about you two?







JILL





I think I'll sit this one out.







BARRY

Aw, c'mon, Jill, it's tradition. Just bet 

on me and I'll do the rest. 

He smiles welcomingly at her and she returns it.







JILL

No, it's alright. Too much testosterone for 

my liking. You boys have your fun.

She stuffs her wallet back into her pocket, much to Barry's chagrin. Smiling, Kenneth brandishes a brand spankin' new fifty.







KENNETH






(to Enrico)





You've got my support, Cap'n.







ENRICO

Wise investment, Sully. I'll see that your 

pay's doubled. You can have Aiken's half.







RICHARD

Yeah, yeah. Put your money where your arm 

is, tough guy.

Enrico grins in good humor and then concentrates on the impending arm wrestling match. He and Barry drill holes into each other's eyes with their stares.







ENRICO





Ready?







BARRY





When you are, Captain.

Enrico pauses for a moment, then...







ENRICO





Go!

Instantly, their biceps begin straining. He and Barry's faces gain color from the mutual exertion. Both grit their teeth with the effort, neither seeming to gain an edge yet.







ENRICO





Had enough?

BARRY





Fuck no. Just warmin' up...

Barry's arm now starts to tip Enrico's toward the table, ever so slightly. Enrico knows he's on the way to defeat and strains even harder.







BARRY





You had enough?

Enrico's too focused on staying in the match to respond. His arm goes further and further toward the table when...

WHAM! His arm is brought down by Barry, the undisputed winner. Both men breathe heavily and laugh.







ENRICO





God-damn...

Barry reaches over and pats Enrico on the shoulder.







BARRY





Maybe next time, buddy.

Kenneth stares in disappointment.







RICHARD





Ahem...

Kenneth looks at Richard and Richard smirks triumphantly, holding out his hand.







KENNETH





Yeah, yeah...

Kenneth reluctantly hands over his fifty and goes over to the counter. He plops down on a stool a short distance from Rebecca. There's still a sizeable gap between Rebecca and the nearest S.T.A.R.S. member.

The bartender, JACK, heeds him.







JACK





What'll it be, Sully? 







KENNETH





Just a brew, thanks.

Richard notices the lonely rookie and makes his way over to her. He sits on the stool beside her.







RICHARD






(to Jack)

Same as Kenneth, Jack. Thanks.

Jack nods and goes about fixing both the men's drinks.







RICHARD






(to Rebecca)





Hey, Becca. 







REBECCA





Hey.

(gesturing to Barry's table)





Have fun?

Richard holds up his two fifties in triumph.







RICHARD





But of course.






(tips her a wink)





Never bet against Big Daddy Burton.

He crams the bills into his pocket, then focuses all his attention on the rookie. Nice guy.







RICHARD

So... All psyched for your first foray 

into the wonderful world of law enforcement?

Rebecca laughs.







REBECCA





Not exactly.







RICHARD





Nervous?

She nods begrudgingly.







RICHARD

You'll be fine. Don't sweat it. They're a 

goodhearted bunch... Wise guys, but still 

goodhearted. We'll take care of ya.

Jack sets a mug of beer down in front of Richard.







RICHARD





Thanks.

Richard takes a drink.







RICHARD






(to Rebecca)

So you're a chemistry genius, right? You 

and Sully should get along great. He's our 

resident pro, at least till now.






(to Kenneth)





Right, Kenneth?

Kenneth lifts his beer mug in salute and Richard turns his attention back to Rebecca.







REBECCA

I wouldn't go so far as to call me a genius, 

but I do love the field.







RICHARD





Law enforcement wasn't your first career 





choice?

She shakes her head.







REBECCA

Nobody was really receptive to hiring a 

whiz kid so fresh out of school. The 

S.T.A.R.S. were pretty much the only ones 

who offered me a job, and they promised me 

a lab of my own one day.







RICHARD





Sounds like a sweet deal.







REBECCA

Yeah, but only under the condition that I 

go through basic training and get a bit of 

experience first. Hence my nervousness.







RICHARD





That's understandable. We've all been there, 





trust me.

Richard is impressed.







RICHARD

Well, I think it'll happen for you. Genius 

or no, you have to be pretty damn smart to 

graduate from college at the tender age of, 

what, 18?

She nods, blushing.







RICHARD





You should be proud. You're off to a hell 





of a start.







REBECCA

Thanks.

Bored of Forest's game, Joseph heads over to them, inebriated.







JOSEPH

Richard, you stud you! Fraternizing with 

the rookie, are we?







RICHARD






(to himself)





Here we go...

Rebecca chuckles and turns to face Joseph, who looks at her strangely.







JOSEPH





Are you allowed in here? How old are you, 





sweetie?







REBECCA





Old enough to vote.

Joseph laughs and gives her a friendly pat on the back.







JOSEPH






(to Richard)

Ya see that, Aiken? She'll be promoted to 

Alpha before you know it.






(to Rebecca)

I'm just fuckin' with ya, kid. If it's any 

consolation, you'll probably get to Alpha 

before Forest. It's happened before.

Forest overhears, annoyed. He turns around and thrusts his fist up under his arm.







FOREST





Fist yourself, Frost.

Joseph smiles like a jackass and gives him a thumbs-up. Forest goes back to his game. Joseph addresses Rebecca.







JOSEPH





Anyway, if Chickenheart can make it, so 





can you.

Brad Vickers, talking to Edward Dewey beside Kenneth, stops talking and looks to Joseph, insulted.







BRAD





Hey, I thought I told you never to call 





me that.







JOSEPH





Relax. I wasn't talkin' to you.







BRAD





You were talking about me. Behind my back.







JOSEPH

So what? It's just a joke. Relax your 

crack, Brad. Have another drink, okay? 

You'll forget all about it.

Brad eyes him coldly.







BRAD





Yeah, "ha ha". You're a real comedian, 





Frost.

Brad and Edward resume their conversation.







REBECCA





What's that all about?







JOSEPH

Just a nickname he got stuck with once upon 

a time. Vickers isn't one to handle himself 

too well under pressure.

(whispers conspiratorially)

He's a good guy, but he's a real chickenshit.

Chris leaves Forest's game and heads for the exit, thoughtful.







BARRY





Hey, Chris. Where ya goin'?

Chris looks up from his mental wandering.







CHRIS

I'm just gonna go home and get some shuteye. 

Maybe look over those files again.

BARRY

It's only nine o'clock. You're not going to 

stay for another round? I'm buyin'.







CHRIS

Nah, you guys have fun. I'm just not 

feeling all that well. I'll give you a 

call tomorrow.

Barry's brow creases with worry.







BARRY





What's on your mind?







CHRIS





I'm not sure, but something's nagging at me.







BARRY





What do you mean?







CHRIS

I get the feeling we're missing a piece of 

some bigger puzzle.







BARRY





And you're suggesting...







CHRIS

I'm not suggesting anything. At least not 

yet. But there's something going on here 

besides a bunch of slobbering nutjobs hanging 

out in the woods.

He stares around at his laid back teammates.







CHRIS





I just think we're being a little 





overconfident, that's all.

BARRY

We're confident, sure, but for good reason. 

We're the best. Everything's gonna be fine.







CHRIS





Yeah. But even the best might not be enough.

Barry doesn't have an answer. Chris notices his dismay.







CHRIS





Look, forget I said anything. I'll see ya 





around.

He leaves. Barry stares after him, puzzled. Jill approaches him.







JILL





What's up?

Barry shakes his head, not looking at her.







BARRY

Damned if I know. He's been acting strange 

ever since the meeting... I'm worried about him.







JILL

Maybe the case is already starting to take 

its toll... I know how he feels.







BARRY





It's probably another guilt trip.







JILL





What do you mean?







BARRY





He didn't tell you how he got here?

Jill shakes her head.







BARRY

I met him a couple of years ago in Kendo's. 

We pretty much became friends right then 

and there, and I ended up hiring him for 

S.T.A.R.S. after I saw he was a crack shot. 

And for his experience. In the Air Force.







JILL





Did something bad happen?







BARRY

You could say that... A Huey carrying 

eleven men and women went down near Buckley 

about...three years ago, come September. 

He and a couple others went out to help, but 

I guess the fire was too big by then. They 

were ordered back, and Chris pretty much said 

"Fuck you" and rushed in anyway. Managed to 

drag one of 'em out of the blaze. That kid 

ended up being the only survivor out of the 

eleven, and I guess it still eats Chris up 

inside that he couldn't do more... After that, 

he was kicked out for disobeying a direct 

order and basically just worked odd jobs 

here in town until I met him.

Jill is silent, lost in thought as Joseph moves to the center of the bar.







JOSEPH





Ladies and gents! I'd like to propose a 





toast!

He raises his mug.







JOSEPH

To the S.T.A.R.S.! Bona fide ass kickers, 

and may we kick many asses in the years to 

come!

He gets varied agreements from his teammates.







JOSEPH





Oh! And a toast to Forest Speyer, too.

He tips his drink to Forest, who smirks and flips him off.

FADE OUT.

BLACK SCREEN

The sound of soft static fades in like the recording of a 911 distress call. The disembodied voice of Brad Vickers pierces the darkness.







BRAD (OS)

Bravo Team, I need an update. What's your 

status? Over.

The static crackles with the tinny voice of Enrico Marini.







ENRICO (OS)

Nothing yet, Brad...We've circled the area 

and there's been no sign of anything...

Requesting permission to-- Wait a minute. 

Hold on...We've got something...There's 

something in the trees. Hang on a sec. Over.

The signal starts to break up.







ENRICO (OS)

...Can't get...read or...details from...air

...Gonna take...down...closer look...stand 

by for report...copy?...







BRAD (OS)

I didn't catch that last part, Enrico. 

You're breaking up. Over.

A small explosion suddenly blasts over the speaker and a burst of white noise immediately follows.







BRAD (OS)





Enrico? Are you reading me? Over.

Images flash onscreen showing the interior of the Bravo chopper as it spins wildly through the air, descending rapidly. The Bravos inside hang on, faces taut.



BRAD (OS)
Enrico, come in. I repeat - Enrico, come 

in. Over...

The electronic noise dies.

SUPER: July 24th, 1998

EXT. RPD HELIPAD - DUSK

The blades of a gun-metal gray helicopter are slowly spinning to life. Brad sits in the cockpit hitting switches.

Captain Wesker, in full S.T.A.R.S. gear and slick shades, stands near the open door of the chopper's cabin. He checks his watch.

Jill exits the building near the ancient water tower carrying two bulging duffel bags of equipment. Joseph appears from inside the cabin and grabs one of the bags from her.







WESKER





Where are they?







JILL

They're on their way. Barry had to get 

something in the office.

Wesker nods, no visible sign of distress.

INT. RPD HALLWAY - DUSK

Chris and Barry walk side by side hurriedly down the hall. Barry is inspecting his beloved .357 Colt Python.







CHRIS

I can't fucking believe Irons. That 

bureaucratic son of a bitch...







BARRY

Clear it out of your head, buddy. We've got 

a job to do. What's done is done.







CHRIS

I know. But we lose contact and he decides 

to wait all goddamn day before sending us in. 

What a load of bullshit.







BARRY

Look, it was an electrical storm. Ya think 

Irons was gonna risk two choppers bitin' 

the dust?







CHRIS





So you're taking his side?







BARRY





I'm not taking any sides. I'm just calling 





it as I see it.

They reach a door and head on through into another HALLWAY.







CHRIS

The slimy motherfucker has to have a guy 

standing over a corpse with a smoking gun 

for him to sense something amiss.







BARRY

Look, we shouldn't jump to conclusions here. 

Besides, there's nothing we can do until we 

get out there. You're wasting your energy.

Chris's anger seems to abate somewhat, the voice of reason cutting through his rage.







CHRIS

You're right. I'll admit that. But that 

doesn't change the fact that Irons is an 

incompetent prick.







BARRY





I wasn't about to dispute you on that.

EXT. RPD HELIPAD - DUSK

Chris and Barry step through the door onto the helipad.







CHRIS





Let's go kick some cannibal ass, big man.







BARRY





I hear that.

They rush to the chopper. Wesker gives them a nod and climbs inside. Chris gets in after him. Barry snaps the cylinder of his Colt home, hoists himself in and shuts the door.

The helicopter lifts up into the air slowly, then accelerates forward.

EXT. RACCOON FOREST - DUSK

The chopper flies over the heavily wooded forest, the late twilight enveloping the land.

INT. ALPHA CHOPPER - NIGHT

Wesker grabs a headset, puts it on and enters the cockpit to sit beside Brad. Chris leans forward, addressing the pilot.







CHRIS





How long till we get to their last position?







BRAD





ETA...four minutes.

Chris sits back and looks to Jill, who returns his solemn gaze. She grabs a clip and slaps it into her Beretta.

Joseph is busy tying a bandana over his head. He tightens the knot and reaches under the bench he's sitting on. Snatches a shotgun. He checks it over and aims upward, satisfied with its quality.

CH-CHOK! Joseph's ready to rock. He and Chris exchange knowing glances - "Let's go kick some serious buttocks."

EXT. RACCOON FOREST - NIGHT

The moonlit night is upon the forest. The Alpha chopper hovers over the trees, shining its spotlight every which way.

INT. ALPHA CHOPPER - NIGHT

Brad peers anxiously through the windshield, searching the dark sea of green.







BRAD





Where is it? We should be practically on 





top of them.

Joseph and Jill scan the darkness through the window on the right side of the cabin. Chris and Barry take the other side.

Jill gets excited and points to a dark object within the trees bordering a small clearing below.







JILL





There! One o'clock!

EXT. RACCOON FOREST - NIGHT

Alpha chopper's spotlight snaps toward the object - the derelict Bravo helicopter.

The Alpha chopper sets down gently in another clearing a short distance away.

The engine dies down and the cabin door opens. Wesker jumps out and aims immediately into the trees with his Beretta. The other Alphas pile out behind him.







WESKER





Barry, you take point.






(to the others)





Let's move. Keep it tight.

Barry starts ahead and aims his Colt at any suspicious shadow.

EXT. BRAVO CHOPPER - NIGHT

The cabin door is open. Barry edges closer and scans for any signs of movement. Seeing nothing of interest, he signals for the rest of the team to approach.

They fan across the clearing, forming a perimeter. Joseph steps forward and aims his weapon inside the cabin, lighting the interior with the glow of the flashlight hooked to the barrel. It's empty except for the remaining equipment.

Joseph climbs into the chopper cautiously, a confused expression on his face as he looks around. Wesker is now standing outside the door.







WESKER





Joseph?







JOSEPH





Nobody home...and they left all their 





equipment behind.

Wesker peers inside.







JOSEPH

Why would they leave everything?







WESKER





I don't know.

He turns to address the rest of the team, taking authoritative action.







WESKER

Everyone spread out, look for clues. Tracks, 

shell casings, signs of struggle - you find 

anything, you let me know ASAP. And stay alert.

Chris, Jill and Barry go off in different directions and move deeper into the woods. Wesker turns back to Joseph.







WESKER

Check out the cockpit. See if you can find 

out what went wrong.

Joseph nods gamely. Wesker heads off in the direction none of the others had taken.

INT. BRAVO CHOPPER - NIGHT

Joseph moves further into the chopper toward the cockpit. The beam of his light illuminates the control panel. The space appears empty.

He steps into the dark cockpit and shines his light down on a body slumped in the pilot's seat - what was once Bravo co-pilot Kevin Dooley, now horribly mauled.

Joseph stumbles backward in shock and hurries out.

EXT. BRAVO CHOPPER - NIGHT

Joseph jumps out the open door, bends forward and vomits when he hits the ground. 

Wesker is at the edge of the clearing. He turns back.







WESKER





What did you find?







JOSEPH





Kevin's dead.

He struggles to keep his soldierly composure. Wesker nods sympathetically.







WESKER





Edward too?

Joseph shakes his head.







WESKER

Okay. If they're out here, we'll find them. 

You cover our backs. Let's move...

EXT. RACCOON FOREST - NIGHT

Crickets chirp. Trees rustle in the wind. Weeds snap and crackle as Jill steps into view, securing the area. 

Joseph is off to her right, visibility poor due to a hazy mist. Chris and Barry are a short distance apart.

A branch SNAPS and Chris stops at the sound. Eyes wide, he looks around for the source. He gets ever closer to a wall of trees...

Joseph continues along a narrow path and points his boomstick at anything and everything.

SNAP. Another branch breaks. Joseph whirls in fright. Nothing there, but he spots something close by. Curious, he walks over. Trains his light on the ground to reveal-

A SEVERED HAND holding a 9mm handgun. Joseph's eyes widen as a growl is emitted behind him...

He spins, ready to fire, already too late. He SHRIEKS and his shotgun BLASTS.







JILL





Joseph!

Chris, Jill and Barry dash to his aid. Wesker emerges from a dark copse to join them.

Joseph is on the ground thrashing. Four bloodthirsty DOGS from Hell - Jack the Ripper's best friends - tear and rip at his flesh. The man screams in agony. Blood gushes in spurts as he's systematically torn apart.

The Alphas stand in stunned silence. Jill aims her weapon, unsure. Chris hesitates for only a moment and then pulls the trigger on the dogs.

Several high-pitched YELPS and one dog goes down. All the S.T.A.R.S. open up and riddle the canines with bullets.

Two more dogs go down in the hail of gunfire. The remaining canine continues to feed, ravenous and unconcerned with the slugs ripping into its rotten flesh.

Barry takes careful aim and BOOM! The dog's cranium explodes like a burst balloon filled with blood.

The S.T.A.R.S. don't move. They keep their guns trained warily on the downed creatures as Wesker takes one step forward-

All around them, unseen dogs begin their lament. Many undead paws tear through the underbrush toward them.







WESKER





Back to the chopper! Now!

They all take off sprinting through the trees as fast as they can, the dogs gaining ground.

The S.T.A.R.S. trudge on in panic, panting. Gasping. Wheezing. Whipping through branches. Stumbling over uneven ground.

Chris sees their chopper revving up in the clearing ahead. Relief cuts through the primal fear on his face.

EXT. ALPHA CHOPPER - NIGHT

Brad watches them approach with the demon dogs in pursuit, scared witless. He begins frantically hitting switches.

The four Alphas near the chopper, almost home free-

Suddenly the vehicle jerks into the air and accelerates wildly. It takes off into the night in the next instant.







JILL





No!







CHRIS





Brad! Come back! Where the fuck's he going?!

EXT. RACCOON FOREST - NIGHT

The winded S.T.A.R.S. run deeper into the forest. Barry and Wesker fire blindly behind them, covering the rear as the chase intensifies.

A small YELP and one of the dogs tumbles end over end into the woods, dead. Again.







WESKER





Head for the mansion!

Chris and Jill squint ahead of them. The dilapidated old house is vaguely visible in the chilly mist. The massive mansion is unseen beyond the front, surrounded by shadowy, overgrown hedges.

They run on and on, the dogs not knowing the meaning of the word "quit". Chris and Jill fire off a few rounds into the closing pack.

Faces sweating, lungs working overtime, Chris leaps onto the front porch first and rams the door.

It bursts open, spilling light. Chris goes through, then Jill, then Wesker and Barry.

INT. MANSION LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Chris slams the door shut. Barry collapses against it as the first dog hits it. WHAM! 

Chris slides the door's steel deadbolt home. Barry relaxes, breathing heavily.

They take a moment to catch their breaths. Chris, Jill and Barry stare around in awe at the luxurious and ominous lobby. Wesker is calm and collected as he examines the door handle.







BARRY





What the hell is this?







CHRIS

Well, it's definitely not abandoned. Looks 

open for business...

Wesker finishes his inspection and turns back to the group.







WESKER

The wood around the lock's been splintered. 

Somebody broke this door open before we got 

here.







JILL





The Bravos?







WESKER

Perhaps. With any luck, we might stumble on 

one of the missing hikers. With those things 

out there, they may have come here to seek 

shelter until help arrived. Which may not 

be a bad idea at the moment, assuming our 

"friend" Mr. Vickers bothers to call any in.

The others say nothing, anger in their faces. Wesker looks around, thoughtful.







WESKER





How are we set for ammo?

Chris, Jill and Wesker check their 9mm clips. Barry checks his remaining Colt rounds.







CHRIS





Ten rounds.







WESKER





Jill?







JILL





Fifteen.

Wesker looks to Barry.







BARRY





Nineteen.

The captain nods, thinking.







WESKER

Evidently, it appears we'll be sticking 

around for awhile. We can't take them all 

out, unless we happen across a cache of 

smart rockets. Unlikely, it would seem.

Jill moves slowly to the grand staircase in front them, her face a shocked mask, on the verge of a breakdown. Barry's frustration with Brad is now showing twofold.







BARRY

We had everything on that chopper. Ammo, 

medkits, rocket launcher... We couldn't 

even offer Joseph a goddamn band-aid.

He shakes his head, absorbed in his anger-

BANG! A muffled, distant gunshot echoes through the house. They strain to hear anything else. Wesker starts toward the double doors on the east wall.







CHRIS





I've got it.

He strides to the double doors, gun at the ready.







WESKER

Alright. Whatever you find, check back in 

five minutes either way.

Chris nods and grasps the knob of one of the doors.







JILL





Chris?

Chris looks back at her.







JILL





Watch yourself.

He gives her a lopsided grin, then opens the door and disappears into the next room. He closes the door behind him.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

A dark, aristocratic dining room lit by a burning fireplace at the far end, a door to the right of it. A second floor balcony overlooks the bottom floor.

Chris walks to the end of the room and inspects his surroundings. Near the fireplace is a small puddle of blood. 

Chris sees the spilled plasma and his gaze follows a trail of red droplets stopping at the door.

He stands horrified for a moment, then steps reluctantly to the door. He opens it slowly and steps through, winding up in the...

DINING ROOM HALLWAY

...a long, dusty corridor, stretching in either direction. A door across from him, slightly ajar.

Chris looks left just as a vague whisper of sound comes from the end of the hall. He starts forward when-

THUMP. THUMP. Behind the door across from him, which ensnares his full attention. He puts his ear to the door.

Chris looks down and nearly JUMPS, going white. A rather large SPIDER skitters toward him from the darkness of the hallway to his right, not close to being a tarantula but still quite big.

He observes its slow progress as it skitters by, and he breathes deeply, closing his eyes.







CHRIS






(quietly, to himself)

Keep it together, Redfield. It's only a 

spider... only a spider...

He eyes the hallway for a moment to make sure there are no more eight-legged surprises, then turns his attention back to the door.

Gently, he pushes it open, leading to a...

GREEN HALLWAY

...a corridor with green wallpaper. Chris steps into the darkness and  spots a silhouette of a MAN further down the hall. He can't be seen clearly, his back to Chris.

Chris raises his weapon, uncertain. He looks over his shoulder nervously, then to the floor and back up again. Moves forward cautiously.







CHRIS

Sir, turn around slowly and put your hands 

where I can see them.

The man turns around ever so slowly and starts toward Chris in a lazy stumble, still unseen.







CHRIS

Did you hear me? I said put your hands where 

I can see them!

The man shambles into the soft light, arms outstretched and grasping, his features now visible. He's one of the undead, a rotten, reanimated corpse. The stuff of nightmares.

Chris's mouth drops open, but he gets his bearings and aims at the man's gut.







CHRIS





Hold it!

The zombie ignores him, still coming, now five feet away.

BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! The man's torso takes all four slugs as he lunges for Chris's throat.

BAM! BAM! Two more shots are muffled by the creature's stomach. It pushes Chris roughly against the door and it SLAMS shut.

Chris shoves the flesh eater to the floor, and it immediately rises again for Round 2. The Alpha takes aim and BAM! BAM! Two shots to the thing's decaying heart.

It reels, stops for a moment, then resumes its course. Chris can't believe it.

Desperate, Chris levels his weapon at the creature's face and BAM! BAM! Two shots to the forehead and it pitches backward to the floor. Stays there. Not moving.

Chris runs a hand through his hair, frightened, eyes rolling. He turns to the door and tries to open it. It won't budge.

He aims at the lock. CLICK! His gun is on empty. He stares at the weapon in disbelief.







CHRIS





Shit.

Chris yanks the knob in frustration, then gives up and rams an angry fist into the door. He glances down the dark hall behind him.

INT. MANSION LOBBY - NIGHT

Barry and Jill look to the dining room doors, worried. Both have their weapons raised. The musclebound Alpha looks to Wesker, who nods approval.







WESKER





Go. Me and Jill will look around some more.

Barry starts vehemently to the dining room doors. Jill goes after him.







JILL





Wait. I'm going with you.

INT. GREEN HALLWAY - NIGHT

Chris hurries to a door in the middle of the hall and tries the knob. It's locked. He notices the keyhole etched with the picture of a SWORD.

He moves on quickly to the door at the end of the hallway to the left. Another dark hall stretches off to the right, but he's not interested in it.

He peers warily into the blackness for a cautious moment, then puts an ear to the door, listening. There's a small scratching sound on the other side.

Chris opens the door cautiously, and-

A pale ZOMBIE jumps at him from the next HALL. The creature topples Chris to the floor.

Chris pistol-whips the drooling corpse in the nose twice and wrestles it off him. He bolts to his feet and the creature gets up behind him.

Chris dashes down the hall, the zombie in slow but constant pursuit. He turns the corner and sees a support PILLAR at the other end of the hall. It blocks a full view of the stairwell leading to the second floor.

Another walking CORPSE shuffles out from behind the pillar and starts after him, moaning hungrily. The zombie he left behind is getting closer. "Dangerously close!", as Johnnie might say.

Chris runs toward the creature coming from the pillar and dodges it like a football player. Makes it past the pillar to the bottom of the stairs. Looks up...

...to where another ZOMBIE waits at the top. It walks forward and tumbles clumsily down the steps.

Chris backs up in the small square space beside the stairs. The two zombies from the hallway steadily approach as the fallen undead pulls itself to its feet at the bottom step.

Chris is trapped, and by the look on his face, he knows it all too well.

INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Barry is stooped down, eyes fixated on the puddle of blood. He looks up at Jill and both share a grim silence.

Jill motions to the door. Barry nods.

INT. MANSION LOBBY - NIGHT

Wesker waits patiently...

A rising, unearthly moan from somewhere close by reverberates through the lobby.

Wesker looks curiously toward the back of the room, then walks forward to check it out.

INT. DINING ROOM HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jill and Barry enter from the dining room. Jill sweeps the left side; Barry, the right.







JILL





Chris?

No answer. Obviously.







BARRY

You take the end of the hall. I'll check 

the doors.

Gun up, Jill walks toward the small sitting area marking the end of the hall. Barry tries the door that locked on Chris earlier - no give.

INT. PILLAR HALLWAY - NIGHT

With Chris cornered, the three undead move in for the kill. Chris looks around frantically and spots a barely visible door opposite the stairs, drenched in shadow. 

He bursts forth and pushes open the door with renewed hope. One of the zombies grasps his shoulder as he hurtles into...

...a small INFIRMARY, populated by shelves of chemicals, a cot, an open trunk of papers.

WHOOSH! A cloud of chemical mist sprays his face and forces him backward, which slams the door in the zombies' faces.







CHRIS





Agh!

He slaps at his eyes in pain as the sprayer, Bravo Team medic Rebecca Chambers, rushes to his aid. She's roughed up, as if she's been through a small war.







REBECCA





Oh, no! Oh my God, I'm so sorry!

She guides him over to the cot, apologizing excessively on the way. He lies back on the bunk and rubs at his eyes.







REBECCA





Keep your eyes closed and don't rub at 





them, okay?

She takes out a tiny squeeze bottle of water from her pack.







REBECCA

Lean your head back. This will sting a 

little bit, but it's just water, alright?

INT. DINING ROOM HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jill moves closer to the dimly lit sitting area. A MAN on his knees gradually moves into her viewing range.

She levels her weapon at his back. He doesn't notice her presence, his hands to his face. A dead body in S.T.A.R.S. gear lies in front of him.







JILL





Sir...put your hands up and turn around 





slowly.

THUMP! The man drops the half-eaten SEVERED HEAD of Bravo member Kenneth Sullivan to the carpet and turns around slowly. He rises from his crouch. Just as he's been ordered to do.

Jill gasps in horror when she sees the decapitated team member's identity.







JILL





Kenneth...

The rotting zombie moves to her, eager for fresh meat. And she's quite the dish.







JILL





Sto- Stop...!

She backs up, disbelieving, not able to finish any coherent order. BAM! BAM! BAM! She fires three shots into the creature's upper torso, with no noticeable effect.







BARRY





Move, Jill!

Barry's now behind her and he raises his Colt as the zombie steps into view. Jill backs against the wall.

BOOM! Barry's round obliterates the zombie's head in a burst of blood and it crumples to the floor.

Silence now in the corridor, punctuated by heavy breathing. Jill walks over to the headless Bravo. Barry runs to join her and notices Kenneth, which stops him like a punch in the gut.







BARRY





Jesus...

Jill rifles through Ken's belt pack and takes his two extra Beretta clips. She shoots Barry an apologetic look.

She stands up and both Alphas stare at the dead zombie in sickened confusion. Barry steps over Ken and tries the door in the corner of the sitting room. Locked.







JILL





What the fuck is going on out here?

Barry walks back to stand alongside her.







BARRY

I don't know. But someone forgot to tell 

this guy that dead people don't get up 

and walk around.







JILL





He couldn't have been dead. It's not 





possible.







BARRY





It sure as hell wasn't the flu.

Barry looks to the door leading back to the dining room.







BARRY





We should report this to Wesker.







JILL





What about Chris? There could be more of 





them.







BARRY

I've known him a long time. He can handle 

himself. But this house is just too goddamn 

big. We gotta figure out what we're doing 

first.

Jill frowns, not liking it.







BARRY

Hey. We'll find him. We just need to 

organize our search before we go charging 

into unknown territory, especially since 

we don't know how many of those things 

are waiting for us.

Jill nods reluctantly.







BARRY





Come on.

They set off back to the dining room.

INT. MANSION LOBBY - NIGHT

The palatial lobby is silent and empty. Barry and Jill arrive from the dining room. They scan the area as they step inside, confused.







JILL





Wesker?

Barry runs to the west side as Jill climbs the first two steps of the staircase and peers up at the balcony above.







BARRY





Captain Wesker!

Echoes. And nothing more. Barry walks back to the center of the room and shakes his head.







JILL





Could he have run into one of those things?







BARRY





We would've heard the shots.







JILL





He could've been ambushed. Dragged away.







BARRY

Yeah. Or maybe he heard something and went 

to check it out. This place is just ripe 

for things that go "bump in the night"...







JILL





So do we wait for them to show or go 





looking?

Barry sighs.







BARRY

Go looking. If Ken made it here, the other 

Bravos could be in the house. And with 

those dogs outside, I think it's about 

time we started looking for a way out of 

this place.

Jill nods. The plan is sound.







JILL





Alright.







BARRY





Here...

Barry takes a small cloth filled with metallic objects out of his pack and hands them to her.







BARRY

The lockpicks you gave me to practice with. 

I figured you'd have more luck with them.







JILL





Thanks.

She puts them into her own pack.







BARRY

It'd probably be best if we split up. It's 

dangerous, but we have a lot of ground to 

cover.







JILL





Yeah. It'd be easy to get lost, though...

He looks at her with an expression of concern.







BARRY

Are you up for this, Jill? I mean, we can 

search together if you want.







JILL

No. You're right. I'll take the west wing. 

We meet back here if we find anybody. Use 

this room as "base".

Barry's turn to nod in agreement.







BARRY

I'll go back, see if I can pick up Chris's 

trail. Remember - keep an eye out for a 

back door, conserve ammo...and be careful.

Jill is touched by his fatherly concern.







JILL





You too, Barry.

He grins and raises his Colt in salute.







BARRY





I'll be fine.

Without another word, he spins and starts for the dining room. The door opens and closes and Jill is alone.

She sighs, turns toward the double doors to the west wing, then grabs the knob and takes a deep breath. 

She pauses reluctantly for a moment, then lets out her breath and pushes the door open.

INT. STATUE ROOM - NIGHT

A small, dark blue room, the statue of a woman holding an urn on one shoulder in the middle, portraits lining the walls.

Jill walks inside and gazes around as she heads for the single door opposite the entrance. She reaches it and tries the knob. Locked.

She takes out her lockpicks and carefully inserts various metallic devices into the keyhole. 

After a moment of her wizardry...CLICK! Open Sesame.







JILL





Disco.

INT. DISPLAY CASE HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jill enters a long, dismal hallway. Wide windows showing darkness outside line the right wall, the hall turning left at the end. Three large display cases line the inner wall.

Jill edges down the passage cautiously and keeps her eyes on the windows. Thin tree branches TAP against the glass periodically.

Breath held, she accidentally bumps into the middle display case and lets out a frightened gasp.

She calms herself, then looks disgusted as she inspects the bleached skeletal remains of things on the shelves-

SMASH! The first window she passed explodes inward. A zombified canine, a HELLHOUND, jumps through and turns immediately in her direction.

The dog growls and rushes forward. Quick thinking, Jill pushes the large display case over, blocking the hallway. She opens fire and backs up in fright.

The dog leaps over the toppled case and Jill dodges to the right, smacking against the inner wall as the dog lands sprawling across the floor behind her.

It struggles to get up again on the slippery linoleum. Jill targets the canine and BAM! BAM! BAM! Two shots to the chest, one to the head. The dog is blown backward to the floor and doesn't move.

Jill's gaze snaps to the smashed window frame and she gets up quickly and runs.

INT. INFIRMARY - NIGHT

Chris is sitting up on the cot. Rebecca stands aside, embarrassed. He blinks rapidly, his eyes adjusting.







CHRIS





Damn... What was that stuff?







REBECCA

Insect repellent. Don't worry, though. The 

active ingredient is probably permephrin. 

It's an irritant, but it shouldn't do any 

permanent damage. I thought you were one of 

those monsters and I lost my gun...

Chris finally gets a good look at her.







CHRIS





Rebecca...Chambers?

She nods and looks away guiltily.







REBECCA





Yeah... Um, look, I'm really sorry.

He smiles, warm and understanding.







CHRIS

It's okay. You did the best you could with 

what you had. Not a bad weapon, actually.

She smiles in return, relieved that he's not pissed off.







CHRIS





Where are the others?







REBECCA





I don't know.







CHRIS

Brad said Enrico had spotted something 

before we lost contact...

She nods again, affirming the info.







REBECCA

It was an MP transport overturned on one 

of those old logging trails. The men inside 

had been torn apart. They were transporting 

a court-martialed prisoner to execution and 

I guess they got ambushed by those dogs on 

the way to the base. Ragithon, I think.

Chris is listening intently.







CHRIS





What happened after that?







REBECCA

Edward, he...he got attacked by a pack of 

those dogs and I just ran. I got...turned 

around in the woods and ended up at the 

front door of this place. It was open... 

Someone got here before I did, but I 

haven't gotten the chance to look around...







CHRIS





Edward's dead?







REBECCA





Yes...and I couldn't help him.

She looks down at her hands, ashamed.







CHRIS

Look, you have nothing to be ashamed of, 

okay? You're alive. Just the fact that you 

made it this far-

THUMP. One of the zombies outside smacks against a wall.







REBECCA





So what do we do now?







CHRIS

Find the others, get the fuck outta here 

and get Irons to do something useful for 

a change... Only you don't have a gun and 

I'm out of ammo.

Rebecca brightens.







REBECCA





Here!

She reaches into her pack, hauls out two Beretta clips and hands them over. He takes both graciously and sticks one in his belt, then slaps the other into his empty weapon.







REBECCA

And I found this in the desk. I'm not sure 

what it's for, though.

She gives him a key with a small sword on the end of it. He stares at it, internal wheels spinning.

Chris glances over to the open trunk of papers and grabs one. He examines it briefly and frowns at the complexity of it.







CHRIS

Your background's in biochemistry, right? 

Have you looked through these?







REBECCA





No. I’ve been kinda busy watching the door.

He hands her the sheet he'd taken and she scans it briefly.







REBECCA

It's a list of neurotransmitters and level 

indicators - brain chemistry. Look here...






(points to the bottom of the paper)

Low serotonin and norepinephrine, dopamine 

off the chart... We're talking big time 

schizophrenic-

Rebecca notices the incredulous look on Chris's face and smiles apologetically.







REBECCA





Sorry.







CHRIS





You must get that reaction a lot from guys.







REBECCA





Not as often as you'd think.

He motions to the paper.







CHRIS





Have any idea what it means?







REBECCA

Maybe. Last night, I came across a diary 

near the crash site that mentioned something 

called "T-Virus"...






(ashamedly)

...but I dropped it somewhere on the run 

for the house. Evidence served on a silver 

platter and I lose it...







CHRIS





It's okay.

He pats her reassuringly on the shoulder.







CHRIS

You were scared, that's all. I am too. It's 

nothing to be ashamed of.

Rebecca gives him a shaky, appreciative smile.







CHRIS

Anyway... What about this "T-Virus"?...







REBECCA

I think it's responsible for all...this. 

The creatures. The dogs... The murders. 

Some kind of manmade disease.

Chris is sickened.







CHRIS





Manmade. By who?

She hesitates, swallowing hard.







REBECCA





It was Umbrella. Umbrella's behind 





everything. 

To say Chris is overcome with surprise is an understatement.







CHRIS





Jesus... Are you sure?







REBECCA

Pretty sure. Maybe not one of their 

commercial divisions, but they've 

definitely funded it.

Chris nods to himself as he puts the pieces into place.







CHRIS

No wonder Irons railroaded us on 

investigating this place. They must've used 

him to get to us. Slow us down... They 

must've gotten to a lot of people if they 

were able to keep this place a secret for 

so long. City council members, judges...

Rebecca squinches her brow in confusion.







REBECCA





You really think it goes that far?







CHRIS

I don't know. I hope not. But this place 

sure as shit isn't "abandoned". Hikers have 

been coming up here for years. Ya'd think 

they might've seen something by now.







REBECCA





They could've been bribed to keep quiet. 





By Umbrella.







CHRIS

If this is as serious as I think it is, 

Umbrella probably skipped the foreplay 

entirely if they're responsible. No witnesses, 

no crime...








REBECCA

According to Enrico, at least one of their 

viral labs is on this estate. The place 

where I found the diary... I think it was 

another of them. Though it was abandoned.







CHRIS





Enrico... Where is he?

She shakes her head nervously.







REBECCA

Like I said, I don't know. The last time I 

saw him... I can't say for sure. Twelve hours... 

Maybe more.

Chris nods, deciding to let the issue drop. He holds up the Sword Key.







CHRIS

Listen, I passed a door on the way in here 

with a Sword engraved on the key plate, so 

I'm gonna go check it out, see if it leads 

back to the main hall. I doubt the others 

are still waiting for me, but those were my 

orders...

Rebecca tenses up.







CHRIS

Don't worry. I've got plenty of ammo thanks 

to you, and I won't be gone long.







REBECCA





What should I do?

Chris walks to the door.







CHRIS

Just sit tight. I think you've been brave 

enough for one day.

He grasps the door knob.







CHRIS

Get ready. As soon as I'm through, I want 

you to push the trunk against the door. 

I'll give a shout when I get back... I 

promise.

Rebecca nods sullenly and then Chris listens intently to activity on the other side of the door. The zombies don't make a sound.

Psyching himself up, Chris swiftly opens the door and dashes out in the next instant.

Rebecca strains as she pushes the open trunk in front of the door as fast as she can.

INT. PILLAR HALLWAY - NIGHT

Chris sprints by the three zombies, who immediately begin staggering after him.

He runs past the pillar a short distance, then turns around and assumes a classic shooter's stance. The first living corpse is on its way. Chris lines up his shot...

BAM! BAM! Two holes appear in the first zombie's forehead drops it like a sack of meat.

The second steps into view.

BAM! One shot destroys its right eyeball and crumples it to the floor.

The third arrives, eager for blood.

BAM! Its rotten face is decimated. Chris lowers the weapon slowly, proud. With a smile on his face, he pivots and continues down the hall.

INT. WINDING HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jill walks hastily through the dark corridor and turns a corner, her weapon sighted in a heartbeat.

The floorboards CREAK at the very end of the hall around the corner ahead of her. She approaches as silently as she can, breath held, and holds her position for a moment.

THUMP. A footstep. Jill's expression hardens and she lets out the held breath. She strafes into the open, gun aimed high.

A ZOMBIE waits a few feet away and it reels toward her...

BANG! A shot in the head and the creature is a goner. She's becoming proficient at this.

Jill sets her sights on the metal door at the end of the hall.

EXT. COVERED WALKWAY - NIGHT

A mosaic of green stone surrounded by high concrete walls. The metal door opens and Jill steps through, closing it behind her.

She jogs to the end of the curved pathway, relief spreading across her face as she sees the large metal door at the end - escape.

She stops excitedly in front of it and tries to open it. Her relief fizzles when it fails to budge.







JILL





Shit...

Jill perceives a diagram set into the concrete to the left of the door, four hexagonal depressions in a flat metal plate. She brushes dust away from a legend etched beneath and uncovers an enigmatic inscription - "WHEN THE SUN SETS IN THE WEST AND THE MOON RISES IN THE EAST, STARS WILL BEGIN TO APPEAR IN THE SKY AND WIND WILL BLOW TOWARD THE GROUND. THEN THE GATE OF NEW LIFE WILL OPEN."

Scowling, she turns back to the door and looks for a key hole to pick. There is none. Her hands inspect the hexagonal depressions.







JILL






(knowing)





"Gate of new life"...

Her shoulders drop and she lets out a little laugh of frustration. Shakes her head in denial.

INT. SMALL BEDROOM - NIGHT

The door swings open and Chris enters. He aims his gun around, but there's nothing of interest in here but a desk, a bed, a closet - a simple setup.

Chris meanders to the desk and picks up a dusty journal, intrigued. He opens it. Starts reading.

He flips through several pages, absorbed in the material. He turns to the last page and stares grimly at the passage, shaky handwriting in big letters - "4 / / Itchy. Tasty." Almost unreadable.

The closet door across from him opens a tiny bit, catching his eye. He aims his weapon, gets up and walks judiciously toward the depository-

A DECOMPOSING HAND suddenly shoots out from under the bed and grabs Chris's ankle. The Alpha backs up in surprise as the ZOMBIE clings to him and prepares to bite into his flesh.

Chris shakes his foot free and raises his leg. Brings the heel of his boot down onto the monster's skull and crushes it like watermelon.

Shaken, Chris stares down at the dead thing in pity.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

A murky, dust-covered kitchen. An UNDEAD lies on its stomach and crawls pitifully across the linoleum, reaching for something...

BOOM! Its head explodes and blood splatters the wall tiles and center island.

Barry stands over it, droplets of blood on his face. Repulsed, he wipes them away.







BARRY





Where the hell are ya, Chris?

A loud, metallic clatter breaks the silence, a low hum of machinery afterward fills the room. Barry looks quizzically to the corridor leading to the elevator.

The lift stops, the squeal of dry metal hinges. Footsteps...

...and Captain Wesker steps into view, smiling warmly when he sees Barry. The big man laughs, relieved.







WESKER

Barry! Just the dependable soldier I was 

looking for...







BARRY

Jesus, you scared the shit outta me! I 

thought I was gonna have a heart attack 

for a second there.

Barry's smile falters slightly.







BARRY

Captain...where did you go? I mean, we came 

back to the lobby and you were gone.







WESKER

Well, you know what they say - when ya 

gotta go, ya gotta go.

Barry chuckles nervously. Wesker stares at him for a moment, eyes unreadable behind his sunglasses.







WESKER

Barry, I need your assistance with something, 

and it's of the utmost importance that I 

have your cooperation, simply because you've 

proven to be such a reliable asset.

The big man starts to fidget, becoming uncomfortable.







WESKER





Have you ever heard of White Umbrella?

Barry shakes his head as Wesker leans casually against the center island.







WESKER

Well, White Umbrella is a division of 

Umbrella Inc., a very important division 

mind you, specializing in...biological 

research, I guess you could say. The 

laboratories housed on this estate met with 

an unfortunate and quite fatal incident a 

couple of months back that's been causing 

some problems around Raccoon as of late. 

Umbrella naturally doesn't want any word 

of their involvement getting out, so what 

I'm supposed to do is tie up some loose ends 

here and there and get rid of some rather 

incriminating evidence. But, herein lies 

the dilemma.

Barry is listening, shocked beyond words.







WESKER

You see, I don't have the key to get into 

those labs...keys, actually. And that brings 

us back to you, Mr. Burton. I need you to 

help me find them.

Wesker is perfectly calm. This is just a natural conversation to him. Barry's face pits confusion against anger. He aims his Colt at Wesker's face. The captain doesn't flinch.







BARRY

You want me to help you destroy evidence?! 

You're outta your fuckin' mind!

Wesker shakes his head condescendingly.







WESKER

Barry, you don't understand. A few of my 

colleagues from White Umbrella are currently 

standing by outside your home watching your 

wife and daughters sleep. If you don't help 

me, your family will be...disposed of.

Barry pulls the hammer of his Colt back in anger. Wesker nods in understanding.







WESKER

I see. Well, I can't say I blame you. After 

all, if I were in your position, I'd probably 

feel the same way. But, before you pull the 

trigger, I think you should know that if I 

don't report back fairly soon, their orders 

are to go ahead and do the deed anyway.







BARRY





You're bluffing.

Wesker takes off his sunglasses and looks Barry in the eye.







WESKER

Am I? You can apologize to their headstones 

later, assuming there is a later. I figured 

you would gamble with your own life before 

you'd ever do so with your family's...

Barry's anger gives way to shaky fear. He slowly eases the hammer forward. Wesker smiles, then takes out a ring of keys from his pocket.







WESKER

There are four copper crests somewhere in 

this house. Each one is engraved with a 

picture - sun, moon, wind and stars, and 

there's a back door in the west wing where 

they belong. I should warn you...before the 

researchers went mad, they may have hidden 

these keys to keep themselves and therefore 

the infection from escaping.

He lets out a little laugh of amusement.







WESKER

Obviously, it didn't work very well, but it 

was the thought that counted. So...search 

anything and everything, but I'd advise 

caution - Spencer wasn't one who appreciated 

folks poking around for his prized 

possessions. Just keep that in mind.

Wesker unhooks a key from the ring and slides it across the counter to Barry, who picks it up in a horrified daze.







WESKER

That should open most of the doors in the 

west wing, first and second floor... Find 

those pieces for me and your wife and 

children will live.







BARRY





Chris and Jill...







WESKER

...will undoubtedly be more than happy to 

assist their good friend Barry. You tell 

them you've seen me, though... That could 

complicate matters, so let's just keep this 

conversation between you and I, shall we?

Wesker turns and starts back for the elevator.







BARRY





Where will you be?







WESKER

Don't worry. I'll be around to contact you 

when the time is right.







BARRY

You'll tell them I'm helping you, right? 

You won't forget to report?







WESKER

Trust me, Barry. Do as I say and everything 

will be just fine.

He stops suddenly at the corner of the elevator corridor and turns back. He snaps a mock salute to Barry, grinning.







WESKER





Adios.

He starts off again for the elevator. Barry stands alone, frightened.

INT. INFIRMARY - NIGHT

Rebecca paces anxiously. A KNOCK at the door makes her jump slightly.







CHRIS (OS)





Rebecca, it's Chris. Open up.

She pushes the trunk aside. The door opens and Chris steps inside hastily, pulling out the journal as he does.







REBECCA





What's that?







CHRIS

A journal. Looks like Enrico was right about 

there being a lab out here.

He flips the book open to a page near the back.







CHRIS

Right here. On May 11th, there was a spill... 

An infection spread through the estate, 

this T-Virus you were talking about. Within 

eight or nine days, whoever wrote this turned 

into one of those things.







REBECCA





Does it say when the first symptoms appeared?

Chris scans the document.







CHRIS

Within twenty four hours, he or she was 

complaining of itchy skin. Swelling and 

blisters within forty eight hours.







REBECCA





That's...wow.

Chris fixes her with a serious gaze.







CHRIS





Any way to tell if we could be infected?







REBECCA

None of the stuff I've found on this thing 

is specific about application, but I doubt 

it's still contagious. With that speed and 

toxicity... If it was strictly an airborne, 

all of Raccoon City would be infected right 

now. And I've been out here a long time... 

I'd be showing signs by now.

She looks nauseous. Chris thinks for a moment, plans forming in his mind.







CHRIS

We have to find the others. If they stumble 

into the lab without knowing what's there...

Rebecca pastes a look of grim determination on her face.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

A small, antique bathroom. Old and dusty. Dim light fills the shadowy room from a caged bulb overhead. A tub is off to one side, the contents blocked from view by a mildewed shower curtain.

CREEEAK. The door inches open and Jill Valentine steps inside as if she were walking into a cave inhabited by a monster. Maybe she is.

She instantly clasps a hand over her mouth and breathes shallowly - "Something stinks."

Jill edges further into the dilapidated lavatory and looks around, senses on high. She steps past the covered tub, giving it a cursory glance - no sounds from behind it.

She moves to the back of the room, a niche unseen beyond a doorway straight ahead. She nears it, gun held up, sweat on her brow-

She lunges into the small space, aiming crazily. Up. Down. Left. Right. Up again. It's just the toilet. And nobody's on it reading a magazine. She relaxes.

Jill turns back and walks into the chamber. Sights the door and moves toward it, eager to leave... then stops. She turns back to the tub.

She stares at it for a beat, then curiously takes a step, now standing beside it. Reaches out and grasps the curtain.

With a held breath, she SWISHES the curtain on its bar and reveals-

A tub full of dark, scummy water. Above it on the tiled wall is the phrase "WE DESERVED THIS" in dried blood, as well as a concentrated orgy of splattered streaks and droplets all over everything at the head of the tub, like someone blew their brains out.

A vague human outline is visible underneath, but it's not moving. A dead, gray hand is sticking out at the head of the basin, the fingers wrapped around a gold crest with a picture of a STAR on it.

Her eyes hold on the dark shape under the water, then she extends her hand to the crest for an excruciating moment. Glances down to the shape - it still doesn't move.

Her fingertips touch the crest lightly and she grabs onto it. The body doesn't protest. She pries at it, gritting her teeth. The fingers are stiff and refuse to let go.

She gives it a good YANK and the crest comes free. She falls backward onto her ass, breathing rapidly, and pushes the bangs out of her eyes as she stares at the tub, then to the golden trinket in her trembling digits. Realization slowly comes into her face.







JILL





"Stars will begin to appear in the sky"...

The body still doesn't move.

INT. GREEN HALLWAY - NIGHT

Chris and Rebecca step out into the hall and head for the door that jammed on Chris earlier.

Behind them, a humanoid SHADOW stumbles out of the darkness of the hall perpendicular to the one they're standing in.

Chris aims his 9mm and BANG! Blows the lock apart and yanks the troublesome door open. 

The zombie closes in, gurgling hungrily. Rebecca spins and screams at the approaching monster. 

BAM! Chris blows a hole in the creature's face. It crumples to the floor and he ushers Rebecca through the doorway.







CHRIS





Come on!

EXT. COVERED WALKWAY - NIGHT

Jill presses the Star Crest into one of the key holes. It settles into its spot snugly.

She smiles triumphantly and stares at her accomplishment for a beat.

INT. WINDING HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jill walks through the corridor and stops at a door. She opens it and looks cautiously into the room beyond.

INT. SQUARE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Jill walks inside the bare marble room. Totally empty. She heads to the door opposite the one she came from.

INT. FIREPLACE ROOM - NIGHT

An elegant room with a fireplace, couch and oval coffee table. Looks comfortable. The door opens and Jill enters.

She starts for the back of the room and her face lights up at the sight of a shotgun mounted on dual hooks on the wall.

Excitedly, she snatches the gun from the hooks, which immediately slide upward in the wall.

The sound of balanced metal changing position is heard. Jill spins and looks every which way. Nothing happens.

Jill sidles uneasily back to the entrance.

INT. SQUARE ROOM - NIGHT

Jill is through the door. She closes it and heads for the exit. Grasps the knob...

...and the door is locked. Fear creeps into her face and she jiggles the knob furiously.

CLICK. CLICK. CLICK. Dust rains down from above. A heavy rumbling sound follows.

Jill glances upward, her face now awash with terror. The high marble ceiling inches down.

She runs back to the door to the fireplace room and grasps its knob. It's locked as well.







JILL





Fuck!

Impotent rage infuses her being. Back to the exit she goes and takes aim with the shotgun, the ceiling continuing its descent.

BOOM! A shotgun blast hits the lock. The chipped wood reveals a metal plate extended to the middle of the door.

She looks up helplessly at her impending demise.







BARRY (OS)





Jill? You in there?

Out in the hall. Jill's face lights up with hope.







JILL





Help, Barry! Break the door down, now!

INT. WINDING HALLWAY - NIGHT

Barry steps back and prepares to run at the door.







BARRY





Stand back!

He darts forward and his massive shoulder rams the heavy wood, denting it.

INT. SQUARE ROOM - NIGHT

Jill looks fearfully from the door to the ceiling to the door again.







JILL





Hurry!

WHAM! Another solid hit from the other side. The door is starting to give, but it's still firmly shut. The ceiling is now less than ten feet over her head.

INT. WINDING HALLWAY - NIGHT

Barry runs at the door again with all he's got. WHAM! The door breaks open. He reaches inside.







BARRY





Jill, take my hand!

INT. SQUARE ROOM - NIGHT

CRAAACK! The ceiling comes down on the busted door, crushing it.

Jill latches onto Barry's muscular arm tightly and he yanks her bodily through the narrow opening into the hall.

INT. WINDING HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 

Jill and Barry crash into the wall, as the ceiling heads for its final destination.

BOOM! It hits the floor, the impact resonating. Jill stares in shock at the giant square of marble blocking the doorway.

Barry leans against the wall and rubs his shoulder, exhausted.







BARRY





You okay?

Jill stares at him as if he's insane.







JILL





All things considered...yes.

They both break out in relieved laughter.

INT. MANSION LOBBY - NIGHT

Chris and Rebecca stand listening by the stairs.







REBECCA





What was that?







CHRIS





Beats me.






(looks around)





Well, no forwarding message. So I guess we 





go to Plan B.







REBECCA





What's Plan B?






CHRIS

Hell if I know. But I want to take a look 

upstairs. How would you feel about staying 

here while I go look?







REBECCA

Makes sense. I don't have a gun, and if you 

run into trouble I'll only be a liability.







CHRIS

I just don't want to lead a rookie into 

unknown territory. And I might come across 

something for you to use that's a little 

more lethal than bug spray.

She forces a smile, appreciative of his concern.







CHRIS

Just stay put, and don't wander off, okay? 

I'll be back as soon as I can.

Rebecca nods and he turns and starts up the steps. A door opens and closes upstairs.

Rebecca sits down on the bottom step, looking very much like a lost and lonely young girl, which she is in a way.

INT. COVERED WALKWAY - NIGHT

Barry and Jill stand near the locked door, relaxing after their ordeal.







BARRY

There was no sign of Chris and Wesker, so 

I decided to check up on you. See if you 

needed any help. Good thing I came when I 

did, too. If I had been a few seconds late, 

you would've been a Jill Sandwich.

Jill smiles, grateful.







JILL

I hope I can return the favor if you ever 

get in a tight spot. Really. You saved my 

life.







BARRY





Don't mention it. Just glad I could help.







JILL





So you think they're alive.







BARRY

Yeah. There was a whole trail of those 

ghouls in the other wing, all with clean 

head shots. Had to be Chris. I figure he 

holed up somewhere along the way.

He motions briskly to the diagram and steps over to inspect it.







BARRY





So was this Star Crest here already?

Jill frowns curiously at the abrupt change in topic.







JILL





No, it was... I found it in the bathroom... 

She swallows heavily as a haunted look passes over her eyes.







JILL

You know, I was thinking we should search 

for Chris and Wesker together. Who knows 

what they might stumble into, not to 

mention us.

Barry looks uncomfortable at the suggestion.







BARRY

I don't know. I mean, you're right, we 

should watch our step. But there are a lot 

of rooms and our first priority ought to 

be securing an escape. If we split up, we 

can try to find the rest of these crests 

and search for Chris at the same time...

and Wesker.

Jill eyes him suspiciously and he tries his best to avoid eye contact.







BARRY

Besides, we know what we're up against now. 

As long as we use a little common sense, 

we'll be fine.







JILL





Barry, is something wrong? You seem...tired.







BARRY





No, I'm fine. Just worried about Chris, ya 





know?

She nods uncertainly.







BARRY

I thought I'd try the east wing again. He 

has to be there somewhere. Why don't you 

try upstairs? That way we can cover all the 

rooms. Work our way back to the main hall.

She nods again, albeit reluctantly.







JILL





Alright.

EXT. PATIO - NIGHT

A ghostly second floor patio. Slumped in a chair is the body of Forest Speyer, ripped apart. His open eye sockets ooze blood, his mouth agape.

Chris stands nearby, emotionally torn. He steps forward and examines the corpse.

A large crow perches on the railing a few meters behind the dead Forest. Chris pays it no heed and reaches for Forest's Beretta. Pries it from his pale fingers. He then fishes a couple of clips out of his dead friend's pack.

CAW! Another crow lands on the railing beside the first one. Then another, and another. A murder of them gather from the darkness. Chris finally looks at them.

The closest crow has a small white orb in its beak - a human EYEBALL. The bird swallows it lightning quick and realization floods Chris's face.

He turns and runs. The crows burst into motion, wings flapping, giving chase.

The birds swarm around him and peck at him as he reaches the entrance. He swats one out of the air and opens the door. Throws himself through.

INT. MANSION LOBBY - NIGHT

Rebecca's attention is on the second floor as a door opens. Chris stumbles toward the stairs a moment later and peers down at Rebecca, flustered.







REBECCA





What happened?







CHRIS





Nothing.

He shakes his head as if trying to clear it, then heads down the steps to join her.







CHRIS





Here. I got you a gift.

Chris hands Forest's Beretta and the two clips over to Rebecca. She stares at it thoughtfully.







REBECCA





Who was it?

He's not sure what to say.







REBECCA

Listen, I know you feel responsible for me, 

and I admit I'm pretty new at this, but I'm 

still a member of this team. Sheltering me 

from the facts might get me killed... So who 

was it?

Chris looks at her hesitantly for a moment, then sighs in resignation.







CHRIS





Forest. I found him out on the patio. Crows 





got him.

She's saddened, but she nods firmly.







REBECCA





So what's next?

Chris motions up the stairs. 







CHRIS





I guess we try another door...

INT. CRIMSON CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Wall sconces cast light on the red walls and carpet, which renders the hallway a smoky crimson.

Jill walks down the hall toward a set of double doors on one side. A badly decayed dead body lies on its stomach in front of them, not moving.

She approaches the creature cautiously, then sticks out a boot and nudges it lightly. It still doesn't move.

Jill steps over the corpse and pushes at the handles of the double doors. Both locked.

Sighing, she continues on down the hall. The "corpse" twitches, but then lay still again.

She rounds the corner and aims... at nothing. She takes a deep breath and moves on.

INT. "L" HALLWAY - NIGHT

Chris and Rebecca stalk through the hall toward the sound of heavy, labored breathing around the corner. They round the bend...







CHRIS





Richard!

The wounded Richard Aiken sits against the wall, one hand held to his bloody shoulder. The other cradles an assault shotgun. He looks up at them deliriously.







RICHARD





Hey, Chris. Becca.

Rebecca crouches next to him and gently pulls his hand away from his shoulder. She inspects the injury.








RICHARD






I'm in bad shape, Becca. Don't know if I 






can...make it...








REBECCA

Shhh... Just be still, okay? I'm going to 

give you a shot.

She takes out a tiny syringe, checks it, then jabs it into Richard's arm. He smiles dizzily.








RICHARD






Thanks.

The smile disappears from his face as he starts to fade out.








RICHARD

Chris...there's something back there... 

Looked important... Gold. But...be careful... 

The beast...

He unclips his radio from his belt and hands it to Rebecca.








RICHARD






Take it... Call for help... Gotta survive...

His head falls to one side as he finally loses consciousness.








CHRIS






Richard...

Rebecca checks his pulse.








REBECCA

He's alive. But he won't be in a couple of 

hours... I think he's been poisoned.








CHRIS






Are you sure?

She points to the wound.








REBECCA

See the purple lines radiating out from the 

cuts? The way the muscle's been punctured?... 

Something big stabbed him. A stinger, or a 

fang maybe... I'm pretty sure he's been 

poisoned. Though I don't think it was meant 

to kill him, at least not right away. Just 

slow him down... Otherwise he'd be dead already.








CHRIS






What anything gets that big?

Rebecca's horrified at the implications.








REBECCA

The diary I told you about, it was a 

researcher’s, I think... They said something 

about even minute doses of T-Virus causing 

changes in size and aggressiveness... In 

some lower lifeforms, anyway. 








CHRIS






But... how? How the hell can one virus 






do all...







(gestures around)






...this?








REBECCA






Virology isn't my specialty. 








CHRIS

Yeah, but you must have some idea what it 

is. What makes it tick. Anything you've come 

up with, it could be important.








REBECCA






Well, it's a protein, for one thing.

Chris looks at her questioningly.








REBECCA

Spread by bodily fluids. Bites. Blood in 

open wounds, you name it.








CHRIS

So why aren't those things out there the 

size of King Kong?

She shrugs.








REBECCA

Animals lower on the evolutionary ladder 

have simpler genome structures than us. The 

mutations would be minor compared to a 

primate host... depending how much they've 

ingested, of course. Or how much time the 

virus has had to amplify in their systems. 

In this case, a couple months...








CHRIS

Great... If this thing's indigenous to the 

forest, it probably snorted a few gallons 

of that stuff.

Chris swallows heavily, snatches Richard's assault shotgun and strides to the door Richard had come out of, blood streaks on the wall beside it.








REBECCA

Where are you going?! We have to get him 

down to the infirmary!








CHRIS

I'll only be a sec. He said there was 

something important back there. It may be 

something we need.








REBECCA






We can come back for it!








CHRIS

He's gonna make it. I'm not gonna be long. 

Just stay with him.

Rebecca's face protests, but she says no more. Chris opens the door and disappears.

Rebecca turns her attention back to Richard and she strokes his hair, worried.

INT. ATTIC HALLWAY - NIGHT

Chris moves vigilantly toward the attic door, which is smeared with a bloody handprint. His gaze is intense.

He reaches the door and the small corridor that branches off to the left. Sweeps the shotgun lightning quick into the long dark space. It's empty. Not a sound.

His eyes remain on the darkness for a beat, then he turns his attention back to the attic door. He reaches out and grasps the knob.

INT. ATTIC - NIGHT

Chris creaks the door open, and after a studious inspection of the room, steps gingerly into the dark, moldy wooden attic. It's a large space with boxes and barrels against the walls, thick cobwebs everywhere. Moonlight fills half the chamber from a perforation near the ceiling.

He walks further inside and sweeps every inch of the room with the shotgun, looking for signs of anything-

A SPIDER, too big even for a tarantula, skitters over the wood floor from the corner. It gets to Chris's boot and he kicks at it in a sudden panic, as if it were a hot coal. It skids and SPLATS against the wall, dead... It twitches and is then still.

Chris is a man on the verge of just bolting from this place now. His eyes move to a human body shape on the floor at the back of the room, wrapped in thick white webbing. A golden crest sits close by.

He runs over and stoops down. Takes the crest. He examines it - it has a picture of a crescent MOON engraved on it. He puts it into his vest.

He reaches slowly for the body's head and carefully starts tearing away the webbing as a large, eight-legged shape the size of a big dog skitters from the shadows near the ceiling.

Chris rips the last layer of webbing away, which reveals a mummified human SKULL. He recoils...

A SPIDER slightly larger than the one he kicked drops suddenly from above onto Chris's shoulder. He yells in surprise and inadvertently pulls the shotgun's trigger, blasting the far wall.

He falls backward to the floor and swats the spider off his shoulder like it was cancer. The shotgun flies out of his hands to the floor a few paces from the entrance, his face going ghostly white. He scurries backward on feet and elbows, his eyes wide.

The spider rights itself and starts crawling toward him again, eager for his blood.

A dog-size SPIDER SHAPE descends slowly from the ceiling. Chris doesn't see it as the smaller tarantula reaches him and starts nibbling his right boot.

Chris lifts his left boot up and brings the heel down hard on the creature. SPLAT! His face lights up in a moment's triumph-








REBECCA (OS)






Chris!

His gaze darts like a bullet to the entrance, where a paling Rebecca stands, petrified and aiming upward with trembling hands.








REBECCA






Watch out!

Chris looks up and his jaw drops. The massive mother spider descends on a thick white rope. Its bristly legs twitter excitedly, its multiple black eyes cold and shiny, its mandibles click feverishly.  A disgusting abomination.

BAM! BAM! Rebecca opens fire as it stops five feet above Chris's head. It brushes a leg across Chris's face and Chris looks like his heart will stop in midbeat. He pulls himself toward the far wall behind him.

Rebecca drops her own handgun, rushes forward and picks up the assault shotgun. She aims, the spider now preparing to envelop Chris like a shroud.

BOOM! The spider shrieks and falls from its thread a few feet in front of Chris, skittering frantically, spouting dark blood.

Chris is frozen as the mortally wounded creature moves in for one more Arach Attack.

BOOM! Its guts get blown out the back of its bloated abdomen courtesy of Rebecca. It settles to the floor with a THUD.

The two S.T.A.R.S. stare at the dead monster in dazed disbelief. Chris gets up and walks dazedly over to join Rebecca. She offers him a shaky smile.








REBECCA






You okay?








CHRIS

Thanks to you... They don't teach that in 

S.T.A.R.S. training.

Rebecca lets out a laugh, but it's too hysterical to have any humor in it.

INT. STUDY - NIGHT

A luxurious room, the private work area of a rich writer, home to a desk, a couple of bookcases, a cot.

Jill stands in the middle of the good-sized chamber, and she moves to the bookshelf. Her eyes scan the contents. Nothing out of the ordinary.

She then makes her way to the desk and looks over the dusty surface. Again - nothing out of the ordinary.

Jill opens the top desk drawer. Her hands bring out pieces of paper. A cigarette package. A leatherbound book which she opens to the back, reading. She puts it down after a moment, sighing. Obviously nothing useful.

Jill opens the drawer below the top one and begins searching absently once more, and suddenly she stops. 

She brings out an object into the light of the small table lamp - it's a small, copper crest with a picture of an archaic smiling SUN engraved on it.

She examines it under the light, a look of exultation spreading on her face.

INT. INFIRMARY - NIGHT

Richard lies on the cot, unconscious. Chris stands over the Bravo with concern on his face. Rebecca finishes the bandaging job on the injured man's shoulder.








CHRIS






How is he?








REBECCA

He's doing fine. For now. It's unlikely the 

anti-venom is the right mix, but it seems 

to be working okay, at least till we get him 

to a hospital. If nothing else, it'll at 

least slow down the infection. I'll keep an 

extra syringe handy just in case. He should 

be awake within the hour.








CHRIS






Okay.

He turns and starts for the door.








CHRIS

I'm gonna check out the west wing. If the 

team is still alive, that's where they'll 

be. They sure as hell didn't come this way.








REBECCA






But...








CHRIS






Richard needs you now.

She looks down at the unconscious Bravo and sighs, nodding. Chris opens the door.








REBECCA






Chris?

Chris flashes her a reassuring smile.








CHRIS






I know. Don't worry - I'll be back.

He exits.

INT. MANSION LOBBY - NIGHT

Barry runs down the steps, reaches the bottom and rushes to the doors to the west wing-

A dining room door opens and Chris steps through, his face one of surprised delight when he sees the big man.








CHRIS






Barry!

Barry spins and walks back to join his friend, relief on his bearded features.








BARRY






Chris...








CHRIS

Jesus, it's good to see you, man! I was 

starting to think that me, Rebecca and 

Richard were the only ones left. Where are 

Jill and Wesker?








BARRY

We heard the shots, so me and Jill came 

after you. But all the doors in the hall 

were locked. When we got back to the lobby, 

the captain was gone. We've been looking 

for you two ever since. And for a way out... 

I'm just glad you're alive.








CHRIS






Ditto.







(troubled)






So Wesker just disappeared?








BARRY






Yeah. And we found Sully. One of those 






things got him.

Chris is stricken.








CHRIS






Forest and Edward are dead, too.

Barry is angry and bereaved at the news.








BARRY

Listen... Jill found a back door, and we 

think it could be the way out. But it's got 

this...trick lock, and we need all the 

pieces to open it. Jill got one already, 

and the others are probably hidden somewhere 

in the house...








CHRIS






What do they look like?








BARRY






Metal crests. Four of them, made out of 






copper.

Smiling excitedly, Chris reaches into his vest and pulls out the Moon Crest.








CHRIS






Something like this?

He holds it out. Barry is astonished and takes it casually.








BARRY






Yes! That's one of 'em! Where'd you find it?








CHRIS

Had to kill a spider. A big one. Richard 

found the crest before it attacked him. 

Rebecca's with him in the infirmary, says 

he's doing all right now. The spider - a 

few of them actually - were affected by the 

accident.

Barry is uncomfortable, but tries to act puzzled.








BARRY






Accident?








CHRIS

Rebecca found some papers yesterday about 

a virus manufactured on this estate. And 

God knows how many other places. A virus 

that apparently infects anything it touches. 

Not just different species. Different families.








BARRY

Christ... We have to get the feds in on this. 

A full investigation, military support, 

quarantine of the area...

He looks back at the door to the west wing nervously.








BARRY

...But to do that we have to find more of 

these crests. Jill may have turned up 

another one by now, maybe both of 'em...








CHRIS






Do you know where she is?








BARRY

I'm pretty sure, but this place is kind of 

a maze... Why don't I go get her and meet 

you and the others back here?

By the look on his face, Chris doesn't like the idea.








CHRIS

Alright. But if she's not where you think 

she is, come back and get us. We stand a 

better chance at getting out of this place 

if we stick together.








BARRY

The back door's at the end of the west wing 

corridors. Though if we don't show up soon, 

keep looking for more of those crests.

He starts off hurriedly to the west wing. The troubled Chris turns back and heads for the dining room once again.

EXT. BARRY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

Inside the house, Kathy Burton can be seen sitting in front of the large living room window overlooking the yard. She's reading a magazine under the light of a single lamp, dressed in a nightgown. The rest of the house is dark.

INT. BARRY'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Kathy turns a page in the magazine and yawns. She looks out the window and her eyes glance around the dark yard as if she's seen something. Or someone.

She doesn't notice a DARK FIGURE coming up behind her in the living room. The mystery guest gets within a foot of her before she turns around...

...and nearly jumps out of her skin as she comes face to face with MOIRA BURTON, one of Barry's 8 year old daughters, wearing pajamas.








KATHY






Moira!... You scared me.








MOIRA






Mommy, I can't sleep.








KATHY






Neither can I, hon. Do you want a glass 






of water?

Moira nods. Kathy stands up and stretches.








MOIRA






Is daddy coming home tonight?

Kathy looks out the window again and gazes coldly at the apparently empty yard.








KATHY






No. I don't think so, sweetie.

EXT. COVERED WALKWAY - NIGHT

Barry rushes down the path with the Moon Crest in tow. He reaches the locked door and notices the newly placed Sun Crest. He grins with relief, then places the Moon Crest into its spot. One more to go.

Footsteps. Behind him. Barry doesn't notice he's not alone anymore until...








VOICE (OS)






Ahem...

Barry spins, a scowl forming on his face. Captain Wesker steps forward, smiling. He tosses an object to Barry and the big man catches it instinctively - the Wind Crest.








WESKER

Destiny awaits. Why don't you finish the 

puzzle, Mr. Burton?

Barry nods contemptuously.








BARRY






Yeah. Right.

He puts the final piece into its place. A KA-CHINK sound from inside the door. 

Wesker saunters past him happily and pushes the huge door open. He steps through into a well-used toolshed, then motions for Barry to join him.








WESKER

Time's extremely short, Barry, and there's 

still plenty for us to do.

Barry is understandably confused. Fear replaces the scowl.








BARRY

But you can get to the lab now. You don't 

need me anymore. Or my family.








WESKER

Well, you see...there's been a slight change 

in plans. It turns out there's something 

else I need, and I have an idea of where 

I can find it, but there are certain...

dangers involved. And you've done such a 

fantastic job so far, I want you to come 

along. In fact...I'm going to have to 

insist on it.

Barry is frozen with fear for a moment, then nods solemnly. His shoulders sag in submission.

Wesker grins maliciously.

INT. INFIRMARY - NIGHT

Chris enters. Richard is now sitting up on the cot, rubbing the back of his neck.








CHRIS






How you feelin', buddy?








RICHARD

Pretty good. One hell of a hangover, though... 

That's some cocktail shot you gave me, Becca.








CHRIS







(to Rebecca)






You told him about Forest?

Rebecca nods. Richard looks uneasy at the mention. Chris looks between the two Bravos thoughtfully.








CHRIS






Kenneth's dead, too... I'm sorry.

Richard and Rebecca share a look of sadness.








CHRIS






Listen, Richard... You feel up for a little 






walk?

Richard forces himself to his feet.








RICHARD






I think so.

He staggers, dizzy. Rebecca steadies him and she looks at Chris.








REBECCA






Where are we going?








CHRIS

I ran into Barry. Wesker's missing, but he 

said Jill's still alive. He went to get her, 

and he's gonna meet us in the lobby. 

Probably there waiting for us right now. 

We gotta search the house for keys to the 

back door. Two of them.







(to Richard)






Little copper plates, like the one you 






found in the attic.

EXT. COVERED WALKWAY - NIGHT

Jill walks down the path and stops at the open door, surprise blooming on her face. She looks back down the path toward the mansion, baffled.








JILL






Barry?

She hurries through the shed into...

...a wide STONE PATH between two high concrete walls, the sound of a waterfall in the distance. Jill moves down the path.

Several small snakes slither out from the hedges on either side, unbeknownst to the receding Ms. Valentine.

Jill comes to the open space. Sudden splashing sounds are heard ahead and to the right. She hears it, runs to a low metal gate and leans over the railing. The gate leads to a one-man lift twenty feet below in the courtyard.

She glances down to the huge courtyard below and sees a shadowy FIGURE jump through the waterfall on the other side. She seizes the lift's controls and hits the operation button. It's inoperable.








JILL






Shit!

She peers down the narrow shaft. Getting a burst of inspiration, she starts climbing down, using her back and legs to shimmy to the bottom.

INT. MANSION LOBBY - NIGHT

Chris looks around the silent lobby, disconcerted. Richard has an arm around Rebecca, the young woman supporting the injured man.








CHRIS






I don't get it. He should've been here by 






now.








REBECCA

Maybe he found something and decided to 

check it out first.








CHRIS

Barry's the most straightforward guy I know. 

If he found something, he'd come get us.








REBECCA






Maybe he...

Chris turns to look at her. She shuts her mouth before she can say the obvious.








CHRIS






No. He's alive.

EXT. WATERFALL COURTYARD - NIGHT

Jill stands in front of the waterfall.








JILL






Here goes nothin', Jilly...

She jumps into the fountain, runs through the cascading water and disappears beyond.

EXT. COVERED WALKWAY - NIGHT

Chris, Richard and Rebecca are at the puzzle door which is standing half-open. Chris examines the lock. His mind is whirling, confusion in his eyes.

A SNAKE slithers out from the shed. Rebecca and Richard both JUMP, startled. Chris notices the reptile, but isn't really bothered that much.








CHRIS

Whatever happened to Barry, we should go 

ahead. This may be the only way off the 

estate.

The two Bravos both nod in agreement. Chris helps Rebecca carry the wounded Richard along as they go into the shed.

EXT. HIGH-WALLED STONE PATH - NIGHT

Chris sees the path first as they walk out. His expression turns sour, then Richard and Rebecca's faces quickly follow suit.








CHRIS






Snakes... Why'd it have to infect snakes?

The path in front of them is covered in slithery, reptilian movement. Hundreds of the creatures, some big, some small. More drop down from over the high walls. From the trees.








CHRIS






Let's go!

The three S.T.A.R.S. hurry down the path as fast as they can. They step on rubbery bodies and get nipped at. 

The amount of snakes disperses as they near the open yard at the end of the path. Rebecca darts a look back.








REBECCA







(awed)






So many of them... Must be a nest nearby.

Richard is dumbfounded.








RICHARD






Nest?!








CHRIS

Well, I for one am not eager to meet up 

with Mommy Dearest. This way.

He leads them to a large gate ahead and to the left. Chris pushes it open, the hinges squealing.

A large, dark, cylindrical form slides smoothly down from the top of the wall near the shed.

YAWN'S POV

Moves down the path littered with writhing life. Yawn's children.

Reaches the courtyard and sees the open gate where the three soldiers exited. Starts toward it as swift and cunning as a...snake.

EXT. STONE RESERVOIR - NIGHT

Chris, Rebecca and Richard make their way to the other side of the reservoir on a cement walkway bisecting the half-drained stone pool.

Chris arrives at the ladder first. He climbs out, handgun up, and promptly scans the path for new dangers and not finding any. 

Rebecca waits for Richard to head up. Richard pats her reassuringly on the shoulder.








RICHARD






I'm okay. Go.

She nods, smiling, then climbs up after Chris. Chris reaches down and hoists the young medic out just as he spots...

...SOMETHING on the other side.








CHRIS






Richard! Get up! Hurry!

Richard turns around, his face white as if he's just seen the Grim Reaper. Maybe he has.

On the other side, the tail end of a gigantic serpent slips under the water. No way to tell how big it was.

Richard leaps onto the ladder and climbs manically, forgetting he's not 100%. He slips and falls to the walkway.


Bubbles pop on the surface of the water and gradually grow closer to the fallen Bravo. 

Richard reaches for his assault shotgun holstered to the back of his vest. Over the shoulder it goes.

He frantically digs into his pocket and pulls out a shell. Tries putting it into the weapon and accidentally drops it into the dark water beside him. 

More bubbles. Closer now. BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! BAM! Numerous shots from Chris and Rebecca's Berettas as they fire into the murky water.

Richard feverishly grabs another shell. Successfully rams it home-

And right beside him, YAWN, the giant, T-Virus-infected snake, rises out of the water like a scaly nightmare.

With one arm, Richard extends the shotgun, gritting his teeth.








RICHARD






Eat this!

Yawn lunges at him, fangs bared. BOOM! The blast blows its brains out. It flops lifelessly into the pool with a SPLASH!

Chris and Rebecca stare at the floating corpse, relieved but "rattled". So to speak.

EXT. PLATFORM ELEVATOR - NIGHT

Chris, Richard and Rebecca climb aboard the small elevator at the end of the path. Chris finds the controls and hits a switch. The lift starts down.

EXT. WATERFALL COURTYARD - NIGHT

The three S.T.A.R.S. step off the lift and stumble hurriedly into the courtyard.








CHRIS






There.

He points to a dank, stone tunnel beyond an open gate.








RICHARD






Could be our way out.

Chris nods...

BEEP! BEEP! The radio clipped to Rebecca's belt comes to life. She grabs it, excited. Thumbs the receiver.








BRAD (OS)

...this is Brad!...Alpha Team...copy?...

If...can hear this...

A burst of static and the signal is gone. Rebecca hits the transmit switch.








REBECCA

Brad? This is Rebecca Chambers, S.T.A.R.S. 

Bravo Team. Do you copy? Brad, come in!

No answer. Richard shakes his head, hope fizzling.








RICHARD






He's out of range.

They all look toward the tunnel. Light comes from somewhere at the end. Their only choice.

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL - NIGHT

The walls are rough and uneven, chunks of sandy limestone protruding at odd angles. Jill stands soaking wet in the dim cavern. The waterfall is muted behind her somewhere.

She shivers uncontrollably and walks down the tunnel, her guard and shotgun very much up.

A clicking noise is heard on the other side of a metal door nearby. Jill heads over to it, then cautiously pulls it open to come face to face with...

...BARRY, who whirls around lightning quick, aiming his Colt. He lowers it after seeing who it is.

Jill's face shows a rush of mixed emotions.








JILL






Barry?








BARRY






Jill... How did you get down here?








JILL






Same way you did, apparently. But how did 






you-

He raises his hand, shushing her.








BARRY






Wait. Listen...

They both listen quietly for a moment and Barry loosens his tense shoulders.








BARRY






Thought I heard something. Voices...

Jill is more than a little perturbed, and for good reason.








BARRY

Look, I'm sorry I didn't wait for you. But 

I heard someone out in the garden so I 

thought I'd take a quick look. I found 

this place by accident, kinda...tripped and 

fell in. Anyway, as long as we're here, 

let's snoop around. See what we can dig up.

Jill is apprehensive and watches Barry closely. She knows something's wrong.

Barry walks to a metal door on the right. He opens it, then nods to Jill.

INT. RESIDENCE STUDY - NIGHT

Simpler surroundings. A cot, a desk, and a couple of bookcases are the only noteworthy landmarks.

Rebecca is going through papers and photographs in a trunk to one side. Richard and Chris search the rest of the room.

Richard pulls open a desk drawer and digs around inside. Smiling, he takes out a ring of keys.








RICHARD






Yo, Chris!

Chris looks up and catches the keys as Richard tosses them over. He inspects them, grinning. The numbers "345" are written on the back of the ring's leather tag.








CHRIS






Looks like we just caught ourselves a break.








RICHARD






Yeah. Find anything, Becca?

Rebecca doesn't respond, too wrapped up in the files she's rummaging through. Chris walks over. Taps her on the shoulder. She looks up, startled. 








REBECCA






What?








CHRIS






Find anything?

Her face is clouded with worry.








REBECCA

Listen to this - "Four days since the 

incident and the plant in Point 42 is still 

growing and mutating at an incredible rate."

...yada yada yada...







(skims a portion of the report)

It calls this thing Plant 42, and says its 

root is in the basement. Here. "Shortly 

after the incident, one of the infected 

members of the research team destroyed the 

Aqua Ring in the basement, flooding the 

entire section. We think some trace 

chemicals used in the T-Virus tests 

contaminated the water and contributed to 

Plant 42's radical mutations. A number of 

shoots have already been traced to different 

parts of the building, but the main body 

now hangs from the ceiling in the large 

conference room on the first floor... 

We've determined that Plant 42 has become 

sensitive to movement and is now 

carnivorous. In close proximity to humans, 

it uses tentacular, prehensile vines to 

entrap its prey while leech-like adaptations 

latch onto exposed skin and draw fatal 

quantities of blood. Several members of 

the staff have already fallen victim to this."

... It's dated May 21st, signed Henry Sarton.

She passes the sheet to Chris and he stares at it.








RICHARD






A man-eating plant?! You gotta be shitting 






me...

Rebecca holds up another sheet from the pile.








REBECCA






I also found this, a report on something 






called V-Jolt.








CHRIS






V-Jolt?








REBECCA

A herbicide that might be able to neutralize 

the Plant. Apparently, Dr. Sarton concocted 

it before the infection killed him.








CHRIS

I just wanna find a back door outta this 

hellhole. If we can avoid that thing, so 

much the better.

Richard is still processing all the info.








RICHARD

How could they invent a virus like this and 

get away with it?

Chris drops the paper.








CHRIS






Because no one's stopped them. Yet.

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL W/ ENRICO - NIGHT

A door at the end of the tunnel opens and Barry and Jill enter, weapons aimed high.

They start down the tunnel which turns left up ahead.








VOICE (OS)






Who's there?!

Around the bend. Jill and Barry share a look and sprint towards the turn.








JILL






Enrico?








ENRICO (OS)






Jill, is that you?

Barry and Jill run into the next corridor which ends in a shadowy alcove. In the alcove is S.T.A.R.S. Bravo captain Enrico Marini, sitting against the far wall. His pant leg is soaked with blood.

Jill hurries toward him, elated. Enrico doesn't hesitate as he points his 9mm at her.








ENRICO






Hold it.

She stops, confused.








ENRICO






Are you with anyone, Jill?








JILL

Barry's here, too. Enrico...what's going 

on? What's this all about?

Barry steps out from behind Jill. Enrico looks between them both, then sighs. Lowers his gun.

Jill and Barry approach and crouch next to him.








ENRICO






I'm sorry. Had to make sure.








JILL






Make sure of what?

He gazes at her weakly.








ENRICO

This whole thing was a setup... We were pigs 

to the slaughter... Umbrella's behind 

everything...








BARRY

Hang on, Rico. We're gonna get you outta 

here, okay? Ya just gotta lie still-

Enrico grasps Jill's arm with a sudden intensity.








ENRICO






There's a traitor in the S.T.A.R.S... He-

BANG! BANG! Two shots from behind them tears two holes in Enrico's chest. The captain gasps, going into shock.

Barry bolts to his feet and bounds angrily after the shooter whose footsteps fade away.

Jill stays and holds Enrico's spasming hand. The dying Bravo looks up at her one last time, then slumps over, lifeless.

INT. GENERATOR ROOM - NIGHT

A dark room with a generator. Huffing with anger, Barry storms into the room and waves his revolver around blindly.

He marches further into the room and a DARK FIGURE leaps out from the alcove beside the generator - Albert Wesker.

Wesker jams the muzzle of his Beretta into Barry's lower back. Barry stops moving. He knows he's caught.








WESKER

I know you want to kill me, Barry. But I 

want you to think about what you're doing. 

Think. I die, your family dies. And right 

now it looks like Jill may have to die, too. 

But you can do something about it. You can 

stop the killing.

Barry can't contain the rage in his voice.








BARRY






You killed Rico.








WESKER

Yes, but I didn't want to. He found some 

information he shouldn't have. He knew too 

much. And if he'd told Jill what he knew 

about Umbrella, I would've had to kill her, 

too.








BARRY

You're going to kill her anyway. You're 

going to kill all of us.








WESKER

Such naivete... Don't you get it? I just 

want to get to those labs and get rid of 

the evidence before it can be recovered. 

When it's destroyed, there's no reason for 

anyone else to get hurt. We can all just...

walk away.

He lets Barry marinate over that for a moment.








WESKER

All you have to do is keep Jill busy. Keep 

her and anyone else you run into away from 

the labs. You'll be saving her life, and as 

soon as I do what needs to be done, I swear 

you and your family will never hear from 

me again.

Barry mulls over Wesker's speech.








BARRY






Where are the labs?

Wesker hands him a paper from his vest.








WESKER

That map will get you to the first basement 

level. If you can't keep her away, at least 

go with her. There are a lot of doors with 

locks on the outside down there. If worse 

comes to worst, you can lock her up till 

it's over. I mean it, Barry - no one else 

has to die. It's all up to you.

INT. RESIDENCE HALLWAY - NIGHT

A long wooden corridor. The walls whisper with life. Vines are growing out from the ceiling in thin tendrils. Alive.

There are two doors at the end - one on the left, and one straight ahead. Chris, Richard and Rebecca reach the end of the hall.

Chris points to the door straight ahead.








CHRIS







(to Richard)






You take that one.

The wounded Bravo heads off to investigate. Chris and Rebecca move to the door on the left. It's electronically locked, a keypad beside it.








CHRIS






Shit... Security lock. Can't get in 






without the code.








RICHARD






Chris! Keys.

Chris tosses the ring of keys to Richard. Richard tries one key, then another. And another. Finds the right one, pushes the door open and goes into the room beyond. Chris turns back to the keypad.








REBECCA

We could just try numbers until we come 

across the right combination...








CHRIS

You know the chances are of us just 

stumbling on- Wait! The numbers on the key 

tag... Try "345".

Rebecca dutifully punches in the number.

INT. RESIDENCE BEDROOM - NIGHT

A plain and unassuming bunkroom. A ZOMBIE claws uselessly at Richard from the confines of a noose; an unsuccessful suicide.

Richard stares at it in pity. He makes the sign of the cross, then raises the shotgun slowly.

INT. CHEMICAL ROOM - NIGHT

The electronic lock CLICKS within the door. The door opens and brings light into the dark room, which reveals Chris and Rebecca.

Chris reaches inside and flicks the light on. His face is one of disappointment as he glances around. It's a small room with shelves of chemicals and a rust-stained sink.

BOOM! A shotgun blast from the bedroom.

INT. RESIDENCE HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Chris runs immediately to the bedroom door to help Richard. Richard comes out before he gets there.








CHRIS






What happened?

Richard is solemn.








RICHARD

Had to euthanize someone... Whether it was 

a disaster of their making or not, nobody 

deserves to die like that... Nobody.

He hands Chris the ring of keys. Chris stuffs the keys into his vest.








RICHARD






Anyway... Did you find anything?








CHRIS

No exit... And the door to the conference 

room is the only one we didn't try.

Rebecca looks over the chemicals in the tiny room.








REBECCA







(to herself)






Hyoscyamine, anhydride, dieldrin...

Chris and Richard walk back gloomily to join her. She turns to them with a youthful exuberance.








REBECCA






We can kill the plant!








CHRIS






What?








REBECCA

That V-Jolt, the phytotoxin - I can make it 

here. If we can get to the basement, find 

the root...








CHRIS

...We can destroy the fucker without having 

to fight it! Rebecca, you're brilliant! How 

long do you need?








REBECCA






Ten, fifteen minutes.








CHRIS






You got it.







(to Richard)

Come on. One of those rooms in the other 

hall might have access to the basement...

The two S.T.A.R.S. start off back the way they came.

INT. HUNTERS' TUNNEL - NIGHT

Another dark, dripping tunnel devoid of decoration. A thick iron gate with a small slitted window at the top is set into the corner at the end. 

Standing beside the gate and looking through the slit is Albert Wesker, a faint smile on his face. Two bestial growling sounds are emitted inside the black room beyond the gate. Nothing can be seen inside.








WESKER

Well, my faithful soldiers - the time has 

come at last... You're going to make your 

father proud, aren't you?

From inside the room comes a high-pitched SCREECH belonging to an UNSEEN CREATURE. A sound to chill the blood.

Wesker smiles even wider as BAM! The gate is hit with a heavy fist on the other side.

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL W/BARRY - NIGHT

Jill looks left and right, nervous uncertainty on her face. She finally sets her sights on a door straight ahead and to the right.

A deep rumbling reverberates suddenly through the tunnels, like walls moving. She hurries to the door, opens it and slips through.

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL #2 - CONTINUOUS

Jill walks a few more steps toward a door at the end of the tunnel. Behind her the tunnel stretches into darkness.

The sound of moving walls stops. She slows down and listens to FOOTSTEPS approaching from the blackness.

THUMP. THUMP. THUMP. She inches closer to the door, becoming increasingly nervous.

The plodding becomes faster, more focused. And getting closer to her position.

Jill is stupefied. She turns and lunges for the door, snatches it open. Not wanting to be around when "it" showed up.

INT. WINDING TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

Jill enters the tunnel, slams the door shut, and takes off down the corridor in a panic. Turns the corner and presses against the wall-

WHAM! The door she closed is thrust open violently. A dark figure steps through - a HUNTER, looking like the Creature From The Black Lagoon...on steroids.

It stands still for a moment and cocks its strange head toward the tunnel on its right, then to the passage straight ahead, where Jill had ran. 

Jill doesn't move or make a sound. The hideous beast starts walking in her direction.

As silently as she can, she starts down the perpendicular tunnel on the balls of her feet and reaches a branch in the corridor, the hall continuing straight ahead and another intercepting it on the left. 

She opts for the left tunnel and disappears around the corner-

The Hunter rounds the bend where she had first hidden, a moment too late to see the escaping Ms. Valentine. It continues on toward the junction, sensing prey.

Jill stealthily makes it to the end of her path, hooks a right into another perpendicular tunnel, and presses against the wall immediately.

At the L-shaped junction, the Hunter stomps out and just misses sight of her. Again.

It pauses as it looks down the tunnel where she had gone, then to the path ahead of it. Looks to the left tunnel again. Then to the path ahead. Stands for a long, contemplative moment...

...Then it moves down the tunnel in front of it, away from Jill's position.

Jill lets out her held breath and peers around the corner. The creature can be heard stalking the corridor parallel to hers. Its footsteps grow more and more distant.

She comes out from behind the corner and starts for the junction cautiously, her senses on high as she nears it. Not a sound can be heard now.

Breath held, Jill peeks around the corner and down the hall where the Hunter had went - it's clear, the tunnel branching both left and right in the distance.

She glances to the right and hurries for the turn that leads back to the door. Her escape.

Jill strides as quietly as she can for the open door, the tunnels silent and still-

The Hunter suddenly LEAPS out from behind the corner to the left of the door.

Jill stops, horrified, and cocks the shotgun almost without knowing it. The monster throws its flat reptilian skull back and screeches, then lurches forward.

BOOM! A round to the chest sends it reeling against a stone wall. It recuperates and starts forward again, injured - but still coming.

Jill takes aim again and CLICK! Out of shells. She tosses the shotgun and quickly unholsters her Beretta.

The Hunter jumps at her and swipes its claw. Jill dives, barely dodges it. She executes an awkward shoulder roll and lands behind it.

Jill takes aim - BAM! BAM! Two shots to the back sends it forward a step. It turns methodically and targets her. Gets ready to pounce again.

BAM! BAM! Two shots to the face this time. It clutches its bleeding skull and stumbles around. Drops to its knees.

Jill gets up, amazed and horrified. The thing continues screaming, dying. She sights the handgun and fires - CLICK. Out of bullets. Again. 

She fumbles for a clip on her belt and the Hunter starts crawling toward her, growling, gurgling. Its claws gouge the stone floor.

Jill spots her dropped shotgun and holsters her handgun. She grabs the heavy boomstick by the barrel. The Hunter reaches her position as she lifts the weapon in the air-

CRACK! She brings the stock down hard on the Hunter's upturned face. CRACK! Again. CRACK! Again. She whales away at it. Dark blood droplets spurt onto her crazed face, which now also shows sorrow - this monster didn't ask to be made.

She stands over the dead creature, satisfied, blood-spattered-

Another Hunter screams somewhere in the tunnels. Fear takes hold of Jill's features as her gaze snaps to alarmed attention.

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL W/ ENRICO - NIGHT

Barry is running down the corridor.









BARRY







Jill?

The door at the end slams open in front of him and a Hunter blocks his path. It screeches in anger.

Barry backs up in a hurry, shaking his head in disbelief. Reflexively aims his Colt as the Hunter jumps at him. BOOM!

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL #2 - NIGHT

Jill's head spins around at the sound of the gunshot. She waits...

BOOM! Another shot, then nothing.









JILL







Barry?!

Her voice echoes off the walls.









JILL







Barry!

INT. ROOM 003 - NIGHT

Chris and Richard inspect the room, a plain and unassuming abode with a giant bookshelf. Chris is growing impatient.









CHRIS

There's got to at least be a map or 

something around here. They couldn't have 

just jumped through the goddamn floor...

Richard spots a thin line of light under one corner of the bookshelf. Curiously, he grabs the edge of the bookshelf and shoves it aside, which uncovers a square hole with a ladder leading down.









RICHARD







Wanna bet?

He smiles. Chris looks over and smiles with him at the discovery.









RICHARD







Bingo...

Richard coughs up some blood and doubles over.









CHRIS







Are you up for this, man? You don't look 







so hot.









RICHARD







I'm fine. Let's just get this done.









CHRIS







You sure?









RICHARD







Yeah.

Richard absently scratches at his arm...

INT. CONCRETE CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Utilitarian and bleak. Chris and Richard drop off the ladder from the room above.

They move down the hall. At the end is a ramp leading down through waist-deep water to a set of double doors.









RICHARD



Ready when you are...

INT. AQUA RING - NIGHT

A huge aqua ring set up like an aquarium. The entire area is flooded, the cold depths nearly invisible to the human eye. Chris and Richard enter. 

Chris points to a control room on the other side of the room, a walkway around the Ring leading to it.









CHRIS







Control room.

They slosh silently through the water. Richard looks nervously around the flooded chamber.

At the opposite end of the room, bubbles rise from the depths and ripple the surface.

The two S.T.A.R.S. keep walking. The silence is unnerving. A DARK SHAPE forms from the depths and heads straight for them. Neither notices.

Chris and Richard are almost to the control room door. The shape glides smoothly closer and closer to the surface toward Chris.

Richard's eyes widen as he finally notices it.









RICHARD







Chris, look out!

He pushes Chris out of the way. "Neptune" - codename for the T-Viral shark - bursts out of the water, snatches Richard and shakes its head from side to side, then disappears back into the churning waves with Richard in tow.

Chris stares at the large pool of red staining the water. He starts for the control room door in a panic. The water slows him down.

The shark is coming back. Chris reaches the door. Tries to open it. Locked.

He fumbles for the keys in his vest. Drops them to the submerged walkway in his panic.

Chris stoops down and grabs the keys. Tries one in the lock. No good. Tries another one. No good. Glances back at the shark. It cruises up from the deep, ready for another snack.

The last key turns smoothly in the lock. Chris rams the door with his shoulder and propels into the room beyond. Neptune pops out of the water thrashing and just misses Chris's legs.

In the dark room, Chris kicks the door shut.

INT. AQUA RING CONTROL ROOM - NIGHT

Chris steps off the ladder from the room above and enters the control room - the heart of the Aqua Ring.

He hurries over to the control console layered with buttons, switches and levers-

CRACK! Neptune bashes its snout against the thick observation window from the murky water.

Chris grabs a lever labeled "EMERGENCY DRAINAGE SYSTEM". Pushes it down. The sound of a water pump fills the room and the water starts to lower past the window.

Straight ahead, Neptune swims fast and hard to make one last strike. The water level reaches the bottom of the window...

SMASH! The window shatters. Chris falls backward as the enormous head of the shark comes through.

Chris crab-walks away in the cramped space and avoids the probing jaws.

The shark suddenly drops backward as the water takes it on its journey down to the floor.

Chris gazes at the open window with contentment.









CHRIS







Eat me.

EXT. COURTYARD TO LAB - NIGHT

An isolated part of the courtyard. Trees surround the small space, an old stone well in the middle.

Jill walks down the winding stairway within the well, an elevator at the bottom.

She hits the button. The lift shudders and starts down.

INT. BASEMENT LEVEL 1 - NIGHT

The elevator arrives. Jill steps out in this large, concrete room. "XD-R B1" is painted on the wall. Metal ducts and overhead pipes line the upper walls. A heavy metal door is on one side.

Jill runs over to it and rattles the handle. Locked. She notices the sign that says it's only to be opened in case of a first class emergency.

She walks over to a bolted ladder leading down a narrow shaft in the concrete. Sighing, she climbs in and starts down.

INT. BASEMENT LEVEL 2 - NIGHT

Jill hops off the last rung and turns to check the room-

A mummified ZOMBIE in a dirty lab coat grabs her from behind.

She pushes it away. It moans, arms outstretched. BANG! A shot from her Beretta caves its head in.

Jill breathes deeply to get over the scare, and she starts off once again.

INT. CHEMICAL ROOM - NIGHT

Rebecca is by the sink, holding up a bottle of purplish fluid triumphantly. She turns around and gasps, nearly dropping it.

Chris stands at the entrance, soaking wet. Depressed.









REBECCA







You scared me, Chris...

She laughs nervously, which trails off as she notices the obvious problem.









REBECCA







Where's Richard?

She sees it in his eyes. He nods and anguish passes over Rebecca's face. Chris gives her a moment to let it settle in.









CHRIS







I found the root.

The "good news". Rebecca wipes away a tear and sets her jaw.

INT. VISUAL DATA ROOM - NIGHT

A still, gray room, a long meeting table in the center. A slide projector is set up next to a portable screen at the far end.

The door opens and Jill moves inside. She calms when she sees nothing undead.

She wanders over to some shelves on one side of the room and grabs a handful of files.

She sifts through them...then stops, her face showing sudden interest. Printed on her selection at the top is "Umbrella / Bioweapons Report / Research & Development".

Jill reads on...

INT. BASEMENT ROOM - NIGHT

A dark, rusty, forgotten room. The twisted, gnarled root of Plant 42 hangs from the ceiling. Wormy threads attached to it search as if looking for its drained nutrient pool. Chris and Rebecca stand to one side.

Rebecca swirls the beaker of fluid gently. She steps forward and uncaps the bottle.









REBECCA

Stand back. And don't breathe too deeply. 

This stuff's got a couple of toxins in it 

that neither of us want to be ingesting, 

and it'll turn gaseous once it hits the 

infected cells.









CHRIS







How will we know if it's working?









REBECCA

If the V-Jolt report is on the mark, we'll 

know, trust me.

Rebecca upends the bottle and douses the root with the herbicide. She steps backward in a hurry.

The chemicals immediately eat away at the giant bulb, burning it, shrinking it...killing it. Red smoke billows up from the dripping mass.









CHRIS







God, what did you put in there?









REBECCA







You don't wanna know. Ready to get outta 







here?









CHRIS







Let's do it.

INT. COMPUTER ROOM - NIGHT

Wesker sits at a console in the sterile room, typing away - LOGIN NAME: "JOHN", PASSWORD: "ADA".

Umbrella's database comes up on the screen. Wesker types some more. A prompt appears - "LABORATORY DOORS UNLOCKED".

More typing. A gentle, musical note signals another prompt - "TRIGGERING SYSTEM ONLINE. DO YOU WISH TO PROCEED? Y/N".

He hits the "Y" key.

INT. RESIDENCE - NIGHT

The residence's main hall. Chris approaches the conference room door. Grabs the knob.

He turns to Rebecca. A look of hope is on her pixie face. They both raise their weapons in preparation.

Chris throws the door open.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Chris charges in and sweeps the area as if looking for a war. A giant, steaming lake of purple goo is in the middle of the floor. Dead vines and plant matter are all over the walls and ceiling.

Rebecca walks around the empty space, hope dwindling in her face. Chris looks around and his face fills with helpless rage.









CHRIS







No way out...

He heads over to the fireplace, his fists clenched. Rebecca stares around, disappointment being a vast understatement.









CHRIS







No fucking way out!

He punches the mantle angrily and lowers his head onto his arms in defeat... then spots something amidst the ashes below. Papers.

Chris picks the two sheets up. The first is a map.









CHRIS







It's a map...

Rebecca runs over to him.









CHRIS

Guardhouse, underground, laboratory - Look, 

there's an entrance to the tunnels behind 

the waterfall. Everything we've missed!

He hands Rebecca the map, then scans the next sheet.









CHRIS

"Basement Level 1...Heliport, For executive 

use only...Visual Data Room...Basement 

Level 3..."

His face darkens as he reads on.









CHRIS

"Sanitation division controls the use of 

the prison. At least one Consultant 

Researcher must be present if viral use is 

authorized - E. Smith, S. Ross,..."

Stunned anger creeps into his voice.









CHRIS

"...and A. Wesker."... Captain Albert 

goddamn Wesker.


Rebecca looks uncertain.









REBECCA







Captain Wesker is involved in all this?

Chris nods slowly. He stands and starts back for the entrance. Rebecca follows.









CHRIS

And if he's still here, he's down in those 

labs, maybe with the rest of the team. If 

Umbrella sent him here, who knows what he's 

up to...

INT. B3 HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jill walks down the fluorescently lit hallway. She turns the corner at a brisk pace-

She gasps in surprise. The ragged Barry Burton stands in the middle of the next hall. He makes his way over to her.









BARRY







Jill, are you all right?

Jill studies him, concerned and wary simultaneously.









JILL







Yeah. I'm fine. You?









BARRY

I'll live. Ran into some trouble getting 

out of those tunnels...

Barry certainly looks like he's seen some rough combat.









JILL

Barry, we've gotta get outta here. I found 

some papers upstairs, proof of what's been 

going on. Enrico was right. Umbrella's 

behind all of this and one of the S.T.A.R.S. 

knew about it. It's too dangerous to keep 

looking around. We should head back to the 

mansion. Wait for help to come.









BARRY

But I think I found the main lab. Downstairs. 

There's an elevator at the end of the hall, 

computers and stuff. We can get into their 

files, hit 'em where it hurts.

He doesn't seem overly enthused, but Jill is. She thinks it over, then smiles satisfactorily.









JILL







Lead the way...

INT. BASEMENT LEVEL 1 - NIGHT

Chris and Rebecca step off the elevator platform. Chris heads to the locked door. Notices the emergency sign.

He peers down the ladder shaft that Jill had descended. Turns to Rebecca.









CHRIS

I want you to stay here. If you stand by 

the elevator, you should be able to pick 

up Brad's signal from outside. Tell him 

where we are and what happened. If I'm not 

back in twenty minutes, get back to the 

courtyard and wait there till help comes.









REBECCA

But I want to go with you! I can take care 

of myself. If you find the lab, you'll need 

me to tell you what you're looking at-









CHRIS

No. For all we know, Wesker's killed the 

other S.T.A.R.S. and is looking to finish 

the job. If it's just us left, we can't 

risk both of us getting ambushed. Someone 

has to survive. I'm sorry, but it's the 

only way we can be sure.

He puts a hand on her shoulder.









CHRIS

Believe me, I know you can take care of 

yourself. This isn't about your competence. 

Twenty minutes... I can't leave until I see 

if anyone else made it.

Chris starts down the ladder as Rebecca watches him descend.

INT. ELEVATOR - NIGHT

Jill and Barry ride the elevator down. Barry can't look Jill in the eye and avoids her worried gaze.









JILL

Barry, are you okay? I've been worried 

about you since we got to the mansion. I 

even thought...well, nevermind what I 

thought. Is something wrong?

The lift stops. Barry pulls open the gate and outer mesh.









BARRY

I...yeah, something's wrong. But now's not 

the time. Let's just get this over with.

Jill nods in understanding.









JILL







Okay. When this is over, we can talk.









BARRY







Yeah...

They move down the hall which turns left up ahead. Jill rounds the corner first and suddenly halts.

Wesker is waiting, Beretta aimed at her face. He's smiling like a shark, cold and pitiless.









WESKER







Greetings, Jill. Nice of you to drop by.

He glances over at Barry.









WESKER

Good work, Barry. Take her weapon, if you'd 

be so kind.

Jill turns her startled face to Barry as he plucks the handgun from her fingers.









WESKER

Go back up to B1 and wait for me. I'll be 

up in a few minutes.









BARRY







But you said you just wanted to lock her up!









WESKER

Oh, don't worry. I won't hurt her, I 

promise. Now get going.

Defeated, Barry turns back toward the lift.









JILL







Barry?









BARRY







I'm sorry, Jill.

He starts back to the elevator, sans honor. Wesker waits and listens to Barry's receding footsteps. The elevator gate opens. Closes. Begins its ascent. Wesker's smile widens.









WESKER







Alone at last, my sweet.

Jill glares at him.









JILL

Can't say I'm all that surprised. But how 

did you get Barry to help you?









WESKER

Ol' Barry's got some trouble at home. I 

told him a few of my proteges from Umbrella 

were outside his house waiting to kill his 

precious family. He was only too happy to 

help out.









JILL







You're a bastard, you know that?









WESKER

Sticks and stones, dearheart. Besides, when 

all is said and done, I'm gonna be a rich 

bastard. An even trade-off, wouldn't you 

agree?









JILL







Fuck you, you spineless son of a bitch.









WESKER

I'm afraid we don't have enough time, 

although I appreciate the offer. I must say...

you and the team made for quite the 

interesting test subjects. Your performances 

were definitely noteworthy. If it's any 

consolation, they won't have died for nothing, 

I can assure you of that... Unfortunately, 

like all good things, the fun must come to 

an end. This whole place was rigged to blow 

up in case of an accident, and the Tyrant 

Virus escaping qualifies. Once this 

facility's destroyed, the truth will be 

buried with it.









JILL







If there's any justice in the world, you will too.

Wesker laughs, amused.









WESKER

I love you, too. But enough about Umbrella 

and its insatiable appetite for combat data... 

I had you brought down here for a little 

experiment of my own.









JILL







Oh?

He moves around her and their positions gradually switch. She's now at the lab's door which is emblazoned with a biohazard symbol; his back is to the elevator hallway.









WESKER

I want to see how our most agile team member 

fares against the miracle of modern science. 

If you'll just step through that door...

Jill shakes her head in disdain.









JILL

I can't believe you're doing this. Selling 

out to protect a bunch of unethical corporate 

blackmailers.









WESKER

Selling out? Hardly. You're assuming I 

actually give two shits about this company.









JILL







So you're stabbing them in the back, too?









WESKER

Let's just say I'm moving on to bigger and 

better things. And blackmailers?... Ohhhh, 

you mean Barry. Umbrella wouldn't bother 

with blackmail. They can afford to buy 

people just as easily. I made all that shit 

up to get him on board-

CRACK! Wesker stands dazed, then collapses. Barry steps out from behind the wall, the butt of his gun raised. He looks down at Wesker with hatred in his eyes.

Jill crouches beside the captain and pries the Beretta from his fingers. She tucks it into the back of her waistband.

Barry finally looks at her, eyes swimming with apology.









BARRY







Jill, I'm so sorry. I never should have 







believed him.









JILL







It's okay. You came back. That's what 







matters.

Barry hands her the Beretta he'd taken.









BARRY







I don't suppose you have any handcuffs on 







you.

Jill shakes her head.









JILL

Maybe we should check out the lab. There's 

bound to be some cable or cord we can use. 

Besides, I'm kinda curious about this 

"miracle of modern science" he was talking 

about.

She turns and hits the door switch. It slides up almost without a sound.

INT. TYRANT LAB - DAWN

A huge, high-ceilinged chamber lined with monitoring consoles. Eight specimen tubes line the center of the lab.

Jill walks the length of the room. Barry takes the other side. He stoops down and scoops up a handful of cable from the floor. Reaches into a pocket and pulls out a pocketknife.

Jill stands staring at something at the back of the room. Barry hurries over and holds out the bundle of cable.









BARRY







Jill, I got the ca-

He stammers and looks up in awe. They both stare at a huge tube at the very back, filled top to bottom with a monstrosity. It's humanoid. Its heart pulses outside its chest, its lips ripped away, left arm longer than the right and tipped with three foot claws. Horrifying.









BARRY








(softly)







Tyrant...

Someone approaches stealthily behind Jill and a hand reaches out for the gun in her belt. Grabs it.









WESKER







I'll take this, thank you.

Wesker jams the barrel into Jill's temple and holds her gun hand tightly. Barry spins and aims as his anger returns like a crashing wave.









WESKER

Ah, ah, ah. Now let's not be hasty, Mr. 

Burton. Shouldn't make me nervous. Something 

tragic might happen.

Barry observes the situation helplessly.









WESKER








(to Jill)







Drop it.

She drops her 9mm. Wesker looks to Barry.









WESKER







And drop the hand cannon, Mr. Burton.

Barry doesn't comply...

CLICK! Wesker pulls the hammer back on his handgun.









WESKER

I'm not in the mood to play any more games, 

Barry. Believe me, it would be in Ms. 

Valentine's best interest if you cooperated 

this time.

Barry reluctantly tosses the Colt.









WESKER

Now...where were we?... Ah, yes. Barry, why 

don't you be a good boy and flip that red 

switch right there.

The big man doesn't move. Wesker shrugs, then jams the muzzle harder into Jill's head.









WESKER

Otherwise I splatter her pretty little brains 

all over this lab. What's it gonna be?

Barry superciliously reaches over and flips the switch. The stasis fluid in the Tyrant's tube immediately starts to drain.









WESKER







Excellent.

He shoves Jill roughly over to Barry and holds both of them at gunpoint.

The Tyrant opens its soulless eyes. Rears its "human" fist back...

SMACK! It punches the glass, not wasting any time to get into action. The glass is cracked. Nearly broken. Wesker is mesmerized.









WESKER

My creation... It's magnificent. To think 

it was crossed off as a failure by the boys 

at White.

The Tyrant thrusts its arms up in anger and shatters the tube, glass raining everywhere. It steps out casually between Wesker and the two shocked Alphas.









WESKER







Yes!... Put the fear of God into them...

Tyrant turns its attention to Wesker. His smile fades as it takes a step toward him. It rears its clawed arm back, emotionless.

Wesker raises an eyebrow. The Tyrant IMPALES him and lifts him off the ground effortlessly.

His consciousness is fading. He makes eye contact with Jill and smiles one last coldhearted smile.

Jill grabs her dropped pistol. Barry picks up his revolver.

Both S.T.A.R.S. take off toward the entrance. The Tyrant's gaze follows them as it pitches the dead captain to the floor like a rag doll.

INT. BASEMENT LEVEL 1 - DAWN

Rebecca is standing alone. She shivers and looks more than a little worried-

BEEP! The sound of the radio makes her jump. She snatches it and hits the receiver switch.









BRAD (OS)

...S.T.A.R.S. Alpha Team, Bravo, anybody. 

If you can't answer, try to signal! I'm 

running out of fuel, do you read? This is 

Brad! Repeat - S.T.A.R.S. Alpha Team...

Rebecca frantically hits the transmit switch.









REBECCA

Brad! There's a heliport at the Spencer 

estate! You have to get to the heliport! 

Do you copy?

A burst of static from the radio.









BRAD (OS)







...copy...

Frustrated, Rebecca smacks the radio and she's startled as an alarm suddenly sounds, then a buzzing CLICK from inside the emergency door.

She runs to it and opens it, then turns anxiously back to the ladder shaft. A cool female voice blares from hidden speakers.









FEMALE VOICE (OS)

The self-destruct sequence has been 

activated. All personnel must evacuate 

immediately or process deactivation. You 

have five minutes until detonation.

INT. B3 HALLWAY - DAWN

The alarms blare in the sterile corridor. Barry and Jill sprint down the hall and then see...

CHRIS REDFIELD, currently running up the stairs to B2.









JILL







Chris!

He turns and his face lights up when he sees them.









CHRIS







Hurry! There's a heliport on B1!

Chris waits for them to reach the bottom of the stairs, then starts on his way again.

INT. BASEMENT LEVEL 2 - DAWN

The three battered S.T.A.R.S. rush for the ladder to B1 and jump over the zombie Jill had blasted.

Jill hops on the ladder and climbs, Barry right behind. Chris makes sure nothing's behind them, then holsters his weapon and follows his teammates.

INT. BASEMENT LEVEL 1 - DAWN

Jill is out of the shaft. She runs to join Rebecca at the open door. Barry climbs out. Reaches down to help Chris.

The four S.T.A.R.S. dash to the open door and hustle through, then run for all they're worth.

INT. HELIPAD HALLWAY - DAWN

The four soldiers race to the elevator marking the end of the hall. Chris slaps the switch. The gate opens.

They pile inside the lift, sweating and tense. Chris hits the car's controls and the gate closes.

EXT. HELIPAD - DAWN

The elevator gate opens and the S.T.A.R.S. run out onto the dawn-lit helipad. The sound of an approaching helicopter gradually gets louder.









REBECCA







He heard me!

Relieved, all of them wave their arms as Brad veers closer and brings their escape vehicle with him.

CRASH! Chunks of tar and concrete fly up into the air behind them. The helipad is literally gutted.

They stare at the hole, astonished, and aim their weapons uncertainly as a large, clawed arm reaches up from the darkness.

The Tyrant suddenly leaps out from the abyss onto the pavement, then rises from its agile crouch and starts toward the shocked group. The chopper hovers above, not daring to land.

Chris pulls the trigger one, two, three times. All shots hit the creature in the chest.

The Tyrant swats Chris with the back of its "human" fist and he goes sailing backward. He lands sprawling and dazed.

Jill and Rebecca fire at the monster's face and chips of tooth and bone spray outward. It raises its clawed arm in an attempt to block the hail of gunfire.

It stalks toward the two women as both continue to fire, terrified. Barry takes aim and BOOM! A Colt round hits it square in the center of its chest and thick blood oozes out. The Tyrant hardly falters. Continues after Jill and Rebecca.

The two girls split and head in different directions. Tyrant immediately opts for Jill.









BARRY







Jill, this way!

The Tyrant dashes forward with sudden superhuman speed. Jill dives out of the way as it brings its claws up and mulches the asphalt where she'd just been standing. She staggers to her feet and runs behind Barry.

BOOM! Another semi-useless shot from the Colt and the Tyrant turns its attention to Barry. It walks calmly toward him.









BRAD (OS)







Incoming!

Brad's voice is amplified by a bullhorn. WHAM! A large rectangular case drops from the chopper's cabin above.

Chris recovers himself and heads for the case. Opens it up while...

CLICK! Barry's gun is dry. He turns and sprints away. The Tyrant dashes after him, catches up to him and swipes its clawed hand. It glances Barry's side and tumbles him to the concrete.


Barry's eyes are wide with terror, blood dripping from his side. The Tyrant stoops over him and raises its arm for the kill-

BAM! BAM! BAM! Rebecca plugs three rounds into its back. The Tyrant turns to face the young girl.

CLICK! Rebecca's out of bullets. A deer caught in the headlights. No idea what to do as the Tyrant starts toward her.









CHRIS







Rebecca! Get outta the way!

Chris has a bulky rocket launcher propped on his shoulder. He takes aim.

Rebecca jumps out of the line of fire as Chris pulls the trigger.

The rocket propels forward and hits the Tyrant in the chest. The creature is blown to bits. Pieces of gore rain down over the helipad.

Chris drops the launcher and runs over to Barry. He and Jill help the big man to his feet and carry him to the chopper as Brad lowers the bird to the asphalt.

INT. ALPHA CHOPPER - DAWN

Rebecca is in the chopper now and helps the injured Barry into the cabin. Chris and Jill jump in after him.









JILL







Go, Brad! Now!

She slams the cabin door shut.

EXT. MANSION - DAWN

The helicopter lifts up and away, and it leaves the helipad and mansion grounds behind.

The sun bathes Raccoon Forest in the early hours of the morning as the chopper flies further and further away from the Spencer estate...

A massive EXPLOSION rips through the mansion and its surrounding facilities and a tremendous fireball rises into the sky.

INT. ALPHA CHOPPER - DAWN

Rebecca tends to Barry's wound. Jill, sitting beside Chris, puts her tired head to his shoulder.

Jill pulls some folded papers from her pocket and surveys them with a tired satisfaction - excerpts from the Umbrella bioweapon reports.

As Arnold Schwarzenegger might say, looking at the group - "They need a vacation."

EXT. RACCOON FOREST - DAWN

The forest lies tranquil and beautiful. Birds sing in the trees. The helicopter is a distant speck as it heads back to civilization...

A GROWL. Low and menacing. It disrupts the peace with a promise of death.

A dark, CANINE SHAPE tears by quickly through the shadowy underbrush, ruining the picturesque view.

THE END

