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DEAD AND WALKING

Darkness. Staring into a dark abyss, and anything could be in there. A long, eerie howl breaks the silence, and it soon turns out it’s just the wind.

Radio static crackles in, and a man’s voice, filtered, joins the static, his voice is mostly calm, but with a hint of panic in it.

REPORTER (OS)

(Filtered)

There seem to have been some disturbances earlier this morning in the neighborhood of Cedar Park. A man had broken into the Conner’s house at around 9:30, injuring Mr. Conner and his son, Jacob Conner. The residents of the home had said the intruder had bitten Mr. Conner on the arm, when, soon after, he went after Jacob, biting him on the leg. The family of four fled from their home, the intruder disappearing minutes later. There have been many homicides around the city, each involving being bitten and even decapitation——

A gunshot.

Everything is silent again. The wind is gone; it’s like the static was never there.

TITLE APPEARS: Dead and Walking

FADE IN

INT. TOWN – DAY


Appleton, Wisconsin

Your perfect neighborhood, covered in snow, ice, and large trees that lean over tall, nice houses. It’s winter, a time of joy, with tiny children running across the street, throwing snowballs, building snowmen, and laughing with glee.

Adults pull their vehicles out of their driveways, getting ready to start a new day at work, while others hang up Christmas decorations.

INT. CITY – DAY

Dozens of people engulf the sidewalks, carrying large bags or hanging onto their children. Cars slowly make their ways around the city, the streets wet and dangerous.

INT. PARK – DAY

Many people sit on the benches, looking at the view of the hillsides covered in white blankets of snow, while others skate on the frozen pond. People walk their dogs, skateboard on the walkways, or sitting against trees, talking amongst themselves.

A man, middle aged, comes running out from the woods that surround half of the city, panting while having the expression of fear on his face. Barely anyone seems to notice.

Standing at a hotdog stand is CHASE, in his mid 20s with clean-cut hair and dressed in a casual way, with his girlfriend CHRISTIE, hip, blonde, and dressed as if she were going to a model shoot for the winter weather.

The owner of the stand gives them both a chili hotdog with a cup of coffee. Chase pays and they walk over to a bench, sitting down at the same time and getting comfortable.

CHRISTIE

(Calm and respectful)

Thanks for bringing me here with you. I don’t know what I would be doing right now at my apartment.

CHASE

(Takes a sip)

No problem. It’s a perfect day to be out anyways. I wouldn’t want to be cooped up at home.

CHRISTIE

(Looks at chilidog)

Yeah, nothing like a chilidog and some coffee at the park on a beautiful day like this.

RICK comes jogging down the walkway towards Christie and Chase with his dog, MIX, Rick’s long, brown hair swaying back and forth with each step he takes.

He slows down and stops in front of Chase and Christie. Chase puts down his chilidog and coffee and stands up, smiling. Christie remains put on the bench, staring at the dog.

RICK

(Smiling)

Hey, Chase, how’s it going?

CHASE

(Shaking Rick’s hand)

Nothing, really, just walking around the park. You remember Christie, don’t you? From college?

RICK

(Holding out his hand)

Oh yeah, I remember Christie. You, uh, you work for the newspaper don’t you?

CHRISTIE

Yep. That’s Christie Jones for you!

She looks at Rick’s dog, his tongue hanging out and panting, clouds of white, cold air shooting from his mouth. She smiles and starts baby-talking the dog, and looks back up at Rick.

CHRISTIE

(Petting Mix)

This dog is adorable. What’s his name?

RICK

Mix. He’s part German Shepard, part Dalmatian, which is why I named him Mix.

CHRISTIE

I adore dogs. They’re always there for you.

CHASE

(To Rick)

Hey we were just having lunch. You want to join?

RICK

No, I’m fine, thanks. I need to get going, though.

CHASE

See you later, then.

RICK

All right!

Rick runs of, his dog running by his side. Christie gets up from the bench and stands next to Chase, watching Rick jog away. She smiles and looks at Chase.

CHRISTIE

Dogs also help guys get girls.

CHASE

(Thinks she’s joking)

What? How do you know?

CHRISTIE

(Pretending to faint)

Because it just worked!

CHASE

(Laughing)

Hey it’s not part of a girlfriend’s job to like another guy!

She squeals as Chase tackles her to the ground playfully. They roll in the snow, getting covered with the white precipitation.

They stop rolling, Chase ending up on Christie. They stop laughing and stare at each other passionately. They kiss and Christie’s phone rings.

Chase gets up and helps Christie up to her feet as she reaches for her cell phone. He walks over to the bench and sits down, while Christie answers her phone.

CHRISTIE

Hello...Good afternoon to you too, Mr. Martin...Uh huh...I can...Okay...

(Sighs and looks at Chase)

Yeah I will be there in a few minutes...Bye.

(Walks over to Chase)

My boss. He wants me to be at work.

CHASE

Fine with me.

CHRISTIE

Are you sure?

CHASE

You have to earn a living, right?

She walks over to him and they kiss. She grabs her chilidog and coffee and gets ready to leave.

CHRISTIE

Maybe we can go out and eat tonight. Just you and me.

CHASE

(Smiling)

It’s a date.

CHRISTIE

I’ll see you at eight.

CHASE

Bye!

She waves good-bye and walks out of the park. Chase finishes the rest of his chilidog and walks away with his coffee.

INT. CAR – DAY

Chase drives through the busy streets of the city, listening to alternative rock on the radio. He starts to tap to the tune of the song while mouthing the words when he comes up to traffic.

CHASE

(Aggravated)

Come on...

He looks out the window, trying to get a view of what has caused the traffic.

EXT. CAR WRECK – DAY

The ambulance blocks half of the road, the back doors open and paramedics roll a stretcher to the crushed car, which had been hit by a bus.

The paramedics pull out the unconscious driver, cut up and bruised, and lay him down on the stretcher, his arm dangling off the side. They roll him back over to the ambulance and strap him up.

The bus, on the other hand, barely has any damage. The driver stares in terror, the passengers getting off one by one.

BUS DRIVER

(To a cop)

I was coming through a green light when he sped right in front of me. Even if I did slam on the breaks I still would have hit him.

INT. AMBULANCE – DAY

The ambulance drives off, letting the traffic pass through the accident. One of the paramedics stay inside the back of the vehicle, while the other drives towards the hospital.

The man’s vital signs are not doing so well and the paramedic tries his best to keep the man alive. He looks under the man’s right arm and sees a bite wound.

PARAMEDIC #1

(Observing bite wound)

What the hell?

Suddenly, the man becomes a flat liner.

PARAMEDIC #1

(To Paramedic 2)

We have a flat liner!


PARAMEDIC #2

Do something about it! We’re almost there!

Paramedic #1 looks at the straight, green line on the heart monitor. He looks back down at the body, and sees glazed, milky-gray eyes staring at him, paralyzing him.

The paramedic’s eyes get wide, and the man, now a zombie, grabs Paramedic #1’s shoulders and brings his neck down towards it’s mouth.

The paramedic’s screams echo as we

CUT TO BLACK

FADE IN

INT. WOODS – DAY

Clear skies with snow covering the woods surrounds the small road that goes on for miles. Animals frolic through the woods, zigzagging between the trees and staring at the Lincoln Navigator that rolls down the street.

INT. LINCOLN NAVIGATOR

JASON, young and your normal smart-looking guy, RACHEL, a brunette with nothing on her mind except her looks, ANDREW, a jock dressed in a football jacket, and WHITNEY, listening to punk rock music dressed in all black.

The windshield has been cracked near the middle and the rearview mirror is falling apart.

RACHEL

(Impatient)

What the hell?

JASON

What?

RACHEL

When are we going to get there?

JASON

Whenever we see a sign that welcomes us to Appleton.

Andrew unfolds a map and rotates it every which way. He scratches his head and looks at Jason.

ANDREW

Hey, poindexter, how do you work this thing?

JASON

You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.

ANDREW

Look just tell me where we are and I can find it myself.

JASON

Look I know where we are. You don’t need to look at a map.

WHITNEY

Can we hurry it up? I have to piss.

RACHEL

Well I haven’t seen a sign for any gas stations for miles so I guess you can go on the side of the road.

WHITNEY

Yeah, right, like I’m going to freeze my ass off out there.

A man crackles in on the radio.

REPORTER

(Filtered)

We interrupt this station for a special news announcement. More recent attacks and homicides have been recorded around the city area. Other reports happening in different states around the country had come in today. More and more victims have made it to the hospital and——

Jason turns off the radio while Rachel stares at herself in the mirror.

RACHEL

That’s starting to sound pretty serious.

ANDREW

What a bunch of bullshit. So what if people are being ‘bitten’ or ‘attacked’ at the city we are headed to. There’s nothing that is going to ruin my break.

WHITNEY

Haven’t you even noticed that whenever you talk about yourself, nobody seems to listen?

ANDREW

Haven’t you ever noticed that whenever you talk, somewhere in the world a baby dies?

WHITNEY

Oh nice comeback, Mr. I’m-so-funny-and-strong-and-has-a-pretty-girlfriend-to-smooch-all-over——

RACHEL

God damn it will you two just shut up?

The car becomes silent. Whitney stares out the window, watching the trees pass and go in a flash. Andrew rests his head against his window, while Rachel closes her eyes and rubs her temples.

Jason looks at Andrew and Whitney in the rearview mirror.

JASON

Anybody hungry?

Suddenly, without warning, Jason slams into a deer in the middle of the road, blood spraying on the windshield and hood of the car.

The deer’s body rolls across the pavement, stopping and lying motionless with its tongue hanging out of its mouth. Rachel screams as Jason swerves on the wet, snowy road, Whitney and Andrew hanging on for dear life.

EXT. LINCOLN NAVIGATOR – DAY

The tires cannot get any traction, and Jason goes off road, slamming into a large tree. The birds zoom out of the leaves and into the sky as the branches shake, snow falling to the ground.

The front of the car is crumpled up like a crushed soda can, smoke pouring out from under the hood and the windshield cracked even more. Blood streaks across the glass and stains the grill.

INT. LINCOLN NAVIGATOR – DAY

Jason stares in front of him in horror as Rachel rubs her head, her hair frizzled. Whitney is tumbled over her seat, while Andrew coughs at the smoke that seeps through the crack of his window.

Andrew opens his door and steps out, waving the gray smoke out of his face. He looks over that the deer carcass. A puddle of blood surrounds the animal’s head.

ANDREW

What the hell?

Jason steps out of the car, along with Rachel and Whitney, Rachel fixing her hair. They all gather up at the back of the car. Whitney looks at the dead deer.

WHITNEY

Oh my God!

JASON

(Sees deer)

Jesus Christ...

Jason leans against the back of the car, while Andrew kicks at the road. Whitney looks at her watch.

WHITNEY

1:20

RACHEL

Does anyone have a cell phone so we can call a tow truck or something?

ANDREW

Yeah, but I don’t know if I have any service on it.

Andrew pulls out a cell phone and looks at his reception. It’s a full bar.

ANDREW

Yeah I do.

JASON

Here, I’ll call.

Andrew gives Jason the phone. Jason walks over to the front of his car and dials a number.

While Jason talks to the other person on the line, Rachel walks over to the middle of the road. She looks in the woods, seeing shadows move between the trees.

RACHEL

Hey guys, come look at this.

They walk over next to her and hear the sounds of hooves against the snow-covered ground. Running across the street, a large group of deer tramples over the dead deer. Other animals flee, including rabbits and birds.

ANDREW

What the fuck is going on?

WHITNEY

They’re scared. Something’s frightened them...

Jason comes back to the back of the vehicle, giving Andrew his phone. The animals are done passing, and Jason only sees a glimpse of them.

JASON

Okay, I have a tow truck coming——

Suddenly, a zombie, decayed with missing muscle, skin, and mutilated face, grabs Whitney, biting her arm and ripping off a big chunk of flesh and muscle.

She screams as she slings her arm away from the zombie, blood splattering on the other three. The zombie chews up her skin, slowly coming towards them. Whitney falls to the ground, crying in pain.

Rachel screams and hangs on to Andrew, who stares in horror.

JASON

Holy shit!

Andrew runs over to the car and searches through the inside, lifting up bags and throwing around paper cups. He finds a tire rotator.

He comes back to the end of the car and whacks the zombie in the face, pieces of skin flying off from impact. The zombie falls to the ground, twitching. Jason helps Whitney up, his clothes getting soaked with blood.

RACHEL

Oh my God!

ANDREW

He’s fucking crazy man!

RACHEL

(More freaked out)

Oh my God!

JASON

What the hell was his problem?

RACHEL

(Breaking down)

OH MY GOD!

EXT. BUS STOP – DAY

A few people wait at a bus stop, reading newspapers or waiting patiently while holding large bags. A WOMAN, pale, black around her bloodshot eyes, and her nose a pale red, walks up to the bus station, setting her purse down on the bench.

She pulls out a Kleenex and blows her nose, though it doesn’t do any good. She coughs. The MAN sitting next to her scoots over, looking at her in concern.

MAN #1

You all right?

WOMAN

I feel worse than how I look.

The woman blows her nose once more when she drops it on the ground, her hand falling to her side, limp. Here eyes roll back, revealing white.

She falls to the ground, convulsing and kicking snow off the sidewalk. The man quickly kneels down next to her, trying to keep her still. Other people start to surround her, watching her face get even paler, and her veins become visible.

MAN #1

(Aggressively)

Somebody call an ambulance!

People run across the street towards the woman, as another man pulls out a cell phone and dials 9-1-1.

A store manager briskly walks out of his store, trying to get a view of what the panicked people are looking at.

STORE MANAGER

(Trying to peek through)

What’s going on?

MAN #1

I think this woman is having a seizure!

MAN #2

(On phone)

Yes we need an ambulance at the intersection of Harrison Drive and Ford Lane fast!

The woman’s eyes shoot open, nothing but gray. Her mouth suddenly red, her veins more visible, and her hands squeezed into fists.

The man moves closer to her, about to pick her up, when she grabs his head and brings it down, biting his lips. He tries screaming, but it only comes out muffled. He pulls his head back, her teeth ripping his lips off his face.

The man flies back, clawing at his missing mouth, while the woman slowly sits up. The people back away, screaming in horror. The store manager freaks and runs inside his store, still looking out the window.

The man goes limp; his body motionless. The witnesses still stare in horror, watching the woman get up and swallowing her meal.

MAN #2

Jesus Christ! We really need an ambulance!

The woman looks at Man #2 with wide eyes. Her mouth becomes agape, and she starts stumbling over to him. He can only stand and stare in terror.

The woman grabs him, biting his neck. He falls back onto the street, in front of an oncoming car.

Without time to stop, the car slams into the man and the zombie woman, swerving into oncoming traffic, and creating a wreck.

Man #1 gets up, blood pouring from his mouth, and he shows no sign of pain. Another man runs over to him and helps him up, thinking the man is fine, but ends up being bitten on the shoulder.

Man #1 throws the man down onto the ground, staring at the people around him. There are now three zombies: Man #1, the woman, and the now new freshly zombie that had been attacked by the woman.

Everyone runs every which way, screaming and yelling.

INT. STORE – DAY

The store manager and other shoppers scream as they see the accidents. The store manager runs towards the back of the building, pushing people out of his way and leaving everyone behind. He runs to the exit.

He grabs the handle and swings the door open, coming face to face with a large group of zombies that stare at him with hungry eyes. They tackle him to the ground; his screams soon come to a stop.

INT. ALLEY – DAY

In another part of the city that hasn’t been infected yet, is a small alley between two large buildings. Two hobos sit against a dumpster, picking through cans and other trash.

Steam rolls out of pipes and fills up the alley, blinding the two hobos. Suddenly, there’s a loud moan that echoes through the small passage. The hobos stop what their doing and stare down the alley, seeing shadows move beyond the fog.

A large group of zombies, some fresh, others half eaten, and the rest partly decapitated, tread over trash and glass towards the two hobos.

Seeing the horrible sight, they back away from the group.

EXT. ALLEY – DAY

They back out of the alley, one falling on top of a woman. Unable to get up quick enough, the zombies pile up on top of the hobo and woman, feeding off of them, blood squirting on the pavement and sidewalk.

The other hobo runs around a corner, only to bump into another zombie, dirty and dressed in a suit, its cheekbones sticking out from its face. The zombie lunges at the hobo.

CUT TO BLACK

FADE IN

EXT. LINCOLN NAVIGATOR – DAY

Andrew holds Whitney carefully, keeping her warm. Her bite mark has gotten worse and the zombie is still twitching, but remains on the ground.

Jason observes the body, flipping it over and examining bite wounds. He looks back at the group. Rachel’s face is swollen, her eyes red, tears dripping down her cheeks, and her arms folded across her chest.

JASON

This can’t be.

ANDREW

What?

JASON

This man has a wound right where the jugular vein is.

ANDREW

So?

JASON

Andrew, don’t you get it? Any slice or bite at the jugular vein will result in immense amount of hemorrhage and casualty if you don’t treat it in time.

ANDREW

(What...?)

English, please.

JASON

Guys, this man is dead!

RACHEL

(Sobbing)

What? How is that possible? If he’s dead, how can he still be walking?

JASON

I don’t know. He has physical features of a deceased person. Pale, veins visible, cold...

WHITNEY

Guys, I’m not feeling too hot...

Jason walks over to Whitney and feels her forehead and cheeks.

WHITNEY

My whole body is freezing.

JASON

Yeah, but your face is burning.

ANDREW

Fever?

JASON

We need to keep you warm. Andrew, there should be blankets in the back of my car.

(Beat)

Where is that damn tow truck?

Andrew opens up the back of the car and searches for blankets. He finds some and spreads them out in the back of the truck, making a tiny bed.

RACHEL

(Still sobbing)

It’s getting dark...

JASON

Well we can’t stay out here. We need to get to the nearest city.

(Beat)

Hold on.

Jason walks over to the front of the car and grabs the map. He unfolds it and lays it out on the ground, following a line, which seems to be the road they are traveling on.

JASON

Okay, we’re right here. The nearest city is about ten miles away from here. If one of us goes, we can get help out here.

ANDREW

Why can’t we just stay out here for the night?

RACHEL

Andrew, we can’t stay out here! I’m not staying in the middle of the woods at night with bears or, or one of those things out there!

She points at the zombie, which has stopped twitching.

JASON

And besides, we need to get help for Whitney. She isn’t doing so well already.

Silence. Andrew leans against the car and spreads snow across the road with his foot. Rachel walks over to him and leans against his shoulder.

JASON

What the fuck, you guys? Look at her! We need to get her to a hospital!

Andrew slams his fist on the car. He looks at Whitney and then to Jason.

ANDREW

Why don’t we just call the cops? It will be faster and better.

Jason throws him the cell phone. Andrew dials 9-1-1.

OPERATOR

(Filtered)

We’re sorry. The number you have dialed isn’t available. Please hang up and try again.

ANDREW

Shit...

JASON

What?

ANDREW

It won’t let me through.

RACHEL

Are you kidding me?

JASON

So I guess we move to Plan B.

ANDREW

Which is?

JASON

The two of you walk to the city, while I stay here with Whitney and keep an eye on her.

RACHEL

What?

ANDREW

It’s ten miles from here! I’m not walking that long!


JASON

Yeah? Well you seem to have no problem running back and forth during a football game!

Andrew is speechless. He stomps his foot on the ground and calms himself down.

ANDREW

Okay, I’ll go.

RACHEL

Andrew!

ANDREW

Don’t worry, babe, I’m not leaving you alone. You’re coming with me.

RACHEL

I don’t know...

Whitney moans. Jason grabs the blankets and wraps them around her.

RACHEL

Okay.

ANDREW

So should we go now?

Out of nowhere, another zombie appears beside Rachel and Andrew. It growls and Rachel falls backwards, screaming, into Andrew.

Jason quickly reacts by picking Whitney up. Andrew walks up to the zombie and kicks it in the stomach, sending it falling to the ground.

Jason turns around, about to run with Whitney with him, and stops. Dozens of more zombies, each in different stages of decomposition, walk towards them. Rachel runs into the forest.

ANDREW

Rachel!

Andrew runs after Rachel, leaving Jason and Whitney behind. Jason grabs the rest of the blankets, but realizes he’s surrounded. Whitney is too tired to react correctly.

Jason doesn’t know what to do. He just stands there while the zombies close in on him. Finally he pushes himself through the group, being clawed at by the creatures. He breaks through the wall of ghouls and falls to the ground.

The zombies, their arms outstretched, stumble towards him and Whitney. He gets up and carries her into the woods, struggling with each step. The zombies follow, but soon get left behind.

INT. WOODS – DAY

Rachel zigzags through the trees, and ends up falling to the ground, tears pouring out of her eyes. Andrew runs up to her and kneels down, holding her close to him.

RACHEL

Make it go away, Andrew. Please, make it go away.

ANDREW

Rachel, I’m scared too. That’s why we need to get to the city, to get safety.

RACHEL

I don’t think I can make it. It’s almost nighttime and it will be too cold and it will get in the way.

Jason holds Whitney to his chest. Whitney collapses, taking Jason down with her.

JASON

Whitney, please, you have to stay with me.

WHITNEY

I just need to rest. I’m fine, really.

JASON

No you aren’t. You look terrible and you need to stay warm.

Suddenly, white flakes start to fall down on them. It’s snow, and it starts to come down heavily. Soon, both are covered with the white frost.

JASON

You don’t mind me using these blankets, do you?

They chuckle.

INT. CAR – DAY

Christie, her head resting on the steering wheel with blood trickling down her cheek, sits in her totaled car. Another car has trapped her inside her car, the person inside missing, but blood sprayed on the windshield.

She opens her eyes and shoots up. Hyperventilating, she looks around, seeing the destruction surrounding her. Trash, bodies, and cars litter the street, no sign of life visible.

She tries opening the door, but slowly realizes the vehicle crashed into her. She rubs her head and climbs across the seats to the other door and opens it up.

EXT. CAR – DAY

Falling to the ground, she gasps as her hand is pressed down on broken glass. She looks at her hand, blood leaking out of the cut.

She stands up, wobbling and stumbling back and forth. She walks forward, down an empty street with burning buildings, smoke rising up into the air, blackening the sky.

INT. STREET – DAY

Her arms are folded across her chest, her chin quivering, her eyes getting teary as she views the destruction of the city she once loved.

EXT. CAR – DAY

Suddenly, a noise is made inside one of the cars wrecked on the streets. She stops and stares at it in horror, but soon believes that it could be somebody to save her.

She runs over to the car and looks inside, cupping her hands around her face as she peers in. Suddenly a hand smacks the window, the hand gray and bloody. Christie jumps back as a face soon appears next to the hand.

The zombie’s eye is missing, and it is as if someone had clawed at its face. The zombie moans at Christie, trying to break free, but is too weak.

Christie, terrified backs away, the snow crunching beneath her feet. She stops, still staring at the deceased person. Suddenly, she hears footsteps, and they aren’t hers.

Slowly, she turns around, and sees a person limping towards her. It’s a woman, her hair blocking her face and her body in an odd position, stiff. Christie walks over to her, holding out her hand.

CHRISTIE

Are you okay?

(Beat)

Excuse me, ma’am? Do you know what is going on?

(Beat)

Excuse me?

Christie looks down at the woman’s feet. Her left foot has been bent completely sideways, blood staining her pants, her clothes ripped.

Christie examines the woman, her shirt ripped, her arms pale and dirty, blood splattered on her neck. The woman looks up at Christie, her hair exposing half of her face, her eye completely white and a large gash on her cheek.

Christie gasps. She quickly walks over to the woman and puts her arm around her.

CHRISTIE

Oh my God! It’s going to be all right. I’ll get you to the hospital and——

Christie moves the zombie’s hair out of her face, revealing nothing but muscle and bone. Christie screams; the woman growls.

INT. CITY – DAY

Christie’s scream echoes through the streets over and over again.

Somewhere in the middle is a low, long moan...

INT. STREET – DAY

The woman attacks Christie, her mouth wide open, ready to take a chunk out of Christies shoulder. But with a hard kick, Christie is able to kick the zombie off of her.

The zombie flies into the car behind it, falling to the ground, the snow getting stained with blood dripping from the woman’s face.

Another moan fills the air, followed by another one, and many more. Christie looks behind her, seeing figures move about the street. They look normal, except for the way they walk.

She runs up to the crowd, but starts to slow down as she finds out the closer she gets, the more visible their wounds are.

Bullet holes, gashes, exposed organs, missing limbs, impaled body parts, broken necks, stiff muscles, feet being dragged. The zombies walk towards Christie, who can only stare in horror.

Her mouth agape, she doesn’t know what lurks behind her until a low growl is made from the woman. Christie spins around, the woman tackling her to the ground. Christie can only hold the woman’s head away from hers.

Suddenly, there’s a loud gunshot, and the woman’s head shoots back and her body falls over. Christie quickly gets up and sees the zombies gaining speed, but soon, one by one, each creature going down, the shooter nowhere to be seen.

Most of the zombies stay down, but the others slowly stand back up, taking the hits like they were nothing. TROY, his shirt splattered with blood, grabs Christie.

They run over to a large truck. More zombies come from out of alleys and around corners, closing in on the humans.

Troy gets in and slams the door, the zombies clawing on the side and pounding on the window. Christie opens up the door and jumps in the seat.

Troy speeds off, running over a few zombies, their bodies crunching under the tires and their heads exploding when ran over by the truck.

INT. WOODS – DAY

Andrew and Rachel walk side by side, Andrew with his arms around Rachel and Rachel shivering. The snow has now stopped, but the two are still covered with a few flakes.

RACHEL

Where are we?

ANDREW

I don’t know. The only thing I do know is that we are heading in the direction of Appleton.

RACHEL

I’m getting cold.

ANDREW

We’re going to make it there. I promise.

RACHEL

(Getting out of hand)

What if we don’t make it? There could be more of those ‘things’ in these woods. They’re going to get us! They’re going to get us!


ANDREW

Rachel, calm down. We’ll get to Appleton and then we can find help. Right now, we need to calm down and try and survive the night.

RACHEL

Survive the night? What if we don’t make it through the night? Those people will get us or it will get below freezing, or, or——

ANDREW

Rachel! We’re going to make it.

Somewhere else in the woods, Jason and Whitney still sit next to each other, Whitney bundled up in blankets and Jason sitting against a tree, his eyelids getting heavy.


Whitney looks worse, her face paler, her veins becoming visible, and gray circles around her eyes. She coughs and leans over, throwing up next to her in the snow.

Jason holds her until she is finished and he caresses her cheek.

WHITNEY

My whole body aches.

JASON

I’m sure Andrew and Rachel are in Appleton now. Help will be here soon.

WHITNEY

I’m cold and I’m sick and the bite on my arm is getting infected.

JASON

I still can’t believe it.

WHITNEY

What?

JASON

The man was dead. And it looked like he had been dead.

WHITNEY

If he was dead why was he still walking? Why did it look like he was alive?

JASON

I don’t know.

Whitney is shivering. She clenches her arm and moans, blood leaking from between her finger. Suddenly, she falls on her side, shaking violently. Her arms and legs go stiff, her back arches in an odd position.

Jason grabs her and tries to keep her still, but she is shaking to violently. She accidentally kicks him, knocking him back onto the ground.

Her eyes are wide open, and slowly, they start to turn a pale white. Soon, everything is still.

JASON

Oh my God, Whitney!

Jason gets up and crawls over to her. He sees her eyes, her face, her body. Every limb is pale. He feels for a pulse, but there is none.

Jason closes his eyes, thinking back at the attack near his car. Flashes of faces of zombies, their eyes gray, their faces pale, their veins visible, and other physical features of the creatures.

He slowly rises up, holding back tears. He grabs a blanket and pulls it over her body, all the way to her face. He quickly turns around and walks over to a large tree and sits on the other side, facing away from Whitney.

EXT. FROZEN LAKE – DAY

Andrew and Rachel walk up to a frozen lake, but it looks like a snow desert. They both look around and Andrew looks at the ice.

RACHEL

Great. Just great. The city’s right there and we can’t even get to it.

ANDREW

Maybe the ice is thick enough to walk across. We can make it if we’re careful.

RACHEL

I’m not walking across that! What if it breaks? What if we get trapped in the middle of it? We’ll never make it across!

ANDREW

Will you stop with the questions? If we were able to make it through the woods without a problem, I think we can make it across the water with no problem either.

A long moan breaks the silence between Rachel and Andrew. They look behind them and see a shadow move about the trees. Slowly it makes its way into the light.

A man walks out of the woods, his body completely mutilated. His neck is broken, foam coming out of his mouth. His arm has been torn off and his shirt ripped apart.

Rachel gasps as Andrew runs up to him, punching him in the face and breaking his nose. Andrew looks at his knuckles; they’re bloody. They look at the man. Blood is pouring out of his nose and running down his face.

More zombies come out from the woods and walk towards Rachel and Andrew with the man. Rachel and Andrew back away.

Rachel steps on the ice and it cracks a little beneath her feet. She looks up at Andrew with a concerned and frighten look.

RACHEL

We can’t do it!

ANDREW

Just run across! It might support our weight.

RACHEL

And I’m guessing the keyword in there is ‘might’?

The zombies are only inches away.

ANDREW

Go!

They run across the frozen lake, the ice crunching and breaking beneath their feet. Water sprays up between the cracks, and Rachel has a worried look on her face. The zombies try following, but they slip and fall whenever they attempt to catch up to them.

INT. WOODS – DAY

Jason hugs his legs while leaning against the tree. He looks up and around him, thinking he heard a noise. He leans to his right and looks past the trees in front of him.

Whitney stands behind the tree, staring at him. Jason stands up and turns around to look at Whitney when she grabs him around the neck, choking him. She growls as she pushes him to the ground and she pounces on him.

EXT. FROZEN LAKE – DAY

Rachel starts slowing down and Andrew soon becomes at her side. The ice is starting to break apart, the ice looking like white dots on black paper.

Andrew soon gets ahead of Rachel, getting faster and faster, as Rachel slows down and starts running out of breath.

Suddenly Rachel trips and slides on the ice towards water, trying to stop herself, but she can’t. She screams and Andrew stops and turns around and watches his girlfriend get near the water in horror.

She stops at the edge of the large piece of ice. She gasps as the ice breaks around her. She gets on her knees and looks in the water.

Suddenly, a zombie bursts out of the water, knocking Rachel back. It’s a man, gray and skeletal. He grabs onto the ice and starts pulling himself up.

INT. WOODS - DAY

Her strength is amazing, for Jason cannot even kick her off. She inches closer to his face, slobber stretching from her mouth to his cheek and he cringes as the warm saliva rolls down his neck.

Finally, they get in a position to where he can start fighting her. He pins her down and elbows her in the face, and she starts spitting up blood.

As Jason fights her, tears form in his eyes, and soon he stands up and backs away, letting Whitney stand up also. He shakes his head and stares at Whitney with a sad expression.

JASON

I’m sorry, Whitney.

She walks up to him and he pushes her away. She stumbles back and walks towards him again, and once again he pushes her away. She hisses at him and he grabs a large branch from under another tree.

EXT. FROZEN LAKE – DAY

Rachel crabwalks back as the zombie crawls towards her at a quick pace, almost reaching her. She screams and Andrew grabs her.

They start jumping from ice block to ice block, the zombie tries to follow. Rachel starts getting ahead of Andrew when suddenly, the ice breaks beneath his foot, and he falls into the icy cold water.

He goes underwater and opens his eyes. He can’t seem to swim back up to the surface; he seems to be caught on something. He looks down, but can only see blackness.

Suddenly, like a nightmare, a zombie, a woman, but hard to tell, with barely any skin left and her bones revealing, pulls him down towards her. She grabs his clothes and tries moaning, but only a muffled noise comes out of her mouth.

INT. WOODS - DAY

He walks up to her and closes his eyes, trying to hold back the tears. Swinging blindly, he hits her in the face, sending her back into a tree.

She rolls onto her back next to the tree, the vibrations of her hitting the tree rise up to the branches, shaking some icicles on the branches. Jason opens his eyes and sees the tree shaking. Whitney sits up, staring at Jason with milky white eyes.

Suddenly, two of the icicles fall off, falling down like knives. One of the icicles hits the ground, missing Whitney by inches. She looks up as the other icicle impales her eye, blood spraying out the back of her head and leaking out of her eye like a fountain.

The snow turns read and the icicle starts melting in her warm blood. Whitney twitches and falls down, the icicle breaking apart.

Jason drops the branch and backs away, trying to speak, but he can’t. He can only stare at his friend’s dead body. Soon, he gets up and runs away.

EXT. FROZEN LAKE – DAY

Rachel continues running to the edge of the lake and is only yards away from it. As she gets closer, a piece of ice brakes beneath her, and she too falls into the water, but is able to hang on to the ice...

...or at least tries.

She grabs the edge of the large piece of ice, thinking she is safe, but freezing her butt off. Suddenly, the edge crumbles into tiny pieces and she slips deeper into the water.

Freaking out, she tries pulling herself up, but the ice continues to crumbles. She starts pushing herself to shallower water, and soon she is able to stand.

She thinks she is safe once she is able to stand, but slowly, a woman rises out of the water behind her, partly decayed.

Rachel turns around and falls back into the water when she sees the decaying woman. She sinks underwater, screaming and bubbles burst out of her mouth. She comes back up as the zombie inches near her.

Rachel starts walking backwards, not taking her eyes off the woman. She makes it to land and the woman starts coming towards her at a faster pace.

Rachel turns around to run when, in front of her, five more zombies walk towards her. She gets ready to cry when she bumps into a tree. She looks up, seeing many branches that she can grab on to.

INT. FROZEN LAKE – DAY

Andrew fights off the zombie and kicks his way up to the surface. He comes up, screaming, his breath visible and he shakes his head, spraying water.

He starts swimming towards the shore, pushing pieces of ice out of his way and looks back, making sure the zombie isn’t swimming after him.

EXT. FROZEN LAKE – DAY

Shivering, he pulls himself onto land, pulling himself across the ground. The zombies looking up at the tree stop and look down at Andrew. Growling, they start heading towards him, when a branch is thrown at one of the zombies.

It looks up at Rachel, growling. Rachel looks down at the zombie in terror, and looks over at Andrew, who is lying down, shivering.

RACHEL

Andrew!

CRACKLE! Rachel looks down. The branch she is sitting on suddenly starts to sink, the branch cracking and splintering.

It suddenly snaps, sending Rachel to the ground, and gathering the zombies’ attention. A few head for Andrew while the rest head for Rachel, their arms outstretched.

Rachel quickly gets up and grabs a large, white, flack rock and holds it out in front of her. She runs up to the zombies and starts smashing their faces, each one going down with a loud THUMP!

She walks up to the woman who attacked her in the lake and holds the rock above her head, bringing it down, and smashing the woman’s skull open.

The zombies going after Andrew start to bend over to grab him. She runs over and kicks them back, bringing the rock down on a man, taking a chunk of his head off.

Rachel throws the rock at another man’s face, crushing his head between the rock and a tree. She grabs the branch that broke off and gets in the batter’s position as a woman stumbles towards her.

RACHEL

(Angry)

Why won’t you die?

She swings the branch at the woman; another sharper and smaller branch sticking out the side impales the woman in the head, taking her head off. The woman’s body goes limp and falls to the ground, while the head sits on the branch like a shish kebob.

She runs over and kneels next to Andrew, who is shivering and trying to keep warm. Rachel pulls off her coat and lays it over Andrew.

RACHEL

Andrew, are you all right?

ANDREW

(Shivering)

I’m——I’m fr——freezing.

RACHEL

(Takes off her sweater and lays it on Andrew)

Here.

ANDREW

(Shivering)

What ab——about y——you?

RACHEL

I’m fine, damn it.

(Beat)

Shit.

Rachel gathers all the leaves and sticks she can find and lays them down next to Andrew, making a pile. She grabs some rocks and makes a circle around the sticks.

RACHEL

Where’s your lighter?

Andrew slowly reaches into his pocket and pulls out the lighter, his hand shaking. She grabs it and starts to try and light the dead leaves, blowing on it once and a while.

Finally she gets the fire started, and pulls Andrew towards it as the fire grows.

ANDREW

How did you know how to start a fire?

RACHEL

My dad taught me when I was little when we went camping. ‘Just in case I ever got lost,’ he said.

INT. TRUCK – DAY

It’s starting to get dark, and the streets are soon starting to get filled up with zombies. Troy races through the streets, hitting the creatures and making sharp turns around corners, his tires screeching.

Christie looks at Troy and back at the road. Troy looks at her.

TROY

My name’s Troy.

CHRISTIE

Christie.

TROY

Have you figured out what the hell is going on here?

CHRISTIE

No, and I’m not planning to find out.

TROY

The whole world’s collapsed into chaos and murders.

CHRISTIE

Have you found any other survivors?

(Beat)

TROY

I was with four other people.

(Beat)

CHRISTIE

And you’re the only one?

TROY

They were killed by those...those things.

CHRISTIE

‘Things’? Those are people out there.

TROY

Those aren’t people.

CHRISTIE

What do you mean? They look like normal people to me.

TROY

Have you taken a look around? There are people who have been shot, and they take the bullets like they were nothing. Others are walking with their arms literally ripped off, and yet, they haven’t reached medical help.

CHRISTIE

So you’re telling me that these people are dead?

TROY

Pretty much, yeah.

They come into the part of the city with apartments. Christie looks around, recognizing the place, but it wasn’t what she expected. Half of the buildings have been completely destroyed by fires. Cars have crashed into light poles and the street was literally hit by a bomb.

CHRISTIE

Oh my God...

TROY

What is it?

CHRISTIE

This is my apartment. This is where I live with...

(Beat)

Chase!

TROY

What?

CHRISTIE

Stop the car!

TROY

Are you kidding me?

CHRISTIE

(Irritated, but scared)

Stop the damn car!

Troy slams on his breaks and Christie quickly jumps out and runs out to the middle of the street. Troy, still sitting in the car, looks through the windshield.

EXT. APARTMENT – NIGHT

The top half of the apartment has caved in, the roof disintegrated. The windows have been broken, and there doesn’t seem to be movement in any of the rooms.

Troy gets out of the car and walks over to her. He places his hand on her shoulder and they stare at the destroyed apartment.

CHRISTIE

(To herself)

I can’t believe this...

TROY

Is this the one you live in?

Christie starts to sob.

TROY

I’m sorry, Christie...

A zombie jumps out of nowhere, landing on Troy. He quickly moves out of the way, the man landing on the ground. Troy jumps back, and Christie screams.

They look down the street as more zombies are walking towards the two humans. The man starts to get up.

TROY

Get in the apartment! Now!


CHRISTIE

What about you?

TROY

Just go!

Quickly, she runs into the apartment. Troy pulls out a long, silver blade, a machete. He brings the machete down on the man’s head, splitting it open, revealing his brain. The man falls to the ground, limp.

Troy turns around, seeing four more zombies coming towards him. He walks up to a woman swipes the machete at her, blood spraying on the concrete and his face. She twists around and falls to the ground, her face split open.

He stabs another man in the eye with the blade, blood and brain fragments blowing out of the man’s head. He takes the man’s head off, the body falling on the ground. Troy swings the machete, the head flying off and hitting another man in the face, knocking the zombie to the ground.

More zombies start surrounding Troy as he walks over to the fallen down zombie. He brings the machete down on the zombie’s face, slicing the top of the head off.

Troy turns around and kicks a woman, wearing a jogger’s suit, back, and brings down the machete on a man’s head, the blade getting stuck in his skull. Troy struggles to get it out, and the zombies group around him.

Troy forgets the machete and starts punching and kicking at the zombies, high kicking a zombie in the throat.

He grabs a woman and throws her into another group of zombies, each going down like bowling pins. Troy pulls out a shotgun from his truck and pumps it.

He starts shooting the zombies in the chest, each flying back onto the ground. He shoots a zombie, the face burnt and the intestines about ready to spill out, in the head, a large chunk blasting off and splattering on his truck.

He shoots another zombie in the face, leaving nothing but the neck. He walks up to another zombie and stabs the creature in the face and pulls the trigger, shooting another zombie in the face that was behind the creature he had stabbed.

Pulling his shotgun back out of the zombie’s head, and kicks a woman onto the ground and shoots her jaw, blowing it off and brains shooting out of the top of her head sliding on the street.

He looks around and stares at the dead bodies. Putting the shotgun in a pocket on his back, he walks over to the zombie with the machete stuck in its head.

He tries getting it out, without him noticing that the woman wearing the jogger’s suit stands up and walks towards him silent.

Troy finally manages to get the machete unstuck and cleans it off with his long-sleeved shirt. The woman is about to grab Troy’s shoulder, when he quickly spins around, grunting as he swings the machete at the woman.

A streak of blood splatters on the pavement, and Troy holds the machete at his side, a drop of blood slowly making its way to the tip, and drops off, splashing on the black pavement.

The woman is still, her jaw still moving and her white eyes still staring at Troy in a hypnotizing way. A line of blood slowly starts to form around her neck and streaks of blood roll down and soak into her suit, turning it from gray to dark red.

The woman’s head slowly slides off backwards, making a loud THUMP as it hits the ground. The woman’s body falls and lands on the creature’s head.

Troy slides the machete back into the pocket it came out of. He looks at his bloodstained hands and turns around, seeing the apartment and remembering Christie. Just as he is about to walk up to the entrance of the apartment, a zombie pops out beside him.

It pushes him to the ground and Troy starts to back away and pushes himself against the wall, seeing more zombies behind the truck. The zombie starts to limp towards Troy when Rick and Chase come from behind the apartment, shooting at the zombies.


One of the bullets hits the gas tank of the truck, and gas spills out of the tank and makes a large puddle around the truck. Rick pulls out a lighter and throws it at the gas, igniting it.


The fire spreads around the truck, creating a large fire that engulfs the vehicle. The truck explodes, sending the zombies flying back on fire, and a giant fireball rises into the air.

Debris flies around the fire, hitting the ground and the walls of the apartment. A large piece of the truck flies at the zombie, impaling it in the side of its head. The zombie hits the wall and lies on the ground next to Troy.

Chase and Rick come running up to Troy, lying their weapons down next to them.

CHASE

Come on!

They help troy up and head into the apartment.

INT. WOODS – NIGHT

Andrew and Rachel sit by the fire, adding more sticks and leaves in it, the fire growing as they continue. They are both dry from falling in the water, and are both back in their regular clothes.

Rachel looks at each of the dead bodies surrounding them, some already starting to decay.

RACHEL

Those bodies are starting to stink.

ANDREW

Where would we put them?

RACHEL

I don’t know. I was thinking about throwing them into the water.

ANDREW

Either way, I ain’t touching them.

RACHEL

Well what are we going to do? Who knows where those people have been, Andrew?

ANDREW

I don’t care where they have been I care about surviving.

There’s a long silence. Rachel jabs the fire with a stick and throws it in with the burning branches. Andrew hugs his legs and shivers. He holds his hands out at the fire and starts warming up.

RACHEL

(Gasps)

Jason and Whitney!

ANDREW

Shit, you think they’re all right?

RACHEL

Oh my God, oh my God, what are we going to do? We were supposed to head for Appleton to get help for Whitney!

ANDREW

Look just calm down. I’m sure they’re all right. Jason’s a smart guy, he can think of something.

RACHEL

(Rubbing her neck)

But we promised we would get to Appleton, Andrew. Who knows what could have happened to them? They could be dead! Those things could be getting them right now!

ANDREW

Fuck, Rachel, just calm down!

RACHEL

Calm down? Calm down?

ANDREW

I’m sure they probably went back to the car and are staying in there right now.

Rachel becomes quiet. She folds her arms over her knees and rests her head on her arms. A tear rolls down her cheek and Andrew gets up and walks over to her. He wipes the tear off of her cheek and holds her, rubbing her arm to keep her warm.

She then rests her head on his shoulder and he lays his head on hers. Rachel sniffs.

RACHEL

I’m just so scared right now, I don’t know what to do...

ANDREW

You just need to sleep. The first thing tomorrow morning we will head to Appleton and we’ll get Whitney and Jason and this whole thing will be over with.

SNAP!

Rachel shoots up and looks around, determined to find out which direction the sound had come from.

CRACKLE!

Andrew soon stands up and crosses over to Rachel. She hangs on to him and he grabs a branch and holds it up, ready to fight.

RACHEL

Andrew...

A large gust of wind comes out of nowhere, blowing the fire to a small flame. Rachel gasps and all has become dark.

Sounds of panting and footsteps are heard, along with leaves rustling and more twigs snapping.

ANDREW

(Unseen)

Rachel, just stay where you are. I’m trying to get the fire started.

There’s no sign of Rachel.

ANDREW

(Silhouetted)

Rachel? Where are you?

More leaves rustle and Andrew turns his head to the direction of the sound. He slowly gets up, forgetting to start the fire.

Another SNAP, this time louder and closer. Andrew quickly kneels back down and starts gathering more leaves and sticks into a large pile.

He attempts to light the pile, but fails. A shadow is now visible near Andrew, but he doesn’t notice, and it isn’t Rachel.

Finally, he gets a flame and it starts to grow around the pile, light fading back in, and soon we can see Andrew’s physical features.

Andrew turns around and sees the figure. He screams and backs away, Rachel coming in with the branch, screaming and holding the branch back, ready to scream.

Jason gasps and ducks as Rachel swings at him. She continues to scream, but Jason grabs her and she tries fighting him off, but soon stops struggling.

Andrew stares at the two, and Rachel drops the branch, her eyes and nose red from crying. She jumps onto Jason and hugs him, bawling.

INT. APARTMENT – NIGHT

Many of the doors have been torn down and the walls are stained and splattered with dry blood. A dead body lies against the wall, a gun in one hand.

Christie and Chase embrace, squeezing each other like there’s no tomorrow. Troy and Rick walk down to the end of a hallway and look out the window. Mix comes up behind Christie and she hugs him.

EXT. APARTMENT – NIGHT

The fire has gone down a bit and zombies slowly walk towards the apartment.

One of the zombies walks over to the burning truck and quickly walks away, shielding its face with its hands and arms. Other zombies who walk near the truck begin to do the same.

INT. APARTMENT – 2ND FLOOR – NIGHT

RICK

Hey, guys, look at this.

CHASE

What is it?

Christie and Chase walk up to the window next to Rick. They see the zombies stumbling away from the flames, as if they’re terrified of them.

CHRISTIE

What’s wrong with them?

TROY

I don’t know. It’s like they’re...they’re——

RICK

Afraid.

CHASE

Of fire?

RICK

Well it looks like they are.

CHRISTIE

Wait a minute, these things are afraid of fire, but don’t care that they have a gun pointed at them?

TROY

Well whatever they are, they’re coming this way. We need to board up the bottom doors and windows.

INT. APARTMENT – 1ST FLOOR – NIGHT

Troy busts through one of the doors on the first floor and runs into the room, holding onto a large dresser. Chase comes over and they start dragging the dresser towards the entrance, scraping up the floor on their way.

Christie hangs onto Mix as she watches them block the front door.


RICK

We need nails.

Chase looks in some of the rooms, searching through drawers and cabinets. The zombies start pounding on the dresser slowly, Troy and Rick keeping it pressed up against the entrance.

Chase finally finds a cup of nails and brings them to Rick. He grabs a large chunk of wood and starts pounding the nails into the dresser. Decaying hands start to squeeze through the small cracks between the wall and the dresser, their fingers clawing on the sides.

TROY

Hurry up, they’re breaking in!

INT. WOODS – NIGHT

Jason, Andrew, and Rachel sit around the fire, trying to keep warm for the weather is getting colder and snow is starting to fall harder.

RACHEL

So she’s dead?

ANDREW

What happened?

JASON

She became one of those things that we were attacked by.

ANDREW

How?

JASON

I don’t know. But after that man bit her, she was looking worse as the time passed. Soon she died.

RACHEL

Are you sure she was dead?

JASON

I felt her pulse, Rachel, she was gone!

RACHEL

Well if you are so smart then why don’t you tell us how and why she died!

Jason remains silent and everyone calms back down. Jason continues poking a stick at the fire.

ANDREW

You said she was looking worse after she was bitten.

JASON

Yeah.

ANDREW

Do you think those people carried some disease or something? Something that could have gotten her sick and killed her?

JASON

I don’t know. I don’t want to talk about it right now.

Everyone becomes silent again. The window whistles through the branches above them, leaving nothing but a long, cold howl. Rachel holds her knees to her chest and shakes her head.

RACHEL

We’re not going to get out of here alive are we? I mean, with those people out there, who knows what could happen to us.

Loud gunshots echo through the woods, sounding close by. The three stand up in hope and stare at the direction the gunshots were coming from.

INT. APARTMENT – 1ST FLOOR – NIGHT

Rick shoves the shotgun through one of the windows, breaking the glass. He points it at the zombies grouping up at the entrance of the building. He blows the head of one of the zombies apart, brain fragments splattering on the other creatures.

He pumps the shotgun and points it at a woman, shooting her shoulder and blowing her arm off. He pumps the gun again and shoots her neck, detaching the head from the body half way.

Troy and Chase continue pointing nails into the wall, blocking up the entrance. Mix begins to growl ferociously at the back of the apartment. Christie turns around and stares at the exit. The doorknob begins to rattle, and the door busts open, a few zombies blocking the doorway.

Christie gasps, and backs away into a wall, terrified. Mix continues to growl at the oncoming zombies. Chase looks back at Christie and sees the zombies getting near her.

CHASE

Christie!

Christie backs away more, and kicks a shovel next to her. She looks down at it and stares at it for a second. Finally reacting, she bends down and picks it up, making a loud scraping sound as it scrapes the wooden floor.

She holds the shovel up and swings the shovel at a man, his eyes sunken in and has a missing jaw. She hits the side of the man’s head, sending him crashing onto the ground.

The other two zombies takes its place, both walking like robots: stiff movements and uncaring. Christie swings at another man, hitting his face, bruising it badly. The man falls to the ground next to the other zombie.

INT. WOODS – NIGHT

Leaving the fire, the group of three runs into the woods towards the city.

RACHEL

(Screaming)

Where are we going?

JASON

If there are gunshots, there are survivors!

INT. APARTMENT – 1ST FLOOR – NIGHT

Christie slams the shovel down on the rising zombie. Blood splatters on the stained wall and the zombie falls to the floor. The only creature standing, a woman, grabs Christie’s arm and tries taking a bite out of it, but Christie quickly pulls her arm away.

Christie brings the shovel down on the woman’s head, the shovel jamming into the woman’s skull and blood leaking down her decaying face.

Troy and Chase continue nailing the dresser into the entrance, the arms of the deceased disappearing one by one. Mix gets near the zombies, barking at them, when they go after him, grabbing him and pulling him into the group. He yips as the creatures begin feeding on him, others still making their way through the doorway.

CHRISTIE

Oh my God, Mix!

Christie faces the creature now starting to get up. She holds the shovel up horizontally. Running towards the zombie, she crushes the shovel into the creature’s neck, slicing through the skin and muscle tissue with a sickening crunch.

The shovel breaks into the wall and Christie jumps back, the shovel unable to come out. The body of the creature drops to the floor, and the head sits on the shovel like it’s sitting on a dinner plate, his eyes moving back and forth.

Christie backs away as Tony and Chase finish boarding up the dresser. Ryan runs back to the hallway, his shotgun empty. Chase runs over to Christie and holds her face to his.

CHASE

Are you all right?

CHRISTIE

Yeah, I’m...I’m all right. I’m fine.

CHASE

(Looking at dead zombies)

Are you sure?

CHRISTIE

Yes.

Rick breaks between them.

RICK

We better move up to the second floor and barricade ourselves in there, just in case.

INT. WOODS – NIGHT

Jason stops, Andrew and Rachel almost bumping into them. They look around, confused.

RACHEL

What happened?

JASON

The gunshots. They’ve stopped.

ANDREW

What do you think happened to them?

JASON

I don’t know.

It starts to get lighter outside as Rachel, Andrew, and Jason continue to walk towards Appleton. Snow is still falling and Andrew hangs onto Rachel as they walk behind Jason.

Jason stops suddenly.

ANDREW

What is it?

JASON

Smoke!

Jason points up into the sky at a large cloud of black smoke billowing up into the air.

Their hopes up, they run between the trees, the smoke getting closer.

ANDREW

We’re saved!

RACHEL

Oh my God, we are!

EXT. WOODS – DAY

They run out of the woods, panting and sweating, kicking snow up into the air. Suddenly, the three stop dead in their tracks.

They’re on a hill overlooking the city...

...Which is destroyed. The smoke is coming from the still burning buildings, the fire engulfing the large structures. The sky is gray and the three stare in horror.

Rachel falls to the ground on her knees, unable to take her eyes off of the scene.

ANDREW

What the hell happened?

RACHEL

Where is everyone?

JASON

Jesus Christ.

ANDREW

This can’t be happening. It just can’t. This is all just a dream. A fucking dream!

Jason sits down and buries his face into his hands.

INT. APARTMENT – 2ND FLOOR – DAY

Chase and Christie sit on a crappy sofa, ripped and barely standing. Rick sits in a chair, and Troy continues to looks out the window.

RICK

Another one of my friends, gone.

CHRISTIE

I’m sure he lived a good life before this happened.

RICK

I guess he was trying to protect us. Showing that they are man’s best friend.

CHASE

He was a smart dog, and he lived life the fullest. I’m sure you’ll find another one.

RICK

That is if we survive this before things get worse.

Everyone is silent, quietly going over past memories like they’ll lose them forever.

Troy breaks the silence, looks at Christie, and begins to laugh.

CHRISTIE

What?

TROY

Those were some pretty slick skills down there.

CHRISTIE

(Embarrassed)

Oh, the shovel. Well you sort of don’t have a choice when you or your friends’ lives are at stake.

CHASE

(To Troy)

You were pretty well with that machete outside.

TROY

Well I’ve practiced before and it seems that it has helped.

Beat.

RICK

What exactly are those things are there?

CHASE

Well they look like people to me.

RICK

Yeah, I know that, but haven’t you ever noticed the way they walk or the injuries they have?

TROY

These people are dead. 

CHASE

Dead?

CHRISTIE

(Rubbing her forehead)

This is like something out of a bad dream.

TROY

Those things out there are real, and once they get in, we’re all dead.

RICK

How are we supposed to get out of here? Those people are surrounding the door.

Christie stands up, covering her mouth, read to cry. She walks over to the counter in the kitchen, and finds a radio. Plugging it in, she turns it on, but nothing but static comes through. Turning the knobs, she finally finds a working station. Everyone listens in.

REPORTER

(Filtered)

For those now tuning in, the recent number of attacks in Wisconsin has now grown to a larger number, the vicious attacks made by unknown strangers, but are described to be ‘crazed’ or ‘strange’. The attackers seem to have human characteristics except for a strange limp, skin problems or signs of decayed tissue, and the urge to feed on human flesh. We want to advise you not to come in contact with the assailants and to stay in your homes until further notice, locking your doors and windows. Please do not try and contact loved ones until help arrives. We still do not have a complete explanation on how this epidemic has started. It seems that giving great damage to the head, or shooting them in the head, has great effect on them, bringing them down permanently or long enough to get to a safer place. I repeat, shooting them in the head or greatly damaging the brain will put them down permanently or long enough for their victims to get to a safer spot. More——

The reporter’s voice fades into static, and Christie desperately tries to recover the station, but fails.

TROY

Shooting them in the head. Well, Ryan, you seem to have gotten that covered after what I saw out there.

RICK

‘Feed on human flesh’? What the hell is this, a fucking horror movie?

CHASE

What are we going to do once those people break in?

TROY

I don’t know. I don’t know what to do.

RICK

We need a plan.

CHRISTIE

Won’t those things wander off after a while? Like give up?

TROY

Those things found out we’re in here, and more will come. And they aren’t leaving until they get us.

INT. CITY – DAY

Walking close together, Rachel, Andrew, and Jason observe the destruction around them. Dead bodies are scattered on the streets, filling the air with a horrible stench.

A figure moves at the end of the street, walking slowly with its head hanging on its shoulder. Andrew sees the figure and waves his hands in the air.

ANDREW

Hey! Hey over here!

The figure stops and looks up as Andrew continues to get its attention. The figure faces Andrew and starts walking towards them, its injuries barely visible.

JASON

Is he all right?

Suddenly, the person gives out a long, loud moan and continues walking towards the group. More zombies start coming out of buildings and from behind cars, stumbling towards the group.

Soon, the streets are filled with the walking corpses, and they close in on the three humans. Coming from the side is a man, his beard covered with blood and his intestines pour out of his body, being held by the man’s hand. The three begin to panic.

ANDREW

Jesus Christ they’re everywhere!

RACHEL

What are we going to do?

The zombies start to surround them.

ANDREW

This is the time where you do something smart, Jason.

JASON

Hold on, I’m thinking!


RACHEL

Well, think faster!

Jason looks to his right at an alley. He grabs Rachel’s wrist.

JASON

Come on! We can go through here!

RACHEL

What?!

He pulls Rachel with him and Andrew follows. They run into the dark alley and jump over trashcans, boxes, and other obstacles that get in their way.

The zombies crowd their way into the narrow alley, pushing each other away and barging through the trashcans and boxes.

Jason, Rachel, and Andrew appear out of the alley and onto another street.

EXT. APARTMENT – DAY

The creatures are still pounding on the dresser, splintering the wood and are almost through. One of the zombies, a creature with no lips and a gray, skeletal face, turns its head and spots the three running down the street.

It stops pounding on the dresser and growls, informing the others that there is easier prey to get to.

INT. APARTMENT – 2ND FLOOR – DAY

Everyone stops what their doing and listens to silence.

CHRISTIE

Are they gone?

Rick runs over to the window down at the street.

INT. STREET – DAY

The zombies stumble away from the door, tripping over each other, but manage to stay up.

INT. APARTMENT – 2ND FLOOR – DAY

Rick steps away from the window and turns back at the group.

RICK

They’re leaving.

CHASE

We should leave now.

TROY

I’m not sure that’s such a great idea.

CHASE

Well it’s better being stuck in this hell hold so we might as well take our chances and get our asses out of here!

CHRISTIE

Just make sure there isn’t any near this building that are close enough to get us.

Rick nods.

INT. STREET – DAY

Zombies pour out of the alley and make their way down the abandoned street. Andrew stops, hanging onto Rachel, who grabs Jason. Jason sees the zombies ahead.

ANDREW

Shit, there are more ahead of us.

JASON

(Facing the other two)

Any ideas?

INT. APARTMENT – 2ND FLOOR – DAY

Rick checks out the window again, looking at the now empty part of the street in front of the building, the truck still in flames.

He looks at where the zombies are headed, and sees Andrew, Rachel, and Jason, standing in the middle of the street, clinging onto each other.

RICK

(Waving arms)

Hey!

TROY

(Sitting up)

What is it?

RICK

They’re three more people alive down there!

INT. STREET – DAY

The three look up at the Rick sticking his head out the window. Just then, a zombie bursts out of a totaled car, screeching and its arms outstretched with bloody hands.

It jumps for Jason. Rachel screams and Jason throws his arms out in front of them, grabbing the creature’s jaw and trying to hold its head back.

Andrew starts to back away, cursing to himself, when he bumps into another creature, which wraps its arms around him, but he fights it off.

He turns around, seeing that there are many more just like it in a large horde.

Jason foolishly puts his hand next to the zombie’s mouth; giving it the opportunity to chomp down between his thumb and index finger, blood pouring down his arm.


Jason screams and snaps his hand back, dropping the zombie’s body to the ground. He twists around, blood squirting out of his wound and splattering it on Rachel’s face.

INT. APARTMENT – 2ND FLOOR – DAY

Rick screams for them to get back from the giant horde coming out of the alley.

TROY

This is our cue to get out of here and find a safer place to be.

CHASE

What safe place?

CHRISTIE

“If” there is a safe place, which may be impossible to find!


TROY

We have to take our chances. We can’t be cooped up in this building.

INT. STREET – DAY

Andrew smacks a zombie in the face, taking it down into a trash pile. A woman walks up to Rachel, a pole impaled in her abdomen. She claws at Rachel, Rachel taking a step back at every swipe.

RACHEL

Holy shit! Andrew!

Jason rips off part of his shirt, backing away from the growing crowd of the living dead. He ties it around his hand, the blood quickly soaking into the cloth and dripping down his fingers. He cringes as he applies pressure to the wound.

Andrew grabs the arm of a man and throws him into the group behind him, taking them down with the man. He kicks another in the stomach, but the creature is so decayed, his foot smashes through its body with ease, and his foot becomes stuck.

Rachel finally manages to move in and grabs the pole in the woman’s abdomen, pulling it out. The poll gets tangled in the woman’s entrails and Rachel only pulls the woman closer to her.

She high kicks the woman in the chest and the pole slips out, the entrails coming loose and sliding off the metal pole. The woman crashes to the ground and Rachel runs over, stabbing the woman in the neck.

Andrew grabs the very decayed zombie’s shoulders and snaps its back, tearing the zombie in half, and dead skin covers Andrew’s pant legs. He runs over and grabs Rachel and Jason as he runs towards the apartment.

EXT. APARTMENT – DAY

As they near the entrance of the apartment, a giant hole is made in the dresser and wood flies at the three. Another hole appears and the dresser is suddenly torn apart.

Rick jumps to the ground and automatically starts shooting away at the zombies, blowing the heads off.

RICK

Chase! Find a vehicle that can fit all of us!

(To Troy)

You know how to hotwire?

TROY

Yellow to red.

CHASE

(To group of three)

Come on!

INT. STREET - DAY

They start running down the street, jumping over cars in their way, Rick backing away with them while shooting the oncoming zombies.

EXT. VAN – DAY

Chase runs up to the driver side of the van and looks through the cracked window. The interior of the van is in okay condition, but it will do.

As he is about to open the door, a hand shoots out from under the vehicle and grabs his ankle with a hard grip. He gets pulled to the ground and the creature crawls out from under the van and pulls its half body towards Chase’s face.

CHRISTIE

Chase!

Troy, Andrew, Jason, and Rachel run up to the van and Troy quickly pulls out a pistol and aims at the creature’s head.

He puts a hole in the creature’s temple, and blood leaks onto Chase’s face and neck. He pushes the zombie off of him and quickly gets up.

Troy opens the door and finds the keys already in the ignition. He turns them but the engine sputters. Andrew, Rachel, and Jason get in the back of the van while Chase and Christie in the captain seats.

TROY

Well it looks like we don’t need to hotwire any cars, now, do we.

Rick gets near the van, taking down more creatures and causing pile-ups of corpses as they trip over the dead bodies.

He pulls the trigger once more, but nothing comes out except for a loud click.

RYAN

Shit.

He throws the shotgun at the crowd of zombies and runs for the van. Troy continues to start the van while Rachel tries calming Jason down while he worries about his bite.

INT. VAN – DAY

Rick jumps in the passenger seat and shuts and locks his door. He turns around and looks at everyone behind him.

RICK

Is everyone okay?

RACHEL

Jason’s been bitten and he’s bleeding pretty badly.

CHASE

Those things are coming! Hurry!

TROY

Almost got it...

The engine jolts to a start and Troy sits up, grabbing the steering wheel.

CHASE

Go!

They drive off, a few zombies clinging onto the bumper of the van as they are dragged along the road. The others walk as fast as they can, but are left behind.

ANDREW

I don’t know who you people are, but may I ask what the fuck is going on?

JASON

I already told you, Andrew, these people are dead.

ANDREW

How is that possible? How is it possible for a person who is already dead to come back to life?

TROY

Technically these people aren’t alive.

ANDREW

What?

TROY

You saw what happened back there. A shot in the chest doesn’t stop them. A shot in the head does.

CHASE

What is this a...a fucking zombie movie?

RICK

You can say that.

RACHEL

Well my friend is hurt. We need to get him a first aid kit or go to a hospital or something.

TROY

I don’t think a hospital would be a good place to go.

CHRISTIE

Why?

RICK

Because if these people are dead, then that place is bound to be crawling with dozens of them.

Troy looks in the rearview mirror at the three in the back.

TROY

You’re lucky we found you.

JASON

Yeah, thanks for saving our asses out there.

TROY

I’m Troy and this is Ryan, and the two behind me are Christie and Chase.

ANDREW

I’m Andrew and this is Rachel and the inured one is Jason.

Jason grasps his hand harder, blood squeezing between his fingers and running down his arm. It stains in the seats and the floor carpet and he cringes at the pain.

Rick looks back at Jason in concern, and then takes a glimpse at his wound. He suddenly feels depressed and faces back forward.

RICK

I had a family...my wife, Marsha, my daughter, Julie, and my two sons, Peter and Logan. Boy were they a hassle.

He breathes in deeply, and lets out a long, little laugh, but soon stops smiling and looks down at his feet.

RICK (CONT’D)

When this whole thing started, there were little signs in the neighborhood except for...ambulances driving in and out through the entrance. That was when the whole chaos started. One of the ambulances crashed into the garage of a house down the street. It exploded and soon those things invaded our neighborhood. Our house was the first to be attacked and my wife was killed by two of those things clawing at her face and biting her arms. I tried getting my kids out but there were too many of them and they swarmed out living room and they slipped out of my arms.

CHRISTIE

What happened?

RICK

My wife, she got up and I thought she was okay, but she walked funny, like those things out there. I saw her. She was dead but she had gotten up and started walking towards me, her eyes white as marbles. I barricaded myself inside the bathroom until they went away and when I walked out, the city was...the city was gone.

Everyone is silent. Rick’s eyes water up, but he holds them back. A long pause is among them when, finally, Christie looks out the window.

CHRISTIE

Where are we?

CHASE

It looks like somewhere near downtown. Near the perimeter of the city, though.

TROY

Son of a bitch.

CHASE

Does that mean there can be more of those things here?

TROY

Lots more.

INT. STREET – DAY

They dodge abandoned cars along the streets and swerve around burning bodies and other debris, almost crashing into some obstacles. A few zombies walk around, but are too slow to catch up.

INT. VAN – DAY

Troy sighs.

CHASE

So where were you three before we saw you?

RACHEL

We’ve been stuck in the woods for the past day.

CHASE

Damn. And I thought I had it worse.

ANDREW

It was pure hell. We tried getting here as quick as we could, but things got in the way. Some almost killed us.

RACHEL

We also had another friend with us.

CHRISTIE

What happened to them?

JASON

She’s dead.

CHRISTIE

Oh, my, I’m...I’m sorry.

JASON

She turned into one of those things.

CHASE

How?

JASON

I don’t know. All I remember is her being bitten on the arm, going into convulsions and not breathing...and then she attacked me like the others we encountered after we crashed.

TROY

How did this all spread? How did it this whole...thing infect the entire city? The entire world?

RICK

(Abruptly)

I think it’s the bite.

CHASE

The bite?

RICK

Think about it. You’ve seen it happen before. Everyone has seen it happen before. They just haven’t considered it long enough.

TROY

How do you know for sure?

RICK

Like I’ve said we’ve seen it happen before. Their friend was bitten on the arm by one of those things, my wife was killed by some...it’s got to be the bite.

Everyone faces Jason, who clings worriedly on his hand staring back at everyone else.

RACHEL

What? No, it can’t be the bite, it has to be something else.

JASON

Are you positive?

RICK

It seems plausible.

ANDREW

Shouldn’t we wait and see? Just in case?

CHASE

I don’t know. He could kill all of us.

ANDREW

Dude, he’s our friend! We can take care of him if he turns! We know to shoot them in the head!

RACHEL

Our friend was bleeding real bad, she could have died of blood loss!

CHRISTIE

She’s got a point there, Ryan.

TROY

(To Rick)

Your wife was bleeding pretty badly also, Rick. Maybe it was just due to blood loss.

RICK

Who knows, Troy?

CHRISTIE

We’ll just wait. Time will tell...

Troy checks the gas. The needle is pointing near the “E”.

TROY

Guys, we’re almost on empty.

RICK

I think there’s gas station up this street.

EXT. GAS STATION – DAY

They into the gas station and park next to the nozzles. They all get out and check around. Eerily, there are no zombies wandering about the streets.

TROY

(Pointing at Rachel, Andrew, and Jason)

You three stay here.

(To Rick)

You and Chase stay here and fill up the van and watch over these three. Christie and I are going in the station.

Rachel sees some empty gas cans near the station. She grabs a few and walks over to the group.

RACHEL

We should fill these up for further use.

INT. STATION – DAY

Christie and Troy walk through the broken door, glass shards on the floor and many aisles trashed with food and bags.

Refrigerator doors are open with sodas and beer spilled on the tiles, blood smeared on the glass of the doors.

TROY

Just grab whatever you can: food, drinks, medical supplies...anything.

Christie walks over to the counter and looks behind it. The dead clerk lies on the floor, a blood puddle forming around his head and a large, gaping bullet hole in his forehead. His stomach has been ripped open, exposing organs and undigested food.

She covers her mouth and looks away. Troy grabs bags of chips, packs of cold soda, and other foods and beverages while Christie grabs medical gear.

She trips over a large bag and falls on the ground, throwing her supplies in the air and makes a loud clatter when they hit the floor.

She looks behind her and sees a large black bag full of guns and ammo. She looks through it and finds all the essential items they need.

CHRISTIE

Come look at this.

Troy walks over and pulls out a magnum and an AK-47, smiling.

TROY

You’re awesome Christie.

A door bursts open next to the counter, and a woman jumps out. She’s dressed in riot gear, with a leather vest and large army boots, knives packed in each one. Her baggy camouflage pants cover half of the boots, and her hair is neatly brushed, covering one of her green eyes, blocking off half of her face. VIVIAN has two 45 Autos pointed at Christie and Troy.

Troy drops the gun and they both hold their hands up. Vivian is silent.

VIVIAN

What are you doing here?

TROY

We’re just trying to get some food and stuff.

VIVIAN

This is my place. I’ve been held up in here and I’m not going to have two strangers come in and steal my shit.

CHRISTIE

Please we just came here to get some stuff and we’ll leave.

Vivian hesitates and slowly lowers her guns. She looks behind the two and sees the van with Ryan filling it up.

VIVIAN

Is that your ride?

TROY

Yeah. All we’re going to do is grab some supplies and we’ll be on our way out of here.

She walks over to them and they split apart, letting her through. She grabs the bag of guns and picks up the AK-47 and stuffs it into the bag.

VIVIAN

You think you can have someone with gun experience tag along with you?

TROY

It would be useful.

VIVIAN

I’m good with a gun, and since you two are the first survivors I’ve seen since this hole...whatever has started, I was wondering if I could come with you all.

CHRISTIE

(To Troy)

We can’t just leave her here.

TROY

Stay here and get the food and everything.

Troy jogs out of the station.

EXT. GAS STATION – DAY

He runs up to Rick and Chase.

TROY

We found another person alive in there. She has a lot of guns and she says she’s a good shooter.

RICK

Is she going to be coming with us?

TROY

Yeah. Christie’s in there getting food and supplies for us.

(Looks at Jason)

How’s he doing?

CHASE

He’s been complaining about how his muscles ache and everything.

RICK

He said that’s what his friend said before she turned into one of those things.

TROY

God damn it.

Christie and Vivian walk out of the station, carrying bags of food, drinks, and medicine. Vivian is carrying the bag of guns and ammunition.

CHRISTIE

We have food, water, medicine, and guns. We need to leave soon.

Suddenly, a woman jumps out of a dumpster, her shirt and pants stained with not only blood, but trash inside of the dumpster. She lands on her feet, but falls on her hands and knees.

Vivian drops all of her bags and pulls out a handgun nearest to the opening of the bag. She quickly pulls the trigger, shooting the zombie in the eye, blood splattering on the green dumpster.

Vivian quickly shoves the gun into her bag and picks up what she had dropped.

VIVIAN

I told you I was able to shoot well.

CHRISTIE

We never said you couldn’t.

ANDREW

Guys, I think we have a problem.

Down the street, zombies slowly make their way out between buildings, out from under cars, stumble out of buildings, and some climb out of open manholes, moaning all together.

CHASE

Get in the car!

Everyone jumps in the car as Christie and Vivian throw their supplies in. Troy zooms out of the gas station, the tires screeching as they rub against the pavement, creating smoke.

INT. VAN – DAY

Everyone holds on to something as Troy insanely drives out onto the street, crashing into nearby vehicles.

RICK

Slow down!

TROY

I can’t get any traction! The road’s covered with snow!

EXT. VAN – DAY

The van smashes into a smaller car and he begins to lose control. He heads towards a bridge that leads into the woods and he gains control again, barely making it onto the bridge.

INT. VAN – DAY

TROY

(Looking in rearview mirror)

That was real close, you guys.

CHRISTIE

Look out!

Troy looks ahead of him towards a large, burning gas tank that blocks half of the bridge. He slams on the breaks.

EXT. VAN – DAY


Once again, he cannot get any traction, and beings to lose control once more. He runs into the woods at the end of the bridge and starts driving down a snowy hill towards a large, muddy ditch.

The left side of the van hits a large tree and breaks the door off, exposing the outside world to the inside of the van. Branches and snow fly into the van, cutting up and flying at everyone.

Christie, who is sitting next to the hole on the van, hangs on to her armrests, unable to pull the seatbelt over her.

The van jolts in a new position, where it starts sliding down the hill sideways. Two trees block the van’s path, even spaced apart about five feet.

The van hits the two threes, breaking the tree almost all the way, and sending Christie flying out the door and hitting the ground. She rolls down the hill towards the ditch and her feet get sucked into the muddy surface.

Vivian is next to go, but she catches herself, hanging onto the armrests of Christie’s chair. Her feet hang out the van.

The windows shatter and fall on Rachel and Jason. She covers her face and her arms get cut up, while Jason can only close his eyes and holds his hand in horror.

INT. VAN – DAY

Everyone gains consciousness and sits up, rubbing their heads and looking around. Chase immediately unbuckles and looks down the hill past Vivian, who struggles to pull herself up.

CHASE

Christie!


He helps Vivian up, and then jumps out, hanging onto the trees and slowly making his way down the snowy hill. Troy lifts his head off the driver side window and looks at the cracked windshield.

Andrew and Rachel help Jason up out of his seat and bring him towards the hole in the van, placing him down in the snow. His face has gotten paler and he begins to cough.

Vivian gathers the bags together, while Rick opens up his door, coughing and waving the smoke out of the way as it rises out of the bent hood.

Troy attempts to start the engine, but it doesn’t start. He tries over and over again.

RICK

Troy, it won’t start. Forget about it.

Troy sighs and gets out of the van, keeping his footing on the hill.

TROY

All that work with finding the van and filling it up, and just when you though things will get better, WHAM! They come and bite you on the ass.

Chase kneels down next to Christie as she is beginning to stand up. Her pants are covered with mud and she starts to walk through it, Chase following her.

RACHEL

Where are you going?

CHRISTIE

I’m not going back to that city, and I’m sure not going to stay here. There could be some other place to go.

CHASE

There are other buildings just up there that we can stay at.

CHRISTIE

You really think so, Chase? You really think that we can spend the rest of our lives in a building with walking corpses surrounding it, waiting to break in to eat us? You really think that those things can’t break in, and we will try and get through this and wait until it all blows over? That’s not what is going to happen, Chase. Those things are after us, and they’re going to get us sooner or later unless we find a way to get out of here. Now, I suggest we all keep moving. If we find a safer place other than one of those death traps in Appleton, we can manage to stay in there until further notice.

RICK

There’s nothing out there except the country. Not another city for miles!

CHRISTIE

My point exactly! No other cities, no...zombies, or dead people, or whatever the hell they are!

Christie begins wading through the thick mud, going up to her waist. Chase sighs and walks next to her, crossing over to the other side of the ditch.

ANDREW

Great, once we get out of the woods, we go back in. What’s next?

JASON

Andrew, please, you shouldn’t be the one complaining.

INT. VAN – DAY

Vivian grabs her bags and begins to make her way to the door when a loud crack stops her. She looks over at the tree, which begins to bend over, wood splitting apart.

EXT. VAN – DAY

The tree snaps off, crashing onto the ground and sliding down the hill towards the group. Everyone moves out of the way, letting the tree smash into the mud.

The van turns and faces the group and starts to slide down, Vivian hanging on for her life. The van smashes into the ditch, splashing mud on Christie and Chase.

INT. VAN – DAY

Vivian flies at the dashboard and gets tangled with the seats. She finally manages to get up and grab the bag of guns.

EXT. VAN – DAY

Rick runs over to the van.

RICK

Hey! Hey! You all right?

VIVIAN

Yeah, I’m fine.

RICK

You know, I never caught your name.

Vivian steps out of the van, her foot sinking into the mud.

VIVIAN

My name’s Vivian, and——

A hand shoots out of the mud and grabs Vivian’s leg. She screams and another hand shoots out, grabbing her other leg. A head rises out of the mud, followed by a neck, and then a chest.

Rachel backs away with Andrew, when, without them noticing, something moves behind them, the surface of the mud slithering towards them. Another head rises out of the mud behind them, the features able to be seen, with a missing jaw and sunken eyes.

More creatures start to rise out of the mud and start walking towards them, the mud sliding off and their feature becoming more definite.

Jason crawls over to the side of the ditch and throws up on the snow. He turns around and sees the zombie walking towards Rachel and Andrew.

JASON

Andrew look out!


Andrew turns around and immediately kicks the zombie back into the mud. Rachel slowly runs around him, the mud too thick for her to run fast. She falls next to Jason, her face and hands covered with mud.

Vivian grabs a magnum out of the bag and points it at the zombie’s head. She shoots, the bullet passing through the head and out of the jaw, the zombie’s hands still grasping her legs.

Another zombie, obviously a woman, jumps out of the mud and tackles Rick, taking him down into the mud. Troy backs away, tripping over the tree and landing in the mud, where a pair of hands wraps around his neck.

VIVIAN

(To Andrew)

Hey!

ANDREW

Yeah?

VIVIAN

You know how to handle a gun?

ANDREW

Not really, but——

VIVIAN

Here!

She throws a handgun to him and he catches it, staring at it with caution. He turns around and sees the zombie getting back up, the look of hunger in its eyes.

Pointing the gun at it, he pulls the trigger, missing the zombie. He pulls the trigger once more and hits the shoulder.

VIVIAN

Shoot it in the head!


Andrew shoots, the zombie’s white eyes staring at his, and for once, the world becomes still. He pulls the trigger and nails the zombie in the face, teeth, bones, and muscle flying out the back of the head.

Troy breaks free from the zombie’s grip and stands up, turning around to see the creature starting to stand up. He motions Vivian to throw him a gun, and she throws him an AK-47. He straps it over his shoulder and begins shooting the zombie from the crotch to the head.

Rick rolls on top of the creature that had tackled him and picks it up, holding the collar of its shirt. He looks at the tree next to him with a large, pointed, broken branch sticking out of the tree.

He picks up the zombie and brings it down with such a force that the eye explodes out of its socket as the branch is impaled through the back of the head and out the left eye socket.

More creatures explode from the mud-filled ditch and begin making their way towards the rest of the survivors. Vivian and Troy grab what they can from the van as Rick helps Jason up. Andrew helps Rachel up the hill, while Christie and Chase have made it to the top.

Troy shoots at more of the zombies as he climbs up the hill, slipping at some points, knocking rocks and branches in the ditch.

CHASE

Come on! Hurry!

INT. WOODS – DAY

The mud has now dried and cracked on everyone’s clothes and skin. Jason has gotten weak, and walks with a limp as Andrew and Rachel help carry him as they walk around the trees.

RACHEL

Can we please rest? My feet hurt and I don’t think Jason can make it any longer.

VIVIAN

We have to keep moving, there could be more out there.

ANDREW

Look at him! He looks like shit and you want to keep moving?

VIVIAN

He looks like one of those people. His face is pale, black rings around his eyes, his veins are even visible!

RICK

I’m telling you, it’s the bite that makes you turn into them.

CHASE

Jason, how long did it take for your friend to finally turn into one of those things?

JASON

About four hours or so. I’m not too sure.

VIVIAN

How long ago were you bit?

CHASE

When we first saw them.

RICK

Which was about three and a half hours ago.

VIVIAN

So does that mean that you’re going to turn into one of those things? And you didn’t even tell us?

TROY

We didn’t know the bite would make them turn.

VIVIAN

Well it’s not safe now is it? We could get killed because of him!

ANDREW

Look, if we just wait and see——

RICK

She’s right. He’s going to turn and can put is in danger.

RACHEL

Why do we need to kill him now? We know what to do if he does turn.

RICK

Rachel, it’s not safe to have him hanging around us when we already have our own troubles. He could turn any second, and we wouldn’t even know it until it was too late.

RACHEL

Why is everyone ganging up on us? Just because we’ve been stuck outside of the city, means that everyone is the boss over us?

CHRISTIE

Nobody is the boss of anybody. Now if we could all just calm down——

VIVIAN

Forget it! I don’t want to die right now but some fucking dead person! I suggest we kill him right now before he kills us first!

ANDREW

Why don’t we just wait——

RICK

I think we should——

TROY

Hold up, now, we just need to calm down——

JASON

Everyone just shut the hell up!

Everyone becomes quiet and he stands up on his own.

JASON (CONT’D)

All we ever do now is yell at each other like a bunch of five-year-olds. All we ever do is kill someone we come in contact with if they walk funny or have various wounds on their arms or legs. Can’t we just stop and think? We’re becoming a pack of wild animals when there are more dangerous things out there waiting to get us! You think this is the end of the world? This is our opportunity to form a group and try to stop whatever the hell is going on, and try to stick together, and help each other. Not just run up to someone and shoot them in the face. Just take a look around you. What’s there to fight about? What’s next? Are we all going to turn against each other? Are we all going to just stop trusting one another? Take a look around you.

Jason leans against a tree and slowly sinks down to the ground, shivering, his face turning blue.

JASON (CONT’D)

If you’re like me, fighting and dying is the last thing on my list.

(He chuckles of insanity)

Hell, I feel dead already.

Everyone bows the head. Rachel folds her arms as a tear slowly forms in her eye, but refuses to leave it.

JASON (CONT’D)

Go ahead and shoot me. I’m in enough pain already. I lost my family, my friends, everything I ever loved, gone. Go ahead. I guess leaving this hellhole is the best thing to do. I don’t want to hurt anyone, anyways.

RACHEL

Jason...

JASON

It’s going to be all right, Rachel. Just stick next to Andrew and you’ll be fine.

ANDREW

Are you sure, man?

Jason nods. Andrew walks over and shakes his hand roughly. Rachel hugs him hard and slowly backs away, holding back her tears.

Jason coughs viciously, coughing up some blood. Troy walks over, holding a normal handgun.

TROY

You ready?

JASON

(Trying to smile)

Never.

Troy loads the gun and points it at Jason. Everyone walks to the other side of the tree. Rachel leans against the tree, trying to keep her mind off of Jason.

Andrew caresses her hair and kisses her cheek. She turns to him and they embrace. Christie and Chase watch the two, and Chase puts his arm around Christie, holding her close to him.

Suddenly, the gunshot echoes through the forest, and everyone jumps slightly. Troy walks around the tree slowly, sticking the gun in his pocket, his head down.

TROY

Shot him in the heart...where it hurt the most...

CHASE

Did he die instantly?

TROY

Was probably too weak to even feel it.

It starts to snow heavily again, the trees building up with the white sheet.

VIVIAN

It looks like nature is competing with those things.

CHRISTIE

And it looks like they’re tied.

RICK

I suggest we keep moving. We won’t know what we’ll find until we find it.

Rick passes the tree and stops, jumping back. Jason stands next to the tree, staring at Ryan with gray eyes.

CHASE

What is it?

RICK

Troy I thought you said you killed him!

TROY

I did...

Rick backs away and Jason limps towards him. Rachel gasps and stares in horror, stopping Jason. He turns and faces Rachel, his mouth open, his teeth stained with blood.

ANDREW

Jesus Christ, man, you said he was fucking dead!


TROY

I did!

CHRISTIE

Oh my God, shoot him!

RACHEL

No...!

Vivian pulls out her gun and points it at Jason, aiming for the head.

RACHEL

NO!!!

Vivian shoots, the bullet piercing Jason’s soft temple. Blood leaks out of the hole and Jason continues to stand for a few seconds, and slowly, his body falls, limp.

Rachel covers her mouth and stares at his dead body twitching on the ground, turning the surrounding snow red. Vivian looks away, pushing the gun in her bag and zips it up.

RICK

(Sighs)

Like I said, we should keep moving.

Rick walks off, Troy following. Vivian follows close behind, and Andrew drags Rachel away from the sight, keeping their distance between the other three. Chase and Christie fall behind, but also keep their distance.

CHASE

What’s wrong with Ryan? He’s being acting weird lately.

CHRISTIE

Who wouldn’t be acting weird at this time of trouble? Besides, he lost his family when this thing started. I’m sure you’d be pretty bummed too if you lost me.

CHASE

I know, but he used to be so happy. He’s changed, he’s acting different.

CHRISTIE

He’s just being protective.

CHASE

I just hope he doesn’t become too protective. I just hope this thing passes over soon. I would really like to get back to our normal lives now.

Troy and Vivian walk up next to Rick.

TROY

I thought you said it was the bite that turned you into one of them.

RICK

Yeah...?


VIVIAN

Troy shot him in the heart. Why did he turn into one still?

RICK

Does it look like I know everything? I don’t know anything about these things, and everyone seems to be coming up to me for answers.

TROY

I’ve also been wondering how this thing started.

VIVIAN

That, we’ll never know.

TROY

But I’ve been thinking about it, and the only possible answer I came up with was that it had to be something in the air.

VIVIAN

How do you know it was something in the air?

TROY

Well if it got in our water system, basically everyone would be dead by now. If animals carried it, how do some bodies appear more decayed than others, when the whole thing had just started?

VIVIAN

Couldn’t it have been some kind of disease then?

TROY

Exactly. That’s what I came up with. Something had to get in the air to infect the dead, to make them rise and start attacking everyone.

VIVIAN

Wait, why didn’t it affect any of us then?

TROY

This could probably be some disease, some germ that can only affect those who have died already.

VIVIAN

And that could be why Jason got up when you shot him in the chest.

TROY

So, Ryan, this thing, this disease not only is in the air, but is also probably carried with the corpses. Their friend back there, they said she was bleeding pretty badly, so she could have died of blood loss. The disease probably got to her and changed her into one of those things. You said your wife died of blood loss and——

Rick quickly turns to Troy and grabs his shirt, pinning him up against a large tree.

RICK

Don’t you dare mention about how my wife died. I’ve been through enough already and I don’t need any memories about it. Please...

Rick lets go calmly and fixes Troy’s collar. He backs away and continues to walk. Vivian catches up to him and puts her arm around his shoulder. Chase walks up to Troy.

CHASE

Troy, I was talking to Christie about Rick. Look he’s been through a lot——

TROY

I know, I know...

CHASE

Just forget about this whole thing right now and just look out for a place to stay.

They both look at Rick. He stops and covers his face. Vivian tries to reassure him and pats him on the back.

CHASE (CONT’D)

Ryan just needs to get his thoughts together so try not to mess with him with this theory thing, okay?

TROY

Sure...no problem...

Chase nods and shakes Troy’s shoulder. They both smile and continue on walking through the woods behind the rest of the group.

INT. CITY – DAY

The streets are swarmed with the walking dead, all them slowly limping aimlessly towards one another. Many have missing limbs and torn muscle exposed from their arms and legs, their hands and shirts stained with dirt and blood.

A man walks up, bald, his brain partly exposed along with his skull and muscle tissue. His teeth have rotten to a yellowish green, and his bones are protruding from his shoulders and arms. His shirt is tattered and the soles of his shoes are practically falling off.

He lurches towards a dead a dead zombie and looks at it. Suddenly he stops and looks up towards the sky, his eyes wide and his mouth agape. Sniffing the air he looks towards the forest. He growls, the noise echoing through the streets, and he begins walking towards the woods.

The other zombie communicate by letting out a soft moan and begin following, each one having a look of hunger, their arms outstretched, and their opportunity of getting food has now come.

INT. WOODS – DAY

Everyone walks solemnly through the heavy snowfall, trudging their way through the thick blanket of snow and holding each other close together for warmth.

Rick looks to his right and sees a zombie, alone, walking away from the group. He points at it, informing Vivian. She pulls out her magnum and shoots it in the back of the head. The zombie falls to the ground, quickly getting covered by snow.

VIVIAN

This is really starting to get old.

CHASE

Guys, if we don’t find a place soon, we’re going to freeze to death.

RICK

I know.

CHRISTIE

Does anybody know where we even are? Or are we just walking wherever the hell we want to?

TROY

A little bit of both if you tell me.

ANDREW

(Quietly to Rachel)

Here, take this.

He takes off his jersey and wraps it around Rachel. She puts it on, but continues to shiver.

RACHEL

What’s that over there?

She points in the direction in which she sees a road up ahead. They all start walking towards it, and soon, they come out of the forest into flat grounds.

INT. COUNTRYSIDE – DAY

They walk up to a long, black road that stretched out for miles towards mountains. Rachel and Andrew sit down, breathing out from exhaustion, and Christie and Chase do the same. Vivian puts down her bags and Troy squats down.

VIVIAN

Anybody hungry?

RICK

We should save that food until we really need it.

VIVIAN

We have enough food to last us about three days. I think it is all right if we just have a little snack.

RICK

Vivian, do you see anything around us? A place to stay? We’re stuck in the middle of nowhere.

CHASE

Look just calm down you guys. I don’t think any of us are in the mood for arguing right now.

Vivian opens up the bags and throws everyone a bag of chips and a water bottle. She, herself, has the same. After everyone is done, they put their trash back in the bags and everyone stands back up.

ANDREW

So I guess we keep walking until we find a place to stay...that is if we do find a place to stay.

TROY

There has to be at least one place that we could stay in here. I mean there’s bound to be one, but I don’t know where.

CHASE

Well, let’s get walking. We won’t do anything if we’re just standing here.

They start walking down the road. We fade through scenes of the sky getting darker and the snow falling harder, and everybody looks like they just about had it when suddenly...

CHRISTIE

Look! Look over there!

TROY

What is it?

Down the road stands a large, white-bricked building, surrounded by a tall, ten-foot fence, with small windows at the top of the building, while larger ones are at the lower part of the building, letting in certain amount of light.

A large sign shaped like a house stood in front of the building that said, “Our Homes Inc.” in large, bubble letters.

RICK

Let’s go and check it out.

EXT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

They stand in front of the large warehouse, staring at the size and wondering what is inside. Chase walks up to the fence and starts pulling a gate open, letting them in. He shuts it, making sure it stays locked.

The place is empty, nothing is in front of the building and there is no sign of life around the warehouse. It’s quiet, and the only thing heard is the blowing of the wind.

They walk up to large, brown metal doors and stand there, staring at each other.

TROY

Are we ready to go inside?

RICK

Get your guns ready. Just in case...

VIVIAN

(To Christie, Chase and Rachel)

You three know how to use a gun?

CHASE

Is practice an opportunity?

VIVIAN

We don’t have much, but I guess a little practice wouldn’t hurt.

RACHEL

I never handled a gun before.

ANDREW

It’s easy. I’ve never used a gun until back there at that ditch. All you do is point and shoot; simple as that.

CHRISTIE

I would like to start out with a handgun.

(Grabs handgun)

I know how to use one, my dad taught me, he was a hunter. I know how to use one, but I’m best with the smaller ones.

VIVIAN

Okay Christie, here’s the handgun, Chase, I’ll let you have the magnum. Strong, but you’ll get the hang of it. Rachel, I’m going to have you stick with the handgun. Christie can show you how to use it.

ANDREW

So do you like give gun practices or something?

VIVIAN

No, I just sell the weapons.

RICK

Get ready...

Everyone gets their weapons ready and Rick sets his hand on the door handle. He grasps it and slowly opens the door, the hinges creaking, the creaking echoing through the dark building.

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

Rick and Troy jump in, pointing their gun every which way. Troy looks back at Vivian.

TROY

Vivian, you got a flashlight in that bag?

VIVIAN

No, sorry.

Rick walks towards a wall and flips on a switch, the lights flickering on, buzzing and crackling. Giant boxes are stacked in piles that almost reach the ceiling, and different accessories for houses such as couches, chairs, sinks, bathtubs, etc. are spread about the building.

A few doors line the wall, leading to unknown places. A large window shows an office desk and a computer. The place doesn’t look like it’s even disturbed.

A large lift truck is next to the entrance, a broken box next to it and a small chair broken and scattered across the floor.

Everyone walks in, Andrew shutting the door behind him, a loud bang rumbles through the building. They walk around crates and check every dark corner in the building. Nothing. Nobody.

INT. HALLWAY – NIGHT

A door at the end of the hallway opens up, showing only a small square of white light. The light shines down the hallway, showing small cardboard boxes and pipes.

Rick and Troy walk in, while the rest of the group stays in the largest part of the building.

INT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

Chase and Vivian stand next to each other, while Christie, Andrew, and Rachel stay in the back, trying to get the dry mud off of them.

VIVIAN

I don’t get it. Where is everyone?

CHASE

Wherever they went, it seemed like they show little signs that they were attacked here.

CHRISTIE

(To Chase)

Where can we get this mud off of us?

CHASE

(Look at everyone)

There should be a bathroom around here...

INT. BATHROOM – NIGHT


They walk into an actually large white bathroom, about five sinks against one of the walls, urinals on another side, stalls on a third side, and showerheads on the last side.

ANDREW

They even have showers in here?

CHRISTIE

(Walking in)

Well it is a home appliances warehouse. You might as well have your own appliances in your bathroom.

RACHEL

I don’t care what they have in here, as long as it will keep us live or clean, I’m fine with it.

INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT

Troy and Rick walk in, flipping on another switch, lighting up a room with a large refrigerator, a sink, a coffee maker, cabinets, and a small table with packaged food on it.

Rick walks over to the fridge and opens it up, looking at preserved food, drinks, and other edible items. Troy smells and feels the packaged food to make sure they are edible, and he continues looking around.

TROY

Where is everyone?

INT. BATHROOM – NIGHT

Christie stands underneath a showerhead, the water spraying down on her nude body, running down her legs, the muddy water getting swallowed up by the drain.

She rubs off the dry dirt off her arms and pushes her hair bag. She suddenly stops cleaning herself and stares into space. She bows her head and covers her eyes, her face showing the expression of sadness. She is crying.

She turns off the water and walks over to the sinks, grabbing a towel and drying herself off. Water drips from the showerhead, echoing through the empty room.

Christie sniffs and wraps the towel around her. She’s about to leave when a noise is made outside the stained glass window outside the bathroom.

She walks over to it and opens it up, looking out, shivering when the cold air touches her. She looks below when a cat pops out through the window and into the bathroom.

She gasps and spins around, the window dropping and hitting the base, making a loud clack that makes Christie jump once more. She looks at the Calico cat rubbing against the wall opposite of her.

CHRISTIE

Christie, you’re losing it...

There’s a knock on the door.

CHRISTIE

Yes?

CHASE (O.S.)

It’s Chase. You about finished?

CHRISTIE

Yeah I’m done.

Chase opens the door and walks in, shutting it. He stands at the sinks, still in his muddy clothes. He washes his hands and dries them off, then looks at Christie, who still stands at the window. He walks over to her.

CHASE

You think they have clean clothes and other accessories here besides house appliances?

CHRISTIE

Certainly hope so.

Beat.

CHRISTIE

I’m really beginning to go insane...

CHASE

I know how you feel. Isn’t it a little odd how we suddenly find this warehouse in the middle of nowhere, and once we come inside, there seems to be nobody here, and there is barely anything that shows that anything had come here in the first place?

CHRISTIE

Why do I feel so scared though? I mean, we’re surrounded by a large fence in a building that seems secure.

CHASE

We’re all scared. Who wouldn’t be scared when there are millions of walking corpses outside waiting to get us?

CHRISTIE

(Smiling)

Thanks, Chase, you made me feel a whole lot better.

They smile but soon stop and bring their heads in closer. They begin to kiss passionately, and soon get more intimate.

INT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

Andrew and Rachel sit on some crate while eating a sandwich and drinking sodas. They are both clean and have different clothes on.

ANDREW

I wonder if anybody we know is still alive out there.

RACHEL

Like from school?

ANDREW

Just anybody.

RACHEL

I hope so. I couldn’t stand seeing any of my best friends out there.

They both sigh and continue eating their sandwiches. They both finish as the same time and they both stand up.

ANDREW

Well, at least we have some of our alone time.

He smiles and Rachel gets the idea. He puts his arm around her and they walk towards one of the doors near the back of the warehouse.

They, too, begin to kiss, Andrew gently pushing her against the wall. Rachel stops and puts her index finger up to his mouth.

RACHEL

I don’t want anyone walking in on us...

She walks over to a door, taking Andrew with her. She grabs the doorknob and twists it, making a loud clicking sound. She opens the door, and instead of seeing a quiet, empty room, she sees something terrifyingly different.

INT. ROOM – NIGHT

Dozens of zombies sit against walls on lay on the floor, chewing on humans, many of them decayed, their skin hanging off or muscle exposed. Bodies of the half eaten have decayed too.

The creatures stops feasting on the human remains and look up at Rachel and Andrew staring back. They all growl and stand up and start stumbling towards them, and Rachel quickly shuts the door, screaming, Andrew cursing.

INT. BATHROOM – NIGHT

Chase and Christie, who had been leaning against the wall and making love, stop and stare at the entrance of the bathroom, the cat still, listening to Rachel’s screams.

INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT

Troy, Vivian, and Rick stop eating and listen to Rachel scream and Andrew yell out curse words. The three get up, spilling their drinks and dropping food.

INT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

Everyone runs out into the warehouse, Christie wrapping up in her bathrobe and Chase putting his shirt back on. The cat runs out and jumps onto some crates, shaking.

RACHEL

They’re in there! They’re fucking in there!

VIVIAN

Who’s in there?

CHASE

Okay, you two just need to calm down and tell us what is going on.

ANDREW

There are more in there.

TROY

You mean there are people in there?

RACHEL

Those...those things!

RICK

Damn.

Rick walks over and grabs a shotgun, Troy doing the same. They walk over to the door and Rick puts his hands on it.

TROY

Wait, how many are there?

ANDREW

About twenty or so.

TROY

(To Rick)

Do we have enough shells?

RICK

Yeah, each holds fifteen.

TROY

All right. Ready?

RICK

Let’s do this.

INT. ROOM – NIGHT

They open the door, the zombies right in front of it. Rick and Troy immediately start shooting away at the zombies, kicking and blowing them back. It becomes a bloodbath as each zombie is shot in the head, brain fragments blowing out the back and splashing on the walls.

More creatures are shot in the mouth, the eyes, the cheeks, and the necks, each one going down like flies.

Soon, it’s all over, the smell of decaying bodies and blood leaking through the doorway and surrounding Troy and Rick’s shoes. They shut the door slowly until the sound of the click signals them that it’s shut all the way.

INT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

Shaking his head, Troy walks away from the room, leaving bloody footprints trailing behind him. Everyone is petrified.

VIVIAN

So there were people here after all.

RICK

They must’ve thought the safest place was the only one with one exit.

CHASE

I guess they didn’t know about the bite, either.

Vivian looks at the blood leaking through the crack under the door, spreading out towards them.

VIVIAN

So...who’s cleaning that up?

CUT TO:

INT. ROOM - NIGHT

Troy and Vivian mopping up the bloody floor. Christie and Chase are sponging the blood off the wall. They start to play around, soaking up the sponges with water and splashing each other.

Vivian and Troy have their own little conversation while mopping, laughing while cleaning up.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

They dump the last of the bodies out of the building, making a large pile of dead corpses.

INT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

Rachel strokes the cat’s back, making it purr louder and louder. She starts scratching under its chin and it can’t resist walking away.

Everybody is in new clothes now. There are two boxes next to them with clothes hanging out, a label on the front that says, “Donated Clothing”. Vivian is pulling out shoes that fit her, and finally finds a pair.

CHASE

So how long are we going to be staying in here?

TROY

We really don’t have enough food here that can last very long. And with this many people...

VIVIAN

I think we will do fine. As long as we’re safe, we’re fine.

INT. ROOM – NIGHT

Andrew picks up objects that had fallen off of shelves after the zombie massacre. He looks through the shelves after he is done and finds a metallic object with a wire connecting to it that is plugged into a wall. It’s a video camera.

He unplugs it and takes it off the shelf, walking out of the room.

INT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

He walks next to the group, examining the video camera.

RACHEL

What’s that?

ANDREW

It’s a video camera I found inside that room back there on one of the shelves.

CHASE

Is there a tape in it?

Andrew flips the small screen out from the side and puts the camera into “play/edit” mode, rewinding. The rewinding goes on for about a minute, when finally, it stops. Andrew looks nervously at everyone, and they move in to see what’s on the screen. Andrew presses play.

INSERT: VIDEO CAMERA

A home video starts to play of two kids, a boy and a girl, running around the house, screaming and laughing.

VOICE

(Female)

Okay you two stop running around the house before you hurt yourselves.

STATIC

A man pops up on the screen, his face a frightened pale, and his eyes are filled with terror. He is in the room where all the zombies were, with about fifteen other people in the same room. One of them is bleeding horrible, leaking blood onto the floor.

RILEY

Okay, uh, my name is Riley Granger, and I don’t know what the hell is going on here, but something weird is happening right outside those doors. Shit. I don’t know what they are but they look like normal people to me, but they bit one of my friends back there on his arm. He’s bleeding pretty badly. We thought they were hurt, but once we let them inside, hell broke loose, attacking us. Luckily we all made it inside.

He stops and stares at the door. It’s quiet.

RILEY (CONT’D)

I think they’re gone, but we’re going to be staying in here until we know what the fuck is going on. Damn I wish we had a radio with us.

VOICE

Riley! Hey Riley, John’s not looks pretty good back here!

RILEY

(Yelling back)

Just stop the bleeding and keep him calm!

(Back to camera)

There are hundreds of those things out there, looking like they’ve been dead for a few months. They’re missing arms and...and legs, and some even have stuff stuck in them, like knives. They were trying to break in and kill us, so I don’t know if I’m going to make it out alive without help coming along the way. If I don’t make it out, these are my last words. I just wanted to say I love my family, wherever they are, and I hope to see them soon. I hope that they are all right sitting at home, waiting for me. I wouldn’t know what to do without them. This is Riley Granger at 12:43 A.M., December 20th. God bless us all.

INT. WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

The video goes into static and Andrew closes the screen. Everyone becomes quiet and walks back to their spots. Andrew sets the video camera on one of the crates and sits on the floor.

RICK

Well, I think we should get some sleep now.

Everyone gets to a specific spot with a couch or chair and lays down, closing their eyes, and quickly falling asleep. It becomes quiet through the whole building.

FADE OUT

INT. COUNRTRYSIDE – DAY

Staggering along the roadside, a large group of zombies walk down the long road spread apart. There are about over a hundred walking together, following each other. Their loud moan fills the frosty air, making the birds fly out of the trees.

EXT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

Rachel and Andrew walk around the warehouse inside the surrounding fence, watching the cat hop through the snow, trying to save its little paws from going numb. Andrew and Rachel laugh at the sight and continue walking in circles.

RACHEL

You know, this really isn’t hat bad.

ANDREW

Yeah I guess you get used to it once in a while.

RACHEL

I just hope we are able to stay in here long enough until those things rot out there.

ANDREW

I wonder how long that would take.

RACHEL

Too long.

The cat can’t stand it anymore and continues jumping up and down through the snow. Rachel feels sorry for the cat and walks over to it, picking it up.

RACHEL

Oh, come here, cat.

The cat hisses. Rachel looks confused and looks at the cat. The cat hisses once more and begins to growl, staring behind Rachel.

RACHEL

What’s wrong? What is it?

ANDREW

Well I would be mad if nobody picked me up when I wanted to get out of the snow.

The cat screeches and jumps out of Rachel’s hands, running towards the warehouse doors. Rachel spins around; Andrew does the same. Stumbling towards the fence is the large crowd of zombies, making their way towards the warehouse.

ANDREW

(Backing away with Rachel)

Holy shit...

They run back, screaming for everyone.

INT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

They run inside and slam the door shut, making everyone jolt from their seats.

RICK

What the hell is going on?

CHRISTIE

What happened?

ANDREW

There are more out there!

RACHEL

A lot more.

VIVIAN

Well we have the guns. How many can there be?

EXT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

Vivian opens the door and her eyes open wide when she sees the number of walking corpses. Some have already reached the fence and are already trying to rip it down.

INT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

Vivian shuts the door and turns around.

CHRISTIE

Well?

VIVIAN

I think we may have a problem everyone.

RICK

That many?

ANDREW

What are we going to do?

TROY

We have to block the windows. We can use the lift trucks.

RICK

Troy, you operate the forklifts and block the windows and doors. Chase, create a barricade of boxes around the back rooms. Andrew, you help Chase. Vivian you’re going to help me shoot whichever ones break in. Christie, take Rachel to the very back of the warehouse and stay there until further notice.

Troy runs over to one of the forklifts and turns the key that is already in it. He tests each lever until he finally figures out how to work it. He backs up and blocks the window next to the front door.

Chase starts pulling boxes off one another and stacks them up around the back rooms, using another forklift.

Christie and Rachel run towards the hall and run down it, heading for the kitchen.

Rick and Vivian load all their guns and get them ready. They get walk outside.

EXT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

Rick and Vivian look at the dozens of zombies piling up at the fence, the sound of metal scraping against one another.

RICK

It’s not going to be long until they break in.

VIVIAN

Let’s hope it doesn’t happen soon.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY

Rachel and Christie run in and shut the door, locking it. Rachel begins to hyperventilate.

CHRISTIE

Rachel. Rachel, look at me. You’re going to have to calm down. Just bare with me here. You’re going to need to be calm and quiet. We’re going to make it through this thing.

RACHEL

Have you seen how many were out there?

EXT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

The zombies continue to rattle the fence, the fence starting to give.

RICK

Let’s get inside.

INT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

They shut the door and lock it. Rick watches Chase and Andrew put the boxes in front of the hallway and other rooms.

VIVIAN

Where are we going to go if they break in?

RICK

We can stay in the hallway where the food and water is.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY

Rachel and Christie sit at the table. Rachel is shaking.

RACHEL

We’re going to die.

CHRISTIE

No we aren’t, Rachel. We just need to think of a plan.

RACHEL

I have to go to the restroom.

Rachel quickly gets up.

CHRISTIE

Rachel, wait——

But Rachel is already gone.

INT. BATHROOM – DAY

Rachel walks in and shuts the door, tears rolling down her face and soaking into her shirt. She looks at herself in the mirror.

She splashes water on her face and dries it off, her face still red and puffy from sobbing. She walks over to the stalls and leans against one of the doors.

She looks at the stained glass window and runs her fingers down it. She moves closer to it, taking in the colors. She is about to take her hand away when the window shatters, gray hands shooting through.

She screams as the arms thrash around, the hands grabbing onto anything they can grasp. Rachel falls on the ground crying crazily. She jumps up and runs out of the bathroom.

INT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

She bursts out of the bathroom and slams it shut.

RACHEL

They’re in! They got in!

RICK

What?

Rick looks out the window and sees the zombies still trying to get in through the fence, the fence still intact.

RICK

They’re still outside of the fence.

RACHEL

They got into the bathroom!

Rick looks at Vivian. They pump their shotguns and open the door.

RICK

Lock the door behind us. We don’t want any more getting in.

They shut the door and Troy locks the door, breathing in deeply and letting it out, resting his head on the door.

EXT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

They get their shotguns ready as they walk to the corner of the warehouse, ignoring the zombies trying to break in. They turn the corner, seeing nothing.

Walking down the side of the warehouse, the snow crunches under their feet, some of the zombies walking their direction, following them along the fence.

They reach the end of the building to where it turns another corner. Rick breathes in and motions Vivian to get ready. She gets her gun ready and they start walking towards the corner.

As they get to it, a woman jumps out, her face burnt to the muscle. She growls and walks towards them, another zombie coming from behind her.

Rick shoots the woman in the head, knocking her to the ground. He shoots the next zombie in the shoulder, Vivian taking care of it by shooting it in the eye.

They turn the corner and see the fence behind the building torn down to shreds, the wires bent every which way, the zombies crawling through it. They see the zombies sticking their arms through the bathroom window, pushing each other to get in.

One of the zombies sees them and growls, leaving the window and walking towards them, alerting the other zombies. Rick and Vivian start shooting at them, hitting them in the heads or chests.

VIVIAN

There’re too many of them!

RICK

Let’s get inside! Now!


They run back around the building go the side, kicking up snow behind them and into the zombies’ faces. They stop when they see the zombies beginning to shake the fence violently.

The fence starts to bend downwards, the bottom starting to pop out of the ground. Finally, it comes down, getting buried under snow. The zombies walk over it and start spreading out through the property.

Rick and Vivian stare in horror when another woman attacks Rick, almost biting his arm. He pushes her back and shoots her in the face with a shotgun.

They start running towards the front of the building when one of the zombies stretches its arms out towards Vivian, about to grab her when she ducks, missing her. Another zombie wraps its arms around Rick, taking him down.

INT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

Rachel leans against the door, covering her ears as the moaning of the zombies fills the building. Christie walks out of the hallway. She sees the bathroom door and walks over to it.

She opens up the door and over a dozen hands grab her and almost pull her in, but she quickly jumps away. She screams and tries shutting the door, but arms are blocking the way. Chase looks over and sees Christie in trouble. He runs over and begins trying to shut the door.

CHRISTIE

When did they get in?

EXT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

Vivian pulls out a handgun and shoots the zombie in the forehead. She runs through the crowd of walking corpses and runs to the front door, beginning to bang on it. Rick fights his way through and runs to the front door, shooting more zombies.

VIVIAN

Open door! Somebody please open the door!

One of the creatures walks up, its skeletal features very visible, its cheekbones exposed through the gray skin. It grabs Vivian and bites her on the neck.

She pushes the zombie back, skin stretching from her neck and blood leaking and spraying on her chest and face. She screams and falls to the ground, able to have enough strength to shoot the zombie in the eye.

Rick turns around and sees Vivian’s torn neck. He bends down and picks her up, banging on the door.

RICK

Shit, Vivian! Somebody open this fucking door!

The zombies close in on the two, their arms ready to grab and rip at flesh.

INT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

Everyone is trying to keep the zombies inside the bathroom, but there are too many arms sticking through to keep the door shut. Troy hears the banging on the door made by Rick.

TROY

Andrew get the door!

Andrew jumps away from the group and sprints for the door. He opens it up, seeing Rick covered with blood from the limp Vivian. He starts pulling her in, but the zombies grab him and Vivian.

Rick tries his best to pull her in, but the dozens of zombies were too strong for him to keep Vivian in his hands. She is pulled out of his grasp and into the crowd of zombies. He screams and reaches for her, but a zombie chomps down on his arm.

Blood leaks onto the ground as the zombie pulls back the skin and muscle, blood spraying on the rest of the group. Rick falls back into the building and Andrew shuts the door.

Rick clenches his bite and squeezes his eyes, trying to keep the pain away. Andrew locks the door back up and backs away, staring at Rick.

Chase, Christie, Troy, and Rachel get the door shut and Chase quickly runs over to the forklift and gets it started.

CHRISTIE

Chase! Hurry!

Chase pushes it forward and in front of the bathroom door, the zombies pounding on it.

Everyone backs away and become quiet. Rick gets up, holding his arm, and walks over to the group.

Shadows move towards the windows of the warehouse and soon hands press against the glass, blood being smeared against the glass.

CHRISTIE

What happened to Vivian?

RICK

She’s dead.

ANDREW

What are we going to do?

TROY

We need to get in a room that we are able to stay in.

CHASE

Which one?

RICK

One that we can survive in for a while.

RACHEL

We better think of a plan fast, you guys.

CHASE

The windows are starting to crack.

RICK

Everybody, get a gun.

Troy grabs the bag full of guns and throws one to each of the group members.

The window next to the entrance of the warehouse breaks apart, letting the zombies get in. Troy runs over and begins shooting at the creatures, shooting them in the foreheads and chests.

A fist smashes through the bathroom door, the wood splitting apart. The zombie’s gray eye looks through the hole, growling.

Troy grabs the top bar of the forklift and swings, kicking a zombie in the face. The zombie flies back into the rest of the crowd, pushing them back away from the window.

But more climb through the window, grabbing at Troy. He turns back towards the rest of the group.

TROY

Get in one of the rooms!

Christie runs towards the entrance of the building.

CHASE

Christie what are you doing?

CHRISTIE

I’m not letting Troy die.

CHASE

Christie, wait!

The zombies smash through the bathroom door and begin squeezing their way through the wood. Andrew shoots at them, missing or hitting them below the neck.

Rachel runs to the corner of the warehouse and picks up the cat, which is sitting in the corner, shaking.

Troy tries fighting off the zombies, punching them back and shooting them in the head. One of the zombies pushes him down on the levers of the forklift, pushing it forward.

Rachel tries calming the cat down and looks ahead of her, the forklift getting closer. She tries moving out of the way, but it’s too late. The forklift impales her in the stomach, blood pouring out of her mouth.

The cat jumps out of her hands and Rachel is helpless, unable to move. Andrew sees the whole thing.

ANDREW

Rachel, no!!

He drops his gun and runs over to her, not touching her.

The zombies pour in through the window and start stumbling towards everyone. Rick pulls out a gun, ignoring the pain on his arm. He starts taking the zombies down one by one, leaving a pile of bodies near the window.

ANDREW

Rachel I’m not going to let you die on me.

Christie runs over to him.

CHRISTIE

Andrew, she’s dead. She’s not coming back!

ANDREW

Don’t say that! She’s not dead!

CHRISTIE

She’s going to come back as one of them!

CHASE

Christie we need to get out of here!


Rachel’s body twitches. Her eyes open. Her jaw drops and her bones crackle as she raises her arms. She looks at Andrew, her neck popping.

ANDREW

R——Rachel?

CHRISTIE

(Standing back)

Andrew, get away.


ANDREW

But she——

CHRISTIE

She’s not Rachel anymore, Andrew! She’s one of those things now! Get back!

ANDREW

But——

CHRISTIE

Andrew look at her! She was dead a few minutes ago!

ANDREW

No!

Rachel growls and grabs Andrew’s throat, ripping it out. Andrew gurgles and blood spews out of his mouth, and he falls, dead, against the corner. Rachel chomps down on his muscle and finishes is rather quickly.

Christie screams and Chase grabs her. They back away into a group of more zombies that had snuck in. They’re all over the place and Rick backs away towards the barricade Chase and Andrew had built.

Troy kicks the zombie off of him and quickly jumps off the forklift, unable to see Rachel and Andrew’s dead bodies.

Chase and Christie see Rick’s wound and they look at him while he shoots down the zombies that get near them.

RICK

Get in the back room!

CHASE

Rick, you’ve been bitten!


RICK

I know, get in the back now!


TROY

We better do what he says!


CHRISTIE

Come on, Chase!

CHASE

I can’t! Rick I can’t lose my last friend.

RICK

Chase, if you don’t get back there you’re dead. Hurry up and get in the back room!


TROY

Come on! They’re coming!

The zombies crawl over the crates that Chase had laid down. More zombies keep pouring out of the bathroom like there are an infinite amount of them. Rick shoots at a man in a business suit, his throat completely ripped apart, in the head, blood spraying out the back onto the behind zombies.

Christie and Troy run into the room behind Rick, carrying the cat with them, and Chase and Rick look at each other.

CHASE

I’m gonna miss you man.

RICK

I’ll see you soon.

Chase runs into the room and they shut the door. Rick can hear the sound of the lock clicking behind it. He shoots at the zombies until he runs out of ammunition.

He lays down staring at his arm and then up at the ceiling, which soon become engulfed with zombie heads, their hands grabbing at his face and he shuts his eyes, the pain unbearable.

Rachel tries grabbing Andrew, but is too far away while pinned to the wall. Other zombies stagger towards Andrew’s dead body and soon start feeding on him, ripping off his clothes and opening up his body, exposing his innards and feasting on his entrails.

The zombies knock over crates and trip over furniture and other supplies inside the building. The zombies drag intestines through the building, creating puddles of blood and throwing limbs against the walls.

They stuff their faces with muscle and tear off skin to the bone. More and more zombies group up around the door that Christie, Troy, and Chase had gone through.

INT. ROOM – DAY

Christie paces back and forth as Chase and Troy push against the door to keep it shut. The sound of cracking wood is soon heard as the zombies push and pound against the wooden door.

CHRISTIE

What are we going to do? We’re trapped in here!

CHASE

You have a plan, Troy?

TROY

Nah, I was thinking you had one.

CHASE

Well that really isn’t going to help us right now.

CHRISTIE

That door is our only exit out of here and those things are surrounding it. Some room to choose.

TROY

We can’t hold this for long.

CHASE

The wood is starting to break.

CHRISTIE

Jesus Christ they’re going to get in aren’t they?

Troy walks away from the door and grabs a wooden board. He walks back and jams it under the doorknob, keeping the door shut. Chase gets off the door and walks to the middle of the room, hugging Christie.

CHASE

I don’t know what to do, baby.

CHRISTIE

So I guess this is what it feels like before you die, huh?

TROY

I think we’ve all had that feeling a long time ago.

Chase is staring at something behind one of the shelves.

CHRISTIE

Chase, what is it?

Chase lets go of Christie and walks over to one of the shelves, pushing it aside. A door appears from behind the shelf and Chase opens it, revealing a staircase that descends down to darkness.

CHASE

It’s a basement.

Christie walks over to it and starts walking down the stairs, turning on the light, showing the features of the basement. Chase starts walking down and looks back, but sees Troy still standing in the room.

TROY

I can’t come.

CHASE

Why?

TROY

I’ve been bitten.

Troy reveals a bite wound under his wrist.

CHASE

Shit man.

TROY

I really thought I was going to survive this whole thing.

CHASE

Well not everybody has their days.

TROY

I wonder what it’s going to be like being reborn again.

CHRISTIE (O.S.)

Chase, Troy, come on!

CHASE

It was nice knowing you, Troy.

TROY

Though I knew you for only like three or four days, you really aren’t half bad.

Troy holds out his hand. Chase looks down at it and smiles, grabbing his hand. They shake and Chase shuts the door.

Troy sits at the end of the room in a corner, staring at his bite wound and looking up at the door over and over again. The wood begins to split open, and the zombie moans get louder.

INT. BASEMENT – DAY

Chase gets to the bottom of the staircase and sees Christie sitting on a cooler petting the cat.

CHRISTIE

Where’s Troy?

CHASE

Troy’s been bit. He’s decided to stay up in the room.

CHRISTIE

Oh my God...

CHASE

We’re the only two left.

CHRISTIE

What are we going to do? There’s only one exit again and those things are going to break in sooner or later.

CHASE

I can’t think right now. I just don’t know what to do.

CHRISTIE

(Smiling nervously)

This really is a horror movie. This really is true.

Beat.

CHASE

I’m really sorry, Christie.

Chase holds back his tears, but Christie can’t help but cry. They hear the zombies break through the door upstairs and about five gunshots until they stop. Christie and Chase stare at each other and they embrace.

Squeezing each other, they say their farewells to each other.

CHRISTIE

(Crying)

I’m going to miss you, Chase.

CHASE

(Now crying)

Just don’t be afraid. That’s all.

CHRISTIE

(Crying)

I always loved you, and I’m sorry for the fights we’ve been in, in the past.

CHASE

That was the past. I’m sorry too, Christie. I’ve always loved you and I will love you forever.

The creatures begin banging on the door that leads to the basement. Christie and Chase begin to kiss, blocking out the memories of the past troubles and tuning out the moaning zombies above.

They stop kissing.

CHASE

There’s only one thing I think we can do.

He pulls out a gun and lets it shine under the light.


CHRISTIE

Are you sure you want to do this?

CHASE

It’s painful enough to see you like this. It’s painful enough to think about what had happened these past few days.

They kiss once more and move to opposite sides of the room. Chase looks at Christie with sad eyes, and Christie’s bottom lip quivers as a tear slowly makes its way down her dirty cheek.

Chase gets the gone ready and looks at it in his hand and then up at Christie. She nods and closes her eyes. Chase points the gun at her.

EXT. WAREHOUSE – DAY

Zombies still continue to crawl through the torn down fence and push each other inside the building. The sound of glass breaking is still heard.

It’s a clear day, few clouds in the sky, and the sun hits the land, creating a mosaic picture of different colors as the signs of spring come along.

Off screen, the sound of a gunshot silences everything, even the moaning of the zombies that make their way towards the building, sludging through the snow.

Beat.

Another gunshot.

Zooming out, the warehouse becomes smaller in size, and soon we see the horizon of the earth. Coming out from the horizon are hundreds of helicopters.

CUT TO BLACK

GENERAL (O.S.)

(Filtered)

Yes, Mr. President, we are going through every city to find survivors. We are taking control of the epidemic that has happened these past few weeks. So far we haven’t had any luck finding anybody still alive, but we’ll keep checking. We have been able to control these people, and we have sterilized each city to make sure any further contaminations have been taken care of. We just hope we find at least a few survivors out there...Hell, we’ll be glad if we find anybody still alive, and we will let you know sir. Over and out.

THE END

