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FADE IN:

EXT. FARM - DAY

Secluded.

Razed crops flutter in the sunlight. A few of the LOCUSTS
idle around on the remnant of the farm.

A dilapidated HOUSE sits amidst this disarray.

INT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Shabby. Easy to understand that no one can willingly live
here.

A hoarse cough echoes.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

On the bed lays BETH(60s), fragile and moribund. IV tubes
run into both of her hands from a lone IV stand.

By the far side of the room stands her husband, JACOB(70s),
looking at his farm out of a window.

Beth coughs.

Jacob turns to her, disdain in his demeanor.

JACOB
What?

Beth weakly gestures with her hand for water.

Jacob pours water in a glass with straw in it. Beth
sluggishly drinks as Jacob holds the glass for her.

Beth croaks as she speaks.

BETH
It happened again?

JACOB
Yeah.

He gently moves his hand over her head.

JACOB(CONT'D)
Don't worry. Take rest.

She closes her eyes. He kisses her forehead and departs from
the bedroom. He goes to the-

KITCHEN

Opens the refrigerator, sees a mere sight of four empty beer
bottles.
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He takes each bottle out and tries to drink the remnant. No
luck. The bottles are all dry.

EXT. HOUSE - PORCH - DAY

Jacob throws all the bottles among the damaged crops on his
farm.

The sound of the glass shattering alerts the locusts as they
start to bustle in the air.

Jacob loses it.

JACOB
For fuck's sake, just leave us
alone! Go to somewhere else. Find
another ass farm and feed until
that disgusting and stingy and ugly
body explodes into small fucking
pieces!

He catches his breath. Age is taking a toll.

Suddenly, a SNARL spikes up in the air.

Jacob looks towards a BARE TREE, standing outside the
periphery of his farm.

ON THE BARE TREE

A VULTURE sits on it, with a constant stare at Jacob.

ON JACOB

He stares back at the vulture.

JACOB(CONT'D)
What? Now you're hungry too? You
want something to eat?

ON THE BARE TREE

The vulture stagnant as ever, just stares at him.

ON JACOB

His face twists with anger, his palms ball into fists.

JACOB(CONT'D)
I'll give you something to eat.

He unbuttons his jeans, lowers it down, and moons his ass to
the vulture.

JACOB(CONT'D)
Get this! That's what you'll get.
You want some?!
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ON THE BARE TREE

The vulture snarls again, louder this time.

ON JACOB

He buttons his jeans up, flips the bird to the vulture, and
goes back into the house. Slams the door shut.

INT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Jacob flops on a shacky couch, eyes closed, breathing
deeply. His breathing gradually slows down. Eventually, a
snore breaks in.

Suddenly, a CACOPHONY OF SNARLS starts to resonate.

Jacob gets up, opens the door, peeps outside.

EXT. FARM - DAY

No vulture on the bare tree.

Jacob totters out, looks up at the sky, and sees a GIANT
CIRCLE of vultures flying over his house.

His legs wobble. He looks at his house. Sweat breaks from
his temple.

JACOB
Beth.

He races into his house.

INT. HOUSE - DAY

Jacob rushes to the bedroom. Burst opens its door.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Beth coughs violently on her bed. Jacob takes her in his
arms.

JACOB
No! Beth! No!

Beth tweaks her hand, the IV needle piles her withered skin
off, and blood trickles.

Beth screams.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Jacob opens his eyes, still on the couch. His chest heaving.
His face drenched in sweat.

He sits up, notices an unsettling silence.
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JACOB
Beth? Beth?

He gets up, walks towards the bedroom. Opens the door.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Quiet. Beth lays on the bed.

JACOB
Beth?

He gets near to her bed, kneels down.

JACOB(CONT'D)
Beth?

He checks her pulse. His face drops. He clutches her hand
close to his face and wails.

EXT. FARM - DAY

Orange hue from the dipping sun falls on the destroyed crops
on the farm.

Locusts are gone.

ON THE BARE TREE

A COMMITTEE OF VULTURES sits on it, with a constant gaze
towards the house.

FADE OUT


