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FADE IN

Darkness. Whispers, voices, impressions of shape and shadow. Dozens of writhing figures slowly lurch into frame, faces unseen. 

The scream of wind.

Heavy breathing. 

Silence.

Two large eyes slowly flutter open.

INT. BEDROOM – MORNING

A messy teenager’s room, complete with obscure movie posters and the misuse of the floor as a laundry hamper. A large mound of sheets covers a sleeping figure on the bed.

CLIVE, 17, emerges from the cocoon of blankets, dazed and half-asleep. A handsome face is complimented nicely with dark hair and brooding, mysterious features.

Clive glances at his alarm clock. “6:59 AM”. As soon the hour turns, the alarm radio blares to life.





RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)



…has described the rumour as being in bad



taste, considering recent developments in



the Avian Bird Flu pandemic.

Slowly, Clive gets out of bed and draws open the curtains of his window. A well-manicured suburban neighborhood is situated against an inspiring sunrise.





RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)



Officials have refused to comment, but 



urge citizens to remain calm and optimistic



about the state of public health in our 



fair city...

Clive stares forlornly at the street for a few moments longer, then heads out of frame.

EXT. CLIVE’S HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - HALF AN HOUR LATER

A modest suburban home amidst dozens upon dozens of other identical homes. The very street in which Clive gazed out upon earlier. 

Clive emerges from the house, ready for the day, carrying a sporty backpack. He’s dressed casually in jeans and some ironic message t-shirt. He squints. The early rays of morning illuminate the neighbourhood.

A man stands before the black sedan sitting in the driveway, smoking a cigarette. He’s in his 40s, although he’s aged quite a bit thanks to his chain smoking. This is MORGAN, Clive’s father.






CLIVE




I’m ready.






MORGAN




And not a minute to spare. 

Morgan flicks his cigarette to the ground and stamps it out. He turns and looks at Clive, half-amused, half-disappointed.






MORGAN




Does it feel weird?






CLIVE




Does what?






MORGAN




Going to school on a Saturday morning.

Clive can’t help but roll his eyes as he goes to open the passenger side door.






CLIVE




It’s not school, dad...

INT. MORGAN’S CAR - CONT’D

As Clive buckles his seatbelt, Morgan joins him in the driver’s seat. Puts in the key, ignites the engine. 






MORGAN




No, I don’t imagine it would be.




Sitting in a library for six 




hours under the vice principal’s




supervision is a luxury that




most of us can’t afford...

Clive’s quite obviously annoyed, but he knows what his father is trying to say. Morgan backs out of the driveway.






CLIVE




I paid for the damage out of




my own pocket.






MORGAN




Which was admirable, Clive, yes,




but we’ve been saving up for




university. 






CLIVE




I’ll apply for OSAP. 






MORGAN




You’re not getting my point. 




You shouldn’t have done something 




that stupid in the first place.




You’re better than that.

He pins his son down with a meaningful look, but when he doesn’t get one back, his eyes back on the road.

EXT. SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - CONT’D

The black sedan moves quietly through the eerie rows of suburban housing, past a large elementary school with a park, and towards an intersection near a strip-mall. 

INT. MORGAN’S CAR - SAME

The tension between father and son is rising. Morgan stops at a stop light, although the roads are creepily empty and quiet.






CLIVE




I’ll do extra shifts, okay?






MORGAN




When? On Saturdays? For the next




two months your Saturdays are




pretty booked up, kiddo. I’m




the one that’s gonna be hauling




ass at work.

Clive can barely mask the annoyance in his voice.






CLIVE




Oh, and I’m sure cutting up all




that cow anus has had a negative 




impact on your blossoming social life.






MORGAN




Hey. Hey. Do you WANT me to throw 




you out of this car? Because I

can and will. And I don’t think 
you can afford to smart mouth 

anymore. That’s what got you 

into this in the first place.

Silence. Clive is too angry to speak. Morgan softly bites his lower lip.






MORGAN




That was a new one.






CLIVE




What?






MORGAN




You making fun of my job. Nowadays




you usually just stick to insulting




my car, or music collection… now




it’s my job. Which I work hard at




to feed your ass.






CLIVE




I didn’t mean—






MORGAN




You used to love my job. Do you




remember? When you were a kid




you visited me there all the




time.






CLIVE




Well, sorry dad, but watching huge




men in white aprons slash apart




animals lost its charm once all




my body hair grew in.






MORGAN





(ignoring him)




Used to carry you on my shoulders




and run through the killing floor




with ya. You loved it. Of course,




the boss didn’t think Canada 




Meat Packers was an appropriate




playground for you… 






CLIVE



(really annoyed)




Dad.






MORGAN




What?

Clive motions toward the traffic light. It’s green. There’s still no visible traffic on the roads. Somewhat embarrassed, Morgan presses the gas.






MORGAN





(softening)




Clive, what you did... that wasn't




you. It’s like all of the sudden




you just changed. I know – I know –




it’s part of growing up, rebellion




and all that, but… I can’t help




but think… after your mother left...

Clive says nothing. He looks away solemnly. 






MORGAN




I'm just trying to say that just




because she left, doesn't mean that




you have to become-

He notices Clive still isn't paying him any attention. Morgan doesn’t look quite sure he knew how to finish that sentence, so he leaves it.

Breathing deep, Morgan turns his attention back to the road. He makes a face.






MORGAN




Quiet as hell around here.

He turns on the car radio, a desperate attempt to alleviate the tension.






RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)




...although reports of infection have




surfaced as early as yesterday afternoon...

Clive leans back in his chair, rubbing the dark rings under his eyes.






CLIVE




It’s 7:30 am on a Saturday. Not




everyone’s got a meeting with the




Breakfast Club.






MORGAN




Hey, what did I tell you about 




that smart mouth?






RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)




...bizarre reports from Toronto Grace




Hospital staff detail the recently




deceased erupting in a violent, 




cannibalistic rage...






MORGAN





(turns to look at his son)




Clive?

When Clive takes his hand away from his face, his eyes are suddenly wet with tears. His father notices, and turns down the volume of the radio until it’s almost inaudible.






RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)




...Police Chief Julian Fantino is urging




Toronto citizens to remain calm...






MORGAN







(worried)




Clive?

Clive doesn’t say anything. He looks away, out the window, distancing himself from the car and his father. Ashamed.






MORGAN




Clive? Hey. Talk to me.






RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)





...citing the cause of infection to be 




something entirely dissimilar to the 




SARS outbreak...

Still, nothing. 






MORGAN




Come on now...

Morgan pulls the car over onto the side of the road, outside of an empty Tim Horton’s. Clive looks back at his father, eyes red and wet, shocked.






CLIVE




What are you doing? We’re gonna




be late.






MORGAN




Doesn’t matter. Talk to me.






CLIVE




Why?






MORGAN




You’re crying, Clive. I haven’t




seen you cry since the one with




the huge breasts left the Spice 




Girls. What was her name? Jenny?

Clive swallows a lump rising in his throat. He lets out a brief sigh, staring at the windshield. In the background, we hear the faintest chatter of the radio.






RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)




...is expected to grow exponentially




worse as the day continues...

Clive’s grip on his backpack tightens slightly, trying so hard to hold it all back.






CLIVE




It’s been six months, you know.

Morgan darkens at that. He nods, slowly.






MORGAN




Yeah, I know. I know.






CLIVE




It’s been six months... and I’m




already fucking up so bad...

He can barely finish, he’s crying too hard. Morgan immediately moves in to hug his son - or hug him as best as he can, in the awkwardly cramped car. He really only manages a warm arm-around-the-shoulder. He lets Clive let it all out for several moments, until his son grows quiet.






MORGAN





(softly)




I didn’t want her to go, either.




But she made her own decision. 




You know how she was, Clive. You




could see it in her eyes. Hear




it in her voice.

Clive closes his bloodshot eyes, squeezing out the last of his tears. Off Morgan’s shoulder, out through the driver’s seat window, we see a FIGURE quite far away, emerging from a parked ambulance. It stands very strangely, almost like an insect. 






MORGAN 




You made a mistake. But that’s all 




it was. A stupid mistake. We gotta 




move on, Clive. Maybe your mother made 




a mistake, too. We can’t dwell on 




the things that hurt us. Especially 




if they’re things that are long gone.

The FIGURE slowly turns toward the car, staring right at it. The shadow
 starts to lumber towards the direction of Morgan’s window. It’s still too far away to get a clear image of what it actually is.






MORGAN




What we lost, we lost a long time




ago. And I don’t plan on losing




anything else. 

He gives Clive’s shoulder a squeeze as he says that. 






MORGAN




You got me, kiddo?

The figure suddenly BREAKS INTO A FULL-SPEED RUN right towards the car. 






RADIO ANNOUNCER (V.O.)




...are said to be highly dangerous and




homicidal, completely deaf to reason




and rationale...

Clive looks up at his father, about to say something possibly warm and loving and sitcommy, but instead he gets a glimpse of the HORRIFYING UNDEAD GHOUL running full-tilt right towards Morgan’s window. 

What was once a normal human being is now a monstrous running corpse, crazy wide eyes red with blood. Half of its face has been savagely torn off, revealing the bare musculature beneath. It runs with the most terrifying animal-like gait, like something attempting to be human but failing miserably. It’s face is transfixed with an eternal snarl, mouth gaping open as if frozen. 

A beast. A zombie.

And it smashes right through Morgan’s window. 






MORGAN




JESUS— 

Neither of them have time to react. The zombie grabs onto Morgan’s left arm, bites into it, and viciously RIPS out a chunk of flesh. Morgan screams as loud as he possibly can as a spray of blood erupts from the wound, splashing against the windshield, and his own panicked son.

Morgan throws a punch with his one good arm, pushing the ghoul away from the car. With Morgan’s flesh still in its bloodied mouth, the zombie screams angrily at them and comes back for more.

Without hesitation Morgan steps on the gas and drives the fuck out of there. 

EXT. SUBURBAN LANDSCAPE - SAME

The black sedan gets the hell out of dodge. The zombie is running with all of its vicious strength after the moving vehicle. All in the middle of an empty suburban road, littered with small, quaint houses.

INT. MORGAN’S CAR - CONT’D

The once somber tone has now become that of complete panic. Morgan is attempting in desperation to handle the car with one arm while battling blood loss with the other. 

Clive, fraught with panic, rips off part of his jacket and tries to fashion it around the wound, but he’s too shaky to tie it around properly.






CLIVE




OH GOD... OH GOD... What the FUCK




was that? Dad, PULL OVER! 






MORGAN




I CAN’T! It’s still on us!

Clive turns and sees that the zombie is indeed still in pursuit. Watching it run towards them chills the teenager to his very soul.






CLIVE




What the hell is it??

He looks over to his dad, whose eyes slowly begin to close. Morgan’s starting to pass out.






CLIVE




DAD! DAD! STAY WITH ME HERE!

In frantic desperation, Clive snaps wildly at his father’s face several times, but it doesn’t faze Morgan whatsoever. He even gives Morgan a hard slap. Nothing. 

Clive’s shaking hands try to go for the wheel, and the moment he does, he sees that there’s a car barreling right towards them.






CLIVE




SHIT!

His hands clasp onto the wheel, and nothing but sheer will and determination manage to steer them. He swerves, HARD, avoiding the other car, but screeching off the side of the road.

EXT. ROADSIDE - DITCH

Morgan’s black sedan tips a little too much and rolls over as it smashes down into the deep ditch surrounded by grass and brush. The vehicle lands with a resounding crash. 

The other car, meanwhile, plows right into the zombie - sending it sky high - and continues racing down the road. The zombie lets loose a guttural noise as it lands, very hard, on the pavement. So hard that we hear the ghoul’s skull crack, sickeningly. 

A beat.

The zombie’s eyes. A dull, emotionless gray. Smoke from the overturned car enters frame to obscure this unsettling image.











BLACK OUT

TITLE CARD:


D A R K   T O M O R R O W

Various footage from scratchy home movies are interspersed with the opening credits. The footage depicts a happy young son, a handsome doting father, and a somewhat disinterested mother celebrating a birthday party. 






FATHER (V.O.)





(handling the camera)




How old are you, there, Clive?

The young boy, a smile stretched from ear to ear, holds up seven fingers to the shaking camera.






MORGAN (V.O.)




Wow. You’re getting old, aren’t you?




Isn’t he, honey?

The mother, LAUREN, is sitting at a table with the birthday cake, smiling vaguely. She’s a woman of Japanese descent, mid-30s, pretty but incredibly worn.  






LAUREN




He’s getting big.






CLIVE




I’m bigger than a giraffe!






MORGAN (V.O.)




Bigger than a giraffe?? 

Clive nods happily hops out of the room, with the energy that only a seven year old boy celebrating his birthday could.






MORGAN (V.O.)




Hear that, honey? Bigger than a




giraffe...

The last bit of footage seen is Lauren staring out the bay window of the kitchen, wanting to be anywhere but here. She looks down at her unlit cigarette, forlorn, and lights it up.











FADE IN

A closed eye, slowly fluttering open. A small moment of peace.

WIDER revealing a scene unlike that of the tranquility of that opened the movie. Clive is shrugged against his seat, in obvious pain. As his eyes widen, his right hand absently moves to his face. He feels blood.

Clive squints the low light out of his eyes, and he realises, suddenly. The car ceiling is below him.

ANGLE: The black sedan in the ditch. It’s turned right upside down.

Struggling with his seat belt, Clive squirms free from his constraints and allows himself to fall onto the ceiling of the car. He coughs loudly, dazed and bloody, bruises everywhere. 

After allowing himself a moment, he looks over to see his father. Hanging by the straps of his seat belt, Morgan is frighteningly still. It takes Clive a moment to realise that he’s lying in a pool of his own father’s blood.


Clive lurches up immediately, wanting to scream at the top of his lungs, but not a sound comes out of his throat. Instead he clings onto his father, who’s still caught upside-down. His hands find Morgan’s neck, searching frantically for a pulse. A sign. Anything.

After a beat, he stops. Clive doesn’t find what he’s looking for.

The boy clings harder to his dad, unable to let go. The searing pain of loss and tragedy sweeps through him, ensnares him, refusing to let go.

EXT. ROADSIDE DITCH - CONT’D (DUSK)

A somber moment of silence passes. Clive crawls out from underneath the totaled car, scratches all over his arms, hair matted down with blood, looking like he himself was resurrected from death.

He shakily finds his footing in the deep burrow, tall grass obscuring his vision. Unsteady hands wipe at his cheeks, although tear stains  and blood have already streaked his face. Clive carefully begins to climb up the ditch and onto the road above.

EXT. ROAD - CONT’D

Clive stumbles as he reaches it, a long stretch of pavement connecting his native suburbia to downtown Toronto. He falls to his knees, coughing and retching. After a moment of recovery, the boy looks up.

The first thing his eyes find is the dead zombie lying a few feet away from him, in a pool of its own blood and brains. The same vile creature that attacked his father. Anger briefly pulsates through his body.

Then… Clive’s eyes find something else.

CLIVE’S POV: Off in the distance is an awe-inspiring view of the downtown core of the city. Except “awe” is the last thing this view would now inspire: cars have piled up on the city streets, buildings have been ransacked and destroyed, half the fucking metropolis is on fire, and the terrible moans and screams of thousands fill the air. 

PUSH IN ON CLIVE, as the sun sets quietly behind him. He stares at the city with unrestrained sadness and terror, fear mounting inside of him with every breath he takes. He remains frightfully still as the wind whips his black, bloodied hair away from his face.

The sound of police sirens wail in the background. The place where he once called home has now been laid under siege.

And then... 

A sudden, shrill scream scares the fuck out of him.






WOMAN (O.S.)




HELP ME!!! SOMEBODY – OH GOD!!!

Clive immediately turns around to see a young woman in her late 20s, off in the near distance, being chased down by THREE UNDEAD BEASTS, shrieking and screaming at her ravenously. Clive can only watch as they finally catch up with her and violently tackle her to the ground. 

He quickly turns back around upon the sound of tearing flesh and helpless screaming. Clive begins to move quickly, but another sound catches his ear - something coming from Morgan’s car.

Surprised, Clive looks back down into the ditch and jumps back into it, not a thought in his head that doesn’t involve rescuing his father.






CLIVE



(hoping against hope)




Dad?? Oh God, Dad - please...

He ducks his head low to look into the car, and is immediately met with a bloodied hand shooting right at his face, fingers clenched, ready to kill. Clive jumps back, his heart leaping into his throat.






CLIVE




DAD?! DAD, WE HAVE TO GET OUT OF–

Clive can’t finish his sentence, for he sees what his father has become. MORGAN, eyes milky white, blood streaking all over his body in crimson track marks, has come back to life as a monster. From his mouth erupts a guttural growl so chilling and bestial that it freezes Clive immediately.

He stares at his dad, hopelessly lost, just like a little child.






CLIVE




...dad...?





Clive screams as Morgan leaps right onto him. He’s taken by surprise and is knocked to the ground.






CLIVE




DAD?!?

The weight of his undead father is pinning him down. Clive struggles to keep Morgan’s teeth from his neck - his father’s mouth widens and the same horrible growl escapes from it again. Clive looks into his father’s eyes, flashing him a look of absolute terror and confusion. 

In Morgan’s eyes, Clive sees no life, memory, emotion, or semblance of his former self.

Only hunger.

Clive struggles wildly, feeling the zombie’s saliva on his face. Rank and fetid. Summoning a strength he never thought he had, Clive pushes the horrible monster right off of him. 

Wasting no time, he desperately climbs out of the ditch and runs for his fucking life.

EXT. APARTMENT TOWERS - NEIGHBORHOOD - CONT’D

The road leads directly into a large street dominated by apartment buildings, tall and imposing. Clive races through, retching at the sight of numerous dead bodies surrounding every square inch of the area. 

As soon as Clive leaves frame, Morgan comes into view, emerging from the path Clive entered from. The zombie moves quickly through, legs galloping, arms contorted and broken from the car accident.

But the monster doesn’t care. It feels no pain, only the need to feed.

EXT. INTERSECTION - NEIGHBORHOOD - CONT’D

Clive emerges from a small pathway between two apartment towers and continues running for his life. His eyes fall upon his original destination for this morning - CAMPBELL HIGH SCHOOL - a large, gothic, ivy-covered building that one might mistake for an old university building. 

He races towards it, navigating through all the various crashed cars randomly littered along the streets. Morgan emerges a moment later and is once again immediately drawn to Clive’s running figure.

EXT. CAMPBELL HIGH SCHOOL - CONT’D

Clive runs up to the front doors and frantically tries to open them, fists banging and voice screaming, but they’ve been dead bolted. He wastes precious seconds attempting to rip them open, but it’s a lost cause.

The boy fearfully turns around and sees the zombie that was once his father quickly approaching. Clive tries the doors one last time, and then moves on. 

He runs toward the side of the huge building and sees that a window looking into the administrative office has been left wide open. Bloody hand prints are smeared all over the glass, like an obscure painting. Without hesitation, Clive dives into the window.

INT. ADMINISTRATIVE OFFICE - CAMPBELL HIGH - CONT’D

A fairly large office area, with separate rooms for the offices of the principal, vice principal, as well as an open area sectioned off for the various secretaries. 

It’s empty. Cold.

Clive manages to get to his feet. He immediately closes the window and draws the curtain, shrouding the entire office in darkness. His hands scramble over the tops of several desks, searching for a phone. Finds one. 

Quickly, he brings the receiver to his ear, a shred of hope surging through him... and it’s all gone when he hears nothing but dull white noise emanating from the other line.






CLIVE




FUCK!

Clive angrily rips the phone from its cord and hurls it across the room. It lands with a satisfying crash. His hands grope through the darkness, until he comes upon a flashlight lying on one of the secretaries’ desk.

BANG!

Morgan slams his fists against the window, his dark figure made faint by the curtains that Clive drew. Jumping out of his skin, Clive moves quickly away from the window and shakily turns on the flashlight.

In a split second, a single beam of light pierces through the darkness and illuminates Clive’s surroundings. It looks like a tornado has gone through the place. Chairs and tables are overturned, papers thrown everywhere, a horrible stench permeating the air...

Clive points his flashlight directly underneath him and sees that he’s been standing over a mutilated corpse of a secretary the entire time. The secretary’s stomach has been ripped open, her intestinal tract pulled out and eaten, her head twisted right off. Her face is frozen in an endless expression of pain.

One hand on his mouth, Clive stumbles away from the horrible sight (and smell) as he feels his breakfast rising into his throat.

At the window, Morgan continues banging against it. The glass begins to crack, spider-webs of broken lines spreading quickly.

INT. HALLWAY - CAMPBELL HIGH - MOMENTS LATER

A long corridor, rows of lockers lining either side of the hall. A gigantic window at the very end of the corridor provides the only source of light. 

Clive appears from around a corner. He walks through unsteadily, fear mounting with every step, his breathing confined to quick, sharp intakes of air. He tries his best to keep his eyes away from the blood-smeared lockers.

The distant clanging of footsteps against metal causes Clive to pause. Survivors? Or something else?

A long moment of fear.

He decides to keep moving, quickening his steps. Clive disappears around an intersection in the hallway, reacting as he comes upon a pile of four dead bodies. Teachers and staff, savagely ripped apart, viscera adorning the floor. 






CLIVE



(low)





Christ...

Clive keeps moving. What he doesn’t see is the pair of eyes in the body heap deliberately tracing his every movement.

INT. GYMNASIUM - CAMPBELL - CONT’D

A large gymnasium shrouded in darkness. Clive peeks his head in through the front doors, his mouth moistening his dry lips. His shaky hands switch on his flashlight. The single beam of light slices through various parts of the gym.

A single, bloodied basketball is rolling slowly across the gym floor, leaving behind it a crimson trail. Clive carefully steps into the gym, and his eyes immediately spot the exit doors laying wide open way on the other side. The low sunlight of dusk is pouring in through them.

Clive is conflicted. It’s a way out, but it’s also an invitation for more of the undead menace. 

The bloodied basketball gently hits a wall and rolls off into a completely different direction, slower this time. 

Clive moves silently toward the exit doors, his heart beating a mile a minute. There’s a suffocating sense of dread hanging in the gym – Clive knows there’s something else inside it with him, but he doesn’t want to linger on it. 

He keeps walking toward the beacon of dusk light, slow and steady.

A PAINED SCREAM.

It strikes Clive like a punch in the face.

He instinctually begins to walk faster towards the exit doors, but is cut off as a zombie suddenly emerges from the darkness and steps right in front of him. It’s a grotesque monster, one who died a terrible death. You can see it in what’s left of its face.

Clive stumbles back and screams - loud - igniting the screams and roars of several other zombies hiding in the shadows. They all emerge at the same time, Clive’s flashlight cuts through the lot of them quickly. A dozen gory beasts, with one collective motive. 

His flashlight beam runs across a familiar, if bloody face. His father. 

It dawns on him, then, that the man is no longer aligned with him or anyone living. He’s a flesh-hungry monstrosity.

And Clive is fucking surrounded.

The one zombie that Clive originally stumbled into suddenly breaks into a run, arms extended towards the helpless teenager. But it’s stopped dead in its tracks when the back of it’s head is blown right off.

In a spray of blood, bone, and brain, the zombie falls to the floor and skids to a bloody halt right at Clive’s feet.

MORE ZOMBIES MOVE IN. As a result, more zombies have their heads blown right off their shoulders. Clive jerks as he’s hit with spray after spray of the grotesque blood of the ghouls who, a scant few seconds ago, were ready to rip him apart.

BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!

He catches a quick glimpse of Morgan having the top of his head blown off. Clive reacts as he watches the zombie sink to the ground, limp and lifeless. 

BLAM! BLAM!

As the last zombie crumbles uselessly to the floor, a cold, shivering Clive is the only one left standing. Frightened, he throws a glance toward the exit doors. 

A tall, dark figure is silhouetted in the frame, backlit against the harsh light beaming in from the outside. Clive squints, trying to make out detail in the mysterious silhouette.






MYSTERIOUS PERSON




Are you bitten?

Clive’s face screws up in confusion. He doesn’t understand. Speech is attempted, but words remain unformed.






MYSTERIOUS PERSON





(again, angrily)




Are you BITTEN?

Clive still can’t answer. He’s frozen. Shocked.

The silhouette steps closer into the gym, finally made visible.

He’s a man, around six-feet tall, with dark features. Ruggedly handsome, but he hides it with a perpetual scowl on his face. Looks to be in his mid 30s. With a double-barreled shotgun in hand (pointed right at Clive, nonetheless), worn out jeans, a flannel shirt, and a few days’ growth of beard, this man looks like an unhinged lumberjack.

The man’s eyes scans the face, neck, and arms of Clive. He spies blood and bruises, but nothing that looks like a bite mark.






MAN




You’re not armed, are you?

Scared to death and shaking, Clive manages to shake his head briefly. Recognizing the fear in the boy’s eyes, the man takes his shotgun’s aim off of Clive, holding it casually. He motions with his head, almost grudgingly, towards the exit doors.






MAN




Come on.

The man turns and walks out of the gym. Dumbfounded, Clive finally manages to speak.






CLIVE




It’s not safe out there.

With a scoff, the man keeps going.






MAN




Yeah? Sure as hell isn’t safe




in here.

Clive, breathing shakily and looking like the faintest breeze could knock him over, follows the man out.

EXT. CAMPBELL HIGH SCHOOL - PARKING LOT - CONT’D

The man emerges from the gymnasium, shotgun primed and ready, stepping onto the black pavement. Several cars are parked here, many have cracked windows and are doused with gore.

Clive comes out from the gym, pensive as ever. He summons up what little courage he has, and walks up to the man.






CLIVE




Do you know what those things are?






MAN




What?






CLIVE




Those... those things... that






attacked me...






MAN




Isn’t it obvious? 

Clive stares at him blankly. The man rolls his annoyed eyes. He addreses Clive like he would a small child.






MAN




They look human... they look dead... 




they eat other humans...

Clive still doesn’t react. Doesn’t know what the hell he’s talking about. Fed up, the man finally blurts it out.






MAN




They’re fucking ZOMBIES, kid! 




They should be teaching you 




this shit in school.

The man moves with unwavering resolve through the parking lot, gripping his shotgun carefully, aiming it from car, to car. Clive stays close behind him, although he still remains unsure of the man’s character.






CLIVE




Who are you?

A beat. The man doesn’t answer.






CLIVE




My name is Clive...






MAN




Congratulations.

They come upon a car, a red sporty one, that seems to be untouched. The man tries the doors. They’re locked.






CLIVE




I told you my name.






MAN




And I said “congratulations”.






CLIVE




You could at least do the same.

The man throws Clive a hard glare.






MAN




Kid. Look around us.





(motions around)




Just look. This is the fucking




end of civilization. Do you




actually think names matter,




anymore?

Clive regards the man strangely. For the purposes of the script, the man will from now on by referred to as “Ghost”. Clive, not really knowing what else to say, points his eyes to the ground shamefully.






CLIVE




...well... sorry...

Ghost suddenly smashes in the driver’s window, which causes Clive to jump. He gropes around inside for a moment, unlocks it, then looks at Clive. Ghost motions to the car, as if showing off a new gift.






GHOST




Hop in. 

INT. CAR - CONT’D

Clive enters through the passenger’s side and sits down. He catches a glimpse of himself in the rearview mirror. Dark patches of blood dry on his face. A shiver runs down his back as he watches Ghost attempt to hot-wire the car.






GHOST




C’mon now girl... don’t let me down...

Clive watches for a few more moments, dozens upon dozens of questions flooding him. They start to spill out.






CLIVE




Where the hell did they come from?

A beat. Ghost doesn’t answer.






CLIVE




If they’re dead, how can they run?

Another beat. Another non-answer.






CLIVE




Why do they eat other people?

Ghost crosses the right wires, and the car miraculously springs to life. 






CLIVE




Where are the police? The military?




How come–






He’s silenced as the DOUBLE-BARRELED SHOTGUN IS POINTED RIGHT AT HIS FACE. Ghost stares at Clive, burning off intensity like it was going out of style. He presses the shotgun forward threateningly.






GHOST




What do you wanna know, huh? Tell 




me. Tell me, kid. WHAT DO YOU WANT 




TO KNOW?

Clive stares back at Ghost with a newfound resolve. He answers calmly, but the pain in his voice is all too clear.






CLIVE




I want to know why I had to watch




my own father die.

Ghost isn’t sure what to say. The sudden, bare emotion laid before him is shocking, perhaps more shocking than any undead monster. 

Very slowly, very quietly, Ghost withdraws the shotgun, and lays it gently on his lap. He puts his hands to the steering wheel.






GHOST





(barely audible)




I don’t know any more than you do.

There’s a silence. It seems to last forever. Feeling Clive’s eyes on him, Ghost pulls the car in reverse and silently backs it out of its parking space.

EXT. CAMPBELL HIGH SCHOOL - PARKING LOT - SAME

The red sports car nearly plows into a crashed van as it pulls out, and then zooms out of the parking lot at top speed.











FADE TO

EXT. SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - ROAD - LITTLE LATER

Ghost’s car races through the desolate, abandoned area, populated only by the shrill, subtle moaning of the undead off in the distance. 

On the road lies a severed hand, surrounded by a large pile of blood and flesh. The red sports car zooms past it. It twitches statically.

INT. GHOST’S CAR - SAME

Ghost is focused solely on the road. Clive, feeling a smudge bit carsick, quickly buckles his seatbelt. 






CLIVE




Where are we gonna go?






GHOST




I don’t know.

Clive gives him a look.






GHOST




It’s really not the destination




that matters, kid.

Clive gives him another look.






CLIVE




That’s a nice valedictorian speech.






GHOST




I’m just saying, we have to get 




the hell out of dodge. Doesn’t




matter where we go. As long as




it’s not fucked up like this place. 

Clive glances out of his window. Several houses have been set ablaze. He looks away, disturbed. Ghost watches him carefully out of the corner of his eye.






GHOST




What?






CLIVE




It’s nothing.





(then)




This was my neighborhood.

An awkward beat. Clive breathes heavily, desperate to switch topics.






CLIVE




There’s a, uh... my grandparents




own a farm out in Aurora. It’s




pretty much in the middle of 




nowhere. I think that would




be a nice place. Safe.






GHOST




Uh huh.






CLIVE




Or maybe we could shelter ourselves




in at the Eaton Center. Big mall.




Lots of food...






GHOST




Yeah, for those zombies, maybe.




You know how many assholes head




straight to a mall in times of




a crisis? 

Clive leans back in his chair, exasperated.






CLIVE




Well where are we gonna go?




An island? With a huge military




base and lots of guns and 





weapons and missiles?

After a beat, Ghost turns to him, completely serious.






GHOST




You got a boat?

Clive shoots a look back at him, exasperated. Looking out of his window, he stares mournfully at his world gone awry.











FADE TO

EXT. ROAD - FREEWAY - MOVING SHOT - LATER

The sun is setting, painting the sky with a gorgeous palette of orange, pink, and red. The city below it, however, paints a much more sinister picture.

The red sports car drives up to the freeway, which connects this tiny suburb to the downtown core of Toronto. But the freeway has been piled with crashed cars, broken glass, blood, and body parts littering the ghastly scene, making an escape absolutely impossible.

INT. GHOST’S CAR - CONT’D

Both Ghost and Clive gaze upon the scene with subdued terror. Ghost smashes his fists against the wheel, annoyance surging up into his body.






GHOST




Jesus FUCKING Christ.

CLIVE’S POV: The car in front of them. The rear window is obscured by crimson gore, but a still figure can be seen slumped up against it.






CLIVE





(frightened)




What do we do? 






GHOST




Hell if I know.

Ghost tries the radio, but there’s nothing but static.






CLIVE




You know, maybe this is a good 




thing. This is the 401... it 




leads right into the city... 




there are probably more of 




them there.






GHOST




This way also leads right to a 




military blockade. They got guns 




there. You hear me? They also 




have food, water, and if we’re 




lucky, a fucking helicopter to 




get us out of this shit hole.






CLIVE




Why are they holing themselves up?




Haven’t they tried to rescue anyone?






GHOST





(scoffing)




The military? The only thing they’re




good at is covering their own asses. 

Looking back out into the congested freeway, Clive can’t help but feel a sliver of hope escape from him.






CLIVE




So what do we do?






GHOST




You asked me that already. And I




still don’t know.

A moment. In a burst of anger, Ghost punches the steering wheel again. This time it sets off the car horn, causing both Ghost and Clive to jump.

EXT. FREEWAY - CONT’D

The shrill horn rings through the barren, lifeless stretch of road. This incites several instances of movement throughout many of the crashed cars.

Dark figures stir within the vehicles, and a familiar, horrible groaning once again fills the air. 

INT. GHOST’S CAR - SAME

The figure in the car in front of them suddenly rises, turns, and punches through the rear window, crawling out of the car and onto the ground.

Zombies emerge from cars all throughout the freeway, every single one of them pinpointing Ghost’s car as a primary means of food. 

Ghost wordlessly hits the gas and reverses the car quickly, spinning it around into the opposite direction. The zombie that punched through the glass, a tall, blonde, naked woman with all of the flesh missing from the right side of her body, runs right at them..

A WHOLE ARMY OF UNDEAD comes sprinting past crashed vehicles and other corpses, headed right in Ghost and Clive’s direction. Men, women, children, it doesn’t matter what they once were. Right now, they’re monsters. And they’re running right at our heroes.

Ghost's foot pressed down hard on the gas.

Clive turns and sees the naked she-zombie, and another zombie, a grotesque man missing his left arm and right leg, have jumped onto the back side of the car.






GHOST




SHIT!

The she-zombie smashes through the rear window, as it did in it’s own car, and climbs in through the backseat. The limb-deficient zombie follows, its red, rotting teeth snapping horribly. 






GHOST




KID - DRIVE!






CLIVE




WHAT?






GHOST




DRIVE! DRIVE!

She-Zombie’s hand reaches over and grabs Ghost by the neck, pulling him over with amazing strength. Clive leans over and clasps hands with the wheel, desperately attempting to steer as Ghost grabs his shotgun. 

He smashes the underside of his boot against the limb-lacking zombie’s face, and butts the She-Zombie in the nose with his rifle, but they keep coming at him.

Clive barely manages to swerve around a burning car in the middle of the street. In the near distance, the screams of dozens can be heard. 

Ghost pumps his double-barreled shotgun and blasts the She-Zombie in the face. It, and the limb-deficient zombie right behind it, manage to have both their heads explode in a disgusting splash of gore and flecks of skull. The blast manages to blow out the nearest window.

A beat.

Ghost is breathing hard, having received the brunt of the gory blow-up. Wiping the shit off of his face, he looks out the broken rear window, seeing the army of zombies are still racing toward the car. Their numbers seem to have grown.






GHOST




Keep goin’.






CLIVE




Where??






GHOST 




Don’t matter. Just don’t let 




them catch up.

Clive manages to get his entire body into the driver’s seat, hands slick with sweat. He navigates past several more crashed cars.

Ghost grabs the headless She-Zombie, drags it toward the rear window, and HURLS IT OUT onto the street. It lands with a thud and rolls over several times, and it even manages to trip several zombies. He then takes the limb-and-now-head deficient zombie and does the same thing, and as predicted, more zombies are felled thanks to one of their dead comrades. 

Several more are left, however, and it doesn’t look like they’ll tire any time soon. Ghost pumps his shotgun and open fires on the hideous beasts, aiming mainly at their legs. Four zombies discover the luxury of having their kneecaps blown out by gunfire. 

Clive watches the action with a mixture of fascination and horror from the rearview mirror. There are five ghouls left. Suddenly, Clive steps on the breaks, causing the car to come to a screeching halt. 

The zombies are unable to stop their momentum. Each of them crash right into the back of the car, so powerfully that they’re catapulted into the air. CLOSE UP of one zombie, a rotting corpse of a man in a sharp business suit, as he falls right to the ground. He lands on the pavement, right on his neck. It makes an audible snap. 

The four remaining zombies rise to their feet with broken, disjointed limbs. One by one, Ghost takes their heads out. And one by one, they fall to the ground, not a skull between them. 

Both breathing heavily, Ghost turns around to Clive, and motions for him to keep driving. Clive turns back around and does just that.











FADE TO

EXT. PARK - FOREST - NIGHT

A little wooden sign reads, “WELCOME TO ARGENTO PARK”. It consists of a quaint little playground, a large soccer field, and a pond, all standing before a particularly menacing looking forest. 

The red sports car trudges along across the soccer field, on its very last legs. Eventually it comes to a complete stop. Soon, Clive and Ghost, looking very much like zombies themselves with all the dried blood coating them, emerge from the damaged vehicle. 

They watch the playground, looking rather sinister in the glow of moonlight. The swings sway ominously in the night wind. The jungle gym itself looks undisturbed. 

Ghost moves first, letting the tip of his shotgun lead. Clive stays close behind him. They move silently across the soccer field and towards the playground, calculating every move, eyeing every dark space. 

They move slowly past the pond. The reflections of Ghost and Clive glide across the unbroken, glassy surface as pure moonlight shimmers onto it.

Clive is gripping his flashlight pretty tightly, but the street lamps are still thankfully working, so he doesn’t need to use it. 

On one of the swaying swing seats sits a forgotten teddy bear. In the near distance, Ghost and Clive approach, eyes unsteadily scanning their untested surroundings. 

Wind swept leaves dance across a nearby path as Ghost steps onto the disturbed sand of the playground. It looks relatively safe. Clive walks up to join him.






GHOST




We’ll rest here for a bit.

Clive nods at him. Looks at the sand.






GHOST




What? What’s wrong now?

Clive shakes his head, waves his hand dismissively.






CLIVE




It’s nothing.






GHOST




You tired? 

The teen shrugs his shoulders, walks over to a bench near the swing set and sits down. Sighing.






CLIVE




Pretty damn tired, yeah.

He rests his elbows on his legs, rubbing his eyes. Ghost sighs too, but for a different reason. He walks toward the bench and takes a seat next to Clive. Rests his shotgun next to the bench.






GHOST




You wanna sleep?






CLIVE




No, no, I’ll be alright.






GHOST




I don’t want you slowing me down.






CLIVE




And being asleep wouldn’t?






GHOST




Well I’d wake you the fuck up




if anything happened, you can 




count on that.

Clive thinks. Ponders. He looks up at Ghost, curious.






CLIVE




Why did you take me with you?

Ghost looks back at him, almost surprised. It takes a while for him to form the words.






GHOST




You weren’t armed. 






CLIVE




And if I was?






GHOST




I would have left you.






CLIVE




So you’re basing your humanity




on whether or not somebody owns




a gun?






GHOST




Don’t fucking smart mouth with




me. I saved your life.

Clive looks at him, astonished, then understanding.






CLIVE





(quietly)




I know. And I owe you mine.

A beat. Ghost stares at a crack in the ground. Clive watches him, feeling terrible.






CLIVE




I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to




sound like-






GHOST





(tersely)




Don’t. 

Ghost’s eyes find his. Neither of them can say anything. Until...






GHOST




Do you know how to fire a gun?






CLIVE




No...

Ghost rises to his feet, and Clive does the same. Ghost reaches down and rips out a handgun strapped to his ankle. Clive observes it with rising worry.

TIME CUT: A minute or so later, Clive has his hands wrapped around the gun, pointing it right at a tree. Ghost stands behind him, his hands and arms over Clive’s, guiding him through a demonstration.






GHOST




Just aim...

CLIVE’S POV: He aims the sight of the gun at a stray branch above the tree. 






GHOST




...pull...

Clive pulls back the hammer, his eyes staring unwaveringly at his target.






GHOST




...and squeeze.

CLOSE UP: Clive’s finger poised over the gun’s trigger. Without a moment’s hesitation, he squeezes. 

The gun fires, and the recoil surprises Clive, enough to jolt him backwards. Ghost catches him before he falls, and they both watch as Clive’s bullet ricochets off the side of the tree, unleashing a small flicker of dry bark.

Ghost can’t help but chuckle to himself. Clive stands back upright, staring at Ghost incredulously.






CLIVE




That was my first time. A little




understanding would be nice.






GHOST




You’ll get better, kid.






CLIVE




Yeah?






GHOST




Count on it. 

Clive raises the gun again. Aims. Pulls. Squeezes. He hits the branch this time. As it falls lifelessly to the ground, he flashes Ghost a grin.






CLIVE




Eh? 






GHOST




Not bad. But I’d save your bullets.






CLIVE




Right. Sorry.

Ghost tosses Clive a small box of spare handgun bullets. As Clive observes it and places it in his pocket, Ghost walks up to the boy, serious in tone.






GHOST




It’s your gun, now. If you get left




behind... I wont come back for you.

Clive’s eyes immediately go to his.






GHOST




Just like if I get left behind, 




you’re not coming back for me.




Do you understand? 

There’s a moment between them. Before Clive can answer...

BLAM! BLAM!

Two shots are fired into the air, right in their direction. The second shot nicks Ghost in the arm. He lets out a cry of surprise and pain as Clive quickly brings him to the ground.






GHOST




-the FUCK??

Clive peeks out from behind the bench they’ve taken cover behind. HIS POV: A figure with a gun and a flashlight is barely visible behind a large oak tree. The very one Clive was once taking aim at. He squints as the flashlight beam passes his eyes.






CLIVE




Don’t shoot! We’re not – 





(tries to think of





what to say)




We’re ALIVE!

He puts down his handgun next to the bench, puts his hands in the air. The flashlight beam pins the gun down. 

Silence. A hushed murmur from behind the tree. 






GHOST





(under his breath, 





grasping his arm)




Don’t tell me a zombie learned how




to use a fucking glock...  

Clive and Ghost watch as three people emerge from behind the gargantuan oak. 

First is an attractive woman in her late 20s, long blonde hair, and penetrating blue eyes. With a high-powered flashlight in her left hand and a glock in her right, she has the stance and demeanor of a female cop. She’s casually clothed, however. This is ROSE.

Second is a handsome man, also in his late 20s. Chewing on a piece of straw, he’s a rogue-ish, sarcastic sort, with wild spiky hair and an attitude to match. Looks to be a military punk. He’s cradling an awesome sniper-rifle. This is CHRIS.

Last is a small mouse-y girl with flowing brown hair. Around the same age as Clive, maybe a year younger. She’s diminutive and cute, although the bloodied machete being carried in her right hand would suggest that she’s not one to cross, either. This is BECCA.






ROSE




Oh, holy Jesus, I am so sorry. 




Did I hurt anyone?






GHOST





(clutching his bleeding arm)




You sure fucking did!

Chris defensively raises his rifle. He speaks with a heavy British cockney accent.






CHRIS




Hey, who the hell do you think




you’re raising your voice to?






ROSE





(sternly)




Chris. Shut up.

Clive watches the three of them approach, a little unsure. He takes off his jacket, rips a large strip of it, and begins wrapping it over Ghost’s wound.






GHOST




The hell are you people?






ROSE




My name’s Rose Chambers. I’m an 




officer serving at the Toronto 




Police Department. Division 413. 

She quickly flashes them her badge, but it’s really not needed. She effortlessly commands authority and attention the way only a cop can.






ROSE




This is Chris.

Chris nods at them, although it’s clear that he’s annoyed.






ROSE




There’s not much to say about him.






CLIVE




Really? Nothing at all?






CHRIS




There’s not much to me.






GHOST





(under his breath)




Except that Deportation has




found a new poster child.






ROSE




Well... if you’re going to prod,




he was born in Liverpool… is a 




top sniper… and was recently 




discharged from the army.








CHRIS





(under his breath)




Their fucking loss...

Rose walks around to Becca, putting an affectionate hand on her shoulder.






ROSE




The little one here is Becca.




She’s my little sister. She’s




a mute. Communicates through




sign language.

Becca hand signs something to them, smiling.






ROSE




She says it’s nice to meet




the both of you.

Clive manages a polite smile, but Ghost can’t wipe the scowl from his face.






GHOST




So... police etiquette for meeting




people is shooting them in the




arm, is it?






ROSE





(embarassed)




Again, I apologize...






CLIVE




It’s okay, Rose. It barely nicked him.

He throws Ghost a “Shut up, alright?” look, then turns back to them.






CLIVE




I’m Clive. This here is John Doe.




Not to be confused with the 




cancelled tv-show, about that 




guy who knows everything. Or,




you know, any other John Doe.

Chris watches Ghost with a suspecting glance, and whispers to Rose.






CHRIS




See any bites on them?






ROSE





(whispering back)




No. They look clean.

Becca walks over to Clive and Ghost, kneels down, and grabs two water bottles from her backpack. She offers it to them. 






CLIVE




Oh, thanks. 

He takes it from her. Becca holds up the other bottle to Ghost, who regards her skeptically for a second. Seeing her earnestness, he takes it from her.






GHOST





(quietly)




Thank you. 



Becca nods at Ghost, and smiles at him. Ghost doesn’t return the smile, but he still appreciates it. As Clive and Ghost take huge gulps of water, Rose steps up, holstering her gun.








ROSE




Well, it’s good to see we’re 




not the only ones left alive 




in this city.






CLIVE 




I second that.






CHRIS




Lovely how only a tragedy like this

can bring wankers like us together.

Becca, annoyed, signs something to Chris, and from his reaction, she didn’t say anything particularly nice.






CLIVE




Do you guys know anything about what




happened? I figured, you’re with




the police... there had to be




something... some sort of sign...






ROSE




I don’t know everything, Clive.




Just that it’s some sort of virus,




or maybe a parasite. It spreads




with one bite, slowly killing you.




And the moment you’re dead, you 




come back. Different. 






CHRIS




It’s chillingly simple. 






CLIVE




Come back as what?






GHOST





(annoyed)




As a zombie! Christ, kid, I’ve 




been over this with you.






ROSE




Uh, well, as your friend so 




eloquently put it... the 




hosts do enter a sort of




zombie-like state.






CLIVE




But they can run. Am I the 




only one who sees a problem 




with that? When somebody dies, 




they get rigor mortis, right? 




So how would that make running




possible?

Rose gives Chris a look. Neither of them know. 






ROSE




I really don’t know, Clive.




I’m sorry.

Ghost begins to stands up. Clive helps him, but Ghost shoos him off.






GHOST




I apologize for the kid here. 




Doesn’t really know when to stop 




asking dumb questions.






CLIVE




Hey.






ROSE




Clive, it’s okay. They’re not 




dumb questions. 

Chris, annoyed, finally speaks up.






CHRIS




If we’re done with the brouhaha, 




may I suggest we move our arses? 




Those zombies can be surprisingly 




silent.

Becca taps Rose on the shoulder and signs something to her. Rose nods.






ROSE




Alright. Pack up your stuff, you




guys are coming with us.






GHOST




Where are you going?






ROSE




Through there. 

She motions toward the path leading into the LARGE FOREST. Ghost and Clive pale at the sight of it.






GHOST




No fucking away.






ROSE




I’m sorry? 






GHOST




There’s no light in there, 




it’s easy to get lost, not 




to mention that it’s probably 




filled to the fucking brim




with those corpses.






CLIVE





(correcting him)




Running corpses.

Rose speaks to Ghost in a calm manner calculated after several years of crisis training.






ROSE




We have flashlights, the path 




will take us right through to 




the other side of the forest, 




and there’s enough firepower 




between all of us to dispatch 




whatever necessary.






CLIVE




Why are we going through there 




in the first place?






CHRIS






The clock tower’s on the other side.

A beat. Chris taps his sniper-rifle gently. Clive exchanges a look with Ghost, and they both lean forward, expectantly. 






CLIVE




...and?






ROSE




And it’s one of four police 




designated extraction points 




in the city. They’re designed




specifically for emergency air 




lift evacuations. 






GHOST




So... you’re saying we can signal 




a chopper and get the fuck off of 




this city?






ROSE




I wouldn’t use those exact words, 




but yes, that’s correct.


 


(cocking her handgun)




Follow me.

She walks toward the path, designating herself as the leader. Rose kisses Becca on the head as she passes her. Becca and Chris follow after her silently.

Ghost and Clive look to one another. Ghost makes a sweeping hand motion.






GHOST




After you.

Clive begins to walk, but stops. Turns around. Something’s bothering him.






GHOST




Come on, kid, you’re not in line




for a Hillary Duff concert. 




Move your ass.






CLIVE




You know... if you had gotten 




left behind... I would have 




come back for you. Gun or not.

They hold each other’s gazes for a brief second. Clive moves forward. Unsure of how to react to that, Ghost follows him shortly after.











FADE TO

INT. LARGE FOREST - NIGHT (CONT’D)

Rose, Chris, Becca, Clive, and Ghost, in that very order, are swallowed by the encompassing gloom and decay of the menacing forest around them. Giant trees with gnarled, twisting branches and dying, upturned roots spread all throughout the land like an obscure graveyard.

Four flashlight beams, courtesy of Rose, Chris, Becca, and Clive, slice through the darkened atmosphere, each beam momentarily highlighting a glimpse of rot or death. 

They move through as quietly as they can, guns armed, eyes focused, muscles tense. All any of them can think about is getting through this forest alive.

Five pairs of feet walk slowly across a pathway swept with dead leaves and branches. Becca's large, expressive eyes dart every which way. Her grip on her machete tightens. 

The group continues to walk, but they find their pace is increasing gradually. A disgusting noise is rising into the air, filling up their ears. It sounds wet and vicious, like hammers pounding against raw flesh. It gets louder and louder. 

ON CLIVE AND GHOST as they both grimace simultaneously. Becca, quite obviously, isn’t affected by this, but she still senses a malevolent presence. 

ON ROSE AND CHRIS, as their flashlights dart across trees and bushes, trying desperately to locate the source of the aural disgust.

Chris’ flashlight picks up something off the distance. It’s heavily obscured by branches and brush, though. He turns and looks at Rose, pointing two fingers at his eyes, then stabbing one finger up the path, in the direction of what he saw. Rose’s eyes follow.

Her flashlight picks it up, too. She nods, and they move toward it. Chris’ finger squeezes delicately against the trigger of his sniper rifle.

Finally, the whole group comes upon the sight to match the sound. They all react with similar disgust and revulsion.

A disturbingly thin, gaunt zombie, who was once a disturbingly thin, gaunt man, is ripping out the stomach of a dead body with its teeth. It tears and eats the flesh and sinew of the corpse with wild, hungry abandon. Horrible, wet smacking noises arise from this heinous act.

As a flashlight beam falls across it, the thin zombie looks right up at them and screams a disturbing scream, pupils dilating, its mouth wet and red with gore. The beast then leaps to its feet and sprints towards them...

...and is met with a bullet between its eyes, courtesy of Rose. As soon as the thin zombie falls, the body which was just being eaten springs to life. Although its insides are pouring out of its stomach, and it’s missing a leg, that doesn’t mean this zombie isn’t hungry, too. 

It lurches toward with them in a disturbingly insect-like manner, arms all disjointed and crazy. Before anyone in the group has a chance to react, Becca’s flashlight falls upon dozens and dozens of zombies running right at them in the distance.

Everyone who’s currently packing heat reacts with a barrage of gunfire. A few monsters are shot in the head, but the majority of them withstand the bullet wounds.

Chris reloads frantically.







CHRIS






(between breaths)

Shit fuck bollocks cock. 

Two monsters appear behind Becca. One grabs her roughly by the shoulder. If she could scream, now would be an appropriate time. The zombie manhandles her further, pulling her in towards his drooling mouth.

With lightening fast reflexes, Becca swings her machete around and strikes it against the zombie’s pale face, splitting it in two. 

Clive turns and sees the second zombie attacking her, and immediately fires two shots at it. Neither hit the beast in its head, but it’s enough to distract it as Becca slams her machete clean through it’s head - in one ear and out the other. 

ON THE ZOMBIES. They just keep coming and coming. For every zombie that’s ultimately destroyed, two more seem to take its place. Rose, Ghost, and Chris never stop firing, but they’re well aware that they’re fighting a losing battle.


ROSE


MOVE! MOVE!

Rose ceases fire, and her two comrades follow suit. Their path now digested by zombies, the group moves laterally through the thick forest, moving to the right. Rose grabs Becca’s hand as they run for their lives, Becca cleaving down brush with her machete as they go.

Chris and Ghost are close behind them, with Clive following. Ghost throws his head around and barks loudly:


GHOST


HURRY THE FUCK UP!

He turns back around, and doesn’t see Clive tripping over an upturned root and falling completely to the ground.

The second Clive hits the forest floor, he forces his body to roll to the right, to avoid being trampled by the running zombie horde, but what he doesn’t anticipate is the fact that he’s on the very edge of a steep that’s lined with dead trees. At the very bottom of the hill is a shallow stream leading towards a bridge.

He rolls all the way down, landing at the very base of a gigantic, dead tree. At the base of the tree is a hollowed out space concealed beneath the ground. Without a moment to spare, Clive dives into this hidden space, right as several zombies run right past it.

Several more diverge from the group running towards Rose et all to chase after the juicy prospect who just fell down the side of the hill. Those zombies run right past the hidden space Clive chose as shelter, sprinting through the stream several feet away and towards the other side of the forest. 

Clive watches the flesh hungry monsters miss him completely. He crawls back deeper into the space, trying desperately to catch his breath.

EXT. FOREST AREA - CONT’D

Rose, Becca, Chris, and Ghost are still running for their lives. Behind them, a huge crowd of the undead follow with amazing speed. Feeling her legs tire, Rose catches glimpse of a large figure looming over head of them, peeking silently above the tree tops.






ROSE




THERE! OVER THERE!

Becca, Chris, and Ghost look up and find it, too. 

The Clocktower. 

It’s a large, gothic, church-like structure. Arches and gargoyles. The supporting building stands two stories high of solid brick. Jutting out from the roof is the clock tower itself, a thin chamber standing several stories higher than the building below it. 

The whole structure sits at the edge of the forest, next to a small, uninhabited pond. Beyond that is an empty stretch of road leading into downtown Toronto. A lone car sits at the abandoned parking lot.











SMASH TO

INT. CLOCKTOWER - LOWER BUILDING (FIRST FLOOR) - CONT’D

An expansive lobby, ornately designed with gothic paintings and rich tapestries. It branches off into two hallways, one on either side, and a large staircase leading to the second floor. Several candles, melted down to their wicks, flicker uselessly in the large wooden foyer.

BLAM!

The lock is blasted off the heavy front doors. Ghost kicks it in, pumping his shotgun, ejecting the empty shell. The others quickly follow him inside. As soon as the last person, Becca, slips between the open doors, Ghost slams it shut and throws his weight against it. The undead attack and pound the doors viciously on the other side.






GHOST




Get something to hold this!

Rose and Chris frantically look around. She spies a huge marble structure, some sort of elaborate trophy mantle, off to the side of the entrance doors. 






ROSE




There!

They both run for it. The doors begin to buckle under the weight of the ghouls throwing themselves against it. Ghost holds his place and grits his teeth, bearing the pressure. Becca runs up to help him.

Rose and Chris both use the last of their strength to shove the huge marble mantle in front of the doors. Ghost and Becca get out of the way as the barricade replaces them. 

They all take weary steps backward, watching as the mantle holds the doors firmly in place. Outside, hungry moans and frustrated screams rise amoungst the din. 

Of all of them, Chris is the first to find the words.






CHRIS




I could use a fag right about now.

A beat. Ghost raises an eyebrow at him.






CHRIS




What? Don’t tell me you never 




smoked a fag or two.






ROSE





(to Ghost)




It means a cigarette.






GHOST




Oh.





(low)




Crazy ass brits.

He walks over to the base of the staircase and rests his shotgun next to him. Takes several deep breaths. Rose’s eyes glance around the lobby curiously... they’re missing someone.






ROSE




Where’s Clive?






GHOST




What?






ROSE




Did anyone see him run in with us?






CHRIS




Fucker’s out there without a hope,




Rose. He’s lost.

Rose looks to Chris, then to the entrance doors. She accepts this grimly. Becca hangs her head low, sadly putting her machete back in its sheathe. Rose walks over to Ghost, addressing him solemnly.






ROSE




I’m sorry.






GHOST




For what?






ROSE




Clive. Wasn’t he - your...?

Ghost stands up, his face unreadable.






GHOST




Signal the helicopter and get 




us out of here.

His bluntness shocks Rose. Her compassionate solemnity turns stone cold.






ROSE




You could show a little respect.






GHOST





(with an incredulous smirk)




What? Respect for the dead? In case




you haven’t been paying attention,




Julie, those zombies out there are 




trying to EAT US ALIVE. So I’m 




thinking that the only person I’ll 




cry over is myself.

Somewhat angrily, Ghost turns away from her, as well as the rest of the group, and begins marching upstairs. Swallowing some unsavory words that would best be left unsaid, Rose holsters her glock and follows him.






ROSE





(low)




My name is Rose, fuckwad.

Chris heads up, too. He motions to Becca.






CHRIS




Come on now. Let’s not be caught




unawares.

Becca slowly nods, then hand signs. Chris stares at her, shocked.






CHRIS




Of course I know that it can




be used a slur against poufs. 




Think I’m an idiot?

Becca gives him a look as they both ascend the staircase.

EXT. ROOFTOP - CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - MOMENTS LATER

The bright white moon smiles in the cool night sky. The group emerges onto the roof, a large flat surface with the entrance to the actual clock tower standing beside them several feet away.

Ghost steps up to the ledge, and peers down. The zombie masses have congregated outside of the building entrance, smashing their rotting fists against the doors, yearning for their flesh.






CHRIS




They just don’t give up, do




they? They’re like fucking, what,




animals or some shit.






ROSE




And yet.






CHRIS




'nyet what?






ROSE




Yet they still look human. 

Chris glances down at the horde of ghouls, spotting a particularly gruesome beast.






CHRIS




No. Not that bloke with his eyeballs




hanging out and all his skin gone. 




Looks like a piece of fucking jerky. 

Becca gets chills laying her eyes upon them. Rose offers a comforting hug to her little sister, stroking her hair lovingly. Ghost watches this, a momentary hint of empathy flicking in his eyes.






GHOST




So. This helicopter.

Rose flashes him a hard look, then lets go of her sister.






ROSE




The control tower is way up there.

She points at the erect phallic structure serving as the Clocktower. According to its large, brightly lit clock face, it’s nearly midnight. 






ROSE




I just gotta get to the top.




You guys stay out of trouble.






CHRIS




Always do, Miss.






ROSE




I mean it.

Rose and Chris hold a look for a second, and then she turns around to approach the clocktower entrance, walking away with confidence coming out of her rear.

Ghost and Chris watch her go.






CHRIS




Tell ya the truth... I've always 




been a little scared of her.






GHOST




Scared? Scared of the stick up her




ass getting any deeper?






CHRIS




Fuck you.

Chris holds up his sniper rifle, peers through the aiming receptacle,

and fires. BLAM! The zombie with no eyeballs is dispatched as quickly 

as the rifle bullet blows through the back of it's rotting skull.






GHOST




What are you two?






CHRIS




Me and Rose? Jus' mates. 






GHOST




Ever anything more?

BLAM! Chris lands another head shot on another zombie, then eyes Ghost 

a little suspiciously. 






CHRIS




Maybe. Who wants to know?

The CAMERA pans past them and toward the army of undead gathering right beneath. En masse, they are one collective, throbbing menace.

INT. CLOCK TOWER - SAME

Rose enters to discover an uncomfortably claustrophobic chamber, similar to a chimney. The space between the walls and her shoulders is very, very minimal. There is only one thing of note: a metal ladder splotched with rust and decay, stretching quite high.

At the very top is that illustrious control tower. Rose grimaces unpleasantly at the long trek before her. She scratches her neck, holsters her gun, and starts to climb.

CLOSE UP: The rungs of the ladder. They’re slick with blood, which Rose notices right as she touches them.

Worry rises within her, now. She looks up, way up towards the top, and is slightly surprised when a single droplet of blood lands directly in the middle of her forehead. A dot of crimson on her otherwise milky white, unblemished skin.

Silence.

Swallowing something rising in her throat, Rose wipes the drop off and wearily begins climbing the ladder. Hand over hand, foot over foot, rung over rung. 

ROSE'S POV: Staring up at the long, seemingly never ending ladder ascending into the air. 

CLOSE UP: Another droplet of blood falls, landing on Rose's shiny, chestnut brown hair. 

Her hands shake somewhat as she nears the control booth. The methodical clicking and clanging of the clock gears echo around her, maddening and industrial. The noises bounce off the close-quartered, dimly lit chamber walls.

The clock gears are splattered with gore. They grind together, trapped in perpetual motion.

She continues to climb. Clang. Clang. Clang. 

CLOSE UP: A pair of piercing blue eyes as they peek up from a square hole in the bottom of the control tower. The rest of Rose's face appears, too, and she immediately sees something that puts a kink into her as-of-yet unbroken cool demeanor.

A fellow police officer, a burly man with bushy red hair, one whom Rose recognizes, is being savagely torn apart by the teeth and hands of two undead children. A red-haired boy and a red-haired girl, neither looks older than eight or nine. 

Rose's heart leaps into her throat, and she lets out the tiniest of gasps. Immediately, both zombie children whip their faces towards her; their red eyes almost seem to glow hauntingly in the dark. 

Rose SCREAMS - panics - and loses her grip. She falls through the square space supporting the ladder, back into the dark chamber she emerged from. The zombie children leap after her.

IN THE CHAMBER. Rose falls a few feet before managing to grab hold of a ladder rung. She struggles to regain her hold, as the rungs are slippery with blood.

The children zombies begin skittering down the ladder like overgrown insects, emitting high-pitched screams of hunger. Before they reach her, Rose swings over to the other side of the ladder and extends her legs through the rungs, pinning both children on the opposite wall. Her back is pressed flush against the other wall, putting as much distance between her and the undead children as she can.

They snap and growl viciously, flailing their arms at her. Taking advantage of the cramped space, Rose manages to keep them at bay while she takes out her glock.

Both were simple, innocent kids once, but that was a long time ago. Rose raises her gun, pulls back the hammer, and fires two shots. Each bullet arrives at its proper destination. The zombie children slump over her legs, limp and lifeless. Bringing her feet back to the ladder rungs, Rose allows them to fall through the chamber, hearing them land with two hard thuds.

She momentarily peers down at them, then closes her eyes and leans her head against the ladder. Disgusted, shocked, and tired. Catching her breath, Rose pulls herself back into reality.

INT. CONTROL TOWER - CLOCKTOWER - CONT’D

Once again, Rose emerges out from the ladder chamber, and into this comparatively tiny room, no larger than a normal bathroom. There are windows lining every wall, allowing its user a great view of the forest outside and the city beyond. 

Control boards and radio devices have all been swabbed with bloody handprints, but aside from that, they appear to be workable. As Rose stands, her eyes immediately go to her dead, red-haired comrade, slumped over on the floor, throat ripped out, his insides on the outside.

She observes him with a steely determination, undercut with regret.






ROSE




I’m sorry, Barry.

Rose raises her gun at his head. Barry reawakens with a jolt, (revealing bloody red eyes) and she responds by capping him in the forehead. Barry is blown back to the floor, dead for a second time.

Breathing in a shaky breath, Rose flips on the radio and speaks sternly into the receiver.






ROSE




Chambers to Air Rescue. Chambers




to Air Rescue. Please respond.

As she awaits an answer, she wearily glances at the dead body of her comrade on the floor. A pool of his own blood widens beneath him.











SMASH TO

EXT. ROOFTOP - CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - SAME

Chris, with the aid of his trusty sniper rifle, lands four successive head shots on four unlucky zombies. He pumps his fist into the air and screams victoriously. 

Becca is off to the side, drinking a bottle of water. Ghost walks up next to Chris, looking fairly disturbed.






GHOST




This a game to you, or something?






CHRIS




No, no. Already dead, so why not?

Ghost is about to respond, but he turns around upon hearing Rose exit from the clocktower. She joins them at the ledge.






CHRIS




How’d it go?






ROSE




A chopper will be here in




about six hours.






CHRIS




The fuck’ll take em that




long, for?






ROSE





Said they were tied up at




their base. 






GHOST




What the hell does that mean?






ROSE




Beats me. But it’s better than




nothing. We’ll have to spend




the night here.

Ghost sighs in exasperation, and takes a fleeting glance at the forest. Rose notices.






ROSE




What is it?






GHOST




Nothing.






ROSE




If you’re worried about Clive-






GHOST





(louder)




It’s nothing.

A beat. Rose let’s it go, looks over at the huge gathering of flesh hungry monsters below them. They look remarkably ghastly under the haunting gaze of the moon. The longer Rose watches the beasts, the more visibly troubled she becomes.






ROSE





Why is all this happening?

Chris reloads, nonchalant and uninterested.






CHRIS




I don’t know.

Rose briefly flashes him an annoyed glance. Semi-apologetically, Chris manages to pull an explanation out of his ass.






CHRIS




Maybe it’s a message from God.




Maybe he’s gotten bored and




wanted to start having a bit of 




fun with us.






ROSE




You don’t believe in God.






CHRIS




No, I don’t. But I believe that 




if he did exist, he’d go do 




something like this. 





(shrugs)




You know. Maybe.

Ghost turns back around to address them, getting annoyed.






GHOST




Or MAYBE it’s just a virus that’s




gotten out of control. Anyone ever 




heard of Occam’s Razor? Anyone 




wanna tell me what that is?

They know what it is. But they don’t say anything. Becca softly taps Rose on the shoulder, and then carefully signs something to her. Rose can’t help but react with surprise.






ROSE




Honey...






GHOST




What? What did she say?

Rose steals another look at the zombies before answering him.






ROSE




Maybe this is what we deserve.

Silence. It chills everyone to hear it. 

Ghost just shakes his head, feeling a familiar sadness rising inside him. But he doesn’t let it show.






GHOST




What we deserve.





(flipping out)





WHAT WE DESERVE? Did my son 




deserve this? Did my wife 




deserve this?

Rose, Chris, and Becca look at him in silent shock. 






GHOST




You can all believe in your 




nihilist bullshit if you want, 




but don’t expect me to buy 




into it.

He begins walking towards the opposite end of the roof, which looks out into the forest. There aren’t any zombies on this side, either.






CHRIS




Where the fuck do you think




you’re going?






GHOST




I’m getting the kid back.






ROSE




What?

They all begin walking after him.






ROSE




For all you know, he could be dead.






GHOST




We got a helicopter coming for us.




If he’s alive, then I’m doing the




right thing.






CHRIS




And if he’s not?






ROSE




I don’t think you’ve thought




this through...






GHOST




What is there to think through,




Jessica? If he’s alive and unbitten,




I bring him back. If he’s dead or




one of those fuckers managed to




to take a chunk out of him,




then I know how to take care of




it. They go down with a bullet




to the brain, yes?






ROSE





(desperately)




The name is Rose, for fuck’s




sake - and what if Clive’s gone?






GHOST




Then I’ll die looking for him.

With that succinct statement, Ghost leaps off the roof and lands on his feet. Two zombies suddenly come around from the corner, roaring as soon as they see him. Chris and Rose immediately shoot them in the head, taking them down.






ROSE




JUST GO!

Ghost looks up to them and nods, sprinting towards the forest. Rose, Chris, and Becca watch with immense worry.






CHRIS




What a stupid git.

INT. FOREST - SAME

A large, dense area populated by thick pine trees. It’s a different section of the forest from which our heroes entered. Moonlight streams in through the tops of the trees, forging irregular streaks of dim, haunting light all throughout the forest.

Clive wanders through, gun poised before him, dripping with sweat, eyes wide with fear. He moves through the forest with incredible unease, the sound landscape littered with rustling branches and his nervous breathing.

CLOSE UP: His dirty sneakers moving with deliberate slowness across the dry soil and fallen leaves on the forest ground. 

There’s movement in the bushes behind him. Rather than facing confrontation, Clive continues to move on his way, hoping against hope that nothing manages to find him.

EXT. FOREST CLEARING - BRIDGE - CONT’D

Clive comes upon a large clearing that leads to a rickety, rusty bridge. The bridge stands several feet over a shallow stream that runs through the entire forest. 

His hands still clenched on his handgun, Clive walks toward the bridge, eyeing it down. Before he can step a foot onto the metal structure, two very different noises suddenly pierce the calm night air.

First, is the unmistakable groan of a zombie. Second, is the unmistakable whirring of car tires. Car tires? 

Clive whips around and comes face to face with four zombies leaping out from shrouded bushes. Before he has time to react, an impossibly bright headlight strikes him in the face.

He stumbles back, momentarily blinded. The zombies race towards him, but are cut down by gunfire. The sound of car wheels running over dirt becomes louder, and the headlights become clearer. 

A large TRUCK, consisting of four hillbillies with shotguns. Never a good combination. The truck comes barreling through the forest, smashing down bushes and small trees in its way.

One hillbilly, a toothy one with a trucker hat, sticks his head out of the window and peers ahead of them. His eyes light up.






HILLBILLY #1




THERE’S ANOTHER FUCKER RIGHT THERE!

All their shotguns point right at CLIVE, who’s standing there in front of the bridge, absolutely bewildered. A shot is fired. It ricochets off a tree standing right next to him. Clive practically leaps out of his skin. He waves his arms in the air, desperate.






CLIVE




DON’T SHOOT! I’M NOT ONE OF THEM!

Either they don’t hear Clive or they don’t care. Several more shots are fired, all of them barely missing Clive. He turns and starts running across the bridge, throwing reasoning to the wind. 

EXT. BRIDGE - FOREST - CONT’D

ON CLIVE as he runs for his life. The truck appears behind him, a metallic monster with wheels. The boy comes to a complete stop, however, as he realises that FIVE ZOMBIES have amassed at the other end of the bridge. 

Upon seeing Clive, they immediately lunge towards him. 






CLIVE




Oh, fuck me.

Caught between two types of beasts, he has no choice but to leap over the bridge. The truck plows into the zombies in five bursts of gore. Their limp bodies are thrown back into the forest that they came from as the hillbilly vehicle trucks on. 

EXT. STREAM - BRIDGE - CONT’D

Clive falls from the bridge and lands at the bottom - splashing into the shallow river. He lies on his back, arms outstretched, coughing up a lung. His flashlight has landed a few feet upstream, casting a harsh light upon him. 

Clive feels like that truck just ran him over, if the look on his face is any indication. Luckily, the water in the stream doesn't go up above his ears, so he has ample breathing room. 

A beat.

Clive stays down, tired as hell. His chest heaves up and down, his eyes staring up at the clear night sky above him. It’s a strange, tranquil moment. He doesn’t move.

Until...

A sheet of the crimson liquid rolls under Clive's body, highlighted by the bright flashlight beam. The water in the shallow river has been suddenly replaced by dark, red blood. He doesn't notice at first, but the sudden change in river temperature alarms him greatly. 

Clive struggles to get to his feet, kicking up red water, hands scrambling to find his flashlight. He gets his hands on it and stabs it upstream, whipping around to find the source of the sudden influx of blood.

A zombie, a teenage female, with both its legs violently chewed off. It uses its arms to crawl towards Clive, dragging its bloody stumps behind it. Water splashes around the ghoul wildly as it closes in on the shocked boy.

Clive stares at the beast, horrified... but with a flicker of recognition.






CLIVE




Holy Christ.

ON THE ZOMBIE as it gets closer, and closer...






CLIVE




I know you.

ON CLIVE’S HANDGUN as he clicks back the hammer.






CLIVE




I sat behind you in Biology.

ON THE WATER as dark blood flows through the stream freely.






CLIVE




You told me you thought I was cute.

ON THE ZOMBIE’S EYES, red and angry. It breathes with irregular strain.






CLIVE




When my girlfriend left me, you




said she was making the biggest




mistake of her life. 

ON CLIVE as he raises the gun toward the ghoul. It’s only a few feet away before Clive shoots it right through the eye. The bullet exits through the back of its skull, along with a chunk of its brain.

The chunk of brain lands with a tiny splash into the shallow stream.

Clive watches as the dead body floats uselessly in the crimson river.






CLIVE





(sadly)




I’ve always appreciated it.

He stops and looks away, biting hard on his lower lip.

With not another word said, Clive turns and walks the other way, under the bridge and continuing beyond. 

Water splashes behind him. Very gradually, Clive’s barriers gradually begin to break down. He tries – hard - not to let everything show, not to react to all the pain and blood and death he’s had to watch... but he doesn’t do a very good job. 

Clive doesn’t have time to collect himself, however, as a sudden RUSTLE in the trees directly next to the stream alarms him. 

Immediately his gun is whipped out, pointed fiercely in the direction of the noise. He slams back the hammer, breathing shakily.

Moments of breathlessness.

GHOST appears through the trees, shotgun in hand. His face becomes alight with relief the moment he sees Clive standing in the stream. Neither of them know what to say for a while, but they’re both suitably shocked.

Ghost sees the tired strain in Clive’s face, and the tears in his eyes.






GHOST




That didn’t take as long as I




thought it did.

The cat’s got Clive’s tongue. Ghost motions back into the forest.






GHOST




It’s this way.

Ghost heads back through the opening in the forest that he came from. Bewildered, and still at a loss for words, Clive stumbles along to follow him.

INT. CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - SECOND FLOOR - SAME

A large door reading “TO ROOF” opens, and Rose, Chris, and Becca walk out of it. Becca closes the door behind her as Rose surveys the large, hotel-like structure acting as the second floor.






CHRIS




This place is pretty posh for a




clocktower. 






ROSE




It serves as a small tourist hotel




during the holiday season.






CHRIS




We should get some rest, then.






ROSE





Yeah. Becca’s tired.

Becca shrugs her shoulders silently at Rose. 






CHRIS




Might wanna think about resting




up yourself, Chambers.






ROSE




No, no. I’ll stand guard.

Chris gives her a worried look. Rose films a dismissive hand towards him.






ROSE




I know that look.






CHRIS




Yeah? What’s it saying?






ROSE




It’s saying “You’re pushing 




yourself too hard, I’m worried




about you”. 






CHRIS




Never really says anything




different, does it?






ROSE




Chris, please...






CHRIS




We’ll take shifts, alright?




First, I wanna see that pretty





head of yours asleep on a pillow.




So stop being such a bint.

Rose smirks.






ROSE




Be still my heart.

She notices something on Becca’s head, which causes her to stop.






ROSE




Is that my hair-clip?

Becca, momentarily looking like a deer caught in headlights, shakes her head furiously.






ROSE




That is! My blue butterfly clip




that I’ve asked you repeatedly 




not to take from me without




asking first. If you want to




be a petty thief I may as well




just cuff you right now.

Exasperated, Becca signs something rather obscene, to which Rose responds by eyeing her angrily.






CHRIS




Ladies, please, wars have been




started over stolen hairclips.




Is that what we need, right now?

Rose pointedly ignores that moves towards the door nearest to her, a room marked “202", and jiggles the knob, testing its looseness. The door’s unlocked. Rose very carefully opens the door…

...and coming face to face with a KATANA SWORD. Rose freezes in her tracks, Chris reacts by stabbing his sniper rifle in the direction of the perpetrator. 

WIDER revealing that a tall, nervous man is holding the sword with shaky hands. He’s skinny and balding, although one gets the sense that in a normal society, he would be highly respected. Wise looking as he may be, there’s no denying the undistilled fear in his eyes.






CHRIS




The fuck are you?






ASHFORD




My name’s... I’m Dr. Robert Ashford.




Are... are any of you-...?

He can’t even finish the sentence, he’s so out of breath. Raising an eyebrow, Rose lowers her gun.






ROSE




Based on the fact that none of us




appear to be rotting, or tearing




out your throat, it’s safe to




assume none of us are.






ASHFORD




Oh. Oh my, I am so sorry.






ROSE




It’s alright, sir.

Ashford lets down his sword, and allows the others entrance into the room. It’s a large area, the walls are decorated with all sorts of weapons: maces, flails, nunchakus, katanas, war hammers, etc. 






CHRIS




S’an interesting weapon of choice.






ASHFORD




I, uh, I... I got it from the wall.




It was the only thing I could carry,




to tell you the truth.





(to everyone)




I-it’s nice to meet you all. Good




to know there’s still some life




out there. Praise the Lord.

His shaky hands dig out the crucifix under his collar. Gives it an appreciative kiss.






ASHFORD





(repeating himself)




Praise the Lord.

Chris and Becca exchange slightly amused glances.






ROSE




I’m Officer Rose Chambers, that’s Chris, 




and Becca.






CHRIS




Nice to meet you and your sword. 






ROSE




You said you were a doctor?






ASHFORD




Yes, yes I am. I’m a physician at




Toronto Grace Hospital. Or, I used




to be, I suppose.

Ashford sets down the katana onto a table, then wipes at his sweating brow with a napkin. He’s tired as hell.






ASHFORD




I was driving through, when I




saw an elderly couple stranded




on the side of the road. One




of them was bitten quite violently




on the arm... 





(chuckles to himself)




When he told me he had received




it from another person, I didn’t





really believe him at first. The




bite mark looked entirely too




savage to be done by any sane




human being.

This news chills everyone. Becca throws Rose a nervous glance. Rose nods at her, trying to mask her own worry behind a cool demeanor.






ASHFORD




But then a few of them came




out of the bushes... we all got




into my car in time. Found this




place. The only place for miles



that wasn’t…

Ashford curls his hands into claws and makes a “grrr” face.






CHRIS




Are the geezers still here with you?






ASHFORD




Uh, Mr. and Mrs. Cooper. They’re




through that door, over there.





(points to it)




Connects to the next room.

Rose, Becca, and Chris all exchange knowing, but nonetheless terrified looks. Ashford, confused and nervous, plays with a button on his shirt.






ASHFORD




Is something wrong?







INT. FOREST - PATHWAY - SAME

Ghost and Clive follow a dirt path through the twisted, gnarled trees. They move quickly, but quietly. Clive watches the man walking before him, still unable to comprehend the circumstances behind his rescue.






GHOST





(low)




We’re almost there.

CLOSE UP: Ghost’s dirty boots, as one of them steps on a twig and snaps it. The snap seems to echo throughout the forest.

Clive lightly grabs Ghost by the arm, stopping him, forcing him to turn around.






GHOST




What?






CLIVE




Why did you come back for me?

Ghost looks at him, but can’t say anything. He turns back around and continues to walk.






GHOST




The cop signaled the chopper.




It’ll be here in a while.

Clive moves to keep up with him.






CLIVE




You didn’t answer my question.






GHOST




I believe I did.






CLIVE




Look. I don't know anything




about you. You hardly know anything 




about me. But what you do know is




that I had this gun with me. And if 




I understand this correctly, 




me having this gun was grounds for




you leaving me behind.






GHOST




You talk a whole fucking lot, 




you know that?






CLIVE




I’m not trying to be ungrateful,




I just want this to make some 




damn sense!

In a random burst of anger, Ghost grabs Clive by the shoulder and shoves him against the nearest tree. It shocks Clive - and it sort of shocks Ghost, as well. He looks into the boys eyes, and sees the fear and confusion in them. A tense, wordless moment follows.






GHOST




Would you have come back for me?






CLIVE




Yes.

There’s sincerity in that answer that Ghost can’t deny. He lets go of Clive, slowly and carefully. Brushes a piece of bark off the boy’s shoulder. 






GHOST




That’s why.

With not another word said, Ghost walks away and continues along the path. Catching his breath, Clive follows him, his heart pounding in his chest.

INT. GUEST ROOM - CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - SAME

Within this small, undecorated room is a man, MR. COOPER, laying tiredly on a cot. He’s an old man, ravaged by a lifetime of smoking and drinking, and also an extremely violent bite on his right arm. Despite being properly bandaged, blood pours freely from the wound, staining the white gauze and the cot beneath him. Not in good shape at all. 

His wife, MRS. COOPER, a kindly old woman, watches at his bedside, eyes red and puffy, cheeks stained with tears. She’s holding his hand, in a vain attempt to bring him back to consciousness. She watches as Ashford and the others enter the room. There’s a moment of hope.






MRS. COOPER




Has there been any news?






ASHFORD




No, Mrs. Cooper. This is Miss




Chambers, she’s a police officer, 




and that man is Chris, he’s- well,




I’m not entirely sure what he




does but if I could venture a




small guess-

Wasting no time, Rose cuts him off and gets right to the point.






ROSE




Your husband has been bitten




by a zombie.

Mrs. Cooper looks at the woman with initial astonishment. Then she scoffs, wiping at her eyes, shaking her head sternly.






MRS. COOPER




He was not bitten by a “zombie”.




He was bitten by another human




being. 






CHRIS




Did this human being happen to




have his skin falling off his




cheeks, like what a cadaver 




would look like after a horny




intern’s been facefucking it?






ROSE




Jesus Christ. 


Ashford gasps, offended beyond belief.






ASHFORD




Miss, I don’t appreciate-






MRS. COOPER




I don’t see how that’s relevant.




Harry just needs to-






CHRIS




-be shot right through the skull.






MRS. COOPER




What?






ROSE




CHRIS!






MRS. COOPER




You can’t kill my husband! What




gives you the right?

Rose grabs Chris by the arm and brings him into the other room. Ashford gives Mrs. Cooper his best reassuring look, but it doesn’t work.






MRS. COOPER




You won’t let them shoot Harry, 




will you? You’re a doctor!






ASHFORD




That may be true, ma’am, but we’re




all human beings in the end. They’ll




come to their senses.

Becca kneels down next to Mr. Cooper’s bedside, and watches him. HER POV: Mr. Cooper’s chest heaves up and down, breathing with trouble, his condition worsening by the minute. 

CLOSE UP: Becca’s grip on her machete handle. It tightens. Waiting.

IN THE OTHER ROOM

Rose confronts Chris, trying to keep her voice down, but her emotion comes through very clearly.






ROSE




That’s her HUSBAND, Chris. 






CHRIS




That’s her BITTEN husband, Rose.




You know what’s gonna happen.





(teeth clenched)




You know bloody well.






ROSE




We could be wrong. Maybe he really




was bitten by another– 

She can’t continue. She knows she’s being ridiculous, but she can’t bring herself to admit that killing him is necessary.






CHRIS




You don’t want to shoot him, 




that’s perfectly fine. I will.






ROSE




No.






CHRIS




Oh, don’t be a bint, Rose! Why




aren’t your parents with us? Huh?




Because that blonde kid with us




was bitten and you were too quick




with your heart, but not quick




enough with your trigger finger to– 

Rose slaps Chris right across his face. Hard. She glares at him, unable to stop the tears from streaming down her face.






ROSE




You shut your fucking mouth.






CHRIS




You know I’m right. 

Still seething, Rose can barely breathe.






ROSE




Give me your gun, Chris.






CHRIS




Rose-






ROSE




I SAID GIVE ME YOUR FUCKING GUN!

BAM! The doors to the room suddenly burst open, with Ghost and Clive appearing behind them. Both Rose and Chris are monumentally startled.






GHOST




The hell’s going on in here?






CHRIS




Somebody’s bitten.





(then, to Clive)




Bullocks, you’re alive? Becca




owes me a fiver.

Ghost becomes dead serious, no-nonsense. More so than usual, that is.






GHOST




Who?






ROSE




There’s an elderly couple... 




in the room over there. The




husband... I couldn’t shoot him-

Ghost doesn’t need to hear anymore. He immediately heads over to the other room. Everyone hears him pump his shotgun as he goes.

Rose’s heart leaps into her throat as she moves to follow. As she does, she throws a hand in Clive’s direction, to acknowledge him.






ROSE




Nice to have you back.

Chris and Clive run after her. 

INT. GUEST ROOM - CONT’D

Ashford is violently shoved out of the way as Ghost storms in, eyes immediately set upon the wounded old man lying weakly on the bloodied cot. Becca looks up and immediately throws herself out of the way.

Rose enters, followed by the others.






ROSE




Get away from them!






MRS. COOPER




What are you doing?!






GHOST




Get out of the way.






MRS. COOPER




Don’t you dare hurt him!






GHOST






It’s not about me hurting him.




It’s about him hurting us.






ASHFORD





(bewildered)




Who are you?

Ghost ignores him, and aims his shotgun right at Mr. Cooper’s wrinkled face. Mrs. Cooper leaps up, crying out through agony and godsend.






MRS. COOPER




DON’T HURT HIM!

Ghost fires, but Mrs. Cooper knocks him by the wayside just as he does so. The spray of shotgun fire originally meant for Mr. Cooper instead obliterates the ceiling fan above them, shattering the object and shrouding the room in darkness.

In the midst of all the chaos, nobody sees Mr. Cooper rising from the cot. Its eyes snap open. Two dots of bright red in the shadowy darkness of the room. The first thing it sees is Mrs. Cooper, it’s former wife. In a split second, the monster grabs Mrs. Cooper from behind and sinks its teeth right into her neck. 

Mrs. Cooper scream weakens as her former husband takes a huge chunk right out of her throat. Blood sprays everywhere. Chris springs into action, shooting the zombie right in its forehead.

The former Mr. Cooper is blown back a few feet, chunks of gore blowing out the back of its head and splattering all over the clean white wall behind it.

The second that the beast falls dead, Rose runs to Mrs. Cooper, who collapses. 






ROSE




Jesus CHRIST. Dr. Ashford!

Ashford hurries over to the woman, but he backs away with fright as he sees the former Mrs. Cooper twitching back to life. Rose screams as the zombie grasps at her throat. 

Becca instantly unsheathes her machete and cleaves it straight through the monster’s neck. Its grip on Rose slackens, and she responds by shoving the headless body away from her.

ON THE HEAD as it sails across the room. Its mouth is snapping viciously, its crimson eyes piercing through the dark. Clearly, as a single head, the zombie continues to live.

The zombie head hits Chris’ right calf and bounces off to the floor, mouth still snapping. As it hits the ground, Chris panics and drop kicks that motherfucking thing across the room. 

Ghost blows the head to smithereens in mid air. Red chunks of skull and brain spray all over the room, wet and disgusting.

For what seems like a long time, no words are spoken. Ghost can barely shield the rage brewing inside of him.






GHOST




DO YOU ALL SEE, NOW?

He pins down Rose with a hard, penetrating glare. He screams at her, holding nothing back.






GHOST




DO YOU SEE WHAT HAPPENS WHEN




YOU HESITATE?!

Rose’s guilty eyes find the floor. Ghost exits the room, leaving a trail of anger behind him.

After a pregnant pause, Clive finally speaks up.






CLIVE




It’s nice to be back, you guys.

He follows Ghost out of the room.

INT. CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - SECOND FLOOR - CONT’D

Seething, Ghost storms through the hall, checking the bullet chamber of his shotgun. He’s out of ammo. Clive comes running up a second later.






CLIVE




Hey. What the hell was that about?






GHOST




You hesitate with a zombie and




people die. I think my point has




been illustrated for me quite




clearly.






CLIVE




He had a wife...






GHOST




No. He had a bite. It’s them




or us, you should know that




by now. You don’t dwell on what




used to be. You fight.






CLIVE




That doesn’t mean you have to




shut off all your feelings!




Be a god-damn human being!






GHOST




Look at what we’re all doing!




We’re killing others to survive.




We’ve been doing that ever since




we overthrew this fucking planet.




Is that not human?






CLIVE




It’s not HUMANE.






GHOST




Oh, please lecture me about




being humane. That’s exactly




what I need right now.






CLIVE




You certainly don’t have to be




an asshole about it.






GHOST




And you certainly don’t have to




be a pussy about it. So I guess




we’re both shit out of luck, huh?

With that terse statement, Ghost turns back around and disappears around a corner in the hallway. Clive stands there, watching him go. Hurt.

INT. WEAPONS ROOM - SAME

Ashford stands, and watches forlornly as Rose rolls up Chris’ pant leg. A small, but nonetheless bloody bite is stamped onto his calve. Rose’s face registers shock, then horror.






ROSE




Oh shit. Oh my god. Chris,




oh my god.






CHRIS





(quietly)





It’s small.. but it’s still




enough. I can feel it. It’s 




warm... shooting up my leg.






ROSE




Jesus Christ, no. No...

She tries to compose herself, but can’t. She turns to Ashford, desperation in her eyes.






ROSE




There has to be some sort of




cure. If it’s a virus, then




there has to be a cure.






ASHFORD





(sadly)




This snuck up on the medical




community just as silently as




it snuck up on everyone else,




officer. There’s nothing I 




can do except bandage him up,




disinfect the wound...

Rose stands up, defiant, unable to accept the inevitable.






ROSE




NO! There’s has to some fucking




cure... an anti-virus!






CHRIS




Rose... please...

Feeling the sting of tears, she turns away from both men, her hand over her mouth. Ashford approaches Chris, placing a comforting hand on his lap.






ASHFORD




You’ll just have to be strong, son.




Until we can figure something out.






ROSE (O.S.)




You can’t let the others know.

Chris turns around and sees Rose by the window, staring out at the zombies a story below.






CHRIS




What?






ASHFORD




You can’t possibly expect us to




keep this a secret.






ROSE




Actually, that’s exactly what I




expect you to do. You saw what




happened with Mr. and Mrs. Cooper.

Chris is about to say something, but the worry on his face just about says everything for him.

INT. KITCHEN - CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - SAME

A small, modest kitchen with small, modest supplies. Clive sits at the counter, gazing forlornly into a large bowl of ice cream. Becca sits next to him, scarfing down a sandwich with one hand, scribbling something onto a whiteboard with her other.






CLIVE




It’s not that he doesn’t have a 




point. And hey, if he wants to




play up the Angry, Gruff Hero




angle, then far be it for me to 




deny him that. I’m just asking 




him to have at least a smidgen 




of understanding. Is that wrong?




Am I wrong?

Becca shakes her head, ignoring the bit of mayonnaise that’s splattered onto her shirt. She writes something fairly quickly.

“HE’S VERY INDEPENDENT. HE DOESN’T NEED VALIDATION FROM ANYONE.”

Clive acknowledges that and lazily stirs his increasingly melting ice cream. Softly blows the hair out of his eyes.






CLIVE




Calling me a puss was a bit




harsh. Twenty minutes before




he was all intent on rescuing




me. I don’t understand him.

Becca writes more.

“HE’S AFRAID OF SHOWING HIS FEELINGS. SO HE MASKS IT WITH ANGER.”

Clive nods slowly. Considers it.






CLIVE




Wouldn’t call that healthy.

Sensing that Clive wants to move off the subject, Becca herself moves on, too.

“WHAT GRADE ARE YOU IN?”






CLIVE




12. How about you?

“GRADE 9.”






CLIVE





(with a smirk)




A freshman. That’s gotta be hell.

“WELL, I THOUGHT IT WAS. UNTIL ALL OF THIS.”

Clive reads it with a chuckle.






CLIVE




Truer words were never written. 





(beat)




I had this huge project due on




Monday. A presentation on King




Lear, for English class. I always




get really, really nervous before 




presentations. But once I get up 




there in front of class, I just 




ease into it. But I fucking hate 




how anxious I get in the days 




leading up to a big presentation.

“IT DOESN’T REALLY MATTER NOW, DOES IT?”

Clive looks back at his ice cream, shaking his head. A strange smirk appears on his face.






CLIVE




No. Not at all.





(chuckles briefly)





What school did you go to?

Becca writes her answer, and Clive gazes upon it. 






CLIVE




Is that the one near the Best




Buy? My cousin works there...




or, well, she used to...

The CAMERA pulls back to reveal that Rose stands at the kitchen doorway, watching her little sister and Clive bond. She manages a faint smile, but can’t bring herself to forget the situation at hand.

After a beat, Rose leaves.











FADE TO

INT. WEAPONS ROOM - CLOCKTOWER - CONT’D

Rose walks in, closing the door tightly behind her. She takes a quick gaze over the various display weapons lining the walls of the room, and then over to the couch. Chris is lying there, one hand trying to massage the headache out of his skull. 

Rose stares at him sadly, unable to wipe the frown from her face. Chris notices her, and grins despite himself.






CHRIS




Hey gorgeous.






ROSE




Where’s Dr. Ashford?






CHRIS




In the loo, I think. But he’s 




done all he can for the bite... 




I told him to go get some sleep.

She walks over and sits at the foot of the couch, placing a comforting hand on his leg. Chris eases noticeably at her touch.






CHRIS




He’s a bit of a kook, you know?




Always messing around with that




crucifix of his. He told me God




would allow us safe passage to




heaven... if we repented... or 




what the fuck ever...






ROSE




Some people need religion in




their lives. There’s nothing




wrong with that.






CHRIS




There’s something wrong with




using it as a crutch. 






ROSE




He’s not– 





(decides to let it go)




Chris, what are we gonna do?

The man sighs, unsure. 






CHRIS




You’re not willing to kill me.






ROSE




No.






CHRIS




You’re not willing to tell anyone




else about this.






ROSE




No.






CHRIS




You took away my gun.






ROSE




Yes.






CHRIS




You are not at all worried about




the safety of anyone else.






ROSE





(shocked)




Chris!






CHRIS




What the fuck do you expect to




happen? This bite is going to




go away and we’ll all be happy




and shove daisies up our arses?

Rose says nothing. Chris goads her.






CHRIS




Well? C’mon - speak up! What




do you expect? What do you WANT?






ROSE




I want you to not die, you 




stupid asshole!

A beat. Completely taken aback, Chris can only communicate with a shocked expulsion of breath. Rose stands up and starts to walk around the room, trying to cool off. Chris chews his lower lip, feeling the pain of his leg-bite increasing.






ROSE




So. What happens now.






CHRIS




Well, I’d recommend a goodbye




shag, but... you know. Didn’t




think to bring a rubber.

Rose tries to muster a grin, but she can’t bring herself to do it. Chris watches her wrap her arms around herself, worried beyond belief.






CHRIS




If you’re not gonna let me die,




Rose... then at least try to do




something to make sure I wont




hurt anyone else.

They look at each other, and then, almost in tandem, both Chris and Rose eye a large wooden wardrobe in the rear of the room.











FADE TO

INT. SUITE ROOM - CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - LATER

Fairly large, fancy, and luxurious. Two king sized beds, a bathroom, and a nice leather couch. A large clock on the wall reads “3:15 AM”.

Ghost stands off to the side, against a window. His eyes are trained on the zombies wandering around listlessly below. Ghost never takes his eyes off any of them.

Not until the door to the hallway opens. Startled, he leaps to his feet, his hands grasping his shotgun. No need for alarm, however. It’s just CLIVE and BECCA, with ASHFORD following.






CLIVE




Rose said we should all crash here




tonight. Safer to be together.






GHOST





(wearily)




Alright. Room for everyone. 

Becca hand signs “Goodnight” and crashes on one of the two king sized beds. She’s out like a light. Ashford moves toward the couch.






ASHFORD




I’ll retire as well.






GHOST




What about the other two?






ASHFORD




I believe they wanted to be alone. 






CLIVE




It’s sort of romantic.






GHOST





(turning back to the 





window)




Not the word I’d use. 






ASHFORD




Goodnight. God bless.






CLIVE




You’re not actually tired, are you?




Who could sleep at a time like this?






ASHFORD




The lucky ones. 






GHOST




Oh? Who are “the lucky ones”,




doc?






ASHFORD




The ones who have been touched




by God.

Ghost and Clive look over at Becca, already resting peacefully. They then look back to Ashford, stretching out on the sofa, shutting his eyes. Ghost is about to say something particularly offensive, but Clive silently shuts him up.






GHOST




What about you? You’re not tired?






CLIVE




I could ask you the same question.






GHOST




Whether or not there’s a zombie




apocalypse being waged outside




my window, I almost never sleep.






CLIVE




Insomniac?






GHOST




If you want to label me.

He’s at the window again, his attention given to the monsters outside. Clive quietly places his handgun and bullets on the night stand next to the second bed. He notes this with a nearly inaudible sigh.






CLIVE




So it’s okay if I take this bed?






GHOST




Thought you said you couldn’t sleep.






CLIVE




Couldn’t hurt to try, right?

Ghost says nothing. Keeps staring out the window. Clive takes a seat on the bed, exasperated. His line of vision falls upon the garbage receptacle, where a brown wallet has been discarded. His curiosity peaked, Clive reaches over and grabs it.

There’s a little bit of cash, but no sort of identification. Only wallet-sized pictures of a family: a beautiful blonde wife, an adorable 10-year-old son, and a familiar, ruggedly handsome man... at a playground, in a small home, in a snowy getaway resort...

Clive looks up at Ghost, puzzled.






CLIVE




Is this yours?

Ghost turns around, sees the wallet, and feels his insides tighten. He roughly snatches the wallet from Clive, hard enough to hurt the boy’s hand.






GHOST




Yes.

With one simple gesture, Ghost opens the window and flings his wallet out into the open air. It lands amidst the irritated, shambling zombies. Clive stares at him, suitably shocked.






CLIVE




What the fuck was that? You had




family pictures in there.






GHOST




And?






CLIVE





(exasperated)




AND? 





(then)




You don’t think it’s important




to try to keep at least SOME




semblance of your life with you?

Ghost rolls his eyes, obviously annoyed. 






GHOST




It feels like we’ve been having




the same conversation over and




over. THAT-





(motions to the window,






obviously about his wallet)




doesn’t matter anymore. My wife.




My son. They’re part of something




that went away a long time ago. We’re




not here to cry about what we lost.




We’re here to fight. To live. Are you 




ever gonna understand that? How many




times do I have to fucking say it?

Clive’s still incensed about the whole thing, but he remains quiet. Ghost’s glare lingers on him for a few seconds longer, and then he turns back to the window. 

Clive looks toward Becca, sleeping like an angel, then to Ashford, who’s rolling around in his sleep. Probably a nightmare. 

He walks over to the door and opens it, letting light flood into the room from the hall. Ghost notices as light falls upon him. 






GHOST




Where you heading to?






CLIVE




I have to pee.






GHOST




You’re alright by yourself?

Despite their previous, heated conversation, Ghost can’t hide his overprotectiveness. 






GHOST




I could just walk you there...






CLIVE




I know how to pee.

It’s almost dismissive in tone. Ghost’s eyes wander back to the window. Before Clive leaves, he looks back at the mysterious man.






CLIVE





(quietly)




What was his name?

The man turns, almost shocked. He squints hard at Clive.






GHOST




What?






CLIVE




Your son. What was his name?

He watches Ghost for a reaction. The man lets out a chuckle - it’s exasperated, slightly incredulous. He’s too tired to put on a front.






GHOST




You... you’re a god damn lot like




him. You know? He’d always ask me 




stupid questions. Got that same look 




in his eyes that you do when I yell.




But I really don’t see how it matters.




You’re better off not knowing his




name, kid. A lot better off. 

They hold each other’s eyes for what feels like a very, very long time.

Accepting it, Clive nods at Ghost.






GHOST




You know, there’s a bathroom in here.






CLIVE




I know.

He leaves. Ghost watches him go, sighing quietly.

INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - MOMENTS LATER

Clive exits a door marked “MEN’S WASHROOM”, visibly tired, yawning loudly. He walks through the corridor, passing ornately designed mantle pieces and sculptures, observing the pseudo-gothic portraits or stuffy old men lining the walls. 

He suddenly stumbles over something, losing his balance. Clive quickly grasps onto a nearby wall to prevent himself from falling right on his face. He looks down and sees the source of his unbalance: a KATANA SWORD, protected in a scabbard.

It’s the one Dr. Ashford was brandishing earlier, inexplicably strewn onto the floor, discarded like an unwanted rag doll. Intrigued by it, Clive reaches down and fetches it, unsheathing the mighty sword from its scabbard. It gleams in the light, almost angelically.

Clive slings the scabbard over his shoulder and across his back. A wry smile appears on his face. He walks down the remainder of the corridor, lightly swinging the katana as he goes, mimicking an epic battle. 

He rounds a corner and swings the blade hard, only for it to be caught between the palms of ROSE. She herself looks suitably shocked, but not shocked enough to be dissuaded by the steel between her hands.






ROSE




You could take someone’s eye out




with that. And several other body




parts, should you be so lucky.

Face reddening, Clive withdraws the katana and sheaths it back in the scabbard. He stutters out an apology.






CLIVE




I’m... uh, half-Japanese.






ROSE




I’m sorry?






CLIVE




The, um... the katana. It’s a




Japanese sword. Just going back




to my roots, you know?

Amused, Rose crosses her arms and leans against the wall.






ROSE




Is that right?






CLIVE





My mom’s Japanese. My dad’s...





(catches himself)




my dad WAS... the whitest guy




you could ever meet.






ROSE




Ah. So that’s why you have such 




dark hair.






CLIVE




Another mystery solved.

A polite exchange of smiles.






ROSE




Is Becca doing okay?






CLIVE




Oh, yeah. She’s asleep. That 




girl’s tough as hell.






ROSE





(chuckling)




You’re not wrong. I’m probably 




gonna head up there and say 




goodnight to everyone.






CLIVE




Alright. I’m gonna steal 




what I can from the kitchen.




Tell Chris I said goodnight,




okay?

The expression in Rose’s face drains slightly at the mention of his name. She nods, somewhat sedately.






ROSE




Will do.






CLIVE




Goodnight.






ROSE




Night.

They both head off on their separate ways. Rose turns around briefly and watches Clive disappear into the kitchen. 











FADE TO

INT. WEAPONS ROOM - SAME

All but abandoned, save for the wooden wardrobe at the rear of the window. The CAMERA pushes in on the menacing looking piece of furniture.

INT. WOODEN WARDROBE - CONT’D

Claustrophobic. Enclosed. Trapped. Terrified. CHRIS stands in the small, cell-like structure, arms and legs bound with chains wrapped around support stands. His breathing has become shallow and halted, dark rings have developed around his eyes. Sweat has matted down his hair.

In short, he looks near death. Chris leans against the back of the wardrobe, groaning quietly.






CHRIS





(under his breath)




God...

INT. SUITE ROOM - SAME

GHOST is still at the window, but he’s grown noticeably tired. Clutching his shotgun to his chest, like an obscene security blanket, Ghost’s eyes slowly close...

...until the door swings open, revealing Rose. Ghost leaps up, his hands immediately go to his shotgun. Rose walks in, closing the door behind her, holding a warning hand out before her.






ROSE




Calm down, Dirty Harry, I’m not




here to eat anyone.






GHOST





(warily)




So you say...

She spots Becca on the first bed, sound asleep. Rose sits at the side of the bed and places a gentle kiss on her forehead. Ghost watches through half-open eyes.






GHOST




You should be proud. 






ROSE




Hmm?

He motions to Becca.






GHOST




She’s a tough girl. Must run 




in the family.






ROSE




Strange. That almost sounded




like a compliment.






GHOST




Let’s not go crazy.

Rose pulls the blanket up to Becca’s shoulders. She brushes a strand of hair away from her little sister’s peaceful face. 






ROSE




You’re not the only person to




notice. When Becca was little,




the other kids would always




make fun of her. One particularly




delightful child would always




refer to her as “Helen Keller 2”. 




I would always either beat the shit 




out of them or threaten to beat the




shit out of them, depending on




their age.






GHOST




Kids. Fucking assholes.






ROSE





(nodding)




A lot of them are, yeah. The




kids were afraid of me, and




by association, they became




afraid of her. I hated myself




for alienating Becca from the




other kids - more so than she




already was. It toughened her




up... not having anyone.






GHOST




She has you. 

Rose and Ghost look at one another. She sits up from the bed, sighing.






GHOST




Uh oh.






ROSE




What?






GHOST




You’ve got that face. That “If




anything happens to me...” face.






ROSE 




Well, I’m sorry. But I want her




to be safe. I want you to promise




me that you’ll protect her.






GHOST




Nothing is going to happen to you.






ROSE




You so sound so very sure of




yourself.






GHOST




You’re giving up already. You’re




expecting to die. That’s not the




mentality we’ve got to have.






ROSE




I’m not expecting to die...

Rose tries to go on. Ghost raises an eyebrow.






GHOST




Now you’ve got “but” face.

She flashes him a dirty, annoyed look.






ROSE




Excuse me?






GHOST




You look like you’re about to





say “but”.






ROSE




Oh. Well... “But”, I’m the type




of person who likes to plan for




the future, and all possible




variations of the future. IF




I die, okay, not WHEN, then I




want you to promise me that




Becca will be in your care.

Ghost sees the seriousness in her eyes, feels the weight in her voice. He sighs, out of lethargy, not out of annoyance.






GHOST




Alright. I promise.

Rose smiles appreciatively at him, mouthing a silent ‘thank you’. She turns back to her sister, watching her peaceful slumber.










FADE TO

INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - SAME

Clive exits the kitchen, a half-empty beer bottle in one hand, the katana sword in his other. He slings the blade over his shoulder, and takes another gulp of the beer. 

He enters a small, narrow hallway. It’s very dimly lit, one side of the wall is entirely lined with thin, vertical mirrors. Clive watches himself as he moves slowly through the corridor, his figure reflected dozens upon dozens of times.

CLIVE’S POV: Midway through the hall, one lone mirror appears to shake very, very lightly. 

Clive stops. Stares. Was that real, or the alcohol?

Whatever.

He keeps going, but when every successive mirror that he passes begins to shake, Clive starts beginning to worry.

INT. SUITE ROOM - SAME

Ashford is asleep. Becca is asleep. And now, very slowly, Ghost joins them in the land of slumber. His shotgun falls out of his arms and lands with a soft thud onto the carpeted floor.

INT. WEAPONS ROOM - SAME

Rose enters, yawning, not too far from sleep, herself. She unstraps the gun holster from her leg and places it onto a side table. Running an unsteady hand through her shoulder-length hair, Rose walks toward the wardrobe at the back of the room.






ROSE




Chris?

She quietly places a hand against the smooth wood of the wardrobe door. 






ROSE




Clive says goodnight...





(unsure)




Is it... is it okay if I 




open this? 

No answer. Rose’s hand slides down the door, disappointment taking over her.






ROSE




I want you to know, Chris,




that even if you are an 





asshole... there’s no other




asshole I’d rather have had




by my side through all of 




this. Alright?

Still no answer. Her concern rising, she grabs the wardrobe door and throws it open. Her reaction is immediate.






ROSE




SHIT.

Rose races off-screen to gather her gun. The inside of the wardrobe is revealed to be completely empty, chains ripped off the stands and everything. The back of the wardrobe has been smashed open, revealing a spacious hidden passage behind it.

With her gun in one hand and a flashlight in the other, Rose steps into the wardrobe and walks into the connecting hidden passage.

INT. MIRROR HALLWAY - SAME

Clive looks up to see the ceiling lamp begin to flicker. The already dim hallway soon becomes flooded in darkness as the lamp completely dies out. Disturbed, Clive sets his empty beer bottle onto the floor.

He quickens his pace as he walks through the seemingly never-ending hallway of mirrors. A harrowing symphony of gnashing flesh and rattling chains floats through the air.

A crack suddenly appears in the very last mirror at the end of the hall. Dark red blood seeps through it, like an obscure wound.

The temperature in the room seems to drop incredibly. All superfluous noise seems to disappear. Only very few elements of the environment can be heard.

Steadily cracking glass.

Clive’s quick, shallow breathing.

Chains dragging against a cement floor.

The low moan of something less than human.

INT. SUITE ROOM - SAME

Ghost suddenly jerks himself awake, the raw survivalist within him unleashed. 

He hears it in the walls. Ghost places one hand against the nearest wall, feeling the low, subtle vibrations coursing through it. 

As soon as he hears that trademark, growling moan, Ghost immediately starts loading up his shotgun with shells, and he’s off. 

INT. HIDDEN PASSAGEWAY - SAME

A narrow, maze-like system of connecting corridors. Dizzying and labyrinthine, Rose manages her best to stay sharp and focused as she navigates the passageway. Each audible footstep, each blind corner, each untraced shadow provides a new danger.






ROSE





(low)




Chris, you motherfucker...

Her flashlight and gun navigate the way as she rounds a corner. She, too, can hear the sounds of chains scraping against the floor. Rose swallows something rising in her throat as she clicks back the hammer on her gun.

INT. MIRROR HALLWAY - SAME

Clive has suddenly become transfixed by the last mirror in the hall. He stares at the crack in the glass, watching with terror as a trail of crimson pours through it. He looks above the crack and gasps.

His father, MORGAN, is standing in the reflection, looking very gaunt and pale. Morgan regards his son with a grim frown.

Clive is dumbfounded, puzzled beyond belief, beyond words.






MORGAN




Clive.


The boy can barely speak. He’s frozen, completely and utterly speechless. His bottom lip hangs out slightly.






MORGAN




I don’t want you to mourn me.

Clive tries to say something – anything - but he can’t bring himself to do it. The words are stuck in his throat.






MORGAN




I know it’ll be hard. You’ve




already lost me and your mother.




And we miss you a lot.

Clive’s bottom lip begins to quiver. The sting of tears develops in his eyes. Tries to be strong in the face of his father. Failing quickly.






MORGAN




You are with people who can




take care of you. Protect you.




But that’s not what matters.

After what feels like a very long time, Clive manages to speak, albeit very weakly.






CLIVE




What matters, dad?






MORGAN




When things get bad... and




believe me when I say that




they will... they REALLY




fucking will... are you 




going to be able to save 




yourself?






CLIVE




What?






MORGAN




That’s all there is to it.






CLIVE




Dad, I don’t understand -

Clive moves closer to the mirror, but Morgan, in the reflection, takes a large step back. He holds out a hand, indicating for his son to stop.






MORGAN




I don’t want you getting 





any closer. You’ll get hurt.






CLIVE





(desperately)




Dad, I don’t know what to do!






MORGAN





(sterner)




CLIVE. Get away from me, god




damn it. You’ll get hurt!






CLIVE




Dad, PLEASE -

Morgan angrily raises a fist, and all of the sudden his skin is chalky and peeling, chains wrapped around his arms and legs. Morgan punches through the mirror, shattering it into a million jagged pieces. Clive screams out as he leaps back, throwing up arms over his face. 

CHRIS emerges from the mirror, like a demon unearthing its way up through the depths of hell. Crazy red eyes, chalk-white skin, gnashing bloody teeth, a ravenous growl. Chris is longer alive, but no longer dead. No semblance of sanity, rationality, or intelligence. 

All that remains is the urge to feed.

The split-second it lays eyes on Clive is the split-second it leaps at him. Chains still attached to the monster’s body flail through the air as Clive forces himself to get the fuck out of the way. 

The zombie throws its right arm up, and the attached chain slashes forward. Clive ducks in the nick of time - the chain instead smashes against one of the mirrors in the hall, shattering it violently.

INT. HIDDEN PASSAGEWAY - SAME

Rose whips around, gun pointed rigidly before her, reacting to the noise of the shattering glass. It came from somewhere behind her. Although in this dark, dingy prison, it’s hard to tell what came from where. 

Using the beam of her flashlight to guide her, Rose quickly moves towards the source of the noise. Behind her, indiscernible shadows dance jerkily across a dirty stone wall.










SLAM TO:

INT. HALLWAY - FIRST FLOOR - SAME

Clive runs for his dear life through fancily decorated hall after fancily decorated hall. The unstoppable, menacing Zombie Chris comes sprinting right after him. 

The beast jerks his arms forward to make up for the heavy weight of the metal, causing the chains to whip around everywhere, like untamed tentacles. They smash against the sides of the walls and overturn tables and chairs, all in a chaotic symphony of destruction.

VARIOUS CLOSE UP SHOTS: Teeth snapping viciously. Bony, rigid fingers. Tense (but steadily decaying) muscle showing through chalky skin. Chains whipping through the decor wildly. White eyes wide with rage.

It's almost as if the burden of weight has increased the monster's ferocity. Whereas most zombies are straight-forward in their hunger, Zombie Chris is unrelentingly angry.

As Clive runs, he picks up random objects along the way - a lamp, a vase, and so on - and hurls it at the menace behind him. The objects smash and break on the beast's body, but it remains unfazed in its rage. 

Clive rounds a corner and runs smack into a door; it stuns him for a second, and then his hands immediately find the knob. It's locked. Fuck.

He whips around immediately, and Zombie Chris is right there, headed right at him. Clive has precious little seconds.






CLIVE




CHRISPLEASE--

It comes right at him, arms extended to the boy's throat - and in a split second Clive displays more presence-of-mind than he ever has. He unsheathes his mighty katana from its scabbard and drives the blade right through the fucker's heart.

The impact of this sudden attack is so forceful that Zombie Chris staggers back. The katana blade goes through the monster's chest and right into the wall behind, impaling the ghoul firmly in place.

Clive allows himself a brief moment to breathe. But unfortunately, Zombie Chris is not a vampire, and Clive is not Blade. The beast pushes itself through the rest of the katana - up the rest of the blade and through the handle, in a disgusting display of numb nonchalance. 

Zombie Chris emerges from the katana with a hole right through his chest. Blood, broken veins and gore pulsate through the wound.

The katana remains stuck in the wall, bloodied, as if mocking Clive's attempt at zombie slaying. Hope diminishing into nothingness, Clive turns back around and runs, through the halls that he originally came from.

As if nothing of note happened at all, the ghoul follows him.

EXT. HALLWAYS - CONT’D

The tense footrace continues, with Zombie Chris closing in on Clive with every second. Clive throws a fearful glance behind him, missing the overturned table in front of him as he trips over it and goes crashing onto the ground.

Heroically on cue, GHOST appears from an intersection in the hallway, barreling towards Clive and Zombie Chris with a hell-hath-no-fury glare.

He doesn’t bother to conceal the anger in his voice as he advances, shotgun ready at hand.






GHOST




Get the HELL away from him,




motherfucker!

BLAM! Ghost fires, and Zombie Chris’ left arm is blown off the bone. The monster rears back and screams, in both anguish and fury.

Clive is swept back onto his feet by Ghost, who grabs him by the sides of his arms, looking frantically at the boy. They hold each others’ eyes for a second. Words don’t come to either of them, but they both feel the exact same way.






ROSE (O.S.)




CHRIS?? IS THAT YOU??

Her shrill voice comes from within the walls. She’s somewhere here in this hallway. ZOMBIE CHRIS immediately turns around toward the source of the voice, eyes widening with surprise. There’s recognition. And a newer hunger.

Unfortunately, as the monster quickly turns around, it’s one remaining arm (and attached chain) swings a huge arc across the hall. It misses Clive, barely, but it catches Ghost right in the neck - wrapping around it tightly. 

Ghost barely has time to drop his shotgun and manage his hands underneath the metal noose, as Zombie Chris takes off down the hall like lightening. Ghost grunts with pain as he hits the ground, dragged along with the monstrosity. The chain around his neck is almost like an obscure leash. 






GHOST





(strangled, barely audible)




...OT...GUN....!!!






ROSE (O.S.)




CHRIS??

ON ZOMBIE CHRIS as he continues racing through the hall. Ghost continues to struggle with the chain, but his stamina is quickly draining.

ON CLIVE as he raises the shotgun. The look on his face and the quiver in his hands betrays the identity of a novice shotgun user. He does what he’s seen Ghost do many times before - aim, pump, SHOOT -

The shotgun blast barely sprays past Zombie Chris’ head. The recoil of a shotgun is considerably more powerful and jarring than what Clive is used to - the unrelenting force of it actually swipes Clive off the ground, forcing him back several feet until he hits the wall behind him.

ON GHOST, trying desperately to free himself as he’s dragged along the floor like a dirtied chew-toy.

Clive remains inert for a second, with very real pain apparent on his face. But with the seasoned edge of a war veteran, he grins and bears it. Clive rises to his feet, wearing a heavy look of renewed anger.

ON ROSE, hidden in the catacombs behind the walls, searching her way through the twisting path. She eagerly follows the noise outside the walls, hints of sweat developing on her forehead. Shapes in the shadows form behind her.

Clive breaks into a stride. He pumps the shotgun, ejecting the empty shell. His sights set upon Zombie Chris. The monster in question has stopped at the end of the hall, scratching hungrily through the wallpaper with its one good arm. Each arm movement tightens the chain around Ghost’s neck even more, causing the man to wince.






CLIVE




Hey, shithead!

Zombie Chris turns around immediately, as quick as lightening. 






CLIVE




Eat me.

Clive doesn’t hesitate as he blows the ghoul’s remaining arm right off. The spray of the shot goes right through the wall behind Zombie Chris, leaving a huge, smoking crater of a hole. 

ON ROSE, in the passageway, having barely missed that shotgun blast by a hair. The impact is so sudden and shocking that she trips and falls right on her ass. She jerks her head up towards the large hole, light from the hall outside pouring in. She hears voices and struggling, but she’s in too much shock to stand up. 

ON ZOMBIE CHRIS. The armless beast wails in pain, stumbling around in blind panic. Blood pours freely from its two gory stumps; it’d be comical if it weren’t so fucking gross. 

Clive immediately goes to Ghost, helping him unwrap the metal links from his neck. They’ve left deep red grooves, but other than that, nothing serious. Clive helpfully supports Ghost to his feet, and while doing Ghost gives the very faintest of appreciative squeezes on Clive’s shoulder. It’s not lost on Clive, but he chooses not to dwell on it. 

If ZOMBIE CHRIS was angry before, he’s super-fucking-mega-pissed off right now. It’s crimson eyes burn, locking onto Ghost, but Clive thinks quickly and slits his palm on the edge of a broken table.






GHOST




What the hell are you doing?

Clive smears the blood onto both of his hands and holds it up, waving it around, eager to get the ghoul’s attention.






CLIVE




HERE! OVER HERE!

Zombie Chris turns its focus from Ghost to Clive, who is now inching down the hallway. Ghost stares at him, puzzled eyes widening.






GHOST




DON’T BE AN IDIOT!

Completely ignoring that request, Clive takes off down the corridor. The zombie that was once their comrade instantaneously follows suit. Ghost picks up his shotgun back from the floor, and is ready to tailgate the party, but the sudden appearance of a HAND through the blasted wall-hole alarms him greatly.

The hand digs around and eventually we see the arm, shoulder, and face that it belongs to. Rose. She emerges from the hole, coughing and dirty, but otherwise fine. Ghost helps her through, his whole body tense.






GHOST




We got a situation here, Jane.






ROSE





(through gritted teeth)




Rose.






GHOST




Okay - you know your fucking name -




that’s great. We’re in big trouble.






ZOMBIE CHRIS’ POV: Shaky, jittery, with a scratchy red tint. We rampage through the hall like an irritable ape, towards Clive, who runs with purpose and confidence towards...

INT. WEAPONS ROOM - CONT’D

Clive hurries inside and spots two things: on the weapons display rack there is a war-hammer, and across the room is a large dresser drawer. His hands go for the war-hammer - it’s heavy as hell, but he can manage it. Barely.

Zombie Chris and his lack of arms comes barreling into the room, his aggravation increasing with every second that his hunger is not tamed.      Clive wastes absolutely no time; he swings the hammer around once to gain momentum, and by the second try, the zombie has stupidly come so close that Clive manages to smash it right in the chest.

The force of the hammer’s impact not only shatters the zombie’s ribcage, but it sends it flying across the fucking room. It lands within range of the dresser drawer... perfect.

Because Zombie Chris has no arms, it’s near impossible for the beast to stand up. Instead, it writhes around on the ground, teeth snapping like claws, blood enveloping the floor beneath it.

Clive drops the hammer and walks toward the drawer, struggling to tip it. With a few tries, he successfully manages to push it over...

EXT. HALLWAY - CONT’D

Rose struggles to get answers out of Ghost as they both walk with hurried purpose.






ROSE




Just what the fuck is happening?





What were those noises? Why did




somebody blow a hole through that




wall? Where is CHRIS?

She’s answered with a loud thud followed by a pained, demonic scream. Ghost stops in front of the weapons room and looks inside. He becomes very sullen.






ROSE




What are you-

She runs to catch up with him, pushing him aside to gain a look.

INT. WEAPONS ROOM - CONT’D

Zombie Chris has been pinned down from the torso up with the huge, heavy piece of furniture. Clive stands above it, clutching the war-hammer in an almost taunting fashion. The monster stares at up the boy with revulsion and fury. But no traces of fear.

Clive raises the war-hammer and slams it down onto Zombie Chris’ head with way more impact than necessary. The result is a heavy crack, followed by gushing red and white brain matter. Not satisfied with this, Clive lifts up the hammer and slams it down again, and again, and again, and AGAIN, AND AGAIN, AND AGAIN...

Rose collapses to her knees, in shock, tears pouring down her face. Her throat is heavy with words, with sorrow, pain, disgust.

Ghost looks down at Rose, distraught and possibly in shock, then up at Clive, who is now beating Zombie Chris’ head into an extremely thin paste. Ghost runs over to him and grabs him from behind, pulling him away from the gory scene - trying to ground the boy back in reality.






GHOST




Hey. HEY. HEY! Look at me!




He’s dead! He’s fucking dead!




You’re not making him any 




deader!

Clive barely has any time to respond, as Rose suddenly appears and grabs him away, shoving him up against a mirror with the strength that only a woman scorned can muster. The mirror shatters, and Rose’s grip on Clive’s shirt practically tears it. 






ROSE




WHAT THE FUCK DID YOU?! WHAT




THE FUCK DID YOU DO-- 

Ghost acts as the mediator again, this time pulling Rose away. She’s absolutely hysterical, crying, screaming, cursing up a storm. Clive looks at her, absorbing her pain. But not sharing it.

QUICK CUT : Outside the clocktower building. Circling it is a rustic, broken down pickup truck. It looks oddly familiar. Obnoxious hooting and hollering bellows out from it.

BACK. In slow-motion, Clive calmly walks away, out of the room. The CAMERA follows him from the front, watching his uncommonly serene face and smooth body language as he moves from the weapons room and into the hall. 

QUICK CUT : The pickup truck. The four hillbillies from earlier are the ones behind the wheel, swilling beer and generally being piss-ants. A few zombies who have congregated outside the clocktower start chasing the truck.






HILLBILLY #1




Them motherfuckers don’t ever




get tired, do they?






HILLBILLY #3




They probably got the rabies. 




Did you see when one of em bit





Billy?






HILLBILLY #4




Billy?? You got bit by one of




those faggots and you didn’t




tell us?






HILLBILLY #2 (BILLY)





(somewhat lethargically)




What’s the big deal? It doesn’t hurt.




Just left a big-ass red mark. 






HILLBILLY #1




If you start pukin’ up shit in




this truck it’s your ass cleaning




it up, motherfucker.






HILLBILLY #3




Yeeeah, boy.

Hillbilly #3 smacks Hillbilly #2 (Billy) upside his head, causing the infected redneck to vomit all over the backseat. Everyone groans disgustedly.

BACK. Clive passes through the door leading into the hall. From behind him we faintly see Rose momentarily free herself from Ghost’s grip, but he latches onto her once again. Completely oblivious to it, Clive keeps walking away. He goes through several different corridors until he comes upon the object of his desire.

QUICK CUT : Billy allowing his eyes to close. He doesn’t look too hot. The hillbilly in the front seat (#1) takes another swig of beer. 






HILLBILLY #4




Ten bucks says you can’t nail




the fucker over there on the




left...

All eyes fall upon the zombie on the left, wandering aimlessly, independent from the masses outside the clocktower.






HILLBILLY #1




Great Jupiter’s Balls, boy!




Prepare to empty out that wallet!

The stupid asshole floors it. Everyone’s jerked back in their seats, hollering like animals.

BACK. Clive wanders over to the bloodied katana, impaled in the wall. With meticulous care, he slides the katana out from the wall and back onto its scabbard, which is still strapped onto his back. 

QUICK CUT : The hillbillies in the truck. Billy suddenly springs back to life, a fresh new zombie. It hisses and growls, showing off its wicked razor teeth. Hillbilly #3 scoffs.






HILLBILLY #3




Stop being such a fag and get




back in your seat, Bill–

Billy predictably does not listen. Instead, he leans over and takes a huge chunk out of Hillbilly #1's face.






HILLBILLY #1




AAAAAAAAHCHRIST–!

Blood sprays everywhere as Hillbilly #1 swerves the truck. There’s complete, utter panic and fright as Billy attacks the rest of the morons - and nobody notices that the truck is headed right towards the entrance of the clock tower. Several zombies are mowed down along the way.

The other Hillbillies try to restrain Billy as he rips into Hillbilly #1's ribcage, but it’s no use - he’s way too strong. Hillbilly #1 dies with absolute terror and pain frozen on his face.

BACK. Clive rounds a hallway corner and finds himself, once again, in the supremely creepy hall of mirrors. 

Passing through, he manages to catch a glimpse of himself in the cracked glass. Clive stares at his own reflection, into his own bloodshot eyes – his expression is hard and grim. He stares. And stares. And stares.

INT. FRONT FOYER - STAIRWELL - CONT’D

Ghost is leading a seething Rose along up the large, ornate stairwell in the front entrance. Her anger is so inflamed that she can barely breathe.






ROSE




When I see that little fucker




again I am going to grab his




little fucking neck and squeeze




until his head pops off. 






GHOST




So... you would call yourself




a pacifist?






ROSE




Did you SEE what he did to Chris?!

Ghost scoffs; he can’t believe the way Rose is acting.






GHOST




Are you being serious? Chris 




became a zombie. 

She says nothing, merely swallowing the rage rising in her throat. Ghost raises an eyebrow at her non-reaction.






GHOST




Did you know that? Did he tell 




you he was bitten?

Rose freezes for a second. After her heart comes back down into her chest...






ROSE




No, he didn’t. I had no idea.

Ghost sighs quietly. He tries his best to sound reasonable.






GHOST




What the kid did to him - however 




overzealous it may have been - was 




out of necessity.






ROSE




NECESSITY? Pounding another




man’s skull into paste was a




NECESSITY?






GHOST




THAT was not a man, Julia! If




you saw its eyes - if you saw




the way it moved... 

The sound of truck tires screeching against dirt grows louder and louder. Ghost stops himself in mid-sentence to listen to it. Behind Rose, up the stairs, a sleepy-eyed ASHFORD and an anxious BECCA appear. Looking up, Rose spots her little sister and runs to her with no thought in between. They embrace. 

Ashford takes a couple uneasy steps down the stairs, his heart beating a mile a minute. 






ASHFORD




What was all that noise? Was




that a gun that went off?

Still hugging Becca for dear life, Rose looks up at the doctor bitterly. She then pulls Becca into her line of view, so she can read Rose’s lips.






ROSE




Chris is dead.

A beat. Becca can only manage a pained squeak before falling back into her sister’s arms. Rose struggles to hold back tears as she strokes Becca’s long auburn hair.






ASHFORD




He’s DEAD? How was he able to 




turn so quickly?

The sounds of the tires grows ever closer. Ghost turns to look at the doctor, suspicion growing.






GHOST




The hell do you mean, “turn so




quickly?” You knew?

Uh oh. Ashford’s guilty eyes immediately find Rose, who doesn’t allow herself to return the glance. Ghost reads their body language all too well.






GHOST




You BOTH knew?

Ghost ascends a few more steps, gritting his teeth with anger. He stares Rose down. At that second, Clive appears in the foyer from the entrance corridor. He looks to the stairwell as Ghost begins his screaming rampage...






GHOST




DO YOU KNOW WHAT YOU DID?




YOU RISKED EVERY SINGLE LIFE




IN THIS BUILDING!

Rose says nothing, but her bitterness is clearly growing.






GHOST




WHAT IF HE GOT YOUR SISTER,




JENNA? DO YOU REALLY THINK YOU




COULD LIVE WITH THE DEATH OF




HER RIGHT ON YOUR HEAD?

Quite eerily, Rose releases Becca and pats her on the head. Becca stares at her with worry. She signs something. Rose just shakes her head. Ashford watches from the top of the stairwell, tense.

Rose turns around and looks Ghost squarely in the eye. She speaks almost too softly, as if she were addressing a young child.






ROSE




I think... for a man who can’t




get my name right... with 




no name himself... no past... 




and no apparent qualifications... 




that you certainly believe you 




have more authority than you 




actually possess. So, I’m 




asking you, sir, to please 




lower your voice.

Ghost does lower his voice, but he speaks with the exact same acidity that he did when he was screaming.






GHOST




What the hell did you just say?

Anger burns. The little patience that Rose has dries right up.






ROSE




I said... I’M THE ONE WITH THE




GOD-DAMN BADGE, SO YOU’RE GONNA 




STOP SCREAMING AT ME! AND MY NAME 




IS ROSE, YOU STUPID MOTHERFUCKER!

The screechy tires reach the zenith of their loudness. Clive turns and addresses the door, only a tiny hint of fear in his eyes.






CLIVE





(under his breath)




Something’s here.

THE HILLBILLY PICKUP TRUCK PLOWS RIGHT THROUGH THE FRONT ENTRANCE. 

It all happens too quickly. There’s a gargantuan explosion of broken wood and glass. Debris flies everywhere. The truck slams into the bottom of the stairwell and stops running. Everybody is thrown backward, shock coursing through the whole structure of the building like electricity. 

With the front entrance now unprotected, the ARMY OF ZOMBIES which have been gathering outside pour into the fortress. Droves and droves of rotting corpses leap onto the truck and onto the stairwell, like hyperactive, homicidal jackrabbits. 

Ashford screams his lungs out and races onto the second floor, crossing himself as he does so. Rose drives Becca up the stairs and begins unloading clip after clip, cracking zombie skulls with every shot. She may be emotionally shattered, but there’s no denying her perfect aim.

In stark contrast to Rose’s meticulous preciseness, Ghost just indiscriminately blasts the fuckers away with his 12 inch barrel.

(His shotgun, sickies)

The din of gun blasts, zombie screams, skull cracking, and wet flesh becomes disgustingly rhythmic in its repetition. But for every zombie that Rose and Ghost manage to waste, it seems five more take its place. 

Ghost throws a glance into the pickup that started this catastrophe - but the windows have become slicked with blood and intestines, making it impossible to see inside...






ROSE





(over the din)




WHERE’S CLIVE?






GHOST




WHAT??






ROSE




CLIVE!! WE NEED TO PUT A DAMN




LEASH ON THAT BOY!

Ghost frantically looks around the dead masses to find him, but Clive is nowhere to be seen. The alarm showing through on Ghost’s face cannot be denied. Without a thought in his head, Ghost runs and leaps off of the staircase, directly into the mosh-pit of the undead below him.

Rose watches with the utmost horror.






ROSE




WHAT DO YOU THINK YOU’RE-

She’s quickly silenced by Ghost blasting several shots into the crowd, clearing a path for him through the huge foyer.






GHOST




KID?! WHERE THE HELL–

Clive is still lost in the twisted, gnarled, bloody entanglement of rotting flesh and snapping teeth. Several ghouls ambush Ghost, and he manages to land a few head shots with one well placed shotgun blast.

ON ROSE as she tries desperately to keep the zombies from ascending the stairs, but it’s definitely an uphill battle. There’s too many of them, and only one of her. Not to mention she just ran out of bullets.

Becca raises her machete and attempts to dive headlong into the crowd of monsters, but Rose quickly grabs her by the shoulders. 






ROSE




DON’T BE AN IDIOT! GET UPSTAIRS!




NOW!

She practically has to drag Becca with her up the rest of the stairwell, but Becca frantically signs at her. Rose looks to her, then to Ghost, whom Becca was referring to. He’s struggling to thin the undead herd, but he, too, is fighting a losing battle.






ROSE





(low)




There’s nothing we can do for 




him, Becca. Let’s go. GO.

They race up to the second floor landing and disappear into the adjacent corridor. Ashford has long since disappeared.

ON GHOST, in the midst of absolute chaos and bloodshed. He keeps blasting his way through the undead, screaming for Clive (but never using the boy’s name), narrowly avoiding bite after bite.

Eventually, however, the ghouls begin to overpower Ghost - grabbing at his arms, pulling him in towards their ghastly, sharp teeth - but this is all stopped by a flash of silver striking through the air.

And another flash. And another. 

CLIVE appears amoungst the crowd, hacking away at limbs and heads with his katana, moving from zombie to zombie, never slowing down. 

Once a path has been sufficiently cleared, he quickly moves through, being extremely mindful of the disembodied zombie heads snapping at his ankles. He carefully kicks away the ones too close for comfort.

Ghost and Clive make quick eye contact in another silent reaffirmation of their inexplicable bond. Clive, using a communication trick learned from Rose, points two fingers at his eyes, then shoots a finger towards the end of foyer, where the entrance into the hall of mirrors sits. They both nod and book it out of there as fast as their legs can take them. 








INT. SECOND FLOOR - CLOCKTOWER BUILDING - SAME

Rose and Becca practically fly through the dimly lit hallway, the hard footsteps of rampaging zombies emanating not far behind them. Rose’s hand is clasped tightly with Becca’s as they run through the network of corridors. 

Rose’s eyes roam all over the fancy labyrinth, searching for that god damn doctor.






ROSE




ASHFORD?? ASHFORD - WHERE THE




FUCK ARE YOU??

They take a left. Big mistake. Several zombies leap out at them from shadowed corners. One of them ferociously grabs Becca by the neck, to which Becca responds by kicking it in the balls and slicing the beast through it’s torso. The zombie collapses. It was totally owned.

Rose frantically helps Becca work the zombie arm off as the remaining beasts close in on them. With her free arm, Rose raises her glock and takes down several zombies with several perfectly aimed shots. But this doesn’t stop more of the fuckers from coming.

As soon as the amputated zombie arm hits the ground, Rose and Becca are off. They shoulder past an Elderly Lady Zombie (who reacts very slowly to their presence) to disappear into an intersection.









INT. HALL OF MIRRORS - SAME

Ghost and Clive sprint through, and are summarily shocked as zombie after zombie breaks through each mirror in a dramatic burst of broken glass. Each zombie is wearing a security guard uniform, torn and stained with vomit and blood.

Ghost is too jarred to get his shotgun working, but Clive calmly dispatches one with a shot through the forehead. The mass of zombies giving chase grows, an ever expanding army of brainless automatons. 

Even more zombies make appearances at the other end of the hall of mirrors, effectively trapping the two of them in the center.






CLIVE




HOW ARE WE GONNA GET UPSTAIRS?

Ghost’s line of vision falls upon the broken mirrors, and the hidden passages concealed behind them. Without another thought, he grabs Clive and shoves him into the darkness beyond. After a quick shotgun blast to drive the undead horde back, Ghost follows.










EXT. ROOFTOP - CLOCKTOWER - SAME

The cool night sky seems to have gotten even more pitch-black than before. The door leading into the building slams open. Rose and Becca emerge, and immediately their efforts go towards closing the door behind them. 

Not such an easy feat - several dozen zombie bodies are pressing themselves against it, eager for the taste of flesh and blood.

Rose, even with her ropey police-officer muscles, can’t get the door closed. Gritting her teeth with effort, she desperately tries to close the threshold between them and the undead. Becca, too, tries with all her might. A few zombie arms worm through the gap, flailing blindly for skin to grab onto. And then tear.






ROSE




BECCA! GET THEM! I’M FINE!

In one smooth motion, Becca nods, moves to the threshold, and unsheathes her machete. If it weren’t obvious before, her comfort with this bladed weapon is beyond that of a mere object. It’s almost like an extension of her body.

Becca starts hacking away at zombie limbs like it was going out of style. Decayed, twitching arms begin piling up at her feet.

Out of the corner of her eye, Rose spots Ashford standing several feet away, hands behind his back, facing them with a solemn expression. Desperate, and losing strength quickly, Rose screams out to him.






ROSE




ASHFORD!? ASHFORD, HELP US!

But he just stands there. His face grows colder with each passing second. Rose stares back at him, dumbfounded, but still trying her damn hardest to close the door. 

One ghoul manages to wedge his ugly face through the gap, the flesh of his cheek bones peeling off in the process. Hiding her immense disgust behind a brave demeanor, Becca smashes her machete onto the top of the zombie’s forehead with all her might.

A sickening crack. A river of blood. 

Becca retracts the blade as the monster’s body slackens. With a hard kick, she propels the beast back inside, giving Rose enough leeway to slam the door shut. She hits the bolt-lock, securing the heavy steel door in place. 

There’s only a small moment of peace, as the door almost immediately begins rattling with the bangs of the desperate undead on the other side. It’s both unsettling and horrific.

Both women, sweating and tired, turn to look at Ashford, still standing eerily silent, like a cat ready to pounce. Rose begins to approach him, trying to catch her breath.






ROSE




Ashford, we needed you back 




there. What the hell’s–

She comes crashing to a stop when Ashford reveals the gun he was holding behind his back. Behind Rose, Becca tenses up and goes for her machete, but Rose holds up a single finger. Becca stops.






ASHFORD




If I were a weaker man, I would




be weeping for the destruction




of humanity.






ROSE





Doctor...






ASHFORD




But we live in a world where




weakness for such an 




inevitability has no place.






ROSE




Please...






ASHFORD




I’ve seen first hand, along




with you and your sister, just 




exactly what they, and what WE, 




are capable of doing.

He speaks very slowly and methodically, more than an on-edge man wielding a gun should. It chills Rose and Becca to their souls.






ROSE




Give me the gun...






ASHFORD




I am a man of science by




profession, but a man of God




by heart. The wicked ones...






ROSE




Just put it down...






ASHFORD





(voice rising)




...the Godless ones... 






ROSE




Doctor, PLEASE, you’re not




thinking straight...






ASHFORD




...they have no place amoung 




the living. I realise, now,




that to be alive is a luxury 




that only the purest can 




afford.

He raises the gun to Rose’s face. Silently, Ashford sheds tears. Rose stares at him in astonishment. His calculated tone deteriorates into shaky desperation. 






ASHFORD




So I’ve decided, Officer Chambers,




that the only reason to weep is




for the heinous act that I have




been forced to do.

ON BECCA, extremely tense, watching and waiting for an opportunity to intervene.






ASHFORD




I am so sorry. But this is what




the Lord wants.

Rose eyes the gun, and her frightened astonishment slowly turns to cold annoyance. Her sudden change in demeanor catches Ashford off-guard. Rose stares him down.






ROSE




For such a dramatic speech, 




Doctor, I’m sure that leaving the 




safety on was entirely intentional. 

Ashford’s mouth goes dry, and his eyes immediately go to the gun. Quick as lightening, Rose smashes his face with her elbow and twists the gun out of the doctor’s hand. Never missing a beat, she swivels around Ashford and kicks him in the back of his knee. Legs failing him, Ashford topples to the ground. 

The second he does, Rose lands her right foot over his throat, and then stabs the glock towards his crotch.






ROSE




Move one inch: your throat




is crushed and your dick 




will be a smoking crater 




in your pants.  

He stares up at her, fearful and wide-eyed, like a small child. 






ROSE





(under her breath)




Dip-shit.

She looks over the gun she snatched from him, then turns to Becca.






ROSE




This is Clive’s.

Rose throws it to her. Becca catches it, examines it with a tiny hint of sorrow.






ROSE




They’re still alive, honey.




They’re fine.

At a loss, Becca signs something to her. Rose considers this, worried.






ROSE




Good question.





(to the door)




They’ll both find another way.




They have to.

Becca turns and looks at the shaking door, echoing with the sound of fists banging against steel.







INT. HIDDEN PASSAGEWAY - SAME

The twisting, brooding, complex labyrinth that Rose braved is now being traversed by Ghost and Clive. Ghost has taken the lead, although he’s just as disoriented and lost as Clive is. The quick yet heavy footsteps of the undead bounce off the dark, wet walls in rapid succession.

Corner after corner, hallway after hallway, everything begins looking the same. Cobblestone and pavement, cement and brick. It all blends together in a frustrating mosaic. 

Ghost comes upon a dead end, and Clive practically has to hold him back before he comes crashing face-first into it. He turns to the boy, trying hard not to let the panic inside of him show.






GHOST




This wasn’t an amazing idea.






CLIVE




You bought us some time. 






GHOST




But where the fuck do we go




now? There isn’t anywhere to 




escape, let alone a place to shit.

The sounds of the undead grow ever nearer. Clive’s eyes survey their surroundings, but it’s much too dark to see anywhere beyond your own nose. Clive makes a blind grab for Ghost’s belt – Ghost immediately jumps – 






GHOST




Whoa-whoa-whoa, hey, you be




careful down there.

– and finds his flashlight. Clive uses it to scan the area, they’re practically boxed in by the imposing dark walls. But Clive spies something above them.






CLIVE




Alright, first, there’s a place




to shit right behind you.

Ghost turns back and notices a small hole connected to a drainpipe running underneath the floor. He grimaces slightly.






CLIVE




And second, there’s your escape




route right there.

He runs the flashlight beam along a series of ladder rungs leading straight up into a hole in the passageway ceiling. Ghost turns to Clive, both impressed and weary.






GHOST




Looks like that near-death 




experience of yours lifted




all the shit out of your




brain.

Clive shoves the flashlight at Ghost’s chest - hard enough to make him take a step back. 






CLIVE




I just never really got a chance




to shine.

He gestures for Ghost to climb up first. It’s within reasonable reach, so Ghost is up on it quickly. Clive grasps the rusty surface of the bottom rung and pulls himself up, just in time to see the zombie hanging down from the ladder above Ghost, poised like a bat. 

The moment the gymnastic-enabled zombie sees the two of them, it screams that bone-chilling, inhuman scream and allows itself to drop right onto the pair. Ghost, Clive, and the monster all come crashing back down into the cobblestone-floored passageway.

The zombie is immediately on Clive, pinning down his arms and roaring saliva into his face. Clive struggles, screaming out.






CLIVE




SHOTGUN! THE FUCKING SHOTGUN!

Ghost reaches down and gropes blindly on the ground for the weapon, while Clive manages to shove the beast off of him. Ghost gets his hands on the damn thing just as the zombie pounces Clive again, and a second later it's head is a smattering of bone, brain and gore against the wall behind it. Clive stands, breathing heavily, although he's not as shaken as we've come to expect.

He can barely muster a thank you, however, at the sight of a fresh batch of ghouls barreling towards them from behind Ghost. No time to take them down - they scramble up the ladder that they attempted before.

Ghost disappears up the hole in the ceiling quickly, but Clive is held back by a decaying hand grasping at his ankle. The ferocious zombie below utters an excited scream as Clive struggles wildly. 

Prompted by Clive’s desperate cry, Ghost remains perched above them all, readying the shotgun. 






CLIVE




BE CAREFUL!

Clive flattens himself against the ladder chamber as Ghost fires his last round downward. The blast manages to obliterate the beast’s grip on Clive, as well as dislocate Ghost’s shoulder, as the recoil forces him to slam his back against a ladder rung.

A spray of blood and bone rains down on the zombies below as Clive, and an injured Ghost, desperately make their way up the rest of their escape route. 

EXT. ROOFTOP – CLOCKTOWER – CONT’D 

Rose and Becca jump to their feet as a small trap door several feet away from them springs open. Their hands instinctively go to their weapons, but they’re dropped as soon as they see Clive and Ghost’s strained faces.

Clive helps Ghost out and onto the roof, and immediately slams the trap door back shut. Within a moment of doing so, it springs right back open, and a cavalcade of zombie arms begin clawing their way out and onto the roof. Clive grabs a cinderblock and starts smashing them away, while Becca grittily slices off the rest.

Rose slams the trap door back into place once the dismemberment puts a halt to the monsters. Clive shoves the cinderblock onto the door, and pushes several more onto it. 

Ghost walks a few steps before collapsing. Clive quickly runs to his side, turning him onto his back. 






CLIVE




C’mon, now. You’re fine. You’re fine.






GHOST




Well that’s not what my fucking




DISLOCATED SHOULDER IS TELLING ME!






ROSE




What happened, here?






CLIVE




A shotgun blast in cramped quarters.






ROSE




Sounds like a misguided attempt 




at heroism.






GHOST





(through his teeth)




Misguided?! I saved the boy’s 




fucking life.

Rose looks over to Clive, who nods quickly. 






ROSE




Here, sit up. We’re gonna need




to put this in a sling.

He sits up, leaning heavily against an overturned wheelbarrow. Clive takes off his tattered jacket and fashions it into a makeshift sling. He helps put it onto Ghost.






GHOST




It’ll heal itself. I’m fine.






CLIVE




Yeah? Why don’t you try slapping




away my hand with that arm.

Clive starts flicking Ghost on the cheek with his finger, rapid and annoying. Ghost clenches his jaw and tries to bat him away with his injured arm. But it can barely lift an inch.






CLIVE




Can’t do it, huh? Can ya? Can ya?




Can ya? Can ya? Can ya?

Fed up, Ghost uses his good arm to shove Clive away. Rose glares at Ghost before helping Clive back up. 






CLIVE




Thanks.

Rose forces a smile. A beat. She tries to be a diplomatic as she can…






ROSE




I’m glad you two are alright.

…but she is still quite obviously harboring some anguish. Clive sombrely, but appreciatively nods at her and leaves frame.

With Clive out of his line of vision, Ghost finally notices that ASHFORD is sitting several feet away on the other side of the rooftop. He’s been handcuffed to the piping system soldered onto the roof. Ashford’s eyes are red and puffy, trained to the ground. He’s been crying. Heavily.






GHOST





The hell’s up with Dr. Doom?

Rose rolls her eyes, digging through the emergency kit in Becca’s backpack.






ROSE




He decided that the Christian




thing to do in a situation like




this is to threaten people with





guns. Either he needs to brush




up on the Bible, or I need to




convert.






GHOST




Did he hurt any of you?







ROSE




Fuck no. I’ve dealt with worse.

She finds a bottle of pills and shoves it in Ghost’s direction. He takes it with his good arm, eyeing it warily.






 ROSE




It’ll be good for the pain.






GHOST




Comitting suicide?






 ROSE

You only need to take two. This 

isn’t “House of Sand and Fog”.

Rose screws open the bottle for him. 

On the other side of the rooftop, Becca and Clive catch their breaths as they gaze upon the dying lights of the city beyond. Somewhat sadly, Becca scribbles wildly onto a pad of paper, then shows it to Clive. 

“DO YOU THINK ANYONE ELSE IS STILL ALIVE?”

Clive’s eyes go from the message, to the girl, and then back to the message. He responds evenly.






CLIVE




It’s only been a day.

Despite this, Clive can’t shake his feeling of dread, and neither can Becca. Looming in the distance is the heavy, choking air of death. Becca shakily closes her notepad and closes her eyes, trying to tune out the ever present clanging of dead fists against metal.

Ashford watches the two of them with a cold smile.

ROSE places a hand on Ghost’s shoulder, trying her best to be comforting.






ROSE




Just relax, okay?






GHOST




What are you doing?






ROSE





(brightly)




Re-locating your shoulder.






GHOST




This is going to hurt, isn’t it?






ROSE




Pain is subjective. On three.




One…

A half-second later, Rose roughly pulls Ghost’s arm back into position, properly re-locating it, but causing tremors of immense pain to course through Ghost’s body. He hollers in both shock and anguish.






GHOST




Why did I know you were going




to do that?






ROSE




Why did I know you were going




to be a bitch about it?

She helps him stand up, and Ghost responds with a weary, half-hearted nod of appreciation. Massaging his arm, he walks over to Ashford, who’s still creepily staring at Becca and Clive.






GHOST




The hell’s your problem?






ASHFORD




Hell is not my problem, stranger.




Those two. Look at them.

Ghost follows his stare, watching Becca and Clive stare out into the distance. 






ASHFORD




The girl… she maims and murders




without any sign of remorse. But




the boy… I’ve seen his eyes…

Hearing the tail end of that sentence, Clive turns around. So does Becca. Ghost looks back at Ashford, incensed.






GHOST




What the hell are you talking about?






ASHFORD




His eyes. There’s nothing in there, 




stranger. He’s gone. He might 

as well be one of them.

Ashford and Clive’s eyes connect. There’s something unabashedly vile about the way Ashford is able to hold his gaze.

But not for very long.

Ghost’s right hand immediately closes around Ashford’s throat and throws him back against the piping network he’s chained to. Ashford yelps as the back of his head slams against the metal.






GHOST




If you EVER look at him that




way again, he will be the last




thing you ever see.

Although scared out of his fucking mind, Ashford still manages to let some words escape out of his mouth.






ASHFORD




You couldn’t. Clive, however…

The tension in the air is thicker than cement. Ghost’s fingers tighten around Ashford’s throat, but Clive runs up to him and throws him off.






CLIVE




Hey!

Ghost is still enflamed about the whole thing, unable to contain himself.






GHOST




You heard the things he said.






CLIVE




Walk it off, alright? 

Ashford sneers. Ghost advances at him again, but Clive holds him back. 






CLIVE




Please.

Still seething, Ghost walks away. Clive looks to Ashford, directly, and the doctor immediately throws his glance to the ground. As Clive walks away, Ashford mutters under his breath.






ASHFORD




You are not a child. And I am




not fooled.

It’s enough to make Clive pause – however briefly. But he lets it go, and continues walking away. Ashford is clearly trying to catch his breath.











FADE TO

EXT. ROOFTOP – CLOCKTOWER BUILDING – DAWN

Our motley crew has fallen asleep. Most of them, anyway. Rose and Becca are cuccooned in a blanket, Ghost is resting on his stomach, and Ashford has fallen asleep against the pipes he’s handcuffed to. A sling of drool dribbles onto his shirt.

Clive, however, is still wide awake. He sits on the ledge, staring out into the sunrise. His face is unreadable. While it is unmistakably dawn, around half the blood-red sky is obscured with thick, black smoke. 

In the far-off distance, we hear nothing but sirens and screams. Clive’s eyes fall to the courtyard that surrounds the clocktower. The clocktower itself is now packed with zombies, so a large overflow has congregated outside, clawing and pawing at the walls and windows of the brick structure.

Clive has to look away from them after a moment. Ghost is now sitting beside him – and he’s there so suddenly that Clive can’t help but give a litle start.






CLIVE




Jesus.






GHOST




Sorry.

Shaking, Clive rubs something out of his eyes and hugs his knees to his chest. 






GHOST




It’d be useless to ask if you





got any sleep, wouldn’t it?






CLIVE




As useless as if I asked you.






GHOST




I at least had my eyes closed.






CLIVE




Well, then, move over, David Blaine.

He’s still shaking. Ghost eyes him worriedly.






GHOST




You cold?






CLIVE




I’ll be fine.

Not quite believing that, Ghost walks over to Rose, snatches the blanket from her and Becca, and puts it around Clive’s shoulders.






CLIVE




C’mon – they’re actually sleeping – 






GHOST




They’ll be fine. They’ve got the




balls, not us.

Clive allows himself a smile, but it’s a quick one. It’s more like how an adult would feign happiness to a child.

In silence, Ghost and Clive watch the the horizon. Something appears in the sky, looming but small, growing ever nearer…






CLIVE




What Ashford said…

Ghost turns to him. Now that Clive has his attention, he’s not sure how to go about it. He tries. Hesitantly.






CLIVE




What he said… he’s not… you 




know he isn’t…

He doesn’t really know how to finish. But understanding his meaning anyway, Ghost nods quietly.






GHOST




I know.

Clive is thankfully saved from this awkward conversation by the sound of a roaring helicopter. They both look up at the same time.






GHOST




Holy shit.

A darkwing is headed right there way, emerging from the city smoke. Ghost leaps to his feet and goes to wake everyone up. Clive stands as the chopper wind hits him, blowing the hair out of his face, whipping the blanket around behind him wildly. He stares up at the darkwing with a weirdly sombre kind of relief.

The ZOMBIES below are entranced by the large, flying mechanism, and their attention is now drawn towards getting to the roof. Like starved cheetahs fighting for the last scrap of a gazelle, they start piling over each other in their efforts to reach the top of the building.

If Rose, Becca, and Ashford hadn’t been woken by Ghost, they certainly would have by the roaring helicopter engine. The blades whip around defeaningly, hitting everybody below with a rush of hard wind. It lands gently, and the engine slowly cools down.

Everyone gathers outside the chopper, eagerly awaiting their escape. On his way, Clive grabs his katana and fastens it over his shoulder. The pilot door slides open and a tall, pale, sick looking man in an army uniform emerges. He looks like he can barely stand, but he tries anyway.

This is CAMPBELL.






CAMPBELL




Good morning. I’m Lieutenant –-

He’s stopped short, interrupted by a seriously painful sounding coughing fit. Everyone grimaces when they notice he’s coughing blood onto his fist.






CAMPBELL

-but you can call me Campbell.

There’s a pause. A little awkwardly, Rose steps up to speak first.






ROSE




Officer Rose Chambers, of the 




Toronto Police Department. 




Division 413. 

 



(she flashes her badge)




The small, cute one behind me is 

Becca. The skinny, morose one to 

my left is Clive. The balding,

handcuffed one goes by Ashford.

Campbell stares skeptically at Ashford, who raises a finger of acknowledgement, then back at Rose.






ROSE




It’s for his own good.

His gaze wanders upon Ghost, who’s arms are crossed defensively.






CAMPBELL




And who’s the tall angry one?






ROSE




He doesn’t have a name.






CAMPBELL




He was born without one?






CLIVE




He wont tell us.






CAMPBELL




So what do you guys call him?






CLIVE




We don’t call him anything.






CAMPBELL




So, just “hey, you” and “him”?




Doesn’t that get confusing? 






ROSE




Can we please get back to the




fact that we’re desperately 

trying to escape a plague that 

has potentially overthrown much 

of the world?



CLIVE




What’s the status of that, by




the way?






CAMPBELL




We had lost contact with the 




New York base when I left.




Vancouver, Paris, Los Angeles,




Hong Kong, Sydney. Haven’t




heard shit from them, not since

we got wind that the “problem”

had spread to their sides of

the world, too.

The weight of this is felt by everybody. Becca stares at her feet, biting her lip.






CAMPBELL




But, uh, it’s nice to meet you guys.

There’s an awkward murmured chorus of “hi”s and “nice to meet you too”s, until Rose gets back to business. 






ROSE




I was the one who signalled your 

base last night.

At the mention of “the base”, a wry grin appears on Campbell’s gaunt face. He fishes around for something in his pocket. A lighter. 






CAMPBELL




Good of you to mention that.




The base – erm, any of you mind




if I smoke?

Somewhat puzzled, everyone shakes their head. Campbell lights up a cig and takes a long, pleasurable drag. He brings out the carton, with a lone cigarette sticking out. 






CAMPBELL




Anyone want the last one?

Campbell offers it around, but nobody takes it. He self-consciously starts to scratch his right arm. 






CAMPBELL




Thing is… the place is a graveyard.




All it needed was one. ONE of 




those fucked up things got in and




in an hour, the only ones left




were me and my co-pilot.

Overcome with grief, he presses his fist against his forehead, ash falling from his burning cigarette.






CAMPBELL





(voice cracking)




I mean… there were civillians




there. Men and women and children.




Teachers… dentists… the morons who




fuck up your order at McDonalds…

He can’t go on. Instead, Campbell takes another tortured drag. Rose uncomfortably pats him on the shoulder. Becca looks around and notices the zombies are going crazy trying to get up onto the roof. Alert, she takes hold of her machete. 






GHOST




You said it was just you and




your co-pilot? Where is he? 

Near tears, Campbell shudders, and gestures towards the helicopter.






CAMPBELL




See for yourselves.

Ghost and Clive exchange a dark look as they move towards the chopper. Joined by Becca and Rose, they glance inside, and immediately react with horror.

IN THE CHOPPER PIT is the grotesque zombie-corpse of Campbell’s co-pilot. It’s been shot square in the face, flecks of flesh and blood everywhere. Everyone turns back to Campbell, who has now broken down into sobs.






CAMPBELL




He didn’t – didn’t tell me that




he got bit – we’ve known each




other since we were – since we




were in fifth grade…

Becca consoles him, as best as she can, while leading him off-frame. She flashes Rose and the others a “Jesus, what are we gonna do about this guy?” kind of look.

Rose, Ghost, and Clive, all stare at one another worriedly.






ROSE




That man is in no condition to fly.






GHOST




That’s for fucking sure. But who




else can get us out of here?






ROSE




I can. I’ve taken lessons.






GHOST





(unimpressed)




Uh huh.






ROSE




I may not be a licensed pilot, 




but right now our options are 




few. Okay?

Ghost says nothing, merely raises an eyebrow. Clive studies Campbell carefully.






CLIVE




He’s been bitten.






ROSE




What?






CLIVE




Campbell. You saw him coughing up




his lungs. He’s tired, sweaty,




disoriented. There’s absolutely




no colour in his skin. He had




to put down his flesh-eating 

co-pilot, undoubtedly after a 

lengthy, tooth-gnashing fight. 

All three look at Campbell. He shakily sits down on the ledge, coughing horribly. Becca offers him a bottle of water.






GHOST





(darkly)




Any volunteers?

Rose spins around, shocked.






ROSE




You can’t be serious.






GHOST




It has to be done.

Rose’s anger begins to boil. Clive motions for Becca to come over.






ROSE





What difference will it make?







There are THOUSANDS of them




out there. Millions for all 




we know.






GHOST




Would YOU want to be one of




them? Would you want to spend




your last hours scared out of




your fucking mind? LOOK at them!

The zombies below are piling on top of each other. Mindless, horrible, nasty creatures, driven by nothing other than hunger.






GHOST




Or maybe you would like that.




That’s how you dealt with your




little boyfriend, after all,




and look what that fucking




got us.

Rose’s whole body tenses, and her eyes narrow. She is definitely not in the mood for this.






ROSE




You are going to shut your




fucking mouth, you hear me?

Becca begins pulling at Rose’s wrist, begging her to drop the argument. But still, they continue. Clive slowly moves away from the group, gun clenched in his hand, marching grimly towards Campbell.

The pilot looks up warily at the boy. Campbell’s gaunt, sweating face contorts in a pathetic attempt to acknowledge him.






CLIVE




We know you’re bitten.

Campbell nods slowly, taking another drag of his cigarette. He wipes his nose with the back of his sleeve.






CAMPBELL




Was I too obvious?






CLIVE




You’ve seen what happens… when




somebody gets bitten. I’ve seen




it way too many times, and I




don’t ever want to see it again.

Clive’s directness surprises Campbell. He takes one last drag of his cig, then stamps it out. Clive helps him stand up.






CAMPBELL




It’s good you understand the




weight of the situation. Those




guys there –

He motions toward Rose and Ghost, still screaming at each other. 






CAMPBELL




They don’t really seem to be– 

Another horrible, hacking cough. The blood coming out of his mouth is thick and grotesque. Clive grimaces, but tries to stand his ground.  






CAMPBELL




Look -  Clive – it’s Clive, right?

Campbell waits for him to nod.






CAMPBELL




I know you’re just a kid… but… I




don’t want to… be like them. You




understand, right? I know I’m




fucking done for. I don’t need a




doctor for that.

He inhales deeply – becoming weaker by the second.






CAMPBELL




Please, Clive.

Clive now becomes all too aware of the gun in his hand. Glumly, he accepts. 






CLIVE





(almost inaudible)




Close your eyes.

Relief burning through him, Campbell slowly shuts his eyes. Clive raises the gun to Campbell’s temple, and is ready to shoot – 






ROSE




CLIVE, NO!

Her heart leaping into her throat, Rose dashes toward Clive and disarms him of the gun.






CLIVE




What the hell are you doing?

Campbell collapses, completely unable to stand up on his own anymore. Ghost watches tensely.






ROSE




He is a HUMAN BEING, Clive. 




The world might be down the




shitter right now but that




doesn’t give you the right




to start—

CAMPBELL RISES, no longer the sweaty, nervous pilot he once was. Now, his jaw hangs open, his eyes are a terrifying glaze, and his hunger is unquestionable. In an instant, he bounds toward Rose and Clive.

Clive, quicker than we’ve ever seen him, snatches his gun back from Rose and stabs it in Zombie Campbell’s direction.






CLIVE




IS THAT A HUMAN BEING?

He shoots it in the chest. Zombie Campbell jerks back. Blood sprays.






CLIVE




IS HE DEAD?

Clive shoots Zombie Campbell again, this time in the shoulder blade. More blood. 






CLIVE




IS HE DEAD?

Rose can only watch with horror. Even Ghost looks disturbed.






CLIVE




IS HE DEAD?? 

BLAM. 

Clive finally shoots Zombie Campbell in the forehead. Point blank. The monster sinks to its knees, blood pouring freely from its various wounds. 

Clive stands frozen to the spot, tight hands still clenching his gun. A faint curl of smoke rises from the chamber of his weapon. Very deliberately, he lowers the gun, and turns to face his comrades. The air seems thicker somehow.

Ghost is the first person to speak, after what feels like centuries of silence.






GHOST




You’re losing it, kid. 





(quieter)

You are losing it.

A bitter smile appears on Clive’s face as he checks his bullet chamber. The smile drains slowly as he begins to reload. 






CLIVE




Whatever I lost, I lost a long




time ago. And I do not plan on




losing anything else. 

He slams the chamber back into place a little harder than necessary. Rose watches him stoically.






CLIVE




You can talk to me about losing




it when you stop screaming at




each other like a bunch of




five year olds.

Ghost grows stiffer and more unsettled than we’ve ever seen him. Clive looks to him as he walks toward the helicopter.






CLIVE




You told me to fight. It’s not




safe here. It’s not safe anywhere. 




But the best thing we can do is




keep moving.






GHOST




We can’t keep moving forever.






CLIVE




No. But we can try.

He throws open the passenger’s side door of the darkwing. The dead zombie co-pilot remains there, inert and bleeding. Clive grabs it by the shoulders and tries dragging it out, but it’s too heavy. Becca quietly joins him, and, after sharing a meaningful look, together they drag the body out of the chopper and onto the ground.

Rose watches them with increasing worry. Ghost is at her side, very much feeling the same way. She looks at him, the expression on her face growing desperate.

EXT. DARKWING HELICOPTER – AERIAL SHOT – LATER THAT MORNING

The majestic darkwing cuts through the air with a strange grace. It sails toward the downtore core of TORONTO. While the city’s skyline is usually an ultra-urban collection of skyscrapers and huge domed buildings, it is now a landscape of destruction and chaos. 

It is hard to deny the former presence of the military: buildings have been destroyed, streets have been bombed, cars smashed to oblivion. Abandoned, gore-spattered tanks adorn every intersection. The very world that people have once held dear has been turned upside down and inside out. 

And still, the undead march through the city streets, scavenging for whatever leftovers of humanity they can find. Without any immediate human presence, the zombies are listless and confused. 

Aside from the ever present ghouls, the streets are littered with decaying bodies of people too mutilated to become zombies. 

ROSE, CLIVE, GHOST, BECCA, and ASHFORD watch this chilling aftermath of entropy from a bird’s eye view. 

INT. DARKWING HELICOPTER – CONT’D

Chilled to their very souls, nobody dares speak as Rose flies them over the ruins of their former city. 

The top dome of the C.N. Tower is on fire. Black soot and smoke rises into the air; the very reason why the sky has been blackened, despite it being late morning. 

It’s a terrible, sobering sight. Rose does her best to hang on.






ROSE





This is bigger than I thought.






GHOST




This is bigger than any of us




thought.






CLIVE




Just keep flying, Rose.






ROSE




Our good friend Campbell didn’t




exactly leave us with a full




tank of gas. We have to set




down somewhere eventually.

Ghost eyes Ashford in the backseat, chained to the passenger side door. He’s rocking himself gently. Ghost leans forward towards Rose, his voice dropping to a whisper.






GHOST




Was it entirely necessary to 




bring Dr. Strange along for 




the ride?






ROSE





(offended)




As opposed to what?






GHOST




Uh, leaving him for dead?




He threatened you with a GUN,




Jean. I didn’t think it was




that hard to get on your 




badside.






ROSE




Look, we’ll figure out what




to do with him later. Right




now, nobody gets left behind.

Becca, meanwhile, spies a metal suitcase underneath her seat. She leans down and brings it out, only to discover several more metal suitcases with it. Like a kid at Christmas, she practically rips the suitcase open to discover… dozens of boxes of HANDGUN BULLETS.

Clive takes notice of this and opens another suitcase. Nothing but shotgun shells. He opens another one – three magnum guns. Another suitcase – more bullets. 

Clive smiles for the first time in what feels like forever. 






GHOST




Look – there!

Everyone immediately looks below, to see a series of railroad tracks.






GHOST




It’s the only sort of 




transportation that hasn’t




been fucked up with traffic.




The railroads are stone clear.




It’ll lead us right out of




the city.






ROSE




Sounds good to me.






GHOST





How much gas does this thing




have left?






ROSE




Another ten minutes, I’d




say. Where’s the nearest




freight station?






CLIVE




Right by Canada Meat Packers. My…

He stops himself, but he’s already gathered everyone’s attention. Ghost raises an eyebrow. Taking a breath, Clive says evenly…






CLIVE




My dad used to work there.






GHOST




And what exactly is “Canada




Meat Packers”? 






CLIVE




A slaughterhouse.






GHOST




Oh.

A beat. Ghost settles back into his seat.






GHOST




Fun.

EXT. CANADA MEAT PACKERS – COURTYARD – LATER

A gigantic series of warehouses sit nestled on the edge of this industrial slice of Toronto. The exterior walls are dashed liberally with rust; intricate streaks of brown and orange.

The entire perimeter of this decaying structure is fenced in with tall, stone walls and barbed wire. The darkwing touches down in the middle of the huge parking lot, which is lined on both sides with big-rigs. 

Everybody gathers out. Except for Ashford, they’ve all upgraded their weapons and stocked up on ammo. Clive wears a bullet-holding strap over his shoulder and across his chest. In addition to his handgun and katana, there’s a magnum strapped to his ankle. 

Both Ghost and Rose have taken magnums as well, in addition to Rose’s glock and Ghost’s sawed-off shotgun. While Becca still isn’t sporting any guns, she now has an addition machete – a really sleek, chrome, army-standard one. They both rest in sheathes on her back.

A gun jabbed at Ashford’s back, Rose takes a glance around.






ROSE




So, this freight station?






CLIVE




It’s over this way, outside

the courtyard. 

They all head in the direction with Clive in the lead, until Clive sees that the main gate has been closed.






CLIVE




Oh, fuck.






ROSE




What?






CLIVE




We can’t go through.






GHOST




Why not? We’ll just shoot the




lock.






CLIVE




A fine theory, but…

Clive stabs a finger towards the large red light hanging above the steel-enclosed gate.






CLIVE




That will go off, and believe




me when I say it’s LOUD. I was




six years old the first time I




came here with my dad, which




also happened to be the first




time the alarm went off, which




also happened to be the first




time I discovered I had an 




intense fear of loud noises 




and flashing red lights.






ROSE




Well, your phobia aside, we




don’t have a choice.

Ghost pauses to think.






GHOST




Actually, we do. Shoot the




lock – alarm goes off – a




whole army of zombies greets




us on our way to the tracks.






CLIVE




Yes, thank you. They’re attracted 

to noise. And believe me when I 

say that that alarm will have




them creaming themselves.






ROSE




So what can we do?






GHOST




Let’s just take the chopper as




far as we can, then. Like I 




suggested NUMEROUS times.






ROSE





(annoyed)




I tried to make it past the wall,




but I had already drained the 




chopper dry. Which I’ve told YOU 




numerous times. We can’t go any 




further on it.  






CLIVE




We’ll just have to go through




the slaughterhouse, then. The




exit’s on the other side, it’ll




lead us right to the train station.

On this note, Clive heads toward the front entrance. Everyone follows him, warily. Ghost, annoyed and tired, rubs his forehead.






GHOST




This’ll be a shitload of laughs.

Clive arrives at the front entrance before anyone else. He reaches into his wallet and brings out a keycard – and observes it for a split second –

FLASHBACK: A quick, grainy shot of a younger Clive being carried around on the shoulders of his father, Morgan, in front of this very door. The younger Clive puts the keycard into his mouth while his father laughs. 

- and swipes it through the reader. His heart beats a skip faster, and an accepting “DING” opens the heavy front doors. The rest of the gang arrives behind him. Clive regains his composure.

CLIVE




Watch your step.

He steps into the dark doorway first. Grimacing at the smell, the rest of them follow. 

INT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE – MAIN FLOOR – CONT’D

Except for the glaring light pouring in from the open front doors, the place is pitchblack. Clive gropes the adjacent wall for a light switch. He comes upon several – he flips the first one, and the sound of GRINDING METAL screeches into the air. He flips that one off and tries the next one – and a dim, flickering light turns on.

While it is low, it’s enough to illuminate the gigantic room before them. It’s basically a huge warehouse filled with grating and steel and pipes and huge equipment dedicated to slicing and gutting animal carcasses.






GHOST




It smells like a cow died,




came back to life, vomitted, 




then died again.






CLIVE




You wouldn’t be far off.

They all start walking through. The light flickers several times more, and goes completely dark for a few seconds. When it comes back on Rose crashes head-on into a shelf of equipment. It tips over and smashes onto the ground in a huge metallic clang. Sharp pieces of razor and blood-spattered knives scatter across the floor.

Becca squeezes Rose’s hand as Rose tries to catch her breath. Ghost is about to say something, but something in the corner of his eye catches his attention.

A tall shadow. It darts away quickly, out of sight. 






GHOST




What the hell was that?

Everybody looks around. Another shadow appears on the other side of warehouse, obscured slightly by a skid of boxes. It, too, darts out of sight. Rose, however, is worried for a different reason.






ROSE




Where the fuck did Ashford go?

The insane handcuffed doctor is, indeed, nowhere to be seen. Shit.






CLIVE




Fuck him. Just keep moving.

Clearly frustrated, Rose slams a fist against a metal locker and moves along with the rest of the group. 

QUICK CUT: The main panel switch that Clive was fiddling with at the front of the room. A pair of cuffed hands come into frame and flips on the very first switch.

Several working machines in the warehouse suddenly BLARE TO LIFE. That familiar clanging of metal against metal rises into the air. Buzz saws, meat grinders, and steel presses groan as they do their repeated duty.

The chaotic, disturbing symphony of metal makes it hard for anyone to hear each other, even as Ghost calls attention to the shadows reappearing along the walls.

QUICK CUT: The same pair of cuffed hands leaning over a buzz-saw, and cutting the chainlink between the cuffs right off.

The strained groaning grows louder and louder, until it becomes more than apparent that it’s not just the machinery that’s making noise.

Ghost ducks just in time as a long chain with a hook on the end of it comes swinging towards him. He looks back in horror to see dozens more hook-chains unravelling from the ceiling, unhinging from their positions due to the clanging activity below.






GHOST




EVERYONE MOVE!!!

Rose, Becca, and Clive frantically take cover as the chains swing down from the sky, cutting through the air like knives. Through the frantic confusion, Becca does not notice the ZOMBIE rising behind her – a huge, ugly fellow in a vomit-stained butcher’s outfit. It starts toward her.

A hook-chain flails through the air and smashes against a buzz-saw, hard enough for the huge blade to blow loose and fly across the warehouse…

…and as luck would have it, the buzz-saw slices clean through the butcher zombie; intestines and internal organs spill out onto the floor in front of it. Becca spins around and reacts at the ghastly sight. Rose dashes toward her and pushes her out the way as another hook-chain smashes into the wall right next to them. 

GHOST evades several more swinging chains as another butcher zombie emerges from the shadows behind him. Luckily for Ghost, a hook-chain slams into the zombie’s back, the hook digging painfully into the monster’s spine. 

Ghost, thinking quickly, grabs the slack end of the chain and starts pulling the volatile ghoul up towards the ceiling. He wraps the end of the chain around the metal leg of a steel press, securing the zombie in place high above the slaughterhouse. The beast thrashes around wildly.

CLIVE is lost in the maelstrom, ducking between various shelves lined with dangerous looking equipment. He climbs over a skid of boxes blocking his way, and runs into a shit-stained zombie who’s missing the skin from its face. 

Clive calmly pulls out his magnum and blasts the monster right between the eyes. Another zombie pounces him from behind, sending them both to the ground. Ironically, the beast has saved Clive from another swinging hook-chain, as one misses them by a hair as they fall to the floor.

He rises and runs into a narrow opening between two skids, as a pair of butcher zombies emerge from behind a stack of cow torsos. Their heads both snap towards Clive in unison.

ROSE and BECCA are ducking beneath a series of gratings; a momentary shelter from the chaos above. 






ROSE




Becca, I need you to stay here.




I have to get the others. Okay?




No matter what happens, you have




to stay here. Okay?

Becca nods, then signs something sadly. 






ROSE




We’ll see, sweetie. We’ll see.

Rose kisses her sister on the forehead and then makes a quick escape into the chaos. 

CLIVE furiously throws a zombie right off of him and caps it in the face before it even lands. The second beast rears back to jump, but Clive stabs it through the throat with his katana.

GHOST is walking quickly through a different section of the slaughterhouse, pumping his shotgun to eject an empty shell. He comes upon two worker zombies snacking on the intestines of a third worker. Their eyes immediately go to Ghost. 

BLAM! BLAM! He blasts off their heads quickly, but is caught by surprise as the third worker (now a zombie) leaps at him. Its teeth snap ravenously as Ghost struggles to keep its mouth away from his neck.

ROSE, gun drawn, walks quickly past the office-section of the slaughterhouse, located in a quiet corner of the huge building. The glass windows looking into the offices are smeared with bloody hand prints. Rose uneasily peers inside, trying to look past the distorted crimson and into the room, beyond, when…

A HOOK-CHAIN (with the zombie that Ghost pinned onto the back of) suddenly falls from the ceiling and lands right behind Rose, with a resounding thud. Rose screams, but swiftly regains herself as the zombie lurches to stand on its legs. She spin-kicks the fucker right in the face, pinning it against the blood-smeared glass. 

As it rears back to attack again, Rose shoots it in the mouth. She doesn’t wait to watch it fall to the ground – she moves on immediately.

GHOST is still struggling with the newly-resusitated zombie. He spies a working buzz-saw right next to them. 

Using all his strength, Ghost slams his foot onto the switch-lever (located helpfully on the floor) and shoves the zombie onto the saw table. While normally used for cow torsos, an undead beast will have to do. The buzz-saw screams to life, and Ghost speedily grabs the top handle and brings the spinning blade down onto the monster. 

Blood, gore, and bone fly into the air as the serrated razors cut messily into the zombie, effectively slicing its face vertically down the center. Covered with blood, Ghost backs away and stares momentarily at the mutilated creature. 

Perhaps somewhat shaken, he reaches onto the floor and grabs the shotgun he dropped amidst the fight. Ghost only takes two steps when he runs smack into ROSE, who leaps back in surprise.

Catching their breaths, Rose says nothing. She merely raises the gun towards his face.






GHOST




Hey – whoa – Josie – what the




hell are you—

SHE SHOOTS. The zombie reaching for Ghost’s neck is hit in the left eye. Yellow pus hits the back of Ghost’s head. He grimaces, but is nonetheless relieved.






GHOST




You are a hell of a shot.




I admit that much.






ROSE




Be still my heart. Got your




guns?

Ghost nods, lifting up his shotgun and magnum. Rose checks her gun belt, fingering the empty magnum holder.






ROSE




Shit. I must have dropped it.






GHOST




Forget it. We have to find the




kids.

Rose nods and hurries off. Ghost runs to follow her.

BECCA, still under the table, spies something way across the warehouse. HER POV: A long metal staircase leading into a little control booth located way above anything else, just below the rafters. 

Ashford, free from his handcuffs, is making his way up the stairs. In his left hand he carries the very magnum that Rose is missing. A zombie runs at him, but he shoots it nervously in the forehead.

Becca’s eyes narrow in contempt.

CLIVE finds himself wandering through several rows of lockers. Things have become quieter now that the hook-chains have settled. 

He opens a locker at random. Clean clothes, about his size. Relieved, Clive removes off his bullet holder, katana sheath, and various gun straps. Next, he takes off his shirt, dried with brown blood and gore. He fishes around the locker and puts on a blue t-shirt.

As Clive starts putting back on his various weapon-related straps and holders, he starts to hear faint, tinny voices erupt from one of the adjacent lockers. 

Startled, Clive moves toward the source of the noise, magnum clenched at his side. He opens the locker door, fearing for the worst, but instead he discovers a small CAMCORDER.

Curiosity piqued, Clive grabs it and folds open the viewing screen. It’s in the midst of a playback.

ON THE CAMCORDER SCREEN: A sweaty, dishevelled man’s face is front and center. He’s panicking. The timestamp reveals this to have been recorded this morning.






MAN




Oh shit… oh shit… we lured a bunch




of those fuckers into the pit outside.




Filled the whole thing with soil. 




I couldn't believe it. I SAW Brad die. 




I saw it with my own two eyes. And 




then he just... all those things...  




What IN FUCKING HELL are they?

The man takes a moment to hold back his tears. Clive watches with his stomach clenched. In the video, the man hears a gunshot behind him. He grabs the camcorder and it swings wildly around, catching only faint outlines of shape and movement. Screams. Moans. Bullets.






ANOTHER MAN (O.S.) 




THEY’RE DEAD. THEY’RE FUCKING DEAD.






MAN




They're dead, alright. They're all 




messed up!

Finally, the image stops shaking. We see the man take one last petrified look at the camera before stuffing it inside the locker, and closing the door.

The screen cuts to cold static. Unsure of how to react to that, Clive silently closes the camcorder screen and places it back into the locker.

He moves briskly through the rest of the locker rows, but his attention is called to one locker in particular. It stops Clive in his tracks, rather unexpectedly. As if drawn by another force, he walks toward it, and presses his fingers against the cool metal.

The small little name-holder ontop of the locker reads “BARKER, MORGAN”. Hands suddenly shaking and sweaty, Clive opens the locker door. Taped up on the inside are dozens upon dozens of pictures of Morgan and Clive, from various stages of Clive’s life: as a baby, as a child, as a pre-teen, as a teenager. It’s all too apparent in the pictures that the older Clive has grown, the more troubled and dead-looking he has become.

But in every picture, no matter what Clive’s mood, Morgan is always there, always smiling, always happy. Clive’s face contorts into a horrified, saddened expression. So much so that he hardly notices the zombie walking towards him. 

The zombie itself isn’t a runner like the rest of them, for its legs and arms are broken. Nonetheless, it’s still hungry. The ghoul marches toward Clive in a restless, painful gait. But he can only see the shadow of the zombie’s legs approaching, for Morgan’s locker door is blocking his view of the rest of it.

Clive closes his eyes tight, voices flooding his mind.






YOUNG CLIVE (V.O.)




I’m bigger than a giraffe!






MORGAN (V.O.)




Bigger than a giraffe?? Did you




hear that, honey?

The tension reaches its boiling point. Clive steps back and starts SHOOTING AT THE LOCKER DOOR, screaming painfully. The bullets pierce through the photographs, through the metal, and into the crippled zombie. Clive empties out his chamber on the door, and long after he runs out of bullets, he continues to stand there, pulling back the trigger. 

Click. Click. Click.

The zombie hits the ground, dead. The following silence is only interrupted by Clive’s empty gun hitting the floor, and his laboured breathing. His cheeks are flushed, and his eyes are red and watery. 

After moments of uncomfortable silence, Clive reaches down, picks up his gun, and gets the hell out of there.

INT. CONTROL BOOTH – SLAUGHTERHOUSE – SAME

A large room located above the actual warehouse, connected to it only with a metal staircase. ASHFORD is inside, as Becca saw, fiddling with Rose’s magnum. The control booth also has two windows which overlook the outside of the slaughterhouse. The outside is pretty much just a huge field, that contains what looks like a large pit which has been recently been filled with soil... 

In the near distance, the train station can be seen. 

Ashford scrambles around, looking for something madly, when he feels a sharp coldness pressing against the back of his neck. 

BECCA is standing behind him proudly, one machete pressed against Ashford’s lower neck, another machete pressed against his back. Hell hath no fury like this girl scorned.






ASHFORD




You are surprisingly silent. But




I fear that the wisdom of the 





saying “Never bring a knife to




a gunfight” is about to make 




itself very, very clear.

Ashford shows a surprising amount of agility as he spins around and knocks both machetes out of her hands and points the magnum right at her eyes.






ASHFORD




The final prayer, as you know all 




too well, is best said quietly.

He clicks back the hammer, ready to shoot, when FOUR ZOMBIES leap up towards the control booth, nimble as any predatory animal. Surprised, Ashford fires at one of them but barely nicks it in the shoulder.

ROSE AND GHOST, down below in the slaughterhouse, hear the noise and look around wildly to find it.






GHOST




The fuck…?

Rose spots it first, stabbing a finger in the direction of the control booth. They both run to it, missing CLIVE behind them as he speeds through the area, with several zombies on his tail.

IN THE CONTROL BOOTH – Ashford struggles with a zombie while Becca grabs her chrome machete and stabs it through the throat of one of the monsters. A third monster grabs her from behind and goes for her neck.

Ghost makes it up the stairs first, and quickly blasts the skull off of Becca’s attacker. As Rose makes her way up, several more zombies join the fray. Ghost and Becca shoot and slash through the thick moshpit of zombies; sprays of red fly through the air.

In the midst of the chaos, Rose finds Ashford and angrily grabs his arm. Ashford twists out of her grip and slams her up against the control panel, setting off various switches.

INT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE – BELOW – SAME

These switches have either turned on random machines or made other machines work faster. For instance, the metal press (think the ending of The Terminator) used to work at a snail’s pace, but now it slams down in quick, two-second intervals.

Clive, still trying to escape his attackers, spots the metal press, and  a light bulb goes off in his head. Working quickly, he throws himself through the two sheets of the press as the top sheet retracts upward. Several zombies follow him through the press, but they’re not fast enough to get away from the top sheet.

It comes SLAMMING DOWN, pulverizing the ghouls in a grotesque, messy explosion. 

Clive looks back with mild satisfaction as the top sheet retracts again, revealing wet sacks of flesh being repeatedly pummeled. More zombies, obviously not top contenders for MENSA, follow after Clive through the press, and subsequently get flattened painfully. 

Blood and gore fly through the air in two-second bursts as Clive turns around and spots the exit doors. He runs to them and throws them open, letting the cool outside air wash over him.

INT. CONTROL BOOTH – SLAUGHTERHOUSE – SAME

Rose and Ashford continue to struggle with one another as ghoul after ghoul bounds up the stairs and joins the fray. Ghost and Becca strain and fight, but they’re quickly growing tired. 

EXT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - OUTSIDE COURTYARD - CONT’D

Clive emerges from the slaughterhouse to find himself in the middle of  a desolate, abandoned field. In the distance he can see the FREIGHT STATION - it’s a mere jog away. He looks around, scanning the area, when a voice causes him to jump - 






YOUNG CLIVE (O.S.)




Dad? Where did you go?

Clive turns around, quicker than anything. There’s nobody here except for him.






MORGAN (O.S.)




I’m right here, Clive. I never




left you. 

Still, there’s nobody. Feeling suitably disturbed, Clive unknowingly walks onto a huge area of soft soil. BIRD’S EYE VIEW: The soft soil seems to occupy a huge area of the courtyard, as if it were a pit that was recently filled...

Clive only takes four steps when a PALE WHITE ARM shoots up from the ground and grasps onto his ankle with a vulcan-like grip. He has no time to gasp, for several dozen more pale arms punch through the earth, like obscene, over-sized worms. 

Hands and fingers wrench their way towards Clive’s legs. He kicks off his initial attacker and runs with all his might through the soft, wet earth. His feet begin sinking into the ground; two zombie arms grab onto his calves and send him flying down onto the soil.

The zombie’s head and shoulders emerge, eyes and mouth filled with soil and worms, looking very much like a demon emerging from the depths of Hell. Clive bites back his fear as he shoots it in the face. 

Several more monsters begin climbing out from the dirt, moaning, yearning for the taste of Clive’s flesh. Clive scrambles to his feet and crawls his way toward the edge of the pit, where the soft soil ends and the hard earth begins. 

He gets to his feet and starts backing away from the nightmarish vision before him. His hands eventually manage to grab hold of his gun and magnum. Breathing in calmly, Clive unleashes a barrage of bullets onto the soil dwellers below him.

Clive is so intensely into it that he barely notices that a window located several feet above him holds a fight of its own...

INT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - CONTROL BOOTH - SAME

The situation is spiralling out of control. Becca has been forced over the railing and is now clinging onto dear life, as zombies both above and below her clamor for her flesh.

Ghost fights his way out of the maelstrom and practically dives down the staircase to position himself below Becca. Along the way, several zombies meet their demise at the hands of Ghost’s shotgun.

Becca’s grip slips and she falls - landing, thankfully, right into Ghost’s arms. Becca signs appreciation and thanks, to which Ghost responds with a curt nod.






GHOST




But where did -- 

He looks up, just in time to see Ashford shove Rose right through the control booth window.






GHOST




JAAAAANE!!

EXT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - OUTSIDE COURTYARD - CONT’D

Startled by the noise of breaking glass, Clive’s head shoots up watches as Rose falls from the window several feet above. She lands square onto the soft soil pit before him. Rose lies there, possibly injured and inert, but gasping heavily.






CLIVE




ROSE!

Clive runs for her, dodging zombie arms along the way. Dazed, Rose attempts to stand, but it’s difficult to find footing in the mushy dirt.






ROSE




Becca - where’s Becca?






CLIVE




ROSE, WE HAVE TO GET OUT OF HERE...

Nobody notices as ASHFORD appears at the window, gun aimed at Rose. Out from his lips he mutters a soft prayer before shooting right at them.

Shocked, they both manage to dodge out of the way for the first two bullets, but the third hits Rose right in her left calf. Screaming in pain, she collapses back onto the earth.

Siezing the opportunity, several more arms worm their way out of the soil and grab every bit of Rose that they can. She struggles and fights them off, but more decaying arms and hands keep coming at them. 

Clive runs for her, but he’s stopped by a zombie who has fully managed to pull it’s way out of the dirt. Immediately, Clive grabs his katana and slashes it across the beast’s face. It’s skin peels away easily - softened by the moisture of the soil - revealing the bare musculature beneath. Although blinded, it keeps coming.

INT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - SAME (CONT’D)

Becca is struggling wildly in Ghost’s arms, in attempt to escape them. Anger burns fiercely in her eyes, which are trained solely on ASHFORD in the control booth, steadily reloading his gun.






GHOST




No! Hey - HEY, we have to get out




of here, alright? Calm your shit




DOWN.

Ghost begins carrying her away towards the exit, but not before Becca manages to unsheathe her mangy, rusted machete (not her awesome chrome one) and whip it towards the booth, right at Ashford - like a boomerang.

ON ASHFORD as he turns around and is hit right on the forehead with the blunt end of the machete. He staggers for half a second before collapsing. 

ON BECCA as she musters a satisified smile. Ghost, panting like a dog, reaches the exit doors and gets them the fuck out of there.

EXT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - OUTSIDE COURTYARD - CONT’D

Ghost slams the doors shut behind him and sets Becca down. She immediately spots Clive and Rose fighting for their lives over the soft soil pit - Rose herself is fighting a losing battle.

Without another thought, Becca starts hightailing it towards the pit. Ghost brings out his magnum and starts shooting down as many zombies as he can, but there’s so many, that his bullets are pointless.

It’s a dizzying, confusing swarm of pale, dead limbs and hellish moaning. 

Becca gets as close as she can to Rose and starts grasping for her hand, trying as best as she can to fight off the zombie fingers worming every which way around her. Two huge, monstrous arms erupt from the soil and wrap around Rose’s torso. Rotting trails of fingers graze across her skin.

Rose and Becca’s eyes connect for the last, painful time. 

Through gritted teeth and blood-shot eyes, Rose whispers painfully. Although she cannot be heard through the din of demonic screams, Becca hears her with perfect clarity.






ROSE




I love you.

Becca’s eyes go wide with shock as Rose’s grip on her hand slackens, and Rose is pulled completely into the damp, dark earth. Her whole body is swallowed into the teeth-like structure of the monsters’ arms. 

All the other zombie arms, hands, and fingers seem to disappear with her. CLIVE re-appears near the edge of the pit, dirtied with soil, coughing up a lung. Ghost somberly helps him stand.

Clive quickly understands the density of the situation when he sees Becca crying heavily over the wet earth. Although she’s always been a tiny girl, it’s the first time that Becca ever seems small. 

Through her sobs she screams - a loud, memorable, disturbing scream, her pain too unnerving to watch. She goes still for a moment, and then quietly reaches into her hair and takes off a blue butterfly hairclip.

CLOSE UP: The underside of the clip has a little inscription - “ROSE”, and a small illustration of a flower. It’s annoyingly cute, and girly.

Becca gingerly places it onto the disturbed soil, and allows herself a moment of silence. 

CLIVE watches this. Hot, angry tears pour down his face. Beside him, Ghost speaks slowly, almost breathlessly.






GHOST




She was a good woman... frequently




stupid... but a good woman. She 




didn’t deserve this.






CLIVE




No.

His angry gaze slowly turns toward the broken booth window. Although Ashford cannot be seen in it, his presence is certainly felt. 






CLIVE





(darkly)




She didn’t. 

Clive slides his katana back into his scabbard and begins walking, with purpose, back toward the slaughterhouse. Alarmed, Ghost follows him.






GHOST




Where the hell are you going?






CLIVE




Take Becca to the train station.




It’s right down that path. I’ll




be with you soon.

Ghost can only try to mask his desperation with ferocity.






GHOST




We’re NOT leaving without you.






CLIVE




You wont be. Take Becca. Wait for




me there. This wont take me very long.

Ghost stops as Clive re-opens the exit doors. Before he slips inside -






GHOST




Hey.

- Clive turns to face him.






GHOST




Don’t be an idiot.

Ghost heads off immediately. Clive watches him for a scant few seconds, and then disappears back into the industrial labyrinth beyond.

INT. SLAUGHTERHOUSE - CONTROL BOOTH - SAME

Ashford is curled in a little ball on the steel grating floor. There is a fucking huge, purple bruise on his forehead where he was bashed with the machete handle. Very slowly, he comes back into consciousness.

ASHFORD’S POV: A blurry, watercoloured distortion of the booth around. Very slowly, objects around him become solid and focused. He hears a rhythmic, almost disturbing clang-clang-clang of footsteps against metal. Upon turning, he sees that CLIVE is ascending the stairs into the booth very slowly, in an almost dream-like manner. 

His whole body eventually comes into view, and it’s now that Ashford’s sight fully regains focus. Clive stares at him with an angry, but almost grim expression.

Quivering ever so slightly, the doctor regains his footing. The drip of blood from his forehead reaches the corner of his mouth. He licks it softly, grimacing at the metallic taste. 

Clive just stands there, fuming. But as his expression grows more and more troubled, it becomes clear that conflict is filling his mind. Ashford checks his bullet chamber, then throws it to the ground.

He attempts to exit the booth, but Clive is blocking the only exit - the stairs. 






ASHFORD




Clive, I am not the one to be 




angry with. The destruction of 




the human race was not done by 




my hands alone. If you are to 




be angry with someone, be angry 




with yourself. This is Armageddon, 




Clive. The End of Days. Inevitable. 




We deserve this.






CLIVE




We do NOT deserve this, you prick.

At the boy’s ignorance, Ashford explodes with rage.






ASHFORD




Yes, we FUCKING DO! Every drug




addict, every slut, every fag, every




filthy whoring piece of SHIT. Our




world has been poisoned by them!




Don’t tell me that ANY of this is a 




surprise to you!

Clive can barely hold back his anger, but he remains still. Ashford lowers his voice, but his disturbing passion remains.






ASHFORD




It took me a while, but I understand




everything, now. WE are the ones




who have died. Look outside. Just look.

He gestures broadly towards the broken window - which overlooks the decaying remains of Toronto. The city sits in fiery ruin.






ASHFORD




Is this not hell?

Silence. Clive can’t ignore the shiver of goosebumps sprinkling up the back of his neck. Ashford lowers his arm, darkly satisified.






ASHFORD




I’ve watched you, my boy. I’ve 




watched you kill. I see that 




little sliver of sinful 




satisfaction that it brings 




you. So tell me. I’m curious. 




Do you believe in God?

Clive says nothing, letting the silence speak for him instead. Ashford tries again.






ASHFORD





(softer)




Do you believe in anything?

Again, nothing is said. Ashford takes a moment, and then allows a Cheshire-like smile to creep up on his face. He gently pushes Clive aside as he begins to descend the stairwell. 

Closing his eyes, and breathing in, Clive allows him only a few steps.






CLIVE




Dr. Ashford. One question.

Slightly amused, Ashford turns around, and the smile quickly disappears as he sees that Clive is now holding a GUN to Ashford’s face. Ashford stands there, staring into the barrel, frozen in horror.






CLIVE




Where’s your “God” now?

Clive shoots Ashford in the face, point-blank. The dead doctor is blown back over the stairwell railing, falling several feet before hitting the spinning-buzz-saw beneath the control booth. 

The serrated blade slices him COMPLETELY down the middle, showering the nearest zombies with a prodigious amount of blood and viscera. Within moments every beast left in the warehouse has pounced onto Ashford’s two halves, feeding ferociously on their pre-sliced meal. Crimson splotches of gore fly through the air in this insane feeding frenzy.

Placing his gun back into his hip holster, Clive simply marches down the staircase and exits the slaughterhouse, one last time.











SMASH TO

EXT. FREIGHT TRAIN STATION - SAME

A collection of behemothic, rusting freights sit on a variety of train tracks, all facing westward. Surrounding this dark, industrial center on both sides are fields upon fields of tall grass. 

GHOST and BECCA appear amoungst the dirge of trains, heading towards a three-car freight that sits alone on its own track. 






GHOST




We’ll take this one. C’mon.

They run to the first car and throw open the train driver’s compartment.

INT. TRAIN DRIVER COMPARTMENT - TRAIN - CONT’D

Cramped and uncomfortable, walls lined with a confusing array of switches, pullies, levers, buttons, radios, and other train driver doohickeys. Ghost gropes the main switch board for some sort of “ON” button, and is immensely disheartened to discover a key hole labelled “IGNITION”.






GHOST




Shit fuck!

He slams a fist down, but the hyper-attentive Becca throws an arm toward a large sign on the compartment ceiling. Ghost cranes his neck up and reads quickly.






GHOST




“Emergency ignition sequence...”




“Emergency release levers...”




“Must pull in tandem...”

Ghost looks down and spies a huge red lever next to the key ignition. He frantically wipes the sweat out of his eyes and kneels down to face Becca directly.






GHOST




Okay, according to that sign,




we can start the train if we




each pull on an emergency lever




at the same time. Okay? The




second one is on the back 




of the third train. So, I’m




gonna go...

Becca starts shaking her head rapidly. She grabs Ghost’s arm, perhaps harder than necessary, and motions that she, herself, will go.






GHOST




Oh no no no, you’re not going




anywhere, Princess. You’re staying 




right here where nothing will tear




off your face and call it lunch.

Ignoring him completely, Becca throws open the compartment door and starts to head out - but Ghost GRABS her and pulls her back inside.






GHOST




I said that you’re staying HERE, GOT IT?

Furious, Becca grabs a black marker from her pocket and searches around frantically for something to write on. Seeing nothing else, she tears off the lid and starts scribbingly in large, angry letters on the WINDSHIELD. Or, whatever, they’re called on a train.

Ghost watches, troubled, as Becca writes out, “DO NOT TREAT ME LIKE A GOD DAMN CHILD.”

When finished, she hurls the marker to the ground, and once again exits the compartment. Before she leaves from sight -






GHOST




Hey. Avril.

Becca turns around and immediately catches the magnum that Ghost throws to her.






GHOST




Watch your ass. And keep an eye




out for him. 

She nods, and runs to the third car. 

EXT. TRAIN STATION - THIRD CAR - CONT’D

Becca books it toward the end of the third car and hops on. The rear terminal, fixed next to the door, indeed features a red lever identical to the one in the front compartment. 

Ghost leans his head out of the train driver’s window. One hand in the air to get her attention, his other on the red lever. Thankfully, since they’re only two cars away, Ghost is still in plain sight to Becca.






GHOST




We’re gonna do this on three,




alright?

She nods briskly.






GHOST




Alright. One. Two. THREE.

The frame suddenly enters SPLIT SCREEN: Ghost and Becca pull down their respective levers in absolute perfect unison. The moment they do so, the freight train emits an impossibly loud WHISTLE.

EXT. TALL GRASS FIELDS - SAME

The waves of silken grass, practically six feet tall, begin to rustle and fidget. Not from the wind, but from disturbed, sudden movements within. Moans slowly rise from the grass like vapour.

Acting like an aisle between the tall grass is a series of train tracks. 

Beyond them we can see the slaughterhouse. Clive comes into plain view, running hurriedly down the tracks, toward the train station about half a kilometer away. 

CLIVE’S POV: The three-car freight with Becca hanging off the end. It slowly begins to move along the tracks, away from Clive.






CLIVE




SHIT!

His legs pick up speed as he races out of frame.

EXT. TRAIN STATION - CONT’D

In the front compartment, Ghost scrambles through the console of unmarked switches and panels, searching desperately for the brakes.






GHOST




Oh, FUCK! This is great. Start




the fucking train before everyone’s




on board.

He sticks his head out of the train and barks.






GHOST




WHERE ARE THE FUCKING BREAKS?

After seeing her shrug, Ghost gets back into the compartment and kicks a chair out of his way.

EXT. TALL GRASS FIELDS - CONT’D

Clive is running so fast towards the increasingly-speedy train that he barely notices the blurs of movement distorting the grass on both sides of him. It becomes more and more apparent, however, as Clive sees darkened, demonic figures emerging right out of the expansive fields.

Within a matter of moments, Clive has attracted no less than sixty zombies. More and more ghouls join them as the noise from the train continues to reverberate through the air.

EXT. FREIGHT TRAIN - THIRD CAR - CONT’D

Becca, from the edge of the last car, observes this scene with absolute dread: Clive racing towards the train with a vast, never ending legion of the undead trailing behind him.

Clive runs straight through the station platform, getting closer to the train. Becca finally feels the magnum in her hands, and fires off her first shot. It hits the zombie nearest to Clive in the leg, toppling it, therefore toppling the several that were right behind it.

The recoil of the magnum against a small teenage girl, however, is an unfair fight. Becca practically dents the train as her back smashes into it. Gritting her teeth, she props herself against the train door to safely position herself against further recoil-related injuries.

She fires off several more shots, each felling several of the beasts, but not doing much to thin the herd in a meaningful way. Clive runs close enough to the train to make a leap for it. 

His hands grasp onto the outer railings of the third car’s edge. His grip is solid, but a zombie has grabbed onto his legs. Clive screams out in frustration as the grotesque creature’s body is dragged along the railroad track below, skin peeling right off its body.

Becca caps it in the mouth, slackening its grip immediately. Clive shakes it off and climbs aboard, and is greeted with a quick hug from Becca.

INT. DRIVER’S COMPARTMENT - FREIGHT TRAIN - SAME

Ghost finally locates the break lever, but he can barely get his hands on it, for a ZOMBIE suddenly leaps onto the window to the right of him. Ghost jumps, startled, but doesn’t let that stop him.

He gets his hands on the lever and tries to pull it - but the fucking thing is impossible to move. Getting angrier by every passing second, Ghost pulls and pulls and pulls, but it wont budge.

The zombie outside the window smashes through and grabs onto Ghost with both arms. Ghost struggles with it, extending a leg towards his SHOTGUN which is discarded, rather unfortunately, on the other side of the compartment. The creature’s strength manages to draw Ghost towards, and out of, the window.

EXT. FREIGHT TRAIN - CONT’D

The freight has now picked up sufficient speed. The train station and slaughterhouse become smaller and smaller. The huge fields of grass, however, continue to expand. 

Ghost, half his body in the train and half his body out, fights off the zombie grasping onto him by snapping its neck. As he lets the beast fall, he notices, out of the corner of his eye, that Clive has now joined the fight.

AT THE THIRD CAR, the struggle with the undead has heightened. There are now one hundred zombies racing at top-speed toward the three-car freight, and none of them show any signs of slowing down. Clive and Becca do their best to shoot down the creatures on the front line, but their numbers continue to grow. 

Becca (well, actually, Ghost)’s magnum produces a hallow clicking sound. Clive gropes his bullet-holding strap and takes out six magnum bullets - he shoves them into her hand. As she reloads, Clive blasts away a zombie whose hand momentarily grazes the edge of the train.

Clive himself starts to reload, but more and more zombies are now able to graze their hands up against the train. They’re catching up, and they’re getting dangerously close.






CLIVE




Get inside!

Becca throws open the door, and they both hurry inside.

INT. SERVICE CABIN (THIRD CAR) - CONT’D

A long cabin lined with metal-link cages, many of which house several MUTILATED BODIES. The smell of death is overpowering. Lines of windows adorn the top of the cages.

Becca and Clive, shielding their noses from the hideous stench, march quickly through the cabin, to get to the second car. But midway through a zombie manages to smash into the train through a side window. In a second it’s on its feet, right in front of them.

Thinking quickly, Clive grabs a crowbar from one of the open cages and strikes it into the beast’s eye. The crowbar pierces the zombie’s skull with a sickening crack. He lets it fall.

A beat later, a dozen more zombies break into the remaining windows. Their grey, rotting bodies roll into the cabin in heavy showers of broken glass. Clive starts beating skulls left and right, but their numbers are growing too quickly.

He races to the other side of the cabin, and slides open the door. Beyond is just a leap over to the second car. Clive has to prop himself against the door to keep it from sliding back shut. He notices, much to his chagrin, that Becca is still in the center of the car. 






CLIVE




Becca! Fuck them, get over here!

She shoots the two closest to her right in their heads. Then another, and another, and another. Her hands speedily check the ammo chamber - just one bullet left. With perhaps a small amount of joy, Becca pockets the gun and brings out her one remaining machete. 

The first zombie that touches her gets sliced right through the face. She turns and slashes another across the throat, and then kicks it in the stomach. A third zombie shambles toward her quickly, and Becca responds by cracking it in the temple with her long blade.

Clive stamps his foot impatiently.






CLIVE




Becca, god damn it, COME ON!

Rather suddenly, a zombie emerges from underneath the service car, grabs Clive by the ankle, and yanks him right out of the cabin. The door slides shut, sealing Becca in with the zombies.

EXT. FREIGHT TRAIN - THIRD CABIN - CONT’D

The train is now speeding through a large, forested area. The farther the freight moves from the city, the clearer the sky becomes. No longer smothered with ashy blackness, the horizon is painted with a blood red.

Clive quickly grabs onto the side railing of the car before falling completely off it. He looks down to see the zombie crawling up from underneath the train, baring broken, sharp teeth. Clive uses his free arm to grab his handgun, and then fires off two shots into the beast’s face.

The monster falls and disappears behind the train, lost in the shrouded trees and shrubs. Clive has little time to celebrate, for a HEADLESS ZOMBIE falls right beside him. 

He screams and leaps back, practically falling off were it not for his iron grip on the railing. Strangely enough, it fell from the roof of the train. Clive immediately looks up and sees GHOST standing atop the second car, shotgun in hand. 






GHOST




Sorry about that.

Faintly relieved, Clive grabs the headless monster and hurls it off the moving train. Ghost climbs down from the roof and onto the second car platform. Across from it is the third car platform, and in the middle is the connecting buffer and chain.

Ghost extends a hand to Clive, who accepts it as he climbs into the second car platform with him.






GHOST




I was starting to worry.






CLIVE




I’m sure you were. We have




to get Becca.






GHOST




Where is she?

Clive turns around to face the third car, and in the door window he sees it has been filled to the brim with zombies. The colour drains from his face.






CLIVE




No.

He leaps onto the third car platform and bangs frantically on the door’s window. Nothing can be seen through the entanglement of rotting limbs.






CLIVE




BECCA!!! BECCA!!!

A HAND breaks through the grass, grabbing Clive by the front of his shirt. He initially reacts with horror, until he sees that it belongs to BECCA, who has managed to fight her way to the front of the train. However, huge gashes and bitemarks adorn her entire body.

Clive and Becca look at each other, and in that split second, Clive feels all of her pain and anguish. He begins to desperately pull her through.






CLIVE




COME ON! WE CAN DO THIS!

A zombie appears behind her and bites down onto her shoulder, hard. A scream erupts through gritted teeth. Becca’s other arm comes out of the window, this one holding a gun. With both hands she shoves Clive backward.

Ghost catches him and moves him safely onto the second car platform.






CLIVE




Becca?? What the hell are you --

He doesn’t have time to finish. Becca aims right at the buffer and chain coupler that connects the third car to the second car. With a simple gesture, she shoots it, and it breaks apart immediately.

The third car splits off from the rest of the freight, seperated completely. Clive practically leaps forward to grab Becca, but Ghost immediately pulls him back. 

They both watch, horrified beyond belief, as the zombie-filled third car shrinks away from them. Becca is still visible in the window, watching them with the expression not that of a 13 year old girl, but that of a hardened warrior. Her face disappears in the deluge of swarming, hungry bodies.

All of the zombies who were once chasing the train now have their sights set onto the gradually-slowing third car. 

Ghost and Clive are frozen to the spot, shell-shocked. Not a breath between the two is uttered. They watch as the third car grows smaller, and smaller, and smaller.

EXT. FREIGHT TRAIN - FRONT OF TRAIN - SAME

A few zombies stand rather dumbly on the tracks in front of the speeding freight. The train completely mows them down as it passes through. The track leads the vehicle along a huge clearing in the forest. 

INT. FIRST CAR - FREIGHT TRAIN - CONT’D

Clive slams into the first car, which is lined with passenger seats on both sides. He marches through to the front of the cabin, where he slams open the door and enters the driver compartment. He doesn’t bother to close it.

Ghost comes in through the second car, and sees Clive at the very front of the car, hunched over the driver console. He’s crying quietly. 

Bleakly, Ghost sits down on a passenger chair and rests his shotgun on the seat beside him. Resting his elbows on his knees, Ghost covers his face with his hands, breathing deeply.

At the driver’s compartment, Clive gets a grip of himself and stands up properly, straightening out his shirt, fingers brushing at his tears. Before he can turn away, his attention is drawn to the train windshield, where Becca had written her message:

“DO NOT TREAT ME LIKE A GOD DAMN CHILD.”

Clive can’t help but stare at this grim remainder of Becca’s spirit. So much so that he doesn’t notice the lurching movement a few feet behind him.

Ghost, however, does. Out from under the seats nearest to the driver’s compartment, a tall, slim, female zombie crawls out onto the floor. Wearing a soiled white dress and topped with a wild mess of long black hair, this zombie is an unnerving sight to behold. It moves quickly toward Clive with a painfully contorted crawl, its milky eyes barely visible through the strands of raven hair obscuring its rotting face.

Ghost runs and leaps onto the zombie before it can grab Clive, wrestling it away from the driver’s compartment. Clive spins around, shocked. Ghost grapples with the zombie as its abnormally long teeth snap at him. As the beast’s mouth goes for Ghost’s hand, Ghost quickly rolls around onto his back and kicks the creature off of him. 

It lands with a thud further away down the aisle. Clive’s handgun is out in a second. As the beast lurches to its feet, a bullet pierces its skull. It’s back down in an instant.

Catching his breath, Clive shoves the gun back into its holster. He rushes over to Ghost and helps him.






CLIVE




Are you okay?

Ghost, avoiding eye contact, goes to fetch his shotgun. His voice lowers considerably.






GHOST




We’ll be passing through




Mississauga pretty soon.

Puzzled, Clive turns back around and jumps slightly as he hears a soft thud on the roof. He looks back to Ghost, who’s still busying himself with his shotgun. 






CLIVE




I’ll… go check.

He walks toward the driver’s compartment, and then looks back again. Ghost has stopped with his shotgun. He is now wiping the sweat off his face, in a rather frustrated way. Confused, but still focused on the roof, Clive gets out his magnum and slides open the side window.

EXT. FREIGHT TRAIN ROOFTOP - CONT’D

The freight is still racing through the forest clearing. Clive slowly sticks his head out from the window and onto the roof. He eyes quietly scan the top of the train, but he sees nothing. Other than...

...the toppled bird’s nest, which has landed a few feet away from Clive’s face. Two bird’s eggs have broken from the fall, leaving a trail of slimy orange gunk. The worry on Clive’s face vanishes, and is replaced by bemusemant. 

He climbs onto the roof and crawls carefully toward this strange little scene of death. He picks up the bird’s nest and notices that one single egg has survived the fall - it’s the smallest egg of the bunch.

Clive observes the surviving egg rather mournfully. He gently places the nest down. As Clive stands, he’s jolted back into reality as GHOST’S HAND comes down onto his shoulder.






CLIVE




Hey. Sorry. It was just a bird’s 




nest. Fell off from a tree, I guess...

He turns around and locks eyes with Ghost. His grim expression is almost too much to bear. 






CLIVE




What’s wrong? What are you...

Clive finally notices Ghost’s hand on his shoulder. A huge, bloody bite mark is stamped along his knuckles. It takes Clive several moments to understand what exactly he’s looking at it. Ghost withdraws his bitten hand, sedately gesturing to the train.






GHOST




The zombie in the cabin... the




one that was crawling towards




you... it was too fast...






CLIVE




No.






GHOST




I’m so sorry.






CLIVE




NO!

Angry tears falling from his face, Clive furiously grabs Ghost by the front of his shirt. His fists ball up Ghost’s simple flannel button-up. Clive’s anguish comes through full-force.






CLIVE




WHY AM I WORTH SAVING?!

Ghost doesn’t have an answer. He can only stare at Clive, immensely hurt.






CLIVE




You fucking IDIOT!

Clive lets go, too unstable and wracked with emotion to keep his grip on him.






CLIVE




Why do you keep saving me?




How could you be so stupid??






GHOST




You don’t understand.






CLIVE




You’re fucking right I don’t




understand! You don’t know




ANYTHING about me. I tell




you my name and you wont




even call me by it! You




keep telling me to fight




for myself, that nothing




else matters, that the




only lives we should




care about are our own!




But you keep saving my




god damn life. Every time!




WHY THE HELL AM I WORTH




DYING FOR?

With that last explosion, Clive shoves Ghost - hard. So hard that Ghost loses his footing and falls right on his ass. Clive stares down at him, breathing hard, pain slowly bleeding through his anger. 






GHOST




You’ve always asked too many




questions. I know that much




about you.

Ghost stands, shakily. He grimaces as the pain in his hand begins shooting into the rest of his body.






GHOST




What exactly would you have done...




if you had come across this... this




scared, wimpy looking boy, alone and




in a high school gym, being




attacked by a gang of flesh-eating




monsters? And what if, the very




moment you save this wimpy boy’s




life, he looks up at you with




these... big, wounded eyes...




with this strangely haunted




look on his face... the same




look your son had when you had




to watch him die?

Clive is shocked. He looks up at Ghost, with the very same eyes that were just described to him. Ghost shrugs, at a loss for how to explain his situation any better.






GHOST




What would you have done?

Clive says nothing. Ghost says nothing back. The roar of the train and the rush of the passing trees are the noises that speak for them.

Very quietly, his heart breaking into a million pieces, Clive gradually forms the words.






CLIVE




I don’t even know your name.

Ghost calmly gives Clive his shotgun. He accepts it, bewildered.






CLIVE




What are you doing?






GHOST




I saved your life. The least




you could do is save mine.

Clive tries to counter what Ghost is asking him to do, but nothing comes to him. Ghost walks onto the roof of the second train car, several feet away. He positions himself to face Clive, standing proudly, with only the faintest hint of regret. 

Clive looks down at his various weapons. Handgun. Magnum. Shotgun. Katana. He’s almost physically ill at the thought of what he has to do.






CLIVE




But...

He looks away briefly, unable to watch the flash of hurt in Ghost’s eyes. Clive tries - tries very, very hard - to be strong, but he can’t keep it together. His voice breaks pathetically.






CLIVE




But what am I gonna do?

The reluctant hurt in Ghost’s eyes grows larger and larger.






GHOST




You’re going to keep fighting.






CLIVE




I can’t.






GHOST





(firmer)




Yes. You can. You are NOT a child




anymore, and you are no longer




defenseless. Maybe you never




were. But you can fight and you




can survive and you can live,




if you try. Make tomorrow and




the rest of your god damn 




days matter.

Clive stares down at the shotgun clenched in his hands, tears falling from his eyes. When Ghost speaks again, it’s considerably softer.






GHOST




Do you understand me?

A long moment of silence. 

Clive raises the shotgun to the level of Ghost’s head.






CLIVE




I am not your son.

Ghost stares tensely, feeling the gun on him like a weight.






CLIVE




You are not my father.

The tension rachets right up. Very slowly, Clive lowers the gun, letting it rest against his leg. Ghost’s eyebrows furrow, heavily bothered.






CLIVE




And I don’t know what tomorrow




will be like. But I can’t live




through it knowing I had to be




the one to kill you.

He reaches to his waist and grabs his magnum. In a flash, he throws it to Ghost, who catches it with sweaty, jittering hands.






CLIVE




There are three bullets left in




there. That’s more than enough.






GHOST




Wait, what are you -- 






CLIVE




I’m sorry.

Clive aims the shotgun down between the two cars - at the traditional buffer and chain coupler that’s connecting the first and second cars.

Ghost screams out as Clive FIRES, and the two cars are pulled away from one another in opposite directions. Now, the only moving, workable traincar is the one that Clive stands alone on.

Ghost watches with absolute, unbridled horror as he and Clive move farther and farther away from one another. Clive is staring at his feet, terrified, unable to see the result of what he’s done.






GHOST




CLIVE!

A moment. Clive looks to Ghost with a shocked gaze. It’s the first time Ghost has ever called him by name.






GHOST




CLIIIIIVE!!

He can only stare, numbly, as the second car moves further out of sight. Ghost’s figure, once tall and proud and masculine, dwindles away into nothingness.

Clive stands there for a very long time, unable to comprehend the events that have just transpired. Little by little, reality slowly begins to fall into place.

Clive carefully turns around and watches as the sun rises slowly from the blood-red horizon. Wind whips his hair around wildly. Tears flow down his already stained cheeks.

Ghost’s shotgun. Something about it catches Clive’s attention - along the forearm handle. An inscription, that reads:

“PROPERTY OF BRUCE.”

Clive reads it, over and over and over again, shaking his head. He can only react with a laugh of disbelief. He falls to his knees, and the laughter grows... ever so slowly turning into heavy, tortured crying. 

He closes his eyes and hides his face in his arms. 

A long, reflective moment passes. Clive feels it all - everything that has happened to him in the last 48 hours - the death, the murder, the terror, the chaos - running through his veins, thicker than his own blood.

The single-car train continues speeding through the forested route. Eventually, the track opens up into a clearing that takes the freight through calm, deserted, everlasting fields of farm.

Clive finally opens his blood-shot eyes. Breathing deeply, he gazes off into the empty distance, his face awash with uncommon serenity. 











FADE OUT

THE END
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