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EXT. MOUNTAIN VALLEY - DAY

Verdant groves glow under clear skies. Jagged rocks bake in 
summer heat.

EXT. DECIDUOUS FOREST - DAY

Sunlight sifts through the canopy while birds and bugs chirp.

EXT. FOREST STREAM - DAY

Black water flows over moss and driftwood, swirling in gentle 
eddies.

EXT. MOUNTAIN TRAIL CLEARING - DAY

Bespectacled PETER NEAVES, 20s, hisses while removing thorned 
vines from his shins. A robust hiking pack with his name on 
it rests against a nearby tree. 

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Gnarly.

PETER
Right?

ALI COOK, 20s, stands by with her hands on her hips, equally 
haggard beside her own pack and EMORY BYERS, 20s, touching 
his toes- his gear laid aside as well. 

Everyone's rocking a week's worth of stubble.

PETER
At least they're not poisonous.

EMORY
That you know of.

Peter scoffs and tosses extracted vines.

ALI
Do you need disinfectant?

PETER
Nah I think I'll be alright. (TO 
EMORY) Still think we'll make it by 
five?

EMORY
For sure. Especially with how fast 
we've been moving.

Ali smirks.



ALI
But will we arrive in one piece?

The boys smirk.

PETER
Gimme ten and I'll be ready.

EMORY
(grinning at Ali)  

No rush.

The couple hams it up while Peter kneads his wounds.

EXT. NARROW MOUNTAIN PASS - AFTERNOON

The trio traverses slanted soil, slugging packs and singing 
to keep their minds off the strain.

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP CAMPSITE - AFTERNOON

Crickets chirp while the trio approaches. An aged SERVICE 
OUTLOOK TOWER looms above the scenic clearing.

EMORY (O.S.)
I swear we're almost there.

ALI (O.S.)
Mhmm.

EMORY (O.S.)
It's gotta be over this ridge.

ALI (O.S.)
Sure.

They group eventually enters huffing, striding into view.

EMORY
See?

ALI
(warmly)

Yeah yeah.

They walk around the perimeter, taking in the details. While 
Peter looks out across a vista, Ali inspects the tower.

She unhitches her pack and starts up the structure.

EMORY
Ali?
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ALI
Yes?

EMORY
Going up top?

ALI
Uh huh.

EMORY
Take some pictures.

ALI
Will do.

Peter watches her scale the brick building.

EXT. TOWER STEPS - AFTERNOON

Ali advances quickly up the steps-

EXT. TOWER PLATFORM - AFTERNOON

-and emerges to find a 360 degree view of the valley. With 
wide eyes and cloying feet she peers in all directions... And 
narrows on distant plumes of dark smoke.

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP CAMPSITE - AFTERNOON

Emory is looping rope when Ali interrupts-

ALI (O.S.)
HEY GUYS, HEY! COME SEE THIS!

He turns, piqued by her tone. Peter does too.

EXT. TOWER PLATFORM

Ali's brow furrows at the odd sign. Emory and Peter enter and 
she points.

ALI
Check it out.

EMORY
The blaze must be huge.

Silence.

EMORY
I wonder how far it is.

3.



PETER
It must be outside the park... 
Closer to town maybe?

ALI
Maybe... It's hard to say.

Peter arranges a picture with his phone and snaps one. Ali 
continues to stare, uneasy. 

PETER
Can you tell what's burning based 
on the color?

EMORY
No, I don't think so.

Emory glances back at the site below.

EMORY
I'm gonna keep setting up shop... 
It'll be dark soon.

He descends while Peter and Ali remain, disturbed by the 
vision.

EXT. MOUNTAIN VALLEY - SUNSET

Tall boulders cast long shadows.

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP TOWER - SUNSET

The bricks glow red against an orange sky.

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP CAMPSITE - DUSK

A campfire crackles. Peter, Ali, and Emory brace the flames 
while scraping tuna cans onto plates of rice, their worn 
grins revealing goofy exhaustion. 

Ali and Emory sit together at a clear distance from Peter.

EMORY
I'm so sick of tuna.

They laugh.

EMORY
I'm ready for a change.

PETER
Thinking about supplies tomorrow?
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EMORY
Yeah... And all the fresh fruit I'm 
going to buy and eat right there in 
the aisle.

ALI
I on the other hand demand pizza, 
as soon as possible.

PETER
Yes.

ALI
For sure- pizza for lunch.

EMORY
Sounds fantastic.

They ruminate over cold plates.

EMORY
Anything but rice.

They laugh. The fire spits and pops.

CLOSE UP: THE BRANCHES ABOVE

An OWL blinks at the trio below sitting around the flames.

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP CAMPSITE - LATER

Emory pours water for his and Ali's tea while Peter watches 
the fire, already sipping his own.

EMORY
So what's it gonna be- sex drugs 
and rock and roll or closer to 
chocolate?

No immediate response.

EMORY
I vote sex drugs cause it's more 
objective.

The other two shrug.

PETER
Fair enough.

ALI
Who's going first?

No volunteers.
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EMORY
I'll start?

PETER
Sure.

Emory clicks his tongue and pauses, thinking.

EMORY
Let's start with c...

Everyone stares at the fire, waiting for an answer.

EMORY
Cunnilingus-

Ali whoops and they laugh.

EMORY
Cunnilingus, cocaine, aaand The 
Clash.

They laugh.

ALI
Sounds great.

PETER
This game makes the best sentences.

EMORY
Right?

Smiles fade into mirth.

ALI
Okay... D.

Her brow furrows.

ALI
Dildoes, DMT, and Danger Mouse.

EMORY
Ooph.

PETER
For rock?

ALI
Yeah, the grey album.

PETER
Of course.
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EMORY
Gotcha.

They grin, ruminating on the answer and next letter.

PETER
E.

ALI
Eeeee-

Air raid SIRENS trumpet throughout the valley. The trio gawk 
in total awe.

ALI
That's real, right?

They rise to their feet while the sirens scream.

ALI
They sound awful.

PETER
Someone should run up top and scout 
around.

Emory turns and jogs for the tower.

ALI
You don't think this has anything 
to do with what we saw earlier do 
you?

Peter doesn't respond.

ALI
SEE ANYTHING?!

EMORY (O.S.)
NOT YET!

Peter cranes up at the sky and notes thick clouds obscuring 
the moon and stars.

PETER (O.S.)
It could be a storm warning.

ALI (O.S.)
Do they even conduct those 
nowadays?

Peter doesn't respond.
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EMORY (O.S.)
LIGHTS ARE ON IN TOWN... NO 
APPARENT VIOLENCE.

ALI
Maybe it's routine.

The wailing continues.

ALI
ANYTHING ELSE!?

EMORY (O.S.)
THERE'S A CLUSTER OF LIGHTS NORTH 
OF THE HIGHWAY BUT-

The sirens cease and the pair deflates.

PETER
Finally.

They relish the silence.

ALI
Eerie.

Lightning strikes and thunder rumbles. Ali and Peter look 
upward, unsettled.

PETER
See?

Thunder ROARS.

INT. PETER'S TENT - NIGHT

A dreamcatcher hangs from mesh while Peter stares at rain 
streaming down the flaps, oddly transfixed despite holding an 
open book. Surf rock bops from earbuds plugged in his lobes.

His attention returns to the page and strange illustrations, 
which disturb him somehow. He unhooks an earbud and listens 
curiously- only to be greeted by Ali's laughter and the 
storm.

Comforted by familiarity, he slips the earpiece back in and 
focuses on the page.

FADE TO BLACK

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP CAMPSITE - NIGHT

The storm's passed. Lights out in both tents.
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EXT. PETER'S NIGHTMARE TENT - NIGHT

Peter twists, tormented by strange SHADOWS swimming across 
the walls- freakish shapes with hideous proportions. Sweat 
pours. The figures swell.

INT. PETER'S REALITY TENT - NIGHT

Peter jolts awake and quickly examines the tent sans shadows, 
sighing relieved.

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP CAMPSITE - NIGHT

Peter breathes in rasps, trying to calm down.

FADE TO BLACK

EXT. MOUNTAIN VALLEY - MORNING

Birds sing beneath a new sun.

EXT. DECIDUOUS FOREST - MORNING

Damp foliage glistens in early light.

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP CAMPSITE - MORNING

The tents rest undisturbed. Ali kneels beside the firepit, 
judging dead embers.

INT. PETER'S TENT - MORNING

Peter dully notes his watch turn from 8:27 to 8:28, awake but 
still flat.

EXT. MOUNTAINTOP CAMPSITE

Ali and Emory sit cross legged, playing cards.

ALI
I don't want that.

EMORY
Sure you do.

ALI
No, I don't.

She grins and draws from a stack. Peter enters.

EMORY
Morning.
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PETER
Good morning... What's happening?

EMORY
Oh, nothing much.

Peter scans their cards.

PETER
Ten card gin?

ALI
You know it.

Ali discards.

PETER
Who's winning?

EMORY
Actually we're not keeping track.

Peter scoffs.

PETER
What's the point?

ALI
Bragging rights.

She smiles, very amused.

ALI
Who says there has to be a point?

Peter spots the pot of boiled water.

PETER
Is that water clean?

ALI
As of this morning.

Emory discards.

ALI
Tch, that's not what I want either.

EMORY
Sure it is.

Peter retrieves the water and slakes his thirst.
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EMORY
It's hot already.

Ali discards and knocks.

EMORY
Godammit.

ALI
(laying out cards)

This one aaand this one and this 
one leaves- three for deadwood.

He lays down his cards, shaking his head.

EMORY
Hmph.

Peter's gaze wanders and settles on the observation tower.

EXT. TOWER PLATFORM - MORNING

Peter enters, seeking the divide where they spotted smoke. He 
sights nothing abnormal or alarming, certainly no smoke, and 
relaxes reassured.

EXT. CONIFEROUS GLADE - DAY

Evergreens bristle with heat while ants swarm over a spider's 
corpse.

EXT. FOREST TRAIL - DAY

The trio scales an unmarked path with their gear strapped to 
their backs. Emory leads while interpreting a map.

EMORY
And if we are here then that means-

He trails green blobs with a finger, conceptualizing it.

EMORY
We should arrive at the service 
station soon... Give or take an 
hour.

PETER
Where's that place us in terms of 
town?

ALI
If we manage to stay on track and 
not divert ourselves, we should be 
there by sunset.
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Emory looks back surprised, grinning.

EMORY
Exactly.

Ali smirks. Emory turns back to the map, clutching its folds.

EXT. DECIDUOUS FOREST - DAY

The three pad through sticky terrain.

EXT. RURAL ROUTE - DAY 

A solitary strip of pavement rests between raw wilderness.

EXT. FOREST TRAIL - DAY

Peter hikes behind them, peering at passing scenery.

EMORY (O.S.)
I think the farthest I've been is 
seventy meters, seventy five? 
Eighty? Somewhere around there, I 
can't remember... All that was in 
water you could actually gauge how 
far you were sinking though, not 
like the brackish stuff out here-

EXT. DANGEROUS FOREST HILL - DAY

A steep decline awaits them.

EXT. FOREST TRAIL

The three negotiate a particularly hairy patch.

EXT. DANGEROUS FOREST HILL

The trio enters heaving and beholds the sharp decline, 
standing at the top of its rim.

Peter squints beyond and glimpses asphalt Ali and Emory kneel 
on their haunches, examining below.

EMORY
Looks a little wild.

ALI
I'll go first.

EMORY
You sure?

She gauges it and nods.
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ALI
Yeah, I'm good.

CUT TO:

Emory and Peter watch while Ali descends. She deftly 
maneuvers despite her pack's burden and lands it well.

EMORY
Nice.

They exchange thumbs up and smiles.

ALI
(winded)

Woo!

CUT TO:

Ali stands with her hands on her hips, watching Emory's 
attempt. 

ALI
That one- uh huh.

Emory negotiates a way.

ALI
Awesome.

After a short burst he lands, joining her side. Peter scans 
several starting points and chooses, stretching over the 
edge.

EMORY (O.S.)
YOU GOT IT!

He gingerly taps a slick rock and selects another, continuing 
from there.

ALI (O.S.)
GOOD PICK!

PETER
(to himself)

Who's laughing now rocks?

He scales lower on sure footing until a boot heel SLIPS and 
he spills, plummeting on sharp rocks-

CUT TO BLACK

FADE IN:
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EXT. RURAL ROUTE - DAY 

Peter blinks beneath fractured glasses and gauze on soft 
grass- he finds his right hand bandaged and hisses. Hazily, 
he rolls sideways and finds Ali engrossed in a paperback.

He rasps, trying to speak-

ALI
Jesus!

PETER
(croaking)

Sorry.

ALI
No it's okay you just... Surprised 
me.

Peter rises bitterly chest high, strained and wheezing. Ali 
offers a damp rag.

ALI
Here.

PETER
Thanks.

He presses the cloth to his temple.

ALI
How are you feeling?

He glares and she smirks.

PETER
What happened?

ALI
You fell.

Ali grins.

PETER
After that.

ALI
Well- you definitely left us once 
you split your skull... But you 
didn't leak too much. You 
instinctively tried to cover your 
face (SHE IMITATES THE MOTION) so 
your palm was roughed up as well.
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Peter winces.

ALI
We patched you up as best we could, 
in hopes that we'd catch a ride 
but... That obviously never 
materialized... There hasn't been a 
single car or truck pass since 
you've been out.

Her mirth shifts to unease.

PETER
Emory?

She scoffs.

ALI
Emory decided to walk ahead and 
find cell reception but that was 
hours ago. (PAUSE) You'd imagine 
he'd of met someone by now.

They drift into silence.

ALI
We do have a copy of the map now 
though- and instructions for a 
mutual meeting point.

PETER
Should something like this occur.

Ali nods.

PETER
Where is it?

ALI
A hospital on the other side of 
town and route in between. Some 
parts are only ten miles wide at 
the most.

Peter stretches his bandaged palm and grimaces.

ALI
Do you feel like you can walk? Feel 
up to it?

Peter considers the query and nods.

PETER
Anything's better than waiting.
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ALI
I think so too.

He extends a hand and she embraces and lifts, standing up as 
well. He breathes deep and exhales, gauging his senses.

ALI
Shall we?

She playfully refers to his backpack dragged within reach.

PETER
Please.

They start preparing for the journey.

EXT. MOUNTAIN VALLEY - AFTERNOON

The CAMERA soars over a green expanse. 

EXT. EMPTY RURAL ROUTE - AFTERNOON

The pair walks on, laden in gear. Ali checks her phone for a 
signal and time.

PETER (O.S.)
Any reception?

ALI
Nope.

The two continue. Peter eyes their surroundings.

PETER
(puzzled)

Do you hear any birds?

ALI
What?

PETER
Do you hear any birds? Have you 
heard any lately?

Both hush... He's right- no birds.

PETER
Me neither. Not for awhile now.

Both glare about with renewed suspicion.

ALI
That isn't so strange.
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PETER
Everything about today's been 
strange.

ALI
Always a pessimist.

Peter scoffs.

PETER
More like a realist.

ALI
But are you the realest realist?

His eyes roll and they continue.

ALI
Why do you think nobody's passed us 
yet?

Peter hesitates to respond.

PETER
I don't know... But it is 
troubling.

ALI
That's one way to say it.

Peter glances at her and she grins.

ALI
Maybe there's a parade in town and 
everyone's invited except us.

Peter laughs and she joins.

PETER
Maybe.

Joy fades to quiet.

PETER
I just want to know what's keeping 
Emory... He should be here by now.

Her expression mirrors the same doubt.

PETER
Especially if paramedics are 
involved... Then again-

He hums the X-Files theme and Ali groans.
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ALI
Don't you take anything seriously?

PETER
Of course I do. (BEAT) Geology. 

She shakes her head.

PETER
Traffic patterns.

ALI
Yeah yeah.

PETER
The metric system. (BEAT) I'm a 
very serious person.

ALI
Of course you are.

Something seizes Peter's attention.

PETER
Look-

Ali's eyes follow his to a DEER standing in offroad foliage. 

ALI
Wow.

The pair slows to a stop.

ALI
It's not very bright is it?

PETER
Probably thinks the same way about 
us.

EXT. PASTORAL FARMLAND - AFTERNOON

Wind stirs summer wheat in a panorama absent vehicles and 
people.

EXT. PASTORAL FENCED TRACTS - AFTERNOON

Even cattle are missing from these fields.

EXT. RURAL ROAD - AFTERNOON

Peter eyes abrasive Bible scripture on signage while they 
traverse isolated blacktop. Ali peers at inactivity on all 
sides.
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PETER
Maybe we're damned.

ALI
Excuse me?

Peter smiles.

PETER
Maybe some godlike being descended 
upon the populace and whisked them 
away- for purposes we'll never 
determine.

ALI
Whisk as in a mixing bowl?

PETER
Different kind of whisk.

ALI
(drolly)

Aaaah.

PETER
(grinning)

You don't approve of such 
reasoning?

ALI
Doesn't sound very reasonable.

Peter laughs.

PETER
I'm just saying maybe we shouldn't 
rule it out.

ALI
Oh I think we can.

PETER
How so?

ALI
(reciting)

If god listened to the wishes of 
men we would all be dead- for men 
are forever praying on the 
destruction of another. Epicurus.

PETER
He didn't say that.
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ALI
Paraphrasing.

Peter cogitates on this.

PETER 
When you say it like that you make 
it sound so simple.

ALI
(assured)

That's because it is.

He chuckles and they slip back into silence. She checks her 
phone again.

PETER
Ali?

ALI
Yes?

PETER
To what degree are you worried?

She thinks before replying.

ALI
I'm not- not yet anyway. Not in any 
real sense.

They stop and stand in the middle of the road.

ALI
Uneasy? Sure.

She scans fields around them, squinting through sweat.

ALI
We can't be alone though... That's 
impossible.

PETER
Why is it impossible?

Ali ignores him.

ALI
I think we should finally go up to 
one of these houses.

PETER
And leave the main road?
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ALI
Mmhm.

Peter frowns.

ALI
What?

PETER
I'm a fan of predefinition.

ALI
It'll be half an hour, tops.

Peter bites his lip, conflicted. Ali swings her pack around 
and starts digging.

PETER
What?

ALI
You'll see.

She withdraws a shiny coin, grinning.

PETER
What are you, twelve?

ALI
No- call it.

Peter exhales through his nose.

PETER
Tails.

She flips and moves to catch.

PETER
Don't!

Both watch the coin plummet to the pavement. They lean in 
close.

ALI
YES!

PETER
You are twelve.

ALI
A twelve year old winner.

Peter shakes his head while she retrieves it.
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EXT. RURAL HOMESTEAD - AFTERNOON

The pair stands at the end of a driveway leading to a rustic 
two-story. Peter glances at an empty lane nearby while Ali 
peeks at a pickup parked next to the house.

She approaches first and Peter follows. They eye the place 
intently, noting small details- uncollected mail, strewn 
toys.

ALI
HULLOH?!

Peter eyes her, surprised. No reply.

ALI
HELLLLOOOOO??!

Nothing stirs. The two step up to the entrance. Peter raps 
his knuckles several times- no response.

ALI
Think it's too rude to look inside?

PETER
You mean like, enter?

ALI
Nah just-

She notions toward an open window.

ALI
Look through.

Peter frowns but doesn't protest. Ali walks up and peeks 
inside.

INT. HOMESTEAD LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Ali peers in as thin curtains trace the breeze.

EXT. RUSTIC FRONT PORCH - AFTERNOON

Peter studies their vacant surroundings.

ALI
I'm not seeing anyone home.

PETER
Me neither.

Ali sighs and withdraws from the window.
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ALI
Think we should go in anyway-

PETER
(interrupting)

Fuck no.

ALI
Use their phone?

She looks at him puzzled.

PETER
I'm hurt enough as it is, I don't 
wanna be shot.

Ali places palms flat on her hips, frustrated.

INT. HOMESTEAD KITCHEN - AFTERNOON

Family magnets cover the fridge. A corded phone sits askew. 
Flies circle abandoned meals while patio doors rustle and the 
pair enters. They scan the room, visibly tense. Peter gulps.

PETER
Hello?

Ali glares at him. No response.

PETER
HELLOOO!?

Nothing. The two shirk their packs, glad to be rid of them. 
Ali spots the phone first and moves.

ALI
Got it.

Peter looks around while Ali picks up the device- something 
grabs Peter's attention. She sighs, vainly trying for a dial 
tone.

ALI
Nothing.

PETER
Check it.

Peter taps open a microwave, showing her its lights are out.

PETER
No power- see?
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He points at the device's empty clock and she confirms it 
with her own eyes. She opens a fridge nearby and again-

ALI
No power.

She shuts the door and sighs.

PETER
No people.

ALI
No progress.

Peter scoffs and closes the microwave while they stand, 
thinking.

Flies buzz around forgotten meals.

PETER
Hungry?

She balks.

ALI
No thanks, I think I'll manage.

Peter doesn't blame her.

EXT. ISOLATED COUNTRY - AFTERNOON

The sun bakes asphalt laid thru grassy knolls.

EXT. RURAL ROAD - AFTERNOON

The two hike past barren scrubland.

EXT. OUTSKIRTS ROAD - AFTERNOON

The pair walks by inactive shops, tramping toward hints of 
motorized society.

EXT. SMALL TOWN SQUARE - LATE AFTERNOON

Light shimmers across spires and statues.

EXT. SMALL TOWN ROOFTOPS - LATE AFTERNOON

Rusting industrial signs stand tall against the skyline.

EXT. URBANE ROAD - SUNSET

Peter peels off the bandage from his brow, annoyed by its 
inability to stick. 
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Ali stares at power lines as they pass, listening for an 
active hum that never manifests. 

EXT. EMPTY SMALL TOWN - SUNSET

EXT. EMPTY TOWN PLAYGROUND - SUNSET

EXT. EMPTY GAS STATION - SUNSET

EXT. VACANT TOWN LANE - SUNSET

The two walk past an empty-but-operational coin laundry 
toward residential streets.

EXT. SMALL TOWN STREET - DUSK

Real fear creeps across their faces now- nothing is how it 
should be.

PETER
(grimly)

I don't understand.

ALI
Neither do I.

She peers at empty houses in passing. He bites his lip 
thinking.

PETER
It doesn't make any sense. (PAUSE) 
Are you worried now?

ALI
(plainly)

Yes.

They continue to pace.

PETER
It's still silent.

She eyes him darkly. He looks elsewhere, squinting in the 
growing dark.

PETER
Do you see that?

ALI
What?

PETER
There-
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He points ahead.

PETER
Around uuuh three o'clock.

She focuses on his cue.

ALI
Uh huh.

PETER
What is that?

Both gauge it in silence.

ALI
(grimly)

It looks like a body. 

Peter's lips purse tight. She looks at him for support and 
finds none.

The two advance, looking and feeling odd. They stop within 
feet of a PARATROOPER'S CORPSE snagged in a HAZMAT suit by 
their parachute wrapped around a lamppost.

ALI
Whoa.

PETER
Yeah.

ALI
There's totally someone in there.

Both scan for important details.

ALI
They're shinier than-

CLOSE UP: A RIFLE SLUNG ACROSS THE CORPSE'S CHEST

ALI (O.S.)
They look on TV.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - DUSK

ALI
What do you think of that?

She motions toward the rifle.

ALI
Think we should take it?
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PETER
Shit no uh... No. I don't even 
wanna touch it. (PAUSE) Do you?

ALI
Nope.

The body twists in the breeze. They both start to sniffle, 
their nostrils crinked. Both grimace at the odor and thought.

PETER
What the fuck is happening here?

Ali frowns. 

ALI
Do you see any kind radio, any 
equipment we can use?

Peter examines further and shakes his head.

PETER
No.

ALI
Think there might be any inside 
that suit?

PETER
Look beneath the elbow... What do 
you think that is?

ALI
I'm not sure... I've never seen 
anything like it.

Rotten flesh seeps oozing out of a shredded hole in the suit. 

They lapse into silence.

ALI
Let's get out of here.

They can't help but stare.

EXT. VACANT TOWN - NEAR NIGHT

EXT. TOWN SIDEWALK - NIGHT

The pair walks quickly, unnerved.

PETER
Now what?
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ALI
We keep moving.

She eyes his apparent dissatisfaction.

ALI
Unless of course you disapprove.

PETER
I just like to know where we're 
going, that's all.

He scans vacant houses in passing.

ALI
If anything we're looking for 
Emory... He has to be here 
somewhere, even if it is empty.

PETER
It wasn't him I was fully concerned 
about.

She finds him frowning.

ALI
I know.

They focus on the path ahead and glimpse a christmas tree 
propped up on the horizon

ALI
What is that?

Peter squints, piqued by the bizarrely-lit oddity as well.

PETER
Uuuh christmas in July?

Ali balks.

PETER
Sorry.

VREEEEEEN their heads snap at the shuddering shriek-

EXT. LUMBER YARD - NIGHT

Construction lights spring to life, flooding a dusty square. 
Unseen GENERATORS loudly chug.

EXT. TOWN SIDEWALK

Peter and Ali stare awestruck.

28.



ALI
Let's keep going.

PETER
That's the first movement we've 
seen, of course we should check it 
out.

The distant generators roar.

ALI
A tripped wire- breakers maybe? 
There, problem solved.

PETER
And if that's the case then I'm 
sure that's all we'll find. (PAUSE) 
Please.

Ali remains nonplussed.

EXT. LUMBER YARD - NIGHT

Commercial lamps glow while power pulses and Peter and Ali 
approach the center of the main staging area. Peter's good 
hand slips to his machete and Ali hisses.

PETER
Nothing wrong with being cautious.

She scowls and they advance. Their boots tread over strange 
vegetation.

EXT. LUMBER YARD POWER SECTOR - NIGHT

Industrial generators rattle.

EXT. LUMBER YARD

Peter waits while Ali flicks on a flashlight and scans their 
surroundings, finding nothing of interest.

EXT. LUMBER YARD POWER SECTOR

Generators hum near a FEMALE VICTIM, 40s, half-cocooned in a 
FUNGAL BLOOM that covers the wall as well as her legs, her 
torso resting in slimy mutant growth, seething with 
respiration. Her upper half is actively decaying.

As Ali's flashlight peeks into the room, the victim's dead 
pupils peak open intrigued.

Ali and Peter enter seeking the roaring generators when they 
sight the victim's body and FREEZE-

29.



ALI
Mmph.

Their noses crinkle.

PETER
It smells like the suit.

ALI
It does.

She focuses on the victim's ravaged limbs. Ali and Peter 
exchange rueful glances before approaching, hesitant but 
determined. As the flashlight inches closer it further 
illuminates the fungal bloom.

While the pair nears, the victim's face contorts, conflicted. 
Peter grimaces as they halt within reach, the victim stirs 
UPRIGHT and the duo recoils.

ALI
UH!

They peel back while the victim blinks.

PETER
Eogch.

The victim drools green-black sludge. The duo studies her 
disfigured form and the spores.

ALI
Hello?

VICTIM
(strained)

Yesss?

Peter gulps.

PETER
Is there any way we can help?

The victim considers it.

VICTIM
No... No I don't think so I- I 
can't feel much but... What I do 
feel is...

The victim braces deteriorating forearms.

VICTIM
Horrible... Like a fever-
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Red light FLASHES across the screen like an electric arc.

VICTIM
Laced with visions.

CLOSE UP: BACTERIA SWARMING

VICTIM (O.S.)  
Phantoms.

EXT. LUMBER YARD POWER SECTOR - NIGHT

The victim's dead eyes drift upward.

VICTIM
(reverent)  

But they are no dream... They 
whisper softly- like a song that 
swells around you.

CLOSE UP: VIOLENT CHEMICAL REACTIONS

VICTIM (O.S.)
Lose yourself innit... Til you 
drown.

EXT. LUMBER YARD POWER SECTOR

Ali swivels the flashlight to flower buds breaching open 
within the infestation, pouring ooze.

VICTIM
Actually you can help.

The victim hones in on their stance despite impairment.

VICTIM
Kill me.

PETER
What?

VICTIM
It doesn't spread by touch, it 
chooses... Trust me.

She looks like she'll deflate if they refuse.

VICTIM
Don't leave me, like the others 
did... Please.

Peter and Ali wince, already uneasy.
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CUT TO:

Peter stares at infected flesh as he and Ali hold the victim 
by the armpits, positioning themselves to move. All three 
breath in sharply, tense.

ALI
Ready?

Peter nods and the victim closes their eyes.

ALI
Okay... One, two, three-

They pull and the victim's chest easily shifts but legs 
refuse to budge.

VICTIM
Euug-

Peter and Ali yank the victim out and their stomach MELTS 
APART, spilling guts everywhere.

VICTIM
Viiissssshnnk-

Peter and Ali keep movinf forward, dragging the leaking 
torso. They soon discover their ensuing mess-

ALI
Oooooh.

Peter gulps back vomit while the victim expires, hissing and 
bubbling gore. The duo lays her down and withdraws, huffing 
and heaving, mutually disgusted.

EXT. BAKERY - NIGHT

Lit and functional despite lacking staff and patrons.

INT. BAKERY PREP KITCHEN - NIGHT

Ali sits placidly at a metal table neglecting several cookies 
while a coffee machine croaks. Peter crosses carrying 
steaming java and hands her a cup on his way to a chair.

ALI
Thanks.

PETER
Welcome.

Peter moves to a seat and settles. Both have cleansed 
themselves of arterial spray but still appear haggard.
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ALI
That bit at the end back there, 
when she was talking about light 
and pain-

PETER
(nodding)

Yeah.

ALI
How would you explain it?

Peter considers the question.

PETER
Like she said, fever dreams- 
photosensitivity maybe. A symptom 
of whatever it is that's infected 
her.

ALI
I don't know... She definitely 
seemed to believe what she was 
seeing.

PETER
Most of them do at that point. 
(BEAT) I mean, beside the obvious 
panic of the situation this isn't 
the first time mushrooms have made 
somebody see something.

ALI
(drolly)

Of course not.

They slip into silence.

ALI
You're probably right.

PETER
It did seem pretty awful.

ALI
Shit was unnatural.

PETER
Yes it was.

Each mulls it over while scanning the room. Peter spots a 
shiny LUCKY CAT STATUE wrapped in kitschy lights and is 
struck by an idea.
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PETER
(murmured)

Christmas in July.

ALI
What?

PETER
Remember that bizarre setup we saw? 
On the way over?

EXT. SMALL TOWN - NIGHT

The christmas tree marker shines brightly in the dark.

PETER (O.S.)
The one with all the lights?

ALI (O.S.)
What about it?

PETER (O.S.)
I wonder what's going on there.

EXT. TWO STORY TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT

The askew tree rests atop a single house, illuminated from 
beneath by every bulb available.

ALI (O.S.)
Wait, is that what you're 
suggesting?

PETER (O.S.)
I'm just saying I think it's too 
strange not to be important. With a 
setup like that, someone's bound to 
be there.

A prominent sign wrapped in christmas lights reads “IZZY 
HERE". 

INT. BAKERY PREP KITCHEN - NIGHT

PETER
Maybe more survivors.

ALI
Survivors from what?

Peter purses his lips.

PETER
I don't know.
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ALI
An educated guess then.

Peter grins sheepishly.

PETER
It looked like she was turning into 
a spore pod person.

Ali guffaws.

PETER
Seriously.

Ali just shakes her head.

PETER
Then how would you describe what 
just happened?

ALI
It's too fantastic. I don't accept 
it.

PETER
I don't think we have much of a 
choice.

Uncomfortable silence.

EXT. URBAN STREET - NIGHT

A baby stroller sits abandoned on a corner. Peter eyes it 
while they pass, loaded with gear and on the move.

EXT. TWO STORY TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT

Rigged flood lights illuminate the upper story where 
extension ladders lead. The pair warily approaches.

POV SHOT

SOMEONE or SOMETHING watches them from afar.

EXT. TWO STORY TOWNHOUSE

The pair reaches the building’s ledge and stops at a 
prearranged ladder. Ali climbs first and Peter follows. An 
open window sits waiting, lamps burning brightly inside.

INT. TOWNHOUSE CHILD'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The pair climbs in to discover an obviously young person's 
room with a laptop set on a desk.
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PETER
They'll ruin their screen like 
that.

Ali ignores him and inspects the device further while he 
peers into the entrance hall, checking for activity.

INT. TOWNHOUSE HALLWAY - NIGHT

Peter looks both ways and finds it empty.

PETER
Is it online?

ALI (O.S.)
No, just like at the bakery.

PETER
Is it still functional?

INT. TOWNHOUSE CHILD'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

ALI
Yep... It's even open to a word 
document.

He rejoins her, intrigued.

PETER
What does it say?

ALI
Oh, you know- it's a kid's story.

She quickly scans simple paragraphs.

ALI
Meant for neighbor nearby... Must 
be Izzy.

Her eyes narrow.

ALI
There is a section about what might 
have happened though... Dated a 
week ago.

Peter squints, reading as well.

EXT. TOWN SIDEWALK - AFTERNOON

A SICK CITIZEN retches dark liquid, doubled over.
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ALI (O.S.)
The town was emptied 
systematically... Something to do 
with the army and bussing people 
out. As the illness spread so did 
rumors.

The dark liquid sprays on alien mushrooms in the dirt.

ALI (O.S.)
Apparently even children heard 
them.

EXT. TOWNHOUSE YARD - DAY

A YOUNG CHILD peers frightened at an unseen event.

ALI (O.S.)
Not much in the way of details 
though... Some witnessed trauma. A 
few scares.

INT. TOWNHOUSE CHILD'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Ali scrolls lower.

ALI
I wonder how old this person is-

A tortured howl ERUPTS in the distance. Peter and Ali gasp 
with recognition.

ALI
Emory?

EXT. URBAN ROUTE - NIGHT

Emory continues to scream as three bipedal SPORE BEASTS 
harass him, closing in on his fallen form- once human, 
they've since mutated into oozing, fungal monstrosities.

He shrieks when a claw stabs and impales his thigh.

EXT. TWO STORY TOWNHOUSE - NIGHT

Ali and Peter scurry to leave.

EXT. URBAN ROUTE

The creature that cleaved Emory leans in snarling and he 
lifts out the claw screaming. Emory drags himself back until 
a clawed fist strikes him.
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EXT. VACANT LANE - NIGHT

Ali runs while Peter trails behind.

ALI
EEEMMREEEEEE!

EXT. URBAN ROUTE - NIGHT

Emory quakes at the sound of her distant voice.

ALI (O.S.)
EEMMRREEEE WE'RE COOMIIING!

He perks up despite his wounds.

EMORY
HERE!

He scrambles to his pack as the abominations near.

EMORY
OVER HERE!

He withdraws a flashlight and highlights the creeping beasts, 
they recoil at its beam.

EMORY
(croaking)

Over here.

He notes how much the three dislike light and grins- until 
they lower their defensive stances.

EXT. VACANT LANE

Peter and Ali hurry as fast as they can.

EXT. URBAN ROUTE

A beast grabs Emory's ankle and pulls him close, twisting it 
til Emory yelps. The other two flank and he barely has time 
to withdraw a road flare as they reach for the kill-

EXT. VACANT LANE

Ali and Peter sprint.

EMORY (O.S.)
EAUUUGGH!
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EXT. URBAN ROUTE - NIGHT

Emory strikes the flare hot and holds it high while the 
beasts flail and cry. A high-pitched WHINE develops and 
spores rupture all on their bodies as they writhe. 

Cheered by their pain, Emory winces against the glare. The 
whine PEAKS and spores jettison goo and gore. Ali and Peter 
enter just as the three withdraw shivering, clutching seeping 
wounds.

Ali and Peter produce their own flares and brandish them 
bravely, the creatures shuffle off wild-eyed. Ali quickly 
gathers to Emory's side.

ALI
You're alright, you're going to be 
okay.

Emory cradles a crumpled leg groaning and she slips off her 
pack.

PETER
Can he move?

Emory attempts to rise but fails. Ali fishes out supplies and 
hands him water and pills.

PETER
Grab your tarp.

ALI
What?

PETER
We'll carry him.

Ali catches on and retrieves it while Peter glares at the 
receding monsters. He squints past the flare's glow and 
sights a squat parking garage nearby.

An idea sparks and Peter lights up.

CUT TO:

Ali and Peter escort their ward wrapped in a folded tarp, 
struggling not to slip. Emory murmurs, barely awake.

INT. GARAGE STAIRS CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Industrial slats gleam beneath grimy flourescents. Rough 
scuffling ratchets loudly and the pair bursts in gripping 
Emory.
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PETER
On three.

Ali plants her feet.

PETER
One- two- three.

They ease Emory down and lean him properly before heaving 
off, eager to be out of their packs. 

PETER
(winded)

You sure you got this?

ALI
Yeah.

PETER
Four knocks and it's me.

ALI
Got it.

He exits and she attends to Emory.

EXT. URBAN ROUTE - NIGHT

Peter treads where they just were with an unlit flare in his 
good hand and a flashlight in the other. A monstrous howl 
bellows in the distance and he halts, chilled by the 
outburst. 

An alien response matches the first and Peter presses on 
without seeing CORPSES entombed in a car.

INT. GARAGE STAIRS CORRIDOR - TIMELESS

Ali bites medical tape apart and wraps bandages welling 
crimson. She injects a fresh syringe into a vial and pulls 
the plunger back- once the dosage is full she double checks 
the amount, bites her lip, and JABS Emory's wounded leg.

EXT. URBAN ROUTE

Emory's backpack waits untouched where they tossed it aside. 
Peter crosses while the howls creep closer, multiplying.

PETER
Come on come on come on.

He snags the hefty pack and adjusts to its burden. A growl 
rumbles nearby and Peter balks. After a moment’s hesitation 
he strikes the flare alive, hissing bright.
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INT. GARAGE STAIRS CORRIDOR - TIMELESS

Emory blinks back sweat, propped on an elbow- watching her 
thread black wire through a needle.

EMORY
Nearly twice in one day huh? 
(PAUSE) I’m glad you paid attention 
in class.

Ali frowns sternly.

EMORY
Don’t be nervous, I don’t think 
I’ll feel it.

ALI
You shouldn’t.

She unspools extra thread in case it’s needed.

EMORY
Maybe just a small prick?

He grins weakly but she doesn’t return the gesture. Ali knots 
the needle tight and quickly OKs it.

ALI
Please don’t hold this against me.

EMORY
Trust me, I won’t.

She digs in, breathing harshly while Emory’s eyes shut tight, 
trying to ignore the pain KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK

ALI
COME IN!

Peter enters as she draws stitching through the fleshy seams.

PETER (O.S.) 
EVERYTHING COPACETIC?!

ALI
YEAH HURRY UP!

Emory bulges trying to stifle pain. Ali pinches a spot of 
skin and it slides at her touch, she suppresses the urge to 
gag. She draws a loop of wire through and slices.

Peter enters, quickly scanning the scene.
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PETER
How can I help?

ALI
Douse this in the water, it’s over 
there.

Peter obeys and assists.

ALI
Hold him.

Peter clamps Emory’s leg. Ali looks desperately at both of 
them.

ALI
Only a few more to go.

Emory’s already passed out.

ALI
Don’t wake him unless we need to.

PETER
How many are really left?

ALI
Let me put it to you this way- do 
not let him go.

Peter grimaces and complies.

EXT. PARKING GARAGE - NIGHT

INT. GARAGE STAIRS CORRIDOR - TIMELESS

Splashed blood dots tiled walls. Gory medical instruments 
gleam in a pile. A bandaged Emory sleeps.

Ali and Peter sit exhausted, numbly scrubbing hands and arms 
with antiseptic wipes.

Peter glances at his phone display.

PETER
It’s past midnight.

ALI 
(absently)

Hmm.

Silence. Peter studies the sleeping Emory.
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PETER
At least he's stabilized. (PAUSE) 
What time should we wake up?

Ali calculates a response.

ALI
I’d say around five by the latest- 
I'd rather be moving early than 
not.

Peter nods.

PETER
Definitely. (PAUSE) We need to 
improve our method of 
transportation though- I don't 
think he can stand unassisted... 
We'll improvise when we need to 
though.

He faces her honestly and openly. Ali contemplates the 
situation.

PETER
I’d also like to make sure all the 
doors are locked.

ALI
Good idea.   

He looks up through the center of the stairwell.

PETER
There can’t be but so many.    

Ali’s attention drifts, spacing out. Peter notices.

FADE TO BLACK

EXT. DREAM FOREST - NIGHT

Ali slumbers in the middle of a thicket. She wakes-

EXT. DREAM MEADOW - DAY

-and rises in golden wheat, looking about.

CUT TO:
 
Ali delves through an auburn crop, compelled by smoke rising 
from a hidden spot nearby.
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EXT. MEADOW ERUPTION SITE - DAY

Ali enters to find ruptured rocks fuming dark smoke, 
surrounded by mushroom spores. Disturbed by the fungus she 
turns aside and discovers a FARMER'S WIFE, 60s, examining 
dark blood she'd recently vomited. 

The older woman oddly smiles at Ali's notice and points 
skyward. Ali cranes her neck to follow and spies several 
COMETS tracing the sky-

INT. GARAGE STAIRS CORRIDOR - TIMELESS

Ali’s bloodshot eyes open and she finds herself lain beside  
slumbering Emory. Her eyes adjust and she double takes at a 
new pair of crutches laid against the stairs nearby.

INT. GARAGE STAIRS UPPER FLOOR - TIMELESS

Peter sips coffee from a paper cup while studying Emory’s 
map, neurotically tapping a ballpoint pen. He stops at a hint 
of footsteps drawing closer from below but remains seated. 

Ali enters.

ALI
Hey.

PETER
Good morning.

She eyes his drink and he smirks.

PETER
I found a microwave in a 
maintenance closet.

ALI
That’s not all.

PETER
Oh- yeah, true. Pretty lucky huh?

He offers her a taste which she accepts.

PETER
They were just sitting there- 
waiting to be taken.

ALI
Have you been outside?

Peter nods.
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PETER
I have.

ALI
How was it?

EXT. PARKING GARAGE ROOF LEVEL - PREDAWN

Peter studies the growing blue.

PETER (O.S.)
Quiet. Eerily so… Even the insects 
were absent like earlier.

INT. GARAGE STAIRS UPPER FLOOR - TIMELESS

PETER
I didn’t see any of those bipedal 
things either- or hear them.

ALI 
(referencing the map)

Anything interesting?

PETER
Yeah- for some reason he's crossed 
out the hospital.

He points at the flattened guide.

PETER
So I’m guessing he knows something 
we do not. (PAUSE) We're not far 
from the state line now- it's on 
the other side of a local 
university, which is a lot closer 
than it could be. This might be our 
best chance to find something that 
resembles a border- in the sense 
that, you know, there’d be state 
police and EMTs. Emergency services 
might be utilizing the roads here 
in and out- like some kind of 
organized transport maybe.

Peter bites his lower lip.

PETER
Anyway… Even despite knowing 
Emory’s condition I’d like to keep 
moving.

ALI
Me too.
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PETER
Do you really think there'll be 
people there?

Her smile loses a bit of its luster.

ALI
Honestly I don't know.

Peter nods.

PETER
Me neither. (SMILES) Either way, 
now all we need to do is convince 
Emory.

Ali's gaze drifts uneasily below.

ALI
I’m not sure he’ll have that much 
to say.

Both lapse into silence.

EXT. MOUNTAIN PEAKS - DAWN

EXT. EMPTY RURAL HIGHWAY - DAWN

EXT. EMPTY SMALL TOWN - DAWN

EXT. URBAN ROUTE - DAWN

Ali and Peter stride warily while Emory shuffles on provided 
crutches. Ali spots a fungi'd CORPSE laid nearby and frowns, 
sniffling.

EXT. UNIVERSITY ENTRANCE - DAWN

The trio walks and limps past a lit sign.

EXT. UNIVERSITY LAKE - DAWN

The trio walk on a lit path paved beside black waves.

EXT. EMPTY CAMPUS - DAWN

EXT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS GROUNDS - DAWN

The trio make their way down brown cobblestone.

EXT. UNIVERSITY BUS STATION - DAWN

The trio cross wide swaths of pavement, headed for a 
distinctive hill. 
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Emory hurries behind the duo, gripping a wrapped leg. His 
eyes bulge when a thigh muscle LIFTS out a bit from its 
sutures and clamps harder. Gulping back vomit, he makes sure 
neither of them saw. Sweat soaks his hair and neck. 

EXT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS HILL - DAWN

Rotten CORPSES rest riddled with mushroom spores while the 
trio advances toward buildings above.

EXT. UNIVERSITY STONE STAIRS - DAWN

Ali watches while Peter helps Emory scale the wide steps. She 
and Peter exchange worried glances.

EXT. UNIVERSITY SCIENCE HALL - DAWN

As the trio crosses asphalt it's clear Emory’s struggling, 
trailing blood in his wake.

EMORY
Can we stop here for a second? Just 
a second-

He swings low and nearly collapses, clearly haggard.

ALI
Sure.

EMORY
I don’t need much-

He doubles over, drenched in sweat. Ali and Peter bolt 
forward and a high pitched TONE grows as they near. Emory 
tremors to contain himself but his arm tissue HALVES. Ali and 
Peter balk.

EMORY
DON’T!

The pair glare at his open wounds.

EMORY
Please (HUFFS) Don’t... Stay away.

They inch closer and he grows angrier.

EMORY
I SAID STAY BACK!

He shivers inward and moans.

EMORY
I’m sorry. I didn't want to yell.
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Ali and Peter still approach, visibly frightened.

EMORY
I didn’t-

Emory's strength fades.

ALI
Emory?

Their eyes lock.

EMORY
I'm sorry... I'm sorry I can't keep 
up.

Recognition passes between them. Tears start to swell.

ALI
I know. (PAUSE) I love you too.

She slowly unlatches a strapped shovel. Peter sees her and 
reddens, but doesn’t interfere. Emory closes his eyes, 
nodding out. 

EMORY
Don’t-

ALI
Try to imagine better times.

Ali’s struggles to control her breathing.

EMORY
I will.

Ali unlatches a trail shovel and levels its flat edge.

ALI
(between tears)  

I love you so much.

Emory sees her approach but doesn't reprimand her this time. 
Peter remains silent.

Ali hesitates a moment longer and then SWINGS with all her 
might. Peter looks away as she rains down blows, spraying 
blood and brains. Emory's head and neck cave in, pummeled.

Ali eventually steps back, breathing hard and openly crying. 
Peter stands by in awe.
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PETER 
(whispered)

We should go.

She nods numbly. 

ALI
Uh huh.

The shovel drops and Peter purses his lips, squeezing her 
shoulder before he withdraws. Ali pauses, stunned above 
Emory's remains.

EXT. UNIVERSITY HILL - MORNING  

Early sunshine highlights building frames.

EXT. TOWN OUTSKIRTS TURNPIKE - MORNING

Ali’s gaze lingers over campus while Peter departs. She 
eventually turns and follows.

EXT. TOWN OUTER LIMITS - MORNING

The CAMERA soars over empty lanes and outlet stores.

EXT. PASTORAL COUNTRYSIDE - MORNING

Peaceful, undisturbed scenery.

EXT. RURAL EXPANSE - MORNING

A rat's corpse stagnates on asphalt, sprouting spores.

EXT. ISOLATED COUNTRY ROAD - MORNING

Ali and Peter hike on, tired but determined.

EXT. CAMOUFLAGED CHOKEPOINT - MORNING

A UNIFORMED SOLDIER OBSERVER in chemgear peers through 
binoculars beside a prone SNIPER aiming a rifle.

EXT. CHOKEPOINT ROAD - MORNING

Ali and Peter continue forward, unaware of the hidden 
sentries' vantage point.

EXT. CAMOUFLAGED CHOKEPOINT

The soldiers calmly scan the horizon… Until the pair crests 
into their domain and the sniper hones in. The observer 
scrambles for a comms unit.
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EXT. CHOKEPOINT ROAD - MORNING

Peter and Ali approach, woefully unaware.

EXT. CAMOUFLAGED CHOKEPOINT - MORNING

The observer speaks into a transmitter while the sniper's 
barrel follows the pair's approach.

OBSERVER
(perfunctory)

Please advise, two potential
bogies approaching sector bee minus 
nine three seven-

EXT. CHOKEPOINT ROAD  

Peter squints ahead, barely glimpsing the bunker.

EXT. CAMOUFLAGED CHOKEPOINT

The sniper's finger rests calmly above the trigger.

EXT. CHOKEPOINT ROAD

Ali and Peter approach the military's cover, too exhausted to 
stop and confident they won't be shot- just glad to see 
anyone, especially soldiers.

EXT. CAMOUFLAGED CHOKEPOINT

The observer glances at the sniper's stance while the radio 
chatters indistinctly.

EXT. CHOKEPOINT ROAD

Peter and Ali eye them warily as they cross closer, tense but 
tired. The observer motions for the sniper to yield.

OBSERVER
(between cupped palms)

PROCESSING IS A MILE AHEAD! PLEASE, 
CONTINUE TO MOVE AND DO NOT 
APPROACH- REPEAT, DO NOT APPROACH 
THIS POSITION! ... THANK YOU FOR 
YOUR COOPERATION. YOU ARE NO LONGER 
IN DANGER.

The duo nods dumbfounded and hobbles on. The soldiers watch 
their exit and the gunner reverts back to the horizon.
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EXT. RURAL LANE - MORNING

Ali and Peter walk alone between rolling plains, exhausted 
but vigilant. Their clothes are grimy, their demeanor wan- 
yet together they walk into the sunrise.
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