THE ROAD
By Joe Penhall

Based on the novel by Cormac McCarthy

8.9.07



EXT. RIDGE - PRE- DAWN

A MAN of about forty and a BOY of eight are asl eep, canped on a
tarp under a rock | edge, the blackened chasm of a burnt valley
spread out bel ow. They are both enaci ated and exhausted, their
faces and hands coated in grinme and soot fromthe burned,

bl ackened | andscape around them Their hair is greasy and
straggly and the MAN has a scraggly beard. Di rt% bl ack rain
falls wmth a CLATTER on the tarp, which is bright blue, the only
color in sight. The MAN i s woken by sonething, he instinctively
reaches out to touch the BOY, his hand rests on his chest and
rises and falls with each of the sl eeping BOY s breaths.

ThEre is alow RUMBLE, the ground starts to TREMBLE and t he BOY
wakes.

BOY.
Papa? (NO REPLY.) Papa?

MAN.
Shh. It’s okay.

- BOv.
What is it, Papa?

They listen as it grows NEARER and LOUDER, everythi ng SHAKI NG
tree roots GROANI NG and SPLI TTING, until it passes between them
wth a ROAR |i ke a subway train right beneath them The BOY is
now clinging to the MAN and crying, his head buried against his
chest in fear.

VAN.
Shh. It’s all right. It’s all right.
It’s gone

BOY

What was it, ﬁapa?

MAN.
It was an earthquake.

OPENI NG CREDI TS:



EXT. CORN FI ELD - DAY

The intense BUZZI NG of sumrer insects and the SONG of songbirds.
A birds eye view of a bucolic md west farm ng | andscape, corn
field, blue skies, sunshine, a FARMER PLOUGHI NG a nearby field
with a TRACTOR, grain silos and a hay stack.

The canera descends on a | ake surrounded by the stunps of shorn
birch trees, two MEN are sawing a tree down with chalin saws. The
canmera glides across the | ake and catches up with a MAN snoki ng
a cob pipeinalittle BOAT wwth an outboard, a Bl RCH STUW
jerking along behind himon a rope creating a swell in the
water. It travels up a nearby dirt road to a cl apboard house
with an apple orchard, FRU T PI CKERS pi cki ng APPLES and putting
themin palls.

I NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

FLASHBACK - A warm ni ght, the same MAN - a few years younger,
short haired, without the beard - is asleep with his pregnant
WFE, no sheets on the bed. The MAN is restless and wakes. A
di stant RUMBLING indistinct - the MAN swings his feet off of
t he bed and goes to the w ndow, anxious.

I NT. BATHROOM - NI GHT

The MAN is in his shorts, sweating, putting a plug in the bath
and turning on the taps as far as they will go. H's WFE appears
in the doorway in a nightdress and | eans agai nst the door frame
wat chi ng, blearily, cradling her pregnant belly.

W FE.
Wiy are you taking a bath?

MAN.
|”m not .

Hs WFE takes off her nightdress and goes to the bath

W FE.
You' || sleep better.

He | ooks at her, surprised she’s m sunder st ood.



MAN.
I’ mnot. Put your clothes back on.

She sees he's | ooking out the window now - there’s a dull rose-
colored glow of distant fire through the gl ass.

W FE.
What is it? What is happeni ng?

END OF FLASHBACK
TI TLE: THE ROAD.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

In the burnt, barren | andscape, through swirls of soft ash and

snoggy air the MAN appears dressed as if honeless, a filthy old
PARKA wi th the hood uB, a knapsack on his back, pushing a rusted

shopping CART with a bicycle mrror clanped to the handl e and

the BLUE tarp now covering it’s load. The little BOY, simlarly

ﬁresseg w th a KNAPSACK on his back, shuffles through the ash at
i s side.

There is a flicker of lightning over head, then nore, but no
t hunder .

EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

Abandoned punps, broken asphalt, the earthquake has caused a
| arge FI SSURE to open up on the forecourt, a crack in the
concrete a foot wide. The MAN and the BOY stand in the road
studying the forecourt.

MAN.
I think we should check it out. Shal
we take a | ook?

I NT. SERVI CE BAY - DAY

The BOY waits at the door as the MAN goes through a standing

t ool box, exam ning and di scardi ng various sockets and ratches,
no good tools. The BOY studies the netal desk, cash register,
shel ves of parts filmed with dust, a phone.



The MAN drags the steel trash drum over and tiﬁs it out and paws
t hrough the enpty quarts of oil. He stands each one upsi de down,
draining the dregs into a pan. He watches a nonent as the BOY

pi cks up the tel ephone and listens to nothingness.

The MAN finds a quart bottle with a lid and decants the oi
collected in the pan into the bottle, screwing the lid on tight
when he’s finished.

MAN.
Gl for the |anp.

BOY.
Now you can read ne a story, can’'t you
papa?

MAN.
Sure | can.

EXT. RI DGE/ CAWMPSI TE - EVEN NG

The sky is filled with a lattice work of silent |ightning, no

t hunder, constantly flickering. They are canped high up on the
ridge of a nmountainside, a |line of dead tees behind. There is a
canp fire with wet clothes hanging to dry on sticks beside it.
The MAN is erecting the blue tarp over string tied between two
sticks stuck in the ground. The BOY is sitting lighting a

| antern between the sticks so the tarp is erected over him and
he finds hinself inside the makeshift tent, his shadow stark
against the illum nated blue tarp. He gets out a BOOK and | ooks
at the pictures in the lanplight.

EXT. RI DGE/ CAMPSI TE - MORNI NG

The MAN awakens bathed in firey light as if the sun has cone
out. There is pale gray snow all around himw th a quivering
orange glow. He gets up to investigate, |ooks to the line of
trees up the ridge where a FOREST FIRE is burning, CRACKLING in
t he di stance. He stands staring at the fire, the warnth and

I ight noving him enlivening himand not frightening himat all.
The BOY has got up and appears at his side, yawning. He | ooks at
the sky at a single gray SNOANLAKE drifting down.

~ BOv.
It’s snow ng!



MAN.
It’s like it used to be when the sun
cane out.

The BOY catches the snowfl ake in his hand, surprised.

EXT. ROAD/ PLAIN - DAY

They travel along the road through drifting wood snoke, snoke
Pouring off the ground like m st and thin black trees burning
i ke candl es on the snowy ridge.

They reach a spot where fire has crossed the road nelting the
tarmac. Their feet stick in the nolten tarmac, it sucks at their
shoes and they stop. Just ahead they see a set of foot prints in
the tar and study them

BOY.
Wo is it?

MAN.
| don’t know.

The MAN | ooks through a pair of BINOCULARS and sees: A stooped
figure up ahead, a DYI NG MAN draggi ng one leg slightly, Iinping
al ong. He stops and stands uncertainly, then continues. The BOY
sees himtoo.

BOY.
What should we do Papa?

MAN.
W're all right. Let’s just follow and
wat ch.

BOY.

Take a | ook.

MAN.
Yeah. Take a | ook.



EXT. ROAD/ HI LL - LATE AFTERNOON

The DYI NG MAN is getting slower and slower as they clinb a

sl ope, following, until he finally stops and sinply sits in the
road. The BOY hangs onto the MAN s coat anxiously as they

appr oach.

POV BOY - the DYING MAN is burnt, his clothing scorched and skin
black with soot. One eye is burnt shut and his hair is a nitty
wi g of ash. His shoes are bound with wire and coated with road
tar. As they pass by the DYI NG MAN | ooks down, averting his
eyes. The BOY keeps | ooking, unable to take his eyes off him

BOY. _
Papa, what’s wong with that man?

MAN.
He’ s been struck by |ightning.

BOY.
Can’t we hel p hinf? Papa?

MAN.
No. W can’t help him

They keep wal ki ng away and the BOY tugs at the MAN s coat.

BOY.
Papa?

MAN.
Stop it.

BOY.

Can't we help him Papa?

MAN.
No. We can’t. There’s nothing to be
done for him



EXT. BRI DGE - EVEN NG

They are canped under the bridge, ash and slurry drift by on the
river, a dull sulphur light fromthe fires gl ows against the
sky. The MAN is erecting the tarp, the BOY is staring at the

[ ightning, his back to him

VAN,
There’s nothing we coul d have done.
(NO REPLY.) He’s going to die. W

can’t share what we have or we'll die
t 0o.

BOY.
I know.

MAN.
So when are you going to talk to ne
agai n?

BOY.

" mtal ki ng now.

VAN.
Are you sure?

BOY.
Yes.
EXT. BARN - DAY

They cone to a barn beside the road. Nailed to the barn door is
a boar hide with a ratty tail. They | ook at each other.

MAN.
Let’'s take a | ook.

The man picks up the revolver and they go inside cautiously.

I NT. BARN - DAY

Three pairs of FEET wearing different shoes - a man’s shoes, a
wonman’ s shoes, and a CH LD s sneakers - hang above three
carefully placed chairs. The MAN and the BOY barely react.



BOY.
There coul d be sonething here. There
could be corn or sonething.

MAN.
No, they ran out of food.

BOY.
Maybe we could find sonme hayseeds in
t he hayl oft ?

The BOY eyes the enpty hayl oft, goes over to the sw nging
CORPSES, studying them

MAN.
[t’s not what you think. They
comm tted suicide.

BOY.
VWhat does that nean?

MAN.
You know what that neans.

The MAN GCES outside while the BOY thinks about it a nonent.

EXT. FARM YARD - DAY

The BOY comes out and finds the MAN sitting on the wheel of a
dusty, faded, soot-coated red tractor

MAN.
Cone here, sit down a m nute.

He takes the BOY onto his |lap and takes out his revol ver, opens
t he magazi ne and shows him There are two bullets left.

MAN.
You see that? Two left. One for you
and one for ne.

He hel ps cock the pistol and curls the BOY's thin index finger
around the trigger.



MAN.
You put it in your nouth and point it
up. Like this. Just like |I showed you

He puts the barrel of the pistol in his own nouth until the BOY
nods, w de eyed. He takes the pistol out of his nouth.

~ MAN.
You got it?

BOY.
I think.

MAN.
Is it okay?

BOY.
kay.

MAN.
Ckay. Let’s go.

The BOY hops off his lap and stands about uncertainly as the MAN
gets up, |ooks around, sets off.

I NT. CLAPBOARD HOUSE - DAY

FLASHBACK - the WOVAN is sitting by the wi ndow, staring out at
t he garden which is barren, the sky gray but tinged with the
same fireglow seen earlier, a filmof gray ash covers dead | awn
and shrubs. She is heavily pregnant. The MAN sets down chi pped
ol d pl ates and spoons, spoons beans froma pot and sits to eat.

As the WOMAN starts to eat she winces and freezes with a | ook of
horror, spoon hal fway to her nouth. She | ooks down and sees:

POV WFE - water and bl ood runni ng down her | egs.

W FE.
Gh no. Oh no.
MAN.
It’s okay, I'Il help you. Just like we

sai d.
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W FE.
No no no...

MAN.
"1l light a fire. 1'lIl heat water. W
can do it.

As he goes out she MOANS in despair.

I NT. KI TCHEN CLAPBOARD HOUSE - DAY

The MAN rushes in and opens a drawer in the sideboard. I|nstead
of cutlery it contains a pair of kitchen shears, a bottle of
antiseptic, worn but clean towels and a pair of worn out yellow
rubber dish gloves, all laid out in readiness.

The WOMAN appears at the door, blood running down a | eg.

W FE.

We don’t have to.
MAN.

Well, | think we probably do.
W FE.

VWhat kind of life is this?

VAN.
It’s life. It’s the only thing left.

He takes his WFE back into the other room

I NT. CLAPBOARD HOUSE - DAY

TERRI BLE SCREAM NG The WFE |ies on the kitchen tabl e SCREAM NG
as she has her first contractions. The MAN is wearing the rubber
gl oves, one gloved hand resting on his WFE s | eg, about to
deliver his own baby. He wi pes his brow and | eaves a snear of

bl ood as the SCREAM NG goes on.

W FE.
| can’'t.

~ MAN.
It’s com ng.
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END OF FLASHBACK

EXT. CAMPSI TE - N GHT

A pan of water boils on the canpfire and the BOY crouches under
a leanto made with the tarp. The MAN opens his knapsack by the
fire and produces a packet of COCOA. He fixes a cup of cocoa for
t he boy. He hands the BOY the cup of cocoa and as the BOY

exam nes it and drinks, the MAN surreptitiously pours hinself a
mug of water and sits blowing on it. The BOY realises the MAN
has left himall the cocoa.

BOY.
You prom sed not to do that.
MAN.
What ?
BOY.
You know what, Papa. | have to watch

you all the tinme.

MAN.
I know I’ m sorry.

BOY.
If you break little prom ses you'll
break big ones. That’'s what you said.

The MAN relents, pouring the hot water back into the pan and
t aki ng sone of the BOY's cocoa into his own cup

EXT. SUBURBS - DAY

They trudge through the suburbs on the edge of town, past what
used to be the local ball park, now barren, dead, a vast flat

expanse of ash and cracked, scorched earth, forlorn stands and
bl eachers bl ackened by ash and soot. They eye it as they go by.

BOY.
What is it?

MAN.
| used to watch the ball ganes here
with ny father.



12.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET - DAY

They wal k up a once tree-lined suburban street, barren now, ash
and dust |ayer what used to be front | awns, post boxes, picket
fences, porches, crazy paving. The MAN stoEs outside a typical,
subur ban cl apboard house with a dead, cracked yard where the

| awn used to be and a bare flag pole. The BOY eyes the MAN
enqui ringly.

BOY.
What is this place, Papa?

MAN.
It’s the house where | grew up.

They go uP to the house - cl apboards have been renoved for
firewood | eaving studs and insul ati on exposed. The BOY st ops,
reluctant to go further, and the MAN takes a few nore steps then
turns around to check on him

MAN.
You com ng?

BOY.
| don’t want to.

MAN.
Don’t you want to see where | grew up?

BOY.
There m ght be sonebody in there.

MAN.
There’ s nobody there now.

The MAN takes the BOY's hand and they approach a basketball hoop
by the garage. The MAN is nonentarily overcone with enotion as
he recalls the details, but it doesn’'t nean nuch to the BOY.

After a nmonment the MAN goes up the steps and the BOY fol |l ows.
The BOY notices a stuffed toy dog in the wi ndow, staring out at
the garden. They slip off their backpacks and dunp them anongst
the trash piled up on the porch, kicking through it to the door.
The MAN approaches the front door and warily pushes it open.
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I NT. DI NI NG ROOM HOVE - EVEN NG

The pine panelling is stripped fromthe walls, there is sonme
broken furniture but nmuch has been taken for firewood. They go
over to the fireplace and the MAN exam nes it. He runs his
fingers along the mantle where there is an old drawing pin stil
stuck in the wood.

MAN.
This is where we used to have
Christmas when | was a boy. W' d hang
our stockings right here.

The MAN exam nes the yellow tiled surround.

MAN.
My not her scrubbed these every day.
It’'s still spotless.

By the fireplace is a small pile of bones - and in the grid are
nore burnt bones and the skull fromthe famly cat. The MAN
takes it all in sadly.

I NT. KI TCHEN HOVE - EVEN NG

The MAN pushes into the kitchen, still holding the BOY' s hand.
The cupboards are open and bare except for one solitary can of
butter beans. He grabs the tin and hands it to the BOY who takes
it and examnes it idly. The MAN turns to a sideboard with ash
coated china and cutlery, a deck of cards, a box of candles. He
grabs the cards.

EXT. PORCH HOVE - EVEN NG

The MAN and the BOY trudge up the steps clutching arns full of
dead tree branches for firewood and go inside.

I NT. DI NING ROOM HOVE - NI GHT

There is now a fire in the grate but the snoke isn’'t going up
t he bl ocked chimey, it’s rising to the ceiling.
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The BOY stands in his parka, hood up, fanning the snoky fire
wi th one hand, hol ding the opened tin of beans with the other,
nervously preparing to put the tin anongst the hot coals.

The man is nmeanwhile lighting a bunch of candles froma box,

pl aci ng themon the mantel piece, as if it’s Christnas. Wen he’s

finished, he joins the BOY by the fire. He sees the BOY

Pervogsly trying to place the opened tin of beans and takes it
rom him

MAN.
Wat ch.

He uncerenoni ously wedges the tin anmong the coals and it begins
to heat up, bubbling. From his pocket he produces the deck of
cards and fans them out for the BOY.

BOY.
VWat are they?

MAN.
It’s a gane. We used to play it when |
was a boy. 1’1 show you

He deals the cards in the candlelight.

EXT. PORCH - MORNI NG

They sit shivering in blankets as the BOY wi pes his finger
around the inside of the enpty bean tin and |licks his finger.

MAN.
Wat ch your finger.

BOY.
You al ways say that.

MAN.
That’' s because you always do it.

The MAN spreads bits of a worn out road map on the boards and
studi es them

BOY.
What are you doi ng?
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MAN.
W have to keep noving. W have to go
south to the coast.

BOY.
Wy ?
VAN.
It’ll be better at the coast.
BOY.
Wy ?
MAN.
Because we’'re going to freeze here. Or
we' Il suffocate in this snog.

He starts folding the map away.

EXT. VALLEY - DAY

The MAN and the BOY truck al ong the bl ackt op past deserted
cl apboard houses with rolled netal roofs, the w ndows gone, ash
settled on every surface.

BOY.
WIl there be other children at the
coast ?

MAN.
| hope so.

At the crest of a hill they cone to FADED BI LLBOARDS adverti si ng
MOTELS and stop. The BOY notices a sign in the distance, which
has words painted over a faded advertisenment “Behold the

sl aughter.” The MAN fol |l ows his gaze.

MAN.

Do you renenber your al phabet?
BOY.

Yes.
VAN.

Can you read that?
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BOY (SCRUTINISING IT.)
No.

MAN.
Ckay, let’s go.

The MAN takes out a |arge REVOLVER, cocks it in readiness and
places it on the tarp as they nove. The BOY eyes the MAN
nervously, eyes the gun and they nove off.

EXT. TOMN QUTSKI RTS - DAY

They trudge through the outskirts of a burned town, no sign of
life, behind themthe | ong concrete sweep of the interstate
exchanges |i ke a ruined funhouse. The MAN has the revolver in
hishbelt_SOMIand hi s parka unzi pped, ready. The BOY sticks close
to his side.

EXT. TOM - DAY

They pass cars caked in ash and dust and footprints in the dried
sl udge on the ground. Ash and litter bl ow ng about and the
MUW FI ED DEAD i n the background, sitting on benches or at the
roadsi de, shrivelled and drawn |ike | atterday bogfol k, shoel ess,
men, wonen and small children.

MAN.
Don' t | ook.

The BOY | ooks at the ground as they pass the notionless figure
of a CH LD covering its head with 1ts hands.

MAN.
Just renenber that the things you put
into your head are forever.

BOY.
But you forget sonme things don’t you?

VAN.
You forget what you want to renenber
and you renmenber what you want to
forget.
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EXT. CAMPSI TE - EARLY MORNI NG

The MAN and the BOY are asleep, now the BOY's hand rests on the
MAN s chest. The MAN breat hes stertorously, wheezing a little
and the BOY' S small hand goes up and down on his chest.

Suddenly the MAN wakes and rolls onto his side, listening, the
revol ver lying beside him He slips his hand onto the revol ver
and raises his head slowy. He | ooks at the road - nothing but
the sound of a distant DI ESEL ENG NE. He | ooks at the BOY fast
asl eep. Wen he | ooks back at the road he sees a nightmarish
vi si on:

POV MAN - Shuffling through the ash, a group of HOODED MEN, some
in gas masks and filthy biohazard suits, slouching al ong,
coughi ng, casting their heads fromside to side and sw ngi ng
clubs and lengths of pipe - a ROAD GANG The MAN listens to the
sound of a DI ESEL TRUCK behi nd the gang.

MAN.
Qui ckly. Quick. .

The BOY jolts awake as the MAN shoves his pistol in his belt,
grabs the boy by the hand and with the other hand grabs the
cart. He tries to drag themoff through the trees but the BOY is
frozen wth fear.

MAN.
It’s all right. It’s all right but we
have to run. Don’t | ook back. Cone on

He slings both their knapsacks over his shoul der and they tear
t hrough t he bracken..

MAN.
Run... run..

The flat bed truck RUVMBLES into view, MEN fromthe GANG standi ng
on the flat bed | ooking around, sonme holding rifles. The BOY
falls and the MAN pulls himto his feet with such force he lifts
himclean off the ground and has to dangl e hi m back down agai n.

MAN.
You okay? It’s all right... cone on..

They rush through a break in the trees and cone across an old
road with a bank sl opi ng away.
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EXT. OLD ROAD - DAY

They crouch down on the bank and watch the truck nove by past
the trees, the notor mssing and SPUTTERI NG coils of black
di esel snoke coiling through the woods. The notor dies with a
fl appi ng RATTLE and there’s SILENCE. They listen to the GANG
TALKI NG and rai sing the hood of the truck.

He puts his armaround the BOY and draws his pistol as they hear
the truck begin to roll, the GANG pushing it... but it coughs
and stalls again.

The MAN rai ses his head above the bank in tinme to see one of the
GANG MEMBERS comi ng through the trees, unbuckling his belt. He
is emaciated, in dirty blue overalls and a gas conpany cap, and
has a | ong beard cut square at the bottomand a bad tattoo of a
bird on his neck. He doesn’t stop, just keeps comi ng, closer and
closer until he's just feet away, alnost on top of them He

unzi ps his pants and takes a piss. As he stands pissing his eyes
roam around - at any nonent he could |ook to the side and see

t hem crouchi ng there.

The MAN i s wi de-eyed, gun ready, eyes darting fromthe GANG
MEMBER to the BOY to the GUN. The GANG MEMBER rolls his

shoul ders and exercises his neck... he | ooks down and st udi es
the steam com ng off his piss.

The MAN silently trains his pistol at the head of the GANG
MEMBER who, as If by instinct, rolls his head around and | ooks
right at him

MAN.
Just keep it com ng.

The GANG MEMBER sees the gun and stops pissing, |ooks back at
the truck, zips his fly.

MAN.
Don’t |ook at them Look at ne. If you
call out you' re dead. \Were you fronf?

GANG MEMBER
Does it matter? Where you fronf

MAN.
What’ s the truck running on?



GANG MEMBER.
Di esel fuel.

MAN.
Where d’you get that?

GANG VEMBER.
I don’t know.

MAN.
You don’t know, huh?

The GANG MEMBER just stares, not answering.

MAN.
You got ammunition for those rifles?

The GANG MEMBER | ooks back towards the truck.

MAN.
| told you not to | ook back there.
Where d’you get all that stuff?

GANG VEMBER.
Found it.

MAN.
What are you eating?

GANG MEMBER.
VWhat ever we can find.

MAN.
What ever you can find, huh?

GANG MEMBER.
Yeah. .

19.

Now t he GANG MEMBER | ooks at the BOY, causing the MAN To raise

the revol ver and cock it.

POV GANG MEMBER - he | ooks down the barrel at the nmgazi ne and

sees enpty space.
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GANG MEMBER.
You won’t shoot that thing. You ain’t
got but two shells. Maybe just one.
And they’ Il hear the shot.

On the road the ROAD GANG are | ooki ng around, MJRMURI NG as t hey
notice one of their nunmber m ssing.

MAN.
Maybe. But you won’t. It’ll be through
your skull and inside your brain
before you can hear it.

The MAN steps closer and ains the gun at the MAN s forehead,
hanmer back, ready.

VAN.
To hear it you'll need a frontal |obe
and things with nanes |ike colliculus
and tenporal gyrus and you won't have

t hem anynore because they’ ||l just be
soup.
GANG MEMBER
Are you a doctor?
MAN.
I’ m not anything anynore.
GANG MEMBER.
We got a hurt man. It’d be worth your

whi | e.

The MAN gl ances in the direction of the ROAD GANG then back at
t he GANG MEMBER, who is still eyeing the BOY. The BOY is sitting
with his hands on top of his head, peeking out through his arns,
terrified as the tension escal ates.

MAN.
If you |l ook at himagain I’'l|l shoot
you in the head.

GANG MEMBER.
Il bet that boy is hungry. Wiy don’t
you all just cone onto the truck. Get
sonmething to eat. Ain't no need to be
such a hard ass.
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MAN.
You don’t have anything to eat. Let’s
go.

GANG MEMBER.

| ain’t going nowheres.

MAN.
You think I won’t kill you but you're
wWr ong.

GANG MEMBER.
You know what | think? | think you re
chi ckenshit. You never killed a man in
your life.

He drops his belt on the ground with a CLATTER, a canteen and
army pouch hanging fromit. The MAN eyes the arny pouch, eyes
the GANG on the road - and notices for the first tine some of
them are wearing the sane arny pouches. One is banging his stick
on the side of the truck to call their |ost nmenber. The MAN is
di stracted bY this and when he | ooks up the GANG MEMBER has
taken two silent steps and is standi ng between himand the BOY,
hol di ng a knife.

MAN.
What do you think you' re going to
do with that?

Wthout a word the GANG MEMBER di ves and grabs the BOY, rolls
and |l ands on his feet holding the BOY against his chest with his
knife at his throat. Sinultaneously the MAN drops to his knees,
trains the pistol and fires fromsix feet away, shooting the
GANG MEMBER in the forehead. He falls back and lies with bl ood
bubbling fromthe wound, eyes open, the BOY lying in his lap in
shock, deafened, expressionless, covered with gore and nute as a
st one.

The GANG hear the [ oud SHOT and freeze, they start | ooking
around them nore urgently now. The MAN grabs the dazed BOY by
the hand and yells but in his deafness the BOY hears only a
MUTED soup of words:

MAN ( MUTED. )
Move! Let’s go!

The MAN shoves the pistol in his belt, hoists the BOY onto his
shoul ders and sets off up the road at a run
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EXT. WOODS - DAY

They crash through the woods, the MAN straining to keep the BOY
aloft and find a path through the trees - the BOY clutching the
MAN s head with both hands.

There’s a sickening THUD and the MAN falls, the BOY flying off
with a cry. The MAN struggles to gather his wits, unsure whether
he’s been felled by another man.

MAN ( MJUTED. )
Come on. GCet up, get up quickly!

The MAN swi ngs the BOY onto his shoul ders and runs.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

The MAN and BOY stagger through trees and the man drops to his
knees, letting the BOY down. They are back by the road again, in
the distance a bridge. They listen and watch, utterly exhausted
and out of breath, the MAN is wheezing, the BOY at his side,

hol ding his hand, staring, in shock still.

MAN.
Shh. It’s okay now. You' re going to be
(0
POV BOY - the BOY can still HEAR nothing, tenporarily deaf. But

he sees the MAN tal king and | ooki ng around, through 360 degrees,
trying to work out where it’s safe to go.

MAN.
Come on.

He grabs the BOY's hand and they take off again

EXT. WOODS/ CAMPSI TE - EVEN NG

The MAN pul |l s out blankets from his knapsack. The BOY sits
staring, shocked as the MAN tries to mﬁPe the bl ood and gore
fromhis face but it’s thick and congeal ed now. Hi s hands
trenble as he tries to pick it fromthe BOY's hair.



23.

MAN.
It’s okay... it’s okay now...

Frightened by the BOY's nuteness, he waps himin a bl anket,
unzi ps his parka and hol ds hi mcl ose under the parka.

There is no noon, but not far away, perhaps 30 yards, a firey
TORCH makes its way through the woods. About 50 yards away from
that another TORCH is being used to search... shadows flicker
om nously. The sounds of TWGS snappi ng underfoot and BRANCHES
bei ng broken as the ROAD GANG searches wordl essly, just
BREATHI NG heavi ly through their masks and beards. The MAN
clutches the BOY tighter, and stifles a cough.

The MAN pi cks up his revol ver, checks the chanber, only one
bullet left. He eyes the flickering shadows in the distance and
t hen eyes the BOY, nmaking m nute cal cul ati ons of distance,
calibrating the space between the ROAD GANG and t he BOY. He

hol ds the revol ver up and cocks it.

EXT. WOODS - N GHT

They wander through the darkness, the BOY still wapped in his
glanket, hol di ng the MAN s hand, eyes closing, weary, ready to
rop.

MAN.
Don't go to sleep. Cone on, don't drop
your blanket or you'll never find it

agai n.
The BOY says nothing, just |ooking around vaguely.

MAN.
Can you hear ne?

EXT. EMBANKMENT - DAWN

They are by a bridge over a thin, black stream slushy ice at
the edges and grey froth. The MAN | eans down and pushes ice away
and scoops up a hand full of gray water. He runs it through the
boy’s hair to wash it and the BOY flinches with cold. He rubs
nore icy water into the BOY's hair, roughly, quickly, with a
sense of panic as he helplessly tries to wash out |unps of flesh
and bl ood. The BOY is weeping silently and shivering fromthe
ﬁxtrenF cold as the MAN picks out the dried gore and washes the
air clean.
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MAN.
It’s no use crying. You have to talk
to me.

He takes the bl anket and dries the BOY's hair as he talks.

VAN.
I"mnot going to | et anything happen
to you... I'’mgoing to take care of
you... I'’malways going to try and be
here for you... and I’"mgoing to kill

anybody who touches you.

He snooths the BOY's hair down with shaking fingers, clunsily
trying to brush it out of his eyes, a fatherly instinct to make
t he BOY neat.

MAN.
Because that’s ny job. Do you
under st and?

When he’s through the MAN Iifts the BOY's thin arnms, puts a vest
over his head, then a ragged sweater, then he folds the BOY into
hhs arga, zips it up to the neck and ki sses himon the top of

t he head.

The MAN grabs his knapsack, tips it upside down, rummages inside
- it’s enpty.

MAN.
Come on, we need to get the cart back.
EXT. ROAD - DAY

The MAN wal ks at a clip but the BOY stunbles along nore slowy
until they come upon:

POV MAN - the remains of a canpfire snoking in the tarnmac.

MAN.
VWait here.

He starts to walk and hears little running FOOTSTEPS as the BOY
cones after him
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VAN.
No | need you to wait. I'll hear you
if youcall. 1I'll just be alittle
ways and 1’1l be able to hear you if

you get scared and you call nme and
["11 come right away.

He wal ks off but hears... the little BOY' s FOOTSTEPS runni ng
after himagain - he turns around.

MAN.
| said wait!

The BOY's face crinkles up and a tear rolls down.

MAN.
Stop it. | need you to do what | say.
Take the gun.

The BOY freezes, refusing to take the gun.

MAN.
Just take it will you? We don’t have
time for this.

The MAN shoves the gun into the BOY's hand and rushes off up the
road. The BOY just stares at the revol ver.

I NT. WOODS - DAY

The MAN searches for the cart. He cones to a clearing near the
old road where they’'d left the cart. It’s onit’s side, it’s
contents spilled out, nostly plundered, just a few children's
BOCKS and TOYS, old pots and pans, shoes and ra?ged cl ot hi ng
remai ni ng. Nearby are the remains of their canpfire.

POV MAN - he sees charred billets of wood, ash and... the bones

of the shot ROAD GANG MEMBER. Nearby is a pool of his blood and

guts, still gently STEAM NG He nudges the bones with the toe of
his shoe. In the distance the BOY is waiting obediently with the
gun.

The MAN heads back to the BOY, trying to think what to say. The
BOY hands the gun back and takes the MAN s hand and they wal k
awnay.
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I NT. CLAPBOARD HOUSE - N GHT

FLASHBACK - The MAN and his WFE are sitting across from each
other with a lanp illum nating the dark. In the corner, the BOY
i s standi ng nearby, hands frozen over his face, peeking at them
from between his fingers. Between themlies the revol ver seen
earlier. The WFE picks up the gun and sw ngs open the nagazi ne.
There are two bullets in 1t, she takes themout and places them
on the table, one after the other.

W FE.
That's all that’'s left. | should have
done it when there were nore bullets

in the gun.

The MAN shuts his eyes, unable to take it.

W FE.
Sooner or later - no listen - they
will catch up with us and they wll
kill us. They will rape ne -

VAN.
No -

W FE.
And they will rape him-

MAN.
Pl ease no - just - no -

W FE. _
They are going to rape us and kill us

and eat us and you won’t face it.
You' d rather wait for it to happen.

MAN.
Pl ease.
_ W FE.
Stop it.
MAN.
"1l do anyt hing.
W FE.

Such as what ?
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Sﬂe icks up the revolver and puts the TWO BULLETS into the
chanmmer .

W FE.
I thought about not even telling you.
Just doing it. I'd enpty every godamm

bullet into ny brain and | eave you
wi t h not hi ng.

MAN.
Don’t say that. Don’t talk this way.

W FE.
There’s nothing left to tal k about. ..
heart was ripped out of me the
ni ght he was born..

MAN.
Pl ease don’t do this. I won't |et
anyt hi ng happen. W’ Il survive.

W FE.
I don’t want to survive! |I’d take him
with me if it weren’t for you. You
know I woul d. Way can’t you face it?

MAN.
WIIl you listen? You' re tal king crazy -

W FE.
It’s not crazy and you know it. It’s
the right thing to do.

They gl ance at the BOY who is up on his feet in his cot.

W FE.
Oher famlies do it.

She goes to the BOY, strokes his hair, kisses him makes a
reassuring display of being notherly.

W FE.
Time for bed, there’'s a good boy.

She picks himup in her arns and carries himoff to bed.

END OF FLASHBACK
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EXT. RAVI NE/f WATERFALL - DAY

The THUNDER of a waterfall, the river disappears into space -
the BOY and the MAN stand staring over the waterfall below 80
foot down, shrouded in gray mist, it plunges into a tunult of
gray curd. They stand staring the length of the river valley at
t he mauve horizon. A color spectrumis visible rising fromthe
waterfall, like a rainbow - the boy is transfixed, clutching the

MAN s arm for safety.

BOY.
VWhat is it?

The MAN | ooks at the BOY, surprised he’ s tal king again.

MAN.
It’s a waterfall.

BOY.
Look. Col ors.

MAN.
There used to be col or everywhere. You
gon't remenber. It was before you were
orn.

EXT. R VER/ WATERFALL - DAY

The BOY approaches the river’s edge, shallow clear water, gravel
and pebbl es sparkling at the bottom He scoops up sone water,
surprised that it seens clean.

BOY.
Look. It’'s clear.

MAN.
Do you want to go in?

BOY.
I don’t know.

MAN.
Sure you do.
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BOY.
Is it okay?

MAN.
Just don’t swal | ow any.

The MAN unzips his parka and slips it to the ground. The BOY
eyes the MAN, surprised - then does the sane.

EXT. R VER/ WATERFALL - DAY

Naked, pal e and shivering the BOY dives under excitedly and
comes up spluttering. He wades towards the waterfall. The MAN
wat ches hi menjoying hinmself under the waterfall, clutching his
shoul ders, hopping up and down, he joins him

EXT. RAVI NE/ ROCKFACE - EVEN NG

There is a dull sulphur light fromthe fires gl ow ng against the
sky. The MAN is stringing the tarp against a rockface to make a
shelter. The BOY has painted his face with CRAYONS, drawi ng a

bi zarre set of FANGS and dri ppi ng bl ood around his nouth. The
MAN studi es the BOY's painted face a nonent.

VAN.
Li sten. That nman back there... there’'s
not many good guys left, that's all.
We have to watch out for the bad guys.
And we have to tal k. Al ways. W have

to just... you know... keep carrying
the fire...

BOY.
VWhat fire?

MAN.

The fire inside you.
The BOY is thoughtful a minute, and then:

~ BOY.
Are we still the good guys?

MAN.
Yes. W're still the good guys.
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BOY.
And we always will be no matter what
happens?

He eyes the BOY uncertainly, unsure if he can prom se this.

MAN.
Always wi Il be. Yeah.

The MAN goes back to tying the tarp.

EXT. THE R VER/ VALLEY - DAY

The MAN and the BOY are trudging along with the cart, away from
the waterfall now

VAN.
We have to keep noving. O her people
m ght be attracted to the waterfall
just like we were. W wouldn’t hear
t hem com ng.

They stop to |l ook at a | ake surrounded by fog down in the valley

BOY.
Do you think there could be fish in
t he | ake?

MAN.

No. There’s nothing in the | ake.
They nove on.
EXT. GORCGE - DAY

Down in the gorge they cone around a bend in the road and
innediatelﬁ hear the ROAR of river rapids. Up ahead they see a
bridge with a jack-knifed TRUCK on it.

EXT. BRI DGE - DAY

They push the cart out onto the bridge over GREY FROTHI NG WATER,
and inspect the truck. The tyres are flat, the cab janmmed
agai nst the railings.
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The trailer end has swng across the road, knocked out the
railings and lies with it’'s |ast few feet hangi ng over the side
of the bridge, blocking the bridge off conpletely.

EXT. ABANDONED TRUCK - DAY

The MAN clinbs up onto the gas tanks, w pes the glass and peers
into the cab. He swi ngs the door open and clinbs inside, pulling
t he door shut behi nd.

I NT. TRUCK/ CAB - DAY

He | ooks around at discarded detritus, old magazines and trash.
He checks behind the seats where there is a mattress on a bunk
and cal | s out.

MAN.
Come up here.

I NT. TRUCK/ CAB - NI GHT

SNOW continues to fall on the dusty WNDSCREEN. Qutside, al
around snow falls, silentlﬁ, covering the truck and the bridge,
transformng it. They are both still awake, unable to sl eep,
staring at the transformed world, carpeted by snow.

BOY.
[ m hungry.

MAN.
I know. So am|.

BOY. _
Can | ask you sonet hi ng?

MAN.
O course.

BOY.
Are we going to die?

MAN.
No. Sonetine. Not now.
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BOY.
And we’'re still going south?
MAN.
Yes.
BOY.
So we'll be warnf
MAN.
Yes.
BOY.
And there m ght be food there?
~ MAN. _
Everyt hi ng depends on reaching the
coast .
BOY.
Ckay.

The MAN draws a bl anket around him and ki sses hi m goodni ght,
is now pitch bl ack

MAN.
Go to sl eep.

BOY.
I wwsh I was with ny nom

They are silent a nonent, until:

MAN.
You nmean you wi sh you were dead.
BOY.
Yeah.
MAN.
You nustn’t say that. It’s a bad thing
to say.
BOY.

| can’t help it.

it
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MAN.
| know but you have to. You have to
stop thinking about her. W both do.

BOY.
How do | do that?

The MAN is silent, lost in thought.

EXT. TRUCK/ CAB - EARLY HOURS

The man gets down fromthe cab and wal ks a few feet in the dark
and snow. He coughs a bit, takes a few breaths of air, and wal ks
away fromthe truck, vanishing into the mst.

EXT. CAMP/ ROAD - EARLY HOURS

The MAN is al one now by the road. He takes out his WALLET and
sifts through: noney, ancient cards, driver’s |license and a

pi cture of H MSELF and his WFE on their WEDDI NG DAY, which he
studies a nonent sadly. He | ays everything out on the grey

sl ushy ground, then flings the wallet into the river and wal ks
back to canp, |eaving the PHOTO and cards to bl ow away.

EXT. CLAPBOARD HOUSE/ YARD - NI GHT

FLASHBACK - The WFE ki sses t he MAN

MAN.
WIIl you tell him goodbye?
W FE.
No. I won't. | can't.
. WN- - . -
WIl you at least wait till norning?

Stay with ne through the night.

W FE.
No. | have to go now.

They ki ss again, she turns and wal ks away out of the yard.
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MAN.
What am | going to tell hin? Wat are
we going to do without you?

W FE.
You shoul d nmove south. You won’t
survive another winter here.

The MAN follows a few steps and she stops and turns to him

MAN.
Wiy won’t you help ne?

W FE.
| can’t help you. Don’t you
understand? This is how |’ m hel pi ng

you.

MAN.
Where are you going to go? You can’t
even see.

W FE.

| don’t need to see.

VAN.
I m beggi ng you.

W FE.
Pl ease don't. Pl ease.

She goes, vanishing into the darkness.

END OF FLASHBACK

EXT. ABANDONED TRUCK - MORNI NG

The BOY has found old TOY CARS at the bottomof the cart and is
playing with a YELLOVN TOY TRUCK, pushing it along the ground,
nakipg “ENG NE” NO SES. The MAN joins him surveying the
trailer.

MAN.
What do you think is in there?
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BOY.
| don’t know.

He slaps the side of the trailer and puts his ear to it.

MAN.
It sounds enpty.

He takes off his parka and clinbs onto the fender of the cab,
then onto the roof. He grips onto the trailer and hauls one | eg
up, pauses to rest, then hauls the other |l eg up and hauls
hinsel f onto the trailer roof.

From hi s high vantage point he can see that bundled at the far

end of the bridge are bl ackened, burned tyres, om nously piled

uE as a ROAD BLOCK. He nervously craws along to an opened
ylight and peers inside into darkness

BOY.
What can you see?

MAN.
Not hing. | need light.

The MAN produces a rolled up magazine fromhis hip pocket,
Ii?hts it with his lighter and tosses it down into the trailer.

aint WHOOSHI NG, SMOKE and a little flane - he waits for the
snoke to clear and stares down into the cabin:

POV MAN - a MASS OF HUMAN BODI ES sprawl ed and twi sted in every
position, dried and shrunken in rotted cl othes. The burning
paper burns itself out and the |ight and the vision of bodies
di ns and di sappears | eaving only the incandescent enbers of
paper. The MAN just stares, appall ed.

BOY.
What can you see?

_ MAN.
Not hi ng to see.
EXT. OVERPASS/CITY LIMTS - EVEN NG

They trudge past a deserted concrete overpass, the MAN pushi ng
the cart, the revolver on the tarp.
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Up ahead a cluster of three tall buildings, a dozen or so floors
of concrete and gl ass, the upper floors of one illum nated by
the flickering fire glow of candle Iight inside. The MAN stops
and stares and the BOY follows his gaze.

BOY.
Who are they, Papa?

MAN.
| don’t know.

BOY.
VWhat if it’s nore bad guys?

MAN.
It won’t be nore bad guys. Don’t
worry. Stay cl ose.

He takes hold of the gun and they walk in a different direction
now, giving the high rises a w de berth.

MAN.
Keep low. W' Il be okay.

When they get to the end of the block they stop and the MAN
checks around the corner before they cross the street.

EXT. OQUTSKIRTS/CITY - DAY

On the outskirts of the city they cone to a once grand house on
a rise above the road. It is tall and stately with white Doric
colums across the front and a gravel drive that curves up from
the road through a field of dead, foot |ong grass. They stand
there staring at it, the BOY still holding the MAN s hand. The
MAN |istens - nothing but the WND in the dead bracken, a CREAK
of a door or shutter rattling.

MAN.
| think we should take a | ook.

BOY.
I"m scar ed.

MAN.
There’ s nothing to be scared of.

The MAN sets off up the drive. He stops and faces the BOY who is
rooted to the spot.
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MAN.
You want to stay here?

BOY.
No.

The BOY joins himand they set off slowy up the drive, through
pat ches of melting snow. There is a tall dead privet fence with
a deserted birdsnest init.

EXT. PORCH STATELY HOMVE - DAY

They clinb the steps to the porch, the BOY clutching the MAN s
hand. They notice a window is slightly open. The MAN goes to it,
opens the wi ndow w de, | ooks inside.

I NT. FOYER/ STATELY HOMVE - DAY

They clinb through the wi ndow onto black and white marble tiles
and the MAN carefully shuts the window a little so it’s the sane
as when he found it. They regard the room an el aborate
staircase in front of them WIliamMrris wall paper, water

stai ned and saggi ng, plaster noldings and corni ces saggi ng from
the ceiling.

They cross back to the other side where there is a great hall of
a drawi ng room high ceilings, huge fire place with raw brick
around it where the wood has been stripped, dirty old mattresses
and bedding on the floor by the hearth.

BOY.
Papa?

VAN.
Shh.

I NT. KI TCHEN STATELY HOVE - DAY

They creep in and find bl ackened pots and pans, a cord with a
bell for servants, trash piled on the floor and work tops, a
rusted sink covered in nould, bare cupboards. In the floor is a
hatch with a lock set in a steel plate. The nman examnines it
while the BOY tugs at his arm frightened.
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BOY.
Papa, let’s go.

MAN.
There's a reason this is | ocked.

The BOY i s now pani cky, hopping about, close to tears.

BOY.
Don’t open it - don’t!

MAN.
I need sonmething to pry it open

BOY.
No!

The MAN goes out abruptly and the BOY follows, winging his
hands in fear.

EXT. BACK GARDEN STATELY HOVE - DAY

The MAN conmes out the back door with his revol ver drawn, | ooks
around and sees an old station wagon with flat tyres on the dead
grass. Beside it is a 40 gallon cauldron on the bl ackened
remmants of a fire. There is al so a wooden SMOKE HOUSE wi th thin
wi sps of snoke coming off it. The MAN studies it nervously,
sniffing the air, then goes to the tool shed and starts sorting
Lhrgugh tools. He finds a | ong handl ed spade and hefts it in his
ands.

I NT. KI TCHEN STATELY HOVE - DAY

The spade chops into the wood around the | ock on the hatch. The
MAN hacks away, then prizes up the hatch, lock and all,
revealing a gap of darkness.

BOY.
Papa. . .

MAN.
Listen to nme. Just stop it. We're
starving. Do you understand? | have to
do this. | don’t have any choi ce.
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The MAN opens the hatch fully and lies it on the floor.

MAN.
Just wait here.

BOY.
I"mgoing with you

MAN.
Okay. Just stay close to me. Nothing' s
goi ng to happen.

They descend the rough wooden st eps.

I NT. CELLAR/ STATELY HOMVE - DAY

There is a terrible stench and they have to cover their nouths
and noses with their parkas. The MAN gets out his l|ighter,
lights it and tries to light the way.

POV MAN - BLACKNESS except the small area illum nated by the

| ighter as the MAN searches: part of a stone wall; then a clay
floor; an old mattress with dark stains. The glow of the flane
crawl s across the floor to a corner as the MAN steps cl oser,
then plays the lighter along fromthe corner to reveal

Huddl ed against the wall, all trying to hide, shielding their
shining eyes fromthe |light, NAKED MEN and WOMEN, thin as
skeletons like inmates in a death canp. The BOY junps, shocked
and the MAN freezes, staring, dunb struck by:

On a mattress on the floor lies a NAKED MAN with his | egs gone
to the hip, their stunps bl ackened and burned, cauterized. The
BOY covers his eyes.

MAN.
Jesus. ..

The MAN on the MATTRESS turns to them and WHI SPERS, a | ow
i ndi stinct murmur at first.

MAN ON MATTRESS.
Hel p us... please help us...

MAN.
Christ... oh Christ...



40.

The others join in, an eerie chorus of WH SPERING “Help us...
pl ease help us...” The MAN turns and grabs the BOY and rushes
for the steps.

MAN.
Hurry... go... nove!

The MAN drops the lighter as he tries to push the BOY up the
steps. Qut of nowhere a BEARDED FACE appears at the foot of the
stalrs, blinking.

BEARDED FACE.
Please... they're taking us to the
snmoke house.

The BEARDED FACE reaches out and feebly tries to grab the MAN s
arm but he breaks free and concentrates on getting the BOY uE

}he steps, followng in a blind panic, funbling and mssing his
oot i ng.

MAN.
Hurry - hurry!

They scranble up the steps towards the Iight of the hatch as the
BEARDED FACE reaches out and tries one last tine to grab at the
MAN s feet but he kicks free.

I NT. KI TCHEN STATELY HOVE - DAY

The MAN scranbl es out, slans the door shut and drags a solid
tabl e over the door. He | ooks around for the BOY.

MAN.
Christ. Run!

The BOY is near the wi ndow, dancing up and down in terror,
poi nting out the w ndow to:

EXT. FIELDS - DAY

Com ng uP the path toward the house are four BEARDED MEN and two
WOMEN, all suspiciously well fed and heal t hy-1 ooki ng. One of the
MEN hol ds hands with one of the WOVEN, as if they were returning
froma stroll before dinner.
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I NT. KI TCHEN STATELY HOVE - DAY

The MAN stares a nonent, frozen with horror, then grabs the BOY
by the hand and jerks hi m away.

MAN.
Run. Run!

I NT. FOYER/ STATELY HOMVE - DAY

They tear through to the front door, the MAN funbles to get it
open but it has a well-maintained deadlock on it. He stares out
the wi ndow next to the door and sees:

POV MAN - The WELL- FED PEOPLE are clinbing the steps of the
porch. The MAN Grabs the BOY and they rush through into kitchen.

I NT. KI TCHEN STATELY HOVE - DAY

In the kitchen the hatch is being lifted fromunderneath and the
tabl e el evating i nches. They rush back out agai n.

I NT. FOYER/ STATELY HOME - DAY

As they reach the stairs, a key turns in the |lock and the MAN
picks up the BOY in his arnms and they sprint to a door under the
stairs. As they get through the door the front door sw ngs open
and the WELL-FED PEOPLE drift inside.

I NT. REST ROOM - DAY

They are in a small rest roomunder the stairs, just a toilet
and a basin. The BOY's face is |level with the basin and while
the MAN i s hol ding the door shut the BOY cones face to face with
t he contents of the basin:

POV BOY - bl oodstai ned cl ot hing soaking in bl oody water and
tallowin the basin. Around the basin are bl oody red hand prints
on the white porcel ain.
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POV MAN - through a thin crack he sees the WELL- FED PEOPLE on
the far side of the foyer, chatting casually. He is not close
enough to hear everything they say, but close enough to see that
tre REN’S beards are trimed and they wear well-repaired

cl ot hes.

VOVAN.
I’mgoing to freshen up.

BEARDED MAN.
I need a drink.

WOVAN 2.
I”’m going up to change.

He hears one of the WOMEN STOWPI NG across the ol d fl oorboards
and up the stairs to change while the other WOVAN t akes a few
steps towards the rest room then turns back towards the w ndow
as the conversation |urches on.

BEARDED MAN 2.
Who left this w ndow open?

~ V\OVAN.
| leave it open for the snell.

BEARDED NMAN 2.
VWhat snell ?

WOVAN.
You don’t snell it anynore?

BEARDED MAN.
Who wants a drink?

They hear the sound of the W NDOW BEI NG CLOSED and LATCHED. As
all this goes on, the MAN is frozen, eyes wde with fear, he
slips the pistol fromhis belt, cocks it and squats on his
haunches so he’'s close to the BOY, desperate, unable to decide
what to do, unable to think straight wth fear

The BOY is staring fromthe door to the pistol to the bl oodi ed
basin as if hypnotised, in shock, babbling sonmewhat.

BOY. (MJUMBLI NG TO SELF.)
Bad guys... bad nen...

VAN.
Shh, shh. ..
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There are FOOT STEPS outside the door as the WELL FED PEOPLE
drift closer and then away again. The man starts to cough but he
has the revolver in one hand and the BOY's hand in his other.
The MAN tries to stifle his cough but can’t. Then the BOY
notices and holds his own small hand to the MAN s nout h,
stifling his coughing as the tal k goes on outsi de:

WOVAN.
WIIl you help me with the dirty
di shes?

BEARDED MAN 2.
I m hungry.

As the coughing subsides a little the MAN takes the BOY' s hand
fromhis mouth and pushes the revolver into it.

MAN.
Take it.

The BOY tries to resist, shaking his head, terrified, nute.

_ MAN. ( WHI SPERS. )
Take it.

The MAN puts his left armaround the BOY's tiny, thin shoul ders
and hol ds hi m cl ose.

MAN. (WHI SPERS.)
Don't be afraid. If they get hold of
you, you’'re going to have to do it
Just like eveerody el se. Do you
under st and? Shh. No crying. Do you
hear nme?

The WOMAN turns fromthe wi ndow and one of the BEARDED MEN pours
whi skey and hands her one.

The BOY is weeping and shaking his head as the MAN shows hi m
again what to do with the gun.

MAN ( WHI SPERS. )
Stop crying. You have to be a brave
boy. You know how to do it.

BOY (VHI SPERS. )
I think so.
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MAN ( WHI SPERS. )
Say “Yes | do Papa.”

He stares down at the little BOY who just holds the gun
feebly... he realises the BOY won't use it. After a nonent of
torturous contenpl ation, the MAN very gently takes the gun from
the BOY's hand and the BOY sits forlornly, staring down at his
hands, afraid to | ook at the MAN now. Wen the BOY | ooks up
again he is staring down the barrel of the pistol, the MAN
aimng the large revolver at the BOY' s forehead.

BOY.
What are you doi ng?

The MAN s hand shakes, his thunb trenbles on the hamer as he
cocks it...

BOY.
Papa?
MAN.
I’msorry. I’mso sorry.
_ BOY. _ _
WIl | see you again? Wien will | see
you?

The MAN s finger trenbles on the trigger as he slowy squeezes
it... At that nonent there’s a |oud THUW fromthe kitchen and
the WELL FED PEOPLE stop and listen, then rush through to the
kitchen, and i mredi ately there’s a comption as they see the
state of the hatch with the table over it.

BEARDED MAN 2( Q. Q. V.)
VWhat the fuck do you think you're
doi ng? Huh? What the fuck do you think
you’' re doing...?

VWOMAN (Q. Q. V.)
Don’t | ook at me |ike that. Wat are
you doi ng?

The MAN gathers his wits and opens the door a crack.

MAN.
Fol | ow me, take ny hand, don’t let go.
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I NT. FOYER/ STATELY HOMVE - DAY

The MAN bursts out of the rest roomw th the BOY and they nmake a
dash for the open wi ndow. He sticks his gun in his belt and
mwesLIes with the window, an old colonial style frane which

sti cks.

From behi nd the cl osed kitchen door they hear nuffled GRUNTS and
SHOUTS until the MAN w enches the w ndow open, stuffs the BOY
t hrough and fol | ows.

EXT. PORCH STATELY HOMVE - DAY

The MAN picks the BOY up and they rush down the steps.

EXT. DRI VEWAY/ STATELY HOME - DAY

They rush down the driveway and the MAN drags the BOY through a
gap in the dead privet hedge onto the road.

EXT. ROAD - DAY
They hesitate a nonment on the road, deciding.

MAN.
Come on, keep running!

They rush across the road to the woods on the other side, the
BOY ahead as the MAN checks behind them The MAN | ooks back
towards the house and two of the WELL- FED PEOPLE have cone
out si de, | ooki ng around suspi ciously.

He hits the ground and takes the BOY with him they lie flat at
t he edge of the woods and the road. They are wildly out of
breat h, chests heaving, the MAN coughi ng.

MAN.
Keep your head down.

POV MAN - the WELL-FED PEOPLE wal k a few steps down the drive
and a BEARDED MAN | ooks through BI NOCULARS at the road and the
woods, but not directly at the MAN and the BOY hiding.
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The WELL FED PEOPLE start |ooking around the side of the house,
wal ki ng away. The MAN and the BOY get up, dash through the
treeline and di sappear into the woods.

EXT. WOODS - N GHT

There is a dull noon hidden in the ashen sky and the outlines of
trees as they set off through the woods, sleepy, stunbling |ike
drunks now. They hear a H DEOUS SHRIEK in the distance, com ng
fromthe house. They stop, hearing another SHRIEK and a MAN S
SCREAM NG The MAN hol ds the BOY close and tries to cover the
BOY's ears as they stare and wait for it to pass.

BOY.
They' re going to eat those people
aren’t they, Papa?

EXT. FIELD - N GAT

The MAN and t he BOY have stopped at the edge of a field by the
woods. The MAN sits cradling the tired BOY in his |ap, a bl anket
around them both. The BOY shuts his eyes, a tear squeezes from
it, he looks like he's given up, and then:

BOY.
Papa? Papa, we woul dn’t ever eat
anybody woul d we?

MAN.
No. O course not.

BOY. _
No matter how hungry we were. Even if
we were starving?

MAN.
We' re starving now.
BOY.
Because, because we’'re the good guys?
MAN.
Yes.
BOY.

And we're carrying the fire.
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MAN.
Yes.

The BOY drifts off to sleep and the MAN | eans down, gently
stroking the BOY's hair and ki ssing himon the forehead.

EXT. SUPERMARKET/ PARKI NG LOT - DAY

They truck al ong, the BOY staring but not speaking on the
outskirts of town. They roll into a supermarket. A few old cars
in a trash strewn parking lot. The MAN | eaves the cart in the
parking | ot and heads through the defunct automatic doors.

MAN.
Come on. There’s nobody here.

I NT. SUPERVARKET - DAY

The MAN and the BOY trudge the enpty aisles, only litter
remai ni ng, the once brightly-colored packagi ng strewn around,
it’s contents |ong since |ooted.

In the enpty gun section there is a deer’s head nounted on the
wal | . The boy stops and stares, nesnerised while the MAN
searches the enpty shelves for amo, finding only enpty boxes.

On their way out they cone to a pair of vendi ng machi nes tipﬁed
over, the sodas |ooted, coins scattered around in the ash. The
MAN sits beside one and feels inside the gutted nachi ne,
eventual |y producing a single unopened can of COCA COLA.

BOY ( EXCI TED.)
What is it, papa?

MAN.
It’s a treat for you. Here. Sit down.

He helps the little BOY off with his knapsack and sits hi m down
and opens the can of COKE cerenoniously. The BOY | ooks startled
and sniffs the fizzing can as if it’s the strangest thing he’'s
ever seen in his life.

MAN.
Go ahead.
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The BOY takes the can.

BOY.
It’s bubbly.

MAN.
Go ahead. Drink it.

The BOY takes a sip and considers.

BOY.
It’s really good. You have sone, papa.

MAN.
No. | want you to drink it.

BOY.
But | want you to have sone.

The MAN reluctantly takes the can and has a tiny sip, hands it
back to the wary BOY.

BOY.
It’'s because |’'|I| never get to drink
anot her one, isn't it?

The MAN doesn’t know what to say.

EXT. EDGE OF TOMWN - LATE AFTERNOON

They round a bend in the road and cone upon an old frame house
wi th chi meys and gables and a stone wall. It is deserted,
isolated, lost in dead branbles. The BOY stops and |istens,

stares around.

MAN.
What’s wong with you?

BOY.
VWhat was t hat?

MAN.
| didn’t hear anything.

BOY.
Li st en.
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VAN.
I don’t hear anything.
They listen nore until, very faintly we hear a DOG BARK in the
di stance. The BOY turns around 180 degrees to |isten
VAN.
It’s a dog.

BOY. (S EXClI TED. )
A dog! Wiere did it cone fronf

MAN.
| don’t know. Come on.

The MAN wal ks towards the house, pushing the cart and the BOY
foll ows, bouncing up and down, over-excited.

BOY.
W' re not going to kill it are we
Papa?

MAN.
What? No, we're not going to kill it.
Wiy did you say that?

BOY.
You still got one bullet left.

MAN.
W' re not going to hurt the dog, |
prom se. W're not going to kill it

and we’'re not going to eat it either.

EXT. OLD HOUSE - DAY

They approach the porch - many of the boards have been |lifted
and taken for firewood - there are gapi ng hol es.

BOY.
|’ m scar ed.

MAN. _
W have to go in. W’ ve got to find
sonmet hing to eat.
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BOY.
I’ mnot hungry. |’ m not!

The MAN just | ooks at the BOY, takes his revolver fromhis belt
and goes up the path but the BOY stays where he is, rigid with
fear.

MAN.
W' Il be all right. Come on. You want
to stay here this tine?

The BOY nods vi gorously.

MAN.
Al right.

He goes back, takes the BOY's hand and they go to the porch.

MAN.
Sit here on the stoop and don’t go
awnay.

The BOY sits and the MAN goes to the front door, which is open
He slips the revolver fromhis belt and creeps inside.

I NT. OLD HOUSE - DAY

The floorboards CREAK horribly, swollen fromrain or ripped up,
as he creeps into the living room The tinber cladding Is
stripped fromthe walls, the ceiling plaster is collapsed, beans
exposed. The MAN pads through to the kitchen.

I NT. KITCHEN OLD HOUSE - DAY

The kitchen is simlarly dil api dated, the cupboards stripped
bare. On a shelf by the wi ndow are dusty jars of fruit,
preserved. He grabs a jar, prizes open the |lid and finds a an
oily slick of black nucus floating in the top, like rotted
mushroom spores. He sniffs it suspiciously, holds it up to the
light. In the light small black fish hook-shaped spores drift
fromthe top of the jar to the bottom He replaces the lid,
appal | ed.
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EXT. PORCH OLD HOUSE - DAY

The BOY is sitting on the steps of the porch. Across the road is
anot her big old house, nmuch of the clapboard m ssing, swathed in
dead branmbles - the BOY is staring at 1t, waiting

EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

The MAN comes outside and regards the deadened yard, ol d garden
hoe and spade, gardening equi prent and several dead apple trees.
He goes over and exam nes the ashen ground where there are
several small, dark brown, shrivelled spheres spaced severa
feet apart - apples. He bends down and picks one up, exam nes,
sniLfs. He gathers up the strange apples and stuffs themin his
pocket s.

EXT. PORCH OLD HOUSE - DAY

The BOY is still staring at the house across the road when he
notices A GHOSTLY FACE, conpletely still, in a w ndow. The BOY
stands, surprised, not believing his eyes - it is the face of a

SMALL BOY roughly his age, which disaﬁpears al nost i nmedi atel vy,
recedi ng back into the gloomlike a ghost.
| NT. PANTRY/ CLAPBOARD HOUSE - DAY

The MAN is in the |looted pantry. He enpties a jar of shrivelled
raisins into a handkerchief, folds it and pockets it. He starts
sifting through a sack of grain with his fingers when he hears:

BOY¥. (OO V.)
Stop - stop

The MAN freezes, then charges out.

EXT. PORCH CLAPBOARD HOUSE - DAY

The MAN rushes out and stares about frantically for the BOY -
he’ s gone.
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EXT. HOUSE OPPOSI TE - DAY
The BOY has run across the road to anot her house.

POV BOY - peeping around the side of the house is the other
SVALL BOY, the sanme age, simlarly grinmy and thin, wearing an
out si ze wool | en coat. The other SMALL BOY di sappears down the
side and the BOY runs after him

BOY.
Wait! Conme back! I won't hurt you!

EXT. BACK YARD - DAY

The BOY runs to the bottomof the yard where there is various
subur ban garden detritus, a dusty [awn nower, a clothes line, a
shed, bikes with no tyres.

BOY.
Where are you?!

The MAN cones sprinting up the side of the house and seizes him
by the arm

MAN.
What are you doi ng? What the hell are
you doi ng?

BOY.
There’s a little boy, Papa, | saw a
little boy.

MAN.

There’s no little boy. What’s the
matter with you?

BOY.
Yes there is! | saw him A boy j ust
li ke ne.

The MAN t akes the BOY by the arm and drags hi m back through the
ard, up the side of the house, the BOY resisting, crying and
ooki ng back all the way.
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BOY.
Wiy? Way can’t | go and see hinf

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Qut the front of the house the BOY digs his heels in and the MAN
has to drag him his feet slithering through the dirt.

BOY.
| need to see him | need tol

MAN.
Wy ?

BOY.
| just do!

The BOY has gone linp, weeping bitterly, resisting being noved.
The MAN gi ves up and squats besi de the sobbi ng BOY.

MAN.
Ckay, |’msorry. | understand.

He holds him w pes his tears fromhis cheeks.

EXT. TOMN STREET/ OVERPASS - EVENI NG

In the failing light they come across a | ate nodel Chevy
abandoned under an over pass.

BOY.
Papa? WIIl there be other boys like ne
at the coast?

MAN.
| hope so.

The MAN goes to the car, w pes thick dust fromthe w ndscreen
and peers in - it’s enpty.
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I NT. CHEVY - N GAT

They try to get confortable in the | eather seats, the MAN
spreadi ng the bl ankets over them and tucking the BOY in. They
are quiet a nonent as they watch darkness start to fall. Then:

MAN.
| got you sonething

The MAN produces from his pocket one of the tiny hard brown
apples and holds it up to the remaining |ight.

BOY.
VWhat is it?

MAN.
It’s an apple.

He hands it to the boy who examnes it curiously. The MAN t akes
out a pocket knife, takes the apple back, cuts the apple in half
to reveal a woody brown interior. They regard the mahogany appl e
uncertainly, the MMANis the first to take a bite, with sone
difficulty. The BOY bites his half and nakes a face.

MAN.
Suck it a while and it'll soften.

They sit sucking and chewi ng the ancient apple.

BOY.
Did you ever have any friends?

The MAN eyes the BOY - curious at the sudden question.

MAN.
Yes. | did.

BOY.
Lots of thent

MAN.
Yes. ..

BOY

Do you remenber t hen?
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MAN.
Yes. | renenber all of them.
BOY.
What happened to then?
VAN.
They di ed.
BOY.
Al'l of then?
MAN

Yes. Al of tﬁen1

EXT. FARM - DAY

TheK pass through an orchard with a barn facing, a thin red
neckerchief nailed to the barn door. As they pass the barn, the
MAN notices an area of ground on the far side splashed with

dri ed BLOOD and hunks of human HAI R The BOY doesn’t notice, his
head down wal ki ng and t al ki ng.

BOY.
Do you know where we are Papa?

MAN.
I think we’re about two hundred nmles
fromthe coast. As the crow flies.

The MAN is now on his guard as they wal k.

BOY.
“As the crow flies?”

MAN. . .
It means, going in a straight |ine.

POV MAN - An enpty courtyard. But right next to himon the
courtyard wall of the barn sonething catches his eye and he
turns his head slowy to find hinself staring straight at:

A frieze of HUMAN HEADS, dried with taut grins and shrunken
eyes. Sone are tattooed with targets and runic sl ogans. Sone are
skinless, with signs and words inked onto them One has suture
mar ks etched on it, like a blue print for assenbly.
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The MAN stares at the heads as the BOY continues his _
conversation, unable to see the heads fromwhere he’ s standing
back around the corner.

BOY.
There aren’t any crows are there? Just
i n books.

MAN.

Yes, just in books.

BOY.
Do you think there m ght be crows
sonewher e?

MAN.
I don’t know. ..

BOY.
But what do you think?

MAN.
| think it’s unlikely...

They keep wal ki ng and tal king, the MAN grimfaced but the BOY
obl 1 vi ous, | oquaci ous.

BOY.
Could they fly to Mars or sone place?

MAN.
No, they couldn’t fly to Mars...

~ BOv.
Because it’'s too far?

MAN.
Yes.

The MAN discretely herds the BOY away towards the road..

BOY.
What if they tried and-and-and they
just got hal fway or sonething and then
they were too tired? Wuld they fall
back down...?
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EXT. FI ELD/ FARM QUTSKI RTS - EVEN NG

There is a thick carpet of gray snow Qut of the nurky sky nore
gray snow is falling. The MMAN 1s lighting a fire and 1s

di stracted by a sudden noise, the LOUD CRACK of sheering wood -
this tine very close. He | ooks around just as:

Qut of nowhere a tree branch sails down, barely m ssing them
| anding with a heavy WHUWP just feet away.

MAN.
Move! Qui ckly!

He tries to get the BOY to his feet but he is linp, staring
around bl earily, exhausted.

They hear another | oud WHUWVP. Then the GROAN of tinber and

anot her WHUWP as trees start to keel over around them The MAN
grabs the BOY with one hand and the cart with the other and runs
as best he can through the snow and falling trees.

BOY.
What’ s happeni ng?

MAN.
Just keep noving, run!

They rush through the woods as nore and nore trees fall one
after the other, WHUWP, WHUMP, WHUMP, great | oads of snow
falling fromlinbs to the ground with a BOOVM setting the woods
shuddering. The BOY is getting bogged in the snow and the MAN
st oops and scoops up the BOY and they set off again, the MAN
dragging the cart frantically.

After a nonment he has to stop, wheezing, eyes squeezed shut as
hi s chest burns.

BOY.
Papa? What’ s wrong?

MAN.
Just keep going, I'mall right.
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EXT. EDGE OF WOODS - EVEN NG

BIRDS EYE VIEW- in the dying light it’s clear the woods have

col |l apsed, all around are prone trees in the snow like fallen

bow ing pins. On the edge of the wood the MAN and the BOY stop
to examne footprints in the snow on the road.

In the silence after the falling trees the MAN |istens and
hears: the | ow THUDDI NG of BULL DRUMS in the distance. He | ooks
at the exhausted BOY a nonent.

MAN.

We can’t go back on the road.
BOY.

Wy, Papa?
VAN.

I think someone’s com ng.

The BOY stares at the tracks. The MAN stares in both directions,
examning the road in the distance. He noves a few paces and

notices tied to a dead sapling another thin red neckerchief. He
takes a few steps and through a gap in the trees sees a clearing
- snow and a mass of BLOOD RED FOOTPRI NTS, the icy snow stained

blood red |like a sorbet. A killing floor.
BOY.
WIIl they see our tracks?
MAN.
W' || cover them

The MAN noves the BOY away and ki cks snow over their tracks -
then lays fresh ones going in several different directions. The
BOY copies him leaving his own maze of tracks. They grab the
cart and wheel it away as fast as they can, keeping parallel
with the road but staying off it. The MAN keeps his eyes fixed
on the rear view mrror until he sees:

POV MAN - in the distance TWD FI GURES appear on the road.

MAN.
Here they cone.

The MAN now | ooks over his shoul der for a good | ook, then grabs
the BOY's hand and takes off.
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EXT. H GH GROUND - EVEN NG

TWD MEN come prowl i ng on the ROAD, they are M LITANTS from sone
sort of ARMY, wearing the sane red neckerchiefs and carrying
weapons, searching, predatory.

WDER - we see that only 30 feet away, conceal ed anongst the
trees, the MAN and BOY are crouched I n bl ankets, watching. The
two M LITANTS stop and | ook around, as if they sense the BOY and
the MAN - who freeze, frightened to breathe. The M LI TANTS sniff
the air nmenacingly.

One of them wal ks over to a stone by the side of the road, |eans
down and starts sharpening his | ance, made froma the

strai ghtened coil spring of a car. The MAN and the BOY watch -
wi de-eyed. Eventually the MLITANTS wal k off up the road.

BOY.
What are we going to do?
MAN.
We have to hol e up sonewhere unti

it’'s safe.

EXT. WOODS - N GHAT

They are canped anongst a copse of dead trees, surrounded as if
by a picket fence, a fire blazing, the MAN stacking on dead
brush, the BOY staring into the fire.

There is the sudden CRACK of shearing wood as a tree falls and
t he MAN | ooks up. There is another CRACK

MAN.
Just a falling tree, it’s okay.

The BOY stares into the darkness, unnerved.

MAN. _
Al the trees in the world are going
to fall sooner or later. But not on
us.

BOY.
How do you know?
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MAN.
I just know.

The MAN takes from his pocket the handkerchief filled with
raisins, offers them

BOY.

That’'s all there is, isn't it?
MAN.

Yes.
BOY.

There’ s nothing | eft anywhere.

MAN.
No.

They sit eating raisins, saying nothing until they re finished.

BOY.

Can | ask you sonet hi ng?
MAN.

Sur e.
BOY.

Are we going to die now?
The MAN Just | ooks at the BOY, then | ooks away.

MAN.
What do you think is going to haPpen?
We're just going to suddenly keel over
and die? It takes a long tinme to die
of starvation. The inportant thing is
water to stop you dehydrating. W' ve
got water. We'll be all right.

EXT. PATI O TOAWN HOUSE - MORNI NG

The MAN stands on the back patio of a new house on the edge of
town, the BOY at his side, fields stretching out before them
the land flattened and dead, ravaged fences running the

peri nmeter.
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In the gard are a few dead trees, a fence, a netal tool shed, an
ol d barbecue on the patio nade froma 44 gallon drum The MAN
slides the patio door open and peers inside gingerly.

I NT. BEDROOM TOMWN HOUSE - MORNI NG

The MAN is in the bedroom | ooking around for useful things - it
has been stripped, the wooden frane gone fromthe w ndow, the
bureau ransacked and chopped up - only a sumrer dress on a wire
hanger on the back of the door renains. He glances at enpty
draMﬁrsbog the floor and a cupboard before turning his attention
to the bed.

He blinks and sways a nonment, trying to focus on:

POV MAN - underneath the filthy, dusty blankets a thin, dried
head pokes out, the blankets pulled up to the chin. On the
pillow are | ong hunks of rotted hair.

He takes hold of the | ower hem of the blanket and tows it off
the bed, revealing a desiccated corpse. He ignores it, shaking

t he bl anket out and folding it under his arm He notices the BOY
at his side, watching w de-eyed.

MAN.
Not hi ng you haven’t seen before.

They go out.

I NT. KI TCHEN TOWN HOUSE - MORNI NG

The MAN opens and shuts enpty cupboards, slammi ng the doors,
increasingIK desperate, close to tears of frustration now.
Eventual |y he feels dizzy and has to sit on the floor. He just
sits there, alone on the kitchen floor, clenching and

uncl enching his fists, his head in his hands, when he hears:

BOY. (O QO V.)
Papal!

The MAN draws his pistol and goes out, alert again.
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I NT. TOAN HOUSE - MORNI NG

The BOY is staring at hinself in a dusty, flyblow full |ength
mrror. As the MAN cones in he sees the BOY's reflection and his
own and j unps.

BOY.
It’s us.

The BOY stares at his reflection - he looks |ike an alien,
skinny with giant staring eyes on shaky | egs.

BOY.
We | ook ski nny.

- MANL
We are skinny.

The MAN finds a blanket, puts it around the BOY's shoul ders. He
notices an old upright piano, covered in ash and dust. The BOY
stares as he goes to it, lifts the Iid and plays a chord. The
BOY's eyes light up and he is nagnetized, instantly com ng over
and waiting for the next note. The MAN pl ays anot her chord.

BOY.
VWat is it?

~ MAN.
It’s a piano.

BOY.
VWat’'s it for?

MAN.
For making nusic. This... (HE PLAYS.)
.ilis musi c. Your nother played very
wel | .

BOY.
| don’t renenber that.

MAN.
Yeah. We had one of these.

BOY.
What happened to it?
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MAN.
Chopped it up for firewood.

EXT. YARD - MORN NG

The MAN cones out of the tin shed with a spade and crosses the
dead grass. He stops and stanps about a bit, listening. He digs
t he spade into the dead grass and hear’s it CHOW into wood. He
digs nore urgently, increasingly exhausted, until a door is
revealed in the dirt. He is so engrossed he hasn’t noticed the
BOY standing a few feet away, watching wth saucer eyes, scared.

BOY.
Don’t open it, Papa.

MAN.
It |1 be okay.

BOY.
Pl ease, Papa, pl ease.

MAN.
It’s okay.

BOY.
No it’s not! What if there' s people
hi di ng down there?

The BOY has his fists bunched up to his chest, bobbing up and
down with fear. The MAN drops the spade and puts his arns around
the frightened BOY.

VAN.
There’ s nobody hiding down there. This
door | ooks very |ike the other door,
but | think there may be things in
there we need, and we need to take a
| ook. There’s no place else for us to
go. This is it. And I want You to help
me. Do you think you can help ne?

The BOY eventual |y nods.

MAN.

WIl you hold the pistol for nme while
I dig?
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The BOY takes the pistol gingerly. The MAN chops the plywood
around the | ock, gets the spade under a corner and | evers the
door open.

The MAN starts to descend a hand nmade wooden stair case in the
bunker. He reaches out and takes the lanp fromthe BOY, gives
the child a kiss on the forehead and then disaﬁpears into the
bunker, leaving the worried BOY staring after him The BOY | ooks
around at the deserted yard as the evening draws in, now even
nore frightened.

MAN. (O QO V.)
Oh ny God... oh ny God!

- BOv.
What is it, Papa?

MAN (O. O V.)
Come down. Ch ny God come down.

The BOY is in the hole and down the steps |ike |ightning.

| NT. BUNKER - EVEN NG
The little BOY CLATTERS down the steps.

BOY.
Papa? What did you find?

MAN.
Everything. | found everything.

Stored in the bunker are crate upon crate of canned goods:

t omat oes, peaches, beans, apricots, canned ham corned beef,
hundreds of gallons of water in jerry cans and in boxes paper
towels, toilet paper and trash bags stuffed with bl ankets.

The MAN takes the BOY's hand and hel ps hi m down, then goes back
up the steps and draws the door shut and jans a pair of netal
pliers through the heavy inside hasp to stop the door being
opened. He goes back down the steps to the BOY and holds up the
lanp to illum nate the shel ves.

MAN.
Can you see?
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BOY.
VWhat is all this stuff?

MAN.
It’'s food! Can you read the | abel s?

The BOY stares at the brightly col ored packagi ng, he’ s never
seen anything like it before. The MAN hands the BOY a tin.

BOY.
“Pears.” It says “pears.”

MAN.
Yes! It does! Oh yes it does! Pears!

They inspect the shelves: chilli, corn, stew, soup, spaghetti
sauce, the BOY's eyes are |ike saucers.

BOY.
Is it real?

MAN.
Oh yes, it’s real all right.

The MAN pulls a box of butane lighters fromthe shelf and tests
one, it doesn’t work. He tests another which works, it has a
large flame - he uses it to read the |abels.

BOY.
Wiy is it here?

MAN.
Because soneone thought it m ght be
needed.

BOY.

But they died.

MAN.
Yes. What would you like for
br eakf ast ?

BOY. (THI NKS.)
Pear s.

MAN.
Pears it is.
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The MAN cl aws open a box and pulls out a tin of pears. He gets
paper bows froma stack, plastic forks and spoons, |ays them
out. He finds batteries and tries themin a torch, alnost none
work until finally he finds a batch that do. He puts batteries
in a lantern too and blows out the snoky lanp. He finds a can
opener and oPens the pears while the BOY watches silently,
Eﬁgpping a bl anket around hinself and sitting on the soft bunk
ed.

BOY.
Is it okay for us to take it?

MAN.
They’ d want us to.

The MAN di shes up two bowl s of pears and they sit side by side
on the bunk with spoons and pears.

MAN.
These wil|l be the best pears you ever
tasted. The best. You just walt.

They eat in silence. They lick the spoons and drink the syrup
fromthe bows. The MAN opens another tin.

CUT TGO

Ham and eggs frying in a pan on the canping stove. The kettle is
boiling on another ring of the stove. The BOY just stares at the
bubbling food as the MAN cooks.

Nearbg a breakfast table is set out on a stack of boxes acting
as a breakfast bar: biscuits, a plate of butter, condensed mlk,
salt and pepper plates and utensils. The MAN brings the pan over
and forks over chunks of hamonto the pates, then spoonsfull of
scranbl ed eggs froma second pan, then baked beans froma snal
pot. The BOY just stares, as If drugged, unconprehendi ng, the
food alien to him

MAN.
Go ahead. Don't let it get cold.

BOY.
What do | eat first?

MAN.
What ever you |ike.

The BOY eats a hunk of ham as the MAN pours coffee.
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BOY.
Is this coffee?

MAN.
That’s right. Careful it’s hot.

He hands hi m cof f ee.

BOY.
W did good, didn't we Papa?

MAN.
Yeah, we did good.

I NT. BUNKER - NI GHT

The MAN puts the BOY to bed in a bunk and snoboths his filthy
hair tenderly, smling with relief, until the BOY shuts his eyes
and nods off. He covers the BOY with a bl anket and ki sses him
He just sits watching the BOY sleep... after a nonment he starts
to sob and makes an effort to pull hinself together.

Stirring classical nusic fades up and into:

I NT. THEATRE - EVEN NG

FLASHBACK - Close in on a pair of LEGS in stockings, a sunmer
dress, a WOMAN' s hands holding a MAN' s hand in her |lap. The MAN
feels the tops of the stockings with his fingers.

WDER - the MAN is with his WFE in a concert theatre, at a
recital. The seats are velvet, gold scrollwork adorns the boxes,
an illustrious, fortunate world.

END OF FLASHBACK

EXT. LAWN - DAWN

The hatch opens and the MAN s face appears, as he | ooks around.
He opens the hatch nore and cl anbers out with a couple of jerry
cans of water, the yard is quiet. Next, the BOY s face pops up
and peers around. He clanbers out carrying a big pot with a
canpi ng stove in it.
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I NT. BATHROOM - DAWN

They enpty the jerry cans into the huge pot, light the stove and
put the pot on the stove to heat the water.

CUT TO

The BOY is in the bath, filthy and scrawny, as the MAN bat hes
him rubbing himw th soap, scrubbing his dirty neck.

MAN.
What do you think?

BOY.
Ni ce and warm

He washes the BOY's hair, lathing water over himw th the pot.

CUT TO

Now the MAN is in the tub, also scrawny and filthy, soaping up,
washing his hair - the BOY hel ps.

CUT TGO

The MAN trinms his beard off with scissors in a mrror. He

| athers up with shaving cream and starts to shave with a plastic
safety razor. The BOY watches all this fascinated, he s never
seen the MAN shave. Wen the MAN is done he turns to the BOY,

Wi pi ng away the foam

MAN.
How do | | ook?

BOY.
Weird. Wn't you be col d?

CUT TGO

Now the MAN is cutting the BOY's hair with kitchen scissors and
a plastic conb. The BOY has a towel around his shoul ders and

| ong I ocks of hair decorate it. The MAN finishes, takes the
towel off, wi pes the BOY's neck and face with a flannel, holds
up a mrror for the BOY to see.
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BOY.
I 1 ook funny.

I NT. BUNKER - MORNI NG

They sit on the bunk bed with a checkerboard between them

si ppi ng Coca Cola fromplastic nugs and concentrating on the
board, enpty Coke cans Iin the foreground and their worn out, wet
bl ue jeans drying on a drying rack in the back ground.

They are both wearing new sweaters too big for them plundered
fromthe stores. The MAN watches the BOY fondly, absorbed in
checkers.

EXT. LAWN - NI GHT

Heavy rain slashes down on the |awn, already pools of water are
fl oodi ng the | awn.

I NT. BUNKER - NI GHT

A shiny new quart of whiskey is slipped fromits paper |iquor
store bag and opened with a soft CRACK. The whi skey is poured
into a glass with a satisfying GLUG

W DER - another feast is |laid out, han1andmﬂomdered mash potato
and biscuits and gravy. The BOY is eating ile the MAN pours a
whi skey. The BOY stops eating to watch the MAN drink the

whi skey. The MAN s eyes gl aze as he sips the strong |iquor,

di zzy al ready.

BOY.
Can | try sonme?
MAN.
No. You won't like it. Makes you feel

funny.

The BOY stares, curious, wanting it.
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MAN.
You think I cone from another worl d,
don't you? Filled with all these
strange things you' ve never seen.

BOY.
Sort of.

MAN.
Wll, | do I guess.

EXT. LAWN - EVEN NG

The MAN just stands in the mddle of the awmn COUGH NG his guts
up in the dark rain - again the phlemy wet cough. He bends over,

sweating, listening, knowing it’'s the sound of fluid on the
| ungs.
As he listens he hears sonething above the rain - he keeps

shifting position, as if hearing different sounds fromdifferent
directions. Neverthel ess he anxiously | ooks around, then goes to
t he orﬁh aﬂd drags an old mattress over, across the dead grass

to the hatch.

He lays it half across the hatch, crawls through the remnaining
gap and hauls the mattress the rest of the way over the hatch,
then pulls the hatch closed with the old mattress |ying on top.
It just looks like an old mattress lying on a lawn 1 n the rain.

I NT. ANTECHAMBER - EVEN NG

Whet her it was the sound of fluid on his lungs, or sonething

el se he heard isn't clear, but the MAN is agitated, anxious, a
bundl e of nervous energy. He searches on a shelf above the
bottles of gas - there are boxes of batteries, a box of .45
Cartridges and shotgun shells. He looks a little di sappointed as
he sorts through them |ooking fruitlessly for bullets for his
.38. In the background is the distant PATTER of rain on the
mattress above.

I NT. BUNKER - EVEN NG

VWiile the BOY is asleep, the MAN sits on his bunk with a box
cutter and the box of .45 Shells. He is trKing to shave them
down to size for his .38. The lead is too hard and he grits his
teeth with effort, then gives up and sits thinking.
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I NT. BUNKER - DAWN

Now the MAN is whittling a tree branch with the box cutter. He
cuts an inch off the end and carves it into the shape of a
bullet. He flicks open the chanber on the pistol and tries to
fit the bullet in. It won't fit so he shaves a bit nore off with
the knife. He slips it into the chanber again and this tine it
fits. He slips the bullet out, dabs his fingers into the soot on
the discarded lantern and rubs it all over the wooden bullet. He
flicks open the chanber on the pistol and fits the bullet back
in. He spins the chanber, it appears to be full of bullets.

He listens to the PATTER of rain and hears another sound...
somet hi ng or someone RUSTLI NG around the nmattress above. He
hears the sound of the MATTRESS bei ng DRAGGED of f of the door.
He hears SCRABBLI NG and SCRATCHI NG on the door and freezes,
staring at the lock, waiting for the inevitable... He quietly
pi cks up the revolver. He | ooks across and sees the BOY i s now
wi de awake too, staring, w de-eyed.

BOY.
VWat is it?

VAN.
Shh.

BOY (VWH SPERS.)
Maybe it’s a dog.

MAN ( WHI SPERS. )
It’s not a dog.

The MAN cocks the revolver and positions hinmself under the
hat ch, ready. After a torturous nonment the sounds die away.

MAN.
Come on. Let’s get out of here.

BOY.
| don’t want to go.

MAN.
I know but it’s not safe.

BOY.
What are we going to do with all this
stuff?
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MAN.
We' Il just have to take what we can.

BOY.
I wish we could live here. And we
coul d keep the dog and the dog could
catch food for us.

MAN.
Look, there is no dog, okay? |I'’msorry
but there just isn't.

BOY.
Pl ease Papa.

MAN.
No.

BOY.

Just say it’s going to be all right,
Papa. Say it. Just say it, please.

The MAN doesn’t know what to say, |osing patience.

MAN.
Li sten, trouble comes when you | east
expect it. So maybe the thing to do is
to just always expect it.

BOY.

Do you al ways expect it? Papa?
MAN.

| do, vyes.
BOY.

You al ways think bad things are going
to happen but we found this place.

The BOY sits up, |ooking around, bleary eyed as the MAN starts
| oadi ng cans and packets into a carton. He gathers a couple of
large jerry cans of water.

BOY.
Maybe we’ Il find another place like
this at the coast.

MAN.
Maybe.



73.

The MAN dunps the box on the floor and packs anot her.

EXT. LAWN - MORNI NG

The cart is | oaded up and tied wth the blue tarp.

BOY.
What are you doi ng?
- MAN.
I’ mburying the trash. Don’t drop
anything. We'll have to cover our

tracks from now on

The MAN dunps a carton full of trash, enpty tins and packets
fromtheir tinme in the bunker into a big hole he’s just dug and
starts filling it in with an old pitchfork or shovel.

EXT. RIVER - DAY

The MAN pushes the cart across a bridge, stagnant bl ack water
underneath, the cart is now laden with jerry cans of fresh water
and cartons containing as many tins of food and supplies as they
coul d manage. The BOY trails along behind. They are a strange
sight, clean clothed, clean shaven, short haired, in their new
junpers - and now both wearing new surgical masks which they
raise off their faces to speak.

The MAN keeps checking the rearview mrror.

POV MAN - in the rearview mrror he sees the glint of glass,
per haps a pair of BINOCULARS wat chi ng t hem

The BOY wat ches anxi ously as the MAN gets out his own Bl NOCULARS
and | ooks through them

POV MAN - a nysterious winking glint of l|ight which quickly
di sappears.

POV - through a different pair of binoculars, a conpletely
different POV, we see the MAN | ooki ng through his binoculars at
us.

VAN.
I think they ' re follow ng us.
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BOY.
Who?
MAN.
I don’t know.
BOY.
You think it’s bad guys?
MAN.
Pr obabl y.
BOY.

What if it’s good guys?

MAN.
| don't think we're likely to neet any
good guys for a while. W have to be
careful now. W’ ve got food.

EXT. WOODS - DAWN

The MAN and the BOY are canped in the woods, wapped up in

bl ankets, a fire going. The BOY is asleep but the MAN | s awake,
coughing. He sits up, still coughing. He gets up and wal ks away
fromthe canpsite, trying to stifle the coughing.

EXT. CLEARI NG - DAWN

He wanders into a clearing, coughing uncontrollably, falls to
his knees in a foot thick shroud of m st and coughs up a gob of
somet hi ng dark and nasty, spits it into the m sty ground.

POV MAN - the m st before himclears to reveal a spattering of
dark_?!ood on the pale ash. He stares, shocked, know ng what it
signifies.

EXT. WOODS - DAWN

The BOY opens his eyes, he hasn’'t been asleep, listening to the
MAN cough, worried. The MAN returns and eyes the worried BOY.

MAN.
What ' s wrong?
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| had a weird dream
MAN.
What about ?
BOY.
| don’t want to tell you
MAN.
Way not ?
The BOY considers it.
BOY.
| heard you coughing in the night.
VAN.
Were you awake?
BOY.
It was in ny dream Then it woke ne
up.
VAN.
What el se was in the dreanf
BOY.
Just you.
MAN.

What happened to ne?
The BOY's face crinkles up, he starts to sob.

VAN.
Li sten, when you dream about bad
t hi ngs happening it shows you're stil
fighting. You' re still alive. It’s
when you start to dream about good
t hi ngs you should start to worry.

BOY.
Do you dream about bad things too?

MAN.
Al the tine.

75.
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EXT. BEND/ THE ROAD - DAY

As they round a bend in the road they see a hunched figure
wal ki ng ahead of them The MAN stops abruptly, gets out the
bi nocul ars and wat ches:

POV MAN - a distant, hunched figure hobbling away fromthem

EXT. ROAD - DAY

They cone up behind an OLD MAN, hunched over, w thered, silent
as he hobbl es ahead. He wears layers of torn clothing and his
feet are wapped in rags and cardboard tied with green tw ne.
They sIomAY approach and the man stops, turns and watches them
suspi ci ously as they draw | evel .

OLD MAN.
| don’t have anything for you. You can
ook if you want. | got not hing.

MAN.

W' re not robbers.
The OLD MAN | eans an ear forward, deaf.

OLD MAN.
VWhat ?

MAN.
| said we're not robbers.

O.D MAN
What are you?

o MAN
We're just |ike you.

OLD MAN.
What are you followng ne for?

MAN.
We're not follow ng you.

BOY.
W’ ve got food we could give him
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MAN.
He’s not getting any food.

The OLD MAN | ooks away, avoiding their eyes.

BOY.
He’' s scared, Papa.

MAN.
Everybody’ s scar ed.

BOY.
Pl ease Papa.

MAN.
Al right!

The MAN eyes the road to the left and right, then draws his
revol ver.

MAN.
If this is an anbush, he goes first.

He goes out to the cart and runmages in it while the BOY and the

OLD MAN stare at each other. The MAN comes back with a tin of

fruit cocktail and a tin opener and opens it and hands it to the

EEN. The BOY places the tin of fruit on the road in front of the
D MAN.

BOY.
Take it. Here.

The OLD MAN doesn’'t npve.

BOY.
What about a spoon?

MAN.
He’s not getting a spoon.

The BOY urges himon, mmng with his hands, as if feeding a
raccoon.

_ BOY.
Eat it. It’s good.
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The OLD MAN picks up the tin and his filthy Iong nails CLATTER
on the tin as he tips it to his nmouth, the juice running down
his chin, his head jerking as he swal | ows.

BOY.
Look, Papa. He's hungry.

MAN.
| see it. And I know what you’ re going
to ask ne. And the answer 1s No.

BOY.
VWhat’ s the question?

MAN.
We can’t keep him

They wat ch himeating ﬁainfully slowy. The OLD MAN finishes and
sits down in the road holding the tin, staring at it, as if it
mght refill.

MAN.
When did you | ast eat?

The OLD MAN just stares.

MAN.
Do you want to eat with us?

OLD MAN
| don’t know. What do | have to do?

MAN.
Tell us where the world went.

OLD MAN
VWhat ?

MAN.
You don’t have to do anything. Can you
wal k okay?

The% hel p the OLD MAN of f the road and hand him his cane but he
pushes it away.

OLD MAN.
I can wal k.
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They wal k off the road towards the dead, bl ackened woods.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

As they | eave the road the OLD MAN studi es the BOY.

to take his hand:

MAN.
(TO BOY.) Don’t hold his hand.

BOY.
He can’t see.

MAN.
Don’t.

The trio walk into the woods.

MAN.
How ol d are you?

OLD MNAN.
I m ni nety.

MAN.
Ni nety my ass. Is that what you tel
peopl e? So they don’t hurt you?

OLD MAN
Uh- huh.

MAN.
Does it work?

OLD MAN
Nope.

MAN.
What’ s your nane?

OLD MAN
Ely.

MAN.

Just “Ely?”

The BOY goes
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OLD MAN.
VWat’s wwong with “Ely?”

EXT. CLEARI NG WOODS - EVEN NG

There’'s a canp fire now The OLD MAN sits wapped in a quilt,
eating with a spoon and licking his plate clean.

VAN. _ _
How cone you're still alive? Wat do
you eat?
OLD MAN
I don’t know. People give you things.
VAN.
No they don’t.
OLD MAN.
You di d.
MAN.

| didn't. He did.

The OLD MAN eyes the BOY, closely, half blind.

OLD MAN.
Are you a little boy?
MAN.
What does he | ook Iike?
O.D MAN
I don’t know. | can’t see real good.
MAN.

Is that right? Can you see ne?

OLD MAN
No. But | can tell sonebody’s there.

MAN ( TO BOY.)
kay. You need to sleep. Conme on.

He gathers up the BOY and takes hima few feet away, settles him
down in blankets while the OLD MAN stares into the fire.
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When the MAN returns he has his gun which he surreptitiously
pl aces on the ground in full view of the OLD MAN

MAN.
You can see that, right? Okay. Tell ne
now. You're not a shill for a pack of

road agents?

OLD MAN.
I"’mnot anything. 1’1l go if you want
me to. | can find the road.

The MAN stares at the OLD MAN cynically but the OLD MAN j ust
stares back bl ankly.

OLD MAN.
I live Iike an animal. You don’t want
to know the things |I’ve had to eat.
Wen | saw that boy | thought 1’'d died
and he was an angel. | never thought
I’d see a child again. | never thought
t hat woul d happen to ne.

MAN.
He is an angel. To nme he’'s a Cod.
OLD MAN
Well | hope that’s not true. To be on

the road with the | ast surviving God
woul d be a pretty frightening
experi ence.

MAN.
Wiy do you say that?

O.D MAN
Where nmen can’t live, Gods can’t
either. The road gangs woul d tear you
l[inb fromlinb, both of you

The ow RUMBLE in the earth is heard again, an earthquake, this
time in the distance. They listen a nonent.

O.D MAN
| knew this was comng. This or
sonmething like it. There were
war ni ngs. Peopl e thought it was a con -
| always believed in it.

MAN.
Did you try to get ready for it?
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OLD MAN.
No. What woul d you do? Even if you
knew what to do you woul dn’t know what
to do. Suppose you were the |last man
left alive?

VAN, _
How woul d you know if you were the
l'ast man alive?

OLD MAN
| don’t guess you would know it. You'd
just be it.

VAN.

Maybe God woul d know.

OLD MAN.
If there is a God up there he would
have turned his back on us by now.
Whoever made humanity will find no
humani ty here.

The MAN pours hot water into nugs to nake coffee, hands one to
the OLD MAN. They dri nk.

MAN.

Do you ever wi sh you would die?
OLD MAN

. It’s foolish to ask for luxuries

in tinmes like these.
MAN.

Don't you want to end it all?
OLD MAN

Nope.
MAN.

Way not ?
OLD MAN.

I” m st ubborn.
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EXT. EDGE OF WOODS - MORNI NG

The BOY and the OLD MAN are standing by the cart. The MAN is
wat ching from further away. The OLD MAN is fitting another can
of peaches the BOY has given himinto his knapsack.

MAN.
You shoul d thank himyou know. |
woul dn’t have given you anyt hi ng.

OLD MAN.
Maybe | should and maybe | shoul dn’t.
I woul dn’t have given you anyt hi ng.

The OLD MAN | ooks around, orientating hinself, and goes, tapping
his cane, wi thout a glance back at the BOY or the MAN. The MAN
gi ves the BOY a reproachful | ook and the BOY | ooks defiant for
the first tine, a new di stance between them

BOY.
He's going to die and you don’t care.
VAN.
| care enough. Maybe when we’re out of
food you' Il have nore tine to think
about it.
BOY.

You al ways say watch out for bad guys
but that old man wasn’t a bad guy and
you can’t even tell anynore.

EXT. ROAD/ RAI LWAY LI NE - DAY

They are trudgi ng al ong the bl acktop adjacent to a railway |ine.
There is a SHOTGUN bl ast in the distance and the MAN and t he BOY
stop and | ook around. The MAN checks the rear view mrror

i nstinctively.

POV MAN - a thin spike of snoke froma canﬁfire rising up in the
e

woods behi nd. The BOY noti ces and | ooks behi nd.
BOY.
Do you think they're still foll ow ng

us?
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MAN.
I think they ve been follow ng us for
a long tine.

BOY.
Maybe it’s Ely - the old nan?

MAN.
How? On a broom stick?

The BOY thinks about this for a nonent as they approach the
railway |ine. The MAN takes the revolver fromthe cart and
sticks it in his belt - the BOY notices anxiously.

MAN.
We should lay in wait a while. See who
t hey are.

EXT. BLUFFS/ RAI LWAY BRI DGE - EVEN NG

The MAN and the BOY are swaddl ed i n bl ankets up anongst the
rocks with a birds eKe view of the road and a railway bridge -
they can see along the road and the dead trees for half a nmle.
The BOY is nodding off, his head lolling as the MAN keeps wat ch.

A FI GURE appears in the distance on the road and stops. The NMAN
puts his binoculars to his eyes. A nonment |ater another two
FI GURES appear .

POV MAN - TWO MEN and a PREGNANT WOVAN are standi ng waiting
staring at the ground. As ANOTHER FI GURE joins themthey start
wal ki ng al ong the road towards the bluffs. The PREGNANT WOVAN
carries a pack on her back and wal ks slowmy with a waddling
gate, heavily pregnant, immnently expectant. The three nen are
bearded and enaci ated with packs on their backs. They keep
wal ki ng al ong the tracks, their breath steam ng in the night,
not speaki ng.

The MAN wat ches them go by the bluffs and vani sh one by one |ike
ghosts into the darkness where the dead tree line is. The MAN
stares into the darkness, feeling very alone as the BOY sl eeps.

EXT. BLUFFS/ WOOD - MORNI NG

As they cone down fromthe bluffs, the MAN is staring into the
dead woods where another thin stemof SMXE is rising.
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BOY.
VWat is it?
MAN.
More snoke. | think we should take a
| ook.
BOY. _
| don’t want to. Let’s just keep
goi ng.
MAN.
VWhoever it is | don’'t want them behi nd
us.
BOY.

What if they' re bad guys?

MAN.
What if they' re good guys?

They | ook at each other, a stalemate. The MAN stands and starts
to pack up the tarp

MAN.
Look. Whoever it is out there, it’'s
better to know about it than to not
know.

BOY.
Wy ?

MAN.
Because we don't |ike surprises.
Surprises are scary. They coul d sneak
up on us further down the road. You
need to learn this.

The MAN folds the tarp and sl eepi ng bl ankets and starts heading
down the slope to the cart, the BOY follow ng.
EXT. TREELI NE - MORNI NG

The MAN i s pushing the cart, the BOY trails behind, he stil
| ooks doubtful. The MAN stops and SNI FFS the air, excited.
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VAN.
They left their food cooking.

BOY.
We scared them away.

The MAN swi ngs himonto his shoul ders and they head for the
woods.

I NT. CLEARI NG - MORNI NG

A deserted canpsite, nothing left but sonething burnt on a
skewer over the red hot coals of a canpfire, recently abandoned.
The MAN lets the BOY down, checks out the perineter and
surrounds. But the BOY is staring at the fire and suddenly he
cringes away fromit, burying his head agai nst the MAN

MAN.
VWat is it? Wiat is it?

BOY.
Oh Papal!

The BOY is wide eyed with shock - the MAN | ooks quickly at the
fire and sees:

POV MAN - a CHARRED HUMAN | NFANT, headl ess and gutted and
bl ackening on the spit, burned up, the fat still SIZZLI NG

The MAN bends and sweeps the nmute BOY up and runs for the road
as hard as he can.

MAN.
I’msorry, I'msorry, I’mso sorry..

EXT. WOODS - MORNI NG

The MAN awakes beside the cart, a canpfire and the tarp beside
him- he reaches out a hand to touch the BOY and he’'s not there.
He sits bolt upright and stares around. He grabs his revol ver,
cocks it and gets to his feet, staring around wildly through the
trees.
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EXT. RAILWAY LINE - DAY

The MAN crashes through the tree line by the railway |ine and
stares around, frantic. Then he notices it: A huge electric

di esel loconotive with eight stainless steel passenger coaches
behind it - an awesone vehicle. Right by it is the BOY, just
standing, staring at it. The MAN goes over and joins the BOY,
who just | ooks at him They stand there, both silent, staring at
t he nagnetic vision.

MAN.
| guess sonebody was taking it south
and ran out of fuel.

EXT. PI NES/ COAST ROAD - DAY

Cﬁen country now, flat plains, Pale sandy earth under the ash
They are stopped am d a copse of dead pine trees, the conical
shape still clear. The BOY unfolds the threadbare map on the
ground, a crayon in his hand.

MAN.

You know where we are?
BOY.

No.
MAN.

Where do you think?

The BOY points to a place on the map.

MAN.
Mor e.

BOY.
Her e?

MAN.

No. We're closer than you think
He takes the crayon and points on the nap.

MAN.
This is us. This is all sea.
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BOY.
Is it blue?

MAN.
The sea? | don’t know. It used to be.

The MAN pi cks up a desiccated pine cone fromthe ground, and
stares at it, holloweyed, hungry. He squeezes it and it
crunbles to dust. He takes a few steps, sniffing the air.

MAN.
Can you snell that?

BOY.
It snells different.

MAN.
Everything is going to be different.

EXT. DUNES/ BEACH ROAD - DAY

The | andscape has changed, dead salt bush and sand at the side

of the road and finally, as they cone around a bend in the road:
dead sea grass sloping up to sand dunes UP ahead. They | ook at
each other and head for the dunes excitedly.

EXT. COAST ROAD - DAY

POV BOY - Gray beach, |ead gray sea and waves rolling in slowy
with a distant ROAR. On the beach a tide mark of wet gray ashy
sl udge and a skirt of glistening bones, fish skel etons bl eached
white on the sand.

They take their parka hoods down and just stand there staring at
t he beach, the w nd HOALI NG around them dozens of bl eached
SKULLS and RI B CAGES of LIVESTOCK and HUVANS who have made it
this far only to die. The MAN | ooks at the BOY and sees the

i nt ense di sappoi nt nent.

MAN.
I"msorry it’s not blue.
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EXT. DUNES/ BEACH - DAY

They sit on the beach wapped in blankets staring out at a
surreal wall of inpenetrable snog not far beyond where the waves
are breaking. The MAN eyes the silent BOY, buffeted by w nd,
mwaﬁped in a blanket, staring at the enpty ocean... there is

not hi ng and nobody there. They keep staring out to sea, filled
with disaﬁpointnent. The BOY I npassively surveys the wall of

snog which is like an iron curtain.
BOY.
What ' s on the other side?
_ MAN.
Not hi ng.
BOY.

There must be sonet hi ng.

MAN.
Maybe there’'s a father and his little
boy and they’'re sitting on the beach

t 00.

BOY.
And they could be carrying the fire
too0?

MAN.

They coul d be, yes.

The MAN sees the BOY’'s hopeful ness reappearing and strokes his
head, his heart breaking for him

EXT. BEACH - DAWN

FLASHBACK - The MAN i s yawni ng and stretching and inspecting the
remmants of a canpfire with orange driftwood coals still glow ng
init. Nearby a pan lies left over fromdinner with T-bones and
| ive crabs CLATTERI NG about scavengi ng the bones. The NMAN

i nspects the crabs then goes to his WFE who is asleep by the
fire. He kneels and snooths her hair tenderly, very nuch in

| ove, as she sl eeps.

Hi s hand on her wakes her, she |ooks at him surprised and
pl eased.
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W FE.
Hel | o.

The MAN kneels by his WFE and she ki sses him and they | ook out
at the blue ocean and the white sand and green sea grass and she
puts an arm around him

W FE.
God and | were neking the
S is howl'd nake it.

If 1 were
earth, thi

END OF FLASHBACK

EXT. WATER S EDGE - DAY

The MAN and the BOY stand with their shoes off, the black sea
washes up the sand at their filthy, blistered feet.

BOY.
What are our |ong term goal s?

MAN.
“What are our |ong term goal s?” Were
did you hear that?

BOY.

I don’t know. You said it.
MAN.

When?
BOY.

A long tine ago.
VAN.

When your nother was here?
BOY.

| guess.
MAN.

And what was the answer?

BOY.
| don’t know.
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MAN.
Vell, | don’t either.

They stare at the water - charred, quotidi an househol d objects
rolling back and forth in the surf - a mxing bow, a soup
| adl e, a suitcase.

BOY.
Can | go sw nm ng?
MAN.
Swi mm ng? You' |l freeze your nuts off.
BOY.
I know.
VAN.
I don’t want to have to come in after
you.

The BOY lets the blanket fall and strips out of his parka and
clothes. He runs along the beach naked, skinny and wnite,
| eaping SCREAM NG into the icy surf.

The MAN wat ches until the BOY cones out of the water, gasping
with cold, shuddering. He waps the BOY in the bl anket and dries

him of f.

EXT. BEACH - EVEN NG

The BOY is wapped in blankets by the fire as LIGHTNING flickers
in the distance, illumnating the enpty beach. The MAN gets the
tarp fromthe cart and drapes it over them He puts his arns
around the BOY who is shivering and sweating, looking a little
wild eyed, babbling a little.

BOY.
How many people do you think are still
alive?

MAN.
In the world? | don’t know. Not very
many.

BOY.

There coul d be people alive sonepl ace
el se. Besides on earth?
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MAN.
| don’t think so. They couldn’t |ive
any pl ace el se.

BOY.
Not even if they could get there? If
t hey had a-a-a spaceshi p?

VAN.
No. It’s unlikely.

The BOY stares, shivering, thinking.

MAN.
Are you all right? Wat is it?
He cups his hand to the babbling BOY's forehead.

BOY.
I don’t feel so good.

The BOY bends away and vomts and the MAN hel ps, rubbing his
back and w ping the BOY's nouth when he’ s done.

BOY.
|’ msorry.

MAN.
That’ s okay, you didn’t do anything
wr ong.

The MAN pi cks the BOY up, |ooking for sonmewhere to shelter

EXT. CLIFF FACE - EVEN NG

The MAN struggl es barefoot up the beach and over to the cliffs,
sits against the rock and | ays the BOY down across his lap in
the shelter of the cliff face, covering himin blankets and the
tarp as the rain falls all around.

MAN.
It’s okay. You' re going to be okay.
It Il pass.
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BOY.
Don’t | eave ne here, don't go away
Papa. Not even for a mnute.

MAN.
I won’t go away. |'mright here.

He sits holding the BOY tightly. He feels for the BOY's heart.
He drops droplets of sugar water froma bow into the BOY s
nmout h. As the BOY shuts his eyes and dozes he checks the pul se
at his neck and wi pes his nouth with the bl anket.

EXT. CLIFF FACE - N GHT

The BOY is sleeping fitfully across the MAN s Iaﬁ - he is stil
awake, staring tn horror as the BOY sweats and shakes in his
sl eep. He wipes the BOY's brow, |ooks up to the heavens:

MAN.
Oh no. No no. Not this. Jesus Chri st
what have you done to us? What have
you done?

EXT. BEACH - MORNI NG

The BOY is fast asleep, notionless but for stertorous breathing
through his nmouth. The MAN [ies beside him just staring at him
wat chi ng hi m sl eep. The BOY opens his eyes and focuses weakly.

BOY.
H Papa.

VAN.
I"’mright here.

BOY.
I know.

The BOY shuts his eyes and goes back to sl eep. The MAN strokes
the BOY’'s hair tenderIK, takes the pistol fromhis belt and
carefully lays it on the sand beside the BOY, stands, takes one
| ast | ook and wal ks away. . .
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EXT. SPI T/ WATER - DAWN

The MAN is alone now, staring at the hull of a wecked boat
keel ed over in ten feet of gray water a few yards out fromthe
spit - a sixty footer, twi n nasts.

POV MAN - Further out in the roiling water, a rip apﬁears about
a hundred yards away in probably 40 feet of water. The MAN

stares, anxiously as: fromthe rip energes the tip of sonmethin
silvery gray and sliny far beneath the surface, the tentacle o
a great squid encrusted with white suckers. The tentacle is

about a foot thick and comes fully out of the water to a hei ght
of about 10 feet, then coils up languidly and di sappears agai n.

The MAN waits a nonent, then starts stripping off his clothes.
He stares anxiously into the roiling water not far from where he
saw the squid but there’s no sign of it now.

He stares back along the beach to the distant figure of the BOY,
sitting up wapped in his blankets, |ooking around, benused and
scared. The MAN col | ects hinsel f and wades cautiously into the
gray soupy water. He takes a breath and starts swnmmng to the
boat. He swinms along the steel hull, grabs the sheer rail and
haul s hinself the rest of the way to the transom where there is
worn gilt lettering saying “Pajaro de Esperanza. Portugal” He
tries to haul hinself aboard but the transomis |oose and pulls
away fromthe hull, sw nging the MAN out over the water, his

| egs kicking wildly. He drops into the black nurk.

EXT. UNDER WATER - DAY

The MAN pl unges under the dark water, peering through the nurk
wildly for danger, trying to scrabble back to the surface but
qui ckly losing his bearings. He sees nothing but darkness and
cl oudy water and bubbl es. He SHRIEKS into the suffocating
darkness and | eaps out of the water, scrabbling desperately at
t he boat hull, reaching for the sheer rail, staring at the
water, out of his mnd with shock and fear.

Sure enough the tip of the curious squid s enornous tentacle
| azily breaks the surface sone distance away and casual ly
nooches of f.

MAN.
Oh Christ. Ch Christ...



95.

EXT. BOAT - DAY

He haul s hinself on deck and lies there a nonent, noticing a
seam of bl ack nmould and, around it, bottle-GREEN ALGAE sprouting
fromthe joins in the wood. He scrapes a little off and stares,
nmystified.

I NT. BULKHEAD/ CABI N - DAY

Stagnant bilge, trash and furniture tipped agai nst one si de.
Locker doors hang open. He cautiously paddles through to the
gal l ey, going through the doorway very slowy, expecting the
wor st - sea nonsters, canni bals, corpses.

I NT. FORWARD CABI N - DAY

Beddi ng and clothing piled against a wall, a mattress in the
mddle of it all and a big | ocker by the bow He picks up danp
bl ankets and stuffs themin a canvas sack fromthe | ocker. He
delves in the |ocker and finds yellow rubber seaboots, a nylon
j acket and a souwester.

He | ooks up and there’'s a straﬁ hangi ng down. He examines it and
finds it’s a board covering a hatch, wth the corners | atched.
He unl atches the corners and pulls the board down with the stra
to reveal a BOX of 8 FLARES. Inside the box of flares is a blac
pl asti c case which he opens to find an old .37 mm bronze flare
pistol. He takes it out of the case and examnes it.

At the back of the conpartnment he sees a box with a red cross on
it, a FIRST AID KIT. He grabs it and opens it, finding bandages,
di si nfectant, Aspirin and antibiotics.

EXT. BOAT - DAY

When the MAN re-energes on deck he is wearing the yell ow rubber
seaboots, nylon jacket and souwester. The water is om nously
still. He eyes the shore and the cliffs anxiously, |ooking for
the BOY. He stares frantically, no sign of him He kicks off the
boots and souwester, takes one nore | ook at the om nously still
wat er and di ves in.
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EXT. SHORELI NE - DAY

The MAN struggles fromthe water and scans the beach, still no
sign of the BOY. He dunps the booty fromthe boat and heads for
the cliff face where he | ast saw him

EXT. CLIFF FACE - DAY

The MAN runs over the sand and reaches the spot where he |eft
the BOY. Nothing. He runs on towards a rocky out crop and rushes
around it. Once he’s turned this corner he sees:

POV MAN - the BOY running for all he’s worth up the beach
pi stol in hand, he glances over his shoul der at the MAN

POV - the MAN rushes after himin his yellowrain jacket, slowy
gai ning. As the canera swi ngs around and pulls back the POV
takes in the BOY too and we realise it isn't the BOYs POV but a
third POV - as if sonebody is watching them

EXT. CLIFFS - DAY

The MAN catches up with the BOY, grabs his shoulder with one
hand and the gun with the other.

MAN.
Were are you goi ng? What’ s happened?

The BOY stops and stares at him benused, feverish, wld-eyed,
he grabs at the yell ow jacket.

MAN.
It’s okay, it’s just ne.

The BOY col | apses, exhausted, into the MAN s arns.

EXT. BEACH CAMPFI RE - DAY

POV - from a consi derabl e distance: They have a fire and the MAN
is stripping the shaking, sweating BOY out of his parka and the
rest of his clothes and sitting himfurther away fromthe fire.
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The MAN opens the first aid kit, selects various pills, crushes
themup and hands themto the BOY with a cup of rainwater. The
BOY swallows the pills and the water, shivering.

BOY.
I”m col d.

MAN.
I have to get your tenperature down.

He takes a pan of canned soup fromthe fire, puts it down on the
sand and holds up a spoonful to the BOY' s |ips. The BOY eats
tentatively.

BOY. _
Can | ask you sonet hi ng?

MAN.
O course you can.

BOY.
What would you do if | died?

The MAN stops, spoon frozen in md air.

MAN.
If you died 1'd want to die too.

BOY.
So you could be with ne?

MAN.
So | could be with you, yes. But
that’ s not going to happen.

They | ook at each other a nonent, unsure, the BOY shivering and
si ck-1 ooking. The BOY |lies down again and shuts his eyes. The
MAN rel ents and puts a bl anket over him

EXT. BEACH - N GHT

The strange lattice work of lightning fills the sky,
illumnating the MAN with the BOY in his lap. The BOY is half
asleep and the man is feeding himcrushed aspirin and water and
nmoppi ng his forehead with a wet cloth. The MAN coughs endl essly,
a naggi ng cough that won't go.
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EXT. BEACH - MORNI NG

POV MAN - the BOY is kneeling beside him watching himcalmy,
no | onger sweating, recovered.

BOY.
Papa?

The MAN rouses hinself fromsleep, sits up and just stares at
t he BOY, amazed, as if he has arisen fromthe grave

MAN.
How are you feeling?

BOY.
| feel kind of weird.

VAN.
Are you hungry?

BOY.
Just thirsty.

The MAN gets up and fetches water froma jerry can, pours a cup,
hands it to the BOY who drinks thirstily. The MAN reaches out
and strokes the BOY's hair as he drinks. Wen he has finished
drinking the MAN takes himin his arns.

MAN.
You okay?

BOY.
I m okay.

MAN.
kay.

They sit their holding each other, overconme with relief.

EXT. BEACH CLI FFS - N GHT

There’'s a canpfire burning and the MAN i s unpacking the flare
pistol fromits case
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BOY.
VWhat is it?

MAN.
It’s to signal with. Wien you're in
troubl e.

~ BOv. _

Who’'s going to see it?

MAN.
Nobody.

BOY.
Because there’s nobody to signal to,
is there?

VAN.

It’s too snoggy.

The MAN eyes the di sappoi nted BOY, unsure what to say.

MAN.
W'l see it. Don’t you want to see
it?

BOY.
Ckay.

MAN.

You want to shoot it?

BOY.
kay.

He hands the BOY the pistol and the BOY just stares at it. They
wal k away fromthe canp towards the water.

BOY.
You shoot it Papa. You know how to do
it.

He hands it to the MAN and they stop near the water. The MAN
stands | oading the pistol with shells. He cocks it, ains it out
over the bay and fires. The FLARE arcs up into the nmurk with a
| ong WHOOSH and breaks in a cloud of light, hanging there, hot
tendrils of magnesiumdrifting dowmn to the water, the waves and
the sand bathed in the weird gl ow. The BOY watches, transported,
and the MAN wat ches the BOY.
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POV - again froma distance, as if a third party is watching, we
see the flare.

EXT. BEACH - N GHT

The deserted canpsite. The MAN and the BOY return to the fire
and the MAN | ooks for their shoes and the cart in a sudden panic
- everything has gone.

MAN.
Oh Christ. You stupid ass! You stupid
ass!

BOY.

What happened?

MAN.
The cart’s gone. They stol e our shoes.

BOY.
Do you think it was stolen by the
peopl e who are foll ow ng us?

MAN.
| don’t know. It doesn’t matter

BOY.
It does matter.

The BOY goes quiet, staring out at the desolation in despair.

MAN.
What’ s wrong?

BOY.
| don’t know what we’re doing.

MAN.
There are... (HE TRAILS OFF, LOST FOR
WORDS.) There are people... there are
people and we’' Il find them You’l
see.

The BOY just shuts his eres and slunps onto the sand in despair.
The MAN eyes himworriedly.
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MAN.
Pl ease. Listen to ne. Don’t | ose
heart.

EXT. COAST ROAD - MORNI NG

On the road in the mddle of desolate salt flats, the strange
|attice of lightning flickering across the sky, the MAN is

| ooki ng through the binoculars, the BOY waiting unhappily, they
are barefoot on the tarnmac.

POV MAN - up ahead is the THIEF, trundling the | oaded cart al ong
t he road.

MAN.
Come on.

They take off after the thief, bare feet thudding on the tarmac,
the MAN in front, the BOY trailing, trying to catch up. The

THI EF [ ooks in the rear view mrror at them and speeds up, head
bent down over the handle running for his life. Wen he | ooks
back again the MAN has drawn his pistol and is aimng it
directly at him He stops the cart, pulls a carving knife from
his belt, and turns to face them standing behind the cart. The
MAN faces him stock still, holding the BOY's hand, training the
gun on the THI EF.

MAN.
Get away fromthe cart and put the
kni fe down.

The MAN spits and brandi shes the knife desperately, he's
scrawny, sullen, bearded and filthy in the yellow plastic rain
coat fromthe boat, tied with string.

MAN.
If you don’t put down the carving
knife and get away fromthe godam
cart I’mgoing to bl ow your brains
out .

BOY.
Papa?

_ MAN.
Be qui et.
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The MAN cocks the pistol and there’s two | oud CLICKS. The THI EF

stares at the magazi ne which | ooks full.

MAN.

God damm you
BOY. _

Papa pl ease don’t kill the man.
THI EF.

Corme on man, | done what you said,

listen to the boy.

The BOY starts crying - the TH EF | ooks at the BOY and then the
angry MAN, this seenms to be sobering. He puts the knife on the
cart and steps away, hands in the air, his thunbs are m ssing.

VAN.
How | ong have you been foll ow ng us?
THI EF.
I wasn’'t followi ng you. | saw the cart
on the sand an’ | just took it.
BOY.

Pl ease Papa.

MAN.
Take your clothes off. Take them off,
every godamm stitch

THI EF.
Cone on man, don't do this.

MAN.
"1l kill you where you stand.

TH EF.
Don't do this, man.

MAN. _
I won't tell you again.

THI EF.
Al right, all right, just take it
easy.
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The THI EF | ooks at the BOY who is now covering his ears and the
MAN takes an intimdating step closer with the gun.

The THI EF starts stripping and piling his rags in the road.

MAN.
The shoes.

TH EF.
Cone on nan.

MAN.
The shoes.

He sits naked in the road and unl aces the rotting shoes.

MAN.
Put themin the cart.

The THI EF stands and drops the shoes in the cart.

MAN.
Put the cl othes in.

The MAN drops the clothes in and stands there covering hinself,
shi veri ng.

THI EF.
Don't do this to ne nman.

MAN.
You didn’t mnd doing it to us.

THI EF.
I m beggi ng you.
BOY.
Papa.
THI EF.
Come on, listen to the kid.
MAN.

You tried to kill us.
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THI EF.
I’mstarving man. You' d have done the
sane.
MAN.
You t ook everyt hing.
THI EF.
"1l die out here.
MAN.
I’mgoing to | eave you the way you

| eft us.

The MAN grabs the cart b% the handle, pulls it around, puts the
pi stol on top and holds his hand out for the BOY.

MAN.
Let’ s go.

The BOY doesn’t take his hand but they set off along the
bl ackt op, the BOY snivelling and crying, |eaving the THI EF
shi veri ng and whi nperi ng.

BOY.
Oh papa.

MAN.
Stop it.

BOY.

| can't stop it.

MAN.
What do you think woul d have happened
to himif we hadn’t caught hinf? You ve
got to learn

BOY.
| don’t want to | earn!

MAN.
I won’t be here forever. Sooner or
later you' |l have to | ook after

yoursel f.

The BOY just | ooks at him- and keeps crying.
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EXT. ROAD/ COAST - DAY

Sone di stance away the BOY | ooks back at the THI EF, stil
crying.

MAN.
You have to stop crying.

BOY.
| can’t.

The BOY | ooks back one |ast tine as the THI EF di sappears from
view - still just standing there, utterly |ost.

The MAN stops and puts his shoes on. He wal ks back up the road
to the bend but the THI EF has gone.

VAN.
He' s gone. Cone on.

BOY.
He’s not gone. He's not.

The MAN | ooks hel plessly at the tearful BOY as he fits his shoes
on for him the tears streaking the soot on his face.

MAN.
What do you want to do?

BOY.
Just help him Papa. Just help him

The MAN | ooks back down the road, weighing it up.

BOY.
Eb was just hungry Papa. He's going to
ie.

MAN.

He’s going to die anyway.

BOY.
He’'s so scared.
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MAN.
|’ m scared. Do you understand? |I'm
scar ed.

The MAN tries to | ook the BOY in the eye but he keeps his head
bowed, sobbi ng.

MAN.
You' re not the one who has to worry
about everyt hing.

The BOY munbl es, tearful and snotty.

MAN.
What ? What did you say?

BOY.
Yes | am | amthe one.

The MAN stops and faces the innocent BOY angrily, stares, then
summoning all his strength, turns the cart around and they start
wheeling it back the way they cane.

MAN.
Hel p me push.

The MAN takes the BOY's hand and puts it on the cart handl e and
t hey push.
EXT. ROAD/ COAST - EVEN NG

As the light starts to fade they |look for the TH EF and call out
“Hal | o!” Etc. After a nonent they stop

BOY.

He's afraid to answer.
MAN.

Is this where we stopped?
BOY.

| don’t know. | think so.

They keep wal ki ng, hands cupped to nouths, hallooing m ndl essly.
The MAN stops to rest and watches the BOY a nonment, he has
stopped crying as he calls out for the thief.
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Finally the MAN piles the TH EF s shoes and clothes in the road.
He puts a rock on top of them

MAN.
Conme on. W have to go.

The BOY eyes the close sadly, silent now.

EXT. ORCHARD - DAY

THE MAN' S DREAM - a dream and a nenory of an early sumrer day,
the MAN and his WFE are in an orchard, lying in the sun on a

pi cnic bl anket, an array of food, bread, fruit and w ne beside
them The MAN |ies back and his WFE cradles his head in her

| ap, stroking his brow. She brings her face down and gently
Flants a sinmple kiss on each of his eyelids, then on each of his

i ps.

POV MAN - his WFE s face, smling a dazzling, radiant smle
framed by sunlight and the indistinct shapes of |eaves and
bl ossom and petal s against the sky - to himshe is angelic.
Then he ki sses her on each eye and on the lips too - their
ritual caress.

END OF DREAM SEQUENCE

EXT. ROADSI DE DUNES - DAWN

The MAN awakes distressed, he wi pes a tear, blinks in confusion.
The BOY appears to be sound asl eep beside him

EXT. RESORT TOWN - DAY

They approach a small beach resort with a faded “Wl conme” sign
across the road, the BOY holding the MAN s hand now.

EXT. RESORT TOW WATER S EDCE - DAY

They are down by the water. Small pleasure boats are half sunken
in the grey water. Faded col ored bunting and pai nted signs
advertise | CE CREAM5, FOOD and a FUN FAIR The BOY hel ps the man
push the cart through the sand until they can go no further,

t hey stop and drop onto the sand, exhausted.
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BOY.
Can | tell you sonething?
MAN.
Yes.
BOY.
You tell me | shouldn’t cry but |’ve
heard you crying. | hear you coughing

and crying to yourself in the night
when you think I’ m asl eep.

MAN.
What of it?
BOY.
So if I shouldn’t cry you shouldn’t

cry either.

They | ook at each ot her.

EXT. PORT - LATE AFTERNOON

On the port side of town the MAN wheels the cart through the
deserted docks past rotten piers, a row of enpty wooden

war ehouses and a rusty red tanker washed up. He is COUGH NG and
t he sound echoes off the warehouse walls. The BOY is trailing a
few paces behind, they' re not speaki ng now.

EXT. BACK STREET - EVEN NG

As they pass the last of a row of deserted warehouses the MAN
slows down to |et the BOY catch up. Wthout warning sonething
VWHI STLES over their heads very close and hits the wall beside
themwith a | oud CLATTER. The MAN | unges at the BOY, |anding on
top of himto cover himand tries to grab the cart which tips
over, spilling everything out.

The MAN desperately tries to take cover while he | ooks over his
shoul der and sees:

POV MAN - in the upper w ndow of a warehouse a man is drawing a
bow and arrow ai ned right at them
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In desperation the MAN covers the BOY and tries to scrabble away
Rpt }here’s a DULL TWANG of bowstring and an arrow THUDS into
is |eg.

MAN.
Oh you bastard! You bastard!

The MAN cl aws the bl ankets fromthe upturned cart aside and
scrabbl es around for the pistol but it has fallen fromhis belt
onto the cobbles and scattered out of reach. He spots the flare
gun and seizes it, resting it on the cart and aimng carefully
at the enpty wi ndow. When the | one ARCHER appears again he
squeezes off a shot and the flare goes rocketing up towards the
window in a firey arc, ablaze with color, clean through the
wi ndow. The% can hear the ARCHER SCREAM NG i nsi de and see the

t

colored lig still flaring fromthe w ndow.
BOY.
Oh Papal!
MAN.

Stay just |ike you are.

He gets up and runs linping across the street.

I NT. WOODEN STAI RS - EVEN NG

He linps up the stairs of the old warehouse as quickly as he
can, flare gun at the ready, arrow in his |eg.

I NT. WAREHOUSE FLOCR - EVEN NG

He bursts into the main roomand trains the gun. At the far end
a WOMAN is sitting with the prone formof the ARCHER, covering
himw th her coat. The floor is burnt in a huge patch left by
the flare and is still in flanes.

ARCHER S WOMAN.
You son of a bitch cock sucking
f ucki ng not her f ucker!

MAN.
Who el se is up here?

ARCHER S WOVAN
You shit Kkicking fucking asshol e!
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The MAN | ooks down, his leg is bleeding heavily now and the
arrow is still sticking out.

MAN.
VWhere's the bow?

ARCHER S WOMAN.
| don’t have it.

MAN.
Why are you follow ng us?

ARCHER S WOVAN
We're not follow ng anybody. You were
foll owi ng us!

The MAN stares at the WOMAN, | ooking her uE and down, she | ooks
sick and thin and desperate. He | ooks at the ARCHER, |ying there
dead, his chest and one armand his face burnt, still snoking.
The WOMAN covers his face with the bl anket and the MAN doesn’t
know what to say, ashanmed. He goes.

EXT. JETTY - DAY

POV - again froma distance, as if a third party is watching, we
wat ch the MAN and BOY, they are on the jetty.

The MAN tries to pull the arrow out but just pulls the wooden
stemout. He takes off his bloodied trousers and exam nes the
gaping wound with a flap of flesh and the arrow head, made from
a SPOON, buried inside.

MAN.
See if you can find the nedical kit
fromthe boat. Quickly.

The BOY rumrages in the cart, finds the kit and hands it over
He stares as the MAN slowy extracts the spoon, wincing in
agony. The MAN dowses the wound in antiseptic fromthe kit and
searches through the kit for a needle. He finds a suture needle
in a sterile envelope, rips it open with his teeth and, using
the light comng in through the parlour wi ndows he threads sone
silk thread into the needle. He starts to suture up the wound,
grimacing in pain as the BOY watches in silence, unti
eventual [y comenti ng:

BOY.
Does it hurt?
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MAN ( STARES.)
Yes! |t hurts!

BOY.
VWhat does it feel |ike?

The MAN eyes the BOY, surprised at his inopportune chat.
MAN. _
At |east you're talking to me now.
EXT. JETTY/ WVATER FRONT - NI GHT

They have a canpfire by the jetty and sit overl ooki ng the bay,
silent until:

MAN.
Do you want nme to tell you a story?
BOY.
No.
MAN.
Wiy not ?
~ BOV.
Your stories aren’t true.
MAN.
They don’t have to be true. They're
stories.
BOY.

In the stories we’re always hel ping
people. But we don’t help people. W
J ust shoot people. And in the stories
gpog t hi ngs happen but we just get
si ck.

~ VAN
W're still here aren’t we? Doesn’t
t hat nean anyt hi ng?
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EXT. BEACH SHORELI NE - DAY

The MAN pushes the cart slowy, finding it a great effort, it
CRUNCHES as it trundl es over bl eached bones and fish skel etons.
The BOY hel ps push, eying the MAN with concern. The MAN st ops
and rests on the cart and the BOY pushes on a few nore feet then
stops and | ooks back as the MAN COUGHS for a | ong pai nful

nonent. He takes the bl oodstained surgical mask fromhis face,
his breath foggy in the cold, he wings out the bl ood and
saliva, puts his head between his knees and coughs until he can
cough no nore, gasping for breathe, bloody drool unspooling from
his |ips into the sand |ike scarlet twi ne while the BOY watches,
weepi ng silently.

MAN.
W have to |eave the cart. | can't
push it anynore.

EXT. ESPLANADE/ BEACH - DAY

They are trudgi ng al ong a concrete causeway by the beach road,

t he beach bel ow, the BOY carrying a battered suitcase now, the
MAN carryi ng sacks and bags. The% stop and the MAN | eans agai nst
a concrete rail inpossibly breathless, his |ungs packing up.

The BOY takes his hand gently.

BOY.
What are we going to do Papa?

The MAN can’t answer for breathl essness.

BOY.
Vell, what are we?

The MAN sits heavily on the ground, totters, then keels over
Iikﬁ a dying animal as the BOY stands watching him eyes welling
with tears.

BOY.
Oh no, Papa.
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EXT. BEACH DUNES - DAY

The MAN is drifting in and out of consciousness in the sand. The

BOY conmes over with a cup of water and holds it to the MAN s

L:psk he drinks. The BOY has also |it a fire. He spreads out
anket s.

MAN.
Don’t get confortable. You need to
keep goi ng. You don’t know what m ght
be down the road.

BOY.
No.
MAN.
Ve were almars | ucky. You'll be Iucky
again. You'll see. Just go.
BOY.
No. | can’'t.
MAN.

It’s all right. This has been a | ong
time com ng. Just keep going south. Do
everything the way we did it.

BOY.
No. You're going to be okay Papa. You
have to.

VAN.

Keep the gun with you at all tines.
Don’t |l et anyone take it fromyou. You
need to find the good guys but you
can’t take any chances. Do you hear
nme?

BOY.
I want to be with you.

MAN.
I want to be with you too but I can’t.

BOY.
Pl ease.
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You have to go off on your own now.
You have to carry the fire.

BOY.
| don’t know how to.

MAN. _
Yes you do. You know everything about
It.

BOY.
Is it real? The fire? Papa?
o MAN.
Yes it 1Is.
BOY.
Were is it? | don’t know where it is.
MAN.
Yes you do.
BOY.
Wher e?
MAN.

It’s inside you. It was always there.
| can see it.

The BOY stares at him not sure what to believe.

MAN.
You have to let me go.

BOY.
Just take me with you pl ease. Pl ease,
Papa! What should | do?

MAN.
Just hol d my hand.
The BOY grips the MAN s hand, bouncing up and down,

BOY.
You said you woul dn’t ever | eave ne.

114.

agi tat ed.
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VAN.
I know. |I’m sorry.

The BOY falls on the MAN, hugging himtight, face pressed to his
chest, sobbi ng.

MAN.
NY boy. You have ny whole heart. You
al ways did. You re the best guy. You
can talk to ne and 1’1l talk to you.
You' Il see.

BOY.
How wi || | hear you?

MAN.
You just will.

BOY.
How do you know?

MAN.
You just have to practice. Just don't
gi ve up okay? You'll be okay. You're
going to be lucky. I know you are.

The MAN cl oses his eyes and takes deep, rattling breaths.

BOY.
It’'s okay Papa. You don’t have to talk
anynor e.

Camera pulls back and the BOY is sitting with the MAN sayi ng
nothing. It's starting to grow dark. The BOY crouches down on
the MAN s chest and goes to sleep there, rising and falling with
his father’s breathing.

EXT. BEACH DUNES - N GHT

Dar kness all around, the BOY is IKing across the MAN, his hand
rising and falling on the MAN s chest slowy, irregularly as the
MAN' s breath rattles in his |ungs.
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EXT. CORN FI ELD - DAY

FLASHBACK - and the MAN' S LAST DREAM - a birds eye view of a
bucolic m d-west farm ng | andscape saturated in orange sunlight,
corn fields, a FARMER PLOUGHI NG a nearby field, grain silos and
a hay stack... the intense BUZZI NG of summer insects and the
SONG of songbirds as in the title sequence.

EXT. BEACH DUNES - MORNI NG

The BOY is awake but doesn’t nove, his hand still on the MAN s
chest, now notionless. He | ooks at the MAN who is cold and stiff
now, |ong dead. The BOY gets up and holds the MAN s cold stiff
hand. Tears course down his face silently.

BOY.
Oh Papa. Papa. Papa. ..

EXT. BEACH DUNES - NI GHT

The BOY is building a canpfire. He lights it and sits there
wat chi ng the MAN s noti onl ess body.

EXT. BEACH DUNES - MORNI NG

The BOY has sl ept beside the MAN, he wakes, blinks, bew | dered.

EXT. BEACH DUNES - DAY

The BOY is zipping up the MAN s parka carefully and heapi ng
bl ankets on top, talking all the while.

BOY.
Can | tell you sonmething? | had a bad
dream | had this penguin that you
wound up and it woul d waddl e and fl ap
its flippers. And we were in that
house we used to live in and it came
around the corner but nobody had wound
it up and it was really scary because-
because- because. . .
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He goes quiet as he finishes tending to the body and puts his
own parka on, zips it up

BOY.
The wi nder wasn’t turning.

He takes the gun, checks the magazi ne, takes out the wooden
dummy bul lets leaving the real ones there, shuts the magazine
and stands, shoving the pistol in his belt.

EXT. WATER S EDGE - DAY

The BOY is standing at the water’s edge | ooking out at the snog
and the enptiness. Qut of nowhere a man in a gray and red ski
parka with the hood up aﬁpears carrying a shotgun over his
shoul der and a belt of shells.

He goes over to the BOY, he is bearded and scarred with a
wanderi ng eye and a crushed cheekbone, a veteran of many
ski rm shes. The BOY doesn’t flinch, but his hand goes to the gun
at his side. Wien the man speaks he has sone sort of speech

def ect, possibly caused by m ssing teeth.

VETERAN
Where’'s the man you were with? (NO
REPLY.) Was he your father?

BOY.
Yes. He was ny Papa.
VETERAN
|’ msorry.
BOY.
| don’t know what to do.
VETERAN
Well, | think maybe you shoul d cone
with ne.

The BOY's finger tightens on the trigger of the GUN

BOY.
Are you one of the good guys?
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VETERAN
Yeah. 1’ mone of the good guys. Wy
don’t you put that pistol away?

BOY.
" m not supposed to | et anybody take
the pistol. No matter what.

VETERAN
I don’t want your pistol. | just
didn’t want you pointing it at ne.

The BOY lowers the gun to his side and the VETERAN cones a few
steps closer, causing the BOY to back up a step.

VETERAN
Where’'s your stuff?

BOY.
| don’t have nuch stuff.

VETERAN
What have you got? Bl ankets?

BOY.
My Papa’s wapped in them

MAN.
Show me.

The BOY doesn’t nove. The MAN hol ds out his hand for the BOY to
t ake, the BOY sees he has a THUMB M SSI NG and hesitates, wary.
The MAN squats, |eaning on his shotgun

VETERAN
Look. You got two choices here. You
can stay here with your papa or you
can go with ne. If you stay you need
to keep of f the road.

BOY.
How do | know you’re one of the good
guys?

VETERAN
You don’t. You'll have to take a shot.

The BOY weighs it up, eyeing the VETERAN
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BOY.
Do you have any ki ds?
VETERAN
Yes we do.
BOY.
Do you have a little boy?
VETERAN
W have a little boy and a little
girl.
BOY.
How ol d is he?
VETERAN. _
He’ s about your age. Maybe a little
ol der.
BOY.
And you didn’t eat thenf
VETERAN
No.
BOY.
You don’t eat people?
VETERAN
No. We don’t eat people.
BOY. _
Are you carrying the fire?
VETERAN
Am | what ?
BOY.
Carrying the fire.
VETERAN
You' re kind of weirded out, aren’'t
you, kid?
BOY.

Well, are you?
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VETERAN
Yeah. | am |I'mcarrying the fire.

BOY.
And | can go with you?

VETERAN
Yes, you can.

The BOY hesit ates.

EXT. BEACH DUNES - DAY

They go over to where the MAN |ies dead and the VETERAN squats
and lifts a blanket to take a | ook.

VETERAN

Are these all the bl ankets you have?
BOY.

Yes.
VETERAN

I's that your suitcase?

BOY.
Yes.

The VETERAN st ands and studi es t he BOY.

VETERAN
Way don’t you go up onto the road and
wait for me. Il bring the bl ankets.
BOY.

What about ny Papa?

VETERAN
VWhat about hi nf

BOY.
We can’t just | eave him here.

VETERAN
Yes we can.
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BOY.

I don’t want people to see him
VETERAN

There’ s nobody to see him
BOY.

Can | cover himin | eaves?
VETERAN

The wind will blow them away.
BOY.

Could we cover himw th one of the

bl anket s?
VETERAN

kay. 1'll doit. Go on now.

EXT. ROAD/ COAST - DAY

The BOY waits and in a nonent the VETERAN energes fromthe dunes
carrying the suitcase with the bl ankets slung over his shoul der.
He sorts through them and hands one to the BOY.

VETERAN
Fb[g. Wap this around you. You're
col d.

The BOY eye the bl anket uncertainly, holds out the pistol for
t he VETERAN to hol d.

VETERAN
You hold onto that.
BOY.
Ckay.
VETERAN
Do you know how to shoot it?
BOY.
Yes.
VETERAN

Ckay.
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BOY.

What about ny papa?
VETERAN

There’ s nothing el se to be done.
BOY.

I think I want to say goodbye to him
VETERAN

WIIl you be all right?
BOY.

Yes.
VETERAN

Go ahead. 1'll wait here for you.

The BOY turns around and heads down to the beach.

EXT. BEACH DUNES - DAY

The BOY trudges through the sand over to the corpse of the MAN
which is now neatly wapped up in a blanket fromhead to toe.
&ﬂe BOY kneel s beside himand starts to cry silently and

i sper.

BOY.
"Il talk to you every day. And
won’'t forget. No matter what. No
matter what, Papa.

The BOY dries his eyes, takes a breath, gets up and wal ks back
to the road..
EXT. CAUSEWAY/ ROAD - DAY

As the BOY wal ks out of the dunes hol ding the gun, a MOTHERLY
WOVAN who is standing with the VETERAN conmes towards him

MOTHERLY WOVAN
Oh. | amso glad to see you

The BOY.Lust stares at her, benused - a short distance away
stands the rest of the famly - a BOY his age and a G RL
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The BOY stares at the OTHER BOY and recognizes him- it’s the
same BOY he chased earlier

The MOTHERLY WOVAN goes over and puts her arnms around him

MOTHERLY WOVAN
W’ ve been follow ng you. Did you know
t hat? W SaMIKOU with your Papa and we
tried to catch up but you were too
qui ck for us.

VETERAN
There was sone di scussi on about
whet her to even cone after you at all

As she’s chatting, the MOTHERLY WOVMAN gently takes the gun from
the BOY and hands it to the VETERAN

MOTHERLY WOVAN
W' re so lucky. W were so worried
about you. And now we don’t have to
worry about a thing.

She ki sses the BOY on the forehead and holds himat arnis |ength
and | ooks at him

MOTHERLY WOVAN.
How does that sound? Is that okay?

CLCOSI NG CREDI TS.
( MORE)



