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            28 YEARS LATER: THE SCREENPLAY

         

         
            OPEN ON –

            EXT. HOUSE – DAY

            – a boy.

            His name is JIMMY.

            He’s ten years old. Striking blond hair. Terrified. Running out of the back door of his house. 

            As he runs, a necklace with a GOLD CRUCIFIX bounces on his neck. 

            BEHIND HIM – we can hear a woman calling. 

            MOTHER

            Jimmy! Come back!

            EXT. GRAVEYARD – DAY

            The house backs on to a GRAVEYARD.

            He runs through the gravestones – towards the CHURCH. As he runs – he starts to GLIMPSE INFECTED.

            Through the gravestones. Through the yew trees.

            INT. CHURCH – DAY

            JIMMY enters the church.

            Closes the heavy oak door behind him. Then – freezes.

            At the far end of the church, he can hear a noise. A scuffling. Scratching. Gasping.4

            He steps forward, cautiously.

            And sees – down the far length of the church, down the aisles –

            – the VICAR. 

            JIMMY

            … Dad?

            The VICAR is a large man. Bent over. Strange jerking movements, fitting through his body. Strangled noises, escaping from his throat. 

            Then SUDDENLY, the VICAR’S head SNAPS AROUND. 

            Revealing his face. The mottled skin and bleeding nose and eyes of the INFECTED. 

            REVEAL –

            – JIMMY is gone. 

            CUT TO –

            INT. CHURCH/TOWER – DAY

            – JIMMY climbing a LADDER. 

            To the bell tower. The spire. 

            INT. CHURCH/SPIRE – DAY

            JIMMY reaches the top of the ladder. There, he crawls beneath the BELL – 

            – to one of the WINDOW SLITS, at the top of the spire. Cautiously, he peers out. 

            The GRAVEYARD is now full of INFECTED. THEN, directly below JIMMY – 

            – the INFECTED VICAR bursts out of the church. RUNNING. 5

            Across the graveyard, to the HOUSE.

            As the INFECTED VICAR runs, the other INFECTED start to follow. The collective noun of infected: A CONGREGATION.

            As they reach the house, we see – JIMMY’S MOTHER and SISTER leaving by the back door. Trying to flee.

            They don’t get more than a few yards, before the INFECTED VICAR and the CONGREGATION reach them.

            As the MOTHER and SISTER start to scream –

            – JIMMY closes his eyes. Clamping them shut. 

            His hands close around the GOLD CRUCIFIX. 

            JIMMY

            Father. Why have you forsaken me?

            CUT TO BLACK. 

            TITLE:

            28 YEARS LATER

            CUT TO –

            INT. SPIKE’S HOUSE/BEDROOM – DAWN

            – a different ten-year-old boy. Also with his eyes closed. But he’s peaceful. Asleep in bed.

            This is SPIKE.

            Soft dawn light pushes through the edges of the curtains.

            On the bedside table, there is a SUPERHERO ACTION FIGURE. It looks like it’s had a lot of use.

            There is also a folding LOCK KNIFE, and DYNAMO FLASHLIGHT. Beats pass on the sleeping boy. Then – 6

            – SPIKE’S dad, JAMIE, pads into the room. 

            JAMIE is in his late thirties. He’s a big guy. Looks like a farm worker. Beard and long hair. 

            JAMIE sits beside SPIKE. 

            SPIKE stirs, as JAMIE scrunches SPIKE’S hair. 

            JAMIE

            Good morning, lovely boy.

            SPIKE

            Morning, Dad.

            JAMIE

            Ready for today?

            SPIKE

            Yeah.

            Beat. Then JAMIE nods. 

            JAMIE

            Get dressed. I’ll get breakfast ready.

            INT. SPIKE’S HOUSE/BEDROOM – DAY

            The curtains have been opened. 

            Outside the window, we can see the houses of a small English village. Over the rooftops of some of the houses, WIND TURBINES are slowly turning. 

            SPIKE kneels on the floor, and ties the laces on his boots with a double bow. 

            Then he pulls on a jacket. It’s a little too big for him, and has been repaired more than once. 

            Then he takes a backpack, and puts a few things inside. A scarf, a pair of cycling gloves, and the flashlight. 

            He pauses over the SUPERHERO ACTION FIGURE. He wants to put it in. 7

            Picks it up. Holds it. Puts it into the bag. 

            Then takes it out again, and places it back on the bedside table. 

            The last thing he does is slip the lock knife into his jeans pocket. 

            INT. SPIKE’S HOUSE/KITCHEN – DAY

            JAMIE is cooking on an Aga stove. 

            In one pan, two eggs and two slices of bacon are frying. In another, potatoes and onions. 

            SPIKE enters, carrying his backpack. 

            JAMIE

            Got flashlight, sweater, whistle, water bottle?

            SPIKE

            Yep.

            JAMIE

            Knife?

            SPIKE taps his pocket. Then takes a seat at the table. JAMIE starts spooning breakfast onto two plates. 

            Only one of the plates gets bacon. 

            SPIKE’S eyes light up when he sees the serving. 

            SPIKE

            We’re having bacon? For breakfast?

            JAMIE

            Dave and Rosey brought it round last night.

            SPIKE

            … Why don’t you have any?

            JAMIE

            I had some already. While I was cooking.

            SPIKE

            You’re lying! Share!8

            SPIKE picks up a piece of bacon and tosses it on to his dad’s plate. 

            JAMIE picks it up and tosses it back. 

            SPIKE is about to re-throw it – but JAMIE lifts a hand. 

            JAMIE

            Spikey. It’s all yours.

            AT THAT MOMENT – 

            – there is a strange noise from upstairs. 

            It’s a moaning sound. Which lifts up into a kind of cry. JAMIE puts his fork down. 

            I’ll go see to Mum. You finish up.

            JAMIE exits.

            SPIKE keeps eating, alone. 

            INT. SPIKE’S HOUSE/STAIRS – DAY

            SPIKE climbs the stairs to the top landing.

            As he climbs, the cries from the MAIN BEDROOM are continuing.

            He stops on the landing, at the door to his parents’ bedroom. Through the door, he can see JAMIE holding ISLA, SPIKE’S mother.

            ISLA is kicking gently with her legs on the bed, as if trying to push away pain.

            JAMIE is cradling her head and shoulders, and holding on to one of her hands.

            ISLA

            I can’t, Jamie, I can’t –

            JAMIE

            You’ve got to ride it out.9

            ISLA

            Jamie, no. I can’t –

            INT. SPIKE’S HOUSE/PARENTS’ BEDROOM – DAY

            SPIKE enters and sits on the bed, on the other side from JAMIE. 

            He holds on to his mum’s other hand. 

            When ISLA feels SPIKE’S small fingers intertwining with hers, she makes an effort. 

            She focuses through the pain. Turns to look at him. Her eyes glaze with the effort. 

            ISLA

            Spikey.

            SPIKE

            Hi, Mum.

            ISLA

            My baby. I didn’t mean to make a fuss. It’s my head.

            SPIKE

            It’s okay.

            ISLA

            It’s just pounding.

            SPIKE

            I know.

            SPIKE strokes her hand, and ISLA smiles. Calming. 

            Maybe it’s the effect of seeing SPIKE, maybe because whatever causes her pain is naturally receding. 

            ISLA

            Why don’t you tell me how school was today?

            SPIKE

            I haven’t been to school. It’s the morning, Mum.10

            ISLA

            Is it?

            JAMIE releases ISLA. 

            JAMIE

            Yeah, it’s morning. And –

            JAMIE pauses. 

            – Isla, if you remember. Spike’s not going to school today.

            ISLA

            Why not? Is it the weekend already?

            JAMIE

            No. It’s Monday.

            ISLA looks distantly alarmed. 

            ISLA

            … So why isn’t he going to school?

            JAMIE

            We spoke about this. A few times.

            ISLA

            Spoke about what, Jamie?

            JAMIE

            Me and Spike are going out. Today is his first time.

            ISLA

            First time? Do you mean you’re going off the island? To the mainland?

            JAMIE

            Yes.

            ISLA tries to sit up in bed.

            ISLA

            What? 

            SPIKE

            Mum, stay on the bed –11

            ISLA

            (to Jamie)

            What the fuck are you talking about? Have you gone fucking crazy?

            JAMIE

            Isla – don’t swear –

            ISLA

            He’s a fucking baby.

            JAMIE

            He’s ten –

            ISLA

            Are you trying to kill our fucking baby? You cunt –

            JAMIE

            Spike –

            SPIKE

            It’s okay –

            ISLA

            You crazy fucking sick baby-murderer –

            JAMIE

            (to Spike)

            Can you go back downstairs, Spike –

            SPIKE

            No, Dad, you go down –

            ISLA

            If my dad were still here he’d skin you alive! BABY­-MURDERER!

            SPIKE

            (hard)

            Dad. Go.

            JAMIE gets up. 

            ISLA calls after him as he exits. 12

            ISLA

            Cunt, cunt, cunt –

            ISLA’S eyes are mad. Semi-frenzied. 

            SPIKE leans forward. Puts himself in front of her gaze. 

            SPIKE

            Mum.

            SPIKE cuts through the frenzy. 

            ISLA abruptly stops. She stares at him. Confused. Then – 

            ISLA

            … Spikey?

            SPIKE

            Yes.

            ISLA wipes a hand at her face. She’s flushed. Sweating.

            ISLA

            What’s going on? I’m hot. Why am I feeling so hot?

            SPIKE

            It’s the weather.

            ISLA

            My head is …

            She breaks off a moment. Glazes. 

            … pounding.

            Beat. 

            SPIKE

            Hey, Mum. Look.

            SPIKE reaches into his jacket pocket, and pulls out a wrap of folded kitchen cloth. 

            Inside, there is the second strip of bacon. 

            I brought you some breakfast. I’ll just leave it by the bed. Eat a bit when you feel like it.13

            SPIKE leans over and kisses his mum’s cheek. Then he stands. 

            ISLA

            Are you off?

            SPIKE

            Yeah.

            ISLA

            Where?

            SPIKE

            … School.

            ISLA nods. 

            ISLA

            Okay, Spikey. Love you.

            SPIKE

            I love you too, Mum.

            INT. SPIKE’S HOUSE/KITCHEN – DAY

            SPIKE enters the kitchen – to find his dad with another man. Older. Late sixties. 

            This is SAM. 

            He is holding a small RECURVE BOW in his hands. And on the table, there are two QUIVERS – one bigger, one smaller. Each filled with metal-tipped ARROWS. 

            SAM

            Morning, kiddo. I just restrung this for you.

            SPIKE

            Did it need a restring?

            SAM

            Nope. Did it for my own sake, really.

            JAMIE

            (quiet)

            He’s going to be fine, Sam.14

            SAM hands the bow to SPIKE. 

            SAM

            Have a draw, son. Feel the weight.

            SPIKE takes the bow. 

            Holds his left arm out straight. Draws the string to his cheekbone. SAM watches closely. So does JAMIE. SPIKE holds the bow rock solid. 

            Three beats pass. Then SPIKE eases then string back. 

            No shake at all. Strong lad. That’s another four pounds of pull than before.

            AS THEY TALK – 

            – JAMIE has put on his own backpack, and picked up his RECURVE BOW. 

            He slips his QUIVER onto his back, then gestures for SPIKE to do the same. 

            SPIKE

            Make sure Mum’s okay, Sam.

            SAM

            I’ll do everything I can for her. You just look after yourself.

            SPIKE

            I will.

            EXT. SPIKE’S HOUSE – DAY

            SPIKE and JAMIE exit the house. 

            As they walk away, there’s a tapping on the upstairs window. SPIKE looks up, and sees ISLA. Standing. Waving. 

            SPIKE waves back. And beams. 

            ISLA smiles back. Blows him a kiss. 15

            EXT. HOLY ISLAND/VILLAGE – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE walk through the village on HOLY ISLAND. 

            Aside from the wind turbines, it essentially looks like any other English village – small stone houses, some in terraces. 

            But it doesn’t feel quiet, or empty. It feels densely populated and full of life. 

            Clothes hang from lines across the streets. Most of the front doors are open, and people are gathered in small groups, talking, or eating breakfast. 

            As JAMIE and SPIKE walk, people call out or wave to them. 

            MAN

            Go get ’em, Spike.

            TEENAGE GIRL

            (chants)

            Spik-ey! Spik-ey!

            A few people applaud them. A six-year-old girl runs up and gives SPIKE an apple. 

            GIRL

            It’s from Mum.

            SPIKE looks over to the little GIRL’S house – where a husband and wife are standing. The HUSBAND is holding a young baby. 

            SPIKE

            Thanks, Betty!

            WIFE

            Your big party tonight, our Spike! Don’t you be late!

            SPIKE waves. 

            SPIKE

            I won’t!

            In one of the last buildings on the street, a pretty woman in her thirties approaches them from one of the buildings. 16

            This is ROSEY.

            DAVE, her husband, watches from the door.

            As SAM did, ROSEY embraces SPIKE, and kisses him.

            She smiles warmly at JAMIE – and holds his gaze for one beat. Something private passes between the two of them. 

            Interrupted as DAVE calls. 

            DAVE

            Think you’ve got the weather on your side, boys.

            JAMIE

            Looks like.

            JAMIE taps SPIKE’S shoulder.

            Let’s go.

            EXT. HOLY ISLAND/FIELDS – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE have left the village area, and are walking along a road.

            On the left side is water. The sea.

            And on the far side of the water, there is the MAINLAND.

            On the right-hand side of the road are FIELDS. Some sown with crops, some pasture where sheep and cattle graze.

            And beyond the fields, there is a rocky outcrop, on which a CASTLE stands. LINDISFARNE.

            EXT. HOLY ISLAND/PERIMETER WALL – DAY

            The road ends where the island starts to taper into a CAUSEWAY.

            Blocking the causeway is a HIGH WALL, built from wood and stone.

            In the shelter of the wall –17

            – there is a spreading ORCHARD of fruit trees – apple and pear. 

            A GATE is set into the wall, wide enough to let a vehicle through. 

            Either side of the gate are LOOKOUT TOWERS – like small wooden church spires, each with a BELL hanging inside. 

            And waiting at the bottom of the gate are four people. 

            One of them is JENNY – a woman in her early seventies, and the leader of the Holy Island community. 

            JAMIE and SPIKE approach. 

            JAMIE

            Look at that, Spike. You got the whole leadership committee.

            JENNY smiles as JAMIE and SPIKE get near. 

            JENNY

            Had to see you off. We’re all very excited for you.

            JENNY glances at JAMIE. 

            Even though you know I feel he’s a bit young. Thirteen or fourteen would be more in keeping with practice.

            JAMIE

            He’s ready.

            Beat. 

            Then JENNY looks down at SPIKE. 

            JENNY

            You know the rules of our community, Spike. If you leave, you can come back. But if you don’t come back, no one is permitted to go and find you. There are no rescues. There are no exceptions.

            She crouches down, to look directly into SPIKE’S eyes. 18

            It was something we learned the hard way, from all the people we lost in the past. So once you walk onto the mainland, you’re on your own. Do you understand?

            SPIKE

            Yes, Jenny.

            JENNY nods. Then rises. 

            She calls up to one of the people in the lookout shelters – ANTHONY. 

            JENNY

            Seen anything this morning, Ant?

            ANTHONY

            Nothing. Fully quiet.

            JENNY gestures. 

            JENNY

            Then open up for them.

            Two of the men with JENNY start pulling open the heavy gates – just enough to let JAMIE and SPIKE pass through. 

            ANTHONY

            (calls)

            Mind how you go, boys. Don’t miss the tide.

            Once through, the gate closes behind them. 

            EXT. CAUSEWAY – DAY

            The CAUSEWAY. A single-lane road, with sea either side. The road is mostly broken to pieces, and strewn with seaweed and slick algae growth, stretching from Holy Island to the mainland. 

            JAMIE and SPIKE stand, facing the MAINLAND. 

            The GATE is a couple of hundred metres behind them. 

            JAMIE

            So what’s this, Spike?19

            SPIKE

            The causeway.

            JAMIE

            Talk me through it.

            SPIKE

            It’s the only way to the mainland. But it’s only there in low tide. In high tide, the sea covers it.

            JAMIE

            Can we swim it in high tide?

            SPIKE

            No. Because the sea has a current, and it will pull us past the island, and then out to sea. And we’ll drown.

            JAMIE glances at SPIKE. 

            JAMIE

            We’ve got about four hours until high tide. Are we doing this?

            SPIKE looks up at his dad. 

            SPIKE

            We can’t go back now, Dad. Everyone will think I’m soft.

            JAMIE

            Yeah. They will. Come on, then.

            They start walking. 

            EXT. SEA – DAY

            From a distance, we watch the two figures cross the causeway. 

            EXT. HILLSIDE – DAY

            A hillside, with long meadow grass, looking over long-abandoned fields, and spreading forest. 20

            Everything in the landscape is green. Behind is the flat blue-black horizon of the sea. 

            In the long meadow grass, at the crest of the hill, JAMIE and SPIKE appear. 

            They stop. And take in the view. 

            SPIKE

            It’s so big.

            SPIKE looks at JAMIE. 

            If we kept walking, would we get to a place where you can’t see the sea?

            JAMIE

            Sure. You could walk for days or weeks without seeing the coast. But there’s nothing out there, Spikey. Nowhere to aim for.

            SPIKE

            There’s other villages.

            JAMIE

            None have anything we don’t have.

            Beat. 

            What else do you see out there?

            Silence, as SPIKE scans. Then he frowns. 

            SPIKE

            By the treeline.

            JAMIE

            Yep.

            REVEAL –21

            EXT. TREELINE – DAY

            – down by the treeline, from the undergrowth, a shape starts to emerge. 

            It is an INFECTED variant. 

            A male. And physically different from the infected we have been used to seeing in the past. 

            It has the same eye haemorrhage, and the leaking blood from nose and mouth. But instead of being adrenalinised, it is fat, fleshy and slow. It moves on all fours, with its head and stomach low to the ground. Almost sliding. 

            Its face is encrusted with dirt and earth. Aside from the haemorrhages, the eyes are also opaque with cataracts. It moves its head as if it is blind. 

            As it pulls itself into the meadow, it starts digging in the soil with long, broken fingernails. 

            It pulls fat earthworms out of the soil, and sucks them into a blistered, toothless mouth. 

            CUT TO –

            EXT. HILLSIDE – DAY

            – JAMIE and SPIKE. 

            JAMIE

            A slug. One of the slow ones. Doesn’t mean they aren’t dangerous.

            JAMIE squints at the treeline. 

            If there’s one visible, there’s probably a couple more in the trees.

            JAMIE glances at SPIKE. 22

            Your bow isn’t strong enough for the chest. You need to hit it in the neck.

            SPIKE swallows. 

            SPIKE

            Yes, Dad.

            JAMIE

            You scared?

            SPIKE

            Only a little bit.

            Beat. 

            … Are you?

            JAMIE

            No. We’re good.

            JAMIE pulls an arrow from his quiver. 

            Notch up. Let’s get your first kill.

            EXT. MEADOW – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE move slowly and quietly through the long grass, each with an ARROW notched in their bow. 

            Around sixty feet from the SLUG, JAMIE holds up a hand to stop. 

            JAMIE

            (whispers)

            You like this range?

            SPIKE assesses. He looks nervous, but he’s controlling himself. 

            He nods. 

            JAMIE scans the treeline again. 

            (whispers)

            He’s yours. Anything that comes out after is mine.

            SPIKE nods. 23

            Then raises his small bow, and draws on the SLUG.

            But he does not release. Instead, he lifts the bow. Steadily, certainly. Angling up.

            Around SPIKE’S legs, the wind blows the meadow grass gently to his left.

            He adjusts the bow slightly to the right.

            JAMIE

            (continued)

            Send it.

            SPIKE releases. 

            The ARROW flies through the air. Dips. Curves slightly. 

            Then PIERCES the SLUG’S neck perfectly. 

            The SLUG rears up on its knees. Tries to stand.

            As it rises, we see that it is strangely coloured. Its underside flesh is milky white. Its topside is darkly tanned.

            It staggers. Then makes a weird, strangled screaming noise. High-pitched, like a castrato.

            MOMENTS LATER – two more SLUGS appears from the TREELINE. A male and a female.

            These are standing. Lunging forward from the undergrowth. Making the same high scream.

            ALMOST IMMEDIATELY – JAMIE has fired an arrow at the FIRST SLUG.

            He hits it neatly in the chest.

            The second SLUG sees JAMIE and SPIKE.

            It puts on a burst of speed. Running across the meadow towards them.

            JAMIE is unfazed. He just notches another arrow.24

            SPIKE watches, amazed by the sight, and his dad’s fluidity and confidence. 

            JAMIE lets the SLUG make some of the distance between them. Not panicked. Not relaxed. Focused. 

            When ready, he releases. And again, the arrow hits the SLUG in the chest. 

            The high scream stops dead. 

            The SLUG stands upright a moment. Then topples, like a felled tree. 

            CUT TO –

            – SPIKE. Breathing fast. Wide-eyed. 

            JAMIE

            (continued)

            Beautiful kill, Spike. You feel good?

            SPIKE

            … I think so.

            JAMIE

            You should. I’m proud of you.

            JAMIE shoulders his bow. 

            Now we move. The screaming will have alerted other infected in the area.

            EXT. FOREST – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE make their way through forest, arrows notched. 

            INT. ABANDONED HOUSE – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE enter the derelict remains of a house. 25

            The interior is a rotten carcass. It also looks like it has been stripped of materials. Copper pipes are pulled out of the walls and floors. 

            JAMIE

            Always worth looking around for something useful. People will have searched this place a hundred times, but – you never know.

            SPIKE picks up a couple of items of cutlery, from a half-collapsed kitchen cabinet. 

            SPIKE

            Are these useful?

            JAMIE

            No. We’ve got enough knives and forks. But …

            JAMIE reaches down, and picks something up from the floor. A plastic disc. 

            … this is.

            SPIKE

            What is it?

            JAMIE

            A frisbee. I’ll show you tomorrow when we get home. You’ll love it.

            He jams the frisbee into his backpack. 

            EXT. FIELDS – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE watch wild horses gallop across a meadow field. 

            SPIKE

            They’re amazing …

            JAMIE

            Yeah.

            The horses vault the remains of a drystone wall, and are gone. 26

            CUT TO –

            EXT. TREE – DAY

            – a body, hanging upside down from a tree. Tied by a rope around its ankles. 

            REVEAL –

            – JAMIE and SPIKE. 

            JAMIE is gazing up at the body. SPIKE isn’t. 

            JAMIE

            No. Don’t look away, Spike. There’s something for you to learn here.

            Nervously, SPIKE looks up. And sees – 

            – the feet and legs are intact.

            The lower torso has a letter, deeply carved into the stomach area. 

            Livid with black-red congealed blood, against milk-white skin: the letter J. 

            And the body’s upper body is badly mauled. 

            The flesh on its head and hanging arms is ragged and torn. And the fingers on the hands are almost completely gone – as if they have been eaten off. 

            SPIKE swallows back his shock. Tries to sound collected. 

            JAMIE

            (continued)

            This is why our community is so precious.

            Beat. 

            SPIKE

            … What happened to him?27

            JAMIE

            Looks like he got tied up. Then left for the infected.

            SPIKE

            But why would anyone do that?

            JAMIE

            A punishment? A warning? That letter J stands for something.

            Beat. 

            But sometimes people just do evil just because they can. There’s strange folk out here. Particularly the ones that roam.

            SPIKE

            … Is that the lesson?

            JAMIE

            The lesson is, however bad the infected are, people can be worse.

            JAMIE glances down at SPIKE. 

            Okay. You’ve learned it. Let’s keep going.

            EXT. FOREST – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE move through the woods. Then – 

            – JAMIE stops. And SPIKE immediately does the same. Watches his dad for the next cue. 

            JAMIE touches a finger to his lips. Then gestures ahead. 

            SPIKE looks where JAMIE indicates. And sees – on the ferns ahead – specks of blood. 

            EXT. FOREST CLEARING – DAY

            A forest clearing. 28

            In it, there are the bodies of two DEER. They are more or less intact. They have been partially eaten, with hide pulled back and ragged flesh underneath. 

            Their intestines and stomachs have been pulled from their bellies, and are strewn around the ground. 

            REVEAL JAMIE and SPIKE. Looking at the carnage. 

            JAMIE

            (quiet)

            This wasn’t slugs, Spikey. This was the fast ones. Probably the same pack that did for that poor bastard we saw.

            JAMIE and SPIKE move closer to the bodies. 

            (quiet)

            Fresh. This morning. Make sure you don’t touch the blood …

            But SPIKE has seen a third DEER. From his expression, there’s something strange about it. 

            SPIKE

            (whispers)

            Dad. What did they do to this one?

            JAMIE walks to where SPIKE stands. 

            This DEER is in a very different state. It is almost unrecognisable. The body has been torn to pieces, and the HEAD has been pulled away completely. 

            And from the neck, a length of SPINE is still attached. 

            AS SOON AS HE SEES THE DEER HEAD AND SPINE – JAMIE’S entire demeanour shifts. 

            A sudden seriousness. In his eyes, we see fear. 

            He immediately lifts his bow. Scans the surrounding trees. 29

            SPIKE

            (continued; whispers)

            What?

            JAMIE

            (whispers)

            An Alpha did that.

            INT. FOREST – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE move through the woods. Quiet – but quicker than before. 

            JAMIE is ultra-alert. SPIKE is scared. 

            SPIKE

            (quiet)

            We’re going back?

            JAMIE

            (quiet)

            You got your kill.

            SPIKE

            (quiet)

            Won’t it look like we left early?

            JAMIE

            (quiet)

            Don’t talk, Spikey. Just keep your eyes peeled.

            EXT. TREELINE – DAY

            They reach the treeline, with the meadow and hillside beyond. Then, they stop. 

            JAMIE waits. Listening. Scanning. 

            Beats pass. But nothing changes, or moves. 30

            JAMIE

            (quiet)

            Looks clear. Let’s go.

            They slip out from the treeline – 

            EXT. MEADOW – DAY

            – into the meadow. Through the long grass, bows ready. Heading for the crest of the hillside that looks over the sea. 

            Then, halfway between the treeline and the crest – a shape appears on the top of the hill. 

            Silhouetted against the sky. An INFECTED MALE. 

            Its clothes have long rotted away. Its body is caked in years of unwashed dirt. The whites of its eyes are dark yellow, like tar-stained teeth, ringed with red. Blood has built up and crusted, like old lava flows, around its eyes and nose and corners of its mouth. 

            From its screaming mouth, we can see it has half of its teeth missing. 

            It has long matted hair and beard, and is freakishly etched with muscle – as if it has no fat on its body at all. All over its body, HERNIAS and VEINS are unnaturally protruded, into dense ropes and knots. 

            JAMIE and SPIKE freeze at the sight. 

            And a moment later – the INFECTED is joined by SIX OTHERS. 

            Male and female. In a line. Staring down the hillside at the father and son. 

            THEN – a final figure appears. An ALPHA. It is massive. At least seven-foot tall. 31

            The infection has had a specific effect on the Alpha, as if the adrenalinised rage virus were a kind of intensely focused steroid/growth hormone. 

            It looks like a nightmarish VIKING BERSERKER. 

            JAMIE

            An Alpha. Fuck. Back to the trees, Spike! Go! GO! 

            JAMIE and SPIKE start to run back to the treeline. 

            The INFECTED start to run in pursuit – EXCEPT the ALPHA. The ALPHA just stands. And watches. 

            EXT. FOREST – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE run through the forest. 

            Behind them, we can see the shapes of the INFECTED, sprinting through the trees. 

            But it’s impossible for SPIKE to run as fast as he needs to. He’s too young. His legs are too short. 

            JAMIE

            DEFENCE!

            They both STOP and TURN, lifting their bows. JAMIE tracks the nearest INFECTED. Then shoots. 

            The arrow flies between trees – and slams into the INFECTED’S waist. 

            As he re-notches the next arrow – 

            – SPIKE is trying to aim at the next INFECTED. But it’s fast, and he’s panicking. 

            He fires – and misses. The arrow lands harmlessly in the trunk of a tree. 

            A SPLIT SECOND LATER – the same INFECTED is dropped by JAMIE. 32

            JAMIE

            (continued)

            MOVE!

            They start running again. 

            Again, we glimpse the pursuing INFECTED figures.

            DEFENCE!

            They stop. Turn. And JAMIE hits the next INFECTED in the leg. As JAMIE draws on it again –

            SPIKE tries to aim his own bow – but is shaking uncontrollably. Breathing too fast.

            He releases his next arrow. This time, the arrow hits the INFECTED in the upper arm.

            It does nothing – the INFECTED doesn’t react or break stride. A beat later, JAMIE hits the INFECTED that SPIKE has clipped.

            Then he re-notches on the INFECTED he shot in the leg, which is still limping towards them.

            This time, JAMIE hits it in the chest.

            MOVE!

            JAMIE has seen something ahead. A TALL TREE. He starts dragging SPIKE towards it. 

            EXT. FOREST/TREE – DAY

            At the base of the tree, JAMIE grabs SPIKE and almost hurls him up to the first limb. 

            JAMIE

            CLIMB! CLIMB!

            JAMIE jumps up after SPIKE, and pulls himself up to the first limb – as the remaining two INFECTED reach the base of the tree. 

            He shoots the first from directly above. 33

            The arrow sinks straight down into the top of the shoulder, deep into the chest. 

            The last INFECTED looks up – and JAMIE shoots an arrow directly into its mouth. 

            It’s his LAST ARROW. 

            EXT. FOREST/TREE/CANOPY – DAY

            JAMIE and SPIKE keep climbing until they reach near the top of the tree. Right up in the canopy. 

            From here, perched where the branches split, they can see over the top of the carpet of forest. 

            A little distance away, they can see the MEADOW. Beyond it, the SEA. Between the meadow and the sea, the HILLSIDE. 

            And still standing there, on the crest of the hill, alone – the ALPHA. 

            JAMIE

            It’s waiting. Alphas aren’t like the others. Not just bigger. Smarter.

            SPIKE

            What are we going to do?

            JAMIE

            We’re not fighting it. I’ve got no arrows left, and anyway, I’ve seen it take a dozen hits to drop one of those things. So – we’ll wait too.

            Beat. 

            SPIKE

            Is really no one going to come and help us? Even Sam?

            JAMIE shakes his head. 34

            JAMIE

            Sam will want to come. But he won’t. That rule can’t be broken.

            SPIKE

            … I’m really sorry, Dad.

            JAMIE

            What about?

            SPIKE

            This is all my fault. And I couldn’t hit anything. I tried but I was too scared and –

            JAMIE

            – Hey.
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