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EXT. SMALL TOWN - DAY

An empty, isolated community, old buildings in disrepair.

The sun is high in the sky.

Logan wanders down Main Street, if you can call it that,

hands cupped to her mouth.

LOGAN

Is ANYONE...

She coughs, rubs her throat. She sounds parched.

There’s a nearby convenience store. A white box labeled

"ICE" beside the entrance.

Logan jogs over, opens up the lid on the side. Takes a hasty

step backwards as water gushes out.

The box is full of plastic bags. The ice cubes have fully

melted. Logan scoops out a bag, examines it.

She makes a tear in the bottom. Water drains from the bag.

Logan drinks, coughing as the water spills over her.

She puts down the bag when she’s had her fill. Her attention

turns to the convenience store.

Logan stares through the window for a long moment. At the

rows and rows of food, supplies...

Finally, she goes over to the door. Rattles it.

She checks under the welcome mat. Feels around behind the

ice box. Tips over the garbage can.

Finally, she locates a plastic rock. Triumphant, she opens

it up. No key, just a piece of paper.

"Note to self. Replace Hide-A-Key. -Edgar."

LOGAN

Oh, go to hell Edgar.

She tosses aside the rock, then stares at the glass door.

She starts looking around. Spots a stray shopping cart.

Logan grabs it. Aims it towards the glass door. Then runs,

uses the cart like a battering ram.

THUD! Logan staggers as the cart hits the door.
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She checks the glass. Only the tiniest of hairline cracks.

INT. CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

Time has passed. Logan is seen through the glass door. She’s

found some shopping carts, has got them bunched together.

With some effort, she points them towards the door. She

pushes, runs at the door with a muffled cry.

CRASH! The front cart shatters the glass door.

Logan ducks into the store, guilt ridden.

She pulls a wad of cash out of her hand bag. Peels off a few

bills, then sets them on a table beside the door.

She turns her attention to the rows and rows of supplies.

Logan hoists up a giant backpack, meant for hikers. She

reads the price tag.

LOGAN

$59.99...

She starts down the aisles, filling the bag.

LOGAN

$7.99, $4.49...

She takes peanut butter. Cereal. Canned goods. Bread. Pasta.

Bottled water. Matches. A map.

Toothbrushes, toothpaste. Looking unnecessarily discrete,

she loads in some sanitary pads and toilet paper.

Logan opens up the freezers. Shuts it immediately when she

gets a whiff of spoiled meat.

A shelf of used books. Logan pulls off the promisingly

titled "Living off the Land."

LOGAN

$8.99, $12.99... five point seven

five sales tax... ok.

Logan steps up to the counter, takes out the wad of money

again. Flips through it...

Not enough. She takes out her checkbook, starts writing.

As she does, she glimpses behind the cash register. There’s

a board of photos. "DO NOT ACCEPT CHEQUES FROM..."
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One is of a haggard woman, the same woman from Jewell’s

locket. "Marlene Fisher."

EXT. BROKEN HOME - EVENING

A mailbox with faded letters. "THE FISHERS." Someone has

tried and failed to scrap away the "THE" and the "S."

Jewell stands facing a home that’s little more than a gray

shack. Broken windows, an unkempt lawn.

Behind her, the yard abruptly ends in a sharp cliff. It

looks like the property is on the edge of the world.

Jewell continues to stare at the front door. Works up her

nerve. Then she takes a shaky step forward.

INT. BROKEN HOME - CONTINUOUS

The door creaks open. Light is shed on a desolate, dirt

covered kitchen. Jewell doesn’t cross the threshold.

JEWELL

M- Mom?

She’s ready to bolt. Nothing. More confidently...

JEWELL

Mom?

Nothing. Jewell steps into the kitchen.

The cupboards are nearly bare. The oven and fridge are

broken, disused.

She pokes her head into the living room. Trash everywhere.

No couches, just an old mattress on the floor.

Something catches Jewell’s eye. A melted candle, sitting

upon a fold out table.

Faded jeans and a tatty old sweater are draped on the wooden

chair beside the table. On the floor, a syringe and a length

of rubber.

Jewell stares at the syringe, sad and resigned. She’s not

surprised to see it.

Then, she purposefully turns into a hallway.

As Jewell passes an open door, it arrests her attention.

Stairs lead down into a pitch black basement.
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Jewell gazes into the blackness, haunted. Then manages to

pull herself away.

She stops outside a termite ravaged door. "JEWELL’S ROOM" is

written in faded colors.

INT. JEWELL’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Pushing open the door, she takes in the room by the dim

light of the window. The room is filled with newspapers,

bags of cans, other trash.

Closing the door, Jewell steps into the room, weaves around

the junk. Counts the wooden panels on the back wall.

JEWELL

Nine... ten... eleven.

She lifts the eleventh panel out of the wall, revealing a

narrow space. Jewell reaches in. Feels around.

JEWELL

Come on...

Triumphant, she pulls out a wide, thin book. "CAMPFIRE GAMES

FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY."

Jewell opens it up. Inside the cover, a sticker proclaims

that the book belongs to a library.

Below that, an envelope with a card of names inside. "JEWELL

FISHER" is the last one written. Jewell smiles.

A footstep is heard in the house.

Jewell spins around. The question "Mom?" dies in her throat,

but she still mouths the word.

She stands still, clutching the book to her chest.

Listens. Waits. Then...

CLUMP... CLUMP... CLUMP...

Footsteps, trudging up the basement stairs.

Jewell stands petrified.

The footsteps reach the top of the stairs. A moment of

silence. Jewell listens.

CLUMP... CLUMP... CLUMP...
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The footsteps are approaching her bedroom. They halt again

on the other side of the door.

Jewell takes a step back, watching the door with foreboding.

A horrible, unworldly voice, one that’s decidedly not

female, croaks on the other side of the door.

VOICE (O.S.)

You... don’t... belong.

With a scream, Jewell spins, races for the window. She trips

over a box and the book flies out of her hand.

The doorknob starts to turn.

Jewell gets back to her feet, wrenches the rotted window

open. Glances behind her.

The bedroom door is being pushed open.

Jewell reaches down to grab the book, then hurls herself out

the window. She races into the distance, never looking back.

EXT. CLIFFTOP ROAD - NIGHT

The sun has gone down. The stars and the moon are

phenomenally bright.

Logan trudges down the clifftop road, trying to see the map

in the moonlight. She can’t.

When she looks up, something in the distance catches her

eye.

On the beach below, a few hundred feet up the coast, the

flicker of a campfire.

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT

Jewell is seated on a log beside a crackling fire. Her nose

buried in the "Campfire Games" book.

Logan descends a sand dune towards her. Jewell looks up,

startled. Then her face settles into disinterest.

LOGAN

I thought it might be you.

Jewell nods. Logan steps into the glow of the campfire.
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LOGAN

I’ve been looking all day. Have you

seen anyone else?

JEWELL

Uh-uh.

A long, uncomfortable silence. Logan breaks it, with the air

of someone trying to be ingratiating.

LOGAN

What do you figure it was? Aliens?

God? Maybe it’s someone’s cosmic

experiment?

JEWELL

I figure it’s just a really, REALLY

elaborate surprise party.

Logan suppresses an annoyed look. Then gestures at the book.

LOGAN

What are you reading?

JEWELL

A book.

LOGAN

Sure.

She leans in.

LOGAN

"Campfire Games...." Is that a book

of fun things to do at camp?

JEWELL

No, it’s a book about people who

ask really stupid questions. You’re

the lead character.

LOGAN

All right, can we start over?

Again?

Logan goes to take a seat beside Jewell on the log. Jewell

puts her satchel in the way.

Logan glares, then sits in the sand instead. She and Jewell

face each other over the blazing fire.
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LOGAN

Listen. I realize there are no

other circumstances in which two

people like us would have anything

to do with each other. But we need

to figure something out.

She gestures at the open country around them.

LOGAN

Yesterday, I lost the job that’s

defined me my whole adult life. I

was driving around in the country.

No idea what to do next. And that

hasn’t changed.

JEWELL

So what are you expecting me to do?

LOGAN

You’re from here. You can help me

find out if anyone is left. Show me

how to live out here.

JEWELL

You’ll be fine. There’s all kinds

of houses with empty beds and

loaded pantries.

LOGAN

That’s not why I want you to come

with me.

JEWELL

Then why?

Logan doesn’t answer. Jewell suddenly looks astonished.

JEWELL

Oh, wait. I got it. This is

priceless. Go on then.

She leans forward, a taunting gleam in her eyes.

JEWELL

Say that you want company. Say that

you’re lonely, that all you really

want is a friend.

LOGAN

Yeah. But you’ll have to do.

Logan tries to play it off as a joke, smiles unconvincingly.

Jewell considers her, then goes back to her book.
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JEWELL

Nah.

LOGAN

Nah?

JEWELL

I’ve got my own plan. I’m gonna

find a nice mansion somewhere and

wait this out in luxury.

LOGAN

Wait this out? You think everyone

is coming back?

JEWELL

Maybe. Or maybe this thing didn’t

happen worldwide, and someone will

be sent in to look for survivors.

No way ALL the people are gone.

LOGAN

Why do you say that?

JEWELL

Because I’m not that lucky.

A bitter note in her voice.

LOGAN

What about your Mom? Weren’t you

going to go check on her?

Jewell’s hand freezes mid page turn. It’s trembling.

A long, contemplative silence. Logan watches Jewell,

frowning.

JEWELL

I haven’t had a mother for a very

long time.

The fire is dimming. Jewell shuts the book again, stares

into the dying embers.

JEWELL

If there are other survivors, I

suppose we should find them.

Logan nods.
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EXT. BEACH - SUNRISE

The campfire is doused. It’s still dark out. The faintest

sliver of sun is peaking over the ocean horizon.

Jewell is fast asleep in her sleeping bag. Logan is spread

out on a beach towel, using her backpack as a pillow.

Logan rouses herself from sleep. She’s blurry eyed at first.

Then, she’s suddenly wide awake.

The top of the cliff beside Jewell’s house is dimly

illuminated in the early dawn light. And the silhouette of a

man is standing atop it.

It’s impossible to discern anything about the figure from

this distance. It strides back and forth along the clifftop.

Logan watches in fascination, as though she can’t believe

what she’s seeing.

Suddenly, the figure rears its head towards the dim sky, and

lets out a piercing, inhuman shriek.

Jewell gasps, is jerked awake. She turns in her sleeping bag

to Logan, who quickly makes a shushing motion.

Both of them watch the figure.

The thing on the cliff stops screaming, and lowers its head.

It seems to be looking down the beach.

Then the silhouette turns and walks in the other direction.

Logan and Jewell lie still. Fearful.


