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SOMEWHERE IN THE STATE OF TEXAS, AMERICA

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – NIGHT


1
Open on the rugged, expressionless face of TRAVIS LONESTARR, 40. Wearing a dull cowboy hat, slightly tipped forward, his facial details are beset by a dark shadow that creates a fearsome look about him.
TRAVIS stares into the far distance for a long period of time as his own voice overlaps his image.




TRAVIS (V.O)


(southern drawl)

A question burned on the inside of my eyelids... it seemed to disappear during daytime but reappeared when my mind weren’t on the long obligation of staying alive. It was a question that was sure to bring an answer in due time but I’m afraid, then, nothing could be done <pause>. The family was slowly falling apart... maybe ‘cause of the fact that we were the only ones around, which made conversation futile after a few years of knowing each other <pause>. It didn’t matter... I never would’ve thought once about the week to come but nightmares are a different thing to notions in a mind I think... what I am talking about though... is something existent that has plagued this world with fear and terror that will inhabit in our minds forever.
CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MORNING


2
Blurred in the background, behind four, large, hazy columns, which travel up and beyond, are two small figures. These figures look to be men. One is smaller than the other but not by a huge margin.

After a short moment, these, close by, columns come into focus and are identified to be the furry legs of some four legged, wild animal. A gunshot is heard in the distance that seems to echo forever.

After this shot is heard, the four legs collapse and this furry animal breaks into a short fall, which creates a small puff of dirt to fly as it hits the ground with a clump. The animal seems dead as it lies motionless. A small blood stream flows from underneath this animal.
Into focus, these two individuals begin to walk toward the downed animal. It is shortly seen that these are men and are wearing long brown coats and almost matching cowboy hats. They carry old buffalo rifles.
CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MOMENTS LATER


3
Following the shooting, these two men stand in front of the downed animal. It is unclear what this animal is but it is dead.

Finally revealing the two faces of these bold looking men, it is seen that it is the rugged looks of TRAVIS LONESTARR and his younger brother QUENTIN LONESTARR, 29; both carry matching buffalo rifles and wear cowboy attire. It is instantly acknowledged that these brothers are from the Wild West.
They stand staring at this animal for a long moment.





QUENTIN

Is it the same?





TRAVIS

Yeah... it’s the same alright. Looks younger than the last but it makes no difference.




QUENTIN



(awestruck)

Its teeth... look at its teeth! Its jaw looks to be slightly but noticeably larger than the last few we’ve came across Travis. What’s going on?




TRAVIS

I’m not sure.




QUENTIN

Could it be something they’re eating or, or drinkin’?




TRAVIS

There ain’t anything that I’ve ever seen that can do things like this. So I doubt that very much.




QUENTIN

It’s been happening for over six months now. We’ve still ate the meat, haven’t we? What kind of effect will it have on us do you think? My teeth are already funny looking and my hair’s growing faster than usual Travis.




TRAVIS

Let’s not jump into that zone of paranoia Quentin. Let us be adults about this and assume everything’s going to be alright.



QUENTIN

That’s the problem with our adult ways, we prepare ourselves for nothing yet equip ourselves <raises his rifle> with futile weaponry.


TRAVIS

We prepare ourselves for anything that may come our way and wield fine weaponry that effortlessly grants us our food with the movement of one finger and one trigger... I think that’s what I’d call constructive preparation.



QUENTIN




(beat)

Still, I’d rather have paranoid bastard engraved on my tombstone than death by gullibly eating diseased carcasses.



TRAVIS

We got to eat, haven’t we? To survive, we require food <pause>. Whatever these mammals are taking in, it doesn’t seem to affect their taste, smell or health now, does it?



QUENTIN




(beat)

Should we tell the others about this?




TRAVIS

I don’t see why we should. It’ll cause another problem to add to the stacks of problems that we are currently dealing with everyday <pause>. Keep it between us brothers, okay?




QUENTIN




(beat)

Yeah. I guess you’re right.



TRAVIS




(beat)

Now, c’mon, I’m burning up... you grab its back legs and I’ll grab the front.

TRAVIS and QUENTIN move to their assigned positions and grab the legs of the dead animal.

CUT TO:
EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – MORNING


4
A perfect view of the LONESTARR resident shows its surroundings of rocky cliffs, boulders and small amounts of grassland areas, which consists of a few small trees.

The LONESTARR resident is very large yet its old wood makes it seem unsteady and fragile. The windows look clean and seem to pretty the house up a notch with brightly coloured curtains that edge out the side. The front porch is big enough for a few small chairs. A rocking chair sat on the porch rocks back and forward as the slight morning breeze whizzes past.
Attached to the back of this steady house is what seems to be a large greenhouse full of plant life and plenty of green. Also, a few large wooden barrels sit against the house underneath a gutter that pipes down to lead any rain water that may fall on the house into the barrels.
The sun shines proudly over this wonder of a home.
CUT TO:

INT. DINING ROOM – AFTERNOON


5
The LONESTARR family have convened for dinner at a surprisingly clean wooden table. The plates and cutlery that have been set seem to be new and shiny.
Sitting at the table is TRAVIS at the head, to his right is his beautifully young wife JOSS, 28, beside her is their son RITCHIE, 9, across from them are QUENTIN and his mother EVA, 61.
In the centre of this table are stacks of meat and a bowl of exotic fruit.





QUENTIN

How does one fly through the clouds without wings Ritchie, may I ask?




RITCHIE

Maybe he has special skin.




QUENTIN

Special skin, huh? Good point... I would never have thought of special skin <laugh>.




TRAVIS

We ain’t seen any bird for over a year now so you must be mistaken misshapen clouds. They can sometimes fool young eyes with their dark areas looking like shadow.




RITCHIE

I’ve never seen a cloud move faster than a horse father, have you?




TRAVIS

No, neither have you.




QUENTIN

You’ve never seen a horse before Ritchie, have you?




RITCHIE

No, but you’ve told me stories about how our ancestors used their speed and agility to travel.



JOSS

While that is all very well and true Ritchie, there’s something you should be familiar with and that is that horses couldn’t fly.



RITCHIE
Maybe they could, maybe they couldn’t. Its not that I saw a flying horse mamma... it was a flying Indian.

Sick and tired of hearing voices, it seems, TRAVIS jumps in before grabbing a piece of meat from the centre of the table.




TRAVIS

Enough of this nonsense subject now. We’re having dinner together as always and I don’t want to hear about the senseless imagination from a child’s mind.




RITCHIE

I’m not a child anymore.




JOSS

We know you aren’t Ritchie.




EVA

He will become a grand hunter like his father and uncle one day.




RITCHIE



(eyes widened)

I can do it. I’m ready now grandma.




TRAVIS

I’m sure you are Ritchie son but you won’t be able to pull the trigger let alone hold a rifle until you’re stronger physically and mentally.




RITCHIE

I can do it. Please father.




JOSS

Why don’t you take him out for a hunt tomorrow? Show him the ways of the Lonestarr hunting skills.




TRAVIS

As long as he understands that he won’t be holding a gun... and accepts that if he mentions or asks to hold one, he will be sent back and not taken out until I say he’s ready.




JOSS

He understands, don’t you Ritchie? No questions tomorrow.




RITCHIE

Okay.




QUENTIN

No talking either. I don’t want my food to be scared away by the conversation of flying Indians.




RITCHIE

You won’t know I’m there with you Uncle Quentin, I promise.



TRAVIS

Then we three kings will leave tomorrow morning as day breaks for the hunt, how does that sound?




QUENTIN

Too early for my liking but I guess I don’t get a say in this.




RITCHIE

I’ll be ready and waiting father.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – AFTERNOON


6
As day begins to fade into night and the LONESTARR resident becomes beset by the shadows of the surrounding cliffs and some incoming dark clouds, TRAVIS sits on the rocking chair out on the porch gazing at the scenery. His rifle stands against the chair.

After a moment, QUENTIN steps out from inside the house onto the porch and sits on the step in front of his brother TRAVIS. He copies his elder brother by watching the peaceful surroundings.





QUENTIN




(looking to the sky)

The sky looks so dark... I’ve never seen it like that before.




TRAVIS

It hasn’t rained in over a month... it looks like its going to be a bad one tonight.




QUENTIN

I hope the barrels stay standing with the heavy wind that is sure to come.




TRAVIS




(beat)

They haven’t failed us for good water yet.





QUENTIN



(long beat)

Do you think we’ll see any folk tomorrow? If we have any luck, I mean.




TRAVIS




(beat)

In the years that we have been out there together... there hasn’t been one day that has past without you mentioning that.




QUENTIN

Might I add that you haven’t complained about it once during those years until now? Why now Travis?
TRAVIS checks over his shoulder at the front door and back. He seems cautious in case someone is overhearing their conversation.



TRAVIS

I don’t want you saying stuff like that in front of Ritchie tomorrow. He’ll create an obsession as you have over the years and become paranoid as you are now <pause>. Can I trust you on that?




QUENTIN

Of course you can brother. By the way, I am not paranoid as such... I am just being realistic and I’ve always been questionable about the future and our living situation.




TRAVIS

We haven’t seen a single soul out in this sand pit that we don’t know already. They all live right here and go by the name Lonestarr. We might and realistically never see anyone else in our entire lives. It’s the way our life works and it has been for over a century.



QUENTIN

If it has been going on for centuries Travis, how come we have the likes of Joss... who isn’t blood related.




TRAVIS

I’ve told you this time and time again Quentin... I get bored of the same damn conversation <pause>. It was once true that we had a small village situated a day’s walk from here... beside the alleged lake, which I have never seen with my own eyes. Joss was born there just after you were but her mother died. She had no father or any other family so our father took her in and I took care of her until that day where our love grew strong enough to make our own son.



QUENTIN

What happened to the other people in that village?




TRAVIS

I ain’t sure... maybe they’re still there... but I doubt it. Father told me that they all died in some sort of freak storm... but I have my doubts about that too.



QUENTIN

A freak storm...? Haven’t had many of those lately.



TRAVIS




(beat)

It’s a wonder we’re still here in existence. I guess we were blessed with the resources our father left behind. Without them, we would never have been born.



QUENTIN




(beat)

Tell me, if Joss became part of our family at that early of a stage in life, how come I didn’t meet her until I was seven?
CUT TO:
EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – NIGHT


7
Rain has begun to fall heavily as flashes of lightning appear every now and then followed by the sound of rumbling thunder.

CUT TO:

INT. RITCHIE’S BEDROOM – NIGHT


8
RITCHIE is sat up in his rather large bed and he is drawing on an A4 pad with coloured pencils that have CRAYOLA written in gold on the side of them.

After a moment, TRAVIS enters through the opened door and slowly closes it behind him. TRAVIS walks to the bed and sits on it at the bottom staring at his, still drawing, son.





TRAVIS

Are you ready for bed? It’s getting late and tomorrow’s kind of a big deal.





RITCHIE




(still drawing)

I’m ready father.




TRAVIS

What are you drawing?

RITCHIE quickly looks up past TRAVIS at the darkened window but nothing is seen. He continues to sketch.




RITCHIE

It’s hard to get the colour right when he’s so dark.




TRAVIS

Who are you drawing?




RITCHIE

I don’t know his name. He don’t talk... he listens.



TRAVIS

You know everyone in this house Ritchie. How can’t you know a name?




RITCHIE

He doesn’t live here father... he likes to visit though, I think.




TRAVIS

Has Quentin been talking to you?




RITCHIE

It’s not Uncle Quentin father... it’s the Indian.




TRAVIS

There are no Indians around here Ritchie and I want you to stop talking about them... the flying ones too.




RITCHIE

There are Indians and they do fly... I’ve seen them. One flew here and never left.



TRAVIS

No, nightmares don’t class as real life Ritchie.




RITCHIE

I don’t dream of him... why would I need to when he’s standing at my window.

RITCHIE suddenly looks at the window as an unlikely flash of lightning flickers revealing a dark figure of a deformed head staring into the window.
TRAVIS turns to look as another flash of lightning goes off revealing nothing is there. TRAVIS looks back at his son with concern.





TRAVIS

Where do you get these disturbing visions from? I wonder that of you young one... I wonder that thought.




RITCHIE



He’s gone.





TRAVIS





(beat)

Okay, time for some well earned sleep Ritchie. You’ve convinced your mother and me that you’re ready to learn more than history, English and other educational subjects.



RITCHIE

I’ll be ready tomorrow.
RITCHIE begins to pack his things away.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – MORNING


9
TRAVIS stares at his desert dry front yard for a long period of time where the rain seems to have stopped early in the night. TRAVIS is ready and waiting with his buffalo rifle in hand.




TRAVIS (V.O)

Do you see the fear in my eyes? Do you? I may not hold the answer to everything but one thing I can sure tell you is that we do not live in a perfect world... far from it in fact. I’m not sure why things end up the way they do but most times it’s for the better... in this case I’m not sure what to say apart from a few questions that I would like to ask about the past few centuries <pause>. Can I go right ahead?
CUT TO:
EXT. VALLEY – MORNING


10
With the view of the LONESTARR resident behind them, TRAVIS, QUENTIN and RITCHIE travel side by side further away from their home. Guns held by the brothers as RITCHIE stares at them now and then with wonderment.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MORNING


11
Stood together as they search the vast open area of a dirt land, TRAVIS, QUENTIN and young RITCHIE see nothing but rocks and sand.





RITCHIE

Where are the animals?





QUENTIN

I guess we’re out of luck this time Ritchie... we best head back.




RITCHIE

Why? We only just got here.



TRAVIS

Yeah. We best head back now before the heat reaches top point.




RITCHIE

But you and Uncle Quentin are out here all day when the weather’s like this.




QUENTIN

It’s mighty different when we have an infant to take responsibility for.




RITCHIE




(angry)

I’m not a child Uncle Quentin.




TRAVIS

Don’t take that tone with your Uncle Quentin now boy. Punishment out here is limitless and don’t you forget that... not for one minute <pause>. Now we’re going to head on back home... if we spot something on the way back... I’ll let you sniff the after burning of the rifles chamber once I pull the trigger. It’ll give you an idea of what death tastes like to these animals. Now c’mon.
RITCHIE seems disappointed as they turn back and begin to walk home. The heavy sun beams are bouncing of the ground creating the heat to rise.
CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MIDDAY


12
The midday sun reaches mid sky and no clouds are in sight. TRAVIS, QUENTIN and RITCHIE seem tired and somewhat lost. Everything around them looks the same. TRAVIS and QUENTIN look at each other and look around them. They try not to panic or alert RITCHIE.





RITCHIE



Where are we?





QUENTIN

Texas <out loud>... I hope <said to himself>.




TRAVIS

I have good eyes... better than anyone here in fact and I can see our home from where we stand.




QUENTIN

How far away is it?




TRAVIS

We’re almost there.

RITCHIE stops as his head turns slightly to the left. He is staring at something. TRAVIS and QUENTIN stop and look at him.





TRAVIS



What’s wrong Ritchie?





RITCHIE




(beat)



I can see an animal in the distance.

TRAVIS readies his buffalo rifle and walks over to his son who is uncontrollably staring at his target.





RITCHIE





(to TRAVIS)



You won’t need that... it’s dead.

Standing next to RITCHIE, TRAVIS scopes his vision. He spots something and keeps his eyes locked onto it. QUENTIN turns and sees something. His eyes squint as the sun beams off the dirt in them.





TRAVIS





(beat)

It is awfully still. I can’t tell from here... could be a rock.




RITCHIE

It’s not a rock... I can see its fur swaying with the breeze.




QUENTIN

What breeze is that...?




TRAVIS




(beat)

It looks too big to be anything out here other than a rock <pause>. Quentin?




QUENTIN

Yeah?




TRAVIS

Stop here with Ritchie... I’ll go by myself.

QUENTIN, with eyes still locked on, moves over and lays his hand on RITCHIE’S, who is also stuck in position, shoulder.

TRAVIS begins his walk toward the sandy rock shaped looking thing cautiously and steady.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MINUTES AFTER


13
Hovering above a sand infested, fur coated, blown up, motionless animal, not knowing what type of animal it is, TRAVIS nears; far behind him are QUENTIN and RITCHIE stood close together.

TRAVIS suddenly stops two feet away from the carcass. He holds his nose implying that a reeking smell has broken out from the animal.
After a short moment, TRAVIS cautiously moves closer holding his breath for as long as he can. He lets out a moan as he travels around the beast 180 degrees. Following him reveals a perfect bloody circle that has been cut into the animal’s ribcage and another, exactly the same, in the animals head. They seem hollow.

TRAVIS moans again as he stares at these holes. This animal is an unknown breed yet its size seems awfully like buffalo.
CUT TO:

EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – AFTERNOON


14
TRAVIS, QUENTIN and RITCHIE are arriving back home. They seem absolutely exhausted.

CUT TO:

EXT. LAKE – DAY


15
A beautiful lake is in perfect motion as its wildlife inhabitants drink from its water and bathe in the shallow parts.

Green grass and shrubs and trees are scattered all around with different types of bird flying from each one.





TRAVIS (V.O)

I know it’s something you don’t want to hear or you’ll say it’s irrelevant and besides the point of this matter... but these dreams were not of coincidence or created by imagination. Say what you will but this I feared was the beginning of something unnerving.
CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – AFTERNOON


16
Sitting in his usual wooden rocking chair, TRAVIS, as usual, sits in peace watching the day pass by his home.

The sun is blaring down onto the large house as JOSS joins TRAVIS by standing behind him. He doesn’t seem to notice as she doesn’t make a noise.





TRAVIS



(knowing she is there)

We never just sit out here anymore... like we used to, you remember?




JOSS

Yeah, I remember.




TRAVIS

Do you not get scared at all?




JOSS

What, because of the change?




TRAVIS

No, the other thing. The thing that has gotten to my brother... the thing that is getting to our son... the thing that has always been the biggest wonder of our lives <pause>. Are we alone?




JOSS




(beat)

I hope not. That would scare me. If we don’t find anyone before our time is up... our son would be left to die alone. Does it scare you?



TRAVIS

One of the only things that scare me most... is to leave Ritchie with nothing and no one <pause>. The fact of the matter is that there is no way in hell of finding out what else or who else is out there... there’s just no way.



JOSS




(beat)

Did your father or grandfather ever tell you about the lake?




TRAVIS

Once or twice, I’m not sure to believe it though.




JOSS

It’s true.




TRAVIS

How’d you know?




JOSS

I’d know because I’ve seen it... I’ve even bathed in it many times.




TRAVIS

What are you saying?




JOSS

I can’t remember where it is exactly or how to get there... or even if its still there. All I know is that it did exist... and we will find others near.
TRAVIS turns to look at JOSS.





TRAVIS



Talk.





JOSS

Our community used it for everything. I remember parts of my life back then but most of it is a blur <pause>. After I met up with you... well, I never really know how I got here... so I don’t know how far or how near the lake and the others are.




TRAVIS




(beat)

Let’s not talk about this out here right now. We’ve got other things to worry about.

CUT TO:

INT. DINING ROOM – AFTERNOON


17
TRAVIS is sat in front of his mother EVA who sits eating through a piece of exotic fruit. Being tolerant with her slow eating, TRAVIS watches as his mother finishes the end of her fruit.
EVA licks her fingers clean slowly then continues to do so a second time, which exceeds TRAVIS’S patients.





TRAVIS



Mamma...?
EVA looks up as if she hadn’t even noticed her son was there.





EVA

Oh, hunny, I almost forgot you were there.



TRAVIS

I needed to talk to you, you know, private for a moment. You’d agree when I say that privacy is not a given around here even though we do live alone.

EVA

Son, whatever you want to ask... say it now or let it be because questions, around here, get repetitive and slightly boring. Though, I don’t mind a nice talk with my first born.



TRAVIS
It’s about father.



EVA

Oh?



TRAVIS

Did father ever talk to you about things?



EVA

What kind of things would we talk about?



TRAVIS

How about our current living situation... our supplies... family?



EVA

The only thing your father talked about was the weather. He hated it. Sun... too hot... rain... too cold <laughs>. I do remember him, once, talk to me about how the family name will never be heard by other ears again as long as we live out here. I forget if that’s a bad thing or a good thing <giggles>. It was the weather most days though... and food tasting so good.



TRAVIS

Oh. He wasn’t much of a talker, was he? He didn’t say his true feelings about things out loud... about me, did he?


EVA

Everything your father said was with feeling... even if his anger took control.



TRAVIS

Yeah. Okay mamma.



EVA

I liked this hunny. You’ve made my day brighter than the sun could ever be... so thank you dear.



TRAVIS

It’s no problem mamma. I enjoyed it too.



EVA

You should rest on days like this... you do too much. Where’s my young Quentin? Relaxing too hard I reckon <laughs>.

CUT TO:

INT. GREENHOUSE – SAME


18
Sunlight beams through every leaf and stem of the rows upon rows of vegetable plants and other plant life as JOSS kneels down to pick off some ready tomatoes from their stem.

Everything seems quiet until an unexpected shadow blocks the sunlight over the greenhouse for a split second or so. JOSS immediately responds as she looks up to the sky with concern. She continues picking after a moment, however.

A low toned hum is heard all of a sudden, which startles JOSS and she drops a tomato. She misconstrues this as someone of her family calling on her and she stands to her feet, looks down her, somewhat, long pathway down to the entrance of the house and back up the pathway toward the clear windows. She sees nothing.




JOSS



Hello...? Travis...?

Resuming her duty, JOSS hardly settles to her knees before another low toned hum is heard coming from nowhere and she leaps to her feet and looks around. Nothing.

Rustling of some leaves are heard near her and she lets out a faint squeal but regains normality and begins to walk toward the end window where she fears the noise came from.

Walking slow and very cautious, JOSS stands in front of the window. She looks around her parameter and then out of the window. She gets close enough so her breath begins to steam up the glass. Suddenly, RITCHIE jumps against the window, hands slamming against the glass, which forces JOSS to leap back with such terror that she almost collapses.
JOSS regains her breath soon and joins RITCHIE in laughing.
CUT TO:

EXT. BACK YARD – AFTERNOON


19
The sun still shines brightly upon the back of the LONESTARR resident as it does on its large back yard. This back yard has no limit as it were.

Away from the greenhouse yet in full view, lying in a large sized, wooden tub, filled with water lays a bare, relaxing JOSS. A towel has been neatly placed underneath her leaning head. Her eyes are open as she bathes by herself without any concern if anyone is watching. She soaks up the sun as her body heats up the water and she sighs of relaxation.
After a moment, TRAVIS enters the picture baring all and steps straight into the other side of the tub so he is facing his wife JOSS. JOSS seems happy yet surprised as he gets comfortable. They look at each other.




JOSS



We haven’t done this in a while?





TRAVIS

No we haven’t... it’s something I’ve missed as well as our conversations on the porch.




JOSS

Yet these conversations are slightly more revealing than the talks on the porch, wouldn’t you agree?




TRAVIS

I agree completely... but I don’t see any problem in that, do you?




JOSS

Not one single problem at all <giggles>.



TRAVIS

I’m unsure what to do now but to try and soak up every moment of this. It’s something I’d hold close... it’s personal, I think, which is the best part of intimacy.


JOSS

Though it is hard to keep things personal when everyone you’d hope didn’t know... can see you from their bedroom window.



TRAVIS

It’s easier done than said, I’d say.

Their moment in the sun is quickly broken as they react to the sound of QUENTIN’S voice.





QUENTIN (O.S)





(shouting)



Travis! We have company!

CUT TO:

INT. RITCHIE’S BEDROOM – AFTERNOON


20
Staring out of the window with great concentration, RITCHIE is approached by his Uncle QUENTIN who has just entered his room. QUENTIN stands close behind RITCHIE and joins him looking out of the window.





QUENTIN

I know boredom is the biggest part of your routine of the day... and I admire that, but wouldn’t you rather play a game of poker... or maybe black jack?




RITCHIE




(beat)

There’s someone moving out there Uncle Quentin. He appears every ten minutes at the top of the rocks and stares at the house. I think it’s him.
QUENTIN moves RITCHIE out of the way in panic motion and scopes his vision for a moment.





QUENTIN

Is this serious or is this another flying Indian discussion?




RITCHIE

Wait a few seconds and you’ll see him.




QUENTIN

I’ll wait exactly one minute... then we’ll play some pok... (stops suddenly)

What QUENTIN sees for a very short period of time is beyond his knowledge of words. At the top of the ridge on the overhanging cliff, a dark head figure crops up quickly and stares straight at them. It ducks back down with much speed.
QUENTIN jumps back with a faint scream. He runs out of the room with RITCHIE as he grabs his arm.





QUENTIN (O.S)





(shouting)



Travis! We have company!

QUENTIN and RITCHIE’S footsteps are heard fading away as if they were running down some stairs in a rush.

CUT TO:

EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – AFTERNOON


21
The sun still shines over QUENTIN and TRAVIS who are speedily walking toward the large hill that overlooks everything in a one or two mile radius. TRAVIS seems disbelieving yet serious as QUENTIN seems on the edge. They both carry buffalo rifles.




TRAVIS



Tell me what you saw Quentin.





QUENTIN

It wasn’t clear but it sure as hell wasn’t my imagination Travis. Ritchie saw it, I saw it... it was a man for definite.




TRAVIS

What did he look like?




QUENTIN

Not sure... he had dark skin... I think. Could’ve been shadow from the rocks around.



TRAVIS

Hostile...?




QUENTIN

I’m not a mind reader Travis... I only saw his head.

CUT TO:

EXT. TOP OF THE CLIFF – MINUTES LATER


22
Climbing over a few rocks, TRAVIS makes it to the dirt hilltop where he scopes around with his rifle. He sees nothing as QUENTIN joins him. 
They kneel and watch carefully for a moment scoping the hilltop with their vision carefully.




TRAVIS




(whispering)

Do not under any circumstances shoot our buddy up here, alright?




QUENTIN



(quietly said)

Why in the hell do we have these rifles for then... to use them as our tombstones after he shoots our asses?



TRAVIS



(whispering)

I thought you said he wasn’t hostile.




QUENTIN



(quietly said)

What I said was... (interrupted)

QUENTIN and TRAVIS both raise their rifles and point ahead of them toward some small rocks where the faint sound of a hum was just heard.

Standing up ever so slowly, TRAVIS tries to look over the top the rocks but doesn’t succeed. Quentin does the same but with no luck he jumps lightly. He sees nothing. They both return to a crouch.





TRAVIS




(whispering)



Did you see anything?





QUENTIN




(whispering)

Rocks... <pause> there’s someone up here with us isn’t there Travis?




TRAVIS



(whispering)

I’d say so... I need to get to those rocks ahead to see further. You’ll have to cover me. Can you do that Quentin?




QUENTIN



(whispering)

Go...

QUENTIN stands up quickly and frantically begins to scope, with his rifle, around the rocks ahead. With that as a signal, TRAVIS quickly rushes forward with his head ducked. He makes it to the rocks where he looks around his position. He sees nothing so he quickly stands to his feet and looks over the rocks where, again, he sees nothing. TRAVIS kneels and turns back to QUENTIN.
QUENTIN stays where he is.





QUENTIN




(quiet shout)



What is it?





TRAVIS




(quiet shout)



Nothing.

Suddenly the sound of rocks falling and bashing together is heard from behind QUENTIN. Both brothers immediately respond and look.

As they look, a dark figure in the background moves from one side of the cliff to the other with a few steps and a silent leap. It disappears behind another set of rocks but it is certain this thing was not human.





TRAVIS





(shout)



What is it?





QUENTIN




(beat)(shout)



Nothing.

CUT TO:

INT. DINING ROOM – EVENING


23
Candles light up the room from every position possible as the LONESTARR family eat their meal in their usual seats around the dining table.
RITCHIE stops eating all of a sudden.





RITCHIE



Why isn’t anyone talking about it?





TRAVIS

There ain’t anything to talk about Ritchie.




QUENTIN

We went up there, seen nothing or heard nothing and came back down. It was a waste of our time.




RITCHIE

But you saw it Uncle Quentin. You saw his eyes looking down at us like I’ve been telling you all along.




QUENTIN

It was just our imagination running wild on us as it does sometimes. Don’t worry about it.




JOSS

Just eat your fruit Ritchie.




RITCHIE




(beat)

Do you think he’s spying on us?

TRAVIS drops his fruit and slams his clenched up fists against the table that forces everyone around it to jump with fright.

TRAVIS stares at RITCHIE with his evil eyes.





TRAVIS




(threatening)

We will not talk about this nonsense anymore Ritchie. There is no one and there will never be anyone besides us in Texas. We live alone, we always have and it will be like this till the day we are extinct as a family and as a species <pause>. Now eat your goddamn fruit like your mother has told you already!
Everyone begins to eat again as they all look at their meal with an uncomfortable silence.

CUT TO:
EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – NIGHT


24
A darkened outline of the LONESTARR resident stirs a feeling of fear and loneliness. The top left window is lit up with one candle, which is placed on the windowsill. The flame suddenly gives a short flicker as if it were being blown by wind then goes out turning the room into complete darkness.
CUT TO:

INT. MASTER BEDROOM – EARLY MORNING


25
A faint light shines through the large window of the master bedroom, which consists of a large double bed, a large cupboard and a bedside table. A buffalo rifle lies against the bed where TRAVIS is sleeping near his wife JOSS.

After a moment, a gunshot is heard from outside that immediately awakes TRAVIS and JOSS. TRAVIS grabs his rifle and runs to the window.

Through the window, standing on the dirt, is QUENTIN. He is looking up at the window with a smile.

CUT TO:

EXT. VALLEY – EARLY MORNING


26
With the sight of the LONESTARR resident in the background and the view of a large dead carcass nearby, TRAVIS, QUENTIN and RITCHIE stand staring at the motionless beast.





QUENTIN

I heard it howling through the night but I couldn’t see it. I waited for hours until the sun finally arose revealing this beast. I didn’t want to wake you.

TRAVIS

I’m awake anyway but I’m grateful for sure... and so will the family <pause> <to RITCHIE> see this, this is what you saw up on the cliff... nothing more than an animal... a beast... our food.



RITCHIE

What I saw was dark coloured skin... not sand coloured fur.




QUENTIN

This is what I saw Ritchie. This is it.




TRAVIS



(to RITCHIE)

Go back to the house and tell your mother about dinner plans, alright?
RITCHIE turns back and begins running toward the house leaving TRAVIS and QUENTIN staring at the carcass.




TRAVIS



Is this what you saw for sure?





QUENTIN





(beat)

No. It was a human looking head but it was so dark coloured I couldn’t see the eyes or facial features at all.



TRAVIS

If this is a human we’re talking about... then the sun must’ve burnt his face to black.

TRAVIS turns his head and looks at his brother QUENTIN with a somewhat confused and concerned look on his face.

CUT TO:

EXT. LAKE – DAY


27
The beautiful lake is in motion again as the sun shines onto its pure water creating twinkles with every ripple.

The water becomes sprayed as random flying fish jump up from out of the lake then back in. This continues for a long moment as well a birds flying over it.
The quiet swishing of the water and the communication of the wildlife is shortly joined by the voice of TRAVIS.





TRAVIS (V.O)

I listened... I could sure hear it. It didn’t sound normal to me. Or did it? It wasn’t new to me but every time I awoke from this dream I couldn’t remember the sound. Why was this? I could sure think of a few answers for these questions but they wouldn’t have done me any good, would they?
CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – AFTERNOON


28
TRAVIS is seated on the rocking chair. He his rocking back and forward with mild power as he relaxes by watching his surrounding beauty.
JOSS exits the house and joins TRAVIS on the porch. She walks up behind him and stops the rocking chair then looks at the view with TRAVIS.




JOSS



You didn’t stay at dinner for long.





TRAVIS

I’m sorry Joss. I guess I wasn’t in the mood.




JOSS

Aren’t you hungry? We’ve been eating rations of vegetables and fruit most days. I would say that it hardly fills a hole.



TRAVIS

I’m a grown man Joss. I eat my portion of food.



JOSS

What is it?




TRAVIS

I suppose I’m fearful of what has been happening over the past week <pause>. Ritchie’s obsessed with his seeing of someone... and now it’s getting to Quentin. I just hope to god that everything turns itself back around and our family can become sane again.




JOSS

It could be just a phase he’s going through.




TRAVIS

Who’re we talking about, Ritchie or Quentin?




JOSS

Both.




TRAVIS

I can tell you one thing that bugs me the most. I class myself as being the man of this family... and being in that position and having that kind of responsibility, I sure don’t think I should feel scared of what’s been happening... but the truth is I am. Not because our son is seeing and feeling things as well as my brother Quentin, who, judging from our past, would never tell a lie... but I sensed something up there this morning. I sensed a being... someone was up there with us Joss... and I didn’t want to say it but I think he’s waiting for something. I just don’t know what yet.




JOSS

Do you believe it Travis? You haven’t seen a new face since I arrived here decades ago. The sun is beginning to boil our heads... and I think it is starting to create visions in our minds. It ain’t real Travis.




TRAVIS
I’ve been running that through my head all day but it is being overpowered by my gut wrench feeling that has served me well in the past... I’m beginning to believe it. It may not be funny... I think we should be careful and intelligent about this feeling, don’t you? That’s why I’m proposing that no one in this family... even me... should stand one foot alone outside of this porch.



JOSS

You’re being too irrational about something that could be imagination or just an animal.




TRAVIS

I would say you’re right if it wasn’t for the fact that this ain’t the first time I’ve felt this way... but I’ve felt its presence other nights as if it’s stalking us Joss. I don’t want to scare you... I just want everyone to know so they can be safe.




JOSS




(upset)

I don’t want Ritchie being scared of something that is made up shit. He will have nightmares and that’s when the obsession starts.




TRAVIS

Ritchie ain’t scared of this Joss. He acts as if he knows him... he calls him Indian. He draws pictures of him at his window every night. I think his obsession has already begun.




JOSS




(upset)

And so has yours Travis... so has yours.

JOSS turns and walks back inside the house leaving TRAVIS to watch the view alone.

CUT TO:
EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – NIGHT


29
A hard, straight down falling rain has beset over the LONESTARR resident and its surroundings. In the same window as before, a candle is lit lighting up the room inside and the window frame outside. It stays lit without a flicker.





TRAVIS (V.O)

And so the rain began its reign over our small region that we called home... it was a time that we suffered... especially when the long night darkened a limit... a very short limit of vision. We could not see past our window ledges, the rain was so thick... and the darkness created a shadow over the moonlight that spurred a feeling of distress and fear... even though we had no idea as to what was to happen next.
CUT TO:
INT. MASTER BEDROOM – SAME


30
With JOSS lying awake in bed, TRAVIS enters the room and closes the wooden door behind him. It creeks.

The pitter-patter of rain can be heard slightly as TRAVIS moves across the room where he sits on the edge of the bed. He begins to undress his footwear.





TRAVIS

I know you’re angry about this matter Joss and I’m sorry. Even though I feel that we should not rule out what I have said today, I feel that I may have been too irrational as you said.



JOSS

I’m not angry Travis. I just don’t want our family to ruin because of this Indian nonsense <pause>. I think, as a family, we should sit down together and discuss the matter in which we live in. We are alone and we always will be.




TRAVIS




(beat)

We are not alone.

Suddenly a loud thump is heard on the roof of the house above the master bedroom. TRAVIS and JOSS immediately respond and look to the ceiling.

CUT TO:

INT. QUENTIN’S BEDROOM – SAME


31
With just a bed and a wardrobe in his room, QUENTIN seems relaxed as he lies in his PJ’s on his large bed reading a book. He holds a candle light that brightens his page as he reads. Another candle is lit on the windowsill of his room like the master bedrooms.
The same thump is heard above his room. He is very startled and drops his candle onto his lap. He jumps up with a quiet scream as he picks up the candle. He drops the book on the bed and looks to the ceiling. No damage is done.

CUT TO:

INT. CORRIDOR – SECONDS LATER


32
Opening a candle lit room; RITCHIE appears awoken in his PJ’s as he stares down the dark corridor in which three other doors are seen. RITCHIE does not seem fearful.

The bottom door suddenly opens and TRAVIS walks out of it. He looks down the corridor in confusion at his son.





TRAVIS

Are you alright, Ritchie? What was that noise?

The door in front of the master bedrooms opens and QUENTIN walks out. He is startled by TRAVIS then looks down the corridor at RITCHIE and then back to TRAVIS.




QUENTIN

What’s going on? Was that lightning or thunder?




RITCHIE

Neither...

QUENTIN and TRAVIS look at RITCHIE.





TRAVIS



What was it then, Ritchie? You...?





RITCHIE



He’s playing with us.





TRAVIS



Who is... who is playing with us?





QUENTIN



God...?





RITCHIE



No. It’s Indian.

Another loud thump is heard forcing TRAVIS and QUENTIN to jump slightly. RITCHIE does not move.





TRAVIS




(to QUENTIN)



Get your rifle and put on a coat.





QUENTIN



Okay.

QUENTIN turns back and goes into his room. TRAVIS looks at RITCHIE.





TRAVIS

Come here and stay inside this room with your mother. Everything’s going to be okay, Ritchie.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – NIGHT


33
The rain is barely seen as the darkened moonlight bounces off the home creating a mild silhouette around it.

After a moment, the front door begins to open and a shining light can be seen coming from it that lightens up the porch lightly. Appearing from the door is TRAVIS and QUENTIN, both wearing long coats and their weapons. They also carry a few lit candles that they place near their feet as they walk out onto the porch. The porch is now visible though a slight wind has picked up.
TRAVIS stops QUENTIN and continues to walk to the porch step alone. QUENTIN keeps a close eye out for any other movement.

Turning around and stepping onto the step backward, TRAVIS walks down to the wet ground and into the hard rain facing the house. He is looking up to the roof.

Pointing the gun to the roof, TRAVIS stops and scopes the top of his home. Nothing. TRAVIS looks back to QUENTIN who is shrugging his shoulders. TRAVIS shrugs back then begins to strafe to the left holding his gun to the roof again. He stops when a faint mumble is heard behind him. He waits for a second then quickly turns to face the noise directly behind him. He sees nothing but pitch black. He walks backward then faces QUENTIN again who looks confused yet ready.
Suddenly the candle light inside the house behind QUENTIN goes out turning the house inside black. Instantly after, the few candle lights that surround QUENTIN all blow out with an unseen force like wind. 
QUENTIN screams loud followed by a gunshot that flashes a very quick light showing QUENTIN pointing to the door. The quick flash light of the gun also reveals a very faint outline of a deformed figure standing near QUENTIN. Everything is black apart from the moonlight showing the silhouette of the house.





TRAVIS





(shouting)



Quentin!

Heavy breathing of TRAVIS is heard followed by the pitter-patter of running footsteps that soon tread on the wooden planks of the porch. Everything turns silent excluding the heavy hitting rain.

CUT TO:

EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – MORNING


34
Night turns to morning and the rain becomes part of a memory from the night. Sun shines beaming light onto the LONESTARR resident and the wetness has begun to dry yet puddles lie dotted all over the mushy ground.

The house door is shut yet all of the candles that were paced out on the porch remain.

CUT TO:

INT. QUENTIN’S BEDROOM – MORNING


35
QUENTIN lies awake in bed. He is looking straight-faced to the ceiling above as TRAVIS sits on the side of his bed looking at him. He moans.




QUENTIN

You and I know... we weren’t alone out there.




TRAVIS

Are you okay?




QUENTIN

Something touched me out there Travis. Did you see it? I saw it. I saw its eyes... red they were... dangerous red. The kind that’d spur your blood insane.



TRAVIS

What kind of animal has eyes coloured of the devil?




QUENTIN

The devil... I don’t know, but I don’t feel safe knowing that it’s out there... watching our every movement. Why?



TRAVIS

Could it be stalking us? Waiting...?



QUENTIN

Pointless that... being that we live here alone, nowhere to go... It’d be in rifle range if it were watching us. That would make me feel a little better if it weren’t for the fact that it’s quicker than ten horses put together. I saw him yesterday night... one second he’s breathing against your face... and the next he’s gone. Do you think it’s some sort of magic trickery Travis?




TRAVIS

Whatever it was... I don’t want to see its red eyes lay one look upon my family anymore.



QUENTIN

What does that mean?




TRAVIS

Meaning, I don’t want the sun to fall and the rain to pore signalling a call for that devil to reappear. It disappeared once... but I’m sure it’ll be back for more.




QUENTIN

More what...? He didn’t seem to want to eat us or anything, did he? I don’t think so. He made noises on the roof to wake us in our slumber <pause>. He did nothing to harm us and I don’t think he had the intention of making us his meal. Maybe he’s testing us.




TRAVIS




(beat)

Do me a favour Quentin; please stop calling it a he.

CUT TO:

INT. CORRIDOR – MORNING


36
Shutting the door of Quentin’s room quietly and calmly, TRAVIS turns and is faced with RITCHIE who is stood in the doorway of his room. RITCHIE is staring at his father.





TRAVIS



What’s wrong?





RITCHIE



Lots of things...





TRAVIS



What is wrong now?





RITCHIE

As I look out my window, I only see four colours staring back at my face <pause>. Shade of brown, the colour of sand, dirt and rocks... blue, the colour of the sky, white, the fluffy clouds that infect the sky... and green, the colour of a shrub, a tree and grass.




TRAVIS

Okay...?




RITCHIE

One colour is missing... dark purple, the colour of Indian’s skin.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – MORNING


37
A spacious wooden living room sporting very fine craftsmanship allows TRAVIS to walk in freely through an open doorway. Sitting on a wonderfully crafted chair relaxes EVA LONESTARR, the elder and mother of both TRAVIS and QUENTIN. TRAVIS stops in his tracks right in front of his mother and stares at her.




EVA

Have you come to ask me what you already know?




TRAVIS

How?




EVA

That’s the one.




TRAVIS

You didn’t even hear the gunshot?




EVA

Oh, I heard that alright... woke me up. It almost gave me a heart attack and an early grave at our yard for Christ’s sake.




TRAVIS

But the whole bump and bangs...?




EVA

Not a thing son. I’m getting old Travis and you’re getting on yourself too.




TRAVIS

I’m at the peak of my superiority in my hearing, health and vision. There is nothing I can miss that is not impossible to be.




EVA

Just like your father was.

CUT TO:

EXT. LAKE – DAY


38
The surroundings of the lake seem so still that it is almost like they are taken from a photograph and placed around the perfect motion of the glistening lake. The sun shines proudly on this lake.




TRAVIS (V.O)

To see something that is so realistically created and imaged in a dream that it is believable enough that it can make someone like me feel as though I can touch it... can make you wonder if that dream is not really a dream but a vision of truth or a seeing of the future... that, starting an obsession to reveal the truth of our living situation.
CUT TO:

EXT. ROOF – MORNING


39
Kneeling and examining the wooden roof of his home, TRAVIS tries to keep balance as he looks upon a broken piece of wood.





QUENTIN (O.S)



Do you think he was trying to get in?

TRAVIS looks to his left to see his brother, QUENTIN, climbing onto the roof. QUENTIN carefully climbs to TRAVIS and examines the broken roof for himself.




TRAVIS


Careful now... you alright?





QUENTIN

I’m fine <pause>. What are you thinking Travis?

TRAVIS looks back at the broken roof.





TRAVIS

One thing’s for sure, this Indian is smarter than we think he is.




QUENTIN

He...?




TRAVIS

He is smart... it, he has a brain. I don’t think he was trying to get in. Ritchie and you both saw it looking down at us as if it were stalking us... or waiting.




QUENTIN

Are you saying it’s not an animal?




TRAVIS

It’s an animal alright... an animal with intelligence, which is bad news.




QUENTIN

What is it waiting for?




TRAVIS

I don’t know just yet... but if it comes back tonight... I want to be ready for it.




QUENTIN

You and me both.




TRAVIS

I don’t want my son, my wife or our mother to be terrified of this thing... so tonight, I want everyone to sleep together in one room with every entrance and exit blocked and closed until we deal with the problem.




QUENTIN

What if it doesn’t come?




TRAVIS

If it doesn’t come, it doesn’t get killed tonight.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – AFTERNOON


40
TRAVIS, sitting in his usual swinging seat, holds his rifle close as he watches the surroundings for unwanted movement.

After a moment of silence, JOSS walks out with a cardigan wrapped around her. Her arms are closed implying that it is cold as the dark clouds are seen swiftly moving over top again as seen the night before.

JOSS steps of the porch onto the, now dry, dirt and stares at the sky above.





JOSS

The clouds look angry as they were yesterday.




TRAVIS

Yup. I fear another storm is heading into our small valley... as it were yesterday.

JOSS walks back, sits on the step and leans against the banister then looks at TRAVIS.





JOSS
You hold that rifle so close that it’s making me anxious to ask you why.



TRAVIS

You have nothing to worry about, Joss.




JOSS

Your mother is worried... worried sick. She wants a sane explanation as to why we are being jailed and cramped into one room tonight... with all exits blocked.




TRAVIS

There will be a sane explanation after tonight. I will have evidence... proof of other life.




JOSS

This is the kind of thing that can make a child as young as ours to grow up to be obsessively paranoid. To me, that’s inside the box of insane Travis. Do you want our son Ritchie to grow into a man that is crazed with fear?



TRAVIS

If you’re asking me to forget what happened last night and what will go down tonight... then there won’t be any kind of future for our son. I have never steered this family wrongly and you know I am not one to joke around. I know something is out there Joss and it needs to be dealt with swiftly and harshly... or I will never feel safe around our home again. I will never feel safe for our family. You have to put faith in me because I don’t think God deals with this kind of thing.
JOSS seems afraid with concern.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEAR LONESTARR RESIDENT – AFTERNOON


41
The sun is barely shining down onto the dulled, expressionless faces of QUENTIN and RITCHIE.

They are sitting, legs crossed, facing each other playing a card game against the dirt.





RITCHIE





(beat)

Does father believe now Uncle Quentin? He’s seen him, right?




QUENTIN

He’s seen him. He believes it now I think.



RITCHIE

Is he going to hurt Indian?




QUENTIN

If your father hits him just right... and it’s rare that he doesn’t, then Indian won’t feel a thing.




RITCHIE

He’s done nothing wrong?




QUENTIN

How about killing all those animals out there? We needed their meat to survive and Indian is one too many to feed.



RITCHIE

What about the stuff that we grow in the glass house? Can’t we share it?



QUENTIN

It’s a greenhouse... and I don’t think keeping Indian as a pet will help anything or anyone around here Ritchie. Don’t say anything like that around your father.



RITCHIE

Why? Would it put ideas in his head?



QUENTIN

It would just be another reason to shoot Indian down.
RITCHIE looks upset but they continue to play cards for a moment until a few of the cards are whisked away by a gust of wind. The wind picks up slightly as QUENTIN leaps up to catch them. One escapes so QUENTIN runs after it.
QUENTIN moves ten to fifteen feet away from RITCHIE who is keeping all the other cards together.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. DINING ROOM – SAME


42
Passing through the dinning room, TRAVIS notices RITCHIE sitting all by himself through the window.

TRAVIS does not see QUENTIN so he panics and believes that RITCHIE is alone far away from the house.





TRAVIS





(Shouting)



Ritchie!

TRAVIS exits the room in a rush of panic.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – SAME


43
Running out onto the porch, TRAVIS immediately stops as he sees QUENTIN near RITCHIE. QUENTIN grabs RITCHIES hand and they begin to walk back toward the house.

RITCHIE suddenly sees his father and waves. TRAVIS, after a moment, waves back. QUENTIN then waves at TRAVIS.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – EVENING


44
TRAVIS sits near QUENTIN on a uniquely crafted wooden coffee table. QUENTIN is sat in a chair yet he seems uncomfortable.





TRAVIS

Why, out of all the places to play a game of cards inside safe walls, did you have to sit outside?




QUENTIN

As you should know, Ritchie and I get claustrophobic staying in the house for too long so we decided to play outside where we’re free.

TRAVIS seems on the verge of breakdown as he stares at his brother with disbelief.

TRAVIS

Going outside is one thing, but fifty feet away from our home... safety... and without your rifle. That, to me, is total recklessness Quentin.


QUENTIN

I know you’re disappointed...



TRAVIS

I’m beyond disappointment Quentin, I think.



QUENTIN

If I saw anything I would’ve yelled.




TRAVIS

That doesn’t help at all. You said it yourself... what we’re dealing with is a potentially hostile animal with the speed of a hundred horses put together. My only brother and son would’ve been eaten alive before you even saw it.



QUENTIN

Okay, you’re right, I’m sorry.




TRAVIS




(beat)

Just... think before you do from now on. At least until our dilemma is solved.




QUENTIN

Are we all set up for tonight?




TRAVIS

I’ve blocked the window in the master bedroom with our cupboard... filled that up with as many things as possible to keep it on the ground... and I suppose we’ll block the door when everyone’s inside.




QUENTIN

What do we do after we tuck them in for the night?




TRAVIS

We wait.

CUT TO:

EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – NIGHT


45
Rain has begun once again on a dark, dingy night as the LONESTARR resident seems alone in its own universe. The moonlight is the only light shining upon this house yet it does not light a great deal.

CUT TO:

INT. CORRIDOR/MASTER/RITCHIE’S BEDROOM – NIGHT

46
TRAVIS is standing in the doorway of the master bedroom with his rifle. EVA, JOSS and RITCHIE are sat on the bed inside the room staring at their masculine figure.




TRAVIS

All the windows and doors surely closed now?





JOSS

I checked many times Travis... don’t you worry.



TRAVIS

Good... now keep this door locked until Quentin and I return. If anything happens... anything you’re unsure about... noises, feelings... bang on the floor with your feet, okay? As hard as possible.
TRAVIS shuts the door; he locks it with a key and places the key in his pocket. Before TRAVIS can turn to walk away, he feels a draft on the side of his head. He looks down the corridor to reveal that RITCHIE’S door is half open and swinging slightly with the wind.
TRAVIS sighs and begins to walk toward the door. He suddenly slows his pace as if he has a feeling and readies his rifle in hand. Sneaking now, he approaches the door and stops. He pushes the door open slowly with his rifle revealing the window is fully opened. 
Wind is blowing in as he looks around the room cautiously. He sees nothing so he walks and closes the window shut. He then walks out and closes the door behind him.
CUT TO:

INT. MASTER BEDROOM – NIGHT


47
EVA is sitting against the headrest reading a book with her glasses on. Next to her are both JOSS and RITCHIE who’re facing each other.





JOSS

Honey, don’t you worry about a thing. Your Uncle Quentin and father are just making sure we’re all together... just for tonight. Everything’s fine.




RITCHIE

He doesn’t mean us any harm. It’s the others.



JOSS

There’s nobody else Ritchie... just us and our home.

Three sudden knocks are heard at the door. They all look at the door.





JOSS



We’re fine in here.

Three knocks are heard again. JOSS gets up from the bed and walks to the door. From her pocket she pulls out a key and places it in the door. Before she can turn and unlock, a faint hum from the other side of the door is heard, which JOSS hears. She immediately pulls out the key and steps back from the door.




JOSS



Travis... Quentin, is that you?

An answer is not given. JOSS begins to panic but she tries not to worry RITCHIE or EVA who’re just staring at her.





JOSS




(shaken and scared)



Who is it? Please...

JOSS turns to EVA and RITCHIE.





JOSS



Stamp your feet... stamp hard, now!

JOSS begins to stamp hard on the floor. RITCHIE, thinking it’s a game or something, leaps off of the bed and starts to stamp too. EVA remains on the bed.

JOSS begins to scream ‘HELP’ and for a moment the two continue to stamp until a loud gunshot and the sound of glass breaking forces them to freeze.

CUT TO:

INT/EXT. LIVING ROOM/FRONT DIRTLAND – NIGHT


48
QUENTIN is sat in the living room equipped with his rifle and he looks ready with winter wear on.

On the coffee table, placed inside an old, large wooden crate are piles of ammunition for TRAVIS and QUENTIN'S rifles. There are also two old revolvers lying beside the crate.
After a moment TRAVIS walks in with his rifle. He walks over to the crate on the table and picks out a few packs of ammunition and places them in his coat pocket. He looks at QUENTIN who seems edgy.





QUENTIN



Are they alright?





TRAVIS

They ain’t talking much... Ritchie seems fine.




QUENTIN




(beat)

How do we do this?




TRAVIS

I’m not prepared to take the fight outside Quentin <pause>. I reckon this animal will try and lure us out again... it seems to see in the dark easier and I’m sure it knows that we can’t... an advantage on his part.




QUENTIN

How do you figure this?




TRAVIS

It’s conjecture. I believe its intelligence prevails over all of its attributes and God lets hope that’s true ‘cause I’m not willing to fight the devil. Brawn and numbers... we have ‘em both.




QUENTIN
You think you know so much about this animal Travis and its beginning to scare me.




TRAVIS

You should be grateful. My knowledge of this beast comes from a gut feeling I have and I believe this thing... is not from around Texas.




QUENTIN

Where else is there Travis?

A sudden hum is heard from outside as the pitter-patter of rain hails down louder than before. TRAVIS and QUENTIN immediately react by running to the front windows where they see a deranged looking figure, lit only by the faint moonlight, staring back at them about fifteen feet away from where they stand. Suddenly, the eyes of the figure beam bright red and then fade rapidly.




QUENTIN



Holy fuck!





TRAVIS

This ain’t happening now... not in my lifetime... or Ritchie’s.
TRAVIS turns and walks back to the table where he grabs one of the revolvers. He walks back calmly as QUENTIN stares still at the figure. TRAVIS stops, raising his arm straight, easily aims and pulls the trigger. A bullet explodes out of the handgun, smashes through the window, which completely shatters, and the figure is seen instantly falling to the floor. It lies motionless as the weather rains down on it.
CUT TO:
INT. MASTER BEDROOM – EARLY MORNING


49
QUENTIN sits on a frail old looking chair overseeing RITCHIE, JOSS and EVA. He holds his rifle close as he tries to keep his eyes open. JOSS, sitting against the headrest disturbingly awake, keeps one hand on her son who lies close asleep by EVA, who is also fast asleep.
An early morning light is shining around the cupboard that was used to cover the window.





QUENTIN




(whispering)



How long have you been awake?





JOSS




(whispering)



I haven’t slept.





QUENTIN




(whispering)

I think it’s safe to go down now... stay here and I’ll go check. Don’t come down until Travis and I say the all clear.

QUENTIN struggles to pull himself off the chair with his rifle in hand but does so after a moment. 
He walks across to the end of the room with difficulty then pulls out a key in which he opens the door with. He exits and closes the door behind him.
CUT TO:

INT/EXT. LIVING ROOM/FRONT DIRTLAND – EARLY MORNING
50
The early morning sun shines brightly through the opened windows of the living room where TRAVIS is sat on a comfortable chair staring out into his endless front yard. He holds his rifle close and beside his feet lays the crate of ammo seen earlier.

After a moment, QUENTIN enters the room and walks slowly to TRAVIS who seems very heavy eyed indeed. QUENTIN looks out of the window.
The sunshine has replaced the darkened clouds yet the dirt seems still wet. The deranged body of the dark purple creature has now changed tone in colour. It is much lighter as the body lays I a small dirt puddle where is hasn’t moved since the night before.





TRAVIS




(exhausted)



How are they?





QUENTIN




(less exhausted)

Ritchie and mother have slept through the whole night not knowing the real story but Joss seems disturbed. She hasn’t slept a wink... instead let me shut my eyes for an hour or so.




TRAVIS


(stretching and groaning)

Well... it hasn’t moved but its colour sure has faded <pause>. There’s no doubt that it’s dead... but the thing is Quentin... this animal has not bled one drip of blood. I’m just wandering what kind of animal can do that.



QUENTIN

Maybe we should go and see.

CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT DIRTLAND – EARLY MORNING


51
Stepping off the porch onto the wet dirt, TRAVIS and QUENTIN walk slowly toward the motionless creature about ten to fifteen feet from the house.

Stopping, simultaneously, one metre from the corpse, TRAVIS senses something that urges him to ready his rifle. QUENTIN looks at him.




QUENTIN



What’s wrong?





TRAVIS

I’ve got one of my bad feelings. I’ve had one too many in the past few days but this one seems indignant enough to affect my whole body.




QUENTIN

Are you alright?




TRAVIS

I’m fine... it just feels like one of those moment when you fear it’s either you or him.

TRAVIS points his rifle to the motionless corpse and seems ready to fire.





QUENTIN

It’s dead Travis. I’d be surprised... (interrupted)

Seeing the creatures head in full view for the first time, an eerie shape of a deranged, soft skull and two large eyes is seen. The two large eyes that seem closed, suddenly burn red like flames. 

Its head rises slightly, which alarms TRAVIS and QUENTIN greatly. TRAVIS pulls the trigger on that moment blasting a large hole in the head of the creature yet blood is not spilled. The body blows forward a few yards with the power of the gunshot and it slowly slides into a stop. Motionless, it lies again.
QUENTIN looks at TRAVIS with great concern and frightfulness as his expression.





TRAVIS





(calmly)



Surprised...?
Both men stand trying to shake off what has just happened.





QUENTIN

What should we do with it now? Should we bury it with father and grandpa?




TRAVIS

Does it deserve such burial after what it has done to our family and our lives?




QUENTIN

I just want it buried for good... make sure its dead and buried. I don’t want it grabbin’ my leg or... surprising me like that its just achieved <pause>. C’mon... it didn’t actually harm any one of us externally.

TRAVIS looks at QUENTIN in confusion.





TRAVIS

External damage received has come to a grateful zero... but internal is somewhat a different matter. I don’t know if you’ve noticed but our food supply has become a huge dilemma since our deceased friend here came into our lives. Because of him, animals that used to inhabit caves and small water areas around Texas have now vanished... our food has been eaten and now... probably extinct <pause>. This animal does not deserve to lie with such great men... but instead has earned a place where it has become so familiar with in the past week. Underneath the burning layers of the surface... at the top of our cliff... a weight will finally be lifted off of our heaving shoulders as we lay to rest... the very animal that has succeeded in destroying our family... thus destroying mankind as we know it.
CUT TO:
INT. RITCHIE’S BEDROOM – MORNING


52
RITCHIE lies frontward on his bed drawing as usual. After a short moment, JOSS walks in looks out of the window, completely ignoring RITCHIE.

RITCHIE looks at his mother as he stops doodling.





RITCHIE

What’s wrong? Where are Uncle Quentin and father?




JOSS


(still looking out)

They’re burying our problem up on the cliff. They’ll be back soon.



RITCHIE

Then what’s wrong with you?




JOSS

I’m just a little anxious right now hunny. Don’t you worry about a thing ‘cause we’re all here for you, you know that.
JOSS turns and faces RITCHIE with a smile.





JOSS (CONT’D)



Don’t you worry, okay?

JOSS exits the room and close RITCHIE’S door behind her. Footsteps are heard fading away as RITHCIE begins to doodle on his drawing pad again.

CUT TO:

EXT. ROOF/FRONT DIRTLAND – MORNING


53
QUENTIN is trying to repair some of the minor damage on the exterior of the roof using some material, a hammer and nails. Watching him from below is TRAVIS who still seems to hold his rifle close.





TRAVIS




(shouting)



It’s not in bad shape?





QUENTIN




(loud talk)

It don’t look it... but I think something’s broken ‘cause I can hear a creak every time I put slight pressure on it.



TRAVIS



(loud talk)

A creak...? The house is a creak <pause>. Be careful though... creaking is a sign of weakness and that roof has taken plenty of hits through many generations.




QUENTIN



(loud talk)

I hear ya...

He places the material over the small dint in the roof and grabs a nail and hammer. He positions the nail perfectly and taps the head with the hammer slightly.

Suddenly the roof on which QUENTIN balances collapses taking QUENTIN with part of the roof. He screams. TRAVIS looks shocked.

CUT TO:

INT. ATTIC – SAME


54
Falling through, QUENTIN hits the dusty ground of the attic, which is lit slightly by the suns rays that creep through the large hole in the roof.

QUENTIN, regaining himself, looks around as he dusts himself off on the floor.





TRAVIS (O.S)




(shouting)



Quentin? Are you alright?





QUENTIN




(shouting)



I’m fine. I’m in a... where am I?





TRAVIS (O.S)




(shouting)



Stay there... I’m coming!

Standing to his feet, QUENTIN scopes the room. Searching around the room, all he sees are large objects covered in white sheets and darkened corners. QUENTIN suddenly stops; he sees something.
QUENTIN walks toward a dust covered small table on which lays a large book. He lifts the book once there and blows off excess dust. The front cover of this book is plain and the corners are withered implying that this book could be as old as the house the LONESTARR’S live in.




TRAVIS (O.S)



Are you there Quentin?

Before QUENTIN can reveal what is inside this book, TRAVIS carefully enters the room through the hole. TRAVIS crashes to the ground but lands perfectly without harming himself. QUENTIN turns and faces his brother with confusion.





TRAVIS



Are you alright?





QUENTIN

Where are we? Why haven’t we seen this place before Travis?




TRAVIS

I was never told about it.




QUENTIN

Something caught my eye as soon as I entered this secret room.



TRAVIS

What was it?




QUENTIN

A book... this book.
QUENTIN holds up the book. He shows it to TRAVIS who seems shocked.




QUENTIN

Your expression is telling me that you’ve undoubtedly seen this book before Travis. Is there something you want to share with me...? Because if there is, I wish you’d speak it because you know this family was not built on secrecy and dishonesty.




TRAVIS




(beat)

You don’t know how wrong you are brother <pause>. To be truthful Quentin... that book you hold in your hand was our fathers... actually it belonged to his father, grandpa. It was a diary of some sort.
CUT TO:

EXT. LAKE – DAY


55
The lakes water lies almost perfectly still and the sun shines down on it and its surroundings.





TRAVIS (V.O)
I hadn’t seen this book for over thirty years yet its presence made me feel very uncomfortable. I felt a hint of relief to be fully honest... I felt that information I could not understand back when my grandfather showed it to me, could prove to be useful indeed... and the timing could not have been at a better time <pause>. I told my family everything there was to know about the past and our present but information on our near future was not unveiled in the book... apart from some sketches... pictures of a large puddle of water, which was acknowledged to be the lake. The rumour was true <pause>. They were shocked... mostly hurt and disturbed. The tales and drawings of the creature that we encountered were shocking <pause>. Did I know if they were in there...? Of course... my grandfather told me of it when my father died. Still, he never told me why we live the way we do, which was a question that I feared would never be answered.
CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – MIDDAY


56
The book lays closed on the coffee table in front of EVA, RITCHIE and JOSS who are sitting on chairs facing TRAVIS and QUENTIN. They all seem calm yet confused apart from JOSS who is on the verge of saying something.




TRAVIS

One thing is... we need to stay calm and we need to rethink our ancestors’ demands to stay out here alone. I’m not sure if they cared or they were just stupid to think that we could survive on what they’d left us but we’re now running out of resources fast. Our greenhouse seems stable but there ain’t enough seeds to last a lifetime... especially two <pause>. Our only chance...




JOSS

The lake...




TRAVIS (CONT’D)
Our only chance is to find the lake... where others are supposed to have gathered but... I fear, even though we have lived this long, maybe their resources weren’t as large as ours and maybe there ain’t any others... but it’s our only hope for the Lonestarr family to have any future at all.
CUT TO:
EXT. PORCH – AFTERNOON


57
TRAVIS is sat in his rocking chair yet he is still. He watches time pass. He is wondering.

QUENTIN exits the house onto the porch. He stops as he sees his brother though TRAVIS does not turn his head away from the scenery.





QUENTIN

I’d like to know more Travis. I’d like you to tell me as much as you can about all the questions I have asked myself... and you in fact.




TRAVIS

I realise how you must feel Quentin and I feel it too. I fear these answers that I may have will do no good... but at least I can state that they will do you no harm either. So if it is answers you wish... ask away.




QUENTIN

Why?




TRAVIS

Why do we live like this?



QUENTIN

It is the only answer I wish from you Travis. It is the only question I must ask.




TRAVIS

It is a question with an answer I fully don’t understand but I will tell you all I know <pause>. This home was built by our great grandpa more than a century ago... I think. It was built because of the family’s safety and that reason alone scared me. As I said... I don’t understand or know, in fact, the full explanation. That is all I was told.



QUENTIN

What about Joss...? How did she get here?




TRAVIS

Joss... our father found her the day he was bitten by the unknown creature. She was lying next to two corpses that were later connected as being her mother and father. Joss was unconscious as if they had walked for days through the scorching sun. She was lucky to be alive when they came back with her.




QUENTIN

Is that how she knows about the lake?




TRAVIS

She told me just recently that she lived by the lake... bathed in it actually. She left because her father feared something as did the others around her but she said she was too young to understand the words that they used <pause>. Something is telling me that the freak storm that destroyed the village near by didn’t really happen.



QUENTIN

A reason to keep us here... alone.




TRAVIS

Why? Why? I mean, why? The answer shall be answered my brother... whether it is before I die or after.

CUT TO:

EXT. SMALL GRAVEYARD – AFTERNOON


58
Slowly passing five graves, it is seen that they are all hand made crosses that stick into the ground firmly. Written on them are the names of the bodies that lie underneath yet only two can be confirmed. The second last, carved with a tool, says “QUINN LONESTARR” and the last “SETH LONESTARR”.

Standing in front of these graves, which seem to be in no view of the house, is TRAVIS. He seems angry as he stares at each of the crosses one by one slowly.





TRAVIS

Great grandpa, great grandma, grandpa, grandma and father... everyone is at present I see <pause>. Now, this may come of some shock to you, but, then again... it may not. Since I became the man of this family... I have done nothing but lie my ass off to every member as I am sure you did when you were here. You’d probably disagree... but you’re in no position to tell me otherwise <pause>. I hope you’ve been keeping us safe from your cloud in the sky... and I hope you do tomorrow when I set out for civilization. What’s that? Die? Well I’d rather it happen somewhere other than this damned house because I sure as hell won’t live in it anymore <pause>. This will be the last time I visit... father... grandpa... I will always keep you near my heart... it’s the only thing I can trust right now ‘cause my head is givin’ me all kinds of aches. Good luck, you say? I’ll need it... a lot.
TRAVIS walks away, leaving the resting places forever, only for it to be a memory in his head and his heart from this day forward.
CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – EVENING


59
TRAVIS sits expressionless on a chair. He focuses on nothing but his right index finger. He moves his right index finger as if he’s pulling a trigger continuously.

QUENTIN is sat near TRAVIS. He is staring at his brother yet not of concern but curiosity.





QUENTIN

Do you ever wonder why it has rained these past few days... only at night? The clouds somehow disappear before morning.



TRAVIS

That is one good question Quentin. Yet my mind is filled with this needless passion of action... to pull my finger as if I am pulling on the trigger of my rifle. What does it mean?



QUENTIN

I’m not sure.




TRAVIS

It could be another one of my gut wrench feelings achieving a new level of warning me. The trigger of my rifle may well be used to fire more shells than possible tomorrow. Meaning tomorrow may be a bad idea.




QUENTIN

I’m going with you tomorrow; you do know that, don’t you?




TRAVIS

I wasn’t planning on asking but I’d hope you’d say that. A few days walk can get mighty lonely... especially to a guy who has never spent one hour of his entire life alone... yet tomorrow is all about searching to not be alone.



QUENTIN




(beat)

I fear what might happen to Ritchie, mother and Joss if we leave.




TRAVIS

I fear that too... we don’t know what will happen to them if we go tomorrow... but I sure as hell know what will happen if we don’t... go tomorrow <pause>. You see Quentin... we may or may not die tomorrow... and maybe it’s all for nothing... but there ain’t a question to be asked on this decision because the future of our families lives is in our hands... not God... not that damned book... ours... and I will not live alone any longer suffering until we die and leave Ritchie to die alone in this God forsaken house that our great grandpa built to keep us safe in. Here’s to him.
Still pulling the trigger finger, TRAVIS, after saying his words, raises his hand to his head as if he’s holding a handgun and pulls the trigger finger one more time. The funny thing is, pulling the trigger actually makes a gunshot sound yet it doesn’t seem to be heard by QUENTIN or TRAVIS at that. TRAVIS blows his head back as if he’d been shot. QUENTIN laughs as does TRAVIS.
CUT TO:

INT. RITCHIE’S BEDROOM – NIGHT


60
As RITCIE lays awake in bed with a large quilt placed over his body for warmth, TRAVIS is crouched beside him and holding his hand.

In the background, a perfectly transparent window is seen that shows it is raining heavily outside as always.





TRAVIS

You aren’t mad about me and your Uncle leaving tomorrow, are you?




RITCHIE

No. It saddens me more than anything.




TRAVIS

Why’s that?




RITCHIE




(beat)

I don’t know if you’ll come back.




TRAVIS

I may not know much about our own land we live in but there’s one thing I do know... I will be back to retrieve my son and family. There ain’t a doubt about that and I need you to trust me with all your faith. Keep a little pointed at God because he is the only one who can guide us to our destiny... him and my rifle that is.
TRAVIS and RITCHIE chuckle together.




RITCHIE




(beat)

We’re not alone father.




TRAVIS




(beat)

We’re not alone... I know it too.




RITCHIE

Good luck father.




TRAVIS




(beat)

I’ll be gone before you awake in the morning so you won’t see me again until I come back for you <pause>. You better be waiting for me when I come walking over that horizon with your Uncle Quentin.




RITCHIE

I will.




TRAVIS

You promise now?




RITCHIE

I promise.

TRAVIS strokes RITCHIE’S hand then stands to his feet. He smiles and turns and exits the room.

CUT TO:

EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – EARLY MORNING


61
The late night rain has left many wet patches over the terrain yet the early morning sun has begun to dry them up quickly.
Out on the porch QUENTIN stands beside his elderly mother EVA. They both share the vision of the beautiful scenery around their home for the last time.
CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – SAME


62
QUENTIN looks at his mother EVA yet she doesn’t look back. Instead, she inhales, through her nostrils, the clean, fresh air that surrounds throughout. QUENTIN looks back at the scenery.





EVA

I don’t think I’ve ever seen it look so good... and feel so good.




QUENTIN




(beat)

It is beautiful... but it has to change.




EVA

Yeah. I hope it’ll change for the better Quentin... though for now... all we can do is pray. Hope is a last resort for me I’m afraid.

QUENTIN looks at his mother.




QUENTIN

That’s the thing mother... we’re at our last resort... and we don’t have a choice.

EVA finally looks back at her son QUENTIN.





EVA



I know.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – SAME


63
TRAVIS and JOSS hold each other in their arms for along moment. They seem emotional yet JOSS seems a little more. She looks worried at her husband.

On the table sits a backpack. This backpack looks used yet it is from the twenty-first century.





JOSS

I’m scared Travis... I know I shouldn’t be but I am.




TRAVIS

You needn’t be scared Joss.




JOSS

What if you’re gone for too long?




TRAVIS

Let’s keep the ‘what if’ questions to a minimum. Quentin and myself will only have enough supplies for a few days... but if we head in the right direction and the book surely identifies it, then we will be fine.



JOSS

I know you’ll be fine... but what about the other half of the family Travis... the members that can’t survive weeks without food and supplies.



TRAVIS




(beat)

There is more than enough food for you, Ritchie and mamma to last till we get back with news. I know this ain’t something that we all decided on doing but it has to be done. I just can’t live here alone anymore... it’s beginning to destroy the family inside out Joss.


JOSS

I think it began years ago.



TRAVIS

Then you know that this was always inevitability. It is our destiny.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – EARLY MORNING


64
Standing out on the porch is JOSS facing TRAVIS and QUENTIN who are equipped and ready with rucksacks on their backs and rifles by their side. EVA stands in the doorway.




TRAVIS

Everything’s accounted for and the weighing is playing brutal on my back but I reckon we’ll see the wonder that will overwhelm our family with happiness again before it breaks.



QUENTIN

We will see you sooner than you think. Joss, keep my little nephew safe and take care of my mamma.

JOSS steps forward and kisses QUENTIN on the cheek. She steps back again and smiles with a tear in her eye.





EVA

She need not worry about me. I may be old on the outside but inside is a different matter.




QUENTIN

We know mamma. You’ll have your sons back soon. We won’t forget.



TRAVIS

Tell Ritchie that everything’s going to be okay and reassure him of that everyday we’re unaccounted for Joss... mamma.

QUENTIN turns first and steps out onto the surface where he continues to walk slowly. TRAVIS gives a hug and kiss to his wife JOSS and his mother EVA then turns and steps off the step. He then continues a faster paced walk to get alongside his brother QUENTIN.
CUT TO:

EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – SAME


65
Seeing TRAVIS and QUENTIN walk away as JOSS and EVA watch, TRAVIS suddenly stops and turns back. He looks up at the top window where he sees RITCHIE staring down with pride.
RITCHIE waves. TRAVIS waves back.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH (DREAM) – NIGHT


66
As the beginning scene was described, close up on the rugged, expressionless face of TRAVIS LONESTARR, he stares into the distance as if nothing were in sight. He is alone.




TRAVIS (V.O)

That was the last time I saw my wife... my mother... and my son <pause>. Of course... that’s what you said. Though as we disappeared out of sight of our only home that we have come to hate... I felt something was wrong... in that our lives would be changed forever and never to be returned as normal. This feeling was neither good nor bad.
CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MORNING


67
TRAVIS and QUENTIN are still walking at a normal pace. They seem strong willed but sweat has already begun to reveal itself on their foreheads.





TRAVIS



I’ve got that feeling again.





QUENTIN



Oh?





TRAVIS

This feeling is different. I can’t seem to place my eyes on what’s wrong... or what could be right... or in the making.




QUENTIN

Sounds like the heat is getting to ya... should we stop for a rest or do you think it’s too early.




TRAVIS

Personally I feel fine and I’ve never felt better. My age is no concern to me and I’m sure we’d be fine walking another hour or so.



QUENITN

Okay.

The two brothers continue to walk in silence with the exception of their heavy breathing. The surroundings are hazy with the suns heat yet a few clouds are floating around.





QUENTIN





(beat)

How long do you think it’ll take us? Or do you think we’ll need to set up somewhere for the night?





TRAVIS

These types of questions could make us both feel unsure of our primary mission and I’m not sure I should be answering them.




QUENTIN

I sense days from the sound of your tone Travis. It doesn’t bother me much... just as long as we get there.

TRAVIS stops forcing QUENTIN to stop. They look at each other. QUENTIN seems confused but TRAVIS seems concerned.





TRAVIS

Stop for a minute Quentin. There’s something you should get familiar with and at least get your mind around it because if you can’t... then we might as well turn back now and try to live off what we got.

QUENTIN now looks concerned.





TRAVIS (CONT’D)

This book... we have it for a guide, a map, yet it is as vague as vague can get. It mentions only that our destination is a straight lined walk from our porch... and that the early morning sun where it arises from will be our temporary guide <pause>. The sun has now arisen too far and for all we know, we could be walking in the wrong direction.



QUENTIN

I think we’ll be fine.




TRAVIS

If our footing takes a wrong step... if my left or right foot slightly turns one degree to the left... we will end up walking in a very large circle back to our own home <pause>. Do you understand what I’m telling you?




QUENTIN

I understand perfectly clear.




TRAVIS

Then you know the risk...?




QUENTIN

I am aware of this... I wish for us to continue before our line becomes a very large circle. We now must focus hard.



TRAVIS

Then let us walk in peace until we reach a point when we need to rest. Agree...?




QUENTIN

Agreed.

TRAVIS begins to walk straight. He passes QUENTIN who then follows behind him in a single line formation.
CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – MIDDAY


68
Sitting in his father’s rocking chair out on the porch is RITCHIE. He is rocking the chair back and forth slightly as he stares at his surroundings.

After a short moment, JOSS appears at the doorway. She looks down at RITCHIE and walks back inside.

CUT TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM – SAME


69
Walking back inside from the porch, JOSS walks across the room and sits near EVA who is sipping away on some water. EVA places the glass of water on the coffee table in front of her as JOSS gets comfortable.





JOSS
He is very much distracted by his father’s leaving as I was so sure he wouldn’t be.




EVA

Why do you think this?




JOSS

I’ve never seen Ritchie sit in Travis’s chair... staring at the scenery that surrounds us.




EVA

I’ve never seen Ritchie sit in Travis’s chair either but, you know, I’ve never seen Travis out of that chair for more than an hour.



JOSS

Of course.




EVA

I never meant that though... why do you think that Ritchie wouldn’t act like this... missing his own father?

JOSS

Travis has some difficulty showing his emotions or feelings... especially to his own son because he is scared Ritchie might think less of him. Travis has raised Ritchie with disciplinary methods and has always been his masculine, brave and heroic mentor. It becomes hard to change after a few years I guess.



EVA

Why would this affect Ritchie?




JOSS

Discipline isn’t always the best method and it was always I that showed Ritchie love and affection. I assumed Ritchie wasn’t very close with Travis but I guess it’s like father like son... he can’t show is own true emotions either.
CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – AFTERNOON


70
The surroundings seem almost identical as before. TRAVIS and QUENTIN sit together facing exactly the same way. The sun beams down onto them both and their separate rucksacks that lay beside them. They can feel the heat.





QUENTIN

How d’you think they’ll get on back home Travis. I mean, we’ve left them all alone with no protection of men. A couple of worn blasters, which triggers take a mighty strong pulling finger to set off, you know, like a mans finger.




TRAVIS

I don’t think you should underestimate a woman’s strength and ability Quentin. Joss is more than capable to substitute as the man of the house as you already know... she has previously walked the same path we’re experiencing now except the fact that she had smaller strides in her walk, which without doubt made it much harder for her... yet she did it.



QUENTIN

I guess your right.




TRAVIS

Too right I’m right... now c’mon, we’ve wasted too much time already and I’m hoping we can begin moving again before our asses are beset by the cold of the night, which is sure to fall soon.

TRAVIS perfectly stands to his feet as he grabs his seemingly heavy bag, which he then place on his back again. He begins to walk as QUENTIN rises to his feet.
CUT TO:

INT. PORCH – AFTERNOON


71
RITCHIE is still sat in his father’s rocking chair yet it is at rest. He is watching the horizon like a hawk.

After a short moment, JOSS appears at the doorway again though this time she makes herself noticeable. She stands in the vision range of RITCHIE who doesn’t seem to care.





JOSS

I’ve called you three times now Ritchie... why are you disobeying me all of a sudden?




RITCHIE




(beat)

I’m waiting for my father... he told me to watch that horizon... he will come back for us.




JOSS

He’s only been gone for a day... it will take longer than one day to pass before your father makes his presence here again Ritchie. For now, you are best coming in for something to eat.




RITCHIE

I thought we were on rations.




JOSS

We are... but we all have to eat sometime.



RITCHIE

I’m not hungry... you can ration mine if you want.




JOSS

Very well... you can eat later.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – LATE AFTERNOON


72
The sun is beginning to fall behind the horizon and light begins to fade. Fearing the night is moments away, TRAVIS and QUENTIN stop in their tracks. They look around yet their feet remain still.





QUENTIN

Night is close... we should set up camp for now and head back out as the early morning sun rises.




TRAVIS

I agree.

TRAVIS and QUENTIN begin to empty their bags out onto the dirt ground.

CUT TO:

INT. RITCHIE’S BEDROOM – NIGHT


73
RITCHIE lies in his bed. His eyes are closed. JOSS enters in the dull lit room where she approaches RITCHIE with a sympathetic smile. She stares at him for a moment then moves closer to kiss him on the cheek.

JOSS is close to six inches from his face when his eyes beam open forcing JOSS to leap back in fright. She tries to catch her breath back.




RITCHIE



Do you think they’ll come tomorrow?





JOSS



(catching her breath)



We can only hope and pray.





RITCHIE

I’m afraid praying doesn’t work for me anymore... I think God is punishing me for what I did.




JOSS

What do you mean?




RITCHIE

I helped them.



JOSS

You helped them...? Helped who...?




RITCHIE

I helped Indian and the rest of them... I showed them the way.




JOSS

Hunny, if you’re talking about the animal that was tormenting us earlier... he’s dead now. Gone.



RITCHIE

They don’t die. They heal themselves from minor wounds... like the one father gave him. Indian needed help from me today... he showed me the way to his grave on the cliff.
JOSS looks concerned and generally scared.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – NIGHT


74
The clouds blacken the night to its fullest as TRAVIS and QUENTIN sit around a neat fire they have built beside their large blankets. They sit near each other. QUENTIN looks to the sky.





QUENTIN

We ain’t got a chance in hell... it’s about to rain big time and you know as well as I do... we can’t make it through the night being rained on with no fire to warm us.




TRAVIS

Worst comes to worst... we’ll have to make a run for it. <looking up> The clouds don’t seem to be black... could be the sky.




QUENTIN

Maybe...

A short silence passes as the fire crackles and pops.




TRAVIS



What are you expecting?





QUENTIN



What...?





TRAVIS

If we make it to the lake... what are you expecting to find there... to see?




QUENTIN

I can’t imagine... how ‘bout you?




TRAVIS

I see people... and plenty of water... surrounded by a huge population of animals and birds. I’ve been wondering what it’d be like for a long time now and when my mind wonders... wonders can happen. But it blows up in my face after a short while because I suddenly wake myself up. It’s only a dream... but I get a feeling that it could be the real thing.




QUENTIN

A different feeling...?




TRAVIS

I’d say so... yeah, it’s different for sure. I could almost smell the air around the water... I could almost feel it yet I didn’t touch it. Dreams like that are unique.




QUENTIN

I suppose they are <laugh>.
Another moment of silence passes yet this time a familiar humming sound is witnessed. QUENTIN and TRAVIS look at each other with plenty of concern about them both.

CUT TO:

INT. RITCHIE’S BEDROOM – NIGHT


75
Joining RITCHIE and JOSS immediately after their last speaking, JOSS seems concerned whereas RITCHIE seems scared for the first time.

JOSS moves forward to RITCHIE.





JOSS




(loud whisper)



What did you do?





RITCHIE



(beat)(loud whisper)



I let him out.

JOSS reacts terrified as does RITCHIE.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – NIGHT


76
TRAVIS and QUENTIN are stood up, both hold their rifles close. They are searching around their camp but the light from the fire only reaches so far.

The hum is heard once again that triggers off QUENTIN to panic. He begins to breathe heavy.





QUENTIN

This ain’t happening. We killed it, didn’t we... we killed it. Dead, it was.



TRAVIS

It could be our imagination running wild.

Drips of rain begin falling, which TRAVIS and QUENTIN immediately react to. The rain gets harder and harder as one second passes.





QUENTIN



Worse has come to worse Travis!





TRAVIS

We ain’t got time to pack everything up so I guess we run for it.

The fire flickers and begins to burn out.





QUENTIN



Which way?





TRAVIS

Grab a hold of my hand now and lift your feet when you run. Do it now!

With very little light showing TRAVIS and QUENTIN, they grab onto each other hands with a grip and suddenly burst into the darkness. The fire completely burns out. Pitch black.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – NIGHT


77
Currently nothing is seen apart from the faint image of dark clouds. The heavy breathing of one TRAVIS LONESTARR and one QUENTIN LONESTARR is heard. Their heavy running suddenly slows then stops.

TRAVIS





(shouting)

I picked up a little gizmo from our secret room!

A crack of something breaking is heard, which is rapidly followed by a green aluminous light that brightens up everything around the two brothers. QUENTIN seems awestruck to see the light that burns from TRAVIS’S stick. This stick is recognized to be a flare.
They suddenly begin running again. TRAVIS takes the lead as QUENTIN struggles to keep his grip on him.





QUENTIN





(shouting)



What is that thing?





TRAVIS





(shouting)



Our temporary guide!





QUENTIN





(shouting)



Temporary...?

The flare suddenly burns out like the fire returning everything back into complete darkness.

Heavy breathing and heavy footing is heard as the brothers run.

After a short while, a slight scream is heard followed by the sound of both brothers tripping and falling to the ground. Silence.

CUT TO:

EXT. TOP OF THE CLIFF – EARLY MORNING


78
JOSS stands above a dug up grave where it was presumed Indian the creature was laid to rest. JOSS seems very concerned as she stares at its hollowness.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – EARLY MORNING


79
TRAVIS and QUENTIN lie huddled together with some type of fur each side of them. Some hairs overlap onto them.

Sun is beaming onto their faces as TRAVIS awakens with a sick looking expression. It seems as if he can’t breathe or doesn’t want to.





TRAVIS



That smell...

With a slight nudge from TRAVIS, QUENTIN awakens also with a weird expression. QUENTIN sniffs hard. He almost pukes. Coughs and spits.




QUENTIN



What is that smell...?





TRAVIS



Get up.

They both steadily and slowly rise to their feet as vision begins to zoom out. What is slowly seen surrounds them and can only be described as large buffalo type animals yet they seem completely different. Two lie motionless beside TRAVIS and QUENTIN who are stood. They look around with amazement.

Zooming out even further at least a hundred of these strange animals are dotted around the dirt land. They surround TRAVIS and QUENTIN greatly. They are all dead and the holes in their head and chest bring fear into the eyes of the two brothers who begin to walk out of there.
CUT TO:
EXT. DIRTLAND – EARLY MORNING


80
Seeing the carcasses in the background, TRAVIS and QUENTIN are seen who seem unhurt and willing as they walk away from the dead zone. They walk single lined toward the sun, which shines brightly on their front.





TRAVIS



It’s close... I can feel it.





QUENTIN

Those carcasses back there... there were so many. They would have fed us for years.




TRAVIS

They would’ve if someone didn’t get to them first.




QUENTIN

Do you think that someone could be the dead creature Indian returning... from the dead?




TRAVIS

I think there are others too.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MORNING


81
TRAVIS and QUENTIN look exhausted as they walk. TRAVIS suddenly looks into the distance. He sees something.





TRAVIS

It’s not the lake... but I see something.





QUENTIN



What is it?

QUENTIN looks deep into the distance. Something has been impaled into the dirt. Something large that shines with the sun. It looks metal and it looks to be deformed.




QUENTIN



What in the hell is that thing?

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MORNING


82
TRAVIS and QUENTIN are stood. Close together, they look at something close to them. They’re still and seem confused to what they are looking at. A bright silver shine glows on their faces forcing them to squint slightly.




QUENTIN



What is it?





TRAVIS

I haven’t the faintest idea... it seems to be made out of iron, steel or something. Whatever it is... it’s something that we shouldn’t touch.




QUENTIN

Should we leave it be then?




TRAVIS

I think that’d be for the better if we do.




QUENTIN

Why is it out here... in the middle of nowhere?




TRAVIS

Maybe it’s not... maybe we’re close to being in the middle of a civilization.




QUENTIN

Of what kind...? The creatures...?




TRAVIS

I pray for the both of us that it’s not... let us go now. Its shine could be seen from the heavens above. I don’t want that kind of attention to be frank.
TRAVIS and QUENTIN turn away from where they were facing and walk away.

After a moment, vision is turned 180 degrees to see what they were talking about. What is seen is some type of downed aircraft. A U.F.O that has crashed, it seems to be all metal but nothing stands out from it as if it had been scavenged of all its belongings. Irregular and disturbing are its main describing.
CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT DIRTLAND – MORNING


83
Sitting in a triangular circle on the, now dry, dirt, RITCHIE, JOSS and EVA close their eyes as if they’re praying to God.





RITCHIE



Are we talking to God now?

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – MIDDAY


84
TRAVIS and QUENTIN are taking a break. QUENTIN is busy gargling liquid in his mouth. TRAVIS has just placed something in a compartment in his jacket.





TRAVIS

We need to get there by today ‘cause our supplies are running thin every few hours.




QUENTIN

Do you think our dead friend is following close by?




TRAVIS

I’m not sure it could be our friend back home. I clearly blew his head off and you seen it with your own eyes... hell, you mopped it up.



QUENTIN

I know <pause>. How’re you doing?




TRAVIS

What kind of question is that to ask your brother and the closest thing you’ve got to a father?




QUENTIN

A good one...?




TRAVIS

I’m sorry Quentin... there are so many things running through my mind right now... I just ain’t sure how this is all going to end.




QUENTIN

I know I’m not God and I know I can’t predict the future and all... but I reckon everything will turn out perfect.



TRAVIS

I wish I could say the same thing Quentin, I really do, but, I guess I can’t say the word perfect... or at least not get the meaning... ‘cause I know life is about the experiences and I just can’t recall on a time when anything was perfect. Living around me your whole life I’d reckon you’d say the same thing.



QUENTIN

You’re completely right about that brother... but I’ve got to say something here... I believe there is one moment in everybody’s life when they say, this is perfect... and I believe I’ll be saying that someday. Whether it’s the moment I die... or the moment we find our land and people, I’ll be saying and meaning the word perfect.



TRAVIS

Sounds good... I hope its close.

CUT TO:

EXT. PORCH – AFTERNOON


85
RITCHIE is sat back in his father’s rocking chair rocking back and forth with minimum strength and effort as his concentration remains on the sunny blurring horizon.





RITCHIE

My father will come home... he will come back for me and my mamma and grandma... and we will live together forever in a big house just like this one but beside others like it... and we will be happy.

RITCHIE continues his rocking.

CUT TO:

EXT. LONESTARR RESIDENT – SAME


86
The house stands tall on its lonesome with RITCHIE swinging on his father’s rocking chair. The hole in the roof has been covered up with some sort of large material, which has obviously stopped any rain water getting inside.
After a moment, RITCHIE gets up from the chair and walks inside the house. He closes the door behind him gently.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTLAND – LATE AFTERNOON


87
The sun has began to fall again as the familiar rain clouds overwhelm the sky.

TRAVIS, taking the lead as always, looks up from his tired position of walking and stops perfectly still. QUENTIN, not noticing, bumps right into the back of him yet TRAVIS doesn’t flinch.





QUENTIN





(exhausted)



Why have we stopped?

Realising that TRAVIS is either paralysed or sleeping, QUENTIN steps to the side of him and notices that his brother is looking at something in the distance. QUENTIN looks and seems shocked also.

Vision, again, is twisted to see faint smoke rising into the air behind some large rocks and hills.





QUENTIN



Smoke...?





TRAVIS

Is this the moment you were talking about...?

TRAVIS looks at QUENTIN. QUENTIN begins laughing uncontrollably and starts a run. TRAVIS joins him by running up a short hill where they stop right at the cliff. They both seem to stand motionless.

CUT TO:

EXT. CLIFF TOP/LAKE – SAME


88
Looking out onto the scenery behind, the dulled expressionless faces of TRAVIS and QUENTIN is seen.





TRAVIS



Perfect...

With that said, vision is immediately twisted to see the scenery behind and what a scene it is.

A beautiful lake is in perfect motion yet the animals and birds TRAVIS hoped for weren’t present. Beside this wonderful sight was a village. A village that is now no more, consisting of, black with fire, ruins that have been razed to the ground.
Smoke rises from these burned ruins that spoil the onlookers view completely. This view seems to be in half. Good and evil is represented here creating a heaven meets hell feeling.
CUT TO:

EXT. DEAD VILLAGE/LAKE – MOMENTS LATER


89
Standing amongst the darkened dead village, TRAVIS and QUENTIN say nothing to each other for a long moment as they search what could have been their, bright, perfect as perfect can be, future.

After a moment, QUENTIN falls to his knees in distraught.





QUENTIN

How can this be? We made it... we’re here... and look what is here to greet us... nothing and no one.

TRAVIS turns and looks at his brother.





TRAVIS

Is this that perfect moment you were waiting for or is this just our typical day in the sun?




QUENTIN

I feel physically ill.

Just then, a familiar humming sound is hear coming from their surroundings followed by overlapping hums that seem to actually surround the brother’s position.

The brother’s react as QUENTIN leaps from the floor with his rifle pointing to the hills around as does TRAVIS. They both seem very concerned about what may happen next.
From the surroundings, as more, slightly different toned, hums are heard, appear, at least, thirty creatures that walk to the edge of their cliff. They stand swaying slightly as they look down on TRAVIS and QUENTIN who seem ready to die at this point.

Seeing one up close, it seems to be a familiar creature yet they all look similar. Its eyes burn red and an unforeseen mouth opens and it lets off one of the most terrifying, loud screams ever that triggers off the rest of them to do the same. These creatures look terrifying.

Just as they think its all over, TRAVIS and QUENTIN lower their weapons only to be thrown onto the floor all of a sudden as a futuristic hovering helicopter flies in with amazing speed that hovers above, the now prone, TRAVIS and QUENTIN.

The creatures let off another scream that is instantly silenced as a heavy burst of laser pulsing bullets spray across the whole lot of them cutting them into bits. This takes a moment as the flying machine turns to take them all out. The creatures do not stand a chance as the last one goes down.

The flying machine now departs and flies away leaving TRAVIS and QUENTIN to finally stand to their feet. They both look around to see a large group of men in futuristic battle armour and equipped with weapons out of this world. TRAVIS and QUENTIN stand close together as the large team spread out across the area.
Presumably an officer, a man approaches the brothers with no caution at all. He stands confused in front of them.





OFFICER GRANT





(shouting)

I’m Officer Grant. Are you guys alright? Who are you and where the hell have you been hiding?




TRAVIS



(beat)(shouting)
First of all, I’m Travis Lonestarr and this is my brother Quentin... I’m a little shaken right now but in good condition... we’ve come a long way to get here... my family is alive and well but we need help Mr Grant. Can you help us?



OFFICER GRANT




(shouting)

Where is your family now?




TRAVIS




(shouting)

At least a day’s walk from here... I need to get to them a.s.a.p. Those things may be there with them.



OFFICER GRANT




(shouting)

I’ll get someone on that right away but for now, we need you and your brother... (interrupted)
A YOUNG TROOPER runs up to OFFICER GRANT. GRANT looks at him.




YOUNG TROOPER





(shouting)

Sir, more of them have appeared from the east of our encampment but they seem to be dying away pretty quickly, sir!




OFFICER GRANT




(shouting)

Good, good!



YOUNG TROOPER




(shouting)

Sir, should I order the extraction, sir?

YOUNG TROOPER looks at TRAVIS and QUENTIN with mild confusion and surprise. He looks straight back at OFFICER GRANT.

OFFICER GRANT

(shouting)

Affirmative trooper. Inform the lieutenant that we have found a family of survivors down here in sector T.X.3.2.



YOUNG TROOPER




(shouting)

Sir, yes sir!

The YOUNG TROOPER runs back to a group of other troopers leaving OFFICER GRANT with TRAVIS and QUENTIN who are looking around the whole area in complete shock.

CUT TO:

INT. METAL CORRIDOR – UNKNOWN


90
OFFICER GRANT is seen walking down a long, somewhat thin corridor that is made mostly of metal. He walks to a room, which is labelled INTERROGATION. He carries a clipboard with him as he walks inside the room and closes the metal door behind him.

Two soldiers guard the door to this facility.

CUT TO:

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM – SAME


91
Walking into the room that consists of one metal table and two metal chairs at each side, OFFICER GRANT places his clipboard on the table and sits down on the opposite chair to which TRAVIS is sitting on. TRAVIS seems somewhat angry.





OFFICER GRANT

I’m sorry we had to pull you in here, Mr Lonestarr, is it?




TRAVIS

First of all, where is my brother Quentin? Secondly... have you taken care of my family as promised?



OFFICER GRANT

Calm down now. You’re safe here <pause>. Your brother has been taken to receive a medical for the moment and I’ve recently been informed directly that your family has just been located and extracted as promised. They’re on their way now Mr Lonestarr... if I could just ask you a few questions.



TRAVIS

Do you see the fear in my eyes? Do you? I may not hold the answer to everything but one thing I can sure tell you is that we do not live in a perfect world... far from it in fact. I’m not sure why things end up the way they do but most times it’s for the better... in this case I’m not sure what to say apart from a few questions that I would like to ask about the past few centuries <pause>. Can I go right ahead?

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW YORK – DUSK


92
A quick glance of the huge New York City shows years of destruction as the whole area is plagued by the same dark skinned hostiles. It is a disturbing sight.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARIS – DUSK


93
Seeing the tall standing Eiffel Tower in the background, the alien hostiles roam the lands of Paris with sign of no life around. Cars, trucks, futuristic jets and armoured vehicles lay dotted around the ground, some crashed into building, others in balls of flames piled together.

CUT TO:

EXT. LONDON – DUSK


94
Another quick glance of another partly razed city, the hostiles are seen sweeping across the area infesting landmark buildings such as the half destructed Big Ben.

Zooming into the mostly destroyed face of the Big Ben, an almighty alien hostile stands and as vision closes up, its arms raise, its eyes burn red and its unseen jaws open wide as it screams and roars. 

Finally zooming stops perfectly into a close up of the mighty invader making its presence known to all.

CUT TO BLACK:

END
