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FADE IN:

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT

A full moon. Countless stars fill the sky.

A young couple in their 20’s, JAKE and SAMANTHA, walk on the 
beach, hand-in-hand. A DOG follows behind with a stick in its 
mouth.

Samantha gazes up at the stars.

SAMANTHA
Beautiful night.

Jake follows her gaze.

JAKE
Did you know that there’s more 
stars in outer space than there are 
specks of sand on every beach in 
the entire world? Specks of sand.

SAMANTHA
Yeah and I wonder who took the time 
to count all those specks...

JAKE
The stars are infinite, that’s the 
point.

SAMANTHA
Nothing is infinite, we just stop 
counting after awhile.

JAKE
I guess that’s true.

Jake reaches into his pocket with his free hand and removes a 
tennis ball.

The Dog sees the ball and drops the stick, its ears perking 
up.

JAKE (CONT’D)
(To Dog)

You want it? You want the ball?

SAMANTHA
You know he does. Just throw it.

Jake heaves the ball down the beach. The Dog chases after.



SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Throw it in the water next time.

JAKE
I’m always paranoid he’s gonna
drown.

SAMANTHA
Please. He can probably swim better 
than you.

JAKE
Not when I’m wearing my water 
wings.

Samantha laughs.

SAMANTHA
Oh the visual. Priceless.

The Dog runs the ball back.

JAKE
Drop it. Drop it.

The Dog drops the ball.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Good boy.

Jake picks up the ball and throws it down the beach.

The Dog ignores it, staring at something off to the side; 
it’s hair sticking up, frozen in place, listening.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Rocco, you missed it. You have to 
watch where I throw it.

The Dog suddenly runs away from the beach.

The Young Couple let go of each other’s hands.

JAKE (CONT’D)
Rocco!

SAMANTHA
Where’s he going?

JAKE
Rocco, get back here!

The Dog disappears into the night.
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JAKE (CONT’D)
God damn it.

SAMANTHA
He’ll be back.

JAKE
Dumb ass dog.

SAMANTHA
Relax. He probably saw a rabbit or 
something.

Jake sighs, an annoyed look on his face.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Fine, let’s go get him.

JAKE
No... we...

Jake slowly looks back over his shoulder. He turns abruptly 
to face the water.

SAMANTHA
Orrrr... you just want to wait him 
out?

Jake’s annoyed expression relaxes, replaced by a blank stare.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Hello? I’m talking to you.

Jake walks down the beach towards the water.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
You see something?

Samantha follows after, unsure.

Jake steps into the water.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
What are you doing?

Jake walks in deeper. Knee high. Waist high.

Samantha watches in disbelief.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Jake? Are you seriously... going...

Samantha’s face relaxes, her eyes closing slightly.
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Jake’s head disappears beneath the surface.

Samantha calmly steps into the water.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

Various sirens echo throughout the area; Helicopter blades 
chopping above; People talking over each other, sobbing.

A Female REPORTER holding a microphone pushes her way through 
various panicked PEDESTRIANS, heading toward the overpass’ 
railing.

The Reporter reaches the railing and turns to face the 
camera. Behind her and below, HUNDREDS OF BODIES float in the 
water. Various PEOPLE walk calmly down the beach and into the 
water.

REPORTER
I don’t quite know how to describe 
what we are looking at. Hundreds of 
people appear to have just... 
drowned themselves.

The camera moves to the beach. More PEOPLE walk in a trance-
like state toward the water. Some heads disappear beneath the 
surface.

REPORTER (CONT’D)
People are walking into the water 
as I speak. They are going under 
and not surfacing. My God, what is 
happening... I’m going to attempt 
to get a little closer to find out 
exactly what’s going on. Just bare 
with me...

The Reporter pushes her way through the Crowd.

EXT. PATHWAY - DAY

A YOUNG POLICE OFFICER sprints toward the beach, holding a 
handheld radio to his mouth.

YOUNG POLICE OFFICER
(Breathless)

I’m approaching the water now on 
foot. I see about... ten to twelve 
people headed down toward the 
water. I’ll see what I can do.
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EXT. BEACH - DAY

The Young Police Officer takes the radio away from his mouth, 
his feet hitting sand.

YOUNG POLICE OFFICER
(Calling out)

Stop! Stay where you are! Don’t... 
move...

He suddenly stops, dropping the radio on the ground. The 
desperate look on his face melts away and is replaced by a 
blank gaze.

He starts to slowly walk toward the water, trance-like.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - DAY

The radio is blaring a song.

JASON STANTEN, late 20’s, wearing a red jersey, is behind the 
wheel. SCOTT STANTEN, early 20’s, sits shotgun.

Jason taps his fingers on the steering wheel, nodding along 
to the song.

Scott is staring out the passenger side window, lost in 
thought.

Jason taps the brakes, the truck slowing to a stop.

JASON
And here we go.

Scott looks ahead.

JASON (CONT’D)
Welcome to rush hour. Where 
everyone is going nowhere fast...

EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

The pickup truck slows to a stop behind a wall of vehicles.

A wheelchair is strapped into the back of the pickup.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - DAY

Jason turns down the radio, keeping his eyes on the road.
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JASON
You gotta be kidding me. We’re not 
even moving.

Scott looks back out his window, bored.

SCOTT
Just be patient. Can’t stay like 
this forever.

JASON
Fuck patience, I got a hot date 
tonight.

SCOTT
I heard the last one gave you the 
cold shoulder.

JASON
Oh you got jokes, huh?

Jason honks the horn.

JASON (CONT’D)
Seriously though, you should see 
this girl.

SCOTT
And this is another girl you met 
online?

JASON
Uh huh. I’m gonna make you a 
profile, buddy.

SCOTT
Yeah ‘cause I’m what girls want.

JASON
You’re a good looking kid. Give 
yourself some credit. Got good 
genes.

SCOTT
I’m also in a wheelchair. That 
tends to be a deal breaker.

JASON
Take her to a movie at the drive-
thru. She won’t know the 
difference.
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SCOTT
Now who’s got jokes? And it’s the 
drive in, not drive-thru.

Jason shrugs and rolls down his window. He spits.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Did you call Mom?

JASON
(Staring out window)

No. Why?

SCOTT
It’s her birthday today.

Jason slowly looks at Scott.

JASON
No it isn’t...

SCOTT
It’s August tenth. Sound familiar?

Jason slowly turns to look ahead out of the windshield.

JASON
Fuck. Why didn’t you remind me?

SCOTT
I remind you once a year, I thought 
eventually it would stick.

JASON
Well you thought wrong. I’ll just 
pick up a gift card or something.

SCOTT
I’m sure she enjoys getting the 
same thing from you every year.

JASON
It’s the thought that counts.

SCOTT
You have to give it some first.

JASON
Shut up.

Scott cranes his neck attempting to see over traffic.

SCOTT
Okay, now I’m getting annoyed.
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Scott rolls down his window and pushes his head out.

JASON
What’s it like on your side?

SCOTT
Looks like it’s jammed packed all 
the way up to the entrance to the 
beach. And um, everyone has left 
their cars...

JASON
What?

Scott brings his head back inside the truck.

SCOTT
The cars are empty.

Jason opens his door.

JASON
I’m gonna take a look.

EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

A BEARDED MAN stares down at the water, holding a hand above 
his eyes to block the sun.

Jason approaches.

JASON
Hey. Any idea what the hold up is?

The Bearded Man doesn’t take his eyes off the water.

Jason follows his gaze to the water littered with Bodies. He 
watches in disbelief as various PEOPLE walk slowly down the 
beach toward the water.

JASON (CONT’D)
Are they... ?

BEARDED MAN
They’re not swimming if that’s what 
you were going to ask.

Jason squints, looking closely. His eyes go wide with 
realization.

JASON
Jesus fucking Christ.
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The Bearded Man grimaces.

BEARDED MAN
Please don’t take the Lord’s name 
in vain.

JASON
What’s happening down there?

BEARDED MAN
It’s been on the news all morning. 
I had to come see for myself. At 
first I thought it was some sort of 
mass baptism. You know, one of 
those cult things. Peaked my 
interest.

Jason looks at the cluster of People up ahead on the 
overpass.

JASON
We should help or... do something. 
We can’t just watch this.

BEARDED MAN
Speak for yourself.

Jason shakes his head and rushes back to the truck. 

BEARDED MAN (CONT’D)
(Calling after)

The Lord works in mysterious ways, 
doesn’t He?

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - DAY

Scott grips his pant leg, lifting so that one leg rises, then 
letting go. He repeats with the next leg.

Jason bursts into the truck and slams the door behind him.

SCOTT
Whoa. Easy there.

JASON
Radio.

SCOTT
What?

Jason turns up the volume, a rock song blares. He quickly 
presses a few buttons. The radio station switches to an AM 
station.
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SCOTT (CONT’D)
What happened?

JASON
Shhh.

REPORTER (V.O.)
(Panicked)

... Several policeman have also 
drowned themselves after attempting 
to help. Countless are dead... More 
people continue to walk into the 
water. I’m counting ten, eleven, 
twelve... God help these people...

Scott stares at the radio.

SCOTT
What is this?

Jason shifts the truck into reverse and checks the rearview 
mirror.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Where are we going?

JASON
I’m pulling over. I’ve got to help.

SCOTT
Help with what?

JASON
Did you not just fucking hear that?

SCOTT
Wait, that’s all happening here?

Jason shifts into drive and pulls to the side of the road.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Talk to me. Seriously.

Jason puts it in park and takes a deep breath. He looks at 
Scott.

JASON
There must be a hundred people dead 
in the water already. More are 
walking in. I’ve got to do 
something.

Scott shakes his head, confused.
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SCOTT
This doesn’t make any sense.

JASON
You’ve got to wait here, okay? 
Until I get back.

SCOTT
Fuck that. I’m coming with you. I 
can help.

JASON
Can you really, Scotty?

Scott’s look of determination falters.

JASON (CONT’D)
I need you here in the truck. Make 
sure no one steals it.

Jason pulls out a cell phone from his pocket.

JASON (CONT’D)
I’ll call you when I’m down there.

SCOTT
But you don’t even know what’s 
happening. What are you going to 
do?

JASON
Something. Nothing. I don’t know.

SCOTT
You don’t always have to play the 
hero. Let’s just wait and find out 
what’s really going on before 
rushing into anything. 

JASON
People are dying, man...

SCOTT
Then take me with you. Just get me 
in my chair and I can handle 
myself.

Jason places a hand on Scott’s shoulder.

JASON
Stay here, alright bro? I’ll be 
back soon.
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Scott sighs and looks away, angry, muttering under his 
breath.

Jason opens the door and gets out.

JASON (CONT’D)
I’ll call you in a few minutes.

He slams the door shut.

Scott slams a fist into the side of the door and clenches his 
jaw. He pulls out his cell phone from his pocket and puts it 
on his lap. He turns up the volume on the radio.

REPORTER (V.O.)
... to just stay away. If you’re 
hearing this, please just keep away 
from the beach until we get more 
information. Please...

SCOTT
Fuck.

Scott sticks his head out the window.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Jay!

Someone SCREAMS in the distance. A CAR HORN blares.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Jason!

Scott waits, no answer. He begins to quickly scroll through 
his phone, shaking his head.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
(Under his breath)

Fucking stupid...

The cell phone suddenly RINGS. The screen reads “Home”.

Scott presses a button and brings the phone to his ear.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Mom?

FATHER (V.O.)
Wrong parent.

SCOTT
Dad.
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FATHER (V.O.)
Yes siree. Just calling to remind 
you and Jason to wish your mother a 
happy birthday today. You know she 
loves hearing from you guys and- -

SCOTT
Dad, Dad... have you heard what’s 
going on?

FATHER (V.O.)
About what?

SCOTT
Turn on the news, Dad.

FATHER (V.O.)
Why? What’s happening?

SCOTT
We’re by the beach. People are 
walking into the water and drowning 
themselves.

FATHER (V.O.)
Drowning themselves?

SCOTT
I don’t know much more than that. 
Jason just left to help out.

FATHER (V.O.)
Wait, what? Where are you?

SCOTT
I’m in the pickup, on the overpass 
near the beach. 

FATHER (V.O.)
Jason left you?

SCOTT
Can you just turn on the news?

FATHER (V.O.)
Alright alright. Christ. Where’s 
the remote...

Scott watches a MAN run by the truck toward the beach, a 
terrified look on his face.

FATHER (V.O.)
Got it. I’ll see if I can find 
anything.
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SCOTT
I’ll call you back soon, okay? I’ve 
got to keep the line open. Jason 
said he’d call when he’s down 
there.

FATHER (V.O.)
Okay... haven’t seen anything yet. 
Still looking. Christ how many 
channels are there now? A thousand?

SCOTT
I gotta go, Dad. I’ll call you 
back.

FATHER (V.O.)
Alright. Be safe. Talk soon.

SCOTT
Okay.

Scott presses a button on the phone and scrolls through it 
quickly. He brings the phone to his ear.

EXT. PATHWAY - DAY

Jason jogs down a pathway toward the water. His phone RINGS. 
He answers.

JASON
You’re not going to believe this.

SCOTT (V.O.)
You need to come back.

JASON
Why?

SCOTT (V.O.)
News is asking people to stay away 
until they know what’s going on.

JASON
I can see the bodies up ahead, man. 
They’re everywhere.

Jason spots a baby stroller up ahead.

SCOTT (V.O.)
Just come back to the truck.

JASON
Hold on a second.
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Jason approaches the stroller. He leans down, peering in. 

A one year old BABY GIRL is strapped into the stroller. She 
is staring ahead at the water. Her legs are kicking.

JASON (CONT’D)
(Softly)

Hey there. Where’s your parents?

Jason brings the phone to his ear.

JASON (CONT’D)
I found a baby.

SCOTT (V.O.)
A baby?

JASON
She’s by herself, man. Like what 
the fuck is going on here?

Jason turns to look at the water.

JASON (CONT’D)
I’m checking the beach.

SCOTT (V.O.)
That’s not a good idea. Just come 
back.

Jason takes another look at the stroller and begins jogging 
toward the beach.

A faint POLICE SIREN approaches.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

Jason takes a few steps onto the sand, taking in his 
surroundings, the phone pressed to his ear.

JASON
Scotty...

SCOTT (V.O.)
Yeah?

JASON
What... is that?

SCOTT (V.O.)
What is what?
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Jason’s expression becomes blank. He drops his arms to his 
side and walks toward the water.

INT.  PICKUP TRUCK - DAY

A helicopter blade chops through the air above.

Scott has the phone pressed to his ear, his free hand 
covering his other ear to block out the noise.

SCOTT
Jason?

Scott looks out his window into the sky. He quickly ducks 
back inside and rolls up both windows.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
You there? Answer me.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

Jason steps into the water, the cell phone hanging loosely in 
his grasp. A DEAD BODY is pushed into shore by the waves.

The cell phone dangles in his hand and drops...

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - DAY

Scott holds the phone to his ear, listening.

A SPLASH, followed by a burst of static. The call cuts off.

Scott stares down at the phone.

SCOTT
Shit...

He calls again, no answer. No connection.

Scott quickly opens the passenger door and pockets the cell 
phone.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Help! I need help! Somebody!

Various PEOPLE huddle around their cars, listening to the 
radio. OTHERS stare down at the beach.

Scott grips the door handle tight and pulls himself out.
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EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

Scott falls to the pavement in a heap, his legs dead weight. 
He drags himself toward the back of the pickup.

An ELDERLY COUPLE runs passed him, hand in hand.

Scott pulls himself to the back of the truck and reaches up 
toward the hatch. Struggling, he gets a grip on the handle 
and pulls it open.

Taking a few deep breaths, Scott hauls himself up onto the 
outstretched hatch, his legs dangling in the air.

WOMAN (O.S.)
Need a hand?

A WOMAN wearing a trucker hat stares down at him.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Saw you were strugglin’ there.

SCOTT
I need two legs if you got ‘em. Any 
chance you can get my wheelchair on 
the ground for me?

WOMAN
Sure can. My nephew? He’s 
handicapped too, ya know.

Scott nods slightly, looks away.

The Woman reaches over into the truck, unclasping the 
wheelchairs straps. 

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Who was drivin’?

Scott pulls himself against the side of the truck, resting.

SCOTT
My brother.

WOMAN
He go to help?

SCOTT
Yeah.

WOMAN
Mmm.
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The Woman unclasps the final strap and pulls the wheelchair 
toward the edge. 

SCOTT
Just need it on the ground and I’m 
good from there.

WOMAN
I got it.

The Woman lifts the wheelchair to the ground and turns it 
around to face Scott.

Scott pulls himself down to the chair and twists around, 
righting himself in it. He pulls his legs up into the 
footrests and sits back.

SCOTT
Thank you.

WOMAN
Your brother... How long he been 
gone?

SCOTT
Just a few minutes.

WOMAN
Mmhmmm. Been here all mornin’, 
watchin’. No one has come back yet.

Scott gives the Woman a look. He grips the wheelchair’s 
wheels and pushes himself towards the railing of the 
overpass.

The Woman follows behind.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
You see alright?

Scott pushes himself up on the arm rests and looks below at 
the beach.

SCOTT
Oh My God...

The Woman joins him at his side.

WOMAN
Looks like people are staying away 
finally. No one walkin’ into that 
water. Probably ‘cuz there ain’t no 
one left.
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Scott pulls out his cell phone and presses a few buttons, 
brings the phone to his ear. No connection. He slams his 
phone down on his lap.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Like lambs to the slaughter they 
were. You shoulda seen.

Scott turns his chair and pushes both wheels, moving forward. 

The Woman grabs hold of the wheelchair, stopping him.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Where you goin’?

SCOTT
To look for my brother. Let go of 
me.

WOMAN
After what I just told you?

SCOTT
Especially after what you just told 
me. Let go.

The Woman stares at the wheelchair for a moment, contemplates 
something, and releases her hold on the chair.

WOMAN
You be careful now.

Scott pushes both wheels and heads up the overpass between 
the parked vehicles.

The Woman watches him go. She takes out a piece of gum and 
starts chewing.

EXT. PATHWAY - DAY

Scott races onto the pathway. He rounds a small bend and 
flicks the brakes. His chair skids to a stop.

An unmarked police car is parked sideways along the path, 
blocking off entrance to the beach. 

An OLDER POLICE OFFICER is standing by his open door, one 
hand inside the car, talking on a handheld radio. The Police 
Officer turns halfway and notices Scott, a frantic look on 
his face.

OLD POLICE OFFICER
Whoa, whoa. Get back kid.
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Scott slowly wheels himself closer.

SCOTT
What’s happening out there?

OLD POLICE OFFICER
We don’t know. But you got to stay 
back. No one is allowed passed this 
point.

Scott looks at the Police Officer’s hand inside the car. It 
has been handcuffed to the handle.

OLD POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
(Off Scott’s look)

Precaution.

SCOTT
My brother, he... He came down 
here.

OLD POLICE OFFICER
How long ago?

SCOTT
Ten minutes?

The Police Officer shakes his head.

OLD POLICE OFFICER
Well, I just got here. But from 
what I’ve been told, anyone that 
passed this point before hasn’t 
come back.

Scott wheels himself to the side, straining to get a better 
look toward the water.

SCOTT
Maybe he didn’t get this far...

Scott’s voice trails off. He notices a baby stroller down the 
pathway.

He looks down at his phone in his lap, realizing.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
There’s a baby in that stroller.

The Police Officer looks down the path at the stroller, turns 
back to Scott.
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OLD POLICE OFFICER
How do you know? I don’t hear any 
crying.

SCOTT
My brother saw her.

OLD POLICE OFFICER
I can’t... We can’t do anything.

SCOTT
What do you mean you can’t do 
anything? You’re a cop aren’t you?

OLD POLICE OFFICER
My partner went to check the 
stroller. He walked right passed it 
and into the water. I tried calling 
out to him. Nothing. Just kept on 
going.

The handheld radio emits a burst of static.

OLD POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
(Into radio)

I have a pedestrian on the path. 
I’m sending him back. Otherwise I’m 
clear here.

A burst of static follows.

SCOTT
How are you supposed to stop me 
when you’re handcuffed to your car?

OLD POLICE OFFICER
I have the key. Don’t do anything 
stupid, okay kid? I’ve been 
authorized to use force to keep 
people away.

The Police Officer motions to a stun gun sitting on top of 
the police car. A pair of binoculars sits beside the stun 
gun.

OLD POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
I’m just here to make sure no one 
else dies.

Scott wheels himself to the side of the police car and leans 
out of his chair.
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SCOTT
(Calling out)

Jason!

The Police Officer looks over his shoulder at the beach; 
Silence except for the waves crashing and the muddled 
helicopter above.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Jason!

OLD POLICE OFFICER
What was your brother wearing?

SCOTT
A jersey. A red one.

The Police Officer grabs the binoculars and looks toward the 
water.

OLD POLICE OFFICER
Plenty of red out there...

SCOTT
Let me look.

The Police Officer looks down at Scott, his hand outstretched 
toward him. He sighs, sympathetic.

OLD POLICE OFFICER
Can you see over the car?

SCOTT
I can see around it.

OLD POLICE OFFICER
Just don’t go passed it. I mean it.

SCOTT
What am I gonna do? Start walking?

The Police Officer considers this. He hands the binoculars to 
Scott.

Scott moves to the side of the police car, he turns his 
wheelchair to face the beach and brings the binoculars to his 
eyes.

THROUGH BINOCULARS. A close up view of the water. Scan slowly 
from one side to the other, bodies floating everywhere. A 
glimpse of red. Zoom in on a body with a red t-shirt, then 
zoom back out, continue scanning.

Another flash of red appears within a wave.
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Scott drops the binoculars onto his lap, his breath catching 
in his throat.

OLD POLICE OFFICER (O.S.)
You see him?

Scott slowly brings the binoculars back up over his eyes.

THROUGH BINOCULARS. Zoom in on the red jersey. Jason. He 
floats face down in the water, the waves rocking him gently.

Scott drops the binoculars on the ground. He takes a deep 
breath and turns away. He lifts himself up in his chair, 
almost like he wants to stand. He begins to shake.

OLD POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
Hey? You okay, kid?

Scott’s breaths come in labored gasps as he stares off to the 
side.

OLD POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
You need to breathe.

Scott pushes himself out of his chair and to the ground. He 
lands chest first with a thud, his phone cracking on impact. 
He clenches his eyes shut.

Turning himself onto his back, Scott looks up into the sky 
and breaks down crying, covering his face with his hands.

The Police Officer hangs his head.

The cell phone RINGS. Scott finds his phone. The screen is 
cracked down the middle. The screen reads “Home”.

CUT TO BLACK:

FADE IN:

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Music plays. Heavy bass.

Various TEENAGERS walk in and out, holding beers. People talk 
over each other. A party.

Scott, 18 years old, is sitting on the couch drinking a beer. 
COREY, 18, is beside him rolling a joint.

Jason, early 20’s, takes a seat on the adjacent couch next to 
a BEAUTIFUL GIRL. They kiss. He puts his arm around her and 
looks at Scott chugging his beer.
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JASON
How many is that for you?

Scott stops chugging, places the empty beer bottle on the 
table, burps.

SCOTT
One too many I think.

Corey chuckles to himself.

COREY
Alcohol is a downer man. This high 
should level you out though. It’s a 
all about balance in life.

JASON
Smoke that outside.

Corey nods while licking the papers.

JASON (CONT’D)
Hey Scotty, this girl Amy is 
looking for you.

SCOTTY
Oh yeah?

JASON
I think she’s in the kitchen. 
They’re playing strip poker in 
there or something. Plus she’s 
pretty drunk. Better get on that.

SCOTTY
I will. After we blaze.

JASON
Liquid courage not doing it for ya?

SCOTTY
I piss it out too fast.

Jason laughs.

Corey finishes rolling the joint a grabs a lighter.

COREY
Amy’s hot dude.

SCOTTY
We good to go?
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COREY
Yeah. I got to teach you how to 
roll these things one day...

Corey stands up and leaves the room.

Scott stands up and follows after.

EXT. BACKYARD - NIGHT

Scott and Corey stand by a pool, smoking the joint. The music 
is slightly more muddled.

A few TEENAGERS swim in the pool, bottles of liquor perched 
precariously near the edge.

Scott takes a pull from the joint, holds the smoke in, passes 
it to Corey. He exhales and coughs.

SCOTT
That’s good shit. I can already 
feel it.

Corey smiles and takes a hit.

COREY
Lightweight.

SCOTT
How does it go? Weed before beer 
you’re in the clear? Beer after 
weed... no, that’s not right.

Corey chuckles to himself, passes the joint back. He watches 
the Teenagers swim in the pool and drink.

COREY
You ever just watch people, man?

Scott takes a hit, exhales.

SCOTT
What do you mean?

COREY
Like just watch them. Their 
behavior, like in certain 
situations.

SCOTT
You’re kind of creeping me out 
right now. Just sayin’.
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Scott passes the joint back.

COREY
I’m serious. Like how people adapt 
to stuff. How they follow the 
crowd, trying to fit in. You think 
any of these people at this party 
are being themselves? Like truly
themselves?

SCOTT
It’s a party man. People come to 
these to escape themselves. Get 
drunk. High. Whatever. Just have 
fun, you know?

Corey takes a hit and passes the joint back.

COREY
I hate people but I love a person.

SCOTT
You... what?

COREY
I hate people but I love a person. 
It just means, you know, you talk 
to a person just one on one and 
they are one way. Then you talk to 
that same person in a group and 
they are completely different. Like 
their behavior actually changes 
when they are around people. 

SCOTT
They are just trying to be who they 
want to be. To seem cool. To fit 
in. That’s not a behavioral change 
it’s just... acting. 

Scott goes to pass the now roach of a joint, Cory waves it 
away.

COREY
You can kill it.

Scott shrugs, takes another hit.

Corey puts his arm around Scott and squeezes.

SCOTT
What the fuck man? Get off me.
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COREY
I’m heading back in to grab us 
another beer. Then you’re going to 
talk to Amy, right?

SCOTT
Yeah man, fuck. I don’t care. Sure.

Corey squeezes harder.

COREY
Right?

SCOTT
Right. Jesus. Ease off.

Corey laughs and heads toward the house, he points back at 
Scott.

COREY
Don’t make me armbar you, bitch.

SCOTT
Yeah don’t bring that weak ass jiu
jitsu to my house, bitch. And I 
said jew jitsu. You know, ‘cause 
you’re a jew.

Corey gives Scott the finger and goes into the house.

Scott laughs to himself and takes another hit, holding the 
smoke in. He drops the roach to the ground and grinds it out 
with his shoe.

The Teenagers get out of the pool and wrap themselves in 
towels. They grab their liquor bottles and head back toward 
the house.

A BLONDE GIRL lags behind, drying her hair with her towel.

BLONDE GIRL
Hey Scotty, come play some poker 
with us.

Scott gives her the thumbs up, still holding the smoke in. 
She laughs and heads into the house with the group.

Exhaling the smoke, Scott watches it drift up into the sky. 
He looks up at the full moon, then down at the pool; The 
clear blue water illuminated by the pool lights.

Scott takes off his shirt, his shoes and socks, then his 
pants, until he’s just in his boxers. He approaches the edge 
of the pool and stares down at his reflection in the water.
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JASON (O.S.)
Everything’s backwards in 
reflection.

Suddenly Jason is standing beside Scott.

JASON (CONT’D)
You know you’re dreaming again, 
right?

SCOTT
This really happened. 

JASON
It’s still a dream.

SCOTT
I know.

JASON
A recurring one. But what if you 
don’t jump this time?

SCOTT
I have to.

JASON
Then don’t dive head first.

SCOTT
I have to. It’s what happened. I 
can’t change it.

JASON
Yes you can. I’m here, aren’t I? I 
wasn’t when this happened. I was in 
the house. I only came out after I 
heard the girl scream. Yet here I 
stand. And you haven’t jumped yet.

SCOTT
It won’t change anything. I’ll 
still wake up to my prison. And 
you’ll still be dead.

JASON
That’s new...

SCOTT
My body being my prison isn’t new.

Jason turns to face Scott.
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JASON
But me being dead is.

Scott closes his eyes and shakes his head.

Jason places a hand on his shoulder.

JASON (CONT’D)
I love you bro. But you jumping or 
what?

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Scott opens his eyes, looking up at a ceiling fan. He sits up 
and looks at his wheelchair beside his bed. He sighs.

A news station on television is blaring in another room.

Scott pulls himself out of bed and into the wheelchair, 
placing his legs in the footrests.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Water sprays from a tap with a filter attached to it. 

GLEN STANTEN, 50’s, unshaven, fills up a glass and shuts off 
the tap.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

BETH STANTEN, 50’s, is seated on the couch watching a news 
report. Her eyes are red and puffy from crying.

Glen enters and hands her the glass of water, taking a seat 
beside Beth on the couch.

ON TELEVISION, aerial shots of countless dead bodies in the 
water. Some Bodies have washed up on shore. 

A view of a makeshift cement blockade acting as a wall, 
cutting off access to the beach. Various MILITARY PERSONNEL 
guard the wall with guns.

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O.)
Authorities are still unable to 
remove the bodies or identify them 
until they are sure it is safe to 
proceed closer to the water. An 
estimated two to three hundred 
people have drowned themselves so 
far. 
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According to Sergeant Arthur Floyd, 
the military barricades along the 
shore will remain up for the 
foreseeable future, leaving 
families of the deceased 
questioning authorities but getting 
no definitive answers.

SERGEANT ARTHUR FLOYD, 40’s, appears on screen in full 
military attire. He stands on a podium, talking into a 
microphone.

News Reporters shout out questions.

SERGEANT FLOYD
I’m not able to, nor will I address 
the questions of what is causing 
this at the present time. For now, 
we are focused on guarding the 
walls and keeping people away from 
the water. We have had people try 
to get passed our barricades, for 
whatever reason, call it curiosity; 
And these people have been detained 
and placed under police custody. I 
can’t stress this enough, please
keep away from this area for the 
time being. 

News Reporters shout out over each other.

MALE NEWS REPORTER
How will you know when it’s safe if 
no one can pass the barricade?

SERGEANT FLOYD
We are routinely testing the 
boundary. Safely, I might add. When 
we know you’ll know. Thank you.

The News Reporters scream out more questions as Sergeant 
Arthur Floyd leaves the podium.

LIVING ROOM

Beth takes a sip of water.

Scott comes into the living room, turning his chair to face 
the television.

BETH
Hi Scotty.

Beth leans over and kisses Scott.
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SCOTT
Anything new?

GLEN
Not yet.

Scott looks over both his parents.

SCOTT
You guys get any sleep?

Beth pats him on the knee, keeping her eyes on the screen.

BETH
Oh we got a few hours, honey. Don’t 
worry about us. How did you sleep? 
Do you want some breakfast?

SCOTT
I’m good, thanks.

Glen scratches at his stubble and shakes his head.

GLEN
How can they test the boundary 
safely? Shouldn’t they let everyone 
in on that secret? 

BETH
Glen...

GLEN
Just ridiculous.

The Television shows a PANEL OF REPORTERS discussing matters 
at a desk.

BETH
I wish they’d show more aerial 
shots of the water and not just 
people talking about it.

Scott shakes his head.

SCOTT
Do you really wanna see that, Mom?

Beth takes her eyes of the screen and turns to face Scott. 
She takes his hand in hers.

BETH
I need to ask you something, okay?
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GLEN
Beth. Leave it be.

Beth leans in toward Scott.

BETH
How sure are you that you saw him?

GLEN
Christ Bethany, we’ve been over 
this.

Scott can’t hold his Mother’s gaze.

BETH
I need to know.

SCOTT
I told you already, Mom.

BETH
It’s just... you were far enough 
away. You had to use binoculars. 
Can you really be sure?

Scott looks into his Mom’s pleading eyes. He looks at his 
Dad, who is staring at the TV, but clearly listening.

SCOTT
I know what I saw.

Glen stands up.

GLEN
Right. And there you have it. 
Scott, I’m grabbing a pop 
downstairs, want one?

Scott nods slowly.

SCOTT
Sure pop.

Glen smiles weakly, sadness in his eyes.

GLEN
Makes me smile every time.

Beth starts crying. She leans over and hugs Scott.

BETH
I’m sorry baby. I’m so sorry.

Scott returns the hug and closes his eyes.
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SCOTT
(Softly)

It’s okay, Mom. It’s okay.

On TELEVISION, the Panel is locked in a debate. Their names 
appear on the screen, followed by their Twitter handles. 

LISA RODRIGUEZ, Hispanic, sits in the middle of the desk, 
moderating. To her left is DAMIAN LAKE, African American. To 
her right is OWEN NEIL, Caucasian.

OWEN NEIL
I mean, what are we really talking 
about here? Let’s look at the 
facts. Hundreds of people suddenly 
decided to walk into the water and 
drown themselves. What is this, a 
flash mob gone wrong?

LISA RODRIGUEZ
Oh, come on now.

OWEN NEIL
My point is, there is no precedent 
for this. Sure we’ve had cult 
suicides and such but this is a 
large group of completely unrelated 
people all deciding to commit 
suicide at the same time and in the 
same manner.

LISA RODRIGUEZ
Let me just stop you there. We 
don’t really know the identities of 
the deceased yet. So let’s just 
hold off on calling them 
“unrelated” or on making 
assumptions.

OWEN NEIL
Fair enough. But I don’t think it’s 
much of a stretch to assume that.

DAMIAN LAKE
It’s a big stretch. I think you 
just pulled a muscle.

OWEN NEIL
But I go back to my original point. 
Where is the precedent for an event 
like this in human history? There 
is none. So let’s look elsewhere. 
Beached whales, for example.
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DAMIAN LAKE
Why does there have to be a 
precedent? There’s a first time for 
everything, is there not?

LISA RODRIGUEZ
Exactly.

OWEN NEIL
Correct. But I’m making a point 
here.

DAMIAN LAKE
Well we’re all ears.

OWEN NEIL
And mouths apparently.

Lisa Rodriguez and Damian Lake laugh and shakes their heads.

OWEN NEIL (CONT’D)
So here’s my point, okay? All 
joking aside. Every year up to two 
thousand animals beach themselves. 
You see one beached whale and 
assume okay, this whale died at sea 
and was brought to shore by the 
current. Happens all the time. Just 
like people drown all the time. 
It’s tragic but it happens. But 
what about the multiple strandings
of whales? Back in 1902, hundreds 
of pilot whales beached themselves 
on the shore of Cape Cod. These 
mass strandings are rare but they 
happen. Why? We have theories, but 
no one knows for sure.

LISA RODRIGUEZ
So what you’re essentially saying 
is that these human beings who 
tragically lost their lives, 
drowned themselves for the same 
reasons an animal beaches itself?

OWEN NEIL
No, I’m not saying that. I’m saying 
that’s the precedent.

DAMIAN LAKE
I’m sorry but I can’t agree with 
that in any shape or form. You’re 
comparing apples to oranges and 
calling it grapes.
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OWEN NEIL
Well what makes human beings so 
special that they are immune to 
things that effect animals? Isn’t 
the human genome ninety-eight 
percent similar to that of an ape?

DAMIAN LAKE
And I would counter that with what 
makes animals so special that they 
are immune to things that effect 
humans? Not one animal has drowned 
itself over the course of the last 
week. Only humans. We have footage 
of dogs literally running away from 
their owners mere seconds before 
the owners walk into the water.

OWEN NEIL
Ah. And therein lies the rub, as 
they say...

LIVING ROOM

Scott stares at the television screen, sipping from a pop 
can. His Mother’s head is on his lap, she is sound asleep. He 
strokes her hair softly.

His Father is watching the Panel with a look of disgust.

Scott is unblinking, focused, lost in thought.

OWEN NEIL (V.O.)
Keep in mind, a solitary stranded 
animal can prompt an entire pod to 
respond to its distress signals and 
strand alongside it...

A TEXT MESSAGE alert goes off. Then another one. Scott blinks 
several times, snapping out of his trance.

His Mother lifts her head off his lap.

BETH
(Half asleep)

Did you say something, honey?

Scott pulls out his cell phone from his pocket.

SCOTT
No, Mom. Try to get back to sleep.

Glen picks her up in his arms.
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GLEN
I’ll take her to bed.

Glen carries her out of the room.

Scott checks his cell phone, the screen cracked down the 
middle.

A text from Corey reads, “Wanna go for a dribe?” Then 
followed by “*drive”.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Scott slips on a new shirt, his wheelchair facing a window.

Three soft KNOCKS on the door.

SCOTT
Yeah?

Glen opens the door, leans against the wall, not entering the 
room.

GLEN
Everything okay, bud?

Scott locks eyes with his Dad.

SCOTT
I’m alright. What’s up?

Glen shuffles uncomfortably in the doorway.

GLEN
It’s just you’ve been pretty quiet 
since... You know if you ever need 
to talk...

Scott looks back out the window.

SCOTT
How’s Mom?

GLEN
She’s... Well she went to sleep as 
soon as her head hit the pillow. 
Needless to say she hasn’t been 
sleeping much. She’s been through a 
lot.

SCOTT
I’m worried about her.
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GLEN
I’ll take care of your Mother, you 
don’t have to worry about that.

SCOTT
And what about you?

GLEN
What about me?

Scott turns his wheelchair around to face his Dad.

SCOTT
How are you doing? 

Glen starts to say something, stops himself.

GLEN
You know, I... I don’t know.

He sighs, hangs his head.

SCOTT
You know you don’t have to be the 
strong one all the time, Dad.

Glen looks up at Scott, tears in his eyes.

GLEN
Yeah I do, Scott.

Glenn and Scott stare at each other for a moment.

Scott looks away, tearing up. He reaches for a pair of shoes.

Glen clears his throat, regaining composure.

GLEN (CONT’D)
You need help?

Scott puts the shoes on his lap, loosening the laces.

SCOTT
I got it.

GLEN
I’ll help.

Glen enters the room and kneels down by Scott’s feet.

SCOTT
Dad, I can do it. You know I can.

Glen takes the shoes off Scott’s lap.
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GLEN
Just let me help, okay?

Scott stares at his Dad, nods.

Glen places a shoe on Scott’s foot, ties the laces.

GLEN (CONT’D)
Remember when I used to tie your 
hockey skates like this when you 
were a kid?

SCOTT
Yeah and you always tied them too 
loose and I had to get somebody 
else to tighten them when you left 
the change room.

Glen looks up at Scott.

GLEN
Really?

Scott chuckles to himself.

SCOTT
Yeah.

GLEN
Why didn’t you tell me?

Scott shrugs, smiling.

Glen places the other shoe on Scott’s foot, ties the laces.

GLEN (CONT’D)
Jason always said I tied them too 
tight.

Scott’s smile fades. He looks out the window.

Glen finishes tying the shoes and places Scott’s feet in the 
footrests. 

GLEN (CONT’D)
Where you going?

SCOTT
Going out for a bit with Corey. 
Just driving around.

GLEN
Corey, huh?
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SCOTT
Dad...

GLEN
Just, you know...

SCOTT
I know, Dad.

Glen nods to himself.

GLEN
Come here.

Glen grabs Scott and hugs him.

Scott is caught off guard, taking a second to return the hug.

GLEN (CONT’D)
I love you, Scott.

SCOTT
Love you too, Dad.

Glen pulls away, begins to walk out of the room. He stops at 
the doorway.

GLEN
And keep your cell phone on.

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Sergeant Arthur Floyd walks along the perimeter of the 
makeshift cement wall, inspecting.  

Various armed SOLDIERS stand at their posts, each guarding a 
section of the barricade. Ropes hang down from the top of the 
wall.

A helicopter chops through the air in the distance.

Sergeant Floyd looks into the sky. He brings his handheld 
radio to his mouth.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Keep an eye on the sky. I don’t 
want any more news choppers flying 
over my airspace.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

A blue car and Jason’s pickup truck sit in the driveway.
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Scott pushes his wheelchair down the driveway to the curb and 
stops. He opens a car door. Corey is behind the wheel.

COREY
Sup.

SCOTT
Hey.

Corey reaches out his hand. Scott takes a hold of it and 
grips the door with his other hand, pulling himself into the 
car. 

INT. CAR - DAY

Scott slams the door and adjusts his legs.

COREY
You just leaving your chair there?

Scott puts his seat belt on and rolls down his window. He 
spits.

Corey shrugs and pulls away from the curb.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

Corey’s car speeds down the road, no cars in sight.

INT. CAR - DAY

Corey flicks a cigarette out his window.

COREY
Fucking roads are dead, man. I love 
it.

SCOTT
‘Cause everyone’s at home or 
camping out near that barricade.

Corey shakes his head.

COREY
Fucking people, man. Fucking
people.

Scott reaches over and turns on the radio.
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AM RADIO HOST (V.O.)
... and there’s a parasite that 
grows inside of a grasshopper and 
starts to effect it’s nervous 
system until it controls the 
grasshopper completely. The 
grasshopper then drowns itself and 
the parasite emerges from the 
grasshopper’s body and into the 
water so it can continue its life 
cycle. This is a- -

Corey turns off the radio.

COREY
Sorry, man.

SCOTT
You listen to that shit?

COREY
Sometimes. Hey, you wanna risk a 
speeding ticket?

SCOTT
Are you high?

COREY
Not yet.

SCOTT
Then yeah.

Corey smiles and speeds up, the engine gunning.

COREY
FYI I drive better when I’m high... 
That rhymed... So did that.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

Corey’s car speeds down the road at top speed.

INT. CAR - DAY

Scott sticks his head out this window, a smile plastered on 
his face.

Corey looks over at Scott and laughs.

Scott brings his head back in, laughing.
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SCOTT
Whew! I almost fucking suffocated 
on wind. Is that even possible?

Corey laughs, starts to slow down the car.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
So what did you bring?

Corey motions toward the glove compartment.

COREY
Glove compartment.

Scott opens the glove compartment, pulls out a bag of weed.

COREY (CONT’D)
That’s kiwi kush, bro. Smells just 
like kiwis when you light it up. 
Hold on, lemme pull over.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

Corey’s car pulls to a stop on the side of the road.

INT. CAR - DAY

Corey pulls out rolling papers from his pocket and places an 
iPad upside down on his lap.

COREY
Give it here.

Scott passes the bag of weed.

SCOTT
Speeding and rolling a joint on the 
side of the road. Nah, we’re not 
heat at all.

Corey breaks the weed up on the iPad.

COREY
Yeah I’d like to see a cop give us 
a ticket for speeding or arrest us 
for possession when all this shit
is going on. I’d laugh in his face.

SCOTT
Then he’d take us to jail.
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COREY
Dude, there were people in New York 
City snorting coke off dead hookers 
in the middle of the street on nine-
eleven.

SCOTT
Shut the fuck up.

Corey shrugs, starts rolling the joint.

COREY
Could’ve been. Police wouldn’t have 
done shit.

Scott looks out his window. A car drives by.

SCOTT
You’re crazy.

COREY (O.S.)
Make a big enough disaster and 
smaller crimes become the norm. 
September eleventh was all one big 
magic trick, man. I’m telling you.

Scott looks back at Corey.

COREY (CONT’D)
Get everybody looking in one 
direction and the truth sneaks 
right out the back door.

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Sergeant Floyd approaches an armed Soldier, PRIVATE MOORE, 
guarding the barricade.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Everything alright here, Private?

PRIVATE MOORE
Yes sir.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Good. Let’s do a visual sweep.

Private Moore nods and swings his gun over his shoulder. He 
grabs the rope hanging down from the wall and climbs. He 
peers over the wall.
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EXT. BEACH - DAY

DEAD BODIES litter the shore. Some Bodies float in the 
shallow water. Others are mere dots out at sea.

Seagulls hover over the Bodies in the water.

Private Moore’s head pokes out over the wall.

SERGEANT FLOYD (O.S.)
What do you see?

PRIVATE MOORE
I see gulls, sir. Lots of ‘em.

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Sergeant Floyd gives Private Moore’s pant leg a tug and walks 
away.

SERGEANT FLOYD
That will be all, Private.

PRIVATE MOORE
Yes sir.

Private Moore climbs back down to the ground, turning around 
to guard the wall.

INT. CAR - DAY

Scott and Corey are both reclined in their seats, their eyes 
beat red.

SCOTT
All I smell is kiwis.

Corey laughs.

COREY
Told ya.

SCOTT
I feel like I’m on some tropical 
island somewhere.

COREY
Jamaica mon. We have a bobsled 
team, ya know?

Scott and Corey laugh.
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SCOTT
You’re such an idiot.

Scott sits up and tries to lift his legs up onto the dash, 
but fails.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Fuck, that didn’t work.

They both laugh. 

Scott sits back in his seat.

COREY
Yo, I’ve always wanted to ask you. 
Do you get like... bursts of pain 
in your legs or anything? Like can 
you feel your toes move when they 
aren’t?

SCOTT
That’s amputees not paraplegics. 
It’s called phantom pains.

COREY
Oh, I heard you guys get those too.

Scott sighs, looks out the window, dejected.

SCOTT
I haven’t yet.

COREY
You alright man? I was just 
curious.

SCOTT
Yeah I’m good. It’s just you 
said... “you guys”.

COREY
You know what I meant.

SCOTT
Yeah, I just hate it.

COREY
Hate what?

Scott brings his seat back up. Corey does the same.
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SCOTT
Like... I look at people walking 
around sometimes and I think to 
myself, “I used to be you”, you 
know? That was me. I wasn’t always 
like this. But no one cares. All 
they see is a guy in a wheelchair.

COREY
Yup. It’s all ‘what have you done 
for me lately’ with people.

SCOTT
Exactly. And I just want to explain 
to everyone that I was normal once. 
But no one asks. They just pity me. 
I see it in their eyes when they 
look at me. I hate that more than 
anything. They are so scared to 
offend me that they never find out 
that all I want to do is talk about 
it. Because once you talk about it 
it’s over, and new things can grow.

Silence for a few moments.

COREY
Jason was a good guy. I liked him.

Scott swallows the lump in his throat and nods.

SCOTT
He liked you.

COREY
Liar.

Scott smiles sadly.

Corey looks over at Scott, studying him.

COREY (CONT’D)
Can I show you something?

SCOTT
Do I have a choice?

COREY
Nope.

Corey flips the iPad around, presses a few buttons.
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COREY (CONT’D)
I was looking at some videos on 
Youtube yesterday. 

Corey hands Scott the iPad.

A YOUTUBE VIDEO from a news helicopter in the sky. Nighttime, 
a full moon out. The camera tilts downward. PEOPLE are 
walking into the water below. The camera ZOOMS IN.

Scott looks away.

SCOTT
I don’t wanna see this.

COREY
Just a couple seconds. What do you 
notice about those people? Do you 
see a pattern anywhere?

Scott sighs and looks back at the iPad.

The YOUTUBE VIDEO shows more PEOPLE walking into the water.

SCOTT (O.S.)
I just see people walking into the 
water and drowning themselves.

COREY (O.S.)
But who’s walking in first?

The video zooms in more.

SCOTT (O.S.)
What do you mean?

COREY (O.S.)
The men. They all walk in before 
the women. The women always follow 
after.

Scott leans his face closer to the screen. He shakes his head 
and hands the iPad back to Corey.

SCOTT
So what?

COREY
So don’t you find that strange? All 
the groups of people that went in, 
it’s always the men going into the 
water first. I’ve watched every vid
out there. It’s always the same. 
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SCOTT
Could be a coincidence.

COREY
Don’t think so. It’s happened too 
many times to be a coincidence. I 
also noticed that the biggest 
groups of people walk in at night 
time. So I did some research. 

SCOTT
You mean you read other people’s 
research online.

COREY
Same difference. Did you know that 
the moon affects ocean tides?

SCOTT
Yeah. Gravitational pull or 
something.

COREY
Right. 

Corey brushes some weed off of his lap.

COREY (CONT’D)
So a high tide occurs when a body 
of water is facing the moon and 
pulling the water toward it with 
its gravity.

SCOTT
Okay...

COREY
So if the moon can effect water in 
such a way, why can’t it effect us 
humans? We’re sixty percent water. 
Well, men are sixty percent. Women 
are closer to fifty five percent. 
See what I’m getting at? All the 
men went in first, the women 
followed...

Scott considers this.

SCOTT
It’s an interesting theory. Seems 
everyone has one.
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COREY
They started discussing it on the 
radio the other day. Pretty much 
right after I thought about it. 
Swear to God. Human beings are 
locked into some universal 
consciousness, man. Trust me, there 
are no coincidences.

SCOTT
There’s one huge hole in that 
theory though.

COREY
What?

SCOTT
People still walked into the water 
during the day. Jason did.

Corey rolls down his window and looks up at the sky.

COREY
Look at the sky, man. The moon is 
always there, you just can’t see it 
sometimes.

SCOTT
One big magic trick, huh?

COREY
Exactly. Now you’re learning.

Scott puts his seat belt on.

SCOTT
Whatever. Come on, let’s go get 
some drive-thru.

Corey shrugs, starts the car.

COREY
I’m just saying, people think they 
close their eyes when they really 
just put eyelids over them.

SCOTT
What... does that even mean?

COREY
I dunno. I’m high. Leave me alone.

Scott and Corey laugh. Corey shifts it into drive.

49.



INT. ARMY TENT - DAY

A SOLDIER is seated on a table. He gulps down some water in a 
paper cup.

The Medic, PRIVATE DEWITT, checks the Soldier’s blood 
pressure.

SOLDIER
I’m so thirsty.

Private DeWitt looks up, nods.

PRIVATE DEWITT
I know...

INT. CAR - DAY

Corey pulls up to the curb, puts it in park. Scott unhooks 
his seat belt.

COREY
You want some eye drops?

SCOTT
No. My parents know I smoke weed. 
It’s how I escape my prison for an 
hour or two.

COREY
Ah, right. Your “prison”. You’re so 
tragic, man.

SCOTT
But I’m back now. I heard your Mom 
likes conjugal visits...

COREY
Come on, man. I’m not joking. I 
mean, I was there that night, 
remember?

SCOTT
Think of me like spilt milk. And I 
have to joke about it, my last name 
is Stanten...

Scott waits for Corey to catch on, he doesn’t.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Sounds like standin’ if you say it 
fast...
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It dawns on Corey.

COREY
Oh man, I never even thought about 
that.

SCOTT
No? I have.

The front door opens. Glenn wheels Scott’s wheelchair down a 
ramp and toward the car.

COREY
Guess they were waiting for you.

SCOTT
They’re a little over-protective 
right now.

COREY
Can’t really blame them.

SCOTT
Thanks for letting me visit the 
island.

COREY
Anytime buddy. I’ll text you.

SCOTT
Cool.

They bump fists.

Scott opens the car door as Glen pushes the wheelchair up to 
the curb.

COREY
Hey, mister Stanten.

Glen barely makes eye contact.

GLEN
Hi Corey.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Scott pulls himself out of the car and into the chair, he 
places his feet in the footrests.

Glen shuts the car door and nods goodbye.

Corey’s car pulls away.
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Scott wheels himself toward the front door, Glen following 
behind.

GLEN
Hey.

Scott stops before the ramp.

Glen tosses some eye drops onto Scott’s lap.

SCOTT
Really, Dad?

GLEN
Just do it for your Mother.

Scott sighs and puts the drops in his eyes.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. BEACH - EVENING

The sun is setting on the horizon, casting an orange glow on 
the water and the beach. Dead Bodies are everywhere. 

INT. ROOM - EVENING

The Bearded Man is seated at a table, deep in silent prayer.

There is a Holy Cross mounted on the wall behind him.

On the table is a Bible and a pistol. He grabs the pistol and 
leaves.

EXT. BARRICADE - NIGHT

An armed Soldier, PRIVATE HUTCHINS, leans against the wall, 
bored. His radio cracks to life.

PRIVATE HUTCHINS
(Into radio)

Sorry, I missed that. Can you 
repeat?

VOICE ON RADIO (V.O.)
We got a civilian headed your way. 
Two o’ clock.

Private Hutchins notices a FIGURE approaching in the 
darkness.
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PRIVATE HUTCHINS
(Into radio)

I got him.

The Figure approaches closer, mumbling something under his 
breath.

PRIVATE HUTCHINS (CONT’D)
(Calling out)

Sir, I’m gonna need you to head 
back the way you came. This area is 
off limits.

The Figure keeps approaching.

Private Hutchins raises his gun, aiming.

PRIVATE HUTCHINS (CONT’D)
Stop where you are. I won’t ask 
again.

The Bearded Man stops.

Private Hutchins lowers his gun.

PRIVATE HUTCHINS (CONT’D)
Now turn back or you will be placed 
under arrest. You don’t want to be 
here, sir.

BEARDED MAN
Yes. Yes, I do.

The Bearded Man raises his arm, the pistol in his hand. He 
FIRES; the bullet blasting a hole through Private Hutchins 
face.

INT. ARMY TENT - NIGHT

Sergeant Floyd and several SOLDIERS all stand up from their 
meal.

Sergeant Floyd grabs his radio.

SERGEANT FLOYD
(Into radio)

What the hell was that? Who 
discharged their weapon?

VOICE ON RADIO (V.O.)
We have a man down! Man down! Armed 
civilian on the premises!
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Sergeant Floyd runs out of the tent; The Soldiers follow 
behind.

EXT. BARRICADE - NIGHT

Gun in hand, PRIVATE BOLDEN runs to the location of the 
shooting.

The Bearded Man is climbing the wall, using the rope.

Private Hutchins lies in a heap below.

Private Bolden stops, aims down his rifle.

Sergeant Floyd suddenly grabs the rifle and points it to the 
ground.

SERGEANT FLOYD
No! Let him go.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Sir?

Sergeant Floyd turns and holds out his hands, stopping the 
oncoming Soldiers charging towards his location.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Stand down. Stand down. Somebody 
put a gun on him, but no shooting 
unless I give the go ahead.

Several Soldiers aim their guns toward the wall.

The Bearded Man reaches the top of the wall, he looks around.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Sir, he killed Hutch.

SERGEANT FLOYD
I can see that, Private.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
We’re just letting him go?

SERGEANT FLOYD
He wants over that wall, let him. 
He can be our lab rat for the 
night.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
And if he doesn’t walk into the 
water?
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Sergeant Floyd shrugs.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Shoot him.

The Bearded Man jumps over the wall and disappears behind the 
barricade.

Sergeant Floyd grabs his radio.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
(Into radio)

Keep eyes on him.

Sergeant Floyd turns around to face the Soldiers.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
Go watch this fucker drown himself. 
First one to the top of the wall 
gets to put a bullet in him if he 
doesn’t.

He points to two Soldiers.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
Anson, Sprague, get Hutch’s body 
back to the medical tent.

PRIVATE ANSON and PRIVATE SPRAGUE jog towards the body.

Sergeant Floyd grabs a cigar from his pocket, places it in 
his mouth and lights it with a match.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
Fuck it.

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT

The Bearded Man calmly places the pistol in the sand. He 
removes his shoes and starts to walk towards the water.

Nearing the water, he stops dead in his tracks, swaying on 
his feet, his face relaxing. He starts to walk toward the 
water, trance-like, until he reaches the water’s edge.

The Bearded Man steps on various washed up Bodies, oblivious 
to them. He walks in deeper. 

Slowly he sinks lower, until only his head is above the 
surface. He continues on and disappears into the depths.

Bodies float passed, both children and adult. All is quiet.
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EXT. BARRICADE - NIGHT

Sergeant Floyd puffs on his cigar.

VOICE ON RADIO (V.O.)
He went in. Over.

Sergeant Floyd approaches the wall. Some Soldiers are perched 
atop the wall, watching.

ARTHUR FLOYD
Show’s over scarecrows. Back to 
your posts.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. ROAD - DAY

A PAIR OF SHOES slapping against the concrete.

Scott is running, happy, the wind whipping through his hair.

He passes various PEOPLE on the side of the road all in 
wheelchairs. They look at him and wave.

Scott picks up speed, sprinting as fast as he can. He passes 
a baby stroller.

Scott stops and places his hands on his knees, exhausted. He 
coughs up some water and wipes his mouth. He looks ahead, 
squinting from the sun.

Jason is standing in the middle of the road in his red 
jersey, soaking wet.

JASON
You okay, bro?

SCOTT
Yeah. Just out of breath.

JASON
Can you tell Mom I’m sorry?

SCOTT
For what?

JASON
Dying on her birthday...

Scott stands upright, catching his breath. He stares at 
Jason.
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SCOTT
You should tell her yourself.

Jason looks around at his surroundings.

JASON
It’s really not so bad here.

SCOTT
Yeah, could be worse.

JASON
Quite the imagination you have...

Jason and Scott lock eyes. Jason smiles.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Scott lies in a hospital bed crying, leaning his head on his 
Mother’s chest. 

Beth holds him, stroking his hair.

BETH
Shhh. Shhh...

Glen sits in a chair by the window, his head dropped low.

MALE DOCTOR (V.O.)
Your son suffered massive damage to 
the spinal cord below the seventh 
cervical vertebrae. The chances of 
him walking again are... slim to 
none.

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Scott sits in his wheelchair at the edge of the pool, staring 
down at the water.

A helicopter circles above.

Scott looks up into the sky...

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

A ceiling fan.

Scott opens his eyes and looks around the room, groggy. His 
wheelchair is beside the bed.
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A muddled conversation between his Parent’s comes from 
another room.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Glen and Beth are huddled by the front door.

GLEN
(Quietly)

There’s no sense in waking him.

BETH
(Quietly)

We shouldn’t just leave.

GLEN
(Quietly)

I’ll leave a note.

BETH
(Quietly)

We should tell him ourselves.

GLEN
(Quietly)

Let him sleep.

SCOTT (O.S.)
Tell me what?

Scott is in the hallway, seated in his wheelchair.

BETH
Oh, did we wake you?

SCOTT
Where you guys going?

Glen and Beth glance at each other.

Beth sighs.

BETH
I can’t take not knowing anymore. 
We both can’t.

Scott looks at Glen, who nods in confirmation.

SCOTT
You’re going to the barricade 
aren’t you? To look for Jason?
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GLEN
Just for a few hours.

SCOTT
Unbelievable...

GLEN
We gotta do it, buddy.

Scott studies both his Parents.

SCOTT
You never believed me, did you?

GLEN
It’s not that we don’t believe you 
Scott, we just need to see for 
ourselves. For closure.

BETH
Or for hope.

SCOTT
Do you know how dangerous it is out 
there? In fact, I know you know.

BETH
On the news they’re showing other 
families who are out there, 
waiting. They are all at a safe 
distance.

Scott wheels himself a little closer to his Parents.

SCOTT
That’s my point exactly. You’ve 
only seen all of this on TV. I was 
there when it started. I know what 
I saw with my own eyes. What, you 
don’t think I want to be wrong 
about Jason? Trust me, I do. But if 
I am, where is he? Why hasn’t he 
called?

An uncomfortable silence.

GLEN
Scott... We’ve made our decision 
about this. This is something we 
have to do. As parents.
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SCOTT
I saw him... floating... face down 
in the water. Is that something you 
want to see as well?

Beth’s eyes tear up.

Glen stares back at Scott.

GLEN
If that’s how it is, then yes. How 
else are we supposed to let go?

Beth rushes over to Scott and hugs him.

BETH
We won’t be long, okay? I left 
breakfast out on the counter.

Scott shakes his head.

SCOTT
(Quietly)

Just be careful.

BETH
I know. We will.

Beth heads back to the front door.

BETH (CONT’D)
You get the binoculars?

GLEN
They’re in the car.

Glen opens the front door and ushers Beth outside.

GLEN (CONT’D)
We won’t be long, buddy.

SCOTT
Keep your cell phone on.

Glen smiles.

GLEN
Will do.

The front door closes.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Scott positions himself in front of the television. 

A news report is playing, silently. 

Scott grabs the remote, hitting ‘mute’.

On TELEVISION, Several POLICE OFFICERS hold a throng of 
PEOPLE to the given safe zone on the overpass.

The Female Reporter faces the camera holding a microphone.

REPORTER
... families have come from far and 
wide waiting to hear any 
information about missing loved 
ones. They have been restricted to 
safe zones spread around outside 
the barricade for the time being. 
But authorities are asking that 
people stay away until they know 
the surrounding areas are one 
hundred percent safe.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Scott moves some food around on his plate with a fork, not 
eating. He takes a small sip of water and studies the glass.

A clock ticks, ticks, ticks...

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Two SOLDIERS set up a large tarp attached to metal poles, 
maneuvering it as to block out a section of the barricade 
from view.

Sergeant Floyd watches. He check his radio.

SERGEANT FLOYD
We good?

VOICE ON RADIO (V.O.)
Yeah we’re good. Can’t see a thing 
from up here.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Good. How’s our airspace?

VOICE ON RADIO (V.O.)
We are all clear, sir.
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SERGEANT FLOYD
Good. Keep the medic on standby.

VOICE ON RADIO (V.O.)
Yes sir.

Sergeant Floyd turns to face the barricade; an opening juts 
out between the cement walls, just big enough for a person to 
fit through.

Private Moore, Private Bolden, Private Sprague, and Private 
Anson stand in front of the barricade. A long rope is laid 
out in front of them, one end tied into what looks like a 
giant noose.

Sergeant Floyd reaches into his shirt pocket and pulls out 
four matches, concealing them in his palm.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Time to draw straws, gentlemen.

He holds out his fist so that only the tops of the matches 
are visible.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
As with everything in life, size 
matters.

Private Moore pulls out a normal sized match, breathes a 
subtle sigh of relief.

Private Bolden pulls a short match. He nods to himself.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
We have a winner.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Let’s get this over with.

The other three Soldiers put on gloves and gather up the 
rope.

Private Bolden places the large noose over his head and 
brings it down around his waist. He cinches it tight.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Snug?

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Little tighter.

The three Soldiers walk out until the rope is fully 
stretched. They give it a soft tug.
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Private Bolden groans.

PRIVATE BOLDEN (CONT’D)
That’s good.

Sergeant Floyd hands Private Bolden a radio.

SERGEANT FLOYD
You keep talking to me, every step 
of the way.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I know the drill, sir.

Private Bolden looks over his shoulder at the tarp.

PRIVATE BOLDEN (CONT’D)
Kinda wish you didn’t put that tarp 
up now. I could have been famous 
with all those cameras on me.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Whenever you’re ready, Private.

Private Bolden takes a deep breath and nods. The three 
Soldiers dig their heels into the sand while gripping the 
rope.

Private Bolden locks eyes with Sergeant Floyd.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
You know why lemmings follow each 
other off of a cliff?

Sergeant Floyd stares back.

PRIVATE BOLDEN (CONT’D)
Population control.

A long silence.

SERGEANT FLOYD
You ready for this?

Private Bolden looks back ahead at the opening in the 
barricade, a faint glimmer of sun reflecting off the water. 
He checks the rope around his waist.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Screw it. One less mouth to feed, 
eh Sarge? I’ve always been hell 
bent on going straight to Heaven.
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Private Bolden starts walking toward the opening in the 
barricade.

The three Soldiers walk with him from behind while gripping 
the rope.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

Private Bolden emerges from the opening, he looks around and 
brings the radio to his mouth.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I’m through.

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Good.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
This rope is digging into my 
stomach.

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Focus, Private.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I am focused, sir. I wish I wasn’t.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Just keep talking. Tell me what you 
see.

Private Bolden starts his slow walk toward the water. His 
breathing quickens.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I’m walking out now. I see bodies 
strewn over the beach a ways in 
front of me. Dead bodies 
floating... Um...

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Keep talking.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I don’t know what else to say.

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Say what you’re thinking then.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
It’s like... a sea of humanity... 
literally.

64.



SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Good.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I think I see a child, Sarge. Two 
of them, three...

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
What else? How do you feel?

Private Bolden blinks his eyes rapidly.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I feel... okay. I guess.

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Don’t be scared. We got you.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I’m not scared, sir.

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Everyone is scared of something. 
You know what I’m scared of?

PRIVATE BOLDEN
What’s that, sir?

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Drowning. Ain’t that something? 
Even before all this...

Private Bolden laughs nervously.

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
You still with me?

PRIVATE BOLDEN
It smells out here. Being this 
close. I can smell death. How’s my 
rope?

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

The three Soldiers holding the rope are halfway between the 
tarp and the barricade.

Sergeant Floyd watches them slowly move forward.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Rope is good. Let us worry about 
that.
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EXT. BEACH - DAY

Private Bolden stares out at the water, his pace slowing 
down.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I can see... it...

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
What can you see?

Private Bolden stops completely, his eyes widening, his face 
relaxing. He drops the radio.

SERGEANT FLOYD (V.O.)
Talk to me, Private.

Private Bolden starts walking calmly toward the water.

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Sergeant Floyd waits, listening to silence on the radio. He 
motions to the three Soldiers.

SERGEANT FLOYD
That’s it. Pull him back.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

Private Bolden takes a few steps into the water and is 
immediately tugged backwards by the rope. He stumbles but 
stays upright, tries to move forward.

A second tug sends him flying onto his back. He struggles 
against the pull, digging the heels of his boots into the 
sand as he is being dragged backward.

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

The three Soldiers strain against the rope, pulling 
backwards.

PRIVATE MOORE
(Strained)

He’s fighting us!

Sergeant Floyd grabs hold of the rope and begins to pull.
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EXT. BEACH - DAY

Private Bolden squirms in the sand, trying to break free. 

Approaching the opening in the wall, Private Bolden turns his 
body sideways and is pulled against the cement, pinning him 
in place.

A group of gloved hands take hold of him. They sit him 
upright and pull him back through the opening.

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

The three Soldiers pull Private Bolden away from the wall and 
pin him to the ground.

SERGEANT FLOYD (O.S.)
Move away from him.

The three Soldiers release their grips and move away.

Sergeant Floyd kneels over Private Bolden, holding him down 
with a forearm to the chest. He stares down at Private 
Bolden’s blank face.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
Private, you with me?

Private Bolden continues to stare ahead at nothing. He stops 
struggling.

Sergeant Floyd slaps him across the face.

Private Bolden blinks several times. He gasps, looks around, 
confused.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
You with me?

Private Bolden coughs dryly.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Sarge?

The three Soldiers laugh with relief, patting each other on 
the shoulders.

Sergeant Floyd removes his forearm.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Welcome back, son.
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PRIVATE BOLDEN
I need some water.

SERGEANT FLOYD
(To three Soldiers)

One of you get him some water. The 
other two of you go get the medic. 
I’ll handle things here.

The three Soldiers run off.

Private Bolden licks his dry lips.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Jesus...

SERGEANT FLOYD
How do you feel?

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Groggy. Like I just woke up.

SERGEANT FLOYD
What did you see?

Private Bolden locks eyes with Sergeant Floyd, confused.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
You said you saw something.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I did?

SERGEANT FLOYD
You don’t remember?

PRIVATE BOLDEN
No.

SERGEANT FLOYD
What’s the last thing you do 
remember?

Private Bolden starts to say something, stops himself.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I remember thinking that this whole 
rope idea was a really fucking bad 
one.

Sergeant Floyd chuckles to himself.
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SERGEANT FLOYD
Medic’s gonna ask you a few 
questions, run a few tests.

Private Bolden licks his lips, swallows.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I’ve never been so thirsty in my 
life.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Water’s coming.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I didn’t know you were scared of 
drowning, sir.

Sergeant Floyd smiles inwardly.

SERGEANT FLOYD
I was hoping you forgot that 
part...

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Scott is in his wheelchair at the edge of the pool, teetering 
back and forth. He looks down at the water in the shallow 
end, contemplating.

SCOTT
Not this time...

After a moment, he slowly backs away.

EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

Glen and Beth, holding hands, make their way through a CROWD. 
Beth has a pair of binoculars hanging from her neck.

Various news vans have been parked near the front of the 
Crowd. REPORTERS talk into camera’s held by CAMERAMEN.

POLICE OFFICERS stand guard.

Glen and Beth slowly push their way to the front of the Crowd 
toward the railing. 

Various FAMILIES near the railing pass binoculars back and 
forth, looking out at the water.
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A middle-aged WOMAN, hair out of place, make-up running, 
stops Glen and Beth as they approach the railing. She holds 
up a photo of the one year old baby girl, pointing to it.

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
Excuse me. Have you seen my baby 
girl?

Glen and Beth both look at the picture, shake their heads.

GLEN
No, I’m sorry.

BETH
You lost her?

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
My husband was taking her for a 
walk on the beach when this all 
happened. I haven’t seen either of 
them since. Her name is Nicole. She 
just turned one last week.

GLEN
I’m sorry, but we haven’t seen her.

MIDDLE AGED WOMAN
If you see her can you let me know? 
I’ve been here five days now I’m 
not going anywhere. I’ll be here.

BETH
Absolutely.

Glen grips Beth’s hand and pulls her to the front of the 
Crowd.

A Police Officer holds out a hand, stopping them.

GLEN
Guess this is as good as we’re 
going to do.

BETH
That poor woman... We should have 
brought a picture of Jason.

Glen cranes his neck, looking below at the water.

GLEN
We will find him ourselves. Take a 
look.
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Beth brings the binoculars up to her eyes, searching. Written 
along the side of the binoculars are the words, ‘G. Stanten’.

INT. ARMY TENT - DAY

Private Bolden is seated on a table. He drinks some water 
from a paper cup and tosses the cup in a trash bin.

Private DeWitt tests Private Bolden’s blood pressure. He gets 
a reading and enters the information on a laptop computer.

Sergeant Floyd is on the radio, pacing.

SERGEANT FLOYD
(Into radio)

Well we’re moving on regardless. I 
want to start aerial tests at 
twenty-two hundred hours tonight. 
If that works, maybe we can start 
retrieving some of these bodies 
from the water...

Private DeWitt shines a small light in Private Bolden’s eyes.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
So, what’s the common pattern 
between me and the other lab rats?

PRIVATE DEWITT
I’m not sure I’d call you guys lab 
rats.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Yeah lab rats wouldn’t be effected 
by this. I think humans just 
dropped below them on the food 
chain.

Private DeWitt places two gloved fingers on each side of 
Private Bolden’s neck.

PRIVATE DEWITT
Say awe.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Awe.

Private DeWitt nods to himself, removes his hands.

PRIVATE DEWITT
But dehydration is the main one.
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PRIVATE BOLDEN
So we get so thirsty we drown 
ourselves. Makes sense to me.

Private DeWitt removes his gloves and tosses them in the 
trash bin.

PRIVATE DEWITT
No, you fall asleep. I believe you 
are pulled immediately into stage 
five sleep. Or REM sleep. This is 
where most sleepwalking occurs and 
also the muscles in the body all 
tend to relax at this stage. Which 
may explain how calm everyone looks 
when they... go under. Just my 
theory so far. Now as for why this 
all happens beyond some invisible 
barrier... well, that’s certainly a 
ways beyond my comprehension.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
So there’s nothing else wrong with 
me is what you’re saying?

PRIVATE DEWITT
I have more tests to do. But if 
you’re like the others, you should 
be just fine if you continue to 
hydrate and get some rest. 

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I feel like you know more about 
what happened to me than me, and I 
don’t like it.

Private DeWitt fills up a paper cup with water.

PRIVATE DEWITT
Well, if pressed, I’d tell you that 
I don’t think I’m going to learn 
much doing things this way. We need 
to take air samples and water 
samples and test the environment, 
not the people who are just a 
product of it. But I’m getting 
ahead of myself.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Yeah, way things are going, that’s 
not gonna happen anytime soon. We’d 
learn more flying in some monkeys 
at this point.

72.



Private DeWitt hands the cup to Private Bolden.

PRIVATE DEWITT
Drink some more. And I realize 
that. That’s why I volunteered to 
be next.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Next for what?

PRIVATE DEWITT
To be the next lab rat, as you so 
aptly put it.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Getting those hands dirty, eh Doc? 
What’s your angle?

PRIVATE DEWITT
No angle. Pretty straight forward 
actually. I’ve rigged up some 
sensors to measure my vital signs 
from a distance. This way when I go 
under, we will know the exact 
physical effects whatever-this-is 
has on the body. Once we know that, 
we can start building from there.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Just get ready for some rope burns.

Private DeWitt flashes a curious smile.

PRIVATE DEWITT
I’m using a harness. I don’t 
understand why you guys use a rope. 
Seems a little primitive.

Private Bolden considers this.

PRIVATE BOLDEN
I didn’t know we had a harness 
around here...

PRIVATE DEWITT
We accept what we get until we see 
something better, don’t we?

PRIVATE BOLDEN
Yeah, yeah. Don’t you have some 
more tests to do?

Private Bolden takes a sip from the cup.
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EXT. BEACH - DAY

Private Sprague stands guard at a section of the wall. His 
eyes blink rapidly. He rubs his eyes.

EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

Beth scans the water with the binoculars.

BETH
I just... I just can’t tell. 
There’s so many of them. Oh my God, 
Glen...

GLEN
Let me see.

Beth removes the binoculars from her neck and hands them to 
Glen. She is clearly shaken.

GLEN (CONT’D)
Remember Scott said Jason was 
wearing his red jersey. We’re 
looking for red.

Glenn looks through the binoculars.

BETH
I saw a lot of red out there.

Glen scans from one side to the other.

GLEN
Yeah, me too.

BETH
Maybe it’s blood?

GLEN
I doubt it, dead people don’t 
bleed.

Glen hangs his head immediately.

Beth shakes her head, distraught.

BETH
Glen, I don’t think I want to see 
anymore. I don’t think I can handle 
it.
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GLEN
I didn’t mean Jason was... I just 
mean, we don’t know yet.

Beth falls into Glen, who hugs her with one arm. He brings 
the binoculars up to his eyes and continues searching.

GLEN (CONT’D)
Hmm. That’s odd...

BETH
What?

GLEN
The Soldiers... They’re... climbing 
over the wall.

A LOW MURMUR emits throughout the Crowd as people start to 
notice the Soldiers below.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Scott taps a knife on the side of his plate. He runs his 
finger softly along the sharp edge.

Dropping the knife, Scott grabs a picture off the table, he 
studies it.

The PICTURE is of Glen, Beth, Jason, and Scott all standing 
and smiling for a family photo.

Scott stares at himself in the picture.

A clock ticks, ticks, ticks...

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Private Moore calmly grabs hold of the rope hanging over the 
wall and starts to climb, a relaxed look on his face.

Private Sprague and Private Anson follow after.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

Various SOLDIERS walk in a trance-like state toward the 
water.

INT. ARMY TENT - DAY

Sergeant Floyd’s radio comes to life in a burst of static.
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SERGEANT FLOYD
Go ahead.

VOICE ON RADIO (V.O.)
Sir, we have multiple men over the 
wall! Multiple men over the wall!

Private Bolden lightly pushes Private DeWitt away, listening.

VOICE ON RADIO (V.O.)
I’ve counted eight, check that, 
nine headed towards the water!

Sergeant Floyd runs out of the tent.

Private Bolden jumps off the table and follows after.

Private DeWitt watches for a moment, unsure. He unbuttons his 
shirt and begins to attach multiple sensors to his chest.

EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

The Crowd watches the scene unfold below.

A Police Officer grabs his radio, brings it to his mouth, 
says nothing. 

BETH
What on earth is going on down 
there?

Glen watches through the binoculars. ZOOM on beach. Some 
Soldiers scale the barricade. Some walk into the water.

Glen slowly removes the binoculars, a look of disbelief on 
his face.

GLEN
They’re all going in.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

Private Moore walks into the water, going deeper with each 
step.

Private Sprague and Private Anson follow.
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EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Sergeant Floyd runs toward the barricade and stops. He 
watches as two Soldiers walk through the gap in the wall. He 
scans the area slowly.

SERGEANT FLOYD
No...

Private Bolden storms passed.

Sergeant Floyd reaches out to grab him, but just misses.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
Wait!

Private Bolden keeps running ahead, then stops dead in his 
tracks. His back straightens. After a moment, he starts to 
walk calmly toward the barricade.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
Private, get back here! That’s an 
order!

Private Bolden continues toward the wall. He grabs a rope and 
starts to climb.

Sergeant Floyd takes a few steps backwards.

EXT. ARMY TENT - DAY

Sergeant Floyd runs to the entrance of the tent.

Private DeWitt is typing furiously into his laptop, his shirt 
now buttoned up.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Follow me! Now!

PRIVATE DEWITT
One second.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Now!

Private DeWitt hits a few more keys and runs out after 
Sergeant Floyd.
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EXT. HILLSIDE - DAY

Sergeant Floyd sprints up a hill toward the overpass. He 
looks over his shoulder as if he is being chased and pulls 
out his radio.

SERGEANT FLOYD
(Breathless)

Get all civilians out of here! It’s 
spreading! We need to evacuate the 
area immediately!

PRIVATE DEWITT (O.S.)
Sir, I think... I...

Sergeant Floyd stops and turns around.

SERGEANT FLOYD
Come on!

Private DeWitt stands twenty feet behind. He stares up at 
Sergeant Floyd, his face relaxing. He does an about face and 
turns back toward the water. He starts to walk.

Sergeant Floyd steps backward up the hill, he stumbles, 
falling to the ground. He watches Private DeWitt walk calmly 
back toward the barricade.

Sergeant Floyd’s eyes widen in panic. He takes a deep breath 
and unholsters his pistol. He presses it up under his chin.

SERGEANT FLOYD (CONT’D)
Fuck it.

His index finger tightens on the trigger, then it stops, 
relaxes.

Sergeant Arthur Floyd drops the pistol and stands up, his 
face relaxing, no longer scared. He walks down the hill 
calmly.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Scott picks through his breakfast, eating a strip of bacon.

A news report from the other room filters in.

Scott looks toward the living room.
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INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Scott grabs the remote off the table and points it at the TV. 
He stops.

On TELEVISION, The Female Reporter frantically pushes through 
the Crowd, the camera following her.

Police Officers and the Crowd stare at something below.

The Reporter makes her way to the front of the Crowd.

REPORTER
The soldiers have scaled the wall 
and walked into the water. There 
are no military personnel left 
below... They’re... all gone. I 
don’t know what went wrong down 
there. I’m trying to be a 
professional here but I don’t know 
what’s happening. I really don’t. 
It seems...

The Reporter looks off to the side. Various Police Officers 
and Onlookers have started walking away, calmly; The Men 
first, followed by the Women.

Like a slow-motion wave over the Crowd, each person slowly 
relaxes, dropping items to the ground.

The Reporter watches in horror.

Suddenly the CAMERA shifts drastically. The Cameraman starts 
walking away.

REPORTER (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Hey! Where are you... going...

The Camera drops to the ground, doing a 180. The Reporter 
drops her microphone and starts walking calmly off screen.

LIVING ROOM

Scott slowly backs his wheelchair away from the Television, 
his eyes wide.

SCOTT
(Whispers)

Oh God.

Scott fumbles for his cell phone in his pocket. He presses a 
couple buttons and brings the phone to his ear.
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SCOTT (CONT’D)
Come on, Dad. Pick up. Pick up.

EXT. PATHWAY - DAY

Glen walks calmly amidst the Crowd, his cell phone ringing in 
his pocket.

Beth follows behind, trance-like.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Scott waits with the phone pressed to his ear.

SCOTT
Fuck!

He lowers the phone and stares at the cracked screen, 
considering something.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

Scott is seated in his wheelchair near the back of Jason’s 
pickup truck. He reaches up and pulls down the hatch.

He glances out at the street; Various FAMILIES are packing 
their cars with luggage.

Scott checks his cell phone. He dials 911, brings the phone 
to his ear. A busy signal.

He slams the phone down on his lap.

Corey’s car pulls up to the curb and parks. Corey exits the 
car and runs up the driveway.

Scott tosses Corey the keys. He pushes himself out of the 
wheelchair and lands on his chest.

SCOTT
Can you get my chair in the back?

COREY
Yeah.

SCOTT
Just put it on its side. Don’t 
worry about strapping it in.

Scott pulls himself along the ground towards the passenger 
side door.
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Corey lifts the wheelchair up into the back of the pickup 
with a grunt, placing it on its side. He closes the hatch.

Scott reaches up and opens the passenger door. Straining, he 
slowly pulls himself into the front seat. He brings his legs 
into the truck and shuts the door.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - DAY

Corey places the keys in the ignition and starts the truck.

COREY
Don’t say I don’t do anything for 
ya.

Scott looks at Corey.

SCOTT
Thank you for this.

Corey shrugs and shifts the truck into reverse, looking back 
over his shoulder.

COREY
Don’t thank me yet.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

The pickup truck speeds down the road; the only vehicle 
heading in that direction.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - DAY

A long silence as Corey drives.

Scott stares ahead, lost in thought.

COREY
Still no answer?

Scott glances down at his phone.

SCOTT
No.

Corey looks at the rearview mirror.

COREY
Looks like we’re the only ones 
crazy enough to be heading in this 
direction.
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SCOTT
Just get me close. I’ll do the 
rest.

COREY
What exactly do you plan on doing?

SCOTT
I don’t know.

COREY
You don’t know?

SCOTT
I can’t do nothing. I... can’t lose 
them too.

Corey starts to say something, stops himself.

COREY
It’s not safe.

SCOTT
I don’t care. If it’s where my 
family is, it’s where I belong. You 
didn’t see them on TV, did you?

COREY
No. But I wasn’t really looking for 
specific people.

SCOTT
Maybe that’s a good sign. Maybe 
they got away.

Corey glances at Scott.

COREY
Yeah. Maybe.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

The pickup truck slows and comes to a stop. The road ahead is 
blocked by various empty vehicles.

A familiar blue car is just ahead.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - DAY

Corey shifts into park.
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COREY
End of the road.

Scott stares at something out the front windshield and opens 
his door.

COREY (CONT’D)
Need help?

SCOTT
Just get my chair out of the back 
then you can go.

COREY
Go? You mean wait here for you, 
right?

Scott shakes his head.

SCOTT
Take the truck back to your car and 
go home.

COREY
What the fuck? I’m not just gonna
leave you out here. What if you 
find your parents?

SCOTT
Then we’ll take my parents car 
back. It’s sitting right in front 
of us.

Corey looks out the front windshield.

Scott starts to pull himself out of the truck. Corey grabs 
his arm.

COREY
Just wait, okay? Lemme help.

Corey opens his door and gets out.

Scott checks his cell phone.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

Corey opens the hatch and pulls the wheelchair out of the 
back. He brings it around to the passenger side.

Scott pulls himself out of the truck. Corey helps him into 
the wheelchair.
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Scott lifts his legs, placing them in the footrests.

The sound of a helicopter in the distance. Faint Police 
sirens follow.

Corey looks around.

COREY
Here comes the calvary. Are you 
sure you want to do this?

SCOTT
I have to.

Scott turns his chair around so that it’s facing the road 
ahead.

COREY
I’m not leaving.

SCOTT
Yeah you are. I have to be here, 
you don’t. Go home, Corey. Be with 
your family.

Scott grips the wheels and pushes ahead.

Corey follows.

COREY
This sounds corny but you are 
family. I’m not just driving away, 
deal with it.

Scott focuses ahead. He maneuvers around a couple vehicles 
and stops at the blue car. He tries to open the driver side 
door, it is locked.

Corey tries the passenger side door, locked.

SCOTT
My dad must have keys.

COREY
Want me to break the window?

Scott cranes his neck and looks up the road.

Corey follows his gaze.

The overpass is just ahead.
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COREY (CONT’D)
I think that’s where it happened on 
TV. We shouldn’t go up any further.

Scott looks through the driver side window of the blue car.

Corey looks up in the sky, cupping his hand over his eyes.

COREY (CONT’D)
Doesn’t sound like the calvary are 
getting closer, does it? That’s not 
a good sign. I don’t think we 
should be... here...

Corey’s hand drops to his side, his eyes not squinting 
anymore. He turns away from the car and starts to walk.

Scott watches Corey weave his way through the many parked 
vehicles towards the overpass.

SCOTT
Hey...

Corey keeps walking.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Corey?

Scott turns his chair to face Corey.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Corey!

Corey walks ahead, oblivious.

Scott chases after, weaving his wheelchair through the many 
vehicles. His wheel jams against the side of a car.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Fuck!

He pushes himself free and continues after.

EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

Corey walks passed a news microphone and a camera laying on 
the ground.

Scott races up behind him.

SCOTT
Corey! Stop!
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Scott reaches out and grabs Corey’s shirt. Corey stumbles 
backwards and drops to one knee. Scott falls forward out of 
his wheelchair.

Corey wrenches himself free, ripping his shirt, and stands 
back up. He continues walking.

Scott is chest down on the pavement, a portion of Corey’s 
shirt in his hands. He tosses it away.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Corey! Fucking stop! Please!

He drags his body along the ground but cannot keep pace.

Corey walks out of view.

Scott stops moving, out of breath. He slams his fist down on 
the pavement and scans the area.

Scott notices a pair of binoculars lying beside him. He grabs 
the binoculars and flips them around. The words ‘G. Stanten’
are written on the side. His face collapses.

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Beth follows the group of People through the small opening in 
the barricade.

EXT. OVERPASS - DAY

Scott drags himself back into his wheelchair. The binoculars 
are around his neck.

He collapses into the chair. He pulls his feet into the 
footrests and closes his eyes.

SCOTT
(Quietly)

I’m done. Just take me. I’m right 
here. Do it.

After a moment he opens his eyes. He looks up into the sky, 
spreading his arms out.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
I’m waiting! Do it!

He waits. Nothing happens.

Scott grips the wheels and pushes onward.
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EXT. BEACH - DAY

The water is filled with floating Bodies; Soldiers, Police 
and Civilians alike. Some have washed ashore.

Soft footsteps approach.

EXT. PATHWAY - DAY

Scott cautiously pushes his wheelchair along the path. All is 
quiet. 

He spots a baby stroller. He stops.

Scott heads over towards the stroller and peers in. He 
quickly turns away.

Scott grips his arm rests as tight as he can and shakes 
himself around in the chair violently.

SCOTT
(Screaming)

Come onnnnn! You fucker! Walk! Make 
me walk!

He starts crying.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
(Sobbing)

Walk... You useless piece of shit. 
Walk... Please...

A cell phone RINGS.

Scott quickly pulls his cell phone from his pocket. The 
screen reads, “Jason”.

Suddenly his breath catches in his lungs. Scott gasps and 
blinks his eyes rapidly, looking around...

FLASHCUT:

EXT. BACKYARD - NIGHT

Exhaling the smoke, Scott watches it drift up into the sky. 
He looks up at the full moon, then down at the pool; The 
clear blue water illuminated by the pool lights.

Scott takes off his shirt, his shoes and socks, then his 
pants, until he’s just in his boxers. He approaches the edge 
of the pool and stares down at his reflection in the water.

87.



JASON (O.S.)
Everything’s backwards in 
reflection.

Suddenly Jason is standing beside Scott.

JASON (CONT’D)
You know you’re dreaming again, 
right?

SCOTT
This really happened. 

JASON
It’s still a dream.

SCOTT
I know.

JASON
A recurring one. But what if you 
don’t jump this time?

SCOTT
I have to.

JASON
Then don’t dive head first.

SCOTT
I have to. It’s what happened. I 
can’t change it.

JASON
Yes you can. I’m here, aren’t I? I 
wasn’t when this happened. I was in 
the house. I only came out after I 
heard the girl scream. Yet here I 
stand. And you haven’t jumped yet.

SCOTT
It won’t change anything. I’ll 
still wake up to my prison. And 
you’ll still be dead.

JASON
That’s new...

SCOTT
My body being my prison isn’t new.

Jason turns to face Scott.
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JASON
But me being dead is.

Scott closes his eyes and shakes his head.

Jason places a hand on his shoulder.

JASON (CONT’D)
I love you bro. But you jumping or 
what?

Scott looks down at the pool and slowly backs away from the 
edge.

Jason’s hand falls off his shoulder.

Scott shakes his head and locks eyes with Jason.

SCOTT
Not this time...

Jason smiles.

BACK TO:

EXT. PATH - DAY

The cell phone RINGS...

Scott’s face relaxes. His shoes move slightly. He slowly 
lifts himself out of the chair, standing. He wobbles on his 
feet, dropping the cell phone.

Regaining his balance, Scott starts to walk.

The cell phone stops ringing on the ground.

EXT. ARMY TENT - DAY

Scott walks passed the vacant army tent, oblivious.

A laptop is open on the table. On SCREEN, a digital pulse 
oximeter is reading someone’s vital signs. 

The screen beeps, beeps, beeps...

EXT. BARRICADE - DAY

Scott slowly walks through the opening in the wall.
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EXT. BEACH - DAY

Scott walks down the beach toward the water, expressionless, 
calm. He passes various Bodies that have washed ashore.

He steps into the water. Takes one step, two... His legs give 
out. He crashes down into the shallow water.

Gasping, Scott pulls himself into a seated position. He 
shakes his head rapidly, blinking his eyes.

He drags himself backward out of the water. He looks around, 
confused. He swallows dryly.

SCOTT
No...

A BODY washes up on shore beside him. Beth lies face up in 
the sand, her face blue. 

Scott looks down at his Mother’s body.

A Dog BARKS nearby.

Scott looks back over his shoulder.

A Dog with a red collar comes running down the beach with a 
tennis ball in its mouth. It stops beside Scott, dropping the 
ball. The Dog sits, waiting, its tail wagging.

Scott pulls his Mother’s body toward him, resting her head on 
his lap. He strokes her hair softly and stares out at the 
water.

Helicopters and police sirens approach, growing louder by the 
second...

FADE OUT.
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