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FADE | N:

EXT. COUNTRYSI DE ROAD - NI GHT

Under a full nmoon and cl ear sky soull ess zombi es shuffle
across the fields.

Those in the forest stunble then fall on occasi on.

But WLLOW 20’s, thin, blond, and organic, watches them
fromthe safety of her SUV wi thout amusenent.

BAM GADUNK- GADUNK! Her car | urches.

I NT. SUWV - N GHT

VVIIOM/shrieks as her attention flits to the rear-vi ew
mrror.

A mangl ed zonbi e body, getting smaller as she continues,
fl ops about the roadway behind her.

W LLOW
Sorry, mster zonbie! Stay off the
road, please. Uh-oh

EXT. COUNTRYSI DE ROAD - NI GHT

Alerted by the mnor calamty, all zonbies wthin earshot
qgui cken their pace towards the SUV as it accel erates.

Bright red brake lights flash before the screech of the
SUWV' s tires and encite a zonbi e stanpede.
I NT. SW - N GHT

WIllow s headlights illumnate a zonbie horde in the roadway
around t he corner.

W LLOW
Oh, will you get a life?!

They tear apart and gorge thensel ves upon the occupants of a
church bus.

She throws the tranny in reverse for a hard J-turn.



W LLOW
Didn’'t your nothers ever tell you
to stay out of the--

WHAM The horri bl e upheaval and abrupt stop of the vehicle
is consistent with backing up into a tree.

Ceneral vehicle debris flies everywhere.

The nmoans of the undead begin to drown out the furious
failure of the engine' s starter.

W LLOW
C non, c¢’non, c’ non! C MONl A pox
upon you, you dirty bucket of
bol ts! START!

The faces of zobies that approach fromthe passenger’s side
becone distinct in the pale noonlight.

Meanwhi | e, the Christian-gore faced horde on the driver’s
si de have turned about for the pinch.

W LLOW
Troubl es, troubles. Lotsa troubles.
We got |otsa knots for |otsa
t roubl es.

Wl ow seizes a |arge carpet bag, rifles through it,
retrieves a length of purple yarn and a sugar shaker.
EXT. COUNTRYSI DE ROAD - NI GHT

Bi g bag over her shoul der, WIIow dashes fromthe crashed
SW to the road shoul der.

Wth haste she searches the grass for... sonething as she
flings garlic salt fromthe shaker about her.

Her right hand works knots into the yarn. Zonbies yards
awnay.

W LLOW
Ah hal

Wth her boot she toe-kicks a patch of dirt open, drops the
knotted yarn into it, then kick-covers it over with dirt.

Their notivation evaporates.
W1l ow | opes past the zonbies, who now mi || about without

pur pose, towards the nearest country honme |it along the
road.



W LLOW
It mght not last long, but it’ll
do for now.

EXT. COUNTRY HOVE - NI GHT

Sure enough, the nonent she steps onto the porch the zonbies
return to their previous m |l about w th purpose.

DI NG- DONG

WIllowties another series of knots in a length of purple
yarn singl e- handed.

DI NG- DONG

W LLOW
Coul d that doorbell be any | ouder?
It’s enough to wake up the dead.

And t he dead do noti ce.
KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK! DI NG DONG DI NG- DONG

W LLOW
Hel | 0?! Is there anybody in there
t hat recogni zes zonbies don’t ring
doorbells or knock on doors?!

She whirls to fling nore garlic salt before the zonbies that
have crossed fromthe nearby forest onto the |awn.

Those cl ose enough, and m ndl ess enough, m m c her knock on
the front door.

W LLOW
Hecate’'s hearth! WII| soneone in
there pl ease open this door before
| break sonet hi ng?!

She steps off the porch and kicks a shallow spot in the
flower bed to drop the knotted yarn into it - but she's too
| at e.

A zonbi e grabs her arm Another grabs her bl ouse. She pulls
back as a third grabs her bag, her bouse tears open as she
saves her bag.

The knotted yarn is dropped into the fl ower bed, she kicks
dirt over it, and the zonbies again stop their onslaught.

Behind her lantern |light breaks through a crack as the front
door opens, a rifle barrel extends.



Sonmehow, between grace and magick, Wllowtwirls the barre
asi de and her sem -nude self inside.

| NT. COUNTRY HOVE - NI GHT

ULYSSES, 50, a bent, npuntain of a man, holds the rifle as
if a straw, astounded.

ULY
|’m U ysses. People call ne Uy. |
don’t know who they are.

He gestures towards those outside, their haphazzard odd
utterances begin to return.

W LLOW
Thank you for letting me in when
you did! I"'mWIlow Is this your

hone?
She extends her hand to shake and | ooks about.

The warm gl ow of several candles in the roomfail to add any
romance to the decor

Uy doesn’'t appear to know if he should put down the rifle
to shake her hand and | ooks about the place hinself.

ULy
Yuh. Well, Mama’'s, really.

He shakes her hand and she returns her attention to him
Snmi | es.

W LLOW
It’s | ovely.
It’s not.
W LLOW
Tell ne. Do the... um..

She i ndi cates those outsi de.

ULY
Zonbi es?

W LLOW
Do they stay outside, or are we
going to have to..



ULy
Kill then

W LLOW
all night |ong?

ULy
They' |l be fine. Can | get you a
new shirt?

W LLOW
Pl ease!

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT
She | ooks about the room as he opens a dresser drawer.

ULY
Al | have are flannel shirts this
time of year.

More candl es set atop avail able | edges, others Iie about in
wait. He hands her a red shirt.

W LLOW
That' Il be fine.

Wt hout nodesty, she disrobes the torn blouse, stuffs it in
her big bag, and dons the fannel shirt |arge enough to be
her bat hr obe.

She rolls up the knee | ength sl eeves.

W LLOW
Is that apple |I snell?

ULy
First batch of warm ci der cooking.
Wul d you |i ke sone?

W LLOW
Pl ease, if it’'s no bother.
| NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT

He hands her a warm nmug of apple cider while she | ooks about
the room

Pots. Pans. Hung dry herbs. Lots of sugar and salt. Locked
pantry. Knives. Spice jars. From which..

He hands her a cinnanpn stick to stir her cider wth.



As she stirs and sips her warm appl e cider she notes candl es
bur ni ng about the room.

ULy
This is how Mama taught ne to do
it. "Goddess bl ess body and soul..

VWHI TE candl es burning about the room

ULY AND W LLOW
Heal th and wel |l ness is ny goal."

She whirls about, |ocks stares with him drops her nug on
the stone fl oor, Mama zonbi e nopans behind the pantry door.

ULY
Danmit, Manma. | didn’'t think she d
drop one-uh ya nugs.

Mama zonbi e protests nore, rattles the pantry door.

W LLOW
This is--

ULy
Necessi ty.

W LLOW

Wong. This is wong. You can't do
this! You have no right! You re a
horrible man, Uy! You can’t go
about charm casting people |ike

t hi s!

ULy
It gets lonely out here. | GET
| onely out herel

W LLOW
Too bad, so sad, big guy. I'moutta
her e.

She clutches her bag and begins angling toward the nearest
door out.

Mama zonbie emts some gutteral groans.

ULY
Shuddup, Mana! This one is perfect!
She’s nice. | can tell she's rea
smart.



W LLOW
l"mnot goin to fall in love wth
you. No charmcan’'t work that..
A puzzled | ook flows down her face.
Mama zonbie |l ets out a questioning noan.
ULy
Yes, Mama. She does snell nice. And
she’ s beautiful, too. She’'s no
dirty backdoor girl, like them
ot hers.
W Il ow eases her grip on her bag, lowers it.

W LLOW
fast and strong.

Uy eases over to her.
ULY
She’s a front door girl. She’l
make beutiful babies.
Mama zonbie |lets out a pl easant noan.
Daddy zonbi e behi nd her gutturals:

DADDY ZOMBI E
Bay- yees.

W1l ow snaps to and darts out the door.

| NT. COUNTRY HOME - NI GHT

Daddy zonbi e bl ocks her escape out the front door!

She pi nwheel s about and rushes up the stairs, Uy and father
ri ght behind, noreso Uy.

| NT. HALLWAY - NI GHT

Frantic, Wllow rattles each door handl e. Locked!

Uy s mass slows himdown at the fifth step, which, and each
subsequent step, protests at his i nmense weight.

Daddy zonbie, while only sonewhat slower, catches up but is
r oadbl ocked by his son and becones agit at ed.



Down bel ow Mama zonbi e’ s nobans have just enough humanity
left in themto be cries.

EXT. COUNTRY HOVE - NI GHT

Qut si de, a hundred zonmbi es have encircled the house.
Provoked. Excited. Hungry.

They claw at the walls, but do not enter the w ndows and
doorways, as if blocked by a force.

| NT. HALLWAY - NI GHT

Breat hl ess and sweaty, Uy crawls to the top step on his
hands and knees.

Behi nd hi m Daddy zonbi e beconmes nezneri zed by his own son’s
fat ass in his face.

A bl ack bag on a neckl ace rope pops frombeneath Uy’'s shirt
and dangl es around his neck.

W LLOW
So THAT' s how you protect yourself
fromthem

Uy s palmslips on his own sweat on the floor. He catches
hi nsel f. Looks worried. Gins.

W | ow backs up to the rear window at the end of the
hal | way.

Qut si de she sees and hears the hundred zonbi es gat hered
about .

She’ s boxed i n!

W LLOW
You're so gonna pay for this.
Threefol d’ s gonna get you sonet hi ng

ugly.

Daddy zonbie's lips pull back fromhis teeth. He opens his
yel | oned gnashers wi de.

Uy gasps for air.

ULy
l’m.. You're... No way out--

Uy slips again, his shoots acros beneath him his hand rips
away magi ck bani shi ng bag.



Daddy zonbie bites deep into Uy’ s ass.

EXT. COUNTRY HOVE - NI GHT

Uy s screamsends all zonbies into a frenzy!

| NT. HALLWAY - NI GHT

Uy kicks backward, Daddy zonbie, fists bunched onto Uy’s
pants legs, only flips sideways then resunes biting.

Uy charges down the hall, a wild aninmal in escape! Daddy
zonbi e en tow.

W1l ow has nowhere to go but over themat the |ast second.
Wth a shake of her garlic salt she | eaps over the hunman

| oconotive, junps off the back of Daddy zonbie and | ands on
her feet with her big magi ck bag around her shoul der.

W LLOW
| don’t think sol

Uy and Daddy zonbi e crash through the rear w ndow.

EXT. COUNTRY HOVE - N GHT
Two dozen zonbi es get second dibs on Uy.
Daddy zonbie’ s already got his head burried in his son’s
back. Not hing but teeth.
| NT. HALLWAY - NI GHT
Wl ow doesn’'t |ose a step rushing out.
W LLOW

Now you can be the backdoor man.

| NT. COUNTRY HOVE - NI GHT

W | ow dashes past the kitchen where Mana zonbie wails for
her son, in both |oss of and hunger for.

WIllow runs out the front door with a clear path ahead under
full noonlight.

She never sees the fists of fat, nuscle, bone, and innards
being ripped apart for consunption.



10.

FADE OUT:



