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Quick flashes from the pilot: Troy, Amanda, River, in the 
diner. The punch... then, Amanda hits Troy with the gun.

FADE IN:

EXT. DINER - NIGHT

Walkers emerge slowly from darkness. Dozens of them. 
Wheezing, heavy moans. Growls swell.

The exterior light of the diner illuminates just enough to 
put anyone on edge. The real terror lies beyond the nights 
embrace, as...

... contours build, become more definite.

INT. DINER - NIGHT

Troy starts to move, slowly. Painfully. He picks himself up, 
hand rubs the back of his head, as he moves to the entrance. 
Looks out the window to see --

WALKERS,

dozens, converging on the small diner. A Sea of Dead.

He looks for a way out. All directions, there's no way out. 
Nothing.

PEW! That lazer sound again. He digs into his pocket, fishing 
his phone out. Scrolls through his texts.

READS: What's your location? Made it to the safe house yet?

His fingers dance -- no, have to handle something.

RESPONSE READS: Trouble?

His fingers dance -- no more than usual.

RESPONSE READS: Things are getting bad around here. Hope for 
a cure though. We're close. I meet with the Chief of Staff 
tomorrow. 



Fingers dance -- I gotta go.

He buries the phone in his pocket. Ponders, then... walks to 
the kitchen.

After a beat, he emerges with a large chef knife. Moves to 
the door, composes himself.

EXT. DINER - NIGHT

He exits with the knife at the ready.

A psychotic gleam in his eye. A calmness befalls him.

Their hobbled shamble is easy for Troy to maneuver through -- 
slicing necks, shoulders -- anything he can -- as he pushes 
past.

They're slow but many. He cuts through -- a bloody trail. But 
for everyone he takes down, Five More take it's place.

THWACK -- SMACK -- PSST -- no matter how many converge, he 
seems to cut them down -- one after another -- with a 
butcher's intent, then...

... it becomes too much. He's swarmed, overwhelmed by the 
rabid MASS of DEAD. He's knocked to the ground, but still 
fights: stabbing -- slicing -- cutting. Anything he can.

He uses the dead ones to shield his body.

Hands try to penetrate the fleshy barricade. He stabs 
relentlessly to keep them at bay.

PULL BACK

to reveal dozens of walkers converging from everywhere. The 
small pile is the focal point.

More and more converge. Hungry. Snarling.

The rabid horde elicits a horrifying sound, carries like a 
leaf in the wind.
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PULL TIGHT

on the flesh. Thick, grotesque. And a protective shield.

Troy uses this precious time to gather himself. Sounds are 
muffled under the weight which...

... becomes overwhelming -- what started off as a survival 
strategy is taking a horrendous turn.

He's getting squashed, the air being forced out of him. Life 
itself, is getting pushed out... until --

-- POP! POP! POP! Gunshots, muffled under the weight. More 
POPS! Continuous... then --

-- relief. His chest expands. And a healthy intake of air.

He tries to get the bodies off him but he can't. Tries to see 
what's going on, but all he sees is blood, guts, nothing 
else, then --

-- something moves above. Hurried.

Troy closes his eyes for a beat, then... opens them: 
accepting, but determined - he's not going quietly.

It's close, he can feel it. A few more bodies... then it's 
showtime!

Almost there,  until...

... the last body gets thrown off and a hand reaches down...

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
(muffled)

You alive? Hey asshole...

Then a face of the future: mechanical, long narrow eyes 
protruding. But it's just night vision wear.

Troy's tired eyes...

FADE TO BLACK.
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INT. JEEP - NIGHT

A nineties model jeep. But looks brand new off the lot: 
pristine interior, glistening dash and controls, spotless 
windows. Very well maintained.

GRIFFIN JONES, sits behind the wheel, navigating through 
town. He's a well oiled specimen, clean shaven. But with a 
crazed look in his eye, manufactured by war. Or something 
equally horrendous.

Troy is passed out in the front seat.

They drive up on a Rite Aid. It's quiet. Too quiet. Griffin 
reaches past Troy, opening the glove compartment. Takes out a 
gun.

He looks at Troy. Studies him. Then, gets out of the car.

INT. RITE AID - NIGHT

Quiet. Empty. In Fact, the only sound is when the doors slide 
open. Griffin notices, becomes unsettled. Takes out his gun, 
then, moves cautiously around the store. Grabs a item basket.

AN AISLE

Griffin swipes several soap and shampoo products into his 
basket. Moves on.

ANOTHER AISLE

The liquor aisle. He throws in some whiskey, vodka, rum and 
tequila. It's getting full.

INT. JEEP - NIGHT

Troy stirs about, unsettled. Clearly, something is wrong. A 
moaning whine, then --

-- he abruptly awakes. Confused.
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He doesn't recognize the car. The area: where is he?

TROY
Amanda?

INT. RITE AID - NIGHT

Griffin now holds two baskets. Both pretty filled. He starts 
for the back, toward the pharmacy. Nobody is back there.

He moves around when --

-- something catches his attention. An excitement permeates.

He stops, listens. He's not alone in the store. Something 
else moves, clumsily. Loudly.

He looks to his right, then... to his left. Repeats the 
pattern quicker the second time around.

Anticipates something...

GRIFFIN
Come out now, I won’t shoot you. 
Much...

He chuckles to himself, but no other laughter. Or noise for 
that matter. Then --

-- something catches his attention, turns him around. It's 
nothing. He settles right before --

-- TWO WALKERS spring forth from an aisle, causing him to 
drop both baskets.

He smacks one back with his gun. The other, he kicks into a 
shelf full of chips. Shoots that walker in the head.

Now the other walker. Shoots it.

Settles for a beat. Then --

-- a commotion behind him, turns him around. Without 
thinking, he pulls the trigger.
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He's horrified to realize that it was the pharmacist, 
emerging from a hiding spot.

GRIFFIN
Shit.

He moves to the pharmacy, hops over the counter. Grabs a bag, 
starts to fill it.

He grabs antibiotics, cold remedies, fever pills, some first 
aid equipment.

As he plunders, he notices the pharmacist. He can't face it. 
Looks away.

LATER

He finishes up with the pharmacy. Jumps over the counter and 
moves toward the entrance, where he's met by --

-- Troy. Griffin is caught off guard, shoots Troy in the 
chest. Troy takes it like a man, not leaving his feet.

Troy kneels down. Struggles.

Griffin mouths "shit".

Griffin does well to juggle everything. He re-works some 
grips, helping get Troy off the ground. Troy wants no part of 
it.

EXT. RITE AID - NIGHT

Griffin drags Troy out of the store toward the front of the 
jeep.

He opens the door, puts him in. Then, he moves to the 
driver's side.

And when he opens it... sirens sound. He scrambles, just as --

-- a cop car appears, blocks the jeeps exit.
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INT. POLICE CRUISER - NIGHT

The DRIVER has Sergeant stripes on his uniform. His partners 
hand is already on the scanner. They've been partners for a 
long time. They know the routine.

OFFICER BELKIN
Dispatch. This is Belkin. We got a 
situation. We may need back-up.

A storm of static.

SGT. HEILCREST
Trudy... hell'a time for break.

The officers share a look

INT. GRIFFIN'S JEEP - NIGHT

He's determined. Knows what he needs to do. He glances at 
Troy, who's bleeds badly.

Griffin stomps down on the gas pedal, engine ROARS, wheels 
skid.

They are off, quickly. Steers around the stationary cop car, 
squeals down the road.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Cop car scrambles, backing up quickly. Bowls through trash 
cans, then... regroups. Speeds after the jeep.

ANOTHER STREET - NIGHT

The cop car has caught up. Surprising. But true.

The intercom --

OFFICER BELKIN (V.O.)
(filtered)

Pull over now! Pull over!
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Jeep doesn't. Continues to rip through the streets. It's 
getting dangerous. Overwhelming.

Both vehicles jockey for position: the jeep, to get away; the 
cop car, to get a good angle and ram the jeep.

INT. COP CAR - NIGHT

Angry. Annoyed.

Sgt. Heilcrest cranks the wheel toward the jeep. A crash, 
both cars spin. But the cop car flips. Horrific.

Loose items bounce, ping-pong around. The Sgt's head smacks 
the side window, bad. Blood sprays.

Officer Belkin accordions forward. Face smashes against the 
dashboard.

Car continues to flip.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

The jeep's dented but stops spinning. No movement. Then...

... the door forced open. Griffin slinks out, hand rubbing 
his neck. Rotating.

He looks at the other car. Approaches slowly, cautious. He 
stops. Tilts his head to listen. Something's wrong.

Growling! Snarling! A struggle. Then --

-- gnawing and biting. Sounds of skin being ripped apart. He 
sees something that we can't.

Griffin backs up, slowly at first, then turns, a quick trot. 
Gets in the car and speeds off.

Screams are loud. Prominent. Then, they get muffled out by 
the snarls, ferocious chewing.

The car moves back and forth, violently.
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INT. JEEP - NIGHT

We only get quick glimpses, no chance to get any feel for 
where we are.

The jeep approaches... a small cabin: enough for a room, if 
that. The jeep creeps up and parks.

Griffin exits. But we stay with Troy: dazed, like he is.

Can't make it out, but it looks like Griffin holds something 
large. He goes into the cabin.

After a beat, Griffin comes back. He grabs Troy, heads for 
the cabin.

SOMEWHERE UNKNOWN

Troy's POV: The ground opening up, something emerges. Then --

-- denscension. Slowly. Confined. Then --

-- lights. A long corridor. Then --

-- stairs. Cold metal, solid. Then --

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. LARGE ROOM - UNKNOWN

... as Troy wakes up. His eyes flicker, try to adjust. The 
light is harsh, then... settles.

PULL BACK

just enough to see Troy. He moves his head, slightly. Scans 
his surroundings: some basic home appliances from the 
nineties, canned food, generators, string lights, a plethora 
of water.
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Troy emerges from cover slightly, sits up, reveals he's 
shirtless. His bullet wound is bandaged. He winces, but keeps 
the bulk of his pain internalized. He's a machine.

His face is strained.

GRIFFIN (O.S.)
Good, glad to see I didn't kill 
you.

Troy turns, tracks the voice to Griffin. Sizes him up. 
Griffin notices, smirks.

GRIFFIN (CONT'D)
I also saved you so I'd wipe that 
look off your face. There's some 
crazy shit happening out there.

Troy sits straight. Rubs his shoulder. Griffin continues --

GRIFFIN (CONT'D)
Knew it would be bad but, damn... 
people eating each other. Didn't 
expect cops or stores, doesn't 
really make sense.

Troy noticing --

TROY
You're a survivalist?

GRIFFIN
I am. Doesn't seem stupid now, does 
it?

Griffin’s agitated. Troy notices.

TROY
You got facilities in here?

Griffin nods. Points to the end of the room. Troy rises, 
painfully. Lumbers past.

Griffin sits down, a calm psychosis lingers.
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INT. BATHROOM - UNKNOWN

Small, crammed. Everything's on top of itself, like a plane's 
bathroom. Just enough to do some business.

Troy looks into the mirror as he washes his hands. His eyes: 
scanning, measuring, assimilating. He's cooking something up.

MAIN ROOM - KITCHEN

Griffin plays around with various ingredients; a mash up. He 
throws in some re-fried beans, some sun dried tomatoes. It 
looks inedible: like a "your brains on drugs" commercial.

Troy exits the bathroom, eyes ping-pong around, noticing. 
Covertly.

He peers over Griffin's shoulders at the mash-up, sneers. 
Griffin catches it.

GRIFFIN
Can tell you never been in a fox 
hole for a week. 

TROY
Interesting.

GRIFFIN
It’s survival now. You don’t get to 
pick and choose, this shit ain’t 
burger king. I suggest you sack up 
and fuel up.

Troy smirks. Processes the exchange. Then, scans the rest of 
the bunker. Griffin notices.

GRIFFIN (CONT'D)
Impressive huh?

TROY
(pandering)

Yea, amazing.
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GRIFFIN
You bet it is. People laughed when 
I started to make this little gem.

TROY
That was...

GRIFFIN
Early ninety-eight.

Troy tries to remember. It comes to him --

TROY
Y2K...?

GRIFFIN
Just got done with a stint in South 
America. Heavy bush, ya know?

(Troy nods)
Humpin' the jungle with my K-Bar, 
on several high profile cartel 
snatch and grabs.

Troy understands the jargon, tenses up. Griffin notices.

GRIFFIN (CONT'D)
You 'right?

TROY
Fine.

GRIFFIN
Anyway... heard an intelligence 
report on the glitch in computers 
and self washed out. Spent the next 
several months building this.

TROY
So you been in here for almost 
eleven years?

That number shocks Griffin. A silence, then... he continues 
to cook.
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INT. DINNING AREA - UNKNOWN

Small table. Mixed with kitchen and living area. Griffin and 
Troy finish up the meal. Troy's sluggish, but aware.

It's quiet. Tense. All we hear is: just Griffin's boarish 
chewing. And the buzz of the overhead string lights.

Troy uses the time to study, observe.

GRIFFIN
(finishing chewing)

How'd you survive the shit?
(looks him over)

You look like scrap and bones.

Troy smiles.

GRIFFIN (CONT'D)
Shit, am I missing a joke? 
Something funny?

TROY
No, not funny. Just wondering how 
you survived the shit?

Griffin stops chewing, puts down the spoon.

TROY (CONT'D)
(calm, meticulous)

Oh, I'm sorry, did I offend?
(before Griffin can 
respond)

For a frogman, you seem unaware of 
your surroundings. Time. How long 
you’ve been here. 

Griffin looks surprised.

TROY (CONT'D)
Yea, I know what you are.

Griffin is irked.
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TROY (CONT'D)
I see you have some skill, 
surviving for so long. Creating 
this place. Impressive.

GRIFFIN
Yea, who are you?

Troy ponders. Takes a beat, then --

TROY
I am nobody. I don't exist.

Griffin gets uncomfortable.

TROY (CONT'D)
However. I do know you.

GRIFFIN
Have we met friend?

TROY
Of sorts.

Griffin conjures a poker face. Continues to eat. While 
chewing, he notices Troy has barely touched his food.

GRIFFIN
Not hungry?

TROY
I've had awful food before. And 
keep in mind I've been to 
England...

(that gets a chuckle out 
of Griffin)

... but this has gotta be the worst 
thing I've ever tasted.

The smile disappears. 

He gets up and peers down at Troy. Snatches Troy's plate, 
along with his own, brings both to his makeshift sink.

He rinses the plates off.
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Griffin looks to his left, where a gun rack sits. Holds his 
gaze for a beat, then... moves back to the table. Sits.

GRIFFIN
I do have to admit, you handled 
yourself real good with those 
things out there. Real good with 
that knife.

Troy stays silent. Observes.

Griffin produces a knife, stabs it aggressively into the 
table. Makes it stick.

GRIFFIN (CONT'D)
You know what this is?

Troy looks at it. Studies it. Then --

TROY
It's not your k-bar. More like a 
hunting knife.

Griffin does well not to show that he's rattled.

GRIFFIN
Hunt many things with my k-bar, 
many things. Snake eaters, 
contractors, the cartel. Heads of 
state... 

(Troy smiles)
... interesting though,. never had 
the pleasure to take down a spook.

They stare daggers into each other. Then, Griffin stands, 
unsticks the knife.

GRIFFIN
Just foolin'. I need'a piss.

He walks toward the bathroom, slowly.

Troy scans the area, noticing: the gun rack, kitchen knives, 
a lone gun on dresser, the size of the room; dimensions.
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INT. BATHROOM - UNKNOWN

Griffin stares into the mirror, stoic. Then, he bends down 
and opens a cupboard. Reaches in, grabs a small gun.

DINNING AREA

Troy waits patiently. No urgency. Pure indifference. Then... 
Griffin exits with the gun trained at Troy.

GRIFFIN
Don’t move. Put one between your 
eyes.

Troy looks down at his chest, amusingly.

TROY
Seems you already did that.

GRIFFIN
But I need answers first.

Troy indicates for Griffin to take a seat. Griffin's 
cautious, but reluctantly does.

TROY
Shoot.

(off Griffin's facetious 
grin)

I mean, go ahead.

Griffin rests his hand on the table, gun trained on Troy.

GRIFFIN
This isn’t by accident. Who are 
you?

TROY
Really? I walked into a pile of 
dead... just so I could get close 
to you? You’ve been here too long. 
Ate that shit. 
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GRIFFIN
Yea, something you did.

(off Troy's silence)
How many countries went dark?

(beat)
Yea, that’s right. That’s why 
there’s still infrastructure here. 
It was a virus, against the Chinese 
huh... then what, things went bad 
didn’t they. Without the world's 
economy, people are starving, even 
here. That's why they’re... eating--

He can't finish the sentence.

TROY
You’re delusional.

Griffin cocks the gun.

TROY (CONT'D)
Think. How do you want the next few 
seconds to go? Just lemme go.

GRIFFIN
There’s no going anywhere. 
Systems sealed. If it unlocks 
before the timer goes off, the 
integrity will fail. 

TROY
Don’t do this. On a delusion... Y2K 
didn’t happen. Everything was fine.

GRIFFIN
I’m not blind. I saw what’s out 
there. Those things. No... I’m 
sorry, I know you’re doing your 
job... but. I’m sorry. I just 
wanted to be left alone. 

TROY
What’s happening now. That’s 
recent. Come with me, I--
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GRIFFIN
No. I'll stay here.

(raises gun)
You will die.

With impossible speed, Troy deflects the gun away -- 
wrenching Griffin's wrist -- but Griffin counters and points 
it back.

Troy falls under the table -- kicking Griffin's chair out 
from under him. He spills back -- releasing the gun to the 
floor behind him.

A scramble ensues: Troy lunges for it -- getting there first. 
But before he can roll over and take aim -- Griffin's on top 
of him.

Griffin strikes several times -- but Troy blocks them -- uses 
his hip to throw him off. They both get to their feet fast. 
Troy's wound bleeds through his bandaging. He favors it.

Both men look to the ground where the gun is. Then, Griffin 
noticing: the gun on the dresser is closer.

A scramble for it. Just before Griffin can grab it, Troy 
grabs hold of him and spins him around.

They both get in fighting stances. A stare down, then... it's 
on. Both throw disciplined, clinical strikes -- exchanging 
blow for blow, not giving an inch. Strikes -- counter-strikes 
-- the whole arsenal.

Griffin distracts Troy -- sucker punches him in the nose -- 
goes for the gun.

Troy recovers just as Griffin reaches for the gun -- turns -- 
just as Troy, with his quickness -- dislodges the barrel from 
the rest of the gun, then --

-- in one quick, fluid motion -- spins away from an attack --
the stabs the barrel into Griffin's neck.

They both fall to the ground: Troy exhausted, while Griffin 
bleeds out!
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INT. BUNKER - LATER

Troy is bloodied, bruised. His wound has opened up, flooding 
his bandaging.

Heavy breathing. Overwhelming. Then...

... he starts to catch his breath. He regains his composure.

He takes in controlled, steadied breaths.

He picks himself off the floor, moves slowly through the 
bunker.

BACK OF BUNKER

He comes to a slit in the wall, running from the floor to 
ceiling. It's off putting. Draws Troy's focus.

He starts to reach for it. But, he's wobbly, losing balance. 
His eyes flutter. Leg buckles.

The wall acts as a brace, as he bumps into it. He looks down 
at his --

BANDAGING,

as it's soaked. A mixture of coagulated brown, and fresh red. 
A sloppy mess.

PULL BACK

to see Troy figure out it's a door. Opens it, revealing... 
medical supplies. 

He grabs a bunch of items, carries them over to the dining 
table.

He spreads everything out: gauze, needle, thread, rubbing 
alcohol, hydroperoxide, etc...
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BUNKER - LATER

The bleeding's stopped. A needle and thread is being used to 
sew up the wound. The stitches are tight, compact. He's 
obviously done this before. Feels natural.

BUNKER - LATER

Between the two men, the floor’s bathed in blood. Extra 
towels and gauze, soaked, laying on the table.

Troy's still unstable, wobbles. He makes his way to the cot, 
stumbles, bangs his head on the metal frame. He's out!

BUNKER - LATER

He starts to wake. Groggy. He sits up, head droops a bit 
trying to scan the room. He doesn't have his strength yet. 
But, he'll be damned if that will stop him, so he...

... starts to rise. Reaches out for anything to help him 
along his way.

BATHROOM DOOR

Troy comes up on the bathroom. Noticing: the dimensions are 
off, space is hiding in tricky architecture. An illusion.

Troy's impressed, studies it for a beat.

He slowly reaches out, opens it. It's a small supply closet.

He closes the door. Looks discouraged. Continues on to the 
kitchen area. Opens the small fridge, gets some eggs out. 
Milk, then some cheese... a little orange juice.

KITCHEN - LATER

Troy fries up some eggs, sausage, and cheese. A glass half 
filled with orange juice sits to the side. He takes nips off 
it every once in awhile.
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DINNING AREA - LATER

Bloody gauze still atop the table. Troy doesn't mind as he 
eats his meal. Focused. Determined. He knows his mission, 
what he has to do.

In the middle of enjoying his juice, something stirs. He's 
focused, strains to listen. Nothing... then --

-- Griffin's body convulses. He starts to growl, wheeze.

Troy makes a move toward the gun rack but gets tripped up by 
Griffin -- his eyes bloodshot, have jaundice clusters.

Griffin claws, scratches at Troy, who evades. Squirms about. 
He boots Griffin in the face, scratching some skin off.

It hangs, grotesquely. Drips, chunks of red.

Undeterred by the harsh face lift, it lumbers on, focused. 
Hungry. Determined.

It manages to get on top of Troy, growling, drooling. 
Salivates. Troy holds his ground... until his arms wobble, 
shake... then he notices it: the gun.

He lets the walker attack, brushes him to the side, locking 
him up with one hand, reaching for the gun with the other. 
It's just out of reach...

... trying so hard. Almost there... it's getting tough 
holding down this ravaging beast. Something has to give, and 
most likely, it's going to be Troy... then --

-- he lets go of the walker, gets a little extra reach. He 
gets the gun and fires a round into it's skull, just as it's 
about to chomp down on his shoulder.

The deafening PING of the shot disorients him. His eyes 
widen, face cringes.

He lies under the weight of the walker. Exhausted. A hearty 
intake of breath, before he... passes out.
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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Barely larger than the bed itself, enclosed by cracked stone 
walls. Passionate moans, giggles permeate the air.

OFF TO THE SIDE

two silhouetted bodies roll around, entangled in the sheets. 
Moist skin slapping against each other. Boisterous moans.

LATER

Post Coital as the two lay snuggled, satisfied.

PULL TIGHT

on their faces, elated. It's Troy with ADENA, a beautiful 
Middle Eastern woman.

Troy is content, almost subdued by his love for this woman: 
the intensity we've come to recognize in Troy, seems to be 
gone; or at least dormant. Then --

INT. SCIENCE LAB - DAY

-- we're in a lab. WHITE COATS are excited, moving around 
quickly. Testing supplies, equipment. An excited frenzy.

One of the white coats is Adena, leading the charge of 
excitement. The others are subordinate to her.

WHITE COAT #1
(Middle Eastern accent)

The readings are positive. The 
brain cells regenerate. It works. 

LATER

More WHITE COATS surround, congratulate Adena. Champagne 
flows, abound. It's a happy time. Then --
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LATER

-- DEATH. The white coats are dead. But not just dead, a 
grotesque, horrific site.

Blood drips from multiple orifices. Eyes bloodshot: the veins 
look like they are about to explode.

In the middle of it all is Adena, sprawled across the floor. 
A permanent look of horror etched on her sickly face.

THE POV:

is of somebody standing over the gruesome scene. Looming. 
Then --

INT. BUNKER

-- Troy abruptly wakes, cold sweat. Eyes wide. Mouth chomps 
down on air, tries to get its fill. Hyperventilates... then --

-- hulks the dead meat off himself, springs to life. The room 
is suddenly too small for him --

PULL TIGHT

as he starts to flip out. He starts knocking over things, 
breaking things -- a bull in a China shop.

This continues for awhile before he tires himself out. He 
slumps to the floor, tears painstakingly lumber down his 
cheek.

He wears them for a beat, letting them linger, then... he 
starts to wipe them off. Composes himself.

LATER

Troy's a man on a mission. Determined. He has a bag, lumbers 
around filling it with supplies, food.
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INT. CORRIDOR - UNKNOWN

Long plain white corridor, overhead string lights linger.

Troy enters it from a door, seemingly carved out from the 
wall. When it closes, it sinks back into the wall. Troy 
notices, impressed.

Troy searches: it's just a long hallway, no exit. Stairs, 
windows, doors, nothing ahead.

He looks back at the wall behind him, tries to trigger the 
door: waves his hand, knocks, traces the wall with his hand, 
etc... nothing.

A smile. Mouths "shit" before backing up, analyses the 
situation.

LATER

He sits, back braced against the wall. Eyes searching. Then --

-- a flash. He remembers: a flash of when he was carried in; 
the wall.

He gets up, moves quickly to the end, sizes up the wall. 

After a beat, something appears that wasn't there before. 

Troy notices: a handprint materializes, you can only see it 
at a certain angle. An optical allusion.

He backs up, analyzes it. The surrounding area. Eyes 
searching. Then --

-- BINGO! An indent in the wall. He thumbs it, a beat later a 
panel opens up, exposing wires -- the guts.

Amazingly, he seems to recognize the pattern of the wires. 
Plays around with them for a beat, then...

... the ceiling opens up, a large dolly lift descends.
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INT. ROOM - UNKNOWN

Darkness. Lonely and depressed. No sound, no movement. 
Nothing. Then --

-- the floor opens up illuminating the interior of a small 
cabin. Something starts to protrude through the opening, 
slowly.

It's the dolly lift with Troy inside. Two bags at his feet.

It stops. Troy exits via a little latch door. Looks around... 
then moves toward the cabin door.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Vastly overwhelming. Nothing for miles, just this small 
cabin, a speck against this barren landscape.

The door opens, Troy stands in the threshold, surveying the 
surrounding area.

He exits with the bags. Noticing: a small dirt road leading 
up and around a dusty hill. He tracks along it until...

... he reaches the top. Peers out to --

REVEAL

a storage-type structure.

THE STRUCTURE

Padlocked closed. Troy descends on it cautiously, scanning 
everything with his eyes.

He digs into his bags, comes back with a gun. He puts a 
bullet into the padlock, exploding it off.

The momentum swings the doors open a bit. Troy peaks inside. 
He steps back, smiles. Then, he swings them fully open to --

25.



REVEAL

Griffin's jeep.

Troy squeezes into the tight space, opens the door. He throws 
the bags on the passenger seat, hops in.

The engine ROARS! Car speeds off leaving only a dust trail.

INT. JEEP - DAY

He's driving on an unknown highway.

FUEL GAUGE

teeters on empty. O.S. the engine starts to cough and 
sputter, then --

TROY
Shit.

Troy tightens up, unhappy.

TROY
(to himself)

Sun's going down.

Whatever highway this is, it's empty. Devoid of traffic. The 
surrounding area, the same.

INT. GAS STATION - DAY

Nothing moves here. An eerie silence.

Just the ambient sizzle of the desert. And the swoosh of 
wind.

A CREEPY caricature smiles down on us with the promise of 
"We'll fill you up" written below the cartoon, on the 
station's sign.
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INT. GRIFFIN'S JEEP - DAY

Troy drives down the highway, notices the sun has dropped in 
the sky, almost behind the horizon now.

He notices something in the distance: the aforementioned sign 
becomes visible, prominent.

He drives up, parks by a pump. He doesn't get out, instead 
leans over, toggles with a police scanner. Static, alot of 
it... then --

-- the faint hint of voices. He stops toggling, tries to get 
it back. Nothing. Then --

-- there it is again. Through the crackles and static haze, a 
voice bleeds through, barely --

SGT. PEPPER (V.O.)
(filtered)

--coming up--other town--Ev--thing--
go--back--ere?

Troy strains to listen, intently. He tweaks the dial.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
(filtered)

All goo--ere--ven't seen--mu--ack--
ere...

More tweaking.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
(filtered)

... we are good to--

Voice gets sucked behind a storm of static. Gone...

Troy slams the scanner, frustrated. He sits back, sighs. 
Then... he looks at the "gas mart" pondering.

He snaps out of it, reaches into one of the bags, takes out a 
knife and sheath.
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EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

Troy exits the car, moves to the mini mart. The outline of 
his knife protrudes his shirt.

INT. MINI MART - DAY

It's quiet. Too quiet. At first glance things seem normal but 
then it becomes noticeable: small blood spats on the walls, 
tiny -- blink and you would miss them.

Troy enters the store, looks around cautiously, alert. Moves 
around slowly, eyes determined.

TROY
Anybody here? I need gas.

No answer. At the counter, Troy looks for something, 
distinct.

Bingo! Satisfaction washes on his face as he leaps over the 
counter, but... he's tackled by a walker.

They wrestle around. Troy tries to get free, but this walker 
has a good grip on him. It mounts Troy.

Troy holds it at bay with one hand, the other goes underneath 
his shirt, trying to get the knife.

Drool mixed with leftovers, falls from the walkers feral 
mouth. Troy stops going for the knife, wipes the horrid 
mixture from his face.

The walker claws, growls, wanting to taste Troy's flesh. 
Salivates.

Troy puts up a hearty fight, yet his arms are getting weak. 
They tremble under the weight, begin to falter.

Just when all hope fades... Troy grabs a hold of one arm, 
tugging it down, while the rest of his momentum is used to 
push the walker off him. An MMA-like reversal.
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Troy fumbles for his knife, but gets it. He stabs the walking 
in the face -- THWICK! Fast, violent, skilled...

... he then, forcefully slides the knife blade behind the 
walkers festering eye -- piercing its brainpan with a crack!

A last hint of a snarl. Then it dies...

Troy braces his knee against the torso, takes the knife out. 
Uses the walkers clothes to wipe off the brain chunks.

He lifts his shirt, sheathes the knife as he stands. Looks 
around for more walkers. There are none.

Troy fiddles with a switch, turning it on. A rumble ensues 
underground. It's the gas switch, he just fired up the pump.

As Troy exits the Mini Mart, we track along with him THROUGH 
THE WINDOW...

He gets to the Jeep and takes the gas cap off. Puts the pump 
in, starts pumping.

Troy moves back toward us. Enters, makes a beeline for the 
counter.

His head swivels, searching.

The bathroom keys. He snatches them. Turns, moves toward the 
exit. But before he exits, he grabs a couple magazines.

INT. STATION WAGON - DAY

The OCCUPANTS are packed in like sardines, as the bulk of 
space goes to supplies, food.

The family is a bit on edge, but for the most part in good 
spirits. Their angst, fear, hidden behind cheerful road trip 
songs.

CHASTITY, a sex starved beauty doing her best to wear clothes 
that question her names meaning, breaks from the group.
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CHASTITY
Gas station.

One by one, the others stop singing until it's only MIKE. 
He's the father. And the leader of this group.

It's the gas station Troy pulled into.

MIKE
Perfect timing.

MIKE JR doesn't look like a chip off the old block. He's 
studious, and very well read. A book rests in his lap.

In the front seat is EMILY, the wife, mom. But also a career 
woman, at least she was before all the mess happened.

MIKE
Hey buddy?

He looks in the rear view mirror, tries to catch his son's 
gaze.

MIKE (CONT'D)
Hey BUDDY! You hear me?

Mike Jr. looks up from his book, finds his dads glare.

MIKE JR.
What?

MIKE
Don't give me attitude. I need you 
to go inside and pay for gas.

MIKE JR.
Why me?

MIKE
God knows I love ya, but I'd never 
trust you to protect the girls.

EMILY
Honey?!
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INT. BATHROOM STALL - DAY

Troy sifts through a sports magazine. His lips move as he 
reads an articles.

The rumble of Harley's catches Troy's attention. He listens, 
attentively.

EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

SIX HARLEY'S roar into the station. Park. They all have their 
cuts still on. They are all tattooed clad men, hardened by 
the outlaw way of life. 

Slightly tapered off behind the leader is a ruggedly handsome 
man, his cut identifies him as VICE PRESIDENT. He looks to 
the lead bike, his cut identifies him as the PRESIDENT, and 
leans in.

VICE PRESIDENT
We should take the cars.

The guy in the back, looks wet behind the ears. He dismounts 
his bike, giving a glimpse of his cut: Prospect embroidered 
across the top left. He moves toward the mini mart.

A door opens and shuts O.S. Both men look over to see 
Chastity, flaunting around.

Whistles and cat calls from the bikers.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Troy's by the door, listening. He lifts up his shirt, slowly 
unsheathes his knife.

MIKE (O.S.)
(faint, muffled)

Hey, have a little respect please. 
I mean. She's seventeen guys.
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EXT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Troy exits, hugs the wall, covertly moves toward the edge. 
Slowly, peeks around... then, steps back.

THE PUMPS

The prospect bursts through the door with Mike Jr. held at 
gunpoint. Chaos ensues.

Chastity runs over. Emily gets out of the car.

BACK WITH TROY

A scuffle. Chaos, screaming. Then... POP! POP! POP! Emily's 
hysterical. Yelling, screaming incoherently.

POP! POP! A horrific yelp, then... silence.

THE PUMPS

Troy rounds the corner, slings a knife into the prospect. He 
goes down. Mike Jr faints.

CHASTITY tends to her dad, gasping his last few breaths.

TROY ducks behind the pumps.

THE BIKERS spread out, search. The vice president has a gun. 
The others don't.

Emily starts to shake, convulse. Her eyes explode open, 
jaundice, bloodshot. But empty. She snarls, drools.

One of the bikers walks by, oblivious. Emily, now a walker, 
lunges, bites into the man's leg.

He swipes her off with a huge back fist. Moves, then stomps 
her face in.
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TROY emerges from behind the pumps -- knocks the gun from the 
vice president -- then hits him, open palm to the throat 
several times -- he falls back, choking, gasping for air.

Troy evades strikes from another biker -- counters, swift, 
precise -- turning the guy around, breaking his neck. Then --

-- Troy squares up with the president and the last biker.

BOTH -- attack at the same time -- Troy ducks out of the way, 
grabs an errant punch -- gets him in a wrist lock, wrenching 
it -- it’s painful. Troy pushes the biker into the president.

TROY
I don’t want this. Just stop.

The president stops, ponders... then, something commands his 
attention -- somebody's struggling to breathe, choking. 

Notices: it's the vice president. Convulsing -- then death.

PRESIDENT
That was my son.

They go to attack. But Mike materializes, lunging, feral, 
thwarting the attack. Rips into the biker, a hardy meal.

The president retreats a few steps. Searches, then gathers 
the one biker left, leaves. Quickly.

Feral Mike rises from his meal, attacks Troy who sidesteps 
him -- fast, impossibly so -- kicks his knee, caves it in -- 
cracking.

Walker Mike tries to get up, relentless. It cracks further, 
gives in on itself. The walker spills to the ground.

Troy is indifferent, sidestepping it on the way to his car.

He takes out the pump, puts it back. He puts the cap back on 
and closes the tank door. Moves to the front, gets in. Then --

-- drives off, leaving Chastity and Mike Jr to fend for 
themselves. A raspy wheeze as Mike drags his broken, feral 
body around the lot...
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INT. THE JEEP - NIGHT

Troy has a reading light on, studies a map. The car drifts 
slightly, but he's on it. He corrects it expertly, eyes still 
on the map.

His eyes dart up every couple of beats for reference. Then 
back to the map.

Something scurries across the street, frozen by the 
headlight.

Troy looks up -- it's a WOMAN -- her CHILD -- he cranks the 
wheel hard right. It misses -- sucked into the darkness --

-- a violent, loud crash. Prolonged.

THE WOMAN

follows into the darkness. Her kid in tow.

THE JEEP'S

on its side, smashed to shit. The woman huddles to the ground 
-- crawls inside -- drags Troy out. Then... the supplies.

LATER

A fire pit. A healthy size. What looks to be a rabbit, cooks 
above on a spit. Supplies off to the side.

The woman and her child, sit huddled together, taking 
advantage of the heat.

Troy's unconscious. Scraped up. The bandage around his bullet 
wound, bleeds, slightly.

Troy's POV: light starts to bleed in. Then shapes. After a 
beat, defined contours begin to sharply focus... into people.

The fire starts to help illuminate the woman, her olive skin, 
dark hair, exotic features --
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-- something odd: this woman looks like Adena. How is that 
possible? She's dead? Troy’s confused.

TROY
(mutters)

Adena.

THE WOMAN -- smiles nervously. She doesn't know what to say. 
Then, with an Arabic accent --

WOMAN
Farrah. My little one, Amira.

Amira stays silent.

TROY
(incoherent)

Adena. Ad-, Adena?

Troy starts to sit up. But can't, too painful.

She indicates for him to lay back down, settle.

He does, winces. Then, he sits up again, uses some items 
around to prop himself up. Farrah tries to help, he waves her 
off. This is something he has to do.

He settles. Then scans the area, notices the jeep. Farrah 
looks away timid. Troy notices. Smiles.

She indicates the fire. His eyes follow. He's impressed.

LATER

Farrah carves into the cooked flesh with a hunting knife, as 
it sits on a makeshift cutting board, made from a small 
broken panel of the jeep.

Farrah tries to give Troy a piece, but he shakes his head.

TROY
The kid.
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She looks surprised. Then, grateful. Smiles. She hands some 
meat to Amira who engulfs it like it's been a few days.

TROY (CONT'D)
You two share.

He notices a new bandage on his chest, crude, but works. And 
his cuts have been treated.

TROY (CONT'D)
Thank you for...

(indicates bandaging)
... sorry but I travel alone. I--

FARRAH
(desperate)

Please. Take us?

Troy starts to get up.

TROY
I have to go. I--

Farrah stands, goes to him. Touches him gently. Suggestive. 
He's very uncomfortable. Then...

... he locks eyes with her. He's taken aback. So familiar. 
But how is it possible? She notices. Turns to Amira --

FARRAH
Go over there. Sleep.

Amira moves to the jeep where a mini fortification has been 
set up, using spare parts of the car. A small bed of sheets, 
and seat covers, arranged inside.

Farrah uses his injuries against him. Mounts him, 
seductively. He tries at first, but eventually doesn't fight.

TROY
Adena?

She's doing this for survival. But also takes a small amount 
of pleasure in it.
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EXT. DESERT - DAY

The fire pit is a shell. Burned out. Farrah snuggles against 
Troy.

He starts to shake. Body convulses. One hell of a nightmare. 
Then --

-- he violently wakes up. Amazingly, Farrah does not.

He looks around, nervous. Scared. Then... slowly gets his 
bearings, noticing: the desert, jeep, supplies, the fire,  
then... Farrah's arm.

He shakes her off, slowly gets up. Internalizes the pain of 
his wounds. But it's not easy.

He creeps along the campsite. Stops -- the kid -- Something 
about the kid gets in his psyche. He shakes it off, reaches 
into the fortification, picks her up. Places her on the 
ground.

A cool wind blows by. A look of guilt materializes on his 
face. But again, he continues to pack supplies.

Quietly. Carefully.

LATER

Troy stands above the women, a bag full of supplies in his 
hand. Some supplies left over, discarded to the side.

He starts to walk off when --

AMIRA (O.S.)
(softly)

Where are you going?

He stops. Stares off into the distance...

TROY
I can't protect you.
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AMIRA (O.S.)
(inquisitive)

Why?

Troy turns around to see Amira speaking to him, not Farrah. 
Curiosity washes over him. Then... shame.

TROY
What are you doing up?

AMIRA
I'm hungry.

He sighs.

TROY
I'm no good for you guys. I won't 
be able to protect you. You will 
die.

AMIRA
(child-like innocence)

Doesn't everybody die?

What a profound question. Troy is caught off guard. Then --

AMIRA (CONT'D)
That's what my mom told me.

Troy can't help but smile. Taken aback.

TROY
That's true.

(ponders)
I'm not responsible for everybody's 
death. I can't. I have my own 
daughter to look after.

AMIRA
So... what if she dies?

He winces.

TROY
That's not gonna happen. Not soon.
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AMIRA
How you know she's not already 
dead?

Troy grows tired of this inquiry. A real nuisance.

TROY
I'm going to find out.

AMIRA
And if she is?

Troy hesitates. The answer doesn't come easy to him. 
Distressed. Confused.

TROY
I donno.

FARRAH (O.S.)
What's going on here?

He's caught off guard again -- hand in the cookie jar.

TROY
(to Farrah)

Just getting some food.

FARRAH
With the bag, filled with supplies?

TROY
Just getting ready. We gotta go 
after breakfast.

Farrah's skeptical. Troy puts down the bag. And riffles 
through it. Takes out a gun.

TROY
You use a gun before?

(off her slight nod)
Good, use it to protect yourselves 
while I'm gone.

He walks off, sullen.
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EXT. DESERT - DAY

The fire pit rages to life again. Something dead cooks from 
above. But this time, re-fried beans cook in a pot, Troy 
holds over the flames. Rice is cooked in water.

TO THE SIDE, a supply bag open -- canned food is inside.

Farrah looks on with spiteful eyes. Amira smiles playfully.

TROY
You don't want to travel with me.

FARRAH
Along with being deceitful, you can 
enter minds with your own?

TROY
It won't end well.

FARRAH
It seems Allah tests our resolve 
now. See if we can die with 
dignity.

Troy's curious.

FARRAH (CONT'D)
Death seems an ugly thing now. 
Doesn't seem to matter where you 
are. Or who you're with.

TROY
Fair enough.

Farrah goes for the cooked animal, taking the spit with a 
shirt wrapped around her hands. Troy watches, impressed.

LATER

She starts to cut it as she did before. She offers a few 
slices to Troy. He doesn't take them.
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FARRAH
Before all this, I study...

(lost in translation, 
searching)

... the mind. Behaviors.

Troy drains the water with a makeshift strainer. He then puts 
the beans in the rice. Mixes them around. Then, he gives them 
to Farrah.

FARRAH (CONT'D)
Yours fascinates me. I believe 
Allah brought us together.

This conversation is familiar to Troy. He's done it before. 
He closes his eyes, Adena's voice floats through him, saying 
basically the same thing.

TROY
Adena.

FARRAH
(curious)

You say this name. Adena. Before?

Troy opens his eyes, off his game.

TROY
I'm sorry.

FARRAH
She was taken from you?

Farrah takes his silence as a yes.

AMIRA
This food isn't good. Why can't we 
have McDonalds?

FARRAH
Amira, enough! This man has made us 
a meal. Be thankful.

Amira stays silent. Continues to eat.
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Troy's unable to cope. And unable to hold back.

TROY
Hurry up. We need to get moving. 
I'm leaving in ten minutes. With or 
without you.

AMIRA
But I just started eating.

FARRAH
Hush now.

(to Troy)
That will be fine.

Troy stands. Uneasy. Weighed down by emotions. This isn't 
normal for him. How can he process?

TROY
Good.

He goes off and packs up supplies.

FARRAH
Hurry, get your fill.

She gives Amira the pot, indicates for her to feed herself.

Farrah watches Troy. Sizes him up, fascinated.

LATER

Everything's packed. They are about to leave. Troy --

TROY
It's going to be a long day. Hard. 
If you can't keep up, I'm not 
waiting around.

FARRAH
We understand.

He starts walking, determined. Farrah and Amira reluctantly 
follow.
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INT. ELISABETH'S MOTEL ROOM - DAY

The room's asleep. Colin sits awake. Guarding, phone in hand.

ELISABETH wakes abruptly. Looks around, notices the light 
penetrating the blinds. She frantically stands.

ELISABETH
What's going on?

COLIN
They didn't come. I checked my 
phone... nothing.

ELISABETH
This can't be happening.

COLIN
The kid needs a hospital.

ELISABETH
The next town over has one.

COLIN
I can't leave my mom.

ELISABETH
That kid needs you. Your mom will 
be safe with the group... we gotta 
gather the others.

They each grab a gun. Colin inches toward the door. Eases up 
to the peephole. Then... he backs up. He opens the door, 
waves her through.

INT. PATTY'S MOTEL ROOM - DAY

Everybody sleeps. Out cold! Then... a KNOCK. Nothing. Then --

-- HARDER now. Patty's up. Notices the light glistening 
through the window. EXCITEMENT!

She springs to her feet.
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PATTY
They're here. Get up. Lets go.

RIVER wakes up abruptly from an uncomfortable sleep against 
the bathroom door. He rotates, then rubs his neck.

BEAR wakes up calmly, nice a refreshed, on the bed.

PATTY looks at River, shakes her head.

PATTY
Get her under control.

River scoffs.

PATTY (CONT'D)
Don't have attitude with me.

He turns around, starts lightly knocking on the door. Another 
FORCEFUL KNOCK at the front.

PATTY (CONT'D)
Bear, get the kids to check the 
room. Make sure we got everything.

BEAR
You heard your mother.

RIVER
I'm trying to get in. She's--

PATTY
(on way to door)

For Gods sake... Bear will you 
please lock that up?

Patty opens the door to --

-- Colin and Elisabeth. Patty's confused. Pushes past and 
searches the outside.

PATTY
What's going on?
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COLIN
They didn't come.

What? She doesn't believe it. Shakes her head.

COLIN (CONT'D)
No time to argue. The kid needs a 
hospital. We're goin into the next--

ELISABETH
Lancaster. Think the people that 
stay should be... where's Amanda?

PATTY
She's fine. She's in the bathroom.

Elisabeth notices the strain on River's face. Something 
happened. Colin notices and steps in.

COLIN
We don't have time. We need to go. 
Big fella, you help with the kid?

Patty reluctantly lets him go.

INT. ELISABETH'S MOTEL ROOM - DAY

Colin, Elisabeth, Bear, and Ashton are gone.

The group is in Chaos. They don't know what to do. Several 
different conversations bleed into audible desperation.

A KNOCK. At first it can barely be heard. Then... more, in 
quick succession. Patty quiets everybody down.

She moves to the door, slowly. Uses the peephole. Steps back, 
mouth agape.

Another KNOCK. Amanda brushes by defiantly, Patty tries to 
stop her, but she opens the door to --

-- REVEAL... Troy, with Farrah and Amira.

END OF EPISODE 3
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