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EXT. ALASKA WOODS - DAY

Grey skies lurk over a foot-tall sheet of snow coating a

stretch of trees and flora, reaching out to escape.

A lone cabin, modern in make, sits in a nearby valley. An

older model family van is parked beside it.

A RIFLE is held into frame, obstructing the

cabin. ABE, (40), sporting a grizzled beard around

his pale face and bound up tightly in winter gear, cradles

the rifle.

ABE

Where to?

Abe looks to ISAAC, (11), equally pale and bound-up, who is

surveying the far-stretching lines of trees. He scans each

tree and the paths of snow that flow between them. Scattered

animal tracks clutter the otherwise smooth terrain.

ABE

Bush.

Isaac turns to a far-off bush. Freshly-dropped berries leave

purple splatters around deer tracks. Isaac nods and turns.

ABE

Hey!

Isaac HALTS and turns to Abe who snaps a nearby branch.

ABE

Better make sure we can get back.

Isaac nods again and continues on his way. The two traverse

the snowy woods, following tracks and snapping branches.

EXT. SNOWY HILL - DAY

Isaac follows a trail along the bottom of a hill, Abe

casually in-tow. The path diverges into two, leading deeper

into the woods.

ABE

This is why we study the area.

Think about any rivers or

concentrations of vegetation that

may attract--

Abe’s words drown out as Isaac tilts his head, his ear

toward the hill. He turns and ascends it as Abe watches,

then silently follows.
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At the top of the hill, Isaac lays flat on his stomach to

look down in the valley where a BUCK is grazing.

Isaac smirks as Abe joins him, taking a

knee. He hands the rifle to Isaac.

ISAAC

Do I have to?

ABE

Sometimes, yes.

Isaac takes the rifle, positioning it in the snow before

him, and aims the scope over the deer.

ABE

Just aim for the heart, right where

I showed you.

Isaac’s breathing becomes heavier as his finger trembles

over the trigger.

Abe places his hand gently on Isaac’s shoulder. Isaac pulls

the trigger. BANG.

EXT. VALLEY - DAY

Treetops sway in the wind high above the fallen buck.

Isaac and Abe approach the corpse and kneel next to it. Abe

brandishes a knife and looks at Isaac. His head is down and

his brows furrowed heavily over his eyes, fixed on the deer.

ABE

You don’t have to like it, you

know. I certainly don’t; never

have. Pop pop took me hunting

younger than you. But it was to

teach me. We never take what we

don’t need--

Abe’s words again fade out. Isaac’s pupils dilate as he

gazes into the deer’s fresh wound and the pool of blood it

creates. He scans the deer up to the its neck.

ABE

Hey!

Isaac SHAKES to attention. Abe stares into his wide eyes.

Abe pulls back his sleeve and looks at his watch.

(CONTINUED)
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ABE

We should be getting back for--

Abe’s head sharply TURNS to his side, his ear toward a

nearby rock face. Abe slowly stands up; the wind blows in a

sharp note, twigs SNAP and leaves SCRATCH.

ABE

Give me the gun.

Out from the woods, a BEAR approaches them. The bear looks

at the deer, to the duo, and CHARGES at them.

Abe PUSHES Isaac back and winds up his knife to

swing. The bear SLASHES Abe, hurtling him to the side

and launching the knife deep into the woods.

The bear stalks toward Isaac. Isaac pulls the trigger, but

nothing happens. He trips and FALLS backward into the snow.

He pushes away on his back as he struggles to prime the

bolt-action weapon.

The bear stands on his hind legs and towers above

Isaac. Abe LEAPS onto the bear and BITES into the

animal’s neck as they fall to the ground.

Abe RIPS a chunk of the bear’s neck out and holds it in his

mouth; two sharp fangs protrude out of his blood-soaked

lips. His eyes are widely dilated and thick clouds of breath

pump out of him.

Isaac sits still. A low GROWL catches his attention and he

notices a nearby cave. Rifle gripped tightly, Isaac stands

and investigates.

ABE

W...wait.

INT. CAVE - CONTINUOUS

The soft light slowly dies as the cave deepens; the cold

stone walls curve and stretch sharply.

Isaac leads his way with the barrel of the rifle, following

a light PANTING sound.

He approaches a sleeping BEAR CUB and slightly lowers his

weapon. Abe approaches from behind him, panting and holding

a sharp GASH on his chest.

Isaac raises the rifle, aiming his sight at the

cub. Abe gently places his hand on the barrel and

guides it down.

(CONTINUED)
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ABE

Let’s go home.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

Abe, clutching his wounds, drags the deer through the woods,

leaving a trail of red-stained snow which Isaac follows.

The cabin lurks into view.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Boxes and suitcases clutter small connected rooms of the

cabin. Tungsten lights illuminate the mostly barren walls.

SHEILA (40), dressed comfortably, stands beside the sink,

her eyes down on her watch.

Across the cabin, MARGARET (70) lays wrapped in blankets on

a couch in the living room.

Sheila looks out the window and sees Abe and Isaac

approaching with the deer.

SHEILA

About time.

Sheila walks through the cabin, traversing around luggage.

INT. GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

A single red light BLINKS on, partially igniting the dark,

square room. A row of hooks hang from the ceiling. Along the

back wall lays a row of vegetables growing in crates.

Sheila walks in and closes a small refrigerator set up near

the door. She hits a button on the wall and the metallic

garage door SCRAPES open.

SHEILA

Cutting it pretty close this time--

Abe and Isaac enter; Abe’s blood drips onto the floor.

SHEILA

Oh my--What happened?

ABE

It’s just a scratch, really.
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Abe drags the deer into the room as Isaac silently places

the rifle on a shelf.

SHEILA

Let me get my--

ABE

I’m fine, take him.

SHEILA

Ok, grab my kit out of my red bag.

Come on, sweetie.

Sheila takes Isaac out of the garage. Abe lifts the deer up

with one arm and hooks it to the ceiling by its hind legs.

He limps over to the shelf, takes a bucket from the bottom

and places it underneath the deer.

He walks back to the shelf, struggling to take his jacket

off. He peels his flannel shirt off, the cloth tears away

from the fresh wounds as he GRUNTS.

He wipes his mouth with the shirt and looks at the collected

blood it bears. He holds the crumpled shirt against his

wounds and exits.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Abe unzips a red bag. He sifts through two bottles of

sunscreen and uncovers a small orchid in a zip lock bag. He

smiles. He shifts it aside and pulls out a medical kit.

He stumbles toward the dinner table where Isaac is seated.

He holds a blood-soaked sponge in his mouth.

SHEILA

A bear?

Abe looks at Isaac; Isaac’s eyes dart away.

ABE

Well I tried telling him we didn’t

have any honey, but he wasn’t

having it.

Sheila snickers as she assesses Abe’s wounds.

SHEILA

He couldn’t have waited a day to

get up?
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ABE

Guess he wanted the early bird

special.

SHEILA

Which almost turned out to be you.

ABE

Not on the menu. How bad is it?

Sheila wipes the wounds with an alcohol swab.

SHEILA

Already starting to heal. Guessing

I shouldn’t see the other guy?

Beat.

SHEILA

Did you--

ABE

I killed it.

Abe’s eyes remain forward. Sheila looks to Isaac.

ABE

Had to, Isaac--

SHEILA

I know. Also knew I shouldn’t have

packed my kit yet. That was just

asking for something to go wrong.

ABE

That’s rarely something needs

asking for.

SHEILA

Don’t we know it. Buck’s a good

yield though.

ABE

That’s all Isaac. Took it down

himself.

Sheila turns to Isaac.

SHEILA

That so?

Isaac looks at her and nods, silently.

(CONTINUED)
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SHEILA

Well thank you for tonight’s meal,

Isaac. Speaking of...

She checks her watch.

SHEILA

I think you’re about done with your

treatment. Hold this here.

Sheila goes to Isaac as Abe holds a rag on his

wounds. Sheila takes the sponge and rings it over the

sink.

SHEILA

Go brush your teeth, honey.

Isaac exits. Abe glances over to Margaret, still asleep on

the couch as Sheila rinses off the sponge.

SHEILA

This is the longest we’ve gone

between treatments so far, I was

getting worried you were taking so

long. How was he?

ABE

Skiddish. I still think it was too

soon.

She returns to him and begins patching him up.

SHEILA

Weren’t you younger than he was

when Pop took you--

ABE

It was too soon for me, too.

SHEILA

Well he has to learn soon, doesn’t

he? We aren’t going to be around

forever. What happens if they find

us, if we--

ABE

We’re leaving all of that behind

tomorrow.

SHEILA

It isn’t just going to disappear

once we leave the state.
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ABE

No, but we keep our heads down, we

stay in the dark, like we talked

about. We’ve been doing fine.

SHEILA

Somewhere we got to have six

straight months of shade. I

understand you want to keep babying

him, but the world hasn’t changed.

I know you want things to be

different for him, I do too with

all my heart, but we have to make

sure he’s ready for it. The things

we’ve seen, survived. I mean, what

you had to--

ABE

How was she today?

Sheila SIGHS and looks at Margaret.

SHEILA

Well, she only signed ’bitch’ at me

twice this morning, so, better than

usual. Imagine if she was awake for

this, we’d never see the end of it.

The two chuckle. Sheila stands up.

SHEILA

Well, I think I’m about through

torturing you. Should heal up in a

day or so.

ABE

Thank you.

SHEILA

You might want to consider taking a

treatment yourself. That’ll get you

back to 100 in no time.

ABE

I’m fine.

SHEILA

You have a good handle on it, I’m

sure it won’t--

ABE

I said I’m fine. Thank you.

(CONTINUED)
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SHEILA

Ok. I’ll see if the deer is ready.

She walks by, Abe holds her arm.

ABE

Hey. It will be better out of here.

I promise you.

They kiss.

SHEILA

How about you freshen up before

dinner? You smell like bear food.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Abe, Sheila, Isaac, and Margaret sit around the dining room

table. Plates of deer and vegetables lay between them; the

plates they are eating off of are mostly empty. Abe and

Sheila look across at each other and smile.

A KNOCK sounds from the door. Abe gets up to answer it.

He opens the door; MIKE (40), wide-shouldered and large,

stands before him in a heavy jacket covering a sheriff

uniform. A pistol hangs on his side. He looks at Abe with

sharp eyes and a pout.

MIKE

Sir, I have some questions for you.

The two lock eyes; Mike LAUGHS and the two embrace.

MIKE

Long time no see, partner.

ABE

Mike, h--hi. Please, come in.

Mike enters and Abe closes the door behind them.

ABE

Honey, look what the storm blew in.

Sheila stands and approaches them.

SHEILA

Mike, wow. You look great.

The two embrace.
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MIKE

A few years away from your

husband’ll add years to your life.

You should try it some time.

The three laugh. Isaac and Margaret watch them.

ABE

How are Mare and Chelsea?

MIKE

Well Mare hasn’t stopped giving me

shit for my waistline and Chels

just discovered boys, so awful.

Thanks for asking. Is that...

Mike looks at Isaac, quietly eating his food.

MIKE

My god, he was a little bean last I

saw him. He clearly got the looks

from your side, She. No disrespect

to my biggest fan.

He looks at Margaret who squints at him with a pout. She

gets up and leaves.

SHEILA

Here, let me get you a plate--

MIKE

Oh, no, no, I don’t want to take up

much of your time.

SHEILA

Well here, I was just about to put

some tea on.

Sheila ignites the stove as Abe and Mike

sit. Mike looks around at all the boxes.

MIKE

You making a move?

Sheila joins them.

SHEILA

Oh, yes. It was a really spur of

the moment thing, we haven’t had

the chance to tell anyone.
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MIKE

Right before summer? You’re gonna

miss out on all the fun.

ABE

It’s--actually for mom. She’s

getting...y’know. We’re moving up

closer to Sheila’s parents. Better

care for her up there.

Mike nods; Abe and Sheila look at each other.

ABE

What brings you around? It’s not

like we’re close enough for an

impromptu visit.

MIKE

Well, I was hoping I might be able

to pick your brain for old time’s

sake. We’ve recently had a...vamp

killing.

The room drops silent.

ABE

Really? It’s...it’s been years.

MIKE

Caught us all off guard at the

station. Thought we were done with

this.

Mike pulls an envelope out of his jacket and pulls out a

stack of papers.

ABE

Mike, I don’t know about this.

This...isn’t what I do anymore.

MIKE

You know I wouldn’t come to you if

it wasn’t important. None of the

boots back at HQ have an ounce of

the experience with this as you.

You know I still respect your

choice to leave--

ABE

Mike--
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MIKE

No one should have to have done all

the things you did, I understand

that--

ABE

I can’t--I don’t think I can help

you. I’m sorry.

MIKE

Brother, people are dying. Again.

You and I have seen what these

things are capable of up close. How

hard they are to take down.

Abe readjusts in his seat, exposing his wound through his

shirt buttons.

MIKE

Whoa. The hell happened to you?

ABE

A bear, actually. We went hunting

this morning, hardly got out of the

way.

MIKE

Too stubborn to let a bear do you

in. You take it down?

ABE

Isaac did, actually.

MIKE

You must be one good shot, son. If

you were sticking around I’d try to

recruit him. What do you say,

kiddo? Want to be a monster hunter?

Isaac, still eating, looks down silently.

SHEILA

I should get him to bed, it’s

getting late. Help me with the

dishes, sweetie.

Sheila and Isaac clear the table.

MIKE

I get it, man. I do. But I’m at a

loss, here. Just a minute of your

time is all I need.

Beat.

(CONTINUED)
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Abe nods. Mike takes files and photos out of the envelope.

MIKE

Victim was a 32 year old male, four

puncture wounds on the neck.

Typical of a Type Three suspect.

Signs of a struggle at the scene,

but the only fluids found at the

site traced back to the victim.

ABE

What help do I think I can be here?

MIKE

You know these things better than

anyone else. After all the ones we

took out, thinking it was all of

them at the time, why would one

take a risk like this?

Abe readjusts in his seat.

ABE

These people, they sustain

themselves off of blood, any kind

of blood, but we know they can

survive without it. From the

studies that were done, we’ve

surmised that human blood acts as

an addictive, so any one of them

could crave it like a drug. Maybe

this one was desperate, going

through withdraw.

MIKE

Or it could have gone feral.

Reverted to the animal it is.

ABE

Did you want my advice or not,

Mike?

MIKE

I’m just worried these vacation

years might’ve made you forget what

these things are.

ABE

They’re people who are sick and--

MIKE

No. People are bad enough. I miss

the time when I thought we couldn’t

get worse.

(CONTINUED)
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Abe shuffles the paperwork and puts it back in the envelope.

He slides it back to Mike.

ABE

I’d check the sewers starting in

the area of the attack.

MIKE

Already being covered, but thank

you. Look man, I’m sorry. I didn’t

mean to bring all of this back to

you.

A sharp RINGING begins to grow louder.

MIKE

I can only imagine how you’ve been

dealing with it all. Mare and I

started talking to someone a few

months ago. I don’t know how I

could manage without it; probably

just snap--

The ringing STOPS as Sheila takes the teapot off the stove.

SHEILA

Any for you, Mike?

MIKE

Oh, no, I should probably get going

before this storm picks up. But

thank you.

Mike and Abe stand; Mike and Sheila embrace.

MIKE

Great to see you again.

SHEILA

Same to you. Stay safe out there.

Abe walks Mike to the door. He opens it and Mike steps out.

MIKE

I’m--Again, I’m sorry. I don’t want

you thinking I get off on this,

either. Just part of the job; we

have lives to save.

ABE

You did what you had to, same as

me.

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE

Yeah. When do you leave?

ABE

First thing in the morning.

MIKE

Ah. You should swing by the station

before you route. Give you a proper

goodbye.

ABE

I’m sure it’ll be awful. Sounds

like a plan.

The two laugh.

MIKE

See you then.

Mike walks back to his patrol car across the street and Abe

closes the door.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Abe looks to Sheila, leaning on the counter.

SHEILA

I think the word you’re looking for

is "shit."

ABE

Could it have been Isaac?

SHEILA

Abe, no. He’s been sleepwalking,

sure, but we’d have known if he

left the house.

ABE

There was something about him this

morning. With the deer, his

eyes...I’ve seen that look too many

times before to mistake it.

Sheila looks out the window and sees Mike standing outside

of his car talking to the radio, his back to the cabin.

SHEILA

Think he suspects us?

Margaret walks in, signing "What is going on?"
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ABE

Ma, come on.

He walks her back down the hall, Sheila follows.

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

The dark room is barren of any decoration; only the sheeted

bed gives evidence of a living space.

Abe walks Margaret in and helps her into bed. As he does,

Sheila looks into the adjacent room where Isaac is asleep.

Abe kisses Margaret on the forehead and exits to the hall.

INT. HALL - CONTINUOUS

Abe embraces Sheila as they watch Isaac.

SHEILA

We’ve been careful. Easing him off

the dependency. It has to be

someone else.

Beat.

SHEILA

I didn’t even know there was anyone

else left. Shouldn’t we...try to

help them?

Abe turns Sheila around to face him.

ABE

We can’t take that risk. As soon as

we’re on the road, this is all

behind us. The only people that

matter are under this roof.

KNOCK.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Abe opens the door. Mike stands before them as snow blows in

from outside.

MIKE

Got a 10-13 from the station. Roads

are jacked. I’d hate to impose.

(CONTINUED)
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SHEILA

Don’t be ridiculous, come in.

Mike enters, Abe closes the door behind him.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Abe prepares the couch as Sheila enters with

sheets. Mike paces while holding a blue phone to his

ear.

MIKE

Yes. Yes, I’ll be back first thing

in the morning. Uh-huh, I’m sure.

Yeah, well don’t let her burn the

place down, alright? Alright. I

love you too.

Abe approaches as Sheila finishes the couch.

MIKE

Chels is gonna be cooking tonight,

so I may have to look into this

property once you’re out.

Abe smirks. Mike digs into his pocket. He places a black

phone on the table and pulls out a wallet.

MIKE

Take a look at her.

Mike hands Abe a small family portrait of Mike, Mare, and

Chelsea, all smiling as if in mid-laughter.

ABE

Oh wow.

MIKE

Yup. Big, bad soon-to-be high

schooler.

ABE

How’s she been?

MIKE

Better. She’s had it rough

without...but she’s doing great.

Mike pulls a blue phone out of his pocket and checks it.
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SHEILA

Two phones, Mr. Popular?

MIKE

One for home, one for work.

Couldn’t tell you which I’m more

afraid to answer.

ABE

Hon, look at Chelsea.

Sheila stands behind Abe and looks at the picture.

SHEILA

She’s getting so big.

MIKE

Too big. I’d give a part of me to

set her back to yours’ age. Enjoy

this time now before your kid

discovers resentment. Shit that

comes out of that girl’s mouth

sometimes. Love’em to death but

they’ll tear your heart out.

Mike checks his black phone; his illuminated face scrunches

into a frown.

SHEILA

Something wrong?

MIKE

Oh, no, no. She just burned some

pasta. I’m sorry, can I use your

bathroom?

SHEILA

Oh, sure. It’s the first door on

the left.

MIKE

Thank you.

Abe hands the picture back to Mike; he goes to the bathroom

door in the hall.

INT. ISAAC’S ROOM - NIGHT

Hallway light shines over Isaac as he sleeps. Sheila stands

in the door frame, looking over him.
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INT. HALL - CONTINUOUS

Sheila walks by the bathroom door and stops, leaning close

to it. Muffled WORDS sound out intelligibly from it.

She knocks on the door.

SHEILA

How are we doing in there?

Beat.

MIKE

Finishing up, be right out.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Abe packs clean dishes into a box as Sheila approaches. She

gestures with her hand in the shape of a phone to her head.

Mike steps out of the bathroom and leans on a chair with one

hand and his other positioned on his hip above his holster.

Sheila looks and sees that the strap around the handle has

been unbuttoned.

SHEILA

That call wasn’t about more burnt

pasta, I hope.

MIKE

No, that was work. They wage the

victim’s time of death about three

days ago.

Beat.

MIKE

Do you two remember anything weird

about that night?

ABE

It was a pretty average night,

honestly. We were packing for most

of it.

MIKE

Mmm.

SHEILA

You know, we should take the rest

of the deer down.

(CONTINUED)
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Sheila walks toward the hall, past Mike.

MIKE

Need a hand?

SHEILA

I’ve got it, thanks.

MIKE

Really, it’s no trouble. Abe’s

still healing up--

Mike reaches for her arm and she pulls away.

SHEILA

Really, I’m--

Mike flinches, his arm twitches toward his pistol.

The three stand in silence.

MIKE

I’m not an idiot. I know. I just

don’t know why--

Mike GRABS his gun, Sheila WHACKS him into the

wall. He falls to the floor, unconscious.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Mike dips in and out of clarity as Abe and Sheila tie him to

a chair with an orange extension cable. The half-carved deer

carcass hangs behind him.

Mike MUMBLES. Sheila and Abe, holding Mike’s gun, back up.

ABE

Come on.

The two head to the door.

MIKE

M-my boy..

Abe HALTS. He slowly turns around to Mike. Mike looks up.

MIKE

It’s Isaac, isn’t it?

Abe turns and STORMS out of the room, slamming the door.
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INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Abe STORMS in, immediately stacking boxes near the front

door. Sheila follows behind him.

ABE

We have to leave, now.

SHEILA

What about Mike?

ABE

We just leave him there, he can--

SHEILA

We have to kill him.

Abe FREEZES in place. He looks to Sheila.

SHEILA

He knows. And he won’t stop--

ABE

We can just go, leave him here--

SHEILA

We won’t KNOW. And that will drag

behind us our entire lives until

it’s too late. We have to, Abe.

Abe stands in silence, mouth agape.

SHEILA

If you won’t, I will.

She reaches for the gun, Abe PULLS it away.

ABE

No! No. Get Isaac, pack the car.

I’ll handle it.

Sheila goes to Isaac’s room as Abe continues stacking boxes.

Sheila RUSHES back.

SHEILA

He’s not in his room!



22.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Mike’s head bobs upward and he blinks. Isaac stands in front

of him, eyes glazed over and expressionless.

The two stare at each other.

Isaac turns and walks to the refrigerator by the entrance.

He opens it, reaches in, and pulls a blood bag out from it.

Mike JOLTS in his chair, trying to leap out of it.

Abe BURSTS into the room, Sheila close behind

him. She takes Isaac out of the room.

MIKE

So quick when it’s your son.

Abe turns to Mike.

MIKE

You have the audacity to ask about

my family when you let it fall

apart.

ABE

Mike--

ABE

Took us a damn while to find the

piece of shit that killed my son.

Don’t remember you pulling any

triggers. Did you cover for him?

Send us off his tracks? Got sick of

wiping your own kind’s blood off of

your hands, huh?

ABE

I can’t begin to tell you how sorry

I am about your son. Everything

I’ve done, I’ve done to protect my

family. You can understand at least

that. I’ve killed for them.

Mothers. Fathers. Children.

MIKE

Well, looks like it worked. I don’t

see you down a kid. Yet.

Abe looks away from him.

(CONTINUED)
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MIKE

You may not like what I’ve done but

no vamp I put down ever suffered

more than they needed to. Not many

other people are that generous.

You’ve saved your boy now. Day’s

gonna come where you wish you

hadn’t.

Abe looks down at the gun in his hand.

MIKE

You gonna hang me up to bleed next

to bambi, here? I get your disease

angle; I understand that. But get

this: I could give a damn about

this food chain, evolution, master

race bullshit all over the news.

You things are killing people,

killed my-- I don’t care what you

are, I don’t care why you’re doing

it. I just need to stop you.

Abe aims the pistol at Mike.

ABE

I’m sorry.

MIKE

You do what you have to do. Same as

me.

Mike LEAPS out of the chair, shattering it to splinters.

He grabs the gun in Abe’s hands, and they struggle.

Mike SWINGS Abe into the refrigerator, bashing it open,

disarming Abe and dropping him to the ground.

Mike aims at Abe.

MIKE

I’m sorry too. I have to protect

what I have left.

BANG! BANG! Abe is shot twice in the gut. Mike grabs the

RIFLE from the shelf and exits.

RINGING. Muffled YELLS. Abe squirms on the ground.

SHEILA (O.S.)

ABE! No!

(CONTINUED)
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Mike YELLS and sounds of a struggle echo from beyond the

door. BANG! Sheila yells, Mike yells after a THUD.

Abe crawls to spilled blood bags near the refrigerator. He

desperately GRABS them and BITES.

SHEILA (O.S.)

Run, Isaac!

THUDS and SLAMS echo in between more BANGS. Sheila

YELLS. THUD.

Abe crawls to the door, sucking every last drop of blood

from the bags. Blood drips from his mouth and gut.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Abe forces himself to his feet and stumbles into the

kitchen. The stove is aflame, FIRE spreads across the room.

Mike limps toward the front door. He drops his pistol, holds

up the rifle and STORMS out into thick snowfall.

Abe stumbles forward. Sheila sits leaning against a wall,

her eyes wide open and a hole in her chest.

Abe looks back down the hall and sees Margaret laying

halfway out of her bedroom door, motionless.

Most of the boxes burn; Abe notices Sheila’s red bag, torn

open and the revealed contents aflame. The white orchid

shrivels in the fire.

Abe limps out of the door, into the storm.

EXT. CABIN - NIGHT

Abe STUMBLES through a blinding snowstorm. He frantically

looks around for tracks in the snow, but any prints are

quickly covered by haze. Howling winds berate his ears.

He pushes forward, trees begin coming into view.

The dark haze begins to brighten; the sun starts to creep

over the horizon as the snow calms.

Abe FALLS onto a tree, holding onto it for support. He scans

the trees around him. He sees a SNAPPED branch, about

Isaac’s height.

He pushes on in that direction.
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EXT. ALASKAN WOODS - DAY

Abe comes across patches of blood in the snow. He trudges

forward, tripping as he follows the trail.

Abe looks up and sees Isaac, coated in blood, downed and

leaning against a tree, his face away from Abe.

Abe TRIPS toward Isaac, COLLAPSES to his knees and crawls

toward him. Abe GRABS Isaac and turns him to see his face.

Isaac looks at Abe, eyes wide and panting heavily. Blood

drips from his mouth.

Abe is WHACKED by a rifle; He falls to his side as Mike

charges at him, half of the shattered rifle held high above

his head, primed to STAB down.

Abe CATCHES the weapon; their faces mere inches apart as

they each push against the other. Two fresh puncture wounds

on Mike’s neck SEEP blood.

Mike PUNCHES Abe in the gut and raises the weapon up

again. He is TACKLED by Margaret, launching the two of them

several feet away.

She BITES deeply into his neck and SHAKES him like a feral

dog. She releases and sinks backward.

Mike lay motionless, bleeding into the snow. Margaret turns

to Abe, revealing four distinct fangs. She COLLAPSES.

The sun rises further, shedding more light on the horrific

scene. Splatters of red grow from the two bodies.

The cabin comes into view, flames overtake the structure.

Half of the rifle is held into frame, obstructing the cabin;

Abe, weapon tight in his grip, pushes himself to his feet.

He looks to Isaac. The boy’s blood-soaked face stares back.

Abe looks back to his home where five POLICE CARS pull up,

sirens BLARING.

He steps away, toward Isaac, and HALTS. Several yards away,

a bear cub emerges, holding Abe’s hunting knife by the

handle in his snout.

Shadows of trees and rocks retract as the sun grows higher.

CUT TO BLACK.


