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"WHEN THERE IS NO MORE ROOM IN
HELL THE DEAD WILL WALK THE EARTH"



(a

DAWN OF THE DEAD

a screenplay by

George A. Romero

We see the face of a young woman. She is asleep. It

is very quiet at first, as credits éppear. The woman's
face begins to twitch, as though she is having a bad
dream. She moans slightly and her expression grows more

desperate.

A mix of subtle sounds begin to fade in. As they get
louder, we can discern what sounds like a busy office
area. It is actually a frantic television studio with

the hum of panic in a national emergency.

- The woman's moans get louder and more desperate as the

background sounds reach full volume and the credits stop.

The woman sits up, snapping awake.

She lurches forward into the arms of a strong young man.
She is Francine, twenty three years old and very attrac-
tive, although she is gritty with dift. Her hair is
hanging, dishevelled and sw:aty. Her jeans and blouse

have been worn for several days.



She is sitting on the floor, where she haé slept the last

several hours, covered by an old overcoat.
Tony : YOU OK?

Fran stares at the young man. She is shaking. She doesn't

speak.
Tony: THE SHIT'S REALLY HITTING THE FAN.

The girl tries to clear her head as the young man moves on
to where others sleep on the gloor. He wakes them up one

at a time. We begin to hear voices over the busy hum of

the studio. They have an electronic tinniness, as broaa-
cast over a monitor. Fran lboks about. She 1is stili shaken

from her drean.

Wle see the television studio. Reporters buzz about madly.
Everybody looks dishevelled and exhausted. Technicians
man monitors, and we see people on the little screens,

arguing emotionally...

Voice: WHAT'S MAKING IT HAPPEN? WHAT THE HELL

DIFFERENCE DOES IT MAKE, WHAT'S MAKING IT

HAPPEN.

Voice: YES, BUT THAT'S...



Voice: THAT'S A WHOLE OTQER STUDY. THEY'RE TRYING...

Voice: BUT IF WE KNEW THAT, WE CouLD...
Voice: WE DON'T KNOW THAT! WE DON'T KNOW THAT!

WE'VE GOTTA OPERATE ON WHAT WE DO KNOW!

The room is pandemonium. People run in with wirecopy;
others organize the stacks of bulletins as they arrive.
Others trip over cables ang generally get in each other's

way.

Francine stares at the madness, still trying to clear

her head.

Man's
Voice: I'M STILL DREAMING.

Fran turns her head. Another young man sits next to her

on the floor. He is one of the ones who Tony awakened.

Fran: NO YOU'RE NOT.
Woman: MY TURN WITH THE COAT.

Fran looks up. A young woman is offering her coffee in

@ paper cup. She is next in line for the overcoat and
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a few hours sleep. Fran takes the coffee ang struggles

to her feet.

Woman : THE GUYS ON THE CREW ARE GETTING CRAZY.
A BUNCH OF 'EM FLEW THE CoOOP ALREADY.
I DON'T KNOW HOW MUCH LONGER WE'LL BE ABLL

TO STAY ON THE AIR.

Fran staggers over to the control consules. The tech-

nicians are at the end of their ropes.

Technicians: WATCH CAMERA TWO...WHO THE HELL'S ON CAMERA
(all at once)

TWO, A BLIND MAN..

WATCH THE FRAME...WATCH THE FRAME..

ROLI, THE RESCUE STATIONS AGAIN.

WE GOT A REPORT THAT HALF THOSE RESCUE

STATIONS HAVE BEEN KNOCKED ouT.

SO GET ME A NEW LIST.

SURE, I'LL PULL IT OUTA MY ASs.

Fran focusses on the monitors. She is incredulous...
stunned by the madness which Surrounds her. She realjzes
the hopélessness of the situation as she zeros in on the

televisegd conversations.

We begin to listen over the din of the newsroom.



TV Man

TV Man

TV Man

TV Man

TV Man

I DON'T BELIEVE THAT, DOCTOR, AND I DON'T

BELIEVE...

DO YOU BELIEVE THE DEAD ARE RETURNING TO

LIFE?

I'M NOT SoO...

DO YOU BELIEVE THE DEAD ARE RETURNING TO

LIFE AND ATTACKING THE LIVING?

I'M NOT SO SURLC WHAT TO BELIEVE DOCTOR!

Suddenly we cut into the studio, and we see the argument

as it is being shot.

TV Man

TV Man

TV Man

™ Man

(con't)
ALL WE GET 15 WHAT YOU PEOPLE TELL US.

AND IT'S HARD ENOUGH TO BELIEVE...

IT'S FACT... IT'S FACT...
IT'S HARD ENOUGH TO BELIEVE WITHOUT YOU

COMING IN HERE AND TERLLING US WE HAVE TO

FORGET ALL HUMAN DIGNITY AND...

HUMAN DIG... YOU CAN'T...
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TV Man 1: «-.FORGET ALL HUMAN DIGNITY...

TV Man 2: YOU'RE NOT RUNNING A TALK SHOW HERE, MR.
BERMAN...YOU CAN FORGET PITCHING AN AUD-

IENCE THE MORAL BULL SHIT THEY WANT TO HEAR!

TV Man 1: YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT ABANDONING EVERY HUMAN
CODE OF BEHAVIOR, AND THERE'S A LOT OF Us

WHO AREN'T READY FOR THAT DOCTOR FOSTER...

A great cry of assent goes up from the studio floor. Doctor
Foster is flustered and frustrated. The stagehands and
cameramen are all screaming at him, swearing and ridiculing.
We notice Police guards, armed, at the studio doors. They

control the traffic in and out of the big room.

Back et the control Panel. Fran stares at the screens.

Confusion still reigns.

Man: FRANNIE, GET ON THE NEW LIST OF RESCUE STATIONS.

CHARLIE'S RECEIVING ON THE EMERGENCIES...

Fran pulls herself away from the monitors as the argument

rages on screen.
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She fights through the heavy traffic and reaches Charlie,
a8 harrassed typist who holds the receiver of an emergency

radio unit under his chin...

Charlie: SAY AGAIN...CAN'T HEAR YOU... (into receiver)
Fran: RESCUE STATIONS?

Fran leafs through sheets of paper on Charlie's desk. He
writes notes as he listens on the receiver, and he speaks

to the woman.

Charlie: HALF THOSE ARE INOPERATIVE ANY MORE.
I'M TRYIN' TO FIND OUT AT LEAST ABOUT THE
IMMEDIATE AREA. WE'VE HAD OLD INFORMATION

ON THE AIR FOR THE LAST TWELVE HOURS.

Fran: THESE ARE RESCUE STATIONS. WE CAN'T SEND

PEOPLE TO INOPERATIVE...

Charlie: (into receiver)

SAY AGAIN, NEW HOPE...

Charlie makes more notes and hands them to Fran. Still

listening on the receiver, he speaks to the woman again.



Charlie:

»

I'M DOIN' wHAT I CAN. THESE ARE DEFINITE

SKIP AND DUSTY ARE o
TOO. GooD LUCK.

AS OF Now. 4 THE RADIC,

Fran snatches Up the sheets ang Mmoves across the room.

13 She stops at the consoles. ..
Fran: I'M GONNA KNOCK OFF THE OLD RESCUE STATIONS.
I'LL HAVE THE NEW ONES READY As SOON AS I CAN
Technician: GIVENS WANTS 'EM ON.
". Fran: WE'RE SENDING PEOPLE TO PLACES THAT HAVE
CLOSED DOW. I'M GONNA KILL TPE OLD LIST.
14

Fran moves toward another control room. Aan armed officer

stops her. A young man rushing through with Copy intercedes.,
Man: HEY, SHE's ALRIGHT.
Officer

WHERE'S YOUR BADGE?

Fran reaches instinctively for the lapel of her blouse.

Her badge is missing.
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Fran: o JESUS!
Man: SHE'S ALRIGHT.
Fran: I HAD IT...I WAS ASLEEP OVER THLRE...

She makes a move toward the corner where she was asleep.

Man: SOMEBODY STOLE IT. THERE'S A LOT OF 'EM‘
MISSING.
(to officer)

SHE'S ALPIGHT. LET HER THROUGII.

The officer reluctantly steps aside.

The young mar and Fran move down a crowded hall and into

a small camera room. The foot traffic is solid. They

talk as they walk.

Fran: I DON'T BELIEVE 1IT.

Man: ONE OF THOSE LITTLE BADGES CAN OPEN A LOT
OF DOORS...YOU AVOID A LOT OF HASSLLS IF

YOU GOT A BALGE...ANY KIND OF BADGE...

Fran: IT'S REALLY GOING CRAZY.
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They reach a small camera installation. The camera is
aimed at a machine which rolls out a list of rescue stations.

The list is superimposed over the live broadcast as it

goes out,
.Cameraman: YOU GOT NEW ONES?

Fran: I GOTTA TYPé 'EM UP. 'KILL THE OLD ONES.
Cameraman: GIVENS WANTS 'EM...

Fran: KILL 'EM, DICK. TELL GIVENS TO SEE MLC!

The man clicks off his camera. Fran moves toward the studio.

On the monitors, we see the rescue stations blink off over

shots of the two men who still arque on the air.
’ .
TV Man 1: WELL I DON'T BELIEVE IN GHOSTS, DOCTOR.

TV Man 2: THESE ARE NOT GHOSTS. NOR ARE THESE HUMANS'

THESE ARE DEAD CORPSES.
ANY UN-BURIED HUMAN CORPSE WITH ITS BRAIN INTACT

WILL IN PACT RE-ACTIVATE.
AND IT'S PRECISELY BECAUSE OF INCITEMENT BY
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IRRESPONSIBLE PUELIC FIGURES LIkE YOURSELF
THAT THIS SITUATION IS BEING DEALT WITH
IRRESPONSIBLY BY THE PUBLIC AT LARGE!

Another Outraged cry goes up from the Stagehands ang ob-

servers. Doctor Foster tries to Oout-scream the Cries,. .

TV Man 2: YOU HAVE NoOT LISTERED...YOU HAVE NoOT LISTENED...
FOR THE LAST THREE WEEKS. . .WHAT DOES 1T TARE..,

WHAT DOES 1IT TAKE TO MAKE PEOPLE SEE?

Fran moves into the large studio area where the braodcasters

argue. The commotion is maddening. Fran stares for a moment,

TV Man 2: (Now distraught...almost Pleading)
THIS SITUATION IS CONTROLLABLE.,
PEOPLE MUST COME TO GRIPS WITH THIS CONCEPT.
IT'S EXTREMELY DIFFICULT...WITH FRIENDS...
WITH FAMILY...BUT A DEAD BODY MUST BE DE-
ACTIVATED BY EITHER DESTROYING THE BRAIN
OR SEVERING THE BRAIN FROM THE REST OF THE

BODY.

Another outburst in the studio...
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TV Man 2: THE SITUATION MUST BE CONTROLLED..;BEFORE IT'S

TOO LATE...THEY ARE MULTIPLYING TOO RAPIDLY...

Fran moves through the crowded rocm of emotional people
and finally reaches another emergency radio installation.

Skip and Dusty are trying to listen to their receivers. They

jot notes.
Fran: OPERATIVE RESCUE STATIONS?
Dusty: THEY'RE DROPPIN' LIKE FLIES. HERE'S A FEW.

YOU KNHOW, I THINK FOSTER'S RIGHT. I THINK

WE'RE LOSIN' THIS WAR.

Fran: YEAH, BUT NOT TO THE ENEMY.

WE'RE BLOWIN' IT OURSELVES.
She gives the rest of her coffee to the two men.
Fran: NOT MUCH LEFT, BUT HAVLE A BALL.

The two men each slug eagerly from the paper cup. Fran rushes

off toward a large telepromter typing machine.
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The broad-asters still argue emotionally.
TV Man 1: PEOPLE AREN'T WILLING TO ACCEPT YOUR SOLUTIONS,

DOCTOR, AND I, FOR ONE, DON'T BLAME THEM.

TV Man 2: EVERY DEAD BODY THAT IS NOT EXTERMINATED BECOMES

ONE OF THEM! 1IT.GETS UP AND KILLS! THE PEOPLE

IT RKILLS GET UP AKD KILL!

Handing the list of active rescue stations to the teleprompter

typist, Fran rushes back toward the control room.

Around the monitor consoles, the commotion has been made even

more frantic by an angered Dan Givens, obviously one of the

station managers.

Givens: NOBODY HAS THE AUTHORITY TO DO THAT, I WANT...

Givens spots Fran as she moves into the room.

.

Givens: GARRETT, WHO TOLD YOU TO KILL THE SUPERS?
Fran: NOBODY. I KILLED 'EM. THEY'RE OUT OF DATE.
Givens: I WANT THOSE SUPERS ON THE AIR ALL THE TIME!
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Fran: ARE YOU WILLING TO MURDER PEOPLE BY SENDING THEM

OUT TO STATIONS THAT HAVE CLOSED DOWN?

Givens: WITHOUT THOSE RESCUE STATIONS ON SCREEN EVERY

MINUTE PEOPLE WON'T WATCH US. THEY'LL TUNE OUT!

Fran stares at the red faced man in disbelief.

Givens: I WANT THAT LIST UP ON SCREEN EVERY MINUTE THAT

WE'RE ON THE AIR.

Fran is about to say something in anger, but before she can,
one of the technicians, having overheard Givens, gets up

from the control panel and starts to walk away.

Givens: LUCAS...LUCAS, WHAT THE HELL ARE YOU DOING...
GET ON THAT C)NSOLE...LUCAS...WE'RE ON THE AIR!

)

Lucas: ANYBODY NEED A RIDE!

Two other men from various positions in the room snatch up
personal effects and follow the technician toward the door.

The door is guarded by a nervous Officer.

Givens: OFFICER...OFFICER...YOU STOP THEM...STOP THOSE

MEN...LUCAS...GET BACK ON THIS CONSOLE...
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A frantic hubbub begins over the lack of console control.
People rush in and out, the floor director's voice can be

beard over a talkback system...

Voices: WHAT THE HELL'S GOIN' ON IN THERE.

SWITCH...SWITCH...THERE'S NO SWITCHER...

WE'RE LOSING PICUTRE...
Givens: OFFICER...STOP THOSE MEN...

The young Officer faces the men as they reach his post.
He takes a grip on his rifle, opens the door and lets the

group through. Then he runs out himself, deserting the

losing cause.

Givens jumps toward the console. He frantically tries to

work the complex dials and pots...

Givens: GET SOMEBODY IN HERE THAT KNOWS HOW TO RU!
THIS THING...COME ON...I'LL TRIPLE THE MONLY
FOR THE MAN THAT CAN RUN THIS THING...TRIPLE

THE MONEY... WL'RE STAYING ON THE AIR...

Fran moves slowly off toward the studio.

In the big room, the tension is thicker than ever. A few

of the newsmen still earnestly try to perform their various
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TV Man 2; THEY KILL FOR ONE REASON.
THEY KrILL FOR FoOD.

Fran Stops to listen to the Argument. ghe falls back into
the shadows of the studio, People rush pPast her, some

leaving the studio in disgust.

’

TV Man 2: IF WE'D LISTENED...IF WE'D DEALT WITH THE
PHENOMENON PROPERLY...WITHOUT E¥OTION. ..
WITHOUT...EMOTION...

IT WouLDN'T HAVE COME 10 THIS!

Foster wipes his Sweat with a dirty handkerchief. He pulls

his tije away from his tight collar, ang Pops the shirt button

oPen. He is desperate now, shivering'with anger and frustration.

TV Man 2. THERE IS A MARTIAL LAW StaTE IN EFFECT IN
| PHILADELPHIA...AS 1N arg OTHER MAJOR CITIES

IN THE COUNTRY. .. |
CITIZENS MUST UNDERSTAND THE...DIRE...DIRE

CONSEQUENCES OF THIS PHENOMENON...SHOULD WE
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BE UNABLE TO CHECK THE SPREAD...
BECAUSE OF THE EMOTIONAL ATTITUDES..OF THE
CITIZENRY...TOWARD...THESE ISSUES OF...
MORALITY...

IT IS THE ORDER OF THE 0.E.P. BY COMMAND OF THE
FEDERAL GOVERNMENT...THE PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED
STATES... |

CITIZENS MAY NO LONGER OCCUPY PRIVATE RESIDENCES,

NO MATTER HOW SAFELY PROTECTED OR WELL STOCKED...

A murmur in the studio begins to build to an emotional

Crescendo. Foster tries to talk over the noise...

TV Man 2: CITIZENS WILL BE MOVED INTO CENTRAIL AREAS OF

THE CITY...

Technicians abandon their posts. A few others jump in to take
their places, but Pandemonium reigns. A camerman whips off
his headset and breaks for the door. His camera spins on its
liquid head, and on the monitors, we see a whirling blur as

Foster continues to speak.

Fran moves quickly for the spinning camera. She aims it back
at the sweating Foster, and she stares through the viewfinder

not believing what she is seeing.
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TV Man 2: THLC BODIES OF THE DEAD WILL BE DELIVERED

OVER TO SPECIALLY EQUIPPED SQUADS OF THE

NATIONAL GUARD FOR ORGANIZED DISPOSITION...

Suddenly a man darts out of the bustlinc crowd and comes

up quickly behind Fran.

Steve: FRANNIE...AT NINE O'CLOCK MEET ME ON THE

ROOF. WE'RE GETTING OUT.

Fran: (letting the camera slip slightly)

STEPHLCN...I DON'T BELIEVE THIS...WHAT...
Steve: WE'RE GETTING OUT. 1IN THE CHOPPER;

Another technician steps over to take the camera from Fran.

Stephen talks more quietly 'n the other man's presence.

Steve: NINE P.M. ALRIGHT?
Fran: STEVE...WE CAN'T...WE'VE GOT TO...
Steve: WE'VE GOT TO NOTHING, FRAN. WE'VL GOT TO

SURVIVE. SOMTBODY'S GOT TO SURVIVE.
NOW YOU BE UP THERE AT NINE. DON'T MAKE

ME COME LOOKIN' FCR YA.
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Stephen is gone in a flash. Fran nervously looks back a+
the cameraman. The arogument still rages between Foster and
Berman. The cameraman, without‘taking his eve from the vView-

finder, speaks to Francine quietly and slowly.

Cameraman: GO AHEAD. WE'LL BE OFF THE AIR BY MIDNIGHT
ANYWAY. EMERGENCY NETWORKS ARE TAKING OVER.
OUR RESPONSIBILITY...

IS FINISHED, I'M AFRAID.

It is dusk, and the city of Philadelohia is surprisingly
quiet. We see several large buildings. They are part of a
low-income housing project, and their lack of grace is
evident. They stand like tombstones as the first stars

appear in the navy blue skv,

Under cover of the growing darkness, activities of thé S.W.A.T.
Unit go unnoticed. Grappl@ng hooks grab against the lip around
the roof and silent figures climb to the top of the building.
Men in armor vests, clutching the latest in special weapons,

take position here and there about the development.

Other men Strategically place their cars and trucks in the

court below.

On the roof, at an entrance to one of the building's fire

stairs, Roger squats silently alongside three other team

—~ e s e e s e PO R e 4 e ¢ .9, . X
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members. The men check their weapons. Roger looks at

his watch. The sweep hand reaches the 12...
Roger: (to himself) LIGHTS.

In an instant, large searchlights bathe the side of the
building. The troop commander, shielded with other Officers

behind a large truck, shouts through an electronic bullhorn.

Commander: MARTINEZ...YOU'VE BEEN WATCHING...YOU KNOW

WE HAVE THE BUILDING SURROUNDED...

The electronically amplified voice echoes through the concrete
caverns between the buildings of the project. There are only
a few windows which glow with lights from inside. At the

sound of the bullhorn, the lights all blink out one at a time.

Commander: {not over the bullhorn)

LITTLE BASTARD'S GOT 'EM ALL MOVED INTO ONL

BUILDING...DUMB LITTLE BASTARD!
Sargeant: LOOKS LIKE THEY'RE GONNA TRY TO FIGHT US.

Commander: (on bullhorn again)

MARTINEZ...THE PEOPLE IN THIS PROJECT ARL YQUR
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RESPONSIBILITY...WE DON'T WANT ANY OF THEM HUR?Y

AND NEITHER DO YOU!

There is no sign of life in the building. The great concrete

slab is silhouetted silently against the darkening sky.

Roger, and his team mates, crouch in readiness. The sound of

the bullhorn rises to them easily and clearly.

Roger: I'M GIVIN' YOU THREE MINUTES, MARTINEZ...

Commander: (Bullhorn)

I'M GIVIN' YOU THREE MINUTES, MARTINEZ...

TURN OVER YOUR WEAPONS AND SURRE&DER...

Roger: THERE ARE NO CHARGES AGAINST YOu...

Commander: THERE ARE NO ?HARGES AGAINST YOU OR ANY OF YOUR
PEOPLE...

Roger: YET.

?ommander: THREE MINUTES, MARTiNEZ.

Roger: AND COUNTING.

(he looks at his watch)
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There is a long silence.

Roger: COME ON, MARTINEZ:

One of the other S.W.A.T. team members is a big man, with a
rough and vicious looking face. He is WOOLEY, a hardened

veteran, and a red neck of the first order.

Wooley: YEAH, COME ON, MARTINEZ...SHOW YOUR GREASY

LITTLE PUERTO RICAN ASS..SO I CAN BLOW IT OFF...

Roger looks over at the big man. He is distressed at the pent

up violence in Wooley.

Wooley: I'LL BLOW ALL THEIR ASSES OFF...LOW LIFE BASTARDS...

BLOW ALL THEIR LITTLE LOW LIFE PUERTO RICAN AND

NIGGER ASSES RIGHT OFF...

Roger is greatly concerned. He looks at one of the other men,

a young, smooth faced rookie. The boy doesn't know how to

react. He is obviously nervous.

Roger: KEEP COOL. JUST DON'T POP OFF IN THERE WHEN WE

GO IN.

The boy nods, grateful for a more human contact.
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Wooley: HOW THE HELL COME WE STICK THESE LOW LIFES
IN THESE BIG ASS FANCY HOTELS ANYWAY>
SHIT, MAN. THIS' BETTER THAN I GOT.
YOU AIN'T GONNA TALK 'EM OUTA HERE.
YOU GOTTA BLOW 'EM OUT.

BLOW THEIR ASSES!

Roger: (To the boy)

YOU GONNA BE ALRIGHT?
The boy nods in the affirmative.

Wooley: LET'S GET ON WITE IT. THIS IS A WASTE OF

MY TIME!

CRASH! Without warning, the metal door to the fire stair
bursts open and several fic'ires rush out of the darkness.
Shots are fired from hand guns. A bullet smashes through the
skull of the young boy next to Roger. He falls against Roger

with a pleading expression on his dead face.

Figures charge this way and that. More gunfire. The other
S.W.A.T. men dodge and dive for cover. Wooley opens fire

with his automatic weapon.

On the street, the Commander, hearing the gunfire, barks into

the bullhorn:
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Commander: MOVE IN...MOVE IN...

GODDAMMIT!
Sargeant: (into walkie talkie)

ALL UNITS...FULL OPERATION!

On the roof, Roger struggles under the dead weight of the young

man. He tries to free himself and his weapon. Shots ring out.

A handful of Black and Puerto Rican youngsters charge about the
rooftop. Another S.W.A.T. patrol appears from behind a larce
elevator housing. The young civilians retreat. Several are

mowed down.

Another bullet smashes against the dead S.W.A.T. man's back.
Just as Roger frees himself, a bullet catches him squarely in
the chest, but his armor takes the impact. He is thrown back
off balance, and he struggles to catch his wind as he scrambles

over to recover his weapon which skitters away across the roof

top.

Before he reaches the gun, he is cut off by the looming
figure of one of the Black youths, pistol in hand. Roger
freezes. The young man aims his hand gun, but hesitates. A
sudden barrage of bullets rips through the young Black and he

falls in a pool of blocd. It was Wooley's gun that killec hinm.



(e

47

25

Wooley: COME ON YOU DUMB BASTARDS...

COME AND GET 'EM...

He fires again and again, even though the skirmish is winding

down.

Roger charges for his weapon, snatches it up, and runs for
the cover of an incinerator housing. He startles a young
civilian who was hiding there, trying to load his gun. The

boy makes a break...
Roger: HOLD IT...

The boy freezes for a moment, then, thinking, breaks into

a run across the roof.

Roger: HOLD IT, KID...DON'T RUN OUT THERE!

The boy is mowed down in a crossfire.
Inside the building, other S.W.A.T. teams along with units of
the National Guard are crashing through the hallways and break-

ing into apartment units. People are herded into the halls

where they are held at gunpoint.

Some men, although armed, surrender willingly. Others retaliat
against the invading force, and little skirmishes develop oOn

every floor of the complex structure.
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On the ground, the Commander barks into the bullhorn:

‘Commander: MASKS...

Sargeant: (into walkie talkie)

MASKS FOR GAS...MASKS FOR GAS.

Tear gas cannisters crash through windows and the halls are
filled with clouds of gas. Civilians trying to excape, are

choked as they attempt to shoot their way out.

The teams on the roof charge down the firestairs into the

building.

S.W.A.T. 1: WORK YOUR WAY DOWN. A FLOOR AT A TIME.

HOLD 'EM IN THE HALLS 'TIL WE CAN WORK 'EM

DOWN THE STALRS.

Roger and Wooley and the men in their unit, snap on their

bizzarre looking gas masks.

The troopers break into an apartment on the top floor. An old
couple kneels in prayer at a small altar, while their children
and their children's children huddle in a corner. The young
husband surrenders his gun to a trooper, and Roger watches

as the group is led into the hallway.
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Suddenly, a Young Black man charges out of one of the apart-
ments. A woman appears at the door, SCreaming for him to stop,

He breaks through a cloud of gas and Wooley fires his auto-

matic. The Black man crashes te the floor. Wooley is crazeq,

He kicks in the door of another apartment and fires randomly

into the room.

hall. fThe younger ones try to eéscape while the older people

kneel or fall against the walls Praying.
S.W.A.T. 2: WOOLEY'S GONE APE SHIT, MAN...

Roger: WOOLEY! (shouting)

Wooley kicks in the door of another apartment. Roger charges
at him and grabs him around the shoulders. The big man resists.
His gun fires and the bullets fly wildly. He struggles against

Roger, but Roger manages to hold on.
Roger: GIMME A HAND...SOMEBODY...
Another S.W.A.T. Trooper steps up out of the cloud of gas.

He is very tall ang he looks mysterious in the fog as he speaks

in a deep voice.
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Trooper: STEP AWAY FROM HIM.
Roger: GIMME A HAND.

Wooley throws his body around and slams Roger against the
wall, but Roger grabs him again -ust as the crazed man is

leveling off his gun at the open apartment door.
Roger: GODDAMMIT...HELP ME...HE'S CRAZY!
Trooper: STEP AWAY FROM HIM!

Just then, Wooley wrenches free and pushes Roger across the
hallway. The other Trooper carefully aims his weapon and fires

one shot throuah Wooley's head. The big man falls back

violently.

The mysterious Trooper turns and hurries away down the hall.
Other S.W.A.T. Officers face him threateningly. He stares at
them through his mask. They let him pass. He disappears

through the smoke as other Officers begin to restore order

among the civilians.

Women scream and cry over their dead-loved ones. Roger is
helped to his feet by another Officer. Roger's eyes are wide

and staring through the insect-like lenses of his mask.
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They are locked on the sight he sees throuch the door of the
apartment which Wooley kicked open. The other Trooper looks

and his eyes widen as well,

In the apartment, lying in a pool of blood, are the partial

remains of what was a human body. It has been ripped to shreds,

Roger staggers against the door frame. The other trooper moves
inside. Another corpse, also mutilated, one leg missing,
one arm badly mangled. It is trying to move. To reach the

Troopers.

A sudden loud screamn. Roger startles and spins around. A
woman in the hall has seen the grisley sight, andg she runs
screaming down the corridor. More confusion, as civilians

push through the Troopers who try to hold them back.
The Trooper in the apartment is revulsed...
Trooper: JESUS...HOLY JESUS...

A third officer enters the apartment. He speaks to the

Trooper who is closest to the writhing corpse on the floor.

Trooper (2): SHOOT IT...SHOOT IT THROUGH THE HEAD.
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The Young officer is too dunbs+ruck to respond SO the thirgd
Officer pulls_out his pistol, Then Suddenly, fron out of
the shadows, 3 Spectre-like figure lunges at the thirg
Officer, flailing ang biting at hjg arms. It is 3 wild-~
hairegd woman. fThere are several bleeding wounds over her

body. she is one of the walking dead.

The Trooper struggles to free himself, ang Roger dartg into
the room. Although the Zombie jig weak, she Mmanages to holg

on to the Trooper.

Suddenly, he feels Ssomething on hisg ieg. The dismemberegd
Corpse is clutching his ankle, Pulling itself closer, jit's
mouth open. The boy tries to Pull away, but falls onto the
floor, crashing over a table ang lamp. He tries to craw} away,
but the frajj Corpse keeps its hold ang drags along behing the

young Trooper, who Still cannot free his pPistol.

the woman Zombie. She flies against a wall, but bounces back

' immediately, and attacks again. The third Trooper's rifie

fires. a slug tears through the woman's chest but it doesn't
stop her onslought. Another shot rips through her neck, Still

she comes.
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The boy on the floor manages to level off his pistol. He
fires at the ghoulish head which draws cloéer to his leg.
The thing's skull blows open and its qraép relaxes. The
boy is shaking violently. His arm and cun stay in the air,

still poised. He fires again...and again...and again.

In the hall, the male Zombie appears. and the crowd panics.

The Troopers try to keep things calm.

S.W.A.T. 3: IT'S ONE OF THEM...MY GoD...IT'S ONE OF THEM.

S.W.A.T. 4: SHOOT FOR THE HEAD.

Woman: NO! NO. MIGUEL...DIOS MIO...MIGUELITO...

The woman pushes through the crowd. The 7zombie advances.

pefore the Troopers canh stop her, the woman throws her arms

around the creature.

Woman: MIGUEL...MI VIDA...MIGUELITO...

S.W.A.T. 3: GRAB HER...GET HER OUT OF THERE...

(his gun is ljeveled off, but he can't get 2 shot)
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The Zombie clutches at the woman. It bites at her neck...

her arm. She screams with terror. She tries to pull away,

but the creature holds her. 1It bites again. A Trooper comes
up from behind and tries to wrestle the Creature away. Another
Trooper grabs the woman and tries to free her. She is scream-
ing insanely. The Zombie pulls_another Piece of flesh off her

arm.
S.W.A.T. 3: STAND CLEAR...FOR CHRISSAKE...STAND CLEAR!

In the apartment, the female Zombie lunges at the third
Trooper and the two tumble to the floor. Roger wrestles her
free and, with all hisAmight, throws her against the wall.
She advances again. Roger raises his gun. She is just about

to reach him. He fires. The bullet drops her.

In the hall, a Trooper brings his qun butt slamming against the
male's ghoul's head. The creature loses his grip on the
screaming woman. The Trooper who is holding her, pulls her
free across the floor. S.W.A.7T. 3 fires. The bullet tears
through the Zombie‘s shoulder...another shot...through his

neck...another...through the skull. It falls.

There is finally a calm. A few of the citizens murmur
prayers. Troopers and befuddled old people seem to drift

through the clouds of gas i. a totally dazed state.
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Roger and the third Troooer from the apartment‘drift to
the hallway. The Third Trooper moves into the crowd, but

Roger stands against the open door jamb for a moment .

A sudden, 1loud gunshot makes Roger duck and spin around.

He looks into the apartment. The Young Trooper has shot

himself through the head.

In the dark firestair, it is very quiet. Roger bursts throuch
a metal door from one of the halls and falls against the
stair railing. He is wretching. He breathes heavily to
contain himself. He removes his mask and coughs slightly

from the gas mist which still clings in the air.

Voice: YOU'RE NOT ALONE BROTHER.

Roger tightens, grabbing fo~ his gun. The voice is present;
very nearby. Roger looks Up. Sitting on the stairs above is
the Trooper who shot Wooley. His rifle is aimed at Roger.

Voice: YOU WAS IN WOOLEY'S UNIT.

Roger: I DIDN'T SEE NOTHIN .
I DIDN'T SEE HOW HE DIED.

Roger slings his rifle, so the Trooper relaxes and lowers

his gun. He removes his gas mask. He is Black.
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Roger: YOU RUNNIN?

The Black man shrugs. He hasn't decided.

Rog_r: I DON'T MEAN 'CAUSE OF WOOLEY.

I JUST MEAN 'Causk OF...

Voice: YEAH. I KNOW.
Roger: THERE'S A LOT OF PEOPLE RUNNIN'.
I COULD RUN.

Roger stares up at the grim faced Black.
nger: I COULD RUN RIGHT TONIGHT.

The Black man just stares levelly into Roger's eyes.

Roger: FRIEND OF MINE GOT A HELIOCOPTER. HE DOES
TRAFFIC FOR J.A.S. GOT A HELIOCOPTER AND HE'S

RUNNIN' OUT WITH IT. AS'T ME T'COME.

The Black man smiles.

Roger: YOU THINK IT'S RIGHT TO RUN?
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The black man shrugs again, then he stands and walks down
the stairs. He turns past Roger on the landing and continues

down into the lingering gas mist. Roger follows.

A few landings down...a noise. The two Troopers freeze.
The stairwell is dark. The noise grows louder. The Troopers

ready their weapons.

The sounds are little scraping thumps, like the weary footfalls
of someone...something...tryiné to negotiate the stairs...

There is the low, wheezing sound of labored breath.

The men stare at the landing below. The Black man Steps

forward slightly, trying not to make a sound.

Suddenly, a figure pPops out of the darkness. It falls against
the wall below. Both Troopers raise their guns. The figure
pulls away from the wall. 1In the mist, it's shape is chostly...

robed...in black...it sees the Troopers...

Figure: SENORES...
PLEASE TO LET ME PASS...

The voice weakens into a low wheezing cough. The fiqure slumps
and sits on the steps, clinging to the railing. It is an old

Priest, obviously from a local Puerto Rican Parish.
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Roger stoops next to the old man, who is struggling to keep

his breath.

He is weary. He seems to be near death. He

clutches at his chest.

Roger tries to support him...

Roger:

Priest:

Roger:

Priest:

Roger and the

Priest:

LET'S GET HIM TO THE MEDICS...

NO...NO...NO...PLEASE
JUST...LET ME PASS...
MY SISTER...I GO UP TO SEVEN FLOOR...

TO FIND MY SISTER...

THEY'RE TAKIN' EVERYONE DOWN...THEY PROBABLY

BROUGHT HER DOWN... COME ON...

MY SISTER...C'{E IS DEAD...
THEY TELL ME...

THE DEAD THEY DO NOT BRING DOWN.
Black Trooper shoot glances at-one another. .

JUST LET ME PASS.

MARTINEZ IS DTAD. THE PEOPLE OF 107 WILL DO
WHAT YOU WISH NOW.

THESE ARE SIMPLE PEOPLE...BUT STRONG...

THEY HAVE LITTLE...BUT THEY DO NOT GIVE IT UP

EASILY.

.-
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AND THEY GIVE UP THEIR DEAD...TO NO ONE!

The Friest goes into a coughing fit., The Troopers look on.

Roger wants to help in some way.

Priest: MANY HAVE DIED ON THESE STREETS IN THE LAST

WEEKS...IN THE BASEMENT OF THIS BUILDING...

YOU FIND THEM...
The Troopers are shocked. The Priest struggles to his feet.

Priest: I HAVE GIVEN.THEM THE LAST RITES.

NOW...YOU DO WHAT YOU WILL...

The 0l1d man starts up the stairs. Roger moves to help him,

but the big¢ Black man stops him. The Priest weaves up through

the gas mist, coughing.

Priest: YOU ARE STRONGER THAN Us...
BUT SOON, I THINK...

THEY BE STRONGER THAN YOU...

The o0ld man's voice trails off up the stairwell as he dis-

appears in the cloud...
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Priest: WHEN THE DEAD WALK, SENORES...
WE MUST STOP KILLING...

OR WE LOSE THE WAR...

In the basement of the large building, S.W.A.T. Troopers

pry at the boards which are nailed over the entrance to

the storage area.

The rest of the riot troops stand at the ready, weapons

raised...high powered rifles...flamethrowers...

The nails creak loudly as they are pulled free. The men

are silent, not knowing what to expect. -

There are three boards left...then two...

With a great, tearing sound, the door flies open before the
men remove the last boards. The boards fly and the door
almost rips off its hinges. Like flood waters, a small

army of Zombies pushes into the hall.

They are wide eyed and terrifying. 1In life, they were mostly
Blacks and Puerto Ricans from the neighboring buildings.

They are all ages, from the very old to the very young.
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The riot troops are stunned. They cannot react quickly enough,
and the squeeze is so tight in the little hall that it is

impossible to shoot accurately, or without the bullets

injuring cther troopers.

The men fight back, wrestling and trying to back away. 1In
the front line, Zombies bite at the flesh -of the humans.

Teeth tear into arms and hands. Some men are trampled in the

crush.

Commander: BACY. OFF...BACK OFF...SPREAD OUT...

The rear lines retreat into the wider vestibule, and as the
mass of struggling bodies spreads out, shots begin to fire.
Some Troopers, at close quarters, are able to fire off

accurate rounds with their hand guns. Others fall and are

lunged at by clutching ghovls.

Roger and the Black Trooper are in the middle of the battle.
They fight off several of the creatures. The battle spreads
into little skirmishes through the dark hallways. The highly

organized Troopers are scattered and confused by the mindless

onslought.

As the main action moves away from the entrance to the storage

area, several Troopers move into the room.
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The walls are dank and cgray. There is a dripping sound.

All around lie remnants of human civilization. Baby buggies
and bicycles chained to the pipes which ring the area. Large
trunks and cartons of every size and shape; old beds and other

furniture.

And here and there throughout the large area lie the remains
of corpses. They have béen eaten away. Most of them are still

moving, their heads uninjured.

Two of the Troopers retreat, revulsed. The sounds of the

gunfire and screaming can be heard from the hall.

The big Black man walks calmy into the room. Roger watches
him. He walks up to the writhing creatures one at a time,
and fires carefully aimed shots into their heads with his

hand gun. Tears roll down his cheeks.

Some of the creatures are without arms and legs. Some have
been eaten away about the neck and shoulder. They moan with

a gurgling, gutteral sound as they try to move.

A young Black Zombie, pulling itself along the floor with
one arm, draws closer to the Black Trooper. The big man aims
his pistol. It cligks...empty. He quickly and efficiently
reaches for more ammunition and begins to reload. The

Zombie pulls closer, its mouth wide.
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Roger steps up behind the other Trooper and fires into the

creature% head with his automatic rifle.

The Black man brushes tears from his eyes and continues to

load the pistol.

Roger disposes of several other cfeatures. He comes to a place
where several are piled together. Some lie still, others writhe
about. Two on the heap, although they cannot move about, are
eating at parts of other bodies. Roger shoots them. They

never look up. They don't seem to notice him at all.

A loué creaking sound breaks the mood suddenly. Roger looks

up. | In the ceiling, a doubleset of loading doors has been

65

opened. Several other Trooners look down into the storage

area.
(
Trooper: JESUS CHRIST.
¢ He shines a light beam down towards Roger.
Trooper: YOU OK DOWN THERE?
]
¢4

Roger nods.

Trooper: THIS MUST BE WHERE THEY DUMPED 'EM IN.
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Roger locks down at the pile of corpses beneath the opening.

Trooper: YOU NEED MORE MEN?

Roger shakes his head "no".

Trooper: JESUS CHRIST.

The trooper leaves the opening. He is replaced by two others

who just stare down into the storage room through the weird,

round lenses of their masks.

66

The distant sounds of the battle in the hall flare up again.
The big Black man snaps his loaded clip into his pistol and

takes a few steps forward. He sees a corpse wrapped in a bed

sheet and tied securely with clothesline. It looks like a

mummy. It is writhing, trying to free itself. He shoots it

through the head.

Nearby, a small corpse, that of a very young child, is also
writhing, but the end of the shroud, where the child's feet
should be, has been torn open and is bloody. A stump kicks
around the blood where a foot has been eaten off. The Black

man fires into the thing's head.
Roger: THEY...ATTACK...EACH OTHER...

Black: JUST THE FRESH CORPSES...BEFORE THEY REVIVE...
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’ ' Roger: WHY DID THESE PEOPLE KEEP THEM HERE?
) WHY DON'T THEY TURN THEM OVER...OR...
OR DESTROY THEM THEMSELVES...

IT'S INSANE...

I WEY DO THEY DO IT?

Black: _ 'CAUSE THEY STILL BELILCVE THERE'S

RESPCCT IN DYING.
The big man fires into the head of another squirming Zombie.

67 In the halls of the building, Troopers fall and are pounced
on by ghouls. Other Troopers fire their automatics throuch
the heads of attacking Zombies. The riot troops try to

| stay organized, but the onslought is so mindless and rancom

| that it is turning into a riot.

68A The buildings of Philadelphia loom in the moonlight. What few

’ lights remain lit reflect in the waters of the Delaware. ’It

B %8 is quiet except for the slight sounds of lapping water and an

occasional wooden creak as the floating docks strain against

one another.

There are a few big Police launches still docked in the marina.

' The bob about silently. The chain, which normally restricted
("l the area, is broken and dangling. The sign, which reads:

CITY OF PHILADELPHIA - POLICE - NO ADMITTANCE clangs against

the broken chain in the wi: d.
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Halfway down the long dock is a little guafd house. 1Inside,
sitting at a radio transmitter, is the corpse of a uniformed

guard.

Nearby is a separate floating dock on which is painted a large,
square pattern. It is a landing bay for Police helicopters,
Alongside, afloat separately but securely chained fast, is a
small fuel barge, with pumps and.hoses for refuelling the choppe:

and launches.

Two other bodies lie bleeding on the bobbing docks, another
officer and a civilian. A bell buoy rings in the distance and

we begin to hear the sound of an approaching heliocopter.

The blades of the J.A.S. Traffic Copter whine as they gear
down for a landing. The whirlybird settles like a humming-

bird on the gently bobbing helioport.

With the blades still spinning loudly, Stephen hops out of

the cockpit.
Steve: COME ON...I NEED YOU.

Francine unbuckles her safety belt and jumps out of her side
of the machine. Steve runs, ducking under the blades, around
to the woman's side of the cockpit, grabs her hand, and they

make for the fuel pumps.
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Steve: I DON'T SEE ROGER. WE'LL GIVLC HIM TEN MINUTES.

Fran: OH MY GOD!

The woman freezes in mid stride, and her action brings Stephen's
eyes around to see what she is staring at. The two bodies which

lie near the fuel pumps.

Steve: YOU HAVEN'T BEEN OUT IN IT AT ALL.

IT'S TOUGH TO GLT USED TO.

He pulls her quickly along. They have to actually step over
the civilian corpse. Fran freezes again. She can't bring her-
self to walk over the body. Steve lets go of her hand ané trots
over to the pumps. Activating the lever mechanism, and check-
ing the tank guage, he pulls the ho;e with him as he moves
quickly back to Fran. The long hose is heavy, and it bobbles
the civilian corpse, almost rolling it over. The back of the
bodies head has been blown out by the exit of a powerful
bullet. Blood still runs. The wound is fresh. Steve does

not see this as he tugs the hose over the corpse and moves

to the heliocopter with Fran following.
At the side of the machine, the blades still spinning over-
head, Steve jams the hose nozzle into the fuel tank recepticle{

He pulls one of Fran's hands onto the nozzle mechanisn.

Steve: JUST LIKE THIS...LIKE ON A CAR...
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Fran responds, getting the feel of the nozzle trigger.

Steve: THAT'S IT...JUST HOLD HER THERE 'TIL SHE
SPITS OUT AT YA.

i The woman takes over and Stephen trots away toward the

guard shed. The propeller blades sti]ll spin. They make

an eerie, whispering sound as they pass over Fran's head.

She can hear the lapping water now, and the creaking moans

of the shifting docks. She looks this way and that, fear

in her eyes.

72 At the guard house, Stephen rushes in to find the dead radio

.’Fl operator. A signal is coming over the receiver in Morse Code.

The corpse is slumped over the desk and it isg covering the

send key. A small entry wound is barely visible in the back

K of the dead man's head. As Stephen pulls the body up to an

erect posture in its chair, he sees that the exit of the

bullet all but obliterated the corpse's face. Again the

wound is still running and bits of flesh and blood are

splattered about the desk and the rédio unit.

Stephen clicks on the send switch and he quickly begins to

send a message in Morse:

OPERATOR DEAD...POST ABANDONED

LR Y
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Back on the fuel dock, the long hose brushes over the
civilian corpse. A shadow moves nearby, making us aware

of a presence other than Fran's.

The woman switches hands on the pump nozzle. The blades
still whoosh overhead. Then she hears the sound of another

engine. She looks toward the mainland. The headlights of an

approaching vehicle can be seen.

At the guard house, Stephen, hearing the approaching engine,

steps into the doorway and looks up the dock. He calls to

Fran.

Steve: I HOPE IT'S ROGER.
Fran: WHAT ARE YOU DOING?
Steve: I'LL BE RIGHT THERE.

He ducks back into the shed. He snatches up a First Aid kit
and throws it into a khaki knapsack. He rummages in the dark-

ness. He finds a toolbox.

As he stands up, he backs into a tall figure which stands in

the shadows. Feeling something sharp and hard against his back,
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Steve recoils and spins to face the figure. It is a uni-
formed officer. His rifle is levelled off at Steve's chest,
From out of the shadows, a second Policeman_appears with a

hand gun cocked and aimed.

. Fran's eyes strain to discern the approaching vehicle, but

suddenly she catches a movement in the corner of her vision.
Through'the open sides of the'heliocopter bubble, she notices
a Police van. It has been there all along, it's doors flung
wide open, as though abandoned hurriedly. Now one of the
rear doors moves. A figure appears carryino a large packing
carton. The figure is uniformed, with two rifles strapped to

its back. It rushes toward the launch docks.
Voice: . JUST STAY COOL.

Fran, already startled by the running figure, is now doubly
shocked by the calm voice behind her. She spins and the
fuel nozzle clatters out of it's recepticle to the wooden

dock boards. She is facing another "Policeman”, who aims

a rifle directly at her head.
Officer 1: IF YOU DIE...IT'LL BE YOUR OWN FAULT.

The Officer who is running with the carton shouts toward

the Guard house.
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' F Officer 2: COME ON SKIPPER...

J THEY GOT FRIENDS COMIN',

79 In the Guard House, Steve is held at bay by one of the Officers
while the other uniformed man moves to the door to check the

* ‘Progress of the approaching vehicle.

Officer 3: WHO ARE YOU?
’ Steve: WE'RE WITH J.A.S...WE...
Officer 4: (at the door)

ABOUT A MINUTE AND A HALF.

(referring to the arrival time of the vehicle)

Officer 3, the Skipper, pushes Steve with his gun barrel.
Steve spins out through thc open doorway. He looks up the
dock and sees the vehicle which is just turning onto the

pier which is almost a mile long.

80 Officer 1 has moved around Fran and he reaches into the

heliocopter bubble pulling out Steve's rifle.

81 Steve: NOW WAIT A MINUTE...WE'RE JUST HERE TO REFUEL...

THESE MEN WEERE ALREADY DEAD...YOU WERE HERE...
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Officer 3:

Steve:

Officer 3:

Officer 1l:

50

-

YOU RNOW THAT...IT LOOKS LIKE SOMEBODY WAS

AFTER THE LAUNCHES...WE HAD NOTHING TO DO WITH...

-

(looking at the insignia on the heloocopter)
HEY...J.A.S. TRAFFIC WATCH...

STEVE ANDREWS.

(trying to capitalize on his minor celebrity power)

RIGHT...THAT'S ME...I'M STEVE ANDREWS...

NO SHIT.

(shouting from the heliocopter)

WE'D GET A LOT FURTHER IN THIS BIRD, SKIPPER.

Steve freezes again, sensing that these are not law enforcers.

The man who was carrying the carton is now rushing back up

the dock having deposited his load in one of the motor launches.

Officer 2:

Officer 3:

CAN'T- ALL FIT.

(directly to Stephen)

HOW MANY WILL THAT THING HOLD?
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Officer 4: HEY, MAN, I AIN'T GOIN' NOWHERE IN NOTEIN' I

CAN'T DRIVE MYSELF:

Officer z has returned to the van and is carrying out ancther

carton rushing back to the launch.

Officer 2: THAT'S TRUE...SOMETHIN' HAPPENS TO HIM AND

WE'RE STUCK. STAY WITH THE LAUNCH!

! i3
<

Officer 1: GET A LOT FURTHER IN THIS BIRD!

Suddenly, above the two white headlights of the approaching
vehicle, we see a third light in red. It is the spinning
"bubble-gum-machine” of a Squad Car. It is heralded by one
blast of the car's siren.

Officer 4: HEY, THAT'S A BLACK AND WHITE!

Officer 1 still holds his rifle aimed at Fran.

Officer 1: THEY SEEN US!

Officer 3: IT'S ALRIGHT...WE'RE POLICE...

Officer 2 dumps his carton at the edge of the dock and pulls

one rifle from his back.
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Officer 2: BULL SHIT...LET'S GET TO THE BOAT!

Officer 3 stares hara at Stephen. Then at the Squad Car.

back at the nervous young pilot.

-Officer 3: YOU'RE RUNNIN', . AIN'T YOU, FLY BOY?

Steve does not resoond. He is terfified, not knowing what

answer to be the safest.

Officer 3: YOU AND YOUR PRIENDS IS RUNNIN' OFF IN THE

J.A.S. TRAFFIC BIRD...

The man starts to grin with knowing. He suddenly feels in

more control.

Officer 3: SIT TIGHT, BOYS...THEY'RE RUNNIN', TOO.

It seems to take forever for the Police Car to pull down
the dock. Stephen takes a few steps. forward, squinting to

see, but he is threatened by the "Policeman's" gun barrels.

The car screeches to a stop and two armed S.W.A.T. Troopers

immediately pop out of the front seat on either side. They are

Roger and the Black Trooper.
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Roger: WHAT'S THE PROBLEM, OFFICER?
Officer 3: CAUGHT YOUR FRIENDS HERE STEALIN' COMPANY
GASOLINE.

Roger: WHAT DO YOU MEAN FRIENDS?

Roger is trying to play dumb, assuming that the other Policemen

are on official business...

Steve: THEY KNOV, ROG...

THEY'RE TRYIN' TO GET ouT, TOO.

Officer 3: IT'D BE CRAZY TO START SHOOTII;' AT OIIL ANOTEER,

NO¥' WOULDK'T IT?
Roger: SURE WOULD.
Officer 1: ALRIGET, LET'S LOAD UP...

He slings his rifle and tosses the other gun back to Fran.

She bobbles it and it falls, skittering across the dock.

Officer 1: YOU BETTER LENRN HOW TO‘USE THAT THING, WOMAN.

TIMES IS TENS:!
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The policemen start to unload crates and cartons from their
Van. The big Black Trooper pulls a few supplies from out of

the squad car and carries them toward the heliocopter.

Fria trots over toward Stephen. He is just coming back out
of the guardhouse where he picked up the toolbox and the
knapsack full of supplies. The woman falls into his arms.

Roger trots up.

Roger: YOU OK?
Stephen: (nods)
WHO'S HE?

(referring to the big Black)
Roger: HIS NAME'S PETER. HE'S ALRIGHT.
The three are already moving toward the heliocopter.
Roger: LET'S HUSTLE.
Peter has stowed the supplies in the rear of the cockpit,
and he has noticed the fuel hose lying on the dock. He tries
the nozzle in the recepticle on the chopper and holds it in

until the tank fills.

The other "Policemen” are still moving cartons of supplies from

their van down the dock.
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Roger: (to the other Policemen)
YOU GUYS BETTER MOVE IT. THERE'S A RADIO

REPORT ABOUT THE DOCK BEIN' KNOCKED OUT.

They reach the cockpit. Fran climbs in and crouches on

the floor in the rear of the bubble.

7z

Fran: YOU SURE THIS'LL CARRY US ALL.
Steve: LITTLE HARDER ON THE FUEL, BUT WE'LL BE OK.

As Peter climbs aboard, one of the other Policemen, carrying

a final carton, speaks to Roger.
Officer 2: HEY...YOU GOT ANY CIGARETTES.

Roger looks at the others cne at a time. Fran shakes her

head "no'".

Roger: "SORRY. (he trots around to the passenger seat)
Steve:. WHERE YA KEADED?
Officer 2: DOWN RIVER...GOT AN IDEA MAYBE WE CAN MAKL

IT TO THE ISLANDS.

Steve: WHAT ISLANDS? (he starts the engine)



»

- 106

r

107

108

56

Officer 2: ANY ISLANDS...WHAT ABOUT YOU?

WHERE YOU HEADED?
Steve: STRAIGHT UP.

The Policeman rushes off with his two cohorts. As they untie
one of the launches from the dock, the J.A.S. heliocopter
whines loudly. Then it lifts off the dock with a smooth

motion.

The Police launch starts without a problem, and it pulls out

onto the dark river.

The lights on the heliocopter blink as the metal bird swoops

low over the Philadelphia skyline.

We see an empty city. Iadependance Hall...Betsy Ross' House,
which flies the original American Flag...the oldest American
heritages stand coldly in the night. The whirring engine

fades overhead.

In the cockpit, Fran lights a cigarette. So does Roger.

No one cormments, but Peter smiles slightly.

The big Black looks down at the city.
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Peter: ANY OF YOU LEAVIN' PEOPLE BEHIND?

Fran: AN EX-HUSBAND.
Roger: AN EX-WIFEL.

Steve: . YOU PETER?

Peter: (still looking down)

SOME BROTHERS.

The whirlybird cuts through the dark night sky. 1t flies

over open country now, moving West. Some time has passed.
Roger is asleep in the Passencer seat. Twisted in the
cramped rear of the cockpit, Fran and Peter sit very close
to each other. Peter:still stares off into the night.
Fran: REAL BROTHERS?

Peter looks at her. HEe has a strong face.

Fran: REAL BROTHERS OR...STREET BROTIERS?

Peter: BOTH

Fran: HOW MANY REAL ONES?
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‘! i’“ Peter: TWO.

e

j Frani TWO.

| |

It

U : Peter: ONE'S IN JAIL. THE OTHER'S A PRO BALL PLAVYER.

} : . BUT WE CATCE UP TO EACH OTHER ONCE IN A WHILE.

Fran doesn't quite know how to respond.

Peter: (nodding at Steve...the engine roars too loudly
for the pilot to hear the conversation)

} HE YOUR MAN NOW?

Fran is taken off guard. She smiles slightly.

| Fran: MOST OF THE TIME, YEAH.
) (
Peter: JUST LIKE TO KNOW WHO EVERYBODY 1IS.
L(
Fran: YEAH. ME TOO.
111 Light dawns on the horizon. The little heliocopter chugs

through the shades of blue.
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Now Fran is asleep and Roger still snores. Peter stares at
the back of the pilot's head. Steve nods slightly, then
shakes himself. Soon, he nods again...falling asleep.

Peter kicks him in the shoulder.

Steve looks back, surprised that the big man is awake.

Peter just stares at him.

Steve rubs his face violently with his free hand. He pulls

at his lower eyelids.
Steve: ANY MORE WATER?

Peter reaches into the supplies and produces a plastic con-
tainer with water. Steve slugs some of it and pours a little

onto his face. Then he passes it back to Peter, who also drinks.

Suddenly, Fran stiffens and wakes up with a start. Peter looks

over at her with a gentle expression. She takes a moment to

orient herself.

Peter: (to Stephen)
YOU KNOW WHERE WE ARE?

Steve: I RKNOW EXACTLY WHERE WE ARE.



113

Ir- 114

115

116

60

Peter: HARRISBURG?
Steve: PASSED IT ABOUT AN HOUR AGO.
Roger finally wakes up from the loud talking.

Steve: WE'RE PRETTY LOW ON FUEL. I'M JUST WAITIN'

FOR FULL LIGHT SO WE CAN SEE WHAT WE'RE LANDIN' IN.

In the morning light, several fires can be seen on the ground,

where buildings are burning.

The chopper flies over a National Guard convoy as it chugs

up a winding country road.

Here and there on the ground, human activity can be seen.
Search and Destroy units, made up of Police, Guardsmen and
civilian volunteers move across the countryside. Occassionally,

a Zombie is seen staggering through the trees or over a field.

Gunfire cuts the creatures down.
Roger: JESUS. IT'S EVERYWHERE.

Steve: WE'RE STILL PRETTY CLOSE TO JOHNSTOWN.

WE'RE BETTEPR OFF AWAY FROM THE BIG CITIES.
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A little country airfield lies quiet in the morning sun.
There:is no sign of life. A few private planes dot the
area, but the tower is empty. The J.A.S. chopper buzzes

very low just outside the tower windows.

As the whirlybird slowly sets down near the fuel pumps,

its blades create a wind blast which raises great clouds
of dust from the dry earth. Sheets. of old newspaper and other

light debris are sent flying through the air in all directions.

One piece of torn newsprint blows flat against a window in
one of the little sheds. It sticks acainst the glass for a
moment, as though glued theré, then it flutters to the ground.
As the paper clears the glass, we see the face of a badly

scarred zombie peering out through the window.

As the group scrambles out of the heliocopter, Stephen

immediately checks the fuel pumps.
Steve: SHIT, MAN, DAMN NEAR EMPTY.

Roger: LOTTA PRIVATE PLANES IN FARM COUNTRY LIKE THIS.

GUESS THEY ALL HIT THE PUMPS AND TOOK OFF.

Steve: TO WHERE? WHERE THE HELLCCAN THEY GO?



121

122

123

62

Peter:. WHERE WE GOIN?

By now, Steve has drained the dregs from the first pump into

the chopper's tank, and moved to the second pump. It spurts

with more force.
Steve: . THERE'S A GOOD BIT LEFT IN THIS PUMP.

He stretches the hose toward the chopper but it doesn't

quite reach.
Steve: DAMN. I GOTTA GET IT CLOSER.

Steve jumps back into the cockpit and the machine 1lifts off

the ground.

Fran is watching the acti-n, walkiﬁg slowly backwards towards
a small rickety hangar area. She turns and looks down toward
thé private hangars. Most of them are open wide, the planes
they housed long gone. One or two of the old wooden double-
doors are still closed and locked with chains and padlocks.

The wind from the chopper blades blows her hair and sends more

debris flying around her shoulders.

Peter kicks open the door to the chart house. The room is
dusty and dilapidated. A few small chairs surround an old

wooden table. Several half finished cups of coffee sit on

. .
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top of wrinkled flight charts leaving brown'rings soaked
into the paper. Flies buzz loudly. An old window shade

clicks against its window from the gusting of the wind and

it mékes Peter flinch.

He readies his weapon. When he sees the shade, he steps over
to it easily, pulls it and lets it roll up on itself. It makes

a loud, flapping noise.

Outside, the chopper sets ‘down. Roger is ready with the

hose nozzle. Ducking under the blades he inserts the device

into the tank recepticle even before Stephen has idled the

engine.

Stephen hops out of the cockpit and shouts over the engine

noise.

Steve: I'M GONNA SEE WHAT'S LEFT IN THE HANGARS.

He trots off after Fran.

In the chart house, Peter idly drops a coin into an old
coffee machine at one end of the room. The machine clicks
loudly and spits out a cup. To Peter's surprise, the cup

starts to fill with hot brown liquid.

-

+
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While he waits, Peter notices a series of notes taped to
the machine and the surrounding walls. They are all written
hurriedly in various hands and with all sorts of inks and

colors:

LUCY - GOME TO JOHNSTOWN.
CHARLES - I HAVE THE KIDS. LEFT WITH BEN.

COULDN'T WAIT. GONE TO ERIE - JACK FOSTER.

There are dozens of such messages.

Peter takes the full coffee cup from the machine. As he sips
it, his eyes fall on a closet door just across the roomn. It
is moving slightly. It is locked, but it bangs against the

lock...once...twice...more regularly than if caused by the

wind drafts.

Peter steps closer. Now the door bangs violently with a loud
crash, but it holds. Peter sets his coffee on the chart

table and takes his rifle in both hands.

Again the door bangs hard, and a skeleton key is knocked out
of the keyvhole. It falls to the floor with a metallic clang,
and Peter notices a caked blood stain where blood recently

ran out of the closet, under the door and onto the linoleum.

Another bang and a gurgling moan. One of the living dead

is trying to break out of the closet.
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Quite calmly, Peter ra?ses his rifle and aims it at the

door about head high. The rifle roars in the little room,
and a splintery hole appears in the old wooden door.

Outside, Fran and Stephen snap to attention at the souné of
the rifle. Fran stands at the entrance to one of the little
wooden hangars. Stephen is checking out the cockpit of an
0ld Cessna inside. Immediately, Stephen runs out and grabs
Fran's hand. As they turn the corner to run up the grade
toward the heliocopter, they are confronted with two Zombies,

staggering slowly towards them through the dust cloud from

the choppoer.

Fran screams. They have no weapons with them.

Steve: ROGER...ROGER...

Under the whirling chopper blades, Roger continues to fill

the fuel tank. In the roar of the engine, he cannot hear

anything else.

A third Zombie lumbers toward the heliocopter. Roger's

back is to the creature and he is unaware of the impending

danger.
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Inside the chart house, Peter stares at the closet door.

It is still for a moment...then another moén and the door

bangs again.

Peter fires two shots, lower right and lower left of the

first forming a triangle.
The two creatures advance slowly on Fran and Steve.
Steve: JUST RUN.

Fran is petrified. She turns and looks behind them. They

are boxed in by the hangars.

Steve: RUN RIGHT PAST 'EM...RIGHT AROUND 'EM.

THEY CAN'T CATCH YOU.

She hesitates. The Zombies draw closer.

Steve: RUN, FRANNIE. GODDAMMIT, I'M RIGHT BEHIND YOU.

WE CAN HANDLE THEM.

Fran charges up the little grade. She runs to the right of
the creatures and they move in her direction, arms outstretched.
As she draws near to the dead things, she hesitates again in
fright. The creatures claw at the air. The one in front is

within a few feet of the woman.
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Steve: RUN, FRANNIE. MOVE.

Fran stares into the dead, staring eyes of the lead Zombie.
She is almost hypnotized. At the last instant, she runs
and just gets past the creatures. A little up the grade,

- she turns and looks back, stopping again.

One Zombie turns slowly and starts up the grade after Fran.

The other continues to advance on Stephen.

130 Stephen ducks back into the open hangar. It is very dark
but for thin beams of sunlicht which cut through between
the wooden boards of the structure. Stephen roots around
among the greasy tools which clutter the area. He finds

an enormous sledce hammer. He runs out of the shed.

131 He dodges around the lead Zombie, who staggers on with inertia.
Steve sees that Fran is still facing the second creature.
The man takes a firm grip on the giant hammer as he charges
up the grade toward the Zombie's back. As he reaches the
creature, he brings the twenty pound steel head of the sledge

slamming against the ghoul's skull with all his might.
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The creature staggers on for a few more steps, its head
a bloody pulp, then it falls to its knees and finally flops

face down in the dust.

Without breaking stride, Stephen grabs Fran's hand and the
two run toward the heliocopter. The other Zombie at the

hangar has turned around ané is walking up the grade.

Roger is pumping the last drops out of the fuel hose when

he sees the frightened couple making for the chopper.

As Steve charges up the grade he sees (the Zombie approaching

‘ '
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Roger from behind. steve shouts and Roger spins around.
The stumbling creature is very close. It raises its arms and
its hands clutch at the air. Roger lets the fuel nozzle
drop to the ground. He is trapped at the side of the machine.

He doesn't have his rifle. He fumbles with the snap on his

hand-gun holster.

Suddenly, the blank face of the Zombie turns red as the top
of its head seems to disintegrate into a bloody pulp. The
creature has walked into the spinning chopper blade. 1It's
body staggers forward another step or two, then the thing

collapses in a heap.
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Stephen and Fran have reached the chopper. Stevé let’'s go
of the woman's hand and he drops his bloody sledge to the
ground. He lunges into the cockpit and snatches up his rifle,

ducking in the propeller draft.

The Zombie which is stumbling up the grade from the hangars
almost loses its footing, but it regains its balance and

advances steadily toward the heliocopter.

. 1358

Fran falls to her knees on the ground. She is wretching and
clutching at her stomach. Steve raises his gun, fumblinc

He aims at the approaching creature and fires.

136
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139

The shot misses clean. |He f{ires again. | The bullet grazes the

creature's face. It staggers from the impact, but does not fall.

Roger moves quickly for his high powered weapon. Steve fires

two more rounds.
Another miss and another graze, this time on the arm.

He is about to shoot once more when Roger stops him, stepping

up alongside.

Roger calmly aims and fires one shot|cleanly through the

1398

creature’s brain.
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140 The Zombie falls and papers blow over its body.

141 In the chart house, Peter fires several more shots into the
closet door. Bullet holes appear just where the creature's
head should be. There seems to be no way that the volley

" could have missed.
Silence for a moment. Peter still holds his gqun high.

Then, with a great crash, the closet door flies open into

the room. Two small children burst out. One has no left

arm: the other has been bleeding from a great wound in his
side. They are dead. They move directly toward Peter.

Their heads are at least a foot shorter than the bullet holes

in the closet door.

Peter stares down at the .reatures, revulsed. He is so
startled that he cannot react guickly enough, and they are
on him. The moment he feels their clammy grasp, he regains
his survival instincts. He cannot effectively aim his rifle.
He kicks and thrashes around. One creature flies against a
wall. The other is about to bite the man's arm. The big
Black grabs the small 7ombie and flings it physically back.
He throws it over

The other creature pounces on his back.

his shoulders and it crashes against its brother.
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Now Peter raises his gun. As the children try to scramble
to their feet the man fires several shots in rapid succession.

First one creature falls; then the other.

Peter continues to fire, his eyes wide with desperation and

disgust. Finally his weapon clicks. It is out of ammunition.

Peter breathes heavily. He stares at the small corpses.
Instinctively, he begins loading his weapon, without even
looking at the action, as he backs wearily out toward the

door of the chart house. .

Behiné him, in the brightly sunlit doorway, we see the Zombie
who first apoeared at the window. The creature staggers
forward. Peter turns and startles. He reaches for more
shells and backs away a few steps as he tries to load the

bullets into his gun. The creature reaches out and takes

another step into the room.

Peter stares into the creatures eyes. Then suddenly, out
in the sunlight, a few hundred feet behind the Zombie, Stephen

appears with his rifle. Peter sees the man over the creature's

shoulder.

Steve raises his gun and aims at the Zombie, but the barrel

seems to be on a straight iine with Peter.
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pPeter ducks guickly. Steve's gun fires. The bullet misses
the creature cleanly and crashes into the roon. It ricochets

off the coff:machine. Another shot crashes through the glass

in the front room.

pPeter crouches, still stuffing shells into his weapon.
A third of Stephen's bullets tears through the Zombie's
shoulder, but the creature still stands. It turns toward

Peter slowly. Peter crawls under the table as another

shot splatters into the coffee cups.

Once again, Roger steps up beside Stephen. He fires one

carefully aimed shot, looking through his telescopic range-

finder.

Just as Peter finishes loading his weapon, the Zombie crashes

into the room, falling over the table and onto the floor.

Fran is still kneeling ir the dust, trying to keep herself

from vomiting. Stephen rushes to her side. Roger, keeping

his rifle poised, shouts toward the chart house.

Roger: PETER.

The big Black man appears in the doorway,

his rifle.

snapping the safety Of
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P
f’kISI Fran's wretching causes her to choke and cough. Steve tries

to comfort her, not knowing what to say and shaking himself.
152 Peter advances with long strides.

"~ 153 Stephen looks up when the Black man is a dozen steps away.
Immediately, he sees the anger in Peter's eyes. The big
Trooper then raises his rifle and aims it at Stephen.
Steve tries to stand, but trips and falls on his back in
the dust. In an instant, Péter is looming over him with
the barrel of his rifle aimed at point blank range for the
shivering man's forehead.

(e

Fran screams throuch her chokinag...

Fran: NO... MY GOD... DOW'T... WHAT ARE YOU DOING?

Peter speaks calmly to Stephen, in low tones.

Peter: YOU RNEVER AIM A GUN AT ANYONE, MISTER.
IT'S SCARY.
ISN'T IT?

ISN'T IT?
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Stephen looks up at the tall man, shivering. Then Peter
lowe-s his weapon and extends his hand, helping Stephen

up onto his feet.

Roger clears the fuel hose from around the runners of the
chopper. Peter climbs into the cockpit and sits in the rear

without saying another word.

Roger helps Fran climb aboard. Steve wanders around the
front of the cockpit bubble ad climbs into the Pilot's
seat. Roger climbs in behind Fran as she sgueezes into

the uncomfortable space beside Peter. The big black offers
the woman a sip of water, which she accepts. Then she lets

her head flop wearily against the rear Eulkhead.

Steve is urgently surveying his flight charts, shuffling the

papers and trying to seem bery busy after the embarrassment

of the incident.

Steve: WE GOTTA FIND FUEL. MAYBE CLOSER TO PITTSBURGH...

Roger: NO, WE'VE GOTTA STAY OUT OF THE BIG CITIES.

IF IT'S ANYTHING LIKE PHILLY WE MIGHT NEVER

GET OUT ALIVE.
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WE MIGHT NOT GET OUT OF ANYPLACE ALIVE.

WE ALMOST DIDN'T GET OUT OF HERE.

WE'RE GETTIN' OUTA HERE FINE.

AS LONG AS THERE'S NOT TOO MANY OF THOSE THINGS

WE CAN HANDLE 'EM EASY.

YEAH, WELL I™ WASN'T "THOSE THINGS" THAT

NEARLY BLEW ME AWAY!

Stephen turns around and is about to say something angrily.

Roger stops him by speaking urgently.

“’l

Roger:

Steve:

Roger:

Steve:

"‘ Peter:

WE GOTTA STAY I THE STICKS. THEQE'S BOUND TO

BE MORL LITTLE PRIVATE.AIRPORTS UPSTATL.
(reluctantly <70ing back to his charts)
THERE'S THE LOCKS ALONG THE ALLEGHENY.

FUEL STATIONS THERE, PRIVATE AND STATE.

PROB'LY STILL MANNED. WE DON'T NEED THOSE

HASSLES EITHER.

THEY'RE JUST OUT AFTER SCAVENGERS...LOOTERS...

OH, YOU GOT THE PAPERS FOR THIS LIMOUSINE?
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Steve: (angrily)

I GOT J.A.S. ID. SO DOES FRAN.

Peter: RIGHT. AND WE'RE OUT HERE DOIN' TRAFFIC RELPORTGS?
WAKE UP, SUCKER. WE'RE THIEVES AND BAD GUYS IS

WHAT WE ARE. AND WE GOTTA FIND OUR OWl WAY!

There is a long silence. The engine drones, but the heliocopter

still sits on the ground. The men look at each other. Peter

takes a long slug of water.

Fran: JESUS CHRIST. WE DON'T EVEN KNOW WHERE WL'RLC
GOING. WE DON'T HAVE A RADIO. WE'REL RUNNING
OUT OF WATER. WE NEED FOOD...

STEPHE!N, YOU MEED TO SLEEP.

We see a wide shot of the little airfield. The J.A.S. chopper
sits on the ground for a moment, it's proos spinning. Then,
with a surge of power, it lifts off and flies away. The dry
earth swirls up into clouds and blqws more bits of paper over

the wide-eyed corpses which lie in the morning sunlight.

We see the facade of an enormous structure. It is a huge,
suburban shopping mall. The outer walls are all concrete,
and their clean lines stretch upward for more than two storeys.
The building looks like a giant domina lying flat on the ground.

There are only four entrances, and the shops which are housec

157¢p
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within have no windows opening onto the surrounding lot.

In the immense area around the building, lanes and stalls are
painted for automobile parking. What few cars now dot the

area are parked randomly, some with their doors open wide.

We hear ;he sound of the heliocopter engine fading in, then
we see the little machine as it approaches and eases down

onto the roof of the building.

In the parking lot, walking among the abandoned vehicles, we
see several of the living dead. They look almost like normal
shoppers at the mall for morning chores, but their lumbering

walk is unmistakebly stiff..

At one of the mall entrances, we see a revolving door flanked
by several regqularly hinge” doors, éll made of glass and
surrounded by large windows. A few of the Zombies manage to
negotiate the hinged doors and enter the building. Others
bounce off the windows and claw at the transparent glass in

confusion. One creature walks around and around in the re-

volving door endlessly.

There are a good many of the creatures, but they are spread

out and far between. They move with no seeming purpose.
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We do not yet see the mall interior. The Zombies pay no
attention to the sound of the chopper engine as it whines

to a stop overhead.

162 on the roof, even as the blades of the heliocopter still
spin, the humans are out and moving to the edge of the
building. They look down at the creatures which dot the
parking lot.

{28 Fran: OH MY GOD!
Stephen: NO CHANCE. FORGET IT, LET'S GET OUTA HERL.
Rcgear: WAIT A MINUTE, WAIT A MINUTE...THEY CAN'T
GET UP HERL.

Steve: YEAH, AND WCZ CAN'T GO DOWN THERE!
Roger: LET'S CHECK IT OUT.
Roger trots away.

163 Peter has moved directly to an area where a giant gric¢ of

transparent plexiglass bubbles face down into the building.
He stares through one of them anﬁ can see into the mall below.

Roger trots up and peers through another of the bubbles.



164

165

79

Peter: MOST OF THE GATES ARE DOWN. I DON'T THINK

THEY CAN GET INTO THE STORES.

The vantage point only reveals a small aspect of the interior,
a syuare plaza with a garden beneath the sunroof of trans-
parent bubbles. The space is open all the way down to the
garden, which is two storeys below. Around the garden on

the bottom floor can be seen the entrances to several shops.

All but one have heavy metal cage gates down and locked into

position.

One or two Zombies are seen wandering about. They cannot

enter the stores, except for the one which is un-gated.

Halfway up the walls can be seen a balcony railing which
rings the entire plaza. It is a second storey of shops.
The same cage-gates seal off the visible store entrances,

but none of the dead creatures are evident on the balcony.

Fran and Stephen come trotting up to the bubbles.

Roger: 1 HAVEN'T SEEN ANY OF THEM UP ON THE SECOND
FLOOR.
Peter: THE BIG DEPARTMENT STORES USUALLY USE BOTH

FLOORS.
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Roger: IF WE CAN GET IN UP TOP...

Peter is looking across the rest of the expansive rooftop.
He takes off toward a series of other housings which jut up

out of the otherwise flat surface. Roger follows.

(still staring down through a bubble)

Fran:
WHAT ARE THEY DOING?
WHY DO THEY COME HERE?
Steve: (also looking down)

SOME KIND OF INSTIXCT.

MEMORY...OF WHAT THEY USED TO DO.

THIS WAS AN IMPORTANT PLACFE IMN THEIR LIVES.

Below, the Zombies which are in sight wander aimlessly over

Some try the gates but cannot budge them. One

The

the plaza.
wanders out of the single open shop, it is a female.

shop is an appliance store. As the creature leaves she dracs

a toaster idly behind her, pulling it by its power cable.

It scrapes on the floor loudly.

We see an installation of large reflectors mounted in an

intricate metal skeleton which stretches across a large

area of the roof surface. Behind the structures can be

seen a large power generator.
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Peter: SOLAR SCREENS.

Roger: CAN'T BE ENOUGH TO POWER THIS PLACE.
Peter: EMERGENCY SYSTEM, MAYBE.

Roger: IT'S PRETTY LIT UP IN THERE.

Peter: GUESS THE POWER'S NOT OFF IN THIS AREA.

A LOT OF PHILLY'S STILL LIT. COULD BE NUCLEAR.

Roger: HEY LOOK AT THIS!

Roger is peering down throuch a wire-hatched skylight. There
are several laid out over this particualr area of the roof.

He moves to another while Peter looks down into the first.

Fran and Stephen jog up.

Roger: THESE DON'T GO DOWN INTO THE MALL.

WHAT THE HELL IS THIS?

Fran and Stephen peer down into the darkness. Peter pulls a
flashlight from his utility belt. He has stayed in full

uniform all the while, where Roger has stripped off all but

his ammunition belt and pistol holster.
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| ”‘172 The big man shines a light beam cown into the space. The
floor is only seven feet or so below the window. There is

absolutely nothing in sight; clear floor, clear walls, all

light gray.
Peter: DAMN.

173 Roger has moved to another window.

Roger: HEY, OVER HERE. THERL'S SOMETHIN' HERE.

174 Peter trots over andéd shines his beam down. They see a

ii" vast array of cardboard cartons...hundreds of them.
Roger: STOPAGE?

175 Peter moves the light beam. Now it illuminates a collection
of large drums, stacked floor to ceiling and running deep
past the line of vision. On the face of each drum is the
familiar symbol of a triangle within a circle, and the
letters C.D.

J76 Peter: CIVIL DEFENSE. CIVIL DEFENSE WATER SUPPLY.

Roger: AND BOXES OF CANNED. FOOD:

Steve: HOW DO WE GET DOWN THERE?
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Peter looks at Stephen as a street-wise-tough would look
at a hopeless city-slick-sissy. Then the big man brings
his rifle butt down against the glass and the shattered

pane craches to the floor below.

Inside- the vastness of the space is impressive. It is
quite dark but for rays of sunlight which drift through
the occassional skylighté. We see‘an enormous cgua:stity
of food cartons and water drums. It is very quiet.

The space is barren except for the stacks of Civil Defense

supplies.

Suddenly, a figure drops out of one of the skylights, landing

on its feet in the sunray. It is Peter.

Instantly he readies his rifle, looking this way and that

across the large room. Silence.

Peter: OK.

He steps aside and Roger climbs in. He too drops cat-like

to the floor.

The two men instantly sling their rifles and move to the

food cartons as by pre-arranged plan. They carry the bic

boxes guickly, one at a time, to the spot directly under the

open skylight.
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In a moment, they have built a pyramid out of the cartons.
It cveates a kind of stairway for a quick escape through

the window above.

Now Fran lowers herself into the room and is able to climb
down the cartons holding onto Roger's hand. She is followed

by an anxious Stephen.

Peter has already wandered off. There are only two doors
in the enormous room, one at either end. The big Trooper
moves up to one of them as Roger comes up behind him, gun

at the ready.

Peter's hand turns the doorknob. It is unlocked, and the

big man gives Roger a familiar nod. Roger stands several
feet back, his rifle aimed directly at the door and ready

to fire. Then, with a cudden, commando-like motion, Peter
throws the door open and ducks away flat against the wall.
Roger stiffens, his finger all but pulling his rifle tricger,

but there is no apparent danger.

The door opens onto another vast room, equivalent to the one

the people are in. It also has stacks of C.D. supplies.
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The Troopers cautiously move into the area throuch the door.
The room is empty. The same sunrays pierce the darkness
through skylights. All is dead guiet. This room has no

doors at all, but for the one Peter opened.

Roger: DOUBLE DAMN.

LOOKS LIKE A FREL LUNCH, BUDDY.

183 In the first room Stephen has started to rip open one of

the cartons.
Fran: SPAM.
Roger walks bkack into the room.

Roger: YOU BRING A CAN OPLNER?

Fran: OH.

Roger: THEN DON'T KNOCK SPAM. IT'S GOT IT'S OWl KEY.

The woman flips over the can in her hand and finds the little

key.

Peter has walked right past the group. He is moving guickly

toward the still-unknown door at the other end of the roonm.

Again, Roger follows.
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184 At the door, the two Troopers go tarough the same S.W.A.T.

b))

procedure. The door swings open, this time onto a very small

space. Again no immediate darger.

185 As the men enter, they discover that they are on the top
landing of a concrete and metal firestair. There are no
windows, and the air is musty. There is one bare light bulb
lit in the ceiling, but down tﬁe stairs at the next landing
it is quite dark, and there the stairs wind even further down,;

they recede into blackness.

Roger: WHATD'YA THINK?

3

The Black man just stares, first down into the darkness

then back into the storage area.

Roger: THIS IS THE NNLY WAY UP HERE.

WHATD'YA THINK?

CuT.

186 - A great barricade of food cartons has been stacked against

the stairway door.

187 Near the pyramid under the open skylight, the group of

" refugees sits on the floor.
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Stephen is asleep. Fran sits next to his curled form, her
hand in his hair. Roger leans against the pyramid and Peter
sits in the lotus position, his gun across his legs, squarely
facing tle suspicious stairwell. He and Roger still pick
at their food. Roger swills water from an empty Spam can

which he has filled from one of the C.D. drums.

Roger: YOU BETTER GET SOME SLEEP, TOO, BUDDY.

Peter: THERE'S AN AWFUL LOT OF STUFF DOWN THERE

THAT WE COULD USE, BROTHER.

Roger: I KNOW IT.

Fran stiffens at the talk. She doesn't believe what she is

hearing. She knows instantly that the men will try to raid

the mall.
Peter: THEY'RE PRE;TY SPREAD OUT DOWN THERE.

IT'S A BIG PLACE. I THINK WE COULD OUT-RUN 'EM.
Roger: HIT AND RUN.
Peter: HIT AND RUN...MAYBE GRAB US OFF A RADIO...
Fran: YOU'RE CRAZY!
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Roger: THIS PLACE COULD BE A GOLD MIMNE.

WE GOTTA AT LEAST CEECK IT OUT.

Roger checks his weaponry and quickly moves toward the door

where he begins to remove the barricade of cartons. Peter

still sits, checking his own guns.

Fran: THIS IS EXACTLY WHAT WE RE TRYIN TO GET AWAY

FROM...LOOK WHAT HAPPENED AT THE AIRPORT...

THE ONLY PROBLEM AT THL AIRPORT WAS STRAY BULLETS!.

Peter:
WE COULD OUTFIGHT THOSE DUMMIES BLINDFOLDED.
Fran: STEPHEN...{(the exhausted Pilot is sleeping throuch
it all)
Peter: (standing)

LEAVE HIM BE. WE'RL GOIN' OURSELVES.

The big Trooper bends over snatching up Stephen's rifle.

He snaps off the safety and slams a shell into the chamber.

He hands it to the woman.

Peter: THAT'S READY TO SHOOT. BE CAREFUL.

Fran holds the gun gingerly.
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Peter:. THE TRIGGER SQUEEZES REAL EASY, BUT THE WEAPOI'LL

KICK YOU GOOD WHE: IT FIRES. BE READY FOR TEAT.

Fran: WAIT A MINUTE, I...

Peter: ANYONE BUT US COMES UP THEM STAIRS, YOU GUYS
TAKE OFF IN THE MACHINE. WE'LL TRY TO MAKE IT

OUT TO THE PARKIN' LOT. YOU CAN PICK US UP THERE.

Fran just stares up at the big man, with desperation in her

eyes. She has stopped argquing seeing that the Trocpers' decisicn

is made.

Peter: IF WE DON'T SHOW UP AFTER A FEW MINUTES...

WE'LL CATCE UP TO YOU SOME OTHER TIME.

YOU UNDERSTAND?

In the dimly lit firestair, the door on the top landing
pulls open suddenly. The stairway is still empty.

The Troopers move slowly out onto the landing. They look

down into the darkness below. Then they move slowly ancd
silently down the steps. Fran appears on the upper landing.

She stands in the doorway clutching the rifle.
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Peter stops for a moment, looking back up at the frightened

woman.

Peter: YOU'LL PROB'LY HEAR SOME SHOOTING.

JUST DON'T PANIC, OK.

Fran sighs exhaustedly.

Peter: YOU'LL BE ALRIGHT.

IT'S OUR ASSES THAT'S IN THE FIRE.

Two landings below, there is almost no light. Roger clicks
on his flashlight and shines the beam around. He is in a
very small concrete space. The stairs go down no further.

mhere is only one door. Pcter eases down the steps behind.

Roger: THIS IS THE ONLY WAY UP THERE.

We see the other side of the metal door. It stands in
another cement walled space, which also seems small from

our angle, but it is fully 1lit.

The door opens slowly, and the Troopers cautiously step

out. As the camera swings around, we see t+hat the men are

at the end of a long narrow hallway.| Directly across from them

1958

are two open.supply rooms, one containing a stationery

sink and a toilet. Both rooms are filled with cleaning sup
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"~ a large administrative office,
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Down along the hall can be seen a dozen or so doorways. Some
doors are open, some are closed. Along the opoosite wall

there is nothing.

The far end of the hall, about a hundred yarcs away, opens

out onto the second storey of the mall proper.

The men look at one anotﬁer and slowly move down the corridor.

They try the first two doors, which are locked. The third is

wide open.

Roger ducks quickly into the room with his rifle raised. It is

with rows of desks which are fully

equipped for a staff of secretaries and accountants.

The next room has a closed door, but it is unlocked. Peter

swings the door open and silently jumps into the room.

This is a much more spartan area, with two metal desks and

a few chairs. There are several phones. It is a maintenance

office. On one wall is a large map of the mall, with pin flags

and scribbling over an acetate which covers the drawing. At

the other end of the space is a huge electrical panel with

circuit breakers and an entire series of master controls all

keyed by a number code to another map of the mall showinc

electrical installationes.
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On the wall behind Peter is a larcge blackboard and two
metal cabinets. One is open. It contains all sorts of
tools, manual and electric. There are circuit testers,
walkie talkie units and there are several enormous rings
contéining hundreds of keys, also color and number coded.

Peter grabs up one of the rings as Roger steps up behind him.
Roger: THE KEYS Tb THE KINGDOM.

Back in the hallway, Roger's hand tries another doorknob and
throws the door open. This opens onto beautifully plush

offices, obviously the executive headguarters.

The rooms interconnect, ani while Peter walks from door to
door in the corridor, Roger moves through the inner doors,
meeting Peter at each room. One office is more elegant than

the next, with the latest in designer furniture and expensive

decorations.

The Troopers finally reach a room on which both the interior
and corridor doors are closed and locked. The brass nameplate

on the interior door reads C. J. Porter - President.

Roger moves out to the corridor where he joins Peter.| They
THEY NMOVE 1¥To THE EXTERWR CoRRIDOR.

191

are very near the end of the hall, and the brightly 1lit
shopping area is close at hand. They can only see a small

section.
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The balcory on their side is railed off against the open

drop down to the first floor, and across the great cavity

they see the opposite blacony. on the far side only two

store fronts can be seen. They are both gated shut.

The two realize what dangers might face them in the mall

proper. They look at each other and move forward, each

clinging to opposite walls in the corridor.

As they reach the mall proper they slowly and carefully peer

around their respective corners.

The upper balcony totally surrounds the vast interior of the

building, and at several points bridges across from one side

to the other. Little shops of all types run along the

entire itength of the balcony, and at each far end, stands

the entrance arches for a large department store.

Most of the stores are gated, but several seem open. The

big department stores are gated and locked. Here and there

tall trees grow up from the ground floor and reach up into

view of the second storey. There are none of the living

dead evident on the balcony.

The two troopers move slowly and‘quietly to the railing

They crouch and peer down through the bars of the rail.

Below, the sight is even more spectacular.
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Stores of every type offer gaudy displays of consumer items.

Everything from clothing to appliances, Photo equioment;

audio and video outlets; sporting goods and weaponry:

f0oods. There is a Book

gourmet foods and natural organic

Store, a Record Store, a Real Estate Agency and a Bank:

A Novelty Shop, a Gift Shop; all with the absolute latest in

American consumer ijtems. And at either end of the concourse

at each end of a Ccathedral, stand the

mammoth two storey Department Stores: great symbols of a

consumer society.

Down the center of the ground floor, along with the gardens

and park benches, are little stalls. One is a Tobbacco

Specialist- another Jewelry: another is a small Photo Portrait

stall where mothers had their children photographed. There

are Restaurants and Snack Bars and numerous coin operated

machines selling everything from childrens' toys to Blood

There is a large turntable, designed to

Pressure readings.

2088

spin but which is now still, holding a late model car oOn

exhibit.] Another turntable displays futuristic household

205A

appliances.

The images are all too familiar, but in their present state

they appear as an archeological discovery revealing the

Gods and Customs of a civilization now gone.
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The ghosts of the civilization, however, are not figments
in the myasma. They are quite real. Ané they walk below
in the aisles of the great Cathedral. At least twenty Zombies

can be scen from the Troopers' perspective.
Roger: IT'S CHRISTMASTIME DOWN THERE, BUDDY.

Peter: FAT CITY, BROTKER.

HOW WE GONNA WORK IT.

Roger: WE GET INTO THE DEPARTMENT STORES UP HERE.

THEY PROB'LY HAVE THEIR OWN ESCALATORS INSIDE.

Peter: LET'S CHECK THOSE KEYS.

The Troopers stealthily pull away from the railing and back

into the administrative cc-ridor. Then they move quickly
down the hall toward the Maintenance Office.

As the men leave the balcony, the camera pans. Several yards

away a Zombie staggers out of one of the open stores. It is

followed by a second creature, a female without one arm. They

are moving along the balcony toward the open corridor.

In the Maintenance Office, the Troopers are checking the

keys against the coded map on the wall.
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Roger:

The men check

Peter:

Roger:

Peter:

The man points to several n
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SEVENTY TwWO...U. AND D. ...HERE IT IS...

the keys. Peter finds corresponding numbers.

HERE.

LET'S JUST HOPE IT'S RIGHT.

LOOK HERE (on the map)
THESE NUMBERS MUST ALL BE LOCKS. (he points)

FRONT...SIDE...BACK OUTSIDE, MUST BE LIKLC

LOADING DOCKS...BUT WHAT ARL THESE?

umbered spots which seem to be

within the big Department Store they are studying.

Roger:

Roger moves off t

still stares

Peter:

Roger:

Peter:

WASHROOMS . . . EQUIPMENT...I DUNNO.

oward the electrical control panel. Peter

at the map.

1 GUESS THESE GOTTA BE THE GATES.

HOW ABOUT A LITTLE MUSIC?

WHAT?
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The big BElack moves up behind his partner. One of the controls

on the panel is marked: MUSIC TAPE. It indicates a master

switch which is in the off position. Another is marked FLOOR

.EXHIBITS and a series of others are marked ESCALATORS. There

are dozens of master switches which are in the off mode.

Peter: POWER SWITCHES.
Roger: THE MUSfC MIGHT COVER THE NOISE WE MAKE.
Peter: HIT 'EM ALL. MIGKT AS WELL HAVL POWER IN

EVERYTHING. WE MIGHT KELD IT.

Roger hits the switches one at a time.

Throughout the mall, we hear the drone of the dull, mass

procduced music designed to lull a shopper's brain.

Upstairs, Francine startles at the sound from below. She
snaps the rifle into her hands, ready to fire. She has been
standincg just inside the storage area. She steps into the
firestair and looks down into the darkness. The sounds of
the insipid music drift up to her. She leans into the

storage area again.

Fran: STEPHEN...

STEPHEN!
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; ’-213 ctave, still lyinc on the floor agazinst the escape pyramid,

I( slowly awakens.

! 214 Down on the first floor of the big mall, things begin to
2148

D . . .
work.l The automobile turntable starts spinning:|the great

’ escalators move up and down. Two of the living dead, caught
CLIP Sc. 23 Y)
just starting up two stalled escalator, fall and roll down

as the mecharical steps begin moving.

' Lights blink on the exhibits, and mechanical window
displays begin their robot=like motions. It is like a
Carnival coming alive. The Zombies which wander the floor

look about in confusion. Some of them swat ineffectively

3

at the moving exhibits.

215 In a very tall cage, which reaches from the first floor
all the way to the ceiling, the Tropical Birds which are

housed within begin to flutter and squawk.

216 In a pet shop, there age puppies anq kittens in a window

display. They whine and scramble over one another in fright at

the noise and the motion and the colored lights.

217 On one of the floor exhibits, a rear-projection movie starts.
It is a dryly produced film about the merits of a Real Estate

"' Developer's new tract of surburban houses. A narrator speaks

in a friendly voice:
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...ané for prices which anyone can afford,
you can live in these luxurious new homes

v# ...  “by’'Bramdon. Fully electric, central air,..etc.

In the Maintenance Office, the Troopers ready themselves
for their raid. Peter secmres the vital keyring to his

utility belt and they move out.

’ . 2.£8

PETER Arv ROCER MOVE DOwY +HE HALL Aus EX/T THRUV Peoi TO ExTERIOR CONRIDOR,
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Just as Roger moves through the door into the corridor, he
is confronted by eme—es the Zombies from the balcony.

. O IEST
He startles and ducks back into the room. TheAZombie ss

-

reaching out with clutching hands, =2 . A S

- AT Peter raises his gun and fires

3

two shots cleanly through the creature's head.

As the shots ring through the area, Fran, standing at the

top of the firestair, stariles. Steve grabs the rifle from

the woman.

Steve: JESUS CHRIST...

THEY 'RE MANIACS.

The Troopers step over the COTPSE . FRADA i Gt e i

The second Zombie, the armless female, is walking toward them.

This time Roger fires his weapon. The creature falls in a heap.

Roger: WHATD'YA THINK?

BAG IT OR TR. FOR IT?
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Peter: YOU GAME?

Roger nods and the two men run dcwn the hall|towarcé the mall.

2318

Their rifles poised, they are like commandos on an important

rission.

221 €

MEN AT mALL MOUTR SCE DEPT SToRE AVND START FoRr .

221D

MEN RUN FROM CoRRIDOR ovro BALcony.
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The battle to win the mall has begun. The creatures which
wander the first floor look about, attracted by the sound,
but thev are confused. They walk this way and that, in mis-

guided, staggering strides.

Several of the Zombies try to move up the down-escalator.
They fall over themselves and cannot negotiate the moving

stairway.

A few creatures who move onto the up-escalator also fall
against each other from the movement, but one falls onto
the moving steps and is carried upward. Then another manages

to keep its balance holding on to the hand rail.

At another point down the length of the mall, there is a

stationary stairway which runs from the first to the

second floor. Several creatures move up the steps.

At the top of the firestair. Stephen begins to move down

the steps cautiously. His rifle is at the ready. Fran stays

on the top landing.
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Fran: STEPHEN, DON'T GO DOWNl THERE.
(he continues)

STEPHEN PLEASE.

Steve: T'S ALRIGET.

At the huge gate which locks off the big Department Store,

the two Troopers come to a crashing stop.

There is a side concourse which can be seen from this wvan-
tage point, and in the hall are four or five Zomkies. They

are about three hundred feet awav.

Roger keeps his rifle leveled off in the direction of the

creatures while Peter confronts the lock at the middle of

the big roll gate.

He fumbles with the keys for a moment until he finally sinks
the proper key into the recepticle which is right at the floor.

The tumblers turn successfully.

Peter: ALRIGHT!

On the escalator, the creatures which fell onto the moving
steps are being carried up to the balcony. The one supporting

himself on the hand rail is still standing. The head of the
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standing Zombie suddenly becomes visible from Roger's per-

spective.

231 The Troocer raises his gun and aims for the creature's fcrehead.
Peter tries to lift the roll gate. It won't move. It is
still locked.

Peter: YOU BASTARD!
Roger: WHAT?

~ Peter: STILL LOCKED...(he sees another assembly)

“ ON THE SIDE...
The big man moves to the far side of the gate. The same key
fits. Roger re-focussec on the creature which is riding the
escalator. | It is quite near the top now. | Roger is about to
shoot when something catches his eye.

232 The fallen Zombies, which up to now could not be seen behind
the escalator railwall, suddenly come tumbling out onto the
balcony floor.

233 Roger fires, but his aim is inaccurate.
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He hits the standing Zormbie in the neck. Thé creature 1is
thrown off balance enough to lose its footing. It falls
back down the escalator, but before it reaches the bottom,

it stops rolling. The steps carrv it back up toward the

second floor again. It is still very much alive. The two

creatures on the balcony struggle to stand.
Roger looks back over his shoulder.

The Zombies from the side concourse are now about a hundred

and fifty feet away.

Peter turns the key in the lock, but again the gate will not
1ift. It moves slightly, as the middle mechanism and the one

on the far right are free, but there is a third lock on the

far left. Peter moves to it quickly.

on the first floor concourse, other creatures are beginning

to take note of the action upstairs. They start to move.

The Zombies on the stationary stairway are beginning to reach
the second floor, but they are far down the main balcony. They

will have to pass the administrative corridor in order to reach

the Department Store.

Roger fires again.

One of the nearby Zombies falls in a heap.
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At the sound of the rifle, Fran gets desperate.

Fran: STEPHEN...FOR GOD'S SAKE...LET'S GET UP ON

THE ROOF...

Steve is at the middle landing. He stares down into the

darkness below. More gunfire can be heard from the mall.

Steve: IT'S ALRIGET, I'M TELLIN 'YA. THOSE THINGS

DON'T MOVE FAST ENOUGH TO CATCH US.

More gunfire can be heard.

Now the giant gate rolls up with a loud rumble. Peter ducks
into the store even as the gate is still rising, but the

inertia of the great metal cage carries the lip up out of Peter's
grasp. He jumps to try to catch it, but he misses. It jerks

up into its fully open position and rolls back down sligntly, but
still Peter cannot reach the lip. It slides back to rest about

three feet above Peter's fingertips.

The Zombies advance.

Roger drops another with a clean shot through the head, {then he

2448

backs into the archway of the Department Store entrance. Peter

is desperately looking around for something to stand on to reac:

the gate.
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The Zombies are very close to the arch now, advancing steadily.

Peter grabs a small counter used to display shoes, but it is

too heavy for him to move himself.
Peter: HERE...COME ON...

Roger has to abandon his post at the arch long enough to

help drag .the little counter. The men drag it to a point just
at the side of the open arch, and Peter instantly jumps up on
top of it. At that instant, a Zombie rounds the corner and
grabs at Peter's legs. The big man kicks, startled, and the
motion causes him to fall off the little counter. He lancs
on his feet, but out on the balcony beyond the arch. PRoger
brings his rifle butt around against the creature's head anc

the Zormbie falls back, but is not dead.

Other creatures are only a few feet from Peter, whose gun sits
on the little counter inside tﬁe store. Roger levels off his
rifle but cannot fire as Peter is in the line. Peter makes a
move and, like a football player, jukes to the left, then to

the right. He dives right at one of the creatures carrying it

into the store.

Now Roger fires, dropping one, then another. Peter jumps back ur

on the counter.
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Peter: BEHIND YOU...BEKEIND YOU...

The creature in the store has crashed against a cosmetics
display and is regaining its footing. Roger turns and fires.
The creature falls. Peter grabs the lip of the roll gate angd

starts to bring it down.

There are several creatufés right in the archway, now they
clutch with their hands. One blocks the downward progress
of the gate. Roger fires point blank and the Zombie flies
back. The gate lowers but is stopped bv the .clutching hands of

other creatures., Roger grabs the cage now and helps to cull

it down. Peter, still gripping the lip, jumps off the counter

to get more leverage.

The bottom of the gate is now four feet from the floor. The
two men are able to move it steadily downward. The Zombies
are very weak, but more creatures appear making it more
difficult. Then one Zombie tries to crawl under the gate.
Its torso just gets through as the gate slams down against
its chest. Its arms grab for Peter's legs and its mouth is
gaping. 1Its body is preventing the gate from engaging in the

floor mechanisms.

Roger lets go the cage as Peter tries to hold it against the
Creatures outside. Grabbing his rifle, Roger brings the butt
straight down on the clutching Zombie's skull. The Zombie

goes limp. Then Roger tries to push the creature clear of

the gate, but the pressure is too great.
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Roger: LET UP A LITTLE...LET UP A LITTLE...

The gate rises a few inches. More Zombies appear outside.

Their hands clutch at the roll cage. The openings in the

grid are only bic enough for their fingers, their hands

‘cannot reach through, but they are pushing the gate higher

and higher...more than Peter intended to clear the obstructing

corpse.

With his rifle butt, Roger manages to push the dead Zombie
clear except for one of its arms. From outside, a creature's
hand suddenly grabs Roger's weaopon. For a moment it like a

Tug-0O-War. Peter is having a harder time holding the gate.

It is inching upward.
Peter: COME ON...COXE ON...

Roger lets go his gun barrel and the weapon is snatched away

by the creature in the crowd. Roger grabs for the gate.
Peter: THE ARM...THAT ARM'S IN THE WAY.

Roger squats again and manages to throw the dead Zombie's

arm clear. Then he grabs the gate again. Now it starts

to move down more steadily.
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At the last moment, another clutching arm juts into the store,

but when the gate hits it, it withdraws, and the big cage

clicks solidly into place.

The two Troopers step back from-the '‘gate. The creatures still

moan ané gurgle, slamming against the gatey, their fingers

clutching at the grid, but they ére unable to budge it.

There are ten or twelve zombies trying to get into the
Department Store and several others are making their way

alonc the balcony. At jeast six lie dead along the floor.

Roger: WELL...WE'RE IN...NOW, HOW THE HELL WL GOUNA
GET BACK?
Peter: LET'S GO SHOFPIN' FIRST.

Thw two men back into the aisles of the store. The creatures

outside still push and ¢law at the gate. The one with Roger's

rifle uses it as 2 bludgeon, but it has no effect.

Stephen opens the door into the Administrative corridor.

ok ick lis doal-—in—the hall. From his

He—coes—the—3ombis
perspective, the hall,-vé9&b%e—aé—éhe—epea—eaé—e@—she

eoreidoFrs 15 inactive. He observes the washrooms and the

long row of doors which lead into the various offices.
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Ye starts into the corridor, letting the firestair door

close behind him.

At the tor of the firestair, Fran can see the beam of light

from the open door below. As the door closes, the beam

narrows, then it blinks out with a click as the door closes.

Fran: STEPHEN...JESUS GOD...

She is very frightened. She backs into the storage area.

She moves quickly to the little pyramid of cartons which

lead up to the roof. She sits on the bottom carton biting

her fingers.

In the Department Store, Roger is riding down an escalator.
He has founé a back pack, and it is already obviously fillecd

with goods. As he steps off the moving stairs on the grouncd

floor, the surroundings are eerily quiet.

He moves through a clothing department. Ve see the dead

looking faces of store mannequins. Roger runs into one and

is greatly startled. He snatches up a lined windbreaker
and ties it around his waist by its arms, then he trots off

down another aisle, where he finds Peter.

The big Trooper has a radio under his arm and he is snatching

up a small television.
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Roger: HEY MAN, WE CAN'T CARRY ALL THIS SHIT...

Peter turns a corner and dumps the articles into something
which we cannot yet see. As Roger trots up, he sees that

Peter has a big gardening cart already heaped with goods.
Roger: OH...WE'RE GONNA JUST WHEEL RIGHT BY 'EM, RIGHT?

Peter: WE GONNA TRY, BROTHER. WE AIN'T DOIN' THIS
FOR THE EXCERCISE. WE MIGHT AS WELL TRY TO

GET WHAT WE CAll.

Roger: THERE'S NO WAY THIS IS GONNA HAPPEN...

Even though he doesn't uncderstand the plan, Roger helps Peter

toss things into the barrow.

They race down the hardware aisle tossing in tools and other
supplies. Electrical cables, flashlights, batteries. They
scoop things up like contestants on a game-show who have five

minutes in a store to grab whatever they can.

Stephen is in the Maintenance office. He examines the maps

and the electrical equipment, then he rummages through one

of the desks.
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At the open end of the corridor which leads out to the second

. AND THREE ENTER THE corRmIDER.
storey balcony, Zombies wander pastA They are heading for
the Department Store entrance, where many of the creatures

still claw at the roll gate.

The Zombies move randomly. Some are already leaving the gate\
as their prey is now out of sight within the store. They

begin to wander this way and that.

Three of the creatures turn into the administrative corridor

and start toward the offices.

Stephen has found a large binder in a desk drawer. It contains
all the plans for the mall, duplicating the charts on the
walls and many others. It Is a complete maintenance manual

revealing all the workings and the entire layout of the

huge structure.

Elevator doors slide open with a loud whoosh. The two
Troopers appear in the car, and they wheel their barrow out

into the second storey aisles of the big store.

Now, they can see the roll gate and the creatures which push
at it ineffectively. The c<wo men roll their barrow up very
close to the gate. When the 7ombies catch sight of the humans
their efforts are renewed. They set up great moaning sounds

and push harder at the cage.
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The Troopers leave the barrow and disappear back among

the aisles.

266A They run onto the interior escalator, bounding down faster
than the moving steps, then they run across the first floor
until they sgg]the lower level-roll gate.

2468

267 A There are creatures wandefing the concourse, but none of
them are at the gate.

Aem B Peter: LET'S GO BROTEER...THE OLD OKEY DOKL.

The men move up to the roll gate. A Zombie lumbers past.

Roger speaks to the creature:
Roger: HEY, UGLY.

The creature turns instantly. Registers. Then dives for
the gate with a moaning roar. 1Its mouth opens and its hands
clutch. The gate pops forward from the creature's thrust,
but it holds tightly. The action causes Roger to jump even

ﬁhough there is no immediate danger.

Peter: LET'S RAISE SOME HELL...HEY...HEY...

(he is shouting)

Roger: OVER HERE...LET'S GO OVER HERE...
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268 Other creatures along the concourse turn toward the Departmen+

269

270

271

272

273

274 A

Store. They lumber along attracted by the sounds.

At the gate, several Zombies push at the metal grids. The

Troovers back away, but stay in sight of the creatures.
Peter: JUST GIVE IT TIME...GIVE IT TIME.

Upstairs, the Zombies at the upper gate are attracted by the

commotion on the first floor. They begin to move away from

_the gate and they lumber along the balcony toward the stair-

ways and escalators.

‘

In the maintenance office, Stephen still rummages. He finds

a loaded handéd gun and he stuffs it into his telt.

Then he moves to the large cabinets containing the walkie

talkies and the keys.

In the corridor, the stray Zombies move in and out of the
executive offices as they draw nearer to the Maintenance room.
Several creatures fall over one another as they try to move
down the up escalator. Others are pushed out onto the first
floor by the down escalatos. They scramble to their feet and

move toward the Department Store..

In the concourse, many of the creatures are moving toward

the gate and already there are a dozen or so clutching and
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pushing at the metal grid. Throuch the crowd, Peter can see

2714 B

275

276

277

several other creatures lumbering down the stationary steps.

Peter: . OK...THEY'RE COMIN'...

The big man readies his walkie talkie, pulling the antenna

out full.

Peter: GO ON UP...STAY OUTA SIGHT BUT LEMME KNOW

WHEN ITS CLEAR ENOUGH.

Roger, clutching his walkie talkie, disappears among the
aisles as he runs, crouching, into the store. Peter tries

to hold the attention of the creatures at the gate.

Peter: RIGET HERE, BABIES...THIS IS WHERE IT'S AT...

YOU DUMBASS SUCKERS...YOU DUMB....YOU ARE DUMB!

Upstairs, the doors to the elevator glide open again and

Roger moves through the second floor aisles stealthily.

St taking the maintenance manual, starts to leave

office. Just as rs around the corner, Sees the

first Zombie approaching from the The Creature sees

him as well, and reac reaching out its arms.

about twen eet away. Stephen ducks back into the office

slams the door.
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277 B
277 C
277 D

277 E

278

279

277 A (insert)

Steve takes manual and leaves maitenance office.
Steve walks down interior corridor.

Steve opens door to exterior corridor - zombies attack.

The zombies clutch as Ste phen tries to close door on zombie 13's arm.

Stephen runs back down interior corridor.

Steve starts up the firestair door, Fran calls. Steve takes...realizes
he will lead creatures up to her. He closes door and moves toward maitenance

office and runs in.

Steve runs into maitenance office slamming the door.
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A second creature is moving up behind the first, and anotrer

enters the corridor from the accounting office.

The metal door locks only with a key. Stephen fumbles for a
moment with his rifle, then he dives for the key cabinet.
There are hundreds of keys on the rings. He looks at the

wall map. He can't focus in his panic.

In the hall, the first creature slams against the foor. It
doesn't even have the intelligence to reach for the knob.

It pounds on the door with its hands.

The pounding increases Stephen's panic. He stares at the map

trying to focus on the maze of nunbers.

The second creature reaches the door and claws at it. The

third approaches slowly.

-

Stephen rattles among the keys. His fingers shake and he

cannot decipher the numbers.

Outside, one of the creatures, in its random clutching, takes

hold of the knob and pushes in and out, not yet turning it.

Stephen, clutching one ring of keys, throws himself against
the door, still trying to read the numbers. The knob finally
turns. The door opens against Stephen's weight. He manages
to slam it shut despite the pushing of the creatures. He

throws the keyring down and grabs his gun.
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Roger speaks into his walkie talkie:

Roger: I THINY. WE CAN MOVE THE WAGOMN.

Peter, downstairs, talks into his unit:

Peter: CLEAR?

Roger: (over talking unit)

NOT ALTOGETHER, BUT THEY'RE SPREAD OQOUT PRETTY

GOOD...ENOUGE TO MOVE THE WAGON.

284 B

290

291

292

293

The creatures slam against the first floor gate, but it holds
securely. Peter stares at “he beasts as he lowers his talk

unit. He backs slowlv away into the cdeoths of the store.
Upstairs, Roger peers from oehind a counter.

The second floor gate is clear.

On the balcony, we see several creatures still wandering
aimlessly, but most of them have already moved down the

steps and escalators.

Peter is still in sight of the Zombies at the first floor

entrance. He clips his talk unit onto his belt, then ducks

and disappears among the aisles.
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¥e runs, crouching out of sicht, until he rounds a far wall

and cnmes up into the elevator.

He enters the car and pushes "2". The doors glide shut and

the car begins to move up.

At the door of the Maintenance Office, the knob turns again.
The door pushes open agaiﬁst Stephen's weight. His feet slicde
on the linoleum floor. He cannot get the door élosed this
time. Biting his lip, he makes the sign of the cross, and

he backs suddenly into the room, holding his rifle high.

The floor flies open with a great slam, and the three Zombies

advance into the office. Sfephen tries to aim carefully at

the leader, and he fires.

Just as the elevator doors open, Peter hears the gunfire.

He hesitates for a moment, then runs toward the entrance arch.

Roger is poised at one of the side locks on the gate. The

gunfire stops him also as he is unlocking the mechanism.

Along the balcony, some of the creatures turn around in con-

fusion. They walk this way and that, attracted by the sound.

Peter thunders up behind Roger.

Peter: WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?
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Roger: FUZZ MAYBE?

Peter: OR MAYBE FLYBbY. WHERE'S IT COMIN' FROM?
Roger: CAN'T TELL.

Peter: COME ON. O?EN UP.

Roger: MAYBE WE SHOULD SEE WHAT'S HAPPENIN'...
Peter: OPEN UP. I CAN GET THE WAGON OVER.

IF IT IS FLYBOY, LET'S GET HIM ON OUR SIDE.

Roger moves to the second lock. More gunfire.

(settinc his weapon on the floor)
Peter: YOU JUST COVER ME GOOD, YOU HEAR?

Roger moves to the third lock as Peter stands and grabs on

to the handles of the barrow.

The body of a dead Zombie hits the floor, its head shot

through{ Nearby lies the corpse of the first creature to

break into the Maintenance Office.

The third staggers into the room.. Stephen stands fast now.
He holds his rifle out in front of him. The creature walks

toward the gun. Steve holds his hands on the trigger. The
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Zombie lunges suddenly, and its hands grab the gun barrel.
Steve fires, but the blast tears through the creature's
chest. Steve struggles to raise the barrel but the motion
of the Zombie makes it impossible to aim accurately. The
gun fires again, this time grazing the Zombie's neck. With
a sudden burgt of energy, the creature is able to wrench the
gun free. Steve backs against the wall. The creature tosses
the rifle across the room where it slams to the floor by one
of the desks. Then the Zombie advances on Steve. Steve is
right next to the key cabinet. He grabs at it, trying to
find some weapon. His hand feels the tools in the cabinet.
e comes up with a hammer. The Zombie is just about to reach
him when Steve pulls the hammer out and upsets the cabinet.
The Zombie fumbles with the cabinet at its feet, but it

does not fall. When Steve *ries to hit the creature's head
with the tool, he misses and the Zombie grabs at his arm,
trying to bite it. Steve wrenches free, and the two bodies
fall to the floor. Now the creature is clutching at the
man's legs, it's teeth barcd like an animal. Steve kicks
desperately and manages to land a blow squarely in the
creatures face. The Zombie comes oﬁ after him again, and
from his crawling position, Steve is able to bring up the
hammef on an uppercut with the creature's jaw. The creature
falls back enough for Steve to crawl across the floor away
from it. It follows, but Steve reaches the desk where he
grabs up his rifle. Rolling on the floor, he €fires several

shots into the creature, finally destroying it.
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"n 302 The second floor gate rolls up with a runble and Peter runs

O

out of the Department Store with his barrow full of supplies.

303 The action attracts the attention of several of the creatures

¢ which are still wandering the balcony. They turn slowly.

304 Just as he rounds the corner, Peter almost collides with
one creature, and can Larelv keep from upsettinc the barrow.
He manages to get past, and he runs as fast as he can toward

the opening of the adrinistrative corridor.

305 Roger does not let the gate roll up too high. He stabilizes
~ the metal grid well within reach, then he stands his post
with Peter's rifle. Several creatures approach fronr the
opposite direction. Roger fires at the closest one. It falls.

The others are still too far away to waste bullets.

306 A Stephen steps over the corpses in the office and grabbing

up the maintenance manual,| he rushes into the,corridor asd Quas ovX
306 B dhe dee® 4o 4ha Sx T <o’ @, doe-

Job & Sdeuwg 2vAag JdeowuN ExT. Commiiosnr,
307 Is=r€e more creaturesgmove towara nim up the hallway.

Fove tuw ) 1 Faem $ha vy
Al Sreard Jer Al

308 At first Stephen freezes, then he starts backing toward the

firestair, his rifle poised.
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Just as Peter is about to reach the mouth of the corridor,
a zombie steps out of the hallway right in his éath. Peter
slams the barrow sguarely into the creature's legs. The
7ombie fa>ls into the barrow on top of the suoplies.

The big man slams the load against a wall at the mouth of
the corridor, and before the Zombie can get its balance,
the big Trooper reaches down and grabs the creature by its

jacket lapels. With all his might he flincs the dead thing

out against the balcony railing.\ The creature flips

309 %

over tne raii at its walst, but does not fall off the balconv.

Its arms and legs are flailing as Peter cones up quickly

behind it and flips it over the rail.| The creature maxes

2w C

310

311

312

no sound as it plummets tO the concourse below.

Roger fires again at a zombie which is drawing dancerously
near. Other creatures throughout the area are again converging

on the Department Store en+rance.

Peter wheels the barrow in:o the mouth of the corridor and

he sees Steve at the other end of the hall, the three Zormbies

still closing in.
Peter: HOLD IT FLYBOY.
Steve freezes. He can barely see Peter, his line of vision

blocked by the advancing 72ombies. The creatures are about

thirty feet away from him.
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Peter: - DON'T GO INTO THEE STAIRWAY.
Stephen is confused. The creatures advance.

Peter: DON'T OPEN THAT DOOR, BAEBY. YOU'LL LEAD

RIGHT UP WITH YOU.

Steve is on the verge of panic.

Peter: RUN FOR IT. RUN THIS WAY.

The Zombies are drawing closer and closer.

Peter: COME ON, MAN. RUN THIS WAY.
YOU CAN RUN RIGHT THROUGE 'E!.

WE GOTTA LEAL 'EM AWAY FROM HLRE!

'EM

Steve sizes up the corridor. It is narrow, but there is roonm

to run past the Zombies.

Peter: COME ON, FLYBOY.
YOU CAN MAKE IT.

COME ON!

With a sudden move, Steve hreaks into a run. He passes the

first creature easily. The second grabs him as he runs past,

but the man keeps his footing even though he slams against

the wall of the corridor. He keeps moving forward. The third
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creature stands right in his path. Steve jowers his head

ams into the zombie's chest like a football linerman.

and sl
d falls. Steve falls as well, and

The creature flies back an

ard the mouth of the passageway. He regains his

pursue him, and he runs to

tumbles tcw
footing as the creatures turn to

the end of the hall where Peter waits.

Peter: NOW...HIT FOR THE DEPARTMLNT STORE...GO:

The two men run across the balcony. They slam into two

em but without

other Zombies which clutch and grab at th

success.

At the entrance arch of the big store, Roger fires at another

It falls. Other Zombies

creature which is getting close.

are approaching, but steve and Peter dive into the arch in

time, and the three men manage to jower the gate without a

problen.

mbies converge On the area as they did before, clutching

The 20O
which holds them out securely.

and pushing at the metal cage,

The three humans breathe heavily with exhaustion as they

back away from the gate.
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Peter: DOIMISTAIRS AGAIN...

SAME TRICK.

P

The men move through the aisles of the store and\qo crashing

333 ©®

324 A

down the escalator.

on the first floor they run toward the lower gate where they

pull up wheezing with exhaustion.

Steve: WHAT DO WL DO...

‘

Roger: LET 'CM KNOW WE'RE HERE...

(shouting)

WHOOOD HOO000ND...OVIP HERL...YLEE HAAAAANMA

Steve starts to laugh at tha ludicrous situation. Peter
smiles at the young pilot.

Peter: YoU DID ALRIGET THIS TIMI, FLYBOY.

HOW 'BOUT IT?

Stephen laughs some more, rervously at first, then whole-

heartedly. Then he lets out 2 loud:

Steve: WHOOOOOOOQOOEEEEEEEEE. ..

He has joined the cowboys. He is like a child, almost

exultant with the joy of their victory...
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The three men shout throuch the cage at khe creatures, which

334

325

32§

(3

326 A4

306 # S ar 3ec Yo Ta+. Conmudoa ... o@ims Knob 84 o tidimt - bu\’;’e°~?
330 C # 5 moves dewn Tar. Corridon fquerd T thain .

328

329

are already gathering at the gate.

Cut on thes concourse, a few Zombi=s wander aimlessly, but most
are heading for the first floor Department Store Arch, where

the commotion reigns.

On the upstairs balcony, Zombies again move toward the

stationary steps and the escalators.

The three creatures in the Administrative corridor move toward

the open mall. Two walk out onto the balcony, but the last

‘one turns into an open office. Then it staggers back out and

heads down the hall toward the firestair.

K

Fran can fajintly hear the "whoopinag" of the men as she

moves toward the stairway Aoor, which is still open.

She steps out onto the landing and looks down into the
darkness. The shouting stops. She is desperate with fear.
She moves back into the storage room, then back onto the

landing. Now her fear starts turning into anger.

Fran: SHIT...

She takes a few steps down the stairs. Stops. Goes back up.

Fran: GOD DAMMIT.
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She starts down again.

330 In the corridor below, the creature walks into another office.

Then it moves back into the hall.

331 A The Zombies crash against the first floor gate.| It holds.

33\‘3 The men crouch in the shadows of the alsles.

Roger: WE JUST GOTTA WAIT LONGER BEFORE WE MOVE.

Peter: NO. THERE'S ALWAYS A CHANCE OF SOMLC OF THEM

STAYIN' UP ON THE BALCONY.
Roger: YEAH, BUT WE CAN HANDLE THAT. WE CAN BREAK THROUGH

Peter: IF ANY OF THEM SEE US OR HEAR US, THEY'LL JUST

FOLLOW US ON UP. IT'S NO GOOD.

Roger: WE CAN SURE AS HELL OUT RUN 'EM...LOAD UP WHAT

WE CAN AND GET OUTA HERE.

Peter: I'M THINKIN' MAYBE WE GOT A GOOD THING GOIN' HEPEL.

MAYBE WE SHOULDN'T BE IN SUCH A HURRY TO LEAVE.

Roger: OH, MAN...
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Peter: IF WE COULD GET BACX UP THERE WITHOUT THEM
CATCHIN' ON, WE COULD HOLE UP FOR A WHILE.
LTIt AT LEAST LONG ENOUGH TO CATCH A BREATH.

CHECK OUT THE RADIO. SEE WHAT'S HAPPERIN'...

Roger: MAN, I DON'T KNOW...

Steve: THERE'S SOME KIND OF PASSAGEWAY OVER THE TOP

OF THE STORES.

The Troopers look at the voung Pilot, almost surprised to

hear him speak. He has been guiet up until now.

I DON'T KNOW IF IT'S JUST HEATING DUCTS OP

Steve:
IF IT'S SOME KIND OF ACCESS. I SAwW IT Oii A
MAP.

Peter: UPSTAIRS.
LET'S GO.

The three move off down the aisles, then duck out of sight

The Zombies clutch at the metal gate, 3314

around a corner.

moaning and rattling the grid loudly.

In the Maintenance hallway. we see the thick manual lying

on the floor. It is kicked by a lumbering foot as the Zombie
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in the corridor wanders into another office. The creature

ignores the book, as it does the corpses which lie strewn in

the hall.

In the firestair, Fran is on the middle landing. She is
suddenly overcome with a wave of nausea. She clutches at
her stomach, wretching. She sits on the landing, letting

her heaé flop against the wall. She is almost in tears.

The upstairs doors of the Department Stcre elevator open anc

~
the men trot out.| As they clear a wall, they can see the

There are no Zombies at the gate, but two are seen driftinc

WATCH IT...DON'T LET 'EM SEE YOU.

The men move stealthily along the aisles. They look up

at the ceiling and see a series of large grillwork panels.

Peter shines his flashlight beam up into one.

The ceiling is about twelve feet high, but the light beam

penetrates the grille enough to reveal a fairly large space above

333
334 A
3348  entrance arch.
335
along the balcony outside.
336 Peter:
337
338 Roger:

LOOKS BIG ENOUGH TO CRAWL THROUGH.

Peter: THEY'RE LOCKED.
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Roger:

Steve:

Peter:

Rocrr:

Steve:

129

DAM::. THAT'S TEOSC OTIER LOCK NUMBILRS WL

SAW Oii THE CHART.

WHY THE HELL WOULD THEY BE LOCKED?
JACKPOT, FLYBOY. YOU'RE ALRIGHT.
WHAT?

THEY'RE LOCKED BECAUSLC YOU CAXN GET THROUGE

'EM EASY FRCM OTHER PARTS QF TIHEE BUILDING.

OVER EERE.

Steve notices that one of the ceilinc orids is very close

to the elevators. DPeter looks at the grid, then down at

the double doors.

Peter:

THE ELEVATOR SHATIT.

He moves over ané hits the button. The doors’ ooen.

Peter:

HOLD ‘'E!H.

Roger stands against the rubber safety bumper, holding the

car doors open wide. Peter steps up on the hand railinc

which runs around the car and he reaches up for the escapc

hatch, which is held in place by four knub-headed bolts.
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removes the bolts quickly and is able to dislodage the hatch
cover and pass it down to Stephen. Then the big man sticks

his head up through the opening.

He looks around in the elevator shaft, shining his flash
this way and that. Then he sees another grid in the wall of

the shaft.

Peter: IT'S HERLC...AND IT AIN'T LOCKED.
GLCT A SCREWDRIVER AND SOMETEIN' TO STAND O

FOR I HELREL.

Roger: I KROW WHLRE THE TOOLS ARE., GELT OINE OF TIOSE

TABLLS.

Roger ducks off down an aisle and Stephen moves to the nearby
furniture department where he grabs a lightweight lamp table.
The elevator doors close. When Steve returns with the table
he has to hit the button again. The doors open. Peter is
already climbing out of the car and up into the shaft. teve
use the first table to hold the doors open and he goes to
get another. This time he gets a larger coifee table.
Bringing it back, he sets it under the ovening in the car
and séts the smaller table on top. -Then he climbs up,

sticking his head out onto the shaft. The doors close again.
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In the greasy black shaf+, amid the cables and elevator

mechanisms, Peter examines the wall grid with his flashlight.

Peter: IT'S ALRIGHT...WE CAL GET IT OFF.

YOU FOUND IT FLY3OY.

Even thouch he speaks softly, Peter's voice has an eerie,.
echoing sound in the narrow shaft.

343 B

The car door opens. | Steve ducks down to see Roaer, Who bears

a screwdriver and pliers along with some other tools in a

shopping bag.

Roger: CitE-STOP SEOPPING...ANYTHING YOU NELD RIGET

AT YOUR TINGERTIPS.

Steve relays the tools up to Peter, who immediately begins
to work on the screws which.mount the grid into the wall

frame. He passes the flashlight to Steve who holds the beanm

steadily on the work area.

Fran sits in the stairwell, her hand over her mouth. It is
very quiet for a moment, then she hears a slight clicking.

Her head snaps to attention. She stares down at the bottom

landing. There is a thump at the door.

Slowly, the woman stands to her feet, her eyes transfixed

or.- the door below.

> ormbit " S oounds € durns Kmab ... turnt Kneb .. . deer cpans

8 lew
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Fran: STEPHEN.

The door starts to open. Light creeps in. The slow, lumbering

figure of the Zombie moves into the firestair. Choking back

a scream, Fran turns and runs up the stairs. The creature

below follows, unsure of itself in the dim light.

At the top, Fran makes it.into the storage area and slams
the door. For a moment, she just backs away in terror. Then
she gathers her wits and moves to drag the food cartons over
as a barricade. She struggles with one of the cartons. It

is very heavy and so large that she cannot get a good grip.

The smooth cardboard slips in her hands.
The Zombie has almost reached the middle landing.

Roger looks down through a ceiling grid. | He sees the interior

34g S

349

of a Sporting Goods Store. . Along one wall is an arsenal of
the latest in weaponry for the Sportman.

Roger: SWEET JESUS!

Peter: I SEEN IT. COME ON.

The men are in a large ductwork which seems to run along
the whole length of the mall. They move as. quietly as the?

can. There are several side tunnels which branch off in

both directions.
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1 f 350 Steve passes another ceiling grid and he looks down.| He
C . . .

' 25098 sees a fully equipped radio and electronics shop.

! 350 A Roger: I HOPE YOU KNOW WHLRL YOU'RE GOIN', BUDDY.
C

| Peter: (who is leading)

|

|

THIS IS IT. COMC ON.

|

351 Fran struggles with the carton. She gets it ageinst the door
finally and moves to haul another.

352 on the landinc, the Zombie has reached the top. It makes for

} ‘;: the door.

353 Before the woman can bring another carton over, she sees the
door move. She throws herself against it, but can't plant
her feet well because of the carton on the floor. The door
moves an inch at a time. Then the creature's hand reaches
into the room. It clutches at the edge of the door.

354 Fran panics and:runs back towards the escape pyramid, where
she turns and faces the door.

355 The creature is straining against the weight of the carton.

Now, both its hands clutch :the edge of the door. The carton

moves another inch...and another. Now, the creature's head

can be seen as it strains to get through the widening space.
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Pran's'eyes are wide, almost hypnctized. She looks around for
someting to use as a weapon. The room is bare but for the
cartons and the water drums. She is about to opt for the
skylight, when she catches a glimpse of Roger's knap sack

in the shadows. She runs for it as the creature finally

breaks into the big room.

Thw woman's hands trermble as she ruﬁmages through the cloth
sack. HNothing appropriate. She dumps the contents out:
ammunition, mace cans, batteries, flares...flares. She
nervously grabs up one of the cylinders and her shaking

hands trv to deal with the paper wrapping.

The Zombie moans as it draws nearer. It is approachinc the

pyranid of cartons.

Fran manages to free the wrapping, ancd she snaps the cylinder

in two at the mark.

Now the Zombie is between she and the pyramid, cutting off
her immediate route. It is very near. Fran backs away a
few steps as she tries to strike the head of the flare on

the small striker at the tip of the cylinder cap. It doesn't
fire...she tries again...and again. Now, the Zombie has

reached the knapsack. It kicks through the items on the floor,

knocking the other flares rolling.
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Fran's flare finally catches, and with a great whoosh, the
bright flame shoots out startling the woman as well as the
advancing Zombie. The creature's eyes go wide and it brings
its arms up so as to avoid the brightness. The intense,
thte flame casts eerie light over the creature and throws
the Zombie's shadow, in an enormous size, against the
cartons ancé the wall. The Creatufe backs away a few steps

almost tripping over the articles on the floor.

Fran manages to advance close enough to snatch up two extra
cylinders, then she skirts around the Zombie in a wide arc.
The creature swats at the air with its arms, keeping its

distance, but still threatening.

Fran considers the door to the firestair, but decides on the
pyramid. She has circled around to a point where she can
climb up from behiné the moaning Zombie. She rushes for the
cartons and starts to climb, but she loses her footino.trying
to hold the flares in both hands, and she crashes into the
topmost carton. It starts to slide off the pyramid and the
woman can't prevent it. The heavy case tumbles to the floor.
It almost crashes into the Zombie. The creature starts to

clutch at the pyramid.

The stack of cartons being »ne-teo-short, Fran can reach
the skylight with her hands but  she cannot pull herself un.
She accidentally drops two of the flares, including the lit

one. It tumbles to the floor behind the pyramid where it
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no longer offends the Zombie's eyes. Now the creature tries

to climb toward the woman.

Fran grabs the last flare in her mouth and reaches up with
both hands for the edge of the skvlicht. She 1ifts with all
her might. Her feet come off the carton tops. She strains,
but she cannot pull herself up. As Bhe tries to lower her
feet back onto the cartoﬁs, the pyramid shakes and wobbles
from the Zombie's weight. The creature is making progress;

it's hand can almost touch Fran's foot.

Peter drops out of a ceilina orid. He lands in a plush office.
Roger's legs appear throuch the open grid, then he too swings

Gown, holding on as long as he can with his hands so as to

soften his landéing.

Suddenly, we are aware of a third person in the room, seated
in a large chair at the desk. Roger startles and grabs for
his gun. Peter just stares. They are in the President's

office. The Presicdent, some days earlier, shot himself

through the head while sitting in the locked room.

Peter: CcCOMLC OW...
Steve struggles overhead.

Peter: JUsT DROP, I GOT YOU...
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Bteve: Icean'T.. I,

Peter: (to Roger)

THF DESK...GIMYE A EAND.

The two Troopers grab the big desk and slide it away from
the President's corpse. The action makes the corpse's chair

spin slightly, and his wide, terrified eyes seem to watch

the action.

The desk in place, Steve's toes can reach its surface. He
loses his balance slightly and pulls back up. He Kicks a
picture frame off the desk and it falls to the floor, shattering

the glass over photos of the President's wife and children.

Peter: COME ON.

Steve finally gets footing on the desktop, and he lowers him-

self into the room. He stares at the corpse in the big chair

as Roger helps him off the desk.

362 Peter is already unlocking the door to the corridor. He opens

it a crack ané peeks out.

363 The corridor is empty ° : : o . At the end he St

A ¢« = .

Mo dewhich wo .. . . .
l€ads o ‘the R+, Certr oo,
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‘ 364 A As the other men come up behind him, Peter opens the door

guietly and slips into the hail. ii iifrts to walk
qu\‘r.\u: ocK wer OGar, o
’ toward the ’ : . : fgosjriéf o

G-S S{QC)\M\ . . . .
~e bac .wards up the corridor toward the firestair.

-~

I d . N
~ down 4he Sxv. Cemr(ocr towoard ko

o+ ¥
o A door wiNCh Ao hadlds © ®.

JeuB Telte moves quicks
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365 Peter's hands grab the barrow handles and he starts to pull

the cart down the corridor, walkinag backwards he always faces

the mall opening.
elorches
366 & In the corridor, Stephen ¢ ........ ', the maintenance manual.

—

peter backs slowly up the hall. The wheels of the cart sgueak,

Roger kicks the

last corpse close to the corridor wall.\ Stephen then notices

that the firestair door is open wide.

A.
Steve: JESUS CHRIST.

-

He bounds toward the door. Roger spins to see what happened,

and Peter turns around, quickening his pace. Steve trots off

up the steps.

Roger: (to Peter)
COME ON...YOU GOT IT.

EB_Peter runs the last few yards pulling the cart with him.

As he gets to the doorway. Roger breaks up the steps.
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Steve breaks into the storage area...he drops the manual...
Steve: FRANNIE!

The woman turns in Steve's direction. The Zombie swats at
the flare and sends it flying out of Fran's hand. che
startles and the cartons feel as thouch théy will topple.
She holds herself steady with both hands. The Creature is

grabbing at her legs. éhe kicks.

Steve raises his rifle and moves in for a closer shot...
Roger: DON'T SHOOT...THEY'LL HEAR YA...

Roger has arrived in the room. The two men charce the nyranmid.

The creature 1is stiil clutching at Fran. She kicks violently
just as Roger pulls at the back of the Zombie's clothing.

the creature hits the floor and falls. Just as it kneels up,
Steve brings his rifle around like a baseball bat, smashing
the butt into the thing's head. Then Roger delivers a blow

with his gun, straicht down, like a battering ran.

Steve rushes to Fran. She falls off the cartons into his

arms sobbing and choking.

Steve: FRANNIE...ARE YOU ALRIGHT?

YOU OK, FRANNIE? HEY...
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The woman 1s incoherent. She is clutchinc her stomach.

Peter appears in the doorwav carrying the T.V. and several

other items. He dumps them on the floor.

Peter: LET'S GET THIS STUFF UP, COME ON.

Roger is dragging the dead Zombie toward the door. Peter
comes to help him. Fran starts to wretch. Steve tries to

calm her. He gets some water in a can and brings it over.

Steve: FRANNIE...IT'S OK...COME O¥, IT'S OK...

ARC YOU HURT, HOI? DID YA HURT YOURSELF?

FRANIIL...

The woman cannot stop sobbing.

(2 S B
Downstairs, at the ¢ = ' ;... corridor, Peter peeks out.

He can see into the mall at the far end. The coast is clear.
He and Roger hurriedly carry the corpse into the hall and
roll it onto the floor. Then they retreat back into the
firestair. Peter holds the door open slightly and watches

the corridor for a moment. Convinced that they haven't been

seen, he closes the door quietly.

Peter: I THINK WE'RFE OK, BROTHER.
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They grab more supolies from the barrow and start upstairs.
Steve still tries to comfort Fran.

Steve: WE'RE OY...WE'RE ALL OK...
WE GOT A LOT OF STUFF...

ALL KINDS OF STUFF...

In the backoground the two Troopers bring their load of
supplies into the big room and deposit ther near the T.V.

Then they go downstairs for another load.

Steve: THIS IS A TERRIFIC PLACE...FRANWIE,
THIS PLACE IS PCLRFECT.

WL GOT IT MADE IN HERE...FRANNIE.
The woman still connot ston sobbing and wretching.

Now, the enormous barricade of food cartons is stacked against
the door acain. It is quiet but for the little noises of
eating and the occassional rustle of paper. We also hear

a faint electronic whistle, but we do not recognize it.

As we see more of the room, we find our refugees sitting near
the reconstructed pyramid o~ the floor. Peter seems to be
asleep sitting up against the pyramid. Roger is nibbling at

delicacies from the Department Store's Gourmet Deparment.
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Their "loot" is laved out afound them on the fioor. Rogar,
as he eats, is leafing through the maintenance binder. There
is a stack of tools, some still in wrappings. There are
electric razors, still boxed: some clothing articles; the
radio, which will also play small cassettes of audio tapoe.
There are soaps, toiletries, pens, pencils and notebooks,
flashlights, cigarettes and several decks cf plaving carcs
with a cannister of chips. The items are clearly not all
functional. Some\aré representative of the luxnries which

are considered necessary by a consumer society.

They are all bathed in the blue glow from the television
screen, which Stephen tries to tune in. 1Its power cable is
spliced into the leads of a bare light fixture overhead.

Fran cannot be seen at first.

Roger: WIHHAT THE HELL TIME IS IT, ANYWAY?
Steve: ONLY ABOUT NINL.
Roger: AND NOTHING? (referring to the T.V.)

On screen we see the Civil Defense logo, and we realize

that the high pitched electronic signal is coming frqm the

set.
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Steve: AS LONG AS WE'RE GET”TING THE PATTER!N,

THAT MEANS THEY'RE SENDIMNG.

Roger snaps on the large, battery powered radio. He rolls
the dial getting nothing but static. Finally, he hears a
signal and he tunes it in. A badly modulated voice is droning
through the interference. It sounds like a war correspondent

sending a signal from very far away.

Radio: -+ .REPORTS THAT COMMUNICATIONS WITH DETROIT
HAVE BEEN KNOCKED OUT ALONG WITH ATLANTA,
BOSTON AND CERTAIN SECTIONS OF PHILADELPFIA

AND NEW YORK CITY...

Roger: PHILLY...

Steve: I KNOW J.A.S. IS OUT BY NOW...IT WAS A MADHOUSEL
BACK THERE...
PEOPLE ARE CRAZY...IF THEY'D JUST ORGANIZE...
IT'S TOTAL CONFUSION...I DON'T BELIEVE IT'S
GOTTEN THKIS BAD: I DON ‘T BELIEVE THEY CAL’

HANDLE IT.
LOOK AT US. LOOK AT WHAT WE WERE ABLE TO DO TODAY.

Peter's eyes suddenly blink open. None of the rest of his
body moves, so the other men do nct realize he is awake.
The big man stares at Stephen, who is getting emotionally

excited about their exploits as a team.



™

L

144

WE KNOCKED TEE SEIT OUT Or 'EM AND TEEY

Steve:
NEVER TOUCHED‘US...
NOT REALLY.
Peter: THEY TOUCHED US GNOD, FLYBOY. WE'RL LUCXY

TO GET OUT WITH OUR ASSES. YOU DON'T FORGET THAT.

The other men look at Petér. The racdio drones on with more

disaster reports.

Peter: YOU GET OVERCONFIDENT...UNMDERESTIMATE THOSE

2D

SUCKLRS...AND YOU GET EATLN. HOV YyOU LIKE THATZ

Peter speaks in low, unemotional tones. Stephen is transfixed.

Peter: THEY GOT A BIG ADVANTAGE OVER US, BROTHER.

THEY DON'T TEHIXNK. THﬁY JUST-BLIND ASS DO WHAT
THEY GOT TO DO. NO EMOTIONS.

AND THAT BUNCH OUT THERE? THAT'S JUST A HANDFUL
AND EVLRY DAY THERE'LL BE MORE.

A COUPLE HUNDRED THOUSAND PEOPLE DIE EACHE DAY
FROM NATURAL CAUSES. THAT PRCE'LY TRIPLES OR
BETTER WITI FOLKS KNOCKIN' EACH OTEER OFF TIIE
WAY IT'S GOIN'.

NOW SAY EACH ONE OF THEM COMES BACK AND KILLS

TWO, AND EACH ONE OF THEM TWO MORE...

YOU KNOW ABOUT THE EMPEROR'S REWARD?
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EMPEROR TELLS THIS DUDE, "I'LL GIVE YOU ANYTHING
I GOT, NAME IT"...DUDE PUTS OUT A CHESS BOARED...
SAYS GIMME ONE GRAIN OF RICE ON THE FIRST SQUARET,
TWO ON THE SECCHND: FOUR OK THE THIRD: EIGHT...
DOUBLE FOR EACH SQOUAPRPLE ON THE BOARD...

DUDE GOT ALL THE RICE IN THE KINGDOM, BABY.

WIPED THE EMPEROR OUT.

Steve: YEAH, BGT THESE THINGS CAN BE STOPPED SO
EASILY...IF PEOPLE WOULD JUST LISTEXN...

DO WHAT HAS TO BE DONE...

Peter: HOW ABOUT IT, FLYBOY?

LET'S SAY TEE LADY GETS KILLED.

YOU BL ABLE TO CEOP OFF HER HEAD?

Steve is stopped by this one. He stares at the big man.

He starts to open his mouth as though to say "yes", but he

stops himself. He just stares.

We see a closeup of Fran's face. She is lying down, listening.
When there is silence from Steve, she gets more attentive.
Then she sits up. She is in the shadows behind a wall of
cartons at one end of the room. She listens. Silence but

for the drone of the radio. She fumbles to light a cigarette.
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We can faintly hear sorme of the radic broadcast. The announcer

sounds unprofessional, and his voice is tired. He takes long
pauses between paragraphs. ';ﬂ:% S
Radio: ...GASSES OR CERTIAN TONINS WHICH MIGHT EFFECT

THE CREATURES. "EXPERIMENTS WITI HALLUCINIOGENS

HAVE BEGU!! AT HAVEFORD, IN THE HOPES OF PRODUCING
AN AGENT WHICH WILL CLOUD THE BRAIN AND PREVENRT
THE EFFECTIVE MOTOR COORDINATION OF THE BODY,
HOWEVER SCIENTISTS FEAR THAT THL CREATURES FUNCTION
OlN A SUBCONCIOUS, INSTINCTIVE LEVEL, AND THAT

SUCH DRUGS WILL HAVE LITTLE OR NO EFFECT.

IN NEVADA, CHEMICALS SPRAYED FROM CROP DUETING
AJRPLANLS HAVL HAD MORE OF AN ILL EFFECT Cii THL

HUMAN POPULATICN THAN ON THE WALKING CORPSLS...

Cut back to the men.

Peter:

Roger:

Peter:

Steve:

SHE ALRIGHT? (to Stephen)

SHE LOOKED BLOWHN.

WHAT D'YA EXPECT?

NO, I MEAN SHE REALLY LOOKED SICK...PHYSICALLY.

SHE'S PREGNANT.
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There is a long silence. The radio plays on. Finally, Peter

heaves a heavy sigh, then he closes his eyes again as though

instantly falling asleep.

Roger:
Steve:

Roger:

Peter:

Roger:

Peter:

HOW FAR ALONG?
THREE AND A HALF...FOUR MONTHS...

JESUS, STEVE...

MAYBE WE SHOULD TRY TO GET MOVIN'...

(without opening his eyes)

WE CAN DEAL WITH IT.
YEAH, BUT MAYBE SHE NEEDS A DOCTOR OR...

WE CAN DEAL WITH IT:. IT DOESN'T CHANGE A THING.

Now the big Trooper opens his eyes and looks hard at Steve.

Peter:

Steve:

Peter:

YOU WANNA GET RID OF IT?

HUH?

DO YOU WANT TO ABORT IT?
IT'S NOT TOO LATE

I KNOW HOW.
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Again we see Fran's face. She is listening. There 1is no
answer aucible. A tear rolls down the woman's cheek. The

radio drones on.

After a time, Steve appears. He is surprised to find the woran
awake. She sits on a new blanket from the steore. Another is
rollec up as a pillow where her head way lying. She wivpes away '

her tears with her cigarette still in her hand.
Steve: HEY...YOU OK?

F;an: ALL YOUR DECISIONS MADLC?

T"he man kneels next to her, not knowing what to sav.
Fran: DO YOU WANT TO...ABORT IT?

Steve: DO YOU?

She doesn't respond. She looks away, taking another drag on
the cigarette, which is burned down very low. Stephen sits

next to her and puts his hands on her shoulders.

Fran: SO I GUESS WE FORGET ABOUT CANADA, RIGHT?

Steve: (taking her in his arms)

JESUS, FRANNIE, TIIS SET UP IS SENSATIONAL.

WE GOT EVERYTHING WE NEED. WE SEAL OFF THAT
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Steve:

(cont.)

Fran:

Steve:

Fran:

139

STAIRWAY...NOBODY'LL EVER KNOW WE'RE UP HEERE.

WE'D NEVER FIND ANYTHINIG LIKE THIS...

I GUESS NOBODY CARES ABOUT MY VOTL, ECH?

COME ON, FRANNIE, I THOUGHT YOU WERLC SLTEPING.

WHAT HAPPENED TO GROWiNG VEGETABLES AND FISEING?
WHAT HAPPENED TO THE IDEA ABOUT THE WILDERIESS...
HUNDREDS OF MILES FROM ANYTHING AND AXNYROIY...
STEVE, I'M AFRAID.

YOU'RE EYPNOTIZED BY THIS PLACE. ALL OF YOU.
IT'S ALL SO BRIGET AND NEATLY WRAPPED TEAT

YOU DON'T SCE...

YOU DOI'T SEC THAT IT CAL BF A PRISOL.

She leans in to him, makino a final plea.

Fran:

Steve:

Fran:

STEPIEN, LET'S JUST TAXE VIIIAT WE NEED AID

KECP GOING.

WLC CAN'T HARDLY CARRY ANYTHING IN THAT LITTLE BIRD.

(angry)
WHAT DO YOU "'ANT? A NEW SET OF FURNITURE?
A FREEZER? A CONSOLL TV AND A STEFPEO?

WE CAN TAKE WHAT WE NEED. WHAT WE NEED TO SURVIVE.
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Cut to a close up of Peter's face. His eyes pop open.
Peter: SHUT THAT THING OFF.

Roger clicks off the radio. They listen. They hear slight
sounds coming from the firestair. The end of the room with
the barricade of cartons looks surreal in the blue glow of

the TV screen which still shines.

Roger crawls over and clicks the TV off as well. The electronic

whistle slowly dies. Silence.

Steve steps out from behind the wall of cartons. Fran peers
arouné the corner to look, but she still sits on the floor.
Another noise. The faint sgueeking of the door to the bottonm

of the steps. Then footstess on the metal stairs. Slow...

lumbering.

The faces of the humans all tighten. Peter and Roger pull

their rifles. Roger makes his ready.

Some thunping in the hall. Steve squats down and holdés Fran.
The sounds are closer now. The door behind the cartons clicks
but does not move. More pcunding...then silence.

After a time, the footsteps recede down the stairs.

Peter: SOMEBODY BET.ER SIT WATCH ALL THE TIME.
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Roger:

Peter:

Roger:

Peter:

151

THEY'LL NLCVER GET THROUGE THERE.

ENOUGE OF 'EM WILL.
%D IT AIN'T JUST Td{EM THINGS WE GOT TO WORRY
ABOUT. THAT CEOPPER UP THERE COULD GIVE US

AWAY IF SOMEBODY COMES MESSIi' AROUND.

WHAT ARE THEY GONNA DO? LAND ANOTHER PILOT
TO FLY iT OUT. THEY'RE NOT GONNA MESS WITH
A LITTLE BIRD LIKE THAT. THEY GOT ENOUGE On
TEEIR HALDS.

YOU KKOQ BACK IN PEILLY WE FOUXND A BOAT IN
TEL MIDDLE OF INDEPENDENCE SQUARE. SOMEBODY
mRYIR' TO CARRY IT TO TEL RIVER,-I GUESS.
DIDN'T MAKLC IT.

DAM!I! THING SAT THERE FOR EIGHT DAYS.

SOMEBODY FIKALLY GOT IT, THOUGH.

IT COMLS DOVN TO HOW MUCH ITS WORTH.

Fran ¢ucks back onto her blanket. She disgustedly lights

another cigarette. Steve sits next to her again.

Steve:

FRANNIE. ..

She doesn't respond.
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Steve: DAMMIT, FPAN, YOU KNOW HOW MANY TIMIS WE'D
HAVE TO LAND FOR FUCL TRYIN' TO MAKE IT UP
NDRTH? THOSE THINGS ARE OUT THERE EVERYWIERE.
AND THE AUTHORITILCS WOULD GIVE US JUST AS,
HARD A TIME...MAYBE WOPRSE..
WE'RLC I GOOD SHAPL HEPE, FPRANKIIEL.

WE GOT EVERYTHING WE NEED RIGHT HERE.
Stephen curls up with his head on the rolled blanket.
Steve: COML Oii...GET SOME SLEEP.

The woman doesn't move.
Steve: FRANNIE. COME Ou.

She grinds hir cicarette cat on the concrete floor and stretches
out next to the man. He puts his arm around her. Eis hands rub
up and down her body as he curls next to her. He opens her
blouse and reaches inside. He closes his eyes and hc seems
perfectly comfortable to rest in her softness. His hand moves
under. her clothing. She doesn't respond, at first, then her

body relaxes somewhat and she brings one of her arms up around

his head.

Steve: I'M NOT JUST BEING STUBBORHN.
I REALLY THINK TIIS IS BETTER.
HELL, YOU'RE THE ONE'S BEEN WANTIN' TO SET

11 HNOUISE .
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She stares off across the barren roomn. His hands continue

to move under her blouse.

In the Administrative Corridor, a few stray Zombies wander

among the corpses on the floor. One large and severely
yovnids on vy Scem $o v Tk CcARID R

wouncded creature . e .~ . P

been the one which was pounding at the door upstairs.

A female Zombie squats near one of the corpses in the hall.
She 1ifts its arm and moves it to her mouth, but she drops
it guickly, repelled by its coldness. She leans over and

picks at another corpse, then she stands and drifts toward

the mall.

Slowly the creatures leave the corridor and move out onto

the second {loor balcony. We begin to hear a voice fading

in over the scenes:
Voice: ... NOT ACTUALLY CANNIBALISM...CANNIBALISM IN
THE TRUE SENSE OF THE WORD, IMPLIES AN INTRA-
SPECIE ACTIVITY...THESE CREATURES CANNOT BE
CONSIDERED HUMAN...THEY PREY ON HUMAMNS...

THEY DO NOT PRLY ON EACH OTHER...

We see the mall balcony row. Zombies wander past the stores.

Some move down the stationary stairs onto the main concourse

below.
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Voice: THEY ATTACK AND...AND FLED...ONLY oY WARM

HUMAN FLESH...

At the mall entrances, some creatures drift out into the night.

Others still enter the enormous building. There are not as

many as there were in the afternoon, but there are certainly

enough to be threatening.

Voice: INTELLIGENCE? SEEMINGLY LITTLE OR NO

REASONWING POWER. WHAT BASIC SKILLS REMAIXN

ARE MORE REMEMBERED BEHAVIORS FROM...FRO™

NORMAL LIFE.

gseveral creatures are clawinc at the roll gate to the

departrment store. It is a strandge and eerie sight. The

staring, painted eyes of the manneguins within the store

seer to watch the zombies. The gate rattles but does not
budge.
Voice: THERE ARE REPORTS OF THE CREATUPES USING TOOLS,
BUT EVEN THESE ACTIONS ARE THE MOST PRIMITIVL...
THC USE OF EXTERNAL ARTICLES AS BLUDGEONS LTC.,
EVEN ANIMALS WILL ADOPT THE BASIC USE OF TOOLS

IN THIS MAXNNER.



389

"\

390

391

392

155

Fran's eyes pop open. The voice has awakened her. She has

been asleep on the blanket.

Voice: THESE CRECATURES ARE NOTHING BUT PUPE, MOTOQRIZED
INSTINCT...
The woman looks around. Morning sunlicht is spilling¢ in

through the skylights above. She sits up and peers into
the next area of the room. The men are gone. The television
is playing. On the tube we see a dishevelled man sittinog in

an emerqgency newsroom reacding the report.

Voice: THEIR ONLY DRIVE IS FOR THE FOOD WIICH SUSTAINS
THEM. WL MUST NOT BE LULLED BY THE CONCEPT
THAT THESE ARE OUR FAMILY MEMBLRS OR OUR FRIZLD
THEY WILL NOT RESPOND TO SUCH EMOTIONS. TILY

MUST BE DESTROYED ON SIGHT...

Fran sees that the barricad: of cartons is still in place
at the firestair door. She looks up. The skylight above the
pyramid is open. She realizes that the men are on the roof.

At the edge of the roof, Peter looks through binoculars.

About a quarter of a mile away, he sees the large warehouse
of a food processing chain. In the yard and in the large
open garages of the building, he sees a fleet of enormous

trailer-trucks parked.
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Steve: YOU SURL WE CAN START 'EM.
Roger: YOU HAVEN'T SPENT ENOUGH TIME Oiv THLC STRELT.
Peter: WELL LET'S GET IT UP. THERE'S NOT TOCO MAIY

OF ‘'EM AROUND YET THIS MORNIN'.

The big trooper looks down'to the parking lot below.

There are not as many Zombies as there were the day before,

and they wander aimlessly, spread out rather than in clusters.

The men move for the skylight.

In the storage area below, Fran is examining the maps in the

manual. The 1V still drones at a low volume. The men climb

down into the room.
Roger: HEY, FRAN...

Fran: I WOULD HAVE MADE COFFEE AND BREAKFAST,

BUT I DON'T HAVE MY POTS ANC PANS.

There is a bitterness in her voice. Roger laughs. Steve

the tension. Peter just straps on his equipment.

Fran: CAN I SAY SOMETHING?

senses
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Steve: SURE. WHAT DO YOU MEAN?
Fran: I'M SORRY YOU FOUND OUT I'M PREGNANT, BECAUSE

I DON'T WANT ANY OF YOU TO TREAT ML AXNY DIFFERENTLY

THAI! YOU'D TREAT ANOTHER GUY.

Steve: HEY, FRANNIE, COME OXN...

Fran: AND,...I M NOT GONNA BE DEN MOTHER FOR YOU GUYS.

They all look at her, attentive now.

Fran: AND I WANT TO KNOW WHAT'S GOING OX.

AND I WANT SOMETHING TO SAY ABOUT THEL PLANS.

THERE'S FOUR OF US, OK?

Steve: JESUS, FRAU.

Peter: FAIR ENOUGH!‘

Fran: NOW. WHAT'S GOIN' ON?
Peter: WE:RE GOIN' OUuT.

Fran starts to say something, but this time Peter cuts her off.
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Peter: ...AND YOU ARE NOT COMING WITEH US.
Again the woman starts to protest, but Peter continues.

Peter: AND YOU WILL NOT COME WITH US UNTIL YOU CAN
HANDLE YOURSELF. THAT MEANS LEARN TO SIIOOT

AND LEARN TO FIGHT.

The big man starts back up the pyramid. Roger moves to follow

him.
Fran: SOMLCTHING ELST.

The men look at her. She faces Rocer and Peter directly

without looking at Stephen.

Fran: I DON'T KNOW ABOUT YOU TWO, BUT I WANKA LEARN

HOW TO FLY THAT HELIOCOPTER.
Stephen is shocked. Fran looks at- him and lowers her eyes.

Fran: IF ANYTHING HAPPENS...

WE'VE GOTTA BE ABLE TO GET OUT OF HELRT.

Stephen doesn't know wha*t to say. He looks at the woman,

then up at the other men.
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Peter: SHE'S RIGHIT, FLYBOY.

COME ON, LET'S GO.

Fran: AND YOU'RE NOT LEAVIN ME WITHOUT A GUMN ACAI:N.

Stephen thinks about protesting but he complies by slowly
setting his rifle down on the cartons.. Then he fishes in his
pocket for a fistful of shells and dumps them next to the

gun. He stares at the woman angry and hurt.

Fran oicks up the weapon and shoots a glance up at Peter.

Fran: I JUST MIGET BE ABLL TO FIGURE OUT HOW TO

USE 1IT.

Peter and Roger disappear through the skylicht. Stephen stands

still. He looks down at the floor. Fran moves close to his

side.
Fran: I'M SORRY, STEPHLY.
(it is not an apology)
Steve: I KNOW...I KNOW...IT'S ALRIGHT?

He starts up to the skylight.

Fran: STEPHEN.
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Steve: YEAH.
He stops and turns to look at her. Her eyes are pleadinc for
understanding, but he is incavables of it at the monent. Fran

just shrugs 0ff whatever she was going to say, and she sichs

with exasperation.
Fran: BE CAREFUL.

Steve: YEAH, WE'LL BE ALRIGHT.

He disappears through the skylight. Fran stares down at the

weapon in her hands, then she steps over and clicks off

the television.

mhe sudcen, loud noise of the chopper engine as it hovers.

341 86
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Only Stephen is on board a: the controls.

In the cab of one of the big trailer trucks Roger is

crouched working on the wiring beneath the dashboard.

peter sits in the cab of another truck. He tries the complicatec

shift mechanisms and fidgets with the other controls. Then
he pulls out. He stops tae big vehicle with his cab just

abreast of the cab Roger 1s working in.

Peter: HOW ABOUT IT?
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Roger: GETTIN' IT.

“ Y

400 A Peter looks around. | The mall can be seen in the distance.

)
| 8 On the ground between, there are a few Zombies scattered

C about in little clusters. None of them present any immenent

| danger.
401 Roger sits up and is able to start his truck.

Peter: I'LL JUST RIDE PICK UP, I'M NOT TOO SURE OF

THIS THING...
Roger: I GREW UP IN ONE OF THESE, LET'S GO.

402 The great trucks lumber away from the warehouse. They pull
across the little loading lot and out a ramp toward the
roadway. Stephen hovers overhead in the chopper, following

the trucks as closely as he can.

‘ 403 on the roof of the mall, Fran clutches her rifle.| She sees

4o3 B the big trucks roar up over the hill, the heliocopter just
above them. It is a strange looking convoy as it speeds

toward the big shopping center.

404 Along the road, several Zombies try to stagger after the trucks

’-h but they are left in the dust of the speedidg vehicles.

The creatures lumber along slowly behind.
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The vehicles pull into the little grade which Joads into cthe

mall's parking lot. Yhey roar right toward the building.

At one of the building entrances, a cluster of Zombies is
moving in ané out of the main doors. Others wander nearby
in the parking lot. Attracted by the sounds of the encines,

the creatures turn and face the trucks.

Yo B

407

408

As Peter pulls his vehicle in a wide arc, Roger drives his
right up to the side of the building and he roars toward the
entrance doors. Then he skips his right wheels up onto the curb,
and with a creat, scraping crunch, the big truck pulls directly
abreast of the building, flﬁsh with the entrance. The huge

vehicle crushes several of the helpless creatures and knocks

others flying back.

The trailer of the truck has totally blocked off the mall
entrance. Several Zombies.trappeé inside try to push the
glass doors open. The doors move, but cannot be opened wide

enough for the creatures to get out.

The few creatures immediately around the truck begin clarboring
at its sides. Roger shuts off the engine and grabs his gun

as other Zombies begin clutching at the windows of the cab.
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Overhead, the whirlvkird hovers vary close by. |Now Peter's
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410

412

413

big truck pulls up alongside so that Peter's passencer door

is directly abreast of the free door on Roger's cab.

Peter's truck also crushes one or two of the creatures, but

there are still several in the irmmediate vicinity of the cats,

As Roger opens his door and scrambles into the other truck,
one of the Zombies grabs hold. PRoger just manages to kick

the creature off as the big truck pulls out and roars across

the lot.

The heliocooter flies straight un and directly over the roof
of the bis shopninc center, where Fran has ktcen watchino the
action. She now runs to the other sicée of the roof, the

wind fyom the chopper whinning her hair.

The chonper turns and waits for the bic

then the whirlybird escorts the trailer back to the warehousc

down the road.

Roger is whooping and hollering like a cowboy as the hic ricg

pulls up beside another of the parked vans.

Peter: COME ON, COYE ON...

THREE MORE EADRY.

Roger: LIKE A CHAPM, HUH?

T PEYSYVY = [ 1d P -l L 2. I T NYE)

truck to move up under it



N

4144 From tre heliocopter overhead, Stephen soots something
mOVince around the warehous2, | ke jockeys the chopper slightly
Y148 for a better look and he sees!a small group of Zombies wan-
Y1vd¢c derinc out of the big garage directly téward Roger's truck.
415A In the reantime, Peter's truck pulls away from the cab Roger
is in. | The big vehicle rolls into the large paved area behing
4158 the warehouse where Peter can turn it aroung easily.
41CA Stenhen swoops down with the big bird. ] He buzzes as close
"n 9140 as he can to Roger's truck, tryinc to sicnal the man.
417A Roger continues to work on the cables, still whooping like a
chilcd. | The Zorbies are very close at hand. They have just !
YN8 about reached the cab Stephen|buzzes again. Roger doesn'f
. énc 417 D v7A
notice. cockpIT HELIO, SHOT
, 417A c-v.
4134 Peter has now backed up into a position which enables him
to pull out. ! Ee looks up to see the heliocopter heacing
438 straight for him.
419 The big chopper buzzes right over Peter's cab then spins around

heading back for Roger.



lie can now see the

tfe trles to slam tne truck into gear,

One Zombie slams its hands acainst the driver-side window

The man startles and tries to untanale
himself from his cramped posit?on under the big steering

| The other creatures appear
at the passenger side of the cab, where the door is open.
Roger kicks violently, but can't
get a good position. le falls lower onto the floor of the cab,

his body almost knotted amono the controls and the shift sticks.

Peter's truck starts to roll,}but it accelerates slowly.

The heliocopter tries to buzz the clutching chouls, but they

The wind from the propellor blades whips

at the creatures' hair, making them look even more frightening

The man kicks and kicks, but he cannot deliver a solid blow
His hand gropes on the seat of the

truck for his rifle, which suddenly fires as the man's fingers

A shell blasts through the

chest of the lead creature, but the thing pays little attention.
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~
"‘ 420A Peter looks toward the other truch.
C 908 lurbering creatures.
but the complicated shift mechanism fights him.
¢ 42
1
‘of Roger's truck.
r wheel. He is stuck for a moment.
One grabs at Roger's legs.
" 422A
Y313 8
423A
do not even flinch.
4238
as they claw at the desperate Roger.
G
424
from his pinned position.
inadvertently hit the trigger.
425 Peter's truck is starting to roll faster.

He heads right for

Roger's cab.
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The heliocooter hovers as|Stechen tries to see the action.

416 ©

427

428

429

430A

Now Roger has a good grip on his gun, but he cannot clear
the long weapon from around the g2ar sticks. The lead Zorbdie
is actually scrambling into the cab and is all but on top of

the struggling Trooper.

The second creature is about to claw its way in when, with a

great roar, Peter's truck swings up and crushes it.
Roger is desperately trying to keep the other Zombie's mouth
away. They are wrestlinc now. The Zombie is wealk, as usual,

but Roger is still hampered by the vosition he is in.

Peter has pulled too far past the other truck. He slams his

rig into revecrse ané backs un. | ow his window js in a direct

4308

431

line with the open door on “cger's cab. He raises his rifle
and aims, but he cannot get a clear shot. He shouts loudly
trying to overcome the noise of the truck encine and the

hovering heliocopter.
Peter: GET ITS HEAD UP...GLCT ITS HEAD UP...

Roger realizes that Peter ir outside. He struggles with the
creature, dropping his gun. His hands manage to get a
stranglehold on the creature's neck. He pushes up with
all his might. The Zombie's hands are clutching at the

man's face. 1It's fingers p .sh at the man's eyes.
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432 peter sees the opportunity and fires. The gun roars loucdly.

433 ~he Zorbie's head flies apart. Remnants of blood andé brain
tissue solatter the inside of the cab ané the driver's window.
The curmy stuff flies into Rocer's face. The zorbie falls
lirmp, but Roger is still desperate. The dead weicht of the
creature is now on top of him, and .the bloody wound runs.
Roger is frantic. He freés himsel? with great heaves of his
body and he pushes the dead creature out of the cab. The
man's eyes are wicde with revelsion. He instantly brings up
nis sleeve to wipe the stains from his face. He is quivering

irn exirermas of erotion.

A suéddern crash. Rcger spins. The Zombie at the driver coor
nas smasned through the cal window with a brick. Roger,

still sharinc, dives down to the floor for his weapon.

434 peter tries to level off a shot but he cannot because Roger

is in the way...
Peter: GET DO'N...STAY DOWMN...I GOT IT:

Rocer, in his adrenalized ancer, sits up with his gun an<

dw
(V8]
(91

levels off on the creature himself. He fires. The shell
crashes through the already shattered glass and squarely

into the creature's head.
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Roger: YOU BASTARDS...YOU BASTARDE...

It seems as though his mind is snapping. His voice quivers

as does his body.

Roger: WE GOT 'EM, BUDDY...WE GOT 'EM DIN'T WE!
Peter: CcooL IT, MAN...GET YOUR HEAD...
Roger: WE GOT THIS BY THC ASS...GOT THIS BY TEE ASS!

Roger is screaming. He dives down to work on the jumoing

again.

Peter: HEY, ROG...GLT YOUR HEAD MAN...
COME ON...WE GOT A LOT TO DO...

ROGER. ..
There is no response from the other truck. Peter is about
to open his door and step out when suddenly Roger sits up
again. The engine of the truck roars. He seems to have
calmed down some. He looks across at Peter.

Roger: LET'S GO BABY...NUMBER TWO. ..

Peter: YOU ALRIGHT?
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Roger: PERFECT, BARY...PLRFECT!

Roger guns the engine on his truck. The big vehicle lurbers

out of the area. Peter follows suit.

The two Semis rumble out of the warehouse lot and start down

the gracde toward the road. The heliocopter escorts then.
A few Zomties are walking up the road slowly.

Roger's eyes get wide with anger. FHe steers his big rig right

for the creatures.

The front of the cab smashes into two of them. One is

crushed under the wheels, *he other flies back from the imunace.

Fran watches with anxiety.! She sees the two trucks pull up

494 8
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446

447

over the rise. The heliocopter buzzes along with them. We
hear spiritegd, military music as the convoy approaches the

mall building.

The two trucks roar around the entrance ramps into the park-

ing lot and again, the chopper zooms right over the roof.
Fran trots across the roof to see the action in the lot.

The trucks rumble toward the second set of entrance doors.

The music continues through the entire action.
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Roger steers his giant vehicle directly broaaside with the
doors. The cab knocks over several creatures and scrapes
against the building as the big trailer blocks off the

entrance. This time there are more creatures still alive

in the immecdiate area. They clutch at the cab of the truck

and leap at the doors.

Fran, watching from directly above, seems to be getting
inspired; caught up in the bravery of the moment. As she

sees the creatures converging on the truck, she aims her

rifle down at them. Before she fires,|Peter's rig slides

4418
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in very close to Roger's, the cabs abreast.

Peter's truck knocks over several of the clutchinc creatures.
One of the Zormbies, which is caught directly under the front
wheels, is still alive and clutching at the air. Several

creatures jump at Peter's ¢rviver side window.

Roger, grabbing his gun, moves to leave his truck on Peter's
side, but the rigs are too close together. His door will not
open enough for him to get through. He rolls down his wincow.
Peter has noticed that Roger's door will not open, and the
big Trooper is fumbling with the gear shift in order to oull

away, but he hears Roger shouting:

Roger: THE WINDOWS...OPFE: YOUR WINDO!...YOUR WINDOV...
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Peter dives across the cab and rolls down the passenger
window. Roger is leaning out of his open passenger window

and trying to cet his weapon into firing position. One or

two Zombies are squeezing through the narrow space between

the trucks. They are just about to reach Roger when he man-
ages to fire. His bullet kills the lead choul. Other Zombies
are moving around the front of Roger's cab and they will reach

him in a moment.

The heliocopter buzzes the area as|Steohen wstches the Zormbies

452 8
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converge on the cab.

Fran, her hair blowing from the pass of the chopper, tries to
aim her rifle carefully down into the pack of creatures. FKer
hair covers her eyes and she brushes it away with irritation.

Fran: ROGER. ..IN FRONT, ROGER...IN FRONT, ROGER...

She is shouting over the encine noises. She is getting

very excited.

Roger fires again ang again down the narrow space between

the vans. Another zZombie falls.

Peter: FOR CHRISSAKES COME ON!
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Roger is still emotionally crazed. He leans out of his
windov in a very wvulnerable position. He is whooping like

a child again as he tries to level off another shot.

Suddenly, he is grabbed from behind by a Zombie, and he
almost falls out of the window. He struggles to holé him-

self and keep a grio on his gun. Peter leans over and tries

to get a shot at the creature, but he cannot get a clean sicht.

Roger grabs the window frame on Peter's door and he tries to

pull himself up. Another creature grabs him from behind.

Fran watches with emotion in her eyes.

The bullet slams into the pavement kicking up a cloud of smcke.

It narrowly misses one of the creatures. Fran fires again.

This time her shot tears into the shoulder of the Zombie, but

The chopper zooms in very close.| Peter still cannot aim his

455
e
Fran: MOWSTERS! MOUSTERS!
She fires her gun.
456
.
it doesn't stop him.
457A
Y4578

rifle, but Roger, using both hands, brings his gun butt in
an uppercut. It slams against one of the creature's which
is grabbing him and drives the thing staggering back.

Then with a desperate, diving motion, Roger climbs through

the windows into Peter's cab.



( “)

3

173

458 Peter pulls the big rig away even while Roger's legs still
kick out the window. The Zombies grab at Roger's anlkles,

and one manages to hold on as the truck starts to move.

459 Fran fires again...ané again.

460 This shot rips into the Zombie which holds Roger's legs.
It lets go and falls, rollinc across the paverent. The
woman fires again. The bullet hits the pavement. The
treature is stroggling to its knees. She fires again. The
shot hits the creature's neck. Acain. Shoulder. Again...
head. The Zomktie sprawls on the cement. Fran is exultant.

She aims as another creature and begins to shoot.

461 The heliocopter passes overhead. The music is still stirrine.

462 In Peter's truck, which is just about to roll out of the lot,

Roger suddenly realizes:

Roger: JESUS!
Peter: WHAT?

Roger: MY GODDAM BAG...I LEFT MY GODDAM BAG IN THC

OTHER TRUCK.
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Peter brings his vehicle to a screeching halt.

Peter: ALRIGHT, NOW YOU SON OF A EITCH.

YOU BETTER SCPE!! YOUR FUCKIN' HEAD O, BABY!
Roger: YEAH, YEAH... I'M O.K. LET'S GO.

Suddenly, Peter grabs the'Trooper by his lapels and slams

his back against the door of the cab.

Peter: I MEAN IT. MNOW YOU'RE NOT JUST PLAYIN' WITH

YOUR LIILC, YOUR PLAYIN' WITH MINC!

The two men stare a%t each other for a moment. Rocer is

startlec somewhat out of his emotional rush.

Peter: (softer)

ALRIGHT, NOW ARE YOU STRAIGHT?

Roqger: YEAR,

Peter lets him go and returns to the wheel. He guns the
encine and the ciant truck roars into a big arcing turn in

the parking lot.

when Fran sees the truck returning, she looks up irom her

gun sights. The heliocopter has already flown over the roof,
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and{Stephen is confused as to why the truck hadn't appearec

Y4SA on the road.| Fran turns and tries to sicgnal to Stephen.

464 A He finally sees her and he flies closer. | The woman waves

H444B a signal and the chopper buzzes back over the lot.

465 Her hair blowing wildly, Fran takes up her post again, her
rifle ready. She thinks a moment, then begins to reload the
weapon pulling the shells from her blouse pocket.

466A peter's truck zooms back into position,[ again colliding witnh

H6( B some of the Zombies in the vicinity.

“ 467 Poger immediately climbs throuah the windows into the oriciral
cab. He snatches up his knapsack and several tools which are
strewn over the seat and floor.

Again the creatures convercge on the cab area. Two more cone
up between the trucks andé several come around the front of
the cab.

468 Fran is still loading.

469 The heliocopter buzzes.
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As Roger climbs back through.the windows, his pack acidertally
falls to the ground. With a reflex action, he drops between
the cabs, landing on his feet. He is facing the two creaztures
which are very close. He reaches up and with one hanc or each
of the open window frames, he swings his legs up hard. Eis
kick sends the creatures sprawling. He then benéds to collect

his pack. He is grabbed from behind.

Peter tries to level off his gun but he cannot get a shot.
3

Neither can Fran who is shouting from the roof.

Roger keeps his head this time. His first thought is for the
pack of tools. He tosses the sack into the cab of Peter's

truck as though he were making a hook shot with a basketball.

Peter catches the pack as several of the tools clatter out

and onto the floor of the ‘cab.

The creature which has a holé on Roger takes advantage of

the man's inbalance from throwing the knapsack. It bites at
the man's arm. Roger tears away, but blood appears at the
wound. Then Roger scuares off a solid punch richt to the
Zombie's jaw. The creature flies back and almost knocks over

the Zombies behind it.
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Roger jumps, making a grab for the window of Peter's cab.

The Zombies between the trucks, which Roger originally kicked
away, have regrouped. They advance and grab at the strugcling
trooper. Roger's feet try to get a hold on the side of the

door, but they slip.

Peter moves to drop his rifle and grab Roger's hands, but
Roger falls from the high window back to the pavement. Peter

draws his hand gqun.

Roger leaps again, his hands catching the window frare.

The Zombies are clutching at him. Again he swings up his
leas and kicks the creatures off balance. This time he
manaces to get his feet locked against the door and Peter
grabs the Troopers arm with his free hand, but another Zombie

is pulling at the man's shirt and still another makes a grab

for his legs.

Peter reaches out with his pistol and fires a point blank
shot at one of the clutching ghouls. It flies back andé
Roger is able to pull himself higher. His torso is just

about through the window when another creature grabs him.

Peter can no longer get a shot as Roger fills the window,
so the big man drops his ristol and pulls on Roger's arms

with all his might.
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Roger is almost all the way in but his legs still dangle,
kicking. Peter starts the truck. As it begins to roll
away, one of the clutching Zombies is able to get a solid
h@ld on Roger's left leg. The creature opens its mouth

and bites at the calf. Blood appears. The creature bites
again and this time it comes away with bits of flesh tangled

in a bloodstained strip of material from Roger's trouser.

Roger screams in pain and kicks violently. The truck

accelerates and the Zombie finally falls clear.

It rolls on the pavement for a little way before it stops.
Then it sits on the ground, looking like a gorilla. It still
has the bloody mass of flesh and material in its mouth. WWith
its handes it tries to separate the cloth from the more

important morsels.

A bullet pings into the cement near the chewing Zombie.

Another tears through its shoulder. It still is concernec

only with its prize.

Fran is firing, swearing through her teeth as the qun roars.

v (
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She finally hits the seated creature squarely in the head.

We see it fall from her point of view on the roof. Others

walk by the corpse without taking notice.

The heliocopter escorts the big truck back to the warehouse.
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As it rumbles along, Roger, in extreme pain, is tyinc his
belt tightly arouné his leg as a tourniquet. He sucks air

through his teeth in ancuish.

Peter: THAT'S 1IT.

Roger: BULL SKIT. -

Peter: WE GOTTA DEAL WITH THEAT LEG!

Rocer: I'M DEALII' WITH IT...I*!} DEALIN' WITI IT FINT!

I WOI''T BC ARLE TO WAL¥ OKN THIS AT ALL IF WE

WAIT.
Peter: 2 YOU WALY ON IT NOM2
Roger: YOUR DAMN RIGHT, I CAN...DA™N RIGHT, I CAMN!

The wounded trooper struggles to wrap the bloody part of
his leg with a torn off piece of his trouser. He can hardly
keep from screaminc, and his words come out sharply and with

great breaths between then.

Roger: I STOP MOVIN' THIS LEG...MAY NOT EVER GLT IT GOoIN'
AGAIll...THEREZ'S A LdT TO GET DONE BEFOPE...

BEFORE YOU CAN AFFORD TO LOSC ML...
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The big Black man stares at his friend for a morent.{ Then
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he drives orn to the warehouse escorted by the chopper.

There is now a huge trailer truck at each of the four main
entrances to the mall. They are very close to the doors, if
not completely flush. Some of the glass portals can be openecd

slightly, but not enough for the Zombies inside to pass through.

In the parking lot, the creatures mob around the trucks,
frustratec that they cannot pass into the building. They
clutch and claw at the enormous vehicles but to no avail.
Some try to climb up onto the cabs. Others try to claw at

the loading doors on the trailers.

Some creatures are crawling unéer the rios. When they reach
the mall doors they carnot stand, so they have no levéraqe.
The creatures inside are pushino the doors out, so the Zombies
under the trucks cannot push them in. The doors swing both
in and out, so it is clear that some access could be had by

.

the creatures if they were more organized.

One creature, having crawled under a trailer, does manage
to push open a mall door. The thing crawls into the build-
ing through the leas of other ghouls which are trying to exit.

They behave as a swarm of insects.

The revolving door offers the best access for the creatures,

although its inherent complexity is baffling to their empty



489

490

181

brains. Two creatures do manage to crawl under the truck
which blocks the revolving door, and one of them negotiates

the rotating action and enters the concourse.

Peter and Stephen are huddled over the maps of the building.
They are back up in the crawlspace. The cartons are still

piled against the firestair entrance.

Peter: IT ALL DEPENDS ON HOW MANY OF THEM ARE STILL
INSIDE. THAT'S A LONG HAUL BETWEEN THOSLC

ENTRANCES.

Steve: WELL IF WE CAN GET SOME MORE FLARES...

OR MAYBL SOME OF THOSE FPROFANL JOBS.
Peter: TEE GUNS ARE FIRST. GUNS AlD AMMUNITIOLN.

Roger moans with pain. Nearby, Fran is applying a dressing

to his leg. The wound is wrapped with several layers of

cloth. The first aid kit is open on the floor. Peter crouches

near his friend. He takes over from Fran. He ties more strips

tightly arouné the wound and around the upper thigh.
Peter: YOU SURE YOU GONNA MAKE IT, BUDDY?

Roger: JUST HURRY UP WITH THAT!
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Again, the military music. A tall figure drops out of a
ceiiing grid and lanéds on the floor of the Sporting Goods
Store. It is Peter. His rifle is slung and there is an
eroty pack on his batk. Several of the Maintenance Room

Key rings are strapped into his belt.

Suddenly, a Zombie charges from across the room. The gate

to the mall balcony is open on this store. Another creature,

attracted by the cormotion, starts throuch the open entrance arch

Stephen is startino cdown through the ceilinc grié. He also
has equipment strapoed onto his body. He sees the charginc
Creature. Peter is trying to unslincg his rifle. Stenhen
concuors his fear of the heioht, and lets hirmsel< fall to
the floor. FHe crumnles up when he hits, and he rolls int

a store exhibit, knocking things flving.

Petef manages to level off his gun and shoot the rushinc
creature. Stephen regains his footing. The second creature
is moving up the aisle. Stenhen grabs a powerful crosshow
from a nearby exhibit. It is loaded. It fires with a
strurmming sound and the small shaft rips cleanly through the
Creature's skull and imbeds itself in a wall beyoné. Tkhe

Zombie walks forward a few steps before it falis.
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The men run toward the entrance arch. Leaping up on an
adjacent countertop, Peter manages to reach the lip of
the roll gate and he swings it down fast. Stephen catches
the cage below and slams it into place just as another

ghoul falls against it moaning and clawing.

Stephen unslings his gun and is about to level it off on

the creature outside. Peter jumps down from the counter.

Peter: DOK'T TRY TO SHOOT THROUGH THOSE GATLS.
OPENINGE ARE TOO SMALL. BULLCET'LL WIND UP

CHASIN' US AROUND IN HERE.

The Zombie crashes all its might against the metal cace.

Steohen startles.

Peter: HE CANL'T GET THROUGH...COMT On...

-

The men crash back through the store and Peter moves richt
to the racks of weapons. He pulls down a gorgeous high powered
rifle which is equipped with a sophisticated scope for sich:ting.

Peter: AIN'T IT A CRIME:.

Steve: WHAT?
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Peter: (looking throuch the telescope)
THE ONLY PERSON WHO COULD EVER MISS WITH THIS

GUN...IS THE SUCKER WITE THE BREAD TO BUY IT.

The crosshairs of the telescope zero in on the enlarged
forehead of the Zombie, which is thrashing against the roll
gate. The sight gives us a sense of the super-weapon's

lethal accuracy.

Stephen dives into the ammunition and moves behincd the counter

where he pulls out boxes of shiny new hand guns.

"Peter finds elaborate holsters and ammunition belts. ile pulls

several other rifles fror the rack. We recognize the firepower

in the arsenal that the two men accumulate.

Other Zombies apoear at the gate, but they cannot break in.

Peter: (at the creatures)
YOU JUST WAIT OUT THLRE, SISSILS...

WE COMIL'...AND WE READY'®

With a swell in the music, the band of all four humans charces
out of the Maintenance corridor and makes a break for the
Department Store.' They all wearAnew double holsters containing
hand guns. Each has a rifle strapped over his shoulder anz
another in hand. They wear ammo belts and carry packs with

other supplies. The wounded Roger is sitting in the big
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gardening cart which Peter earlier used to carry the first
supply load out of the store. Peter runs, pushing the cart

before him.

There are only a few creatures on the balcony. The dead
things turn in confusion at the sound of the attacking
commandos. Roger, his hands free to shoot, fires his weapon

several times at some of the creatures who are closest.

The creatures from the main concourse below begin to move
up the stationary staircase and struggle with the escalators.
The corpses of creatures slain in the earlier battles

still clutter the area.

Fran and Steve are the first to reach the entrance to the
Department Store. Steve falls immediately on the cate locks.
Peter pulls up to a screeching halt at the gate. He turns
the cart in a full 380 so that Roger is facing out toward

the mall.

Steve fumbles with the second lock. Peter faces the few
Zombies which are converging along the balcony. He lifts
his new Super-gun and stares through the scope. The gun
roars eloqguently. Even its sound pronounces its power.

The single shot rips cleanly through the center-forehead

of cne of the creatures.
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The man aims at another head. 3Blam. Another perfect kill.

And then a third. Roger also fires several times.

Fran stands ready at the roll gate. As Stephen finishes with
the final lock, the woman pPushes against the cage and it
starts up. Steve stands, and the two roll the cage into the
ceiling, but Stephen is'careful not to let it get out of his

grasp.

Fran moves into the store and Peter pulls the cart behind him.
Then Steve, Peter and Fran pull the gate shut long before any

of the advancing creatures reach the area.

Again, the Zombies smash into the cage, but the humans are

alreacy runninc through the aisles of the big store.

Peter wheels Rocer into the elevator and hits the button for
the first floor. The doors close and the car starts down.

Peter: HOW'S THE RIDE?

Roger: KINDA BUMPY. WATCH IT.
The stearn Black face stares down at the back of the wounded
man's head. Despite his actempt at humor, the stiffness in
Roger's body evidences his pain. Peter puts his hand sguarely

on the Trooper's shoulder.
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Peter: LOOK HERE...I...
Roger: I RNOW, I KNOW...SHUT UP.

Something very serious is shared between the two men, some
knowledoe which we do not fully understand. We do see the

kind of bond shared by soldiers in a battle.

The elevator doors glide open ané Peter Pushes the cart out

into the first floor of the big store.

’

Fran and Stephen charge down the store escalator moving faster

than the steps themselves.

They run through the hardware department where Stephen sratches

up several propane torches. Fran stuffs extra bottles of

gas into her back pack.

With a great hiss one of the propane nozzles spits a white-
hot flame as it is 1lit with a new disposable lighter. Fran

holds two torches as Stephen light them.

Peter steps up to the first floor entrance gate with Roger
in front of him. Several creatures outside the cage fly
into a sudden frenzy at seeing the humans. They slan acainst

the grid but it holds as usual.
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Peter: UNLOCK THE MIDDLE ONE LAST.

Steve falls on the right hand lock with his keys. The

Zombies all converge near the crouching man's side of the
gate. They push and shove. Fran holds one of the lit torches
very close and the creatures back awéy cringina. The lock

opens and Steve moves to the extreme left.

Again the Zombies follow and again Fran is ready with the

torch.

Peter: ALRIGHT...THE TOUGHEST PART'LL BE GLETTIMN'

BY THESC RIGHT HERE...
Steve: IT'S A LONG FAUL DOWXN TO THE ENTRANCE.

Peter cranes his neck to see past the Zombies and down the

concourse. | Several other creatures are starting toward the

518

512

Department Store. Behind them, about three hundred feet away,

is one of the main entrances which is blocked off outside by

a truck trailer.

Peter: WE'LL BE ALRIGHT!

Fran: IT'S TOO F2!

Peter: THERE 'S NO BACKIN' OUT NOW. WE GOTTA LOCX

THOSE DOORS.
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Fran: . WE'LL NEVER MARE ALL FOUR. IT'S TOO RISKY.

Steve: YOU JUST STAY HERE AND BE READY TO OPEN UP FOR
Us. . |

Fran: THE CAR!

Peter: WHAT?

Fran: THE CAR!

Outside, we see the slowly spinning exhibit which displays
the new automobile. It is a sleek, sporty model, which looks

fast and maneuverable.
Peter looks down at Roger.
Peter: YOU OK TO START IT?

Roger nods and reaches for his supply pack. He is cringing

with pain, but he moves efficiently.

The Zombies clutch at the gate with new vigor. At the unlocked
ends the grid gives a little, but still holds the creatures
out. Fran waves the torches closer and the creatures back

away. Steve un-locks the middle lock.
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Steve: IT'S GOIN' UP!

516 The gate swings up with a thunderous roar. The Zombies attack
bvt Fran's torches make them hold back slightly. Steve grabs
one of the propane cannisters with one hand and draws a pistol
with the other. Fran éraws a hand gun also. The two fire into
the pack of Zombies. One or two fall. The others try to
move in but are afraid of the bright flames. One gets close
to Steve but the man blasts his torch directly into itis-face.
It's hair catches on fire and the creature throws itself

wildly about, knockinc other Zombies back.

S17A Now Peter sees an opening and he makes a break with the cart.
Roger holds on to the sides. They crash through the scattered

vack of ghouls successfully and Peter makes for the car exhibit.

S8 there are a few creatures on the concourse in the cart's path.

Peter: (shouting)

CLOSC THE GATE...CLOSE THE GATE...

518 Steve grabs the lip of the roll cage and it starts down.

Fran is still inside the store with one of the torches.
Fran: THE KEYS, STEPHEN...THE KEVS!

Steve tries to stop the downward progress of the cgate but

it slams shut with a metallic crash.



191

~
~ Fran: JESUS CHRIST!
519A Peter stops in his tracks when he hears the woman's shouts,
He looks back.] Several of the Creatures have followed the
519g cart. They advance slowly.
520 Several have stayed with'Stephen,.however, anc they approach
Stephen as he tries to pass the kevs back through the gate.
The big ring doesn't fit through the small Oopenings.
Steve: YOU MOTHER!
—~ Fran: KEEP 'EM...JusT KEEP *'rn. . .LOOK our!
‘p-
The Zombties at Stephen's back are very close. Steve lunges
at them with his torch. They back off slightly,
5214 Peter: COME 0O, MAN! GET cUTA THERE!
Sag The creatures on the concourse are appraoching the cart.
A pained Roger levels off several shots, but he is very
S21A
shaky from his extreme vain. | ke Manages to down one of the
Jue Zombies.
522 Fran: STEPHEN...FOR GOD SAKE...

The woman holds up her torch so that the bright flame faces

the ghouls.



3

523

524

192

Stephen crouches and puts a key in the right hand lock.

the Zombies converge on him.

Peter, seeing other creatures drawinag near, starts to puch

the cart again. He manages to dodge around two little

clusters of the walking dead.

The lock clicks just as one bold creature grabs Stephen from
behind, Fran tries to aim her torch closer. It disarms the
Zombie for a moment, and Stephen thrashes his body back

knocking the thinc off balance. Then he quickly slides the
keys under the gate which he can 1lift just high enough with

the single lock undone.

Another ghoul graks Steve f-om behind. This time Steve's
torch is knocked flving and it rolls away. Fran is desperate.
She tries to aim her pistol but cannot shoot throuch the

grill. She holds her torch high.

Steye_kicks and scrambles. rolling on the floor. The Zombieé
are on him. He manages to knock one or th of them to the
floor. Then he fires with his pistol, killing another.

He crawls to the torch and grabs it, the creatures clutchinc

and tuggino at his pants and shirt.

He brings the flame up and flashes it at the Zombies. Thev
back away enough for him to crawl to an open space. Then

he scrambles to his feet and charges down the concourse toward
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At the exhibit, Peter stips the cart. There are two of the
lumbering creatures close at hand. The big¢ trooper raises
his rifle. Roger, using all his strength, manages to pull

himself up out of the cart. He limps to the exhibit as Peter

fires at the oncoming ghouls. The super-gun scores two perfect

hits.
As Roger tries to step onto the spinning platform, he falls
and rolls against the car. <%The turntable carries him around

toward another creature. He is struggling in pain toward

the driver's door of the vehicle.

Steve, who is avproaching at a run, sees the action.

Steve: WATCH IT ROGER...ROGER.

Roger turns his head and sees the ghoul just before the

creature grabs him. The thing's hands clutch at the wrapped

wouné, which is already leaking blook through its dressing.

Roger screams loudly.

Peter jumps up onto the spinning turntable and leans across
the hood of the car. His super-gun drills a hold through

the creature‘s-skull. It falls off the exhibit.

Peter hurriedly comes around to Roger's side. In extreme pa:ir,

the Trooper is desperately trying to open the driver door.
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Peter helps him. The door opens and Peter eases his friend

into the seat. Roger irmediately goes to work under the dash.
Zumbies are advancing now from all over the concourse.
Peter: GET IN.

He is shouting at Stephen who is just rushing up to the
platform. He and the big Trooper scramble into opposite
sides of the back seat. They slam the doors and make sure
that all.the buttons are locked. Roger works as quickly as

he can.

Several of the lead creatures reach the turntable. Sore fall
as they try to step onto the moving disc, but others manace
to struggle over to the car. They smash at the windows with
their hands. It is a nightmarish scene as the men huddle

in the shiny, new car which spins very slowly in circles.

Fran has relocked the one open gate mechanism, and she

stands now trying to see the action, but it is out of her

line of vision. She can only hear the moaning of the creatures
and their pounding on the car. She turns the valve on her

propane nozzle extinguishing the flame.
The car's engine roars as Roger is able to jumn the wires.

Steve: I'LL DRIVE IT...
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Roger: I GoT 17T.

The Trooper's face contorts in agony as he moves himself into

position behind the wheel. He is shaking, but he bites his

" lip and slams the car into gear. There are at least eight

Creatures crawling over the car, and more approach. The
platform spins. Roger waits'unti; the car is aimed directly
down the concourse. The men in the back seat are alert to
the Zombies which pound at the windows. The ugly and

distorted faces press very close against the safety class.

Now the car pulls out quickly. It rolls off the edge of the
spinning display, knocking several of the creatures asice.
The froat wheels move o0ff the platform and bounce onto the
floor of the concourse, but the frame of the car scraopes the
top of the cisc and is stuck for a moment. The disc spins

on carrying the rear of the car with it. Then Roger gives it

more gas. The rear wheels spin and finally catch.

e m. e

- . ‘o - .- - -

The car shoots out onto the mall ficor. Sore of the Zonbies

cling for a moment, but they all fall a&ay quickly, scrambling

to regain their footing and follow.

The car swerves and for an instant seems as thouch it will
crash against the columns on the concourse. Roger manaages
to control it, and the shiny vehicle zooms ahead with trer-

endous energy.



M

?

539

540

541

542

543

544

196

One of the stray creatures in the concourse tries to directly
intercept the speeding auto, but the car knocks him mercilessly

aside as though he were a bowling pin.

Now Fran sees the car as it rounds the corner and heads
directly for the main entrance which whe can see from her

position.

The Zombies at the entrance have already started back into
the mall attracted by the commotion. Now the car zooms

down the concourse easily breaking their ranks.

Poger throws the maneuverable little vehicle into a screeching

tailspin, stoppina just at the doors.

The big trailer blocks the entrance effectively. There are
some creatures inside the doors. Under the big van, several
Zombies are strucgling with the doors. One is just pushing

in anéd seems as though it will be able to enter.

Peter and Stephen slam against the door. Stephen aims his
torch directly at the crawling creatures. The one in front
withdraws its arm. The grotesgue things writhe and kick undéer
the truck. The door slams and Peter produces another set of

master keys. They are all coded. He falls on the lock mechanisr
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Peter: THAT'S NOT 100%, BUT I DON'T THINK THEY'LL

GET THROUGH...
Steve: CAN'T THEY SMASH THE GLASS?

Peter: SAFETY STUFF...PRETTY INDESTRUCTIBLE...
THEY GOT NO LEVERAGE UNDER THE TRUCK.

GIMMLC THE ALAPMS...

Steve rummages in his back pack. He produces two portable
battery operated burgler alarms. Peter activates the units

and stands therm acainst the ‘base of the now locked doors. As
he crouches near the glass, the creatures outside qo into a

frenzy clawing at the alass doors. They cannot get in.

Peter: I'M HOPIN' THEY'LL JUST GO AWAY AFTER

THEY FIND TUILY CAN'T GET Ix...

The creatures moving slowly down the concourse are now

getting close to the action.

The men hop back into the car, and it roars off with Roger

still at the wheel.

Again the sleek auto rips through the ranks of the advancinc

Zombies. They fall and scatter.
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The car speeds down the concourse and turns the corner

=
near whereJFran watches at the Department Store cate.

We hear Steve's voice on the woman's walkie talkie.

Steve: WE'RE OK...WL GOT IT MADE...

IT'S GONNA WORK. .

_'_—-'6

Fran stares out throuch the roll cage.| The Zombies in the

concourse are staggering weakly after the car.

With another tailspin, the sleek auto pulls up to the
second set of doors. The men scramble out of the back seat.
2gain, the Zombies outside try to crawl under the second
trailer. The men shut them out easily, locking the door

and n»lanting alarrs. Then theyv stand to look down the

concourse.

The creatures seem even mére spread out now.

Steve: HOW MANY YOU FIGURE ARE ALREADY IN...

Peter: DUNNO. NOT TOO MAIY, WE'LL GCT 'EM EASY.
WE GET IT ALL LOCKLD OFF AND WE'RE GOIN' O

A HUNT:

The big Trooper raises his super-qun and sights through thes

telescope.
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As we see through the scope, the crosshairs settle on the
forehead of one of the creatures which is lumbering down the
hall. The face is magnified and distorted by the telescope

The gun roars and the head in the scope exnlodes with red.

The creature falls against a column, hit sguarely through
the brain. Again we sense the supreme accuracy of the mag-

nificent weapor.

It is nicht. The Zombies in the parking lot still group
around the semis. They set up an eerie moaning in the

moonlight. A slow piece of music starts to build.

The creatures crawl under the trucks but cannot enter the
mall building. They pouné ané scratch at the doors, but

to no avail.

From inside the concourse, the sound of the mob is muffleg.
Even the revolving door is locked now. It seems the most
vulnerable, but the crawling creatures cannot quite get the

leverage to smash at the glass panels and they have no tools

to pound with.

The auto is flush against the revolving door on the inside,
offering added protection. Several of the alarm units sit
atop the car. They are the early warning devices gquarding

against a penetration.
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As the camera starts to dolly back alonc the mall concourse,

the music builds. We see the slain corpses of many Zorbies
lying askew in various parts of the building. 1t jg like a

bittlefielgd after a war,

rd

The huamans apoear on the second storey balcony. They move to
the railing ang look down into the expanse of the building.
They are guerrilla fighters, with their weapons straoped on.
They have taken the Temple. The music hits @ crescendo as
the people look over their spoils. Even the wounded Roger
seems triumphant as he limps to the rail, supporting himself

on his arms.

e see the spectacular shot of the full expanse of the

buildinc. 2Zorbies lie deacd everywhere. The humans have
captured the gcld of the Gods...In this case the Gods of

Consumer Heaven.

We see Peter's hand on the maps of the Maintenance Corridor.
He is drawing a line just past the washrooms at the end of
the hall near the firestair.

Peter: WE PUT UP THE WALL HLCRE. THERE'S NO DOOR FRO:
THE LAST OFFICE INTO THE WASEPOOMS, sO NOBODY'LL
GET NOSEY...AND THIé WAY WE CAN STILL GET TO Tgi

PLUMBING...
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Steve: WHY CAN'T WE JUST BOARD UP THE STAIRVGAY. HILL,

TEEY CAN'T EVEN GET THROUGH A STACY orF CARTO!IS.

Peter: I'M NOT JUST WORRYIN' ABOUT THEEM.

SOONER OR'LATER MIGHT BE A PATROL THROUGE HERE. ..

LOOTERS MAYRE...

I DON'T WANT ANYBODY TO EVEK KNOW THAT STAIRWAY

EXISTS.

They look back at the map

DVETS AND GRILLS
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Peter: THE DUCTWORK RUIS ALL THL WAY INTO TiE WASHROOMS
WE'LL HAVE TO GET IN AND OUT THAT WAY. WE'LL
BRING UP ANY BIG STUFF WL WANT BEFORE WL PUT

UP THE WALL.
The men sit huddled. The large storage area is already filleg
with mounds of supplies brought up from the mall stores,

but the stuff all sits around in disarrav.

Behind the wall of cartons, Roger seems to be sleepino,

. but he is sweating feverishly, and his face twitches. Fran

has been tryinc to soothe him wvith a wet cloth on his forehead.
ow she stops, leaving the cloth on the shivering head. ¢he

roves out to Stephen and Peter.

Fran: HE SEE!S TO BL SLCEPING.

Peter: GOOD.

The woman moves to where she has medical supplies atop one
of the cartons. There are bottles and vials and diabetic

hypodermic syringes as well as bandages and dressings from

the Pharmacy in the mall.

Fran: I DON'T KNOW WHAT ELSE TO DO...
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Steve: YOU'RE DOIN' FINE.

Fran: HIS LEG IS AWFUL...THE INFECTION IS SPREADTING
FAST. CAN/T WE FLY HIM OUT OF HERE...TRY TO

FIND A MED. UNIT...
Steve looks at Peter. The big Trooper speaks softly.

Peter: I'VE SEEN HALF A DOZEN GUYS GET BITTEN BY

THOSE THINGS...

NONE OF *EM LASTED MORF THAN THIRTY SIX HOURS.

Fran is stunned. Suddenly, Roger screams from behind the

4

cartons...

Roger: PETER...PETE™...WHERL ARE YOU?

Peter: RIGHT HERE, 3UDDY.

Roger is sitting up. His eyes look very dark and sunken.

He is sweatinc even more profusely than before.

Roger: YEAH...YCAH. ..

He licks his lips. He looks around the vast, barren room,

trying to clear his eyesight.



569

570

204

Outside, Fran sits on a carton. The men are still huddled
around their spoils. Roger occassionally shouts from the

other room.

Roger: WE DID IT, HUY, BUDDY?

WE WHIPPED 'EM.

Peter: THAT'S.RIGHT ROG.

Roger: DIDN'T WE?

PETER? DIDN'T WE WHIP 'EM?

Peter: WE SURE DID, RUDDYV.
Roger: WD WIIPPED 'E!' AND GOT IT ALL'

WE GOT IT ALvL!

The man's voice sounds pathetic as it echoes through the

big storace area bouncing off the barren walls.

A hammer slams into nails behind the fale wall which the
people are working on. A great network of two-by-fours has
been braceé up at the rear of the corridor, and more lurbter

is wedged against the walls making a frame.
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Stepheﬁ is slamminc large nails into the framework for
reinforcement. On the frame's face, avmasonite panel is
already nailed into place on one side. Peter works in the
corridor. He is carefully nailing in a rmoulding which makes

the new partition look like a finished wall.

In the corridor, there are power tools lying about and a vast
array of other hardware in the gardening cart. Fran appears
from out of the washrooms. She is carrving an old can of

paint, which has obviously been used.

Fran: TEIS MUST HAVE BECN FOR TOUCH-UP...

IT LOOKS PERFECT.

Peter grabs the can and pries its 1lié cpen guickly with a
screwdriver. Then he dips his finger into the liguid and
smears some onto the new wall where it butts against the cor-

ridor. It is a perfect mectch.

Steve: TTo Fran)

ANYTHING ELSE YOU WANT BEFORE WE CLOSE IT OFF?

Fran: NO...

The woman is staring down the corridor toward the mall

proper.
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jii
) é} 571 The corpses from the hall have been cleared out of the way.
’, They are piled together at the mouth of the corridor on the
| balecony. 1It is a grisly sight. Fran turns away.
e

572 F{an: NO.

|

_ She steps back through the unfinished partition and leans
I ( against the framework. Her hand goes to her mouth as she
| tries to choke back a gag. Steve moves up behind her, but
| she feels another wave of hausea and she darts for the wash-

room. Steve sets down his hammer and follows.
"‘ 573 The woman is kneeling on the floor, propped up by her hands

on the seat of the toilet. She is vomiting. Steve approaches

quietly. His hané falls on her back.

¢ Fran: LLCAVE ME ALOYE...IT'S ALRIGHT...

IT'S MY PRORLEM.
Steve: FRANNIE...
Fran: JUST GET OUTA HERL, STEPHEN...I DON'T WANT YOU HIRC

The man doesn't move. Fran reaches up and takes his hand.

She clutches it tightly, indicating that she is not angrv.
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Fran: I DON'T WAKT YOU TO SEE ME THIS WAY...

Another wave hits her and she wretches acain. She pulls

" her hand back and leans over the toilet bowl.

Fran: PLCASE GO...I'M ALRIGH?...PLEASE...

Stephen stands up reluctantly; He drifts out of the roor.
The woman wretches but she is dry. She tries to swallow.
Then she sits on the floor next to the toilet holding her

stomach. She fumbles with the flush handle and depresses

it. The rushing water rakes an ugly sound. Fran looks down

and at per stomach thinkinc of her pregnancy.

Stepnen steps out of the unfinished framework. Peter is

gazing down the corridor at the pile of coroses.

Peter: * THIS PLACT IS GCNXNA BI ROTTEN...

WE GOTTA CLEAN UP, BROTHER.

Flies buzz about the staring faces of the dead things on

the balcony.

Peter's hands are on the larage round hatch wheel of an

enormous safe.
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Peter: THEY'RC USUALLY ON A TIMER...
OPEN AT NINLC...LOCKED AT FOUR...

ST KEEPS THL BANY.ERS HONEST.
The wheel spins and Peter swings the giant door open.

Inside is the huge safetv deposiﬁ vault of a bank. The

nen stand for a moment in awe. Tﬁe clean walls are lined
with drawers ancd doors where depositers have stored their
valuables. At one end of the room there are stacks and stacks
of paper bills. The men aoproach the piles of monev and stood

down.

They each pick up packets of hills and flio throuch the

edges...tens...twenties...hundreds.

Peter stuffs several packets into his knapsack. Steve looks

at him quizzically.
Peter: YOU NEVER KNOVW, EROTHER.

Steve takes several stacks and stuffs them into his kit.

He looks about the enorrous vault.
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Steve: DON“T YA WONDER WHAT THE ARCHEOLOGISTS ARL
| GONNA THINK...GUYS IN THE FUTURE...DIGGIN'
THIS PLACE UP. IMAGINLC ALL THF STUFF'S 1Ix
THESE BOXES...JEWELERY...MAYBE THEY'LL FIGURL
IT'S ALL SOME KIND OF OFFLRING TO THL GODS...
LIKE IN THE PYRAMIDS...A BURIAL CHAM3LR.

.

Peter:.. THAT'S EXACTLY WHAT IT IS NOW...

We see the men wheeling gardening carts piled with corpses.
The somber image is shocking as the ficures move in sil-

houvette against the bright store fronts with their displays
of goods designed to attract shoppers to the sweet life the

items pretend to represent.

At the bank, Peter wheels a cart with several dead Zombies

through the lobby.

In the vault, the big Trooper dumps the bodies out on top
of several others which are already deposited. The corpses
lije askew, their arms and legs protruding. The stacks of
money are upset by the limp action of the bodies as thev

roll around.

A finger flios a switch ai.d we hear the mall music start up

slowly.
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We see a montage: Fran, Stephen and Peter walk slowly
through the conguoreé building. They drift in and out of

stores picking up various items. Thev use shopping carts.
Fran rummagés idly through the cosmetics department.
Peter looks through a book stqre..

Stephen plays the pinball machines in a huge game room.
Peter tries on big colorful hats in front of a mirror

Fran trims Stephen's hair as he sits in the mechanical chair

of the mall Barber Shop.

Fran feeds the animals in the Pet Store, then with a.bag of
seed, she feeds the Tropical Birds in the tall cage out on

the concourse. The birds flutter and flap about, screeching

loudly.

Now the group walks along the upper balcony. They look down.
They still have their weapons and kits, but Peter is wearing

a wide brimmed hat and Fran sports a new mink coat.

The concourse is empty now of corpses, but the group can

hear the moaning and thumping at the main entrances. It is
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dark outside, and the creatures which claw at the doors

cannot be seen in the shadows under the big trailer trucks.

The sound evidences their presence, however.

The people stand at the balcony railing overlooking their

realm.

Fran:

Steve:

Peter:

THCY'RE STILL EERE.

THEY'RE AFTER US...THEY KNOW WE'RE IN HERL.

THEY'RFE AFTER THE PLACE...
THCY DOL'T KNOW WHY...
THLY JUST REMCMBER...

REMEMBER THAT THEY WANNA BE IN HERT!

The noise at the entrance continues eerily. Fran starts to

be afraid.

Fran:

Peter:

Steve:

WHAT THE HELL ARE THEY?

THEY'RE US, THAT'S ALL.

THERE'S NO MORE ROOM IN HELL.

WHAT?
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Peter: SOMETHIN' MY GRANDADDY USCD TO TELL US...
YOU KNOW MACUMBA? VOODOO...
GRANDADDY WAS A PRIEST IN TRINIDAD.
USED TO TELL US...WHEN THERE'S NO MORE ROO!! IN

HELL...THE DEAD WILL WALK THC EARTEH.

Roger is screaming wildly. He is sweating and his face
looks sunken with an ashen color. He thrashes about as
Steve tries to hold him. His leqg is swollen and almost
all black. lis arm, which was also bitten, is wrapped

but oozing.
Steve: GET MORL VALIUM IN HIM...

Fran fumbles with one of the hypodermics, but she droms the

vial of serum ancd it shatters on the flioor.
Steve: GET ANOTHER ONLE...COME Ol...

Roger is throwing himself about wildly. Steve barely manages

to hold on. Fran rushes into the other roon.

The space is starting to look like living quarters. There
is furniture. There are sectioned off areas with things still

packed in cartons, but it is beginning to 166k like a honme.
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The woman rushes to the medical supply area which is now
more organized with little cabinets and a small refrigerator,

She takes a new vial of serum from the freezer.

Downstairs, Peter is checking the covinc at the floor base

of the fake wall. He hears the violent screaming from above.

\ certin
He climbs up a rope ladder in the . » and he scrarbles

™

through the grill in the ceiling, enterine the duct. Then

he pulls up the ladder and closes the crill.

He crawls through the ticht space for a few feet, and

B
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drops out of another crill into the wash room..

Then he moves . L
(ny¥. Ccanpon

through the and into the firestair.

All the while, Roger's screaming can be heard. Peter

tramps up the steps several at a time.

He rushes through the living space in the direction of the

sScreans.

Fran is withdrawing a hypodermic from Roger's good arm.

The man still thrashes wildly. Steve is strugeling to

(R 1Y

hold him. Peter rushes in and helps. Fran drifts out o

~ the room.
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After a short time Roger relaxes somewhat.

Peter: (to Steve)

GO Oi...I'LL STAY WITE HIM.
Steve leaves the area.

In the living Space, Fran is sitting in a chair. It is the

inflatible kind, which can be collapsed like a balloon.

behind. she cups his hands with hers ang holds them tightly.

She stares off across the roon.

Roger catches his breath and looks up at Peter. He licks

his lips anc¢ tries to speak coherently.

Roger: YOU...YOU'LL TAKE CARE OF ME, RIGHT, PETER?

YOU'LL TAKE CARE OF ME...WHEN I GoO...

Peter: I WILL.

Roger: I DON'T WANNA BE WALKIN' AROUND LIKE THAT,
PETER...NOT AFTER I GO...I DON'T WANNA BL

WALKIN' AROUND LIKE THAT...

The man's eyes are terrified. He looks this way and that

at the walls, the ceiling, at Peter...He can't focus...
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Rogér : PETER? PETER?
Peter: I'M HERE, TROOPER.
Roger: YOU'LL TAKE CARE OF ME...I KNOW YOU WILL...
Peter: I WILL.
Roger: PETER?
Peter: YEAE, BROTHER.
Roger: PETCR, DON'T DO IT...TIL YOUR SURE...SURE I'M

-COMIN' BACK...DON'T DO IT TIL.YOU'RLC SURE...
I MIGET NOT COME BACK, PETLR...I'! GOMNNA TRY

NOT TO...I'M GONNA TRY...NOT 70 COME BACK...

Later. The moon shines down through the skylicht in the
living area. A sturdy ladder has now replaced thepyramid

of cartons up to the open hatch.

Stephen fiddles with the television. There is a faint signal
coming in. He has the set wired to a makeshift antenna which
stretches up through the skylight. A table lamp sits on a
small end table andiit is 1lit. fts cable is patched into a

network of wiring which stretches about the room.
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Fran is unpacking things. She is stacking dishes and silver-
ware. It is a very orderly scene. The couple looks like

a pair of newlyweds who have just moved int® a new house.

On the television, two men are talking, a commentator and
an official of the Govermment. The Scientist is in a suit,
but his tie is rumpled and his collar open. He has not shaved

and he seems very tired and nervously upset.

Scientist: I'VE GOT TO...BE CAREFUL WITH WORDS liCRE...
WE HAVEN'T BEEN ABLE TO STUDY THEIR HABITS...
WE'VE REPEATEDLY ASKED FOR A LIVE CAPTURE SO

WE CAN HAVE CONTROLLED STUDY....

WE NEED SUPPLY AND DEMAND RATIOS...

Comn. : YOU MLAN...THEIR NEED VERSUS...

Scientist: VERSUS THE AQOUNT OF FOOD AVAILABLE.
LET'S BE BLUNT.

There is a commotion in the TV studio. We hear noises and

shouting, as we did at J.A.S. earlier.

Steve: JESUS CHRIST.

BHe sguats near the set, staringl Fran comes up behind him.
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t: PROJECT OdT THEIR RATE OF GROUTI!...TEZRL'S A
CRITICAL BALANCLC...AND IT'S THL WASTC THAT
KILLS US...LITEPALLY...THEY USL...THELY USE
MAYBF FIVE PERCENT OF TIL FOOD AVAILARLF N
THE HIUIIAL 20DY...AD TUHE! THL BODY IS USUMNLLY
INTACT ENQUGH TO BE MO3ILE WEEN IT RIVIVES.
TPERL'S AN ECOLOGICAL INBALAL.CE AND TEIY'RD

INCAPATLE OF WMIDERSTANDING...

WHAT ARL YOU PROINQSING?

’

Scientist: YE IIAVD TO BL UNINOTIONAL...WD NAVI TO PFROVICE

COUIITE™® MTASI'PTS NR WL'RI ALL...

COUNTER MIDALSURNS?

Scientist: TEZY CRI T COFTROL TEE RATI O GROWTH 2.!3 COl-

Comm,

Scientist:

A great o

around.

Stephen:

SUMPTINN...WL IIAVE TO CONTROL IT FOR Tur:’!

YOU'RF SUGGESTING THAT WL HELP THLM?

utcry is heard in the studic. The camera botbles

The scientist is fumblino for words...

GOOD GOD...

EY NFELPING TELY I TI'IS CASC WL SAVE OURSCLVUnS...
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In the other room, Peter sits against a wall. He can hear

the television. His eves stare straight ahead at something.

fcientist: I'M PROPOSING THAT CLRTAIN...NIFCESSARY MLCASURCS
BE PUT INTO EFFECT AT ONCE...MSAEHnrs APPLYING
TO ALL OFFICIAL SEARCI AND DESTPOY CNITS, WEILE
THEY RE STILL OPFRATIVE...HOSPITALS...RESCUT
STATIONS...AUlD 2NY..PRIVATH CI7Iizrus...

The camera nulls off Peter's face. Ile see that his rifle is

stretched acrcss his lan. The TV drones on from the other

roor..
Scientist: Ii0 COOPIRITION WITL THD MOTILLD UlITS OF TN
0.II.D, TP CORTENS AT TN RECINTLY DTAD TUCULD

ST DELIVERID OVER 70 THF AUTEQRITINS FOR
COLLECTIONX I REFRIGTRATED VANS TIZY SHoULD
BL DECAPITATLD 70 PREVENT REVIVAL...
We see now what Peter is staring at. On the floor, twentv
feet away lies the cornse of Pocer. 1It's face is covered

with a blanket. It lies very still.
Scientist: THIS COLLECTIOIN . .TIIS COLLECTIO...

The man's voice is heard almost shouting over the voices
from the studio. The angry staff protests vigorouslv,

with emotional languace...
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Scientist: THEIS COLLECTIO: CCULD BE...STORED...RATINICD...

FOR DISTRIBUTIGCH AMNMONG TIIE IRTECTED SOCIFTY...
The shouts of anger continue.

In AN ATTEMPT...IU AN ATTIMPT TC CURZ TEE

ENSELESE SILAUGHTER...THL SLCWSLLNES SLAUGITLIR

0

@)

F OUR O™ SOCILTY...

Suddenly the cead Roger's foot seers to move under the
blanket. Peter's eves pick un the movement immediately.

ilis hands tichten on his weapon.

Scientist: TiIL DISSLECTICK...TIIL DISSICTIO.. O TjiT Crnhets
Call BFY CARRIID CUT...CARRIIT CUT "ITII RTsEyICT
FOR TIIL DIGUITY OF THL NHUIRLD BODU...

Roger's arms seen to mcve, in slight tvitchince motione...

TIIL KEEADS...THEZ LIZLDS AND TEL...SKILDTOLS ...

~

WHEWEVER POSEIBLI...COULD BL IDCUWTITIID AID...

AND BURIFD IR COUSECRATLD GROUITE...

The commotion in the studio reaches a fever pitch.
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From the moverent beneath, the blanket starts to creep down
off Roger's face. Peter stares with féscination and disbelief,
The blanket clears the blankly staring eyes...the drooling
mouth...Roger tries to sit up. DPeter's hands click a shell

into his super-qun.

Sudéenly, the corpse sits up. It stares at Peter, blankly
at first, then with purpose...it starts to move towards the

Trooper who calmly raises his weapon...

On the TV, the commotion still rages. Stephen and Fran
stare at the tube, hardly believing what theyv see. The
scientist is shouting above the din. He is nervous.

He wipes his lirow with his sleeve...

Scientist: WC'VE GOT TO REMAIN UNEMOTIONAL
UNEMOTIONAL. . .RATIONAL. . .
LOGICAL...
TACTICAL! TACTICAL!

Steve: THEY'RE CRAZY...TIFY'RLC CRAZY...

Fran: IT'S RCALLY...ALL OVER, ISNL'T IT...

BLAM! The loud roar of Peter's agun from the next room.

Fran startles and falls into Stephen's arms.
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Roger's corpse is dumped on top of the stack of bodies in
the Bank vault. EHis eyes stare with a puzzled expression.
The arms and legs of the other bodies make the room look
liie a Rennaissance Painting of hell itself. There is the

familiar ounshot wound in Roger's forehead.

The heavy door of the vault closes with a metallic slam which

echoes throuchout the mall.

A small puppy lifts its leg and urinates on a table.

’

Pran: ADAM! 13O Ho!

m™he wonan's hands reach into frame and grab the little aniral.
She carries it throuvch the room and drons it on some napers

which are layed out in an unusec part of the storage arec.

Fran's stomach is big now,'her preagnancy evident. Cthe wipes
her brow like an exhausted housewife, and shuffles back into
the living area. She fumbles with the sheets on the doikle
mattress which she ané Steve obviously share. There is an
end table near the hed, with a reading light. Boolis lie
strewn around, alonc with macazines and half drunk curns c=f

coffee.
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In the sitting roorm, we see a scene which could be corfortably
suburban. The furniture is neatly arranced. There is a
small portable stove which operates on bottled gas, a re-

frigerator, and cabinets with dishes ancd silverware.

mhere is a modern calencdar on the wall, which shows three
months crossed off. There are all sorts of radio and
television units anéd a stereo record rlaver. There are even
decorations here and there: pain;ings hunc, knick knacks

n the tables. The room alrost looks like a wealthv
ran's den, with all the accoutrements of gadget-oriented

afflucnce.

1~ the Denartrent Storce, Steschen wanders ahout. e ficdles

witl ¢ rew suapersonic calculator and he loons at alult camos.

Os the roo?, in the bright sunlicht of early norning, Peter

lavs tennis acainst a wall of one of the sheds. lie is dressed

t - -

in a new sweat suit and he wears brichtly colorec Addidas

sncaliers. He has a sleek new raccuet, an¢ he slams phosphorescen

orange balls with all his might. Fis face is set in what is
lmost ancer. He attacks each shot with determinazion anc

emotion.

One of his shots misses tie shed. The ball bounces and

banks off the lip of the roof, then it tumbles over the ec-72.
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In the parking lot below, the ball hits the pavement. 1t
bounces several times before rollino off among the fect of
the .army of Zombies wandering this way and that thrcuch the

area.

The creatures mot around the trucks at the main entrances.
They moan anc gurcle as.they‘claQ at the building. There
seer to be hundreds of the dead thincs, all different aces,
sexes, shapes. Some clothed, some naked, sore woundecdc, sone

seerinagly untouchec.
--cw Fran, the pregnant hcusewife, is cooking supner.

The men play cards on a table in the livine space. Ther »lay

with hundred cdollar bills.

The three sit arounc the dinner table. They are just finisi:-
ing their supper. The television set is on, but only oray
snow fills the screen and the speaker hisses as it receives

no transmission signal.

Fran:- . THLSE HASH'T BLEN A BRAODCAST FOR TERCE DAYS.

MY DON'T YOU GIVL IT UP?

Steve: THEY MIGHT COME B2ACK ON.
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Fran angrilly throws down her silverware and stomps over
to ti:e TV. She clicks it off and the blue glow disappears.

Then the woman returns to the table.

Steve stands up and moves to the set. He clicks it back on.
Peter watches the two sheepishly. It is a domestic scene.
The c¢roup has become a family, with all the disadvantacges

of comfortable living, including the inability to communicate

with one another.
Fran: WHAT HAVE WE DONC TO OQURSELVES?

The thunderous roar of the helioconter engine. The machire

is hevering over the roof of the mall.
Fran is at the controls. Steve sits in the passencer sca-.
Steve: OK, NOW EASY...EASY...BRING 'ER DOWi...

The whirlybird starts down for the roof. It is somewhat un-

stable, but it eases down regularly.

In the cockpit, Fran is flustered, but she manages to hancle

the controls...

Steve: EASY...STABILIZE IT...THAT'S IT...
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The woman reacts efficiently. She handles the controls better
now as the chopper's rudders are just about on the roof's

surface...

Steve: THAT'S IT...TEAT'S IT...

YOU GOT IT:
The rurners hit the roof surface andé the chopper settles.
Fran throws her impulsively around Stenhen's neck.

Steve: vor DID IT...YOU DID IT, NON...¥YOU DID IT...

The voraa excitedly hucs and kisses Stephen with childish

joy. She is bubklinc.

As seen from a great cistcice, the heliocopter atcp the rmall

building looks very snall. Its encine dies and becins to

viine.

A pair of binoculars is watchinc the action. The lenses pull

away from a nair of beacy eyes.

Voice: THEY MUST GET IN THROUG! TEL ROOF.

SOX¥ OF A BITCH!

Voice:

Voice: TIHERC'S TRUTKS BLOCKIN' ALL THE ENTRANCES.
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Voice: NO SWEAT:
Voice: VWHAT DO YA THIRWK? EIT 'EM NOW O WAIT FOR
TONIGHT?

Voice: TOMNIGHT.

e see the speaker of the short wave radio installed in the
living space near the television. A voice rattles over the

unit:

Voice: WE KWO'! YOU'RLC IM THERE...SELD TIE WEIRIWVEITD

O THI ROOTF,

Fra- stens into the doorvay attractcd by the sicnal. Teter
sits at the radio, not knowinc whether or not to senc back.

Steve moves over to lis+en.

Voice: HEY, ER...COULD YA UST SOML COMPAMY Il THLRI?

.

Steve is about to say something. Peter stoos him.

Voice: WE'RLC JUST RIDIMN' BY...WE COULD SURL USL
SOME SUPPLIES...WHAT'S THE CIIANCE US GLTTIN'

IN TEERE TO STOCY UP?...

Peter listens intently, trying to read into the voice's

inflections.
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Voice: HOW! MANLNY OF YOU I THERE, ANYWAY...
THERE'S THREE OF US. COULDL'T YA USCT

TIIREL MORE GUNS?

Peter: RAIDERE.
Fran: WIELL, TFEY.KROW v'rc'er IERE, MAYEL WI SIIOULO...
Peter: (cutting her off)

MO CHANCE.

The little pupcvy scra—mtles up to Fran's feet, seekinc

attention. She picks the little doc up in her arrs.

. ra—- = [ IIia ab=8 nll e ee  mygT oo pmpeeea e
ran: o o at o Ir 1. ..... f O-'Jl- .IZR 1- L .I.:;' e v o

Peter: wir0 EAVST

There is a lonc silence. The radio sputters with static.
Voices can be heard, but thev are not speaking into the
microphone. They are obviously conferrinc arona themselves.

Steve starts to spmcak, Peter cuts him off.

Peter: SHHHH'! OQUILT.

lle is tryinc to hear the muffled conversation.
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Fran: I THINIT WE SHOULD...
Peter: JESUS CIIRIST, SHUT UP AND LISTEN.

More static. Slight laughter can be heard. Steve looks into
Peter's face. The bioc Trooper just stares at the speaker

without moving. Finally, the voice again:

Voice: HEY...YOU IlN THE MALL...
YOU JUST FUCKTD UP REAL BAD.

WL DO:'T LIKE PEOPLE WO DO.L'T SHATL.

Instantly Peter reacts. Fe crabs his weapon and straps on

lnis holsters...
Peter: corz Ox, MAN...GET IT UP.
Steve sprincs into action. He straps on his weaponry.

Under cover of darkness, we see a pair of hands storing a
microphone on a portable radio unit. The radio is in a small
van which is cluttereé with junk. An arsenal of weapons is

strewn all about.

we see several men, anéd a few women, huddling inside the van.

They look like banditos. One even wears a large Mexican =7

brero. The men are armed to the teeth, and they wear ammuni-
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tion belts criss-crossed over their chests. They are

dirty and slopoily dressed in all sorts of surplus clothinc.

Outside, we see only close up shots. BHands turn the controls
on big motorcycles and feet stomp on accelerators. The bikes
roar into action creating a thounderous sound. Clouds of

dust and exhaust fures rise into the air.

Peter and Stephen are running across the mall roof. The

roar of the cycles can be heard in the distance.

They reach the edce of the roof and Peter stares off at
the horizon. Nothinc can be seen, but the thunder crawvs

nearer. DPeter tries the binoculars.
Through the lenses we can see vague shares in the cdarrness.
As the sound swells, we make out the raiders. Their powcr-

ful bikes come charging un over a rise...first two...then

three more...three more...more...

They are accompanied by two small vans. There are at least

fiftéen bikes. The sound is deafening.
Peter: JUST THREE, HUH?

Steve: HOLY SHIT!
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Peter: THEY'LL GET IN. THEY'“LL MOVL THL TRUCKE.
Steve: THERLC'S HUNDREDS OF TEOSE CRZATURLCS DO'.I THERL.
Peter: COME O, MAN. TEIS IS A PROFESSIOIAL ARMY.

LOOKS LIKE THEY BLEN SURVIVIN' O THC ROAD ALL
THROUGE THIS THKING...

DAMN! HOW MANY OF THE STORES ARL OPLI?

Steve: I DUNINO...SEVERAL OF 'EM...
Peter: WCLL LET'S NOT MARKE IT EASY FOPRP 'LY...
COME Ol

The men chorage down throuch the skylicht. 1iHow the roar of

the convcy can e heard even in the living space.

Fran is desperate. Steve rushes by her with Peter, who

crashes on ahead throuch the door onto the firestairs.

\

Fran: WEAT'S HAPPLIIING?

Steve: THLRC'S FIFTEEN OR TWENTY OF 'EM...

WE'RE GOMNNA SHUT OFF THE GATES.

Fran: STEPHE!.
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Steve: WE'RE JUST GONNA SHEUT THE GATLS.

THEY'LL NEVER FIXND US UP ELRL.

The man disappears through the door to the stairwvav. Fran
drons the pupny which skitters across the floor and coes

running after the men floppily.

rran thinks to chase the dog, but instea? she moves to

a storage area anc sﬂatches up her own weapons. She starts

te loac her rifle

Relin. and TYCeY fn Sieeshan,

Nutsicde, the motor convey makes a pass at orne of the trucks.

In the carkness the Zo—ties clutch at the swiftly moving bihes.

~ne reifars fire their cuns, dronrine several of the creatures.

mhe moh of creatures is imrenetrable at first. ™he leafer
of the raiders sianals for the convoy to drop back across
the parking lot. Sone riders almost lose their balance as

Zzorbies claw at them, bhut they manace to keep their mounts.
The lead bikes pull up on the other side of the lot.

raider: TIEY 'LL SPREAD OUT COMIN' AFTLR CS...

mHEN WE GO IN WITH THE VAX...



)

232
cas The other bikes ride up to the leaders. 2 varn pulls irn
and two bikers scranmktle aboard through the sice Joors.
One of the women jumps into the driver's seat ani revs the
encine.
646 The lorties are startinag to move out after the convoy. The
mob at the mall entrance is thinninc somewhat.
‘e Sx bt Corn.
647 Ir the mall, Peter cdrops out of the grill in .
Ile immecdiately charces out of the room anc into the 'cintensance
Corricor, where he ftreal's at a dead run for the rall! »nroner.
l¢ is fclloweZ by Stenhen.
Teter: fshoutinc)
DOVISTAIRS TIRS ...
Steve: Oinl...
PFeter: GOT YQOUR TALK BQOX?
Steve: YEAILL.
rPeter: KEEP 1T EARDY.
643 Outside, the Raiders' van :evs up and roars towarc the mall

entrance. The bikers stav at the other side of the lot,

their engines idling. Some of the men whoop and holler like

American Indians.
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C 612 The van crashes throuch the ranks of advancing Zombies.

Several creatures are knocked flyino. The little vehicle
pulls uo along side the truck cak. Three men pile out and

C scramble into the big trailer. The Zombies in the immediate

-

arca clutch at the men and the raicders have to fight their
way clear. the woman in the littlé van revs the engine again.
- With Zorbies clawing at her windows, she pulls out and goes

squecling back towaré the main group of bikers.

- G52 The combies in the parkinc lot are apmroaching the ranks of
liotorcvcles but they are still cuite far away. The Raiders
~ ozen fire. They, too, possess sophisticated weapons, and
the barrace sets up & great noise. Several creatures
fall in +he hail of bullets. The little van pulls un

behind the Lbikes. The men still whoop and snout.

651 On the first floor of the rall, Peter and Steve dash about
slarining cown the roli gates on open stores. They run de-
sperately through the still empty concourses. They can hear
the din fror outside. Thev leave the Department Store until

last so that they can get upstairs within the store if

necessary.

652 At the trailer cab, one of the raiders fires noint blank at

' +he Zombies which claw at the passenger window. Another man

is working on the jump cables.
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Raider: SHIT...IT S S8TILL TAPED Ur...ITS ALL RERDY

FOR US...

The man sits up at the wheel, revving the big encine.

The ghouls still jumn at the windows.

Inside, the men hear the. truck encine startina. Steve slams

B

down the gate of the Fharmacy. | Peter is alreadv runninc

into the Department Store. | The big Trooper crashes up the

.. . o
escalator ané into the second floor aisles. | Stephen breaks

for the Hardware Store which is also onen.

The huce trailer rolls away from the Mall entrance. A shout
of victory coes up fror the raiders all over the markino lot.
The 7ormbies at the doors Go not vet trv to enter the rall,
as their focus is on the raiders now. Other creatures are
starting to move fror the other mall entrances. They are

convercing on the parking lot.

Across the lot, the bikers rev their enagines loudly. ey
are ready to make a run on the buildina. The raiders fronm
the truck hop out of the cak. They run toward the cdoors.
They shoot into the Zombies as they move. Some creatureac
fall. Others claw at the running figures. One raicder is
brought down by the clutching chouls. His friends par ro

attention.
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One gunman slams into the mall doors discoverina that they
are locked. He levels off a machine oun on the locks. 7

<)

barrage of shells rips open the mechanism.| The men push in
——

throuoh the doors. The little alarm units are knoched flvine

anc they send out an incrediblv high pitched sicnal.

Peter is just slamminc down the aates on the balconv when

he hears the alarms go off.

One of the raiders hears the cates rumblinc. Iie looks up
to see Peter runninc alonc the railing unstairs. I'e fires

with his machine cun.

Peter dives, slicina across the balconv. The bullets mice
him. TJle starts to crawl around the balcony, just out of

sicht from below.

Steve has just slammed down the Hardware Store gate, and

he makes a dash for the Department Store.

.

The raiders snot him as well, and opens fire.

Steve runs a zic-zag pattern and éives into the big store,

where he ducks into the shadows leavino the cate open.

[

Peter comes up behind the belcony railino and levels off his

super-gun on the raiders.
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One accurate shot is fired and a raider falls back with a

giant wound in his chest.

The last raider at the doors ducks behind a colunn out of

Peter's sight.

Now Steve can charge the roll gate, which he does, slamminc

it shut. HKe is inside the store.

The bikers are roaring toward the building now. The Zonmbies

are scattered about the lot.

Just as

the bikes are about to reach the building, the raicder

insicde rushes the dcors. He holds them oven as the big fle=t

of rumblinc cvcles cormes screaming into the bhuilding.

Steve is in awe for a moment. He watches throuch the Devpartment

Store grid.

The thundering machines pull down the concourse. The Zorbies

lurber in after them. The raider at the door is crabbecd by a

Zombie.

&

Peter,

ghouls.

Then another. He manages to fight away.

shooting from above,ldowns the raider and one of the
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’ £72 A The riain bané of bikers, hearing the ounfire, rull dovn a
sice concourse to reqgroun. They make the turn very close

tc the Devartment Store cate, and] Steve ruans baclk into the

shacows of the aisles.

B

673 & reter rnoves to another Spot on the balconvy. The Zombics are
larizerine back into the biec concourses.Pquter's eves are

wiic as he sees the safe buildinc beina invaded again.

0

€74 Udstairs, Fran hears the ncise of the battle. She is at the

toz of the firestair with her weanons ready. On the landinea

-\ .

-

-

low, the lit+le PuNdV scarners endé harks exciteldly, Fran

)

alle the Joa, but it Coes not listen.

[

r7A T Llles arc arouné acain and several of then n2ld u»

lirectly in front of the cepartment Store.

Pailer: ALRIGET...COUPLE OF GUYS HOLD OFF THEM Z2O0M3IES...
CIIARLIE?...HIT THEE GATES...'Z GOTTA GET THaT

SUIPER,

75
6 EB Tihe leader rolls his bike out. Others follow. They draw
fire frorm Peter above. One falls, his bike flvina into the

crowl of approaching Zombies.

} ‘ €76 The action is too fast ancd furious for the men to keep un

with it. Neither Peter Of|Steve can see the whole layout of

the concourse.
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The leacé bikes pull off behind another se: of columns, out
of rance. A couple of bikers dismount and start un the

stationary stairs.
Steve talks into his walkie talkie:

Steve: THEY'RL COMI!' UP, PETER...THEY'RE COMI'

UP TEE STAIPRS.
Peter moves to another spot on the balconv.

Suddenly the raiders at the Department Store door turn a
machine cun onto the roll qgate locks. One flies enen...

another...

Steve runs deeper into the store. He is about to charce up

the escalator, when he realizes that he will be in the line

of fire. He runs into the elevator at the side, hits a button,

and the car starts up for the second fioor.

Peter fires at the charginc men on the balcony. Ilie drons

one of them. The other takes cover. Then, just as Peter,
is .chancinc his position, the lights.in the buildine Llink
out...the escalators stop...the power has gone off.

Pedre mcue. +o @é, Cernaioon,

Upstairs, Fran is alone in the total darkness. From below,

she hears the puppy still barking. She starts carefully down

the steps.
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684 The elevator is stuck. Steve gropes around in the dark. Ee

fumbles for his walkie talkie...

Steve: PETER...PETER...
685 The bic Trooper charges throuch. the darkness and makes it
. elimbs Fag vee (addue
into the Maintenance Corridor. ) .

Ao Heg ducis.
. . He ignores the buzzing on his talk unit.

686 The raiders on the halconv anproach cuickly, duckinc acainst

the walls occassionally for caver.

€87 The other bhikers are now spillinc into the Demartrent Store.
Thev are reidinc the counters and rapine the displavs. They
throw thincs into sacks on their bhacks. £Scre cf ther rove
to other stores ans break throuch.the roll cates easily bv
shooting off the locks. The men rail the arsenel in the

Sporting Goods Store.

688 A The main pack of bandits is holdinag off the wave of Zombies.

The creatures come at them with new vigor.| Some of the
3

r 4

raiders fall and the creatures pounce on top of them, ripninz

at flesh with their teeth ané hands. The men are screaning.

639 The van pulls up outside the doors and two of the bikers rice
out to it, loading supplies in through the double cdoors. 727
Zombies are everywhere, but the quick actions of the professiona

looters befuddle them for the most part. Zombies fall fror
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Several Creatures have followec the raiders up onto the
balcony. one Zonbie pounces onto the corpse of the raicer
whick Peter shot. The creature becins to tear at the bo.:,

The other Zorties nove along the balconv.

Zs the reraining raiders avnear at the mouth of the corricor,
TFrem vo spin aelll R L VP loag
Peter opens fire, Ee kills the lead raider with a clean s)iot

in the heart. The man flieg back acainst the railinec and
Reup Seli+s, -
topples over, L;is bo¢y falls to the concourse below where

several ZorLies attaci: it{rAThe Ootner raider falis bacj: against

S——

the wvall.
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Feter dashes into the zintenance Poori. [ rushes imreZjiately

to the nowver station and he throws the energency powar switch,
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The portable ereroency liaht units blink on all over the mall.

Steve, who has workec onen- the hatch in the elevator Ceiling
and climbed out on tor of the car, suddenly feels the car

move. He tries to grab onto the cables but hjg hands slip

on the grease. Hjs fifle falls down to where it wedces between

the wall of the shaft ang the moving car,

B

Suddenly, the car stops again, and Steve can see[down throuch
the escape hatch. Light spills in.as the main elevator doors
open. He thinks to junp down through the hatch, but he hears

the voices of the raiders below.
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Two of the big, greasy bandits charge into the car. They

whoop and shout as they see the open escape hatch.

Steve tries to settle back acgainst the wall as much out of

.

sight as possible.
Raicder: COME O, MAN...LET'S GO...

The other raider aims his machine qun up through the hatch.

He whoops loudly as he fires off a barraage of bullets.

14
The shells bano and clatter around in the shaf*:. Thev
ricochet off the walls and ping of the metal cears. One
shell knicks Stephen on the arm. He cringes but does rc:

cry out,

Finally, the barrage stops and the raiders charoe back off

into the store.

lﬁs :
Other bandits continue their battle with the Zombies The

men crash throuch the stores, collecting weavpons, ammunition,

tools, articles of clothing, food.

Bikers shuttle the goods out to thé van where the side doors
are opened only to take in loot. The woman in the front
seat of the van are ready with giant pistols. Zorbies trw
to pound their way into the cab of the little vehicle, but

they cannot succeed.
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In the mall, another biker is brought down by a pack o+
Zorbies. They pounce on him and start devouring his sCreaning

body.

Several creatures are now wandering through the denart~ent
store, havinc entered throuah the open second storey gatc.
They move through the aisles knockina acainst the displays
One grabs at a Rannecuin thinkino it te be a human. It throws

the doll aside rouchly.

The raider on the balcony is bheine anoroached by several
Zormkies. Ye runs coun the laintenance corridor ancd into the
‘laintenance office. Peter is oone. The raider breaks into
tiic various offices. They are emnty. e comes up to tho

LAl R 1.

fale vall nmanel an: assures i{ coes nowhere. Laaen he heare

sonethinc. The faint Larliine of a little doc. He checks

the panel acain. Fke runs his hands along the edoe.

.

Suddenlv a sound in the corridor. The raider turns. There
are three ahouls approachinc hirm. Ie raises his aqun ang fires.
e knoclks off the creatures one at a tirme and goes funnine

out onto the Lalcony,

Fe sees the full spectacle as he looks down into the mall.

Creatures wander everswhere.
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EZikes roar this way and that. It is a war zone.
The man is about to run downstairs whken he hears a noise

alove him. ue spins anc looks . He sees Peter just too

late.

The bic Troomer has opened a ceiling agrid just above, and

his bic super-cun is aimed squarely at the raider's head.
| -

(&) i Cen .
The cun roars and|tne man flies back

Zelow, the raicers are starting to redroup. The hikes

¢cin tc neel out of the mall entrance one at a tire.

=

4nother raider is snatcied off his machine bv the Zomkies.
The bikers toss a last Lit of booty into the vas and the
woman driver cets readyv to oull out. Sefore she does,

she lowers her windouw and fires point blank at the heads
of the clutchine creatures which have been trying to c=t

throuch the glass.

The last wave of raiders is at the first floor entrance
to the Department Store. The Zorbies are mobhinc around
the bikes outsige. The men strugale, shooting ang beating
their way to their cycles. One man is brought down but

three others manace to rmount their nachines. The big bikes

roar and the men pull out.



244

712 AR  Peter is crawlinc through the ductwork B lle sees the last
c .
bi¥e rolling across the concourseg just as he ovens one of

. \ A .
the ogrids.| iie levels off with hils scope.

713 lle shoots one rider out of the saddle. Two more ricc out

of rance ané drive throuch the main doors into the parkinc lot.

714 The band regroups out in the lot. Where there were twanty,

there are now only seven or eight.

715 & One cyclist who duckeé back around when Peter ovenec fire,

now revs his encine anéd roars through the concourse.| e

JdoGres several of the creatures and heads for the entrance.

¢ is the leacder. The onc who was on the radio. Ile is just

[Q)

aliout to érive throuch the doors. Ee starts tc whoon victericu

71C A Peter leans out of the grid in the ceilinq‘ The crosshairs

_— A

0f his scope settle on the back of the rider's heacd. Peter's

=3 N
z, s are angry. He waits. IThe biker pulls throuch the coors
C

and[i}arts to roar across the parking lot. Peter can still

see him. The cross hairs are locked on his back. The rider
lets ou* one last victorious shout as he pulls into the fresh

air. L?he super oun roars. About a second and a healf later,

the biker is blown off his machine.

717 The bike flies into a pack of approaching Zombies. Somz of
them fall back. Others advance on the rider. The man is

rolling over the cement. He stops. He is not dead. He screan

* @ o 9 _ P o N . o e e o * e A e e L e A
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71¢ mhe other bikers move their convoy off into the night and
cradually the roar of the engines fades away.

712 The puppy stops barking. Fran looks down into the darkness.
She is tense. HMer fincers clutch at her rifle. She stands
on the landing which is silent for the first time in a long
while.

720A In the parking lot andlover the main concourse of the mall,

T208 tie creatures wander freelv. |They fight over the remains

7304 of the corpses which lie here and there. The starved Zorbies
eat ravenouslv, and the sounds of their feasting are the onaly
sounds in the area now...

R

721A Peter crawls throurh the Cuctwork.| Fe peers down throuc: the

B cri¢s at the slauchter telow.

721A
Suddenlv he hears the beeper on his talk unit. He hits the
button.

Steve: PETFR!
Peter: WHERE THL ECLL ARE YOU?
7UE  Steve: IN THE ELEVATOR!
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Peter: LISTEN, THOSE THINGS ARE ALL OVER THE PLACE.
CLIMB UP TOP...I'LL GET YOU OUT THE GRID IN

THE SHAFT...I'M COMIN.
Peter starts to crawl through the ducts.
-Steve hits the button for the second floor and the car starts

to climb. He clambors up with his feet on the hand rail

around the car. His hands reach up and grab the mouth of

the escape hatch and he rmanages{to get his head and shoulders

7228

out the orening.} He 1s just kicking with his leas to force

723

724

725

himself up, when the car stops. |He can see the orié in the

wall of the shaft.

Suddenly, the car doors open onto the second storey of the
Department Store. With startling abruptness, several Zombies
dart into the elevator. They claw at Stephen's legs and

pull him down out of the hatch. He screams and thrashes

violently.

In the ducts, Peter can hear the blood curdling screams.
He stops short. Listens for a moment. Then backs away,

heading for the Maintenance Corridor.

In the elevator car, Steve thrashes and kicks with all his
might. The creatures try to pull him out of the car. Ths
elevator doors close and open, close and open, their safety

bumpers slamming against the creatures which block it.
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A Zombie takes a bife out of Steve's arm, another manages
to bite his neck. The man scrambles, trying to free his
hand gun from its holster. He punches and kicks, although

- he is bleeding profusely, especially from the neclk wound.
He finally pulls his weapon. The big pistol fires...mnce...

twice...

726 Peter is just dropping oﬁt of the duct in the washroomn. He
hears the pistol shots. He realizes that he might have made
2 mistake in assuming Steve to be dead. He thinks about
climbing back into the grid, but he stops. He punches at

the wall violentlv. He is angry and confused.

727 Again the big pistol roars and it's shell rips throuch the
head of one of the Zombies. It flies back out of the car.
The doors still slam against one last creature. Others are
advancing from the store. Steve fires one last time. The

threatening Zombie flies back and the doors finally close shut.

728 Outside, Zombies fall against the elevator doors. They pound
and scratch. None of them think to hit the call button, of

course, but several of thenm narrowly miss it in'.their thrashing.

729 Inside the car, Stephen falls to the floor. His neck runs
red. His eyes are wide with terror. He sits stupidly. He

stares at the pistol in his hand. He finds it hard to breath.
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Peter appears at the bottom of the firestair. The puppy
runs up to meet the man, wagging its tail and yapping. Fran

looks down at him. He hangs his head.

Fran: NO.....NO!:

She runs down the steps. The big- Trooper catches her bodily

as she is about to charge out into the hall.

Peter: I HEARD HIS GUN...MAYBE HE'S ALRIGIT...

WE'LL WAIT...

WE'LL JUST WAIT A WHILE...

A slight blue haze appears in the Eastern sky. The mall

stands silently in the impending dawn.

Armies of Zombies move in and out of the building freely
through the penetrated entranceway. They walk the halls

ané they lumber through the stores.

At the elevator doors in the Department Store, several of
the creatures still pound and scratch at the closed panels.
As they push at each other, one creature inadvertently falls

against the wall. 1Its shoulder makes hard contact with the

elevator call button.



734

735

736

249

The coors glide oven. 1In the car, Stephen is standinc. The
blocd on his body is dry now. His eves are blank. H=2 steps
forward. The other creatures drift awav seceino that he is

nc¢ longer prey...he is amonc them now.

The doors slicde closed and they slam azainst Steve, but
the bumpers react and they open acain. Steve lunbers into
the store and starts dowvn the aisle. Other creatures drift

this wav and that around hin.

Upstairs, Fran is packing supolies into a sack. She doesn't
nove excitedly. Che does her chores slowly and jonderously.

i‘er face is rer from cryvine.

Peter stands et the tor of the stairs. I'e looks down at

the landine,

'ran is cetermined. She sets the sack at the hase of the
escanc laicder which leads to the roof. Then she verv de-

liberately goes to fill another sack.

On the mall balcony, Stevhen's corpse walks u» to the
Yiaintenance Corridor entrance. Other Zombies are alreacdy
in the hall. They wander aimlessly. Steve looks past then.
He sees the fake partition. Sométhing in him remembers...

lle moves forward.
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Fran: - IT'S ALMOST LIGHT...LET'S GO.
Peter looks at her silently from the stairway door.

Fran: HE DOESN'T ANSWER THE RADIO...

IT'S BEEN HOURS...
She starts to cry'again.

Fran: FOR GOD SAKE.
YOU BETTER COME ON BECAUSE IF I GET TO
THINKIN; ABOUT THIS, I'LL JUST GO ON
DOWN THERE AND LET THEM...

LT THEEM...

The pupry suddenly sets up a growl. It charges out the door

between Peter's feet and runs flopoily down the steps.

In the hallway, Steve is pounding at the fake wall. The
other creatures notice and they move up behind him. More

of them appear in the corridor. They all move toward the

partition.

Upstairs, the pounding can be heard'now. Peter stands
stoically, looking down ir.to the darkness. The dog barks

below.

e 3

Fran: WHAT IS IT?
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Peter: IT'S STEPHEN...

THEY'RE COMIN' UP:

With a great, crunching noise, the fake partition gives way
from the pushing of the army of creatures. They stagger

over the splintering lumber and move into the INTERIOP CORRIDOR.

THEY MOVE To FIRESTAIR DooR ... STEPHEN TVRNE THE unoBS AnD ThE
POOR STAPTS 1o 0PEN... TRE GROUP MOVES oNTO THE STAIRS .

Peter slams the door. He speaks gquietly.

Peter: GO ON...YOU GET OUT OF HERE.
Fran: PETER...
Peter: I SAID...GET OUT OF HERE.

From the firestair, we hear the sudden loud yelping of the
puppy as it falls victim *o the creatures. The sound

echoes through the barren_spaces of the storage area.
Fran: OH, JESUS, PETER...PLEASE...

Peter: I DON'T WANT TO GO...

I REALLY DON'T...
YOU KNOW THAT? I REALLY DON'T.

Suddenly, the door flies open and the advance creatures
lumber into the living space. Peter stares at them. He

smiles slightly. The cre:tures advance, led by Stephen,
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Fran starts to scream.

Fran; STEPHEN...STEPHEN...

She makes a slight move for her lover, but Peter raises his

super cun and shoots the Zombie through the head.

As Stephen falls, Fran comes up short, The act has startled
her into a kiné of awareness. Peter faces her as the creatures

come up behind hin.

Peter: MOVE worn!

Fran grabs the sacks and climbs the ladder to the roof.
The creatures advance on Peter. He backs away, tryina to

lead them from the skyligh.. They crash throuch the living

space upsetting the carefully planned roon.

On the roof, Fran desperately starts the engine of the heliocopter

The big blades begin to whine...
Peter backs into the second storace room slamming the door
behind him. The creatures move toward the closed portal.

Then we hear the super-gun roar one last time.

The Zombies push through the door and move in after their meal.
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! 7498 Several creatures manage to scramble up the sturdy ladder

v tovard the skvlioht. | some of them make it up onto the roof.

749 A

Fran stares at them transfixed. The blades roar up to full

i speed up above the cockpit bubble.
The creatures advance toward the machine.
Fran suddenly steps out onto the running board. The

Creatures are very close now. She crouches, watching them

for a moment. Then she looks up at the spinning propellor.

‘pn She stands straight up on the running board driving her

head into the whirling blades.

A headless form falls onto the roof at the side of the

running heliocopter. The Zombies advance.

750 In a wide shot, silhouetted against the dawn sky, we see
the creatures huddled under the chopper blades, feasting

on their last victim.
The credits crawl up.
Just as the credits end...

the engine of the heliocopter sputters...

and dies.



