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We begin with a SONG: WOODY GUTHRIE’S ‘THIS LAND IS YOUR
LAND.’ CATCHY. PATRIOTIC. WARM. Recorded in mono, played
on a scratchy old phonograph...

The following is shot gritty. Kinetic. Fast. Scary.
FADE UP ON:

An AMERICAN FLAG, filling the screen, flapping. A male
voice, belonging to FLAGSTAFF, a witty, anxiety-ridden
EVERYMAN, mid-twenties, narrates:

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
This land is your land.

The camera rotates on its axis until the flag is UPSIDE DOWN,
then pulls back to reveal that it is flying on the hood of a
PRESIDENTIAL LIMOUSINE, which itself is upside-down,
overturned ON TOP of another car.

The further we pull back, the more we see of a destroyed,
burning WASHINGTON D.C.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
This land is my land.

Suddenly, rapid FOOTSTEPS! The camera jiggles, trying to
find their source. The footsteps grow LOUD, like someone
running on sheet-metal.

BOOM-BOOM-BOOM! A ZOMBIE runs UP the other side of the limo
and LONG-JUMPS toward the camera. It lands on its STOMACH.
The camera backs up quickly. The ZOMBIE regains its footing
and sprints spastically, aggressively forward.

The CAMERAMAN turns and RUNS, his P.0.V. bouncing wildly.
Then the camera WHIP-PANS to see the zombie WAIL and ATTACK.
The zombie engulfs the screen, TACKLING the cameraman.

The camera FALLS to the ground, askew, shooting treetops and
sky. Offscreen, the CAMERAMAN SCREAMS and SCREAMS,
accompanied by ripping, cracking, CRUNCHING.

Something God-awful is happening to this guy. He gacks and
falls SILENT. We hear slurping and distressingly, GARGLING.

The zombie’s superbly frightening FACE comes into frame
again, staring into the lens as if it’'s a bathroom mirror.

Our zombies? In a word? Moist. They bleed from basically
everywhere. Eyes. Ears. Nose. Mouth. Pores. Scalp
follicles. Their brains have swollen terribly with fever,
bulging their eyes outward and giving them the unblinking,
panicky stare of a person with high altitude cerebral edema.



The zombie bares its bloody TEETH to check for food between

them. It notices a piece, scrapes it out with one blackened
fingernail, and SWALLOWS it. Then it curiously examines its
reflection... twitching, trembling.

At last, the zombie BELCHES, long, loud, and animal-like,
FOGGING the LENS with its breath.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
OK, that was pretty unnecessary. Welcome
to Zombieland. This land was made for
you and me...

DISSOLVE TO:
A GLOBE, SLOWLY TURNING CLOCKWISE

It looks like a normal globe, only instead of names for
countries, one big word stretches across the equator:

ZOMBIELAND

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Zombieland is like a greatest hits
collection of nightmares, where the only
ones they forgot to include are the one
where you're naked and the one where you
haven'’t studied for your final exam.
Casualty rates have been astronomical.
I'm one of the few non-zombies left. And
that’s only thanks to a little list I
call ‘'The Forty-Seven Rules for Surviving
Zombieland’...

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. FOOTBALL FIELD - DAY

BAM! A GUY is sprinting like mad toward a high school
football field. BOOM! A truly frightening, snarling male
ZOMBIE is right on his heels, sprinting after him.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
Rule #1 - Cardio.

Superimposed onscreen: A TITLE: 1. Cardio.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Pretty self-explanatory, um... do a lot
of cardio. There'll be times when you
have to run for your life. Literally.
So get in shape.



The GUY is still running, but every breath is now searingly
painful. His body is obviously SHUTTING DOWN on him.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
Zombies lead a very active lifestyle.

The ZOMBIE, by contrast, is breathing nicely.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
So should you.

We see a wide master shot (a la a football broadcast) of the
GUY running down the football field like a running back, and

the zombie, like a linebacker, DRAGGING him down from behind.

INT. CAFETERIA - NIGHT

FLAGSTAFF (V.O0.)
Rule #2 - Zip-Loc Bags.

A MAN sits alone in a school CAFETERIA at night, eating from
a big jar of pickles.

Superimposed onscreen: A TITLE: 2. Zip-Loc Bags.

Suddenly, the ceiling lights SHORT-CIRCUIT, plunging the room

into darkness. The man is illuminated only by a sliver of
MOONLIGHT. He stands and pulls out a FLASHLIGHT.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Always pack wisely. This should go
without saying, but you'd be surprised.
I'm a big fan of Zip-Loc bags. You've
got enough problems, moisture shouldn't
be one of them.

The man flicks on the flashlight, but it doesn’t light up.

He empties the D-BATTERIES to discover that they’ve CORRODED.

The man stares into the darkness with a concerned look, then
steps forward out of the moonbeam and into the dark...

...and is yanked the rest of the way and EVISCERATED.
EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Rule #3 - Double Tap.

A WOMAN stands on a city street, steely-eyed, holding a
pistol with two hands. Rapid FOOTSTEPS approach her.

Superimposed onscreen: A TITLE: 3. Double Tap.



The footsteps belong to a big female ZOMBIE, who RUSHES AT
the woman. The woman PLUGS the zombie in the chest with a
bullet. The zombie FACE-PLANTS and lies motionless. The
woman approaches it to test with her foot whether it’s dead.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
You've just shot a zombie. You think
it's dead, you're trying to save
bullets... unh-uh. Two more shots. One
to the head makes ninety-nine percent
sure. One more to the head makes a
hundred. It's known as a Double Tap.

The woman NUDGES the zombie’s leg. It keeps its eyes CLOSED,
like a little girl pretending to sleep when her parents
arrive home late.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
There's no use saving for the next zombie
when this one's about to...

The woman turns away, and the zombie slyly PEEKS at her. It
LUNGES and BITES VICIOUSLY into her ACHILLES TENDON.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
...glve you a season-ending injury.

INT./EXT. CAR/STREET - DAY

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Rule #4 - Seatbelts.

A panicky WOMAN turns the ignition in her CAR and SLAMS it
into gear. She does not, however, put on her SEATBELT.

Superimposed onscreen: A TITLE: 4. Seatbelts.

The woman swings her car in a wide arc, CLIPPING one ZOMBIE
and narrowly avoiding ANOTHER.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
Look, I know you're in a rush. But it
only takes two seconds. Call me a goody-
two-shoes, but if you’'re in this much of
a hurry, chances are you’'re about to get
in a wreck.

The woman pulls in front of an oncoming TRUCK. Her car is
SMACKED in the side. She is THROWN through the window, and
lands on the asphalt, deader than dead.



FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
The pavement facial. Slightly worse than
being a goody-two-shoes. Same ballpark.
But slightly worse.

EXT. GAS STATION - OUTSIDE MEN'S ROOM - NIGHT

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
OK, let's put these rules together. That
guy there is me, probably about, what, a
month after the zombie disease took off.
I'm in West Covina, California. It may
look like zombies destroyed it.
Actually, that's just West Covina.

FLAGSTAFF, a pale, unshaven, borderline good-looking NERD, is
standing outside a gas station men’s room in West Covina,
California, the arm-pit of the Golden State.

Flagstaff holds a SHOTGUN. He’s trying to decide whether to
open the door.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)

I've just filled up at a strange gas
station. I've gotta go number two. If
caring too much about hygiene is an
offense, then I'm a smooth criminal, I
enjoy a clean place to go Deuce Bigalow.
I'm considering opening that bathroom
door. Notice what a huge wuss I am.
Seriously, I don't have the spine God
gave one of those trembly toy poodles,
the kind that pees on eye contact. But
I've survived so far, ‘cause I play it
safe. Always by the rules. My rules...

As Flagstaff navigates the following scene, he follows ALL
FOUR of rules #1-4. And what he just said is true... we
aren’t watching a hero, we’re watching a COWARD.

Flagstaff starts to turn the knob, then decides AGAINST it.
He backs away slowly to discover he made the RIGHT CALL: A
male ZOMBIE BURSTS out the door, SCREECHING horribly.

Flagstaff FLINCHES and fires the shotgun wildly, missing.
Then he turns and RUNS. The ZOMBIE CHASES HIM, the end of a
roll of TOILET PAPER stuck to its SHOE. The roll trails out
behind as it runs.

Flagstaff runs around the corner toward his SAAB, only to
discover a FEMALE ZOMBIE in between him and the car. It
SCRE2AMS and beelines for him.



He FIRES at the new zombie but only hits it in the ARM. The
shotgun pops open, its chambers empty. Rather than fight,
Flagstaff makes a wide-eyed DASH for an adjoining dirt FIELD.

We’'re with Flagstaff as he runs through the field, the two
zombies close behind. His lungs are in good shape. The
zombies aren’t gaining (The title: 1. Cardio. reappears).

A HIGH, WIDE SHOT reveals Flagstaff PULLING AWAY from the
ZOMBIES as he leads them in a big circle back toward his car.
He runs up to the car, pulls out his KEYS, then DROPS THEM as
he’s going to put them in the lock.

FLAGSTAFF
Shit!

Flagstaff almost reaches down, but the zombies are catching
up again. Flagstaff runs again for the FIELD.

We're back watching the HIGH, WIDE SHOT. It’s comically
exactly the same as the last one, with Flagstaff buying time,
pulling away from the ZOMBIES as he leads them in the big
circle (The title: 1. Cardio. reappears, BLINKING ON AND
OFF FOR EMPHASIS).

This time, Flagstaff reaches the car, successfully picks up
his keys, then NOTICES that the car wasn’t even locked. He
rolls his eyes, JUMPS inside, closes the door, and SHOVES the
keys into the ignition, stopping only to FASTEN his SEATBELT.

Flagstaff FLOORS the Saab, FISHTAILING, speeding down the
street. When all is clear, he takes a huge sigh of relief.
The zombies give up the chase as the car disappears.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
And now, we're about to be reminded why I
was such a moron for forgetting to lock
my car...

Flagstaff adjusts his REAR-VIEW MIRROR, and in it, sees a
ZOMBIE SIT UP in the BACK SEAT, a big, bloody grin on its
face.

Flagstaff SCREAMS, SLAMS on the brakes, swerves, and BASHES
into a SAGUARO CACTUS that'’s decorating a man’s lawn.

The ZOMBIE launches from the back seat of the car, SMASHES
through the windshield, THUMPS its head against the cactus,
and ends up SPRAWLED on the hood.

Flagstaff, by contrast, is SAVED by his SEATBELT, which TUGS
hard against his chest. (Title: 4. Seatbelts.)



Suddenly, the ZOMBIE, a PIECE of CACTUS stuck in its
forehead, spins around on the hood and tries to get back
through the hole in the cracked windshield.

The WINDSHIELD WIPERS and WINDSHIELD MIST are going off,
spraying the zombie in the face and tapping it on the head.

In the front seat, a terrified Flagstaff pops open his
SHOTGUN and grabs a ZIP-LOC BAG (Title: 2. Zip-Loc Bags.)
off the floor. 1It’s wet on the outside from the windshield
fluid, but DRY on the inside, and full of SHOTGUN SHELLS.

Flagstaff loads a dry shell into his shotgun, aims, and
SHOOTS the zombie off the hood of the car.

Without pause, he pops the shotgun open, loads TWO MORE
SHELLS inside, climbs out, and STANDS OVER the fallen ZOMBIE.

Flagstaff closes one eye and AIMS at the head (Title: 3.
Double Tap.). KA-BLAM! KA-BLAM! Silence.

Physically and emotionally spent, Flagstaff leans back
against his car and SLIDES to the ground. He sniffs the air,
looks down, and gets a forlorn expression on his face.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
On the bright side, I'd found a place to
go number two.

FADE OUT.

We hear the first notes of PATSY CLINE'S classic BALLAD, ‘I
FALL TO PIECES.’ And we ROLL CREDITS.

FADE UP ON:

A MONTAGE of people succumbing to zombies as the world comes
to an end and the American Dream is lost...

INT. CASINO - NIGHT

A MAN in a casino plays a huge SLOT MACHINE. He WHOOPS and
JUMPS when he sees a row of SEVENS. SIRENS and LIGHTS FLASH.

The man sprints to the CASHIER, holding his CHIT. No one is
behind the counter. He frowns and peers behind it. A
ZOMBIE, dressed in a vest, JUMPS UP from behind the counter
and YANKS the man over it.



EXT. PARK - DAY

A homemade BANNER over a children’s PARK reads, ‘FATHER SON
SCOUT PICNIC!’ A FATHER and his eight-year-old SON, dressed
in SCOUT UNIFORMS, run awkwardly toward camera, their LEGS
BOUND TOGETHER as part of a THREE-LEGGED RACE.

LURCHING after them are FOUR MORE FATHER-SON scout pairs,
also tied at the leg, but foaming at the mouth. These four
pairs aren’t trying to beat the first place team, they’'re
trying to EAT the first place team.

INT. MALL PHOTO BOOTH - NIGHT

Two young LOVERS at the MALL enter one of those gimmicky FOUR-
PHOTO booths, sit down, and pull the curtain. A HUNGRY
ZOMBIE sneaks up, THROWS BACK THE CURTAIN, and DIVES INSIDE.

The booth SHAKES with the attack, then falls silent.

A FOUR-PHOTO STRIP emerges into the pick-up slot. In the
first photo, the couple is LAUGHING. In the second, they’re
REACTING to the LUNGING zombie, in third they’re FIGHTING the
zombie, and in the FOURTH, the bloody-mouthed zombie is
looking happily into camera, as if it remembers how to pose.

EXT. AERIAL TRAM - DAY

A FAMILY of FOUR stands inside a GONDOLA on an AERIAL TRAM,
noses to the glass. The gondola is stranded ABOVE a

clamoring CROWD of ZOMBIES. The family takes each other’s
hands and squeezes their palms tightly, forlornly together.

FADE OUT.
FADE UP ON:
EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD - WEST COVINA, CALIFORNIA - DAWN

The sun is rising over West Covina. Flagstaff’s Saab is
still bashed up against the cactus.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
They say you can't go home again. Me,
I'm trying to prove ‘em wrong, making my
way from my LA apartment to the only
place I've ever felt safe... Flagstaff,
Arizona. On even the slightest chance
Mom and Dad might still be alive.

FLAGSTAFF himself has abandoned the car. He is walking up
the street, everything but his shotgun stuffed into a ROLLING
SUITCASE, which he tugs behind him.



FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Moments like these made me glad... glad I
chose that suitcase with the little
rollers. I was done being the idiot with
the duffel bag.

EXT. 10 FREEWAY ON-RAMP, WEST COVINA, CALIFORNIA - DAWN

FLAGSTAFF hikes up the on-ramp onto the freeway, shotgun
under one arm, suitcase-on-wheels pulled behind.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. 10 FREEWAY, WEST COVINA, CALIFORNIA - DAY

FLAGSTAFF walks from abandoned VEHICLE to abandoned VEHICLE,
looking carefully for a new ride. Nothing suits his purpose.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. 10 FREEWAY, WEST COVINA, CALIFORNIA - DAY

An exhausted FLAGSTAFF trudges on, more slowly now. Then, as
if by magic, he hears the distant rumble of an ENGINE.

On the western horizon, a black CADILLAC ESCALADE threads its
way through the abandoned freeway traffic, heading EAST.

On each side and hood of the Escalade, written in WHITE SOAP,
is the number 3 (in memory of the late great DALE EARNHARDT).

As the ESCALADE approaches, a nervous FLAGSTAFF grabs a
TOPPLED MOTORCYCLE, props it up on its kickstand, kneels
behind it, and aims his shotgun warily at the SUV.

The Escalade pulls up near the motorcycle and STOPS. The
driver’s door opens, and a square-jawed, broad-shouldered bad
ass, ALBUQUERQUE, steps onto the running board.

Albuquerque is in his mid-thirties. He wears ironic thick
librarian-appropriate eyeglasses. He stares at the
motorcycle with curiosity.

Flagstaff stands up from behind the bike, his shotgun AIMED
at Albuquerque.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Here's the thing about scared people.
They're great at hiding it. Imagine an
apple: nice and shiny on the outside, a
greedy little worm chewing up the inside.
That's me.

Albuquerque raises an eyebrow, then shrugs matter-of-factly,
as if to say, ‘If that’s how you want to do it...’



10.

Albuquerque calmly reaches into his car, pulls out a no-
shitting-you AK-47 AUTOMATIC RIFLE, lifts it to his shoulder,
and points it RIGHT BACK AT Flagstaff.

Flagstaff’s eyes widen. Uh-oh. Albuquerque’s finger goes
from the trigger guard to the TRIGGER.

Flagstaff quickly wipes sweat from his temple with his
sleeve, starts to tremble, then all at once GIVES UP,
lowering his shotgun and RAISING HIS HANDS, ashamed.

Flagstaff smiles embarrassedly, then STICKS OUT ONE THUMB
questioningly in the universal sign for HITCH-HIKING.

Albuquerque rolls his eyes, lowers his gun, and motions to
Flagstaff with his head: ’‘Get in.’

INT. CADILLAC ESCALADE - DAY

Inside the SUV, ALBUQUERQUE sits behind the wheel. FLAGSTAFF
sits in the passenger seat. There’s an awkward silence,
punctuated by Flagstaff’s careful look INTO THE BACK SEAT.

ATBUQUERQUE
Whatcha looking for?

FLAGSTAFF
Nothing. I have this list...

Superimposed onscreen: A TITLE: 31. Check the Back Seat.

ATBUQUERQUE
No one back there but my duffel bag.

Flagstaff blinks.

FLAGSTAFF
What'’s your name?

AT.BUQUERQUE
Stop. No names. Where you from?

FLAGSTAFF
Arizona. Flagstaff.

AT.BUQUERQUE
Hullo, Flagstaff. 1I’'m Albuquerque.

The two SHAKE HANDS.

FLAGSTAFF
You’'re from Albuquerque?



ATL.BUQUERQUE
I am.

FLAGSTAFF
You don’'t want me to call you by your
name? You want me to call you
Albugquerque?

ALBUQUERQUE
I do.

FLAGSTAFF
May I ask why.

ATBUQUERQUE
Keeps us from getting too familiar.

FLAGSTAFF
So if I'm calling you Albuquerque, what
happens if we meet someone else from
Albuquerque.

ATBUQUERQUE
Haven'’'t thought that far ahead.

FLAGSTAFF
(smiles)
If I knew I was gonna be Flagstaff, I'd
have said I was from a cooler sounding
place. Like Pocatello. Or Winnemucca.

ATL.BUQUERQUE

You can switch to Winnemucca.
FLAGSTAFF

No, I'm Flagstaff.
ALBUQUERQUE

Sure?
FLAGSTAFF

(nods)

Flagstaff.

ALBUQUERQUE

Flagstaff and Albuquerque almost had a
gunfight.

FLAGSTAFF
Yeah.

ATBUQUERQUE
Where you headed?

11.



FLAGSTAFF
Flagstaff. You?

ATBUQUERQUE
Albuquerque.

FLAGSTAFF
(nods knowingly)
Going home?

ATBUQUERQUE
Nah, home’s back there.
(indicates West Covina)
They say you know home by the way it
makes you feel when you leave. I’'m over
it. Further I get, the better.

(shrugs)
Albugquerque’s just my birthplace. Not a
destination. More like a... direction.

Anywhere but here.

FLAGSTAFF
Y’'know, Flagstaff’s on the way to
Albuquerque.
ATBUQUERQUE
Yeah.
FLAGSTAFF
So... Albuquerque... wanna stick

together? Least as far as Flagstaff?

AT.BUQUERQUE
Here’s the thing, Flagstaff. I’'m not
easy to get along with. And I’'m sensing
you’'re a bit of a bitch. I give this
relationship ‘til Quartzsite.

FLAGSTAFF
So you’ll take me as far as Quartzsite!

AT.BUQUERQUE
If you lose the excited face.

Flagstaff loses the face. Albuquerque turns on the ignition.

FLAGSTAFF
I have a small bladder.

ALBUQUERQUE
Clench and hold.

The Escalade’s tires CRUNCH the gravel as it pulls away.



FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
If I was stupid enough to hitch-hike,
might as well have been with Albuquerque.
Turns out... don't let the glasses fool
you...

SMASH CUT TO:
EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT - FLASHBACK
A SONG: RAGE AGAINST THE MACHINE’'S ‘KNOW YOUR ENEMY. '

A hungry ZOMBIE SPRINTS toward an office building and
DISAPPEARS around the corner. Suddenly, we hear a loud
MECHANICAL BUZZING from around that corner.

After a beat, the SAME ZOMBIE comes SPRINTING back the way it
came, with ALBUQUERQUE CHASING it. He is wearing a welder’s
helmet and wielding two BUZZING CHAINSAWS, one in each hand.

The zombie hightails it around a building. Albuquerque slows
to a stop. He SNAPS his head back so the shield of his
welder’s mask lifts, and his FACE is fully revealed.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
Albuquerque'’s in the ass-kicking
business. And...

Albugquerque SMIRKS.

ALBUQUERQUE
(to the now-gone zombie)
Business is good.

The ‘Rage’ song fades.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Don't get the wrong impression,
Albuquerque’s got a soft side. Look a
month before the zombies showed up...

INT. XITCHEN - DAY - FLASHBACK

ALBUQUERQUE is in a modest KITCHEN, pre-Zombieland, cooking
ANIMAL-SHAPED PANCAKES (pancakes with mouse ears, etc.) with
tender loving care. He spatulas the pancakes onto a PLATE
and carries it to the kitchen table.

We REVERSE ANGLE to see the recipient of the pancakes: not a
child, but Albuquerque’s GERMAN SHEPHERD PUPPY, BUCK. Buck
sits ON a chair at the table, gobbling the pancakes.

Next, we see ALBUQUERQUE running in and out of frame, zooming
Buck around like an AIRPLANE, making machine-gunning noises.

13.



At last, Albuquerque starts ESKIMO KISSING Buck (Buck licks
him on the mouth) and blowing RASPBERRIES on his fuzzy BELLY.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Yeah. That's the grossest thing yet.

EXT. 10 FREEWAY, OUTSIDE QUARTZSITE, ARIZONA - DAY - PRESENT

A sign on the 10 freeway reads ‘QUARTZSITE - 89 MI.’
FLAGSTAFF and ALBUQUERQUE are driving down the freeway
through a MOUNTAINOUS DESERT PASS when Albuquerque notices a
BROKEN GUARD RAIL and STOPS.

CUT TO:

FLAGSTAFF and ALBUQUERQUE STANDING over the broken guard
rail, each holding a SHOTGUN. There is an overturned HOSTESS
DELIVERY TRUCK at the bottom of a GORGE.

FLAGSTAFF
That’'s a Hostess truck.

ATBUQUERQUE
New plan. I could use a Twinkie.
(laces up his boot)
Coming?

Flagstaff BLINKS. Does he really have to?

FLAGSTAFF
Hold on.

Flagstaff starts doing some old-fashioned old-man TORSO
TWISTS, ANKLE TOUCHES, and DEEP KNEE BENDS. He looks like
one of those ridiculous yesteryear bodybuilders.

ALBUQUERQUE
(watches)
You’'re serious.

FLAGSTAFF
Stretching’s important. You should
stretch.
Superimposed onscreen: A TITLE: 18. Stretch.

ATL.BUQUERQUE
Sorry. Don’t believe in it.

Albuquerque starts down the gorge WITHOUT Flagstaff.
ATBUQUERQUE

You never see a lion stretch before it
kills a gazelle!

14.



Flagstaff furrows his brow. An interesting point.
EXT. HOSTESS TRUCK - DAY

FLAGSTAFF and ALBUQUERQUE carefully approach the overturned
Hostess truck. The back delivery door is slightly AJAR.

Albuquerque and Flagstaff RAISE their GUNS. Flagstaff bites
his lip. Albuquerque slowly REACHES for the door handle.
Ominous violins swell...

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Whatever's inside a Hostess truck, it's
gotta be appealing, right?

All at once, Albuquerque THROWS BACK the door, and an
AVALANCHE of BOXES of SNO-BALLS (those white, coconut-covered
PUFFS) POURS onto the ground. Nothing worse than that.

The music dies. Flagstaff SIGHS with relief. Albuquerque
isn’t nearly so happy. There’s not a TWINKIE in sight.

ALBUQUERQUE
What self-respecting Hostess truck is
full of two thousand boxes of Sno-Balls?

FLAGSTAFF
I like Sno-Balls.

ATLBUQUERQUE
Coconut'’'s gross. Not the taste. The
consistency.

Flagstaff opens a package and starts CHOWING DOWN on a Sno-
Ball. A perturbed Albuquerque STARES. Flagstaff stops
chewing and gives a guilty shrug, as if to say, ‘What?!’

Albuquerque heads back UP the steep slope.

ATBUQUERQUE
This Twinkie thing? Not over yet.

FLAGSTAFF
Um. This may be a bad time. But I gotta
take the Browns to the Superbowl.

ATBUQUERQUE
Really?

FLAGSTAFF
Really.



EXT. REST AREA - MEN'S ROOM - DAY

The ESCALADE is parked outside a roadside REST AREA MEN'S
ROOM, where ALBUQUERQUE stands, checking his watch.

INT. MEN’'S ROOM - DAY

We’'re now inside the restroom. FLAGSTAFF has entered,
holding his shotgun.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
I know, I know... again so soon? What
can I say? A case of chronic... anxiety.
Ever since I was born, I've been ruled by
irrational fears.

Flagstaff nudges each stall door open with his foot.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
There’'s nothing I couldn’'t find a reason
to be afraid of. Things like undertow...
department store Santas... quicksand...
being held down and tickled...

ANGLE ON: Flagstaff, now SITTING on one of the toilets.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
For example, guess what I'm scared of
right now. I mean, other than toilet
seat herpes.

Flagstaff pauses, then RAISES HIS FEET off the tile.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Something crawling under the stall!

Flagstaff holds his feet up, keeping a sharp eye out for
anything that might slither toward him.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
What crawls under a stall? I don't know,
a roach... a rat... a really thorough
janitor? Use your imagination.

CUT TO:

An ALLIGATOR poking its head under the stall. Flagstaff
BLINKS, and it DISAPPEARS.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
I sure do.

le.



17.

EXT. REST AREA - MEN’'S ROOM - DAY
FLAGSTAFF emerges from the restroom to join ALBUQUERQUE.

FLAGSTAFF
(smiles)
My work here is done.

As Flagstaff and Albuquerque walk away, we hear a growing
CACOPHONOUS SOUND (TRAFFIC, HORNS HONKING, THE DIN OF PEOPLE
TALKING, ETC.), and we SMASH CUT TO:

AN INSERT: A SATELLITE PHOTO OF THE PLANET EARTH. THE
CAMERA PUSHES IN, ROTATING. WE HEAR THE GRIDLOCK OF THE
POPULATION BELOW: TRAFFIC, HORNS, PEOPLE, ETC.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)

Nowadays, I'm always wishing life could
go back to ‘normal.’ Which is weird.
‘Cause life was never really ‘'normal’ for
me. Long before there were ever zombies,
phobias started boxing me in. I avoided
more and more things. My world got
smaller...

We ZOOM IN instantly. The PHOTO is now only of one CITY, its
streets forming a grid. The traffic noise subsides a little.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
...and smaller...

We ZOOM IN AGAIN. The PHOTO is now only of one NEIGHBORHOOD.
The traffic noise subsides again.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
...and smaller.

We ZOOM IN AGAIN. The PHOTO is now only of one APARTMENT
BUILDING. The traffic noise is GONE. We’'re in SILENCE. We
push in on the roof, appearing to DISSOLVE THROUGH IT.

INT. BEDROOM - DUSK - FLASHBACK

We push in on a bird’s eye view of FLAGSTAFF lying in bed,
curled up in the FETAL POSITION, his eyes WET with TEARS.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
‘Til a few months back... when all that
was left... was me.

FADE OUT.

FADE UP ON:



INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT - FLASHBACK
Superimposed onscreen: A TITLE: Then one Friday night...

FLAGSTAFF is at his computer, 1lit by the pale glow of the
screen, one hand under his waistband. His desk is a mess:
Soda-can forest. Star Trek Voyager DVDs. Sticky keyboard.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Friday night, third straight week
indoors. Leaning Tower of Pizza Boxes.
Code Red Mountain Dew. Jessica Alba
mouse pad. World of Warcraft. Right
hand on Jessica. Left hand in pants.
Pride - nowhere. Dignity - loooong gone.
Virginity - totally justifiable to
speculate on.

His hands OCCUPIED, Flagstaff tries to take a DRINK from his
Code Red Mountain Dew cup by BITING the lip of it and TIPPING
it back into his mouth. The Mountain Dew SPILLS down his
chin all over the front of his shirt.

FLAGSTAFF
Smooth.

Flagstaff marches into the bathroom, dripping Mountain Dew.
He takes off the shirt and DROPS it on the bathroom FLOOR,
then ducks into his closet to CHANGE shirts.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
My whole life, all I'd ever really wanted
was to find a girl. Fall in love. Bring
her home to meet the folks. That was my
biggest fear of all. Dying alone. Mom
didn’t know where I would meet a, quote,
‘marriageable woman,’ but Dad knew where
I wouldn’'t: my locked apartment. And
he’'d always been right. ‘Til now...

Flagstaff hears POUNDING at his front door. He nearly jumps,
then freezes, listening. The pounding stops, then starts
again, LOUDER. Flagstaff TIPTOES toward his front door as if
it were the edge of the Grand Canyon.

FEMALE VOICE
(muffled, distressed)
408, you in there?! Please!

Flagstaff looks gingerly through the peep hole.
FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)

Omigod. My adorable next door neighbor.
406. I'd dreamed of this girl.
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But I'd never said hi, ’'cause I was busy
making ground-breaking advances in the
exciting new field of lame.

FEMALE VOICE
(now crying)
Please, it’s an emergency! No one’s
answering! Please?!

Flagstaff is clearly TORN. He goes to open the door. Then
CHICKENS OUT. Then listens to more resigned CRYING.

FEMALE VOICE
Heeeelp...

Flagstaff’s heartstrings are sufficiently tugged. He chokes
down his fear and very daintily unlocks and opens the door.

406 BURSTS into the room, SLAMS the door behind her, locks
the bolt, then HUGS Flagstaff like a long-lost relative. She
is in her mid-twenties, cute as a button. Tough. Feisty.
The girl you’d love to spend Armageddon with.

406
(dispensing cheek pecks)
Thank you, thank you, thank you!

Flagstaff suddenly feels good about himself.

FLAGSTAFF
It was nothing!

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER - FLASHBACK

FLAGSTAFF takes a seat beside 406 on his living room SOFA.
She wears a blanket over her shoulders. He offers her a cup.
She takes it in both hands and DRINKS.

406
Mountain Dew?

FLAGSTAFF
(nods)

Code Red. And some Golden Grahams.
(hands her a plastic bag of
Golden Grahams)

The Zip-Loc Bag keeps ‘em crisp.

406
Hm.

FLAGSTAFF
Why don’t you start from the beginning?

19.
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406
Not ‘til we’ve called the police.

FLAGSTAFF
Right, sorry!

Flagstaff is already clutching a CORDLESS PHONE. He hits the
green ‘talk’ button. He doesn’t hear a dial tone. Instead,
it’s that fast ’‘the phone’s been off the hook too long’ TONE.

406
(hearing the tone)
What’s wrong?! Mine was off, too. And I
dropped my cell when... you got a cell?

FLAGSTAFF
(shakes his head... an
embarrassing ‘no’)
Probably the last guy on earth. Wanna
try down the hall?

406

In a bit. Right now I feel safe. Here.
FLAGSTAFF

Great.
406

He was homeless. And sick. I was
walking home from a bar, talking on the
phone. And he came sprinting toward me.
Not running. Sprinting. I thought he
was, like, running after someone, or from
someone, ‘til... ‘til...

Her hands are shaking.

FLAGSTAFF
Here.

Flagstaff sets down her Mountain Dew and takes her hands
BETWEEN his own, warming and stilling them.

406
(smiles through tears)
Thanks.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
OK, the confidence? Coming out of
nowhere... seriously, maybe even my ass.

FLAGSTAFF
Go on.
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406
He ran right for me. Just totally wild.
Violent. He grabbed me. And I dropped
my phone and pulled away. And ran. So
did he. He must have slipped, ‘cause I
made it inside the gate. Last I saw, he
was still out there, going crazy.

FLAGSTAFF
Drugs, maybe? We’ll stay here ’‘til the
phones come back on. Then we’ll call the

police.
406

I didn’'t mention the worst part.
FLAGSTAFF

Yeah?
406

He tried to bite me.
A BEAT while Flagstaff stares, grossed out.

FLAGSTAFF
You’'re right. That’s the worst part.

406
Sorry I'm so scared.

FLAGSTAFF
Quit it! Some homeless guy tries to eat
you?! That'’s, like, the right kind of
scared, reasonable scared. Me, I'm
afraid of stuff like clowns, and those
rags they use to wipe restaurant
tables...

406
Really?

FLAGSTAFF
I joke a lot. Point is, I'm here for
you. And as long as you’'re by my side,
I'm not leaving this apartment.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
Playing to my strengths.

406
(sincere smile)
Mind if I close my eyes?



406 KISSES Flagstaff on the forehead, then pulls the blanket
to her chin, leans back, and closes her eyes. Flagstaff can
barely contain his jittery EXCITEMENT.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Set aside the feverish, homeless
cannibal, I'm living the dream! I'd
always... my whole life... wanted to
brush a girl’'s hair over her ear.

Flagstaff brushes 406’s hair over her ear. She opens her
eyes and smiles, then nestles back against the sofa cushion.

406
Night.

FLAGSTAFF
Night.

Mountain Dew non-withstanding, sleepiness is contagious.
Flagstaff watches 406 breathe peacefully for a few moments,
then props up a sofa pillow and closes his eyes HIMSELF.

FADE OUT.
FADE UP ON:
INT. APARTMENT - HOURS LATER

FLAGSTAFF has been asleep for who knows how long. He'’s
sitting on the couch, mouth open, head tilted to the left.

We’'re on his FACE as he stirs. His eyelids flutter. He
twitches, then opens his eyes, shaking off sleep. Where is
he? Oh, right, on the couch. His kitchen is on the left.
And 406 must still be on the couch.

Flagstaff turns to the right, expecting to find 406 asleep
next to him. Instead...

...SHE IS SITTING A FOOT FROM HIS FACE, HER FACE A BLOODY,
BLACK MESS OF ZOMBIE DISEASE, BULGING EYES ALIVE WITH
CURIOSITY AND MALICE, GRINNING AT HIM.

FLAGSTAFF
Ghaaaaal

FLAGSTAFF leaps BACKWARD off the couch to get away from the
ZOMBIEFIED 406.

FLAGSTAFF
Oh my God! Are vou alright?!
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406 stays where she is, SNIFFS the air longingly, and opens
her mouth as if to say something. Instead, she HISSES/HOCKS
UP PHLEGM, and then SPRINGS at Flagstaff with ABANDON.

FLAGSTAFF
Ahhh!

Flagstaff backs up as fast as possible, then turns to run.
He SPRINTS MADLY into his tiny dining room with 406 right on
his heels. Flagstaff overturns two DINING CHAIRS behind him
to try to slow 406. She gets TANGLED and SLIPS.

406 gets to her feet and lurches into the KITCHEN. Flagstaff
has turned to face her, holding a BLENDER over his head.

FLAGSTAFF
Stay back! I don’t wanna hurt you!

Zombies don’t generally stay back. She BUM-RUSHES him.
Still wigged out by the idea of injuring his neighbor
(however zombie-ish), Flagstaff DITCHES the blender and RUNS.

406 is right behind him when he reaches the BEDROOM and tries
to SLAM the door SHUT. She STICKS OUT her foot as if she’s
about to slide into third base and tries to STOP it.

The door SMASHES 406’'s ANKLE, bending her foot SIDEWAYS with
a sickening CRACK. She falls to the ground, screaming,
clutching her now diagonally attached foot.

FLAGSTAFF
Shit! Sorry!

Nice as he may be, Flagstaff doesn’t waste a moment; he tries
to SLAM the door shut again. 406 LUNGES and gets her ARMS
and SHOULDERS through.

This time, the door has no chance of closing. The broken
ankle has HOBBLED her, but she’s still coming...

Flagstaff can’t retreat anywhere but the closet or the
bathroom. He chooses the BATHROOM, dashing, reaching it.

Unfortunately, he SLIPS on the WET, MOUNTAIN-DEW-COVERED
SHIRT from earlier. He CRASHES to the TILE FLOOR, pulling
the SHOWER CURTAIN out of its rings to try to break his fall.

Now she’s reached his feet, biting, clawing. He KICKS
frantically and haphazardly, but she’s got him by the ankle.
He opens the CABINET under the sink for a weapon...

Kleenex? No. Cotton Balls? No. Toilet Paper? Not
happening. Flagstaff rolls his eyes. His arsenal is
exclusively soft and fluffy.
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406 rises up to jump on Flagstaff, and he just manages to
pull the SHOWER CURTAIN over himself. She lands on top of
him, and now THEY'RE WRESTLING, GRABBING, PUNCHING, with only
the CURTAIN in between them.

Flagstaff falls back to the tile, WHACKING his HEAD. Now he
and the zombie are literally FACE to FACE, as if kissing, but
with the shower curtain still BETWEEN them.

406’'s bloody features PRESS gruesomely against the PLASTIC.
Flagstaff uses the moment to reach up and WRAP the curtain
around the back of her head, trying to cut off her AIR.

It’s WORKING... she gasps, wheezes, chokes, and at last
starts to go LIMP. We think it’s about to be OVER...

...until she CHEWS through the plastic, which allows her to
take a DEEP, raspy BREATH. Her gangrenous tongue PROTRUDES
through the hole, ALMOST LICKING Flagstaff on the mouth...

Flagstaff GROPES in the cabinet under the sink again, grabs
an aeresol can of LYSOL, AIMS it into her mouth, and FIRES.

406 CHOKES and rolls off Flagstaff. He gains his feet, SLIPS
back against the TOILET, and knocks the PORCELAIN LID on the
back of the toilet basin ASKEW.

This gives him an idea. He grabs the heavy LID and steps
over 406, SWATTING her hand with it as he runs from the room.

Flagstaff SHUTS the bathroom door behind him, and the bedroom
door behind him after that. Unfortunately, he’s on the wrong
side of the locks now, so he can’t lock her out of anywhere.

We’'re with 406 as she rises to her feet again. She tries to
BEND her broken foot into place, CRACKING it from one odd
angle to another. No luck, now it’s just as twisted in the
other direction.

406 gives up on her foot and opens the bathroom door. Then
she limps to the bedroom door and opens it, too. Flagstaff
is standing in the living room, chest heaving.

FLAGSTAFF
Please listen to me, 406. Listen. If
you’'re in there. You're just sick.
Stop. Don't...

But 406’'s expression is one of pure, blinded hate. She
throws back her head and HOWLS with rage. The sound is
beyond scary, like that of a trapped, infuriated animal. She
RUN-DRAGS herself TOWARD Flagstaff.
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FLAGSTAFF
(under his breath)
Forgive me.

With all his might, he rears back and BELTS her in the head
with the TOILET BASIN LID. At the EXACT MOMENT of jarring
IMPACT, we FREEZE FRAME.

We see a STILL SHOT of Flagstaff connecting perfectly,
violently with 406’'s temple.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

WATER. Running from the faucet... eddying in the sink with
blood and grime... splashing on walls and mirror.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
You tell yourself over and over, this...
this... did not just happen. It did not.
It did not. It did not. It couldn’'t
have. It couldn’'t have.

INTERCUT, we see QUICK IMAGES of FLAGSTAFF's pain, fear, and
grief. He'’'s washing his hands feverishly in the sink. He's
HYPERVENTILATING. He’s spasming with panting and groans.

He’'s sitting still against his bathroom wall and TREMBLING.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
But it did. In the face of every sane
thing that came before it, and all I'd
come to know and expect about the
world... it did.

DISSOLVE TO:

FLAGSTAFF, with a phone to his ear, still hearing the not-in-
service TONE. He sets down the receiver. In tears, he
carries his SHOWER CURTAIN into the living room.

He stands over 406’'s dead body, chokes back the smell, then
starts to wrap her in the SHOWER CURTAIN, DUCT-TAPING the
edges. As he goes to move her arm, something makes him stop.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
A ‘zombie’ isn’'t a dead person who's come
back to life. It's someone who's been
infected with the plague of the 21st
century - a raging fever where your brain
inflames to almost twice its size,
leaving you violent, hateful...



some insist evil. Zombieism’'s carried in
bodily fluid.

Near 406’'s wrist is a severe BITE MARK that bears the
unmistakable imprint of human teeth. Flagstaff examines the
bite mark, his mind racing with the implications.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
These fluids are highly contagious and
fast-acting when they mix with your
fluids. So if you’'re thinking of going
tongue-to-tonsil with your suddenly less-
cute neighbor...

A QUICK CUT of 406 trying to stick her TONGUE into
Flagstaff’s mouth through the shower curtain.

FLAGSTAFF (V.0.)
...try something more innocent.

Flagstaff sadly BRUSHES 406’'s HAIR over her EAR, then RESUMES
wrapping her up.

EXT. APARTMENT BALCONY - DAY

From across the street, we watch in a MASTER SHOT as
FLAGSTAFF struggles to push 406’'s CORPSE over his balcony.

We'’'re BELOW the balcony, looking UP as the wrapped body rolls
over and PLUMMETS INTO LENS. ALL IS BLACK.

FLAGSTAFF (V.O.)
Mom and Dad would have to wait.

FADE UP ON:
EXT. 10 FREEWAY - DAY
ALBUQUERQUE and FLAGSTAFF have resumed driving down the
freeway. A tangle of BURNED VEHICLES with DEAD, CHARRED
DRIVERS BLOCKS the WAY.
CUT TO:

ALBUQUERQUE and FLAGSTAFF now OUT of the ESCALADE, PUSHING a
burned station wagon off the road so they can drive past.

FLAGSTAFF
I've heard there’s still a place
untouched by all this crap.

ALBUQUERQUE
Back east, right?

26.



27.

FLAGSTAFF
You heard the same thing?!

ATBUQUERQUE
Sure. Out west, we’ve heard it’s back
east. Back east, they’ve heard it’s out
west. There’s no such place. You're
like the penguin at the north pole who's
heard the south pole’s really nice this
time of year.

FLAGSTAFF
There are no penguins at the north pole.

A moment passes. Albuquerque ponders.

AT.BUQUERQUE
Wanna see how hard I can punch?

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT./INT. 10 FREEWAY/ESCALADE - DAY

ALBUQUERQUE and FLAGSTAFF are driving through a new section
of the 10 FREEWAY, in MID-CONVERSATION.

FLAGSTAFF
The last time I ‘laid some pipe?’
ATBUQUERQUE
Yeah. The last time you went twenty
toes... put Percy in the playpen...

stormed the trenches...
Flagstaff stares.

FLAGSTAFF
Sex?

ATL.BUQUERQUE
Sex.

Flagstaff’s eyes drift to a BILLBOARD for UPS. He begins a
tentative lie that gets more confident with every word:

FLAGSTAFF
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