
He closes the tent, scoops up the sleeping bag and pack, 
trudges off.

The tent just a small glow in the distance. 

Miles sets the pack down against a tree/rock. He opens the 
sleeping bag all the way up and lays it down. He stands, 
looks around, slow, quiet.

The axe blade thunks into the dirt beside the sleeping bag. 
He sits down on the bag, settles himself. Pulls out the 
folding knife, grips it in one hand, gathers the edges of the 
sleeping bag, wraps himself up and leans back against the 
tree/rock. 

The tent out there in the dark, in his eyeline.

He watches the tent. No expression. Shot holds. He tugs up 
the sleeping bag. Watches.

HIS POV: the tent ...

FADE OUT.

EXT. FOREST - HIDING SPOT - EARLY MORNING44

CLOSE UP on the compass dangling from the pack, long shot. 
The compass needle ... slight shake.  

Trembles, stills. 

Vibrates a few degrees from north ... snaps back.

Vibrates from north further, a full 90 degrees and holds, 
vibrating.

In the background, soft focus, FIGURE moves past. As it 
recedes into the background, the compass needle flutters back 
to north. Twitches once, falls still.

Miles sleeps. PAN slowly toward the tent, where a figure 
stands before it -

SMASH CUT TO:
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EXT. FOREST - TENT - CONTINUOUS44A

Figure from before stands facing tent, back to camera, head 
not visible from low angle.

In the far background, Miles tucked up against the tree. His 
head rolls over to look at figure. RACK FOCUS to figure’s 
coat, dirty, torn.

Miles’ tense eyes, sharp. He moves slowly, deliberately, 
lowering the sleeping bag. He grabs the axe, takes it quietly 
from the earth. Climbs to his feet, slow, eyes never 
straying.

His boots stalk across ground, quiet.

He approaches the figure, slow, slow ... quiet. Creeps step 
by step. 

His feet/boots, careful where they move.

He halts some distance from the figure.

MILES
Hey.

No response.

Miles doesn’t like this. He shifts into a subtly more 
defensive posture.

MILES (CONT'D)
(bit more forceful)

Hey.

No response. Miles likes this even less. He creeps up to the 
figure, which just stands facing the tent. He reaches out 
with his empty hand, other hand working the axe in circular 
motion, readying.

He stretches his hand out ... closes on the figure, closer 
... touches the figure’s shoulder -

The figure spins, revealing a face completely covered in mud, 
featureless - 
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Miles jerks back.

MILES
Fuck!

PUSH IN on the figure, its mouth opening wide, a huge screech 
rending the silence, sonic canon warping reality. 

The sound punches Miles off his feet. He lands hard, cursing, 
possibly spitting blood, hat flying.

The axe skitters across the ground.

CLOSE UP on bloody bare feet, Miles in the background.

Miles, in pain, rolls over, coughs, trying to focus, trying 
to clamp down the panic.

The bloody feet stalk toward Miles.

Miles grunts, stumbles to his feet, fleeting glance over his 
shoulder, a rising THRUM from the figure, and he bolts, 
terrified.

EXT. FOREST - CONTINUOUS45

VARIOUS HANDHELD SHOTS, shaky, clipped shutter speed, Miles 
crashes through trees, forest blurring past. Boots thunking 
through frame, jittery flashes of terror on his face, Miles 
flees.

EXT. FOREST - TENT - CONTINUOUS44B

The back of the hunched figure. A tremor in the figure swells 
into a violent twitching, unsettling gurgle/choking coming 
from it ...

EXT. FOREST - DAY46

HANDHELD, Miles slips down rocks, slides through trees, 
wheezing, INTERCUT WITH HANDHELD POV shots. 
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Finally, he slows, looking for someplace to hide, to rest -  
he presses up against a tree, wipes hair/sweat from his eyes. 

He strains to hear signs of pursuit over his own ragged 
breathing. The fear is turning into confusion and 
frustration: Get frosty, get ahold of yourself.

He tries to stifle a cough. Feels his chest, ribs, see if 
anything’s broken ... doesn’t seem like it. Realizes the axe 
is gone. Finds the folding knife in his pocket, pulls it out. 
Stares at his shaking hand. 

CLOSE UP, closed knife loose in his trembling palm. His 
expression: what the fuck is going on here? A twig cracks. 
Instant reaction - knife flicking open, flipping into a 
reverse grip - he grits his teeth, searching for the source 
of the noise, ready to fight.

HIS POV swinging from one area of forest to another. 

He blinks in surprise at a WOMAN, 30s, long hair, wild, 
clutching a fistful of her strange dress, also pressing up 
against a tree, also terrified. She slowly looks over at him, 
as if it’s the last thing in the world she wants to do. Upon 
seeing him, confusion mixes with her fear.

They stare at each other. Miles, combat-aware confusion. The 
woman, shaking with fear and exhaustion. Long shots of their 
expressions, seconds ticking by, neither sure what’s next. 

Miles looks off, still trying to catch any sign of pursuit. 
Looks back. She brings a trembling finger to her lips: 
ssssshhh ... 

Miles frowns, scans the trees. He looks at her - she’s leaned 
her head back against the tree, face tilted up, eyes closed. 
He studies her. He checks the flanks again, then -

MILES
(whisper)

Hey!

She looks at him, startled. Chapped lips, hair a frayed mess 
of a bun. Sweat, dirt, tear streaks, no makeup. Miles glances 
to the side again, checking, then holds up a steadying hand. 
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MILES
(whisper)

You ok?

Her expression is just more confusion.

Miles thinks for a moment. He subtly turns to obscure his 
knife-wielding hand from her with his body, selling this as 
him checking the surroundings in that direction and deftly 
folds the knife, slips it into a pocket, and he turns back to 
her, using hand gestures and body language to make himself as 
unthreatening as possible, as if he were interacting with a 
stray cat. 

MILES
(whisper)

Do you need help?

She battles with herself. Looks over her shoulder, back. Is 
about to answer him, stops. Her eyes flick down to his shoes, 
his clothing, his face. 

WOMAN
(whisper, English accent)

Does it follow you?

Miles studies at the trees again. 

MILES
(beat, whisper)

I don’t think so.
(looks at her)

But it’s out there.

She makes an internal decision.

WOMAN
(whisper)

Perchance ... might you have ... 
some water?

MILES
(whisper)

Yeah.
(looking off)

But it’s in my pack.
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Gesturing vaguely the way he came. She licks her lips, 
definitely dehydrated.

MILES 
(whisper)

Is it okay if I come closer? I 
don’t wanna talk this loud.

She parses his words for a beat. Her trembling hand gripping 
her dress. She looks at the trees, back to Miles.

WOMAN
(whisper)

Yes. *

Quick nod, then he studies the ground briefly. He steps 
lightly across to her, showing his empty hands. He sidles 
into the trees near her, crouches, positioning himself so he 
can see past her. She watches him, wary. He shows her an 
empty hand again. 

MILES
(whisper)

My name is Miles.

Doesn’t shift her apprehension. 

WOMAN
(whisper)

You said you have water?

Miles notes her withholding of her name.

MILES
(whisper)

I have two liters in my pack. 
(rubs beard)

But my pack is ... where I left it.

WOMAN
(whisper)

I seem to be ... terribly lost. 
(beat)

And ... I am parched.
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MILES
(whisper)

How long you been out here?

There’s something odd about her. HIS POV: the dress she’s 
wearing, worn, dirty, is like something from a cosplay event, 
or a Shakespearean play. Lace, too many folds. 

WOMAN
(whisper)

I ... I don’t ... two nights for *
certain. *

He grunts, thinks for a moment.

MILES
(whisper)

My car’s ... mmm ... my car’s 
probably six, eight miles from 
here.

(looking at dress)
Anybody else out here with you?

She’s uncertain. Uncertain about him, uncertain about what 
he’s saying, uncertain about what to do. She looks from him 
to the forest, the fear ever-present.

MILES
Okay. Well, I need to get my gear. 
We both need water, so ... 

He scans the area, noting the geography.

MILES (CONT'D)
You should ...

He isn’t certain what the best idea is, tactically.

MILES (CONT'D)
... you can come with me, or I can 
go, get my stuff and come back for 
you.

She works to follow his meaning. 
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WOMAN
I can remain here ... or follow 
you.

He nods. She looks around, up at the canopy. Decides.

WOMAN
I’ve witnessed no other folk about. *

MILES
Not a lot of people come out here. 
That’s the whole point, isn’t it?

His own thought makes him think, wonder at something.

WOMAN
I would accompany you.

Miles nods again. He considers her for a beat. Holds up his 
hand again in that brief “I come in peace” gesture, then digs 
out his folding knife.

MILES
I have one weapon.

He opens the knife slowly so the click is soft.

MILES (CONT'D)
Okay? I just didn’t wanna surprise 
you.

She studies the knife, looks at him. He folds it, puts it 
away.

MILES
Let’s try to stay quiet.

EXT. FOREST - DAY47

VARIOUS SHOTS: forest details. End on tree trunk. Movement in 
the soft focus background; Miles and woman cross into frame, 
moving slow. Her fist clutching a bunch of dress, pulling it 
up enough in front to clear the ground as she moves. Her 
boots are 1800s vintage, definitely not fit for hiking. Eyes 
darting as she walks, she wipes stray hair out of her face.

36.


