"2" Season 1 —Episode 1
"WE ALL WAKE UP ALONE"
by
G eg Anderson

(based on his original manuscript)

WGA Regi stration: 1991750
Desert Pal m Producti ons
greg@lesert pal nproducti ons. com



Season 1 —Episode 1. "W Al Wake Up Al one"
UNDER WHI TE: A hawk SHRI EKS. Distant. Plaintive.
FADE | N:
EXT. DRY LAKE BED - DAY

White. And faded brown. The forner | ake bed bakes beneath a
relentless sun. As it has for years. Desert scrub. Sand.

At the horizon, nountain crags in a shroud of white haze.
I N THE CENTER
of the bl eached sand, is... sonething.

A MAN. Motionless on a rough canvas pallet, face to the
sky. He is naked. Tanned. Toned. Probably not dead.

A burst of wind, dry and peeling. Low across the desert floor.
Bits of sand. And history.

MUSI C bl ares. Wthout warning. Hard. Charging.
THE MAN' S EYES BLAST OPEN

Still his only nmotion. He is neither panicked nor rel axed.
Not confortable; but not... not. He is... blank.

Sonewhere out of sight, the hawk. Another SCREECH.

MAN S POV —Sky; enpty, endless. A blue canvas. No hawk.
GRAYSON NEWVAN sits straight up. He is 30, or thereabouts.
Currently unshaven. Scuffed. Snudged a bit. Wth a buff and
a polish, he would lIikely be quite handsone.

Grayson nakes a sl ow scan of his surroundings.

GREYSON' S POV —Lake bed stretches in every direction
Grayson checks hinself. For injury. Al seens well.

The MUSIC. Grayson is aware of it for the first tinme.

He gets to his feet. First steps are unsteady, but he covers
the twenty feet to the source.

ON THE GROUND
A nobi | e phone contently provi des SOUNDTRACK to the desert.

Grayson presses the home button. A wake-up al arm had been
set. Thus, the nusic. Grayson's finger sw pes. QU ET.



2.

Al'so on the ground, a stack of clothing: Chinos, sh socks,

irt,
shoes. Fol ded and prepped. As if a butler had just l|eft.
OFFSCREEN, a ROAR of engi nes.

Four -wheel ATVs careen into view COLLEGE STUDENTS swerve
and race. Drinks in hand, WHOOPI NG and HCOLLERI NG

The group spies Geyson. Naked, in the mddle of desert
nowhere. WH STLES and CATCALLS in support.

One ATV peels off fromthe group, |ooping back toward G ayson.

A G RL at the handl ebars, GJY behind her, both unquestionably
wasted. The ATV pulls up in front of G ayson.

The girl | ooks Greyson fromhead to toe. She nods. Approval.
She SHRIEKS wi |l dly, ahead of ripping open her shirt, baring
herself to Grayson. Then, she guns the engine and the ATV
roars away.

Grayson's attention returns to the clothing.

He picks up the shirt. Plaid. Flannel. He lets it fall open.
Two things are i medi ately apparent:

[1] The shirt | ooks big enough to swall ow hi mwhol e, and

[2] A small hole and red splatter stain the shirt on one
front tail.

Grayson pulls hinself into the shirt. Yup. Too big. Cuffs
extend to his fingertips. The collar touches hi m nowhere,
and the tail hangs to m d-thigh.

Grayson exam nes the hole and red stain. Could be a few
t hi ngs. Probably just one thing.

He reaches for the chinos. He is not optimstic.

Held in his outstretched hands, the pants are neither new
nor worn; just...'broken in." He does not recognize them

Grayson pulls themon only to confirm.. Three sizes (at
| east) too big and too |ong.

Grayson can't make sense of it. He clutches the chinos at
the wai st, and stares down at them-- as if sonme intensity
of gaze might magically tailor themto his frane.

GRAYSON SI TS

He rolls the shirt cuffs up and out of the way when sonet hing
catches his eye:



3.
On the inside of a wist, alarge '2'. Ink-stanp? O tattoo?
Grayson rubs at it with a thunb. Snmooth, no texture. He picks
up a bit of sand. Git. He rubs the stanp nore vigorously.
It still refuses to fade or wear away. A nystery.
I N THE DI STANCE
Heat waves radiate fromthe ground. The horizon view now
distorted. Warped. Sunlight glimers off jagged nountai nsi des.
For an instant, an isolated reflection flares bright.
GRAYSON CONSI DERS HI S FEET
And the shoes. He sighs at the thought of their sizing.
First, he pulls a foot into a sock. A proper fit. Interesting.

He grabs a shoe. But sonmething's wong. The weight is off:
too heavy. He tilts the shoe, toe to the sky.

Onto the | ake bed floor tunble: A pocket knife. A roll of
film A single red die. A beer coaster.

Grayson stares blankly at the bounty. Unsure.
He reaches for the knife.

GRAYSON' S POV —The knife has seen sone mles. Dinged and
scratched, it has had a working life. Grayson opens the bl ade.

I nexplicably, the blade is shiny, pristine, sharp. A stark
contrast to the knife's body, it |ooks new. Except for one
thing: the last portion of the blade is m ssing; broken off,
| eaving a jagged forged edge where a pointed end shoul d be.

Grayson cl oses the knife. He picks up the die.

The only face still possessing its white dots is the 'five.'
Curious. Grayson holds the die by opposite corners with thunb
and forefinger. He spins it; like a casino pit boss.

He gives it a shake and rolls it out on the sand. 'Five.'

The filmroll. Still in the manufacturer canister: 35nm
phot ography film black and white. Shot but not devel oped.

The beer coaster. Round, pressed paper, used. A female server
in peasant bl ouse with an enornous beer mug smles invitingly.

Grayson | ooks at the itens. They are famliar, but not. Like
ghosted nenories or recollections borrowed from anot her.

HOPI NG FOR THE BEST



4.
Grayson shoves his foot inside the shoe. It fits. Mercifully.

Reaching for the other shoe, he notices sone things twenty
paces away.

Grayson anbl es over, |opsided by one shoe, one stocking foot.
He still has to hold the pants up with one hand.

He arrives to find two apples and two stainless steel bottles.
The apples. A large bite taken fromone. The ot her uneaten.
The bottles are w thout |abel or markings, caps in place.
Grayson opens one, and pours a bit of the contents —clear
liquid —into the palmof his hand. He sniffs at it. Tastes.
It's water. He splashes the remai nder on his parched I|ips.

A corner of sonething peeks from behind the renaining bottle.
A wallet. Leather, worn but in good shape. He flips it open.

In the plastic ID window, a driver's license with Gayson's
phot o and narme.

He touches at his face, unsure if the license inmage is him
He checks the cash conpartnent: enpty. Credit card slots:
also enpty. Well, enpty of credit cards. In one slot, a tiny
corner of a small piece of paper whips in the desert breeze.
Grayson renoves the slip of paper. A faded Chi nese fortune.

| NSERT

"The first stranger we neet is the last we conme to know
Qur sel ves.

Lucky nunbers: 05 08 13 21 34 55
Grayson returns the fortune to its | eather hone.

He pushes the wallet into a front pocket, grabs the uneaten
appl e and bottles. A pause. He grabs the other apple, too.

BACK AT THE SHCES
He kneels and lifts the remaining one. A know ng nod.

Turning the shoe upside down delivers a new set of artifacts:
A bracelet. A folded slip of paper. A novie ticket.

Grayson runs through anot her exam nati on:

The bracelet is sinple. Thin, black braided cord tied off at
eyel ets on opposite ends on a small white, tile rectangle.



On the face of the tile: two groups of three nunbers:
'36 12 59 115 19 60
Grayson puts the bracelet with the other exam ned itens.

The edges of the fol ded paper flutter in the wind. Gayson
snatches it before it can be carried away.

A store receipt —the large variety with itenms witten by
hand. The letterhead is froman antiques store. The only
item A 'Hope Chest —Handcrafted' that had been accepted by
the store on consignnent.

At the bottom a signature: J. Newran. 'Owner.'

The novie ticket. Unused. In tact. A theater name, filmtitle,
and a screening date and tine, none of which nmeans anyt hi ng.

An idea. Grayson retrieves the phone. He presses it to life.
ON THE HOVE SCREEN

The date. He conpares it to the date on the ticket. The film
screens in two weeks. Wat the—=?

Grayson is about to pull on the shoe when he sees a | ast
item a Post-1t note on the inside heel.

Handwitten is one word, 'Haversack', and an arrow pointing
forward, toward the shoe's toe.

Grayson considers this for a nonent.

He returns the shoe to where it had been sitting.

His gaze tilts slowy upward, in the direction of the arrow
NOTHI NG BUT WHI TE SAND

Stretches out in the direction of the arrow s point. Open
desert and scrub stretch endlessly to the nountains.

Pl acing his feet on each side of the shoe, Grayson activates
t he phone's canera, centers the view along the arrow s line
and shoots an image. A reference.

He hurriedly puts on the shoe.

Grayson goes to the canvas pallet where he awoke. He is
gathering it when he notices sonmething in the sand:

TWO TRAILS OF FOOTPRI NTS

wal ked from a distance, side-by-side up to the pallet.



Grayson pans in search until he finds...
Only one set of prints heads off solo.

Gayson rolls his foot to see his shoe tread. A match to one
set of prints. The ones that arrived and stayed.

He wal ks to the other set for a closer |ook. Boots. Snall.
EXT. MOUNTAI N LOOKQUT - DAY

The sun glints off the front | ens of a pair of high-powered
bi nocul ars. A FI GURE stands on an outcropping, watching. In
tan cap and khaki jacket, the watcher is canouflaged.

Bl NOCULAR POV — Grayson collects all the snmall itens from
t he shoes and the phone, and shoves themin a pants pocket.

He fashions the canvas into a tote by collecting the corners,
then fills it with the water bottles and appl es.

Grayson starts in the direction of the arrow, the tote over
a shoul der and holding up the ill-fitting pants with the
ot her. An image both comc and tragic.

Not far into the wal k, G ayson happens upon a bit of desert
brush. He stops, then quickly | ooks around.

EXT. DRY LAKE BED - DAY

Tied to the brush is a length of snall-gauge rope. G ayson
| ooks at the ends. Clean cuts. Fresh.

He wraps the rope around his waist. Perfect |ength. Gayson
t hreads the rope through the belt |oops and ties it off.

He scans the area once nore. No one is that fortunate.
Seei ng nothing out of sorts, Gayson starts off again.

EXT. MOUNTAI N LOOKQUT - DAY

The wat cher gives the subtlest of nods, then turns and | eaves.
EXT. DRY LAKE BED - DAY

The tote is unwi el dy, the gathering of the corners thick in
Grayson's hand. His gaze is focussed on a distant reference
point to keep his path true to the arrow

He takes a first bite of the apple. He swallows it down, but
a few steps later, he stops. Geyson bends at the waist and
RETCHES. The apple was too much

BUZZ. Greyson regroups. Anot her BUZZ.



He drops the tote and digs for the phone, yanking it free.
ON THE SCREEN, a text nmessage. From'Remény Fix-It & Repair'.

REMVENY — TEXT
Are you okay?

Grayson hasn't a clue who this is. On reflex, he | ooks hinself
up and down. His eyes linger at the "2' on his wist.

Thunmbs work a response on the touchscreen.

GRAYSON — TEXT
Yes, | think so. Are you okay?

For an unconfortabl e anount of tinme, no response. Then..

REMVENY — TEXT
LOL. Yes, | am okay.

Grayson hesitates. A hundred questions. Al needing to be
asked at once. Instead, he cuts to the end.

GRAYSON — TEXT
Who is this?

This tine, the pause is actually no reply. The cursor blinks
maddeni ngly at Grayson. He pounds at the screen.

GRAYSON — TEXT ( CONT' D)
Who is this???

Grayson nears breaking. H's fingers bludgeon the phone.
GRAYSON — TEXT ( CONT' D)
WHO IS THIS? WHO IS THIS? WHO I S
THI S???
The cursor blinks. Now as if nocking him

Taking a knee, he opens a water bottle, then takes a | ong
pull. Wpes his nouth with a sleeve. Then..

BUZZ
REMENY — TEXT
Yes, drink plenty of water. The desert
can kill you.
The text is punctuated with a "smley face' envoji.
Grayson slowy stands, turning a sweeping pan. First in one

direction, then in the other. Faster. Faster still. Until he
i's whipping and spinning in tight, conflicted circles.



There is nothing to be seen but barren terrain. And a nan,
searching. But without knowi ng what for, or who. A nman sure
that he has never felt so al one.

CUT TO BLACK

—END OF EPI SCDE 1 —
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