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THOMAS
Yeah. 

Long beat. Thomas swallows hard. Sweat pours from his brow. 
His face contorts nervously. Voice stammering, he answers.

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Fuck you, Funny.

The silence deafens.

FADE TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

In a cold, sterile room, lit by the luminescence of an 
electronic monitor, pills and an empty bedpan rest on a side 
stand. An empty chair bides its time waiting for warmth. 

Miles THOMAS (78), grey hair receding, worn, tired, and 
frail, lies in an uninviting bed in casket-ready pose. 
Beneath their lids, his eyes twitch to and fro as he dreams 
his final dream. 

INTERCUT BETWEEN PAST/DREAM SEQUENCE AND PRESENT REALITY

Flashes of images play out, shifting back and forth between 
the PAST and real time PRESENT. 

Thomas’ father’s voice drifts in.

MAN (V.O.)
Well, for one thing. I’m not really 
your dad. And your mom’s not your 
real mom. 

- EXT. WOODS - DUSK (PAST)

The sun beats down on a MAN (Late 20s), warm country boy 
smile, warm country boy face. He walks in a deep, dark wood. 

- INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT (PRESENT)

TICK. TICK. TICK. TICK. The silent passing of life sounds off 
with the crawl of a clock’s arm.
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- EXT. WOODS - DUSK (PAST)

A distant WAILING NOISE sounds. The Man stops to listen 
before proceeding further. 

As the Man moves along, shadows eerily move between trees and 
take refuge just out of sight. Ghostly apparitions peek 
around trees, an impossibly thin, ebony being with silvery 
white eyes watches just out of the Man’s line of sight.  

Long, shadowy black creatures with horned heads creep just 
behind the Man, trailing him. Several other strange beasts 
make themselves known in the periphery.

- INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT (PRESENT)

Thomas’ eyes barely open as the remains of Earthly life play 
out from beneath the gasps of a plastic oxygen mask and 
between THUMPING lines on a heart monitor.  

- EXT. WOODS - DUSK (PAST)

Deep in the woods, the Man stops and stares ahead. 

MAN (V.O.)
You weren't born. You were hatched 
from an egg laid by a vulture on a 
stump in a hollow. 

In an ancient, gnarled stump, a BABY (perhaps six months) 
sits in the lower half of a large cracked egg shell. All 
about the stump, pieces of the ova lie scattered. Resting 
beside this sight, a large ebony feathered VULTURE.

- INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT (PRESENT)

The peaks and valleys of the monitor distance themselves like 
waves on the ocean vanishing in the horizon. 

- EXT. WOODS - DUSK (PAST)

The Man walks up near the stump and looks at the Baby. The 
Man and the Vulture eye each other. The Vulture then turns 
and gently pecks and paws at the Baby, which only coos in 
response. 

The Man looks around the wood then back to the Vulture and 
Baby. He steps back to turn away but stops. He once again 
studies the Baby. The Vulture flaps its wings and moves 
about, CAWING all the while.
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The Baby reaches for the Man. 

- INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT (PRESENT)

The lines of the heart monitor distance themselves further. 

- EXT. WOODS - DUSK (PAST)

The Vulture eyes the Man again. It releases another LOUD, 
almost MOURNFUL SCREECH. 

The Vulture nuzzles the Baby before eyeing it. It CAWS out 
once more, opens its wings, and launches skyward. The Baby 
reaches after. The Vulture flies up, up, up, up until it 
disappears as a speck against the darkening sky. 

- INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT (PRESENT)

A final peak of the heart monitor washes away from the shore. 
It drifts off screen and disappears.

- EXT. WOODS - DUSK (PAST)

The Man watches as the bird flies out of sight. He turns back 
to the Baby. He takes a few steps closer. It again reaches 
for the Man.   

The Man picks up the Baby and holds it up in front of him. A 
male child, covered in filth. 

MAN (V.O.)
I felt sorry for you and took you 
home to raise as my own. 

The Man makes a disgusted face before examining him. He 
checks the back for wings and the feet for talons. Nothing. 
The Man pulls the infant up close to him and turns back in 
the direction he came. 

END INTERCUT/DREAMS SEQUENCE

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

The THUMP crashes one last time before the SIREN SQUEALS, 
blaring singularly and unified.

Life closes. 
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Thomas shimmers. He rises, free of tubes and masks, of 
monitors and wires. 

Spinning to rest on the side of the bed, he glances back at 
his flesh prison. A smile creeps slowly and appreciatively 
across his face. 

Freedom comes with a cost.

From the shadows of the rapidly dimming room, a feminine hand 
extends toward him. A familiar face leans in, lit by a glow 
more internal than otherwise. She smiles warmly, her graceful 
beauty flowing like dark sunshine. 

Death has arrived.

Black haired, dark haunted eyes, pale and thin, she exudes 
darkness. Were she human, she would be in her late 20s. Here, 
she conceals her age, defining it in agelessness. 

Death’s black dress clings to her form, speaking of one 
purpose. To dance. 

Thomas extends his spotted, aged hand and locks gently onto 
hers. He rises as she pulls him close to her. His now 
perfectly fit black tux hangs pristine from his aged but 
somehow newly exuberant form. His eyes twinkle as they move.

BALLROOM QUICKSTEP DANCE MUSIC, subtle and clean, happy and 
free, plays. It echoes through the darkness. 

Thomas and Death move with vitality, with a life force, an 
energy, a quickening that spirals through them. They are lost 
in time and in space.  

The music concludes as Thomas dips her, kissing her gently on 
the lips. Once upright, he smiles broadly at her. She returns 
the same. 

Their dance, at last, finishes. 

THOMAS
What now?

Death turns and points. 

The darkness shimmers, turning to a misty, vibrating haze. 
The mass transforms into a door-like passage, destination 
unknown. A HUM beckons as the swirl CRACKLES with lightning 
intensity, though none proves present. 

Death turns back, smiling at Thomas once more before they 
part. She gives him a charming wink.
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Thomas moves cautiously to the passageway, and steps into the 
dark spiraling portal with noted hesitation. 

SLURP.

He disappears into the gulf ahead, swallowed whole.

EXT. AFTERLIFE - DUSK

Thomas steps from the swirling passage way onto green, grass 
covered Earth. His tux has given way to more common fare, a 
button down flannel shirt, jeans, and sneakers. The 
comfortable apparel of his former existence. 

Up ahead, a sign map stands. Thomas approaches. 

The map displays the image of an island. “WELCOME TO YOUR 
AFTERLIFE” reads across the top. A large “X” marks a point on 
the land. An arrow points to a second X. “YOU ARE HERE” reads 
next to it. 

Thomas studies the map bearing a contemplative face. He heads 
out, following an indicated path. Along the way, he studies 
the landscape, taking in the unusual sites of his afterlife 
as he passes through, under, or by.

MONTAGE

A) A sounder of pigs with wings fly overhead, gracefully 
wafting through the warm, spring-like air. They dip down and 
around Thomas, leaving him LAUGHING at the experience.

B) Cats float about effortlessly drifting on the wind. They 
dive and chase lofting butterflies, lie curled in levitated 
sleep, or PURR proudly as they rub against one another. 

Simply, they act as cats without the restrictions of gravity.

Thomas reaches out to one black cat which gives a DEEP RUMBLY 
PURR, causing Thomas to smile broadly. 

C) People sit in front of an inviting Italian restaurant 
chatting. They stop and wave. Thomas returns the same as he 
spies a sign that reads “ALL YOU CAN EAT BUFFET.” Below 
reads, “BEST CANNOLI EVER.” His stomach GROWLS as he grins.

D) In the distance, vibrantly colored hot-air balloons rise 
into the air from a lush meadow which sit before a mountain 
shaped like a sleeping cat, whose one eye partially opens 
before sleepily closing again. 
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A low RUMBLING PURR again cuts the air. Thomas’ gait turns to 
near quick like dance as he moves forward. 

E) Happy, smiling people enter and exit a small bakery style 
store. The sign above, in the shape of a oval reads “HEAVENLY 
DONUTS”. A secondary sign reads “OPEN 24/7”. Just below, a 
final neon sign blinks “HOT NOW.” 

Thomas enters. Seconds later he comes out holding a huge 
glazed doughnut.

F) On a pristine clear lake, surrounded by gleaming mountains 
and edged with woodlands, bright colored sailboats skim 
across the water. 

A pirate ship, Jolly Roger raised,  scuttles past. 

Several BOOMS echo across the water as a complement of 
canonry fire. Thomas pauses long enough to give a sailor’s 
salute. 

END MONTAGE

Thomas heads toward the top of a hill, his quick step gait 
still pounding beneath his feet. The sounds of CARNIVAL MUSIC 
drift through the air as he approaches the apex. Rounding the 
top, he peers down to the base of the hill.

As dusk sleepily gives way to night, a carnival fairway 
appears. Thomas heads down.

Thomas sniffs the air as the tantalizing scent of candied 
apples, cotton candy, and golden, deep fried corn dogs attack 
his senses, fighting for aromatic supremacy. 

LAUGHTER and a MECHANICAL WHIRL of rides dance in the night. 

EXT. CARNIVAL - NIGHT

Dusk gives way to the whims of night. Reaching the carnival 
gate, a CARNY (20s), in top hat, striped vest, typical of 
such fare, waves Thomas in. A devilish grin trolls his face.

CARNY
Welcome my friend, to the show that 
never ends. We’re so glad you could 
attend. Come inside. Come inside.

The Carny pushes his long hand forward. His spindly fingers 
unfurl. 
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CARNY (CONT'D)
Ticket, please.

Thomas’ brow pulls in. He pats his body down in search of his 
entry pass. Finding none, he glances back at the Carny, who 
maintains his sardonic, toothy smile.

CARNY (CONT'D)
Sorry friend. No ticket. No entry. 
You’ll have to move on down the 
way.

Thomas swallows hard before something just past the Carny 
catches his eye. Two figures walk by. Thomas recognizes both 
immediately.

JESUS (30s), non-traditional version. Thinly athletic, with 
truthful olive colored skin, short brown hair, and matching 
beard passes by. His deep brown eyes twinkle as he smiles 
broadly. 

The deity wears a cloak over one shoulder with blue tassels 
dangling from the corners. A wool tunic, wide sleeved and 
having a leather belt, shows underneath. Camel hide sandals 
adorn his feet.

The other figure draws Thomas’ attention.  

VISHNU (Ageless), pale blue skin like a clear morning sky, 
holds a human form but with four arms. He dons yellow 
clothes, a crown, two earrings, a garland (mala) of flowers, 
and a gem around the neck. 

Each hand holds a different object. The lower left holds a 
padma (lotus flower). A Kaumodaki gada (mace) in his lower 
right. A Panchajanya shankha (conch) in his upper left. And a 
discus weapon in his upper right hand. Impressive all.

Stunning and god-like almost describe them both.

Both figures acknowledge Thomas as they move past. Jesus 
points to Thomas, finger gun style and winks. 

JESUS
Thomas. Glad you made it, man. Let 
him pass, Lou. He’s good.

Thomas watches dumbfounded as the two move on past at a 
steady pace, chatting with each other.

The Carny’s malicious smile fades to a harsh frown. He raises 
a long cane and points inside.
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Thomas gives a slight smile that speaks more of relief as 
opposed to appreciation. His eyes never leave the Carny, nor 
the Carny’s eyes Thomas until he makes it well inside the 
fairground.

EXT. CARNIVAL FAIRWAY - NIGHT 

Inside, Thomas takes in the glitter and glow of multicolored 
lighting, blinking and pulsating with a life rhythm all its 
own. 

The rush of wind from twirling, spinning, spiraling, dipping, 
and rotating rides strokes Thomas’ face.

The succulent scents of fairway food, now stronger than 
before, run their way into his nostrils, causing his STOMACH 
to GROWL from the lack of attention it receives. 

LAUGHTER touches Mile’s eardrums, overwhelming all MECHANICAL 
REPLIES.

Thomas takes it in with all the awe and respect of a child 
presented with its first gleaming toy. Eyes enthralled. Mouth 
silent. Smile fully free. His face defines the meaning of 
wonderment as he spins taking it in. He adds to the LAUGHTER.

Passersby smile at the display, sharing in the joyous 
expression. 

When Thomas stops, other patrons wink or nod, and 
occasionally CLAP as they move past, each bearing their own 
smile to him. 

Acceptance fills the air. 

DEUS (early 20s), with dancing eyes, smirking lips, and a 
pixie attitude steps forward. Dressed in a summer top, 
shorts, and sneakers, she maintains a girl-next-door beauty.

Beside Deus stand two felines. 

TABBY, short-haired, grey, with impish eyes and a wispy tail 
stares up intently at Thomas. TUXEDO, short-haired, black and 
white with loving eyes, rubs against Thomas’ leg before 
gazing up to him. All three take in each other’s look. 

Thomas’ eyes widen as the cats speak with silky smooth 
voices, like sweet honey or thick cream in black coffee. He 
recognizes them instantly.

TABBY
Hello son.

TUXEDO
Hello son.
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Thomas stares, dumbfounded and silent. Tabby returns the 
same.  

Beat. 

THOMAS
Mom? Dad?

TABBY
Knew you’d make it.

THOMAS
But you’re...

Thomas eyes dart up to Deus, who only smiles.

THOMAS (CONT'D)
They’re--

TUXEDO
Cats. Yes she knows. This is Deus. 
She’s our assistant.

THOMAS
Assistant? Wait. What? Why?

A pregnant pause follows as Tabby and Tuxedo turn to grooming 
themselves. After a while, Tabby stops and stares at Thomas 
with a cocked head. His ears twitch before he answers. 

TABBY
Cats are the souls of those who’ve 
reached a state of Nirvana, son. 
One of the perks is that we get an 
assistant.

THOMAS
Nirvana. As in...

Tuxedo rolls over on her back, waiting for a belly rub. 
Eyeing the feline, Thomas cautiously reaches out and 
acquiesces. Tuxedo rewards her son with a loud PURR. 

TUXEDO
Perfection. Cats are perfect 
beings, hence...

Tabby displays himself proudly and with pizazz. He rubs 
lovingly up against Tuxedo, who leans into the action.  

THOMAS
I see. 
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Deus offers Thomas the jar of peanut butter she holds. Thomas 
crosses his arms in quizzical defiance, staring at the 
offering.

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Peanut butter?

TUXEDO
Yes. Jesus knew how much you loved 
the stuff so he insisted. Such a 
nice young man. Isn’t he dear?

TABBY
Indeed he is. 

THOMAS
Is this a hallucination? 

TABBY
Yes and no. There’s no explaining 
it. It just is what it is. 

Deus motions for Thomas to follow. He does so, moving along 
with Tabby, Tuxedo, and her amid the hustle and bustle of the 
fairway. 

THOMAS
Then I am dead?

TABBY
Getting cold as we speak.

TUXEDO
Edward!

TABBY
Well he is.

TUXEDO
Well, be nice about it. He just got 
here.

Thomas picks up on the word ‘here’.

THOMAS
Here. So this is--

Tuxedo interjects. 

TUXEDO
Oh no, dear. This is the commons. 
Neutral ground for all faiths, at 
least that’s how you see it.
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TABBY
Everyone sees it different but, at 
the same time, everyone’s welcome 
in some fashion. 

TUXEDO
Well, except for the atheists, 
dear. 

Tabby agrees with a healthy swish of his tail.

TABBY
Yeah. Except for them.

THOMAS
What happens to them?

TABBY
They go back and work for the DMV.

Thomas stops when he sees a man (late 20s), dressed in jeans, 
black shirt and fedora jacket. Ungodly handsome with thick 
black pompadour hair, a devilishly charming smile, and teeth 
so white they could be clouds. His presence, unearthly. 

ELVIS Presley. 

Elvis spies Thomas’ jar of peanut butter and waves.

ELVIS 
Hey man. Glad you could make it. 
Get settled and let’s do a pb, b 
and b.

Thomas gawks and waves like a schoolgirl with a crush as the 
eternal mega star moves past in the direction of Jesus and 
Vishnu. 

THOMAS
Pb, b, and b?

TABBY
Peanut butter, banana and butter 
sandwich. He was really into them 
things. Part of the reason he got 
so big.

Tabby pauses before adding...

TABBY (CONT'D)
But that’s not the real Elvis. 

THOMAS
Where’s the real one?
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TABBY
Where else. Vegas. He got a do-
over. A kind of reincarnation. It’s 
not for everyone, but sometimes if 
you make a lot of people really 
happy in life, but your life turns 
out to be a mess, they let you have 
another go at it. Right now he’s a 
janitor. Married with kids. Pretty 
happy guy. 

Deus stops at a bench and takes a seat. She motions for 
Thomas to sit. He takes his place beside her, staring as Fake 
Elvis disappears among the mass of moving souls. Tabby and 
Tuxedo jump up and settle in-between. 

Thomas glances around at the surreal scene playing out. The 
lights. The carnival. The people. He turns his gaze toward 
the night sky, before eyeing all the other cats that float to 
and fro or the people who stop to pet them at eye level. 

THOMAS
So if cats are those who reach 
perfection, what about dogs? 

TABBY
Same as always. They go to their  
own heaven where they are happy to 
serve man.

Deus rises. Thomas follows suit. For a while, they walk along 
the fairway. Doing so, Thomas studies all the passersby. 

A sullen expression slowly comes to define his face. Tuxedo 
PURRS  loudly as Deus produces a slight, yet somehow awkward 
smile.

TUXEDO
Something wrong, dear?

Thomas gestures to everyone as they pass.

THOMAS
So how come I’m the only old person 
here? Everyone seems so young.

TUXEDO
Because you haven’t found your 
comfortable place yet, sweetheart. 
You’ll change when you do. We know 
someone who can help. We’re headed 
there now. 
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THOMAS
I assumed I’d go to heaven. Was I 
so bad?

TABBY
No, you were fine, son. But heaven 
is a place for people who were 
born. You were hatched, remember?

THOMAS
I always thought that was just one 
of your stories.

TABBY
What? I never lied to you, boy.

TUXEDO
I’m afraid it was all true, dear. 
You were adopted.

Thomas’ mouth falls slightly agape. He tries to speak but 
nothing issues forth. Deus stops and points ahead. 

TABBY
Peter.

Thomas’ eyes follow the invisible trail of indication to a 
man in the distance. 

THOMAS
Peter? As in...?

TABBY
Yeah. St. Peter

They approach.

ST. PETER (40s), white robe with purple striped sleeves, 
stands before a podium. Sunglasses rest atop his black, curly 
hair. A large book sits atop the podium along with a large, 
round black object. 

Peter seems out of place amid the flicker and flow of the 
dancing carnival lights, a figure more suited to be sculpted 
in marble than standing in the middle of the fairway. 

Peter looks up from his book in a quick glance.

PETER
Miles Thomas, right? How can I help 
you?

Thomas struggles to find words. Peter gives him a warm smile. 
Thomas relaxes. 
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THOMAS
Where do I belong?

Peter rubs his hand across his jaw as he lifts an eyebrow to 
study Thomas. He reaches out and picks up the round, black 
object. An emblem, white circle with the number 8 cut through 
the surrounding white shows as he does so. He turns it over.

IMPOSE IMAGE

In the round object, beneath a circular clear plate on one 
arc of the object, greenish, glowing liquid swishes like 
driftwood on the ocean. Beneath the glass, a triangular  
shape appears. 

On the triangle, an arrow points to the left. The words 
“Mount Olympus” etched into its shape. 

END IMPOSE IMAGE

Peter nods and points to a massive, ominous looking, 
extraordinarily high mountain in the distance. Even from this 
viewpoint, a winding path to the top shows. 

Thomas’ gaze follows the way.

PETER
Up there. 

Thomas responds almost dejectedly.  

THOMAS
Its so high. And I’m still so old. 
How am I supposed to get to the 
top?

TABBY
That’s entirely up to you, son. I 
can tell you that it won’t be easy. 
But nothing worth having ever is. 
You’ll be tempted to turn back. 
Don’t. Know your path. Stick to it. 
Let nothing stop you. 

TUXEDO
Just follow your instincts and 
you’ll get where you are supposed 
to be. Once you’re settled, we’ll 
pop in now and again to say hi.
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Thomas stares uneasily at the obstacle lying before him. 
After a moment, he takes in a breath before letting it slowly 
out. Thomas nods and looks to his companions. 

Thomas turns to Deus. She leans in and hugs him. Thomas pulls 
away and shakes hands with Peter. 

Tabby and Tuxedo stare at Thomas, who cautiously reaches down 
and scruffs Tabby’s head. He strokes Tuxedo’s back a few 
times. Tuxedo leans into the gesture before offering her 
LOUDEST PURR. 

After a moment, both felines swish their tails and saunter 
off. Thomas watches through teary eyes before he heads out 
toward the mountain. He walks on into the night.

INT. MT. OLYMPUS - DAWN

Night gives way to morn. 

Reaching the mountain’s foot, Thomas finds a set of stairs 
leading endlessly up into the atmosphere, even beyond the 
clouds. 

At the base of the stairs sits an OLD MAN (90s), scrawny, 
frail, and worn. His clothes appear tattered and ragged, and 
his head hangs down low. As Thomas approaches, the Old Man 
raises his gaze to meet him.

OLD MAN
Hello friend. Heading up?

THOMAS
I am.

OLD MAN
I’d ponder on it a while. It seems 
like a straight path but it’s 
slippery under foot. It slithers 
like a snake and twists like an old 
man’s spine. 

THOMAS
But I was told I’d find myself at 
the top.

OLD MAN
All you’ll find are clouds that 
obscure the life that’s down below. 
So why bother? Its a hard, steep 
climb. Trust me, friend. The 
carnival, that’s where you find 
Heaven. 
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Thomas narrows his eyes as his brow furrows in.

THOMAS
I’m not looking for Heaven. That’s 
not where I belong. 

He steps past the Old Man, his eyes focusing on the journey 
ahead. The Old Man issues a low sound, almost like an angry 
HISS. 

Thomas takes a cautious first step before proceeding forward, 
trudging on and up toward the summit.

Slightly up the way, he looks back. No longer does he see the 
Old Man. In his stead stands sees the Carny, who furls his 
fists, draws in  a heated brow, and gives a scowling 
countenance. Thomas half mumbles to himself.  

THOMAS (CONT'D)
Devil’s in the details.

Turning back to face the eternity of stairs, Thomas trudges 
on up the mountain. 

Time passes. Day turns to night and back again repeatedly. 
Thomas struggles along the way, stopping to rest on the 
seemingly endless path upward.

Reaching the top, he finds yet another swirling portal. This 
one shows dark, ominous, and threatening. Small pools of 
darkness within suggest beastial eyes. The jagged inner ring 
of the mass reminds of long, sharp teeth. 

The whole of it snaps open and closes like a piranha eagerly 
waiting a meal.      

Thomas steps forward. The swirl threateningly snaps at him.  

Without hesitation, he pushes his hand forward into the maul. 
It snaps down on his wrist but makes no contact. It snaps 
again. And again. And again. Thomas smirks, never flinching. 
He LAUGHS. 

Suddenly, the swirl lets out a HAUNTING HOWL of rage. The 
swirl forms into the likeness of the Carny. It lets out a 
last HOWL before it dissipates into its original, swirling 
form. Thomas steps into the passage with little hesitation.

A CRACKLE like sound erupts, followed by a SLURPING as Thomas 
enters and exits, transforming his shape as he does so.
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EXT. MT. OLYMPUS/MOUNTAIN SUMMIT - DAY

On the other side, Thomas pauses to take in his new form. His 
wide eyed stare changes to an accepting nod.

Younger now (mid 30s), Thomas bears two large, black 
feathered wings which sprout from the shoulder blades on his 
back. They flap about, eventually slowing to control for him.

Bereft of clothes, Thomas takes in the area. 

All about, a lush garden explodes with life. Green lawns, 
wild and yet refined, flowers of all kind flow across the 
grounds. Nature’s whimsies battle for title of ‘most 
beautiful.’

He pauses. 

VOICES. 

He moves without fear as he enters a sunny, well lit, warm 
and inviting glade. Before him, a plethora of FIGURES sit 
upon large thrones. Each seat seemingly sprouts from the 
ground to gently hold the individuals.

All the figures cease talking as Thomas steps before them. 

The center figure, an OLD MAN (ageless), in toga and holding 
a rod shaped as a stylized lightning bolt, smiles down. Zeus. 
Odin. Yahweh. He has many names. None are important here.

OLD MAN
Welcome Vulture King. 

EXT. MT. OLYMPUS/VULTURE’S DOMAIN - TWILIGHT

Light gives way to night in a dense wooded area with tall 
trees that reach for the sky, like fingers trying to touch 
the birthing stars. 

The CAWING of carrion fowl breaks the otherwise stealthily 
silent wood. 

Thomas sits in a high tree, wings tucked tight against his 
back. A cloth drapes over his lower torso and legs, as he 
holds a large staff. 

Beneath, the branches of the tree intertwine and tangle like 
a twisted knot to form the throne upon which he sits. 
Feathers cover the whole of it. 

All about the branches, vultures of every shape and size HEM 
and HAW, peck and paw, about. 
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Thomas gestures in a loose direction. The winged beasts 
stretch out their instruments of flight and take to the air.

POV (THOMAS)

The horizon below. Through the clouds, the hues of Earth play 
out along the curvature of the world as the shadowy figures 
of vultures fly out into the coming night.  

END POV

Thomas watches as his minions exit in search of sustenance. 

A graceful, dark form slinks along a branch and sidles up 
next to him. Branches twist into shape for her to sit upon as 
she does so. Death. She lays her head on Thomas’ shoulder, at 
peace.

EXT. THE SKY - TWILIGHT (MOVING)

The moon, full, beaming, stares down unblinking amid a 
million lesser skylit spectating stars. A single, small vapor 
trail marks it way as it fades toward the lunar face.

The winged beasts separate like pellets from a shotgun blast, 
spreading out across the sky.

POV UNKNOWN (FROM ABOVE)

Feathers on the edge of a wing. Black. Stretching. Fluttering  
to...

A full vulture. It beats its way downward, circling toward a 
distant dot moving below on a long stretch of blacktop that 
splits a dense wood.

FADE TO BLACK.
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