
EXT. TRAIL HEAD - DAY

A 4-door sedan pulls up to a trail and parks. Two women, 
EMILY and SARAH, both late 20’s and dressed in hiking 
gear, exit the vehicle.

EMILY
Are you sure this trail is moderate?

SARAH, 27, in hiking gear, holding two backpacks, closes 
the trunk. She tosses one of the backpacks to Emily. 

SARAH
The shortcut I know is easy. 

EMILY
Are you stupid? I know you didn’t drag me 
all the way out here to get lost in the 
middle of these freaking --

SARAH
Woah. Calm down there. I’ve done this 
like a hundred times. 

EMILY
Oh my freaking God. We’re going to die 
out here. 

Emily lays the map out on the car and grabs a pen from 
her pocket. 

SARAH
Oh great. The pen. Do you have the 
compass too?

EMILY
Well, you never bring one. 

Emily pulls out her compass and puts it on the map. Sarah 
rolls her eyes and throws her hand in the air. She walks 
off to the wood line. 

Emily remains at the hood of the car, marking on the map 
and muttering to herself. 

Sarah remains at the wood line, fixated on a tree in the 
distance. The nature sounds of the woods mix together to 
become hushed whispering that are deafening. 

Her vision tunnels in on the tree. A cultish(?)symbol is 
carved into it.  


