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EXT. WOODS - DAY

DARYL stands looking down at something on the ground.  He’s 
annoyed.  His lowered crossbow hangs in his right hand.

RICK approaches Daryl from behind.  He looks at what Daryl is 
looking at. Daryl doesn’t acknowledge Rick’s arrival.

DARYL
It got my kill.

We turn from Daryl and Rick to see a WALKER laying over a 
deer. Clearly eating it before Daryl’s arrow pierced it’s 
skull.

RICK
(Re: deer)

Can you get another one before 
nightfall?

Daryl looks at the afternoon light shining through the trees.

DARYL
Probably not.

RICK
What if we work together?

Daryl gives him a skeptical look.

DARYL
You’d just slow me down.

RICK
We need the food.

Daryl spits.

DARYL
It wasn’t my idea to leave Atlanta.

He turns coldly and walks away. 

RICK
Yeah, but you did.  With us.  So 
the lives of the people in this 
group are as much on your shoulders 
as they are on mine.

Daryl stops without turning.  His finger tenses momentarily 
on the trigger of his crossbow.

Suddenly, the deer rises up behind rick.  It’s eyes are a 
milky white.  It slowly moves to Rick, unnoticed. 
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DARYL
You caught anything recently?

Rick doesn’t take the bait. 

RICK
We need some real food.

The deer is right behind rick.  It raises its mouth and 
begins nibbling on his left shoulder. Rick spins away from 
it, drawing his pistol.  BAM! The deer falls under the shot. 

Daryl turns upon hearing the shot, raising his crossbow. 

Rick examines his shoulder.  Sees he’s fine.

DARYL
You OK?

RICK
Yeah.

DARYL
I thought us humans were the only 
things could get infected.

RICK
Let’s get back.

DARYL
I’m not going back yet.

Rick acknowledges Daryl’s change in attitude.

RICK
You sure you don’t need help.

There’s a RUSTLE in the brush.  Rick tenses, readying his 
gun. Daryl quickly sites and shoots.  The rustling stops.  He 
moves to the brush and pulls out the rabbit he’s shot.

DARYL
I’ll be fine.

RICK
Be back by night.

Rick holsters his gun and moves off into the woods.  

OFF Daryl pulling his arrow out of the rabbit--
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EXT. HIGHWAY - NIGHT

A small campfire on the side of highway shines on the faces 
of the group.  The cars sit in line on the side of the 
highway reflecting the moonlight.  Beyond the small circle of 
campfire light everything is dark. The group lounges in the 
light.

-Carl sits in Lori’s lap.

-Shane watches Lori and Carl.

-Sophia and Carol talk quietly.

-Glenn, T-Dog, and Dale look over a map.

-Rick looks into the dark.

CARL
I’m hungry, mom.

LORI
Daryl will be back soon.

The wind SHAKES the leaves of the trees.  Daryl’s silhouette 
moves out of the black forest.  He approaches the campfire.

DALE
Food at last?

Daryl is silent.

DALE (CONT’D)
You didn’t catch anything?  

Daryl looks at Rick.  Rick returns his look, asking where’s 
the rabbit?

DALE (CONT’D)
All we’ve eaten  for two days is 
peanuts and spam.  You think that’s 
enough for a kid? For us? 

Rick shoots Dale a threatening look.

RICK
We haven’t seen a clear stop.  
That’s not on Daryl.

Dale grumbles to himself.  

Daryl pulls Rick aside.  Shane gets up and joins them.  The 
group watches the three men.
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RICK (CONT’D)
What happened to the rabbit?

DARYL
It was infected.

RICK
What?

DARYL
Like the deer.

Shane doesn’t like being on the outside.

SHANE
You saw an infected deer?

RICK
In the woods.  A walker got it.

SHANE
I thought only humans could get 
infected?

RICK
So did we.

DARYL
Five minutes after I killed it the 
thing started squirming.  I killed 
three more.  Same thing.

SHANE
Were they bit?

DARYL
No.

SHANE
You sure you killed them?

Daryl gives Shane a threatening look and spits.

SHANE (CONT’D)
How’d they turn then?

Suddenly Rick is hit with what Brenner told him.  The truth 
sinks in.

RICK
It’s not worth killing anymore 
animals.  We’ll just have to find a 
store tomorrow.
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SHANE
You kidding, Rick?  I think this 
hillbillie didn’t check the rabbits 
close enough for bites. 

Daryl starts at Shane.  Rick interferes before anyone gets 
hurt.  A piece of paper falls out of Shane’s pocket.  Nobody 
notices.

RICK
Hey! We’re all hungry.  There’s no 
use wasting more energy.

Shane sees Rick is right and backs off angrily.  Daryl spits 
and then walks off into the night.

RICK (CONT’D)
Daryl.

DARYL
I ain’t going far.

Rick lets him go.  

He turns back to the group. On the ground he sees the piece 
of paper.  He picks it up and unfolds it.  On it Shane has 
doodled Carl and himself playing catch.  Rick looks up.  
Shane is talking to Carl and Lori.  Lori laughs and puts her 
hand on Shane’s arm. Rick pockets the paper and joins them as 
though nothing is wrong.

OFF the campfire dying down--
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