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EXT. WAR-TORN COUNTRYSIDE -- DAY

It’s a barren, desolate landscape.  

Towards the horizon, blurred by distance and the beating sun, 
the distorted shapes of THREE SOLDIERS emerge over a rise and 
drift slowly into focus.  

They trudge through various spaces, obscured by dead trees 
and the ominous reminders of battles fought and lost: spent 
casings, bloodied dog-tags, a burnt-out vehicle. Textured, 
haunting sounds reverberate around them.   

THE THREE SOLDIERS

come to a halt, eyes searching the landscape.  They’re 
exhausted.  LANCE CORPORAL TRAVIS PEEK, a charismatic guy in 
his thirties, refers to coordinates on a map.  He checks his 
compass.

PEEK
This is supposed to be the 
rendezvous point.

They all look around, puzzled.  LANCE CORPORAL RUSSELL 
CUTTER, similar in age to Peek, adjusts his helmet.  He 
glances fleetingly over at the compass, impatient.

CUTTER
Maybe you’re reading it wrong.

Peek shoots him a dismissive look, doesn’t bother with a 
response.  He fiddles with the compass, annoyed.  

The youngest of the three, PRIVATE TOBY FREARS, is distracted 
by something above them.

FREARS
What’s that?

They both look where he’s looking.  Alarmed, Cutter 
instinctively raises his gun.  High up on a ridge, 
interrupting the horizon, is A SILHOUETTED, RECTANGULAR 
STRUCTURE.  It looks like a wooden cubicle. Peek raises his 
binoculars.

THROUGH THE BINOCULARS

the object appears to be a booth of some kind.  It’s rickety 
and wooden and leaning to one side.  On top, there’s a rough 
hand-painted sign.  The binocular lenses sharpen on it: 
“PHOTOS”.

PEEK
Looks like a photo booth.

Frears looks at him, confused.



FREARS
A what?

Cutter’s looking at the same thing through his gun sight.  He 
interjects bluntly.

CUTTER
A photo booth.

Peek hands Frears the binoculars and heads off in the 
direction of the booth, purposeful.  Cutter sees him leave 
out of the corner of his eye, calls after him.

CUTTER (CONT’D)
We should probably secure the area 
before we head up there --

But he’s already halfway up.  Frears lifts the binoculars to 
his eyes. 

EXT. PHOTO BOOTH -- DAY

Up close, the booth is as strange as it looked from afar.  
Its dirt-coated wooden panels have been worn by time and a 
rusty corrugated-iron roof flaps in the wind.  

Gun poised, Peek rounds the corner.  His eyes are wide and 
alert.  A faded tarpaulin hangs like a curtain over the 
entrance.  He approaches tentatively, uses the tip of his 
weapon to part it: inside there’s a vinyl-covered stool in 
the centre, its legs sunken into the dirt.  Opposite, the 
lens of a camera protrudes from the wooden wall.

Behind Peek, Cutter and Frears approach. Frears looks inside 
the booth over Peek’s shoulder, curious.  

FREARS
Maybe some kids were playing here.

Cutter surveys the surrounds intensely, disinterested in the 
booth.  He glances over fleetingly.

CUTTER
Kids didn’t make it.

He turns, suspicious.   

CUTTER (CONT’D)
It’s a trap.

Unperturbed, Peek opens the curtain wide and steps inside.  
Cutter’s not impressed.
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CUTTER (CONT’D)
I wouldn’t if I were you.  Not 
unless you want to go home in more 
than one body bag.

But Peek’s not fazed.  The tarp closes behind him, sways.

INT. PHOTO BOOTH -- DAY

A dim light illuminates him.  There’s an uneasy silence.  He 
turns full-circle, stops to face the lens.  He leans close to 
it, his face distorting.

INTERCUT EXT. AND INT. BOOTH

Cutter paces.  Frears hovers near the entrance, disturbed by 
the silence.  He calls out.

FREARS
Find anything?

Peek turns towards the back wall, runs his fingers along the 
joins.  Thumps the wood panels for loose compartments.  He 
calls back.

PEEK
Nup.

He returns to face the protruding lens, slumps casually onto 
the stool.  Looks about.

PEEK (CONT’D)
It’s just your average... photo 
booth.

Beneath him, the legs of the stool sink ominously into the 
dirt.  There is the slightest of CLICKS, the triggering of 
something, and then --  

-- THE CAMERA AND ITS ACCOMPANYING FLASH GO OFF, illuminating 
him.  Once, twice, three times.  He lurches off the stool, 
stunned... instinctively fumbles for his gun.

Seeing the flash through the gaps in the wood, and hearing 
the commotion within, Cutter hurries over to the entrance.  

CUTTER
What’s going on in there?

Peek rubs his eyes, finds his vision returning.  He calms, 
steadies himself.

PEEK
It’s nothing.
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He emerges through the tarp, gestures Cutter’s gun away.

PEEK (CONT’D)
Camera went off.

Cutter is losing patience.  He straightens.

CUTTER
Let’s clear out of here.

He turns and heads off, purposeful.  Peek pulls out a flask 
of water and drinks, reluctant to go.  He swallows hard.  A 
beat and something behind him WHIRS -- it’s coming from the 
booth.  Frears sees it first. 

FREARS
Wait.

Peek and Cutter both turn as the WHIRRING stops and a strip 
of photos emerge from a narrow slot about halfway down.  
There’s an audible SLICE and the photos drop into a metal 
cup.  Cutter turns back, peeved by the delay.

Peek reaches for it.  His grubby hands leave smudges on the 
paper as he uncurls the strip of photos.  His face hardens 
momentarily. 

PEEK
That’s weird.

FREARS
What?

Peek looks closer, perplexed.  He’s pleased and disturbed in 
equal measure.

PEEK
It’s Rachel.  And my boy.

Confused, Frears moves around so he can see the photos over 
Peek’s shoulder.  There are three of them: Peek as he is, 
caught off guard in in various poses by the flash of the 
camera.  In each of them, either side of him, are his loved 
ones: a WOMAN with flowing blonde locks and a BOY with parted 
hair and an impossibly wide grin.  Their arms and expressions 
interact with Peek as if they were in the booth with him. 

FREARS
What is this?

Cutter looks over, dismissive.

CUTTER
He’s having a lend.

4.

CONTINUED:



PEEK
(defensive)

Look for yourself.

He gestures for Cutter to look at the photos -- but he’s 
returned to the surrounds, eyes consumed by the vast spaces 
before them.  

CUTTER
We should clear out of here. 

Peak hands the photos to Frears and slips back inside the 
booth, pulling the tarp shut behind him.  The flash goes off 
again -- three times.  He emerges, waits by the slot.  
WHIRRING, SLICING and a new strip of photos emerge.    

Peek grabs at them, anxious.  This time Peek’s wife -- the 
woman with the blonde locks -- is on the other end of his 
kiss, her lips touching his in the cheesiest of photo booth 
snaps.  The same boy, hair parted and grin wide, hangs off 
Peek’s shoulder.

Frears looks over his shoulder, eager.  Cutter glances over, 
irritated.  

CUTTER (CONT’D)
Enough of this.  Let’s get moving.

Peek ignores him, meets Frears’ eyes.

PEEK
You should go.

Frears eyes the entrance, tentative.  Cutter sees his 
hesitation and interjects dryly.

CUTTER
Leave him be.  He’s scared.

It’s the push Frears needed -- he shoots Cutter a defiant 
look, then brushes past Peek and goes inside.

He sits on the stool, anxious.  The legs begin to sink into 
the dirt.  A click, a trigger -- and the camera and flash go 
off again.

Frears emerges abruptly through the curtain, waits at the 
slot eagerly. 

Over by the ridge, Peek’s keeping watch alongside Cutter.  
The two strips of photos are tucked into his jacket, catching 
Cutter’s eye.  He looks at them, tinged with envy.  

From afar, obscured by dead foilage, SOMEONE IS WATCHING 
THEM...

Peek turns, calls out to Frears. 
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PEEK
Did it work?

The booth WHIRS.  Photos emerge.  A SLICE and they drop.  

Frears snatches at them, holds them close.  The first of the 
three photos on the strip shows him next to a STERN-FACED 
WOMAN.  There’s distance and a clear tension between them.  
The woman’s on the edge of frame by the second shot, 
leaving...  By the third, SHE’S GONE.  Frears is alone and 
despondent.  He stares off.

Peek raises his voice, jolting Frears out of the moment.

PEEK (CONT’D)
Did it work?

He looks up, tries hard to hide his dismay.

FREARS
Yes.  It did.  It’s Meredith.

Cutter watches him as he looks back briefly at the strip of 
photos and then tucks them away.  Peek heads for the booth 
again.

PEEK
I’m going in again.

But Cutter intervenes.  He meets Peek’s eyes, his tone 
shifting.

CUTTER
I’ll go.

(then)
I might see Debbie and the kids.

Peek parts the curtain for him and Cutter enters, tentative.  
He turns back, looks at them through the gap in the tarp.  
Firm.

CUTTER (CONT’D)
Both of you keep watch.

Peek lets the curtain close.  From afar, whoever is watching 
them... still is.

Cutter sits and the stool sinks.  Click.  Trigger.  Flash.  
He emerges, momentarily blinded.    

They both look over at the slot, Peek and Frears both by the 
ridge with guns poised.  Familiar WHIRS and CLICKS.  A strip 
bounces into the tray, its image curled from view.  Cutter 
pulls it out, brings it close.

His face pales, hardens with confusion.  Frears is distracted 
by the glisten of metal in the distance. 
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FREARS
We may have company...

PEEK
Where?

He looks about, alarmed.  Cutter doesn’t hear -- he’s 
consumed by the photo, unnerved.

CUTTER
That’s weird.

Peek glances over at him fleetingly, still trying to get a 
fix on the presence in the distance.  Another flash of 
glistening metal.  Movement in nearby trees.  Peek tenses, on 
edge.  Frears is starting to panic.

FREARS
I think there’s two of them.

PEEK
Forget the photo.  We got company 
here...

Cutter speaks like he’s talking to himself.

CUTTER
It’s Debbie and the girls but --

Suddenly a shot RINGS OUT.  It pierces Cutter’s helmet and 
sprays blood and brain matter across the side of the booth.  
As Cutter collapses to the ground with a sickening THUD, Peek 
and Frears scramble for cover behind the booth as stray 
bullets spray dirt up all around them.  Peek SCREAMS 
incomprehensibly into his two-way radio: man down, back-up 
needed, enemy engaged... 

His ramblings fade as blood pools around Cutter’s lifeless 
body.  In his stiff, contorted hand, the crumpled strip of 
photos is visible: it is a WOMAN and her TWO DAUGHTERS.  
Their grey, devastated faces can barely meet the camera’s 
intrusive glare.

Cutter isn’t there.

FADE OUT.
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