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RESURRECTION OF THE LOST
A three-part serial thriller by Kseniia Kulykivska

Part 1
Deep in the dark forest, we follow a group of young people returning to a camp site, passing by a sign that says: “No cellphones allowed! Respect nature, don’t litter! Appreciate your time in the woods, reunite with nature, be grateful for what it provides! Become one with the forest and unleash the unknown spirit in you!”. The path that the group follows leads to the circle of other “campers” surrounding a fire. In this circle of “lost and high” we see Alex Nova, the main character, in her 20’s, Asian, with a face that is trying to hide the overall fatigue, sitting near her friend Tiras, in his mid20’s, Jewish, strong face features, dark wavy hair, chatting and sharing a mutual disagreement about something. Taking a joint from the person beside her, Alex breathes in the smoke, passes the joint to Tiras and leaves the circle puzzled by her life. 
Alex Nova doesn’t remember her past and unfortunately has no recollection of how she appeared in the camp too. For a month she tried to accept her reality as it is, she didn’t know where to go and the camp site seemed like a sweet escape. She might have reassured everyone she knows that she doesn’t want to find out the truth, that she is happy where she is, but she couldn’t convince herself to fully believe her own lies. However, it might have been a great thing to start over, without the recollection of her lonely and traumatic past. Her parents died in a car accident when she was 16, and after that, her uncle was responsible enough to take responsibility for her, but unfortunately, not responsible enough to provide a 16-year-old with great guidance. Alex was left to her own devises, being involved in drug and alcohol abuse, she almost killed a person by overdosing them. This wasn’t intentional, everyone was at the party, but made Alex reconsider her choices, converting herself to the church, in hopes to be forgiven for her past mistakes. 
A walk in the woods, on the same night, might not have been a good idea, but Alex proceeded to go in order to think about everything Tiras has asked about her past, and she was unable to answer. Unfortunately for Alex and her future, she trips on something, falling on strangely soft ground, hitting her head against a rock. Before drifting into unconsciousness, she notices, with hard effort, number 8 written in Latin on the rock, hearing muffled sounds from underneath. 
The following morning Alex wakes up in her tent, having no recollection of a group in animal masks and white cloaks bringing her to the camp site, after she fell unconscious. She touches her head – it is in bandages; she sees the bruises on her legs. Alex makes a decision to go find Tiras. Entering Tiras’ tent she sees him sleeping peacefully, unaware of everything that happened to her last night. She sits on the side of his matrass until he wakes up, horrified by her look at first, but becoming more and more concerned with each word she says, explaining what happened, and what she remembers and doesn’t remember. Tiras reveals his secret – the phone he hides in a box, placed in a small hole in the ground, underneath his matrass. Alex remembers the rule of the camp: “No phones allowed.”, reminding Tiras of it, but also being curious about his secretive possession. Tiras proceeds to explain that he keeps his phone for the purpose of writing a novel he has been working on for a long time, but to write about secretive communities – he has to become a part of it. Alex agrees to help Tiras on his writing journey in return for any information he can find about her. The deal has been made between the two, but there is a nagging feeling that something or someone might interfere. For example: a shadowed figure that was lurking around Tiras’ tent while Alex and Tiras were shaking off their agreement. 
During a couple of days that followed, Alex finds out a little about her family, or what have been left from it. She finds out about her parents and about her uncle. Tiras, who has been looking for the information, however, had hidden some details from her: Alex’s drug and alcohol abuse and her almost killing a person. Tiras doesn’t know how to reveal to her that the person who almost died because of her actions, was, in fact, his old friend, whom he had lost contact with right after the incident. Alex, on the other hand, has collected information about the community, both of them have been members of. Bearing in mind that her past holds no power over her, she is getting more and more agitated to find out the truth about this place, she is being drawn to it realizing that there is a mystery she needs to solve. She remembers the night she fell and hurt her head, something weird happened there, and the rock must have had the number engraved on it for a reason, and the muffled sounds… Was that a person or, perhaps, and animal? Nevertheless, no matter who or what it was, she needs to find out why it was buried, and why it was buried alive. And that is when Alex and Tiras meet Brenna (in her 60’s, long gray hair, has heterochromia, but despite her age, Brenna’s body is very slim and fit, her posture always straight, her gestures classy). 
Alex has always been curious: when she was 6, Alex and her parents went out for a walk in the woods near their house, and instead of sticking to her parents, Alex wanted to wonder around and get to know more about the wild life. Being far enough from her parents, she sees a bright ginger tail sticking out from a bush – a fox. But unfortunately for Alex, while she tried to spread the branches of the bush, in hopes to see a cute fox there, she sees only half of it, with its guts covered in blood and dirt. Her parents call for her, and when her father finally wraps his arms around her, lifting her up, she is crying in disbelief. She never thought of the world as something cruel, but this image was engraved on her brain forever, always reminding her of the dangers in the world.
While Alex is being guided by Brenna, with whom she spends most of her time now, Tiras is becoming more and more distant, making Alex question whether he is hiding something from her. One evening she slips into his tent while he was collecting some wood in the forest, aiming to find his phone, when she is being caught by Brenna. The old lady tells her that her friend is never coming back from his ‘mission’, and that someone from the camp is trying to cause Tiras a big trouble. Alex believes Brenna, running out of the tent to help Tiras, while Brenna is smiling, watching Alex run, and picks up the phone that slipped so carelessly out of Alex’s hand. 
Alex finds Tiras, explaining to him why she was rushing, her friend just says nothing. In this moment of silence Tiras is looking puzzled, his mouth opens and closes, trying to start a sentence. Alex asks him a question that was bothering her this whole time: why did he become so distant after finding out about her past. Tiras reveals the truth he found out about her relations with his old friend, to which Alex says nothing, but tries to apologize after a moment of silence. She is confused, shocked and in disbelieve. 
It was getting darker around them, and as soon as Tiras tried to say something again, both of them hear approaching footsteps from every direction. They see stag’s horns peaking from the distance, both of them become alerted. From a different direction, they see a bear’s muzzle. Something is wrong, they are not being attacked, but simple surrounded by more and more animal faces. Alex notices that those are not animals at all, but people, wearing masks and cloaks to hide their identities. She remembers the night she fell and hit a rock stuck in the ground. Animal masks are approaching, creating a circle around Alex and Tiras. When both of them look in the direction of a stag, the bear puts a sack on both of their heads, tying its base with a rope. The victims try to escape, but the sack is slowly being filled with smoke, and they lose their consciousness. 
The End of Part 1. 

*  *  *
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EXT. FOREST. CAMP SITE. #1 – NIGHT
Dark forest, long tree branches cover the only source of light – the moon. We can hear an owl in the distance mixed with the sounds of people singing. Camera follows a group of adults in their 20’s, hippie looking, talking between each other, joyful. The group passes by a sign laughing, moving forward, disappearing from camera’s view. We follow a close-up of the sign now, which reads: "No cellphones! Respect what nature has to give, and be grateful in return! Become one with the forest and discover the unknown spirit in you!".

EXT. FOREST. CAMP SITE. ALEX’S PERSPECTIVE. - NIGHT
Alex sits beside Tiras. People are sitting in a circle surrounding the fire. They chat and sing, some of them are dancing, the joint is being passed around the circle. 

EXT. FOREST. DEEP WOODS. CULT SITE. #2 – NIGHT
A group of people in animal masks and white cloaks are dancing around the fire performing a ritual. Tambourines in their hands, a group of women singing in a chorus in the background. We get a close-up of a person with a fox mask on their face, wearing a white cloak that covers them completely. Identity – unknown. The person is slowly approaching other people, identical looking, gathered in a circle around a fire. The “fox mask” takes a seat on the ground next to someone in a mask representing a bird. The camera moves slowly to the main source of light – fire. Through the bright orange beams we see a blurred figure wearing a stag mask.

EXT. FOREST. CAMP SITE. #1 – NIGHT
Tiras is playing the guitar, everyone follows the song. Alex smiles as she takes the joint from the person beside her. 

ALEX
(talks slowly, emphasizes every word, takes a puff)
This is just truly amazing.
If I’d known-
(exhales)
That life could be so easy.

Tiras stops playing while people are cheering for him. Alex passes a joint to Tiras, he pulls the air into his lungs, then exhales slowly while looking at Alex. He smirks.

TIRAS
It is funny hearing it from you, you know?             The one who actually doesn’t remember ho-

ALEX
Ughh, can you just let me enjoy the moment, man? for once without reminding me-

TIRAS
I am sorry, it’s just-

ALEX
(annoyed)
What?

TIRAS
(confused)
What?
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ALEX
Listen, you can shove your interest up your/ ass

TIRAS
/Woah, Jeez, Alex I won’t bring it up again, sorry… 


ALEX 
I have everything I need and what if my life wasn’t that good anyway? I’ll tell you what is good though-
(takes the joint from Tiras)
This shit just hits it right… Riiight?
(smiles, exhaling into Tiras’ s face)



TIRAS
Alex, you should be studied by science, really, I mean- I would be curious. What if you have a 
rich family,/ or OR you are a successful business woman, OR… OR…

ALEX 
(rolls her eyes)
/You know what they tell kids like you? Hm?


   

ALEX 
Curiosity killed the cat, remember?


EXT. DEEP FOREST. CULT SITE. #2 – NIGHT. 
The group of people in animal masks and white cloaks continues to dance around the fire. We follow a wooden cup that is being passed in a circle containing a clear, ashy liquid. Each person takes a sip. One person stands out from the crowd wearing a deer mask, their hands holding a human heart, still beating, with blood dripping down on the white cloak.
CULT MEMBER #1
On this starry night, guarded by our God: the moon, the sky, the trees, the wind and the soil. We pass down the soul of one who once served God for good. And in this sacred ritual, deep in the essence of our God’s heart, we devour them as a whole, we accept the wisdom and the knowledge one had before. It is to be celebrated, for those whom we worship, the unity of men, the unity of nature, the unity of mortal and immortal. 


All of the people raise their hands, kneel down to kiss the ground, and continue to pass down the wooden cup, each taking a small sip out of it. 

CULT MEMBER #1
For those who must not be forgotten; for those who should be worshiped; for those who are free. 


EXT. FOREST. CAMP SITE. #1 – NIGHT. 

Tiras is looking at Alex with a worried expression on his face. The mood of those two is drastically different to those who surround them. Alex’s mood is different – she is sad. Her eyes mirror the fire; she stares at it emotionless. 

TIRAS
I didn’t really mean it, you know? I can’t imagine myself walking in your shoes, and not only because we don’t seem to be sharing the same size of those. It is just- weird. You really don’t remember. And I wish I could help, but I am only a writer and-

ALEX
Tiras… it’s alright, I am sorry. People here are just probably trying to forget about their lives, start over, find peace… I have a lot to figure out and… There seems to be no end, or beginning. I feel like I am drowning. 

TIRAS
Please don’t tell me you are comparing yourself to these fuckers? Oh my God, Alex. Look, let me show you.

Tiras wraps his arm around Alex’s shoulders. She accepts the gesture leaning on him, resting her head on his shoulder. 

TIRAS
Do you see that guy with a beard over there? Playing his guitar? 
(whispering)
As if someone’s listening.
ALEX
(chuckles)
Yeah, what about him? It’s Josh, isn’t it?

TIRAS
Yeah, yeah. But, picture this. 

The camera is looking at the guy in his 30’s, long, ginger hair, beard that reaches to the middle of his chest. He is holding an acoustic guitar, running through the strings with his fingers, his hands slightly dirty. Wearing a white t-shirt that says: “I love rock”, with a bright red heart at the end of the printed slogan. His black, light shorts are revealing a number of tattoos on his legs. 

TIRAS
I was collecting wood with him once, he is a nice guy, really, but. 

ALEX
There isn’t really a point to say he is a nice guy, and then say BUT in the end. 

TIRAS
Fair enough, BUT, he once had a family: a wife, two kids; but lost all of them, because this idiot decided that being a good musician, involves drinking, and then going to jail after vandalizing the streets by drawing pink dicks on every wall he could find. This didn’t happen once. And his motives were-
(clears his throat, talks in a low, husky voice)
In this matriarchal society people start forgetting ‘bout men and their rights. What happened to the normal flow of things, eh? 

ALEX
(laughs, covering her mouth with her hand)
There is no way he said that. Tiras, you must be threatened by the matriarchy here. 

TIRAS
Oh, hell yeah, I feel so threatened and awful! God, have mercy on my poor masculine soul. 


Tiras covers his face with the hand, being dramatic and sarcastic. Alex cheers up, looking at Tiras, smiles ever so slightly. 


ALEX
You are such a good drama queen. All this theatrical potential being wasted, only to pursue an even worse career as a writer. 

TIRAS
Ouch. Never say that about my children ever again. And, look. See that girl? 

Tiras points at the girl in her early 20’s, wearing very hippie clothes, her blond hair is messy, with trinkets attached to it. She is dancing freakily but slowly. 


ALEX 
And it’s clearly not the most hippie person I’ve ever met. 

TIRAS
(approvingly)
MH! And not the craziest one too. She sold her house a year ago to travel around Europe on her trailer, but instead, got fined on the highway, quite literally, for being high behind the stirring wheel, and hitting a person. She paid for all the medical bills, her trailer got taken off of her, and she never left the country as she planned. 

ALEX
Huh?

TIRAS
Uhah! I am telling you now, these people SHOULD have memory loss. I would be embarrassed if I were them. 

ALEX
What if my memory loss was actually a blessing from above? Meaning… I can create any theory and serve it as the truth… I will leave you here, I need some fresh air. 

TIRAS
Are you gonna’ be alright?

ALEX
Yeah, I think so… 


EXT. FOREST. A PATH INTO THE DEEP WOODS. #3 – NIGHT

We see Alex’s profile being darkened by the shadows from the trees. In her background we can still see the camp site: tents scattered chaotically, with a large source of fire in the middle of the site; some people are returning to their tents, while some of them, still surround the fire. As Alex is walking, the camp site is becoming more and more distant, hiding behind thick branches of trees around her. 

EXT. FOREST. A PATH INTO THE DEEP WOODS. #3 – NIGHT. 

We follow Alex from the back, hearing her whisper a melody to herself. She is looking around from time to time. The moon is still shining through the branches. Alex hears a crunch beneath her feet. Her shoulders twitch. 

ALEX
It’s a bloody stick, Alex. Stop being paranoid.

She hears another crunch, this time behind her. 

ALEX
Tiras? I told you I am going to be fi-

A bat appeared from the darkness, its eyes bright red. It flies right into Alex’s face. Alex starts going backwards; she waves her hands in front of her face to scare off the bat. The bat keeps attacking, producing squealing sound. Alex’s footsteps become more rapid; she starts to run from the attacker. 

ALEX
STOP! WHAT DID I DO TO YO-

Beat. 


EXT. FOREST. A PATH INTO THE DEEP WOODS. ALEX POV. #3 – NIGHT. 

Alex’s eyes are shut; she opens them slowly, everything is blurred. She sees a rock in front of her. She is lying on the ground that breathes beneath her. Alex tries to focus her eyes on the rock – Latin number eight is engraved on it. Her eyes close again. She tries to open one of her eyes again, it is even more blurred now, but in the fast glimpse of focus we see a bear’s face behind a tree. In the darkness we hear muffled sounds coming from underneath the ground, where she fell. 

Beat. 

INT. ALEX’S TENT. #4 – MORNING 
A regular camping tent with a sleeping bag on the green floor. In the right corner of the room there Is a green bag with clothes. Nothing more, nothing less. Simple. Alex is laying in her sleeping bag, her head is bandaged; on the bandage, near the right temple, there is a blood stain. She wakes up slowly, her eyes half shut still. She grunts trying to sit up. Suddenly, her eyes open wide, she starts patting her sleeping bag, her arms and her legs; she touches her head. 
ALEX
What in the hell? No, no, no… This cannot be happening again… Not again, please-

Alex touches her right temple, grunting from pain. She puts her head in both of her palms covering the face.

ALEX
And why does it have to be me… Ah! Tiras!


EXT. ALEX’S TENT.  CAMP SITE. #4- MORNING 
Alex slowly opens her tent, it’s sunny outside, everyone is doing their own stuff: there is a group of people near the fire cleaning up, a group of men and women in the distance bringing water in wooden baskets. Alex steps out, no one seems to pay attention to her. She follows a row of tents; she is limping, there are bruises on her legs and arms, she holds her head. Alex is walking on a soft green grass. She stops near the orange tent. 

ALEX
(whispering to herself)
Please be there, I need you. 

INT. TIRAS’ TENT. #5 – MORNING 
Alex slowly open one of the tent’s curtains. Tiras is sleeping. She lets out a sigh of relief. The interior part is the same as every other tent: a sleeping bag and a bag with clothes, but Tiras also has some books in the corner and a journal. Alex sits herself on the floor. 
ALEX
Heh, this is going to be funny.

Her legs are crossed; she rests her head in her left hand. Alex looks at Tiras, and looks around the tent. Tiras in his sleep starts to roll over to face Alex, he feels her presence and tries to slowly open his eyes. His hair is messy; his clothes are scrunched. 

TIRAS
Who of you basta- AAA!

Tiras is scared by Alex’s presence. Until he notices her bruises and bandages. His face expression has changed from fear to worry. 
TIRAS
What the hell happened to you?

ALEX
I wish I knew. I thought you would give me the answers.
TIRAS
How could you lose even more memory…? This is getting ridiculous- And why do you look like Frankenstein?
ALEX
I fell, but that is not importa-



TIRAS
Yeah, not important at all, sure. I wake up, and the first thing I see is you looking like you had been fighting with a bear last night.

ALEX
A bear…

TIRAS
(even more worried)
Don’t tell me you did…

ALEX
No, but I saw one, at least I think so…

TIRAS
I knew those people put the wrong mushrooms in the soup yesterday.




*  *  *
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