The front DOOR OPENS.  The ZOMBIE, haggard, ice pack in hand to head, stands before them.

Uncomfortable pause.

Barney

I…we…

Barney hands the CELL PHONE to the ZOMBIE.

The Zombie takes the phone then turns his gaze towards HARV.  Cold stares.

zombie

(to HARV)

Look…I’m sorry I yelled at you…and threw rocks or whatever.  I was having a fight with my Ex over stupid garbage and I lost it.

(beat)

zombie

(continuing)

So…that’s that.  No hard feelings.  Thanks for dropping off the phone.

HARV NODS slowly, looking away.  Barney timidly starts down the steps as the ZOMBIE begins to turn and close the door.

