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FADE IN:

DRAWER POV: Two men stare down at the camera, which is
loocking up through a small, rectangular depression that
breaks waigt-length with the pair looming over it.

KALYPTO ig a younger, unkempt man with jaded eyes and a bored
expregsion. He wearg shabby clothes and cultivates a
permanent five o'clock shadow to go with his shaggy, uncombed
hair.

WILSON is a middle-aged thug. His expression as he stares
down at the mystery depression is bewildered.

WILSON
That has got to be the single
welirdest freaking thing I have ever @
seen in my life. I mean, sericusly.
That beats the hell out of David
Copperfield.

KALYPTO
Yeah, I can see you're absolutely
filled with childlike wonderment.
Can we hurry this along? New
Zealand's playing for their second
World Cup in an hour. I don't want
to miss the first scrum.

WILSON
Scrum? Is that like a curse?

KATYPTO
No. It's rugby.

WILSON
You watch rugby?

KATYPTO
What about it?

WILSON
Nothing. It's just. That's so . . .
nermal. I mean--

KALYPTO
Normal? What exactly do I look like
to you?

WILSON

No, it's just that I thought . . .

KALYPTO
What?


Matt Wallace
Wilson
MW: In the original draft the character played by Nate Panning was never mentioned by name. I didn’t see him as being as central to the story and Kalypto’s character as he ended up becoming, largely thanks to Nate’s scene-devouring turn. I saw him as an exposition and plot device. So “Wilson” was more of a placeholder than anything. I borrowed it from Terence Stamp’s character in The Limey. 


WILSON
Well. That you, you're like--

KATYPTO
Spit it out.

WILSON

E] « « » a demeon? @

KATYPTO
Just make your depcosit, man.

WILSON
Sorry.

KATYPTO
Yeah.

Wilson carefully places a bulging velvet sack inside the
depression. His expression turns apprehensive.

WILSON
It's not going to evaporate in
there or anything. You're sure?

C:j There's, like, a half-a-million
dollare sitting in that bag, my
friend.

Kalypto reaches inside his shirt. He pulle out a necklace
hidden beneath it. Keys dangle from the chain, keys of
varying sizes and description. He detaches one and hands it
to Wilson.

KATYPTO
Hold onte this key. When you need
me again, it'll know. And don't
worry so much. There's nothing in
this world that can screw with my
mojo. Okay?

Wilson examines the key, then stares back down at the
depression.

WILSON
I don't see a lock here.

KALYPTO
Does this seem like the time to be
so literal?

WILSON
Well, I guess not, but--


Matt Wallace
...A Demon?
MW: Originally I saw this as a humorous exchange. That touch of fear Nate added as he stumbled over the “word” demon elevated the moment and the mood to something that I loved when I saw it on screen. 

Earl Newton
Note
EN: As much as I like to think I am a writer's director, and faithful ever to the script, Matt was also very gracious with different textual interpretations of his work.

On the day, my note to Nate Panning (Wilson) was: "Say 'demon' like it's a racial slur."

Earl Newton
Note
EN: Complete in-joke: the "bag of diamonds" is actually filled with "Lucky Charms" cereal.


KATLYPTO
Think of it as a charm, if that
helps vyou.

WILSON

Yeah, all right. Cool.

COP (0.C.) @
You two! Freezel! Policet
Kalypto and Wilson turn away, toward the voice.

CUT TO:

EXT. INDUSTRIAL ROAD - CONTINUOUS

The two stand in the middle of a long, deserted road
surrounded by warehouses. There is nothing between or in
front of them. Whatever they were peering inside of, whatever

Wilson placed the sack inte, it has apparently disappeared
into thin air.

KALYPTO (V.0.)
My name is Kalypto. I open drawers.

{beat)
It's a lot more complicated than it
sounds.
FADE TO:
STRANGER THINGS TITLE SEQUENCE
CUT TO:

MONTAGE

Everyday drawers are opened. Degk drawers, chest of drawers,
file cabinets, a cold storage drawer in a morgue, a public
storage unit, etc..

KALYPTO (V.O.)
It's just a simple concept taken to
a very complex extreme, that's all.
I'm not a magician, or some kind of
warlock. I don't know what the hell
I am anymore, really, other than
I'm not mortal.


Matt Wallace
The Police
MW: I wrote the police officer(s) who arrest Wilson and Kalypto as an off-screen presence/voice with the budget in mind. I also had no idea Earl would be able to come up with a real cop and a real cop car.


INT. SQUAD CAR - DAY

Kalypto sits, hands cuffed behind his back, in the back of a
police squad car as it speeds through the city streets.

KALYPTO (V.O.)
I've been around a long time. And
as long as I've been around, I've
been an opener. Maybe you've always
been able to play the violin. Or
maybe you've always been able to
make weird noises with your mouth.
Whatever.

Kalyptc shifts. He uses his teeth to pull the necklace he
wears out from under his shirt. He bites down on a small one,
not unlike a handcuff key, and detaches it from the necklace.
He cranes his neck and drops it over his shoulder and behind
his back. Catching it, he frees one of his hands, slowly and
as quietly as he can.

Kalypto removes his necklace. He sorts through his pockets
for various perscnal effects.

The squad car slows to a halt. ANGLE through the windshield.
The traffic light at an intersecticon turns red. OQOutside, we
see a DISTINCTIVE SIGN or ADVERTISEMENT (we'll come back to

this.)

KALYPTO (V.0.) (CONT'D)
The point isg, there are these small
Q:j empty pockets in space and time,
and I've always had the ability to
open and close them.

He waves his hand deftly. A black, paper-thin slate unfurls
above his lap, seemingly from thin air. It is a small
horizontal rectangle that remains there, perfectly suspended.

Kalypto has opened a drawer.

He drops his personal effects. They tumble into the blackness
of the slate, but do not fall through the bottom and come out
the other side. With another wave of his hand, the slate
furls back into nothingness, closing the drawer.

Kalypto slips his hands behind his back and re-cuffs them.
The squad car rolls on.


Matt Wallace
Squad Car
MW: This scene wasn’t in the original draft because, again, I didn’t think the production would in fact have a squad car to shoot. I wrote it after conversations with Earl about Kalypto’s opening narration. Two things struck me as particularly impressive about the finished product. The first was how Quentin Kerr (Kalypto) was able to execute that ridiculous rubber-man sequence of movements with the key. The second was something I had no conception of ‘til I saw the rushes: the shot of Kalypto looking at the cemetery. I think it’s one of the most poignant and well-executed moments in the episode. I wish I could take credit for it.

Earl Newton
Note
EN: We ended going over this dialogue several times.  In this kind of science fiction world, there's a delicate line you have to walk, between "enough" and "too much" information.  In the end, we decided to go with, "As long as I've been around, I've been an opener" and leave it there.


KALYPTO (V.0.) (CONT'D)
And as far as I or anyone else
knowg, that's my purpose. For
whatever it's worth. Which ain't
much, believe me.

All the drawers and cabinets that were pulled open are cloged
in the same order, each SLAMMING home with authority.

END MONTAGE ON SLAMMING JAIL CELL BARS

INT. JATL CELL - DAY
Kalypto site, loocking too tired to be pissed.

GUARD
You got anybody you can callr?

KATYPTO
Nobody I want to admit this to.

CUT TO:

INT. JATT, CELL - NIGHT

=

Kalyptc sits alone in a drab county holding cell, lost in
thought. It's been hours.

PAN (0.C.)
The being who opens Universal
drawers trapped in a man-made box.
Oh, the irony.

Kalypto looks up. Standing outside the bars is PAN, male,
around the same age as Kalyptco. Unlike Kalypto, however, Pan
is well-groomed and impressively attired. He wears a large
medallion around his neck on a platinum chain.

As the camera pans, Pan 1s suddenly inside the cell with
Kalyptoe.

PAN (CONT'D)
{looking around inside)
I don't know. The neighborhocd @
isn't that good, but I guess you
can't beat the rent.

KATYPTO
How did you know I wasg here, Pan?


Matt Wallace
Jail Cell
MW: A jail cell was, I think, the one thing the production couldn’t secure during the shoot, so we scrapped this and Earl and I wrote a new scene set in an interrogation room. I think it was the only big rewrite done after shooting began.

Matt Wallace
"...Can't beat the rent."
MW: I didn’t write this line and I’m glad it didn’t make the final cut.


PAN
Oh, everyone knows, Kal.

KATYPTO
Everyone? What the hell, Pan? You
guys can traverse the celegtial
veil, travel to dimensions beyond
Human imagining, and yet you got
nothing better to do than sit
around bagging on me?

PAN
What can I say? This world is a
dreary one. And yet here we are
confined, seeking entertainment as
we can.

KATYPTO
Yeah, I know. You've got to walk
vyour beat. That's one thing we all
have in common.

PAN
So you want me to get you out of
here?

KATLYPTO

What will it cost me?
Pan laughs.
PAN
If I need to squirrel something

away, I'll call vyou.

KALYPTO
Go to hell.

PAN
We can, if you want.

Pan smiles mischievously.

INT. CORRIDOR - LATER

A portly GUARD trudges up the corridor of the cell block,
checking each cell through its door. Halfway through his
rounds he stops, performing a double take through one dcoor
particular.

Kalypto's cell is empty.

in



The guard gets on his radio.

GUARD
Uh . . . I got problem on six.

EXT. SIDEWALK - NIGHT
We see the DISTINCTIVE SIGN from before. @

PAN (V.0.)
Might I make an observation?

KATYPTO (V.0.)
No.

PAN (V.0.)
I feel gpringing your lower-echelon
ass from the hoosegow entitles me.

Pan and Kalypto enter the frame, already talking.

KALYPTO
{(sarcastic)
Really? You feel entitled? You're a
door opener and you feel entitled.

That's . . . that is shocking. I'm
shocked. An arc-lancer with a sense

@ of entitlement. Now I've truly seen
everything.

Kalyptc moves away, his back to Pan. He looks around
WAVES a HAND. A drawer slowly openg in front of him.

KATYPTO (CONT'D)
Make your damn cbservation already.

, and

Kalypto dipe his hand inside, and pulls ocut his necklace of

keys.

PAN

You're not happy. You're
discontent. There's a deep-seeded
migery within you that has extended
to all things Kalypto.

{beat)
You're freaking depressed, is what
I'm saying.

Pan waves a hand, and a tiny white hole tears in the

space

above his hand - a little rubber ball drops into his palm.


Matt Wallace
Distinctive Sign
MW: We didn’t end up needing a “distinctive sign” because the scene was moved to the cemetery. At the time I didn’t know there would be a cemetery. 

Earl Newton
Note
EN: Coming once again to "too much" information versus "just enough": we changed the reference to "door opener" versus "arc lancer".  A little more obvious, but we were being so spare with exposition that it felt necessary.


KATYPTO
You open a door to my soul, or
something?

As Pan talks, he tosses the ball lightly away from him: as it
gets further away, it disappears into another tiny white
portal. After a moment, another portal cpens, and the kall
flies out toward him.

He's playing catch with himself. @

PAN
No, it's more your secondhand
clothes, poor sense of personal
hygiene, and choice of
companionship. Present company
excluded, cbviously.

KATYPTO
That was out of my hands. I was
doing what I'm supposed to do.

PAN
Please.

Pan tosses the ball, and it disappears for gcod.

PAN (CONT'D)
You were caught stashing stolen
goods from a jewelry heist, for
god's sake. It belittles us all.

KALYPTO
Look, we were dealt different
astral hande here, all right? You
open doorways to other worlds. I
open drawers. The only people who
need drawersg opened are people with
gomething to hide. It's not like I
have a choice of clientele. This
igsn't a business. I go where I'm
needed. And i1f you haven't noticed,
this world hasn't exactly become
less jaded with age. Secrets, lies,
stolen ghit. It's piling up out
there.

PAN
Those are limitations vou're
imposing upon yourself, my friend.
You used to be fun, you know that?
Way back when. It was all a game.
Cosmic hide-and-seek.


Matt Wallace
Pan's Magic
MW: Earl came up with Pan’s shtick with the ball, which I absolutely love. I might’ve written more effects shots into the original draft if I’d had any notion of how effortlessly Earl was able to accomplish them.


Another of Pan's tiny portals appears over Kalypto, and the
tiny rubber ball drops into his hand. Kalypto looks at it,
hands it back to Pan.

KATYPTO
The game got o©ld, Pan.

PAN
Well, you were tolerable to hang
out with, at least.

KALYPTO
Yeah, well.

One of the keys on Kalypto's necklace begins to glow.

PAN
You're being summoned.

KATYPTO
No shit.

Pan turns and strides away.

KALYPTO (CONT'D)
Pan!

Pan stops, turns.

KALYPTO (CONT'D)
.+ .Thanks for getting me out.

Pan grins, drops into an overly-low bow.
Light FLASHES on Kalypto's face, and when it recedes -
PAN IS GONE.

But in that same burst of light: the rubber ball BOUNCES
across the street, rolls and hits Kalypto's feet.

KALYPTO (CONT'D)
.. .You flashy bastard.
EXT. CHEAP MOTEL - NIGHT

Kalypto walks across the pavement, loocking for the right
door. He holds the key as a sort of subtle divining rod.

Turneg left - turns more right, and stops in front of a door.
Knocks.
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The door is ripped open.

WILSON
Hey!

Wilson stands, nude but for a towel wrapped around his waist.
He is just out of the shower, cast in the light from an cpen
motel room door.

WILSON (CONT'D)
What took you so long, man? I've
been working that key mojo you gave
me for like an hour. C'mon in here.
Quick.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Wilson enters, followed by Kalypto. The room is disheveled.
Empty liquor bottles and strewn clothes, both male and
female, litter the furniture. The bed's sheets and comforter
are piled high atop the mattress.

KATYPTO
How did vou get out of jail so
fast?

As Wilson answers, he goes back into the bathroocm.

WILSON
Hey, I could ask you the same
gquestion, right? Me, I had the law
firm of Goldman, Goldberg, and
Green on retainer. Now, I'm not
one to pigeonhole an entire
culture, you understand, but leave
it to a trio of Jews to get you
bail with a half a dozen priors in
your jacket. Know what I'm saying?

Wilson re-enters, wearing a pair of sweat pants and an old T-
shirt.

KALYPTO
That's one way to do it, I suppose.
{beat)
So. You rang.

WILSON
Yeah, I got a different kind of
stash job for wycu.

(MORE)
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WILSON (CONT'D)
Nothing you haven't done a million
times, I'm plenty sure, but this is
all new to me.

KATYPTO
What are you talking about?

Wilson grabs a handful of the comforter and tears it away
with all the flourish of a magician pulling a tableclecth from
beneath a china setting.

A FEMININE HAND

with long, manicured fingernails falls over the edge of the
mattress. BLOOD, rich, red, and arterial, has spread tc the
four corners of the bedsheet. The body scaking in it
possessed pleasing curves and a mess of blonde curls. The
woman must have been very attractive before she was
butchered.

WILSON
Meet Lila. I need you to stash her

for me. @

ACT ONE BREAK

INT. WILSON'S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
Blood poolsg around LILA'S dead body.

Kalyptco is livid. His initial shock quickly mutates into
horror.

KATYPTO
What have you done?

WILSON

What I think every man really wants
to do when a relaticnship ends
badly.

{beat)
Maybe I went overboard. But there
were special circumstances in this
case.

KATYPTO
What the hell are you talking
about? Why?

WILSON
Bitch dimed me. She was the only
one who knew about cur meeting.


Matt Wallace
Lila's body
MW: This scene and this reveal originally happened much later in the script. The order of a lot of the scenes got shuffled around that way. I was having real trouble nailing down that cliffhanging act-break structure.
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KALYPTO
What did you dov

WILSON
Well, I didn't end things amicably,
that's for damn sure.

Wilson lies down on the bed beside Lila, completely
undisturbed by her condition. He angles his face close to
hers.

WILSON (CONT'D)
I probably could've let that go.
But she wouldn't even say she was
sorry. Just kept denying it. I
can't abide people who won't admit
their mistakes. Especially women.
Drives me nuts. You know what I'm
sayingr?

Kalypteo, meanwhile, has regained some composure.

KATYPTO
I guess so.

Wilson stands.

WILSON
So, listen, at first I was thinking
vou could sock this bad boy away
for me.

Wilson opens one of the motel room's dresser drawers and
removes a bloody knife store at the bottom of a clear plastic
bag. He holds it up in front of Kalypto.

WILSON (CONT'D)
Hard to make any kind of solid case
with no murder weapon, right? But
then when I really started kicking
it arcound, it occurred to me . . .
why not just stash the bitch's
body, the sheets, the whole fucking
mattress if necessary. You can open
a drawer big encugh for me, right?

The words don't seem to be registering with Kalypto, almost
as 1f he can't quite force the concepts they express into the
receptors of his mind.

WILSON (CONT'D)
You all right there? Can ycu do
that?
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KALYPTO
What?

WILSON
Stash the body in one of your
little dead pockets? Only this
would be a big dead pocket.
Emphasis on big and dead.

KATLYPTO
You want me to open a drawer . . .
for what? For her body? For a
person?

WILSON
Yeah. Is that a problem?

KALYPTO

WILSON
What's wrong? Don't tell me this is
vyour first stiffr?

KATLYPTO
I've seen death. Centuries of it.
But what you're asking me here
isn't . . . that's not my purpose.
I don't ceontribute.

WILSON
Whatever, man. There's gotta be a
first time for everything. Can vyou
accommodate me here or not?

KATLYPTO
I can't—-
WILSON
You know, man, I've got to be
@ honest with you here. Your whole @

demeanor i1s starting to worry me. I
mean, at this point, where we're at
now, you've really only got two
choices. You're either an
accomplice or a witness.

Wilson opens the bag, reaching inside and withdrawing the
knife. He examines it meaningfully and then pointe its razor
tip at Kalypto.


Matt Wallace
Wilson vs Kalypto
MW: Earl felt Wilson needed to be more threatening at the end of this scene. I don’t remember if I actually agreed at the time, but after I saw how Nate played it I definitely did.

Earl Newton
Note
EN: We shot Quentin's (Kalypto's) coverage first, so I didn't actually see what Nate (Wilson) was doing.  All I saw is Quentin's blood running cold.  The look on Quentin's face alone was enough to stop everyone dead.

When it came time for Nate's coverage, I just said, "Whatever you did before...do that again."

Taught me a great lesson about getting good performances from an actor.  If you want to intensify one actor's reaction, sometimes you need to give his scene partner better ammunition.  In this case, Nate had brought his own ammo, and it worked just fine.
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WILSON (CONT'D)
I'm pretty sure you're close enough
to immortal that taking you out
would be tough. But you are flesh
and blood. And that means you feel
pain the game as Lila there did.
You know what I'm saying?

KALYPTO
Yes. I just need to work ocut the
logistices. It's a tall order. You
know?

Wilson seems placated. He slips the knife back inside the
plastic bag.

WILSON
Yeah, sure, no problem. Just, you
know, she ain't getting any fresher
and check-out is at noon tomorrow,
g0 let's make this thing happen
socn, all right?

KATYPTO
I hear you.

WILSON
Good deal. You're my man. Or
whatever you are. You know.

Kalypto only nods.

EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER

Kalypto exits Wilson's motel room. He half-staggers, aimless
and disoriented, for a few feet and then abruptly VOMITS.

As he stumbles off, we enter the motel WINDOW of the next
room over -

CUT TO:

INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Cartoons play silently on the shoddy television set of a
cheaply-furnished motel room. ALAN FEATHERSTONE, early-to-mid-
thirties, kneels in front of his son, SETH, who is slight and
perhaps eleven years old.
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AT.AN
Do you remember the story of @
Abraham and Isaac, Seth?

Seth doesn't answer his father. His attenticn is drawn
instead to the open bathroom door of the motel rcom. Nothing
is visible inside but the sink, mirror, the curtained tub,
and other fixtures. Yet Seth's expression is one of dread.

ALAN (CONT'D)
Hey. Seth. Loock at me, buddy.
{angrily)
Look at me, Seth!

Seth looks at his father. Alan forces a calm back over
himself.

ALAN (CONT'D)
Do you remember the story of
Abraham and Isaac? From Sunday
school, when you were smaller?

SETH
Yes, sir.
ATAN
Good. That's good. Can you tell it
to me?
SETH
Isaac was Abraham's son. And God
@ told Abraham to take him to a

mountain. As a burnt offering. But
Abraham didn't want to do it.

ATAN
That's right. Because he loved
Igsaac. He loved his boy, his only
gon, more than anything in the
world. Just like I do. So what
happened then?

SETH
Abraham tocok Isaac to the mountain,
to kill him. But the Angel of the
Lord appeared and told him not to.
Because he knew then Abraham loved
the Lord. And they killed a ram
instead.

ATAN
Yes. The Lord gave Abraham a ram to
gacrifice in place of Isaac.

(MORE)


Matt Wallace
Seth
MW: I wrote Seth as much younger in my first draft, around five years old. That was changed for practical reasons more than anything. It didn’t take away at all, though.

Earl Newton
Note
EN: Scenes within scenes.  In this case, the audience is experiencing two separate dramas at the same time.  The quiet unraveling of Alan's insanity, and Seth's growing unease about what's in the bathroom.

Forcing Seth to spell out what the audience thinks will be his own demise is an extra burst of fun, courtesy of Mr. Matt Wallace.
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ALAN (CONT'D)
Because he knew Abraham's love for
him was so great. But the sacrifice
had to be made. That's what fathers
do. And sometimes it's not easy.
Sometimes God doesn't give you a
ram.

We move inside the bathroom, past the curtain of the shower.
LISA FEATHERSTONE is bound and gagged and curled up at the
bottom of the tub. Her wrists are tied together, as are her
ankles. She struggles against the nylon cocrd binding them,
but it holds firm.

ALAN (CONT'D)

I know you love Mom. I love Mom,

too. But she's sick, Seth. Her soul
%] is sick. And she's forcing me to

make a big sacrifice so you and I

can be together. She's forcing me.

One day vou'll understand that. I

promise.

Giving up on trying to free herself with sheer force, Lisa
strains her neck above the rim of the tub and searches the
confines of the bathroom frantically with her eyes. They
settle on the mirror hanging above the sink. She stares at it
meaningfully for several moments, then looks at the door. A
plan has formulated behind her evyes.

Shifting her weight, she struggles to get up to her knees
while not making any ncise. Stretching her body over the edge
of the tub, she extends her bound arms toward the door,
directly behind Alan. Finally reaching it, she quickly shuts
the door and depresges the knob's cheap locking mechanism.

The sound of it SLAMMING home draws Alan's attention sharply.

ALAN (CONT'D)
{to Seth)
You stand right here. Don't move a
muscle. You hear me?

Alan stands and walks to the door of the bathroom. He tries
the knob with no success.

AT.AN (CONT'D)
Lisa! Unlock the door, honey. Don't
do this now.

On the other side of the door, Lisa flops roughly over the
tub's edge onto the floor. Winching, she grips the edge of
the gink and uses i1t to boogt herself up to a standing
position. Balancing carefully with her ankles still tied
together, she pulls a fresh towel from the motel rack.


Earl Newton
Note
EN: My note to Shaun O'Rourke (Alan) during this scene: "Play this entire thing like a teen sex comedy, and you are the bumbling father trying to explain the 'birds and the bees'."

By being LESS intimidating, more nervous, more at a loss for words, I think Alan comes off as even scarier.
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Alan begins POUNDING on the other side of the dcor.

ALAN (CONT'D)
Lisa, open this door right now!

Lisa wraps the towel tightly around her hands. Bracing
herself, she SMASHES the mirror above the sink with her
linked fists. It SHATTERS, raining jagged pieces into the
basin below.

The sound only enragesg Alan.

ALAN (CONT'D)
What the hell are you doing, Lisac?
What is that? Dammit, unlock this
door! Unlock it now!

Lisa selects a long, pointed piece of broken mirror and uses
it to hurriedly cut the bonds around her ankles and wrists.
Free of them, she vanks the gag from her mouth.

Seth has crept from the bed, behind his father.

ALAN (CONT'D)
I told you not to move!

Seth freezes: fear and tears fighting for space on his face.

ALAN (CONT'D)
It's ckay, Seth. This'll all be
over in a minute.

Alan BUSTS OPEN the door with one violent kick. He steps
inside the bathroom with murderous intent, only to be stabbed
in the shoulder by Lisa, striking from a blind corner and
wielding her broken piece of mirror like a blade.

Alan HOWLS in pain. He stumbles backward from the bathroom
and falls, bleeding in sudden torrents down his shirt.

AT.AN (CONT'D)
You bitch! I'm going to kill you -

Lisa darts past him, grabbing Seth by the hand and pulling
him frantically out of the motel rcom.

ALAN (CONT'D)
Dammit, Lisa! 8Seth, I'm not a bad
man, Seth, I just want to protect
you!
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EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

Lisa, hand-in-hand with her son, charges out of the motel
room and two flee across the parking lot.

A moment later, Alan appears in the doorway, socaked in his
own blood and insane with rage. He attempts to run after her,
but he's in too much pain. He collapses, SCREAMING the names
of his wife and son with the same fury.

INT. BAR - DAY

A key GLOWS on Kalypto's necklace. He drops it on the bar,
ignoring it.

KALYPTO
This one wants me to hide a body
for him.

Kalyptc and Pan sit at a stained wood bar with tall pints cof
beer in front of them. Pan drinks heartily while Kalypto
merely nurses his.

PAN

As I said before, you sleep with

the pigs, you wake up in shit. @
KATYPTO

You said it more pcoetically last

time.
PAN

Well, it's becoming clear my poetry
is wasted on you. I learn from my
mistakes. Unlike you.

KATYPTO
That's very friendly of yecu.

PAN
Kal, we're not friends. I talk to
vyou because it's better then
spending forever not talking at
all. But 1f you keep it up, I'1ll
@ just go disappear and leave you to
your whining.

KALYPTO
Thanks.

Pan downs his drink.


Matt Wallace
"Emily Dickinson?"
MW: Quentin and Rob came up with a lot of improv for this exchange. I remember there was some debate as to whether we should keep the levity they infused it with. I’m glad Earl decided to leave it in. It feels like a genuine moment to me, and I also thought it gave a sense of these two having a real past and a real history with each other and a real rapport.

Earl Newton
Note
EN: There's always a concern when actors start improv'ing, that the heart of the scene is being lost in favor of a quick laugh.  While I was hesitant initially, I have told my cast time and again, if they come up with something, I'll give them a take.  In this case, they proved me wrong - the bit was great, always gets a laugh in screenings, and I couldn't be prouder of them or of getting the hell out of the way, which I think is the director's chief job above all.


PAN
I'm going to help you. I don't
know why, because you don't deserve
it, but I'm going to anyway.

KALYPTO
How are you going to help mer?

PAN
This is not a problem yvou can solve
with talking. You have to do
something.

KATYPTO
Yeah, what do I have to do?

Pan's medallion starts to glow.

PAN

Oh, this is perfect. The timing is
too perfect -

{he slides his medallion

under his shirt)
You have to take an interest. It
isn't going to find you, you have
to find it.

KALYPTO
What?

PAN
I'm talking about charity work.

EXT. PARK - SUNSET

Lisa sits beside Seth on a park bench. She surveys their
surroundings with constant alarm. She is stroking and
fiddling with a talisman much like the one Pan wears.

SETH
It's going to be okay, isn't it? He
can get us away, like he did
before. Where Dad can't find us
this time.

Ligsa trieg to smile convincingly for her son.

LISA
Yeah, baby, it's going to be okay.
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SETH
I should've done something. Back
there. I should've protected you.

Lisa consoles him.

LISA
It's not your fault, Seth. None of
this is.

Suddenly the wind picks up, blowing through the trees and
bushes and tossing the fallen leaves around the bench. Lisa
and Seth stand, cautiously, watching the strange happenings.

The ARC begine to open, a curtain of magnificent 1light
ascending from the ground directly in front of them. The
ethereal doorway shines. A figure begins to emerge from it.
It stands there, arms outstretched ceremonicusly, bathed in
the arc's radiance.

Ligsa and Seth stand in irrepressible awe and dread. Seth,
subtly, steps in front of his mother.

Pan steps from it. The top of the arc descends, cloging the
doorway and snuffing out its light. Kalypto is left there in
its wake, standing behind Pan. As Pan moves aside, Lisa spots
Kalypto and eyes him suspiciously.

LISA (CONT'D)
{to Pan)
Who is he?

PAN
Oh, Jjust another traveler like
yourgelf, Lisa. There's nothing to
fear.

LISA
Nothing to fear? He found us again.
Alan. He almost . . . how does he
keep following us? You sent us to
that . . . ¢other place. And then
back here. He won't stop.

PAN
I am not the only being on this
plane with my kind of power, Lisa,
and your husband is a very
determined man. That kind of
obsegsion can bypass many barriers.
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LISA
I've given you everything I have to
give. And you promised you could
get us away from him.

PAN
And I did. Twice. Can you truly
rest the blame on my shoulders,
Lisa? For this man who is vyour
husband?

LISA
I'm . . .« SOrry.

Pan enfolds her in his arms, like a priest, and holds her.
His voice is a soft whisper.

PAN
That's all right.

Kalyptco has to lean in to hear her soft reply.

LISA
We need to get away from him for
good. I'll do anything. Just please
help us.

Pan releases her.

PAN
Of course, my dear. Of course I
will. Be at this address at
midnight tonight. The stroke of, C:j
mind vyou. Not a second before or
after. I'll have everything
prepared.

Pan gives her a small card. Lisa takes it. She leads Seth off
hurriedly. The immortals watch them depart.

KALYPTO
What did I Jjust witness here?

PAN
It's thrilling, isn't it? The
desperation. The willingness. The
instincts, both maternal and
survival. Mortals are such complex
and yet utterly predictable
creatures.


Matt Wallace
Pan's Worship
MW: The concept of Pan seeking “worship” from these people was something Earl seized on and we discussed at length. It made sense for the character and added a lot to his motivation. 


Pan shrugs

Similarly,
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KATYPTO
That woman was scared out of her
mind. And the kid . . . he looked

shell shocked.

PAN
Both are entirely warranted. Her
husband, the boy's father, is quite
mad. Violently abusive, obsessed
with them both. Dogged. Equally
willing and instinctual. Equally
fascinating creature.

KATYPTO
What's your stake in it?

PAN
They may be tiny livesg, Kal, but
they need my help. And it's
gomething to do. You'll find the
vears pass faster if you don't
spend them thinking abcut vyourself
all the time.

KATYPTO
Dcesn't it seem like it'd be
easier, to be mortal? You could
tell yourself there was a reason
for it all, if you didn't have to
live to see there wasn't one.

PAN
They are worriscme little
creatures. But they'll figure

themselves out in the end - or
they'll die, and then they won't
have to worry about it. And
neither will we.

as a key on Kalypto's necklace begins to glow.

KATYPTO
Son of a bitch.

Pan's medallion glows.

PAN
{grins)
It never ends. Think about it,
Kal. Charity work.
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KATYPTO
{studying the glowing key)

I had an offer earlier, and I've
@ been thinking about it ever since.

Maybe the only way any of this has

a reason, is 1f it has an end. So,

I suppose the question is...do you

know if...can we die?

He loocks up. Pan is gone.

KALYPTO (CONT'D)
Son of a bitch.

EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - NIGHT
Kalyptce walks across the dingy parking lot of a motel.

A muffled BLAST draws his attention to one of the motel room
dooreg. An intense WHITE LIGHT suddenly shines through the
seams in the door jamb, a light not at all unlike that of the
arc Pan opened.

This realization is not lost on Kalypto.

KALYPTO
{(to himself)
What the hell . . .

When the light has dissipated, he stealthily approaches the
docr. MUFFLED VOICES can be heard from inside the room.
Kalyptc peers through the edge of the window shade.

ANGLE through the window. Pan stands in front of the bed
magnanimously, cbscuring a figure seated there. He is
speechifying. After a mcoment, he steps aside.

Another man is seated on the foot of the bed. He is
shirtless. His wounds have been hastily bandaged.

It is Alan Featherstone.
ACT BREAK
Kalypto presses his ear to the door jamb.

AT.AN
I have to find them. Tonight.
Wherever they're going. Lock at
what she did to me! She's got my
son!


Earl Newton
Note
EN: This is, in the end, a story about a man contemplating suicide, wrapped in metaphysics and flashy teleportation effects.  I love the idea that this person is powerful beyond a mortal's dreams, and yet he is still the low-man on the totem pole, still unsatisfied.

Unlimited power doesn't mean much if you don't know what to do with it.


PAN
I have to say, I'm beginning to
seriously question your devotion,
Alan.

AT.AN
How can you say that? I've been
nothing but penitent in your
presence!

PAN
I told you, Alan, desire alone
doesn't open doors to that which
you want most. Doors that traverse
all mortal boundaries. Doors to
other worlds. It takes total
commitment. Total devotion. You had
them back in your custody. You'd
reached the end of your journey.
And you let them slip away. I'm
beginning to think my efforts were
wasted on your plight.

ATAN
I didn't let them do anything! Look
at me!

PAN
What? Do you honestly think losing
a few cups of blood and shedding
some flesh amounts to a sacrifice?
Let alcocne a sacrifice worthy of the
divinity I've bestowed on you?
Twice, no less. Do you think these
arcs just fall out of my blessed
ass, son?

ATAN
Pleage. I'll do whatever you say.

PAN
You must deliver her to me, Alan.
That's the only way now. That's
what I require.

ATAN
Whatever it takes. Just help me
find my son again. Please help me
find him. You're the only one in
this world who can help me. I need
your grace. Please.

24.


Matt Wallace
Pan and Alan
MW: It seems like this exchange between Pan and Alan was shortened in the final cut. It might just be me. I am guilty of verbal bloat on many occasions.

Earl Newton
Note
EN: This scene was dramatically cut and reorganized in several places.  It worked well on the page, but once we played the teaser (Ending with: "Be at the churchyar d at 12:05.  Do you understand? / Yes, Lord.") it told the entire scene for us.  So a lot of Pan's relishing of his power had to be chopped for time's sake.

Still, I wanted them to see just how twisted Pan really was, how much he relished the servitude and the domination of others, so when you saw him smile at Lisa at the end, you knew what was really behind that smile.
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PAN
Deliver her unto me. Make the
sacrifice worthy.

AT.AN
I will. Thank you. I won't fail
this time. I swear.

Pan hands him a card like the cne he gave Lisa.

PAN
Be there at 12:05 sharp. Not one
minute before or after. Do you
understand?

ATAN
Yes, Lord.

Kalypto stands back from the deoor, obviously in shock.

The blinding white light of another celestial portal once
again seeps through the motel room dcocor and then dissipates.
Pan has apparently departed.

Kalyptco stares down at the door to Wilson's apartment, and
hen inside the room. Alan is gone, but on the bed is a
Bible and a wicked-looking knife.

Kalyptc backpedals away from the door, numb. He treks slowly

to the center of the parking lot and stares up at the sky, at
the hangman's moon, his dead gaze darting from star to star.

It's ag if he is searching for something among the celestial

bodies that define the heavens. @

Whatever it is, Kalypto eventually seeks it ocut. Or it seeks
him out. A new calm washesg over him. Perhaps a sudden
catharsis. And it brings tears to his eyes.

EXT. STREET CORNER - MOMENTS LATER

An everyday pay phone. Kalypto walks past it, determined, a
man on a new mission, out of frame. We stay with the ccrner.
After a moment, he walks back intc frame. He to it and takes
the receiver out of its cradle. He dials 9-1-1 and waits for
the operator.

KATYPTO
Yeah. I'm at a motel on the corner
of Babylon and Talmont.
{beat)
That's right.
(MORE )


Matt Wallace
Hangman's Moon
MW: “Hangman’s moon” is a bullshit writerly phrase that sounds really good ‘til someone actually has to film it. Lesson learned, Earl. Lesson learned.

Earl Newton
Note
EN: This was a challenge.  In reading it, it was terrific.  A powerful, emotional moment of Kalypto finding his salvation in the stars.

The problem was, we were missing the internal monologue of what was happening in Kalypto's head.  He looks up at the sky, finds peace, and charges on to the climax.  In editing the scene, despite a good performance from Quentin Kerr, I couldn't make it play.

So instead, I tried creating a visual rush of memories flooding back to Kalypto as he stumbles away.  Thoughts of Pan's lies, his arrogance, his egotism, and his absolute inhumanity toward Lisa and even Alan.

Fortunately, on the day, we added the bit with Kal holding the tennis ball and throwing it away.  It all came together in the editing room, and created something that moved him forward into the final confrontation.

And because of all this, "Mr. Hangman's Moon!" will be my welcoming cry to Matt Wallace whenever I see him.


26.

KALYPTO (CONT'D)
I just heard a woman screaming next
door and a man's voice and things
breaking. It was horrible.
Something bad has happened to her.
I think you should send the pclice.
It's room 114.

He starts to hang up the phone - pulls it back again -

KALYPTO (CONT'D)
(improvising terribly)
I think he said his name was
Wilson.

He hangs up the phone.

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

Lisa and Seth wait in the darkened heart of a dead end alley.

SETH
It's spooky here. @

LIsA
It's all going to be okay, baby.
We're leaving this bad place soon.
We're going to go scmewhere your
Dad can't find us.

SETH
He always finds us.

LISA
Not this time. I promise. Okay?

A celestial arc OPENS tall and bright before them, bathing
Lisa and Seth in its radiance. Pan steps ceremoniously from
the rectangular field of immaculate light. C:j

Lisa stands to face him, taking Seth's hand in hers once
again.

LISA (CONT'D)
Igs it time?

PAN
It is.

LISA
He won't be able to follow? You're
sure this time?


Matt Wallace
Ext. Alley
MW: I set this scene in an alley for the sake of simplicity and practicality. Nothing more. The location they ended up using was a million times better and more effective. 

Matt Wallace
Pan's Arrival
MW: Pan emerging from the portal in front of a cross and in a Christ-like pose was all Earl. He has a thing for religious themes and imagery. But it worked like gangbusters, in my opinion.


PAN
Those kind of absolutes don't
exigt, Lisa. Not in this Universe.
Now you and Seth should hurry. The
door will close soon.

LISA
Where will it take us?

PAN
Somewhere beautiful. And safe.

KALYPTO (0.S.)
Just like in the brochure, right,
Pan?

The three of them turn toward the opening of the alley
Kalypto enters it.

PAN
Kal. What are you doing herer?

KALYPTO
Playing the game.

PAN
{to Lisa)
You need to go. Now. I can't keep
the arc open much longer.

KATYPTO
What he means to gay isg that I'm
ruining the time tabkle for his
rabbit hunt.

PAN
Kal . . .

LISA
{(to Pan)
What is he talking about?

KATLYPTO
A five minute head start, Lisa.
That's what he wanted to give you.
Just to make it sporting enough.

LISA
Five minutes? Until what?

27.

as
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KALYPTO

How do you think your husband has
been able to follow you and your
son wherever these doors take your
Did he acquire a mastery of
interdimensional portals overnight?

{to Pan)
Is this what you call "charity
work"?

PAN
My friend here is confused, Lisa.
He's something of a trickster,
that's all.

KATYPTO
I'm not the one with the satyr's
name, old buddy.

PAN
Kalypto, you're making a terrible
mistake. Now why don't you take a
deep breath, followed by a few
steps back, and we can talk about
this later.

KALYPTO
What, over a couple of brews where
yvou tell me how it is? I'm done
being comic relief, Pan. You've had
enough amusement.

PAN
This isn't about you and your
inferiority complex, you twit. It's
about this woman and her innocent
little boy here. Who are currently
running out of time.

KATYPTO
By whose watch, dickhead?

PAN
I'm warning you, Kalypto.

ANGLE ON the street. Alan storms the alley entrance. He spots
the small congregation, including Lisa and Seth.

ATLAN
Lisa!

All heads turn toward him. Lisa immediately steps in front of
Seth.
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PAN
{to Lisa)
Hurry! Through the door! Now! I'm
trying to save you and your child,
vyou miserable woman! Take him
through the docr!

Lisa lcookg at him, then at the tall, shining arc.

@ LISA

No. No more running.

PAN
Don't be a damn fool!

LISA
No!

Pan relents, disappointed. The radiant arc folds in upon
itself and blinks out.

ATLAN
{to Pan)
You found them.

LISA
{(to Pan)
You son-of-a-bitch!

AT.AN
Give him to me, Lisa. Seth, buddy,
come here.

Seth picks up a piece of discarded wood from the alley.

SETH
No.

Pan removes himself casually from the situation, leaning
against the alley wall and shaking his head.

PAN
What a waste.

ATAN
Come here, Seth!

SETH
No!

LISA
Stay away from us!


Earl Newton
The Arc disappears?
EN: As scripted, Pan's arc is supposed to stay open through this entire scene.  However, I had one night to shoot this entire scene, and logistically, it wasn't feasible.  We already had running dialogue, a fight scene, three teleportations, and two drawer sequences.  All told: 36 setups in six and a half hours.  We were busy. 
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ATAN
Give me my son, damn youl

Kalypto steps between Alan and his terrified family.

AT.AN (CONT'D)
Who are your

KALYPTO
Just another celestial hustler.

AT.AN
Get out of my way.

KALYPTO
Not angelic enough for you, I
guess.
ATAN
{to Lisa)
Who is he? The new guy you're
screwing?

Alan cocks his fist and drope Kalypto with a brutal right
hand to the face. Kalypto motions with his hand. A thin black
slate appears beside Alan. It i1g suspended horizontally in
midair, waist-level with him. This drawer is tall and wide
enough to accommodate a man.

Alan stares into the apparent nothingness.

ALAN (CONT'D)
What the hell is that?

Kalypto picks up a piece of rebar lying on the alley floor
and stands.

KALYPTO
It's a coffin in space, asshcle.

Alan turns toward him. Kalypto swings the piece of rebar as

if he's wielding a folded katana. It strikes Alan across the
Jjaw, sending him sprawling backwards into the seemingly paper-
thin depths of the drawer Kalypto has opened. Hig body does
not pass through it. It does not fall from the bottom.
Instead, it disappears into the blackness of the slate.

A second later, the slate disappears as well.
Kalyptc stares at the space the drawer occupied, a satisfied

[;:)expression on his face. He's unprepared when Pan grabs him
from behind and hurls him to the hard pavement.


earlnewton
Note
EN: I added the space-teleportation sequence just a few days before we shot this scene.  Setup was remarkably uncomplicated, and it made for a great teaser at the end of Act 2.
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He straddles Kalypto's prone form and begins pummeling his
face with cleosed fists.

PAN
You have completely fallen from any
@ form of grace recognizable to our
kind, vou piddling little box
Jjockey.

KALYPTO
Yeah, I heard all about your
goddamn grace. I don't know what we
were put here to do anymore, but
it's not to run these people around
like rats in a maze so we can get
off when we're having a slow
century.

Kalypto tries to break free of him, but Pan shoves him back
down with authority and holds him there.

PAN
You know better than anyone the
places I can send you, Kal. I can
open the door to endless hells. I
can toss your sorry ass into a
dimension made of teeth dripping
with shit.

KATYPTO
Pan, you're a -

Pan BASHES him in the face again.

PAN
Do you know what you are, Kal? In
the rank and file of the Universe,
in the pecking crder of its
lockesmithe, you're just a
gecretary. You file the tiny
forgotten things, the useless
bullshit that not even the lowliest
creatures could possgibly have use
for. What do you think of that?

Instead of denigrating him, Pan's words seem to insgpire
Kalyptco. His opens his hands, held fast to the filthy ground.
A new drawer opens above Pan's head, this one the length and
breadth ¢f the man's shoulders. It is not an ordinary,
drawer, however. It is a raging wormhole of light that
collapses inward.


Earl Newton
Note
EN: We shot this entire scene in one night.  The temperature was somewhere in the 30s.  By the end of the night, few people could feel their hands.
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@ KALYPTO
I think you're absolutely right,
Pan.

Pan locks up. As he does the drawer implodes, decapitating
him. His head is not severed, it is swallowed, disappearing
with the drawer. There is no blood, no gore, no apparent
wound. It is as if his head and neck have simply been erased
from existence.

The summening charm that hung around his neck drops on
Kalypto's chest a moment before Pan's headless corpse
collapses on top of him. He reolle it off of himself and sits
up. Lisa and Seth are staring at him in abject shock and
horror. Seth is crying. Kalypto looks back at them with
sorrow and uncertainty.

KALYPTO (CONT'D)
It's ckay. It's going to be ckay
now. For both of yeu.

Lisa begins sobbing as well.

LISA
Nothing is okay. It's never going
to be okay.

Kalyptc is at a loss. He can only sit there, watching Lisa
and Seth hold each other and cry together. He looks at Pan's
headless body, blankly at first. Then some sudden meaning,
some realization seems to come to him.

KALYPTO
Lisa.

LISA
What?

KALYPTO
Do you . . . believe that . . . do
you that believe a man . . . well,
maybe not a man, but clcose enocugh

@ for our purposes . . . do you

believe he ccould take all of a
person's pain and darkness and bad
memories, and put them in a tiny
little drawer and shut it tight so
that they could never hurt anyone
again?


Earl Newton
Kalypto's Revelation
EN: This speech is what locked this project for me as the next episode.  Matt did a great job of taking Kalypto's source of heartbreak and rejection for the last 25 minutes and revealing something beautiful within, all in under the span of a breath.  Add in Quentin's sincere and earnest performance, and a bit of well-placed sound design, and I will freely confess this scene brought tears to my eyes.

Earl Newton
Note
EN: The entire crew was completely professional under difficult circumstances.

Joe Stauffer, Stephen Sellers, Bridget Green, Jack Harrison, Scott Holzberger, Annabel Lee, Carissa Simmons, and Rich Sigfrit.

I know this is a screenplay annotation but you still deserve credit.  It's a good lesson for all writer/directors: you are nothing without a great crew.
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LISA
No. But I think the world would be
a much better place 1f that were
possibkble.

KALYPTO

@ Maybe it would ke.
{(to himself)

Maybe it would ke.

FADE TO:

EXT. PUBLIC PARK - DAY

It's the kind of perfect spring day that seems like a dream
or a postcard from Somewhere Else. The sunlight is too
ethereal for the real world, the people too bright and

shining and happy. @

Lisa and Seth picnic on the green grass. They are all smiles
and laughter as they enjoy the day. There's no hint of the
viclence or terror that has filled their past.

Suddenly, a shadow is cast over the both of them, a man's
shadow, tall and broad through the shoulders. Lisa and Seth
stop what they're doing. They look up.

Alan stands there, looming over the both of them.
He smiles.

Lisa and Seth return the smile. Alan kneels upon the grass
and kisses his wife. Lisa kisses him back, willfully and
enthusiastically. Seth looks on, embarrassed and happy and
not at all afraid. Alan joins hie family, and the three
picnic together in peace.

Kalyptco sits in the shade under a tall tree, watching them
from a distance. He has cleaned himself up. His hair is
combed. He's clean-shaven. His clothes aren't as ratty or
worn. But more than any of that, his eyes aren't as wearied
anymore. The spectre that haunted his face is gone.

He smiles tco.
After a moment more of watching them, Kalypto rises from his

spot beneath the shade of the tree. He lingers, then walks
away, intc the sunlight, into a better world.

FADE OUT.


Matt Wallace
The End
MW: This final scene pissed a lot of people off and confused a lot of others. It seemed like people either didn’t get it or thought I was trying to tack on a stereotypical happy ending. For me it was all about the concept of Kalypto learning that he had the ability to hide more than inanimate objects (e.g. abstracts like memories and emotions); that his drawers and he might have a higher purpose. I think you need that for there to be any point to the story and to Kalypto as a character. Personally I thought that was clear enough, as it was set up in the final exchange between Kal and Lisa. But I’m just the writer.

earl
Note
EN: One final note on this scene.  To keep people from standing around freezing all night, I would shoot their coverage and then release them, in reverse order of their presence in the scene.

So I shot Alan, Lisa, and Seth as quickly as possible, getting all their coverage done, and then releasing them.  Then I shot all of Pan's coverage, and released him.

That meant that our lead, Quentin Kerr, the star of the episode, had to execute the climax of his performance in the cold, speaking to dead air (or to me, which is about the same).  Not only would you never know that, but the work itself was moving and powerful, even under the best of circumstances.

I think Mr. Kerr deserves a bit of appreciation for that alone.




