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Dad first conceived of an immortal caveman in 1946, after killing a man for throwing a cat into a fire.  It was winter in New York, a few people were standing around a burning trash-can to keep warm, and this asshole picked up a cat and tossed it into the flame.  Dad slugged the bastard, the bastard pulled a knife, and Dad bashed his skull with a brick.  I think that's when Dad broke a knuckle, ending his hopes of becoming a concert pianist, but I'm not sure.  Later that evening in, Dad came up with the idea of a caveman who didn't die, living century after century, pretending to age and moving on, ultimately becoming several historical prominent figures; De Vinci, Beethoven, Solomon, Jesus, etc.  From day one, Dad envisioned it as a quiet story.  No flashbacks, no prehistoric animals, no action.  Just a few people in a room or sitting around a fire, learning they're speaking with a centuries old caveman.  

After seeing "12 Angry Men" in '57, Dad was more determined than ever to do his caveman story — envisioning Charles Bronson as the caveman; short, stocky, intense features — but he never got around to it.  Screenplays, countless short stories and a marriage from Hell, his caveman project always on the horizon.  After he sold the outline to "Fantastic Voyage" in '64, Dad wanted to finally script it, but again, it just didn't happen.  A few years later, Dad incorporated some of his immortal caveman ideas into Star Trek's "Requiem for Methesuleh", but the core idea remained; a quiet story, a centuries old man telling of his incredible life.

In 1983, Dad and I began outlining a kinda-sorta version; Man arrives at an Eskimo village, spots carving of a long-since extinct animal on a spear, thinks they found a preserved body in the ice.  Asks a few questions, knows they're hiding something.  Finally learns they found a Neanderthal.  Man recalls seeing a not-very-handsome man with apish features in the village when he arrived.  He learns the man took off the second he asked about the carving on spear.  He follows the man out onto the ice, catches up with him, and is told an incredible story about life 40,000 years ago.  Dad and I then learned of a new film — "Iceman" — where scientists dig up a Neanderthal.  Okay film, good acting, dreadful ending.  But Dad and I dropped our Neanderthal story like a rock.  Dad was actually relieved.  Still wanted to do the story he'd originally envisioned — immortal caveman living countless lives, having been all these great people throughout history.  Not a frigging Neanderthal hiding in the snow.

Dad finally began scripting "The Man From Earth" in 1998, a month before he passed away, completing it literally on his death-bed.  He'd dictate scenes, and when I ran out of paper, I'd write them down on hospital napkins.  He originally wanted John to drive away, leaving Sandy at the cabin; one of the few things in the script which I disagreed with.

After tiring of my constant whining about how John should take her with him, Dad told me to write the scene both ways.  Happily, he agreed to have John come back for her.  Of course, we all now know John and Sandy broke up and he ended up with Vanessa Williams — oh, yeah, they broke up too. 

Oh... warning... "Holocene" spoilers.  >:)  

After Dad passed away, several producers showed interest in "The Man From Earth", but most of them were idiots who wanted action, flashbacks, explosions — one moron literally suggesting "let's have a flashback where John leads a heard of mammoth against the evil Wagabu Tribe and their army of trained Raptors?"  I called the guy a fucking moron and walked out.  Most of them also insisted on losing the Jesus angle, fearful of offending all those poor thin-skinned Christians.

Richard Schenkman was the only director who wanted to tell "The Man From Earth" the way Dad had written it.  The other idiots offered big bucks for the script, whereas Richard couldn't pay a dime, but doing justice to my father's final work was my priority, not a paycheck.

Richard, Eric, and the entire cast and crew did my father justice.  Personally, I believe "Man from Earth" stands beside Twilight Zone's "It's a Good Life" and Star Trek's "Mirror, Mirror" as one of Dad's three best produced works.  It's a shining example that science-fiction is rooted in ideas, not computer graphics.  It pleases me greatly that so many people have embraced this small film.  Seeing what passes for sci-fi these days, I often feel like a brain-cell in a room full of Trump supporters.  It's comforting to know there are functioning minds out there who appreciate intelligent sci-fi. 

Anyway, here's Dad's original script for "The Man From Earth."  Read and enjoy. 

—Emerson Bixby 

Falling Sky Entertainment
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(Producer/Director)

While I like to claim that my first movie was the award-winning, warmly reviewed “The Pompatus of Love,” the truth is that it was really “Angel IV: Undercover,” which I directed pseudonymously. In my defense, the movie they hired me to direct was a fun, quirky rock n’ roll murder mystery titled “Assault with a Deadly Weapon” but shortly before the start of production the executive producer said, “In certain markets I might be able to sell this as a sequel to ‘Angel’ if you rewrite a few scenes. Could you do that?” Of course I could, and I did, but in the end the only version of the movie that got finished was the “alternate” version, and so my fun, quirky rock n’ roll murder mystery became the third sequel in the cheesy “Angel” series. Oh, well. Welcome to Hollywood, kid!

The line producer on that movie was a lovely, talented, patient man named Gary Depew, and we became friends. Gary was always looking for an opportunity to move up to “real” producing and one day in 1998 he called to say that he had been handed a script he thought I’d like. It was called “The Man from Earth,” and the writer was a legendary science fiction author who had recently passed away. The author’s son, working with a manager/producer (whose name I do not recall), was shopping the script around and since the manager/producer guy knew Gary, and Gary wanted to make another movie with me, it landed in my hands.

I loved it on first read. Not only did the characters speak to me, the themes resonated with me in a very personal way. I had grown up worshipping The Twilight Zone, and this felt a lot like that. Plus, as a fan of movies like “The Offense” and “Twelve Angry Men,” I was intrigued by the challenge of making a movie that basically took place in real time in a single location.

I did have some thoughts, however, and not just in that way that many directors have, of wanting to put their personal stamp on a piece of material. For example, there was a character who was present early in the script and then sort of vanished without explanation; there was a tantalizing plot possibility introduced but never explored; and there was, in my opinion, an overall lack of conflict. My feeling was that an audience might not stay with a philosophical talkathon if there wasn’t sufficient tension, or rising stakes.

And so, as much as I wanted the gig, when I went to the meeting with Gary, the manager/producer, and Jerome’s son Emerson, I was completely honest about the changes I would want to see in the script. To my delight, Emerson agreed wholeheartedly with my notes, and by the time the meeting ended, it sure seemed like we were all in agreement that I would come on board as director and then we would try to find the money to go make the movie.

But weeks went by and I didn’t hear anything. My only conduit to Emerson and his manager was Gary, so I’d bug him, but he hadn’t heard anything either. Finally, Gary got word: While they loved my enthusiasm, the fact that I had reacted so strongly indicated to them that other, more established directors would likely respond similarly, and thus they could probably “do better” than me, a guy who’d only made a couple of movies. Ouch!

The years went by. I made other movies, I got married, I had a kid...

And then in 2005, my friend Dean Alioto wrote and directed a movie for only $100,000 by shooting it very quickly on Mini-DV instead of 16 or 35mm film (the format I’d used for my previous pictures). Mini-DV was a “prosumer” format that offered high-quality video equipment at home-movie prices. Dean’s picture looked, sounded, and felt just like a “real” movie to me, and I was inspired. 

Home Entertainment executive and lifelong movie fan Eric Wilkinson and I had been talking about making a movie together, and when I told him that my buddy had gotten a picture made for a hundred grand, Eric said, “We could raise that much. Do you have a script?” 

The truth was, I didn’t. Nothing I’d written to that point could be produced so inexpensively. Dean had shot his movie in eight or ten days, using a
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