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				INTRODUCTION

				
					The day after we finished mixing season one, we took an all-too-brief two-week vacation. Then we returned to Los Angeles, took a deep breath, and dove into work on season two—just one week before Stranger Things was set to premiere on Netflix. What we remember most from those early days was a rising sense of anxiety. We were working on a continuation of a story that, for all we knew, might never be seen. There was little fanfare and almost no marketing. The show was dropping in the middle of summer—a prime slot for a blockbuster movie, but not ideal for a small new series starring mostly unknowns from two first-time creators.

				The buzz was scarily quiet. David Harbour grew so discouraged by the lack of promotion that he shaved his head—an act of frustration or maybe defeat. Then, on July 15, the show came out. And word of mouth spread like wildfire. Before we knew it, our little series had become far bigger than we had ever imagined. We remember Shawn Levy calling and saying, “Guys, just so you know—what’s happening isn’t normal. Don’t take it for granted. Soak it in.” We tried. But our excitement was quickly matched—and eventually overtaken—by creeping anxiety, again. Season one had been the story we’d been dreaming about our entire lives.

				Could we do it again? And could we do it fast?

				Netflix wanted season two to start shooting that fall. The turnaround was just as tight as it had been for season one—but this time, we didn’t have the luxury of a story we’d been developing for years. And beyond simply continuing the narrative, we now had to lay the groundwork for a mythology that could sustain several more seasons. We huddled with our writers in a small house in the Hollywood Hills—including a new writer named Kate Trefry, who would become one of our most trusted collaborators—and began frantically spitballing ideas. Lots and lots of ideas.

				As we began writing the pitch for Netflix, it quickly became clear: We had too many ideas. What we were trying to cram into one season was really two or three seasons’ worth of plot and mythology. The characters were getting lost in the noise. So we hit the brakes, went back to the drawing board, and stripped the story down—refocusing the season on Will’s connection to the Mind Flayer and placing all our chips on Noah Schnapp, who’d had relatively little screen time in season one, to carry the emotional weight.

				Script by script, the season began to take shape. It really started to click when we honed in on the cast we had come to love. What if we paired two of our powerhouses, David and Millie, for the season? What if we continued Steve’s evolution by throwing him together with the unlikeliest of characters: Dustin? And what if, instead of casting a stereotypical douche as Joyce’s new boyfriend, we cast Sean Astin—one of the sweetest, most lovable humans to walk the earth? We still weren’t sure we had a coherent season until the table read in Atlanta. Hearing the cast—including a brilliant young newcomer named Sadie Sink—read those words, we breathed a sigh of relief. We had a follow-up we could be proud of. And, as it turns out, Noah was more than up to the task of carrying such a pivotal role.

				In many ways, season two is the most important chapter in Stranger Things. It taught us how to handle the weight of expectations and gave us the foundation for the mythology we’d continue to build on for years to come. As for those discarded ideas from our original, overstuffed pitch? Nearly all of them eventually found their way into the show—including the final season.

				Most importantly, season two gave us the courage to take creative swings, to lean on our brilliant actors, and to keep pushing the story into new territory—even when it didn’t always go the way we imagined.

				We hope you enjoy revisiting this next chapter in the world of Hawkins. From Dustin and Steve’s bromance to Bob’s death to our heroes reaching Will through emotion and song (an idea we would return to in season four), this season is filled with moments that not only shaped the series but also reminded us why we fell in love with telling this story in the first place.

				Over and out,

				Matt and Ross Duffer

			

		

	
		
			Episode One

			Chapter One:

			Madmax
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			Written by The Duffer Brothers

			
				Ext. Downtown Pittsburgh - Night 1

				Fade up on the night sky. Dark clouds swallow the stars.

				We tilt down to find that we’re not in Hawkins. We’re in Downtown Pittsburgh. People hustle. Cars honk. An urban jungle.

				Title:   Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. October 28, 1984.

				We find a young girl, 6, and her mother, 30s, strolling down the street together. The girl carries a bag from a Halloween store. She swings it back and forth, in great spirits.

				They reach a street corner. As they wait for the crosswalk to change, the girl spots something across the street.

				She tugs at her mother’s sleeve.

				
					Young Girl

					Mom -- Mom -- !!

				

				
					Mother

					What?

				

				
					Young Girl

					Kitty!

				

				The girl points --

				Ext. Downtown Pittsburgh - Across the Street - Continuous

				Where there is an old van. It idles outside of a large brownstone apartment. Behind the wheel there is…

				A woman wearing a cat mask. Creepy.

				The girl waves happily at the “Kitty.”

				The “Kitty” waves back. Then --

				Whoom! The door to the brownstone explodes open and…

				Four people race out. All wear plastic Halloween masks.

				An alarm blares from the brownstone. Did they just rob it?

				The Halloween “gang” leaps into the van, slams the sliding door shut, and --

				Screeech! The van makes a sudden U-turn and speeds away, racing past --

				A police car! Sirens blaring! The police car screeches, makes a hard U-turn, then speeds after the getaway van!

				The mother is terrified. The girl, thrilled.

				
					Young Girl

					Police chase!!

				

				Int./Ext. Beat-Up Van - Busy Street - Night

				The chase is indeed on as --

				Screech! The Getaway Van squeals onto a busy street! It zigs and zags its way through traffic with the cop car in hot pursuit.

				Our masked vigilantes remove their masks. Meet:

				-- Mick, 30s, the “kitty,” focused, our driver.

				-- Axel, 30s, a sweaty, wiry male with a colorful Mohawk.

				-- Funshine, 20s, a muscular man, looks like a bodyguard.

				-- Dottie, 20s, smacking gum, oddly amused by all this. And lastly…

				-- Kali…an intense but charismatic young woman, early 20s. She is seated in the passenger seat next to Mick. We don’t know it yet, but we’ll learn she’s the leader of this gang.

				Axel watches out the back window, panicked --

				
					Axel

					Get ’em off us Mick -- !!

				

				
					Mick

					I’m working on it.

				

				Int. Police Car - Busy Street - Night

				Cop #1 drives; Cop #2 barks into a radio.

				
					Cop #2

					In pursuit. Headed down Poplar, toward Main --

				

				Int./Ext. Beat-Up Van - Busy Street - Night

				Mick hammers the gas. Speeding up.

				She zigs dangerously through more traffic.

				
					Kali

					The alley. To your right.

				

				Mick makes a hard right, cutting off a civilian car and swerving into an alley --

				The cop tries to follow but the Civilian Car has screeched to a halt to avoid the van, obstructing the cop’s path!

				Int. Police Car - Busy Street - Night

				
					Cop #1

					Shit!!

				

				Int./Ext. Beat-Up Van - Alleyway - Night

				The getaway van rockets down the alley.

				
					Axel

					Lost ’em!!

				

				Only problem: They’re in a one-way alley and cars are barreling right at them!!

				
					Mick

					Shit shit shit -- !!!

				

				Mick’s hands grip tight to the steering wheel as --

				Cars swerve out of their way! Near impacts! One civilian car slams into a trash can, sending debris flying everywhere!

				The van makes it to the end of the alley and --

				Int./Ext. Beat-Up Van - Quiet Street - Night - Continuous

				Scree! Swerves onto a quieter street.

				The cityscape recedes in the background behind them. It seems like they made it. That they’ve escaped. But the relief is short-lived as they hear:

				The sound of sirens!

				Axel looks out the back window as --

				Three more cop cars swerve into view!!!

				
					Axel

					Sonofabitch -- !!!

				

				Int. Lead Police Car - Quiet Street - Night

				We’re now in the lead police car with Cop #3 and Cop #4.

				Cop #3 drives; Cop #4 barks into his radio.

				
					Cop #4

					Found ’em -- they’re headed down Seventh --

				

				Int./Ext. Beat-Up Van - Quiet Street - Night

				The gang is panicking --

				
					Axel

					Do something Kal!! Do something --

				

				Kali eyes the cops in the side-view mirror.

				Then she looks at Mick. And:

				
					Kali

					(calm)

					Next right. There’s a tunnel. Take it.

				

				Mick nods. Got it. She squeals right onto --

				Int./Ext. Beat-Up Van - Tunnel Street - Night - Continuous

				Another quiet street in a more industrial part of town.

				Up ahead: A two-lane tunnel.

				As they speed into the tunnel, we whip pan to --

				The pursuing cop car. Closing in.

				Int. Lead Police Car - Tunnel Street - Night

				
					Cop #4

					They’re headed through the tunnel --

				

				
					Cop #3

					We’ve got these bastards --

				

				Cop #3 hammers the accelerator. Gaining on them.

				Int./Ext. Beat-Up Van - Tunnel - Night

				The getaway van races through the tunnel.

				Time seems to slow down as…

				Kali closes her eyes…Curls her hand into a fist…

				Then, quietly, she says:

				
					Kali

					Boom.

				

				Int. Lead Police Car - Tunnel Street - Night

				Kaboom! The tunnel entrance suddenly collapses!

				Cop #3’s eyes shoot wide.

				
					Cop #3

					Holy shit -- !!!

				

				He slams the brakes and spins the wheel hard and --

				Ext. Tunnel Street - Night - Wide Shot

				Screeeeeeeech! The cop car fishtails to a stop mere feet before slamming into the now-collapsed tunnel. A close call.

				BAM! BAM! BAM! The two other cop cars crash into them.

				A cop car pile-up!

				Int. Lead Police Car - Tunnel Street - Night

				Cop #3 and #4 are jolted in their seats.

				Metal dents. Smoke spits.

				Then, at last, the car rocks to a stop.

				Cop #4 screams at Cop #3:

				
					Cop #4

					The hell is wrong with you?! The hell are you doing?! Abrams?! Abrams?!!

				

				Cop #3 can barely even hear the voice of his fellow officer. His ears are ringing from the crash. He blinks, disoriented, and looks around. With shaky hands, he unbuckles his seatbelt and…

				Ext. Tunnel Street - Night

				…Steps out of the car. His eyes go wide with shock.

				The tunnel is back to normal. It never collapsed.

				He stares. Stunned. Confused. As…

				Int./Ext. Beat-Up Van - Tunnel Street - Night

				The getaway van speeds out the other end of the tunnel.

				They made it. Scot-free!

				
					Axel

					Whoo-wee!

				

				Cheers erupt as the gang celebrates their escape. That is, everyone except for our Kali. She remains calm as always.

				A drop of blood drips from her nose.

				

				She opens her eyes. And wipes away that blood.

				And that’s when we see it. On her wrist.

				An eerily familiar tattoo.

				A number:

				008.

				Main Titles

				Ext. Henderson House - Night 2 - Establishing

				Tsk-tsk-tsk! Lawn sprinklers spray a lush green lawn.

				We are now in more familiar territory: a Hawkins neighborhood.

				
					Dustin (Pre-Lap)

					Sonofabitch!

				

				Int. Henderson House - Living Room - Night

				We’re with Dustin, inside his house for the first time!

				Dustin’s got brand-new front teeth, but otherwise he’s the same old Dustin. He’s flying through his living room like a madman, flinging sofa cushions to the floor. He’s looking for something. He reaches under the couch and pulls out --

				
					Dustin

					Another stupid penny!

				

				He throws a Penny across the room. It flies right past --

				Claudia Henderson, 40s, Dustin’s mom. She is relaxing on a recliner with her cat, mews, watching the news.

				A TV reporter discusses a murder-suicide and police chase in Pittsburgh.

				
					Claudia

					Dusty! Watch it! You almost hit Mews!

				

				
					Dustin

					Sorry! Can I check under your cushion?

				

				
					Claudia

					(groaning)

					Dusty --

				

				
					Dustin

					Mom, this is an emergency! Please!

				

				Claudia groans again, then reluctantly stands. Dustin flings the cushion off the recliner. His eyes go wide. He’s found --

				Two shiny quarters. Jackpot!

				
					Dustin (Cont’d)

					Love you, Ma!

				

				He kisses his mom on the cheek and races away.

				Int. Henderson House - Dustin’s Room - Night

				Dustin throws on his trusty walkie-talkie headset.

				
					Dustin

					Lucas, you copy? I’ve got four quarters! What’s your haul?

				

				Int. Lucas’s House - Lucas’s Room - Night - Intercut

				Lucas answers on his walkie-talkie.

				He is wearing a wife-beater and camouflaged bandana. He wipes beads of sweat from his neck with a towel.

				
					Lucas

					Take your puny haul and multiply it by five.

				

				Lucas dumps out his pockets.

				A pile of shiny quarters spills out.

				
					Dustin

					Five dollars?! How -- ?!

				

				
					Lucas

					While you were scrounging around like a homeless bum, I mowed Old Man Humphrey’s lawn --

				

				
					Dustin

					Old Man Humphrey’s got that kinda cash -- ?!

				

				
					Lucas

					Just call Mike already. The Palace closes in three hours --

				

				
					Dustin

					You call Mike --

				

				
					Lucas

					I have to shower. From doing real work. Like a man. Over and out.

				

				Ext. Wheeler House - Night - Establishing

				We push in on the Wheeler house.

				
					Dustin (Pre-Lap)

					Mike, do you copy? Mike?!

				

				Int. Wheeler House - Basement - Night - Intercut

				We find Mike sitting cross-legged in Eleven’s tent.

				The tent looks pristine. Untouched from last year.

				He seems melancholy. Holds the walkie in his hands.

				
					Mike

					…Yeah, I -- I copy --

				

				
					Dustin

					Jesus. Finally. What are you doing on this channel?

				

				
					Mike

					…Nothing.

				

				
					Dustin

					Lucas and I have six bucks total. What’s your haul?

				

				Mike suddenly remembers. Shit.

				
					Mike

					I -- I don’t know yet --

				

				
					Dustin

					What do you mean you don’t know yet?!

				

				
					Mike

					Just hold on -- call Will.

				

				He flies out of the tent and --

				Int. Wheeler House - Nancy’s Room - Night

				Mike scrounges through Nancy’s drawers.

				He opens her underwear drawer. Ew! Quickly shuts it.

				He opens another drawer. Another. And bingo.

				He finds it:

				A pink piggy-bank. Tucked beneath a pile of jeans.

				He takes it over to Nancy’s bed -- uncorks it -- and flips it over. An avalanche of change spills out. Jackpot!

				He stuffs the money into his jacket when:

				
					Nancy (O.S.)

					What the hell are you doing?!

				

				Mike whirls to find --

				A shocked Nancy in the doorway.

				
					Mike

					I’ll pay you back -- !

				

				Mike blows past a stunned Nancy and --

				Int. Wheeler House - First Floor - Night

				Mike bounds down the steps. Nancy chases after him. Pissed!

				
					Nancy

					Mike, come back!! Mike!

				

				Mike ignores Nancy as he sprints into --

				Int. Wheeler House - Kitchen - Night

				Karen is making dinner. Holly squirms in her arms.

				Ted munches on chips.

				
					Ted

					Hey, no running in the house!

				

				
					Karen

					What’s going on -- ?!

				

				No time to respond. The chase is on!

				Ext. Wheeler House - Garage - Night

				Mike leaps on his bike and pedals away just as --

				Nancy explodes out the garage door.

				
					Nancy

					Mike!! Stop! Miiiike!

				

				She chases him up the driveway.

				But Mike is just too damn fast on that bike of his.

				He escapes out of the cul-de-sac.

				Nancy slows to a stop. Out-of-breath. Screams:

				
					Nancy (Cont’d)

					Asshole!!!!

				

				Ext. Downtown Hawkins - The Palace - Night

				A spinning neon sign reads:

				The Palace

				This is downtown Hawkins’s beautiful new arcade!

				Our boys bike up. As they lower their kickstands, they wave across the street at a familiar green Gremlin. Joyce’s car.

				Int. Joyce’s Car - The Palace - Night - Continuous

				Will waves back. He unbuckles his seat belt.

				Joyce, behind the wheel, is mid-speech:

				
					Joyce

					-- I’ll pick you up in two hours. That’s nine on the dot, okay?

				

				
					Will

					Yeah. Okay.

				

				
					Joyce

					If you need to leave earlier, just ask to use their phone and call home. Don’t --

				

				
					Will

					-- walk or bike home. I know.

				

				Will starts to leave again but --

				
					Joyce

					And sweetie?

				

				
					Will

					Mom, I have to go --

				

				
					Joyce

					Have fun.

				

				She kisses him sweetly on the cheek. Will finally breaks free of his mom, leaves the car, and hurries to the arcade.

				Joyce watches him go. It’s clearly painful for her to let him out of her sight, but she pulls it together and drives off.

				
					Princess Daphne (Pre-Lap)

					To slay the dragon, use the magic sword!!

				

				Int. The Palace - Night

				The boys are crowded around dragon’s lair.

				Dustin is playing. And panicking.

				
					Dustin

					Oh Jesus, oh Jesus, I’m in uncharted territory here --

				

				
					Lucas

					Get ready to attack -- get ready --

				

				
					Will

					You’ve got this --

				

				
					Dustin

					Shut up shut up shut up --

				

				Dustin concentrates as dirk the daring dodges vicious attacks from the dragon. He heroically makes his way to the magic sword. Evades another dragon attack. Almost there. When…

				Fwoom! He’s engulfed in a fireball. And perishes!!!

				Game over!!

				
					Dustin (Cont’d)

					No no no no!

				

				He smacks the machine in frustration.

				
					Dustin (Cont’d)

					I hate this overpriced bullshit --

				

				
					Lucas

					You’re just not nimble enough -- you’ll get there one day.

					(smiling)

					Until then, Princess Daphne is mine.

				

				Lucas puckers his lips.

				Sure enough, the top score reads: “Lucas.”

				
					Dustin

					Whatever. I’m still tops in Centipede and Dig Dug --

				

				
					Keith (O.S.)

					You sure about that?

				

				Our boys turn to find…

				Keith, 20s, walking over, munching on puffy chee-tos. He has stringy hair, acne, and wears a purple “The Palace” T-shirt.

				This mega nerd obviously works here.

				
					Dustin

					Sure about what?

				

				Keith smirks. And…

				Int. The Palace - Night - Moments Later

				The boys scramble over to Dig Dug. Crowd the machine.

				Their faces drop with shock. Sure enough, someone has overtaken Dustin’s top score. Someone with the username:

				MADMAX.

				
					Dustin

					No no no no no -- !

				

				
					Will

					Seven hundred and fifty thousand points -- ?!

				

				
					Mike

					That’s impossible --

				

				Dustin snaps to Keith. Urgent.

				
					Dustin

					Who’s Mad Max?!

				

				Keith munches another Chee-to.

				
					Keith

					Better than you.

				

				
					Will

					Is it you?

				

				
					Keith

					(scoffs)

					You know I despise Dig Dug --

				

				
					Lucas

					Then who is it?

				

				
					Dustin

					Spill it, Keith!!

				

				
					Keith

					You want information…I need something in return.

				

				He looks at Mike. Expectant. Mike shakes his head.

				
					Mike

					No, no way. You’re not getting a date with her --

				

				
					Lucas

					Mike, come on, just get him the date --

				

				
					Mike

					I’m not prostituting my sister --

				

				
					Lucas

					It’s for a good cause --

				

				
					Dustin

					Don’t do it Mike, he’ll spread his nasty rash to your family --

				

				
					Keith

					Acne isn’t a rash and it isn’t contagious you prepubescent wasteoid --

				

				As the boys continue to argue with Keith…

				We focus our attention on Will. He’s noticed something out the door of the arcade: It appears to be snowing. It’s beautiful…but also a little weird. Snowing in October?

				He turns to his friends.

				
					Will

					Hey, do you guys see -- ?

				

				His voice catches in his throat.

				His friends have vanished.

				The arcade is now empty. He’s in…

				Int. The Palace (The Upside Down) - Night

				Will’s heart begins to race. His breath quickens.

				Whom! The doors to the arcade blow open from a strong wind. Hiss-crack! A strange crackling sound erupts from outside.

				Something is out there.

				Ext. Downtown Hawkins - The Palace (The Upside Down)

				Will steps outside. Scared. Cautious.

				It’s a very familiar nightmare landscape. Fog. Spores. Nether growths. Only…it’s worse now. The spores are heavier; the growths, thicker, smothering the buildings. If the Upside Down is a supernatural cancer…then that cancer has spread.

				Hiss-crack! There’s that sound again.

				Will follows the sound to its surprising source:

				A menacing storm cloud. A mile off. Unusually large. It crackles with red electricity. It almost seems…

				Alive.

				A bolt of lightning splits the sky and --

				
					Mike (O.S.)

					(filtered)

					Will?!

				

				Will whirls around just as --

				Ext. Downtown Hawkins - The Palace - Night

				Whoom! Mike bursts out of The Palace.

				Will blinks. Disoriented. He’s back in the real world.

				
					Mike

					Hey -- are you alright?

				

				Will hesitates. His eyes return to the sky.

				Stars wink at him. No angry storm cloud.

				Whatever he saw…it’s gone now.

				
					Will

					Yeah. I just…I needed some air.

				

				
					Mike

					Come on. You’re up on Dig Dug. We’re taking that top score back.

				

				Will smiles and nods, and the two friends head back into the arcade together, Mike’s arm wrapped around Will’s shoulder.

				The door shuts slowly behind them and…

				Ext. Downtown Hawkins - Main Street - Day 3

				Whap! A stack of Hawkins newspapers are placed into a rack.

				The headline article talks about the town’s preparations for Halloween. Even after the events of last year, this is still a small town. A normal town.

				Various shots as this “normal” town wakes up:

				Shops open their doors. A man walks his dog. Two women jog.

				And lastly…

				Ext. Hawkins Police Station - Day

				A familiar Chevy Blazer pulls up to the police station.

				Hopper lumbers out of the car. To his dismay, he finds --

				Murray, 40, a bearded conspiracy theorist, waiting for him.

				
					Murray

					We need to talk --

				

				Hop waves him off as if he were a fly.

				
					Hopper

					Away. Away. Away.

				

				Int. Police Station - Foyer - Day

				Hopper walks into the police station.

				Murray pursues. Undeterred.

				
					Murray

					I only want five minutes --

				

				
					Hopper

					Yeah, and I want a date with Bo Derek. We all want things.

				

				Hopper continues into --

				Int. Police Station - Bullpen - Day - Continuous

				Hopper heads straight for the coffee and donuts.

				Murray nips at his heels. This guy is not going away.

				Officers Callahan and Powell observe from their desks. Clearly amused.

				
					Powell

					Mornin’ Chief. Mornin’ Murray.

				

				
					Callahan

					You find proof of your butt-probing alien yet, Murray?

				

				Powell cackles. Murray ignores him. Stays focused on Hop.

				
					Murray

					I now believe there was -- and may very well still be -- a Russian spy presence in Hawkins --

				

				
					Hopper

					Russian spies, huh?

				

				
					Callahan

					Are these Russian spies working with the aliens, Murray? Or how do they fit into all this? I’m confused.

				

				Murray continues to ignore Callahan. Stays focused on Hop.

				
					Murray

					I’m talking multiple reports now -- multiple reports, okay? -- of a Russian child in Hawkins.

				

				Now this gets Hop’s attention. Although he tries to hide it.

				He turns to Murray.

				
					Hopper

					What’re you talking about? A child?

				

				
					Murray

					A girl. Who may have psionic abilities --

				

				
					Powell

					“Psionic” ?

				

				
					Murray

					Psychic.

				

				
					Callahan

					Hey, what about that girl who made that kid pee himself --

				

				
					Murray

					What girl -- ?

				

				
					Hopper

					That was a prank --

				

				
					Callahan

					But --

				

				Hopper shuts down Callahan with an outstretched hand.

				He turns back to Murray.

				
					Hopper

					Five minutes. Not a second more.

				

				Int. Police Station - Hopper’s Office - Day

				Tick. Tick. Tick. A clock on the wall ticks slowly.

				Hopper leans back in his office chair as Murray rattles on.

				
					Murray

					I talked to a Big Buy ex-employee who said some little girl shattered the door with her mind --

				

				
					Hopper

					Yeah, I’ve heard this story. You hear the one about a fat man with a white beard who climbs down chimneys -- ?

				

				
					Murray

					Then last month a co-worker of Ted Wheeler’s claims some Russian girl with a shaved head was hiding in his basement. Ted now denies this --

				

				
					Hopper

					No kidding --

				

				
					Murray

					But it connects.

				

				
					Hopper

					Enlighten me.

				

				
					Murray

					This girl, she’s some kind of -- of a Russian weapon, right? Barbara, she sees this girl, tries to help her, perhaps -- but before she can, the Russians find them. Take them --

				

				
					Hopper

					Hold on -- you’re telling me the Russians kidnapped Barbara Holland?

				

				
					Murray

					Kidnapped, killed her --

				

				
					Hopper

					Killed her?

				

				
					Murray

					Don’t you get it, Jim? This has potentially international implications. I’m talking a full-on Russian invasion, right here, in Hawkins --

				

				
					Hopper

					You got proof of this girl? Anyone see her recently?

				

				
					Murray

					No, but --

				

				Brrrrring! The phone suddenly blares.

				Hop holds up his finger, silencing Murray, then answers.

				
					Hopper

					(into phone)

					Yeah.

				

				Int. Police Station - Bullpen - Day

				Florence is on the other end of the line.

				
					Florence

					Merrill called, wants you to check out his pumpkins. Says they’ve been contaminated by his vengeful neighbor, Eugene.

					(beat)

					You’re welcome.

				

				Int. Police Station - Hopper’s Office - Day

				Hopper hangs up. Pushes to his feet.

				
					Hopper

					I really hate to do this, but I’ve gotta run. There’s an emergency.

				

				
					Murray

					You said five minutes --

				

				
					Hopper

					Honestly -- I liked your alien theory better.

					(he throws on his hat)

					My advice -- stop bleeding those poor people dry, and go home.

				

				
					Murray

					But --

				

				
					Hopper

					Go home.

				

				Hopper exits his office and slams the door.

				Ext. Hawkins High School - Day

				Brrrrring! The hustle and bustle before first bell.

				We push in on a familiar BMW. Steve’s car.

				Int. Steve’s Car - Hawkins High - Day

				Close on: Steve, waiting anxiously as…

				Nancy reads an essay he’s written. At last she finishes. But she doesn’t say anything. Just seems to be taking it in.

				Steve finally can’t wait any longer.

				
					Steve

					…I know, I know, it’s crap.

				

				He tries to take the essay back, but Nancy pulls it away.

				
					Nancy

					It’s not crap.

				

				
					Steve

					But it’s not “good” --

				

				
					Nancy

					It’s going to be. It just…it needs to be re-organized a bit --

					(grabs pen)

					Can I mark on it?

				

				
					Steve

					I guess…

				

				
					Nancy

					(scrawling)

					This first paragraph, you’re using the basketball game versus Northern as a metaphor for your life, which is great. But then, here, you switch to talking about your granddad’s experiences in the war, and I just don’t see how it connects --

				

				
					Steve

					It connects because, you know, we both won.

				

				Nancy stares. Uhhh…

				
					Steve (Cont’d)

					That’s the whole point. I mean, you want me to start from scratch?

				

				
					Nancy

					No, no -- I mean…it’s just…

					(dodging the question)

					When’s the deadline again?

				

				
					Steve

					Tomorrow for early application. Can you help me tonight?

				

				
					Nancy

					We’ve got our dinner, remember? And we already canceled last week --

				

				Steve groans. His already shitty day just got worse.

				
					Nancy (Cont’d)

					You don’t have to come, just work on this --

				

				
					Steve

					What’s the point?

				

				Steve grabs the paper from Nancy and crumples it in frustration. Nancy takes his hand. Trying to calm him.

				
					Nancy

					Hey, hey, calm down --

				

				
					Steve

					I’m calm -- I’m just being honest. I’m gonna end up working for my dad anyway --

				

				
					Nancy

					That’s not true --

				

				
					Steve

					You know it is. And, I mean, is that really such a bad thing? It’s a good job. Pays well. Benefits, insurance, all that adult stuff. And if I stayed, I could be here for your senior year.

				

				
					Nancy

					Steve --

				

				
					Steve

					Keep an eye on you…make sure you don’t forget about this pretty face.

				

				He gives her a sexy look. Nancy smiles.

				
					Steve (Cont’d)

					I’m serious -- I…I don’t want to lose you.

				

				
					Nancy

					You’re not going to lose me.

				

				Steve leans in. Kisses her gently.

				
					Steve

					I love you.

				

				
					Nancy

					…I love you, too.

				

				This should be super romantic. Right? But something about the way Nancy reacts to him tells us…she’s not so sure.

				Kavrooom! A growling engine interrupts. Shaking the car.

				Nancy and Steve share a look. The hell is that?

				Ext. Hawkins High Parking Lot - Day - Moments Later

				Nancy and Steve step out of their car. Their eyes go to:

				A black Camaro. Roaring its way into the parking lot.

				The Camaro parks. It’s got a California license plate.

				Billy, 17, steps out. He’s got a jean jacket…boots…long, flowing hair…and he’s ripped. This is the new and improved Steve Harrington.

				His sister, Max, 13, tomboy, exits after him. Unlike Billy, she doesn’t make much of an impression. Doesn’t want to. She hops on a skateboard and kicks off toward the middle school.

				Tina, 17, pretty; Vicki, 17, and Carol watch Billy.

				The girls are clearly infatuated.

				
					Vicki

					Who…is…that?

				

				
					Tina

					No idea. But would you check out that ass? Just look at it go.

				

				
					Carol

					Mm hm.

				

				Carol blows a bubble. Pop!

				Int. Hawkins Middle - Hallway - Day

				Will opens up his locker. He starts to remove his textbooks when --

				His face goes pale. His heart sinks.

				He’s found something in his locker. A familiar newspaper article with his picture. The headline reads:

				The Boy Who Came Back to Life

				Two X’s have been drawn over Will’s eyes. And where the caption once said “Will Byers,” it now reads: “Zombie boy.”

				Will looks around. No one seems to be looking at him.

				Brrrrring! The warning bell rings. Startling Will.

				He crumples the article, grabs his books, and…

				Int. Hawkins Middle - Mr. Clarke’s Classroom - Day

				Whump! A model of the human brain slams into close-up.

				Mr. Clarke smiles wide. Excited as always.

				
					Mr. Clarke

					Meet: The human brain.

				

				The bored class stares back. They couldn’t care less. Except for Dustin, Lucas, and Mike of course. As riveted as always.

				Will, on the other hand, is a little distracted.

				Mike eyes Will. Worried.

				
					Mr. Clarke (Cont’d)

					I know, I know. It doesn’t look like much. A little gross even, right? But consider this: There are a hundred billion cells inside of this miracle of evolution, all working as one. No, no, I did not misspeak. I did not stutter. A. Hundred. Billion.

				

				Mr. Clarke waits for a reaction of some kind, but the class just stares. Unimpressed. The silence is shattered when --

				Wham! The classroom door flies open. Heads swivel to find:

				The middle school principal escorting Max in.

				Our boys share looks. Who is that?

				
					Mr. Clarke (Cont’d)

					Ah, this must be our new student!

				

				
					Middle School Principal

					Indeed it is. All yours.

				

				Max keeps her head down as she heads for a desk in the back but --

				
					Mr. Clarke

					Hold up there -- you don’t get away that easy.

				

				Mr. Clarke waves her toward the front of the class.

				
					Mr. Clarke (Cont’d)

					Come on up. Don’t be shy.

				

				Max reluctantly saunters to the front of the class. Her eyes remain anchored to the floor. God this is so embarrassing.

				
					Mr. Clarke (Cont’d)

					Dustin -- drumroll.

				

				Dustin raps his hands on the desk.

				
					Mr. Clarke (Cont’d)

					Class, please welcome…all the way from sunny California, the latest passenger to join us on our “Curiosity Voyage”…Maxine!

				

				Scattered, unenthusiastic applause. Max grimaces.

				
					Max

					It’s Max.

				

				
					Mr. Clarke

					Sorry?

				

				
					Max

					No one calls me Maxine.

					(beat)

					It’s Max.

				

				Our boys share looks. Shocked. It can’t be…can it??

				
					Mr. Clarke

					Ah. Well, all aboard, Max!

				

				She fights the urge to roll her eyes as she heads to the back of the class.

				Off our boys, watching her, stunned, we cut to:

				Ext. Downtown Hawkins - Main Street - Day - Establishing

				The quiet of downtown Hawkins.

				We push in on Melvald’s General Store.

				Int. Melvald’s General Store - Day

				We drift past aisles of Halloween merchandise to find…

				Joyce sitting at the counter. She’s sewing a Ghostbusters patch onto a brown jumpsuit. A homemade Halloween costume!

				Dingding! The store chime rings. She looks up as…

				Bob, 40s, dorky, sweet, enters. He wears a red radio shack shirt. He motions to a rack of plastic pumpkins.

				
					Bob

					Hey, I was wondering -- you have these in other colors? I, uh, I’m not a big fan of orange. Which makes Halloween rough for me.

				

				Joyce gives the hint of a smile, considers.

				
					Joyce

					Let me check in the back.

				

				She snuffs out her cigarette and --

				Int. Melvald’s General Store - Storage Room - Day

				Joyce and Bob are now full-on making out in the stock room!

				They bump up against a storage shelf, sending a pile of supplies tumbling to the floor. They laugh, try to keep quiet.

				
					Joyce

					Shit --

				

				Joyce kneels down, starts to pick up the mess. Bob helps.

				
					Joyce (Cont’d)

					You’re going to get me fired --

				

				
					Bob

					That’s my master plan: get you fired so I can hire you. Then we don’t have to hide in the back.

				

				Joyce stands and starts putting the supplies back, but Bob pulls her back toward him, kissing her again.

				
					Joyce

					Bob -- I have to get back to work.

				

				
					Bob

					I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I just -- I can’t stop thinking about you. It’s crazy, I -- I feel like a teenager.

				

				
					Joyce

					Me too --

				

				
					Bob

					Except you didn’t even know I existed in high school, so --

				

				
					Joyce

					Bob.

				

				
					Bob

					Yeah.

				

				
					Joyce

					I have to work.

				

				
					Bob

					I know.

				

				
					Joyce

					Go…sell your electronic -- thingys. I’ll see you soon. Movie night.

				

				
					Bob

					It’s Jonathan’s turn to pick, right?

				

				Joyce nods. Bob gives her one more kiss, then starts to head out, when he notices a green pumpkin holder on the shelf.

				He points at it. Excited.

				
					Bob (Cont’d)

					Hey, look! Green!

				

				
					Joyce

					Bob.

				

				
					Bob

					I’m going!

					(starts to leave)

					Hey, tell Jonathan nothing scary, okay? I hate scary movies.

				

				With that, Bob leaves. Off Joyce…

				Ext. Merrill’s Farm - Road - Day - Establishing

				Whoosh! Hopper’s Blazer speeds toward a farm.

				A sign out front reads:

				“Pick your own pumpkins!!! 2 for $3!”

				Ext. Merrill’s Farm - Pumpkin Patch - Day - Later

				Farmer Merrill, 40s, walks Hopper through his pumpkin patch.

				There is something wrong with these pumpkins. Very wrong. They’re rotted, moldy, discolored, disfigured. It looks almost like a field of rotten, smelly human flesh.

				Hopper grimaces. A little grossed out by it all.

				
					Hopper

					You’re saying all these were fine yesterday?

				

				
					Merrill

					“Fine?” They were prize winners, Chief. Shoulda seen ’em. For the life’ a me, I couldn’t figure out what happened, then I remembered Eugene --

				

				
					Hopper

					What about him --

				

				
					Merrill

					He’s been complainin’ ’bout me to just about anybody who’ll listen --

				

				
					Hopper

					Why’s that?

				

				
					Merrill

					He started that “Pick Yer Pumpkin” thing a few years back, thinks he’s got it trademarked. I said “hire a damn lawyer, see how far you get” --

				

				
					Hopper

					Come on. You think nice old Eugene comes out to your farm, after dark, and douses your field with poison?

				

				
					Merrill

					Not Eugene himself, I’m thinking one’uh his field hands --

				

				
					Hopper

					Uh-huh --

				

				
					Merrill

					I don’t throw accusations around lightly, Chief. You know me. But this happening the day before Halloween? When sales are peakin’? I mean, that’s a helluva coincidence. Helluva coincidence.

				

				Hopper kneels down and inspects one of the rotten pumpkins.

				It’s crawling with white maggots. Squirming. Disgusting.

				Suddenly: A high-pitched sound nearby. sounds like a distorted cicada.

				Hopper looks up sharply. The sound came from:

				The adjacent corn field. Some of the corn stalks shudder.

				Hopper looks to Merrill. A little unnerved now.

				
					Hopper

					You got someone working the field?

				

				Merrill shakes his head. Off Hopper…

				Ext. Merrill’s Farm - Corn Field - Day - Moments Later

				Hopper steps into the corn field.

				He listens. Silence. Wait. We hear that cicada-like sound again. Something is definitely in here with him.

				Hopper draws his gun and slinks through the dense corn field. But it’s really hard to see where you’re going in here. A dizzying maze of brown. He turns left, then right, then --

				That sound again. This time behind him!

				Hop whirls. There’s nothing there. But just as he relaxes:

				Caw-Caw! A crow bursts out of the corn!!!

				Hopper covers his face as the crow flies right past him.

				
					Hopper

					Shit!

				

				He spins as the crow lands on a Scarecrow.

				Hopper stares at this bird. It caws again. Arrogant.

				
					Hopper (Cont’d)

					Yeah? Screw you too.

				

				Hop re-holsters his gun. Whoom!

				Int. Hawkins High - Hallway - Day

				Brrrrrring! A bell blares as…

				Teens, including Jonathan and Nancy, pour out of a classroom.

				Tina is waiting by the door, passing flyers to exiting teens.

				She hands one to Nancy. It reads in bold letters:

				“Tina’s Halloween bash!”

				
					Nancy

					Can I have another -- ?

				

				Tina smiles “of course” -- hands Nancy another flyer. As Jonathan and Nancy head down the hallway together --

				Nancy promptly hands him the flyer.

				Jonathan tries to push it away --

				
					Jonathan

					Um -- no thanks --

				

				
					Nancy

					You’re coming to this --

				

				
					Jonathan

					No I’m not --

				

				
					Nancy

					I’m not gonna let you sit at home by yourself all Halloween, that’s just not acceptable --

				

				
					Jonathan

					Well you can relax -- I’m not gonna be alone, I’m trick-or-treating with Will --

				

				
					Nancy

					All night -- ?

				

				
					Jonathan

					Yeah --

				

				
					Nancy

					No way. You’re gonna be home by eight and listen to Talking Heads and read -- Vonnegut or something --

				

				
					Jonathan

					Hmmm. Sounds like a nice night --

				

				
					Nancy

					Jonathan, just come. Who knows, you might even meet someone --

				

				Before Jonathan can respond to this:

				Nancy lets out a surprised scream as --

				Steve pulls her into his arms.

				
					Steve

					Gotcha!

				

				He holds her close. He is wearing the Tom Cruise sunglasses from Risky Business.

				
					Nancy

					God, take those stupid things off --

				

				He lowers them on his nose.

				
					Steve

					Hey, I missed you.

				

				

				
					Nancy

					It’s been an hour!

				

				
					Steve

					Tell me out about it.

				

				Steve kisses Nancy. For a long time. Showing off.

				
					Nancy

					Okay, okay --

				

				Nancy pulls away from Steve, opens her locker, and collects her books. And that’s when she notices -- Jonathan has left.

				She watches him walking away through the crowd. Alone.

				She returns to her locker. And…

				Ext. Hawkins Middle School - Day

				Whoosh! A skateboard slices across frame.

				Max is practicing tricks on the sidewalk. Alone. Other students play basketball, toss a baseball around, etc.

				It’s recess at Hawkins Middle.

				
					Mike (O.S)

					There’s no way she’s Mad Max --

				

				We find our four boys…

				Ext. Hawkins Middle School - Near Tool Shed - Day

				…Hiding by the tool shed. They watch Max through the chain-link fence. Stalker-ish.

				
					Will

					Yeah girls don’t play video games --

				

				
					Mike

					And even if they did, they couldn’t score seven hundred and fifty thousand points on Dig Dug, that’s impossible --

				

				
					Lucas

					But her name is Max --

				

				
					Mike

					So what?

				

				
					Lucas

					So how many Maxes do you know?

				

				
					Mike

					I don’t know --

				

				
					Lucas

					Zero. That’s how many.

				

				
					Dustin

					Yeah, and she shows up at school the day after someone with her same name breaks our top score. I mean, are you kidding me?

				

				
					Lucas

					Exactly. She’s gotta be Mad Max. She’s gotta be.

				

				
					Dustin

					Plus she skateboards. She’s awesome.

				

				
					Mike

					“Awesome?!” You haven’t spoken one word to her --

				

				
					Dustin

					I don’t have to, just look at her --

				

				The boys turn to look but: Max is gone.

				
					Dustin (Cont’d)

					I lost the target.

				

				
					Will

					There.

				

				Will turns. He found her. The boys follows his gaze to find --

				Max heading back into the school. But before she does:

				She tosses a crumpled ball of paper into a trash can.

				Dustin and Lucas share looks. And…

				Ext. Hawkins Middle School - Day - Moments Later

				Dustin and Lucas race over to the trash can.

				Lucas throws the lid off the trash can and Dustin thrusts his arm inside and digs around.

				A gaggle of popular girls stare in disgust.

				Mike and Will wave awkwardly.

				
					Dustin

					Got it!

				

				Dustin pulls out a crumpled piece of paper.

				All the boys crowd around as Dustin unfolds it.

				A messy scrawl of handwriting reads:

				“Stop Spying on Me Creeps!!!”

				Their faces fall. They are so busted.

				
					Middle School Principal (O.S.)

					William Byers?

				

				The boys whirl to find the Middle School Principal walking over. Dustin quickly hides the paper behind his back. But the principal doesn’t care about some crumpled paper note.

				He’s focused on Will.

				
					Middle School Principal (Cont’d)

					Your mother’s here.

				

				Off Will, heart sinking a bit…

				Int. Hawkins Middle - Hallway - Day

				The principal leads Will down the hallway.

				As Will passes by other students, they stop and stare at him. Some whisper. One chuckles. A few teachers smile politely and wave. Will just keeps his head down. Feeling ashamed.

				Ext. Hawkins Middle - Front of School - Day

				The principal leads Will outside. Ahead…

				Joyce waits by her Gremlin, smoking one of her Camels. She waves with forced enthusiasm. Even she treats him different.

				From afar, our boys watch as he climbs into the car.

				
					Dustin

					…You think he’s okay?

				

				
					Lucas

					He’s always weird when he has to go in.

				

				
					Mike

					I don’t know. He’s quiet today.

				

				
					Lucas

					He’s always quiet. Besides, he’d tell us if something was wrong, right?

				

				The boys nod. But we can tell they’re not so sure…

				Ext. Country Road - Day - Establishing

				A shining-style overhead shot of the Gremlin driving.

				Int. Joyce’s Car - Country Road - Day

				Joyce looks at Will. He stares out the passenger window.

				His hands fidget. His leg bounces. He’s nervous.

				
					Joyce

					You feeling any better?

					(no answer)

					Will?

				

				
					Will

					(snapping out of it)

					Huh? Yeah. Yeah. Sorry.

				

				
					Joyce

					Hey, what did we talk about? You gotta stop it with those “sorries.” There’s nothing to be sorry about --

				

				
					Will

					Sorry -- I mean, yeah. I know.

				

				
					Joyce

					And there’s no reason to be nervous. Just…tell them everything you felt last night, everything you saw. I don’t want you holding anything back. Okay?

				

				A beat. Then Will nods.

				
					Will

					Okay.

				

				Ext. Hawkins Labs - Parking Lot - Day

				Joyce’s car parks near the laboratory.

				To our surprise, a familiar vehicle is already here:

				Hopper’s mustard-yellow blazer.

				Hopper leans against the door. He waves at Joyce. Tosses his cigarette. And…

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Examination Room - Day - Montage

				We move into a montage as Will is examined by a nurse:

				-- Will steps on a scale. The nurse jots down his weight.

				-- Will’s blood is drawn. Joyce holds his hand.

				-- Will’s blood pressure is taken. The pressure cuff swells.

				-- The nurse lowers the exam table. Will lies down flat.

				-- The nurse uses a wax pen to mark areas on his scalp.

				-- The nurse applies electrodes to those marked areas.

				-- A tech hooks the electrode wires into an EEG machine.

				-- Joyce takes Will’s hand. Comforting him.

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Examination Room - Day

				The door opens and Dr. Sam Owens enters.

				This is the new head of Hawkins National Laboratory, although you wouldn’t know it from looking at him: He’s got a casual shirt, a loose tie, and he emanates warmth. He’s about as far from Dr. Brenner as you can get.

				
					Dr. Owens

					Sir Will. Good to see you!

				

				Owens acknowledges Hopper and Joyce.

				
					Dr. Owens (Cont’d)

					Hey Mom, hey Pops.

				

				Hopper forces a smile. Joyce is stone faced.

				Dr. Owens plops down on a rolling chair and scoots his way over to Will. He’s got the nurse’s clipboard. Skims it.

				
					Dr. Owens (Cont’d)

					Uh oh. I see you shaved off a pound since we last saw you --

					(back to Will, serious)

					You’re saving room for all that Halloween candy, huh?

				

				Will smiles a bit, shrugs.

				
					Dr. Owens (Cont’d)

					What’s your desert-island candy?

				

				
					Will

					Um…I don’t know --

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					Life or death, buddy --

				

				
					Will

					I guess…Reese’s Pieces?

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					Good choice. I’m a Mounds guy myself. But peanut butter and chocolate, I mean, get outta here.

				

				Dr. Owens sets the clipboard down. Then, very casually:

				
					Dr. Owens (Cont’d)

					So, now, tell me about this episode you had.

				

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Surveillance Room - Day

				We now cut to a surveillance room, where a group of stone-faced agents are watching this interaction on a bank of monitors.

				On the monitors: Will begins to talk about his “episode.”

				
					Will (On Monitor)

					My friends were there…then…they just weren’t…and…I was back there again…

				

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Examination Room - Day

				Dr. Owens nods. Understanding.

				
					Dr. Owens

					In the Upside Down?

				

				Joyce flinches at the mention of this. Hop shifts in his seat. The tension in the room is mounting.

				Will gives a small nod. “Yes.”

				The EEG scribbles faster.

				
					Dr. Owens (Cont’d)

					What happened next?

				

				Will’s voice lowers.

				
					Will

					I heard a noise. And I went outside. And…it was worse.

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					Worse how?

				

				
					Will

					(nods)

					There was…a storm.

				

				A violent FlashCut to the supernatural storm.

				Close on: The EEG needle spikes a bit.

				
					Dr. Owens

					How did you feel? When you saw this storm?

				

				
					Will

					I felt…frozen.

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					Anxious, nauseous, heart racing?

				

				Will shakes his head.

				
					Will

					Frozen.

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					Frozen? Like cold?

				

				
					Will

					No. Like…

					(struggles for the words)

					…like how you feel when you’re scared and you…can’t talk or breathe or do anything…

				

				Will fights back tears.

				
					Will (Cont’d)

					…I just…I felt this evil. Like it was…looking at me. And…I couldn’t do anything about it.

				

				The EEG machine scribbles faster.

				
					Dr. Owens

					This “evil”…What did it want?

				

				
					Will

					…To kill.

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					To kill you?

				

				
					Will

					No. Not me.

				

				A beat. Then:

				
					Will (Cont’d)

					(low)

					Everyone else.

				

				A dark cloud seems to overtake the room as…

				The needle scribbles faster and faster and --

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Hallway - Day

				Silence. Will now sits in the hallway.

				He draws quietly in his notebook.

				
					Dr. Owens (Pre-Lap)

					…I’m gonna be honest with you -- things will probably get worse before they get better…

				

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Dr. Owens’s Office - Day

				Dr. Owens sits at his desk. He squeezes a red squishy ball.

				Hopper and Joyce sit across from him. Worried.

				
					Joyce

					“Worse”? He’s already had two episodes this month --

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					And he’ll likely have more before the month is out.

				

				Joyce shares a concerned look with Hopper.

				
					Dr. Owens (Cont’d)

					It’s what we call the “anniversary effect.” We’ve observed it in soldiers -- the anniversary of an event brings back traumatic memories. Opens the neurological floodgates, so to speak.

					(More)

				

				
					Dr. Owens (Cont’d)

					And it’s been almost a year to the date since Will was taken.

				

				
					Hopper

					So what does that mean for the kid? Just more episodes -- nightmares?

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					Yeah, that, maybe some personality changes -- he might get irritable, lash out --

				

				
					Joyce

					What do we do when that happens?

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					From what we know about post-traumatic stress -- and we’re still learning, okay? -- the less you do, the better. Treat him normally, be patient with him, don’t pressure him to talk. Let him lead the way.

				

				
					Joyce

					So that’s it? It gets worse and worse and I just…pretend everything’s okay?

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					Sounds counterintuitive, I know. But I assure you -- it’s the best you can do for him.

				

				Joyce is clearly not convinced.

				Owens sees the mistrust. He puts down the squishy ball.

				His tone changes, softens.

				
					Dr. Owens (Cont’d)

					Listen…I understand what you went through last year, Joyce. I do. But those people, they’re long gone. Kaput. Okay? And if we’re going to get through this, I need you to realize that I’m on your side.

					(beat)

					I need you to trust me.

				

				Off Joyce…

				Ext. Hawkins Labs - Parking Lot - Day

				Hopper, Joyce, and Will stride back to the parking lot.

				Hopper and Joyce talk. Voices down so Will can’t hear.

				

				
					Joyce

					“Trust me”? You’ve gotta be kidding.

				

				
					Hopper

					I know. But if a university gives out a degree, this guy’s got it. And this thing he’s talking about -- this post-traumatic thing -- it’s real.

					(off Joyce)

					Things are gonna be alright.

				

				Joyce still seems uncertain. Hopper pivots.

				
					Hopper (Cont’d)

					How’s Bob the Brain?

				

				
					Joyce

					Don’t call him that.

				

				
					Hopper

					Sorry. Old habit.

				

				
					Joyce

					He’s good. We’re good.

				

				
					Hopper

					…I’m happy for you. Really.

				

				Joyce reaches her car. She starts to climb in when:

				
					Hopper (Cont’d)

					Hey.

				

				Joyce looks back up.

				
					Hopper (Cont’d)

					Things do get worse, like he said, you call me first. Okay? Call me.

				

				Joyce nods. Okay. She climbs into her car and…

				Ext. Hawkins Labs - Parking Lot - Day - Moments Later

				Hopper lights his cigarette as Joyce drives away.

				He looks back at Hawkins Labs. Sees…

				Ext. Hawkins Labs - Patio - Day

				Dr. Owens. Watching from the deck of the building.

				Owens gives a friendly nod.

				Ext. Hawkins Labs - Parking Lot - Day

				Hopper nods back. Climbs into his truck. Drives off.

				Ext. Hawkins Labs - Patio - Day

				Dr. Owens watches him go. An assistant approaches.

				
					Owens’s Assistant

					They’re ready for you, sir.

				

				Off Owens…

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Underground Corridor - Day

				Whoom! The elevator doors shoot open.

				Dr. Owens steps out with his assistant.

				They walk down the hallway.

				It shows no signs of contamination. No growths. No spores.

				It’s been cleaned.

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Rift Monitor Room - Day

				Owens enters the “control room.”

				It looks like a “high-tech” NASA mission-control center. Sealed plastic divides the room from the contaminated Rift Room. There are computers, blinking control panels, and a large curved monitor, all of it manned by technicians.

				Owens walks over toward the Rift Room where --

				A soldier is slipping on a fire-retardant suit.

				
					Flamethrower Soldier

					Afternoon, sir.

				

				
					Dr. Owens

					Looking like a hot one today, huh?

				

				
					Flamethrower Soldier

					Never gets old, sir.

				

				The soldier slips on a flamethrower. Then…

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Antechamber - Day

				The Flamethrower Soldier steps through an antechamber.

				The door seals tight behind him. Fwoom!

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Rift Laboratory - Day

				The Flamethrower Soldier now slowly approaches…

				The rift. It pulsates and growls, still very much alive, but the surrounding growths have been mostly contained. A few growths, however, still reach out across the lab floor like Lovecraftian weeds. Throbbing. Angry. Clinging to life.

				

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Rift Monitor Room - Day

				Owens watches from the safety of the control room as…

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Rift Laboratory - Day

				The soldier aims his flamethrower at these “weeds.”

				He squeezes the trigger and…

				Whoosh! Hits the weeds with fire --

				Flames engulf camera --

				The weeds shriek --

				And --

				Ext. The Palace Arcade - Day

				Fwoosh! Birds scatter across the blue sky.

				We find Dustin and Lucas hiding behind a parked car across the street, spying on The Palace with Lucas’s binoculars.

				They’ve taken their Max stalking to a whole new level.

				
					Dustin

					Still no sign?

				

				
					Lucas

					Jack shit.

				

				Dustin checks his watch.

				
					Dustin

					Oh man. My mom’s gonna murder me.

				

				
					Lucas

					So go home. I’ll radio you if there’s activity.

				

				Dustin scoffs.

				
					Dustin

					Nice try. You just want me out of the way so you can make your move --

				

				Lucas lowers his binoculars and gives Dustin a look.

				
					Lucas

					Oh, because you’re such a threat?

				

				
					Dustin

					That’s right. I’m telling you, she won’t be able resist these pearls --

				

				Dustin smiles wide. Flashing his new teeth.

				Dustin’s smile suddenly fades. He sees something.

				
					Dustin (Cont’d)

					Three o’clock --

				

				
					Lucas

					What?

				

				
					Dustin

					Three o’clock!

				

				Lucas finally understands. Shit!

				He whirls and raises his binoculars.

				Binocular POV: He whip pans to three o’clock to find --

				Billy’s black Camaro pulling into the parking lot. Max sits passenger. She and Billy are arguing intensely about something.

				
					Lucas

					They’re arguing -- !

				

				
					Dustin

					I see that -- I don’t know why you need those -- !

				

				Binocular POV: Max leaps out of the car and slams the door.

				Billy speeds away, tires squealing.

				Max flips him the bird, then heads into The Palace.

				The boys share looks. And…

				Int. The Palace Arcade - Day

				We’re now in the arcade with “Mad Max.”

				She slots a quarter into the Dig Dug and --

				

				Begins to play. But unlike our boys, she doesn’t play with joy. Rather, she plays with anger.

				She blows up one monster. Bloop! Another monster.

				Bloop! Another. And --

				Ext. The Palace Arcade - Day

				Lucas and Dustin watch her play through the arcade windows.

				They turn to one another. Eyes wide.

				
					Lucas

					She’s incredible.

				

				
					Dustin

					She’s --

				

				
					Dustin/Lucas

					Mad Max.

				

				Ext. Wheeler House - Night 3 - Establishing

				Tsk-tsk-tsk. Sprinklers spray the Wheelers’ lawn.

				Int. Wheeler House - Night

				The Wheelers (all but Nancy) eat dinner.

				Mike looks miserable. The opposite of his friends. There’s a general chilly awkwardness to the whole affair.

				Karen finally breaks the silence.

				
					Karen

					After dinner, I want you to pick out your toys for the yard sale --

				

				
					Mike

					Okay.

				

				
					Karen

					At least two boxes worth --

				

				Mike nearly spits out his milk.

				
					Mike

					Two boxes?

				

				
					Karen

					You heard me.

				

				
					Mike

					There are a couple I’m okay with giving away, but the others have way too much emotional value --

				

				
					Karen

					“Emotional value”?

				

				
					Ted

					They’re hunks of plastic.

				

				
					Mike

					(ignoring his dad)

					You already took away my Atari -- !

				

				
					Karen

					If you didn’t want to lose more toys, you shouldn’t have stolen from Nancy --

				

				
					Mike

					I didn’t steal, I borrowed --

				

				
					Karen

					And you didn’t curse out poor old Mr. Kowalski last week either, right? Or plagiarize that essay? Or graffiti the bathroom stall --

				

				
					Mike

					Everyone graffitis the bathroom stall --

				

				
					Ted

					Your friend jumps off a cliff, you gonna jump too?

				

				Mike bites his tongue.

				
					Karen

					We know this has been a tough year, Michael. But we’ve been patient. This isn’t strike one. It’s not even strike three --

				

				
					Ted

					It’s strike twenty. You’re on the bench, son. Heck, you’re lucky you’re still on the team.

				

				Mike stares at his dad. What??

				
					Karen

					Two boxes. Two.

				

				Mike stands up and storms away.

				Karen watches him. Softens for a moment. She wants to go after him, to comfort him, but…no. Not this time.

				She returns to eating her food. In silence.

				Ext. Unfamiliar Suburban House - Night

				Nancy and Steve walk up to an unfamiliar house. In silence.

				Nancy clocks a “for sale” sign in the yard.

				She is visibly anxious. Fidgety.

				Steve notices, takes her hand. Squeezes.

				
					Steve

					Hey.

				

				
					Nancy

					What?

				

				
					Steve

					It’s going to be okay. It always is.

				

				Nancy nods. She takes a deep breath. And…

				Ding dong! She rings the doorbell.

				Int. Holland House - Night

				We’re now in the house. We still don’t know where we are.

				But then…we PAN across a mantel full of smiling photos of Barb. No family pictures, no group shots. Just Barb. It’s a shrine. We continue to PAN across pictures until we reach…

				Int. Holland House - Dining Room - Night - Continuous

				Steve and Nancy are now seated across from…

				Mr. and Mrs. Holland. Barb’s parents.

				For dinner: a bucket of Kentucky Fried Chicken, plus some sides and a liter of Dr. Pepper. It’s all…a little sad.

				Mrs. Holland talks fast. Flustered.

				

				
					Mrs. Holland

					I’m so sorry I didn’t get to cook, I was going to make that baked ziti you guys like so much, I just lost track of the time and before you know it --

					(laughs)

					Oh my God, it’s five o’clock!

				

				
					Nancy

					It’s fine! It’s great.

				

				
					Steve

					I love KFC.

				

				An awkward beat.

				
					Nancy

					Out front…I, uh, saw a “for sale” sign. Is that the neighbor’s or…?

				

				The Hollands share a look.

				
					Mrs. Holland

					You want to tell them?

				

				
					Mr. Holland

					Go ahead.

				

				Mrs. Holland turns back to the teens. Excited.

				
					Mrs. Holland

					We hired a man named Murray Bauman -- have either of you heard of him?

				

				
					Nancy

					No…

				

				
					Steve

					I don’t think so -- ?

				

				Mrs. Holland slides them a business card. It’s got a photo of Murray.

				
					Mrs. Holland

					He was an investigative journalist for the Chicago Sun-Times --

				

				
					Mr. Holland

					He’s pretty well known --

				

				
					Mrs. Holland

					Anyway, he’s freelance now and…

				

				Mrs. Holland takes her husband’s hand. Practically beaming.

				
					Mrs. Holland (Cont’d)

					He agreed to take the case.

				

				Nancy and Steve share looks. Ummm…

				
					Steve

					That’s -- that’s amazing --

					(to Nancy)

					Right?

				

				
					Nancy

					What -- what does that mean exactly?

				

				
					Mr. Holland

					It means he’s going to do what that lazy sonofabitch Jim Hopper --

					(to wife)

					-- sorry --

					(back to kids)

					-- what the Hawkins police haven’t been capable of doing. It means we have a real detective on the case.

				

				
					Mrs. Holland

					It’s means…we’re going to find our Barb.

				

				Mrs. Holland is welling up now.

				Even Mr. Holland is emotional.

				
					Mr. Holland

					If anyone can find her, it’s this man. He already has leads. By God, he’s worth every last penny --

				

				Now this…this worries Nancy.

				
					Nancy

					…Is that why you’re selling the house?

				

				Mr. and Mrs. Holland share looks. It clearly is. But…

				
					Mrs. Holland

					Don’t worry about us, sweetie. We’re fine. More than fine. For the first time in a long time -- we’re hopeful.

				

				Nancy smiles. But we can tell she is worried. Very worried.

				
					Nancy

					Excuse me…I -- I’ll be right back.

				

				Nancy stands from the table and hurries away.

				Steve is now left alone with the Hollands. Awkward.

				He takes another bite of chicken.

				
					Steve

					Finger lickin’ good.

				

				He forces a smile and --

				Int. Holland House - Bathroom - Night - Moments Later

				Whoom! Nancy explodes into the bathroom.

				She shuts and locks the door behind her and leans against the sink. Catching her breath. She feels sick -- so sick. This is awful. She splashes water on her face. Takes a breath.

				That’s when she sees: A framed photograph of a smiling Barb.

				In the bathroom. The fucking bathroom. Staring at her.

				She can’t take it. Can’t take it.

				She turns the picture around.

				Sits on the bathtub.

				And begins to cry.

				Int. Wheeler House - Basement - Night

				Mike tosses a toy into a box labeled “yard sale.”

				He looks almost as miserable as his sister. He doesn’t want to part with these toys. Every choice is hard. But he forces himself to get rid of He-Man. A stuffed monkey. And then..

				Mike stops. He’s found the Millennium Falcon.

				He is overcome with emotion. His gaze shifts to…

				Eleven’s tent.

				Int. Wheeler House - Basement - Night - Moments Later

				Mike enters the tent.

				He picks up his old walkie-talkie. Presses talk. And…

				
					Mike

					Hello? Are you there? El?

				

				He turns up the volume and listens. But all he hears is --

				Static. He switches channels.

				
					Mike (Cont’d)

					El, are you out there? It’s me, it’s Mike. It’s day three hundred and fifty-two. Seven PM. I’m…still here.

				

				More static. He switches channels.

				
					Mike (Cont’d)

					If you’re out there, just say something. Or give me a sign. I won’t say anything. I just…I want to know you’re okay.

				

				More static.

				
					Mike (Cont’d)

					Stupid. So stupid…

				

				Mike pushes to his feet and starts to leave when ---

				He suddenly hears something! A voice, buried beneath static.

				He races back into the tent, grabs up the walkie, and --

				
					Mike (Cont’d)

					Hello? Hello?! Is that you?!

				

				A familiar voice cuts through:

				
					Dustin’s Voice (Over Walkie)

					Yeah, it’s me -- Dustin! What are you doing on this channel again?!

				

				Mike’s face drops with immense disappointment.

				Ext. Neighborhood Street - Night - Intercut

				Lucas and Dustin are biking home. Unlike Mike, they are in fantastic moods. Dustin shouts into his walkie headset:

				
					Dustin

					I’ve been trying to reach you! We were right -- Max is Mad Max!

				

				
					Mike

					I don
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