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			INTRODUCTION

			Season four was our toughest season to write, with the possible exception of season two. We had wanted to shake things up at the end of season three to challenge ourselves, but as we began to brainstorm this season, panic set in. For the first time, our characters were split up geographically—in California, Russia, and Hawkins. How were these storylines going to weave together in a coherent way? Even more challenging, our “kids” were no longer kids, but young adults. We could no longer rely on the middle school joy that defined the heart of the first three seasons. This was new, scary territory.

			We also knew that this was the penultimate season. We needed to lay track for the ending, and that meant finally pulling back the curtain on the show’s ultimate villain. From the beginning, we knew there was a dark, sentient being behind all the evil in Hawkins: One, the first child in Brenner’s program, a twisted reflection of Eleven. We had always compared him to Pennywise, Pinhead, and Freddy Krueger. When we were kids, even hearing about these monsters freaked us out and gave us so many sleepless nights. We wanted One to be just as scary. But what would make our monster unique? We didn’t know his appearance, the extent of his powers, or his backstory. For weeks, we were stuck.

			The answer, it turned out, lay inward—back in our own high school years. Unlike our middle school experience, which was so fun and hopeful, high school was a far darker period. We weren’t bullied, not exactly, but most of our closest friends drifted away. Some went to different schools, while others joined sports teams and made cooler friends. Gone were the days of playing Magic: The Gathering and making horror movies over the weekend. We felt left behind, lost, scared, and worst of all, invisible. Our experience was hardly unique—many kids had it much, much worse. This is the time in life when social pressures peak at the precise moment your body and mind are undergoing intense change. Inevitably, you’re plagued by self-doubt and insecurity.

			While it was scary to reopen old wounds, we knew this would be rich, new territory to explore with our heroes. But how could our villain embody it? We spitballed with the writers: What if he fed on all of that—your darkest thoughts, your deepest fears? What if he could slip inside your mind and turn it against you? What if he sought out the kids who were already struggling, the ones most vulnerable? And what if he didn’t just haunt you, but killed you—a supernatural serial killer? That was our answer. Now he just needed a name. We opened our D&D book one more time and found it: one of its most infamous villains, a dark, spellcasting wizard known as Vecna.

			We now had a narrative drive: a supernatural serial killer terrorizing Hawkins. But then came another question: If dead bodies are popping up all around Hawkins, how would the town respond? There needed to be a scapegoat, a character in the tragic vein of Damien Echols and the satanic panic of the eighties, something we’d long wanted to bring into the show. At first, we weren’t sure what would make this character worth adding to an already sprawling cast. We could hear the internet screaming at us, Stop adding new characters! Then our writer Curtis Gwinn told us about his older brother—a long-haired, D&D-obsessed metalhead. Curtis reminded us that we had leaned into stereotypes by having bad boy Billy blast Metallica in season two. It was time to do metalheads justice. It was time for the freaks. It was time for Eddie Munson.

			The season was at last coming together, and we were energized by the new directions the show was still capable of taking. We were pivoting away from the blockbuster neon fun of season three and into darker, scarier, psychological territory. This was going to be old-school eighties horror. No more giant CGI monsters and evil Russians; it was time for prosthetics, practical effects, and stories that felt leaner and more grounded. At least, that was the plan. The deeper we got into breaking the story, the more massive it became. Eleven’s journey—tying her back to Henry Creel—kept expanding. Hopper’s Russia arc added even more weight and scale. The scripts grew longer and longer—and longer—until, for the first time since season two, we realized we had to add a ninth episode to fit it all in. The only problem? We had no time to write this extra script because production had already begun in Atlanta. The train was already speeding down the track.

			And then…the pandemic hit, and production shut down. Suddenly, we went from having not enough time to having more time than we’d ever had. As difficult and isolating as that period was, it allowed us to return to earlier scripts and refine them even further. By then, we had cast the brilliant Joseph Quinn, and Eddie became sharper, more distinct, more original—tailored for Joe. And for the first time in Stranger Things history, we entered production with every script finished.

			Which brings us here, to this book. These scripts hold some of our favorite moments in the series: Chrissy’s brutal death, Max “running up that hill,” the triple reveal of Henry/One/Vecna, Eddie shredding “Master of Puppets” on his trailer roof. It was exhilarating to write. But it was also bittersweet—we knew we were steering the ship toward the end. Toward saying goodbye.

			But that’s a story for another time, for season five.

			Until then, we hope you enjoy the longest, darkest trip we’ve taken yet.

			Over and out,

			Matt and Ross Duffer

		

	
		
			EPISODE ONE

			CHAPTER ONE:

			THE HELLFIRE CLUB
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			WRITTEN BY THE DUFFER BROTHERS

			
				
				Ext. Suburban Neighborhood - Morning

				We fade up on a Hawkins suburb. Quaint. Happy. Normal.

				Whoosh! A newspaper boy zips past on a bicycle, cutting a path through a carpet of burnt yellow fall leaves.

				He tosses newspapers at passing houses with pinpoint accuracy. They bounce off door after door. Thump, thump --

				Ext. Quaint Suburban House - Morning

				Thump. A newspaper drops onto the doorstep of an ordinary one-story house.

				The door opens and a man’s hand reaches down from out of frame and retrieves the paper. The door closes.

				Int. Unknown Man’s House - Morning

				A series of CU shots as the Man goes about his morning routine. (Note: The man’s face remains hidden throughout.)

				-- A tea kettle whistles.

				-- The Man pours tea into a cup.

				-- The Man opens the newspaper to the crossword section.

				-- The Man sets a timer and begins to fill out the crossword.

				-- The timer ends. The puzzle is finished.

				Int. Entry - Morning

				-- The Man prunes an indoor plant. Careful, exacting.

				Int. Man’s Bathroom - Morning

				-- The man shaves. A sharp razor blade skims across his cheekbone.

				Int. Man’s House - Bedroom - Morning

				-- The Man opens a closet. It’s lined with a row of suits.

				-- The Man wraps a necktie around his neck. Pulls it tight.

				-- The Man slips on a blue blazer. He adjusts the blazer, his head lifts. And now, at last, we see him. It’s…

				Dr. Brenner. He is several years younger than he was in season one. Handsome. Still some color in his hair. And something else seems different about him. His spirit is lighter somehow. Less haunted. Off a CU of Brenner, cut to --

				Ext. Hawkins Labs - Day

				We’re soaring through the sky now. Flying toward Hawkins Labs. It’s bustling with cars, people, life.

				Chyron: Hawkins National Laboratories. September 8, 1979.

				Cut to a direct overhead shot of the lab. It looks like a giant X. As our camera drifts toward this X, dissolve to --

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Rainbow Room - Day

				A large painting of a rainbow. We pull back from the rainbow to reveal that we are in some kind of colorful playroom.

				Our camera slowly pans, methodically surveying the room. There are about a dozen children and teens in here, happily watercoloring, playing puzzle games, interacting. It almost seems like a normal elementary school. Almost. There are cameras on walls…a stern orderly…the children are dressed in lab gowns…their heads are shaved…these are numbers.

				Brenner enters. He walks over and takes a seat beside a young boy, age 11. This boy seems lonelier than the others, playing by himself with a magic 8 ball. Brenner smiles softly.

				
					Dr. Brenner

					That’s your favorite, isn’t it?

				

				The Young Boy nods shyly.

				
					Dr. Brenner (Cont’d)

					How are we feeling today?

					Boy

					Okay.

					Dr. Brenner

					Up for some more lessons?

				

				The Boy shakes the 8 Ball again. Holds it up for Brenner. It reads: “Signs point to yes.”

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Hallway - Day

				Close on: Brenner’s hand and the boy’s hand, now clasped as they walk together down a hallway. The boy’s wrist is tattooed with the number 010. We will now refer to this boy as Ten.

				Dr. Brenner and Ten pass by a female doctor and another young number (also female), who are walking in the opposite direction.

				
					Doctor Ellis

					Morning, Doctor Brenner --

					Dr. Brenner

					
						(nodding)

					

					Doctor Ellis.

				

				A high wide tracking shot reveals rooms on either side of the hallway. Each room is marked with a number.

				We focus on a familiar number: 011. The door is shut, locked.

				As we push toward the closed door, toward that 011, we pre-lap an unnerving scratching sound…

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Lab Room - Later

				Chh! Chh! Chh! An EEG machine scribbles electrical activity.

				Ten is now sitting at a table with electrodes affixed to his head. His eyes are closed. Brenner sits opposite him with a clipboard, a sheet of paper, and some crayons.

				Brenner draws a simplistic picture of the sun.

				
					Dr. Brenner

					What do you see?

				

				The boy hesitates. The EEG jumps a bit.

				
					Dr. Brenner (Cont’d)

					
						Don’t force it. Let it come to you. Just as we practiced.

				

				Ten slows his breathing.

				
					Ten

					It’s…a yellow…circle. The…sun.

					Dr. Brenner

					Good. Very good.

				

				Brenner draws a simple dog.

				
					Dr. Brenner (Cont’d)

					Now what do you see?

					Ten

					A…cow?

				

				Brenner smiles.

				
					Dr. Brenner

					It’s supposed to be a dog.

					Ten

					Looks like a cow.

					Dr. Brenner

					It does, doesn’t it?

					
						(small laugh)

					

					Never was much of an artist.

				

				Brenner pushes away his drawings.

				
					Dr. Brenner (Cont’d)

					Alright -- let’s try something a little more challenging now. Is that alright with you?

				

				Ten nods. Yes.

				
					Dr. Brenner (Cont’d)

					
						I want you to find Doctor Ellis.

				

				Ten nods. He steadies his breathing and focuses his mind. ECU on his eyelids. His eyes dart back and forth beneath them.

				The EEG spikes a bit.

				
					Dr. Brenner (Cont’d)

					Have you found her?

					Ten

					…Yes.

					Dr. Brenner

					What is she doing?

					Ten

					Lessons with…Six. In her room.

					Dr. Brenner

					What kind of lessons?

					Ten

					Six is trying…to move a block. A red block.

				

				Brenner scribbles notes onto his pad: Block, red, 11:27 AM.

				
					Dr. Brenner

					Can you hear what they’re saying?

				

				Ten starts to respond when -- his breath catches.

				The EEG spikes a bit. Chh chh chh!

				
					Ten

					Something is…wrong --

					Dr. Brenner

					If you lost the visual, just let it go, try to reorient --

				

				Ten starts to get visibly upset, flinches --

				
					Ten

					They’re screaming.

				

				Brenner shifts in his seat. Concerned.

				
					Dr. Brenner

					
						“Screaming”? Why are they screaming? Ten?

				

				An alarm begins to blare. What the hell? A now very concerned Brenner pushes to his feet and strides over to an intercom and presses the call button --

				
					Dr. Brenner (Cont’d)

					What is going on out there? Peter?? Alec??

				

				No answer. Only static. Ten opens his eyes. Looks to Brenner. His face is pale. His voice trembles.

				
					Ten

					
						Dead. They’re both dead.

				

				Bam! Something suddenly slams into the lab door.

				Brenner turns. Someone -- something -- is trying to force their way in here. Before Brenner even has time to react --

				Another impossibly powerful force strikes the door and --

				Boom! The door explodes open -- slams hard into Brenner -- his body flies backwards -- and the whole world goes --

				Black

				We hear screams, running, the alarm, then --

				Int. Lab Room - Day

				A sharp gasp as Brenner blinks awake. He’s now lying on the ground. Blood spills from a gaping wound in his forehead.

				Brenner crawls over to a fallen body. It’s Ten. Brenner lifts him into his arms, cradles him. He is as limp as a rag doll.

				He is dead. As Brenner takes this in, crash to --

				Int. Hawkins Labs - Hallway - Day

				Dr. Brenner, dazed, bleeding, staggering down the hallway.

				It looks like a war zone out here. There are dead lab techs and dead guards everywhere. The doors to all of the rooms have been blown wide open. Inside each room, more dead numbers. Brenner can hardly stand to look. Then --

				A sharp, piercing scream of a child. He turns. The scream came from --

				Double doors (painted the colors of a rainbow) at the far end of the hallway. The rainbow room. The electricity is going wild, and a strange orange light begins to glow from within.

				Off Brenner, his horror growing, we smash to --

				Int. Rainbow Room - Day

				The big painted rainbow -- now spattered in blood. Our camera pulls back and pans, surveying the room as before. There is no more screaming. Because the numbers are all dead.

				Our camera lands on Brenner as he steps into the room.

				He can hardly breathe. Can hardly speak. Tears well.

				
					Dr. Brenner

					
						(low, scared)

					

					…What have you done?

				

				We now reverse to reveal that there is one child still alive in this room, standing tall amongst the pile of dead bodies.

				The child’s back is turned to us.

				
					Dr. Brenner (Cont’d)

					What have you done?

				

				Our camera drops down the child’s back and lands on a close-up of her wrist, which is engraved with a familiar tattoo: 011. It’s…

				Young Eleven. She turns to Brenner. To us. She is seven years old. Her face is painted in blood. She looks ferocious. Angry. A killer. And now, it hits us. Eleven did this.

				As she locks eyes with Brenner, ferocious, we crash to --

				Main Titles

				Int. Byers House - Hallway - Morning

				We move out of titles to find ourselves gently drifting down a hallway toward a bedroom door. It’s cracked three inches.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						Dear Mike. Today is day one hundred eighty-five. One hundred eighty-five! I had to check five times to make sure that was right, because it feels more like ten years.

				

				We slink through this crack into…

				Int. Byers House - Eleven’s Bedroom - Morning

				We pass a desk, where we find a giant stack of letters. All addressed to Eleven, from Mike.

				
					Eleven

					Joyce says time is funny like that. Emotions can make it -- speed up or slow down. We are all -- time travelers, if you think about it.

				

				We drift past the letters to at last find --

				A present-day Eleven, seated at a small desk below a window. She’s finishing up a diorama of Hopper’s cabin! It’s made from a shoebox and looks like something a second grader might make. As El bites her lower lip, focusing in…

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						For example, this week is going very fast, I think because I am so busy. But do not worry -- it is a good busy!

				

				Eleven adds a tiny clay squirrel outside the cabin.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					I have to make something called a “visual aid” for class. Joyce said I should make a “diorama.” I hope Missus Gracey will give me an A.

				

				Eleven places the finishing touch: A tiny clay Hopper figure. Finished! As El smiles, proud, cut to --

				Int. Byers House - Joyce’s “Office” - Lenora Hills - Morning

				Joyce seated at the little office table, a cordless phone pressed to her ear and an Encyclopedia Britannica telemarketing book by her side.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					Some exciting news. Joyce got an amazing new job -- she gets to work at home.

					Joyce

					…If you’re concerned about budget, Mister Taylor, let me assure you, we have some payment plans that will --

				

				She sits back in her chair, growing agitated now --

				
					Joyce (Cont’d)

					I’m not a robot, you do realize that right?

					Eleven (V.O.)

					She says she loves the “freedom.”

					Joyce

					Prick!!

				

				Bam! Joyce slams down her phone and --

				Int. Byers House - Will’s Room - Continuous

				Quiet as Will paints on a canvas in his room.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						Will is painting a lot -- but he won’t show me what he’s working on. I think whatever it is, it must be very special.

				

				Close shots on: the paintbrush sweeping across the canvas and Will’s intensely focused eyes.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					Maybe it is for a girl. I think there is someone he likes because he has been acting…weird.

				

				Int. Byers House - Jonathan’s Room - Morning

				A framed photo of Jonathan and Nancy smiling together, in love. A cloud of smoke crosses frame as our camera begins to dolly away from the photograph.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					Jonathan is acting weird also. I think he is just nervous about college. He is still waiting for his big letter. I hope he and Nancy get to go together.

				

				…We find Jonathan. He is indeed acting weird. His eyes are bloodshot, and he is coughing while frantically trying to clear smoke out his window.

				Ext. Byers House - Morning

				Jonathan’s car sits in the driveway, gathering dust.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					But I don’t know how he will ever get to college, because his car is still broken. Me and Will think it is ready for the car graveyard. Do cars have funerals?

				

				Screech! A pizza van swerves up to the Byers house. A ridiculous logo reads: Surfer boy pizza! Behind the wheel --

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					His funny friend Argyle has been taking us to school.

				

				Argyle, 17, a SoCal stoner with hair down to his waist. Surfer music blasts out the window.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					His hair is longer than mine and he and Jonathan like to smoke smelly plants together.

				

				Argyle pounds his horn, honking --

				Back In Jonathan’s Room

				The honking carries inside. Jonathan finishes clearing his room of smoke --

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					Jonathan says the plants are super safe because they come from the earth -- but to not tell Joyce.

				

				He shuts the window and grabs up his backpack.

				Ext. Byers House

				Jonathan, El, and Will hurry to the idling “Pizzamobile,” their overstuffed backpacks slung over their shoulders. We begin to glimpse some desert scenery around them --

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						And me? I am twice as happy now.

				

				Int. Pizzamobile

				Eleven climbs into the Pizzamobile, cradling her diorama. She seems nervous, but also excited for the day.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					You were right -- it just takes time.

					Argyle

					Buckle up my three amigos!

				

				Argyle kicks his van into reverse and --

				Ext. Byers House

				Squeals away. An irritated Joyce watches from the porch.

				
					Joyce

					Slooow down!!!

				

				As the Pizzamobile zooms off down the street, not slowing down but rather speeding up, we crane up to reveal they are now living in a dusty California suburb, a la E.T.!!

				Chyron: Lenora Hills, California. March 21, 1986.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					I think…I have finally “adapted.” Do you know that word?

				

				Int./Ext. Pizzamobile - Morning

				Eleven rides in the back of the van. She holds the diorama protectively in her lap.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						You are so smart I am sure you do. I just learned it and -- I think that is what I am doing. Adapting.

				

				She looks out the window at the passing scenery. Large mountains loom over an expansive desert landscape.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						At first -- I missed all the spring flowers. But now -- I find it pretty here too.

				

				Ext. Lenora Hills High - Morning

				Eleven, Will, Jonathan, and Argyle head into a bustling high school, nestled between some low, rolling brown hills.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					I even like school now. I am still best at math but my grammar is getting good now also.

				

				Int. Lenora Hills High - Morning

				Eleven wades through a packed hallway.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						It helps that everyone is so nice here. I have made lots of friends.

				

				A friendly girl waves at Eleven. El waves back, but then --

				The girl strides past El. She was waving at another girl!

				Eleven looks away, disappointed, then presses on. Alone.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					Even so -- I am ready for spring break --

				

				She passes by a colorful sign that reads:

				
					“Countdown to spring break! 1 day.”

				

				As we push in on the “1”…

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						Mostly because I get to see you.

				

				Int. Lenora Hills High - Classroom - Morning

				Eleven pushes her way through bodies as she fights her way to her desk.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					I am so excited to see you it is hard to breathe. Are you excited too?

				

				She finally sits. Catches her breath.

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						I think you will love it here like me. I think…we will have the best spring break ever.

				

				Splat! A spitball smacks El right in the face!

				Eleven turns to find a popular girl and boy (who we will come to know as Angela and Jake) giggling at Eleven. Jerks.

				Off Eleven, trying to stay positive, cut to --

				Int. Mike’s Bedroom - Day

				Mike, reading his “Dear Mike” letter in bed…

				
					Eleven (V.O.)

					
						I hope my spelling was better this time. Miss you. Love, El.

				

				Mike beams dreamily, still clearly very much in love, when --

				Whoom! His bedroom door explodes open -- violently jarring him out of his spell. It’s Nancy. She’s wearing an emerson college t-shirt. And she doesn’t look happy.

				
					Nancy

					The hell are you doing? It’s ten after!!

					Mike

					
						Shit -- Shit!!

				

				Mike scrambles out of bed --

				
					Nancy

					
						You have thirty seconds or I’m leaving without you! Thirty seconds!

				

				Mike yanks pants over his Joe Boxers and --

				Int. Wheeler House - Kitchen - Morning

				Mike races downstairs, pulling on a hand-made T-shirt that reads Hellfire club. It’s aggressively edgy, emblazoned with fire and devil horns, like the cover of a heavy metal album.

				As Mike grabs a Pop-Tart from the kitchen pantry --

				
					Karen

					
						(cleaning up dishes)

					

					Michael, I know you have your D&D Club tonight --

					Mike

					
						(correcting)

					

					Hellfire --

					Ted

					
						(to himself)

					

					Why don’t you just call it High School Dropout Club --

					Karen

					But I want you home no later than nine tonight.

					Mike

					Yeah I’ll try --

					Karen

					
						No -- no trying -- you need to get to bed early tonight --

					Mike

					Why --?

					Ted

					It’s a six-thirty flight Michael --

					Mike

					Yeah I know but --

					Karen

					
						No buts. Nine or no California --

					Ted

					
						And no sweetie pie.

				

				Mike stares. Sweetie pie? Nancy screams from the door --

				
					Nancy

					Mike let’s gooo!!!

				

				Mike is gonna explode --

				
					Mike

					How am I going to survive a whole week without you guys?

				

				Mike storms out the house, slams the door.

				Ted looks at Karen --

				
					Ted

					Remind me, when do they become reasonable human beings again?

				

				Karen shrugs, resumes scrubbing, and --

				Ext. Henderson House - Morning

				We push in on the Henderson home. We can’t help but notice --

				A giant radio tower affixed to the roof. This is Cerebro 2.0!!!!

				
					Voice (V.O.)

					That’s a negative Dustybun.

					Dustin (V.O.)

					Sonofabitch.

				

				Int. Dustin’s Room - Morning

				Inside, Dustin (wearing the same Hellfire Club T-shirt) scratches out a word from a list of password ideas.

				
					Dustin

					
						(into CB)

					

					
						Okay -- try “tigers86.”

					Voice (over Cerebro)

					Tigers86, copy that.

				

				We now cut to --

				Int. Suzie’s Room - Morning

				Suzie!!! She is on her Cerebro -- which sits beside a brand-new computer!!! On the computer monitor, blue text reads:

				
					Roane county district datanet.

					Please log in with user password.

				

				Holy shit, Suzie is a hacker now???? Her fingers fly as she types Tigers86. She punches enter and --

				A flurry of blue text flies across the screen!

				
					Suzie

					I’m in.

				

				Int. Dustin’s Room - Day

				
					Dustin

					Holy shit --

				

				Bam bam bam! A loud knocking on his door. It’s --

				Int. Hallway - Outside Dustin’s Room

				Dustin’s mom, Claudia!

				
					Claudia

					Dusty, what’s going on in there?? You’re gonna be late!!!

				

				Claudia starts to open the door but --

				
					Dustin

					
						(shrieking)

					

					Don’t come in i’m naked!!

				

				Claudia yanks the door shut in horror as --

				Int. Dustin’s Room/Suzie’s Room - Intercut

				
					Dustin

					I’m running out of time here --

					Suzie

					Just hold your horsies, Dustybun --

				

				Suzie types “Henderson, Dustin” into the database and --

				Beepboop! Dustin’s entire class curriculum pops up on screen…followed by his corresponding grades!!!!

				
					Dustin

					Do you see it?

				

				Suzie scrolls down to his latin grade. It’s a big fat D.

				
					Suzie

					
						Yeah -- I see it. Yikes Dusty.

				

				She goes to change the grade, when her eyes shift to a large photo of jesus on the wall. Jesus stares at her. Judging.

				Suzie sighs.

				
					Suzie (Cont’d)

					I will repent later.

				

				She turns back to the computer. And --

				Punches an A on the keyboard. As Dustin’s grade transforms into an A, we pre-lap rock music as --

				Ext. Country Road - Day

				Whoosh! Steve’s BMW rockets down the road, passing a colorful field of springtime flowers.

				Int. Bmw - Morning

				Steve’s beautiful hair flows in the wind. He’s wearing a family video vest, but that hasn’t deterred him -- he’s cool and confident again!

				
					Steve

					-- And then there’s Heidi tomorrow night, but, you know, the problem with Heidi is she’s going out of state for college --

				

				We pull back to reveal Steve is talking to Robin, seated passenger, wearing a Hawkins High marching band outfit!

				She’s acting very un-Robin like, fussing with her make-up in the mirror. She’s not listening, just letting Steve ramble.

				
					Steve (Cont’d)

					-- And I just don’t know if I can get into another relationship that has no point besides sex, you know? I mean, does that make sense?

				

				Steve looks at the distracted Robin.

				
					Steve (Cont’d)

					Hey! Can you pay attention to me??

					Robin

					I’m paying attention --

					Steve

					What’d I just say --?

					Robin

					Something about sex with…Linda?

					Steve

					Heidi -- I was talking about Heidi!

					Robin

					
						Okay can you cut me some slack please? Your dating life is one of labyrinthine complexity and it’s seven in the morning and we have this stupid pep rally and I woke up looking like a -- a corpse.

				

				Robin goes back to doing her make-up. Steve eyes her.

				
					Steve

					
						(skeptical)

					

					
						You’re worried about how you look for a basketball pep rally --?

					Robin

					Yeah, so --?

					Steve

					So don’t sell me that bullshit. This is about Vickie --

					Robin

					No it’s not --

					Steve

					You know what else I think --?

					Robin

					I don’t care --

					Steve

					
						I think you gotta stop pretending to be someone else. You gotta just be yourself around her, you know?

				

				Robin shoots Steve a look.

				
					Robin

					
						You’re quoting me to me, you do realize that, right --?

					Steve

					
						Well maybe you need to listen to yourself, you ever think about that, smarty-pants? I listened to you and now look at me: back in business --

					Robin

					
						It’s not the same thing, okay? When you ask a girl out, if she says no, it’s not a big deal. I ask the wrong girl -- bam --

				

				Robin slaps the mirror away.

				
					Robin (Cont’d)

					
						I’m suddenly the town pariah.

					Steve

					
						I’d buy that except Vickie is definitely not the wrong girl --

					Robin

					
						We don’t know that --

					Steve

					
						She returned Fast Times and it was paused at fifty-three minutes and five seconds. You know who pauses Fast Times at fifty-three minutes and five seconds?

					
						(beat)

					

					People who like boobies.

					Robin

					Please don’t say boobies.

					Steve

					Why not? I like ’em. You like ’em. Vickie likes ’em.

					
						(beat)

					

					Boobies.

				

				Robin sighs as Steve swings a left and pulls into --

				Ext. Hawkins High - Day

				-- The school drop-off. It’s jam-packed with cars and buses and a herd of students -- all flocking toward the school gym.

				A kind-eyed counselor, Ms. Kelley, redirects traffic --

				
					Ms. Kelley

					To the gym, everyone to the gym!

				

				We find Max as she steps out of a school bus. She’s got walkman headphones on and is listening to Kate Bush’s “Running Up That Hill.”

				Max starts to follow the herd, when --

				
					Ms. Kelley (Cont’d)

					Max. Max --!

				

				Max winces. She turns back and pulls off her headphones as --

				Ms. Kelley approaches.

				
					Ms. Kelley (Cont’d)

					Where were you yesterday?

					Max

					Oh yeah, sorry, I just --

					
						(uhhh)

					

					Forgot it was Thursday.

					Ms. Kelley

					Well, I’d like to see you today. Come straight from lunch, okay?

				

				Max nods unenthusiastically, then slips her headphones back on and heads to the gym. As a concerned Ms. Kelley watches Max go, pre-lap the sound of drums and trumpets and cut to --

				Int. Hawkins High - Gymnasium - Morning

				The pep rally in full swing:

				-- A raucous crowd (dressed in school colors) cheers and claps from the bleachers!!!

				-- An athletic cheerleader performs impressive flips!

				-- Chrissy, 17, head cheerleader, strikingly pretty, excitedly shakes her pom-pom!

				-- “Go tigers!!!” flags and banners wave back and forth!

				-- A tiger mascot dances!

				-- Robin plays her trumpet with the band. She eyes a cute drummer girl with short hair -- this is Vickie! Vickie looks over in her direction, but Robin quickly looks away, flustered.

				-- Dustin and Mike clap unenthusiastically.

				
					Dustin

					
						Listen -- I’m not saying my girlfriend is better than yours, but Suzie is a certified genius --

					Mike

					
						You realize El saved the world twice, right --?

					Dustin

					And yet, you still have a C in Spanish.

				

				The crowd now erupts in cheers as --

				On The Court - Continuous

				The Hawkins High Basketball Team races out in uniform!

				They’re jumping up and down and shouting. In the lead: Jason, 17, a preppy, handsome rich kid. Close behind him, the rest of the starters, including Andy, 16, and Patrick, 17. Then, trailing the pack, the younger bench warmers, including --

				Lucas?! Holy shit, Lucas plays basketball now?? Before we even have much time to take in this new development --

				Jason grabs a center-stage microphone.

				
					Jason

					Goood morning Hawkins High!!!

				

				The crowd goes nuts!! Jason is clearly very popular.

				Jason takes the mic off the stand and begins to walk back and forth like he’s some sort of inspirational speaker.

				
					Jason (Cont’d)

					First off, I’d like to thank each and every one of you. Without your support, we wouldn’t be here…so give yourselves a big hand.

				

				Jason leads the crowd in applauding themselves. As Lucas claps along, his eyes roam the bleachers and lock onto Max.

				He smiles and waves at her, but she looks away. Oh no what happened with Lumax???

				
					Jason (Cont’d)

					
						And of course I gotta give a special shout-out to the best and prettiest fans of all: The Tiger Cheer Squad!!!

				

				More applause! The Cheer Squad shake their pom-poms.

				Jason locks eyes with Chrissy.

				
					Jason (Cont’d)

					Chrissy -- love ya babe.

				

				Jason blows a kiss to Chrissy. She blows one right back.

				The crowd ooohs and awwwws. Robin tries not to vomit.

				Jason walks back to the center of the stage and places his mic back in the stand. He gives a dramatic pause, then:

				
					Jason (Cont’d)

					You know…I think I can speak for all of us when I say -- it’s been a tough year for Hawkins. So much loss. Sometimes I wonder -- how much loss can one community take?

				

				The bleachers are silent. The kids are holding on to his every word.

				
					Jason (Cont’d)

					…In dark days like this, we need something to believe in.

					(more)

					Jason (Cont’d)

					So last night, when we were down by ten points at half to Christian Academy, I told my team: Think of Jack…think of Melissa…think of Heather…think of Billy --

				

				Max shifts uncomfortably at the mention of her brother.

				
					Jason (Cont’d)

					
						Think about our heroic police chief Jim Hopper…think about each and every one of our friends who perished in that fire. What did they die for? For us to lose to some crap school? For us to return home with our heads hung low in defeat? No. No. Let’s win this game -- let’s win it for them. And that’s exactly what we did.

				

				The crowd cheers. Jason rips the mic back off the stand -- back to pacing.

				
					Jason (Cont’d)

					
						We embarrassed those candy asses in their own house!!! And tonight -- tonight -- we’re gonna bring home that championship trophy!!!

				

				The crowd leaps to their feet. Wooo!!!!!

				On The Bleachers,

				Dustin and Mike share shocked looks --

				
					Mike

					Did he just say “tonight” --?!

					Dustin

					How is that possible?!

					Max

					They call it a “tournament” -- if you win one game, you play another, until only one team is left.

				

				Mike and Dustin can’t believe it. Their eyes shift to --

				Lucas, high-fiving his teammates on the court.

				As we push in on Mike, irritation growing, cut to --

				Ext. Gym - Day

				A herd of students leaving the gym, headed back to class.

				A frustrated Mike and Dustin are walking with Lucas --

				
					Lucas

					I don’t get the big deal -- just talk to Eddie, get him to move Hellfire to another night --

					Dustin

					
						(scoffing)

					

					“Just talk to Eddie.”

					Mike

					
						Why don’t you “just talk” to your coach, get him to move the game --

					Dustin

					That’s a great idea, Mike --

					Mike

					Thank you, Dustin --

					Lucas

					
						This is the Championship Game --

					Dustin

					
						And this is the end of Eddie’s campaign!! A semester of adventuring has led to this moment! We need you --

					Mike

					
						And the Tigers don’t -- you haven’t come off the bench all year --

					Lucas

					That’s not the point --

				

				They head inside now --

				Int. Hawkins High School - Hallway - Day

				
					Dustin

					
						Please -- arrive at the point --

					Lucas (Cont’d)

					
						-- If I get in good with these guys, I’ll be in the popular crowd. And then you guys will be too --

					Mike

					
						Did it ever cross your mind that maybe we don’t want to be popular??

					Lucas

					So you want to be stuck with the nerds and the freaks for three more years?

					Dustin

					
						We are nerds and freaks --

					Lucas

					
						Yeah but maybe we don’t have to be.

				

				Lucas pauses by a classroom. He turns back to his friends, his tone softening a bit -- vulnerable.

				
					Lucas (Cont’d)

					
						I’m just -- tired of being bullied, tired of girls laughing at us, tired of feeling like a -- a loser. I mean, we came into high school wanting things to be different, right?

				

				Mike and Dustin hesitate --

				
					Lucas (Cont’d)

					
						Now we have that chance. I skip tonight, that’s all out the window. So I’m asking you guys, as a friend -- just get Eddie to move Hellfire and come to my game.

					
						(beat)

					

					Please.

				

				Off Mike and Dustin, sharing looks, cut to --

				Ext. Lenora Hills - Street - Day

				Vroom! A mail truck speeds down a bumpy, dusty road.

				We’re back in Lenora Hills.

				Ext. Lenora Hills - Street - Day

				The mail truck parks out front of the Byers’.

				Int. Mail Truck - Day

				Whoom! The back door to the mail truck opens as --

				The mailman starts to gather his mail. As he works…

				We push in on a strange brown parcel labeled: Joyce Byers.

				
					Joyce (pre-lap)

					…Missus Ergenbright, now -- let me ask you a question --

				

				Int. Byers House - Joyce’s Office - Day

				We find Joyce seated at her little office table, cordless phone pressed to her ear. She has her telemarketer script open.

				
					Joyce

					
						Have you ever wished you had the answer to any question right at your fingertips?

				

				Joyce listens a beat, then smiles --

				
					Joyce (Cont’d)

					That’s right -- those big fancy books you see on the TV --

				

				Ding dong! The doorbell rings. Joyce rises to her feet --

				Int. Living Room - Moments Later

				Joyce continues her conversation as she heads for the door --

				
					Joyce

					-- Just imagine, no more trips to the library -- I mean, the money you’ll save on gas alone --

				

				Joyce opens the door to reveal the Mailman on the other side. He’s carrying a large stack of mail for her -- letters and various magazines piled on top of that odd brown parcel.

				Joyce cups the phone receiver as she takes the mail --

				
					Joyce (Cont’d)

					Anything --?

					Friendly mailman

					Nothin’ -- but these acceptance letters tend to come end of week, just to make ya sweat. It’s coming Missus Byers -- don’t you worry.

					Joyce

					
						Oh, you know me -- still gonna worry.

				

				She smiles, then shuts the door with her elbow, and --

				Int. Kitchen - Moments Later

				Thunk! The stack of mail hits the kitchen counter.

				
					Joyce

					
						-- And how old is your grandchild? Five grandkids, my goodness --

				

				Joyce begins to casually sort through the mail,

				
					Joyce (Cont’d)

					-- Now Carol -- can I call you Carol? Do you think you’d like to start with A through C? Or should we just go for the whole alphab --

				

				Joyce’s voice catches in her throat. She’s reached the brown parcel -- it looks battered to hell and it’s smothered in stamps. Whatever this is, it’s been on quite a journey.

				Joyce’s heart nearly stops in her chest.

				
					Joyce (Cont’d)

					Yes, I -- I’m here -- I’m so sorry but -- can I call you right back?

				

				Wham! Joyce hangs up the phone. And…

				Int. Kitchen - Moments Later

				Joyce lays the parcel down on her office table. Grabs scissors…opens the package…pries open the box…and…

				Her eyes narrow. Inside: A creepy porcelain russian doll, complete with ushanka hat, traditional dress, beady eyes.

				As Joyce lifts up the doll, turning it around, baffled…

				Our camera pushes in on one of the parcel’s stamps.

				It’s a hammer and sickle. Whatever this thing is…

				It’s from Russia.

				Ext. Lenora Hills High - Day

				Whoosh! An American flag dances outside Lenora Hills High.

				
					Angela (pre-lap)

					…After learning to speak, she traveled the world to spread her message…

				

				Int. Lenora Hills High - Classroom - Day

				Eleven is in class with her diorama. Her knees bop as…

				Star student Angela gives a slick presentation to the class. She clicks through a series of professional slides.

				
					Angela

					
						…And along the way changed how the world perceived those like her with disabilities. And that is why I have chosen Helen Keller as my hero.

				

				Click! Angela switches to a final slide: The end.

				The class applauds. The history teacher, Mrs. Gracey, kicks on the lights.

				
					Mrs. Gracey

					That was wonderful Angela, truly wonderful! What an inspiring story.

				

				As a beaming Angela returns to her chair, the Teacher walks over to her desk and dips her hand into a bowl.

				
					Mrs. Gracey (Cont’d)

					
						Okay, now let’s see who has to follow that…

				

				The Teacher pulls out a slip of paper --

				
					Mrs. Gracey (Cont’d)

					Jane!!

				

				El’s heart rises into her throat as the teacher leads the class in unenthusiastic applause. El shoots a nervous look to Will, but he gives her an encouraging nod: You’ve got this!

				El stands and shuffles her way to the front of the class, clutching her diorama tight as she looks out at all those staring eyes. Gulp.

				
					Eleven

					For my hero -- I -- I chose my dad.

				

				People in the class share looks, uhhhh…Even the Teacher seems a bit thrown by this. Hmmm.

				
					Eleven (Cont’d)

					And for my visual aid -- I made a direyama of his cabin --

					Angela

					
						(low, to Jake)

					

					“Direyama” --?!

					Jake

					
						(low)

					

					More like “diarrhea” --

				

				Angela and others laugh at this.

				
					Mrs. Gracey

					Quiet everyone -- be respectful!

				

				Eleven’s anxiety spikes. Rough start. But she presses on. As she speaks, she motions to the relevant parts of her diorama.

				
					Eleven

					This is my dad. His name is Hopper. And this is Mister Fibbly -- he is a squirrel -- he visited us every day.

				

				More giggles. Mr. Fibbly? Will winces, feeling bad for El. As El continues, he looks down to find another foot grazing his own. He looks over to find --

				A cute girl, 15. She inches her foot closer to his, playing footsie! Will smiles awkwardly at her, then --

				Pulls his foot away. The Girl looks offended, but Will either doesn’t notice or doesn’t care as he returns his attention to --

				El, who is still stammering through her report:

				
					Eleven (Cont’d)

					…And this is -- the alarm that my dad made -- to tell us if any bad men came -- but I was never scared -- because -- because --

				

				Her voice catches, distracted by Angela -- who has an arm raised high in the air.

				
					Mrs. Gracey

					Angela, why don’t we save questions until the end of Jane’s presentation?

					Angela

					Yeah sorry, I’m just, like, confused -- I thought this was a presentation about a historical hero?

					Mrs. Gracey

					Well --

					Eleven

					My dad -- was in the paper.

					Angela

					
						Your local paper?

				

				Giggles from the class.

				
					Angela (Cont’d)

					
						I just don’t think that’s what Missus Gracey meant by historical -- this is supposed to be about famous people --

					Eleven

					
						(defensive)

					

					My dad is famous -- he saved -- lots of lives -- in a mall fire -- he died for them -- he was a hero -- for people -- and he was -- my hero too --

					Angela

					That’s not what I’m saying at all -- but forget it. I’m so sorry Missus Gracey, I didn’t mean to interrupt. I just wanted clarity on the rules of the assignment.

					Mrs. Gracey

					Okay. Well -- technically you’re right, Angela, but…Jane has decided to do her father so…please continue with your presentation Jane.

				

				Off Eleven, completely humiliated, smash to --

				Ext. Lenora Hills High - Day

				Eleven bursts out of class. Upset. Will tries to keep up with her --

				
					Will

					It wasn’t that bad --

					Eleven

					
						Friends don’t lie --

					Will

					
						I’m not lying. El, come on -- El --

				

				El picks up her pace and breaks away from Will. We hold with El as she weaves through a crowd of students, trying not to cry. Pre-lap Kate Bush’s “running up that hill” and cut to:

				Int. Hawkins High - Outside Counselor’s Office - Day

				Max, listening to her favorite song on her Walkman as she weaves her way through her own crowded hallway. She looks around as she walks, sees various happy imagery that juxtaposes with her dark mood:

				-- Teen girls smiling and laughing

				-- A teen boy and girl kissing

				-- Lucas laughing with Andy and Patrick. He clocks her, but she quickly looks away and toward --

				-- Her first “unhappy” sight: Chrissy the Cheerleader exiting an office, fighting tears. Chrissy slips on her hoodie and hurries away down the hall.

				Max watches her go, then heads into the same office.

				A sign reads: Counseling.

				
					Ms. Kelley (pre-lap)

					Can you remove the headphones please?

				

				Int. Hawkins High - Counselor’s Office - Day

				Max slips off her headphones. The music abruptly stops.

				
					Max

					…Sorry.

				

				Widen: Max is sitting across from Ms. Kelley.

				Max’s feet bounce as Ms. Kelley shuffles through Max’s file.

				
					Ms. Kelley

					
						…A C in English -- a C minus in Spanish --

					Max

					Yeah --

					Ms. Kelley

					That’s not normal for you.

					Max

					If you say so.

				

				Ms. Kelley pushes aside the papers, shifts tactics.

				
					Ms. Kelley

					How is your mom holding up?

					Max

					She’s fine. I mean -- she hates our new place. Which -- yeah. It’s terrible. But she’s fine.

					Ms. Kelley

					Is she still drinking?

				

				Max tightens, gets defensive --

				
					Max

					Like -- yeah -- a little. I mean…she’s working two jobs so…it’s not easy --

					Ms. Kelley

					It must not be easy for you either, not having your stepdad around anymore --

					Max

					It’s…kinda better, honestly --

					Ms. Kelley

					Better how?

					Max

					He was an asshole? So I guess now there’s less -- assholery.

					Ms. Kelley

					Are you sleeping better --

					Max

					Yeah -- fine --

					Ms. Kelley

					So no more headaches?

				

				Max shakes her head. Nope.

				
					Ms. Kelley (Cont’d)

					Nightmares --?

				

				We flash to Billy dying -- Max watching helplessly -- screaming -- tentacles shooting into his chest and --

				
					Max

					…Nope.

				

				Ms. Kelley looks at Max. Concerned.

				
					Ms. Kelley

					
						Max. What you’ve been through -- what you’re still going through -- it’s a lot for anyone. And it’s okay to not be okay. But I can only help you if you’re truthful. If you…open up to me.

					Max

					Yeah…I, I know. I’m being open.

				

				Ms. Kelley gives Max a look, challenging her. But --

				
					Max (Cont’d)

					I’m being open.

				

				Off Ms. Kelley, frustrated, cut to --

				Int. Hawkins High - Hallway - Day

				Max escapes the counselor’s office, only to find --

				Lucas waiting for her. Jesus can she catch a break??

				
					Lucas

					Hey, Max --

				

				Max keeps walking, moving fast. Lucas pursues, keeping pace.

				
					Max

					What are you stalking me or something --??

					Lucas

					No, I just, uh, wanted to give you…

				

				He excitedly hands her a ticket --

				
					Max

					What is this --??

					Lucas

					
						(duh)

					

					A ticket to the game --

				

				Max shoots him a look. Really?

				
					Lucas (Cont’d)

					I know you never want to go to my games, but this one is kinda a big deal --

					Max

					A big deal. Lucas, you seriously care about this --?

					Lucas

					Yeah. I do. You know -- maybe you should find something you care about too --

					Max

					
						What is that supposed to mean --?

					Lucas

					
						You’re just -- not even here anymore. It’s like -- you’re a ghost or something --

					Max

					
						A ghost. Really?

					Lucas

					
						Max. I know something is wrong.

					Max

					Right. Something must be wrong because I broke up with you --

					Lucas

					That’s not what I meant --

					Max

					
						People just -- change, Lucas. Okay? I’ve changed. It’s that simple.

				

				Max hands him the ticket back.

				
					Max (Cont’d)

					Good luck.

				

				She ducks into the girls’ bathroom and --

				Int. Hawkins High - Bathroom - Day

				Whoom! Max drops in front of the sink. Can finally breathe.

				She opens her backpack, removes a bottle of Tylenol. She pops two pills, quickly swallows them with water, takes a beat to gather her composure, and --

				She hears something: Gagging. Vomiting. She turns. The awful sounds are coming from a bathroom stall. She can see the back of shoes; someone is kneeling by the toilet in there.

				
					Max

					Hey? Are you…alright?

				

				Int. Bathroom Stall

				It’s Chrissy. She wipes her mouth, looks back, breathing hard.

				
					Chrissy

					Yes -- I -- I’m fine --

				

				Int. Bathroom

				Max is unsure what to do here --

				
					Max

					Are you sure --?

					Chrissy

					
						Yes -- please just -- go away.

				

				Max hesitates for a beat, then exits. But we stay behind as --

				Int. Bathroom Stall

				Chrissy wipes spittle from her mouth, flushes the vomit down the toilet, and --

				Knocking on her stall.

				
					Chrissy

					Are you deaf??? I said go away!

					Woman’s voice (O.S.)

					Chrissy?

				

				Chrissy stops, turns -- confused as all hell --

				
					Chrissy

					…M-mom??

					Chrissy’s mom (O.S.)

					You ready to try on the dress again? I loosened the back a little for you…

				

				Chrissy now looks down under the stall to find --

				The feet standing outside the stall are not her mom’s -- they are pate, gnarled, slimy, long toes. Flesh peeling away --

				It’s a monster. Suddenly --

				Bzzzt! The fluorescent light begins to flicker above.

				Chrissy, scared, pulls herself up onto the toilet seat as --

				Her Mother’s voice turns guttural, distorted:

				
					“Chrissy’s mom” (O.S.)

					Chrissy? Did you hear me???

				

				The stall door begins to shake and rattle --

				Chrissy fights tears, fear --

				
					Chrissy

					Please -- leave me alone --

				

				Bam bam!!! The door rattles more --

				
					“Chrissy’s mom” (O.S.)

					
						(voice distorting, becoming monstrous)

					

					Open the goddamn door Chrissy or i’ll gut you like the fat pig you are you hear me!! You hear me??!!

					Chrissy

					Go away go away go away --!!!!

				

				The banging on the door gets louder and louder --

				Chrissy covers her ears and squeezes her eyes shut, then --

				The banging abruptly stops.

				Chrissy peels open her eyes and…

				Int. Bathroom - Outside The Stall - Moments Later

				The stall door opens and Chrissy steps out. Looks around.

				Widen: The bathroom is empty. No one is in here.

				
					Dramatic voice (pre-lap)

					The devil has come to america.

				

				Int. Hawkins High School - Cafeteria - Day

				Close on: Eddie, 20, charismatic but “scary looking” with long hair, heavy metal T-shirt, and a guitar pick necklace.

				He is reading a magazine article to a table of freaks and outsiders. They all wear Hellfire club shirts.

				
					Eddie

					
						(over-the-top news anchor voice)

					

					
						Dungeons and Dragons, at first regarded as a harmless game of make-believe, now has both parents and psychologists concerned. Studies have linked violent behavior to the game, saying it promotes satanic worship, ritual sacrifice, sodomy, suicide, and even…muuuuuurder!

				

				Everyone at the table chuckles as --

				Across The Cafeteria,

				We find Mike and Dustin, holding their food trays, watching Eddie from afar. They look nervous.

				
					Dustin

					He looks revved up today.

					Mike

					
						He’s always revved up. Just -- act casual.

					Dustin

					Casual, right. Totally.

				

				Our boys walk forward, not casual at all, and --

				At The Table - Moments Later

				Close on: Trays hitting a table --

				Dustin and Mike join the “freak” table.

				
					Freak

					Society has to blame something, we’re an easy target --

					Eddie

					Exactly -- we’re the “freaks” because we like fantasy games --

				

				Eddie hops up on his chair so he can survey the whole cafeteria. He proceeds to point out the various cliques scattered about the cafeteria --

				
					Eddie (Cont’d)

					
						But as long as you’re into band, or science, or parties, or games where you toss balls into laundry baskets --

				

				Eddie points to a group of jocks at a nearby table -- including Jason and Lucas.

				
					Jason

					You want something freak?!

				

				Eddie sticks out his tongue and makes devil horns above his head with his fingers, freaking out those jocks, then --

				He drops back down into his chair, smiles --

				
					Eddie

					
						Then you’re all good. It’s forced conformity -- that’s what’s killing kids. That’s the real monster --

				

				Dustin suddenly breaks in --

				
					Dustin

					I think you hit the nail right on the head there Eddie -- and uh --

					
						(glances to Mike)

					

					Speaking of monsters --

					
						(way too fast, not casual)

					

					Lucas has to play in his ball-in-laundry-baskets game so he can’t come to Hellfire tonight and no way we can beat your sadistic campaign without him so Mike and I have been talking and we think we have no choice but to -- to --

					Mike

					Postpone.

				

				Moans and jeers from the “Freaks” --

				
					Eddie

					Whoa whoa whoa -- hold up hold up. Let me get this straight -- Sinclair’s been taken in by the dark side --??

					Mike

					Something like that --

					Eddie

					
						And rather than find a sub for him you want to…postpone “the cult of Vecna”??

				

				Mike and Dustin share nervous looks.

				
					Mike

					
						Yeah, I mean, we’d find a sub, but, like everyone’s going to this championship game --

					Eddie

					The cool kids aren’t.

				

				Laughter from the table.

				
					Eddie (Cont’d)

					Listen guys -- I’ll level with you. Jeff graduates this year, Gareth’s got what? A year left?

					Gareth

					If I’m lucky --

					Eddie

					
						Meanwhile, me, I’m army crawling my way toward a D in Miss O’Donnell’s. I don’t blow her final, I’m gonna walk the stage next month -- and then I’m gonna look Principal Higgins dead in the eyes, flip him the bird, snatch that diploma, and run like hell --

					Gareth

					You said that last year --

					Jeff

					And the year before --

					Eddie

					
						Yeah and I was full of shit -- but this year is different. I can just feel it. This is my year. Eighty-six. And you know what that means?

					
						(points at Dustin and Mike)

					

					
						It means you boys are the future of Hellfire.

				

				Dustin and Mike light up. This means the world to them.

				
					Eddie (Cont’d)

					I knew it from the moment I saw you two sitting alone at that table over there, lookin’ like two lost little sheep --

					
						(to Dustin)

					

					Dustin you were wearing your Weird Al shirt, which I thought was brave --

					
						(to Mike)

					

					And Mike, you were wearing whatever shit your mom bought you at the goddamn Gap --

					
						(Dustin laughs, Mike blushes)

					

					(more)

					Eddie (Cont’d)

					And we showed you that this school didn’t have to be the worst years of your lives, right?

				

				Dustin Mike

				Right -- Totally --

				
					Eddie

					
						Well -- I’m here to tell you -- there are other lost sheepies out there that need help. That need you. All you guys got to do is get your Bo-peeps on and find one. And you’ve got approximately --

					
						(checks watch)

					

					Six hours.

				

				Mike and Dustin share looks. Worried. But --

				
					Eddie (Cont’d)

					Oh -- and hey -- if you need help convincing anyone --

				

				Eddie tosses them the magazine article. The headline reads: “D and D: The devil’s game.” An illustration depicts a table of kids playing D&D in Hell. Off this, match cut to:

				Int. Byers House - Lenora Hills - Day

				Fwoom! Extreme close on: A flame lighting up as --

				Joyce lights a cigarette. She drags on it as she paces in her living room. Back and forth. Back and --

				Brrrrrring! The phone rings. Joyce rips it up --

				
					Joyce

					-- The hell have you been???

				

				Int. Murray’s House - Day - Crosscut

				It’s Murray!! He’s wearing a karate uniform -- and he’s very sweaty.

				
					Murray

					I have karate from three to five on Fridays.

				

				Murray grabs a giant bag of ice from the freezer, then proceeds to limp across his house --

				
					Murray (Cont’d)

					So let me see if I have this right: You received a doll in the mail?

					Joyce

					Yes --

					Murray

					And it’s creepy --?

					Joyce

					Yes --

					Murray

					And you believe it’s from Russia?

					Joyce

					I know it is.

				

				She crosses over to the parcel --

				
					Joyce (Cont’d)

					There’s a -- a stamp with that hammer and -- curved sword thing-a-ma-jig --

					Murray

					Sickle --

					Joyce

					Whatever --

					Murray

					Sounds like it came from Russia --

					Joyce

					Wow I’m so glad I called --

				

				Murray enters his --

				Bathroom - Continuous

				He dumps the ice into a running bath --

				
					Joyce

					Should I be worried?

					Murray

					I would be. It could be a threat. After all, we did sabotage their U.S. operation and killed about two dozen “comrades” --

				

				Joyce drags hard on her cigarette, getting nervous.

				
					Joyce

					How -- how could they know my name?

					Murray

					
						If it’s the KGB, Joyce -- if they want to find out who you are, they will.

				

				Murray strips off his karate robe. Which gives him an idea --

				
					Murray (Cont’d)

					Can you undress her?

					Joyce

					What --?

					Murray

					The creepy doll -- can you remove her dress??

					Joyce

					I -- I think so --

				

				Joyce unbuttons the doll’s dress and pulls it off and --

				
					Joyce (Cont’d)

					Jesus --

					Murray

					What --?

					Joyce

					
						She has…nipples.

				

				Murray settles into the bath. Exhales. Feels good.

				Joyce is unsettled by his noises.

				
					Murray

					Okay now -- do you see anything taped to her -- wires or a bug or something?

				

				Joyce rotates the doll. Sees no bugs but --

				
					Joyce

					She’s -- cracked --

					Murray

					Cracked --?

					Joyce

					The porcelain. It’s -- it’s been broken -- glued back together.

				

				Sure enough, we see a crack cutting across the doll’s abdomen, like she’s had an appendectomy or something.

				
					Murray

					Do you have rope? And something heavy?

					Joyce

					…For what?

					Murray

					Smashing.

				

				Int. Lenora Hills High - Woodshop Class - Day

				Wham-wham-wham! A hammer smashes a nail.

				Widen: We’re in woodshop class with Jonathan now. He’s making a bird feeder. Working beside him --

				Argyle. He holds up his bird feeder. It looks, uhhh…hemp-shaped.

				
					Argyle

					What do you think, Byers? I call it a weeder -- get it, man?? Not a feeder. Weeder --!!

				

				Argyle is clearly very pleased with himself but Jonathan offers only a small smile.

				
					Jonathan

					Clever --

					Argyle

					Just tryin’ to turn that frown upside down, man.

				

				Jonathan carries a piece of wood to another table, not smiling. Argyle traipses after him in his flip-flops.

				
					Argyle (Cont’d)

					Come on dude -- you gonna mope around all break man or what --?

				

				Jonathan lines up some wood to cut.

				
					Jonathan

					I’m not -- moping --

					Argyle

					This about your girl ditchin’ you or what --?

					Jonathan

					
						Nancy is not ditching me --

					Argyle

					Oh so she’s coming now --?

					Jonathan

					No --

					Argyle

					
						Sooo she’s ditching you --

					Jonathan

					Dude -- no. She wants to come, okay? She just has to work --

					Argyle

					She a lady of the night or something --?

					Jonathan

					What? No --!

					Argyle

					Who else works over spring break, man???

					Jonathan

					
						Nancy. Nancy does.

				

				As Jonathan begins to saw --

				Int. Journalism Class - Day

				Swoosh! An exacto knife slices through paper.

				Widen: We’re in a busy journalism classroom as a gaggle of students work to put together the school paper’s spring break edition. The leader of it all:

				Nancy. As she moves around the room, inspecting various students’ work, she is trailed by --

				Fred benson, 16. He’s scrawny, wears glasses, and he’s got a scar on his face. We’ve caught them mid-conversation --

				
					Fred

					
						Maybe I’m just missing something here…but why can’t Jonathan just come out here for break?

				

				Nancy hesitates, as if wondering this herself, then --

				
					Nancy

					A lot of reasons.

				

				Nancy moves up to a female student and inspects her page layout. The headline reads: “Tigers win!!!” She frowns; the organization is clunky.

				
					Nancy (Cont’d)

					You mind if I take a crack at this, Candace --?

					Candace

					All yours.

				

				As Nancy begins to rearrange the layout to her liking --

				
					Fred

					Such as --?

					Nancy

					What --?

					Fred

					
						You said there were “lots of reasons” he’s not coming. Such as --?

				

				Nancy turns to him, annoyed --

				
					Nancy

					Why are you being so nosy --??

					Fred

					
						Let’s just call it -- journalistic instincts --

					Nancy

					
						Well -- there’s no story here, if that’s what you’re after, at least not a very interesting one.

					
						(returns to rearranging as she talks, playing off)

					

					(more)

					Nancy (Cont’d)

					
						His mom has to work, and he needs to watch over his brother -- on top of that, he wasn’t early decision like me, so he’s still waiting for his acceptance letter -- he’s nervous and wants to be there when it comes, which I totally get --

					Fred

					
						Well -- um -- I don’t. It just --

				

				Int. Woodshop Class - Day

				
					Argyle

					
						-- Doesn’t make sense, dude. Let me just -- sift through this madness, yeah? Nancy is the supposed love of your life -- in fact you’re so smitten you’ve got this grand plan to go to some fancy schmancy college aka money pit together --

				

				Int. Journalism Class - Day

				
					Fred

					
						-- And yet he’s so nervous about this acceptance letter he can’t visit the number one most desired girl in Hawkins?? I mean, you don’t have be in Mensa like yours truly to realize --

				

				Int. Woodshop Class - Day

				
					Argyle

					
						-- That doesn’t pass the smell test. In fact, it stinks to high heaven my dude. I mean, I haven’t even seen you look at girls all year, you’ve been a good boy, and it is past time you give your right hand a vacation and get some well-deserved hanky-panky --

				

				Int. Journalism Class - Day

				Nancy grimaces --

				
					Nancy

					
						Okay -- first of all, Fred, I’m going to pretend you didn’t just say any of that…about me…being…desired. It’s --

				

				Int. Woodshop Class - Day

				
					Jonathan

					Gross dude -- super gross. And --- you just don’t understand Nancy --

				

				Int. Journalism Class - Day

				
					Nancy

					
						He’s not like you or other guys -- he’s caring and compassionate and --

				

				Int. Woodshop Class - Day

				
					Jonathan

					
						-- Incredibly ambitious. She’s never done a single thing halfway in her life --

				

				Int. Journalism Class - Day

				
					Nancy

					-- He’s so protective of everyone he loves, especially his mom and brother --

				

				Int. Woodshop Class - Day

				
					Jonathan

					
						So if she takes on something like the editor of the school paper -- she’s going to make that the best damn school paper that’s ever existed --

				

				Int. Journalism Class - Day

				
					Nancy

					
						And he will never back down from what’s right -- what’s moral -- no matter the pressure, no matter the personal cost --

				

				Int. Woodshop Class - Day

				
					Jonathan

					
						And that’s why I love her --

				

				Int. Journalism Class - Day

				
					Nancy

					
						That’s why I love him.

				

				Int. Woodshop Class - Day

				
					Jonathan

					Everything between us is totally and completely --

				

				Int. Journalism Class - Day

				
					Nancy

					
						-- Perfect.

				

				Nancy finishes her layout for the first page of the paper. She studies it, clearly pleased, but --

				
					Fred

					Eh. I’m still rooting for my alt.

				

				Fred holds up another article. The headline reads: “Tigers devoured. Blood and tears shed.” Before Nancy can respond --

				Boom! The door suddenly bursts open. Nancy whirls to find --

				Mike barging into her class. Everyone turns --

				
					Mike

					Sorry but -- Nancy -- you want to join Hellfire tonight??

				

				Nancy stares. Mike holds up some crumpled one-dollar bills.

				
					Mike (Cont’d)

					I can pay.

				

				Nancy continues to stare at her brother and --

				Fast-paced, building synth music now begins as:

				Ext. Hawkins High

				Dustin is on the payphone talking to someone…

				
					Dustin

					
						Just move your date this one time!

				

				Int. Family Video - Day - Intercut

				Steve is on the other end at Family Video!

				
					Steve

					
						To hang out with you and Eddie “the Freak” Munson?? Yeah, I think I’ll pass --

					Dustin

					You’re just jealous that I have another older male friend --

					Steve

					
						(wincing)

					

					
						Dude. That sounds wrong. Also I really dig this chick, I think she could be, like, the one --

				

				Steve looks up as a gaggle of college girls enter the store.

				
					Steve (Cont’d)

					Got some customers, call ya back --

					Dustin

					You can’t call me back I’m --

				

				Dial tone.

				
					Dustin (Cont’d)

					
						…At school.

				

				Dustin slams the phone back onto the hook in irritation as --

				Int. Gym - Wrestling Club - Day

				Wham! Two wrestlers slam into one another. On the sidelines, Mike tries to convince a skeptical wrestler teen to play.

				
					Wrestler teen

					So you fight -- with dice --?

					Mike

					
						Yeah but these are not normal dice -- they have up to twenty sides.

				

				The Wrestler Kid stares at Mike and --

				Ext. Hawkins High - Day

				Dustin talks to Max, who is skateboarding outside.

				
					Max

					If I play, do I get one of those cool T-shirts?

					Dustin

					Yeah, everyone gets --

					
						(realizing)

					

					You’re being sarcastic.

				

				Max gives Dustin a “no shit” look, then glides away and --

				Int. Science Club - Day

				Mike is talking to a nerdy kid in goggles.

				
					Kid in goggles

					My mom says that game promotes satanism and animal cruelty --

					Mike

					That’s just bullshit media propaganda --

					Kid in goggles

					
						60 Minutes begs to differ --

				

				Boom! A fountain of fire erupts from the test tube and --

				Int. Hawkins High - Math Classroom - Day

				A math student shoots down Dustin --

				
					Math student

					Nah --

				

				Int. Hawkins High - Art Class - Day

				An art kid shoots down Mike:

				
					Art kid

					No --

				

				Int. Hawkins High - Chess Club - Day

				
					Chess kid

					
						(to Dustin)

					

					No --

				

				Int. Hawkins High - Theater - Day

				
					Drama kid

					
						(to Mike)

					

					No!!!

				

				Ext. Hawkins High - Day

				The synth music crashes to an end as --

				Mike and Dustin drop down on a bench outside school.

				Out-of-breath. Failures both.

				
					Mike

					I hate high school.

				

				Dustin eyes the middle school up the street. Lightbulb.

				
					Dustin

					
						So screw it.

					Mike

					What --?

					Dustin

					
						Screw high school.

				

				With that, Dustin is off and racing for the middle school!

				
					Mike

					
						Dustin -- where are you going -- Dustin???

				

				Mike chases after him, sprinting right past --

				Chrissy. She is walking in the other direction. Hoodie up. Our camera tracks her. What is she doing out of class?

				Ext. Football Field

				Chrissy heads across the field -- for the woods.

				Ext. Woods Behind School - Day

				Chrissy makes her way through the woods behind the school.

				She comes to a stop at an old picnic table, half claimed by the forest, cigarette butts, and empty beer cans.

				She looks around, calls out --

				
					Chrissy

					
						…Hello? Hello…?

				

				Her call goes unanswered. Wait. She hears something. A chime. It echoes through the forest. Eerie. She turns now, sees --

				The face of a grandfather clock embedded in a tree. What the hell? The clock continues to chime as she walks over to it. Then, on the fourth chime, it happens: The glass begins to crack in an unusual pattern, spreading inward from four corners of the clock. A black widow spider crawls out of the epicenter of the crack. She backs up in terror and --

				Wham! Slams into someone!!! She whirls with a gasp but it’s just --

				Eddie!!

				
					Eddie

					Hey -- sorry -- didn’t mean to startle you.

				

				Chrissy whirls back. The clock is gone. Just a regular tree.

				
					Eddie (Cont’d)

					You okay…?

				

				Off Chrissy, obviously not okay…

				A Little Later

				Wham! A metal lunchbox hits the picnic table. Widen: Eddie and Chrissy are now seated across from one another. As Eddie unsnaps the lunchbox hinges, he eyes Chrissy with concern. She is looking around, still on edge, her legs bouncing --

				
					Eddie

					
						Listen -- there’s nothing to be worried about, no one ever comes out here -- promise, alright?

				

				Chrissy gives a shaky nod. Eddie now opens the lunchbox, revealing bags of weed. Lots of weed. Holy crap -- Eddie is a drug dealer!! Chrissy shifts a bit, uncomfortable --

				
					Chrissy

					So…how -- how does this work exactly?

					Eddie

					
						Just like any other ol’ sale, but cash only, and for obvious reasons, no receipts. I’ll give you half an ounce for an even twenty. Good bang for your buck, last you awhile, whaddaya say?

				

				Chrissy is about to respond when she hears a rustling sound. Her eyes snap to the sound, but it’s only a squirrel, scrambling up a tree. Eddie softens --

				
					Eddie (Cont’d)

					Hey. We don’t have to do this you know -- give me the word and I’ll walk away, this never happened --

					Chrissy

					No, it’s not that, I don’t want you to go…it’s just --

					
						(beat, fighting tears)

					

					You ever feel like…you’re losing your mind?

					Eddie

					
						Ohhh ya know -- just pretty much on a daily basis. Shit, I think I’m losing my mind right now, doing a drug deal with Chrissy Cunningham, the Queen of Hawkins High --

				

				Chrissy smiles a bit at this, feeling a little better…

				
					Eddie (Cont’d)

					Though I don’t know if you remember, but this actually isn’t the first time we’ve hung out --

					Chrissy

					Oh? Sorry -- I don’t --

					Eddie

					It’s cool, I wouldn’t remember me either. Middle school talent show, you were doing this cheer routine
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