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FADE IN:

INT. DARKENED STAGE 

A closed RED-VELVET CURTAIN obscures a STAGE.

The NARRATOR enters from STAGE RIGHT, silhouetted against the 
curtain. His footsteps reverberate as he makes his way to 
CENTER STAGE.

He removes a CIGARETTE CASE and a LIGHTER, the latter briefly 
illuminating his face.

THE SPOTLIGHT is activated, encircling the NARRATOR. Sharply-
dressed, square-jawed, slick-back BLACK HAIR. He resembles 
ROD SERLING.

NARRATOR
Good evening ladies and gentleman.  
Tonight's heart-pounding tale 
concerns the politics of the human 
condition. Of the forces 
controlling our thoughts and 
actions, and of those forces that 
lie in the darkest recesses of the 
human heart. Tonight we present a 
healthy dose of thrills, chills, 
and more than our share of spills. 
Can you handle the terror of the 
RED MENACE?...

EXT. FOG-SHROUDED FOREST - MIDMORNING

Thunder CRASHES.

TITLE REVEAL: RED MENACE

Over an atmospheric forest. HEAVY FOG infiltrates deep and 
sinuously wraps around the DEAD POPLAR AND PINE TREES.

The sounds of HEAVY BREATHING mingle with FAST MOVING 
FOOTSTEPS that crunch the carpet of dead underbrush littering 
the ground.

EXT. FOG SHROUDED FOREST / ANOTHER SECTION

JOHN FREDERICKS, 46, rushes past. An exasperated and harried 
man, desperately fleeing a TERRIFYING FORCE.

His hair is ruffled, eyes bloodshot. The once crisp suit he 
wears is in tatters, caked with dirt and mud.



John collapses into a nearby tree for support, panting and 
wheezing.

A STRANGE, OTHERWORLDLY, PRIMORDIAL sound reverberates around 
him. It surrounds him. Mustering the last of his strength, 
John launches himself and blindly navigates forward.

INT. FOREST CLEARING - MOMENTS LATER

Fredericks enters a circular clearing, his momentum charging 
forward. His foot catches a SMALL DIVOT in the ground. SNAP! 
His ANKLE BREAKS and he collapses to the ground, screaming in 
pain.

John claws his way forward, hoping to evade whatever is 
chasing him, but it is vain. His face is puffy, swollen, 
filled with pain.

A SHADOW DESCENDS ON HIM.

A BOOMING BARITONE VOICE speaks to him. A DISEMBODIED FIGURE.

FIGURE
John Fredericks.

FREDERICKS
No...this can’t be happening. Can’t 
be real! You’re not real!

The Figure effortlessly lifts John into the air.

FIGURE
Reality is subjective. The mind is 
but a single construct easily 
manipulated. Life, death, we are 
all consumed by a darkness. Your 
reckoning is now.

FREDERICKS
No! It was all a mistake. I see 
that now. The party was wrong. The 
Experiment a failure.

FIGURE
Repentance has come too late, 
Fredericks. Your allies have 
abandoned you. You are alone.

John screams. Blood splatters a nearby tree and he is quickly 
silenced.
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A SMALL CARD FLUTTERS to the ground, landing next to a 
BLOODIED HAMMER AND SICKLE. It is the COMMUNIST PARTY 
REGISTRATION CARD belonging to JOHN FREDERICKS.

FADE TO:

OLD BLACK AND WHITE NEWSREEL FOOTAGE

TEN MEN stand in a line, shoulder to shoulder. The HOLLYWOOD 
TEN. Camera bulbs flash.

REPORTER (O.S.)
Held in contempt of Congress for 
refusing to answer to accusations 
of Communist affiliations, the 
Hollywood Ten awaits their fate. 
Branded as traitors by some, and 
heroes of free speech by others, 
these men await their sentencing. 
At the center of it all is John 
Howard Lawson, president of the 
West Coast Chapter of the Screen 
Writer’s Guild.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT CONGRESSIONAL HEARING ROOM - LATER

CHARLES MOFFITT testifies. A CHYRON identifies him as a 
screenwriter and film critic.

CHARLES MOFFITT
Everything said about Howard Lawson 
at this hearing is true. John 
Howard Lawson is a writer, the 
first president of the Screen 
Writer’s Guild. And he is a 
Communist. During his tenure, he 
made this significant statement: 
‘Do no try to write an entire 
Communist Picture. Producers will 
quickly identify it. As a writer, 
try to get five minutes of 
Communist Doctrine, five minutes of 
Party line in every script you 
write. Get it into a expensive 
scene involving large sets and many 
extras, and out of the mouths of 
expensive stars. 

(MORE)

3.



That way, the watchdog of the 
treasury, the servant of capitalism 
will reluctantly include it to 
prevent the budget from going too 
high.’ It was his preferred method 
of subterfuge.

INT. CONGRESSIONAL HEARING ROOM - LATER

JOHN HOWARD LAWSON takes the stand. A balding middle-aged man 
with sunken eyes and sallow features, he speaks with a 
passion and with authority.

REPORTER (O.S.)
Mr. Lawson set the tone of the 
proceedings with a fiery exchange 
between the Chairman before his 
statement even began.

CHAIRMAN
Mr. Lawson, the most pertinent 
question that we can ask is whether 
or not you have ever been a member 
of the Communist Party. Do you care 
to answer the question?

LAWSON
Mr. Chairman, you are using the old 
technique, which was used in Hitler 
Germany in order to create a scare 
here...

CHAIRMAN
Mr. Lawson, will you please be 
responsive of these questions and 
not attempt to disrupt these 
hearings.

LAWSON
I am not on trial here, Mr. 
Chairman. This committee is on 
trial before the American people! 
Let us get that straight.

CHAIRMAN
We don’t want you to be on trial.

LAWSON
This entire line of questioning is 
beyond the purview of this 
committee. It is an invasion of the 
right of association under the Bill 
of Rights of this country.

CHARLES MOFFITT (CONT'D)
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CHAIRMAN
Mr. Lawson...

LAWSON
Further more...

The gavel POUNDS.

CHAIRMAN
Please be responsive to the 
question.

LAWSON
It is also a matter...

The Chairman pounds is gavel, a machine gun-like intensity 
and rhythm. 

CHAIRMAN
Mr. Lawson!

LAWSON
...of public record...

CHAIRMAN
Mr. Lawson! You asked to be heard. 
You asked to be heard, and you will 
be heard. And if you don’t care to 
be heard then we will excuse you...

LAWSON
I am glad you have made it 
perfectly clear you are going to 
silence me through intimidation, 
Mr. Chairman.

CHAIRMAN
Mr. Lawson, you will stop or you 
will leave the witness stand in 
contempt And if you are trying to 
force me to put you in contempt 
just to please the cameras, you 
won’t have to try much harder. You 
are wasting valuable tax dollars 
here. The American People deserve 
better.

LAWSON
The American People deserve better 
public officials. I have written 
Americanism for many years, and 
will continue to write Americanism 
for many more!
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CHAIRMAN
Excuse the witness! Officers, take 
this man from the stand!

LAWSON exits the stand, flanked by two escorting bailiffs.

REPORTER (O.S.)
Deliberate sabotage of the 
investigation, or free speech 
advocacy? The country is literally 
torn in two from coast to coast.

EXT. COURTHOUSE LOBBY - MOMENTS LATER

Lawson exits the courtroom, doors closing on the flashing 
bulbs. He is immensely satisfied with himself.

He hands turn over TWO HIDDEN CUFF LINKS - The SIGNATURE 
HAMMER & SICKLE EMBLEM of the COMMUNIST PARTY.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. LUXURY AUTOMOBILE - NIGHT

The same cuff links are affixed to the suit of a MYSTERIOUS 
PASSENGER. A BRIEFCASE is HANDCUFFED to his wrists

EXT. ELEGANT BALLRROOM - SAME TIME

DRAPED BANNERS advertise a HIGH SOCIETY GALA - “JOHN HOWARD 
LAWSON RALLY FOR THE 1ST AMENDMENT.”

INT. BANQUET HALL - SAME TIME

An OPULENT, SWINGING DINNER PARTY. A JAZZ BAND performs. 
Champagne Is swilled by the attendees, dressed to the nines.

A BELLICOSE MAN is surrounded by several MEN AND WOMEN, 
enraptured by his speech.

STANLEY
It is the curse of the writer to be 
drawn to all manner of ill-reputed 
behavior. We must make our own 
morality, you see. Which is we so 
many of my brethren in the 
Hollywood Ten are, like myself, 
drawn to unpopular tenets of 
communism.
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They laugh.

YOUNG WOMAN
Stanley, you are the very 
definition of wit, this evening.

One SKEPTICAL MAN in the group doesn’t share in their 
jocularity.

SKEPTICAL MAN
But, you yourself are not one of 
the ten. Nor, were you even called 
to testify. And from what I’ve 
heard, you almost named names.

STANLEY
You would be more likely to find a 
diamond in pig shit, than a modicum 
of truth in that statement.

SKEPTICAL MAN
Rumors are swirling about you, 
Stanley...Are you a God-fearing 
man?

STANLEY
(patronizing chuckle)

Hardly. Unfortunately, I’m too 
quickly seduced by the temptations 
of the flesh to gain admittance to 
the celestial kingdom.

The group laughs.

SKEPTICAL MAN
Indeed. Well, redemption is never 
too far for any man..

John Howard Lawson appears.

JOHN HOWARD LAWSON
I do apologize for the 
interruption, but I must speak to 
you, Stanley.

STANLEY
Excuse me.

They separate from the pack.

LAWSON
Enjoying the celebration, Stanley?
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STANLEY
It’s a bit too decadent for my 
tastes being a voice of the common 
man, a raconteur for the working 
class.

LAWSON
Enough of the self-flagellation. 
Learn to enjoy life. Even us good 
Communists, servants of the 
proletariat, must enjoy such 
indulgences from time to time.

STANLEY
Quite right. In that case, Garcon! 
More champagne!

LAWSON
But, I think it is time to head 
home. Your script isn’t going to 
write itself.Our message will never 
reach the masses on a blank page. 
As one not blacklisted, I entrust 
you as part of my inner sanctum. I 
rely on your tools.

STANLEY
Quite right, again, Mr. Lawson. I 
live to serve the cause. To Stalin.

LAWSON
To Stalin.

They toast. Stanley has the nervous, hollow laugh of a true 
sycophant.

EXT. BANQUET HALL - SAME TIME

The Luxury Automobile idles by the curb as the Mysterious 
Passenger exits. He is COMRADE VORSHKY

VORSHKY
Keep moving, comrade. But stay 
within a four-block radius. There 
is the possibility of a quick 
escape.

The driver nods and departs.
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INT. BANQUET HALL - MOMENTS LATER

Vorshky stands in the doorway. OTTO KATZ, a BALD MAN in his 
50’s, emcees from the STAGE. The celebration is hushed. All 
eyes are focused on Katz.

OTTO KATZ
...And it is with great honor that 
I am here to present the keynote 
address for the evening. His craft 
and tireless crusade humble my 
meager efforts serving the party. A 
brilliant writer, who has fought 
for the rights of all writers. A 
man who stood defiantly silent 
before a fascist enterprise when 
naming names would have been a path 
of least resistance and prosperity. 
My protege and confindate...John 
Howard Lawson.

John Howard Lawson enters to thunderous applause.

LAWSON
Ladies, gentlemen, rather than 
entertain my reputation as a 
garrulous windbag with a talent for 
circumlocution, I will keep this 
brief and to the point...

He nods to Vorshky.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
We have power in this room. The 
power to entertain, yes. But also 
to influence minds. We’ve been 
branded as traitors, chastised as 
coastal elites and ostracized by 
the very instituion for which we 
laid the foundation. Several years 
ago I stood up against the tyranny 
of Capitalism and its agents of 
fascism and was sentenced to 
prison. And, yet I stood tall and 
proud, and continue to stand tall 
and proud this very evening. HUAC 
couldn’t break me, only strengthen 
my resolve. I stand here tonight 
urging all of you to utilize your 
talents to fight back against this 
oppression. Your words will be the 
beacon of a new revolution.
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Lawson HOISTS his champagne class in the air. The crowd claps 
and toasts.

Vorshky turns down a glass of champagne from a passing 
waiter. He clutches the briefcase tighter.

The STAGE LIGHTS are killed. The room is bathed in an 
impenetrable darkness. A palpable uneasiness punctuates the 
room. THere is a CACOPHONY OF MURMURS and SHUFFLING FEET.

Without warning, the flights flicker a STACCATO RHYTHM of 
primary colors settling on a DEEP DARK BLUR.

The hideousness of Lawson’s sunken eyes is revealed and 
intensified.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
This is the train. Absorb the 
light. Look deeply and descend.

Throughout this hypnotic sermon, the crowd is enthralled. 
Their minds numbed and beguiled.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
This is the mind. Break on through. 
Reason deeply and descend.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
Now is the time. The future is 
past. Watch deeply and descend.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
To each according to his needs. 
Give deeply and descend.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
This is the water, And this is the 
well. Drink deep...and descend.

The crowd snaps erect, their attention fixated on Lawson. 
Their eyes glazed over. They respond in unison.

CROWD
We will drink and be nourished. The 
water is cool and refreshing.

LAWSON
You are now under my control. Any 
knowledge of this implantation will 
be erased, but you will driven to 
complete my goal. Clap once if 
understood. 
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A sole, thunderous clap reverberates in the theater. Lawson 
draws a rare, menacing grin.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
I am the mind's eye and you are the 
Key. We are beacons on an ocean of 
knowledge. Only the truth will 
remain. In the past, I’ve stressed 
slipping past the censors an 
inserting party line doctrine in 
incremental stages. Those days are 
past. Now it is time to expedite 
the overthrow of the capitalist and 
imperialist dogs of the United 
States.

The LIGHTS FLICKER, resolving to fully radiance. It 
corresponds to the restored cognizance of the audience. 
Lawson reestablishes his cordial demeanor.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
And to better days ahead where the 
poor will prosper and equality will 
ring out worldwide with the 
Communist experiment. Society will 
make a great leap forward.

Everyone toasts.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
An with that, I must bid farewell. 
Previous engagements, 
unfortunately. The food is on the 
way, the drinks flow like Niagara, 
and the band is ready to play. Be 
merry and drink deeply of this 
evening.

The Band kicks into another song and the celebration resumes. 

Lawson exits the banquet hall with Comrade Vorshky.

INT. LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Lawson escorts Vorshky through the lobby to a BOG JIM MCCLAIN 
movie poster.

 VORSHKY
Impressive display. I had my doubts 
about your project, but I’m 
beginning to share Stalin’s 
optimism
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LAWSON
It is only the beginning, Comrade 
Vorshky.

VORSHKY
I take it I am the last to arrive.

LAWSON
Yes, but much consideration was 
taken for your flight. It was 
comfortable, I hope?

VORSHKY
How anyone can travel in coach is 
beyond me.

Lawson applies pressure to the UPPER LEFT CORNER of the 
poster. A SLIGHT CLICK and the poster swings outward 
REVEALING A HIDDEN SPIRAL STAIRCASE.

They both enter,

INT. HIDDEN STAIRCASE

LAWSON
We are bringing the glory of 
communism to the unwashed masses  
cloistered behind America’s shores. 
There’s no reason such a noble 
effort doesn’t entitle to certain 
comforts. We can’t all be expected 
to sacrifice.

VORSHKY
Quite right.

They reach the bottom and enter a PASSAGEWAY. 

INT. BASEMENT PASSAGEWAY

At the end is a BODYGUARD, MR. MUNZEN, guarding a LARGE 
ORNATE door. Munzen is a brawny, crew-cutted mountain.

He opens the door to the...

INT. COVERT COMMUNIST PARTY HEADQUARTERS

A smoky, dimly-lit meeting room with a CONSPIRATORIAL 
AMBIENCE. At the center in an OBLONG TABLE around which sit 
12 men. 
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A 13th seat is unoccupied at the end of the table, reserved 
for John Howard Lawson. He stands beside it. Vorshky remains 
standing near the entrance. Munzen closes the door, sealing 
all in.

Cigarette smoke rises from half of the occupants

LAWSON
Gentlemen, may I present our guest 
of honor, Comrade Vorshky. We are 
all in attendance, I presume.

A TRUCULENT BALD MAN speaks up.

BALD MAN
We have been waiting for quite some 
time while you were stroking your 
ego like some supercilious blowhard 
upstairs.

LAWSON
If there is an issue, I’m sure we 
could raise objection with Comrade 
Stalin. No? Then let’s begin.

Vorshky approaches Lawson and unpacks the briefcase, 
revealing a REEL-TO-REEL audio player. Stalin’s voice 
permeates the room.

STALIN (O.S.)
Comrades, those of you present are 
my inner circle. Many of you have 
not met Comrade Vorshky - the 
Soviet Union cultural attache. He 
will elaborate in greater detail of 
our plans. Rather than fighting a 
war on the battlefield, we have 
been fighting a cultural war. It is 
much more insidious. Victory is 
attained through degrees. 
Infiltration of culture is our 
primary goal. To do this, we’ve 
spent decades infiltrating 
Hollywood; publicly, the threat of 
naming names could expose us, but 
we are working underground where 
the public cannot see. The 
narrative has shifted in our favor. 
Rather than being the unseen enemy, 
those fighting are now the victims 
of American bourgeoisie. The public 
is exposed to hearings on the 
right, but we control the message 
on the left. 

(MORE)
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Working together for the common 
good; the plight of the working 
man, excoriation of the wealthy. 
These are the stories my writers 
have been perpetuating. With Lawson 
the establishment is under my 
contr...

Bald Man shakes his head. Lawson stops the tape.

LAWSON
You question the manner of the 
message, Comrade Alexandrov? Or 
perhaps the message itself?

ALEXANDROV
What you are proposing will take 
too long. It’s already taken 
decades. We will be dead in the 
ground before the Communist Party 
gains a foothold in your plan.

LAWSON
This plan will be my legacy. Like 
planting the seeds of a mighty oak 
whose majesty will only be seen by 
future generations.

ALEXANDROV
What you are asking is to use power 
gained from capitalism to criticize 
its flaws. The public will see 
right through that. This plan 
wasn’t thought through.

Another voice speaks out from the shadows. A GAUNT, 
BESPECTLED MAN named LYSENKO.

LYSENKO
I’m afraid that I must agree with 
Comrade Alexandrov. There are too 
many factors unaccounted for. There 
is a new screenwriter willing to 
testify before HUAC. And HE could 
expose everything. The noose is 
tightening.

LAWSON
Stanley Luchtenberg is no threat...

LYSENKO
This plan is tantamount to suicide, 
and I frankly want no part of this.

STALIN (O.S.) (CONT'D)
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Lysenko rises from his seat and walks towards the door. 
Vorshky snaps his finger. The Mr. Munzen enters, blocking the 
exit for Lynsenko.

LAWSON
Mr. Munzen, please escort Mr. 
Lysenko out.

Mr. Munzen follows Lysenko and  quickly tightens a GARROTING 
WIRE around Lysenko’s throat. The door closes. A beat of 
silence passes.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
Do not lament the death of Lysenko. 
He was a spineless coward too 
willing to bend to the whim of 
those in power. The arrest of the 
Rosenberg’s have driven a sense of 
fear into our party, but let that 
fear become motivation. Long live 
Stalin, and long live the Community 
Party. And say farewell to Stanley 
Luchtenberg. The Yeti will take 
care of him. To the future of 
communism in the United States of 
America. And to Stalin.

Lawson pours a shot of vodka and they all toast.

INT. NEW YORK APARTMENT - NIGHT

The room is PITCH black, save for a sole light illuminating 
Stanley typing furiously on his typewriter

He types with the speed and focus of a man possessed. A 
cigarette dangles from the corner of his mouth.

A loud CRASH comes from outside his door. Whatever trance he 
was under is broken. He seems confused, disoriented, but 
quickly reaches into a side drawer and removes a SMALL 
REVOLVER.

Another POUND shakes the door. The top hinge tears off.

Stanley pulls back the hammer, cocking the gun. He swings 
around to the door, just as the door EXPLODES INWARD, shards 
of wood scattering across the room.

In the doorway stands THE YETI - a large Gorilla of a man 
built like 10 story building.

Stanley fires.

15.



EXT. FILM STUDIO BACKLOT - MORNING

We follow a BIKE MESSENGER speeding through the studio lot, 
passing all manner of PROP MASTERS, SET DRESSERS, EXTRAS IN 
ALIEN COSTUMES, COWBOYS, etc.

EXT. STUDIO 31 - CONTINUOUS

The Messenger arrives at STUDIO 31 and tosses a package 
against the LARGE METAL DOOR. He quickly drives off.

A YOUNG MAN retrieves the package. Opening it, he removes 
LOOSE SCREENPLAY PAGES and a note:

“THE NEW PAGES ARE READY. ONE LINE BECOMES ONE PAGE, ONE 
MINUTE, ONE SCENE, AND ONE PICTURE UNTIL IT ALL GERMINATES TO 
OUR GLORIOUS REVOLUTION. YOUR COMRADE IN ARMS, JHL.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The Young Man enters a conference room and instantly commands 
a group seated around a CONFERENCE TABLE. He is MCGREARY.

MCGREARY
Great Science fiction must be an 
allegory of our times. Aliens, 
spaceships, futuristic technologies 
are all window dressings for common 
themes. No more of these dime-a-
dozen swashbuckling serials. 
Science fiction MUST be taken 
seriously if it is to survive as a 
genre. In my hand are the newest 
rewrites to the final scene today. 
The climax of the picture fresh out 
of my brain, and off the presses. 
With this in mind, it is crucial 
that Attack of the Space Creatures 
functions as both a thrilling piece 
of entertainment, but also as a 
though-provoking World War II 
parable. 

INT. STUDIO SETS - CONTINUOUS

An elaborate SPACE SHIP SET. Dozens of extras, dressed as 
ALIENS and HUMANS IN SPACE UNIFORMS.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR
All right, places people! 5 minutes 
until camera rolls!
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MCGREARY
This is the most expensive, and 
from today’s recent script 
rewrites, the most IMPORTANT scene 
in the film. So, everyone be sharp, 
be focused, and be on point. 
Otherwise, I will ensure that 
Every. Single. One. Of. You never 
work in this industry again! 
Places!

EXT. STAGE DOOR - CONTINUOUS

The aliens remove their LARGE RUBBER MASKS. Two middle-aged 
men, KEVIN ARNESS and ANDREW MORRISON, both mid-40s’s.

Morrison, the more hardened of the two, smokes.

MORRISON
Great fuckin’ pep talk. This guy is 
getting on my last nerve. You sure 
this is how you want to spend your 
retirement.

ARNESS
I did some theater in high school. 
Besides it would be fun to upstage 
these delicate flowers. You know, I 
had a conversation with another 
extra once about landing on 
Normandy. He found out I was there 
and proclaimed his solidarity after 
he went through 2 weeks of training 
preparing for a role in The Longest 
Day.

MORRISON
Those are definitely comparable 
experiences.

ARNESS
That’s what I told him. War is 
different when someone is calling 
cut and the bullets are blanks.

Morrison takes one final drag on his cigarette, tosses it to 
the ground, stomps out the ash with the heel of his foot.

MORRISON
15 years in the Bureau. Dozens of 
commendations. A prestigious 
wartime record. And this is the 
undercover work we are reduced to.
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ARNESS
We’re all fighting this threat in 
our own ways; on multiple fronts.

McGreary wraps up his latest tirade.

ARNESS (CONT’D (CONT’D)
Almost time. Let’s go to work.

MORRISON
Don’t know how much more of this I 
can take. All those years fighting 
the Reds...

They both simultaneously don their ALIEN HEADPIECES

INT. ALIEN SHIP SET - DIRECTOR’S AREA

MCGREARY, the director, is a short, balding, man who wields a 
bullhorn like a machine gun, firing vitriol towards those on 
his set to keep in line.

Beside him, in a stoic peremptory man in the PRODUCER’s SEAT. 
He smokes a cigar. He is a recognizable patron of Lawson’s 
party.

MCGREARY
Where the hell are my extras? We 
have a goddamn alien spaceship, but 
no goddamn aliens! How much goddamn 
sense does that make?

He turns to his ASSISTANT - A nervous young man who appears 
from the set. 

MCGREARY’S ASSISTANT
Not much, sir...Can we get the 
extras back onstage?

As another salvo of insults barrage the assistant, Arness and 
Morrison appears in full alien regalia and take their places 
on set.

MCGREARY
Nice of you two to show up. It’s 
not like I’m paying you for the 
whole goddamn day.

INT. MORRISON’S ALIEN SUIT - CONTINUOUS

Morrison turns to Arness.
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MORRISON
I’m going to knock his block off. 
Believe me. Before this day is 
done. His block will be knocked.

ARNESS
Take it easy. Just seven more hours 
of this.

INT. ALIEN SHIP SET - DIRECTOR'S AREA

McGreary raises the bullhorn to his mouth.

MCGREARY
And...ACTION!

Explosions! Laser Fire! Extras Knocked about on set during a 
MASSIVE brawl.

The wall BLOWS open and a masked figure enters through the 
gaping makeshift entrance.

With several WELL PLACED shots, he dispatched the remaining 
alien enemies, including Morrison and Arness.

UNIFORMED ACTOR
Captain! The captain is alive and 
he saved the ship!

A uniformed actress leaps over to him.

UNIFORMED ACTRESS
My captain! My hero. My fearless 
leader saved the ship from the 
invading hordes.

The CAPTAIN removes his helmet. He is BEARDED, with a visage 
resembling JOSEPH STALIN. He stands like a MESSIANIC figure, 
with a flowing, white robe trailing behind him.

McGreary’s dangling cigarette falls from his mouth in shock. 
The Writer stands beside him, a self-satisfied, smarmy smirk

CAPTAIN
These aliens invaded our lands, but 
it took the galvanized efforts of 
the worker’s of our planet and our 
fearless leader to defeat them. It 
is not the efforts of the 
individual that counts, but the 
solidarity of all! Earthlings of 
the world, unite!
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MCGREARY
Cut! Cut! All right, people! 
Prepare for the next setup. I want 
cameras rolling in 5 minutes!

McGreary storms onto the set, unleashing a verbal tirade. 
Morrison and Arness stand, alongside every “dead” extra on 
set.

McGreary grabs Morrison by the shoulders.

MCGREARY (CONT’D)E
And you...you are the worst. The 
Absolute worst extra I’ve ever had 
the misfortune of dealing with. 
You’re fired. I’ll make sure you 
never work again. Your wife and 
kids will shortly be in the 
breadline. You hack. You have 
single-handedly ruined my picture!

MCGREARY’S ASSISTANT
Sir...maybe you should consider the 
way you speak to people.

He shoves Morrison and walks away. Morrison tears off his 
mask and storms after McGreary, whipping both arms to the 
sides to eject the gloves.

INT.  ALIEN SUITS - CONTINUOUS

Arness shakes his head.

ARNESS
Shit. Not again.

MCGREARY
(to his assistant)

...and I can speak to anyone anyway 
I’d like to on my set. It’s MY SET. 
I don’t want to hear excuses. Just 
solutions.

McGreary turns around again to confront Morrison.

MCGREARY (CONT’D)
What the hell do you want, now, you 
knuckle-dragging buffo...

McGreary glances around, confident for backup. His assistants 
flanking each side take one step away from him; he is now a 
vulnerable target.
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Realization and unmitigated TERROR cross his face. He gulps 
loudly.

Morrison swings an efficient right hook...

CUT TO BLACK:

A THUMP and a WILHELM SCREAM resolve the showdown.

CUT TO:

INT. PRODUCTION OFFICE - LATER

Arness and Morrison resolutely march towards the EXECUTIVE 
PRODUCER’S OFFICE, still clad in their costumes.

INT. ALAN BRISCOE’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Briscoe is a crew-cutted man attired in a tie with a short 
sleeve button-down shirt. He doesn’t suffer fools and has 
little patience for irrelevance.

Arness and Morrison enter.

BRISCOE
Sit down.

Arness and Morrison maneuver their bulky suits into a chair. 
It takes considerable effort. Once they are seated, Briscoe 
stands.

BRISCOE (CONT’D)
Observe and report...

MORRISON
McGreary’s allegiance was obvious.

Briscoe holds a hand up to silence him.

BRISCOE
Observe and report. To anyone else, 
an easy assignment. Two orders 
given. OBSERVE and then REPORT 
possible Communist activity.

ARNESS
Chief, this went far beyond the 
parameters of activity. 

This whole situation is an 
elaborate clusterfuck, exacerbated 
by  two-fists over here. 

(MORE)
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And you, (to Arness) your job is to 
rein him in.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
Agent Morrison is a force of 
nature, Chief. I could not more 
control him than I could a tornado 
from tearing up Arkansas.

MORRISON
Brought me back to the days of 
bustin’ heads in the Bronx.

BRISCOE
You’ve officially blown your 
covers. Now, I’m forced to re-
assign you.

ARNESS
You can’t be serious.

MORRISON
McGreary was an asshole. He had it 
coming.

BRISCOE
The man was a deplorable trifecta - 
as asshole, a Communist, and by all 
accounts a hack. It was inevitable. 
But, I still have to re-assign you.

MORRISON
No complaints here.

BRISCOE
You two are effectively baby-
sitters for a Hollywood 
screenwriter named Stanley 
Luchtenberg.

He hands them a file.

ARNESS
The writer under contract with 
Capitol Pictures? Rumor has it he’s 
set to testify and blow everything 
wide open.

BRISCOE
The same. Problem is, he’s 
disappeared. The Reds sent someone 
to discourage his testimony, and 
Luchtenberh, though sheer luck it 
seems, came out the victor. 

ARNESS (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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His apartment was trashed and a 
dead commie was found in his 
doorway. On top of everything, he’s 
working on a screenplay that could 
expose the entire communist 
infiltration plans. Our job is to 
find him and protect him.

ARNESS
A dead Soviet agent and no one 
called the POlice?

BRISCOE
If anyone did, the Reds locked it 
down. The last thing these commies 
want are deaths making the front 
page of the New York Times.

MORRISON
From qualified agents with the FBI, 
to B-movie extras, and now 
babysitters to a pretentious 
windbag. Some career trajectory, eh 
Chief?

Morrison lights a cigarette. Chief Briscoe glares at him.

BRISCOE
You want to keep drawing a 
paycheck?

Morrison shrugs.

BRISCOE (CONT’D)
You’re whatever I order you to be 
without complaint. Is that clear?

MORRISON
As mud.

Their escalating quarrel is interrupted by a soft, sheepish 
knock on the office door. TAP TAP TAP

BRISCOE
Come in.

CLAUDIA
Um, sir. We need the schedule 
approved for next week’s shoot.

She hands him a pile of paperwork. He skims through it 
quickly.

BRISCOE (CONT'D)
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BRISCOE
Fine, let’s move forward with Scene 
22, 16, and 12. We only have that 
location for half a day. Let’s get 
a second camera for more coverage.

CLAUDIA
Brownstein won’t shoot with two 
cameras. More than one upsets its 
creative balance...

Briscoe’s NOSTRIL’S FLARE like an enraged bull.

CLAUDIA (CONT’D)
...or something.

BRISCOE
Tell Brownstein to do whatever the 
hell I tell him to or I’ll upset 
his mental balance. If I say to 
shoot with an army of cameras, he 
will. Or I will find a new 
director.

CLAUDIA.
I’ll tell him.

Claudia walks towards the door and nods to Arness and 
Morrison. 

BRISCOE
Gentlemen, this is Claudia. She’s 
my production assistant. Claudia, 
these are two extras who need a 
severe ass kicking.

Both Arness and Morrison stand to greet her.

CLAUDIA
Don’t they all. Nice to meet you 
gentlemmen.

ARNESS
Nice to meet you, Claudia.

She exits.

BRISCOE
This is no picnic for me, either, 
gentlemen. You think I know 
anything about producing these 
pieces of shit? I don’t know the 
first thing about producing. 

(MORE)
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I know how to yell at people and 
move them around, which apparently 
is all that producing requires. But 
these are the orders I was given. 
We’re all in this fight.

A beat. He gestures to the file.

BRISCOE (CONT’D)
The agency owns a cabin out in 
Montauk for such occasion as this. 
It’s a small fishing village on the 
eastern tip of Long Island. Your 
job is to find Luchtenberg, and 
hide him out until he can testify.

He hands Arness a slip of paper.

BRISCOE (CONT’D)
This is the number to an agent in 
New York who has been in contact 
with Luchtenberg. Find out where he 
is. That number is our lifeline. 
Your plane leaves tomorrow morning. 
Something big is on the horizon, 
gentlemen, so keep your ear to the 
ground and your heads on a swivel.

FARBER and HOLBROOK enter, doppelgangers of Arness and 
Morrison

FARBER
Ah, Agents Morrison and Arness. 
Always glad to clean up your mess.

MORRISON
Agent Farber, show up to the front 
lines and won’t need to trail us. 
Commendations aren’t issued for 
second place.

FARBER
No, they’re awarded for getting the 
job done.

BRISCOE
All right, ladies, this isn’t the 
school yard. Dismissed.

EXT. ARNESS HOME - LATER THAT NIGHT

The FADING SUN casts a GOLDEN IRIDESCENCE on a large COLONIAL 
home. Arness pulls into the driveway.

BRISCOE (CONT'D)
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The picture of DOMESTIC TRANQUILITY and the AMERICAN DREAM.

The front door opens revealing his wife BARBARA. His  five-
year old son, MASON, rushes past to his father’s arms. The 
epitome of domestic tranquility.

BARBARA
How was work?

From his expression, she intuits that is about to share 
unpleasant information.

BARBARA (CONT’D)
Another assignment. How long?

INT. MORRISON’S APARTMENT

Morrison enters and activates the light. It is small and 
austerely furnished and decorated. No indication of a 
personal life or significant other exists.

INT. MORRISON'S LIVING ROOM - LATER

He packs a SMALL SUITCASE with an 1860 COLT REVOLVER and a 
mysterious medical roll-up pack.

INT. ARNESS BEDROOM - LATER

Arness zips up a GARMENT BAG.

ARNESS
It’s only for the weekend. I’ll 
return no later than Monday.

BARBARA
Mason’s baseball game is on 
Saturday. You swore last time that 
you’d come.

Arness packs a small suitcase.

ARNESS
I’ll make it up to him. He 
understands.

BARBARA
He understands that this father 
works a dangerous job and every 
time you leave may be the last time 
he sees you.

26.



ARNESS
I can’t make those promises 
anymore. Not with the world the way 
it is.

He tosses his 1911 SPRINGFIELD SERVICE WEAPON atop his packed 
clothes.

BARBARA
Just seems like you are more 
willing to protect people you don’t 
know, than spend time with the 
people who love you.

ANDREW
This is my job. It’s what I do. You 
knew that when you married me.

INT. MANHATTAN STREETS - AFTERNOON

Stanley is passed out in an alleyway.

FLOYD, a BARTENDER, walks past with keys to the LONGBOW, a 
nearby bar.

He doubles back and approaches Stanley, kicking him once.

Stanley is instantly pulled from his stupor. The sunlight 
blinds him.

FLOYD
Stanley Luchtenberg? Is that you?

INT. LONGBOW BAR - MOMENTS LATER

Floyd enters, Stanley stumbling behind.

FLOYD
We don’t open for another few 
hours, but take a seat at the bar.

Stanley sits down. Floyd fills a glass of water and passes it 
to him.

FLOYD (CONT’D)
You look like hell. I new you had 
Hemingway aspirations, but I didn’t 
realize that it extended to his 
thirsts.
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STANLEY
They’re after me, Floyd. I can’t go 
back to my apartment.

FLOYD
Who is?

STANLEY
Someone from the party. They think 
I know something. I don’t 
understand it. I’ve been a loyal 
member for years.

FLOYD
I’ve known you a long time, 
Stanley. Before the fame, before 
the party, before the blacklist, 
you were a different person. They 
did something to you.

STANLEY
There’s something going on in my 
head. I black out and produce this 
script. I can’t understand...My 
allegiance to the party is 
absolute, but this screenplay. I 
don’t know where it comes from.

FLOYD
Stay here as long as you need. 
Provided no one followed you.

INT. LONGBOW BAR ENTRANCE - THAT NIGHT

Stanley drinks alone by the bar, pensive and crestfallen. A 
SULTRY, FEMME-FATALE named NATALIE speaks to a man in the 
shadows, nods, and seductively approaches him.

Arness and Morrison enter.

Natalie whispers into Stanley’s ear. His mood perks and he 
invites her to sit down.

AT THE BAR

Natalie sits and removes a cigarette holder from her purse.

NATALIE
Mind if I smoke?

Stanley removes his cigarette case from his pocket.
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STANLEY
Only if you smoke one of mine, and 
join me for a drink.

NATALIE
Now, how can I refuse that offer 
from Stanley Luchtenberg?

STANLEY
You know who I am, miss...?

NATALIE
Natalie Strauss. But, call me 
Natalie. And I’m a big admirer of 
your work.

STANLEY
What was your favorite picture of 
mine?

NATALIE
You know, that is a tough question. 
Personally I prefer romantic 
comedies, so I would have to say 
The Shopkeeper’s Gal...

STANLEY
An underrated gem. Only took 3 days 
to write.

NATALIE
But, I’m also partial to a good war 
picture. Like Blood on the Sands.

Stanley is enamored. His troubles melt away.

STANLEY
That’s some of my best work. What 
do you do for a living, Miss 
Strauss?

While Stanley is distracted, Natalie surreptitiously pushes 
his drink towards her.

NATALIE
Natalie, please. It’s not every day 
that I get the privilege of dining 
with one of the infamous Hollywood 
10.

Contents of her PURSE tumble towards the floor.

NATALIE (CONT’D)
Oh, I’m such a klutz.
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STANLEY
No problem, I’ll take care of this.

Stanley crouches to the floor, collecting her various 
accoutrements - LIPSTICK, MIRROR, etc.

Natalie INJECTS A LIQUID into his glass. He appears elated to 
prove his heroism and returns her purse.

NATALIE
My hero.

STANLEY
Well, where we’re we?

NATALIE
You were about to regale me with 
tales of the Hollywood Ten.

STANLEY
Well, to be frank, Natalie, I was 
never one of the Hollywood Ten. But 
if there was a persecuted Hollywood 
Fifteen of Twenty, I’d definitely 
make the cut.

NATALIE
Such incisive wit. As for me, I’ve 
come all the way from Nebraska to 
become an actress.

STANLEY
Is that so? It just do happens I 
find myself in the unusual 
predicament of being unencumbered 
by a project. I could write you a 
part.

NATALIE
That’d be wonderful!

Natalie glances up to find Arness and Morrison approaching. 
Her HANDLER, the man in the shadows, sneaks away.

NATALIE (CONT’D)
But, can I let you in on a wicked 
secret?

STANLEY
Of course. Tonight is the night 
when secrets come out.

She whispers in her ear. Her accent has shifted.
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NATALIE
There are two men approaching. They 
have me confused with a communist 
spy, but in truth I work for 
British intelligence and my orders 
were to protect you and see you to 
safety.

STANLEY
What? Is this some kind of fetish? 
I’m game in any case.

NATALIE
I’m serious, Stanley. We don’t have 
much time. Meet me outside.

STANLEY
I’ll grab my coat.

Stanley stands quickly and stumbles forward. Natalie 
disappears into the crowd. Natalie loses Arness and Morrison. 
She attempts to leave.

As she exits, Morrison grabs her forearm.

MORRISON
Going for a walk, Sparrow?

She unleashes a deluge of ANGRY RUSSIAN.

Stanley appears from the rear and scans the crowd for 
Natalie. Arness appears from the REAR ENTRANCE and yanks 
Stanley back.

ARNESS
Come with me, Stanley.

STANLEY
Hey, get your damn hands off me, 
fascist!

They disappear into the ALLEY.

EXT. LONGBOW BAR / ALLEYWAY - CONTINUOUS

Arness and Stanley exist into an alley.

ARNESS
Fascist, eh. That’s rich coming 
from someone following the drumbeat 
of Stalin’s marching orders. Move. 
Now.
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Morrison lets the DUMPSTER CLOSED. Their attention diverts to 
the IDLING CAR.

MORRISON
Get in.

Stanley glances at Morrison’s gun and tries to resist.

STANLEY
You fuckin’ fascist!

Stanley swings at Morrison, who easily dodges the blow. He 
cold cocks Stanley. They catch Stanley’s collapsing body and 
secures him in the backseat.

INT. OPULENT STUDY - JOHN HOWARD LAWSON’S MANSION

The eerie glow of the FIRE PLACE illuminates John staring 
forlornly at a telegram in his hand:

LUCHTENBERG ASSASSINATION FAILED. AGENT SPARROW MISSING. 
PRESUMED DEAD.

He tosses it into the fire.

Comrade Vorshky enters.

VORSHKY
I’ve informed Stalin that we’ve 
lost the Sparrow. He expressed 
sentiments of deep...displeasure. 
He doubts the success of your 
experiment.

LAWSON
We will succeed.

VORSHKY
What of Luchtenberg? His 
programming is failing. He cannot 
be properly activated, and in his 
fractured mental state he could 
reveal, however inadvertently, all 
of our secrets.

LAWSON
I will take care of Luchtenberg.

VORSHKY
This is your last chance. The walls 
of his mind are breaking and that 
makes him dangerous.
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LAWSON
Is that a message from Stalin?

VORSHKY
That is a message from me. Stalin 
doesn’t share my optimistic 
appraisal of the situation. He 
wanted you dead.

EXT. NIGHTTIME ROAD - LATER THAT NIGHT

A deserted patch of road in the pitch black of night. 
Headlights illuminate the “WELCOME TO MONTAUK” sign.

A radio programs plays underneath. THE HALL OF FANTASY - THE 
SHADOW PEOPLE. Period-authentic scratches and audio pops 
intact.

NARRATOR
Welcome to The Hall of fantasy. 
Come with me, my friends. We shall 
descend into the world of the 
unknown and forbidden. Down to the 
depths where the veil of time is 
lifted, and the supernatural reigns 
as king. Come with me and listen to 
the tale of...THE SHADOW PEOPLE!

Accentuating the pervasive spooky atmosphere of the 
surroundings.

A descent deeper into the serpentine ISOLATED NIGHTTIME 
ROADS, swallowed by the consuming darkness of the woods.

INT. FBI VEHICLE - CONTINUOUS

Stanley: collapsed into the backseat. While externally 
acquiesced, his labyrinthine brain of concealed secrets and 
clandestine intentions is hardly quieted.

NARRATOR
Somewhere along the line of your 
life you’ve met them. You have come 
in contact with...The Shadow 
People.

The story fades into the background as our two heroes 
continue their journey.

Arness: Driving, captivated by the Radio Performance. 
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Morrison: stares stoically out of the window, examining the 
night time surroundings as if he can decipher its secrets.

ARNESS
What about this mission makes sense 
to you?

MORRISON
Where do you want me to begin?

ARNESS
We’re to safeguard a screenwriter 
who wants to spill secrets and 
expose Communist infiltration. He 
doesn’t fit that bill.

MORRISON
It makes about as much as sense as 
your interest in this tripe. How 
can you listen to it?

ARNESS
This is great stuff. Fires up the 
imagination. (pause) You have no 
patience for fantasy, do you? It 
must have really killed you to 
contribute to a sci-fi film.

MORRISON
I’ve seen too much horror in the 
world to be entertained by it.

ARNESS
As two men whose instincts have 
been tempered by the fires of war, 
nothing about this mission feels 
right.

MORRISON
I agree.

A POWERFUL, SUCCINCT GONG CRASH emanates from the broadcast.

INT. FBI VEHICLE BACKSEAT - CONTINUOUS

Stanley rustles and awakens. He yanks at his detained hands.

STANLEY
What the...?

He looks up to find TWO AGENTS IN THE FRONT SEAT. His eyes 
explode. Morrison turns to him.
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MORRISON
Our guest has awoken. Good morning.

STANLEY
What is this? Where I am?

He pulls harder on his cuffs and the realization strikes like 
a bolt of lightening. Adrenaline surges through him.

STANLEY (CONT’D)
Wait! Wait! I know why...let me out 
of the car and we can make a deal! 
I’ve always been a loyal party 
member. I swear to God, I wasn’t 
going to testify.

MORRISON
He’s cracking.

ARNESS
Stanley. Stanley, take it easy. 
We’re not party enforcers.

STANLEY
Then who the hell are you? And why 
am I chained up?

Morrison flashes his badge.

ARNESS
Agents Morrison and Arness.

MORRISON
F.B.I.

ARNESS
Your screenplay pissed off some 
influential Communists who want you 
dead.

Stanley surveys his predicament and gazes pensively at his 
handcuffs.

STANLEY
Screenplay? I’ve never written...my 
work has always preached 
Americanism...And you still haven’t 
explained why I’m detained!

ARNESS
To protect you.

STANLEY
Protect me? From what? Escaping?
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MORRISON
Yes.

ARNESS
We’re not escorting you on account 
of your personality. We’ve been 
ordered to secure your safety in an 
undisclosed location as a result of 
a screenplay you purportedly wrote. 
Now, you’re as informed as us.

STANLEY
(chuckles)

Protection...I’m sure you believe 
that. I do. On some level all foot 
soldiers of fascists justify their 
actions with a veneer of good 
intentions. You’re only protecting 
the capitalist pigs. This is all a 
charade.

ARNESS
Agent Morrison, the communist has 
called us fascists for the second 
time. I don’t think he’s aware of 
what word means.

MORRISON
I’m inclined to agree, Agent 
Arness. 

ARNESS
Talk like that’s bound to insult a 
man, and Agent Morrison is not a 
man you want to insult.

STANLEY
Veiled threats? From the men 
protecting me. And blacklisting my 
country men. I’m a patriot. And 
you’re not law enforcement. Sounds 
to me like you’re just glorified 
delivery boys. I know all about 
your fascist interrogation 
techniques. I’m not making it back 
alive. I’ll bet Fredericks was 
under your custody, too!

MORRISON
I told you we should have gagged 
him.
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STANLEY
Not to mention, Natalie. Killing a 
woman. And a fellow spy!

MORRISON
I hate to break it to you, hotshot, 
but you’re no lothario. She was 
seducing you. You’re lucky we 
arrived when we did. For an 
intellectual, you ain’t too bright.

ARNESS
Killing that woman turns my 
stomach. I’m a chivalrous man, but 
the Soviets forced my hand when 
they enlisted women to exploit the 
animal lusts of...

Stares at Stanley from the rearview mirror.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
Weaker men.

STANLEY
Captured in this divisiveness is 
the final dying grasp of American 
tyranny. We are in the death throes 
of the capitalists final charge. 
The final deep breath of a drowning 
man who muster strength for one 
final charge before accepting the 
inevitable and allowing the seas of 
change to wash over him. It's all 
there for the world to read. Marx. 
Wake up.

Stanley catches his breath. His frustration subsides and a 
wave of embarrassment washes over him. 

Several moments pass.

MORRISON
That was some speech, writer.

ARNESS
Now, that we’ve cleared the air. 
This screenplay of your’s. Where is 
it?

STANLEY
...I can assure you that I have no 
idea what you’re referring to. My 
work is a gift to the public and 
would never be hidden.
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FLASHING BLUR AND RED POLICE LIGHTS illuminate the interior.

ARNESS
Shit. I’ll take care of this. Keep 
your mouth shut.

STANLEY
You know, a man handcuffed in the 
backseat of a car driving through 
deserted roads at night is 
suspicious. It’s also incredibly 
hackneyed. You two better let me 
out, or I can make this incredibly 
difficult for all of us.

MORRISON
Or, I can make things incredible 
painful for only you.

EXT. ROAD - MOMENTS LATER

The officer walks slowly to the car, his face in shadows. 

OFFICER’S POV: As he passes the rear windows, Stanley 
attempts to lift his back hands.

STANLEY
(muffled)

Officer, these men are insane. I 
think they are Soviet spies. I’ve 
been kidnapped. Help me!

He approaches the driver’s side window.

OFFICER
License and registration, please.

ARNESS
Absolutely officer.

He hands over the aforementioned documents.

OFFICER
Never seen you three around here. 
Strangers tend to arouse suspicion. 
Where are you headed?

Arness flashes an FBI badge. The Officer leans closer and 
returns Arness’ license and registration.

ARNESS
I’m afraid that information is 
classified.
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OFFICER
FBI, huh? You’re a long way from 
home, then. We don’t care much for 
Fed nosing around our territory. 
And we don’t take kidnapping 
accusations lightly. Frankly, you 
could be Soviet spies for all I 
know. Difficult to tell who to 
trust nowadays. 

ARNESS
Ain’t that the truth. We are on the 
same side, I can assure you of 
that.

OFFICER
Step out of the car, please.

Arness is perplexed, but exits the car and follows the 
officer to the REAR TRUNK.

OFFICER (CONT’D)
Place your hands on the trunk of 
your car and spread your feet.

ARNESS
Officer, I can assure you that this 
isn’t necessary.

OFFICER
(Slower and annunciated)

Place your hands on the trunk of 
your car and spread your feet. That 
is not a question, nor is it up for 
a vote. Do it now, or I’ll book all 
of you for resisting arrest. FBI 
doesn’t hold much water out here.

Arness acquiesces. The officer begins an overly violent and 
aggressive patdown.

ARNESS
You want to relax a little bit back 
there?

The officer pushes Arness down, and reaches for his revolver. 
Arness is vexed and furious.

OFFICER
Keep your mouth shut.

ARNESS
You just wait, then. You just 
fucking wait. 

(MORE)
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I’ll have your fucking badge when 
this is done. You’ll disappear. 
Enjoy this moment; it’ll be your 
last as a dignified member of law 
enforcement. When I’m through with 
you, you won’t be respectable 
enought to be elected dog catcher.

The Officer leans closer.

OFFICER
Sounds like you need to release 
some steam. Should I call taht 
dancer we met in France 9 years 
ago? What was her name? 
Jessica...Annette...?

The officer backs away. Arness has an epiphany and turns to 
face the officer.

ARNESS
Julie.

He recognizes an old friend.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
My God. Thomas Watson. I wondered 
what happened to you.

They quickly embrace. 

ARNESS (CONT’D)
You gave us all a scare.

WATSON
I thought you’d get a kick out of 
it, one lawman to another. Keeps 
visitors on their toes.

ARNESS
You got that right.

Arness swings a devastating right hook to Watson’s jaw. He 
rubs it, stifling a laugh.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
You got that right. Jesus, it’s 
good to see you.

They walk back to the driver’s side. Watson’s gaze turns to 
Stanley in passing.

ARNESS (CONT'D)
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WATSON
Luchtenberg, huh? The bureau’s 
relegated you to conducting the 
commie express?

ARNESS
Suspected communist. Can’t say much 
more than that. You know the deal. 
Need to know. And you don’t.

WATSON
I understand. You have the full 
support of my office, but, as one 
old friend to another. If his 
affiliations bear truth, Be careful  
around these parts. These woods 
aren’t friendly to the Reds.

Arness extends his hand. They shake before Arness re-enters 
the car and they drive off.

EXT. SECLUDED DIRT ROAD

The car continues down a PITCH BLACK RURAL ROAD. Dense 
foliage swallows the moonlight. The headlights illuminate 
only a few feet ahead of them.

A turnoff appears on the right.

EXT. DRIVEWAY

The automobile turns down a secluded dirt road functioning as 
a driveway to the cabin. About a 50 yard stretch of land.

EXT. CABIN / AUTOMOBILE - MOMENTS LATER

Morrison opens Stanley’s door.

MORRISON
Out.

He unlocks the cuffs. Stanley rubs his wrists and glances at 
the cabin.

STANLEY
Some lodging.

MORRISON
So much for capitalist excess, huh?
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Stanley exits the vehicle. The trunk slams shut. Arness 
carries several pieces of luggage. He hands one to Stanley.

STANLEY
What is this?

ARNESS
We took the liberty of packing some 
clothes for you. 

STANLEY
You broke into my apartment? Not 
much respect for a man’s private 
property.

MORRISON
Just think of it as an introduction 
to the USSR. Let’s go.

They approach the cabin. Morrison and Arness light their way 
via flashlights.

Something flutters against Stanley’s ankle. Bending down to 
retrieve it he discerns what it is:

JOHN FREDERICK’S COMMUNIST PARTY MEMBERSHIP CARD

A passing GUST OF WIND tears the card from his grasp.

FADE TO:

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

Stanley’s leg restlessly taps against the HARDWOOD FLOOR. His 
visage is the bedraggled face of a man at his breaking point. 
Hair is a mess. His face is racked with stubble. His eyes 
bloodshot.

He nervously paces, gnawing on his fingernails.

STANLEY
What is happening to me? I need to 
write. I NEED to write.

He pauses by a mirror’s reflection. His reflection is the 
sharply-manicured, tailored version of himself.

STANLEY’S REFLECTION
You’re cracking, dear boy. Time to 
make an escape.

Stanley turns to the window.
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INT. CABIN KITCHEN - MORNING

Morrison’s COLT is disassembled and spread out on the table. 
He cleans each component while carefully assembling it.

Arness pours two cups of coffee and carries them over.

ARNESS
I didn’t realize the bureau issued 
out antiques.

MORRISON
This hand cannon is a family 
heirloom. I used on special 
assignments where intimidation is 
paramount.

He cocks the fully assembled weapon.

ARNESS
How’s the house guest?

MORRISON
I brought him some coffee, but he 
wasn’t so accommodating. There are 
only so many times I can tolerate 
being called a fascist. 

A THUD is heard from the SECOND FLOOR.

They bolt upstairs, Morrison in the lead.

INT. CABIN / SECOND FLOOR

Morrison rushes to the BEDROOM DOOR. It is locked.

MORRISON
Stanley! Open the door!

Behind the door, THE SOUND OF GLASS SHATTERING.

MORRISON (CONT’D)
I’m coming in.

He kicks the door once. It splinters, but its integrity 
holds. Through a crack, Morrison glimpses Stanley escaping 
from the window.

MORRISON (CONT’D)
He’s escaping.

ARNESS
I’ll head him off.
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INT. STANLEY’S ROOM

Morrison kicks one final time. The Door SHATTERS, projecting 
wood in all directions.

His direct line of sight: Stanley rappelling down a blanket.

MORRISON
Stanley! Freeze!

Stanley disappears below the window.

Morrison kicks the door again; it SHATTERS. Wood projectiles 
fire in all directions.

EXT. CABIN SECOND FLOOR - CONTINUOUS

Stanley slips losing traction on the rope. Arness exits the 
cabin. He glances up in time for Stanley to crashes into him.

Stanley quickly recovers, swinging a RIGHT KICK into Arness’ 
jaw. He flees into the woods.

Morrison charges through the front door, leaping over his 
partner and chases Stanley.

Arness regains consciousness just in time to watch Morrison 
approach the edge of the forest.

INT. FOREST - MOMENTS LATER

Morrison chases Stanley. Closing the distance.

SUDDENLY: An INVISIBLE FORCE knocks Morrison back. He is 
forcefully thrown into a nearby tree. He collapses to the 
ground.

Stanley continues running deeper into the woods; the area 
grows darker and more imposing.

EXT. SECLUDED DIRT ROAD - MOMENTS LATER

Stanley exits onto a small dirt road, panting and exhausted. 
He scans in every direction. Surrounded. Trapped.

A AUTOMOBILE appears from around the bend. A POLICE CAR. 
Stanley frantically signals to the driver.

STANLEY
Hey! You have to help me!
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The car slows down and he approaches the driver.

STANLEY (CONT’D)
Officer, you have to help me. I’ve 
been kidnapped by these two 
lunatics...

He recognizes the driver. It is Watson. Stanley steps back. 
He is terrified.

Watson exits his car.

WATSON
Stanley. Stay where you are. Don’t 
move. And we’ll go back. Trust me.

STANLEY
Oh God. I’m trapped in this fascist 
nightmare!

He turns back and runs.

WATSON
Shit. Stanley! Stay out of those 
woods!

Watson leaps back into the car, kicking it into HIGH GEAR. 
The tires screech and he peels pack around.

INT. FOREST - MOMENTS LATER

Like Fredericks before him, Stanley runs aimlessly, but 
purposefully.

Unbeknownst to Stanley, a SHADOW descends upon him.

INT. WATSON’S P0LICE CAR - SAME TIME

Watson frantically drives through the twisting road. He 
removes a CYLINDRICAL DEVICE from the GLOVE COMPARTMENT.

INT. FOREST

Stanley turns to face the Figure. Terror descends upon his 
visage. He trips on a raised TREE ROOT and falls backwards.

FIGURE
Stanley Luchtenberg. Welcome to my 
domain.
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STANLEY
What are you?

FIGURE
I encompass the all. I am the fire 
and the darkness.

EXT. ROAD

Watson’s vehicle SCREECHES to a halt. Stanley stumbles 
backwards to the road. Watson activates his Cylindrical 
Device and tosses it into a patch of sound dirt.

It emanates a SMALL FIELD. The FIGURE is restrained.

WATSON
Get in.

Stanley stumbles into the front seat. Watson drives off.

WATSON (CONT’D)
I don’t know how long that will 
contain him. The technology hasn’t 
been properly tested.

STANLEY
Contain who? What is going on?

WATSON
You have no idea what kind of evil 
you just tangled with. You’re lucky 
to be alive.

STANLEY
What was that thing? Talk to me, 
dammit!

Watson injects him in the neck with a HYPODERMIC NEEDLE. 
Stanley loses consciousness. He rifles through his coat 
pockets, removing a wallet, and from the wallet Stanley’s 
COMMUNIST PARTY CARD.

INT. CABIN - LATER

Arness paces while Morrison ices his head.

MORRISON
I’d say, good riddance. He won’t 
survive long out there and the 
world will be free from another 
detestable communist. I don’t see 
who loses.
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ARNESS
We do. For not doing our jobs. We 
were ordered to protect him.

MORRISON
And we’re not babysitters.

ARNESS
Babies can be caught. You let him 
get away. How did you run into a 
tree?

Morrison glares at him.

A KNOCK ON THE DOOR breaks the silence. Arness draws his 
pistol and approaches the door.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
Who is it?

WATSON
Lost and found.

Arness holsters his weapon and opens the door. Stanley is 
unconscious and ragged, carried by Watson.

ARNESS
What happened to him?

Arness supports Stanley’s left side and they carry him 
upstairs.

EXT. STANLEY'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Watson and Arness stand outside.

ARNESS
Damndest thing. I’ve seen Agent 
Morrison chase down perps half his 
age, but a Hollywood communist 
evaded him like a dog in an alley. 
This case is like nothing I’ve 
handled before. Is there anything 
we need to know about this place?

WATSON
Like what? Supernatural occurrence? 
Alien abduction?. Sci-fi tales and 
ghost stories have no place in FBI 
procedure. Or have times changed 
since the A-bomb?
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ARNESS
No, just increased espionage and 
paranoia. Aw, hell. I’m losing my 
mind.

WATSON
Or seeing clearly.

INT. STANLEY'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Morrison secures Stanley’s hands to the post via handcuffs. 
He turns his head towards a muffled conversation outside the 
door.

WATSON
(O.S.)

I need you to be truthful with me 
right now.

EXT. STANLEY'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Watson shows Arness Luchtenberg’s Communist Party Affiliation 
card.

WATSON
I found this on him.

 Arness reaches for it. Watson pulls back.

ARNESS
We’re on the same side. You can 
trust me.

Watson is silent.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
I could order you to turn it over.

WATSON
I would bury you in a an avalanche 
of jurisdictional bureaucracy that 
would draw more attention than any 
of us would like. You knew?

ARNESS
Not much more than you. (scoffs) 
What compels a man to carry 
incriminating evidence like this? 
It has to be more than hubris.
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WATSON
It’s hubris. And the indignant 
satisfaction of covertly fighting 
the perceived forced of power.

Morrison exits and interrupts the conversation.

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The fireplace blazes. Arness approaches with three glasses of 
scotch.

ARNESS
Full disclosure, here. Agent 
Morrison and I were hired to escort 
Stanley Luchtenberg on account of a 
screenplay he wrote that apparently 
exposes enough secrets about the 
communist party’s infiltration of 
America, that an assassinations 
were ordered. By whom? We don’t 
know. What this screenplay 
contains, and where it’s located, 
we don’t know. That’s it.

WATSON
That’s it?

MORRISON
That’s it.

WATSON
I was expecting something more 
dynamic. And climactic.

MORRISON
You’re turn.

WATSON
There’s something in these woods 
that hunts communists. 

MORRISON
That’s absurd.

WATSON
It’s the truth. You know something 
prevented you from pursuing Stanley 
during his unfortunate escape 
attempt.
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ARNESS
I’ve seen Agent Morrison chase down 
perps half his age, but a Hollywood 
communist evaded him through these 
woods...

MORRISON
No. That doesn’t make sense. We 
were ordered to this cabin. It's 
been a Bureau safe house for years. 
Chief is an asshole, but  wouldn't 
have sent us here with that 
knowledge.

WATSON
Isn’t it reasonable to assume that? 
Communist infiltration is 
ubiquitous. Do you know who to 
trust? Fully? The only person is 
one who shares the exact same 
experiences as you.

MORRISON
This is juvenile, worse than that 
garbage you listen to on the radio.

WATSON
It'd be the easiest way to clean up 
the whole operation. Let's say a 
mole hunt was on. Bring a communist 
here, hope his assassins are on the 
trail and no matter the bloodbath 
that results, no one walks away. 
Except you two.

Morrison walks to the phone. 

MORRISON
Phones are dead.

WATSON
That’s pretty common in these 
parts. Only for a few hours or so.

MORRISON
Fantastic.

WATSON
Whatever this screenplay contains, 
its necessary to find it. Think 
about this. Why would Stalin put so 
much effort into influencing 
American culture through Hollywood? 

(MORE)
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They are easily impressionable 
people.

MORRISON
That’s the first thing I’ve agreed 
with you on.

WATSON
It’s rumored that Stalin has a 
unique fascination with mind 
control.

This statement hangs in the air.

WATSON (CONT’D)
Police station is right down the 
road. You have the full support of 
my office for anything you need. 
Just be careful with the Reds 
around these woods. 

Watson exits.

MORRISON
I really hate this case.

INT. WATSON'S POLICE CAR - LATER

Watson drives away. Pensively gazes to the woods, pondering 
the disturbing ramifications of Stanley’s encounter.

EXT. POLICE STATION - LATER

Watson pulls into the station parking lot as the sun sets, 
swallowed by the inevitable crepuscule.

INT. POLICE STATION

Watson charges through the entrance and past the secretary, 
AUDREY.

AUDREY
Evening, Sheriff.

WATSON
Audrey. Brew some coffee and get me 
the file. I’ll be in my office.

AUDREY
Which one, Sheriff?

WATSON (CONT'D)

51.



Watson pauses.

WATSON
THE file.

INT. SHERIFF WATSON’S OFFICE - LATER

His office is decorated with an American Flag, and several 
personal items from the war. A photo of his unit sits on his 
desk. We can make out the younger visage of Arness.

Audrey drops a file the size of two phone books on his desk. 
She hands him a cup of coffee and places the Carafe on his 
desk.

WATSON
Thank you.

Watson grabs it, distracted by a CHART ON THE WALL. Several 
index cards and photographs are connected by an INTRICATE WEB 
of string and push pins. “Roswell,” Project Blue Book, “The 
Philadelphia Experiment?” and others leading to a QUESTION 
MARK next to JOHN FREDERICKS.

He adds Stanley’s COMMUNIST PARTY CARD to the web.

AUDREY
Will you need anything else this 
evening? It’s almost quitting time.

WATSON
Huh? Oh, no. I have everything I 
need for the night. You get some 
rest.

She exits. Watson drinks his coffee and scrutinizes the map. 

He grabs a small card from his desk, scribbles “THE CABIN” 
and affixes it to the board. He runs a line of string around.

EXT. CABIN BACK PORCH - DUSK

Morrison smokes a cigar, looking out towards the lake. Arness 
exits and hands his partner a glass of BOURBON.

ARNESS
All things considered, this isn’t 
the worst case we’ve been assigned.

MORRISON
Only the most frivolous.
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ARNESS
Frivolity is a state of mind. For 
me, its perception. I look around 
and wonder what this world will 
become in the next generation. The 
world’s already starting to forget 
the blood and tears of eight years 
ago. The ideals we fought for are 
losing relevance. Say what you will 
about the frivolity of our 
assignment, but this insidious 
penetration of the national 
consciousness is not benign.

MORRISON
The world is neither benign or 
malicious. Humans are. Ideologies 
are. There are mysteries to this 
world we are not and cannot be 
privy to. We’re not ready as a 
species. Too corruptible.

He places his bourbon on the ground and exits.

ARNESS
Where are you going?

MORRISON
To check on our guest. We’re 
becoming fast friends. I think his 
pretense and my charming antipathy 
towards authoritarian regimes are 
providing some entertainment.

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A desolate quiet pervades the room. Broken by the SQUAWK OF A 
RADIO TRANSMITTER.

Arness is slumped over, transmitting in hushed tones.

Morrison approaches, his weapon drawn.

Arness drops the microphone, turns back and is startled by 
Morrison.

MORRISON
What are you doing up?

ARNESS
Watson called. With the phone lines 
down, this is our only means of 
communication.
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MORRISON
What did he want?

ARNESS
To meet. He has pertinent 
information relating to the case.

MORRISON
That he doesn’t want to share with 
both of us?

ARNESS
Watson’s always been a 
little...off. But he trusts me.

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Arness descends the stairs while donning his coat. Morrison 
stands rigidly watching the sunset, a cup of coffee in his 
hand.

MORRISON
I’ll keep an eye on Stanley.

Arness exits. Morrison silently and purposefully walks up the 
second floor towards Stanley’s room, entering the opened 
door.

EXT. ROAD - EARLY MORNING

Arness fight through the fog as the car meanders down the 
dirt road.

EXT. LAKESIDE ROAD - LATER

The car travels along side a road bordering the lake 
towards...

EXT. LAKEVIEW DINER - CONTINUOUS

LAKEVIEW DINER. A small diner situated on the lake. Arness 
parks in the sparsely occupied parking area.

INT. LAKEVIEW DINER - MOMENT LATER

Arness enters. A small BELL announces his arrival, which 
draws the attention of WANDA, the waitress.
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Dressed in his trenchcoat and suit, his appearance is 
incongruous to the rest of the diner.

WANDA
Just one?

ARNESS
I’m meeting a friend.

WANDA
Sheriff should be here shortly.

ARNESS
Pardon?

WANDA
Breakfast with Sheriff Watson. Not 
many others would be meeting with 
strangers at this hour. Sit where 
you like, as you can see no one is 
clamoring for seats.

ARNESS
Thank you.

WANDA
Anything to drink while you wait?

ARNESS
Just coffee.

WANDA
Milk and sugar?

ARNESS
Black as midnight on a moonless 
night.

WANDA
Seen too many of those nights 
around these parts. Coming right 
up.

INT. LAKEVIEW DINER BOOTH

Arness takes a seat. Wanda returns with coffee before he 
fully situates himself. She places the mug on the table and 
fills it to the brim from a carafe.

ARNESS
You can leave the carafe.
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WANDA
Not a problem. You in town for 
long?

ARNESS
Just here enjoying a family cabin 
for the weekend

Wanda nods.

WANDA
FBI, huh? We get plenty of you 
through these parts, though you 
never seem to stay long.

Arness starts to object.

WANDA (CONT’D)
Don’t worry, honey. Your secret is 
safe with this small town waitress. 
I’ve got my ear to every tree in 
these woods; very little gets past 
me.

She winks coyly.

The BELL announces Watson’s entrance. He carries THE FILE 
under his arm. The cardboard holding the paperwork threatens 
to burst under the pressure.

He enters and approaches the table like a GUIDED MISSILE

WANDA (CONT’D)
Good morning, Sheriff. The usual?

WATSON
Absolutely, Wanda. I can take it 
from here. Did he order the pie?

WANDA
I’ll send some out.

Watson slides into the booth.

WATSON
You have no idea what you’ve 
entered into, here.

ARNESS
I’m here to be enlightened. We have 
a full pot of coffee.
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WATSON
This file here...this has become my 
life’s work. As of now, you’re 
aware of the pervasive credible 
threat of communist infiltration. 
But, it goes deeper than the 
entertainment industry.

ARNESS
Culture is downstream from 
politics.

WATSON
Very true. There are forces at work 
greater than you and I can imagine. 
And they are colluding to control 
the lives of every man, woman and 
child on the planet.

ARNESS
Communism is a threat to our 
national security and identity and 
way of life, but that seems 
extreme.

WATSON
I'm not just talking about 
Communism. Although they are a 
small piece in a grander puzzle. 
Puzzles built from secrets embedded 
in enigmas.

ARNESS
We all have secrets.

WATSON
Do you remember the crash in 
Roswell about five years ago?

ARNESS
It’s vaguely familiar. A weather 
balloon if I remember the official 
report.

WATSON
So they say.

ARNESS
They?

WATSON
The powers that be.
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ARNESS
The government.

WATSON
No. Something elusive in the 
government. As vaporous as a 
shadow...Something extraterrestrial 
crashed in that field and they 
covered it up from the American 
people. Since then, I’ve developed 
a passion for conspiracies, but 
I’ve fallen down rabbit hole that 
is deeper than you know.

ARNESS
You’re getting off topic, here.

WATSON
No. We’re just getting started. 
Let’s go for a walk.

EXT. LAKESIDE - MOMENTS LATER

Arness and Watson stand at the Lake’s edge. A MONOLITHIC 
RADAR TOWER bursts through the treeline on the other side of 
the shore.

The File is opened in Arness’ hand.

WATSON
That radar tower is a prominent 
fixture at Camp Hero, right across 
the water. It’s ubiquitous, but 
it’s the center of this story.

ARNESS
Morrison served at Camp Hero. I 
didn’t realize it was so close.

WATSON
It seems you’ve become a thread in 
a complicated web. He never 
divulged the content of his service 
there?

ARNESS
I never asked; it was all wartime 
service. Defeating the Nips and 
Nazis was all that mattered.
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WATSON
You know, this entire fishing 
village was vulnerable from a Nazi 
sea invasion, so soldiers from Camp 
Hero mined these shores and 
grounds. It was made nearly 
impenetrable. But, in the end one 
managed to slip through.

ARNESS
You aren’t suggesting Nazi’s are 
living in Montauk? That would be 
ludicrous

WATSON
Is that as unreasonable as an 
alliance of convenience to defeat 
that bastard in ‘44? You know how 
insidious the Reds are nowadays.

ARNESS
Stanley.

WATSON
A true believer. A harmless pawn in 
the game. But his foot is holding 
the door open.

Arness nods, captivated by this tale.

WATSON (CONT’D)
Before we continue, I need your 
assurance that this will be kept 
under wraps, at least until we can 
find a way to resolve this. I need 
a confidante.

ARNESS
You can trust me.

WATSON
We’re patriots, you and I. The old-
fashioned variety. The kind that is 
slowly diminishing every generation 
with no clear enemy to fight. But, 
now...Operation paperclip seems 
like as good a place as any to 
start.

ARNESS
Operation paperclip? Sounds like 
something I would send my secretary 
on.
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WATSON
Operation Paperclip - the US 
government secretly imports Nazi 
scientists to assist with top 
secret experiments. A High Ranking 
Nazi by the name of Heinrich Von 
Kemp managed to infiltrate this 
country. This man.

Arness slides a photo of Kemp from the file: A steely-eyed, 
rigid Man with an eye patch over his right eye and a scar 
running from his left ear to his lip.

WATSON (CONT’D)
This man...This thing is the one 
who killed Hitler.

ARNESS
Hitler killed himself.

Watson stares at him incredulously.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
Adolph Hitler killed himself in 
1945. I was there in Berlin when 
the Soviets pulled his body out of 
the rubble that was the 
Fuhrerbunker.

WATSON
You believe that, don’t you? Kemp 
was cold-hearted and ambitious and 
shared Hitler’s passion for the 
supernatural to a greater extent. 
He wanted to rule the Nazi party 
and gain control of Hitler’s 
experiments. Most of his artifacts 
were confiscated for Project Blue 
Book, which was created to 
investigate the crash. Are you 
starting to see?

WATSON (CONT’D)
These experiments were conducted at 
Camp Hero. IN our backyard. Kemp 
made it this far before base a 
former scientist recognized him. He 
fled through the underground 
passages on base before 
encountering an experiment in 
transdimentionalism. Poof! But he 
didn’t disappear; he transcended 
corporeality. 

(MORE)
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It took the scientists days to 
discover the new nature of his 
existence, but they were able to 
trap him, give him form. And the US 
government, hoping to use the 
former enemy of the Soviets to 
confront spies in our own land, 
slapped a collar on him.

ARNESS
You’re saying, what? That a former 
Nazi scientist is colluding with 
the government to hunt communists. 
That level of perfidy and duplicity 
is a debasement of fundamental 
American values. 

WATSON
That’s exactly what I’m saying! And  
I’m saying it because it’s true. 
Kemp is here. In these woods. I 
hate the ideas of commies in my 
country occupying high levels of 
power and influence, but a Nazi in 
my backyard scares the shit out of 
me. I honestly couldn’t tell you 
what terrifies me more. I know the 
evil the Nazis were capable of, but 
its what these commies are doing in 
the shadows that keeps me up at 
night. 

ARNESS
To what end?

INT. COVERT COMMUNIST PARTY HEADQUARTERS - FLASHBACK

We return to the BASEMENT MEETING ROOM. John Howard Lawson 
unpacks a STRANGE DEVICE from a LEATHER BAG.

WATSON (O.S.)
Otherworldly tech, Mind control, 
Nazis, communist infiltration. It 
all adds up.

John Howard Lawson grins mischievously.

EXT. LAKESIDE - SAME TIME

Watson closes the file and takes custody of it.

WATSON (CONT’D)
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WATSON
There is something in these woods, 
something you, me, or even the 
government can’t control. And I 
hope for your sake, your communist 
friend doesn’t draw his attention.

EXT. CABIN - EARLY AFTERNOON

The car arrives at the Cabin. Arness exits and jogs.

INT. CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Arness enters to an room bereft of activity and sound.

ARNESS
Agent Morrison!

MORRISON
(OS)

Up here!

Arness charges upstairs.

INT. STANLEY'S ROOM - SAME TIME

Arness enters the doorway.

ARNESS
Morrison, we need to talk about 
Camp Hero...

Morrison turns to face him. Arness’ attention circles the 
room. A look of INCREDULOUS AWE crosses his face.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
What the hell is this?

Around the room, covering every inch of the walls, FLOOR to 
CEILING are layers of MESSY, HANDWRITTEN SCRIPT..

Stanley is sprawled out on the floor, succumbing to 
exhaustion. Utterly drained.

Morrison scrutinizes various areas on the wall.

MORRISON
This is 36 hours of uninterrupted 
work by WGA award-winning 
screenwriter Stanley Luchtenberg. 

(MORE)
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Although, I can’t see this being a 
box office hit.

Arness steps forward to analyzes a portion.

ARNESS
This looks like the screenplay.

MORRISON
He ran out of space and wrote it in 
layers.

Morrison and Arness lift Stanley and place him on the bed.

MORRISON (CONT’D)
I stood gate guard duties at Camp 
Hero.

ARNESS
Gate duty?

MORRISON
I was a sentry. Why the interest?

ARNESS
What do you know about Operation 
Paperclip?

MORRISON
Operation Paperclip? Sounds like 
something I would send my secretary 
on.

Arness nods.

ARNESS
Next plan of attack then, we get 
Red Menace a typewriter and let him 
unleash his fury.

MORRISON
Agreed. He can sleep off this 
binge.

EXT. CABIN - MID-AFTERNOON

The sun begins to set, reflecting an autumnal fire off of the 
lake.

MORRISON (CONT'D)
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INT. STANLEY’S ROOM - LIVING ROOM

Stanley is slammed into the back of a chair. Arness drops a 
ream of paper into the desk to the left of the typewriter.

MORRISON
I want you to recreate this (points 
to the wall) on this. I want to 
know what secrets this screenplay 
of yours is holding. There’s too 
much weird shit going on and I want 
some answers. This needs to end and 
it needs to end now.

STANLEY
We are in agreement, but I keep 
telling you that I don’t know what 
this is.

ARNESS
You don’t know what you wrote?

STANLEY
I can’t explain this...I black 
out...It started ror a few minutes. 
Then a few hours. Now, I wake up 
and I’m in possession of this work.

MORRISON
You better try. Transcribe this if 
you have to. Come tomorrow, we are 
heading home with this screenplay.

STANLEY
You don’t understand. This isn’t 
even my handwriting. This fugue 
state is too mentally taxing. It’s 
like waking up from a hangover 
while someone rips your brain in 
half.

MORRISON
Plan B, then.

STANLEY
Plan B?

MORRISON
Plan B is my specialty.

EXT. CABIN / FBI VEHICLE

Morrison removes his BLACK PACK from the trunk.
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INT. STANLEY'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Stanley’s thumping HEARTBEAT races as Morrison footsteps draw 
closer.

STANLEY
What is he planning?

ARNESS
You got me. This is a new 
experience for me, too. Guess we’ll 
find out together.

He pats Stanley on the shoulder.

Morrison enters. He unrolls his pack, revealing SEVERAL VIALS 
OF MULTI-COLORED LIQUIDS, SYRINGES, and NEEDLES.

MORRISON
Hold him.

Arness detains Stanley while Morrison secures his arms to the 
chair.

MORRISON (CONT’D)
You asked me about my time at Camp 
Hero?  This is part of it. MK 
Ultra. I've seen horrors beyond all 
comprehension and imagination. And 
all for the service of my country. 
You try living with what I've seen 
reconcile what I've done. After a 
while, discretion becomes the 
better part of valor.

STANLEY
Oh, God.

Morrison sanitizes and preps a SYRINGE, filling it with a 
liquid, flicking the tip, and squeezing out the nascent air 
bubbles.

MORRISON
We’re going to crack that brain of 
your’s wide open and expose 
whatever secrets the Communist 
Party planted. It was suspected 
that Stalin was using mind control 
techniques in order to subjugate 
the western world. Instant 
capitulation would and Communist 
ideology would sweep through the 
world powers like a brush fire.
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STANLEY
Stalin would never need to succumb 
to that kind of surreptitious 
attack. Communism is inevitable.

MORRISON
We’re about to find out.

Morrison injects Stanley in the forearm. Stanley sweats 
heavily, but after a few moments no discernible effects 
appear. 

ARNESS
I don’t feel comfortable with this. 
How long until the effects begin to 
manifest? 

MORRISON
Not long.

STANLEY
I don’t feel right. My mouth is 
dry. I need water.

Stanley fights against the restraints. Morrison lunges 
forward.

MORRISON
Shit. I was worried about this. 
Loosen those cuffs.

ARNESS
This was a mistake. He was under 
our care and what you did was akin 
to torture.

MORRISON
Just give him some water.

Arness hands Stanley a nearby glass of water. He quickly 
drinks it in one breathless gulp.

Morrison’s mouth contorts into a rare, uncharacteristic grin.

ARNESS
What’s so funny?

MORRISON
He just drank the reacting agent. 
The catalyst was in the water. 

(MORE)
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We discovered that administering 
the concoction freely lowers their 
natural mental defenses and makes 
them more receptive to our 
interrogations.

Stanley’s syes suddenly glaze over. His mind is  millions of 
miles away. He drops into the seat and begins typing 
furiously on the typewriter.

ARNESS
Stanley? Are you in there?

Stanley slowly turns to face them, revealing a more intrepid 
and respectable demeanor. His posture is more erect. His 
bewildered expression fades. His eyes are clear and opaque.

STANLEY
You boys got a cigarette? Can 
hardly ever seem to focus without 
these coffin nails.

Arness offers him one.

STANLEY (CONT’D)
Thank you.

Arness lights it. Stanley turns back to the typewriter and 
continues.

ARNESS
Do you know where you are?

Stanley looks around and ponders this question.

STANLEY
In all honestly, I can’t say that 
his place in familiar. But I’ve 
woken up in stranger environs the 
last few months. That’s an 
inevitability I’ve become 
accustomed to unfortunately while I 
finish this work. This one, right 
here, just might be my opus. The 
one I’ll be remembered for.

ARNESS
Are you Stanley Luchtenberg?

STANLEY
What’s left of him. My autonomy was 
purloined by a faceless 
bureaucracy. 

MORRISON (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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I’m the remaining shadow of what 
Stanley was prior to the Communist 
Party. The last vestige of free 
thought inhabiting his fractured 
mind. You could say, I’m the 
Stanley  who was interested in 
Communist thought before consumed 
by it. But, as in all things, the 
law of diminishing returns rears 
his ugly head.

MORRISON
I’ll tell you something, your 
speech patterns didn’t waver.

STANLEY
Quite right. I regret to inform you 
that this is the last time I will 
have the resilience to complete 
this confession. What I complete 
tonight will be the final copy of 
the script. You must keep it safe 
and share it with the world. Or you 
will wake up to a very different 
world in the morning.

Arness and Morrison are too baffled to move. Unsure of how 
serious to take this admission.

STANLEY (CONT’D)
I hate to be rude, but I prefer to 
work in isolation and silence, so 
if you gentlemen wouldn’t mind 
stepping aside I could get back to 
work, so I can submit this 
screenplay into the mortal plane. 
To paraphrase Irwin Shaw. ‘Since I 
am not particularly devout, my 
chances for salvation lie in a 
place sometime in the future on a 
library shelf.’ Or in a motion 
picture screen.

Morrison and Arness start to exit.

STANLEY (CONT’D)
Before you go, how about a drink?

INT. STANLEY'S ROOM - MORNING

The completed screenplay is piled next to Stanley’s sleeping 
form. Arness thumbs through it.

STANLEY (CONT'D)
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INT. CABIN KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Arness and Morrison each hold half of the script.

MORRISON
This doesn’t make any goddman 
sense. There is no revelation into 
the Communist Party, forget even a 
mention of them. I hope we don’t 
have to wait for a sequel.

ARNESS
It’s written in symbols and 
allegory to be decoded. That would 
be too easy. It’s another defensive 
layer by whatever consciousness was 
guarding it.

MORRISON
“This is the water, And this is the 
well. Drink deep and descend.” Who 
writes this shit?

ARNESS
I’ll take it to Watson. He might 
have more insight. 

INT. POLICE STATION / WATSON’S OFFICE

Audrey opens the door for Arness. He charges in, agiated and 
restless.

ARNESS
Is this Sheriff in?

Watson appears  in the doorway of his office.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
Tommy, this is hot off the presses

WATSON
It’s fine, Audrey. Kevin, step into 
my office.

They enter his office.

ARNESS
I need your analytical insight to 
interpret this. It impenetrable to 
me.

He drops the script on Watson’s desk.
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WATSON
This is it?

ARNESS
This is it.

WATSON
And you’ve read it?

ARNESS
Yes.

WATSON
This could be the key to my life’s 
work.

Arness steps towards the map.

ARNESS
This is everything you’ve compiled?

WATSON
The Red Scare and communist 
invasion is somehow linked to all 
of this. There’s a missing link 
somewhere and I just need to find 
it.

Arness’ eyes wander to a several FRAMED PHOTOS on Watson’s 
desk - one of their unit amidst the rubble of Europe, and 
another of domestic tranquility - Watson with his smiling 
wife, young son, and daughter.

ARNESS
You have a family?

WATSON
I did. My wife thought that all of 
*this* made me mentally unstable. 
Now, it’s all I’ve got.

Watson’s voice registers no emotion recollecting this. He is 
consumed by the mysteries of the screenplay. He quickly flips 
pages, appearing to quickly and thoroughly consume vast 
amounts of material.

Audrey enters with a pot of coffee and two mugs.

AUDREY
Coffee?

ARNESS
Please.
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She pours him a cup.

WATSON
You can leave the pot. Thanks, 
Audrey.

She smiles and exits.

WATSON (CONT’D)
That’s it! That is it!

He pulls a specific sheet of paper out of the script and 
carries it to his board.

WATSON (CONT’D)
I’ve been so blind. Mind control. 
Mind control is the key. It’s right 
here! A sophisticated attack 
against personal autonomy.

ARNESS
Are you sure?

WATSON
Look closely. It’s all so simple. 
(pause) The Academy Awards. The 
largest gathering of the 
entertainment community. The 
easiest way to brainwash the 
largest amount of gullible and 
impressionable people at once.

ARNESS
No...that’s not...that’s too 
outrageous.

WATSON
Think about it. Control the culture 
and you control the narrative. 
Control the narrative and you’ve 
controlled perception. Once there, 
you can alter reality and have a 
massive population in your control. 
It’s the dream of every dictator. 
And it all fits.

Arness instantly grabs the phone and dials.

INT. ALAN BRISCOE'S OFFICE - SAME TIME

An EXPENSE REPORT preoccupies Briscoe’s attention. He is 
frustrated and baffled by it. His phone rings, bringing a 
diverting relief.
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BRISCOE
Briscoe here.

ARNESS
Chief, we don’t have much time...

BRISCOE
Arness? Where the hell have you 
been? 

ARNESS
Phone lines are down. Stanley’s 
script has been deciphered. Chief, 
if we’re correct, we need 2 tickets 
to LA to arrive tomorrow afternoon.

BRISCOE
I’ll get on it. Farber and Holbrook 
have been dispatched to rendezvous 
at the cabin as backup if 
necessary. I feared the worst with 
no contact for days. Remand Stanley 
into their custody.

ARNESS
He’s going to need extra 
protection. This isn’t over, yet, 
Chief.

They both respectively hang up the phone.

INT. COVERT COMMUNIST PARTY HEADQUARTERS - EARLIER

Lawson holds the GLOWING DEVICE in his hands.

LAWSON
From Hitler’s personal collection 
of occult objects and Stalin’s 
obsession with control, this device 
is the synthesis of decades of work 
by the greatest scientific minds 
produced by Germany and the Soviet 
Union.

Alexandrov’s interest is piqued, overpowering his skepticism.

ALEXANDROV
What does it do?

72.



LAWSON
The exact science eludes me, but to 
my knowledge it sends a continuous 
pulse to  debilitate the pineal 
glands, while simultaneously 
delivering the messages into the 
auditory nerves, thereby inducing 
sleep while introducing 
impressionable message. In short, 
it brainwashes.

All in are awe.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
The spiritual mystery of nature, 
the incomprehensible that is just 
out of grasp has been met with 
science and politics. This, 
Comrades, will advance the cause of 
the comintern for several 
generations. All by our greatest 
enemy, the United States of 
America. It is their obsession with 
wealth and celebrity, the progeny 
of capitalist greed and gluttony, 
that will be their undoing.

EXT. POLICE STATION / WATSON'S OFFICE

Arness hangs up the phone.

ARNESS
We have backup en route. Holbrook 
and Farber. 

EXT. RURAL ROAD - SAME TIME

Agents Farber and Holbrook drive along the road. Expressions 
of stone on their faces. Determined. Focused. Resolute.

ARNESS
(OS)

Good men. I’ve trusted them in the 
past and they’ve never let me down.

INT. CABIN - LATER

Morrison answers the door to Farber and Holbrook. They exude 
a sinister menace rather than virtue.
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MORRISON
Farber and Holbrook. Arriving at 
the tail end of a case to take the 
glory. Typical.

HOLBROOK
I hear you have an interesting 
story to tell.

INT. POLICE STATION / WATSON'S OFFICE

Arness grabs his coat.

ARNESS
I’ve got to get back.

A look of EPIPHANIC HORROR crosses Watson’s face.

WATSON
You said Bolbrook and Farber? F&H?

ARNESS
Yes.

Watson scrambles to his desk, riffling through various 
drawers.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
What is it, Tommy? No more secrets.

Watson removes a blurred, out of focus photo of TWO MEN IN 
BLACK COATS. With squinted eyes they could be Holbrook and 
Farber.

WATSON
These men?

ARNESS
They could be. Squinting from a 
distance.

Watson flies to his board. He adds the photo to a card 
reading “H & F.”

WATSON
Kevin, I’m afraid to inform you 
that the two men sent to take 
custody of your writer are 
communist spies.
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INT. STANLEY'S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Holbrook runs his hand over the embedded scrawl.

HOLBROOK
Incredible. And he did all of this 
last night?

MORRISON
And again this morning when we gave 
him paper and a typewriter. 
Something strange is going on here. 
You boys better watch your back 
around this one.

EXT. STAIRCASE - MOMENTS LATER

All three descend; Holbrook followed by Morrison and Farber 
bringing up the rear.

HOLBROOK
So, the screenplay is complete? 
Where is it now?

MORRISON
Arness has it. It needed to be 
decoded.

HOLBROOK
That’s good. You boys did great 
work, but we can take it from here.

INT. CABIN LIVING ROOM

They reach the bottom of the stairs.

MORRISON
I don’t think so. My partner and I 
put the foot work in on this one 
and we intend on seeing it to the 
end.

Farber clenches his fist tightly, audibly cracking his 
knuckles.

HOLBROOK
If you want to play the 
jurisdiction game, we can speak to 
Chief Briscoe and do this by-the-
book.
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MORRISON
Fine by me.

HOLBROOK
You know, that is exactly the kind 
of bureaucratic wrangling we wanted 
to avoid.

Farber cocks his gun. 

MORRISON
You son-of-a-bitch...

Deftly, Morrison draws his weapon and cold cocks. He stumbles 
back. Morrison fires a shot at Holbrook, who dives for cover. 
A BOOMING, cannon  reverberates as a chunk of the wall 
EXPLODES from the bullet.

Farber and Morrison fight. It is a brutal, knockdown, drag-
out brawl. Eventually, Morrison overpowers Farber, whose gun 
is trained at Farber’s head.

MORRISON (CONT’D)
Why? Huh? Why do this?

Holbrook steps towards them both, his own weapon drawn 
towards Morrison.

MORRISON (CONT’D)
Back away, or I’ll kill him. I 
swear to God.

HOLBROOK
You don’t realize the hopeless 
predicament you are in. (pause) 
This is the train. I am the light.

INT. STANLEY'S ROOM - SAME TIME

Holbrook’s recitation echoes through the walls. Stanley’s 
right eye shoots open. Awake. Alert. Cognizant.

HOLBROOK (O.S.)
Let me show you a simple display of 
our power.

Stanley slowly descends the staircase. Hypnotized. A 
marionette on short strings.

HOLBROOK (CONT’D)
Stanley. Disarm Agent Morrison.
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Uncharacteristic of his inherent spastic nature, Stanley 
dexterously relieves Morrison of his firearm. Swifter than 
Morrison can withdraw.

HOLBROOK (CONT’D)
Good. Now kill him.

Stanley aims the firearm at Morrison’s head. The latter 
remains placid and stoic. Strong.

MORRISON
No. Not like this. I won’t be 
murdered by some spineless traitor 
while on my knees.

Stanley pulls the trigger.

INT. FBI VEHICLE - SAME TIME

Arness speeds down the RURAL ROADS leading to the cabin. A 
sussurant trail of dust is kicked up in his wake.

INT. CABIN - MOMENTS LATER

Arness KICKS DOWN the front door, his weapon drawn and ready.

BOOM! A Chunk of the wall vaporizes near his head. He ducks 
for cover.

ARNESS
Holbrook!

Holbrook steps out holding Morrison’s 1860 Colt, appreciating 
its strength and condition.

HOLBROOK
1860 Colt. This is some piece. Has 
quite a kick. Immaculately 
maintained, too. Agent Morrison was 
a thoroughly unpleasant man, but he 
was fastidious.

ARNESS
Holbrook. Drop your weapon, now!

HOLBROOK
That would be difficult, as this is 
Agent Morrison’s weapon. Give me 
the screenplay.

A dramatic beat.
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ARNESS
I trusted you. Your country trusted 
you!

HOLBROOK
What can I say? The communists pay 
better. Who would have thought, 
huh? I don’t want to kill you, 
Arness. I’ll give you ten seconds 
to leave. Just hand over the 
screenplay.

ARNESS
I don’t have it. And even if I did,
You know I can’t just hand it over 
to treasonous filth like yourself.

HOLBROOK
Go home. Kiss your wife. Play ball 
with your son. Maybe have another 
kid. Live the American Dream. Just 
walk away.

ARNESS
How long have you been a spy?

HOLBROOK
You shouldn’t ask question you 
don’t want the answer to. You are 
hopelessly outgunned, here.

ARNESS
You killed my partner!

HOLBROOK
Stanley killed your partner. He can 
be persuaded.

Stanley appears with his weapon trained on Arness.

HOLBROOK (CONT’D)
Fuck it. Kill him and take the 
screenplay.

A quick shoot-out occurs. Farber throws the door and appears 
with the screenplay. His gun is drawn on Arness. The gunplay 
ceases.

FARBER
You hid it in the car. Not too 
bright.

Stanley takes possession of it.
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STANLEY
My greatest work.

HOLBROOK
Stanley...burn the script.

Stanley ignites a LIGHTER and hesitates. His dual 
consciousness is at war.

ARNESS
Stanley. Give it to me.

HOLBROOK
No. This is an order. Turn it to 
ash.

Stanley sets the script ablaze. It burns quickly and 
thoroughly.

Arness is crestfallen, surrendering to despair. Holbrook’s 
enthusiasm becomes irrepressible.

HOLBROOK (CONT’D)
Good! Very Good, Stanley. Now...Eat 
a bullet.

Stanley apprehensively turns his weapon on himself. His hand 
quivers and trembles. The enmity of his two halves 
reconciling. A tear rolls down his cheek.

HOLBROOK (CONT’D)
Sacrifice yourself to the glory of 
the cause. You will not be 
forgotten.

ARNESS
Don’t do this. Fight it.

EXT. CABIN - SAME TIME

Watson covertly approaches the front door. A GUNSHOT 
reverberates. He crouches. And freezes.

INT.  CABIN - SAME TIME

Arness stands and faces down Holbrook.

ARNESS
You’re a monster. And a disgrace.
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HOLBROOK
The hubris of you Americans. You 
were all blinded by the McCarthy 
circus. Don’t you see? We’re all 
puppets. These controversies were 
orchestrated all to allow the party 
to infiltrate itself under your 
very nose. After all, if the 
opposition if Joe, then why support 
him. We control the media. WE 
control the message and the means 
to deliver it. You. Have. Lost.

Watson kicks the door open, his own weapon drawn. Holbrook 
laughs.

HOLBROOK (CONT’D)
Do you really think you could 
withstand the might of the Soviet 
Union? We are stronger than you 
realize and we have embedded 
ourselves too deeply. The Communist 
Party will prevail!

BOOM! The DEEP PRIMAL RUMBLING emanates from outside.

WATSON
Oh, shit...

The NEBULOUS, VAPOROUS form of Kemp appears. He quickly 
becomes form and definition. An IMPOSING figure.

HOLBROOK
Who the hell are you?

KEMP
I am the alpha and the omega. 
Nightmare become form. The Living 
and the Dead. And I’ve come for 
you.

BANG! BANG! BANG!. A trio of shots from Holbrook’s weapon are 
instantly absorbed into Kemp

Holbrook DROPS his firearm and instantly cradles both sides 
of his head. He screams. Excruciating pain swells inside his 
brain. EYES TURN RUBY RED. His pain reaches a crecendo, and 
is abruptly silenced. His lifeless body collapses to the 
ground.

A beat passes before it is dragged across the floor and 
absorbed into the Kemp’s INKY BLACK ABYSS.
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FARBER IS NEXT. That epiphany runs through Farber’s mind. He 
drops to his knees in supplication. Beads of sweat run down 
his face. Kemp approaches

Covertly, Watson removes his CAPTURING DEVICE and SLAMS it to 
the ground. 

Kemp faces resistance. Kemp is sucked into the device, 
quickly dissipating back into vapor. It is a dazzling, 
horrific display.

Kemp is fully ensconced in the device, Arness and Watson 
stand.

ARNESS
I’ll never doubt you again.

WATSON
You doubted me?

Arness approaches Farber, still trembling in shock. Arness 
grabs his shoulder and jerks him to his feet. Farber’s trance 
is broken.

FARBER
It’s true. All the stories were 
true. Thank you...Than...

Arness blind-sides Farber with a DEVASTATING RIGHT HOOK from 
Arness. Instant incapacitation.

ARNESS
Shut up. You’re going to jail.

EXT. CABIN - EARLY MORNING

A CLEAN-UP crew arrives. EMT’s haul Morrison’s body into an 
ambulance.

ARNESS
It’s a damn shame. Morrison was a 
good man. And a great Patriot. He 
lost his life...for what? I’d love 
to give it to those commie bastards 
one more time.

Watson hands him AIRLINE TICKETS TO LA.

WATSON
Well, let’s not let his death be in 
vain.
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EXT. HOLLYWOOD THEATER - NIGHT

The ACADEMY AWARDS RED CARPET. Flash bulbs pop. Actresses 
appear in designer dresses, accompanied by men of poise. 
DAZZLING, LAVISH, and EXTRAVAGANT DISPLAY.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD STREET - SAME TIME

Watson and Arness observe the spectacle from their vehicle.

WATSON
Those poor, vain fools. All dressed 
up with no substance underneath.

ARNESS
Lawson is speaking before the 
actual broadcast. Find him, we find 
his device and then we can end this 
absurdity.

WATSON
What exactly are we looking for?

ARNESS
Lawson’s a writer. Bald, tall. His 
skin tone suggests a severe lack of 
vitamin D.

A BLACK LIMO arrives at a covert BACK ENTRANCE. Lawson exits 
and is greeted by an USHER. Mr. Munzen follows.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
There he is.

EXT. THEATER - HOURS LATER

Arness pounds on the METAL DOOR. A small window slides open, 
revealing The Usher. 

USHER
Press entrance is around front.

ARNESS
We’re not press.

USHER
Personal security enters...

ARNESS
Not personal security.
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WATSON
Fellow travelers.

A beat. The Usher closes the window. Loud metal CLANGS as 
latches are unlocked. The MAIN door swings open, hinges 
creaking loudly.

Watson glances down to the HAMMER & SICKLE cuff links.

ARNESS
Friends of Mr. Lawson. We’ve been 
tasked with implementing the 
contingency plan.

USHER
I wasn’t aware of any contingency 
plan. What’s the password?

ARNESS
You know Lawson. He favors 
compartmentalization.

USHER
Not sure about that. The password, 
please.

Watson steps up.

WATSON
Drink deep. And descend.

USHER
Right this way, gentlemen.

INT. THEATER LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

The Usher leads them along a hallway. Arness surreptitiously 
removes his pistol, camouflaging it against the seam of his 
trousers.

USHER
You are just in time. Boy, we are 
entering an exciting period of this 
country's history. A future devoid 
of iniquity, where the lowest usher 
and the highest mogul meet on a 
level field. Revolution. It’s in 
the air. What an exciting time to 
be alive. To watch history unfold 
and be a part of it. Mr. Lawson is 
a great man. The ideal messenger 
for the supreme leader.
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ARNESS
It is crucial that we meet with Mr. 
Lawson as soon as possible. Where 
is he now? 

The Usher halts.

USHER
All of that information was 
disseminated.

He glances down to the GUN. Watson clamps his hand against 
the Usher’s mouth. Arness pushes him into an UNOCCUPIED 
DRESSING ROOM.

INT. DRESSING ROOM
The usher falls into a chair. Arness’ weapon is still trained 
on him.

USHER
You capitalist pigs. You are too 
late.

ARNESS
You revolutionaries need a stronger 
perjorative term. That’s the third 
time I’ve been called a pig in the 
last 2 days.

WATSON
It’s better than being a communist 
leech.

USHER
You dig your nose is excess and 
filth, while the revolution will 
raise society to the sun. The 
device has already been activated. 
You. Have. Lost.

ARNESS
If there’s one thing you’ll find 
about us red-blooded American 
capitalists, its that we don’t 
readily accept defeat. Sheriff 
Watson, does your heart swell with 
patriotic fervor?

WATSON
The colors of the flag pump through 
my veins.
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ARNESS
Then, it seems to me we still have 
time. Where is the device?

The usher remains defiantly reticent.

ARNESS (CONT’D)
We can make you talk.

USHER
I’ll never talk and you’ll never 
find it.

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK on the door. All three freeze.

NICHOLAS
Johnson, it’s me, Nicholas.

USHER
Go away, Nicholas. It’s not a good 
time.

NICHOLAS
But, Lawson is ready to begin...and 
I have the device.

USHER
Shut up, Nicholas. Go Away. I don’t 
know what you’re talking about.

NICHOLAS
But...has the plan changed?...I 
have the device for Mr. Lawson...

USHER
No, you don’t, Nicholas. There is 
no device.

Pause.

NICHOLAS
Yes, it’s in my hand.

The lock CLICKS and the door swings open. Nicholas stands in 
the door way, befuddled and bemused.

USHER
You idiot!

NICHOLAS
Umm...

USHER
Run, Nicholas! Save the device!
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Nicholas gives chase, fleeing down an empty hallway. 
Flamboyant costumes, elaborate stage directions, and props 
all conspire against him. But, Watson deftly maneuvers over, 
around, under and through them.

INT. DRESSING ROOM - SAME TIME

Arness pulls the Usher out of the chair.

ARNESS
Lawson is in the control booth, 
isn’t he? Take me to him.

The Usher unwillingly leads up out.

INT. STAIRWELL - MOMENTS LATER

Arness and the Usher ascend one stairwell.

Watson and Nicholas descend another.

INT. CONTROL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Arness emerges with Nicholas through. Lawson is seated with 
SEVERAL TECHNICIANS.

TECHNICIAN
Get the hell out of here!

Sees Arness’s weapon, and his hostage.

TECHNICIAN (CONT’D)
Whoa. Ok, buddy. Take it easy.

LAWSON
It’s fine, Mr. Farrell. Leave us.

TECHNICIAN
You’re not the boss of this booth, 
Lawson. I am.

LAWSON
I would think the man with the gun 
dictates actions, wouldn’t you.

ARNESS
Out. All of you. Now.

LAWSON
You see?
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The Technicians exit. Lawson and Arness are alone.

LAWSON (CONT’D)
Well, how fortuitous it all has 
become. The climax of this grand 
adventure. I take it you are here 
to stop me and preserve the 
American way of life and all of 
that heroic nonsense. Derring-do 
for the righteous cause worthy of 
Errol Flynn.

ARNESS
Something like that. The game is 
up, Mr. Lawson. Come with me 
quietly and we can spare a public 
excoriation.

LAWSON
Well, you're soon to be feeling 
quite dejected. The device has 
already been activated.

ARNESS
You’re lying. End this, now.

The rumbling of a TIMPANI announces the start of the show. 

LAWSON
It’s too late. (pause) You didn't 
think I would be delivering the 
address, did you? Dear boy, no one 
gives a shit about a writer. They 
live a life of substance. This is 
frivolity meant to coat the egos of 
narcissists and inflate hubris. 
Just imagine these supercilious 
fools spouting my words. It will be 
a glorious new day.

INT. STAGE - SAME TIME 

The curtain remains closed.A handsome, clean-cut and muscular 
actor emerges from backstage. A lone Spotlight illuminates 
him.

We recognize him as the LEAD ACTOR playing the Captain in 
Attack of the Space Creatures.
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LEAD ACTOR
Ladies and gentlemen, before we 
begin tonight’s broadcast I would 
like to read an important message 
from someone who couldn’t make it 
here tonight. It is a subject that, 
I know, impacts all of our lives 
and careers.

He reads from the letter.

LEAD ACTOR (CONT’D)
“Good evening. A great many of you 
know me from the baseless charges 
of communist activity from which I 
have sought to inculcate myself. 
For those of you who do not, my 
name is John Howard Lawson and I am 
a writer. More than that, I am the 
founder of the Writers Guild, a n 
institution that seeks to protect 
the rights and freedoms of writers 
while preserving their dignity. It 
is an organization not immune to 
the tireless activities of 
McCarthy's witch hunt, and a focus 
for McCarthy's brand of unrelenting 
condemning invective. The Guild has 
been bewitched for being, among 
other things, a communist front 
organization established to 
indoctrinate.” 

Scattered laughter emanates from the audience. The Lead Actor 
can’t help but chuckle himself.

LEAD ACTOR (CONT’D)
An absurd notion, right? 
(He continues reading) 
“But, all kidding aside, I come to 
you this evening not to talk about 
myself, but about another writer 
whose life was tragically cut short 
by the many tentacles of McCarthy - 
Stanley Luchtenberg. Stanley 
committed suicide in an isolated 
cabin earlier today. He was a man 
for whom the claim of communism was 
a torture, a chain around his neck 
dragging deeper into the sands of 
self- doubt, another nameless 
writer who disappeared into the 
void. 

(MORE)
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Well, I will not let his name or 
his body of work disappear any 
longer. We were fellow travelers, 
Stanley and I, but rarely had the 
opportunity to work together. We 
become creative allies in this 
surreptitious culture war, each 
spinning the kind of narrative webs 
that can truly inspire and enrich, 
enthrall and transfix. All from the 
simple act of words on paper that 
becomes life in a camera. We were 
not men of the spotlight and rarely 
invited the kind of publicity 
McCarthy brought to us.”

INT. STAIRWELL - SAME TIME

Watson leaps down the last few steps, landing heavily on the 
concrete floor. He bursts through a set of doors into:

INT. BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

The BASEMENT. The dark underbelly of Hollywood. The sewer 
beneath the well-manicured facade.

Flickering flourescents sporadically illuminate the floor. 
Desperation and dankness permeate the air.

These sounds fill the dead air: 

*Nicholas’ departing galloping footsteps until they 
disappear.

*Arcing electricity from hanging lights.

*Stifled, maniacal female laughter.

Watson continues down the hallway. He passes a partially open 
door to a decrepit dressing room and peers inside...

INT. DECREPIT DRESSING ROOM

The dressing room as seen better days. An elegantly-dressed 
beautiful actress snorts a LINE OF COCAINE. 

A radio plays The Lead Actor’s speech.

LEAD ACTOR (O.S.)
Hollywood is a place known by many 
nicknames. A land of Dreams. 

LEAD ACTOR (CONT’D)

(MORE)
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Tinseltown. Where many a young 
actress come to find their fame and 
fortune.

She turns to him. Her beauty has been ravaged. Embedded in 
her gaze is a profound desperation, manifested in the black 
mascara streaks running down both cheeks. She closes the 
door.

INT. BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

Watson hangs his head; shaken to his core. He continues on.

INT. STAGE - SAME TIME

The actor continues.

LEAD ACTOR
These sobriquets recognize that 
Hollywood's is not just a 
geographic location; than an 
idealized state of mind and 
existence.

INT. BASEMENT - SAME TIME

Watson continues down the hall, approaching Nicholas, 
concealed behind a doorway.

Nicholas crosses the hallway and charges through a dressing 
room.

INT. 2ND DRESSING ROOM - SAME TIME

MR WEINBERG: AN OBESE, Middle-aged man holds a SMOULDERING 
CIGAR between his index and middle finger. He maintains a 
relaxed appearance - his tuxedo jacket is draped on a nearby 
chair. His STUBBLED FACE is covered with the vestiges of a 
salt-and-pepper beard.

Across from him in a 14-YEAR-OLD girl fashionably dressed in 
attire too sophisticated for her. She trembles slightly.

His RIGHT HAND caresses her bare shoulders. The distinctive 
HAMMER AND SICKLE cuff links are visible.

WEINBERG
Don’t be scared. I want you to 
relax. These kinds of auditions are 
not unusual. 

LEAD ACTOR (O.S.) (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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You can have a long, prosperous 
career ahead of you. Stick by me 
and you'll be the biggest actress 
in the world.

TEEN ACTRESS
I don't know, Mr. Weinberg. My 
parents are upstairs. We should 
go...

Mr. Weinberg beings to lose his patience.

WEINBERG
This is a onetime offer and I'll be 
very upset if you refuse. You don't 
want me to be unhappy do you.

He caresses the strap on her dress. He quickly retracts his 
hand when a MUFFLED THUD comes from the direction of the 
door.

TEEN ACTRESS
What was that?

WEINBERG
Stay here.

The teen actress gathers her things.

TEEN ACTRESS
I don’t feel comfortable...

Nicholas bursts into the room; the door powerfully striking 
Weinberg. He collapses to the ground, nursing a bloody head.

The Teen Actress backs away. 

Nicholas runs through connecting doorways into backrooms. 
Weinberg struggles to stand.

Watson quickly follows. He emerges into the room, adrenaline 
coursing through every vein. Watson glances from Weinberg, to 
the scared girl, piecing the interaction together.

He pistol whips Weinberg and turns to the girl.

WATSON
You need to leave now. This is not 
a place you ever want to be.

She nods.

WEINBERG (CONT'D)
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WATSON (CONT’D)
(to Weinberg)

And you...You're lucky I don't kill 
you now. I don't want to see either 
one of you around here.

INT. DRESSING ROOM / HALLWAY

Watson follows Nicholas deeper into the connecting rooms, 
into a a parallel hallway.

He emerges just as Nicholas disappears into a ladderwell. A 
SIGN points to BACKSTAGE. Watson follows.

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH

Lawson is still held at gunpoint. His eyes dart to the DOOR. 
Mr. Munzen surreptitiously enters and silently approaches.

LAWSON
You are quite hostile to a 
political opponent. The basic rule 
of firearms is to never point a 
weapon at someone unless you intend 
to shoot. Do you?

ARNESS
You killed my partner. There is 
blood on your hands that can’t be 
easily washed away.

LAWSON
No, I think it was Stanley who 
killed your partner. I am merely a 
messenger spreading the good word.

ARNESS
Oddly portentous and biblical for 
an atheist.

LAWSON
Devotion to the word more than the 
man.

EXT. BACKSTAGE - MOMENTS LATER

Watson chases Nicholas through a chaotic BACKSTAGE. They 
fight their way to the CATWALK stairwell. Nicholas swings the 
BRIEFCASE .Watson who leans back out of its range and catches 
it on the return. 
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INT. STAGE - SAME TIME

The Lead Actor builds his speech to its crescendo.

LEAD ACTOR
But, we can do more than just 
inspire. We can influence. 
Hollywood can and should be at the 
cultural front lines; we will be 
the voice of the downtrodden, the 
common worker. As a whole, we can 
and must strive to re-educate the 
American People. Communism is not a 
dirty word. Thank you.

An avalanche of thunderous applause rains down  to the stage. 
The Actor bows quickly and departs.

EXT. BACKSTAGE - SAME TIME

Watson snatches the briefcase, pulling Nicholas off balance. 
He opens one latch...

NICHOLAS
Don’t open that!

And the second. A BEMUSED EXPRESSION crosses Watson’s face as 
he gazes at the briefcase’s contents. He turns it to face 
Nicholas, revealing...

...That is EMPTY.

WATSON
Is this some kind of joke? Where is 
it?

NICHOLAS
It can’t be empty! That means...I 
was the patsy! And I was so loyal.

Watson watches with pity as this once confident person 
dissolves into a pathetic puppet, betrayed by a ideology he 
fought for.

SUDDENLY he is TACKLED from the side.

INT. LIGHTING BOOTH - SAME TIME

Lawson lights up a CIGARETTE.
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LAWSON
What crimes do you think have been 
committed? Soon, you will be the 
pariah, on the cultural fringe. 
Stalin will soon control the media, 
and the message it delivers. You 
have run out of time.

ARNESS
As long as we're here, there is 
still time. I've uncovered a lot of 
dark secrets from my government, 
but I can stop this.

LAWSON
I forgot to mention - the device 
has already been activated.

ARNESS
It couldn’t have been set off. 
Unless, it happened before the 
show.

LAWSON
Very good. The real weapon was the 
cumulative effect from years of 
precisely targeted propaganda. Once 
that was in place, the device 
needed to synthesize those 
thoughts. Rather brilliant, really.

ARNESS
You won’t escape from this. The 
public will find out.

LAWSON
How? From a screenplay - a work of 
fiction - the only copy of which 
was turned to ash by its deceased 
author? And a supposed weapon you 
can’t find?

ARNESS
Stanley wasn’t stupid. A copy 
exists.
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LAWSON
To be dismissed as nothing more 
than the lunatic ramblings of a 
disturbed and overwhelmed mind, no 
doubt exacerbated by a covert, 
undercover investigation into the 
movie business that was never 
officially sanctioned. What you do 
have is the outrageous theory by a 
jackpot backwoods sheriff.

ARNESS
You have to realize that I am 
unrelenting; unless you use that 
device on me, I will never give up 
the fight, no matter the public 
opinion.

A TUXEDO-CLAD man enters with Watson, unconscious in a 
FIREMAN’S CARRY. He tosses the latter to the ground. Arness 
runs to aid and checks his pulse.

LAWSON
I welcome it. We all need some 
conflict in our lives. Mr. Munzen, 
take them back east.

Arness POV: Munzen delivers a SLEDGEHAMMER BLOW from his 
gargantuan hands...

CUT TO BLACK

OLD BLACK AND WHITE NEWSREEL FOOTAGE

The League of Blacklisted Screenwriters, now in a more 
celebratory mood, revelling in their vindication, led by John 
Howard Lawson.

REPORTER
The Hollywood Ten, triumphantly 
defiant against the baseless 
tyranny of Senator Joseph McCarthy 
and his witch hunts. Not just a 
person victory, but one for 
unhindered artistic freedom.

A CLICK and the channel changes to a DOMESTIC SITCOM between 
father and son.

FATHER
What’s that you have there son?
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SON
It’s reading for school. Everyone 
says it all the rage, pop.

The Father glances at the title in his hands: The Communist 
Manifesto.

A CLICK: A ROUNTABLE DISCUSSION:

WOMAN
This represents a giant leap 
forward for the progressive world. 
Unfortunately, those who don't want 
to move forward get left behind. Or 
hold others back.

QUICKER CLICKS. The channel changes into a FLURRY OF IMAGES 
and snippets of phrases.

TV HOSTS
(various)

Engels...Marx...united 
front...workers...

Until the Proxy TV is turned off.

INT. CHIEF BRISCOE'S OFFICE - LATER

Arness enters the Spartan office. All evidence of activity 
has been stripped away. The Chief removes a box of files with 
him.

ARNESS
I guess this is it, Chief. What 
happens now?

CHIEF
We’ve been shut down. Erased. But 
that doesn’t mean that the mission 
is over.

ARNESS
They won this battle, Chief. But, 
the commies won’t gain this 
country. I’ll continue to fight.

CHIEF
We all will. We’ll be driven 
underground, ice up this black eye 
and try to reverse the effects of 
this weapon. 

(MORE)
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It could take a generation or two, 
but I’ll be damned if future 
generations live under a communist 
flag in America. Jeez, what a mess. 
I’m sorry about Agent Morrison. He 
was a good man. A Patriot.

ARNESS
You should have told us about Kemp.

BRISCOE
That was a risk I took. I rolled 
the dice and lost. The important 
thing was getting our hands on that 
screenplay. Not that any of it 
matters now.

ARNESS
We had the right to know. And now a 
Good agent, my partner, is dead.

BRISCOE
What good would it have done? You 
had the right, maybe. But not the 
need. There are some things in the 
world that are best left unknown. 
Some things you don’t need to know 
about, for the sake of your sanity. 
Shadow operations shouldn’t be 
dragged into the light. Go home and 
hug your kids, kiss your wife. The 
world we live in will not last for 
them. God help us all.

Chief removes Morrison’s COLT ARMY PISTOL and holster.

BRISCOE (CONT’D)
Andrew wanted you to have this.

He hands Arness the pistol.

BRISCOE (CONT’D)
It was his family heirloom. He 
always confided you were like a 
brother to him.

Arness nods in appreciation. They shake hands.

EXT. AGENT ARNESS’S HOME - LATE AFTERNOON

Arness pulls into the driveway. Barbara and Mason greeting 
him at the door, similar to the earlier scene. 

CHIEF (CONT'D)
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But, for Arness, the world has changed. He carries the burden 
on his shoulders as he walks up the pathway.

WIFE
You’re home early.

ARNESS
I thought today would be a good day 
to spend some time with my family 
before dinner. Sometimes we have to 
break routines to save traditions.

He lifts Mason, carrying him into the house. The door closes 
behind them. An American Flag flies tall and proud in his 
front yard.

INT. AGENT ARNESS’S HOME - LATER

Kevin Arness types a steady rhythm on his typewriter. 
Barbara’s voice calls from the first floor, interrupting his 
focus.

BARBARA
There’s a package here for you.

ARNESS
From who?

BARBARA
Doesn’t say.

He departs. 

Angle On: The Typewriter. A screenplay called “Red Menace.”

INT. ARNESS HOME FOYER - CONTINUOUS

Arness descends the stairs. Barbara hands him the NONDESCRIPT 
BOX. It is from the MONTAUK POLICE STATION.

INT. MONTAUK POLICE STATION - EARLIER

Two clandestine MEN IN BLACK TRENCH COATS enter and march 
towards Watson’s office. 

INT. MONTAUK POLICE STATION - WATSON’S OFFICE

Commotion from the lobby draws Watson’s attention. He checks 
the cylinder on his revolver. Fully loaded.
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The Two Men in Black enter. Watson discharges several rounds. 
One holds his right hand, effectively stopping the bullets 
mid-air. They tumble to the floor.

The Second waves, immobilizing Watson.

MAN IN BLACK 1
Where is it?

WATSON
I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.

MAN IN BLACK 2
He’s stalling.

The second tears open Watson’s LOCKED METAL CABINET like 
tissue paper. He stares at am empty shelf and turns to 
Watson.

MAN IN BLACK 2 (CONT’D)
(exasperated)

Where is it?

INT. AGENT ARNESS'S HOME

Arness holds the containment device and stares into the 
cloudy, viscous material inside. Kemp’s eldritch human form 
briefly materializes and quickly fades.

ARNESS
Honey. We’re going to need stronger 
locks.

FADE TO BLACK.
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