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1. INT. HOTEL ROOM - OSLOW, NV - EARLY MORNING - 10/31/18

Just before sunrise, on the last day of Anna’s life. MARIA 
SNORES SOFTLY ON THE BED, but Anna sits up awake beside her.

After a moment, Anna stands and crosses the room, zipping her 
bag open as quietly as possible -- Maria doesn’t wake.

Reaching inside, she pulls out her tape recorder and scanner. 
More out of habit than anything else, she starts recording 
with a CLICK...

Then immediately stops the tape, with A SMALL, EXHAUSTED 
SIGH. Standing, she unlocks the door and steps outside.

2. EXT. HOTEL - OSLOW, NV - CONTINUOUS

Distant traffic and the hum of neon cut through the sound of 
crickets and wind as she steps out into the parking lot.

ANNA SHIVERS, drawing her thin jacket around herself. She 
steps off the curb, walking to the edge of the parking lot.

Anna stops, then activates her scanner -- and it begins 
pinging wildly, with no apparent cause. She moves it around 
slightly, but it’s the same in all directions.

The data’s useless. Anna switches off the scanner, then SIGHS 
-- heart heavy with a deep, all-consuming dread. Whatever’s 
been coming for her, it’s here, in Oslow.

Turning around, she heads back towards her room.

STRANGE WOMAN
(calling out, curious)

What’ve you got there?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(JUMPING IN SURPRISE)

Ah!

STRANGE WOMAN
(CHUCKLES, amused)

Now now... I’m not as scary as all 
that.

Anna finally sees who’s speaking -- a grey-haired woman 
sitting on the tailgate of a rusty pickup. SHE TAKES A DRAG 
FROM HER CIGARETTE, THEN EXHALES, CONTENTED.



ANNA SHERIDAN
(sheepish, recovering)

Sorry, it’s just... you surprised 
me, is all.

STRANGE WOMAN
(wily smile)

I tend to do that.
(holds out her cigarettes)

Want one?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(being polite)

No thanks.

STRANGE WOMAN
(curious)

Don’t smoke?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(hesitant)

No, but... my partner hates the 
smell.

STRANGE WOMAN
(shrugs)

Fair enough.
(beat, ANOTHER DRAG)

So... what do you have there?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(uncertain how much to 
say)

Oh, uh... it’s an EMF scanner. 
It... detects changes in 
electromagnetic fields.

STRANGE WOMAN
(curious)

You a scientist, then?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(CHUCKLES)

No, not really -- my dad was the 
scientist. I got it from him.

STRANGE WOMAN
(intrigued)

And what’s it tell ya? I could hear 
that racket all the way over here.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(suddenly cautious)

I -- I don’t know. 
(MORE)
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I’ve never seen readings like this 
before, but... I think it means 
something bad is coming.

STRANGE WOMAN
(skeptical)

What, like what happened up in 
Agate Shore?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(needing to vocalize her 
fears)

No, I’m... I’m scared it’s 
something worse. Something... 
bigger. Here in Oslow.

THE OLDER WOMAN SCOFFS, THEN TAKES ANOTHER DRAG OF HER 
CIGARETTE.

STRANGE WOMAN
(cynical, dark)

If that’s true, then it’s about 
damn time. Oslow’s been due a 
reckoning for a while now.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(thrown off, curious)

What do you mean?

STRANGE WOMAN
(SCOFFS, cynical)

Don’t let the desert charm fool ya -
- this whole place is rotten to the 
core. Far as I’m concerned, flood 
wiped out the wrong town.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(unnerved)

But... Agate Shore was abandoned.

STRANGE WOMAN
And?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(growing unease)

...and people still live here.

STRANGE WOMAN
(SCOFFS, quoting)

“Wilt thou also destroy the 
righteous with the wicked? Wilt 
thou sweep away...”

(shakes her head)

ANNA SHERIDAN (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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No, I guess there are still good 
folk, even in this town. But the 
ones in charge put ‘em on a path, 
whether they know it or not -- and 
they don’t fight it. If nothing 
changes, it’s gonna spill out in 
death sooner rather than later.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(curious, worried -- “who 
is this?”)

You seem... awfully sure about 
that.

STRANGE WOMAN
(shrugs, detached)

I’ve been around a while. Seen a 
few things. And everywhere I go, 
the pattern’s always the same. It 
might take a while to get there... 
but it always comes round. Always.

The older woman grinds her cigarette down on the tailgate 
before flicking away the butt. She climbs down and walks to 
the cab, opening the door and climbing in.

Anna remains silent, considering her words -- it’s the same 
pattern she’s seen in her dreams. Even so...

ANNA SHERIDAN
(needing to know)

Does it have to, though?

STRANGE WOMAN
(slightly confused)

Come again?

ANNA SHERIDAN
(trying to phrase a 
question she’s been 
asking herself for years)

Does it have to happen like that, 
or... can people change it?

STRANGE WOMAN
(wistful smile)

Ethos Anthropos Daimon, Anna. 
Wherever you're going – whatever 
you do next –- it’s yours to 
decide. Yours to shape. Trust your 
instincts... and listen.

STRANGE WOMAN (CONT'D)
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Anna stares as the stranger starts her car, reverses, and 
drives off into the brightening horizon. She doesn’t move for 
a long, long time.

Finally, she looks down at the scanner in her hand. Switching 
it on, the same useless beeping fills the air.

ANNA TAKE A DEEP BREATH, THEN SIGHS... making up her mind.

ANNA SHERIDAN
(speaking to her father’s 
ghost)

You brought me this far, dad... and 
I’m thankful for that. But I think 
we both know I have to take this 
last step on my own.

Anna switches the scanner off, steps over to a nearby trash 
can, and drops it inside before re-entering her room.

ANNA SHERIDAN (CONT’D)
(muffled from inside, 
ready to face her fate)

Maria? Are you up yet? It’s time to 
go.

CLICK.

3-1. INT. OCPD HQ - MORRISON’S OFFICE - DAY - VOICEMAIL

BEEP.

EDGAR MORRISON
You’ve reached the office of Edgar 
Morrison, OCPD. Leave a message.

Beep.

RECORDER
(digital, synthetic voice)

New message: 2 December Two 
Thousand Nineteen - 1021:51

ELLIS SPENGLER
(hesitant, cautious)

Good afternoon, Edgar. This is Dr. 
Ellis Spengler, calling regarding 
the, uh... matter we discussed 
during our last conversation. I 
understand you might be hesitant to 
reach out by phone, but we would 
like an update as soon as possible. 
You know how to reach me.
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3-2.

BEEP.

RECORDER
(digital, synthetic voice)

New message: 14 December Two 
Thousand Nineteen - 1600:05

BEEP.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(still tiptoeing, a little 
more direct)

Hello Edgar -- Ellis Spengler 
again. I’m not sure if you got my 
last message, but I wanted to check 
in and confirm that you’re still 
able to make it to our... meeting 
next week. I know speaking in 
person isn’t all that convenient, 
but I don’t think we have a choice 
in the matter. If we don’t hear 
from you, we’ll assume it’s still a 
go. Call me if anything changes.

3-3.

BEEP.

RECORDER
(digital, synthetic voice)

New message: 21 December Two 
Thousand Nineteen - 0543:52

Beep.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(growing impatience)

Spengler again -- where were you 
last night? I waited for nearly six 
hours, and not a sign of you! I 
understand your movements are being 
more closely observed after that 
article, but christ, Edgar -- do 
you really think a reporter would 
follow you all the way out to 
Scallow, of all places? Hell, I 
almost couldn’t find it myself, and 
I knew where I was going. And 
speaking of reporters, how on Earth 
did they find out so much about 
you? I though you had your records 
locked down tight? 

(MORE)
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If people find out about the MK 
project or, god forbid, the 
facility...

(realizes he shouldn’t be 
saying so much on the 
phone)

Anyway -- call me. As soon as 
convenient. Sooner, if possible.

3-4.

BEEP.

RECORDER
(digital, synthetic voice)

New message: 24 December Two 
Thousand Nineteen - 2256:21

ELLIS SPENGLER
(angry, ranting)

I’m getting on a plane to Louisiana 
as I speak. Morrison -- what in the 
hell is going on in Oslow? Last I 
heard, these people were either 
dead or under your control or 
chasing wild geese off god-knows-
where, and now they turn up in NOLA 
and completely disrupt Colton’s 
operation! I need an update. Now. 
Yesterday. Whenever, just -- call 
me, goddammit!

3-5.

BEEP.

RECORDER
(digital, synthetic voice)

New message: 26 January Two 
Thousand Twenty - 1032:41

BEEP.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(low, understated threat)

Edgar. I’ve just received word that 
you’ve been suspended by the Oslow 
County Commission Board. This is 
unacceptable. Myself and my 
colleagues have spent years and a 
not-inconsiderable amount of money 
keeping you in your position, and 
now you’ve thrown it all away to... 

ELLIS SPENGLER (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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I don’t even know what, besides not 
show up to work.

(FRUSTRATED SIGH)
Our other agents have failed in 
their attempts to replicate the 
psychic wheel based on the 
schematics you provided. At this 
point, I have to accept that you 
either deliberately altered the 
designs, or that there’s something 
unique about the Oslow site that we 
can’t replicate elsewhere. In 
either case -- we will be taking 
over your operations at the 
earliest opportunity. You were 
warned this would happen if you 
couldn’t maintain control. You knew 
this was coming. I will not be 
calling again. Goodbye, Edgar.

BEEP.

RECORDER
End of messages.

BEEP.

CLICK.

4. INT. OCPD HQ - MORRISON'S OFFICE - DAY - 1/29/20

A recorder starts in a darkened corner of Morrison’s 
abandoned office. Across the room, someone rummages through 
files in his desk.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(giving directions, trying 
to be helpful)

It should be in with the files from 
this October... maybe November.

NED LEROUX
(already knows, frustrated 
with Morrison’s filing)

I’m lookin’ there... what did you 
say the designation was?

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(reading it off her list)

Grey-1714b... at least, that’s 
what’s on the inventory.

ELLIS SPENGLER (CONT'D)
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NED LEROUX
(annoyed)

Gods, he didn’t keep these in any 
kind of order.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(SCOFFS)

Who, our late great chief of 
police? Not surprising, considering 
he forget to come in to work for 
two months straight.

NED LEROUX
(curious, cautious)

You’re really not scared of him 
anymore, are you?

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(shrugs)

What’s he going to do? Even if he 
shows his face, he can’t arrest me. 
And I definitely don’t believe 
those rumors about what he did to 
Bailey.

NED LEROUX
(intrigued)

Why not? Everyone else seems to.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(answering question with 
question)

You were partners with Lieutenant 
Tyler for a while, weren’t you?

NED LEROUX
(stops searching, looks 
up)

What’s that got to do with 
anything?

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(sees this is a sore spot 
for Ned)

Well, the rumor is that he and 
Morrison took the lead on arresting 
Sam before he was killed. Can you 
really see Bill letting that 
happen?

NED LEROUX
(keeping this close to the 
chest)

No not really.
(MORE)
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(beat, turns it back on 
her as he searches)

So what do you think actually 
happened to him?

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(surprised, dismissive)

Me? I don’t know and I don’t care. 
I didn’t know him that well, and he 
was an asshole every time we 
talked.

NED LEROUX
(amused)

I was kinda prickly the first 
couple times we talked, too. 
Doesn’t seem like you’re holding 
that against me.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
Yeah, well... you changed.

Ned doesn’t know how to respond to that. Eventually, HE 
COUGHS, then stands up, holding a Manilla folder

NED LEROUX
(a little awkward)

Right, here you go... Morrison’s 
file on the Shamson fire and the 
sightings of the mine monster. 
Should be something about the 
unconfirmed encounters in there 
too.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(genuinely grateful)

Thanks Ned -- you’re a lifesaver.
(about to leave, then 
remembers)

Oh! Me and a couple of the other 
detectives were going out for 
drinks tonight -- you want to come?

NED LEROUX
(beat, hesitation, 
then...)

Uh... yeah, sure. I’d love to.

DETECTIVE RAMOS
(cheerful, excited)

Right, well... see you soon!

Ramos turns and walks out of the office, letting the door 
swing shut behind her.

NED LEROUX (CONT'D)
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As soon as he thinks he’s alone, NED LAUGHS SOFTLY -- an 
oddly human sound, like he enjoys who he’s turning into.

5. INT. OCPD HQ - MORRISON'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Ned is about to step towards the door when ELLIS SPENGLER 
CLEARS HIS THROAT from the corner.

NED LEROUX
(alarmed)

What the--! Who’s there? How did 
you get in here?

ELLIS SPENGLER
(flat, unreadable)

I’m looking for Morrison.

NED LEROUX
(recognizing his voice)

Spengler? What are you doing here?

ELLIS SPENGLER
Oh, so you do remember me. I was 
hoping you would. Where’s Morrison?

NED LEROUX
(closing up, worried)

Chief Morrison was suspended last 
month. No one’s seen him since 
November.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(pushing back)

I know -- I’ve been to his house. 
The only things left are the mice 
and cockroaches. And if Morrison’s 
in the wind, then he’s just 
vanished with a significant amount 
of our money.

NED LEROUX
(trying to play dumb)

Your money? Listen buddy, I don’t 
know what you’re talking about, but 
I think you’d/better--
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ELLIS SPENGLER
(aggressive)

Don’t play dumb with me, “Leroux” -- 
it took longer than I care to 
admit, but I finally made the 
connection between you and 
Morrison’s “lynch pin” for the 
psychic wheel. You know where 
Morrison’s hiding. Tell me.

NED LEROUX
(hackles up, growing 
angry)

If you know who I am, then you 
should know better than to threaten 
me. I could kill you and walk out 
of here wearing your face, and no 
one would ever know.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(amused by his threats)

I’m afraid it wouldn’t be as easy 
as you think. My... organization 
has had dealing with you in your... 
past lives. I’ve taken certain... 
precautions.

NED LEROUX
(worried, but hiding it 
well)

You’re lying.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(smiling, utterly-
confident threat)

Maybe I am... but I’m sure you 
haven’t forgotten how cold it is in 
Petrograd.

Ned freezes in stunned silence, as if remembering some old 
wound. After a long moment, he speaks.

NED LEROUX
(fear of death driving him 
to obey)

What do you want?

ELLIS SPENGLER
(smug)

I already told you: I want 
Morrison. His location, if he’s 
still alive. His body, if not.
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NED LEROUX
(not wanting to tell the 
truth, but needing to)

He’s... he’s alive. I’ve seen him.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(used to giving orders)

Take me to him.

CLICK.

6. INT. MKCTS FACILITY - ENTRANCE - LATER

Spengler restarts his recorder as his footsteps echo with 
Ned’s in the wide stone tunnel leading to the blast door.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(stunned awe, for the 
benefit of the sponsors)

My god... look at this place. It’s 
incredible... I wish you all could 
see what I’m seeing. Oh wow, 
there’s even some of the old 
program logos still left on 
the/doors, and a bit of--

NED LEROUX
(bitter, masking fear)

It’s a ruined tunnel, Spengler. 
It’s really not that impressive.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(annoyed he’s not as into 
this as he is)

Not to you, maybe. But I’ve been 
waiting to see this place for more 
than 40 years. I just wish it was 
under different circumstances. I 
mean, look at the size of it! It’s 
an underground cathedral, built to 
last a thousand years and all the 
nuclear fury of the Soviets! The 
engineering required to build it at 
all, much less in secret just 
outside a populated area... no 
project in human history compares. 
It’s a wonder of the modern world, 
and almost no one knows about it. 
It’s.../it’s--
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NED LEROUX
(snapping, annoyed)

It’s the dead husk of a dream that 
was never going to come true. 
That’s all.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(beat, more somber)

Maybe not... and certainly not with 
Morrison leading the charge. But 
our reach is greater than one 
disgraced police chief in the 
middle of the desert. And our plans 
are measured in centuries, not 
decades. We’ll find a way... 
eventually.

EDGAR MORRISON
(raspy, strained whisper)

No... You won’t.

SPENGLER YELPS IN ALARM, jumping backwards. Morrison has 
emerged from the blast door, staring at the Spengler and Ned 
with eyes that seem to see too much.

After a moment, Spengler recovers.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(angered, annoyed at his 
own fear)

What the hell, Edgar -- you nearly 
gave me a heart attack.

EDGAR MORRISON
(low, unreadable)

You knew I was down here... there’s 
no point in being afraid.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(trying to regain some 
dignity)

Well, I was. Why’d you have to jump 
out at me like that?

EDGAR MORRISON
(flat, command)

Follow.

Edgar turns, walking back through the blast door into the 
central chamber.
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ELLIS SPENGLER
(confused, annoyed)

Morrison? Morrison, wait... come 
back here!

Ellis is already moving down the tunnel towards Edgar. Ned 
takes a few cautious steps back.

NED LEROUX
(desperately wants out of 
here)

Well, I guess I’ll be going now 
that you and Morrison/are back 
together--

ELLIS SPENGLER
(angered, pointing at Ned)

You will come with me, or I’ll make 
sure you live to regret it.

Spengler hurries after Morrison, and, WITH A RELUCTANT SIGH, 
Ned follows.

7. INT. MKCTS FACILITY - CENTRAL CHAMBER - CONTINUOUS

Morrison’s footsteps carry him to the middle of the chamber, 
across the ruined hardware of the psychic wheel and chunks of 
broken concrete.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(trying to keep up with 
him, growing annoyance)

Edgar, listen to me: you know why 
I’m here. You know what you’ve 
done. Just tell me... why? Why did 
you throw away everything we’ve 
worked for? Everything we promised 
you?

Edgar doesn’t respond -- instead, he throws a switch on a 
control panel. With a sparking, unhealthy sound, one of the 
lights comes back on overhead.

It hums and flickers as Morrison turns around to face Ellis.

EDGAR MORRISON
(almost an invocation)

And now we are brought into the 
light of truth... and he that doeth 
truth cometh to the light, that his 
deeds may be made manifest.
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ELLIS SPENGLER
(taken aback at his 
appearance)

Jesus Edgar... when was the last 
time you ate?

EDGAR MORRISON
(WEAK LAUGHTER)

Truly, I say unto you: I will not 
eat of the bread of this earth 
until the first heaven and the 
first earth are passed away, and 
the sea is no more.

NED LEROUX
(low warning, growing 
nervousness)

Spengler... I wouldn’t get any 
closer if I were you.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(ignoring Ned, irritated 
physician mode)

Listen, Edgar... You need to come 
back with me. We’ll get you some 
food and water -- some fresh 
clothes, if we can find some. You 
need/to--

8. CONTINUOUS

ELLIS CUTS OFF AS MORRISON BEGINS TO LAUGH, the sound echoing 
unnaturally until it sounds like there’s more than one voice 
laughing.

EDGAR MORRISON
(ALMOST BREATHLESS WITH 
LAUGHTERS)

Come back with you? No... no, I’ll 
not be going anywhere with you. You 
and your ilk have held me back for 
far too long. I never should have 
tied myself to your hollow promises 
and empty words. I never needed you 
-- your money, your “influence,” 
your ridiculous ceremonies. I had 
what I needed all along, from the 
moment that door was opened. You’ve 
only ever slowed me down.
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ELLIS SPENGLER
(growing fear)

You’re not well, Edgar. I can help 
you,/you know I can...

EDGAR MORRISON
(funniest shit he’s ever 
heard)

Help me? Help me!? Like you helped 
all those poor souls in your 
consulting room, pleading for your 
pity, your understanding, your 
mercy? How many of them did you 
“help?”

ELLIS SPENGLER
(confused, afraid)

How do you know about that?

EDGAR MORRISON
(low, threatening)

Oh, I know more than that, Ellis... 
much, much more. I have seen you. 
The tearful child you once were, 
begging your mother to kiss you 
better when you scraped your knee, 
receiving silence and scorn that 
never quite went away. The quiet, 
fearful boy that you became, 
learning to fear that tremor in 
your father’s voice that warned you 
of his wrath. The pompous, prideful 
student you became when you left 
for university, learning to wield 
your parent’s name and wealth like 
a cudgel against any who dared to 
question you. And the cold, cruel 
doctor you became when all your 
insecurities at last bore fruit 
into the man you are now: sending 
all you viewed as unworthy of your 
grace to be locked away in the 
halls of institutions that would 
never try to cure them.

(beat)
But your greedy hands could only 
reach so far, and the world changed 
-- you were caught -- and you were 
given the chance to retire with 
dignity because you were born from 
an old family with old money and 
all the privilege it conferred. 

(MORE)
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But before you did, you took your 
one last chance at petty revenge: 
when your mother came to the 
practice and confided that she was 
hearing voices in the empty halls 
of your childhood home, long bereft 
of your father’s brooding presence. 
She spent the last decade of her 
life locked away in a dark and 
dreary hospital, never seeing 
another friendly face before the 
end. And she cursed your name with 
her shaking, final breath.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(completely disoriented, 
growing terror)

You can’t know that... you can’t 
know any of that!

EDGAR MORRISON
(seeming to grow larger as 
he speaks)

Can’t I? For my eyes are quick, and 
powerful, and sharper than any two-
edged sword, dividing soul and 
spirit, joints and marrow, a 
discerner of the thoughts and 
intentions of the heart. I know 
what you are, Doctor Ellis Spengler 
-- even as you left your work in 
disgrace, you were called upon by 
those pompous fools who think they 
know the meaning of shadows... of 
silence... of knowledge. You used 
the secrets whispered by your 
clients to blackmail and bribe your 
way into power and wealth and 
privilege of all kinds -- and all 
this, you fed into the open mouth 
of the beast without a name... 
those fools who worship at the foot 
a god whose face they cannot ever 
truly know. Claiming to be wise, 
they became fools: trading the 
knowledge of a safe and certain 
world for vague prophecies and 
mysteries that stirred their hearts 
to fanatic, foolish faith. 

EDGAR MORRISON (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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From the birth of your cult to the 
fall of Byzantium, all the way to 
the schism that split you from 
those who sought to catalogue and 
understand the impossible things 
they witnessed rather than worship 
them... from then ‘til now, you 
have chosen ignorance over wisdom, 
power over stability, and pleasure 
over responsibility. Say what you 
will about those fools at ISPHA... 
at least they pretend to serve some 
greater good. At least they tried 
to follow their own beliefs. What 
good have you and your brothers 
ever sought, except your own 
endless self-gratification, filling 
your coffers by the blood of the 
innocent?

ELLIS SPENGLER
(confusion turning into 
anger)

There’s no way you can know any of 
this... it’s not possible!

EDGAR MORRISON
(amused)

Isn’t it?

ELLIS SPENGLER
(growing desperate for 
answers)

I burned every single record 
myself... and you know the other 
sponsors are even more thorough. 
There is no historical record -- 
there never has been!

EDGAR MORRISON
(smiling wickedly)

Oh, but there is. The path of 
misery and violence they’ve cut 
through this world cannot help but 
leave a trace -- just not one that 
can be seen or heard or touched. 
But in the darkness... in the 
shadows... there is no silence. And 
when all my plans had come to ruin 
and death seemed near... I heard a 
voice... my own voice... the voice 
your mother heard, all those years 
ago. Asking what I would do to save 
myself... 

EDGAR MORRISON (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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who I would give to save myself. In 
my fear, I made all the promises I 
could think of and more -- promises 
I thought I’d never be able to 
keep. I promised it everything, 
everyone, to do any terrible deed 
it asked of me, if only it allowed 
me to live. And as one of the 
creatures of fire and stone I’d 
captured and lost sunk its red-hot 
claws into my chest and pulled out 
my heart... I felt myself change. 
The door that had been opened in 
this bunker oh-so-long ago finally 
opened again -- opened fully, 
inside my own soul -- and the 
darkness and chaos I’d spent my 
entire life fighting flowed into 
and through me like liquid fire, 
tearing holes in the world around 
me through which the monsters who 
sought my death vanished in an 
instant.

(beat)
Alone, I wandered these tunnels, 
unaware of who I was or where I was 
going. I felt like I would drown in 
the power that sought to fill me, 
and I was lost for many weeks -- no 
longer eating or sleeping or 
drinking, but feeling no hunger or 
thirst or fatigue. As I wandered, I 
found myself adrift... the cage of 
my body falling away as I saw and 
heard things I should never have 
known -- things long past, things 
far away... and things yet to come 
in the dark days ahead. And I 
realized that I’d been given a 
gift.

(beat)
So I strove with the power inside 
my soul -- wrestled with a being 
more great and powerful than any 
mortal mind could contain, and 
said: I will not let thee go, 
except thou bless me. And I was 
blessed. I was victorious. And I 
saw the vast expanse of history 
stretching back to the birth of all 
universes, and the terror of the 
future which mankind shall bring 
forth in the days to come. 
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And I said behold: I am coming 
soon, and my reward is with me: to 
give to every man according to his 
work. I am the end of the ending, 
the watcher of the watchmen... the 
last of the first. And if my right 
hand offend me -- I shall cut it 
off and cast it from me.

Spengler stares in stunned silence -- then finally manages to 
speak.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(pleading)

Ed, please... you’ve clearly 
suffered some kind of mental 
breakdown. We can figure this out, 
but first you have to leave these 
tunnels and/come with me to--

EDGAR MORRISON
(wrath, sudden anger)

You think I am so blind that I do 
not know your mind? I have failed 
you and your little crusade, and 
you intend to kill me.

ELLIS SPENGLER
(defensive, terrified)

No, of course not! I’m just trying 
to help/you before you hurt--

EDGAR MORRISON
(cold anger, judgment)

You Lie. That is all you do... you 
and your little boys club. Lie, and 
cheat, and play with powers you 
could not possibly comprehend. You 
are unworthy of the world I will 
create, Ellis Spengler -- so now I 
take you from it.

Before Ellis can move, Morrison raises a hand -- and the 
universe tears open with a horrible rending sound. SPENGLER 
SCREAMS as he’s dragged into the roiling chaos of the world 
behind the worlds, the sound stretching and distorting 
until...

The tear slams shut. Spengler’s recorder drops to the floor, 
breaking slightly. The tape become crackly and distorted as 
the echoes of his scream linger for a long moment.
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NED LEROUX
(terrified -- seeing a way 
he could be destroyed)

Fucking hell.

A slight movement as Morrison shifts to look at Ned... and 
then he smiles.

EDGAR MORRISON
(almost a benediction)

Go: leave this place and this city 
and this desert far behind. Warn 
your friends the Searchers, if that 
is what you truly desire. You are 
already on the path to your own 
destruction, and I will not raise a 
hand against the doom which you 
have made yourself. Go.

Ned hesitates for a long moment -- then his fear of what 
Morrison could do to him makes him run... out the chamber, 
through the door, and down the tunnel towards the ladder.

Behind him, MORRISON BEGINS TO LAUGH as the earth starts to 
shake and rumble beneath his feet.

CLACK. The recording ends.

ROLL END THEME 
AND CREDITS

22.


