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SUPER OVER BLACK:

“...What was it?
A meteorite? Or a visit from the 
denizens of the cosmic abyss?
Whatever it was, in our small 
nation appeared a miracle of 
miracles - The Zone.

Right away we sent in troops. They 
didn’t come back. So we surrounded 
The Zone with police cordons...
And, probably, did the right 
thing... However, I don’t know, I 
don’t know...”

-From the interview of Nobel 
laureate Professor Wallace.
RAI.

FADE IN:

INT. STALKER’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - EARLY MORNING

STALKER (30s), his WIFE (40s), and their daughter MONKEY, 
(10) are sleeping in the same bed. A TRAIN WHISTLES and 
passes by, shaking the house and waking Stalker.

Stalker gets out of bed, making sure he doesn’t wake his wife 
and daughter. He carefully takes a watch hanging on the steel 
headboard of the bed and quietly puts on a his pants and his 
boots. He goes to the kitchen, making as little noise as 
possible, slightly closing the double doors behind him.

As soon as he does, Wife gets up, looking sharply at the 
double doors.

INT. STALKER’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - EARLY MORNING

Stalker lights the stove and runs the water. He washes up and 
brushes his teeth.

The kitchen light, a lonely light bulb, turns on and burns 
out. Stalker turns to see Wife standing by the light switch.

WIFE
Why did you take my watch?

(Beat.)
Where are you going, I’m asking 
you?

(Beat.)
(MORE)



You gave me your word. I believed 
you.

Stalker continues to brush his teeth.

WIFE (CONT’D)
Fine, you don’t want to think of 
yourself, but what about us? Think 
about your child. She hasn’t even 
had time to get used to you and 
you’re already going back?

(Beat.)
I’ve turned into an old hag. You’ve 
ruined me.

STALKER
Not so loud. You’ll wake Monkey.

WIFE
I can’t keep waiting for you to 
come back. I’ll die.

Stalker turns off the water and goes to pick up a plate. He 
eats. Wife comes next to him.

WIFE (CONT’D)
You were going to get a job. They 
promised you a proper, decent job.

STALKER
I’ll be back soon.

WIFE
You’ll be back in prison. Except 
this time you won’t get five years, 
you’ll get ten. And you won’t have 
anything in those ten years, not 
your Zone, nothing. And me, in 
those ten years... I’ll be dead.

Stalker doesn’t finish eating and puts the plate down.

STALKER
Prison. Everywhere is a prison for 
me.

He moves to the door. She grabs him and blocks his way.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Let me go.

WIFE
No.

WIFE (CONT'D)
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STALKER
Let me go.

WIFE
I won’t.

Stalker breaks free. He grabs his jacket and leaves.

WIFE (CONT’D)
Go on then, go. I hope you rot 
there! I wish I’d never met you, 
scum! God himself cursed you by 
giving you that child! He cursed me 
because of you, bastard...

She breaks down.

EXT. RAIL YARD - EARLY MORNING

Stalker walks across a large foggy rail yard. As he walks, a 
voice over.

WRITER (V.O)
My dear, the world is so utterly 
boring. There’s no telepathy, no 
ghosts, no flying saucers, none of 
these things exist. The world is 
ruled by boring, cast-iron laws and 
these laws don’t get broken, they 
don’t know how to get broken...

CUT TO:

A sports coupe is parked on the edge of the rail yard leading 
to a ship yard. WRITER (40s, expensive coat), is talking to a 
WOMAN (20s, long dress, short fur coat).

WRITER (CONT’D)
...so don’t get your hopes up for 
flying saucers, that would be way 
too interesting.

WOMAN
What about the Bermuda Triangle? 
You’re not going to argue that-

WRITER
I am, I am going to argue. There is 
no Bermuda Triangle. There is only 
triangle ABC that is equal to 
triangle A-prime, B-prime, C-prime 
(A’B’C’). Don’t you feel the 
boredom in that sentence? 

(MORE)
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See, in the middle ages life was 
interesting. Every church had a 
God, every person had a guardian 
angel. People were young back then, 
now every fourth person is old. 
It’s boring my angel, so boring.

WOMAN
But you said so yourself, that The 
Zone is a product of an advanced, 
super civilization which-

WRITER
Which is also probably boring. Also 
with some kind of laws and 
triangles and no angels and 
definitely no God. Because if God 
turns out to be the triangle, 
then... I’m not even sure...

They turn to see Stalker.

WRITER (CONT’D)
Oh, that’s for me. Wonderful. 
Goodbye my dear... um, excuse me. 
This wonderful young lady has 
gladly agreed to go into The Zone 
with us. She is very brave, her 
name is... Excuse me, I think your 
name is...

WOMAN
So you’re really a Stalker?

Stalker cautiously walks up to them.

STALKER
Hold on, I’ll explain everything.

Stalker walks around and looks at the surroundings. He walks 
around the car and turns back to the Woman.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Fuck off.**

**(In the film, Stalker simply says “go.” However, this 
doesn’t match what he does. He is clearly mouthing an 
expletive akin to “fuck off” in Russian. The actor playing 
the Woman reacts accordingly to this. No doubt the real line 
was censored and dubbed over.)**

She looks at Writer and quickly gets in the car.

WRITER (CONT'D)
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WOMAN
Moron.

She drives off. Stalker and Writer look at each other.

STALKER
So you got drunk after all.

WRITER
Me? In what sense? I simply had a 
drink like half the population 
does. The other half, yes they get 
drunk, even women and children, but 
I simply had a drink.

Stalkers walks away. Writer takes a swig from the bottle and 
follows.

INT. BAR - EARLY MORNING

Stalker walks into a bar followed by Writer.

PROFESSOR (late 50s) is sitting at a lonely, high table on a 
high bar chair drinking tea and reading.

Stalker approaches and greets RUGER (50s), the bartender. 
Professor begins to pack up his things.

STALKER
It’s ok, there’s still time.

Professor sits back down. Writer approaches Professor and 
puts his bottle on the table.

WRITER
How about one for the road? What do 
you think?

Writer goes over to the bar to get glasses. Stalker takes 
Writer by the shoulder and leads him back to the table. He 
hands Writer his bottle.

STALKER
Put this away.

WRITER
Oh, I see. Prohibition huh? Alcohol 
is the scourge of mankind. Well, 
beer it is.

Writer goes back to the bar.
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PROFESSOR
Is he coming with us?

STALKER
It’s ok, he’ll sober up. He has to 
go there too.

Ruger pours Writer a beer, he chugs it down. Ruger pours 
three more glasses.

WRITER
Hey, are you really a professor?

PROFESSOR
If you like.

WRITER
Well in that case allow me to 
introduce myself. My name is-

STALKER
Your name is Writer.

Writer walks back to Professor and Stalker with the three 
glasses of beer and distributes them.

PROFESSOR
Then what’s my name?

STALKER
Yours? Your name is Professor.

WRITER
Of course. I’m a writer so 
naturally everyone just calls me 
Writer.

PROFESSOR
What do you write about?

WRITER
About my readers.

PROFESSOR
No point in writing about anything 
else, right?

WRITER
Of course not. There’s no point in 
writing about anything to be 
honest. And you are... a chemist?

PROFESSOR
More of a physicist.
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WRITER
Probably boring too. Searching for 
the truth. It hides and you look 
for it, you dig here, you dig 
there. You dig in one place and, 
bingo, the nucleus is made of 
protons. You dig in another, 
beautiful, triangle ABC equals 
triangle A’B’C’. But with me it’s a 
different story. I dig for that 
same truth, but as I dig something 
happens to it. I started digging 
for the truth, but I dug up a pile 
of... I won’t say what. You have it 
good, scientists.

Writer downs the rest of his beer.

WRITER (CONT’D)
Say there’s some antique pot in a 
museum. In its own time it was just 
a trash bin, but now it draws 
universal admiration from the 
simplicity of its lines and its 
unique form. And everyone “oohs” 
and “aahs” over it and then it 
turns out it’s not an antique at 
all. Some joker planted it for the 
archaeologists and the sound of 
admiration quietly dies down. 
Connoisseurs. 

PROFESSOR
And this is what you think about 
all the time? 

WRITER
Oh god, no. I rarely think at all, 
it’s bad for me.

PROFESSOR
Is it even possible to write and 
constantly think of success or 
failure?

WRITER
No. But on the other hand if no one 
will read my books in a hundred 
years, what’s the point of writing 
at all? Tell me professor, why did 
you get involved in all this? Why 
do you need the Zone? 
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PROFESSOR
Well, in a certain sense, I am a 
scientist. Why do you need it? 
You’re a popular author. Probably 
have plenty of women chasing after 
you.

WRITER
Inspiration Professor, simply lost 
inspiration. So I’m going to go beg 
for it.

PROFESSOR
You mean to say you’ve exhausted 
your talent?

WRITER
Yes, in certain sense.

A TRAIN WHISTLES off in the distance.

STALKER
Do you hear that? That’s our train.

(Looking at his watch.)
Let’s go.

They grab their things. Professor gives Stalker a set of 
keys.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Did you take the roof off the car?

PROFESSOR
Yes, yes.

Professor and Writer go to the door.

STALKER
Ruger. If I don’t come back... go 
see my wife.

Writer goes outside and turns back around.

WRITER
Damn. Forgot to buy cigarettes.

PROFESSOR.
Don’t go back, don’t bother.

WRITER
Why?

PROFESSOR
Not allowed.
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WRITER
See, you’re all like that.

PROFESSOR
Like what?

WRITER
Believe in all kinds of fluff. 
Fine, I’ll leave it for a rainy 
day.

Professor walks out, Writer follows.

WRITER (CONT’D)
And you’re really a scientist?

EXT. RAIL YARD - EARLY MORNING

The three walk over to a military looking jeep with no roof 
and climb inside. Stalker drives.

EXT. TOWN - EARLY MORNING

They drive through the town. It is empty and quiet, for the 
most part, other than the sounds of TRAIN HORNS in the 
distance cutting through the early morning fog. 

They carefully drive through the narrow dirt streets 
enveloped by brick buildings, past crumbling infrastructure, 
spotlights, and exposed foundations.

Stalker stops at the end of an alley and looks. They hear an 
ENGINE. Stalker turns off the jeep.

STALKER
Get down.

They duck. 

STALKER (CONT’D)
Don’t move.

A PATROLMAN on a motorcycle creeps up on the other end of the 
alley. He looks around and drives away.

Stalker starts the jeep, backs up and drives away. They drive 
up to an abandoned warehouse. 

STALKER (CONT’D)
Go see if there’s anyone there.

Writer gets out and walks across the warehouse.
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STALKER (CONT’D)
Hurry up, for God’s sake!

Writer picks up his pace and jogs over to the end of the 
warehouse, looking around.

WRITER
No, no one’s here.

STALKER
Go to that other entrance.

Stalker drives away with Professor. A FREIGHT TRAIN passes 
where they were.  

Writer goes to the other entrance and comes out. Stalker 
turns the corner and drives over to Writer who gets in the 
jeep.

Stalker drives to another alley and stops abruptly as he sees 
a parked patrol motorcycle.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Oh, come on, Writer.

Stalker backs up and drives away. A PATROLMAN approaches his 
motorcycle, gets on and drives off.

EXT. TRAIN GATE - EARLY MORNING

The jeep is parked. Stalker is standing by a wall, on the 
lookout. He suddenly runs back to the jeep and drives away.

Not far from where Stalker was watching, a RAILWAY WORKER 
opens a large gate for a coming FREIGHT TRAIN. The TRAIN 
passes through.

The jeep drives out from behind a building and speeds after 
the TRAIN through the gate. The railway worker closes the 
gate, watching them.

INT. ABANDONED BUILDING 1 - EARLY MORNING

Stalker backs the jeep into a dark abandoned building and 
turns it off. He gets out. Silence.

STALKER
Keep an eye out please.

He walks into the building and looks out of a broken window.
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STALKER (CONT’D)
Did you remember the jerrycan?

PROFESSOR
It’s here. Full.

Professor gets out and looks around.

WRITER
Those things I said to you... it’s 
all a lie. I don’t give a damn 
about inspiration. How do I even 
know what to call that which I 
want? How do I know if I really 
want what I think I want? Can I 
even say for a fact that I really 
don’t want what I don’t want? These 
are all intangible things, as soon 
as you name them their meaning 
disappears, evaporates, like a 
jellyfish in the sun, have you ever 
seen that? My conscious wants 
vegetarianism to triumph over the 
world, but my subconscious wants a 
piece of juicy steak. But what do I 
actually want? “I”?

PROFESSOR
How about world domination, at 
least-

STALKER
Quiet!

PROFESSOR
Why do they need a train in the 
Zone?

STALKER
It supplies the military outpost, 
but it doesn’t go further. They 
don’t like going in there.

EXT. MILITARY CHECKPOINT - EARLY MORNING

A TRAIN HORN sounds. Military personnel get into their 
positions around a large iron gate blocking off the railroad 
tracks. The gate is surrounded by tall, barbed wire fences 
and bright spotlights all around.

The spotlights focus on the gate as it opens for the TRAIN. 
It passes the gate and stops. Military personnel move in to 
inspect it.
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INT. ABANDONED BUILDING 1 - EARLY MORNING

Stalker watches from the broken window. He rushes back to the 
jeep. 

STALKER
Quickly!

They get into the jeep and drive out of the building.

EXT. MILITARY CHECKPOINT - EARLY MORNING

The TRAIN passes through the checkpoint. The jeep speeds up 
to the TRAIN and follows it closely through the gate.

As soon as it gets through, it turns off the tracks and 
speeds off into the Zone. The soldiers sound the alarm.

SIRENS.

AUTOMATIC GUNFIRE.

SPOTLIGHTS.

EXT. ABANDONED TOWN - EARLY MORNING

They drive through the abandoned town. BULLETS HITTING 
EVERYTHING AROUND THEM. Windows breaking. Bricks walls 
fracturing. 

The jeep speeds away.

INT. ABANDONED BUILDING 2 - EARLY MORNING

Stalker drives into another abandoned building and stops. 
Silence. 

STALKER
Go see, up ahead, there should be a 
railcar. 

WRITER
What rail car?

STALKER
Go on.

Writer gets out and walks forward. A rifle round RICOCHETS. 
Writer drops to the ground. Professor comes over to him.
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PROFESSOR
Go back, I’ll do it.

Writer goes back to the car, shaken.

Professor makes his way forward through the collapsed 
building. More RIFLE SHOTS are heard in the distance.

Professor approaches a small gas powered railcar. He waves 
Stalker over.

The jeep drives around and comes up to Professor. Stalker and 
Writer get out.

STALKER
The jerrycan.

Writer grabs the jerrycan. The three of them try to start the 
rail car.

WRITER
Just get rid of your backpack, it’s 
in the way.

PROFESSOR
You’re the one who showed up naked 
and unprepared, like you’re going 
for a walk.

BULLETS RICOCHET again.

STALKER.
If you get hit, don’t make any 
noise. If they spot you they’ll 
kill you. When everything quiets 
down crawl back to the main 
outpost, they’ll pick you up in the 
morning.

Stalker gets the railcar going. They get on and go.

WRITER
Won’t they come after us?

STALKER
Of course not. They’re scared to 
death of it.

WRITER
Of what?

They ride the railcar into The Zone.
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EXT. THE ZONE - DAY

The railcar has stopped at the end of the tracks in a vast 
green landscape.

Debris, broken telephone poles, rusted cars are around the 
railroad tracks, all consumed by vegetation. This is The 
Zone.

Stalker stands up.

STALKER
Here we are. Home at last. It’s so 
still. So quiet.

Writer gets off the railcar. 

STALKER (CONT’D)
It’s the quietest place on earth, 
you’ll see for yourself. It’s so 
beautiful. There’s not a soul here. 

WRITER
We’re here. 

STALKER
Well, three people can’t mess it up 
in one day.

WRITER
Why not? Sure they can.

Stalker and Professor get off the railcar.

STALKER
Strange. The flowers have no scent. 
Do you smell anything?

WRITER
Smells like a swamp.

Stalker takes out some nuts and bandages.

STALKER
No that’s the river, there’s a 
river here. There used to be a 
flowerbed, but Porcupine stomped it 
out. Flat to the ground. The scent 
stayed for many years though. 

PROFESSOR
Why did he stomp it out?
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STALKER
I don’t know. I also asked him why, 
he said I’ll understand later. I 
think he simply began to hate the 
Zone.

WRITER
What is that, his last name? 
Porcupine?

STALKER
No, it’s a nickname, just like 
yours. For years he brought people 
into the Zone, no one could bother 
him. My teacher. He opened my eyes. 
We didn’t call him Porcupine back 
then, we called him just that, 
Teacher. Then something happened to 
him. Something broke inside him. 
But I think he was simply punished.

Stalker gives the nuts and bandages to Professor.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Can you help me out? Just tie these 
bandages to the nuts. I think I’ll 
go take a walk. I need to... 

Stalker walks away.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Just don’t walk around... too much.

WRITER
Where’s he going?

Professor starts tying the bandages to the nuts.

PROFESSOR
Maybe he wants to be alone.

WRITER
What for? Even with three of us 
here it’s... not very cozy.

PROFESSOR
A date with The Zone. He’s a 
Stalker after all.

WRITER
So what?
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PROFESSOR
So being a stalker is, in a way, a 
calling.

WRITER
I pictured him differently.

PROFESSOR
How?

WRITER
Like... Leatherstocking, 
Chingachgook, Big Snake.

PROFESSOR
No, his biography is more 
frightening. He was in prison 
several times. Crippled himself in 
here several times. And his 
daughter is a mutant. A victim of 
the Zone they say, apparently with 
no legs.

WRITER
What about that... Porcupine? And 
what did he mean by punished? What 
is that, a figure of speech? 

PROFESSOR
One fine day, Porcupine returned 
from this place and suddenly became 
rich. Incredibly wealthy. 

WRITER
You call that punishment?

PROFESSOR
A week later he hanged himself. 

WRITER
Why?

A long, eerie HOWLING WAIL off in the distance.

PROFESSOR
Quiet!

WRITER
What the hell was that?
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EXT. THE ZONE - DAY

Stalker walks into tall, overgrown vegetation. He gets on his 
knees and reaches out to touch the plants. He collapses on 
the ground and rolls over. He lies there with his eyes 
closed.

He is at peace. He is at home.

EXT. THE RAILCAR - DAY

Professor is sitting on the tracks tying bandages to the 
nuts.

PROFESSOR
Apparently, about 20 years ago, a 
meteorite fell here. Razed the 
village to the ground. They looked 
for the meteorite, but, of course, 
didn’t find anything.

WRITER
Why ‘of course’?

PROFESSOR
Then people started to disappear. 
They came in here and never came 
out.

WRITER
And?

PROFESSOR
And finally it was decided that the 
meteorite wasn’t exactly a 
meteorite. At first, they put up 
the barbed wire fence, so the 
curious wouldn’t risk themselves. 
That’s when rumors started going 
around that somewhere in the Zone 
there’s a place where wishes get 
granted. So of course they started 
guarding the Zone like a national 
treasure. Who knows what kinds of 
wishes some people might have. 

WRITER
What was it then, if not a 
meteorite?

PROFESSOR
I told you, nobody knows. 
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WRITER
Okay, but what do you think it was?

PROFESSOR
I don’t think anything. Any number 
of things. A message to mankind as 
one of my colleagues says. Or a 
gift.

WRITER
One hell of a gift. Why would they 
want to do that?

STALKER (O.S.)
To make us happy! 

He walks over to Professor and Writer.

STALKER (CONT’D)
The flowers are blooming again, but 
they don’t smell for some reason. 
Sorry for leaving you, but it was 
too early to go anyway. 

Another howling wail is heard off in the distance.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Oh. Did you hear?

PROFESSOR
Maybe someone does live here.

STALKER
Who?

PROFESSOR
You told me the story yourself. 
Those tourists. The ones who were 
here when the Zone appeared. 

STALKER
There’s no one in the Zone and 
there can’t be.

(Beat.)
Well, it’s time.

Stalker walks to the rail car. He starts it up and the rail 
car takes off down the rails, back to the town.

WRITER
So how do we go back?

STALKER
People don’t go back here.
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WRITER
What do you mean?

STALKER
We’ll proceed as agreed. Each time 
I’ll throw a nut and point out a 
path. Straying from that path is 
dangerous. First stop is that pole 
all the way down there. Professor 
you go first.

Professor carefully walks off.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Now you.

Writer walks after Professor.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Try to follow in his steps.

EXT. TANK FIELD - DAY

They walk into a field filled with old, rusty, destroyed 
tanks and military equipment. Vegetation has consumed their 
bodies as well.

WRITER
Good Lord. Where are... did they 
just, stay here? The people?

STALKER
Who knows. I only remember how they 
all got onto the trains to come 
into the Zone. I was still a kid 
then. Everyone thought someone was 
trying to conquer us. Smart asses.

Stalker looks off and carefully throws another nut. They 
watch it land.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Go on Professor.

Professor goes towards the nut.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Now you Writer.

Writer follows. Stalker follows right after.
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EXT. FIELD - DAY

They walk across a large, tall grass field. The same 
procedure: Stalker throws a nut, they go to it, pick it up 
and repeat.

CUT TO:

They’ve stopped. Stalker looks towards THE HOUSE, a 
dilapidated building.

STALKER
There’s your room over there. In 
that building. That’s where we have 
to go.

WRITER
You gouging prices Stalker? It’s 
just an arm’s reach away.

STALKER
Yeah. But you’d need a very long 
arm. We don’t have one of those, so 
we’re going around.

Stalker throws a nut. They move. Professor, then Writer.

Writer walks over, whistling. He looks down at something by 
his feet. He bends over, grabs it and pulls.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Leave it! You can’t!

Writer keeps pulling.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Stop. Don’t touch it! 

Writer keeps pulling. Stalker picks up a steel rod and throws 
it at Writer, missing his head by inches.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Don’t touch it I said!

WRITER
What’s wrong with you? Are you 
insane? What the hell is wrong with 
you?!

STALKER
I told you, this isn’t the place 
for a stroll! The Zone demands 
respect or else it punishes you.
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WRITER
Punishes. Go ahead and try 
something like that again! Can’t 
you speak?

STALKER
I asked you not to.

PROFESSOR
Do we go that way?

STALKER
Yes, up there and to the left, 
except we won’t go that way. We’ll 
go around.

WRITER
Why is that?

STALKER
No one goes there. Besides, in the 
Zone the straightest path isn’t the 
fastest. The longer path is less 
risky.

WRITER
Is it fatal to go straight ahead?

PROFESSOR
He just said, it’s dangerous.

WRITER
And the detour isn’t?

STALKER
Of course it’s dangerous, but like 
I said, no one goes there.

WRITER
Who cares who goes where? What if I 
go straight?

PROFESSOR
Listen, don’t you-

WRITER
Why go around when it’s right there 
in front of us? It’s risky here, 
it’s dangerous there, what the hell 
does it matter?

STALKER
You know, your attitude is very 
reckless.
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WRITER
I’m fed up with your nuts and 
bandages. Do what you want, I’m 
going this way.

PROFESSOR
He’s insane.

WRITER
Likewise Professor.

Writer takes out his bottle and untwists the cap.

STALKER
Do you mind if I...?

Stalker takes the bottle from Writer. He walks away a few 
steps and pours the rest of the contents out.

STALKER (CONT’D)
The wind is rising. Do you feel it? 
The grass...

WRITER
Well. All the more reason.

PROFESSOR
What do you mean, more reason?

Writer begins to move towards the building. Stalker moves in 
front of him.

STALKER
Wait-

WRITER
Take your hands off me.

STALKER
All right. Then let Professor be my 
witness, I didn’t send you in 
there. You’re going on your own 
free will.

WRITER
On my own free will, anything else?

STALKER
No. Go ahead.

Writer slowly walks toward the building.

STALKER (CONT’D)
And God hope you’re lucky.
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Writer gets closer.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Hold on! If you suddenly notice 
something or... or even feel 
something strange, even the 
slightest thing, come back right 
away! Otherwise-

WRITER
Just don’t throw anything else at 
my head.

Writer keeps going, getting closer and closer to the 
building. He takes careful steps.

A voice.

VOICE
Stop, don’t move!

Writer freezes. He stops and stares at the building.

STALKER
Why did you do that?

PROFESSOR
What? 

STALKER
Why did you stop him?

PROFESSOR
What do you mean? I thought it was 
you.

Professor and Stalker exchange glances. Writer walks back to 
Professor and Stalker.

WRITER
What happened? Why did you stop me?

STALKER
I didn’t stop you.

WRITER
Who did then? You?

The three look at each other.

WRITER (CONT’D)
What the hell?

23.



PROFESSOR
You know, you’re a fine piece of 
work Mr. Shakespeare. Afraid to 
advance, ashamed to go back, so you 
ordered yourself to stop in someone 
else’s voice. Even sobered up out 
of fear.

WRITER
What the hell did you say?

STALKER
Stop it.

WRITER
Why did you empty my bottle?

STALKER
Stop it I said, you need to listen 
to me! 

Stalker steps away from them, looking down the path he chose.

STALKER (CONT’D)
The Zone is... a very complex 
system of... traps, I guess. And 
all of them are death traps. I 
don’t know what happens here when 
there’s no people, but as soon as 
anyone shows up everything starts 
moving. Former traps disappear, new 
ones appear. Safe ways become 
impassable. The path goes from easy 
and simple to impossibly skewed and 
confusing. This is the Zone. It 
might even seem that it’s 
temperamental. But at each moment 
it’s made in the way that we make 
it with our state of being. I won’t 
hide it, there have been times when 
people turned back halfway. There 
have been those that died right at 
the threshold of the Room. 
Everything that happens here 
depends not on the Zone, but on us. 

WRITER
Lets the good ones pass and tears 
the heads off the bad ones.

STALKER
I don’t know, I’m not sure about 
that. I believe it lets through 
those that have lost all hope. 

(MORE)

24.



Not the good or bad, but... the 
miserable. The wretched. But even 
the most miserable will die here if 
they don’t know how to behave 
themselves. You got lucky Writer, 
it warned you, but it didn’t have 
to.

Professor takes his backpack off. 

PROFESSOR
You know what? I think I’ll wait 
for you right here until you come 
back. Contented.

STALKER
That’s impossible.

PROFESSOR
I assure you, I have sandwiches, a 
thermos.

STALKER
First of all, you won’t last an 
hour here without me.

PROFESSOR
And second?

STALKER
And second, nobody goes back the 
same way they came.

PROFESSOR
All the same, I’d rather-

STALKER
Then we all immediately go back to 
town. I’ll give back your money. 
Minus a certain sum for my... 
trouble I guess.

WRITER
Sobered up, huh Professor?

Professor takes a breath and puts his backpack back on.

PROFESSOR
Alright, fine. Throw your nut.

Stalker throws a nut. They move.

STALKER (CONT'D)
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EXT. THE ZONE - DAY

Professor and Writer are sitting down, resting on some rocks 
next to a DARK DOORWAY.

STALKER (O.S.)
Hey, where are you? Come here! Are 
you tired already?

Professor and Writer lazily get up.

WRITER
Oh lord. He’s probably going to 
lecture us again, judging by his 
voice.

CUT TO:

INT. A WELL

A stone falls into a well. Silver ripples in the water.

STALKER (V.O.)
May that which has been thought 
come true. May they believe. And 
may they laugh at their own 
passions. For what they call 
passion isn’t really the energy of 
the soul, but merely friction 
between the soul and the outside 
world. But most important, may they 
believe in themselves and become 
helpless like children. Because 
weakness is great and strength is 
worthless. 

BACK TO:

EXT. THE ZONE - DAY

Stalker climbs through a window and carefully makes his way 
across the ledge of a destroyed building. Stalker continues 
in voice over.

STALKER (V.O.)
When a person is born he is soft 
and pliable. When he dies he is 
strong and hard. When a tree grows 
it is soft and pliable, but when 
it’s dry and hard, it dies. 
Hardness and strength are death’s 
companions. 

(MORE)
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Flexibility, softness, weakness are 
the embodiment of life. That is why 
that which is hard shall never 
triumph.

Stalker climbs into a large steel pipe, large enough to stand 
in. Professor and Writer are there.

STALKER
Come over here. We’re making good 
progress. Soon we’ll reach the dry 
pipe, it’ll be much easier from 
there.

WRITER
Careful not to jinx us.

PROFESSOR
Wait, are we going already?

STALKER
Of course. Why?

PROFESSOR
Hold on, I thought you only wanted 
to show us something. What about my 
backpack?

STALKER
What happened to your backpack?

PROFESSOR
What do you mean what happened? I 
left it back there, I didn’t know 
we were heading out.

STALKER
We can’t do anything about it now.

PROFESSOR
No, I have to go back.

STALKER
That’s impossible.

PROFESSOR
I can’t go without my backpack.

STALKER
There’s no going back. You have to 
understand, no one’s ever went back 
the way they came.

STALKER (V.O.) (CONT'D)
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WRITER
Forget your backpack Professor. 
What do you have in there, 
diamonds?

STALKER
You’re forgetting where you’re 
going. The Room will give you 
whatever you want.

WRITER
Exactly. It’ll shower you with 
backpacks.

PROFESSOR
Is it far to the Room?

STALKER
Straight it’s about two hundred 
meters, but there are no straight 
paths here, that’s the problem. 
Let’s go.

Stalker moves to the large hole, the exit, and stops at the 
ledge. Writer and Professor follow.

WRITER
Drop your sluggish empiricism 
Professor. Miracles aren’t 
empirical. Remember how Saint Peter 
almost drowned.

Stalker holds one of the nuts over the ledge and drops it. He 
looks down.

STALKER
Go on Writer.

WRITER
Go where?

STALKER
Down that ladder.

Writer moves.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Professor, come on.

Stalker follows Writer along the ledge to the ladder. He goes 
down.
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EXT. DRY PIPE - DAY

Writer and Stalker walk by a destroyed stone wall/structure. 
Large waterfalls cascade behind stone arches.

STALKER
Well, here’s the dry pipe.

WRITER
You call this dry?

STALKER
It’s a local joke. Usually we have 
to swim through.

Stalker moves into the water towards the structure, the 
WATERFALLS getting louder. Writer looks back. 

WRITER
Wait. Where’s Professor?

STALKER
What?

WRITER
Professor is gone.

STALKER
Hey, Professor! Professor! He was 
following you the entire time, what 
happened?

WRITER
He must have strayed and got lost.

STALKER
He didn’t get lost, he probably 
went back for his backpack. Now 
he’ll never get out.

WRITER
Maybe we should wait for him.

STALKER
We can’t wait, every minute 
everything changes here. We have to 
keep going.

Stalker and Writer walk into the structure. The sound of 
water dies down. Their voices echo.

WRITER (V.O)
Look. What is that? Where is it 
from?
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STALKER (V.O.)
I explained it to you.

WRITER (V.O.)
What did you explain?

STALKER (V.O.)
This is The Zone, do you 
understand? The Zone. Come on, 
quickly, let’s go.

EXT. THE ZONE - DAY

Professor is sitting in the same spot where he was resting 
with Writer earlier. He is by a fire, eating a sandwich.

Stalker and Writer come out from the DARK DOORWAY.

WRITER
Here he is.

PROFESSOR
Well, I certainly appreciate that 
you decided-

STALKER
How did you get here?

PROFESSOR
Most of the way I crawled on all 
fours.

STALKER
Incredible. But how did you manage 
to overtake us?

PROFESSOR
Overtake you? I came back for my 
backpack. 

WRITER
Where did our nut come from?

They look at the DOORWAY. A nut is hanging above it.

STALKER
My God. This is a trap. Porcupine 
hung it there on purpose. How is it 
that The Zone let us through? Lord. 
I won’t take another step until... 
Okay. Enough. We rest.

Stalker, distraught, walks away.
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STALKER (CONT’D)
Keep away from that nut just in 
case. I thought Professor wouldn’t 
get out. I never know in advance 
what sort of people I guide. 
Everything gets found out in here, 
sometimes when it’s too late.

Professor packs up his lunch and puts out the fire. Both he 
and Writer move away from the hanging nut.

WRITER
Forget us, the important thing is 
that Professor’s backpack with his 
underwear is safe.

PROFESSOR
Don’t stick your nose into other 
people’s underwear if you don’t 
understand.

The three of them lie down away from one another.

WRITER
What’s there to understand? You 
don’t have to bullshit me with your 
binomial theorems and your 
psychological explanations. Out of 
favor with the university, no 
funding for an official expedition 
so you fill your backpack with all 
kinds of manometers and shit-
ometers, slip into the Zone 
illegally and verify all the local 
miracles with algebra. No one in 
the world knows about the Zone, so 
it’ll be a sensation. TV specials, 
your fans will get hot flashes, 
people offering all sorts of gifts 
and awards. Then our Professor 
appears dressed in white and 
proclaims, ‘Mene, mene. Tekel 
upharsin.’ So naturally everyone 
gapes and shouts, “Give him the 
Nobel Prize!” 

PROFESSOR
Oh you disheveled writer. You home-
grown psychologist. You’d be better 
off writing graffiti in bathroom 
stalls you talentless hack. 
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WRITER
Weak, Professor, weak. You call 
that an insult? You don’t know how 
it’s done.

PROFESSOR
Alright, fine, let’s suppose I’m 
going after the Nobel Prize. What 
are you after? You want to bestow 
humanity with the pearls of your 
bought inspiration? 

WRITER
No, I don’t give a damn about 
humanity. In all of your humanity 
only one human interests me. 
Myself. Am I worth anything or am I 
just a piece of shit like certain 
others?

PROFESSOR
What if you find out that you’re 
actually-

WRITER
You know something Einstein? I 
don’t want to argue with you. 
Truth, be it damned, is born in 
arguments.

They rest. A stray dog runs over to Stalker and sniffs him.

WRITER (CONT’D)
Hey. Chingachgook. You’ve brought 
so many people in here.

STALKER
Not as many as I would like.

WRITER
It doesn’t matter, that’s not the 
point. Why did they come here? What 
did they want?

STALKER
Most likely happiness.

WRITER
Well yes, but what kind of 
happiness? 
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STALKER
People don’t like to talk about 
their innermost. And besides, it’s 
not my business or yours.

WRITER
In any case, you got lucky. All my 
life I’ve never seen a single happy 
person. 

STALKER
Nor have I. They come out of the 
Room, I bring them back, and we 
never meet again. Wishes don’t come 
true instantly.

WRITER
And you? You’ve never wanted to use 
this Room?

STALKER
I’m fine as I am.

The three lie down in their spots. They speak with their eyes 
closed, on the edge of sleep.

WRITER
Hey Professor. I’m still thinking 
about that bought inspiration. 
Suppose I go into the room and 
return to our godforsaken city a 
genius, are you listening? But a 
man writes because he’s tormented, 
because he’s doubtful. He has to 
keep proving his worth to himself 
and to others. But if I know for a 
fact that I’m a genius then why 
should I write? What’s the point? 
Anyway, I think we exist in order 
to-

PROFESSOR
Do me a favor, leave me alone, will 
you? Let me nap a little, I haven’t 
slept all night. Keep your 
complexes to yourself.

WRITER
At any rate, all of your 
technology, all your blast 
furnaces, wheels, and all that 
stuff so that people can work less 
and consume more, it’s all crutches 
and prosthetics. 

(MORE)
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Humanity exists in order to create 
works of art. At least it’s 
selfless compared to other human 
activities. All those great 
illusions, and images of absolute 
truth. Are you listening to me, 
Professor?

PROFESSOR
What selflessness are you talking 
about? People are still dying of 
hunger, have you been living under 
a rock?

WRITER
And these are our intellectual 
aristocrats. You’re unable to think 
abstractly. 

PROFESSOR
You’re not planning on teaching me 
the meaning of life now are you? 
And how to think, while you’re at 
it?

WRITER
That’s useless. You maybe a 
professor, but you’re ignorant. 

They sleep. A voice.

VOICE (V.O.)
And, lo, there was a great 
earthquake. And the sun became 
black like a sackcloth of hair. And 
the moon became as blood. And the 
stars of heaven fell unto the Earth 
as a fig tree casts its unripe 
fruit when shaken by a mighty wind. 
And the heavens departed like a 
scroll. And every mountain and 
island was moved out of its place. 
And the kings of the Earth and the 
great men and the rich and the 
generals and the mighty and the 
free all hid themselves in caves 
and in the rocks of the mountains. 
And they said to the mountains and 
rocks, “Fall on us and hide us from 
the face of him that sits on the 
throne and from the wrath of the 
Lamb. 

WRITER (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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For the great day of his wrath has 
come and who shall be able to 
withstand?”

CUT TO:

Stalker awakes and sits up. He whispers to himself, Luke 
24:16.

STALKER
The same day... two of them were 
going to a village named Emmaus and 
they were talking with each other 
about all these things that had 
happened... And while they were 
talking and discussing together, he 
himself came to them and walked 
with them but their eyes were kept 
from recognizing him. And he said 
to them, “What is this conversation 
that you are holding with each 
other as you walk?” And they stood 
still, looking sad. The first one, 
whose name-

Professor and Writer wake up.

STALKER (CONT’D)
You’re awake? You were talking 
about the meaning of life. The 
selflessness of art. Take music for 
example. It’s connected least of 
all with reality. Or, if connected, 
it’s without ideas, it’s just empty 
sound with associations. And yet, 
music by some miracle penetrates 
our very soul. What resonates 
within us in response to this... 
harmonized noise, transforming it 
into a source of enormous pleasure, 
uniting us and shattering us? Why 
is all this necessary? And for 
whom? You’ll reply, for no one and 
for no reason. Just like that. 
Selfless. No, I doubt that. 
Everything, in the end, has a 
meaning. A meaning and a reason. 

INT. THE MEAT GRINDER

A heavy steel door SQUEAKS open. The three stand looking down 
a long, dark, dank sewer pipe.

VOICE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
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WRITER
We have to go through there? 

STALKER
Unfortunately, there is no other 
way.

WRITER
Kind of gloomy, what do you think 
Professor? I don’t think I should 
go first this time. Big Snake never 
volunteers. 

STALKER
I’m sorry. We’ll have to draw lots. 

WRITER
No, I think I’d prefer a volunteer 
for this.

STALKER
Professor, do you have matches?

Professor takes out a pack of matches.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Thank you. 

Stalker takes two matches and covertly breaks one. He hold 
them out in his hand.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Long match goes first. Take one.

Writer pulls out the long match.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Unlucky this time. 

Writer looks down the pipe.

WRITER
How about throwing a nut at least?

STALKER
Of course.

Stalker picks up a rock and throws it into the pipe. He 
closes the door, then opens it and looks in. Writer looks in.

WRITER
Alright. I’m going.
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Writer very slowly makes his way down the pipe. Footsteps and 
voices ECHO.

Writer walks and stops to look back several times. He 
continues, carefully.

STALKER (O.S.)
Go on Professor, hurry.

Professor quickly makes his way into the pipe, followed by 
Stalker. Both of them stop and look at Writer up ahead. 

Writer keeps moving, slowly. The other two follow, keeping 
their distance from him.

Writer comes to a heavy steel door.

WRITER
There’s... there’s some kind of 
door here.

STALKER
It’s that way. Open the door and go 
in.

WRITER
Me again. I have to go in too.

STALKER
You drew the match. Go on, we can’t 
be in here for long!

Writer reaches into his coat and takes out a gun. He cocks 
it.

STALKER (CONT’D)
What is that? You can’t have 
weapons in here! You’ll be killed 
and you’ll get us killed too! 
Remember the tanks! Throw it away, 
I’m begging you.

PROFESSOR
Don’t you understand?

STALKER
If anything happens I can get you 
out, but this way... please... 
please I beg you. Who are you going 
to shoot at in there?! Who?!

Writer takes a moment and puts the gun down.
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STALKER (CONT’D)
Go, go, we’ve got little time.

Writer opens the door.

WRITER
There’s water here.

STALKER
Don’t worry, just grab the handrail 
and go down.

Writer reluctantly goes through the door and down a staircase 
submerged in water. The water is up to his chest. He crosses 
to another door and staircase.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Just don’t go any farther! Wait 
upstairs, by the entrance. 

Writer goes up the stairs. Stalker and Professor move to the 
door. Professor goes through into the water.

STALKER (CONT’D)
I hope you don’t have anything like 
that Professor.

PROFESSOR
Like what?

STALKER
Like a gun.

PROFESSOR
No, I just have a pill.

STALKER
What kind of pill?

PROFESSOR
Poison. For protection.

STALKER
Good God, did you come here to die?

PROFESSOR
It’s just in case.

Professor crosses. Stalker carefully reaches out for the gun 
and gently pushes it into the water.
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INT. SAND PIT

STALKER
Writer, come back!! Come back, its 
suicide!! I told you, wait by the 
entrance!

Writer has made his way across a large sand pit. He stops and 
turns to Stalker.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Stop, don’t move!

Stalker throws a nut towards Writer and drops onto the sand 
in a prone position. Professor does the same.

Stalker and Professor watch, still lying down.

PROFESSOR
This is all because of your pipe.

STALKER
What?

PROFESSOR
Nothing. You should have gone 
first. He went where he shouldn’t 
have out of fear.

CUT TO:

Writer is collapsed next to a large pipe sticking out of the 
ground. He slowly comes to and slowly stands up. He sits on 
the edge of the pipe, drained.

He stands back up, picks up a stone, and throws it into the 
pipe. He waits for the stone to hit the bottom. It takes a 
while. Finally it hits something and bounces of several steel 
surfaces, echoing.

Writer sits back on the edge and speaks, partly breaking the 
fourth wall.

WRITER
Well, another experiment. 
Experiments, facts, or truth as a 
last resort. There’s no such thing 
as facts, especially in here. 
Everything is made up here. All 
this is someone’s idiotic 
invention, can’t you tell? You, of 
course, want to know whose 
invention this is, but for what? 
What good will it do you? 

(MORE)

39.



Whose conscience will be bothered 
by it? Mine? I don’t have a 
conscience. I only have nerves. 
Some asshole criticizes me, I get 
hurt. Another asshole praises me, I 
get hurt. You put your heart and 
soul into your work and they devour 
your heart and your soul. You take 
all the filth out of your soul and 
they devour that too. They’re all 
so literate, aren’t they? They have 
this sensorial hunger. They just 
keep crowding around – journalists, 
editors, critics, a constant stream 
of gold diggers, and all of them 
demanding more, more. What the hell 
kind of writer am I if I hate 
writing? If it’s torture for me, a 
painful, shameful occupation, akin 
to squeezing a hemorrhoid? I used 
to think people become better 
because of my books, but nobody 
needs me. I’ll die and two days 
later they’ll forget about me and 
start to devour someone else. I 
thought I would change them, but 
they are the ones who changed me to 
fit their own image. Once the 
future was a continuation of the 
present, and all changes were 
looming somewhere on the horizon. 
Now the future is part of the 
present. You think they’re prepared 
for that? They don’t want to know 
anything. They just devour. 

Stalker and Professor are standing, all the way across the 
Sand Pit.

STALKER
You certainly are lucky. My God, 
now you’ll live for one hundred 
years!

Writer stands up and looks into the camera.

WRITER
Why not forever? Like the Wandering 
Jew.

Writer walks back over to Stalker and Professor.

WRITER (CONT'D)
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INT. THE HOUSE - DAY

They walk through THE HOUSE. The house with The Room. It is 
very old and destroyed.

They walk into a room with a PHONE on the floor and a SWITCH 
on the wall. The dog follows them.

STALKER
You must be a fine person, Writer, 
not that I doubted it much. You 
went through such agony. That pipe 
is a terrible place, the worst 
place in the Zone. They call it the 
Meat Grinder, but it’s worse than 
any meat grinder. So many people 
died in there. Porcupine sent his 
brother through instead of himself. 
He was so sensitive, so gifted. 
Listen to this. 

Now the summer has passed,
As if it never had been,
It is warm in the sun,
But that isn’t enough.

All that I could attain,
Like a five-fingered leaf,
Fell straight into my hands,
But that isn’t enough.

Neither evil nor good,
Has yet vanished in vain,
It all burned oh so bright,
But that isn’t enough.

Life has been like a shield,
It protected and saved,
I have been very lucky,
But that isn’t enough.

The leaves were not burned,
The branches not broken,
The day shines like glass,
But that isn’t enough.

Fine isn’t it? That’s one of his 
poems.

WRITER
Why are you avoiding and evading? 
Fine...
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STALKER
I’m just-

WRITER
It makes me sick to look at you.

STALKER
You can’t imagine how happy I am. 
It’s not often that everyone makes 
it, you behaved very well. You’re 
fine, honest men, I’m proud that I 
was right.

WRITER
Apparently he’s happy to death that 
everything turned out fine. Fate, 
the Zone, I’m a fine person! Do you 
think I didn’t notice that you 
slipped me two long matches?

STALKER
No, you don’t understand-

WRITER
No, no, of course not. I’m sorry 
Professor, I don’t want to say 
anything stupid, but this cockroach 
chose you as his favorite.

STALKER
Why are you speaking like that?

WRITER
He just shoved me into that pipe 
like a second-class creature. The 
Meat Grinder! That’s really good. 
What right do you have to decide 
who lives and who goes into the 
Meat Grinder?

STALKER
I don’t choose anything, believe 
me, you chose yourself. 

WRITER
What did I choose myself? One long 
matchstick out of two long ones?

STALKER
It’s not about the matches. Even 
back there, under Porcupine’s nut, 
the Zone let you through. 

(MORE)
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It was obvious that if anyone was 
going to go through the Meat 
Grinder it had to be you.

The phone RINGS.

STALKER (CONT’D)
I never choose. You can’t imagine 
how terrible it is to make the 
wrong choice. 

The phone RINGS.

STALKER (CONT’D)
But someone has to go first.

The phone RINGS. Writer picks up the receiver.

WRITER
Hello? No this isn’t the clinic.

He hangs up.

WRITER (CONT’D)
Oh, sure, someone has to go first! 
How do you like that one?

They all suddenly pause and stare at the phone.

Professor reaches for it.

STALKER
Don’t touch it!

Professor pauses. He picks up the phone anyway and dials a 
number.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Yes?

PROFESSOR
Hello? Laboratory Nine please.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O)
One minute.

He moves a bit further away from Stalker and Writer. A male 
voice answers on the other line.

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
Yes?

PROFESSOR
I hope I’m not disturbing you.

STALKER (CONT'D)
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MALE VOICE (V.O.)
What do you want?

PROFESSOR
Just a few words, that’s all. You 
hid it. I found it. The old 
building, Bunker Four.

(Beat.)
Did you hear what I said?

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
I’m immediately informing the 
Department of Defence.

PROFESSOR
You can. You can inform, you can 
write a denunciation, you can turn 
my colleagues against me, but it’s 
too late. I’m only two steps away 
from the place itself. 

(Beat.)
Are you listening to me?

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
Do you understand that this is the 
end of you as a scientist?

PROFESSOR
So be happy.

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
Do you understand what’s going to 
happen? What’s going to happen if 
you dare?

PROFESSOR
Trying to scare me again. Yes all 
my life I’ve been scared of 
something. I was even scared of 
you. Now I’m not scared anymore, I 
assure you.

MALE VOICE (V.O.)
Oh Lord. You’re not Herostratus. 
Your entire life you’ve wanted to 
get back at me because twenty years 
ago I slept with your wife. Now 
you’re delighted that you’re 
getting even, huh? Okay. Go on, do 
your vile thing.

(Beat.)
Don’t hang up. Prison isn’t the 
worst thing that’s waiting for you. 

(MORE)
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You’ll never be able to forgive 
yourself for this, I know. I can 
already see you hanging in your 
cell from your own suspenders-

Professor hangs up and puts the phone down.

WRITER
What are you up to there, 
Professor?

PROFESSOR
Can you imagine what will happen 
when everyone starts believing in 
this Room? What will happen when 
they all come running here? It’s 
only a question of time and if not 
today then tomorrow and not tens, 
but thousands. All of these would-
be emperors, grand inquisitors, 
fuhrers of all shades. The so 
called ‘saviors’ of mankind. And 
not for money, or inspiration, but 
to remake the world.

STALKER
No, I don’t bring those kinds of 
people in here. I understand.

PROFESSOR
What can you possibly understand, 
you funny man? And besides, you’re 
not the only stalker in the world. 
Not a single stalker knows what 
kinds of ideas people that come in 
here have and what kinds of ideas 
they leave with. The number of 
motiveless crimes is growing. Isn’t 
that your work? What about military 
coups? The mafia in the 
governments, aren’t they your 
clients? What about lasers? What 
about the super-bacteria and all 
that filth hidden away in vaults, 
but only for the time being?

WRITER
Will you stop with your 
sociological bullshit? Do you 
honestly believe in these fairy 
tales?

MALE VOICE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
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PROFESSOR
Only the terrifying ones. The good 
ones not so much, but the 
terrifying ones, yes, all of them.

WRITER
Stop it, will you? One person can’t 
have so much hatred or so much love 
that it would spread all over the 
world. If you want money, women, 
status, you want your son of a 
bitch boss to get hit by a car, 
that’s understandable. But world 
domination? A just society? The 
kingdom of heaven on Earth, those 
aren’t desires, those are... 
ideologies, actions, concepts. 
Subconscious compassion can’t be 
realized yet as a... common 
instinctive desire.

STALKER
Can you even be happy at the 
expense of others’ unhappiness? 

Writer picks up some small branches.

WRITER
It’s obvious to me Professor that 
you’ve decided to smash humanity 
with some inconceivable boon. But 
me I’m completely calm. I’m not 
worried about you or myself and 
definitely not about humanity 
because nothing will come of it. At 
best, you’ll get your Nobel Prize. 
Or, more likely, something 
completely inconceivable will 
happen to you, something you 
haven’t even thought about thinking 
about. That’s just life. You want 
one thing, you get something 
completely different.

Writer flips the SWITCH on the wall.

STALKER
Why did you do that?

The lightbulb on the ceiling brightly illuminates and POPS as 
it goes out.
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WRITER
Phone. Electricity.

(He picks up some pill 
containers.)

And look, this is an amazing 
sedative. They don’t even make it 
anymore, where did it come from?

STALKER
Shall we? It’ll be evening soon. 
Too dark to come back.

Professor goes to the exit.

WRITER
By the way, I see that all these 
poem recitals and walking around in 
detours is a personal way of 
apologizing. I understand you. A 
difficult childhood, a difficult 
environment. But don’t fool 
yourself.

Writer puts on the crown of branches that he was making.

WRITER (CONT’D)
I’m not going to forgive you.

STALKER
Just none of that. Please.

INT. THE THRESHOLD - DAY

The three stand in front of the entrance to the Room.

STALKER
Wait a moment. No need to rush.

PROFESSOR
I’m not rushing.

Stalker walks up to the entrance and looks inside. Writer and 
Professor do the same.

STALKER
I know you’ll be angry, but I still 
must tell you. We’re now standing 
at the threshold. This is the most 
important moment of your life. You 
must know that here, your innermost 
wish will be granted. The most 
sincere. The one that has made you 
suffer the most. 

(MORE)
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You don’t have to say anything. You 
only need to concentrate and try to 
remember your whole life. When a 
person thinks of the past he 
becomes kinder. But most 
important... most important... 
believe. Now go. Who wants to go 
first? Perhaps you?

WRITER
Me? No, I don’t want to.

STALKER
I understand, it’s not so simple. 
But don’t worry it’ll pass.

WRITER
I doubt it’ll pass. First, if I 
begin to remember my life I’ll 
hardly become kinder. And then 
can’t you see how shameful this is? 
To humiliate yourself? To snivel 
and to pray? 

STALKER
What’s bad about prayer? That’s 
your pride speaking. Relax, you’re 
just not ready. It happens quite 
often. Perhaps you, Professor?

PROFESSOR
Me?

Professor goes to his backpack and takes out a metallic, 
thermos sized cylinder.

WRITER
And voila! Here we have Professor’s 
new invention. A device for 
examining a person’s soul. A soul-
meter.

PROFESSOR
It’s simply a bomb.

WRITER
What? You’re joking.

PROFESSOR
Nope. Just a nuclear bomb, 20 
kilotons.

WRITER
What for?

STALKER (CONT'D)
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Professor unscrews the top and begins arming the bomb.

PROFESSOR
I assembled it with my friends. My 
former colleagues. This place, 
evidently, won’t bring anyone 
happiness. And if it falls into the 
wrong hands... however, I really 
don’t know anymore. Back then we 
had the idea that the Zone 
shouldn’t be destroyed. Even if it 
was a miracle, it was a part of 
nature and that means hope in a 
certain sense. So they hid this 
bomb, and I found it. Old building, 
Bunker Four. Obviously there has to 
be the principle to never perform 
irreversible actions, I understand 
that, I’m not a psychopath. But as 
long as this canker is open for any 
asshole... there can be no rest for 
me. Or maybe it’s that innermost 
that won’t let me? 

WRITER
Poor guy. Found himself a hell of a 
problem. 

Stalker walks away a few steps. He thinks. He suddenly moves 
to Professor and tries to grab the bomb from him.

STALKER
Give it to me.

They wrestle and fall to the ground. Writer runs over to them 
and grabs Stalker off Professor. Stalker comes back and tries 
to grab the bomb again.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Give it to me!

Writer grabs Stalker and this time pushes him down, hard.

PROFESSOR
Come on Writer, you’re a civilized 
person.

Stalker gets up and runs to Professor again. This time, 
Writer punches Stalker as he falls back to the ground.

PROFESSOR (CONT’D)
What did you do that for?
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WRITER
You hypocrite. You damn cockroach.

Stalker gets up.

STALKER
Why... Why are you doing this to 
me? He wants to destroy it, he 
wants to destroy your hope, give it 
to me!!

Stalker rushes back at Professor and tries to grab the bomb 
again. Writer grabs him and pushes him away.

STALKER (CONT’D)
The people on this Earth have 
nothing left. It’s the only place 
they can come to when all hope is 
gone. You came here yourselves, why 
are you destroying people’s faith? 

Stalker rushes back at Professor. Writer grabs him and pushes 
him down on the ground again.

WRITER
Will you shut up! I see right 
through you, you don’t give a damn 
about people. You earn money off of 
our misery. Hell, it’s not even 
about the money. You enjoy yourself 
here, you’re king and God in here. 
You even decide who lives and who 
dies you god damn cockroach. He 
chooses, he decides, how do you 
like that? I know now why stalkers 
never go into the Room. What for? 
You get drunk with power out here, 
with mystery, with authority. What 
else could you possibly want?

STALKER
No, no, that’s not true, you’re 
wrong! A stalker isn’t allowed to 
go into the Room. A stalker can’t 
even go into the Zone with an 
ulterior motive, remember 
Porcupine. You’re right about me I 
am a cockroach. I’ve never done 
anything for this world and I 
can’t. I couldn’t give anything to 
my wife. I don’t and can’t have any 
friends, but please don’t take my 
only one away from me! 

(MORE)
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They already took everything from 
me, behind the barbed wire. 
Everything I have is here. Here, in 
the Zone. My happiness. My freedom. 
My dignity. It’s all here. And the 
people I bring in here are just 
like me, miserable, tormented. They 
have nothing hope for. No one can 
help them, but I can, I the 
cockroach, the cockroach can help 
them! I weep for joy that I can 
help them. That’s all, I don’t want 
anything else.

Pause. Writer looks into the room. Stalker gets up, moves in 
front of the threshold and sits down.

WRITER
I don’t know, maybe. Anyway, I’m 
sorry, but you’re just a holy fool. 
You have no conception of what’s 
actually happening here, do you? 
Tell me, why do you think Porcupine 
hanged himself?

STALKER
He came into the Zone with an 
ulterior motive and killed his own 
brother in the Meat Grinder for 
money.

WRITER
I understand that, but why did he 
hang himself? Why didn’t he come 
back again, but this time not for 
money, but for his brother? To 
repent.

STALKER
He wanted to, but... I don’t know, 
in a few days he hanged himself.

WRITER
It’s because he understood that in 
here it’s not just any wish that 
gets granted, but the innermost 
wish, your most sincere desire. It 
doesn’t matter what you yell out 
loud and tell the Room. What comes 
true here is only that which 
reflects the essence of your true 
nature, which you know nothing 
about. That which sits deep inside 
you and governs your whole life.

STALKER (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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(Beat.)
You don’t understand anything 
Leatherstocking. Greed didn’t do 
Porcupine in. He probably crawled 
on his knees in this puddle, 
begging for his brother back, but 
all he got was money and he 
couldn’t have gotten anything else. 
Porcupines for Porcupine. A 
conscience, regrets, that’s all 
made up, it’s all in your head. He 
realized that and hanged himself.

Pause. Writer looks into the Room.

WRITER (CONT’D)
I’m not going into your Room. I 
don’t want to pour the filth in my 
soul over anyone’s head, even 
yours, and then stick my neck into 
a noose like Porcupine. I’d rather 
peacefully drink myself to death in 
my mansion. No Big Snake, you’re a 
bad judge of character if you bring 
people like me into the Zone.

(Beat.)
And then... how do you even know 
that this miracle really exists? 
Who told you that wishes really do 
come true in here? Do you know of 
anyone who was actually made happy 
in here? Porcupine maybe? And who 
told you about the Zone anyway? 
About Porcupine, about the Room?

PROFESSOR
He did.

Writer steps to look inside the room. He loses his balance 
and almost falls in as Stalker grabs him by his coat and 
pulls him down on the ground next to him.

The phone RINGS again, continuously.

Professor looks into the Room for a few moments. He unscrews 
the bomb and takes it apart, throwing three separate pieces 
in different directions.

The phone RINGING stops.

PROFESSOR (CONT’D)
In that case I don’t understand 
anything at all. What’s the point 
of coming here? 

WRITER (CONT'D)
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Professor sits down next to Writer and Stalker. They sit on 
the threshold of the Room.

A golden light comes from the room, illuminating them. They 
don’t react to it.

STALKER
It’s so quiet. Do you hear?

(Beat.)
Maybe I should forget everything. 
Take my wife and Monkey and move 
here. Forever. There’s nobody here. 
No one will hurt them. 

The three continue to sit. The golden light dies down.

EXT. BAR - EARLY EVENING

Wife and Monkey come to the bar. Wife leaves Monkey on a 
bench outside and walks in.

INT. BAR - SAME

Stalker, Writer and Professor are standing at one of the 
tables.

Wife approaches them.

WIFE
So you came back.

She sees the dog.

WIFE (CONT’D)
Where did this come from?

STALKER
Followed us. Can’t just abandon it.

WIFE
Well. Let’s go. Monkey’s waiting. 
Let’s go?

Stalker, Writer and Professor stay at the table.

WIFE (CONT’D)
Do any of you want a dog?

WRITER
I have five just like that at home.
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WIFE
So you like dogs? That’s nice.

STALKER
Alright, let’s go.

Stalker and Wife walk out, the dog follows. Writer and 
Professor watch them leave.

EXT. TOWN - EVENING

Stalker walks home with Wife and Monkey, the dog following.

INT. STALKER’S HOUSE - EVENING

They get home. Stalker lies down on the floor, exhausted.

STALKER
If only you knew how tired I am. 
God only knows. They call 
themselves intelligent, Writers, 
Scientists!

WIFE
Calm down.

STALKER
They don’t believe in anything. 
That organ with which they believe 
has atrophied-

WIFE
Calm yourself-

STALKER (CONT'D)
–from lack of use.

WIFE
Stop it. Stop. Come lie down, ok? 
Don’t do this. Come lie down, the 
floor is damp, you can’t stay here. 

She helps him up and helps him take off his jacket.

WIFE (CONT’D)
Take this off.

She helps him to the bed and helps him undress. He lies down 
and she puts the blanket over him.

STALKER
My god, the kind of people they 
are.
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WIFE
Calm down. It’s not their fault. 
They should be pitied and you’re 
getting angry.

STALKER
You saw them yourself, their eyes 
are empty. 

She gives him a glass of water and helps him drink it.

STALKER (CONT’D)
Every minute they’re thinking of 
how to sell themselves for a higher 
price. How to get paid for every 
breath they take. They know they 
weren’t born for nothing, that 
they’re the elite. They only live 
once, that’s how they live. Is it 
even possible for them to believe 
in anything?

WIFE
Just relax. Try to get some sleep. 
Get some sleep.

STALKER
Nobody believes, not just those 
two. Nobody. So who am I supposed 
to take there? Oh God. The most 
terrible thing is that nobody needs 
the Room and all my efforts are in 
vain.

WIFE
Why do you say that? Don’t.

STALKER
I’ll never go there again with 
anyone. 

WIFE
Do you want me to go with you? Do 
you want that? 

STALKER
Where?

WIFE
You think I have nothing to ask 
for? 

STALKER
No. That’s not allowed.
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WIFE
Why not?

STALKER
No, no. What if it doesn’t work for 
you either?

Stalker turns his head and falls asleep.

Wife gets up and goes to sit on a chair. She looks into the 
camera and lights a cigarette.

WIFE
You know, my mother was against it. 
You probably already understand, 
he’s a holy fool. Everyone around 
here used to laugh at him. He was 
so pitiful. Mother used to say, 
‘He’s a Stalker, he’s a marked man, 
he’s a jailbird and the children, 
remember what kind of children 
Stalkers have.’ I didn’t even 
argue. I knew all that, about the 
marked man about the jailbird about 
the children. But what could I do, 
I was sure that I would be happy 
with him. I knew that there would 
also be a lot of sorrow. But 
bittersweet happiness is better 
than a grey, uneventful life. Or 
maybe I made all that up later. He 
just walked up to me and said, 
‘come with me’ and I went. And I 
never regretted it. Never. There 
was a lot of grief and fear and 
shame, but I never regretted it and 
I never envied anyone. That’s just 
fate. That’s just life. That’s just 
us. If we didn’t have sorrow and 
pain in our lives it wouldn’t be 
better. It would be worse. Because 
then there would be no happiness 
either. There would be no hope. 
So...

INT. STALKER’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Monkey is sitting at a table reading a book. She puts the 
book down and looks at one of the glasses on the table. The 
glass moves. She keeps her gaze on it. It moves steadily to 
the edge of the table.
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She looks at the second glass. It moves steadily to the edge 
of the table.

She looks at the third glass. It moves steadily to the edge 
of the table. Monkey puts her head down and keeps her gaze on 
the third glass. It keeps moving to the edge of the table and 
falls off.

FADE OUT.
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