


Angel Between the Lines – Season One

Episode 003 -  The Truth is Out There

Authors: Melissa A. Bartell & Ben Hutchings

Characters (in order of appearance): 

PETE: (OC) – Young, geeky, cannon fodder. 

JAKE (OC) – Cute lovably geeky guy. PETE's roommate. 

LADY IN BLACK: (OC) – Mysterious figure. Her voice should 
be ghost-like but with a robotic edge.

DEMON LEADER - Lady in Black, not as ghost-like.

GUNN:

FRED:

CONNOR:

TRUTH SEEKER (Pro-alien theorist.)

GHOST HUNTER (Pro-ghost theorist)

SECURITY GUARD

CORDELIA ( voice on answering machine) 

LORNE (voice on answering machine) 

LINWOOD

RECEPTIONIST  - at Wolfram and Hart

LILAH MORGAN

GAVIN PARK

ENOCH BOONE (OC) – New vamp in town. Southern. 



Quotes stuff. A Lot. 

SPIKE

ANGEL 

003_001 Setting: Hollywood Forever Cemetery

MUSIC: Spooky music appropriate for a 
graveyard. 

(SFX:  Single touch tone button on cell 
phone)

PETE: (over-pronounced, into phone, as a voice 
dial command) Phone home. 

(SFX: Cell phone dialing)

(SFX: Phone ringing.)

(SFX: ANSWERING MACHINE PICKING 
UP.)

JAKE 
(ANSWERI
NG 
MACHINE 
RECORDIN
G):

Aww! Your destiny roll came up snake-eyes. 
Epic fail! (pause) Translation: Jake and Pete 
aren't home right now. Leave a message at 
the tone, and we'll return your call when fate 
allows. 



(SFX: ANSWERING MACHINE BEEP.)

PETE: (leaving message) Jake! It's me. Charge 
your cell, dude. I'm in Hollywood Forever 
Cemetery at Valentino's memorial and the 
roses look kinda old. Think that'll matter? I 
should be home in an hour or so. Call me if 
you want me to grab tacos on the way – I've 
got a craving for Mexican, and the girl at the 
place near our building totally winked at me 
last week. Bye. 

(SFX: PHONE CALL DISCONNECT TONE.)

PETE: (grumbling to himself) I can't believe I'm 
doing this. Go grab a rose from Rudolph 
Valentino’s memorial at midnight, they said, 
and, (HUFF, AS IF WALKING UP A HILL) 
and we’ll let you in the Truth Seekers 
Society. I bet they’ve all been probed by 
aliens.

(SFX:  RUSTLING OF A PLASTIC BAG 
AND A SOFT CLINK AS THE FLOWER 
WAS REMOVED FROM ITS HOLDER)

PETE: (STILL GRUMBLING) Okay, one -kind of 
mangled- rose, in the bag. (pricks thumb) 
Ouch! Damn thorns.



(SFX: FOOTSTEPS, SHOULD BE HIGH-
HEELED SHOES ON TILE OR STONE, 
APPROACHING)

LADY IN 
BLACK (Her 
voice should 
always 
sound 
filtered – 
sort of 
electronic 
and ghost-
like at 
once):

Are you on a mission? 

PETE: (STARTLED ) Ahh! Oh! Uh…hi. I wasn't 
expecting anyone else to be here this late.  
(pauses to wait for an answer that doesn't 
come, slow realization) Ahhh….Did they 
send you here, too? Oh, man, is this a part 
of the test?  (MOCKING CHIVALRY) Why 
ma’am, may I present you with a red, er, a 
rose. (STARTLED AGAIN) Oh wait, you’re 
carrying a bouquet…um…was Valentino a 
relative?

LADY IN 
BLACK:

(REPEATING) Are you on a mission?

 



PETE: (PLAYING ALONG, BUT CONFUSED) A 
mission? Um. I guess you could call it that. I 
mean, I'm here in the middle of the night 
swiping roses and – heeey, is that dress 
vintage? It's really cool.

LADY IN 
BLACK:

(NOT REACTING) Are you stout of heart?

PETE: (ignoring the question) You know, you really 
shouldn't be hanging out here in that outfit. I 
mean, the veil's a nice touch and all. (flirting) 
You wanna skip the whole rose-thing and 
get some tacos with me?

LADY IN 
BLACK:

Are you stout of heart?

PETE: I guess that's a "no" to the tacos then? Yeah, 
sure, I'm stout of heart. Have to be in this 
town. 

LADY IN 
BLACK:

(CHANTING)

The heart is stout.

The mission true.

(SFX: RUSTLING SOUND – AS OF A 
KNIFE BEING DRAWN FROM A SLEEVE)



PETE: (THE LIGHT DAWNS) Wait a minute, what's 
with the chant? What are you - ? Is that a 
knife?  Wow are you taking this thing kinda 
far… Geez, all I did was ask if you wanted 
tac - 

LADY IN 
BLACK:

(CUTTING HIM OFF, STILL CHANTING)

The lights go out.

The payment's due. 

(SFX: SOUND OF SHARP KNIFE SLICING 
THROUGH FLESH)

PETE: (SCREAMS)

(MUSIC: Angel BTL opening theme)

003_002 Setting: The Lobby of the Hyperion Hotel

(SFX: ANGEL SCENE CHANGE SOUND)

 
(SFX: SOUND OF NEWSPAPER BEING 
TURNED)

GUNN: (mildly bored) Anyone want to hit a movie 
later?



FRED: (gently chiding) Charles, you know we can't 
take time for movies until we find Angel and 
Cordy.

CONNOR: Maybe they don't want to be found.

FRED: (all on one breath) Don't say that. Of course 
they want to be found. They're probably 
stuck in some really dire situation, running 
out of air, with Angel in danger of –

GUNN: (INTERRUPTING FRED) Hey, Girl. Try 
breathing between sentences, okay? 
Remember, we still don't even know if Angel 
and Cordelia are together. (pause) It has 
been two weeks, though. I'm thinkin' Krycek 
Jr. over here has a point.

CONNOR: Who's Krycek?

GUNN: Doesn't matter.

FRED: (resigned) Maybe a matinee. What’s 
playing?



GUNN: (reading from newspaper) Internet Geeks 
Blame Ghosts and UFOs for Recent 
Murders.

FRED: That doesn’t sound like a movie title.

GUNN: It's not. It's a headline. (continues reading) 
Though the police are still baffled by the 
spate of recent disappearances and 
subsequent discovery of the bodies of 
recent visitors to the Hollywood Forever 
Cemetery, several internet-based 
organizations have published theories about 
the mysterious happenings, ranging from 
alien abductions to vengeful ghosts. (In 
normal voice) We should check this out. 

CONNOR: (skeptical, almost snarky) You think ghosts 
or UFOs have my father? You think he’s 
trapped in some tomb?

FRED: It does seem unlikely. Angel isn’t the sort of 
vampire who regularly skulks around 
graveyards, unless he’s on patrol, and 
Cordelia is downright forceful about her 
dislike of dead people and science fiction. 



GUNN: This ain't got nothing to do with ol' tall dark 
and fang-y, or Cordelia. Bodies have been 
turning up dead with their chests cut open 
all over the city.

FRED: And you think a ghost is doing this? I didn’t 
think ghosts could cause physical harm.

GUNN: (excited) Ghosts? No way! It's UFOs. 
Abductions, probes, strange experiments – 
all of that. We gotta go check it out.

FRED: There’s no such thing as UFOs, Charles. 
(MUSING) But it could be a ritual of some 
kind, removing organs and such. If it were 
muscle meat, I’d say flesh-eating demons -  

GUNN: (TRYING TO INTERRUPT) Fred - ?

FRED: (CONTINUING)  - but they don't generally 
consume human organs, as the 

FRED: (OVERLAPPING WITH GUNN) texture is all 
wrong – too tough and there's the wrong 
balance of proteins and – 



GUNN: (OVERLAPPING WITH FRED AND 
GETTING PROGRESSIVELY LOUDER 
AND GROSSED OUT) Fred:…Fred! … 
Winifred!

FRED: (KIND OF OBLIVIOUS) What?

GUNN: Sometimes, you’re all kinds of scary.(beat) 
So are we gonna go to the cemetery and 
find the aliens before you go all Hannibal 
Lecter on our asses?

FRED: I'm not going (imitating him) "all Hannibal 
Lecter" on anyone, Charles, but honestly, 
you want to chase after non-existent aliens 
instead of planning a new search grid for 
Cordelia and Angel? 

GUNN: How do you know they're non-existent?

FRED: Why would you assume they're real? 



GUNN: Before you were zapped into Pylea, why 
would you have assumed demons or vamps 
were real? Why would you think it was 
possible for Small Fry over there to go from 
baby to muscle-man in less time than a 
'stang takes to accelerate from zero to sixty 
just by stepping into another dimension?

CONNOR: (realizing) Small Fry? I'm not fast food. And I 
am almost as large as you are.

GUNN: Oh, you wish. 

FRED: (convinced) All right, let's go to the 
cemetery. Is Judy Garland buried there, too? 
I've always loved her (sings) Somewhere, 
over the rainbow… (speaks)…and maybe 
Angel's already on the case and we'll run 
into him … (trails off)

(SFX: Footsteps fading out and door 
opening then closing)

003_003 Setting: Hollywood Forever Cemetery – Late 
Afternoon/Early Evening



(SFX: Car door slamming, footsteps on 
pavement, soft crowd arguments getting 
louder as our trio are approaching)

FRED: Well, we're here. Cemeteries are supposed 
to be less creepy in the daytime, right?

CONNOR: I will never understand this habit of 
gathering all the dead into one place. What 
if they're raised? Instant zombie army. Don't 
you people ever think of these things?

GUNN: Hold it, Prince Pretentious. 'Us people' 
includes 'you person,' – y'know? (slightly 
exasperated) We'd have been here sooner if 
someone hadn't needed two more 
newspapers. 

FRED: I needed to see what the other papers were 
saying. You know, Connor, this is a really 
interesting cemetery. Most of the people 
buried here, or whose ashes are here are 
representative of Old Hollywood. Cecil B. 
DeMille, Jayne Mansfield, Rudolph 
Valentino, Douglas Fairbanks...

GUNN: Not Judy Garland?

FRED: She wasn't mentioned. 



CONNOR: The article Gunn read at the hotel 
mentioned this 'Valentino.'

FRED: Yes. The paper I read in the car mentioned a 
connection, too. One of the internet groups 
is saying that the murders and 
disappearances are related to this really 
famous ghost, the Lady in Black, who is 
seen at his memorial.

(SFX: Crowd noises, much closer)

CONNOR: I see several ladies in Black up ahead. 
Which one is she? 

TRUTH 
SEEKER:

(starts soft, but grows louder as our trio gets 
closer) I'm telling you it's aliens. They're 
using the ghost as a cover, and kidnapping 
humans to experiment on.

GHOST 
HUNTER:

Please. That's so predictable even the worst 
GM ever wouldn't use that. (mocking) 
"Aliens are coming to take us and do evil 
things, oh, woe is me."

TRUTH 
SEEKER:

Right because (in ghost voice) scaaaaary 
ghooosts (normal voice) are so much more 
plausible. Science has proven the existence 
of UFOs. No one's been able to prove 
ghosts are real?



GHOST 
HUNTER:

Oh, no? What about that haunting in 
Connecticut in the early nineties? What 
about the Blue Lady in Montaro Beach?

TRUTH 
SEEKER:

What about Roswell, hmm? (to himself, 
more than the Ghost Hunter): Scotty, beam 
me up!

(SFX: Truth Seeker and Ghost Hunter natter 
and gromish in the background behind our 
principals. Their voices should be 
recognizable, but not necessarily their 
words.)

FRED: Looks like the two groups from the internet 
really believe in their points of view.

GUNN: Man, there's like seven girls over there 
dressed in black veils and stuff. And – no 
way – that guy is dressed up like 
BEETLEJUICE.

CONNOR: What is beetle juice?

FRED: Well, he's definitely no Michael Keaton. (to 
CONNOR:) Beetlejuice is a …I'll explain 
later. 



CONNOR: What about the other group. The ones with 
the glowing green demons with big eyes on 
their t-shirts? Are they demon worshippers? 

GUNN: Naah, they're the truth seekers. They 
believe the truth about life and stuff are out 
in space. These disappearances do bear a 
striking similarity to typical alien abductions.

FRED: You're back on the alien thing? Did you 
watch CLOSE ENCOUNTERS one too 
many times as a child, Charles? Aliens 
aren't real. Roswell was just a weather 
balloon.

CONNOR: If this is all about aliens and ghosts, why are 
they wearing demons on their shirts?

(SFX: Police sirens, running footsteps, male 
voices.)

SECURITY 
GUARD:

(on megaphone) Everyone, the police are 
coming, please clear the shrine.

INTERNET 
WIERDOS:

Agitated voices complaining about ghosts or 
aliens getting louder and louder. Voices 
continue in the background through the rest 
of the scene. 



JAKE: (over noise) I swear  -  I'm not part of either 
of these groups. My roommate was out here 
yesterday – er…some pilgrimage to 
Valentino's memorial or something – and 
never came home, that's all.

SECURITY 
GUARD:

That’s nice, Kid, but they don’t pay me 
enough for this. You’ve got maybe two-three 
minutes to get outta here or the cops’ll take 
you in with these nut-jobs.(snidely) But 
maybe you could file a missing persons 
while they process you?

JAKE: (annoyed) Thanks for the help. (a beat as he 
spots our heroes) Hey, you guys don’t look 
like you’re with either of these groups - do 
you have a missing friend too?

FRED: No… But we’re investigators looking into the 
disappearances, do you have a missing 
friend?

GUNN: This is pointless.  We’re not going to find 
much while the geek squad is here. Wait…
missing friend?

CONNOR: These people are strange and disturbing. 
And I’m not sure what language they’re 
speaking.



GUNN: It’s geek. I’m not fluent, but I can get my 
point across.

CONNOR: Geek? I thought it was pronounced Greek?

JAKE: (CUTTING IN) Listen, I hate to intrude, but if 
you're investigators, can you help me find 
my roommate Pete?

GUNN: (RELUCTANT) Well, I dunno…

FRED: Of course we will. (pointedly) Won’t we 
Charles?

GUNN: Yeah, I guess. We help the helpless, right? 
(beat) But not while these guys are here.

JAKE: Well, I was going to come back tonight and 
look around when everyone is gone.

FRED: I’m not sure that’s a good idea. Why don’t 
we just call you if we have news? Just give 
us your number and we’ll get in touch.

(SFX: Footsteps over fading crowd noises 
as principals move away.) 



003_004 Setting: Hollywood Forever Cemetery – Night

(SFX: NIGHT SOUNDS - FAR AWAY CAR 
SOUNDS)

CONNOR: (teenager-ish grumping) Nothing's 
happening. I don't need to be here.

FRED: (soothing) Something might, and if it does, 
we'll need you with us. Besides, you're part 
of the team.

GUNN: Going off alone's not exactly the smartest 
behavior, anyway. Witness: Angel, 
Cordelia…

CONNOR: What time is it?

GUNN: (annoyed) About 5 minutes after the last 
time you asked.

FRED: (faintly congested – she should become 
more and more so during this scene) We 
looked around where the cops were and 
nothing... if there’s big evil it should be 
showing up.



GUNN: It’s not like evil has a time schedule. We’ve 
been here an hour.

CONNOR: (still grumpy) An hour too long.

GUNN: Yeah. And it’s amazing how cold it gets in LA 
at 1 in the morning, even in summer.

FRED: (less confident, more stuffy-nosed) Maybe 
we should be going back to the hotel... do 
some research?

CONNOR: That’s even more boring.

GUNN: Yeah, gotta agree with Grumpy here…

CONNOR: Grumpy?

GUNN: One of the seven dwarves.

CONNOR: Don't you do anything other than size jokes? 
(beat, then muttering) And I'm not that much 
smaller than you. 



FRED: (sniffles, congested) We’re sorry, aren’t we 
Charles?

GUNN: It’s just that we were there in the alley when 
you were born. It may have been 17 years 
for you, but it’s been like a year for us, 
Junior. (a beat) Hey, that wasn't a size joke.

CONNOR: (snorts)

FRED: It is a bit hard to reconcile, but we’re working 
on it.  (sniffle) Especially after everything 
that’s happened recently.

CONNOR: So? 

FRED: So, we are the closest thing you have to 
family, right now.

GUNN: (teasing) And isn’t it way past your bedtime?

FRED: (incensed) Charles!

CONNOR: (belligerent) That’s it…!



GUNN: (changing the subject) What's the big deal 
about Valentino's memorial, anyway? It's 
just a couple of vases and white marble. 
Think there's an alien spaceship hidden 
away behind the wall?

CONNOR: Who was he? Valentino? 

FRED: An actor, from decades ago. And there is no 
such thing as aliens. (more sniffling, then, a 
little dejected) I think I'm catching a cold. 
(sneezes)

GUNN: (concerned) Fred?

FRED: (sneezes)

CONNOR: (concerned) Fred?

FRED: (sneezes) Guys? I’m not feeling so hot.

GUNN: Let me see. No, you are hot – burning hot. 
We should get you home. 

FRED: (determined) It's just a cold. (sneezes) A 
summer cold. I'll be (sniffle) fine. 



CONNOR: Nothing’s happening, we should take you 
back to the hotel. Gunn and I can come 
back later.

FRED: (insistent) It’s okay, I can stay a little longer 
(SNEEZE).

GUNN: Come on baby, we need you to be better if 
there’s alien-butt kicking to do later.

FRED: (sneezes repeatedly) Oh…fine. 

(SFX: Footsteps, receding, as they continue 
speaking, their voices getting fainter.)

GUNN: The good news is, we've now got a weapon 
against the upcoming alien invasion.

CONNOR: (confused) What? 

GUNN: (almost cheery) All she has to do is sneeze 
on them, and they'll disintegrate into dust. 
(beat) Except…I think it only works on 
Martians who land in New Jersey. 

FRED: (sneezes)



003_005 Setting: Hollywood Forever Cemetery, even later 
the same night. Outside. 

(SFX: NIGHT SOUNDS, A COUPLE BIRDS)

CONNOR: You think it’s all right leaving Fred alone 
right now?

GUNN: She’ll be ok. And we gotta get out there 
while the trail’s still warm. We wait too long 
and all we’re gonna find is another body. 

CONNOR: Yeah, I guess. 

GUNN: (repeating) She’ll be ok. (observational) She 
took some cold medicine, and she’s 
propped up in bed with tea, pizza and her 
laptop. I think that’s like heaven for her. 

CONNOR: Yeah, but how come… (trails off) 

(SFX: Very faint noise. May or may not be a 
footstep) 

CONNOR: Did you hear that? 



GUNN: Hear what? 

(SFX: The noise again, a bit louder and 
clearer. Now it sounds like soft footsteps on 
stone.) 

GUNN: Oh… (DRYLY) that. 

CONNOR: We're alone, right? 

GUNN: Yeah… 

CONNOR: So why am I hearing footsteps from that 
mausoleum? 

GUNN: Dunno. What say we go find out, Radar? 

CONNOR: Radar??? 

GUNN: He was a guy from an old (cuts himself off) 
You know what? Never mind. Let’s go… 

(SFX: rushed movement over grass) 

(SFX: shaking of a locked metal cage/door 
(like safety bars over a locked store))



GUNN: Damn, the mausoleum’s locked up tight. 

CONNOR: Let me… 

(SFX: Brief metallic screech, followed by a 
snapping sound.) 

GUNN: Did you just - 

CONNOR: 
(cutting him 
off) 

Break the lock? Yeah. I guess.

 

GUNN: (impressed) Damn useful skill, that. 

CONNOR: I guess. We going in or what? 

(SFX: Door opening followed by footsteps 
on stone.) 

CONNOR: (whispering) So what are we lookin’ for? 

GUNN: (also whispering) Hell if I know. I guess we’ll 
know it when we see it. And hopefully it 
won’t be a dead body. 

CONNOR: (reading) Rudolfo Guglielmi Valentino? 



GUNN: Huh? 

CONNOR: Valentino… is that a common name? 

GUNN: Not really. Why? 

CONNOR: Well, that Jake guy said his roommate was 
coming to the Valentino grave for 
something? And the newspaper article Fred 
was reading mentioned a ghost or 
something. 

GUNN: No one seriously believes in ghosts. 

CONNOR: (as if he hadn't heard GUNN:) We hunt 
vampires and you don’t believe in ghosts? 
(SNORT)

(SFX: HIGH HEELS on stone.) 

LADY IN 
BLACK: 

Are you on a mission? 

GUNN: (STARTLED, WARY) Whoa! Lady, you 
scared me… What are you doing in here 
after hours?

CONNOR: Maybe she’s here to put those roses on a 
grave. 



GUNN: Ya think? 

CONNOR: The black dress and veil sort of give it away. 

LADY IN 
BLACK: 

(repeating) Are you on a mission? 

CONNOR: (sotto voce) Someone's got a one-track 
mind.

 
GUNN: We’re looking for a missing guy. Seen 

anyone around here? 

LADY IN 
BLACK: 

(for the third time) Are you on a mission? 

CONNOR: (helpfully) Maybe you should answer her. 

GUNN: We’re looking for a missing guy, so yeah… 
we’re on a mission, I guess. 

LADY IN 
BLACK: 

Are you stout of heart? 

CONNOR: Stout of… (beat) what? 

LADY IN 
BLACK: 

Are you stout of heart? 



GUNN: (harried) Yeah, sure, lady. We're…we're 
stout-hearted men. 

LADY IN 
BLACK: 

(chanting) 

The heart is stout. 

The mission true. 

The lights go out. 

The payment due. 

GUNN: (wary, but also cynical) Ooo-kay. Ma'am, 
we're just going to leave now. 

(SFX: The sound of power going out.) 

CONNOR: It's dark in here. 

LADY IN 
BLACK: 

(repeating)

The lights go out. 

The payment due. 

(SFX: Sound of a knife slicing through the 
air.) 



GUNN: (muttering) Suddenly, I'm seeing the reason 
for spending money on eternal flames. 

CONNOR: Watch out for the really big knife. 

(SFX: Sound of a knife slicing through the 
air.) 

GUNN: Damn! Sure it's not a small sword? 

(SFX: Sound of a knife slicing through the 
air.) 

GUNN: That was close. 

CONNOR: Let's get her! 

GUNN/
CONNOR:

(FIGHTING BUT NOT GETTING 
ANYTHING SOUNDS)

(SFX: SOUNDS OF SCUFFLE, BUT NO 
PUNCHES CONNECTING)

GUNN: Damn she’s fast… 



CONNOR: Watch out! Don't step on the - 

(SFX: Sounds of Gunn stepping on the 
discarded flower bouquet, slipping and 
hitting the ground hard.)  

GUNN: OOOF! 

CONNOR: (continuing) - flowers. You ok? 

(SFX: Sound of a knife slicing through the 
air. Sound of tearing cloth and flesh. )

CONNOR: (HURT) Owww! Gunn! 

GUNN: (SOFT BREATHING)

CONNOR: Watch out, lady… 

(SFX: A thud of a body hitting the floor. 
Stone on stone grinding noise, as in a 
concealed door opening and closing. )

(SFX: Several seconds of heavy breathing 
followed by running footsteps and silence)



GUNN: (groaning) Connor:…where…how long? 

(SILENCE) 
GUNN: Conor, where’d you go? 

(SFX: moaning and groaning as Gunn gets 
up)

GUNN: Connor? ....eww. Sticky. Blood. Damn, 
Connor, where'd you go… (GROAN) Fred's 
gonna kill me. 

003_006 SETTING: OUTSIDE THE HYPERION

(SFX: NIGHT SOUNDS, CARS, RUNNING 
SNEAKERS ON ASPHAULT) 

(SFX: TRUCK DRIVES UP, DOOR OPENS, 
SLAMS CLOSED)

GUNN: (OUT OF BREATH RUNNING) 

ENOCH: Hey there Forest Gump, where you running off 
to.



GUNN: (SNARL OF FRUSTRATION) I don't have time 
for this now Enoch.

ENOCH: White flag. I just came to give you some news. 
about our lady friend...

GUNN: (FRUSTRATED) I don't have time. (ANGRY) 
And you stay away from Fred. (PAUSE) Why 
would you even help me?

ENOCH: Two ways this can end. You dust me. I kill you. 
Or we work together. Just thought...

GUNN: You thought wrong...

(SFX: FOOTSTEPS RUNNING,)

003_007 SETTING: Hyperion Hotel, The Wee, Small Hours 
of the Morning

(SFX: Door opening, running footsteps.)

(SFX: Tissues being pulled from box, 
followed by…)

FRED: (blows nose)



GUNN: (breathless) Fred? Connor?

FRED: Connor? (sneezes) Charles? 

GUNN: Connor’s not here? Damn Fred, we saw the 
Lady in Black, and lemme tell you, that ain't 
no ghost. 

FRED: Why would Connor be here, Charles? 
(sneezes) What happened?

GUNN: (agitated) Not sure. We were lookin' around, 
and there was a noise, and then she 
showed up at Valentino's memorial wall with 
her evil flowers, and there was a rhyme and 
a knife and then I woke up, and Connor was 
gone.

FRED: Evil flowers? Knife? Charles, what 
happened to Connor?

GUNN: (sheepish) I uh – she clipped me in the jaw, 
and I was knocked out. I think she took him. 
They were gone when I came to.

FRED: Gone? What do you mean gone? 



GUNN: Gone. Vanished. 

FRED: But…where'd they go?

GUNN: 
(thinking)

I'm not sure. Maybe they beamed or 
something. There was a rhyme – more like 
a chant, about missions and stout-hearted 
men, and - 

FRED: Stout-hearted men? Charles, this is not 
funny. Why would a ghost be singing about 
stout-hearted men? (sneezes)

GUNN: Chanting.

FRED: Chanting, then? (getting panicky) This is 
bad. This is very bad. Angel's missing, 
Cordy's disappeared. (sneezes) And you 
lost Connor. Angel's gonna kill us when he 
gets back and finds out we lost his son. 
(sneezes) Who's going to be next? Am I 
going to be abducted, too? Statistically, the 
weaker part of the team should be the 
target, that means me… (starts to sneeze, 
but then doesn't)



GUNN: (calmer) I think that's your alien flu talking. 
(reassuring) Look, I'll - 

FRED: (sneezes)

GUNN: - go back out there, see if I can find a trace 
of him. 

FRED: (miserably) So you can get taken too? 
(blows nose) You're not going back there 
alone, Charles.

GUNN: (protective)You're sick, you should stay here 
on the couch. Eat pizza, do research.

FRED: (sniffles) What if - what if you don't come 
back? (more sniffles) We should call 
Wesley. 

GUNN: (cold) That ain't never gonna happen.

FRED: But he's good with this stuff, Charles.

GUNN: Sorry. No. 



FRED: Then you're stuck with me.

GUNN: But - 

FRED: No, I mean it. (sniffles) Get weapons. Let's 
go.

 

GUNN: You want weapons? I'm pretty sure that's 
your cold medicine talking…but you win. 

(SFX: Clanging of metal, and wood as they 
arm themselves.)

(SFX: Door slam.)

(SFX: Phone ringing, then whir-click of 
answering machine picking up)

CORDELIA: (voice on tape)Thank you for calling Angel 
Investigations. We help the helpless. Please 
leave your message and we'll get back to 
you. (pause) Oh, and make sure you leave 
a phone number too, because we're so NOT 
telepathic. 

(SFX: Voicemail BEEP)



LORNE (voice on tape) Hi, Dolls. Sorry I didn't catch 
you in – Vegas is a blast, what with the 
singin' dancing, and cute little umbrellas in 
all the drinks. Wish you were here. I bet you 
wish you were here, too. Well, gotta dash. 
Give Fluffy a hug for me. 

SFX: Phone click. Dial tone. 

003_008 Setting: Offices of Wolfram & Hart

(SFX: Buzzing intercom, loud, over general 
office-y type noise.)

LINWOOD: Yes?

RECEPTIO
NIST: 

(on speaker) Sir, your 11 o’clock is here.

LINWOOD: Send Ms. Morgan in please.

(SFX: Door opening and closing.)



LINWOOD: (false cheer) Lilah, how nice to see you this 
morning. Would you care for something to 
drink?

(SFX: PAUSE)

LINWOOD: (sighing) What can I do for you?

LILAH: Angel.

LINWOOD: What about him?

LILAH: He still hasn’t shown himself. He’s been off 
our radar for far too long.

LINWOOD: Well, he has been through quite a lot 
recently. Many losses. And then this most 
recent mess with the child and that hell 
dimension. A bad business that.

LILAH: I understand that Angel is important to the 
firm and our future goals. Therefore, I think 
it’s in our best interests to find out where 
he’s been laying low.

LINWOOD: What do you need?



LILAH: Well, a shaman to begin with. However, if 
he’s that important to us, I’d recommend 
pulling out all the stops – shamans, 
psychics, diviners…

LINWOOD: We’re talking significant overtime for 
Wolfram & Hart mystical assets. Maybe 
even bringing in specialty consultants from 
outside the firm. This could take a sizable 
bite out of our budget.

LILAH: Do you want to be the one to tell the Senior 
Partners that you’ve lost their precious 
vampire-with-a-soul?

LINWOOD: No. (beat) Fine, write up a proposal on what 
you’ll need and get it to me. I’ll see what we 
can do.

LILAH: I’ve already started the report. It will be on 
your desk by lunch.

LINWOOD: Excellent.

(SFX: Door opening and closing.)



(SFX: Dialtone, single digit dial.)

RECEPTIO
NIST:

(on phone) What can I do for you, sir?

LINWOOD: Get a hold of (pause) No. Never  mind. I'll 
place the call myself. 

RECEPTIO
NIST:

Yes, sir.

(SFX: Phone hangup.)

(SFX: After a slight pause, dialtone and the 
sounds of a five digit number being punched 
into a phone.)

GAVIN: (on phone) Gavin Park's office.

LINWOOD: The bitch is on the move again. If we’re not 
careful, she’s going to put us both out of our 
jobs. She's got powerful friends in the firm. 
The senior partners…

GAVIN: She’s moving on the Angel situation?



LINWOOD: What else? She’s going to call in every 
mystic in the state to find him.

GAVIN: Route any requests through Cost-Benefits. I 
have a man down there who’ll make sure 
the proposals get stalled indefinitely.

LINWOOD: And then?

GAVIN: We find him first. Lilah Morgan falls from 
grace and we move up in the firm.

LINWOOD: This had better work, Gavin. And you better 
not screw me on this.

GAVIN: Wouldn't dream of it, Linwood.

(SFX: Phone being hung up.)

LINWOOD: Arrogant son of a…

003_009 Setting: Hollywood Cemetery, The Next Night

(SFX: NIGHT SOUNDS)



FRED: (all stuffy and sniffly) I really hate being sick. 

GUNN: I really hate searching graveyards in the 
middle of the night looking for alien 
abductors. 

FRED: (muttering) No such thing as aliens. 
(sneeze) Gotta be a logical explanation.

GUNN: I heard that. And we already ruled out 
ghosts.

FRED: We did? (starts to sneeze, but stifles it) 
When, exactly? Because the last I heard the 
Lady in Black was not only a ghost, but a 
kinda famous one. 

GUNN: I told you, she hit me. Nothing says, "I'm not 
a ghost" like a beautiful veiled woman with a 
bouquet of evil flowers and a powerful right 
hook. 

FRED: You never told me she was beautiful. 
(Sniffles)

GUNN: Well, you know, only in a neo-gothic dead-
girl kind of way. 



FRED: (perking momentarily)Hey, is there a light 
over there?

GUNN: Where? (after a beat) Oh - there? Yeah, but 
it's just one of those eternity candle things. 
(softer) We checked it out before. 

FRED: Oh... no!

GUNN: (alarmed)What?!?

FRED: I – I have to – I'm gonna –

GUNN: Okay, please do not tell me puking is on the 
agenda, because I'm so not down with 
cleaning up vomit. Demon guts and vamp 
dust are bad enough.

FRED: N-no. It's just that I'm going to - (very violent 
sneeze, then pathetically) – sneeze. (beat) 
Sorry.

DEAD GUY: (SCREAM)

(Note): DEAD GUY’S SCREAM should 
begin while FRED: is sneezing, stop during 
lines then resume below.



GUNN: So much for stealth. If hordes of little green 
men come dashing out from behind the 
headstones to attack us with alien probes, 
I'm so blaming you.

FRED: Cha – (arles)

DEAD GUY: (SCREAM) (cuts her off.)

GUNN: That came from inside.

FRED: From the memorial?

GUNN: Yeah. C'mon! We have to see if it's Connor!

(SFX: panting, running footsteps, first on 
grass, then inside)

GUNN: We have another dead guy.

FRED: (winded, sniffly, pathetic)Please tell me it's 
not Connor. Please tell me it's not Connor… 
(repeat a couple more times, very rapidly, as 
a sort of prayer/plea/chant)

GUNN: It's not Connor.



FRED: 
(sighing in 
relief)

Oh. Good. Who is it?

GUNN: Don't know. But I'm thinkin' your hurricane 
force sneeze scared off the killer.

FRED: I can't help being sick. (sniffles) It looks like 
he was stabbed. Didn't you mention that 
your not-a-ghost had a knife?

GUNN: I'm not sure…maybe…it might have been a 
short sword, actually.

FRED: We should wait. Security probably heard 
that scream.

(SFX: footsteps)

SECURITY 
GUARD:

(from a distance) What's going on out 
there?

GUNN: I'm thinking it's time to go.

FRED: But, the body – 

GUNN: Now. 



FRED: (softly) I hope CONNOR:'s okay.

003_010 Setting: Outside the Hotel

GUNN: Well, that was a big waste of time.

FRED: (still sniffling) Well, I’m so sorry that we didn’t 
find our Boss' son, whom you lost.

GUNN: Wha…? Where did that come from?

FRED: (sarcastic) I’m sorry. You didn’t lose Connor in 
a graveyard that’s ground zero for a bunch of 
disappearances and murders? (beat) (glumly) 
Cold medicine always makes me bitchy and 
forgetful. 

GUNN: Fred, you better back off here or I’ll…

FRED: (sneezes)

GUNN: Never mind. 

BOONE: Is this still a bad time?



FRED: (worried, warning) Charles?

GUNN: (SPIT LIKE A CURSE) Boone. 

BOONE: (tuts softly) It's a shame that manners are not 
what they were in my day.

GUNN: I already told you, we're not interested.

BOONE: (sighs) Really, Mr. Gunn, would being civil kill 
you?

GUNN: Probably.

BOONE: (sighs again) Very well. If my help is not 
required you don’t have to tell me three times. 
I just wanted to let you know about the 
demons who have it out for your most 
charming companion... (AS IF HE'S LEAVING)

FRED: Me?

BOONE: Yes, lady. Though why someone would want to 
drug you is not hard to see.



FRED: (UNSURE) Thanks... I uh... think?

GUNN: Enough with the games, Boone. You know 
something then say it. If you don't get lost. Or 
get dust.

BOONE: I was down at the demon bar your lady friend 
-- (visited)

FRED: His lady friend has a name you know. And it's 
Fred (SNEEZE).

BOONE: Bless you ma'am. (SMOOTHLY) Such a 
masculine name for such a beautiful, feminine, 
woman. 

GUNN: I say we're done talking about how beautiful 
Fred is and start with the staking.

FRED: Wait a minute Charles. Boone, what do you 
know abot me being poisioned?

GUNN: He's yanking your chain Fred. He just wants to 
save his own hide.

FRED: Lets at least hear him out.



BOONE: Thank you Spitfire. As I was saying I was 
down at the demon bar, heard that a demon 
hunter had been around. (SMOOTH AND 
SUGGESTIVE) Eavesdropping happens to me 
one of my many talents.

FRED: What? Oh. (PAUSE) Ew.

BOONE: Being of the curious sort, I heard who this 
demon hunter was. The description matched 
you, Fizzy Soda. They said you had been 
poking around and so they took it upon 
themselves to drug your drink. Little did they 
know what a lightweight you were.

FRED: Is that why I was so drunk? I mean it’s not like 
I drink a lot really, but…

GUNN: Why would anyone want to drug Fred?

BOONE: I know this is hard to believe Poindexter, but 
some demon folk don't like being hunted. And 
they didn't want to drug her, they wanted to kill 
her. Fredilicious here left too fast. 

GUNN: If we weren't in the middle --



FRED: Thank you Boone. (EMPHASIS FOR GUNN) 
We're very grateful.

GUNN: Yeah… thanks for being crazy.

BOONE: Achanté madam. And to you Mr. Gunn, very, 
very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; 
but why will you say that I am mad?

(SFX: BOONE'S FOOTSTEPS LEAVING - 
SHOES ON ASPHAULT)

GUNN: That is one odd vampire.

FRED: Ah, anyone who quotes Poe can’t be all bad…

003_011 Setting: Graveyard Catacombs

SFX: CAVE SOUNDS: FAINT WIND (OR 
FAINT STREET NOISE, BUT ALSO 
MUFFLED), DRIPPING WATER ON STONE.

DEMON 
VOICES:

WHISPERING –NOT UNDERSTANDABLE 
WORDS



CONNOR: What the – HELLO? Hello? Who's there? 
(struggling noises ) Ugh, umf. Ropes, I hate 
ropes.

LADY IN 
BLACK:

Are you on a mission?

CONNOR: (angry) Is that all you can say? You already 
asked me. I said yes. 

LADY IN 
BLACK:

(as a broken record) Are you on a Mission? 
Are you on a mission?

CONNOR: You're not human. Not a real one. 

(SFX: SOUND OF A ROBOT-SPACE-
COSTUME-THING BEING POWERED 
DOWN. UNZIPPING.)

CONNOR: I knew you weren't real. You're just a shell. A 
suit.

DEMON 
LEADER:

Shhh.

CONNOR: You look familiar. Where have I seen – oh, 
right, bald, green skin, big eyes – you're on 
the shirts all those Greeks were wearing.



DEMON 
LEADER:

SHHHHH!

(SFX: ALIEN DRAGGING LADY-BOT-SUIT)

(SFX: DOOR SLAMMING SHUT – METAL 
CLANKY DOOR. THINK OF THE SEWER 
GRATES IN THE OLD BEAUTY AND THE 
BEAST TV SHOW.)

CONNOR: (yelling) Hey! Don't go. Let me outta these 
ropes. (muttering) Well, it was worth a shot. 
Okay, let's see what's here.

(SFX: SCUFFLING SOUND OF SHOES IN 
DIRT. AS IF HE’S TOE-ING THE SOIL.)

CONNOR: Rubber band – no. Paperclip – useless. 
What's this…? Glass. If I can just…
there..okay, now slide, back, forth, ouch…
slower….stupid ropes.

(SFX: SOUND OF CONNOR: USING 
SHARD OF MIRROR TO SAW THROUGH 
ROPES.)

CONNOR: That should just about – oh – shi –



(SFX:  SOUND OF ROPE BREAKING AND 
NEWLY-RELEASED CONNOR: FALLING TO 
THE GROUND, LANDING ON ANOTHER 
PIECE OF DETRITUS. A DICE BAG. 
EXCEPT HE DOESN’T KNOW IT’S A DICE 
BAG.)

CONNOR: That. Really. Hurt.

(SFX: SOUND OF DICE RATTLING IN BAG.)

CONNOR: A bag of stones. Why would anyone carry 
around a small bag of  (pause – he's 
obviously looking inside) numbered and 
dotted stones. Whatever.

(SFX: DICE BAG BEING TOSSED AWAY.)

CONNOR: The door was that way.

(SFX: DOOR OPENS.)

CONNOR: (softly, to self) So far so – oh – hearts. (His 
tone is wary observation with growing 
concern) Bodies everywhere. Not really liking 
this. Hearts in jars, on plates. (Wry) Guess I 
missed dinner.



DEMON 
VOICES:

WHISPERING –NOT UNDERSTANDABLE 
WORDS

(SFX: under Connor's previous line - 
whispering voices, which resolve into Demon 
Leader’s hissed English)

DEMON 
LEADER

Dinner missed.

Paths twist. 

Miss you did.

Poor, poor, kid. 

CONNOR: Where did you come from?

DEMON 
LEADER:

From away

Or from near.

I won't tell.

(pause like the last part of antici – pation in 
Rocky Horror, then, very creepy)

C'mere.

CONNOR: No.



DEMON 
LEADER:

Be frightened not.

 Your heart is stout.

 We won't yet make 

YOUR lights go out. 

We'll let you rest. 

Let you stew. 

Then we'll eat

The heart of you.

CONNOR: Like he –

DEMON 
LEADER:

Did you like 

our little lure? 

Fists of flowers, 

beauty pure?

DEMON 
VOICES:

WHISPERING –NOT UNDERSTANDABLE 
WORDS

(SFX: WHISPERING IN BACKGROUND 
BEGINS AGAIN. MULTIPLE VOICES.)



CONNOR: Well, her knife skills could use some work.

DEMON 
LEADER:

We use her shell 

to find the brave, 

visitors to

the rose-decked grave.

CONNOR: (circling the alien/demon/thing) Yeah, got 
that. (swings at alien) Unh!

DEMON 
LEADER:

Ah-ah-ah. 

Mustn't strike. 

Fisticuffs

We do not like

We feel it truly

Breaks the mood

Wasting time

To train our food. 

(SFX: Whispering continues. Escalating, until 
a loud fight breaks out with Connor's grunts 
among the noise. Finally, there is a THUMP 
and the fight is over.)



DEMON 
LEADER:

Go to sleepy

Little sheepy.

(SFX: SOUND OF CONNOR BEING 
TOSSED BACK INTO THE OTHER ROOM 
AND THE DOOR BEING SLAMMED SHUT.)

003_012 Setting: Graveyard

(SFX: NIGHT SOUNDS)

GUNN: You don’t look so good.

FRED: (sniffling) Thanks for noticing. I have a cold. 
We lost another member of our group, 
who’s probably going to meet some terrible 
fate– if he hasn’t already. So I haven’t been 
sleeping too well.

GUNN: Yeah. I was actually talking about you 
needing to blow your nose.

FRED: Oh. (blows her nose)



GUNN: But we’ll find Connor before anything bad 
happens.

FRED: Yeah. (sneezes)

GUNN: (notices Jake) Hey, isn’t that the guy with the 
missing roommate, Jack?

FRED: It’s Jake. But yes it is…He is. Whatever.

JAKE: Am I glad to see you guys. Sorry ‘bout last 
night, I got caught up… hey, where’s the 
kid?

FRED: Probably with your roommate. (sniffles)

GUNN: The Lady in Black got him. 

JAKE: Yeah, right.

GUNN: I was there. You weren’t.

JAKE: Sorry man. But I did get this…



(SFX: RUSTLING PAPER.)

FRED: A map?

JAKE: A map of the cemetery and the surrounding 
area. Amazing what you can find on the 
internet with a little searching.

GUNN: A map… so?

JAKE: So, I added these little dots. Blue for the last 
place people were known to be before they 
disappeared. Red for where bodies were 
found.

FRED: So you could see if any pattern emerges?

JAKE: Exactly.

GUNN: And did you find a pattern?

JAKE: (sheepishly) Nothing very useful.

GUNN: (sarcastic) Really?



FRED: (exasperated) Charles! (to Jake) So what did 
you find?

JAKE: The bodies have been found mostly outside 
the cemetery, but very close to it - within say 
a half mile. All the disappearances were 
people who were visiting the cemetery.

FRED: What about this Lady in Black? (sneezes) 

JAKE: Well, she was supposedly the daughter of a 
friend of Valentino’s. She was hospitalized 
as a young girl and Valentino brought her 
flowers. When he died at a young age, she 
visited the grave regularly, bringing flowers, 
cleaning his plaque and talking to him. She 
lived a fairly good life and died back in the 
‘50s. Since then there have been reports of 
people spotting a mysterious Lady in Black 
around his grave and the roses are changed 
frequently, though no one knows who does 
it.

FRED: Sounds peaceful enough.

GUNN: Except for the dead people all over.

JAKE: That’s new. And far outside the myth.



FRED: Myth? You don’t believe in the Lady?

JAKE: From my experience, dead is dead.

GUNN: (long-suffering) If only it were that easy.

JAKE: Huh?

FRED: So, let’s go check out Valentino’s grave… 
again.

(SFX: MAUSOLEUM DOOR OPENING.)

JAKE: Here it is.

FRED: What’s that on the floor? Is it bl…

GUNN: (interrupting Fred) Never mind. So, the Lady 
jumped us with this big knife that she pulled 
out of some roses. I went down for like 30 
seconds. When I got back up, no Lady and 
no Connor. So where’d they go?

FRED: Jake, what was Pete (sneezes)  doing here 
so late at night?



JAKE: He wanted to get into this UFO group, and 
he had to do some initiation stuff to get in. 
One of the things he had to do was take a 
rose from Valentino’s grave.

GUNN: And the UFO group was playing in a 
cemetery because…?

JAKE: According to Pete, the group was pretty sure 
Valentino was an alien, or maybe an alien-
human hybrid. Something about his beauty 
being unnatural or unearthly or something.

FRED: Wait. Pete was gathering roses and the Lady 
was carrying roses?

GUNN: And?

FRED: Look, there’s not much here. A plaque on the 
wall and two vases of roses mounted to the 
mausoleum’s wall.

JAKE: Yeah?

FRED: So, what are the two most common ways of 
triggering a secret door in a B-movie? A 
book on a library shelf… (trails off)



JAKE: (excited, completes her sentence) …Or 
something on the wall that you twist or turn?

FRED: Exactly. So I’ll bet that if we twist this 
vase…. (strains as if trying to turn 
something, then sneezes and gives up.) Or 
not. Maybe the other one? 

GUNN: Let me try. (less strained sounds) Naah. 
Nothing. 

JAKE: Maybe it twists the other way? Or you have 
to pull it? (he strains) 

FRED: (pause) No, That didn’t do anything.

GUNN: Why did she bring more roses? (mutters) 
Stupid evil roses.

JAKE: Of course…

FRED: What?

JAKE: Wait here. I’ll be right back.

GUNN: What’s he up to?



FRED: Good question.

JAKE: Here, I borrowed these from just down there.

GUNN: More flowers?

FRED: You did mention 'evil flowers' before, 
Charles. Several times, in fact.

JAKE: Yup. Add ‘em to this vase…

GUNN: And nothing happens.

JAKE: Let’s try this other vase…

(SFX: THE HIDDEN DOOR GRINDS OPEN)

FRED: A hidden door leading down under the 
mausoleum.

GUNN: Well, what are we waiting for? Let’s go find 
Connor.

JAKE: And Pete.



FRED: Of course.

(SFX: DOOR CLOSING BEHIND THEM)

FRED: Wow. Dark down here. Really dark. 

JAKE: Here, this’ll help for a bit. I have a lighter. 

(SFX: ZIPPO LIGHTER BEING STRUCK)

FRED: (sneezes) 

003_013 Setting: Graveyard Catacombs

(SFX: CAVE SOUNDS. ECHOEY, WATER 
DRIPPING, AS BEFORE)

JAKE: Anybody else suddenly thinking Dungeons 
and Dragons needs to be replaced with, I 
don't know, Cafes and Kittens? 

FRED: (STILL STUFFY) I'm allergic to kittens.  



JAKE: So, not such a good choice? 

GUNN: Personally, I'm always impressed with just 
how much of this city has stuff under it. 

JAKE: Oh, like what? 

GUNN: Huh? Oh, well, there's this old subway 
tunnel outside of town, I guess.

JAKE: Cool. 

FRED: (sneezes)

(SFX: Echo of sneeze – really loud)

GUNN:/
JAKE:

(SIMULTANEOUSLY) Damn!

FRED: (SMALL VOICE) Sorry

DEMON 
VOICES:

WHISPERING –NOT UNDERSTANDABLE 
WORDS

FRED: Do you hear something? 



GUNN: Yeah.

JAKE: From that way? 

GUNN: And that way, too. 

FRED: (sneezes)

DEMON 
VOICES:

WHISPERING –NOT UNDERSTANDABLE 
WORDS

(SFX: OVERLAPPING WHISPERS AND 
THE TRIO MAKING COMMENTS.)

FRED/
GUNN/
JAKE:

Back up, no, go right, no here, wait, there, 
oh sorry, left!, over there (etc)

DEMON 
LEADER:

(gleeful)

Oh, how sweet, 

fresh meat. 

More to eat. 

What a treat.  

GUNN: (SOTTO VOCE) Rhyming aliens? You have 
GOT to be kidding me. (TO ‘ALIENS’) Okay, 
okay…I can't believe I'm saying this but…
take me to your leader? 



DEMON 
VOICES:

WHISPERING –NOT UNDERSTANDABLE 
WORDS

(SFX: SOUNDS OF SHUFFLING, 
WHISPERING, CAVE NOISES AND 
FINALLY A DOOR OPENS AND 
EVERYONE’S SHOVED THROUGH IT.)

DEMON 
LEADER:

Here you wait. 

Contemplate. 

FRED: Since when do aliens speak in rhyme? Isn't 
it bad enough we all had to read Dr. Seuss 
books in school?

JAKE: Since when do ghosts have zippers? 

GUNN: What? 

FRED: Oh, look – the Lady in Black – that is the one 
you saw, right Charles? (sneezes) She's a 
(sniffle) costume.

JAKE: Um, guys, whatever you do, don't look at the 
table behind our little green not-so-friendlies.

GUNN: Why not – oh. Oh -- Fred, you REALLY don't 
want to look.  



FRED: What I – oh, gross- oh, is that a person? 

GUNN: With a giant hole in his chest, and his heart's 
gone walkabout. 

JAKE: (upset) I guess I know what happened to 
Pete now. 

FRED: Is that…? 

JAKE: Yeah.  

GUNN: (to aliens) This is what you do? You lure 
people down here, eat their hearts and then 
leave the bodies in random parts of the city? 
 

DEMON 
LEADER:

Oh, yes, oh, yes. 

This is true. 

Eating hearts 

is what we do. 

FRED: That's disgusting. 



GUNN: And the Lady in Black – she's how you 
hunt? 

DEMON 
LEADER:

She's the part 

we're proud of most – 

we brought to life 

your legend's ghost. 

As a lure: 

her mystery's 

sheer elegance 

in its simplicity.  

FRED: I think I'm gonna be sick. 

JAKE: I thought you already were. 

FRED: I think I'm gonna be sicker.  

(SFX: MORE PUSHING AND SHOVING 
NOISES ) 

JAKE : SCREAMS



GUNN: (making fight noises): Don't take him. 

JAKE: No – no – please! 

DEMON 
VOICES:

WHISPERING –NOT UNDERSTANDABLE 
WORDS

(SFX: ALIEN WHISPERING ENSUES, AS 
JAKE IS DRAGGED OFF. )

(SFX: DOOR SLAMS.)

(SFX: ZIPPO LIGHTER BEING STRUCK.)

FRED: I thought that lighter was Jake's? 

GUNN: Snagged it during the fight. (brightly) Hey, 
we're in luck! 

FRED: There's another way out? 

GUNN: Naaah. But we found Connor. (louder) Hey, 
Lost Boy, naptime's over. 

FRED: (sliding down to sit on ground) We're gonna 
die in here, aren't we?



GUNN: Of course not. 

CONNOR: (moans)

FRED: (sneezes) 

003_014 Setting: Under the sea.

(SFX: Ocean waves and bubbles)

SPIKE: (hums melody of "There's a Hole in the 
Bucket")

ANGEL: You? Again? Isn’t there a limit to how many 
times I can hallucinate you?

(SFX: Chain rattling, cage thumping sounds)

SPIKE: It’s no bloody good. That kid of yours did a 
good job. 

ANGEL: Go away Spike.



SPIKE: I would love to, but apparently I am needed.  
(SNIFF) Knocking you down a peg or two... 
singing a couple bars... you know, the usual.

ANGEL: I’m not in the mood for this, Spike.

SPIKE: (singing) There's a hole in the bucket, dear 
Liza, dear Liza

ANGEL: Is there a point to this? 

SPIKE: (ignores question. Sings) There's a hole in 
the bucket, dear Liza. A hole.  (CONTINUE 
HUMMING)

ANGEL: (UNDER SPIKE SINGING) You do know 
that's a duet? (pause) I remember when no 
one had ever heard that song. (longer pause) 
It's kind of repetitive don't you think? (even 
longer pause) Is that really the best you can 
come up with.

SPIKE (gleeful) Take the second verse, Peaches. 

ANGEL No way in hell am I singing that with you. 
(beat) And why exactly am I doing the girl's 
part? 



SPIKE: You tell me. I'm the fictional construct here, 
nancy boy. (pause) Besides, it gives you 
something to do while you wait for them to 
realize you're not just in a mood. 

ANGEL: I'm not in a mood. Anyway, they'll come. 

SPIKE Admit it, you're stuck. If they were coming, 
d'you think you'd be singing duets with me? 
(pause) Oh, but you're not singing. Not yet. 

ANGEL They'll come. They have to. 

SPIKE: They have to survive long enough to find you 
first. And they're not even looking. They think 
you're off on walkabout or getting tepid and 
bothered with the ex-Cheerleader.

ANGEL: They'll miss me. And they'll find me. 

SPIKE: But how? What powers do they have? Your 
last bird had superpowers, but she died when 
you left her.

ANGEL: Buffy’s death had nothing to do with me…



SPIKE: Keep telling yourself that, mate. You might 
actually begin to believe it at some point. But 
like I said, she had powers. And what do your 
new friends have? Magical migraines? Mad 
mathematical skills? Chips on their shoulders 
big enough to shim the tower of Pisa? 

ANGEL: (WEAKLY) Shut up… you’re not really here.

SPIKE: If I'm not really here, guess I can't really go, 
can I? It's not just the inner circle, either. 
Prissy Watcher boy and your son have 
already turned on you… 

ANGEL: Shut up…

SPIKE: My money’s on the girl to crack next, then the 
street rat, cuz she's the only reason he sticks 
around. And then sweet, sweet Cordy, all 
alone against the darkness of LA…

ANGEL: (ANGRILY) SHUT UP!

SPIKE: Truth hurts, doesn’t it Angel? (pause, 
wheedling) But you know what they say. 
Music hath powers to soothe the savage 
breast. Let's take it from the top, shall we? 



ANGEL: SHUT UP! You’re not real… You’re in my 
head. I hate it when you’re in my head.

SPIKE: (singing) There's a hole in the bucket, dear 
Liza, dear Liza

There's a hole in the bucket, dear Liza, a 
hole.

ANGEL: Spike? (beat) SPIKE? (reluctantly, singing) 
Then fix it , dear Henry, dear Henry, dear 
Henry. Then fix it dear Henry, dear Henry fix 
it. 

ANGEL: (SIGH)

003_015 Setting: Graveyard Catacombs

FRED: (Sneezes) We had a good run, but it’s over.

GUNN: What? It ain’t over. Not yet.

FRED: Yes it is, Charles. We’re clearly in over our 
heads.



GUNN: What do you mean? Connor and I can fight 
and you’re really smart.

FRED: We lost the heart of the team when we lost 
Angel… and without Cordy, we’ve lost our 
conduit to the Powers-That-Be.

GUNN: We can still do good without a hotline to the 
PTB.

FRED: We could… except that we’re going to have 
our hearts plucked from our chests and 
eaten. That cuts down on our evil-fighting 
capabilities.

GUNN: We could fight our way out… once Connor 
wakes back up.

FRED: Because that worked so well on the way in, 
when we actually had weapons.

GUNN: Fred, it’s not over until we’re dead. I ain’t 
giving up before then. But I do have a little 
confession. That whole, Lady in Black 
punching me? It was more like I slipped.

CONNOR: (groaning) Oooh. My head…



GUNN: (RELIEVED TO HAVE A DISTRACTION) 
Good to have you back with us, Short 
Round… thought the aliens might have 
broken something in your head.

CONNOR: 
(together 
with 
FRED:)

They’re not aliens!

FRED: 
(together 
with 
CONNOR:)

They’re not aliens!

GUNN: What?

CONNOR: They’re demons. The Kallikantaroi. I’ve dealt 
with them before. Back in Quor-Toth.

GUNN: (SHEEPISHLY) So… not aliens.

CONNOR: Nope. Just demons that’ll rip your heart from 
your chest and eat it.

FRED: What do you know about them?



CONNOR: They’re nocturnal, compelled to stop and 
count things left in their path, and they’re 
tough – in Quor-Toth they hunt other demons 
to eat their hearts.

GUNN: So, how do you kill ‘em?

CONNOR: The same stuff that kills most everything 
else, and one special trick. They can’t stand 
their own reflection. They see too much… 
and they die. But it’s not pretty.

GUNN: Define ‘not pretty’.

CONNOR: They explode.

FRED: Eeeew!

GUNN: There’s gotta be something we can use 
around here.

(SFX: SOUND OF A BOOT SCUFFING AT 
THE GROUND)



CONNOR: Well, there’s a rubber band, a paperclip, a 
sliver of glass, an empty pizza box and this 
odd bag of numbered bones. Or stones. 
Some have dots.

FRED: Numbered bones?

(SFX: SHAKING OF A BAG OF DICE)

GUNN: Let's see. These dotted rectangular things 
are dominoes, and the cubes are dice…and 
these other things with the numbers…I've 
seen them in comic book stores, but I'm not 
sure what they are. 

FRED: They're gamer’s dice. Er… Polyhedral dice.

CONNOR: Gamer’s dice?

FRED: Used for Role-Playing Games. Typically 4 
sided, 6 sided, 8 sided, 10 sided, 12 sided 
and 20 sided… though there are less 
common dice like the 30 sided or the 100 
sided.

GUNN: How do you know that?



FRED: I played a little in high school and college…

GUNN: In high school and college?

FRED: (sheepish) And every other Wednesday night 
from when we got back from Pylea until 
Lorne left…

GUNN: You’re even more of a geek than I am. 
Luckily, you’re also smart and cute.

FRED: Charles!

CONNOR: If we could get back to the matter of escaping 
this place before we get eaten…?

FRED: Ok, so what do we have to work with again?

GUNN: (CHUCKLES) Wait. That’s not a sliver of 
glass… that’s a chunk of a mirror.

003_016 Setting: Graveyard Catacombs

FRED: I’m not sure about this.



GUNN: What do you mean? You’re really good at this 
stuff.

FRED: If I had more tools and time…

CONNOR: But we don’t. They’ve already grabbed Jake 
and one of us will be next.

GUNN: So, what do we have?

FRED: Ok, so the first domino topples, which knocks 
over the next and the next and so on. The 
last domino knocks the hair pin over. That 
release the tension on the first rubber band 
that shoots the pebble over to there, The 
pebble hits the suspended dice bag, which 
should fall and scatter dice everywhere. The 
guard should look to see what’s happened, 
and he should spot his reflection in the mirror 
fragment. And then *pop* no more guard.

CONNOR: Couldn’t we just flash the mirror at him and 
skip all these steps?

FRED: Well, I guess I didn’t think of that. (sneezes) 
Didn't I mention that cold medicine makes me 
crabby and forgetful? 



GUNN: It's okay, Fred. We'll manage. Connor, what's 
your idea? 

CONNOR: Well grab the mirror chunk and…

(SFX: APPROACHING FOOTSTEPS)

FRED: Too late now.

(SFX: DOOR OPENS)

(SFX: CRAZY RUBE GOLBERG-ESQUE 
DEVICE SOUNDS: FALLING DOMINOES, 
RUBBER BAND SLINGSHOTS, 
SCATTERING DICE, ETC.)

GUNN: He didn’t even look!

CONNOR: Time for Plan B… get him…

(SFX: DEMON SMACKS GUNN AND 
CONNOR AROUND.)

DEMON 
LEADER

And now for our next meal we claim, 

the soft and juicy human dame.



FRED: I am SO not a dame. 

GUNN: No!!!!

(SFX: MORE FIGHT SOUNDS)

DEMON 
LEADER

Yessss….

JAKE: Hey ugly!

(SFX: Demonic hissing.)

(SFX: KALLIKANTZAROS EXPLODES)

FRED: Jake? We thought you’d…

JAKE: Become the daily special? Almost. 

CONNOR: How’d you escape?

JAKE: With these… mirrored aviator sunglasses.



GUNN: You escaped by having sunglasses that 
haven’t been cool since about the time 
Goose died?

JAKE: Something like that.

CONNOR: How about we discuss this after we get out of 
here?

FRED: (sneezes) Connor has a point. I'm feeling the 
need for speed myself. 

003_017 Setting: Hyperion Hotel

(SFX: FRED: BLOWS HER NOSE)

FRED: That was just so much fun…

GUNN: That’s just the alien flu talking.

CONNOR: But they weren’t aliens…

GUNN: It was a joke…



CONNOR: Oh. Well, I’d chalk it up to a success, we 
cleared out a nest of Kallikantzaroi.

FRED: Just wish we’d caught wind of the story 
sooner. We could have saved even more 
lives.

GUNN: Yeah, but it felt to good get out there and 
fight the good fight again. Ya know, helping 
the helpless… (TRAILS OFF)

FRED: But we’re still no closer to finding Angel or 
Cordelia.

GUNN: So, we’re kinda back to square one – aren’t 
we?

CONNOR: Yup, I’m afraid so.

FRED: Great.

CONNOR: We’ll worry about that tomorrow. After a good 
night’s sleep. I’m bushed.

GUNN: Yeah, couldn’t… ah… ah… ah…



FRED: Charles?

(SFX: GUNN: SNEEZES)

GUNN: Oh, son of a…

MUSIC: END CREDITS


