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CAST:

Zombie 
Wesley
Diana Espen
Hawkins: Sleazy lawyer from the Angel season 1 episode “Five by 
Five.” The scene entitled “9 - Law Review” on the DVD.
Jones: Laid back, simple kind of guy.
Generic Demon: The kind that hangs out with Zombies.
Angel
Spike
Riley
Maggie Walsh
Holland Manners
Lindsey
Nelson: Military Official, Male. Weathered, but kind.
Kek Demon: Demon with a hilariously high pitched voice.
Backer: Stereotypical rough bartender. Male.
Fred
Gunn
Connor
Arnold: Male warlock with a nasally voice. Tries to be as stereotypically 
evil as possible.
Vet: Crude mechanic with deep, horse voice.



Cudlitz: Tough guy cop. 
Rodriguez: Tough girl cop. 

002_001 SETTING:  AN “ABANDONED” WAREHOUSE

(SFX: SILENCE, THEN A 
ZOMBIE MOANS, SECONDS 
LATER A DOOR GETS KICKED 
DOWN)

ZOMBIE: (MOAN)

WESLEY: (PLAYFULLY) Let’s see, what do 
we have here?

(SFX: ZOMBIE LUNGES AT 
WESLEY AND SCREAMS 
LOUDLY, IT’S HEAD IS 
PROMPTLY CHOPPED OFF)

ZOMBIE: (MOAN, MOAN, LONG SCREAM)
DIANA: (BUSINESS-LIKE) Got him. 

Zombies, the slow kind.



JONES: (EXASPERATED) Man, how 
many kinds of zombies are there?
 

HAWKINS: Seven, as far as I know.

WESLEY: They discovered an eighth kind in 
Guana recently. Judging from the 
speed, intellect and decay of this 
one, looks like we’re dealing with 
a necromancer’s minions… 
maybe a warlock’s.

HAWKINS: That cry would have attracted his 
attention though, he’s probably 
not home.

JONES: Right, that thing was friggin’ loud.

DIANA: All the same, he’s probably left 
some more surprises.

WESLEY: Indeed. Stick together. Jones, 
take the rear. Diana, we’re in no 
danger of infection, use cleaving 
weapons. Take each down as 
quickly as possible.



DIANA: Done.

HAWKINS: Sounds good, let’s jump.

(SFX: THE FOOTSTEPS OF ALL 
FOUR AS THE WALK THROUGH 
A CREAKY BUILDING, THEY 
STOP AFTER A FEW SECONDS)

JONES: What is it?

WESLEY: Door. Hawkins?

HAWKINS: Checking for a mystical lock… 
and no.

DIANA: May I?

WESLEY: Be my guest.

(SFX: DIANA OPENS THE 
DOOR)

DIANA: Nothing.



JONES: (SARCASTICALLY) Awesome.

GENERIC DEMON: GRAAAAAWR!

(SFX: THE DEMON HITS 
JONES, JONES FLIES AND 
LANDS HARD)

WESLEY: They’re behind us.

JONES: Not awesome!

(MUSIC: THEME MUSIC)

002_002 SETTING: THE “ABANDONED” WAREHOUSE

GENERIC DEMON: (GRUNT) GRAAAWR! (GRUNT, 
RINSE, REPEAT….DO A LOT OF 
THIS. YOU ARE FIGHTING)

(SFX: ASSORTED DODGING 
PARRYING AND DEMON 
GRUNTING CAN BE HEARD IN 
THE BACKGROUND)

DIANA: Any suggestions?



WESLEY: It’s a Voidwalker, hit the bracers!

DIANA: (UNSURE) I’ll try.

GENERIC DEMON: GRAAAAAAAAAAAAWR!

(SFX: SOUND OF AXE HITTING 
METAL, THE DEMON ROARS 
AND SLAMS DIANA AGAINST 
THE WALL)

DIANA: OOF! (OR A SIMILAR NOISE) 
Damn it.

HAWKINS: Jones, you okay?

JONES: No bro, my leg. It got broke.

HAWKINS: Wes, his leg!

WESLEY: I heard, Diana?

DIANA: On my way!

HAWKINS: I’ll take the walker.



ZOMBIE: (YOU GUESSED IT – MOANING, 
DO A LOT OF THIS)

(SFX: DIANA RUNS OVER TO 
JONES BUT GETS HIT HARD 
ON THE WAY OVER, ZOMBIE 
ATTACK SOUNDS/GRUNTS)

DIANA: (GETTING HIT AND KNOCKED 
OUT SOUNDS) 

HAWKINS: Diana’s down too.

WESLEY: Damn it. Diana! Diana? 

(SFX: ZOMBIE/FIGHTING 
NOISES SHOULD SWELL 
HERE... THEN FADE OUT)

 
002_003 SETTING: AN OFFICE IN A MILITARY BASE

NELSON: Diana Espen?

DIANA: (LIKE A SOLDIER, FOR THE 
WHOLE SCENE) Yes sir.



NELSON: Come in my office please. 

(SFX: TWO SETS OF 
FOOTSTEPS, DOOR CLOSE)

NELSON: How are you doing Espen?

DIANA: Well sir. (PAUSE) Am I in trouble 
Sir?

NELSON: (SINCERE) Not at all, I've been 
watching you for some time now 
and I wanted to ask you some 
questions. 

DIANA: (ONLY SLIGHTLY 
QUESTIONING) Yes sir?

NELSON: So, to begin. Looking back, why 
did you join the military?

DIANA: I just wanted to serve my fellow 
Americans in a meaningful and 
productive way sir.



NELSON: Don’t we all. It’s a courageous 
goal. Looking at your file, third 
generation of family involvement 
in the military, flawless record, 
stunning recommendations. We're 
happy to have you enlist.

DIANA: Thank you sir.

NELSON: We called you in Diana, because 
not only are you smart, strong and 
trustworthy but your people need 
you now more than ever. I know 
your basic training has just begun, 
but we want to move you to 
another division.

DIANA: Another division sir?

NELSON: Diana, there is somebody I want 
you to meet. 

(SFX: DOOR OPENS 
SOMEBODY WALKS IN)

NELSON: Diana Espen, meet Maggie 
Walsh.



WALSH: (WARMLY) Hello Diana.

002_004 SETTING: AN OUTDOOR PICNIC

(SFX: OUTSIDE SOUNDS)

WALSH: Diana?

DIANA: Yes ma'am?

WALSH: You see that boy over there?

DIANA: The extremely tall, corn fed boy 
ma'am?

WALSH: (SLIGHT CHUCKLE) Yes, I want 
you to show him the ropes. He 
just got here.

DIANA: Yes ma'am. The entire base is 
buzzing about Riley's taking on  a 
group of hostiles with a baseball 
bat.  

WALSH: Good. I have a good feeling about 
Riley.  The CO wants him to 
command your unit, I'm sure 
Butler and Stark will be fine, but I 
want to make sure Riley feels 
welcome.



DIANA: Don't worry ma'am, I'll make sure 
he's one of the boys in no time.

(SFX: OUTSIDE NOISES/
RANDOM CROWD NOISES OF 
PEOPLE GETTING IN LINE)

DIANA: Gosh darn it am I hungry!

RILEY: So much for swearing like a 
trooper.

DIANA: Ah, a response. I knew if I talked 
to myself enough, a stranger 
would join in.

RILEY: Hi I’m Riley Finn, from Iowa.

DIANA: Diana Espen, from Utah.

RILEY: Nice to meet you Diana.

DIANA: Pleased to meet you Riley.

RILEY: This line is taking forever.



DIANA: Well, a lot of people to feed. If you 
wanted the smaller secret 
installation you needed to go to 
Ohio.

RILEY: Why Ohio?

DIANA: (KIND OF A SHRUG IN HER 
VOICE) Why here?

RILEY: Fair enough.

DIANA: It's nice though... right?  I’d much 
rather be here, protecting citizens 
than outside the country. Not that I 
wouldn’t want to help there too.

RILEY: Oh! Sure, I think that’s something 
everybody in this line in this line 
can agree on… Well here we are. 
Burger?

DIANA: Cow me.

RILEY: (SMIRKING) That’s silly.

DIANA: (LAUGHS) Well I find it funny.

002_005  SETTING: THE INITIATIVE HEADQUARTERS, DURING THE 
CHAOS OF THE EPISODE PRIMEVIL



(SFX: EXPLOSIONS 
EVERYWHERE, FIGHTING IN 
THE BACKGROUND, RANDOM 
SOLDIERS YELLING. THE 
INITIATIVE DURING PRIMEVIL)

KEK DEMON: (IN A HILARIOUSLY HIGH 
PITCHED VOICE) Do you still find 
it funny? You laughed as you 
tortured me, dissected me, 
humiliated me.

DIANA: (PANTING) I never did that.

KEK DEMON: (IN A HILARIOUSLY HIGH 
PITCHED VOICE) You ALL did. 
Now you must--. 

(SFX: KEK DEMON’S NECK 
GETTING SNAPPED)

SPIKE: Enough of that.

DIANA: (STILL OUT OF BREATH) 
Thanks. Wait a minute… You’re 
Hostile 17!

SPIKE: You blokes seem to think so. 
Please leave.



DIANA: (PLAINLY) No.

SPIKE: Excuse me?

DIANA: We were ordered to keep fighting. 
Down to the last soldier.

SPIKE: Look around you, Miss Magoo, 
there is nothing left to fight for. It’s 
all going boom. Now sod off 
before I hand you over to one of 
your distinguished guests.

DIANA: Why don’t you, right now?

SPIKE: Evening up the odds.

DIANA: (SARCASTICALLY) Thanks for 
your support.

SPIKE: You don’t need my support. You 
need to leave, and not just this 
hell zoo... We were doing well. 
Then, you people came and 
mucked everything up! Is now 
really the time for this discussion?



DIANA: It is.

(SFX: LARGE BANG AND 
FALLING RUBBLE)

DIANA: You’re right. It’s not safe for either 
of us. Let’s run.

SPIKE: (SMIRK) Now you wanna listen to 
me? Sorry, gotta girl to save... 
can’t rely on anyone else to be the 
bloody hero around here.

002_006 SETTING: THE THIRD AND LONG, A BAR
(MUSIC: SOFT JAZZ IN THE 
BACKGROUND)

(SFX: SOFT CLINCKING OF 
GLASSES, OTHER BAR 
SOUNDS)

BACKER: Drink, from her.

WESLEY: Thank you, Backer.



BACKER: It’s Dan to you, human.

WESLEY: (UNDER HIS BREATH, 
SARCASTIC) I'll try to remember 
my place.

(SFX: DIANA APPROACHES, A 
BIT DRUNK)

WESLEY:   What’s this for?

DIANA: (ACT A BIT LOUDER AND 
HARSHER THAN NORMAL FOR 
THIS WHOLE SCENE) It’s a 
drink. You swallow it.

WESLEY: (NOT AMUSED) Yes, very clever. 
Why?

DIANA: You’re supposed to buy drinks for 
people you have to talk to.

WESLEY: (ANNOYED) Do we really have to 
talk?

DIANA: Yeah, some hippy told me we’d 
have a lot to talk about.



WESLEY: Just because Jones has the look 
it doesn’t make him a hippy. 
(MORE INTERESTED THAN 
BEFORE) So Jones sent you?

DIANA: (REMEMBERING) That’s his 
name!

WESLEY: So you’re Diana?

DIANA: I am. What else do you know?

WESLEY: You were in the Initiative, which is 
notable. That’s it, really. 

DIANA: Well I’ve been trying to work 
security ever since. Something 
about being a girl makes that 
difficult… What is it about alcohol 
that attracts depressed people.

WESLEY: (HATING THIS CONVERSATION) 
The urge to be stereotypical.



DIANA: (GLUM) I thought about going 
home. After it ended. But two 
generations of military back home. 
Probably would have been, umm, 
sore about me running away from 
the front lines.

WESLEY: (TRYING TO GET BACK ON 
TOPIC) That’s fascinating. Did 
Jones tell you what we do?
 

DIANA: (WANTS THIS JOB) Help people 
out. Get a steady pay check. Two 
things I’ve been missing. Heard 
hostiles were involved. I have 
experience dealing with them.

WESLEY: (DISINTERESTED) Perfect. 
Perhaps it be better to have an 
interview at a more convenient 
time, I could give you my card--.

DIANA: (REMEMBERING) Jones, told me 
to tell you something silly. Said 
you’d get it.

WESLEY: (BECOMING ANNOYED) Really? 
And what would that be?



DIANA: (GLUM) After the Initiative blew 
up, I had no where to go. Didn’t 
know what to do. So I just killed 
hostiles. As many as I could.

WESLEY:   (I DON’T CARE) And?

DIANA: (QUITE SHEEPISHLY) I called 
myself a “Lone Hostile Seeker.” I 
just wanted to help people. 
Nobody wanted help. So I gave 
up. It would be great to do that 
again. Precious, I know… We all 
do stupid things some times. 

WESLEY: (REMINISCING) Don’t we all… 
(EXCITEMENT) Backer, two more 
drinks.  (TO DIANA) We have a lot 
to talk about.

002_007 SETTING:  STREET / CORDELIA'S APARTMENT 
(SFX: TRUCK DOOR OPENS AS 
FRED, GUNN AND CONNOR 
GET OUT)

(SFX: STREET SOUNDS)

(SFX: FRED, GUNN AND 
CONNOR WALKING)



FRED: Phantom Dennis isn't going to be 
happy that we're still Cordelia-
less. We could say we found her - 
(IDEA) at the store but she'll be a 
while because it's a really big 
store, with really big bargains and 
a really big credit limit... 
(UNHAPPY) I told you we should 
have gone with the padding – 
Dennis is going to throw potted 
plants at our heads again, isn't he. 

GUNN: (HOPEFUL) If we time it right we 
could deflect his attention to the 
landlord. 

FRED: (AWW) But Louis was really nice 
on the phone. I don't want to sic a 
spook on him. (THINKS) We'll just 
have to break it to him gently.

GUNN: It'll be okay, we'll just let him know 
we're working on getting the 
money. I could sell my soul... 
again, to raise the money. 

FRED: That could work, if souls 
appreciated in a value since you 
almost lost it over a truck.

GUNN: Don't make me pick between you 
and my truck. We both know I'd 
have pick you and mope around 
the hotel for a few days... and we 
both know that's junior here's job. 



CONNOR: Hey! I don't do that.

FRED: If it helps that you're really good at 
it. (TO GUNN) And I meant about 
breaking the news to Dennis.

CONNOR: (ARE YOU CRAZY) He's a ghost..

FRED: That doesn't mean he doesn't 
have a heart, granted it's buried in 
Evergreen Cemetery but 
metaphorically it's still working just 
as good as anybody’s. We'll let 
him know we're not giving up on 
finding her. 

GUNN: Wish the cops were doing as 
much. 

(SFX: FRED KNOCKS. OPENS 
THE DOOR)

FRED: Dennis? It's us.

(SFX: THEY ALL BEGIN TO 
WALK IN. SOUND EFFECT AS 
DENNIS MOVES THE DOOR 
[EXAMPLE: SEASON 4, 
EPISODE 2, SCENE 2 OF 
ANGEL – DENNIS MOVES 
SOME BOOKS] THE DOOR HITS 
CONNOR)

CONNOR: (GRUNT FROM BEING HIT) Hey, 
watch it. Dumb spirit. 



GUNN: We should check Cordy's bills 
make sure nothing else is coming 
out.

FRED: I'll do it, Charles why don't you 
check to see if any plants need 
watering and peek in the 
refrigerator to make sure that 
there's nothing demonic growing 
out of expired food products. 
(WHISPERS) I'll talk to Dennis... 

(SFX: SOUND EFFECT AS 
DENNIS MOVES THE COFFEE 
TABLE. TABLE MOVING  AND  
CONNOR STUMBLES OVER IT)

CONNOR: (FRUSTRATED SOUND) What's 
the ghost’s problem?

GUNN: His Mom bricked him up behind a 
wall and left him to rot.

CONNOR: Maybe he deserved it.

GUNN: Go wait in the truck. 

(SFX:  SOUND EFFECT AS 
DENNIS THROWS A BOOK AT 
CONNOR)

CONNOR: (AS HE LEAVES) I'm calling a 
priest!



GUNN: (WHISPERED) That boy doesn't 
shut up we're going to have 
poltergeist on our hands.

FRED (WHISPERED) He technically is 
one already.

GUNN: Aren't they angry spirits?

FRED: I think he might be getting that 
way. We need to find Cordy and 
Angel, or this is the least of our 
problems.

002_008 SETTING: BACK AT THE WAREHOUSE
HAWKINS: Diana? You hear me now?

DIANA: (STILL A BIT DAZED) Yeah. 
Jones?

HAWKINS: (RELIEVED) Still down, waiting 
for your expertise.

DIANA: The void walker?



WESLEY: Dealt with. Nothing a good cleave 
to the face couldn’t handle. 
Amazing how much that solves, 
makes me wonder why I even turn 
to books.

DIANA: To be sure about the details… I’ll 
take a look at Jones’ leg.

JONES: Finally! Seriously though, thanks.

DIANA: No problem. It is broken, but just a 
small fracture. I’ll patch it up.

JONES: I owe you a solid. Sorry guys, it 
just appeared out of no where.

HAWKINS: Sure you didn’t just miss it? Is that 
even possible?

WESLEY: Maybe, or it could have been 
summoned, which means…

ARNOLD: (IN MOST STEREOTYPICALLY 
EVIL VOICE POSSIBLE) I’m 
already here!



JONES: (ANNOYED) Aw come on man!

ARNOLD: (ANNOYED) Whaaat?

JONES: If you were just there the whole 
time, how come you didn’t attack 
us.

ARNOLD: (NORMAL VOICE) Well, 
honestly... that wouldn’t have had 
as much dramatic impact. 
(REVERT TO EVIL VOICE) Now 
Mr. Jones! You will be first!

(SFX: WOOSHING ENERGY 
SOUND, LIKE WIND HITTING A 
MICROPHONE)

002_009 SETTING: RESIDENTIAL AREA
VET: Jones… Wait up will you?!

(SFX: FOOTSTEPS OF VET 
HURRIEDLY CATCHING UP TO 
JONES)



JONES: Sorry man. Rough first day, 
y’know what I‘m saying?

(SFX: SLOW FOOTSTEPS FOR 
BOTH)

VET: I remember my first day at the 
shop. Thought that dipshit 
Pearson was going to lose his 
voice cussing me out. At least you 
got the job though.

JONES: Tell me about it… with Casey 
pregnant again and Elliot starting 
school. It’s just good that I have a 
decent paying job now is all.

VET: Yeah, Pearson can be a hardass 
sometimes, but he knows a good 
man when he sees one. There’s a 
reason he chose you Jones.

JONES: Thanks man. That means a lot 
coming from an old vet like you.



VET: Think nothing of it. Tell you what 
my man, this Friday why don’t you 
join me, Pearson and Snell down 
at the Third and Long. Beers on 
us.

JONES: That friggin‘ dive?

VET: (MOCK OFFENDED) Watch what 
you’re calling a dive you--.

JONES: Only kiddin’ dude. That’d be cool. 
To be truthful, the only ever time I 
went there I kinda got hussled by 
this guy, throwin’ darts. Hate to 
lose that kinda cash nowadays. 
Casey would be pissy all 
weekend.

VET: We’ll be sure to keep an eye on 
your wallet then Jones.

JONES: Well, here’s my street. I’ll seeya at 
the shop tomorrow then. Might be 
a bit late though… and when I say 
might, I really mean I will be.

VET: Celebrating?



JONES: I called home at lunch, Casey’s 
ordering in and I have a feeling 
things will go very smooth.

VET: I hear you. Have good time.

JONES: I’ll try.

VET: Seeya tomorrow.

(SFX: VET’S FOOTSTEPS 
BECOME DISTANT AND THEN 
DISSAPEAR. JONES’ 
CONTINUE FOR A WHILE.)

(SFX: RINGING DOORBELL)

JONES: Hello?

(SFX: RINGING DOORBELL)

JONES: Melons? Where are ya? Why’s 
the door open?

(SFX: JONES’ HOUSE’S DOOR 
CREAKS OPEN AND JONES 
WALKS INTO HIS HOUSE)



JONES: (SHOCKED AND 
HORRIFIED)Oh. My-- what's that 
smell? (SLIGHT GAG) What. the 
hell! 

(SFX: SOFT SLOW FOOTSTEPS 
ON A CREAKY FLOOR)

JONES: (HURRIED AND PANICKING) 
Casey? CASEY? Honey?.... You 
awake?

(STARTS TO CRY)

(SFX: MORE WALKING ON THE 
CREAKY FLOOR)

JONES: (HOLDING BACK TEARS) Elliot? 
Where's Daddy's little man? You 
there? Are you…

(SFX: SOUND OF JONES 
DROPPING TO HIS KNEES AND 
VOMITING)

JONES: (HOLDING BACK TEARS) Oh 
Elliot… What... what did they do 
to...



(SFX: JONES DIALING 911, IT 
RINGS)

JONES: (TRYING TO HOLD BACK 
TEARS) 911? Yes, my kid, my 
wife. They’re unconscious… I just, 
I just got home from work. The 
door was open, just a crack. Just 
found them… she’s bleeding, her 
neck… Send help. 

(CRIES)

002_010 SETTING: OFFICE IN A POLICE STATION
CUDLITZ: Hello, I’m officer Cudlitz.

RODRIGUEZ: And I’m detective Rodriguez.

JONES: (SULLEN) Good to meet you 
both. 

CUDLITZ: Reviewing your file, we’re not too 
proud to say that no real progress 
with the murder investigation has 
been made
.



JONES: (SULLEN) Still? 

RODRIGUEZ: We stress that this is a very 
unusual circumstance, Mr. Jones. 
Nothing was taken from your 
house, nothing was broken. No 
history of illegal activity.

CUDLITZ: What my partner is getting at is 
that there really seems to be no 
discernible motive.

RODRIGUEZ: Also there was a very surprising 
lack of finger prints on the scene.

JONES: (ANNOYED AND ANGRY) This is 
all pointless. 

RODRIGUEZ: How so Mr Jones?

JONES: (DEAD PAN) I know what killed 
her.

CUDLITZ: Who?



JONES: (SOUND CRAZY) I dunno who 
killed ‘em, but I know what did! A 
vampire killed my family!

CUDLITZ: (HOLDING BACK CHUCKLES) 
Well that is an, (COUGH) 
interesting theory Mr. Jones. 
Unfortunately, seeing as vampires 
are fictional, that’s impossible. 

RODRIGUEZ: It’s  quite normal to blame 
something so traumatic on--.

JONES: (SURLY) Then why were their 
necks holed up in two places? 
And why is that never in any 
reports? 

CUDLITZ: We have a policy about--.

JONES: (INSANELY) Y’know what? Forget 
it. It has been months since the all 
people I love most were brutally 
killed. You guys are never going to 
find out who, you can stop calling 
me in to talk about it. OK?

(SFX: JONES GETS UP)



JONES: And kind of name is Cudlitz 
anyway?

(SFX: JONES STORMS OUT 
AND SLAMS THE DOOR)

CUDLITZ: I hate seeing it when they let 
themselves go nuts. Not as bad 
as your friend Lockley though.

RODRIGUEZ: Shut up Cudlitz.

002_011 SETTING: JONESf HOME
(SFX: KNOCKING JONES' 
HOUSE)

RODRIGUEZ: Hello?

(SFX: SLOW DOOR OPEN, GUN 
COCK)

JONES: Stay right there.



RODRIGUEZ: Mr. Jones? Can you put the gun 
down?

JONES: (ATTEMPTING TO REGAIN 
COMPOSURE) Umm sorry. Can I 
help you?

RODRIGUEZ: It’s me, Detective Rodriguez. I 
talked to you several months ago 
about the murder of your wife and 
child.

JONES: Oh... Yeah… How’s it hanging?

RODRIGUEZ: Quite well. Clearly better than 
you. Tell me Jones, when was the 
last time you cleaned the house, 
ate or went to work? Also, why do 
you leave your door unlocked?

JONES: (SULLEN) Why do you care?

RODRIGUEZ: You know you’re going to need 
better tactics than that if you’re 
going to take on an actual 
vampire. Bullets don't really stop 
them you know.

JONES: What’s it to you?



RODRIGUEZ: It's just... I believe you. I know 
you’re just angry at the world right 
now. That’s why I will forgive your 
behaviour. God knows I’ve said 
worse things.

JONES: How do you even know? Has this 
happened to you?

RODRIGUEZ: Indirectly. A colleague of mine 
down at the precinct, a woman by 
the name of Kate Lockley. She 
lost her dad to those monsters. 
She went nuts, lost her job and 
then disappeared. She was a 
good cop and she inspired me.

JONES: How’d she inspire you? Wha’d 
y’do? 

RODRIGUEZ: I found others like her. Isn’t that 
what you did?

JONES: I tried to find others. Believers. 
People that lost to ‘em. I found 
nobody.



RODRIGUEZ: You’re kidding right? You can 
practically find them in the phone 
book. Anyway, I found others like 
Kate.
 

JONES: Where did ya find’em?

RODRIGUEZ: Don’t worry, I’m going to show you 
the group I found most recently. 
They’re headed up by a man 
named Holtz. He's training victims 
like you to hunt down vampires. 
I’m guessing this interests--.

JONES: Yes.

RODRIGUEZ: Good. I’ll come back at 8, after my 
shift is over.

JONES: Thank you…

RODRIGUEZ: Don’t worry about it. I’ve been 
keeping my eye on you and trust 
me when I say, you need this 
more than anything.

JONES: Revenge? Cause that’s--.



RODRIGUEZ: A decent cause.

002_012 SETTING: WESLEY’S APARTMENT
WESLEY:  You’re one of Holtz’s men aren’t 

you?

JONES: Kinda.

WESLEY: (SARCASTICALLY) I heard he got 
back from hell. Wait, did you come 
here to give me a personal 
invitation to his welcome back 
party?

JONES: Naw man, Holtz is… kinda dead.

WESLEY: (SUDDENLY INTERESTED) Is 
that a fact? Justine slit his throat 
as well?

JONES: As a matter of fact, yeah. He 
asked her to though. It wasn’t in 
cold blood.



WESLEY: (LAUGHS) Is that right?

JONES: She says so man. Part of some 
revenge kick business. Some 
Angelus guy. It’s not important.

WESLEY:   Indeed… (BORED) You know, 
my TV dinner is getting cold and 
this bottle of wine won’t down 
itself.

JONES: Hold up. A couple of months ago 
you came to us. You wanted to 
keep everybody safe. That’s all. I 
dig that, the right thing.

WESLEY: You’re approval means a great 
deal to me. Is that why you’re 
here bothering me?

JONES: Well… yeah. It’s Justine. I think 
she’s going to do something… 
unkosher. You know?

WESLEY:   (MOCK INTEREST) What is she 
up to these days?



JONES: Who knows. Most of the time she 
won’t even listen to us bro. Now 
she’s just gone.

WESLEY: Mr. Jones, what do you want from 
me? I’m clearly as lost as you are.

JONES: We did some decent shit with 
Holtz, but Justine is crazy bat-shit 
loco.
 

WESLEY: Holtz wanted nothing more than 
revenge… but you seem different. 
I might be able to use you.

JONES: (KINDA CREEPED OUT) Man, 
take no offence when I say I don’t 
wanna be used.

WESLEY: (TEASING) Holtz already used 
you.

JONES: Shut up!



WESLEY: (SERIOUS, BUT A BIT SPACED 
OUT) You don't have to worry, I’m 
not Holtz... Held up in here, I’ve 
realized… I’m running out... Well 
my finances are a bit lacking. 
Yours are too aren’t they?

JONES: Maybe, a little.

WESLEY: (SERIOUS, BUT A BIT SPACED 
OUT) In that case, you’re hired.

JONES: To do what? I’m a mechanic.

WESLEY: (SERIOUS, BUT A BIT SPACED 
OUT) On one condition. If you are 
working for Justine, just be honest 
about, I’ll know either way. 

JONES: Hire me for what?

WESLEY:  (SERIOUS, BUT A BIT SPACED 
OUT) With Angel gone there’s an 
opening in the paranormal PI 
business, we could fill that niche. 

JONES: Who’s Angel?



002_013 SETTING: BACK TO THE WAREHOUSE
(SFX: ANOTHER WOOSHING 
ENERGY BLAST)

(SFX: VARIOUS ‘OOFS’ AND 
PEOPLE LANDING)

ARNOLD: What’s the matter Wesley, can’t 
muster up some fight without 
Angel?

WESLEY: Rich, coming from someone who 
has his minions and pets do his 
dirty work.

ARNOLD: Touché. Perhaps subjecting Mr. 
Jones to another…

WESLEY:   I really do hate how much you’re 
enjoying this.

DIANA: Riiiiiiia! (OR SOME OTHER WAR 
CRY)



(SFX: AXE MISSES AND CHOPS 
INTO WOOD)

ARNOLD: Now now Diana, why’d you have 
to go do that?

DIANA: Stupid question.

(SFX: ARNOLD GETTING HIT 
WITH THE AXE AND FLYING 
ACROSS THE ROOM)

ARNOLD: (FRUSTRATED, EMPHASIS ON 
EVERY WORD) That was 
unpleasant.
 

HAWKINS: And its about to get  a hell of a lot 
worse. Remember me?

(SFX: MAGIC GLAMOUR IS 
REMOVED)

ARNOLD: (CONFUSED) Who are you? I 
don’t even know you…. Unless of 
course, wait… you!

002_014 SETTING: WOLFRAM AND HART OFFICES



(SFX: OFFICE SOUNDS)

HAWKINS: You!… We’re in the Gruber 
meeting.

ANGEL: (FAKING IT) Wha... Oh. Right.

HAWKINS: What the hell is going on with 
those people?

ANGEL: I know, it’s--.

HAWKINS: I mean is this a negotiation or a 
cotillion?

ANGEL: That’s exactly what I was trying to 
tell Frank.

HAWKINS: Who’s Frank?

ANGEL: Works with Louise in contracts.

HAWKINS: Contracts- the problem is not 
contracts!

ANGEL: That’s what I was trying to tell--.



(SFX: HAWKINS’ CELL PHONE 
RINGS AND HE ANSWERS IT)

HAWKINS: Go. Yes. Yes. No, no. Thursday!

(SFX: HANGS UP THE CELL 
PHONE)

HAWKINS: We have to close the Gruber 
meeting now, before the soft offer 
becomes hard and the stock 
goes--.

ANGEL: (FAKING IT) Through the ceiling!

HAWKINS: In the toilet!

ANGEL: Right.

HAWKINS: Keep me in the loop, will you? I 
want to know the instant they fold. 
They are folding? Look, I’ve got to 
jump. E-mail me. Good to see 
you.

ANGEL: You too.



(SFX: FAST WALKING 
FOOTSTEPS AND THEN A 
KNOCK AT A DOOR.)

HAWKINS: Hello, Mr. Manners, running a tad 
late. Was checking up on the 
Gruber meeting. We’ll need to 
close it sooner rather than later.
 

HOLLAND: Why, hello Michael. That’s 
fantastic. How is everything else?

HAWKINS: (BRISK) All straight. Managed to 
reach one of Vocah’s people, they 
should be ready soon. The Big 6 
are stalling, (SMIRK) I know 
you’re surprised, (BACK TO 
BRISK) our analysts say they 
should sort themselves out before 
we need to take any firm action.

HOLLAND: (GENUINE) Michael, I could not 
be more pleased with your 
performance. You are making a 
great name for yourself here. It’s a 
shame I have to ruin this with 
some… unpleasant news.

HAWKINS: (IMMEDIATELY PARANOID) Yes 
Mr. Manners?



HOLLAND: (CHUCKLES TO HIMSELF) Not 
to worry Michael. You’re in no 
danger. I would however, like to 
talk to you about your parents.

HAWKINS: (DEFENSIVE) My…?

HOLLAND: As I’m sure you know, they are in 
pretty stark opposition to some of 
our business practices and their 
considerable power in the global 
coven has posed some problems 
for us.

HAWKINS: (STRESSED OUT) I’ve talked to 
them about this. I’ll do it again. 
I’ve made it clear that if they keep 
doing this it won’t convince me to 
pack up and leave. 

HOLLAND: (CALM, WARM) Well I assure you 
that is not what we want. We’ll 
see if we can come up with a 
peaceful solution to this.

HAWKINS: I don’t anticipate them causing 
any more difficulties, sir.

HOLLAND: (WARM) Alright Michael… 
consider them safe, but dealt with. 
It’s good to know who’s side 
you’re on.



HAWKINS: (GUNG HO) Definitely yours sir, 
don’t doubt it.

HOLLAND: (WARM) Don’t I know it. Look 
you’re making some great 
progress. Between you and me I 
think that Lee Mercer might be 
leaving us soon. A promotion just 
might be your future, Mr. Kramer.

002_015 SETTING: WOLFRAM AND HART OFFICES
HAWKINS: (DOESN'T REALLY CARE) Well 

what can I say Arnold, they have 
all the evidence they need.

ARNOLD: (ON THE OTHER END OF THE 
PHONE LINE) But you said you 
could get me out of this! You said I 
was fine!

HAWKINS: (DOESN'T REALLY CARE) Well I 
was wrong. What can I say.

(SFX: DOOR GETS KNOCKED)



HAWKINS: (Doesn’t really care) Oop, 
racquetball court is free, time to 
run Arnold.

ARNOLD: (ON THE OTHER END OF THE 
LINE) (PANICKING) But what do I 
do now?!

HAWKINS: (DOESN'T REALLY CARE) I don’t 
know… hide? There are some 
nice abandoned warehouses 
around town. Bye Arnold.

ARNOLD: (ON THE OTHER END OF THE 
LINE) (PANICKING) You son of a 
--.

(SFX: HAWKINS HANGS UP THE 
PHONE)

HAWKINS: (SUDDENLY ENTHUSIASTIC) 
Lindsey! What do you want? 
How’s it going?

LINDSEY: As well as can--.

HAWKINS: Not too well I suppose… y’know. 
Because of the hand thing.

LINDSEY: (COMPOSED) My hand is fine.



HAWKINS: Because I’ve been doing business 
with some lizard voodoo 
shamans--.

LINDSEY: (EXTREMELY ANGRY) My hand 
is fine!

HAWKINS: (SHEEPISH) …Sure, sure.

LINDSEY: (CALMLY) Anyway Mike, I just 
came by to say Holland wanted to 
see you in his office.

(SFX: THEY BOTH START 
WALKING)

HAWKINS: Walk with me, talk with me.

LINDSEY: I’m more of a stop and chat guy 
myself.

HAWKINS: Ha, clever. Do you think it’s a bad 
sign he sent you to get me?

LINDSEY: Not really, I had something to do 
in the basement anyway.



HAWKINS: (VERY CURIOUS) What? 
Feeding the shark? Is that how 
you lost your hand?

LINDSEY: (LIKE HE‘S TIRED OF 
ANSWERING THIS QUESTION) 
First of all, no that’s not how I lost 
my hand. Second, he’s not a 
shark Michael. He’s a mutant from 
another dimension.

HAWKINS: He’s still a shark.

LINDSEY: (LIKE HE’S TIRED OF 
ANSWERING THIS QUESTION) 
His name is Ezra, one day he 
hopes to walk the streets like you 
and I. Has a hell of a poker face. 
Also that’s not what I was doing in 
the basement.

HAWKINS: Special project?

LINDSEY: Yup.

HAWKINS: How did you lose your hand?



LINDSEY: (DISTANT) Angel sliced it off. He 
killed Vocah too.

HAWKINS: Damn it, I had some hell 
smuggling deals with Vocah. 
Anyway, that’s some hellish luck 
Lindsey.

LINDSEY: (DOWN TO EARTH) Not really 
Michael. Wasn’t chance. It was a 
sacrifice. Nothing at Wolfram and 
Hart is free. That’s something 
you’re about to learn a bit about.

(SFX: FOOTSTEPS STOP, 
LINDSEY KNOCKS A DOOR.)

LINDSEY: Here he is, Holland.

HOLLAND: Thanks Lindsey, and hello 
Michael.

HAWKINS: Hello Mr. Manners, how’s your 
cellar coming along?



HOLLAND: Almost done, thanks for asking. 

(STERN) Lindsey, why don’t you 
leave us. Head down again, but 
be sure not to make contact 
without me.

LINDSEY: Of course.

(SFX: LINDSEY SHUTS THE 
DOOR)

HOLLAND: (CONCERNED) Now. How are 
you doing today Michael?

HAWKINS: Business is solid. Vail’s stock 
problem was taken care of and 
Corbin Fries’ latest case was 
thrown out of court immediately.

Holland Splendid. 

(SERIOUS AND THREATENING) 
But I’m not here to talk business. 
We need to discuss your family 
issues.



HAWKINS: (EXASPERATED) What have they 
done this time?

HOLLAND: (SERIOUS AND THREATENING) 
They’re costing us. Costing you. 
They’ve purchased considerable 
support… and their constant 
attacks are becoming more than a 
nuisance.

HAWKINS: My sincerest apologies, sir I--.

HOLLAND: (SERIOUS AND THREATENING) 
Quite simply Michael, they’re 
costing us significantly more than 
you’re making us.

HAWKINS: Is there anything, anything I can 
do to fix this?

HOLLAND: (SERIOUS AND THREATENING) 
Yes, stop protecting them.

HAWKINS: Is that the only way? They’re my 
family…

HOLLAND: (SERIOUS AND THREATENING) 
We have a new program here 
Michael.



(SFX: HOLLAND SLIDES 
HAWKINS A PIECE OF PAPER, 
HAWKINS PICKS IT UP) 

HAWKINS: (SHOCKED) …A blood drive?

HOLLAND: (SERIOUS AND THREATENING) 
If everything goes according to 
plan, we will have a new 
houseguests at Wolfram and Hart. 
We need to make they’re well fed.

HAWKINS: (SHOCKED) Frankly sir, this is 
beyond… I don’t know if I can do 
this.

HOLLAND: (SERIOUS AND THREATENING) 
It’s not easy Michael. I know it. 
Just like you know Wolfram and 
Hart vows to protect anybody in 
its extended family. But your 
parents are starting to hurt us… 
Take your time deciding Michael, 
but know that this ordeal is 
costing us time and money.

HAWKINS: (UNDER HIS BREATH) Yes.



HOLLAND: (SUDDENLY VERY JOVIAL) 
Good. Well, I’ve got to jump 
Michael. (CHUCKLES TO 
HIMSELF) This branch just 
received a package. I must attend 
to it.

002_016 SETTING: WESLEYfS APARTMENT
HAWKINS: (DEJECTEDLY) Then he left… 

and I just sat there.

WESLEY: So that’s why you’ve come to me? 
You’re a refugee of Wolfram and 
Hart? (SKEPTICAL) How have 
you been hiding from them for two 
years?

HAWKINS: (DISTANT) I haven’t been hiding.

WESLEY: (DISGUSTED) I beg your pardon?

HAWKINS: (DISTANT) I still work at Wolfram 
and Hart.

WESLEY: (DISGUSTED) You actually did it?



HAWKINS: (DISTANT) I know it seems bad, 
looking back--.

WESLEY: (CANNOT BELIEVE THIS) Seems 
bad? You allowed your parents to 
become food!

HAWKINS: (CONDESCENDING) Look Mr. 
Wyndam-Price, you have no idea 
what it’s like working there. They 
cloud your mind--.

WESLEY: Save your breath, I’ve heard all 
these second rate excuses 
before.

HAWKINS: (RAISING HIS VOICE) They own 
us. We can't stop...

WESLEY: What is this really about Hawkins? 
If it's about Angel... You can tell 
Wolfram and Hart I have no idea 
where Angel is. You do realise 
that he tried to suffocate me?

HAWKINS: (SHEEPISH) Yeah, everybody 
knows. We had a cake at the 
office… to celebrate.



WESLEY: (SHOCKED) You’re kidding?

HAWKINS: I’m not following you for Wolfram 
and Hart. I’m just following you to 
see whether this organization is 
legit.

WESLEY: It’s nothing.

HAWKINS: No, it’s important, who you are. 
Diana, Jones. I want to help too.

WESLEY: (FRUSTRATED) No. Contrary to 
popular belief, I don’t hire 
everybody who simply wants a 
job.

HAWKINS: All I’d need is a glamour, mind 
protection charm, a code name, 
maybe a--.

WESLEY: I said no before. Why should I say 
yes now?

HAWKINS: Wesley, haven’t you ever wanted 
a real man on the inside?



WESLEY: ¡What drove you to do this now?

HAWKINS: Because I’m like you.

WESLEY: (HORRIFIED) In no way shape or 
form are you like me.

HAWKINS: We all have something to atone 
for… and let’s be honest Wesley, 
we’re all Judases here.

002_017 SETTING: THE WAREHOUSE AGAIN
ARNOLD: (FAKE SINCERITY) So, Mr. 

Hawkins, enjoying your time away 
from Wolfram and Hart?

HAWKINS: (SARCASTICALLY) I’ll tell you, 
I’ve never had a vacation quite 
like it… Truth be told, I’ve never 
left.

ARNOLD: I thought not.

(SFX: ARNOLD GETS KNOCKED 
DOWN)



JONES: Won’t be thinkin’ much longer 
jackass!

WESLEY: Kick him while he’s down!

HAWKINS: (CALMLY) I got this. 

(SFX: SOUND OF THE 
FIREBALL THAT WESLEY 
CASTS IN ‘NOT FADE AWAY.’)

ARNOLD: Gaaaaah!

DIANA: Mine!

(SFX: SOUND OF DIANA DOING 
A FLIP/RUNNING. ARNOLD’S 
HEAD CLEAVED OFF BY AN 
AXE)
 

DIANA: Whew… where did you learn that 
fireball thing?

JONES: Hogwarts?



HAWKINS: (HUMBLE) Nah, something I 
learned from my parents. Exploits 
a common weakness in warlocks.

WESLEY: I’d be interested to learn about it.

HAWKINS: Sure thing.

DIANA: (EAGER TO LEAVE) Now lets get 
back to the clients. We get paid 
double if we’re back before dawn.

WESLEY: Wait a minute.

JONES: (PARANOID) There still 
something funky we haven‘t found 
yet?

WESLEY: (SLOWLY WARMING UP) No, I 
don’t think there is. I just wanted 
to say that, I’ve had a tough time, 
we all have. But the way we 
performed tonight, how we 
worked… it just. It reminds me of 
a simpler time. I’m glad you’re 
here, all of you. 



DIANA: (AWKWARD) Umm… that’s great 
Wesley.

HAWKINS: (AWKWARD) Yeah Wes…

JONES: (AWKWARD) Yup…

WESLEY: (OBLIVIOUS TO 
AWKWARDNESS, GETTING A 
BIT EXCITED) Tonight... or alright 
this morning, I want to order us all 
some Chinese food. I’ll be paying 
of course.

JONES: (CONFUSED) Wes man, you 
never eat Chinese.

WESLEY: (REMINISCING) I used to… 
before.

HAWKINS: (REMINISCING) Yeah…before.

DIANA: (ANXIOUS TO LEAVE) Well, time 
to go.



WESLEY: (BACK TO REALITY) Sorry, yes, 
let’s get a move on.
 

JONES: (CONCERNED) What was that 
dude?

WESLEY: (SUBTLE SADNESS) Nothing 
Jones… just taking a moment to 
dwell on the past.


