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1 EXT. FAST FOOD JOINT - NIGHT - A LIGHTED SIGN{=CAD A2 A 5P YL
e =0 - o

Stands atop the roof, advertising the place - "Lucky Boy WX ' 4?)
Burgers." Down below, we'ye got a view of an empty parking lot. (X)
It's surrounded by suburba sprawl, dark and ghiet at this hour.
LEGEND: COSTA MESA, CALIFPRNIA. 12:04 M. (D reenel B

_ OIVST LOTHL G
A big 70's beater -- an LTD or somesuch, with wilndows the siz LV IVE
of billboards -- comes motpring down the street} It turns intd(\>wW,
the restaurant lot and makes i i the dgive-through lane EC¢<*

g} D A =N G \':i
THE MENU BOARD : T BEASD % .@; TSRS >~
i i 5 ! ] _‘ (¥ P I”
. 3 T 3 - . &_ ‘ATl r s s : \
Is llghted, as 1S a promi -d/ OPREN" 513;} The“ILTD slides :Ei;;%,
toward us, pulling alongsi{e the ordering speakelr at the back of @2 O
the restaurant. Behind the wheel sits a young HPNGRY GUY. & ZTREN
™
The Hungry Guy checks out the menu, silently moves his lips as =1y,

he regds. He bobs his hea to the MUSIC from hi$ stereo while
he waits for the familiar "Can I help you?" voice. He waits...
--- And waits. Silence fr the speaker. ~tunns down his

Stereo, leans out his open |car window.

WVADO 5“6\"“; SR LIS
HUNGRY GUY SHETM

Hello..? Hel-111l0000..? 5 \;e < i~

. LOVOEXERC T/ 2

With that, the "OPEN" sign fclicks off, GOES DARKCZ) The nony

board clicks off, too. Th Hungry Guy doesn't likeé that at all.

D ST DT KSR
HUNGRY GUY @_, \\caJ‘,zT.ﬁcs‘cc:_g«(%
Hey! : - T |
(toots his horn) éa ¥ }5'

Hey! I'm sitting here, dude!

No response. Hungry Guy LA?S ON THE HORN. Finally a MICROPHONE
gets FUMBLED with. A VOICE;crackles through the speaker.

The voice sounds distant, féint. Thick with white noise. It's
male, but indistinctive -- t a voice we'd recognize later.

SPERAKER VOICE
Sorry. We're{closed.

: r/ \CJ--IE_.,-\_‘ \:' \ .':1__ | S
HUNGRY GUY ST ™. O
Uh-uh! I was |here before you AT A A R R 30

turned off the light!
Grandfather clause, man!

(off the silence)
Okay, I wanna $uperPatty Double
with cheese uh,| Super-size --

SPEAKER VOICE

-- The light was a mistake.
We're closed. Sorry.

\ CONTINUED
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X-FILES "Untitled" 7ABX01 (BLUE) 7/28/99 2(X) .

CONTINUED:

The mike clicks off. Hungry Guy Jlinks. What is the deal with
this $4.85-an-hour shithead?

HUNGRY GUY

The light was ! How bad do (X)
you want this fjob? ‘'Cause I'l1l
call the head/ office right now!

(a beAt; louder)
SuperPatty Pouble with cheese!
Super-size/fries! Super-size
diet Spritfe! = -

Again with the HORN. BFEP-BEEP-BEEEEP! Now, out of theo,g}lﬁéfé’:

SPEAKER VOICE hd

Drive fhrough, please.

That's more like it. Hungry Guy sets his
on the gas, slidingfthe big

INT. LTD - CONTINUOUS

2
We're over his shoulder\as he drives us around the Torner of the
building and brings us a stop at the order window He  dyums
his fingers on the wheel) stares up at the window D &' i:‘ "‘.
p w1y T )
- "t ) &,
i 4 .
HIS POV THE ORDER WINDO = .? w //
Stands open above us, a briyht rects gle set the dark brick.
From our driver's-eye view, e can't see much more than the :
ceiling inside. The place i eerily quiet. Though we holdAere )
for a beat or two, no one evef comes into sight. AV Al
Y ;%;;iliﬁ,
THE HUNGRY GUY \ e sl
\ : ’.\ P'r_;“;'._v_'vf';,\l-.- .P.
Waits. The seconds tick past. \What little patience he h . +’€?‘
quickly loses. He mutters to hijself. /§2>éﬁaﬁﬁb?
= ;"-
HUNGRY Y 1:253%—-¥Rii
What the hell is this..? GRRCF
(loud) :
Customer service, man! Stop ' ,fo
spanking it and gimme my food! (X)

A wet, meaty SPLAT gets our attentibn. Soon another, louder
SPLAT. The Hungry Guy settles downﬁ.listening.

HIS POV - THE ORDER WINDOW

Remains empty. However, we can make out the faint sounds of
someone BREATHING. It's SLOW and DEER.

\ CONTINUED

-- \

\



X-FILES "Untitled"™ 7ABX01 (BLUE) 7/28//39.

'ﬂa k; . = -
CONTINUED: \@( 5 y’ 2

THE HUNGRY GUY : /

Makes a face, grows a little nervous. He jerambs his neck to \ -~
see, not so bellicose now.

HUNGRY GUY
Hey in there.. Guy..? 0
More BREATHING. He Puts his hands on tHg er window, gingerly
eases his upper body out of the car fok*“a be :
) A4 i )
1IN
INT. FAST FOOD JOINT - CONTINUOUS 2/ RN

We see the Hungry Guy peek ifto Hiew Kilroy-styl& ove o :
window's ledge. He cautious Y fises into view, TIGH% -\Lpsffﬁtp
HIS POV - THE ORDER WINDOW [ 2<%} E'ﬁ\j‘\ﬂ%‘é‘b{ Hé 5

i "'- "'\}‘J‘Q’ ﬁ\ﬁj :
The place is deserted. The shake nachine faintly HUMS, the @&?LC(
overhead fluorescents faintly BUZZ. The BREATHING... STOPM

As ‘we €ase... further into the wihdow..

ARRHH!! -- Something horrible sp¥ings up RIGHT X0 “11%d /A
in-the-box. We catch the briefelt glimpse of a MONSTER FACE --
putty white and hairless, with shark eyes and
sharp TEETH which zoom at us unfyil they £i
' rz':/

5

Between the restaurant and the idling LTD, we see the Hungrgf,
Guy's body get pulled through the order window in two quick oA M

jerks. One of his flip-flops falls at us. Off his SCREAM -- e
» ATNIE. TN
— e\ WS TET

ON THE GROUND - LOOKING STRAIGH Up

— .—'.\, - .
EXT. FAST FOOD JOINT - CONTINUDUS - WIDE e e 7 £ v 4
WOV L/\\\.V'f‘?{:::-\ﬁ‘f-a‘
On the restaurant. The SCRE are much fainter from here, ané}iﬂ.;x{_
quickly strangle off. The drilverless LTD, still in gear, creeps ©x
away from the order window, heading for a curb. Off this P
tableau, we TILT UP to... : Z/%fg—cf}r

iglows against the night sky. ‘Z’\‘/ '*:ﬂil.

NY \:’iﬂ?"{-lb‘f‘f
END OF TEASER U ouext e
j SRy

... The "Lucky Boy" sign. It
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ACT ONE

EXT. FAST FOOD JOINT - DAY - THE RQOF SIGN

Stands against a blue sky. LEGENDP: THREE DAYS LATER. We CRANE
DOWN to the open-for-business an moderately busy Lucky Boy as...

-~- A Honda Civic (from back wh¢n they were clown cars) pulls in
and parks. Out of it climbs R ROBERTS, dressed in his Lucky
Boy uniform. Rob is in his 205, slim and unassuming -- someone
who wouldn't stand out in a crowd, or at least wouldn't mean to.

He POPS open his Paper uniform hat, puts it on. He checks his (X)
reflection in his car window/ as he gives himself a pep-talk. (X)

own man -- and you
control everything you do.

ement -- whatever the heck it means:

CUT ToO:

INT. FAST FOOD JOINT - BEHIND THE COUNTER

The "Office" door pushes oﬁpn and Rob exits carrying a register
tray. We STEADICAM with hji as he weaves through the kitchen,
exchanging a smile and a nog with the three or four other -
EMPLOYEES he passes. A bigiguy, DERWOOD, works the grill.
; e o = G
ROB Lk '
Yo, Derwood. !

DERWOOD
Hey, Rob.

We linger briefly on Derwood, flipping burgers.
NEW ANGLE - ROB :

]

Heads for the order counter, passing the 40ish MANAGER.

ROB
Hey, Mr. Rice.

MANAGER
How's it going, 'Rob?

Rob spells a FEMALE EMPLOYEE at one of the registers. She pulls
out her tray and he replaces it with his as they change shifts,

ROB
Have a good one, Lucy.

CONTINUED



X-FILES "Untitled"

CONTINUED:

You too,

Rob counts his change, thén shuts his register.

business, though now he ndtices so B
ROB'S POV - THE FLASHING 1. GHT@@ :
Of a Costa Mesa police car \visible _[f --

it's Pulling across the restaurant entrance, blockin
the place. our attention drifts from it ) e RS

-+« MULDER and scuLLy enter;ipg the restaurant, followed by a

.Couple of UNIFORMS. The agexts approach, looking right at us;\w—
\
ROB g

ol
\ ‘T‘,‘gj{;wa
Stands by his register, innocent curiosity on his face. LN
- \. . ‘@)‘%‘%E%}j}m\
ROB | A% e ,‘A "%ﬁﬁﬁ
Welcome to Luck? Boy, may I takg ¥~ o X0X) ~
your order? HRY - p

s{ﬁ > “xe>

A 0

Mulder smiles as.he and Scully ireach for t ix\FRs. &2 S~

_;"’7"_‘:"'-"‘ :' ¢ S i
MULDER ;?5'%3 5o\ >
{quk’;.\ . Nev] have 1% ou -ET;,-.;!,_;:-': ) L
SRS T A
2% U : i
& -= Special Agents \Scully -‘?’;-‘ \ et

.{’\)/ BI
&75’ ;Y Mulder. We'd like a whrd wi
K{f})

the ma r, please. : NI

€ manage “r P S€. " \a 5;@.‘"3, o5 PO \k}
Rob looks to Mr. Rice, who steps over frog the fry machine. 2.
(o} ' p ! OU ] :”:’.%a,,_,!_a"

-

]

MANAGER |
That's me. How can 1 help you?

SCULLY
Sir, would you be kinf enough to

gather your employee fol_’/ SN
\ :

MANAGER L

' L=
(sees somefhing'o.s.) @ ﬁfvvé (X)
Whoa, hold on.; .) 01_1/ca f_}jl&}r:‘}.‘; :

"‘ ] 1'% ..}:\c‘/ ﬂ o
Rob and the Manager are bo 1‘_%? ;:—Lg){a ‘;;/('*{-«\) ‘- 3
N0 LR SLREN - ‘
' - IN LN e R o % N
ROB'S POV - THE DINING A : glﬁ;js/g& ,;%Z‘;;: _ _
E

H F B \= -_' . -
The half-dozen or so CUSTOMERS here are l;élng gen ousted by

the Officers. They take their food with’ them as they exit the
restaurant. Off them, we come back tc}._fME']h._gi'gr and Scully,
: ATRES o -

&7\*1‘(.,:..\:&-"@ N CONTINUED



X-FILES "Untitled" TAB?(OI (BLUE) - 7/28/99

CONTINUED: (2)

SCULLY
We do ask fér your indulgence --
we don't want to inconvenience
You any more than is necessary.

ROB

And the Manager look to the

back -- the rubbernecking employees
are pretty much gathered.

(X)
F@MHLE EMPLOYEE
What's goin '%Eéi) g <
: LDER L})D—b .
We're investligating a murder<? s Y\ PR
car was fqund in a reservoir gF— o F
ten miles from here. A body was_ 5 7
found in th€ car's trunk. L= s —
T j b

MANAGER N % .
What's that thave to do with us? % S

SQULLY ﬁ?”\z w0 '
This was in|the trunk, as well®

y -

Scully holds up an evidenc zippie. Visible thro e plastic
is a round BADGE with two dartoon BURGERS on it. The caption is
"FREE-FER FRIDAY!" The ba ge is smeared with DRIED BLOOD.

SGULLY
It's a badge only employees
would be given. Is that correct?
The Manager squints at it =~ winces slightly, seeing the blood.
MANAGER

Yeah, "Free—ﬁer Friday." 1It's

our promotion where you buy one

SuperPatty and get one free.
(shrug)

But look, there's four Lucky

Boys in Costa Mesa alone -- and

something like thirty in Orange
County.

(X)
(X)

SCULLY
Thirty-two.

MULDER
Long day. So let's make this
quick.
(to the employees)
Everybody got his or her button? (X)

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: (3)

The employees look at ehch other. No one is wearing their badge.

ROB

We only wear them on Fridays. (X)
Free-fer |Fridays. (X)
MULDER

But you have them, right?

Again, everybody looks té one another. The Female Employee

reaches in her pocket and pulls out her badge, holds it up. One

by one, the other employees follow suit, showing theirs, as well.

We PAN down them to Rob. | Now it's his turn, and he hesitates. (X)

Just as we're sure he'll lbe the only one here without a badge... (X)

... He slips a hand intoJZis pocket and proves us wrong. He's

got his. Mulder turns a

MULDER
You. Whatl's your name?

y from Rob, notices someone in back.

Everyone's attention goes|to big Derwood, who's been hoping to

go unnoticed behind the others.

ERWOOD
Derwood Spinks.
ULDER .
Do you have| your button, Derwood?
Derwood pats himself down.{ He comes up empty, shrugs.
DERWOOD
I musta lefti it at home. .. on

account of we're only supposed
to wear 'em on Fridays.

(off %he silence)
I sure as helll didn't leave it
on no dead guy.

§
Derwood forces a smile. Scu%ly glances at Mulder.

SCULLY
I don't think Qe ever said the

victim was male.
)

]
Mulder shakes his head -- "no we didn't." Derwood's smile fades.

MULDER
We're going to ask everybody to
Step outside while we take a
quick look around the premises.

CONTINUED
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6 CONTINUED: (4)

h

TABX01

EEN) 8/06/99

eir looks)

What was the/person's name?

LDER (X)
Donald Edwdrd Pankow. Does that (X)
ring a be (X)
Rob and the others shake their heads. Rob looks thoughtful. (X)
Off Mulder staring at him, a flicker of interest in his eyes: (X)
CUT TO: (X)
7 EXT. FAST FOOD JOINT ECONDS LATER (X)7
The employees exit info the parking lot. Derwood soon notices (X)
that they're all (except|Rob) eyeing him uncomfortably.
DERWOOD
I'm going{to get some cigarettes.
MANAGER
e You're coning back, right?
DERWOOD . _
Yeah, man.l.. I'm.just going to
get some cligarettes!
Derwood stalks off. Rob glances after him disinterestedly --
his eyes are mainly on theé restaurant.
\
MANAGER
Guess I'd better call the
corporate headquarters...
He heads for the payphone around the corner. The gaggle of
employees drift after him -! except for Rob, whom we stay with.
He's alone now. After a be;t, he casually wanders the other way.
\
\ . CONTINUED
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‘CONTINUED:

8/04/99

Rob eases alongside the building. The drive-through window
stands open. He lingers by it, trifs to see inside.

He smoothly ducks flat against th
walk.past in the kitchen.

MULDER

wall when Mulder and Scully

You know how th always say you

never wanna see/the kitchens of
your favorite restaurants?

SCULLY
Somehow, I don't think "Lucky
Boy" would mdke that list.

INT. FAST FOOD JOINT - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

/

Mulder glances out the wi
moves on, he and Scully

MULDER
My point [being: this one seems
a hell o

others did. Don't you think?

dow, seeing nothing of interest. He
erusing the grill area.

a lot cleaner than the

Scully tends to agree./ Behind them -- Rob's HAND slips into
view through the order window, soundlessly clicking on...

CLOSE - THE INTERCOM SPE R

Just inside the window. he button stays down

EXT. FAST FOOD JOINT - TINUOUS
Rob slips his hand ou
we FOLLOW him as he
here, where there's

O one dalse in sight«:_

... Mulder and Scu

y's conversation can be faintly“overh

of the window and quickly walks away --
unds to the back of the building. Back _

Lz e e RIS

~ A

through the staticky SPEAKER attached to the menu board.

SCULLY (V.0.)
== Cover up evidence?

MULDER (V.0.)
Maybe. I'm wondering if maybe
this was the crime scene.

Rob sits down with his b\ck to the menu board,

LI ookl
._I-r’\... o .;\ v ‘. :
e
listening.

INTERCUT WITH:

i

(X)
(X)

eard.~ L.«



X-FILES "Hungry" 7ABX01 (PINK) 8/04/99

10 INT. FAST FOOD JOINT - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Mulder squats down, shining his flashlight underneath the
stainless steel counters. Sc lly stares after him, dubious.

SCULLY ;
You're saying Mr. Pankow had his
brain very neatly removed from
his skull -- right here, in this
kitchen?

(off Mulder's shrug)

And I thought the french fries
were bad for yéu...

MULDER
It had to happIn somewhere,
SCULLY
But next to a s$hake machine? I (X)

think we need to be checking (X)
employee lockers -- not

entertaining the idea that ad

hoc surgery wak performed here.

MULDER
I wouldn't calll it "surgery, "
exactly. (X)
(off her look)
What if his bjain was eaten?
T .
Rob shows no v&gzgzg re thi€. He just l‘sfgggﬁzntently.
: > _J#/;
MULDER (X)
Sociologically, it's not unheard (X)
of. There are tribes in New (X)
R Guinea which consider human (X)
brains a deliqacy. (X)
SCUJLY (X)
N Mulder... we'r% in Orange County, (X)
MULDER
And your pointgis..? (X)
(beat) (X)
Look -- there's nothing in the (X)
way the body wds dumped which (X)
suggests a fetishistic killing. (X)
The brain wasn'? removed intact. (X)
What if it was eaten right out (X)
of the man's head? (X)

CONTINUED
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X-FILES "Hungry" TABX01 (PINK)
10 CONTINUED: 10
SCULLY
(more dubious/still) (X)
Through an inch-and/a-half
opening that looks Aike it was
Cut with a hole say.
MULDER
Maybe it was cut/ or maybe it
was punched. What you think are (X)
tool marks in tfie forehead (X)
looked to me like something ) (X)
Organic. Maybé from some kind (X)
of... tongue Jr proboscis. (X)
SCULLY
The probosciS of what? (X)
| CONTINUED

/
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X-FILES "Untitled" 7ABX01  (BLUE) 7/28/99 11(X).

CONTINUED:
We're on Rob at this moment. We're ot sure what Mulder's
answer is to this question, because/he doesn't give a verbal
one. Rob leans an ear to the Speaker, strains to hear. Silence.
Inside, the moment has passed. Mylder shines his light under a
different counter. He pPauses on pomething, peering closer.
MULDER
Hel-11lleo...
Scully leans in behind him to see. They're staring at: (X)
CLOSE - IN THE FLASHLIGHT B (X)
A few flecks of BRICK RED stafd out ‘mgainst the stainless steel. (X)
Is that dried blood? : (X)
SQULLY
Yeah. It 1goks like it. (X)
- MULDER 5 (X)
So what isfthis next to it? (e Y (X)
An inch or two over,_the-e‘s another daby/o ied blood that's (X)
glued a pea-sized lump o something NASTY to the steel. 5 (X)
' MULDER =71 % "o -4, 3 _
Oh man -f is that brain? 1Is s : (X)
that brgin matter?
Rob's face darkens. Sjllence for a moment, then:
SCULLY X)
No... ¥'d say that's ground beef. _V
This news doesn't seem to make Rob feel a
INT. ROB'S APARTMENT - DAY (X)
The place is a modest stu but not big on (X)
personality. Rob hurrie He peegls\off his uniform (X)
smock, leaves on the T-ghirt under eath. e makes’ e e ;ﬁr:
/ ™
7 AP L a0 /
INT. APARTMENT BATHROOM - CONTINUOU ”b'ﬁbgéﬁ @;"Q 1 'f
'“}3/_‘; 2N, O

Rob enters and clicks on the light. ) He/kneels and reaches ing
the bathtub, which we TILT DOWN to discover... ’ -

CONTINUED

10

11

12
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e A J \
X-FILES mm‘u«ﬁ%@ffﬁfv __ ﬁ"%‘a@

\& <3 > &5 .
CONTINUED: 'L}?\ éqf}@jﬁ"

--- Is full of PINK WATER. Rob's Mands fish out a Lucky Boy
smock identical to the one he jus

turns this one around, we see tfe front is stained with g
RED BLOOD. He's unhappy with/the results of the soak.

Rob vigorously scrubs the stain with a nail brush
Finally, he balls up the Aripping smock and stu

sink, tRen pulls the Pl¥g on the t
OISILY down fhe ?égéﬁ%%
{ AT
L/
R O S AN
\ .,

swirli 4 A v
’ 4/?‘7@ : U BEA o~ T
4N B R N T
INT - | : Alayﬁglt e G
S APARPMENT - THE ET:‘@%@ CKa_«
) N

white plastic Heft

WIDER - ROB

Picks up the can, £} : awstrings on the’bag
cinching them tight Just as he gets a handle on everythid

KNOCK, KNOCK. Somedne's at t e £ t déor. R freezes. 7 .
Bl dgens’ d

ON THE DECK - THE TRASH BA * = B £
-%)D &J‘;—&f- 5 -t ‘I_,\

Drops into f.g. on tHe white Congoleum of the kitchenettle. Rob (X)

pads away from it intp o T, (- cautioysly approaching
door. He silently lebns an eye tagfhe f g

In extreme FISHEYE, M lder waits J.nﬁt,l:’n_e l‘_l\a]ﬂ.ﬁar%l-—_(xﬂ\
. | R TV
CLOSE - ROB i ! 7 i YA

| BTG

Rapidly considers his éptions. ‘fiother KNOCK(:

! MULDER IO-S. ) 7.;’- '}:\{::_\;:—‘
Rob Roberts? It's Agent Fox LTIV {Lff\ .
Mulder s /-”" e u“-’q\?:;-(‘-;"\{ ":' 5 : -{-\Q.".“'x\":.ﬂ L ' i
E < I _,;f¢¢$¥<fﬁ
Keeping the panic at bay, Rob opens the door. Mulder is amigﬁ' %)
. 2 [ Sl A~
- l,'l_ . AN "
MULDER -:_Z%Q_;ma\:},%{)
Mr. Roberts. Hello again. D) LT
Sorry to ?other you at home. S - il (X)
; ;

'ROB
It's no bother.
iy

MULDER

Great. May I come in?




X-FILES "Untitled"\ 7ABX01 (BLUE) 7/28/99 13(X) .

Rob steps aside. Mulder enters, glances around the place. (X)

ROB (X)

What caniI uh..? (X)

MULDER (X)

You live here alone? (X)

1ROB (X)

Yeah. Just me. (X)

Mulder looks around, nods appreciatively. He shootg/ﬁg&{ﬁﬁgﬂile.IX}
N TR = N

ULDER NI v ‘:_\_‘“‘:» o % (X)

Mom or girlfriend? X (X)

(ofq Rob's confusion) . (X)

C'mon... which one cleans up (X)

after you? (X)

RQGB (X)

Neither. I jmean, I don't have (X)

either. Jusft me. . (X)

MULDER ' (X)

S Bravo. They {say single guys are (X)
) just bears whb own furniture -- (X)
I mean, man, ny place... But (X)

here, I can snmell the Pine-Sol. (X)

Rob isn't sure where he's headled with this. He doesn't like it. (X)

ROB
Thanks. Can I get you anything? (X)
MULDE
Yeah... a cheesepurger and a
large order of fries.
(grin)
Bad joke -- I'm fiine. Rob, your
manager Mr. Rice jtells me you
closed for him last Friday night?

ROB
Uh... yeah. Friday.
: (sees he wants more)
The freezer died us. I
stayed after and rew out the
meat that was going bad because

the freezer had died. Then I
- ’ cleaned out the freezer.

,)” . CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: (2) 13
MULDER

u volunteer to stay late?
(off Rob's nod)

Volunfieered... 4&f¢’ p
L .

Mulder produces a not pad, writes in i
a glance at the kitchgnette. He st} s

Did

ON THE DECK - THE TRASH BAG

Sits in f.g., just now oozing jout bloody PINK WATER d

in the bottom. A puddlle growsg on the white CqopgdPeta
Mulder stand in b.g.;

ob staring our w'\
RESUME - ROB @%

Looks back to Mulder, hi

S expression once more going Buster
Keaton-blank.

Mulder gllances up from his notes.

MULDER

So, the thirty-five pounds of
ground chhck Mr. Rice said had
to be thrown away? What did you
do with i¢?
ROB

= I... threw it away.

MULDER
Where?

OB

In the dumpster behind the
restaurant

LDER

Huh. Weird (X)

What does that mean? Rob wWaits on pins and needles while Mulder (X)

licks his thumb and shuffle through his notes. Finally: (X)
MUlDER _
I figured that's where you'd put (X)
it -- only it's not in the

dumpster. And seeing as how the
dumpster only|gets dumped on
Thursdays, and you put the
ground chuck ip it on Friday...

ROB |
Huh. Maybe we qpt bums.
1

Mulder trails off, shrugs. qu thinks about it, not blinking.

- \ CONTINUED
\
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CONTINUED: (3)

MULDER

obably. At any rate, ; (X)
how coyld that be relevant to (X)
our mufder, right? Lemme see... (X)
was there anything else..?(ig§§ﬂ<\ - ~
Mulder flips through fhis notepadéﬁggéggjd turn hi§Qﬁé§1

L

tip Mulder off, Rob' eyes dart to: —~P

ROB'S POV - THE HEFT{ BAG@ @@U:x U*-'i:\)@ > WS e
SN e

Pipk water continued to leak into a growing puddle on the floor.
Swirls of darker re lazily spiral within it.

IN CLOSE PROFILE - OB

Glances our way, only one-half of his face visible to us from
this angle. As we EREEP IN on him...

MULDER (0.S.)
Bloogd.

Oh, shit. Rob stanHs motionless, his heart pounding.

MULDER (0.S.)
You're bleeding. (X)
Mulder's finger poihts into frame. We ANGLE AROUND to the front (X)
of Rob's face, reve ling... a dab of BLOOD at the far corner of (X)
his mouth. Rob toukthes it, realizes what Mulder is referring to. (X)

ROB
I bit my lip.

MULDER

Nods amiably... but |stares at Rob a moment lon
is normal. He tucks away his notepad.

ge

MULDER
i gueﬁs that does it for me

V E%Zé. (X)

1
Rob moves to the door, gracefully working it so Mu der's back is
turned to the leaking Hefty bag. . —

'S
ROB m@% .

I hope you catch the guy.?&?df\

! \
i \ - .
MULDER (6"‘( U,fbfg\ %4/_%; \
Oh, yeah -- I have a pretty dood ? b
e T oot

ho it is already. ﬁ/kjiﬁ ﬁﬁ}-%}&;iL = 5"
Casual as hell, Huldér_gives him a wave and efits. - <<

PIVRS =1%)

‘e CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: (4)

Rob closes the door and steadies himself for a moment, squeezing
shut his eyes. He opens them and dashes for the leaking Hefty
bag. In short order, he grabs a fresh bag and jams the leaking
one into it, then sponges tzE bloody water off the floor.

The ROAR of a TRUCK gets hi}

ROB'S POV - OUT THE WINDOW!

attention. He goes to the window.

We're on the second floor/—— below, a GARBAGE TRUCK trundles up
the quiet street. It stops in front of Rob's building.

ANGLE - ROB
Seeing this, he grabs the Hefty bag and hauls ass out the door.

) CUT TO: , \
\ ol

\\. ‘
EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING -|\DAY - A HYDRAULIC ARM 14

Grabs a supercan and WHEEZES it high into the air, d
into the open top of the garbage truck. AT

REVERSE - ON THE APARTMENT BUILDING

‘ .
Rob practically trips out of the lobby door, li-‘
bag and sprinting toward us |-- our view of him gets ob

The garbage truck pulls away\from us, motoring up the street.
Just in time, Rob jogs along%ide it, hefting the bag into the (X)
open top of the truck. \ (X)

With the incriminating uniforﬁ smock on its way to the landfill,
Rob relaxes a little. He dUStF off his hands, noticing...

- *,.~r~;.~. g \:,' ‘..,'_".'
ROB'S POV - HIS FINGERTIPS \ Pl | Wk e
Are flecked with DRIED BLOOD frbm;g;éaning up the kitchen spil].
CLOSE - ROB A

Takes a quick glance around, then... pops a fingertip in his
mouth, sucking it clean. He cleatly likes the taste.

\
He turns to head back to his bpild%ng, As he does, he falters
il A Y

at the sight of: L. . //”“x
s Yo \ b8 L et
ROB'S POV - AN N.D. SEDAN . 1 ;0 ' 2"y "/

;o i
Is parked at the curb thirty gfét away. A man behind the whee]
is staring out at us -- and wefre pretty sure it's MULDER.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED:
- i
CLOSE - ROB
Takes the finger from his mouth, his heart gounding. What did
Mulder just see? What the hell should he do now?
With feet like cinderblocks, Rob) takes oné p, the other,
then another -- walking toward ﬁLéﬁgf Peefiﬁﬁﬁfﬁzgqit._—*ﬂfﬁ
ROB'S MOVING POV - THE N.D. SEDAN
F 4 ; )
Gets closer... and it becomes clearer/ it is indeed Mulder
in the driver's seat. His window poyers down as we approach.
He's about to speak.
CLOSE - ROB
Can barely hear anyway, for the pfilde in his ears. Until:
STEVE I .
What do you want AR T
- ﬁ'
ROB'S POV - THE MAN e
Isn't Mulder -- though he looks a good biti&Eke %ﬁg§
enough to be, say, his photo jdouble). The man -- STEVE -4- ‘iﬁg;&;i:,_
stares at us, awaiting an angwer. He doesn't look frienflly. < i
e LLESY
STEVE : _— ]
What... do. /. you want? ﬁZjEZﬁE)“ L
ROB
Snaps out of it and shrugs
ROB
N-Nothin
STEVE
So take fa hike.
With that, the man powprs up his window and stares forward.
He's not leaving. We [TRACK ahead of Rob as he makes for his
building, leaving this ominous man in b.g. Off Rob, unnerved:
/  CUT TO:
A
INT. ROB'S APARTMENT - DAY - CURTAINS ) ' (X) 15
Part -- we're in a POV, staring down qut Rob's window. As (X)
glimpsed through tree branches, Stevejs car is still parked (X)
across the street. 1It's hard to tell|for sure, but he seems to (X)
be WATCHING US. As we peer out at hifi, we hear a PHONE RING. (X)

CONTINUED
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Zara

CONTINUED:

WIDER - ROB

Peeks out the window, tries 4 be see®W: In b.g., his PHONE

RINGS again. The machine angwers. No greeting -- just a BEEP.
MINDY (V.O.)

Uh hi,. this Is a message for Rob

Roberts. Myj name is Dr. Mindy

Rinehart, arid I'm a licensed

mental health counselor with the

Lucky Boy Corporation's Employee

Assistance Program.

Rob's attention is split

between the window and the phone call.
The spot at the corner of

his lip begins to BLEED anew.

MINDY (V.0.)

I'm speaking with your fellow
employees/ hoping to act as a
sounding board for your concerns
in the wake of the recent
unpleasantness that occurred at
your resfaurant. :

Rob realizes this spie
bleeding lip and heads

is corporate bullshit. He notices his
Qo the bathroom.

INT. APARTMENT BATHROOM CONTINUOUS - THE MIRROR

Reflects Rob's face as he \steps into view. He checks out his
bloody lip as the message fontinues to PLAY in b.g.

M{NDY (V.0.)}
Rob, I'd love for you to come
down to my office at 11:00 AM

tomorrow morning. I'm in the
Irvine Medicdl Park, Suite 308.
(a bealt)

As it is a reguirement of your
employer's inqurance provider,
this meeting is mandatory. Have
a good evening

BEEP. Rob tiredly rolls his es. He stares at his perfect
teeth now. He takes firm hold\of the upper row.

(X)

(X)

(X)
(X)
(X)

(X)
(X)

CONTINUED

16
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CONTINUED:
NEW ANGLE - OVER HIS SHOULDER
We can't see what he's doing -- but we hear the sucking POP of
something COMING LOOSE. Now we dar a CLINK of something tiny
clattering in the sink. We PUSH/IN CLOSER on the sink as...
--- Tiny yellowed triangles fall and CLINK, skittering on the
porcelain. Two, three, four triangles fall. They look like
little SHARK'S TEETH, each with a touch of BLOOD at the root.
ANGLE ON - THE MIRROR /-"
Rob's face rises up into view, looking normal. His mouth is
closed, though. He stareg at himself for a long moment.
Rob's stomach GROWLS. touches his belly, looks down at it.
He looks back up to the/mirror. Off the rising FEAR in his eyes:
CUT TO: -
AL M
.}lyﬁuJiﬁhidc&)L
INT. ROB'S APARTMENT - NIGHT - A VCR - 17
Gets a videotape shoved to it.
CLOSE - A TV SCREEN <
] AN
Hisses STATIC. An image springs up mid-tape: it's of an b&' W
energetic, chiselled MOTIVATIONAL SPEAKER holding forth in :;i;riﬁ_
of an audience. The man wears his mike Garth Brooks-style and 2N
fervently stalks around the\stage. ,LSQ—\ -
Kt s
MOTY{VATIONAL SPEAKER ~ <~
-- Self-discipline. That's-the
name of this game. That's the ) (X)
one true thing) that separates us o= (X)
from the animals... provided we s (X)
have it. X (X)
(beat) N (X)
But where do we:.get it? We ‘G- (X)
can't run down to the store and (X)
buy self-discipline. We can't (X)
order it over theé Internet. So (X)
where does it co@e from? (X)
CLOSE - A PACK OF GUM X (X)
Lies on a table. It's a Chicklet-style package of "SLIM-CHEW -- (X)
Appetite Suppressant Gum." A hand snatches it up and opens it. (X)

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED:
WIDER ON THE APARTMENT

The TV plays in b.g., the Motivationa

8704/99

Speaker doing his thing.

Into f.g. wanders Rob, popping a Slig~Chew in his mouth and (X)
going to town on it. One's not eno h -- he pours in a (X)
mouthful, chewing and hugging his sfomach. (X)

He moves to the window. Moonlight
out it, not wanting to be seen.

glows on his face as he peers (X)

(X)
MOTIVATFONAL SPEAKER
True story: I usgfd to weigh THe (X)
three hundred and fifty-six I
poundsixcl@admg* i
{fﬁe aud'g& oohs)
i ?ou believe

Three fi -six
that? t's tr

. I lived to

eat. That|wasf/my whole life --
eating. A |\four-star restaurant

or a Denny'

didn't matter. ., e
I wt R AR

QﬁjﬂﬁﬁoLpuA?fi CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: (2)

ROB'S POV - QUT THE INDOW

It's the same view df the street we sAw earlier -- only now it's

night, and the street is deserted. teve's car is still here.
A MATCH FLARES TO LIFE behind the steering wheel, giving us a

glimpse of Steve as he lights a Morley. He's still watching us.

ROB

Backs off from the window, agitated -- who in hell is that guy?
Is he a cop? Rob chews and hugs his stomach, which RUMBLES

again. His lips begin to silently move. He's mumbling along in

PERFECT SYNCH with the Motivational Speaker.

! MOTIVATIONAL SPERKER P AL
---:And it didn't stop until 1L /)¥%

took control of my life. It Y
didn't stop until I put the'fﬂt(?ﬁ\iTKC: .
brakes on, and said... }
! (Rob speaks aloud)
\ "Ricardo, you are your own
man == and you control
evérything you do."

H
On the TV, Ricardo the Motivational Speaker pauses dramatically
to take a sip of water.

Rob clicks off tHe TV. He steadies himself against it and shuts
his eyes, feeling the glow of self-discipline.

His belly GROWLS|, LOUDER. His self-discipline wanes. He moves
to the window again. ff him, staring out and removing his gqum:

\
EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING\— NIGHT - STEVE

Sits in his car, blows clgarette smoke sideways out his open
window. His eyes are on\Rob's building. He pays attention as:

STEVE'S POV - ROB \

A
Exits the building, walks @t a fast clip towards us. He glances

around for witnesses. Seeing none, his eyes go to us.
\
ROB'S MOVING POV - THE N.D.\SEDAN

Grows bigger in frame as we

Eppzoach it. Steve flicks away his
cigarette, staring right at \s

. Annoyed. As we approach...

STEVE
What? :

——
——

(X)

(X)
(X)

\ CONTINUED

18
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ROB

Stands over the window, staring doyn—and saying nothing. H

jaw opens -- revealing a mouth deyoid of teeth. But only for a
moment until... CHING! -- TWO ROWS of NEEDLE-SHARP TEETH thrust
up and down into view, like in a/shark's mouth.

Steve stares up at this, not syre at first what he's seeing. It
takes a second for the fear tof/come. Too late to scream as --

== Rob LUNGES at us, INHUMAN EAST. 4We hear a muffled CRUNCH.

\ = (7
CLOSE - THE WINDSHIELD b('
\

A spray of BLOOD coats thd inside surface. We mercifully PAN
off it, frame Rob's apartgbnt building instead. No witnesses,
nobody in sight for mile¢. \ Just the furtive sounds of FEEDING.

Off this...

END OF\ACT ONE

-
%

(X)
(X)

(X)
(X)
(X)
(X)
(X)

(X)
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ACY TWO

INT. ROB'S APARTMENT - MORNING - ROB

<,

_ _ lr < 0~ 402

Lies on his sofa with his back|to us, Sngrlng softly. He SRS =

in his sleep, and now he's facing us. He's got normal humGH <=2

teeth again. He once more loo like a sheepish young mag_,m;‘ﬁ"
v 2

Itjs morning, and quiet. But ay) we CREEP BACK from Roﬁf we hear (X)

faint noises of a SEARCH in prodress. LEGS amble past, WIPING

the frame -- someone's here in thhe apartment.

Rob continues to sleep, unaware.

- . until a BOOT enters frame,
" Pressing against his chest. Rob

-7
comes to with a start. ’25?7

ROB
What! What?! --

Shit! 1It's the police! -- Rob pr
against the morning light.

ROB'S POV - DERWOOD

Whose boot this is.

smile on his face. He\ls dressed in his s

"<:;§§:TE§9§E;7-435“ |

ROB

Is fully awake now. He lies still}. . @W}%\
' B |

ROB
Derwood? How'd youjget in here?

Derwood rolls a LOCKPICK between tw

o fingers. Speaks quietly.

IO A O
Chino. I ang syt OO
mpted i
empted™) _ T\l DGR
- =G

L

DERWOOD
Skill I picked up in
did a nickel for att
murder. I said "'At
murder?' Hell, man
'assault.' If I att
murder the sumbitch,
dead now."

(beat)

You didn't know I waslan ex-con. (%)

Rob shakes his head no.
, DERWOOD
Nobody at work did. Naot till
this FBI murder investigation . (X)
whipped everybody into a froth.

Derwood lets his foot off Rob's chest. | Rob cautiously sits up.

CONTINUED
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f
RO?
I dp for you, Derwood?

DERWOOD

I got fired|last night.

Derwood wanders the room.; He's hurt, doesn't want to show it,

ERWOOD

Stupid, pilss-ant job where they

make you
they fire

redhead
the prim

This surprises Rob. He
But that}
nose... s

Rob just stares at him,|
Derwood pulls something

ROB'S POV - A PRESCRIPII
For PHENTERMINE is mad
"As an appetite suppress

Diet pilll
ROB '

Looks from them to Derwp

I found
Saturday
'em back,
"Hey, fr
there's
murder, &

ROB'S POV - THE PRESCRIE

Derwood turns the bottle
THUMBPRINT of DRIED BLOO

ear a paper hat -- and
me.

an afterthought)
ar as that little
gent is concerned, I'm
suspect in the murder.

considers for a moment, gives a nod.
DERWOOD

S no skin off my

eeing as you did it.

careful not to let his face react.
from his pocket, holds it for Rob to see.

ON BOTTLE

out in Rob's name. The indications read
ant -- 1 capsule once daily."™

DERWOOD (0.S.)
S. Yours, right?

od, stone-faced.

DERWOOD
em when I opened on

That ain’

g ] .\:1 -" .

morning. I didn't giqpxy* X

‘cause I figured —--—
e speed." But then
his whole flap about a
nd I notice this.
TION BOTTLE
y points a finger to... a partial (X)
D on the white plastic cap. (X)

BV g

DERWOOD (0.s.)

v A9
ketchup, man. S8

CONTINUED
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19 CONTINUED: (2)

Rob stares up at this incr

He circles the

Off this, there's a LOUD KNOC

24 (X).

inating evidence. Finally: (X)

RO
What do you

I dunno -- whpat do you got? 44
(lookihg around) 2

VCR... TV... 1t's all crappy
off-brand stuff.

But I'll take
whatever cash
bank. And you

(holds
And I keep my
that... just m
blow town befo
the law reache
you by the gon

ybe... you get ty
e the long arm of
out and grabs
ds.

at the door, making Rob jump. @Lw&

S 2
DERWDOD 1L~ -"0
Or, maybe not. &¢4V3‘
(movingj to the door)
Cup 'em. Cup {'em, there. é\

He mimes a protective hand ovyer his crotch. Rob fearfully rises

to his feet as

Derwood answexrs the door, revealing.

SYLVIA, a pear-shaped neighbor in her fifties. She smiles

nervously up at Derwood, then notices Rob. éujcscﬁ \ceriﬁa}_ S
O VL A
syLyra  \bov MA.H
Hi. Rob? I hate to bother you, . «»/
but last night in front of the X (X)
building? There was a man who (X)
sat in a parked car for hours. (X)
Did you happen to see him? (X)
Dammit -- Steve. Before Robican figure out whether to 3 5 I I (X)
SYLVIA (X)
It was a maroon car. He looked (X)
sort of cleanycut, so I never (X)
did call the police. But he was (X)
still there wTen I went to bed. (X)
Rob weakly feigns interest. (X)

‘ CONTINUED
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19 CONTINUED: (3) | H

ROB !
Huh. Gee, I don't know what to
tell you, Sylvia.

SYLVIA | 2%, .

. ; I e A
He's gone now. But you might V—’v%‘.,\-/c \-_}.,3,.'1"-‘“‘)
keep an eye out in case he comes G 2l
back. I'm not sure the brand of A£7jf;;jk -
car, but -- ' f?ﬁ~__T:?w :
' o ﬁf‘gj:f”_h, 2
ROB KN e

-- Maroon. You got it.

Sylvia smiles appreciatively and disappears down the hall.
Derwood stands in the open door, makes sure she's gone. Then:

DERWOOD
I'11 call tonight -- tell you (X)
where to bring my new VCR. You
try skipping town before then...
(rattles the pills)
You won't get far.

With that, he's out the door and gone. Rob stares after him,
catatonic. A SCREECHING ALARM scares him out of his stupor.

His heart racing, he turng off his alarm clock. Rise and shine.

CUT ToO:

20 EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - MORNING

Rob exits onto the sidewalk. He's pulled himself together in a
hurry and his hair is Still wet. He jogs to his Honda Civie.
ULDER (0.S.)
Just the map I wanted to see.
Rob freezes, busted. He tbrns Lo
MULDER '
Who is walking toward him.

MULDER
How are you this morning, Rob?

ROB
Uh, you know. Fine.

CONTINUED
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Rob considers for the briefest o moments,

"Hungry" TABX01 (PINK) @/04/99

MULDER F’p

I'm glad I caught you Hey, I
was driving to your ace just
now and I passed Derfiood Spinks
not a block from hefe. Was he
coming from your apirtment?

ROB
Haven't seen him

MULDE
Good. 1I'd stayj away from him.
He's our prime suspect in the
Pankow murder.

ROB
You think he Aid it?

Myself? Notfreally. I should
say it's mo the opinion of the
Costa Mesa Holice. And my
partner. Bjt either way, I
wouldn't gof party with him.

Rob gives a nod.

Mulder works through th:
a beat longer than norm

I think tHe person we're looking

for has ajcompulsion to kill.

He truly ¢an't help himself.
(beat)

Quick quebktion: the meat, the

thirty-five pounds of ground

chuck youf threw in the dumpster?

ROB
The meat] What about it?

MULDER
That dumpster has a padlock on
it. Who{would have the key?

ROB

We do. And the trucking company.

(X)

then shakes his head.

(X)
(X)
(X)

(X)

LS in his mind, again staring at Rob for
Tl. He nods farewell and starts away.

CONTINUED
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ﬁ} 20 CONTINUED: (2)

ROB
Wait. What's

No point.

'm just tying up
some loose

nds.

you couldn't have done

the phone? (X)

Mulder snaps his fin

geys and points, as if to say "dammit,
you're right!"

He smijes and heads to his rental car.

Off an unsettled Rob, climbing into his Civiec...

CUT TO:

¥

21 INT. PSYCHOLOGIST'S OFFICE MORNING

An INSPIRATIONAL PLAQUE sit$ on an end table -- it's a photo of

footprints in the sand, and says "Even a journey of a thousand
miles begins with a single tep."

MINDY (0.S.)
1 appreciateiyou; coming, Rob.
[ &

We PAN off the plaque to fr%me a modest, contemporary office.
The decor and colors are wafm, soothing. LEGEND: IRVINE
MEDICAL PARK. 1In b.gqg., Robjis ushered in by DR. MINDY RINEHART.

CLOSER - DR. RINEHART

Is in her early thirties, and attractive -- in large part
because of her smile and the kindness in her eyes. She guides
Rob to a couple of matching upholstered chairs. They both sit.

Rob's here against his will iand his mind is on a hundred other
things -- but he's basically; polite.

MIN%Y

This will be really informal.
I've got a fe% things to run
through with u, but we don't
stand on cerempny here -- if
there's anything you want to ' (X)
talk about, you just blurt it
right out. Okay?

(X)

\\ Rob nods, fakes a smile.
> 4

\
]

CONTINUED
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|

Okay. It halsn't been a run-of-

the-mill week so far, has it?

You've had the police at your

restaurant, the FBI. You've

"been hearing labout a terrible

crime that thky say may or may

not have been|committed by a

fellow Lucky Hoy employee. I'm (X)

Sure it's been| a very stressful
time for you.

ROB
Yeah. Pretty mlch.

MINDY
I'm sure it has.| And so we want
to keep on top o any potential
problems these stresses may
cause for you.

Rob, who's only half-listening, perks upon hearing his

STOMACH R It scares him, §fough he tries not to show it.

He looks to the doctor, who didn'lt seem to have heard it. (X)
She opens a filg&éolder; z&icks h¢r - pen and gets ready to write.

MINDY
So let's go throug
standard questions together.
Rob, have you been troubled
recently by insomnig? By bad
dreams or nightmares?

some very

Rob shakes his head at each question. His

\

MINDY VB
Lately, have you f N
emotionally numb? e you fel
overwhelmed by everyday
situations?

We CREEP IN on Rob. The SOUND in theé office SUCKS AWAY untyl
we're only hearing his BREATHING, slow and deep. We hear the X

occasional RUMBLE, like distant thunder, of his hungry belly.

Rob slowly leans forward in his seat, staring intently at:

ROB'S POV - MINDY

Who keeps on asking questions from her!list (pocket dialog) and
jotting down Rob's answers. We can't hear her words anymore --

we just see her pleasant face, her mouth moving in SLOW MOTION. (X)
\

i CONTINUED
-t \
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through to her
ROB

Shuts his eye
——

Mindy pauses in mid-sentencéd.

Mindy leans back in her

She has Rob's
growling, too

Rob does want
He hesitates,

... The phone

She moves to h

itled”

BRAIN underneath.

905

€ Snaps out

This murder,
happened --

Yes, Rob?

TABX01 7/28/99 29(X).

as if we're trying to peer

Wi

f it by BLURTING OUT: o

dczijfsg

Ty

ROB

MINDY

maf L |

What king U Re TS
a a % f monster would do i
something ]like that? Larvembﬁrt'ffijz’

at, thinks about it for a moment .

MINDY

None. Thére's no such thing'.'‘:r:m,,%-g;:j‘ﬁ-":x‘1
(beat) =

I don't

elieve in monsters. I

only beljeve in people. And
sometimes they do terrible

things,
sicknes
believe
even th
to be g

undivide
-— at le

Rob, is

ut of weakness or
or fear. But I truly
that deep down inside,

very worst of us wants
od.

attention now. His stomach has stopped
st fer the moment.

% N
e 79 NDY

anything bothering you

you'd llike to talk about?

to talk.
works up

RINGS, sLattering the moment.

This woman has touched a nerve in him.
the courage to speak when

MINDY

I'm sorgy -- I thought I had
switched it to voice mail.

er desk .

and answers it.

o

CONTINUED
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MINDY 7 <
Mindy Rinehart -- l/
(beat)
Yes, Agent Muldef, what/ can I do
for you?

Rob is ins?antly on the alert Mindy is silent for several
moments, llsten@ng to Mulder talk. ow she looks up at Rob,
Seemingly reacting to somethihg Mulder has said. '

MINDY
No, I'm afraild I can't do that.
(turning her bjck)

I'm sorry. As far as I'm
concerned, that would |violate

patient confidentialitly. (X)

Rob has heard enough. Silgéntly panic ing, he heads for thﬁgﬁQ&r.{%)
' r A v
OB 5 ,/,-." ‘/‘ - r'.-
I have to,fuh... I have £o get i‘, AT D
to work nop. ANSF S F A

L
¢
7S
He taps his watch to sho her. ing.

She's dismayed W€'s eaving 2§
MINDY ' -
Excuse me Agent.
(tp Rob) =)
You have fto go? Would you

Please cgll me later so we can
finish oyr talk?

Rob hesitates;jkhen ducks out the door. Off the doctor jin b.g.,

staring after him with ‘her Qand over the mouthpiece: ;1
:-‘-\ G 1
517WA“A EfJ, CUT TO: <« &
S
\

INT. FAST FOOD JOINT - DAY - BURGER PATTIES 22

Lie in neat rows atgp the SIZZLING grj
pink against the g 't el

CLOSE - ROB

Stands at the gril)l /in Kis uniform
spatula -- motionléss as a cigar
down unblinking at the burgggvp.

nd paper hat, holding his
tore indian. He's staring
ties, which to him look like...

I\ - Py .
ROB'S POV - THE GRILL ((2)efy*"" %?\\\V
.+ . HUMAN BRAINS. They're é‘ll\neatlleined up, sizzling in the
wavy heat -- their twisty.white corrugations rimmed in red blood.

CONTINUED

[
v
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CONTINUED:

CLOSE - ROB

Cbews his lip and shuts his eyes,
His attention is diverted by:

31{X).
22
T :;1?
ing to shut out t X7
ying os u .‘ e 'nge ’qﬁ"'
LR e o
MANAGER [(0.S.) 2 ﬁl (Y N S

You shouldn't

be Rere, u-ﬁ!

G

T A
* /)
LI |
NEW ANGLE - IN THE KITCHEN e or
The_grim~looking Manager roundsjinto view, heading for his (X)
office. Derwood strolls after him, dressed in street clothes. (X)
w2 AR
MANAGER T (X)
We would've maijled you your last (X)
check. (X)
DERWQOD — ,(X)
Just gimme my foney, Rice. X)
Mr.

with Derwood. The big ex-co

DER

Hey again, kil
have some mong

Rob averts his eyes to his g

office, pushes a check at thé

MAN
There.

DERWOOD
With pleasurel

(check
I should just

Derwood sees he's got an audfience of timid Yo
He slaps a hapd atop a 2-g

can't resist.

DER
Seeing as thi
When nobody
to dip my boy
Bon appetit!

He saunters out the door, 1le
teenagers in his wake. Mr.

Rob stares after Derwood...
He's got a moment of privacy
office,  glancing over his sh

Rice briefly disappears ifito his office, leavin

7o,
00D
ler. You better
y for me, too.
ill. Mr. Rice returns from
big man.
AGER

Now please leave.

sneers down at Rob,

his
make

watch) .‘;37@

happy hour.

00D
is farewell?
s looking, I U
in the cole slaw

e ,,- . i-@ p h
ving behind a bunch “of sickene (X)
ice follows, making sure he leaves. (X)
akes up his mind about something. (X)

here in the back He scoots to the (X)
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CONTINUED: (2) D <25
INSIDE THE OFFICE @ﬁ;;

Rob rounds the Manager's desk, flips open the Rolodex at it.
He rifles through it, find¢/ what he's looking for u e

ROB'S POV - A ROLODEX C

The handwritten entry

CLOSE - ROB @t& -

Pulls loose the car
a heart attack:

o
| L—’J % owfjé’%?(@
i - ; b{\w\w .ﬁ;)w
A\ V4 N, K2 (x123
We're lookin t a tiny byhgalow that'% seen better days -- but (X)

none of them“since Derwogfi's lived here. We should also see a (X)
STREET NUMBER that matchfs the Rolodex address. . _ (X)

Sey,
A

EXT. DERWOOD'S /HOUSE - DAY

Is alone in the frogt \room, hurriedly searchin

g it.
wrecking the place /~- he's just not_takin i

7 N R
Qer seat cushions(Z iz v
he finds a %{M’
reads the-label. &<

A

He checks in drawers, u
He thinks he's got what
PRESCRIPTION BOTTLE.

HIS POV - THE PRESCRIPTIO
Is clearly not Rob's.

CLOSE - ROB ;
=% U

; / — NS RED (A=
His grin falls. He tosses\the bottle. And now his head swiV ﬁﬂj?ﬁﬁii

a moment, then sl%ps out ofj-gpm;v

4 {
Unlocks and opens -- Derwood\enters. It only takes him
to realize the place has beer, searched. He looks over to .z
wall, where we notice for thel first time...
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... A broken window, unlatdhed and raised. This is how Rob ‘:»' g
entered. Derwood moves cautiously, grabs his home security , /oy
system -- a LOUISVILLEZSLUGGER. His name is carved in it. =2 ) 75

A%pé“- :
%gl_ .Z";‘ D? R 00? ’ - A\ ";’,,;‘

O y S c L Cas (7 P S

ﬁi’ﬁ somebod still ’,, x

hey're in .a W
NoL:

Derwood's pa
¢ 2
DERWOOD EPE

Pauses, checks out what he jus} --:L.

intruder must be. And now he hears a faint CREAK of floorboardéoe
from somewhere in the house. He calls ouf:r - ANS

DERWOQD

yor) :
Rob? You lookirly fop thiss? f %

We catch just a sliver of Derwood 2
through his house with the bat. {Wg're peeking out at him
through a cracked-open closet doqr.

DERWOOD Y7
Deal's of buddy”. ¥. , g
b ] -‘ 'y & iy
< > 2
IN THE CLOSET - ROB ARV (P oy L
DM 2l

Stands in darkne$s, only part of his facg visible in t

ﬁ“_
i hﬁwﬂ”,
bleeding through the door crack. His sto Ckf RUE ng\ .
DERWOOD (0%S.) 7 B
That guy yeu iced? ankow? (7
just heard dude didn't havg any

Brain dn his ‘t t r'jv\t:?{é‘c (X)
rain in his head.|, Sotqcatout. 4 e 3
You are one sick JVitthelfreak. 7 f:}wg \m#,//// (X)

Rob listens, not scared. If anythirg; he looks regretful. He
puts a hand to his head, silently pulling off... his HAIR. 1It's
a good toupee. He's completely bAld underneath.

i

CLOSE - DERWOOD !

The big man chokes up on his bat a little. He inches along,
keeps his eyes peeled left and right. Ready to swing.

A CONTINUED
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DERWQOD
You got some se€rious problems.
(beat)

If I were the I, I'd want you
bad. Public enemy number one --
reward money and everything.

L]

From behind Derwood, we see the closet door in b.g. -- he's
inching toward it. !

IN THE CLOSET - ROB

Reaches up, grasps his rightgearlobe like Carol Burnett and --
f
:

i

TINK... PULLS HIS EAR OFF. t's a silicone prosthesis. TINK...
he does the same with his left ear.

PROFILE - ROB

H

3
Still watching Derwood, he ;&fts a2 hand to his eye and spreads
1t open wide. He removes afcontact lens. Another RUMBLE.

ROB'S POV - DERWOOD

As seen through the narrow crack, Derwood stops in his tracks,
staring right at us. He mist see us, because he smiles.

RWOOD
So I'll turn you in myself.
Lucky Boy{

Holding the bat at the réady, Derwood reaches
hand... and YANKS the dobr open wide.

What he sees inside the closet freezes hinf to the point that he
accidentally drops his bat. It CLATTER noisily at his feet.

-,

OVER DERWOOD'S SHOULDER - ROB LY Ay & o
' — TR LT SR
Eases out of the darkness. He's no longer really Rob -- he's T

the hairless, earless, shark-toothed and obsidian-eyed MONSTER
we glimpsed in the Teaser. His mouth opens and...

--- A TONGUE rockets out -- a chitinous black LANCE of a tongue.
As it hits Derwood's forehead with a bone-penetrating THWAK! --

CUT TO BLACK.

END OF ACT TWO

(X)
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~ ACT THREE

25 EXT. IRVINE MEDICAL PARK -\ MORKNING (STOCK) 25

We establish the exterio f this suburban office pa

26 INT. PSYCHOLOGIST'S OFFICE | MORNING - MINDfE>

Is at her desk, sorting thr
from a mug that says "Deal
her closed office door -- i
doesn't hear it. A beat, t

bugh paperwork and ‘s pping coffee )
ith It!" A faint RAPPING sounds at 6@-{%5
's so timid and mouse-like, she al
en more RAPPING, slightl A

MI
Come in...

No answer. Mindy rises and pens her
He's in different clothes t
He looks like hell —- but at

door, revealing...
n last night, but he hasn't sle
least he looks human agai

talking, and yh

He trails off and shrugs, do

n't look her in the eyel>
-can see he's in some sort of

ark morning“Nof the so
i

b/ ) i .f‘{. A

ﬁ)’k‘ /',;?' =0
ii‘iii’ . ‘g;j”<;f‘¢!: .

She closes the door and ushersihim to the uphols# :

where they seat themselves. She waits patiens
start. Her gently encouraging \smile would th
’ \-’] %

MIND

Come in.

ROB
I think I need th<J

MINDY |
Tell me why you t

ROB
(a beat) ;
I think I have whadat <ou ;]Diﬁ’

S
an eating disorde LML% _ ; s
- This surprises Mindy a little 5&)‘Kxjp ‘ng/f,:f';}\ -w<l}1
—’“ MIND’Y <. ‘:.3 B .r: e '\‘-_:l,\ _.\ “G.‘:fé__‘.
o Can you tell me a little abou&fﬁﬁr_‘ﬁ AL e
it? What form does \it take? U\ z\,@\f ; :’\__‘,_
‘ J&ﬂ,‘z' CONTJ -{6
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,-\ 26 CONTINUED: 26
- :
ROB
I have... tompulsions to eat.
I get hungfy and I try to put it
off for as|long as I can, but
then finally I get so hungry
that I canit help myself, and...

Rob trails off, looks out |the window.

MINDY
You binge, |then purge?
(dellicately)

You eat tod much, then cause
yourself tq vomit?

B
No, I just jeat.

Rob's a little confused b the question.

Mindy's a little
confused that Rob looks 1ilke he weighs 145

soaking wet.

INDY
But this kes you feel bad.
(offi his nod)
Why do you jthink that is?

Rob has to leave out the biggest single detail of his eating
disorder, of course. He ruggles to put it into vaguer terms.

B .
I guess it makes me feel like
I'm not a ggod person. And like
you said, pPeople want to be good.

MINDY
People do want to be good. And
some people|are good even when
they think they aren't.

Rob doesn't understand. He watches as Mindy rises and goes to
a nearby bookcase.

i
MINDY

Rob, there ate many different
kinds of eating disorders -- and

life suffer firom them. But if
there's one thing they all have
in common, i :s low self-esteem.

women and meéhfrom every walk of

1

T

From the bookcase, she takes|down a large, ornate HAND MIRROR.
She crosses back to him, hol?ing it to her chest.

\ CONTINUED
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It's a normal mirror. M
he's holding it to reflegt his own face.

Rob feels silly.

Touched by this, he does as he's told.
searching for something.

Rob stares into the mirror, gradually getting into this a

"Hungry" 7ABX01  (GREEN)  8/06/99

(2)

MINDY

And it's a|shame, because low
self-esteem can be like a
funhouse rror -- it reflects
back a warped and ugly image of
ourselves.! How do you think

Cindy Crawford would look in a
funhouse mirror?

ROB
Weird. :

(off her prompting)
Ugly.

MINDY

And how dg you think the world's
most handﬁome man would look?
How wouldisay, Peter Jennings
look in a{funhouse mirror?

ROB
Ugly.

MINDY

But how do you look in this
mirror? *

MINDY

Is that person ugly? Do you
think that looks like a bad

person, an unworthy person?

'MINDY

I'll tell 'you what I see. I see
a nice smile. I see soulful
brown eyes. I see good.

(off his look to her)
Now I'd like you to keep looking
into this mirror until you see
the same things I do.

indy hands it to him, positions it so
Rob is self-conscious.

He starts to put it down, but she stops him.

27 {X)

(X)

She crosses to her desk,

little. He angles his head left and right, keeping his eyes on

himself. He's smiling faintly now.
his hair, he accidentally brushes his left ear, which...

As he runs a hand through

CONTINUED

26



N 2

26

27

“Sticks it back on just as Mindy

X-FILES  "Hungry" 7ABX01  (GREEN) 8/06/99

CONTINUED: (3)

-.. FALLS OFF. Panicking, Rob grabs his ear off the floor and

oks up from her desk.

MINDY
Tonight, there's/a meeting I'd
like you to attend.

Rob sits with his hand over hi

C ear, acts casual. Mindy writes
something down. She crosses

© him, hands him a slip of paper.

_ MIN
You and I canjtalk anytime you'd
Iike. .. But ese folks are the
best. They ¢an really help you.

ROB'S POV - THE SLIP

On it is written "Overeat
address, and the time --

ROB

S Anonymous," along with a local
:00 PM Monday, Wednesday, Friday.

Fortunately, his left eaf seems to be sticking for the moment,
and he can finally take jaway his hand. He rises to his feet.

ROB
I have tp go.

MINDY
said with a smile)
You're jalways hurrying away.

ROB
I, uh... I appreciate it.
(meek) N
Pleasg understand. I reallyg?nhﬁ\~
trying to do right. , SGAT

R

He exits. As Mindy watches him go, sdmething about his last
statement leaves her thinking. i;;fher face:

& CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING LOBBY - DAY - ROB
Enters the building. As he’does, his stomach GROWLS.

Concerned, he reaches in his pocket for the PRESCRIPTION BQTTLE
he got back from Derwood (sans blood). He pops a phentermine,
then trudges up the stairs.

(X)
(X)

(X)

(X)
(X)
(X)
(X)

(X)
(X)

27
(X)

(X)

CONTINUED
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He passes Sy1v1a halfway up. She's coming d-wh'with a laug%gg; (X)

39(X) .

basket. She

SYLVIA
Rob, you didn't tell me (
a friend in the FBI! \ O

ROB
Huh..?

SYLVIA
He's upstairs. And
him all about the s
the maroon car. He
look into it!

frange man in
said he'd

She grins and gives a thumbs-upy then continues down the sta
and out of sight. Rob is on full alert. He gingerly cli
Or two more steps until he canfsee the second floor.

. ol G Qu
We'. re peering over the top ¢f the landing, looking down the
upstairs hallway. At the ar end of it, Mulder sits against t “Ex&/
sill of a big window, armsffolded and waiting. He sees us. “

ROB'S POV - ON THE DECK

MULDER ﬁaycx
Afternoonf Rob. W‘_@-’
ROB

Stands his ground on
his head -- is it timé
answer, the lobby doag
foot of the stairs.

opens down below. Scull

WS
e stairs, frantically doing the mat 'TEP
to run? Before he comes up wlﬂggﬁﬁégzazkﬁ
dts a h

SCULLY
Sir/ may we speak with you? (%)«
- : 5 R i N o
Off Rob, boxed in 1 ‘\xv?i Cﬁsfg
Lot ' ,q?_g. \’\Y)d \'\__ !\ﬁ
- r’\ ] CUT \ iC*}x-\
i :j» o3 {L vu L RS _(Vy)
ﬁﬂf: @uh¢‘ 13ﬁ x}l?¢g}
A
INT. ROB'S APARTMENT - DAY - MULDERLS)igg qbwb 129\
Slouches against a side table, staring ;{ us. Into .g ,3tep éiJﬁ‘
Scully, taking a seat opposiite us. She addresses u difectly. Aap;zf
: SCULLY
Derwood Spinkis has disappeared. (X)

Mulder speaks up, also addrepsing us.

CONTINUED
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~~ 28 CONTINUED:

28

MULDER
His car is gone, long with a
few personal be

™

My partner s

_ Spinks in your (X)
neighborhoo

yesterday morning.
ime, you told Agent
Mu;der you/hadn't seen Mr.

ROB

) §
Is seated on his sofa, being asked these questions -- this is !

the first time in the sced% that we actually see himi\ He nods.
i -. ; b A
ROB f@"% \@f‘iﬁb e ST

I don't even know him that ;M’jxt;‘j

RS
If he was gjrna leave town, he \m——f”’//

wouldn't come tell me about it.

A beat. Rob shrugs, looks

ROB
I don't know. | Isn't that what
you think happkned?

MULD
No. I can't spkak for my
partner -- but personally, I
think the man is\dead.

Rob shows no reaction. Mulder{g'eps closer.

MULDER
I think whatever it was that
killed Donald Panko got to Mr.

Derwood Spinks, as well,

ROB 4

(nervous smile)

What do you mean, "whétever it
was?" '

4
\

Mulder looks to Scully for her reactidn. Scully remains poker-
faced, having been down this road withﬁhim many times before.

PR \

CONTINUED
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"Hungry" 7ABX01  (PINK) 8/04/99 41(X).

(2)

MULDER

I'll let you in onfa secret. So
far, we've managed to keep this
quiet -- but Donald Pankow's
brain was missing from his
skull. And Agent Scully here
found something previously
overlooked: the tip of what
could best be déscribed as a
tiny shark's tobth, imbedded
deep in the bore.

(gauging his reaction)
I believe we'rg looking for some
form of genetik freak. Some
carnivorous predator, as yet
unidentified {- a monster, if
you will.

i

RO
There's no sych thing.

MULDER
Don't you believe it. This
thing definitely qualifies. It (X)
has a biological imperative to (X)
eat. I think it even ate that (X)
ground chuck you threw away.

Rob makes a properly incredulous face.

R
Yeah? Why?

MULDER
Because it can't kill with
impunity, and it knows it. It
knows the mbre it feeds on
humans, the| closer it gets to
being discovered. But the
hunger is jlways there... so it
satisfies it any way it can.

This hits close to home. |Rob's stomach faintly RUMBLES. Rob
prays the agents don't hear it. They don't seem to.

B
I'm sorry but this is like
good cop, insane cop.
(to Mulder)

Why are you;telling me all this?

LDER
I think you know why.

/ CONTINUED
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28 CONTINUED: (3)

Rob looks to Scully, gives a confuséd shrug. ScullyﬁpéQes. i.

f
SCULLY g2 <P
Thank you, Mr. Robferts. We'll ¥ \&>)Q,v =
! s\ O

contact you if wefhave any

further questiong. < Ggsgpasiﬁe’
?

She heads for the door. Muldefr follows. ki
MULDER
Look out for that monster. (X)
They leave. Rob sits motiogless, his thoughts racing. Once (X)

more, his stomach RUMBLES.

What now? He fumbles in his pocket, (X)
pulls out a slip of paper.

(X)
ROB'S POV - THE SLIP

- (X)

Is the one Mindy gave hi We see "Overeaters Anonymous." (X)
CLOSE - ROB (X)
He stares at it, ready to try anything. (X)
/f CUT TO: (X)

|

/

29 OMITTED f . ' (X)29
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EXT. JAYCEE HALL - EVENING

We establish a plain-jane fieeting hall. The sun sinks behind it

INT. JAYCEE HALL - EVENING - A DOOR

Stands chocked open. Into view in the doorway eases Rob,
hesitating there. We canh hear a meeting in progress.

WOMAN (0O.S.)
. Devil's food. Good ol' Betty
Crocker devil's food.

We hear a sympathetic YUM! from the audience. Rob peeks in at:

ROB'S POV - THE MEETING ROOM

It's arranged with abq-t two dozen folding chairs, most of them

occupied. O.A. MEMBERS -- some are large people, some not =--
sit listening to a WOMAN who is taking her turn up front.
WOMAN

With whHite sugar frosting, and
a big dinnamon candy heart on
top of |leach one. 1It's 1like,
deliver| me from evil.

(smiles our way)
Come on|in.

CONTINUED



31

X-FILES "Untitled" 7%Bx01 (BLUE) 7/28/99 44 (X)~

CONTINUED: ﬁ-ﬂaﬁ\glq
ROB R W

Is the man she's addressi g. He bites the bullet,
takes a seat in back whille the Woman continues.

WOMAN
So, I'd bgked three dozen of
these forlmy daughter's school
fund-raisdr. And at three in
the morning the night before,
there they are -- all three
dozen of 'em, lined up and

calling toime. "Marjorie... eat
us. Eat us!"

The audience chuckles. Réb fakes a smile. We stay on him as (X)
the Woman keeps talking (pocket dialog). Rob's stomach GROWLS. (X)
He hugs his belly tight and stares at the floor, trying to will (X)
the hunger away. It's not working. Meanwhile... (X)

Someone enters and sits in the chair beside Rob.
who it is until:

CLOSE - ROB'S HAND

Rests on his knee -- it gets covered\by another
ROB . ok
Startled, he turns to see.lL. his neighbor SYF Y-

him. She's surprised he's|{here. Her smile is bitt

--\}- }‘ A
SYLVIAA ﬁ,\\;b?qf‘@

7

(whispered'
Small worlq* huh?

He tries to act like everything's cool -- only it's clearly not. (X)
He looks like a junkie in withdrawal. Sylvia recognizes this, (X)
has sympathy for it.

SYLVIA MR-
(whispered) e V-

Is this your first time at a BV
meeting? 7 AN

e S L %éﬁfj.
He nods. Up front, the Woman speaker 1&&?% up to APPLAUSE. <~

REZG

‘ -
Members glance around, nobody speaking up. Sylvia leans closer

to Rob, keeps her voice low.
1

W

Thank you./ Does anybody else
have anything they want to share?

CONTINUED

i
pgprnt -
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CONTINUED: (2)

YLVIA
Do you feei up to introducing
yourself? Everybody's really
nice.

i
WOMAN
Anybody..?! Who's next?

Rob is hesitant. Sylvia isn't pushy. She pats his hand.

YLVIA
Think about it. It helped me.

A couple of Members overheEr Sylvia's whi

n

Spering. They look

Rob's way, smile Supportively.

Finally, Rob can't think o%

Iises to his feet. He rour

Woman. Sylvia claps for hj
I —

a good reason not to. He nervously
ds to the podium, replacing the
r Xtriggers a Smattering of APPL§H§E.

Rob swallows hard, collects his u

— Then:

ROB

Hi, my name is Rob. And I have
an eating disorder.

HI, ROB! --

EV rYBODY
ROB!

Heh. Dh... Y?ah, I like to eat.

It's all that's ever really on

my mind these days,

SYLVIA

(Lrying to be helpful)
Tell us about it. (X)

Rob studies the ceiling for a beat, wonders how to do this. (X)
ROB

I'm definitely a meat-eater,

Not a vegetarian, really. 1It's

weird, because I've never been

exactly what you'd call normal...

WOMAN

We like to avoid the word
"normal," Rob.

CONTINUED
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31 CONTINUED: (3)

ROB
Right. just mean I've always
felt sorfa... different. Anyway.
eat)

I've alyays had these cravings.
My who life. Just lately, the
last mgnth or so... they've

become [too powerful to resist.
—

(X)

i
Rob thinks about it. He begins to warm up. .

i ROB
It's like an itch. When you
finally scratch it -- oh man.
(smiles at the memory)
I guess it's the taste I respond
to the most. Salty and juicy
and kinda buttery, and warm on
your tongue -- warm and fresh
like it!s going to melt right on
top of your tongue. The texture
of it inside your mouth. Your
teeth jhst sink right into it
like a juicy cloud. And it
tastes so good, you don't even
wanna swallow it -- you just
wanna work it around your
tastebuds until your eyes roll
back in your head.

The O.A. Members are dying -- groaning and shaking their heads,
all of them feeling sympathetic hunger Pangs at this description.

Oh, god. Testify..& . -

Rob shares a smile with Sylvia. He's really getting into it,
feeling comfortable here. But also... hungry.

ROB'S POV - A LARGE BALD MAN A

; ‘\.‘_____/""
Sits in the row ahead;of Sylvia. We focus on him as he turns
around to ask her something. We RAMP to slight SLOW MOTION as
we fixate on the back' of his huge, shiny head.

CLOSE - RO

RAMPS to SLOW MOTION as well, and the SOUND in the room SUCKS
AWAY. Time \extends as Rob is tempted by...

‘ ' CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: (4)

ROB'S POV - THE LARGE BALD (X)

U\
L 2Rl yals g
As we stare, the back of his bjig, smooth, t@h@TRﬂNSFORﬂs. (X)

Textures gradually rise... up fcome the TWISTY CORRUGATIONS of (X)

the HUMAN BR%IN. It's as if his brain were (X)
head -- pushing through and dtretchin i underneath. (X)
CLOSE - ROB S >~ (X)
Is a thirst-crazed man in (X)
Oasls. He shuts his eyes, (X)
THE AUDIENCE ' (X)

continue. The Bald Man faces forward (X)

in his chair, e returned to normal. (X)
ROB ; a X
\ : (X)

Looks out at“théfi. He/[cjears his throat, finds his voice. _ (X)
ROB - = \je“ )

Anyway,/ if's a real problem. Ln;9¢?:;§)$%9§2& (X)

Off Rob, forcing a s le(: ffgﬂzb%ﬁ ’0- (X)

. A & C
INT. APARTMENT BUILDING HALLWAY - NIGHT ) =32

N\l’ r
We're looking down the stdirs into the lobby. The front door ;E%zégﬁ%‘

opens and Rob and Sylvial dnter, giggling like a couple of kids.

.;gsz:féb ,féiﬁ?Gﬁ.

OB "’7-’- h oy WV
Your ex-h gband did what? @K—r ﬁﬂ"?*@{’j‘;’?‘

| 68 4
He said I Was too fat to ride in N el N
his sports |car -- that I'd mess < \g@h\‘
up the springs. So I just sat &

on his hood! and bounced. I only
stopped wheh the police showed
up... and they sided with me.

They climb the steps, Rob laughing for the first time we can
remember. Sylvia shushes him -- the neighbors are asleep.

Rob sees Sylvia to her door} just up the hall from his own.
He's like a new person. Hels made a friend. ’

ROB,
Thanks, Sylvii.

i CONTINUED
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SYLVIA

Just remember --

the serenity to

things I cannot hange, courage

to change the th ngs I can, and

wisdom to know the difference."

(smile)

That's the tri

Rob takes this

to heart. 8she unlocks her door,

She entJrs her apartment,
He turns and hedds toward his own

He smiles and nods.
behind her.

He doesn't make it more than!ten feet before a
him to a Stop. He stands with his back to us f
motionless. Another, louder GROWL.

autopilot. He TAPS faintly fon Sylvia's door.

SY
Forget somet

IA (0.8.)

Rob turns and walks slowly back toward us, a lo
:Eig?

We hear her padding to the
removes his human teeth and

oor and undoing the
aits for the door

C

END OF ACT THREE

P T ———

48,

opens it.

locking the door
door in the b.q.

faint GROWL slows
Oor a moment,

st soul on

LATCH. As Rob
to open --
UT TO BLACK.

32
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-

: ACT FOUR 7 SO
I e ) “’i e &
LONG LENS - LOOKING DOWN & :

As glimpsed through tree pranches #fat are soft-focus in f.g.,
a SUPERCAN sits on the curb. It# top sticks open a little.
Oversized refuse pokes ouf, wr Ppped in green Hefty bags and tape.

33

Into frame hisses the garhgde truck. The hydraulic arm grabs
the supercan and hoists i® high in,the air. As it reaches the

top of its are, we catchfaj flash gf a WOMAN'S I, tUlE:li ~into ‘"\ﬁ"
the truck, out of view J ' Ly %Mﬁ Jl
[ RN e SO,
ory window of: ) W
k o E;,\-e‘“@& "C@,'—G/
3 ‘d:‘:ﬁa =1 G X i W
AN w P {f{\c\‘:&{?“_ :
Rob stares down at this Sight, his face an emotionless mask.
It's been another night withdut sleep. We hear the garbage
truck roar away, fading into %he early morning quiet.

I, ai
Rob holds a hand towel. Usind it like a@%@fé}@er, he v
carefully grasps. o S D USEXER
\

L/
=
Yo 3

CLOSE - A LOUISVILLE SLUGGER -
g o o Told R AT =
We've seen this one before. H&-“plé QOUQEdJiﬂtoﬁfka
the wood in crooked letters. Rdb never touches the bat with/ hiSENy
i R VST 0%

Glancés around his apartment. L' y danglfpyg the bat at his Ty~ vc
side, he exits, shutting the doortbehind hinm. We HOLD on the YL

door for a pregnant moment, hear Lt get OCi‘(E_fL;_-:—;‘I‘hen... & 3
oor fo preg ’ | g /:f"‘,_j'%'-'-{,z_;”}

5
Nl

Fete N ] RS-
BOOOM! The door BUSTS OPEN, scari g us. Having kicked it in, Ve2le)

N
Rob enters like a wild man, like Mirk McGwire on crank -- and ?f‘g_w?;)g;r-'.;
proceeds to DESTROY the place. Thd whole time he's SCREAM,IK\I‘G;\*;:E‘\-K:‘
himself hoarse. BELLOWING with rade. , _’r\&\-‘(‘\ N

#70 1K;
ek
It's all over in about ten seconds. ! Rob stands in the middle of @ i 7

the wreckage, panting. From elsewheite in the building, we hear 41\1‘\\
scared neighbors on the move. 2 ' } ) D1 N

h\" <1 N TA . o, i
NEIGHBOR'S VOICE o, { e
What the hell's going pn?! e < ":_.,_-‘.__,\/ "—:L\_‘ )
OB - . ,'3.1—"." 9
A
-~ YNNG gy ,'.-L*—-‘:' .’ wy _3&.. >
Off Rob, catchi re@sion'iess: z\’“"

Ry re s
AAGLN
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@,éig@”"m

: ; 7
INT. ROB'S APARTMENT|- LATER - THE VCR #éf\ WS ,‘_Z;c;;ﬂg?
: ' O
Is battered to pieceg. A long ribbon of VHS tape\gzzcks outiﬁE%EJ*FA
from it, glittering the floor. The toe of a shoe nUdges§§§sﬁfT
MULDER W‘bﬂ
: B zingggﬁxh
Glénces around the place, c?olly appralslﬁsz%f'?amage. < e
MULDER J‘(ﬁ""“ 7 _ e o
: o NS
Derwood Spinks. =0
N7
ROB %

>
_ . _— w -:%§§§§Z”
Sits on his sofa, lookilng shell-shocked. He's got a coup

scratches, a bruise maype. He manages, a nod. = 3
A -’ﬁé‘
ROB (T é@é)/

I was aslleep. He knocked the \)_
door downl. I think he would
have killed me, except he

Rob nods toward the open \door, where a couple of UNIFORMED Jefk’ Y
OFFICERS talk to one or tpo looky-loo NEIGHBORS in the hallway’, e

; 14
Scully sidesteps them, en ering the apartment and politely W
closing the door -- so thdt now it's just Scully, Mulder and

Rob. She carries the Louilsville Slugger_in a latex-gl hand

« W \ ) ‘}AU
‘SCULLY : <D @ /
This was beRind the building. \ &P . 46@/

X
She holds it up for Mulder \to study. f1Li<$/ \3£?Zj“JL
MULDER . / ﬁJD\ ~

Wow, and it's got Derwood's name o PN :Z‘

on it and evqrything. D Lét}?}&-’}_v
(beat) 0 4z§3

I'm confused,|Rob -- was he A

) helping you redecorate? What
was all this?

Mulder indicates the damage.

Rob stares at the floor, 115§2’ i B
fa
ROB b L0
He was trying tb get me to talk. L =4 fﬁ:‘
(off their confusion) <0 SL >
I lied to you bgfore. ,{Z?J

About what?

SCULLY\ .

CONTINUED
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~ 34 CONTINUED:

Derwood Was| coming from my place
the morning|you saw him. He
wanted money. He said if I
talked to the police, he'd kill
me. That's|why he came back --
he knew youlhad been here. He
wanted to know what I told you.

MULDER

Gee, I'm soxry we put you in
harm's way.

SCULLY
What didn't he want us to know?

Rob speaks with difficulty,jas if the memory is traumatic.

ROB

At the restaurant last Friday
nigh® he hl.llf.lg around while I
was cleaningjout the freezer.
He told me tq go home -- said
he'd finish dp. 1 didn't know
why the hell the was being so
nice, but T id sure.

(beat)
I got home and realized I had
the key to the dumpster. When
I drove back.{. I saw him
cleaning up all this blood.

Rob stares at the floor again, playing it perfectly. Mulder
looks to Scully, who gives ajlittle shrug of "it's_p}ausible."

—_—

il =} sy N
WEOWNEE L SR

MULDER -y o TN D NN
I guess I owe you an apology, il 8.7 <o

Rob. To telliyou the truth, 1 ~©

thought you were guilty from

practically the moment I laid

€yes on you. But you've made me

rethink my theory.

ROB !
I was scared. ;I should have
told the truth|from the start.
MULDéR
Yeah, we could have helped. I
P mean, we already knew about
) Spinks coming by.
(off Rob's look)
Your neighbor Sylvia told us.

CONTINUED
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F 4
/
‘\ 34 CONTINUED: (2) / 34
' This surprises Rob. He keeps his reaction minimal. 3.
; LD
MULDER AR e
Speaking of Sylvia/-- do you __»&ow
recognize this man? .
Mulder slips a brochure out of His jacket, holds it up for Rob
to see. Rob is silently disma! d to find...
% ¥
ROB'S POV - THE BROCHURE /
)
Has a photg of STEVE, the myf%ery man in the maroon car -- a man
whom Rob killed. The brochufe advertises "STEVE KIZIAK, PRIVATE
INVESTIGATOR. . .Cheating Spouse Surveillance a Specialty!"
ROB . /
Plays it as frosty as he cén —-= though it's getting harder to. (X)
OB
Nope.
MULDER
He's a private eye hired by
Sylvia Jassy's ex-husband, who
is apparently the jealous type.
But now[this Steve Kiziak has
gone missing.
SCULLY
He was|last seen parked in front
of your building. You never
noticed him?
Rob looks from Scully to Mulder, shakes his head.
; MULDER
We should try Sylvia again.
ROB (X)
I don't think she's home. (X)
MULDER (X)
No? Where is she? ¢i5aﬁ{TQx)
(off Rob's shrugq) . c)ﬁajzfuff o)
Well... we'll track her down. = 2\ NSNS x
Scully nods. Rob's pulse races -- the noose is tightening. (X)
Mulder follows Scully out, remembering to take Derwood's bat. (X)
< 35 OMITTED. (X) 35

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED: ' \\H 37
\ ) S
MINDY <
I... was in 1lthe neighborhood, . %ﬂ%
and I wanted| to say Hi. >3 v {X)
\ ¥ A S ,90'.(‘ o ' AL
oy B/ P
Hi. . " p "Bl
" \ (= @Y
He immediately returns to hi'§ packing. She looks fro im to ! S
the front door, closes it toisee the kicked-in latch. \Z A .
MINDY AN A
Rob, are you alright? c:&«\a:f\&\“ E\- ( >
(off his nod) &5 : ol '
Did you do thij? < &e
She asks gently, not accusingiy. Rob is thrown by the quégstion. (X)
— N i e
ROB | W ONSET L (X)
No. Why would lyou think that? PRGN (X)
Derwood. Derwood Spinks did -v\¥e-<% (X)
this! He's the one who... (X)
(trails pff) — &)
Like I said, it{'s a long story. AT
4
MINDY] \ e
Where are you going? L):‘E‘EY}\W
ROB e oS
Friend's house.| The place is a —TDOXS
wreck, and the police gotta 4 A\
like, dust it for prints or il
something. : 5?{'%)“3(‘}?.\\\('
(beat) J\’?LLT[% L an Zin
I have to leave, act ally. As ‘ a1 i A
in "now." 4 - IO et
Mindy seems not to hear this. ;She drifts around the room. (X)
MINDY
Are you sure you're okay?
You're not feeling..?
. ROB
Yes. Absolutely. I'm fine.
MINDY:
No fear? ‘ - (X)

(he shakes his head) .. . CRIAT
How about anger? \4;\‘_‘0«.7“‘ S

He stares at her, losing all pi’:etense of civility. (X)

1
i AAMMTAMIIT R



/

37 CONTINUED: (2) // 37
minoy  /
It's just that when you came to
see me yesterday,/I sensed there
were things you yanted to talk:
about, but couldn't. Y
Pt k) .r"w
ROB Y -\’)”‘\'f?,._l S
That was yeiferday. AN -{?Fif
INDY >, z o
Can we talk about them now? <agﬂf:;¢;€$ﬁ5i1x
: / ; o d”q;ﬁed ‘ﬁﬁﬁﬁ)w
ROB Al ’,1//‘ 6%51153
Look. Lemme stop you right K e
there. You don't have to worr@(\é U—’XLéIE
about me anymore. As of... C%;ID A
(checks his watch) e %
... 10:38,1 I am no longer %)
| i
employed by the Lucky Boy
Corporation. I quit. So you ng; AN .t:(ujﬁx\ X)
longer gott@ shrink my head. ' (X) |
b
MINDY ! 9\93{"
Rob, I'm he as a friend. (X)
He's growing more frustrated. The clock is ticking. (X)
ROB
Then consider me cured. I had <
a breakthroughjlast night. o
MIND
Did you attend 1.he O.A. meeting?
: (off his inod)
How was 1it? \
\
ROB :
A complete waste ‘of my time. (X)
Just me and a bunch of victims, (X)
sitting around on;folding chairs
and whining about jour problems.
Just me and a bunch of meat.
MINDY |
I'm sorry you felt ithat way. (X)

\

ROB [
So they're a bunch of fat
people! So what? Maybe they've
got what you call a biological
imperative to eat too much! Did
you ever think of that?

(more)

CONTINUED
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ROB (cont'd)
(beat)
Maybe I've got a biological
imperative, too. So wily is that
a bad thing? Like thel world's
gonna end? That's b} 1ogy! You
can't fight biology!/ Why would
you try? )f
Rob feels self-conscious now, zigé up his duffel bag. (X)
;:
MINDY
It's sounds like/you're saying
you're tired of jffeeling guilty. R
- =y
; s A A
ROB | o
Bingo. I'm through with it! fﬂﬁxyagk}éfizziyﬂ'
And I'm sick and tired of Tk
pretending I' m something I'm not! (X)
(grabs/ his bag) wASWwATS Tt (X)
I'm outta\?ere. (X)
{
Through with this b.s., hé\heads out. Mindy is forced to put (X)
her cards on the table. ¢ _.ﬁg-uk o (X)
! AN St
MINDY Lure ™ (X)
You killed that man, didn't you? (X)
Once again -- gently, not accusingly. Rob stops dead,_ (X)
making it through the door. \ He quietly shuts i 7o w (X)
—— PR P Y
ROB' TNEY TN 2= (X)
What'd you Just say?” 243&5 K‘féjﬁjég' N ,.(X)
Mindy's not foolhardy -- she's alone (.a’ room with a m é"\f'{x)

and she knows it. But though she's_ rVOUS; she Sta T (X
S T
MIND‘; + 55 f—t\:;,(\ (X)

Donald Pankow. That s wa you \r% . (X)
feel so gu;lty, isn'E 1%d (X)
(off his' stare) (X)

Can you tell me why you did it? (X)
ROB (X)

Who have you beew talking to? s A

\ i

MINDY. p (X)

Just you. I reaf%zed it after/// (X)
our last session. (X)

\
ROB t (X)
Did you tell that guy Mulder? -- (X)

CONTTNITED

31
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37 CONTINUED: (4)

the window. Out it, he es:

A38 ROB'S POV - ON THE STREHET BELOW

Mulder's n.d.

WHIP PAN to another cr

B38 ROB

She nods.

37
MINDY LRAEX
I haven t spoken wifh anyone. -V RLATVTR (X)
I won't without your permission. (X)
But I'm here to ask you to turn (X)
yourself in. (X)
(softer) (X)
I want you to gqt the help you (X)
need. . (X)
_ ROB (X)
Nobody can help me. (X)
MINDY <o 1R
That's not true. If you want it __ <. ™" (x)
badly enough, you can change. ¢ - ;;mpj~-= e ¢
We hear the sound of fainf SIRENS, growlng LOUDER. Rob goes to (X)
I (X)
(X)A38
sedan s;} ds in view; HING cruiser in tow. (X)
1iser coming fxom the opposite direction. (X)
! (X)B38
155E5
Knows he's boned. Emotions flooding, he turns on Mindy. {?\ﬁjﬁ\xicggéD
Z}; (8N BTN
ROB j = %5, {&y;_
. [ -
You don!t know what the hell N h
you're talking about. |p-Nﬁ£:%}$j _
< 5 o
I8 8 > G
I do, Rﬁb. | VA~ i bt
i ROB l s ) 6*.& \ r’e{ﬂ_z
No, you idon't! You said you f‘f?\ IRV
don't believe in monste AT %X
Right? : - Q1 (X)
e pulls offlhis toupee. Mindy i .augg;ffh - [ (X)
ROB
How about| now? F
She says nothing. He reaches ug'-- TINK. He pulls off an ear.
(X)

TINK. Off comes the one. W"

How about

(X)
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B38 CONTINUED:

.dr’ﬂﬂfaffi | et

He reaches for his false

CREEP IN ON - MINDY

Whose eyes widen with very horrifying new feature Rob unveils
offscreen. She stand# paralyzed. Finally:

ROB-(0.S.)

Stands in the d Ekne , a few’élashes of sunlight from the
blinds cutting across|the gloom. His true face stands reved
He opens his mouth with a HISS -- his shark teeth extend

Mindy stands her ground, adjusting to his appearance.
ebbs. 1In its place is|pity, spoken not much above a whisper.

MINDY
You pooxr man.

2RI EN TR L

This isn't the reaction Rob expected. He hesitates.

MINDY
What youimust go through.
Rob is thrown by this. indy gingerly reaches a hand to his (X)
face. Stunned, he allo it. Just as she touches him... (X)
BOOOM! The broken door kicks open. Mulder and Scully enter51° (X)
guns drawn. Both stare Wide-eyed at the monster beforgﬁ;P;m. (X)
\ —_— . W . ‘-._.--.\ }__,.'..
1 Wh =R \: : R I
SCULLY = n AN
Oh my god... L ;L,%J‘ _
3 ¥ 4 "3':_"‘_ 151
MYLDER AT
STEP AWAY! \STEP AWAY FROM HER! R (X)
; 225\
A 'g\l&, X . _
SCULLY ) 2. ool 3 T e
Dr. Rinehart, step baCkélfi: - AR ~). wit kL s
\ g - ‘i"‘. A ‘:g(
MINDY o s st s SCRNR" o o AL RTCE ()
Don't hurt hi L@;{-{,.’f&/ s (X)
Mulder inches toward Rob, his gun eveled;- AR 4
MULDER |
We found Sylviah Rob. (X)
her down on her way to the
landfill. You just can't stop (X)
yourself, can you? (X)

(more) |\
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P

/ c_
2
i~

B38 CONTINUED: (2) ' ,\X/” ) B38

'~ ~

ULDER (cont'd)

(lougder) / 73! 9\} _
Get on the :floor! 62222 T, AT, ¥\C
: - 2 Ik
Rob doesn't. He looks to hindy, who didn khéw about Syhi A%

{

MULDER
ON THE FLOOR! NOW! --
AL N =
~<NMINDY 2ol "
Rob..?" Be that good person I.: » -%*
know you mean to be. Let us . =

help you. | a."l’t:é(.,_--m
b o

Staring at her, knowing it'% pointless to try, K« comes
decision. He turns back to!face Mulder, and...”

... RUNS AT HIM. He moves iike a cheetah, superhumanly fast. __—=—3. -
But not fast enough. BLAM!BLAM! -- Mulder double-taps into him. TX)
Mindy SCREAMS. Rob falls hard, skids to a stop on his belly ;

2 _ un»13£?7

4" :
With Scully covering him, Mulder rolls Rob over ©on is S SN
He flops over like a rag dol);, his eyes staring up at th z \\y?
[ A— et = Ly
/ \%-'.:;' ) ) v
} vV - ! - \ igif ”
ROB'S PO ON THE DECK (> ,;f’22%§)~ < ﬂ\a:y
We're WIDE ANGLE, looking stréi@ﬁt up atN\Mulder and Scully ﬁ:}zj?ﬁ:
aiming their guns at us. Mindy's face hurries into frame upsidéz‘”'
down, hanging over us. Her eyes are tearing up.
MINDY” = & 5 LN
Why..? I - A il -5
A i e
CLOSE - ROB PP g i

His needle-sharp teeth sink out of sigﬁfT,‘He manages a whisper. (X)

ROB
I can't be something I'm not.

\
A beat. For one last time, hisi:stomach GROWLS.

ROB'S POV - ON THE DECK \
We stare up at Mindy, and above ber, Mulder and Scully. Off (X)
this tableau, the frame goes BLURRY. We IRIS OUT to BLACK. (X)

THE END



