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The winter landscape holds onto the last cold light of day.
Color fading. Barren trees only shapes and silhouettes now.

Then a sign of life: HEADLIGHTS appear, coming toward us.
JARRING CUT TO:

EXT. ANOTHER SNOWBOUND LANDSCAFE - DAY 2

SEARCHERS and DOGS THRASH through deep snow. Off a road where
BLACK SUVs are parked. An organized manhunt 1s in progress.

CUT BACK TO:

EXT. SNOWY COUNTRY ROAD - CONTINUOUS _ 3

FOLLOWING THE CAR. BRAKE LIGHTS FLASHING now as it slows,
entering a settlement of small houses set off the road.

|
INT. THE CAR ; 4

A WOMAN, late 20s, drives. Pretty but plain, wearing a hooded
sweatshirt, no makeup. We note her hair is wet, but combed.

i
She turns into a driveway of a single-story wood-frame house.
INT. DETACHED SINGLE-CAR GARAGE - DUSK - CONTINUOUS 5

She pulls the car TO CAMERA. Not noticing A SHADOW paseing
behind her, illuminated ever-so-briefly in her brake lights.

CUT BACK TO:

EXT. ANOTHER SNOWBOUND LANDSCAPE - DAY 6

FOLLOWING the Searchers, in a wide line behind A LARGE MAN
moving in front of them. They wear FBI jackets. He does not.

CAMERA FINDS ASAC DAKOTA WHITNEY, late 30s and formidable.
ASAC WHITNEY
(yelling to her men)

Give him room --

CUT BACK TO:
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The Woman driver turns off the ignition. Doing so, we note A
MEDICAL ID BRACELET on her wrist. She pope the driver's door.

INT. THE GARAGE - CONTINUOUS . 8

The Woman exits her car, moving to exit the garage when --
SHE STOPS. Eyes moving to -- FOOTPRINTS IN THE SNOW!

On the Woman -- frozen. Fear pounding into her blocdstream.

CUT BACK TO:

EXT. ANOTHER SNOWBOUND LANDSCAPE - CONTINUOUS 9

CAMERA FINDS THE MAN moving ahead of the Searchers. A large
man with a middle-aged face. Eyes full of nervous intent.

MTIDDLE-AGED MAN
It’'s here --

He labors PAST CAMERA, followed by the Searchers:
CUT BACK TO:

INT. DETACHED SINGLE-CAR GARAGE - DUSK 10

POV OF THE FOOTPRINTS cutside the garage WHEN A PAIR OF FEET
STEP INTO THEM. CAMERA FAST TILTS to THE MAN STANDING THERE.

REVERSE ON WOMAN, armed now with a A JAGGED-EDGED GARDEN TOO.
off the wall. Which she SWINGS with impressive force.

The man‘s hands go up, the tool slashing his wrist and face.
He yells out in pain -- and this stops him. But in a flash -

-- there’s ANOTHER MAN MOVING IN BEHIND HIM. A 2ZND ATTACKER.
A Rasputin-like man in his 308, with long, dark greasy hair.

THE WOMAN drops the tool and runs -- to a door at the front
of the garage. The 2nd Attacker racing her for the door now.

HOLD ON THE lst MAN -- wrist and face cut with A DISTINCTIVE
JAGGED PATTERN, matching the blade of the garden tool.

CUT BACK TO:
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The Middle-Aged Man turns abruptly now -- breaking into a
run. ASAC WHITNEY and her FBI team sweep hard after him.

ASAC WHITNEY
Let him go -- let him go --

CUT BACEK TO:

EXT. DETACHED SINGLE-CAR GARAGE - DUSK 12

The door is shoved against snow blocking it. The Woman slips
out, from the gripe of the 2nd Attacker, takes off running.

CUT BACK TO:

EXT. ANOTHER SNOWBOUND LANDSCAPE - CONTINUOUS 13

The Middle-Aged Man is running in deep snow, moving with
difficulty and labored breaths -- but with clear intent.

MIDDLE-AGED MAN
Herel! Here!

CUT BACK TO:

THE WOMAN . 14

Runs into the snowy wuoﬁa. No easy wvictim, she’'s on the MOVE.
As the 2nd Attacker slips from the garage and gives chase —-

MATCH CUT TO:
THE MIDDLE-AGED MAN RUNNING THROUGH THE SNOW, WILD-EYED --

MATCH CUT TO:

THE WOMAN AND HER PURSUER, AS THEY RUN RIGHT AT CAMERA -- AS
HE CATCHES HER, PUSHES HER AND KNOCKS HER DOWN QUT OF FRAME -

MATCH CUT TO:
THE MIDDLE-AGED MAN, FALLING DOWN INTOQO FRAME ON HIS HANDS AND
KNEES. AS THE SEARCHERS AND ASAC WHITNEY FILL IN ABOVE HIM:

MIDDLE-AGED MAN
Here! HERE!
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h rising urgency.
THEIR POV OVER HIM AS HE DIGS AT THE SNOW
Finding something, the grim color of human flesh. ASAC'
Whitney drops next to him, digging now herself. Revealing...
a bloody stump. Digging to find... it's A SEVERED ARM --
NOT A WOMAN'S ARM, BUT A MAN'S. 4 JAGGED CUT ON ITS WRIST.
IT'S THE ARM OF THE

Off this mystery:

A DOCTOR'S VOICE (0.S.)
I've gone over the charts you sent --

' cUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 17
LARGE VIDEO MONITOR -- ON IT IS A DOCTOR IN A WHITE‘CDAT
THE ON-SCREEN DOCTOR
—- and consulted another pediatric
neurologist who works with me here.
DOLLY BEHIND DOCS IN WHITE COATS watching the On-Screen Doc.

THE ON-SCREEN DOCTOR
We're alarmed by two things --

CAMERA COMES TO REST ON THE BACK OF A RED-HAIRED WOMAN.
RED-HAIRED WOMAN
—- the deficiency in lipid metabolism and
the severely diminished enzyme output --

THE ON-SCREEN DOCTOR
Right. That’s exactly right.

RED-HAIRED WOMAN
Both indicate lysozomal storage illness.

The woman nods -- but doesn’t like her stealing her thunder.

THE ON-SCREEN DOCTOR
You're the boy's primary physician, Dr. --

CAMERA PIVOTS ON THE RED-HAIRED WOMAN -- TO A FAMILIAR FACE:

SCULLY
—- Scully. Dana Scully.
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SCULLY
I think you have all my results there --

The On-Screen Doctor glances down furtively at her papeiwnrk,
to which she obviously hasn’t given encugh time or attention.

SCULLY .
My fear is it’s a type 2 degenerative
brain disease like Sandhoff Disease —-

Scully has this info in a notebook which has A PICTURE OF A
SMILING KID taped inside. In kid's writing: For Dr. Scully.

SCULLY
-- that his enzymes aren’t clearing
lipide from his brain, causing atrophy --

THE ON-SCREEN DOCTOR

-- if you suspect Sandhoff Disease, I'd
test the boy’s levels of hexosaminidase --

SCULLY

I've done that. What I'm really looking
for, Doctor, is a course of treatment --

THE ON-SCREEN DOCTOR
-- there is no treatment for Sandhoff.

Not the answer Scully was hoping for. It shows on her face.

THE ON-SCREEN DOCTOR
But if there were I'm sure you’d tell me.

All eyes on Scully. Her colleaques seeing her deflation.
Particularly hospital administrator FATHER YBARRA. As we:

SHORT TIME CUT:

INT. OUR LADY OF SORROWS HOSPITAL - DAY 18

Burdened by this news, Scully moves down a corridor, past A
COUPLE NUNS -- when something o.s. gives her pause:

MARGARET AND BLAIR FEARON, a young working-class couple.
Parents of the boy in a wheelchair they push toward Scully.

Scully puts on a hopeful face for them. And for CHRISTIAN,
a frail boy with the crooked countenance of brain illness.
The same boy we saw in the picture taped to Scully’s notes.

*
*
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CHRISTIAN FEARON
Okay, Dr. Scully. How are you?

Effects of his illness make it a strain td express himself.
But his smile is sunny, poesibly even radiant, despite this.

SCULLY
Me? I'm doing just fine.

She locks up at his parents, their beseeching expressions.
They look like refugees from the most personal of wars.

BLATR FEARON
You got some outeide opinions?

SCULLY
Yes. We're going to do more tests.

We see their hearts sink. The fragile moment interrupted by:

MAN'S VOICE (0.S.) '
Dana Scully.

Scully turne to AN UNSMILING MAN IN A SUIT behind her.

MAN . |
Dr. Scully, I'm locking for Fox Mulder.

Scully moves from the boy, hie parents. The agent following.

SPECIAL AGENT DRUMMY
I'm Special Agent Drummy. With --

SCULLY
-- I can guess who you're with.

SPECIAL AGENT DRUMMY
The FBI needs urgently to speak with Fox
Mulder. They’'re hoping you can help them.

He is business-like, brusque. Scully stops, turns to him now:

SCULLY
-- I don't work with Fox Mulder any
longer. I don’t work with the FBI --

SPECTIAL, AGENT DRUMMY
If there’s any way you could contact him,
it might save the life of an FBI agent.
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srsonal concern:

CUT TO:

EXT. TWO-LANE HIGHWAY - LATE DAY 19

A sedan turns off where a gate blocks an un-maintained road.
Scully exits the car, unlocks the gate. As she pulls it open:

INT. SEDAN - LATE DAY - CONTINUOUS .20

Scully drives the snow-patched road to its desolate end —-
where an unremarkable single-story house eits by itself.

CUT TO:

INT. UNREMARKABLE HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 21

Scully enters, sets her valise down. The house is modest but
homey. She movee quietly across the room to a hall door.

INT. ROOM - LATE DAY - CONTINUOUS . 22

Walls gcovered in photos, clipped items; UFOs, sundry strange
phenomena. Clearly the work of an obsessive. Even the back o
the door is covered. A door which Scully pushes quie@ly open

0.5. VOICE
What’s up, Doc?

SCULLY
You’'ve become awfully trusting, Mulder --

CAMERA FINDS A BEARDED FOX MULDER at his desk, clipping an
item from a newspaper. Not turning to look at Scully.

SCULLY
~- for a man wanted by the FBI.

MULDER
Eyes in the back of my head, Scully.

Scully emirks, but Mulder does not turn to see her smirk.

MULDER
“Auf einer wellenlange,” the Germans say.
A precognitive state often confused with
simple human intuition in which the brain
perceives the deep logic of transitory
existence unaided by the rational mind.
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going on like this.

MULDER
Moments of clarity materializing as
conscious awareness of space and time
independent from all sensible reality.

Mulder finishes clipping and swivels to look at her. Finally.

MULDER
Materializing much as you just did.
Though if you’d actually “materialized,”
you’'d be rapidly de-materializing now.

She lifts her arme mockingly. Obviously not de-materializing.

MULDER
But who believes that crap anymore.

Mulder rises now, to pin the clipping on the wall. It reads:
PRINCETON CLOSES ESP LAB AFTER 40 YEARS OF PARANORMAL STUDY.
Pinning it on a familiar dog-eared I WANT TO BELIEVE poster.

SCULLY
They do at the FBI, apparently.

He smirke mockingly. But now Scully has the straight face.

SCULLY
I had a visitor today. The FBI wants your
help, Mulder. To find a missing agent.

. MULDER
Tell me you said go screw yourselves.
They’'d rather see me dead and buried.

SCULLY
They say all is forgiven; and they’ll
drop any charges against you if you’ll
come in and help them solve this case.

MULDER 2
The FBI will forgive me?! They put me on
trial on bogus charges and tried to
discredit a decade of my work. They
should be asking me for my forgiveness.

SCULLY
I think they are, Mulder. Desperately.

MULDER
How could I possibly help these people?
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promising evidence. A psychic, he claims.

. MULDER
It's a trick, Scully. To smoke me out.

SCULLY
If the FBI really wanted to get you, I've
no doubt they could. I think they’'ve been
happy just having you out of their hair.

MULDER
Good. I'm happy having them out of mine.

Mulder =its back down in his chair.

SCULLY
There’s a young agent’s life at stake.

Mulder Bhfuga, holds hies hands up. Not my problem.
SCULLY

I know I don't have to say it, but this
could easily have been you once. Or me.

Mulder scratches at his beard now, seemingly uncaring.
SCULLY
The truth is, Mulder, I worry about you.
And the effects of long-term isolation --

MULDER
I'm fine, Scully. Happy as a clam here.

'Scully nods, casting her eyes to the ceiling above Mulder's

head. Where there are DOZENS OF PENCILS stuck in the ceiling

SCULLY
I'll let them know your answer.

And she turns and exits. HOLD ON MULDER in hies chair, rockin
in it. Thinking. Eyes going to the I Want To Believe poster.

CUT TO:

INT. UNREMARKABLE SINGLE-STORY HOUSE - CONTINUOUS - 23
Scully moves back through the house when a voice stops her:

MULDER (0O.C.)
TrEL. Gy
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Standing in his doorway.

MULDER
Under one condition.

Scully smiles -- but in trepidation. PRELAP a helicopter:
CUT TO:

EXT. AERIAL VIEW OF WASHINGTON D.C. - NIGHT 24

As an FBI chopper breaks frame beneath us. Carrying:

INT. CHOPPER - NIGHT 25

Mulder in the chopper. PAN TO SCULLY. His one condition. Bot
looking somewhat apprehensive about the impending homecoming

The aircraft slows to descend over the triangular-shaped FBI
Headquarters building in the heart of the D.C. downtown area
EXT. FBI HEADQUARTERS - CONTINUCUS 26

The chopper lands and Mulder and Scully exit. Haiting for
them ie the brusque Agent Drummv, who offers no greetings.

MULDER
Thanks for the 1lift.

. DRUMMY -
Don't thank me. I didn’'t send it.

Mulder and Scully exchange looks, as Drummy leads them off:

CUT TO:

INT. FEI HEADQUARTERS - HALLWAY - NIGHT 27

The hour late, the building fairly empty. Mulder and Scully

are a few steps behind Drummy's brisk pace. Dreased in
civvies, they get suspicious glances from passing agents.

DRUMMY
Wait here.

Drummy opens a door, enters, closes it behind him. Leaving
Mulder and Scully standing by themselves in the hallway.

*
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SH on one wall.

Mulder loocks at a picture of J. EDGAR HOOVER on another wall.
Mulder and Scully look at each other. Then Drummy reappears.

DRUMMY
Come in.

INT. FBI HEADQUARTERS - CONFERENCE ROOM - CONTINUOUS 28

A DOZEN AGENTS in a provisional command post. Sleeves rolled
working phones, taking notes. They've been up for days.

Unsmiling as Mulder and Scully enter. No one moves to greet
them. Except a woman hanging up a phone across the room.

ASAC DAKOTA WHITNEY (we met her directing the manhunt).

ASAC WHITNEY
Thanks for making this happen. I'm
Special Agent in Charge Whitney.

SCULLY
Dana Scully.

Whitney is genuine, direct. She turne to Mulder, hand out.

ASAC WHITNEY
Fox Mulder, I believe.

Mulder shakes her hand with natural suspicion.

ASAC WHITNEY
I know this is awkward, but welcome back.
My team and I appreciate your trust --

Whitney'’'s direct manner is commanding, disarming. No wasted
energy. She reaches for a file on a table even as she speaks

MULDER
Trust being what it is, what happens if I
can't help? Or your agent turne up dead?

ASAC WHITNEY
The past is the past. We know your work
on X-file cases here and believe you may
be the best chance Monica Bannan has now.

She hands Mulder the file; in it, an FBI‘phota of the woman
attacked in her garage. Mulder studies the picture INTENTLY.
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ASAC WHITNEY
Since Sunday evening. Almost 3 days.

SCULLY
I know you know this, but there’'s Elim
chance after 72 hours that she’'s alive.

ASAC WHITNEY
We have slim reason to believe she is,
but so far we’'ve got no evidence to the
contrary. And the facte give us hope.

Handing Scully a file of photos of THE JAGGED-WOUND ARM.

ASAC WHITNEY
Soon after she goes missing we find that.

Mulder only now loocks up from the agent’s photo.

MULDER
Where?

ASAC WHITNEY
About 10 miles from Monica Bannan’s home.

SCULLY
I don’'t understand. It'e a man's arm --

MULDER
—-- it's a match for evidence found at or
near the crime scene -- blood or tissue.

Whitney shoots an affirming look at her team: See? He's good

ASAC WHITNEY
Blood found in Monica Bannan's garage.
And on the tool that matches the wound.

SCULLY
This is what you're basing your hope on?!

ASAC WHITNEY
Her service weapon was locked in the
trunk of her car -- but this could be
evidence Monica Bannan fought back. She
was moet certainly trained and able to.

MULDER
What did forensics say about it?

Whitney shakes her head in the negative as she answers.



13.

e e sl

mmem—— -—— -

MULDER
I take it you were led to it --

ASAC WHITNEY
-- like a needle in a haystack.

MULDER
By someone claiming psychic powers.

ASAC WHITNEY
Joseph Patrick Crissman.

MULDER
And you think he's full of shit.

This elicits a smirk from Drummy, and from the other agents.

DRUMMY
What makes you say that?

MULDER
(emirking back)
Psychic.

. DRUMMY
Father Joe —-

SCULLY
~~ Father? He's a priest?

DRUMMY
Catholic.

Scully’s gold cross is suddenly more than a pretty necklace.

DRUMMY
He cold calls ug 6 hours after Monica
Bannan's reported missing. Claiming a
vision of her. A psychic connection.

MULDER
And he tells you she’'s alive.

DRUMMY
That’s right.

MULDER
. Have you found any other connection?

DRUMMY
To Monica Bannan?
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Drummy’s discourtesy now makes sense. Mulder’'s a threat.

ASAC WHITNEY
I need to know we're not wasting time.

Mulder nods, weighing the facts. The past and the politics.

MULDER
He’'s a religious man, clearly. Educated
man. He took right action, said nothing
to cast doubt on himself; has no material
connection to the crime. You're wasting
time, only it’s mine and your agent’s.

ASAC WHITNEY
There’s a question of credibility --

MULDER
-- if you have no good reason to doubt
the man, why doubt the man’s visions?

DRUMMY
He didn't lead us to Monica Bannon. He
gave us a guy’'s blocdy arm in the snow.

MULDER .
It's not an exact science. If it were me:
I'd be on this guy round the clock. I'd
be in bed with him. Kissing his holy ass.

This turns all faces sour again, loocking to ASAC Whitney.

ASAC WHITNEY
Father Joe is a convicted pedophile.

Scully looks to Mulder. Neither of them had anticipated this

MULDER
Maybe I'd stay out of bed with him.
CUT TO:
EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - SAME NIGHT - LATER 28

Two black Expeditions pull up sharply at an apartment complex
1lit more brightly than other buildings on the street.

Doors copen and agents get out, along with Mulder and Scully.
They move with Whitney to the building. Followed by Drummy.
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ASAC WHITNEY
Dorme for habitual sex offenders.

SCULLY
Dorme?

ASAC WHITNEY
They manage the complex and police
_themselvee. Father Joe lives here
voluntarily, with his roommate.
Scully’s distaste shows as they move into the stark complex.

MULDER
Just avoid the activities room.

PRELAP A KNOCKING ON A DOOR, preceding:
CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER 30

Mulder and Scully with Whitney and Drummy. Standing at an
apartment door, knocking. After a moment, the door cpens and
A SMALL, SLIGHT MAN (50s) answers, his eyes moving to Scully

SLIGHT MAN
Joe —-

WOICE FROM OFF CAMERA
Tell them toc come in.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS a1

The foursome enters a living area where a TV plays a rerun o
the ‘708 hit The Jeffersons; its “Movin’ On Up” theme song.

DRUMMY
Father Joe —-

THROUGH A CRACKED DOOR we can see THE MIDDLE-AGED MAN we met

leading the manhunt kneeling, saying rosaries. It's a weird
moment for everyone. Particularly Scully, as Mulder notes.

Then the door opens and he appears, dressed in an old rcbe.

FATHER CRISSMAN
Excuse the mess —-
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, turns down the TV.

FATHER CRISSMAN
I haven’'t been sleeping...

He brushes against Scully to tidy a meséy pull-out sofa bed.

DRUMMY
This's Fox Mulder --

FATHER CRISSMAN
Okay --

DRUMMY
He'd like to ask some questions --

SCULLY
-~ actually, I want to ask something.

All eyes to Scully, sensing her restrained indignation.

SCULLY
I just saw you praying. What were you
praying for? In there... 8ir?

Father Joe is not just large, he's imposing. He stares evenl:
at Scully, eyes going to her necklace. Then, just as evenly:

FATHER CRISSMAN
For the salvation of my immortal soul.

SCULLY .
Do you believe God hears your prayers?

FATHER CRISSMAN
Do you believe He hears yours?

SCULLY
I didn’t bugger 37 altar bhoys.

No one was expecting this, particularly not ASAC Whitney. Sh
locks to Mulder, who is looking at Scully, somewhat amused.

MULDER
An interesting way to put it.

SCULLY
I have another word, if you’'d like.

Father Crissman doesn’t flinch. He site down on the sofa bed,
reaches for a pack of smokes, coughing a smoker’s cough.
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would He be sending me these visions?

SCULLY
Maybe it’s not God doing the sending.

FATHER CRISSMAN
The first one came during communion.

Scully’s hatred for him, and now his arrogance, is palpable.

MULDER
You call them vieions. You see them?

FATHER CRISSMAN
In what you might call my mind’s eye.

MULDER
What do you see?.

He lights a cigarette, inhales deeply. Takes his good time.
FATHER CRISSMAN

I see the poor girl being assaulted. I
see her fighting back. The bloody arm --

MULDER
Where do you see her —-

FATHER CRISSMAN
I don‘t know. I hear dogs barking.

Looks exchanged. This is new. But it’s suspiciously random.

ASAC WHITNEY
Where?

FATHER CRISSMAN
I can't tell.

MULDER
But you see her alive?

FATHER CRISSMAN
No. But I... feel that she is.

MULDER
Can you show us how you do it?

Father Joe takes another drag off his cigarette, puts it down
and closes his eyes. Nothing very “psychic” about this act.
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Scully’s look to Mulder says she’s losing patience. Looking
back to Father Joe, his eyes are open -- staring at HER.

FATHER CRISSMAN
Maybe I'd do better if she weren't here.

SCULLY .
Maybe what you see is a way to try t
make people forget what you really are.

Scully turns and exits the apartment. Off this:

CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT - SHORT TIME LATER 32

Scully stande studying the FBI file photo of the severed arm
Father Joe's ROOMMATE exits the apartment, moving past her.

she averts her eyes to avoid his stare, when a hand reaches
into frame, touches her. She jumps, turns to find -- Mulder.

SCULLY
Jesus, Mulder --

MULDER
And so much for kissing his holy ass.

SCULLY .
I'm sorry. I... I've been too long away
from this business. Or not long enough.

MULDER
No, you were gocd in there, Scully.

Scully gives him a look. He can't be serious.

MULDER
All I had were questions. You went after
him. You challenged him. Like old times.

SCULLY
Yeah, well he's a creep. And a liar. He
knows who did this and they’'re supplying
information. I mean, look where he lives.

Scully hande Mulder the file and photo she’s been looking at.
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-severed in any fight. It was chopped off.
Cleanly, judging by this photo. Tell me
how he leades them straight to it when he
can't even muster a guess where the
victim is? Two things they’ll find in the
next 24 hours: A dead agent and that this
guy “Father” Joe's a big, fat fraud.

MULDER
You could be right, Scully.

In b.g., ASAC Whitney and Agent Drummy exit the apartment.
And then -- a dressed Father Joe. Scully locks to Mulder.

MULDER
But what if you're wrong?

: SCULLY
What are you doing?

MULDER
Taking him for a ride. So we can see just
how psychic this Father Joe really is.

SCULLY
Yeah, well, it's been fun.

She starts off, as if repelled by the approaching Father Joe

MULDER
No one's gonna make you sit next to him.

i SCULLY
Thanks, but I’'ve already been taken for a
ride. Anyway, he doesn’'t want me here.

Mulder moves with her as she heads to the parked Expeditions

MULDER
I want you here.

They get to the vehicles. Scully opens the car door.

SCULLY
This isn‘t my life anymore, Mulder. I'm
done chaeing after monsters in the dark.
I think you’ve done all they asked here,
too. Nothing says you’ve got to stay.

Mulder nods, looks at the approaching hgenta and Father Joe.
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He turns back to Scully, who smirks slightly at the irony.

MULDER
And I could really use yours.

He hands her the files back. She takes them, reluctantly.

CUT TO:

EXT. SNOWY COUNTRY ROAD - DAWN 33

Where our story began. HEADLIGHTS appear, just aslwhen we me
Monica Bannan. Now they belong to a black Expedition. As we:

CUT TO:

FATHER JOE 3¢

Deep asleep in the back seat of the moving vehicle. We are:

INT. RXPENTTTON - CONTINUOUS _ 3t

Drummy drives. ASAC Whitney sits shotgun. Exchanging dubious
locks with... Mulder, in the back seat next to Father Joe.

The Expedition hits a bump and the “psychic” startles awake.

FATHER CRISSMAN
Are we getting warm?

ASAC WHITNEY
You tell us.

He looks around to see where they are, still groggy.

FATHER CRISSMAN
I don't know I have a clue where we are.

MULDER
That's okay.

Impatient glances from the agents, as Mulder hands Father Joe
the small picture of Monica Bannan he took from the FBI file.

MULDER
Everyone works differently.
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MULDER
I'm the non-cop.

He looks at the photo of the agent, then back at Mulder.
FATHER CRISSMAN

I don’'t know this girl; I doubt we ever
met. I don‘t have a clue the connection.

MULDER )
There’s always something, however small.

FATHER CRISSMAN
And what makes you the expert?

MULDER
I once investigated a series of cases for
the FBI involving unexplained phenomena.

FATHER CRISSMAN
So you believe in these sort of things?

Mulder hesitates. Is the priest seeking an ally? Or a stoog:

MULDER
Let’s just say, I want to believe.

DRUMMY
That his sister was abducted by aliens.

Mulder locks eyes with Drummv in the mirror. With contempt.

FATHER CRISSMAN
Is that true?

MULDER
It was a long time ago.

Touchy territory for Mulder. Father Joe studies his face.

FATHER CRISSMAN
She’s dead, isn't she? Your sister.

Mulder studies Father Joe: lucky guess? Instead of answering,
g the agent'’ ather Joe.

ASAC WHITNEY

Turns, sees Mulder looking idly at the agent photo. Whitney
shifts her look to Father Joe -- who's staring right at her.
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Mulder looks up to see Father Joe's become suddenly intense.

FATHEE CRISSMAN
is W =] A

He's right. Whitney'’'s look to Mulder confirms it. Through the
windshield we see LIGHTS from the small settlement of houses.

MULDER
I want him to see the crime scene.

0ff ASAC Whitney’s look to Agent Drummv, at the wheel:

EXT. SMALL SINGLE-STORY HOUSE - CONTINUQUS 36

The Expedition turns off the road, PULLING TO CAMERA on the
unplowed driveway. Pulling to a stop. The doors open and:

FATHER JOE

Exits the car with Mulder, Drummy and Whitney -- who starts
for the detached garage. Everyone follows but Father Joe.

FATHER CRISSMAN
No. It's -- this isn’‘t right...

He turrets his head, as if trying to find his bearings.

FATHER CRISSMAN
You brought me to the wrong house.

Father Joe starte up the driveway, as if being drawn. Mulder
trades looks with Drummv and Whitney. The priest is right.

MULDER
Pulled that right utta his ass.

COT TO:

EXT. DETACHED SINGLE-CAR GARAGE - DAWN - CONTINUOUS 37

ANGLE FROM INSIDE, where the agent’'s car is parked. Where
CRIME-SCENE TAPE flutters beneath the raised garage door.

Father Joe appears, crossing the road, walking TOWARD CAMERA.
Stopping in f.g. to stare intently into the open garage.

In the b.g., Mulder, Whitney and Drummy cross the road now.
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FATHER JOE

Looks at all the right things: the wall of tools, where she
grabbed the piece she used on the lst attacker; at the door
at the top of the garage where she ran from the 2nd attacker.

He exits this door, and Agent Drummy moves to follow him.

ASAC WHITNEY
There were news crews out here covering
the scene; pictures of the neighborhood.
He could've recognized it all from TV.

MULDER
But why?

ASAC WHITNEY
Why?

They move around the.garage, where they can see Agent Drummy
following Father Joe into the deep snow where the agent ran.

MULDER
Why do it? Go to such lengths and
fabricate such an elaborate story?

ASAC WHITHEY
Expiation. Forgiveness of his sins. He's
written dozens of letters to the Vatican
pleading re-engagement with the church.

MULDER
Rather odd way to impress the Holy See.

ASAC WHITNEY
Voice of God speaking through a man? I
think that'’'e been a winner a few times --

MULDER
~-- 80 you think he's guilty, too?

ASAC WHITNEY
We have to consider him a suspect.

MULDER
You've found no connection te the crime.

ASAC WHITNEY
Don’t think my guys have stopped locking.
And they think they’re going to find one.

MULDER .
But you don't. Or I wouldn’t be here.
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serly corralled her.

" ASAC WHITNEY
I'm not the most popular girl at the FBI
right now for calling you in, believe me.

. MULDER
I wasn’'t Miss Popular at the FBI myself.

ASAC WHITNEY
But you’'ve dealt with psychics before:
Luther Lee Boggs, Clyde Bruckman, Gerald
Schnauz... I went through those cases,
and that work was extremely impreseive.

MULDER
Yeah, well, I'm only half the team.

Mulder means it. As they walk to where Drummy stands watchin
Father Joe wandering in the snow a ways away.

ASAC WHITNEY
But it’'s your insights I need.

It's a loaded moment -- and however she means it, it lands.
Mulder turns from her, out to Father Joe. Considering him.

i MULDER
There’s a specificity to his visions; the
straightforward way he presents them. In
my experience, most peychics are prone to
dramatization, even if they’'re hot. Like
they don't want it to seem tooc easy.

Mulder cuts himself off. Whitney and Drummy follow his look
to the priest -- WHO'S DROPPED TO HIS KNEES IN THE SNOW.

The threesome breaks into a run now. Toward:
FATHER JOE
Kneeling in the snow. He’s upset, they see, as they run up.

FATHER CRISSMAN :
She ran -- she tried to escape -- there
were two men —- but she couldn’t -- he
pushed her down -- here. Right here --
and they put her in -- in the back -- .

ASAC WHITNEY
Where --
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R iy S eaesy arecnek with
something on it -- I don’'t know what...

ASAC WHITNEY
We need to find her —-

FATHER CRISSMAN
She’s in pain -- in great pain --

ASAC WHITNEY
Tell me where --

FATHER CRISSMAN
I don't know. I can't see —--

ASAC WHITNEY
We have to help her --

FATHER CRISSMAN

I can’'t eee —- 1 can't see --
He falls onto his hands and knees now. Scobbing. Dramatically
It all seemg like an act. Drummy looks to Mulder dubiously.
DRUMMY

Cause he's pulling it out of his ass.
Drummy turns and marches off through the deep snow. Leaving:

Mulder and Whitney. Watching Father Joe, rapidly coming to
the same conclusion... when they see BLOQOD DROPS on the snow

MULDER
Father --

The large man looks up at Mulder, who reacts to what he sees
Father Joe is CRYING TEARS OF BLOOD, running down his cheeks

ASAC WHITNEY

Lockind eyes with Mulder, confirming that she sees what he
does. And in this look, we see her trust in Mulder growing.

CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL - MORNING ) 38

CAMERA FINDS SCULLY, dressed in her doctor’'s coat. We follow
her down the corridor, into a room where she finds her young -
patient in bed, staring out the window. Bent and frail.
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CHRISTIAN FEARON
I was thinking.

SCULLY
What were you thinking?

CHRISTIAN FEARON
How I'm going to get out of here.

That was unexpected. She forces a smile at hie twisted pluck

SCULLY
I've been thinking the same thing.

CHRISTIAN FEARRON
Can I get out of here soon?

Scully realizes it’s not pluck, but fear.

SCULLY
Did something scare you?

CHRISTIAN FEARON
The way the man was locking at me.

SCULLY
What man?

Scully’'s moved to the foot of the béd to lock for his medice
chart, but all that’s there is an empty file folder. Then:

SCULLY'S POV

FATHER YBARRA, the hospital administrator, out in the hall,
staring in at her. Holding the charts she’s looking for.

SCULLY

SCULLY .
Don’'t you be afraid, Christian.

Strides out of the room to the waiting administrator.

. SCULLY
I was just looking for those.

FATHER YBARRA
I wanted to go over them myself. And the
results of the new tests you ordered.

Scully clenches at this; at the administrator’'s presumption.
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Father --

it’s the primary physician’s.
FATHER YBARRA
. It is in my purview to make sure all my
physiciane are making the best choices.
For their patients and for the hospital.

SCULLY
May I see the test results, please.

He hands them to her. Then, with a parental tone:
FATHER YBARRA
We're here to heal the sick, not to
prolong the ordeal of the dying. There
are other, better facilities for the boy.
As much as Scully hates this idea, she cannot argue it.

SCULLY
I understand.

Scully turns, walks off. Father Ybarra loocking after her.
SCULLY

Walks as fast as she can without drawing attention. She stop
at a door that she has to open hurriedly with keys.

INT. HOSPITAL OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 39

Scully enters the dark, private space and sits down. Opening
the charte to read them. And that'’s when the tears come.

Scully setes the charte down, opens drawers, locking for
tissue. But she can‘t find any. Emotion becoming frustration

Reaching for her wvalise now, in hopes of finding tissue, she
pulls out THE FBI FILES. Setting them down on the desk.

And finally she finds some tissue. Pulling it out hastily an.
wiping her eyes, blowing her nose. Getting a grip on herself.

Taking a breath of relief, she lets her eyes wander to the
charte on the desk, which are now under THE FBI FILES.

ON SCULLY
Staring at the FBI FILES, then PICKING THEM UP.

CUT TO:
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Clear water falling off into murkiness. Lit from above, there
is new motion periodically, a source of disturbance from
somewhere o.s. There is only muffled sound. WHERE ARE WE?

In the distance, new movement. Is that a swimmer? PANNING to
f.g.: A WOMAN IN A ONE-PIECE SWIMSUIT, getting into the water

from the edge of a pool. She dunks under now, starts to swim.
The POV follows her a foot or two. Watching her. We are:

INT. NATATORIUM - DAY 41
An old indoor club. 0ld tile walle. Overhead spots light the

pool but otherwise cast the place in semi-darkness. There ari
only a couple people using the pool now, but we key on:

THE WOMAN SWIMMER

As she does a comeback lap. CAMERA ARMING DOWN as she
approaches, stopping to grab an old kick board at the pool’s
edge. As she does, we notice she wears A MEDICAL ID BRACELET

She kicks away now and heads for lap two, AS CAMERA FINDS A
MAN hovering underwater in the next lane, watching the woman

CLOSE ON THE MAN’'S BLOODSHOT EYES -- BREAKING THE SURFACE

Though his long, dark hair is wet, we recognize him as the
2nd Abductor. Watching the woman with an eerie intensity.

TIME CUT TO:

EXT. NATATORIUM - DAY 42
A wintry day. The facility snowbound, the parklﬁg lot bounde:
by deep banks, piled high from plowing. Only a couple cars

are in the lot. CAMERA FINDS A WOMAN in a down jacket exitin
the facility, moving to her car, an older Subaru hatchback.

CLOSER ON THE WOMAN

We recognize her as the swimmer inside. Pretty, late 30s.

As she puts her gym bag in, an OLD THREE-QUARTER TON PICK-UP
with oversize-tires and a steel plow mounted on the front

passes loudly behind her. It continues off down the road.

TIME CUT TO:
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It's bequn to snow, dampening the light. A car breaks frame,
drives past us into the weather -- the Subaru hatchback.

INT. SUBARU - DAY - CONTINUOUS 44

Wipers bat away snow pelting the windshield, keeping time to
Gwen Stefani’s cover of “It’s My Life,” playing on the radio.
The Woman sings along quietly, absently. Straining to see: :

Up ahead a pair of tail lights. The old three-quarter ton
pick-up plow truck is plowing the right shoulder ahead.

The Woman approaches the truck. As there’s room to pass on
the right, she maneuvers the Subaru into the oncoming lane
and starts to do just that. Speeding up a little as she does

REVERSE ANGLE ON THE ONCOMING PLOW TRUCK

The Subaru maneuvers into view and starts to pass -- but as
it gets abeam the plow truck -- the plow truck edges over.

INT. SUBARU - DAY 4t
The Woman reacts, and before she knows it she has lost

control of the car. She panics as she starts to go sideways
then yells out as it slams into the side of the plow truck.

EXT. SNOWY COUNTRY ROAD - DAY - CONTINUOUS 4¢
The Subaru bounces off the plow truck, driven off the road,
through a snow bank and into a drift. When the flying snow

finally settles, we see it’'s buried up to the windows.

In the b.g., we see the plow truck'e brake lights appear as
it backs into view on the road where the accident occcurred.

CUT TO:

INT. SUBARU - DAY 47

The woman is conscious but dazed. Her air bags have gone off.
She’'s certainly in shock, breathing hard as she looks to:

The passenger side window, where she sees the Driver get out
of the plow truck and start through the snow toward her.
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e moving at her. As
e s s o e e e e e weseying somethlng dark
under his arm. Is it a folded tarp? He bends to see inside.

WOMAN
Hello -- I think I'm okay --

He keeps coming the last few steps toward her, then
straightens and does something unexpected. And strange.

The Driver steps from the deep snow onto the hood of the
Subaru, walking heavily across the hood right in front of ti
woman. It takes her -- and us -- by surprise. He steps off
the other side of the car, only his torso visible now. And !
LARGE CUT ON ONE HAND; HANDS WHICH ARE ALSO VERY BLISTERED.

He leans down -- the Rasputin-like face of the THE 2ND
ATTACKER staring the woman straight in the eyes. 0ff this:

CUT TO:

SNOWY COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

WIDE ON THE SCENE. The plow truck parked f.g., the Subaru

buried in the distance. Through the driving snow we can't se
well, but we hear THE UNMISTAKABLE SOUND OF BREAKING WINDOW
GLASS. And then the woman’s voice. Then her fighting SCREAM:

We hold on this scene as THE SCREAMING STOPS. The falling
snow dampens any other sound, save for the idling plow truc}

Still holding as an image starts to resolve itself through
the falling snow. The Driver moving back toward his plow
truck, dragging a black tarp heavily. As it contains a body.

CUT TO:

IN BLACKNESS. CAMERA ARMS UP AND FINDS SCULLY 4
Lying on her side in bed. Wide awake, staring JUST PAST
CAMERA. We PUSH IN SLOWLY ON HER, seeing she’'s carried her
emotional day to bed with her. Continuing to push, when:

Mulder risese into view, from where he lies next to her. We
take a few beats, giving fans a moment to catch their breath.

MULDER
I can feel you thinking.

SCULLY
I'm sorry. I can’'t sleep.

A beat. As we realize, THEY LIVE TOGETHER IN THIS HOUSE!
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Scully manages a smirk, rolling over to show it to Mulder.

SCULLY
Only a little something?

MULDER
What’'s the problem?

SCULLY
I have a patient; a young boy with a rare
brain disease. And he's very, very sick.

MULDER
Why didn‘t you tell me this before?

SCULLY
I thought there was something I could do.

MULDER
And there isn’t?

SCULLY
.There are some radical treatments, but no
one wants to talk about them. Ewven the
experte say there’s nothing to do.
Nothing but let him die. So I'm lying
here cursing God for all his cruelties.

MULDER
And you think God’'s losing any sleep?

SCULLY
Why bring a kid into the world just to

make him suffer? I don’t know what it is,
but I feel such a connection to this boy.

MULDER
How old is he?

SCULLY
Six. Almost seven.

Mulder stares down at her. He thinks he knowes the answer.

SCULLY
You think it’s because of William.

MULDER
I think our son left us both with an
emptiness that can’t be filled, Scully.
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I've always been able to separate my
feelings. I don’'t know why I can’t now...

Scully turns back over onto her side, thinking about this.

SCULLY
... when there’s nothing more I can do.

MULDER
You go to sleep. Let me curse God awhile.

She smiles at his gentle irony. He kisses her on the cheek.

SCULLY
Thank you.

He kisses her again. Is there a hint of amorous intent?

SCULLY
Ow, scratchy beard.

Scully closes her eyes, oblivious to or resisting Mulder’'s
intentions. He stares at her a few moments, then gives up.
Lying down behind her, as before. As SCULLY’'S EYES REOPEN.

SCULLY
Oh, there was something weird in the
toxicology report on that severed arm.

MULDER (0.C.)
what?

; SCULLY

I loocked at the FBI evidence reports
again. In the tissue, there were traces
of a drug commonly given to patients
being treated with radiation. And also
traces of a drug called acepromazine.

MULDER (0.C.)
Why's that weird?

SCULLY
Acepromazine’'s an animal tranquilizer.

Scully closes her eyes again. Then Mulder rises back up.

MULDER
Now I can’'t sleep.

He gets up. Out of bed. Exiting the room.
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CUT TO:

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT 49

Mulder enters, turns on the light. Moving to the wash basin,
to splash water on his face. When he looks up, he sees Scully
in the mirror behind him. Tying up a robe she’'s put on.

SCULLY
Mulder --

MULDER
Why'e there animal tranquilizer in a
tigsue sample of a man’‘e severed arm?

SCULLY

I can’‘t even start to speculate --
MULDER

He said he heard barking dogs.
SCULLY

Who?
MULDER

Father Jce.

Mulder opens the medicine cabinet, grabs a razor and shavinc
cream. Closing it, he find Scully’s surprised expression.

SCULLY
Mulder... what are you doing?

He ignores the question and starts teo put on shaving cream.

MULDER
Is it a tranquilizer you’'d give a dog?

SCULLY
He's a phoney, Mulder. He pulls these so-
called visions out of thin air and now
he's got you straining to connect them.

MULDER
When I see someone cry tears of blecod in
the snow at a crime scene they recognize
without ever having visited, I‘ve got to
go out on a limb. You know what I mean?
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MULDER :
Some trick, huh? How do you fake that?

SCULLY
I don't know how to fake that, Mulder. I
don’t know that it’'s not indicative of a
medical condition or the result of a life
of depravity and dissolution. But I do
know there are limits to which obsession
can affect the outcome of the inevitable.

Mulder doesn’t want to hear it. He starts to shave.

SCULLY
It’'es what you were just telling me.

MULDER .
This isn’t qpcut obsession.

Scully takes an exhausted beat. Mulder stops shaving. Turns:

MULDER
This agent is alive, Scully.

; SCULLY 2
I don‘t think she is, Mulder. And I don't
think there’s a thing we can do about it.
Mulder stares at her, unwilling to accept this.

MULDER
I think you're wrong.

Scully’s too tired to fight. She turns, exits. Mulder turns,
looks in the mirror at himself. Continues to shave his beard

CUT TO:

INT. MULDER AND SCULLY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 5C

Scﬁlly climbs back into bed, lying guietly for few moments --
WHEN HER_CELL PHONE RINGS, BREAKING THE DARK SILENCE

She sits up, trying to determine where her phone is. Getting
out of bed and finding it on top of a dresser or bureau.

SCULLY
Hello --
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Scully’s heart skips a beat -- in fear for her young patient.

SCULLY
Yes --

MAN'S VOICE
I have Dakota Whitney calling for you.

INTERCUT WITH:

5l INT. FY¥PENTTTON — NIGHT - CONTINUOUS | 51
Drummy drives. ASAC Whitney his passenger, on the phone now.

ASAC WHITNEY
-- I'm sorry to call at this hour --
I'm trying to reach Fox Mulder --

Mulder enters, wiping shaving cream off his now smooth face.

MULDER
Who is it?

SCULLY
Has there been a break?.

MULDER
Did they find her?!

ASAC WHITNEY
We're pursuing another lead --

SCULLY
—— from another source?

ASAC WHITNEY
Same source. New newsg --

ADJUST TO REVEAL FATHER JOE in the rear. Out the window,
lights from a following Expedition light a snowy landscape.

FATHEER CRISSMAN
Here -- turn here!

Drummy does, turning at a marked intersection of country
roads, while shooting a doubtful loock at ASAC Whitney.

FATHER CRISSMAN
It's here -- it's here --



52

53

36.

tney and Drummy.

TIME CUT TO:

EXT. SNOWY COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT 52

HEADLIGHTS WASH OVER SEVERAL BLACK EXPEDITIONS as Scully's
sedan pulls up on a long, empty stretch of country road.

The car stops, Scully exiting first. Bundled against the
cold. Moving to her is Whitney -- not happy.

SCULLY
You found her -- 7!

She doesn‘t answer -- her eyes going to... Mulder. He's clea
ghaven now. ASAC Whitney is staring at him, trying to figure
what’'s different. It'e a girlish moment, not lost on Scully.

ASAC WHITNEY
No.

This lessens some of the tension; their fear of the worst. I
the distance, NUMEROUS FLASHLIGHTS from the search party.

' SCULLY
You said there was news.

ASAC WHITNEY
The news is our “psychic” has led us to
the exact site where he led us before.
Mulder heads off anyway, followed shortly by the two women.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW SNOWY LANDSCAPE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 53
Agents in FBI jacketé pore over the landscape, flashlights
trained on the snow as they kick through it methodically.
Mulder approaching, followed by Scully, the ASAC. Seeing:
FATHER JOE

Unshaven, smoking a cigarette. Drummy stands next to him.

FATHEE. CRISSMAN
You're going to find it --

DRUMMY
That’s what you keep saying --
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DRUMMY
You keep telling us she’s alivel!l

FATHER CRISSMAN
* She is.

In Drummy'’'s defense, Father Joe’s act seems just that -- an
act. Nothing particularly “psychic” about it. Or about him.

DRUMMY
We could do this all night.

Whitney considers this, lockes to her men searching futilely.

DRUMMY
They're all running on empty.

ASAC WHITNEY
Call it. Let'’'s pull the plug.

Drummy WHISTLES LOUDLY. Suddenly everyone is walking the san
direction. FBI men following Drummv to the road and the SUVs
ASAC Whitney locks apologetically to Mulder and Scully.

ASAC WHITHEY
I'm sorry for calling you out.

She turns and moves off, too. Mulder and Scully stand with
Father Joe, who staree off into the dark, snowy distance.

MULDER
What do you see?

Father Joe shakes his head. Closes his eyes. Then:

FATHER CRISSMAN
I see a face -- I see eyes staring out.

MULDER
Who? Who is it?

FATHER CRISSMAN
It's unclear. Like through dirty glass.

Scully loocke to Mulder. Her patience, too, ies strained.

FATHER CRISSMAN
It's out there. I know it.

He opens his eyes now and starts to walk. As if he’'s picked
up a scent. IN THE DIRECTION OF A DISTANT ROCK OUTCROPPING.
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SCULLY
Mulder --

MULDER
What --

SCULLY
Stop.

But he doesn’'t, and she dogs him, tromping through the snow.

SCULLY
It’s one in the morning --

MULDER
Feel free to give up like everybody else.

SCULLY
This is not my job anymore, Mulder --

" MULDER
No. You’'re just my booking agent.

She puts a hand on Mulder’s arm now, atarlng at him intently

SCULLY
You’re right. This is my fault.

MULDER
What do you mean, “your fault” --

SCULLY
-- for getting you involved in this.

MULDER
It was the right thing to do -- .

SCULLY
-- yes. But not the right thing for you.

Mulder stares at her quizzically, trying to understand this.

MULDER
I believe this man, Scully —-

SCULLY
You want to believe him, Mulder.

Mulder pulls his arm away from Scully's grasp.
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This is about trying to save your sister.

MULDER
My sister’s dead.

Mulder turns away, seeing Father Joe has stopped walking.

SCULLY
It hasn't stopped you looking for her.

Mulder won't look at Scully, continuing to watch Father Joe.
SCULLY
I've been through this too many years
with you. Believing you can save her. You
cannot save her -- not now and not ever.
Mulder turns to Scully now, resentful at her words.
SCULLY
I'm seriocus, Mulder. I won't do this
again; watch you punish yourself anymore,
for something you can't fix or change.
It’s said with a finality; a line drawn in the snow. But
Mulder stares at Scully with a kind of familial contempt.
Knowing that what he says next can’t be taken back. Ever.

MULDER
Then don’t.

Mulder looks past Scully and WHISTLES LOUDLY into the night.

MULDER
Hold up -- 17

ASAC WHITNEY AND Drummy
Already a distance away. They stop and turn at Mulder’s call

MULDER -
I need your team back.

Whitney, brummy and the Search Team stand in cold disbelief.
All eyes on Whitney, waiting to see what she’s going to do.

RESUME MULDER AND SCULLY
Mulder starts walking after Father Joe, Scully following.

SCULLY
What are you doing?
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SCULLY
Because I'm right.

MULDER
Talk about an obsession.
And for the first time we see a “married” couple bickering.

FATHER JOE

Is making a bee-line for the rock outcropping, which is
actually a sheer granite face with a beautiful blue ice fall

He gets to the base of the ice fall and stops. Turning to
look at Mulder and Scully trudging up behind him.

FATHER CRISSMAN
Here it is. This is it --

Father Joe drops to his knees and starts to dig. When Mulder
gets to him, he drops too, digging through the deep snow.

Scully stands behind them, thinking it's crazy. Looking back
to see ASAC Whitney marching back toward them with her team.

ON MULDER AND FATHER JOE

Digging -- but finding nﬁthing. Thrashing through the snow a
the FBI arrive back and start to crowd around them. Watching

MULDER
We need shovels here.

Mulder rises, bare hands freezing. He pulle Father Joe up
now. To make way for the FBI team to start working. And they
do, however reluctantly, feeding off the loocks of their ASAC
THE FBI TEAM

Gets in and starts moving snow at the base of the ice fall,
but they’'re finding more of what they already found: nothing.

Digging until they start to hit ICE and can dig no farther.
ASAC WHITNEY AND Drummv
React to this, locking to Mulder. Who's reacting to it, too.

DRUMMY
It's eolid ice.
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Mulder grabs Drummy’'s flashlight, shining it at the ice,
moving among the shovelers, who are one by one giving up.

MULDER

Iz shining the flashlight through the snow, energized. Then:

MULDER
Here!

Everyone is stock still for a moment, then a rush to where
Mulder is standing, pointing the light down in the snow.

HIGH ANGLE, CRANING DOWN ON THIS SCENE

Everyone crowds in to see. CRANING DOWN TO FIND what Mulder’
found: What his flashlight illuminates: A SEVERED HEAD OF A

WOMAN. Eyes open, staring upward. As if through dirty glass.
{ it may lock like the age it’E 3 8ib tell.

MULDER
You're going to need resources.

This to ASAC Whitney. Deflated. The same deflation she feels
ASAC WHITNEY
We need equipment. Concrete saws and a
backhoe. I need forensics out here ASAP --
Men are rushing now. Hurrying back to the cars, the road.

SCULLY

Eyes on Mulder, who turns in dejection and heads back toward
the road and the car, alone. Then something distracts her:

ANGLE TO INCLUDE FATHER JOE

TQ ULLY, staring directlf at her,
unblinking. Strangely fixed on her -- giving her the CREEPS.

FATHER CRISSMAN
Don't give up.

He keeps staring at her, without affect. And it so rattles
Scully that she turns and walks off. In Mulder‘s direction.

Looking back to see the priest continuing to stare after her.

CUT TO;:






