the 1nvieihle man



ACT ONE

FADE | N:
EXT. SUBURBAN NEI GHBORHOCD - DAY

A SLO MO FLOAT past nodel hones, SMOOTHLY PANNI NG | eft and
right, taking in the banal routines: the MAILMAN in a pith-
hel met wal ki ng his rounds, an ELDERLY MAN watering his | awn.
The vibe is distinctly dream|like

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Ever since | can renenber, |’'ve
been invisible. Not literally, of
course. That was nuch later...

As a YOUNG MOM j ogs past, pushing a TODDLER in a sports-
stroller, we...

CUT TGO
I NT. PERI OD KI TCHEN ( FLASHBACK) - NI GHT

Vi nt age 70s--orange Form ca counters, avocado appli ances,
dark wood cabinets. YOUNG RICHARD GRIFFIN, 8, sits at the
br eakfast bar behind a big glass of mlk and a T.V. dinner,
an expression of bew | dered fear on his young face.

GRIFFIN (V.0Q)
| learned early inlife that if |
was very quiet and very, very
still, I could shrink into
nysel f...

A SLONPULL reveals Giffin s parents, GEORGE and BETTY, nose-
to-nose in a horrific, shrieking argunent.



Betty wears a dress, hair coiffed; George, a business suit,
tie |l oosened. Teeth bared, faces clenched in nutual
| oat hi ng.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
and at a certain point, the
peopl e around ne had no idea that |
was even there. Watching.
Li stening. ..

BACK TGO
EXT. SUBURBAN NEI GHBORHOOD - CONTI NUOUS

Still FLOATING PANNING we find TWO TEENAGE BOYS wor ki ng
under the hood of a classic Chevelle.

GRIFFIN (V.Q)
O course, | wasn't really
invisible;, I was just pretending...

A THIRD TEEN, a big kid, sits on a |low wall watching the
others. Waring a Sim Valley H gh School LETTERVAN S
JACKET, he absently turns a football over in his hands.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
But then, a very w se man once
said, if you pretend to be
sonet hi ng | ong enough, you becone
that thing...

CUT TGO
EXT. H GH SCHOOL PARKI NG LOT (FLASHBACK) - DAY

A beefy H GH SCHOOL BULLY in a letterman’s jacket drives his
fist into a NERD S belly as a SECOND BULLY hol ds hi m

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
By the tine I was a junior in high
school, 1'd faded al nost conpletely
away.

PUSH FORWARD to find an awkward, nerdy TEEN CGRI FFI N cri ngi ng,
fl anked by two other terrified NERD BYSTANDERS.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
I found that being invisible
offered a nunber of distinct social
benefits...



The two Bullies grab the Nerds to either side of Giffin,
start POUNDI NG THEM ignoring Giffin.

SLAM TG
I NT. H GH SCHOOL GYMNASI UM ( FLASHBACK) - NI GHT

LOUD * 80s NEWWAVE MUSIC. Trying to | ook cool in acid-washed
jeans and a Menbers Only jacket, Teen Giffin bobs his head
as he stands against a wall, colored lights playing across
his pinply face.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
There were, of course, sone obvi ous
di sadvant ages. . .

REVEAL that GRIFFIN IS THE ONLY KI D LEANI NG AGAI NST THE WALL,
A SLOW PULL taking us onto the floor, where his classmates
are WLDLY SLAM DANCI NG

BACK TO
EXT. SUBURBAN NEI GHBORHOOD - CONTI NUOUS

Still FLOATING down the sidewal k. A tiny, M DDLE-AGED WOVAN
in a pink sweat-suit approaches and passes us, pulled along
by a WH TE POCDLE. . .

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
I continued through coll ege and
graduat e school at Cal Tech,
virtual ly unnoticed by professors
and classmates alike, then entered
t he working world. ..

The poodl e freezes and begi ns BARKING frantically at us.
CUT TO
INT. G ANNl GLI TZ COSMETICS - MAIN LAB ( FLASHBACK) - DAY

TIGHT ON A WHI TE RABBIT inside a wire cage. RI CHARD GRI FFI N,
present day, early-40s, wearing TH CK BLACK RUBBER GLOVES,
saf ety-gl asses, |ab-coat and tie, opens the cage and pulls
out the rabbit.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
My degree in optical physics with a
mnor in bio-chemstry |anded ne a
job in the R-and-D departnent at
G anni ditz Beauty Products
testing skin products in the anim
testing unit...



As Giffin slips a leather collar on the rabbit, clips it to
an eyelet bolted to a stainless steel worktop. A SLOWRISE
REVEALS a bird’ s eye view of a VAST LABORATORY, DOZENS OF
RESEARCHERS at identical workstations testing substances on
HUNDREDS OF CAGED RABBI TS.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Over the years, | survived a nunber of
massi ve | ayoffs, due undoubtedly to
the fact that no one seened to know I
exi sted. Wth one exception..

Giffin turns to his assistant, MAGA E KEWMP, 27, also wearing
saf ety-gl asses, industrial gloves and a | ab coat, attractive
in an unconventional, brainy kind of way. She gives hima
polite smle and offers hima safety razor

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
ny assistant, Maggi e Kenp.

CLOSE ON Griffin's gloved hand reaching for the razor,
accidentally closing on Maggie' s glove. Both draw startled
breaths. Their eyes lock--at first shyly, then neaningfully.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
There was sonet hi ng between us t hat
transcended professional --or even
intellectual --respect...

THE RABBIT - nose twitching, |looks at Giffin, then Maggie,
then Giffin.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
A base need. A shared |oneliness.
Per haps even an aninmal attraction.
It couldn’t be denied, but it had
to be...

Giffin averts his eyes. He takes the razor and turns to his
task. Maggie is briefly hurt, then conposes herself and
joins him
GRIFFIN (V. Q)
for there was another in the

wor | d who hel d ny heart; another,
whose trust | could not betray...

SLAM TG
EXT. CGRI FFI N RESI DENCE ( FLASHBACK) - N GHT

A two-story suburban neo-Mediterranean. The play-by-play of
MONDAY NI GHT FOOTBALL.



GRIFFIN (V. Q)
ny wife, Vicky.

VI CKY
Ri chard. .

I NT. CGRIFFI N RESI DENCE - DEN ( FLASHBACK) - CONTI NUOUS

POV - ON TELEVISION - a football ganme. VICKY GRIFFIN steps
into frane. Early-30s, attractive, wearing a tennis outfit
and carrying a racket-bag, she bends, |ooks directly at us,
snappi ng her fingers:

VI CKY
Earth to Richard..

Giffin blinks, looks at his wife, sm|es apol ogetically.

VI CKY
Garbage still needs to go out and
there’s dishes in the sink.

Ri chard GRUNTS affirmation, | eans to get a view of the gane.
She notices, gives hima |long-suffering | ook. Sighs:

VI CKY
"1l be at the club for my | esson.
Drinks afterwards with the girls.
Don’t wait up.

She exits. A SLONPUSH on Giffin s expressionless face as
he watches the tel evision

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
True, any passion we once shared
had | ong given way to a sense of
nunb confort. But | knew that |
coul d al ways count on Vicky to be
true to me, to acknow edge ny
presence. No matter how hard
tried to fade away. .

BACK TGO
EXT. GRI FFI N RESI DENCE - DAY

ANGLE QUT TOMARD THE STREET - THREE G RLS, about 12, play
j unp-rope on the sidewal k.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Most of all, that’'s what brought ne
hone that day...



A PULL REVEALS Giffin, standing in front of them facing us.
Bar e- chest ed, dishevel ed, dried blood crusted under one
nostril, bruised and scraped. Hi s eyes are haunted; bl and,
M dwestern face etched wi th desperati on.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
More than anything in the world, |
needed soneone to see ne...

REVERSE - The Grls junping rope in the FOREGROUND, we now
see that GRIFFIN I S STARK NAKED, standing at the head of the
wal kway up to his house.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
| needed to be noticed.

A beat, and he begins trudging toward the front door as the
girls CHANT A RHYME:

LI TTLE d RLS
Ci nderel |l a,
dressed in yella,
went upstairs to kiss a fella.

OUT TO BLACK

SUPER the invisible man

The title-card slowy fades as the Little Grls VO CES
CONTI NUE CHANTI NG to the rhyt hm of ROPE SLAPPI NG CONCRETE:

LI TTLE G RLS (V. Q)
Made a ni stake and ki ssed a snake.
How many doctors did it take?
One. ..
Two. ..
Thr ee. . .
Four - -

And we suddenly. ..

SLAM | N:

EXT. MOJAVE DESERT - DAY

H GH CRANE. W ND BLOA5S ALKALI NE SAND, scouring the patches
of heat-stunted, gnarled vegetation. A SLOWPAN finds A
SIGN: THE ROYAL PALMS MOTEL & SPA. Sheddi ng paint depicts a

ki dney-shaped pool, palmtrees and a 50s-era bathing beauty.
A FAI NT, STATI G CRACKLED VO CE fades in and out:



WOMAN ( PRE- LAP)
this Honey-Bee-M ne sweater is
part of our exclusive, limted
edition Iine of CozyWar Fashions,
and once we’'re sold out, they are
gone forever...

A TILT DOMN reveal s the sad truth: A sandbl asted, sunbaked
shit-box notel; a bean-shaped pool that hasn’'t seen water in
three decades, bottomlittered with trash and tunbl eweeds.

WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
Li ke all ny designs, the Honey- Bee-
M ne i s machi ne washabl e, and
guar anteed not to shrink. ..

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - MANAGER S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

A TELEVISION is tuned to a SHOPPI NG NETWORK, a pl us-sized
cl own of a WOVAN gushi ng over sweaters |ousy with “whinsical”
appl i ques of bees. Sizes run fromXL to XXXL.

WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
(on television)
And | ook! Every one of these
darling appliques is attached with
vel cro, so you can reposition them
anywhere on the sweater for a whole
new | ook every time you wear it!

MRS. HALL, m d-50s, flower-girl hippy gone seriously to flab,
dozes in a La-Z-Boy recliner, a ROVANCE PAPERBACK in one |inp
hand, a FLY-SWATTER in the other. A BELL RINGS in the outer
office. Snorting, Ms. Hall is startled awake.

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - FRONT OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS

Bl eary-eyed, Ms. Hall trudges through the door behind the
front desk that adjoins the office to her apartnent.

VRS. HALL
Yeah, what can |...

She | ooks up, slightly taken aback by her custoner.

MRS. HALL
do for you?

REVERSE - the ruthless desert sun glares in through broken
blinds, throwi ng the stranger into silhouette. He wears a
dark, baggy sweatshirt, hood pulled up over his head, hands
in his pockets. He gazes down at the floor.



GRI FFI' N
You rent rooms by the week?

MRS. HALL
One-hundred and fifty-four a week.
One-forty if you got the Auto O ub.

The stranger shakes his head, pulls out a thick, folded wad
of TWENTIES with one GLOVED HAND. As he peels off bills:

GRI FFI N
Two weeks.

He pushes the cash across the counter, slowly |ooks up,
revealing his face for the first tinme: COVPLETELY WRAPPED I N
GAUZE BANDACES, eyes obscured by a pair of bul ky, black post-
surgi cal sungl asses.

GRI FFI N
No Auto d ub.

EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - DAY

Giffin pulls up to a roomin a dusty Land Rover. Carrying a
bottl ed water, he wal ks up to the door, head down, the HOT
WND TUGE NG AT H'S CLOTHES. He keys open the door

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Giffin enters, quickly closing the door against the BAKI NG
WND. He SNAPS the shades shut, throwing the roominto
shadows.

He pulls back his hood, claws at the snothering bandages
covering his nouth, tugging them down under his jaw and
taking big breaths. Uncaps the bottle of water and drinks
deeply. Looks around for..

THE AIR CONDITIONER - Giffin cranks it to “H .” The unit
starts with a WHEEZI NG CLATTER. Giffin pulls off a gl ove,
hol ds one hand in front of the vent. The whisper of cool air
BARELY STI RS THE Tl SSUE STREAMERS Tl ED TO THE GRI LL.

GRI FFI N
Geat. ..

He fl ops on the bed, unzips the front of his hoodie and takes
anot her deep swig fromthe bottle. He picks up the renote
fromthe bedside table and flips on the TELEVI SI ON ( MOS).



GRIFFIN (V. Q)
In 1781, Luigi Galvani accidentally
di scovered electric current while
di ssecting a frog with a statically
charged scal pel ...

A SLOWPUSH toward Giffin, half unmasked, spraw ed on the
bed, gazing at the tel evision.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
In 1895, bad housekeepi ng resulted
W hel m Roentgen’ s di scovery of x-
rays when he forgot to sweep up
crystals of bariumplati numcyani de
on his workbench. 1In 1928, an
errant drop of Sir Al exander
Flem ng’ s snot in a petri-dish
cul ture of staphylococci led to the
di scovery of penicillin...

VERY Tl GHT NOW REFLECTIONS fromthe T.V. SCREEN flickering
in Giffin s oversized dark gl asses.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
My name is Richard Giffin, and ny
br eakt hrough, like all great
scientific breakthroughs, was the
result of an accident...

SLAM TGO
INT. G ANNl GLI TZ COSMETICS - MAIN LAB - DAY

LOOKI NG UP - as Maggi e Kenp gazes down at us, eyes astoni shed
behi nd her clear safety-glasses.

MAGGE E
Doctor Giffin, take a | ook at
this...

Giffin noves into franme, w nces.

GRI FFI N
My God. Is it injured?
MAGGE E
No, doctor. It’'s... it's fine. |

don’'t understand. This wound is
obviously fatal --

GRI FFI N
--it’'s not a wound. Look..
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MAGG E
Oh ny god. ..

Giffin looks at her. This is big. This is huge...

GRI FFI' N
Maggi e, stay here. Don’t say a
word to anyone, understand?

CUT TGO
INT. G ANNl GLI TZ COSMETICS - CUSS' S OFFI CE - MOMVENTS LATER

V.P. of Research & Devel opnent, STUART CUSS, 40, slight
corporate paunch, sits behind his desk. Giffin stands,
nervously kneadi ng his black rubber gl oves as he holds them
before himin both hands.

CUSS
| really don’t have tine for this
today, Mster..

GRI FFI N
Giffin. Doctor Giffin. Ri chard.

CUSS
Richard Giffin...
(doesn’t ring a bell)
Are you new?

GRI FFIN
Oh, no sir. 1've been with itz
for over fourteen years.

CUSS
Real ly?! | can't imagine. |
t hought 1 knew everyone. \What
depart nent ?

GRI FFI' N
Skin products. Animal testing
unit.

Cuss is confused, slightly put out.

CUSS
Skin products? W'’'re not in the
skin products busi ness.

GRI FFI N
I know, but--



11.

CUSS
We shut that subsidiary down, what?
Fi ve years ago?

GRI FFI N
Si X.

CUSS
So what are you doi ng working on
skin products?

GRI FFI'N
No one ever told ne to stop, sir.

CUSS
| see..
(consi ders)
W'l have to |look into that.

Pani cked, Giffin takes a step forward.

GRI FFI' N
Sir, it’s vital you cone down to
the lab right away. There’s
sonet hi ng you need to see.

CUSS
The lab? I'msorry. |, uhm..
I"’mterribly busy--

GRI FFI N
(interrupts)
--sir. This is very inportant.

Cuss locks eyes with Giffin, he heaves a resigned sigh.
INT. G ANNI G.I TZ COSMETICS - MAIN LAB - MOVI NG - DAY

RESEARCHERS pause in their work, rubbernecking as Giffin,
Cuss and his attractive assistant, MSS DUNH LL nove past.
It’s clear that a visit fromanyone in the executive ranks is
rare. Giffinis excited, chattering breathlessly:

GRI FFI' N
| discovered a formula of pignments
that | owers both, the reflective
and refractive indices of organic
mat eri al - -

CUSS
The what ?

Giffin SIGHS, patiently explains.
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GRI FFI' N
Visibility.
(of f Cuss’s confusion)
kay, bear with ne. A sheet of
glass is transparent, but you can
still see it. \Wy?

I mpatient, bored and a little annoyed that Giffin actually
seens to expect an answer:

CUSS
Light reflects off it?

GRI FFI' N

Right. Reflection. Nowif you
scratch the glass, it becones nore
visible. Refraction. Beat it into
powder, it becomes even nore opaque
because now you' ve nultiplied the
nunber of surfaces reflecting and
refracting light. But what happens
i f you pour that powder into water?

Cuss trades a glance with Mss Dunhill. Is this guy nuts?
Giffin answers his own question, excited.

GRI FFI'N
It becomes invisible! So I'm
t hi nki ng, what if you could do the
sane thing with living tissue?
mean, theoretically, it’s possible.
So | spent the last six years--

CUSS
(horrified)
Si x years?!

GRI FFI' N
Yes! And--quite by accident, m nd
you--1 stunbl ed across a
formul ati on that can render aninma
ti ssue conpletely transparent.

CUSS
(slowy)
And all this has exactly what to do
wi th beauty products?

Giffin gives himan incredul ous ook, as if the answer is
sel f-evi dent.

GRI FFI N
Fadi ng cream
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CUSS
VWhat ?

GRI FFI' N
Fadi ng cream You know... for
freckl es and age spots.

CUSS
Age spots? You nean like... on old
peopl e?

GRI FFI N
Yeah.

CUSS

That’ s not our target denographic,
isit, Mss Dunhill? dd people?

She spits out ad-copy with a clipped, British accent:

M SS DUNHI LL
No, Mster Cuss. Ganni Qitz
products are for the young
pr of essi onal worman on the go--

GRI FFI' N
(interrupts, frustrated)
No, no. You don't get it. This is
way bi gger than beauty products.
This is... huge.

He turns into his cubicle, nods to Maggi e. She steps aside.
Beam ng, Giffin gestures down at a rabbit |Iying on the steel
exam ning table, as proud as a brand new fat her.

Cuss winces. Mss Dunhill’s aloof, cool expression slowy
cl enches into one of pure revul sion.

THE RABBIT - eagerly nibbles a |leaf of lettuce, its hearty
appetite at terrible odds with the GAPING HOLE IN I TS SI DE- -
raw pi nk RI BS, LUNGS PUFFI NG wi th each panting breath, a
SMALL HEART RAPI DLY BEATI NG.

M SS DUNHI LL
Oh god. ..
Covering her nmouth, Mss Dunhill staggers out of the cubicle.
Cuss glares at Giffin, disgusted.
CUSS

What’ ve you done?
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GRI FFI' N
It’s not howit |ooks. The subject
is conpletely unharned.

CUSS
Unhar ned?!

Giffin grabs Cuss’s hand, pulls it toward the rabbit.

GRI FFI N
Here. Touch it.

Cuss snatches his hand away.

CUSS
" m not touching that!

Giffin SIGHS, shakes his head. He runs his pal mover the
hole in the dog’'s side. As if explaining to a slow child:

GRI FFI' N
See? I1t’s not a wound. The
subject’s fine, conpletely intact.
I"ve just rendered its flesh--

CUSS
--transparent.

GRI FFI N
(grins)
Exact | y!

Cuss stares at hima nonment, then turns to Mggie.

CUSS
Mss. ..
(reads her 1.D. badge)
... Kenp. | want you to destroy
t hat animal inmediately.
(to Giffin)
Doctor Giffin, you' re fired.
GRI FFI' N
(stunned)
What - -
CUSS

(cuts himoff)
Col | ect your personal bel ongings.
Security will escort you fromthe
bui I ding. You have five m nutes.
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Wth that, Cuss exits the cubicle. Giffin turns to Maggie,
face pal e and slack with gut-punched shock. She s devastated
for him

MAGG E
|'"mso sorry...

All Giffin can manage is a nod and a thousand-yard stare.

OUT TO BLACK

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE | N:

EXT. GRI FFI N RESI DENCE - N GHT

Est abl i sh.
GRIFFIN (V. Q)
That night, | realized that ny
entire life had led up to this one
thing. This one, brilliant
di scovery. .

I NT. GRIFFI N RESI DENCE - DEN - CONTI NUOUS

Shel | -shocked, Giffin stares at the television with dead
eyes as he absently eats a m crowave di nner.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Al'l those years of working in
obscurity were over. It was tine
to step out fromthe shadows and
show the world who Richard Giffin
really was. No matter what, |
woul d continue ny research--

VI CKY
Of to the cl ub.

Giffin blinks as if awaking from catatonia, |ooks at Vicki,
confused. She's dressed for tennis, carrying her racket-bag.

VI CKY
I have a | esson.
(of f his expression)
What’'s the matter? Sonet hing
happen at work?

GRI FFI' N
No. No, just... typical. You
know. . .

He shrugs. Vicky flashes a perfunctory smle, leans in and
gi ves hima kiss on the cheek.

VI CKY
I’ m gonna have drinks with the
girls after. Don't wait up.

She trurns to go.
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GRI FFI N
Honey...?

Vi cky stops, seens oddly tense, trying her best to be opaque,
but there’s sonething there--some hidden, secret guilt.
After a beat:

GRI FFI N
I love you.

She seens flustered. Gves himan awkward nod as if to say
“me too” w thout having to actually voice it.

I NT. GRIFFIN RESI DENCE - OFFI CE - MOMENTS LATER

In the darkened room Giffin sits in the glow of his hone
computer, surfing banks and nortgage brokers as he eats a
m crowave di nner.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
| spent that evening tracking down
sources of funding, applying for
credit cards, personal |oans and a
second nortgage on the house...

He clicks on “PRINT.”
I NT. GRIFFIN RESI DENCE - OFFI CE - MOMENTS LATER

As the BUBBLE-JET PRI NTER burns up paper in the B.G Giffin
finishes filling out an application. CLOSE as he | aboriously
FORGES HS WFE S SI GNATURE under his own.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
| felt alittle guilty forging
Vi cky’'s signature, but then, 1'd
paid for pretty nmuch everything we
had. Besides, | knew the patents
al one woul d be worth a fortune.
I’d just pay off all the | oans and
she’ d never be the w ser..

I NT. GRI FFI N RESI DENCE - BEDROOM - DAY

An al arm cl ock BUZZES at 6:30 AM Giiffin switches it off,
glancing at his sleeping wife, and easing out of bed.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
The next norning, | got up at the
same tinme as always and went
t hrough my normal routine..
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EXT. | NDUSTRI AL PARK - DAY

Giffin parks in a seedy industrial area beside the freeway.
He takes a sip of Starbucks and chews on a pastry as he picks
a folded classified section up fromthe passenger seat.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
But instead of going to work for
soneone else, | was working for
nyself. | had to set up bank
accounts, order supplies and
equi prment, and find a place to
conduct ny research..

He | ooks across the street through the passenger w ndow.

POV - A brick industrial court divided into nultiple units
for storage and |light manufacturing. A SIGN reads “FOR LEASE
- INDUSTRI AL SU TES - 2,000 TO 4,500 SQ FT.”

I NT. | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - DAY

MOS - Concrete walls; concrete floors; roll-up door;
skylights. Giffin, wearing a |lab coat and tie, works
feverishly on his LAPTOP as MOVERS deliver shelving units and
boxes of chem cal s and equi pnent.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
By the tinme |I’d equi pped ny | ab,
I’d spent al nost three-quarters of
the noney 1'd raised. But | wasn't
worried. Most of the heavy lifting
was done. . .

INT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - DAY

The LAB FULLY SET UP, gl eam ng high tech equi pnent--

m croscopes, centrifuge, a mass-spectroneter. Shelves |aden
wi th chem cal s and beakers, stainless steel worktabl es,
appl i ances, tanks of |iquid nitrogen.

Giffin hunches over the | aptop, presses enter. ON SCREEN
DOZENS OF LI NES OF CODE BATCH PROCESS, scrolling down then
executing a DIG TAL 3D MODEL of a VERY COVPLEX MOLECULAR
STRUCTURE.

GRI FFI' N
I’d downl oaded all ny research from
@itz onto ny laptop. If | hadn't,
it would’ve taken years of tria
and error to just to reconstruct ny
formul as. ..
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A white GUNEA PIG froma bank of CAGES. Giffin opens the
door of the cage, pulls it out and noves out of frane. As
his V. O CONTINUES, we SLOALY PAN ACROSS THE CAGES, revealing
a gallery of GROTESQUE CDDI Tl ES:

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
| was able to inmmedi ately repeat ny
first success, the drawbacks of a
t opi cal application soon becane
apparent. ..

CAGE ONE: This little pig looks a lot like the rabbit we saw
earlier, drinking fromits water-bottle, a GAPING HOLE in its
si de REVEALI NG RI BS AND VI TAL ORGANS

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Aggressi ve refornul ation
i nt roduci ng carbon disulfide
i ncreased the absorption rates past
the skin barrier...

CAGE TWO. This little pig is appears FLESHLESS--RAW Pl NK
MUSCULATURE, WHI TE TENDONS, glinpses of BONE. It stands up
agai nst the front of the cage, sniffing querul ously.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
But the main obstacle was the
skel etal system teeth and eyes. |
soon realized that the only way to
tackle the problemwas to devel op a
version that could be absorbed from
the inside out...

CAGE THREE - This little pig has been rendered down to a
COVPLETE AND PERFECT SKELETON except for its cute little pink
eyes. As it nibbles on a leaf of lettuce, we see bits of it
nove down his invisible gullet into his invisible stomach.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Oral versions were broken down and
neutralized by the digestive
system  Suppositories were a
di saster. ..

CAGE FOUR - This little pig runs happily on its exercise
wheel , but he’s only HALF A PIG perfectly bisected, ITS REAR
HALF RENDERED COVPLETELY | NVI SI BLE

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
My only option was to devel op an
i ntravenous serumthat could be
injected directly into the
bl oodstream ..



20.

ON THE TABLE - Giffin holds down the Guinea pig with one
gl oved hand as he adm nisters an injection. Starts a
STOPWATCH.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
But every attenpt |1’d nmade was a
failure. After seven nonths, | was
runni ng out of noney; beginning to
get desperate...

The Qui nea pig SPASM5 AND GCES STILL, eyes open. Distraught,
Giffin clicks the stopwatch. A KNOCK at the door. He
reacts, panicked, and throws a towel over the dead rodent.

EXT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - DAY

CHRI STI NE WADGERS, 43, stands outside, fiddling with her
Bl ackberry. Dressed conservatively; |ots of makeup; teased,
frosted hair. Giffin opens the door.

GRI FFI N
Yes...?

CHRI STI NE
Mster Giffin?

GRI FFI N
Doctor Griffin.

CHRI STI NE
(a sour smle)
Doctor Giffin. 1’mChristine
Wadgers with Know es and Kinde. W
manage this property. Could | cone
in for a nmoment?

Giffin glances nervously behind him

GRI FFI' N
This isn't a good tine.

CHRI STI NE
Very well. ..

She wi thdraws an envel ope, hands it to him

GRI FFI N
VWhat’'s this.
CHRI STI NE

It’s a notice of eviction.
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GRI FFI' N
What for?

CHRI STI NE
Doctor Giffin, I’"msure you're
aware that it’s been over a nonth
si nce- -

GRI FFI' N
The rent. OCh, ny gosh. | sent
that. It’s--

CHRI STI NE
--in the mail. | understand. W

problemis that it’s not in ny
hand. And at this point, we're
al rost two nonths in arrears--

She SN FFS, nakes a face.

CHRI STI NE
Do you have aninmals in there?

GRI FFI' N
Ani mal s?

CHRI STI NE
Yes, Doctor Giffin. Aninmals.

GRI FFI' N
I, uhm.. | wote in ny application
that 1'd be, you know... conducting
research- -

CHRI STI NE

Ani mal research?

GRI FFI N
(lies, faltering)
I"msure | nust’ve..

As he TRAILS OFF, Christine s features sharpen. She cranes
her neck to see past him He fills the space with his body
to block her view. She neets his eyes.

CHRI STI NE
Doctor Giffin, if | don't have the
entire bal ance of rent-due wired to
ny conpany’s account by nine
o' clock tonorrow norning, | wll be
placing two calls: One, to the
Sheriff’s Departnent; the second,
to Aninmal Control



CHRI STI NE( cont ' d)

| suggest you have your permts in
order. Am| understood?

Giffin nods, face ashen. She sneers.

CHRI STI NE
Good day. “Doctor.”

She turns and marches back to her parked BMW

wat ches her, features etched with desperation.

EXT. CONDO COVPLEX - N GHT

22.

Giffin

CUT TGO

Giffin stands at the security gate of a | arge suburban
condom ni um conpl ex. He keys a nunber into the box. SPEED
DI ALED TONES cone over the speaker, followed by R NG NG

GRI FFI N
C non. ..

Someone picks up with a CLATTER, followed by a GRUFF VO CE:

GEORGE
(over speaker)
Yeah, who’s there?

GRI FFI N
It’s ne. Ri chard.

GEORCE
(over speaker)
Ri chard who?

GRI FFI N
Your son.

A WOVAN' S VO CE can be heard in the background.

exchange:

BETTY
(over speaker)
Wio is it...?

GEORCE
(over speaker)
For chri ssake. ..
(to Richard)
Hol d on.

A short

Hs father HANGS UP. Giffin waits for a LONG BEAT, then a
BUZZER SOUNDS. He pushes open the gate and enters.
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EXT. TOMHOUSE - MOVENTS LATER

TIGHT ON GEORCGE GRIFFIN - face franed in his partially open
door. Late-60s, retired insurance adjuster, golf-tan, lots
of from-lines. This is a man who spent his career saying

“no” far nore often than “yes.”

GEORCE
Your nmother and | were just sitting
down to dinner.

GRI FFI N
Can | cone in?

George eyes him heaves a RESENTFUL SI GH and opens the door,
giving Giffin an obnoxi ous, sweeping “after-you” gesture.

I NT. TOAMNHOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

Giffin enters. Betty, 60s, slim stands unsteadily at the
entrance to the dining room an insincere smle pasted on her
face, nervously w ping her hands with her apron.

BETTY
Hell o, Richard. | wsh you'd
cal | ed.

GRI FFI' N
I’msorry, Mom | would ve, but--

GECRGE
He wants sonet hi ng.

BETTY
(scol di ng)
Ceor ge.

GEORCE
It’'s true.
(to Giffin)
It’s true, right? You want
sonet hi ng.

Giffin stares at his father, pinned |ike a bug.

I NT. TOMNHOUSE - DI NI NG ROOM - LATER

George saws into his pot roast, chowing dowmn as Giffin
CONTINUES HI'S PITCH. Betty's on her third glass of nerlot,

and that doesn’t include the bottle of chardonnay she
polished off earlier that afternoon.
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GRI FFI' N
It’s nmore of an investnent
opportunity than a loan, really. |
could give you an equity position--

GEORGE
(chew ng)
--what’'s the product?

GRI FFI' N
Wll, it’s not a product as nuch as
a process...
(1 eans forward)
|’ ve discovered a way to nmake
ani mal s--living creatures, even
human bei ngs--i nvi si bl e.

Betty barks an ABRUPT, H GH PITCHED A GGLE. George throws
her a sharp look. Turns to Giffin.

GEORGE
I nvi si bl e.

GRI FFI' N
Conmpl etely transparent.

George thinks about it for a nonment, shaking his head.

Finally:
GEORCE
| don't get it.
BETTY
He can make peopl e di sappear,
Ceor ge.
GEORCE
(i npatient)
Yeah, | heard that. [It’s just
not... practical, that’s all.
There’s no comrerci al applications.
GRI FFI' N
Are you crazy? There’s tons.
GEORCE
Nanme one.
Giffin thinks about it. |It’'s clear that he’s given little

consi deration to the practical purpose of his research. An
i dea occurs to him
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GRI FFI N
kay, mlitary, for one. You could
create whol e battalions of
i nvi si bl e sol di ers--

GEORGE
Does it work on uniforns? Hel nets?
@ns...?

GRI FFI N

(hesitates, then)
No.

GEORCGE
And you think the Army’s gonna
depl oy a buncha naked, unarmed guys
into battle?
(scoffs)
Jesus. ..

GRI FFI' N
Okay, how about pest control? You
got roaches? Ants? You spray them
with nmy product, they di sappear.

GEORGE
(snorts)
Yeah, but they're still there. And
the only thing worse than bugs is
i nvi si bl e bugs.

Betty, who has nore than a passing acquai ntance with
i nvi si bl e bugs, shudders and brushes her arnms with her
fingertips. George digs into his roast.

GEORGE
The way | see it...
(takes a big bite)
it’s totally usel ess.

BETTY
I dunno. | can think of one person
I"d like to have di sappear.

George points his fork at her, gives her hard eyes.

GEORGE
Don’t.

Betty smrks, lowers her gaze to her plate. Subject closed,
George continues to eat. Suddenly, Giffin POUNDS BOTH HANDS
on the table, RATTLING DISHES. Hi s parents |ook at him
shocked by his display.
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GRI FFI N
Goddammi t !

GEORGE
Jesus- -

GRI FFI N

|’ ve nortgaged ny house, okay?

|’ ve borrowed agai nst ny 401K and
both our cars. ['mup to ny
eyeballs in credit card debt. M
| andl ord just served ne with an
evi ction notice--

GEORCE
Landl ord! What’'re you tal king
about ?

GRI FFI'N

| | eased a space down on San
Fernando to conduct my research.

George looks at him puts it together.

GEORCE
You quit your job?
GRI FFI' N
I was fired.
GEORCE
Fired?! \Wen?
BETTY
Vi cky never said a word about - -
GRI FFI' N
--seven nont hs ago.
(to Betty)

She doesn’t know.

GEORGE
You telling me you been getting up
every norning and pretending to go
to work for the past seven nont hs?

GRI FFI' N
(ashamed)
Yeah. .

George | eans back in his chair, begins rocking wth BUBBLI NG
LAUGHTER, shaking hi s head.
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GEORCE
I knew you were whi pped, but | had
no idea...
GRI FFIN
You think this is funny?
GEORCGE
No. It’s awful. Terrible.
GRI FFI'N
So...?
GEORCGE

So | guess you nmade your bed, kid.
Giffin |looks at his father, stricken.

GRI FFI'N
You' re not gonna help nme?
(to Betty)
Mom .. ?
She averts her eyes, shrugs.

BETTY
Your father an | are on a fixed
i ncone.

GRI FFI' N
Fi xed inconme! You got stocks...
bonds.... You cleared over a
mllion dollars at |east when you
sold the old house--

GEORCE
Qur personal finances are none of
your concern.

GRI FFI N
| can’t believe this...

BETTY
You' re a grown nman, Richard. W
can’t keep bailing you out every
time you get in alittle trouble.

GEORGE
She’s right, son.

Giffin |looks at them bew | dered.
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GRI FFI N
You. .. you’'ve never bailed me out
of anything. Not once...

George and Betty trade furtive | ooks. George returns his
attention to his nmeal. Richard sits, stricken, at his end of
the table. The silence is |eaden, broken only by the SCRAPE
OF H'S FATHER S CUTLERY ON CHI NA. .

INT. GRIFFIN S CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Giffin gets in, SLAMS the door. Tries to control hinself,
t aki ng even steady breaths. Suddenly expl odes, wildly
POUNDI NG hi s steering wheel, his dashboard as he ROARS.

After a nmonent, spent, he settles down. Conmes to a dark
realization of what he nust do.
EXT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - NI GHT
Li ght bl azes in the skylights. The sound of a PHONE RI NG NG
It’s picked up by a MACH NE
VI CKY
(recordi ng)
Hel | o, you ve reached the Giffins.
W' re not avail able right now.
Pl ease | eave a nessage after the
t one. ..

INT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - N GHT

A single lanmp illum nates the workbench. The CENTRI FUGE
spins as Giffin, seated on a stool, dejected, his head
propped up by one hand as he presses his phone to his ear,
waiting for the BEEP

GRI FFI N
H honey. It’s Richard. |’ mgonna
be working real |ate again...

SERI ES OF SHOTS:

A LAB REFRI CERATOR is opened. Giffin |ooks through various
VI ALS cont ai ni ng CLEAR SERUMS, plucks one out and reads the
label. Giffin CONTINUES in VO CE OVER

GRIFFIN (V.Q)
"1l try to get home as soon as |
can, but it |ooks |ike we m ght
have to pull another all-nighter...
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A SYRINGE - drawing an injection fromthe VIAL. Giffin
peers through it, his eye distorted in the tube of gl ass.
Taps out the bubbles.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
.| just want you to know, that
project? The one | can't talk
about? I1t’s just about done...

RUBBER TUBI NG - w apped around Giffin's arm cinched tight.
He rubs a cotton swab over the crook of his el bow

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
... and if things work out the way
| think they will, you and I"Il be
set for life. Just knowthis...

GRIFFIN - armoutstretched, picks up the syringe, pauses as
he | ooks over and we RACK FOCUS TO | MVEDI ATE FOREGROUND, HALF
A QU NEA PIG running on its exercise wheel.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
no matter what happens, | |ove
you.

THE NEEDLE - plunges into Giffin's flesh, the SOLUTI ON
JACKED | NTO HI S BLOODSTREAM

END SERI ES

Giffin leans back in his office chair, rel eases the rubber
tie on his arm Wits for an effect, frightened, sweating...

Not hi ng.

H GH ANGLE - | ooking directly dowmn as Giffin gazes at the
ceiling. Suddenly, his entire body is seized by an AGON ZI NG
RI CTUS that throws himto the floor. H's twitching |lips peel
back fromhis teeth and he SCREAMS, LONG AND LOUD, as his
body violently spasns. A SLOWPULL UP takes us

OUT TO BLACK

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

FADE | N:
INT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - DAY

SUNLI GHT pours through the skylights. Giffin lies on the
floor, pale, grizzled. He GROANS, screws his eyes shut,
opens them \What the hell...?

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
The first thing you notice when
you're invisible is that you can't
cl ose your eyes. Your eyelids are
transparent. .

He holds his hand up to shield his eyes fromthe sun.
GRIFFIN S POV - No hand. Just an EMPTY SHI RTSLEEVE

GRI FFI' N - Maki ng | NARTI CULATE SOUNDS of surprise, it takes
hima few attenpts to successfully stand up.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
The second thing is how hard it is
to wal k without a visual frane of
r ef erence. .

He lurches toward the bathroom shoves open the door and paws
the light switch. The FLUORESCENTS FLI CKER ON, and he gazes
at hinmself in the mrror, stunned.

GRIFFIN S POV - an enpty shirt floats in the mrror, sleeves
nmoving as Giffin rubs his cheeks.

GRI FFI N - begins LAUGHI NG groping at the buttons of his
shirt.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Sane with fine notor skills..

Frustrated, he tears open his shirt, POPPI NG BUTTONS
GRIFFIN' S POV - in MRROR an open shirt, filled with

not hing. He props hinself against the sink with both hands.
Breathes |ike a sprinter, heart racing.

&Rl FFI N
WOow.

He startled by a RAPPING at the front door.
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DEPUTY (Q.S.)
County sheriff, Mster Giffin!

OQpen up. ..

Giffin s nouth opens and closes a few tines before he can
find his voice. SHOUTS:

GRI FFIN
Hold on! 1’11 be right there!

EXT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - CONTI NUQUS

A husky SHERI FF' S DEPUTY stands at the door next to Christine
Wadgers. Two ANI MAL CONTROL OFFI CERS wait near their truck.
Agai n, The Deputy pounds on the door with his baton.

DEPUTY
Mster Giffin...?!

INT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - CONTI NUQUS

Shirt off, Giffin kicks off his shoes, yanks down his pants
and SHOUTS:

GRI FFI N
Yeah! Hol d on! I"'min the
bat hr oom

DEPUTY
Giffin!

ON LAPTOP MONI TOR - displaying the slowy revol ving 3-D MODEL
of the INVISIBILITY MOLECULE. Giffin folds the |aptop shut,
slips it in a nylon case.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
My first instinct was to protect ny
work. My only set of notes were in
ny laptop. | also knew I’'d need
sanpl es of the finished serumif |
was going to devel op an antidote...

He opens the refrigerator, scoops vials of seruminto the
bag. MORE KNOCKING Giffin | ooks around, panicked

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
There was only one way to nake sure
nobody woul d reverse-engi neer ny
di scovery and claimit as his own...

Giffin sweeps a row of bottles off one of the shelves,
sendi ng t hem CRASHI NG TO THE FLOOR
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EXT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - CONTI NUQUS

The FAINT SOUND OF GLASS SHATTERI NG. The Deputy gl ances at
Christine, POUNDS on the door. SHOUTS:

DEPUTY
Open up! Now

INT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - CONTI NUQUS
As Giffin LIGHTS A MATCH, SHOUTS:

GRI FFI' N
Yeah, 1'1| be right there!

He tosses the match into the swanp of spilled chemcals
pool ed on the floor. It BURST I NTO FLAMES.

EXT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - CONTI NUQUS

The Deputy SN FFS, |ooks down at his feet. SMOKE CURLS UP
from under the door.

DEPUTY
Giffin!

He beats on the door with his baton, turns to Christine, who

frantically searches her ring of keys, then unlocks the dead-
bolt. The Deputy pushes open the door. SMXE POURS OUT from
the RAG NG FIRE within. The Deputy thunbs his mc:

DEPUTY
Di spatch, call in a fire! 23225 San
Fer nando Road!
(to others)
Stay back!

As the others EDGE BACK, the Deputy ducks his head and runs
inside. As he does, Giffin, naked, slips out, carrying his
| aptop bag. He darts around to the side of the building.

Christine sees novenment fromthe corner of her eye, turns
just in tine to see...

CHRI STINE' S POV - the LAPTOP BAG BOBS AWAY t hrough the snoke,
di sappears around the corner.

CHRI STI NE
VWhat t he--

COUGHI NG, eyes watering, the Deputy staggers out the door,
grabs her, pushing her away fromthe buil ding.
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DEPUTY
Can't find him.. too nmuch snoke.
Everybody nove... chem cal s--

He’s interrupted by AN EXPLOSI ON inside, a FIREBALL rolling
out the door and rising into the sky. Everyone runs for
cover. APPROACH NG SI RENS.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTI NUOUS

A narrow wal kway between buildings. COUGH NG Giffin opens
a dunpster, ditches his |aptop-bag. Wth one final glance
behi nd him he wal ks quickly down the alley and is swal |l owed
by the ROLLI NG SMXKE.

GRIFFIN (V.Q)
It didn't take me long to realize
being invisible is extraordinarily
dangerous. ..

EXT. REAR ACCESS ROAD - CONTI NUOUS

COUGHING Giffin staggers out of the SMXKE-FI LLED ALLEYWAY
only to find hinself in the direct path of an oncom ng HOOK
AND LADDER, SIRENS HOALI NG He dodges at the last mnute,
spinning and falling to the ground as it speeds by.

Dazed, he picks hinself up, watches as FlI REFI GHTERS pour out,
begi n unravel i ng hoses and hooking up to a nearby hydrant.

Several GAWKERS run up to see what’s going on, one of them
BUWING Giffin hard, knocking him again, to the concrete
sidewal k. He covers his head, rolling off the curb into the
gutter to avoid being tranpl ed.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
I had to get home--sonepl ace safe
where | could think, figure things
out. But driving was out of the
guestion--how |l ong would it take
bef ore sonmeone noticed a noving car
wi t h nobody behind the wheel...?

Giffin picks hinself up, w ping BLOOD FROM H S NOSE, | ooks
up to see...

GRIFFIN S POV - across the street, a RAPID TRANSI T BUS pul I's
up to a stop with a H SS OF Al R- BRAKES.

I NT. RAPI D TRANSI T BUS - CONTI NUOUS

A FEW COVWUTERS trudge up the steps. As the |ast boards,
Giffin runs up, is CAUGHT IN THE CLOSI NG DOOR
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Thi nking the lever’s stuck, the DRIVER jerks it open and shut
again, allowing Giffin to slip inside.

Crouching down in the cove, Giffin hangs on as the bus
swings into traffic.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
South wasn’t a problem But West
to Sim Valley would be tricky.

EXT. SAN FERNANDO RQAD/ PAXTON STREET - DAY
Commuters wait at a BUS STOP near the intersection,

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Even if | stuck to the roads, there
was no way | could wal k bar ef oot
el even mles over the Susana Pass...

The bus rolls to a stop past the intersection, the doors
openi ng. TWO OR THREE COMMUTERS step down, followed by
Giffin. He has to nove fast to avoid being caught in the
cl osi ng door, alnost falling headl ong as he stunbl es out.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Wrse, | was dehydrated and hungry.

I NT. M N -MART - MOMENTS LATER

BEHI ND THE COUNTER, a CLERK reads a nagazine. 1In the B.G
Giffin closely follows a young LATI NA CUSTOVER inside. A
SECURI TY MONI TOR above the Cerk displays a view of the door:
THERE' S NO SI GN OF GRI FFI N ON SCREEN

Giffin quietly pads dowmn the aisle to a display of ENERGY
BARS. d ancing around, he quickly unwaps one and wolfs it
down, chasing it with a big slug of bottled water.

LATI NA CUSTOMER (O S.)
Madre de D os..

He | ooks up, sees the Latina staring down at his belly in
cringing disgust. He follows her gaze.

GRIFFIN S POV - A CHEWED MASS of chocol ate, granola and
nougat HOVERS IN M DAIR, disintegrating as it’s ATTACKED BY
| NVI SI BLE DI GESTI VE FLUI DS

GRI FFI' N
(rmutters)
Ah jeez...

He bolts for the exit.
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EXT. M NI - MART - CONTI NUOUS

A coupl e of HARD HATS are entering as Giffin BURSTS out,
nailing one of themw th the door. The Latina runs out,
SHOUTI NG | N SPANI SH and pointing after him

HARD- HATS' POV - chunks of PARTI ALLY DI GESTED ENERGY BAR
sl osh around in the water contained within the contours of
Giffin s stomach, suspended about three-and-a-half feet
above the ground.

GRIFFIN - rounds the corner at the end of the block. By now,
he’s attracted considerable attention from OTHERS, who join
in the chase, pointing and SHOUTI NG Pani cked, he darts into
a dress-shop.

| NT. BOUTI QUE - CONTI NUOUS

A BELL JANGLES. The OMNER, a petite Chi nese woman, steps out
froma back room |ooks around, confused. Suddenly, HALF-A-
DOZEN of Giffin's wild-eyed PURSUERS burst in, led by the
Latina. They begin searching.

OMNNER
What you want ?

LATI NA CUSTOVER
You see sonething cone in here.

OMNNER
“Somet hing!” Wat “sonet hi ng?”
What you tal k about ?

LATI NA CUSTOVER
Shh. ..

The Latina and the others cautiously fan out through the
store, wal king past...

GRIFFIN - who stands very still in the center of a circular
rack of blouses. Hi's pursuers |ook everywhere but directly
at him A FEWPASSING WTH N FEET OF H M

Confused, nervous, the Owmer watches the intruders. She
pi cks up the phone.

OMNER
| call police.

LATI NA CUSTOMER
You sure you didn’'t see anything?
Like... like alittle ball of crud
floating around?
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OMNNER
You crazy. You go now. Everybody

go.

Dejected, a little enbarrassed, the intruders abandon their
search, the Omer shooing themout the door. Giffin closes
his eyes, heaves a quiet sigh of relief.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
It was over forty-five mnutes
before I could go out again, but in
the neantinme, | figured out a way
to get hone...

EXT. SAN FERNANDO ROAD - 118 FREEVWAY ONRAMP - DAY

In the left turn lane, A BATTERED PICKUP idles in line for
west bound freeway access, the bed | oaded with GARDENI NG TOOLS
AND EQUI PMENT, A LAVAMOVER. . .

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
It was just a matter of waiting for
the right vehicle headed in the
right direction...

IN THE CAB - A GARDENER druns his fingers to the beat of
RANCHERA MUSI C bl aring over his radio. Suddenly, the REAR OF
H S TRUCK BOUNCES ON I TS SPRINGS. Baffled, he checks his
mrrors, sees nothing.

He steps out of the cab, carefully inspects the back, his
eyes noving past. ..

GRI FFI N - buck-naked, seated atop bags of manure stacked near
the tailgate.

The LEFT TURN ARROWturns green. Cars behind them start
BEEPI NG The Gardener hurries back to the cab, throws it
into gear and swings onto the freeway onranp, passing a SIGN
that reads: WEST - SIM VALLEY.

EXT. 118 FREEWAY - LATER

IN THE TRUCK BED - Cruising in the fast |ane, hair bl own back
by the wind, Giffin smles slightly, as if pleased by his
own i ngenuity.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
Hitching a ride was easy. The real
problemwas getting it to stop when
| arrived at ny destination..
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GRIFFIN S POV - an approachi ng OFFRAMP SIGN reads: SIM
VALLEY - NEXT 5 EXITS

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
But | had that figured out.

Giffin reaches over, jerks up the TAI LGATE LATCH As it
falls open with a LOUD METALLI C THUWP, he grabs the | awnnmower
and hauls it back, dunmping it fromthe open rear of the cargo-
bed. It CRASHES to the roadway, triggering a cacophony of
SQUEALI NG TI RES and HONKI NG HORNS.

TI GAT ON REARVI EWM RRCOR - The Gardener’s eyes go wide in
horror.

EXT. 118 FREEWAY - | NSI DE SHOULDER - MOMENTS LATER

Angry, The Gardener throws the WRECKAGE OF H S LAWNMOVER i nto
the truck-bed, SLAMS the tailgate shut. He gets in the cab
and FLOORS I T back onto the freeway. A SLOW PULL REVEALS
Giffin, watching.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
O course, it would ve helped if
he’ d pul |l ed over on the outside
shoul der .

He slowy turns, gazing despondently at TRAFFI C, BARRELLI NG
PAST HM AT 70 MPH in nmultiple | anes.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
There are certain tasks in life that
defy preparation, experience and
practice. Near the top of that |ist--
sonewher e above stealing your first
ki ss and bel ow drawi ng your | ast
breath--is crossing five | anes of
freeway traffic when you' re naked
and invisible.

Giffin runs across the fast lane, STOPS, letting a CAR BLAST
BY. ..

Darts across the nunber-two and three |anes, STOPS, hauling
hi nsel f back, nearly pasted by a SEM. ..

Waits, TRAFFIC BLURRING BY in front of and behind him..
Finally, he sees an opening and sprints across the FINAL TWOD

LANES, diving for the shoulder just in time to avoid being
nai l ed by an SUV.
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On his hands and knees, road-rashed and bleeding, Giffin
catches his breath. He stands, unsteady, and begins |inping
down the energency | ane toward the next offranp.

LI TTLE G RLS ( PRE- LAP)
Ci nderel |l a,
dressed in yella,
went upstairs to kiss a fella.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. GRI FFI N RESI DENCE - DAY

TWO SMALL FEET - in sneakers, hopping up and down, skipping
rope as the SI NG SONG COUNT CONTI NUES.

LI TTLE G RLS
Made a ni stake and ki ssed a snake.
How many doctors did it take?
One. ..
Two. ..

A SLONPULL reveals the THREE G RLS we saw at the top of the
show, junping rope on the sidewal k, then GRIFFIN, standing in
front of them staring up at his house, weary and battered.

LI TTLE G RLS ( CONT' D)
Thr ee. . .
Four. ..
Fi ve. ..

REVERSE - The Grls junping rope in the FOREGROUND, the COUNT
CONTI NUES as he wal ks toward his front door.

I NT. GRI FFI N RESI DENCE - CONTI NUOUS

We can still hear the GRLS VOCES as Giffin quietly opens
the front door. He's about to call Vicki’'s nane when the
COUNT STOPS:

LITTLE GRLS (O S.)
Si Xx. ..
Seven. ..
Ei ght. ..
N ne- -

In the SUDDEN SI LENCE, he can di scern the MJFFLED MOANS of a
MAN AND A WOVAN MAKI NG LOVE UPSTAI RS. Giffin begins quietly
maki ng his way up the steps.
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I NT. GRIFFI N RESI DENCE - UPSTAI RS HALLWAY - CONTI NUQUS

As Giffin reaches the | anding, the FURTI VE SOUNDS GROW
LOUDER, nore intense, approaching orgasm BEDSPRI NGS
CREAKI NG. QUTSIDE, the FAINT VOCES of the Little Grls as
t hey RESUVE THEI R GANE:

LI TTLE G RLS (O S.)
Ci nderel |l a,
dressed in yella,
went upstairs to kiss a fella..

Movi ng down the hallway, the bedroom door ajar...

LITTLE G RLS (O S.; CONT’ D)
Made a ni stake and ki ssed a snake.
How many doctors did it take?
One. ..
Two. ..

Giffin tips open the door.

LITTLE G RLS (O S.; CONT D)
Thr ee. . .
Four. ..
Fi ve. ..

GRIFFIN' S POV - TENNIS QUTFI TS are crunpled on the floor. In
t he bed, TODD BUCKNER, 27, tanned, blond--a hard-bodied
tennis instructor--makes love to Vicky Giffin.

I NT. GRIFFI N RESI DENCE - MASTER BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Giffin stares at themfromthe threshold, shock slowy
giving way to rage as the G RL'S SI NG SONG CHANTI NG FADES.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
If | hadn’t been invisible, |
woul d’ ve turned around and wal ked
awnay. . .

SNARLING Giffin throws hinself at Buckner, hurls himoff
the bed. Buckner’s head SLAMS against a mrrored closet
door, stunning him

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
But unencunbered by the physica
reality of flesh and bone, |I’d been
reduced to sonething akin to pure
t hought; pure consci ousness; pure,
whi t e- hot rage. .
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Giffin straddles Vicky, begins throttling her. Though we
can plainly see him THERE IS NO REFLECTION of himin the
| arge, CRACKED M RROR behi nd t hem

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
It was |ike a dream an out of body
experience. ..

BUCKNER, stunned, |ooks up at the bed, confused.

BUCKNER S POV - Vicky GURGAES, bucks violently up and down as
if trying to throw off her unseen intruder, claws at her own
t hr oat .

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
| was there, but | wasn't there..

GRIFFIN - face quivering with rage, gazing down at Vicky as
he squeezes the life out of her

GRIFFIN (V.Q)
I was strangling ny wife, but I
couldn’t see ny hands. ..

VI CKY - as she finally goes still, her eyes glassy and w de,
tongue swollen as we slowy becone aware of the G RLS
CHANTI NG. . .

LITTLE G RLS (O S.; CONT' D)
Thirty-seven..
Thirty-eight...
Thirty-nine. ..

Overcome with revul sion at what he’s done, Giffin shoves

hi nsel f off the bed. He sees Buckner on the floor, dazed,
dunmb- ani mal eyes staring, bew |l dered, at the dead wonman in
t he bed, conpletely unaware of her killer’s presence.

LITTLE G RLS (O S.; CONT' D)
Forty. ..
Forty-one. ..
Forty-two. ..
Forty-three...

I NT. GRIFFI N RESI DENCE - GARAGE - MOMENTS LATER

Giffin throws a bundle of clothes into his wife's Land
Rover, gets in and SLAMS the door; STARTS THE ENG NE as he
t hunbs the renote clipped to the visor, the garage door

rol Iing open.
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EXT. GRI FFI N RESI DENCE - CONTI NUOUS

The ROAR of the ROVER S ENG NE startles the Little Grls.
They watch as the apparently DRI VERLESS Rover speeds down the

driveway, FISHTAILS out onto the street and ROARS away.
OUT _TO BLACK

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

EXT. GRIFFIN S | NDUSTRI AL SPACE - DUSK

Establish. The place has been reduced to a shell, SCORCH
MARKS st ai ni ng the bricks above the boarded up doorway,
CHARRED DEBRIS littering the parking |ot.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
My mind was racing. | only knew
one thing for sure: As long as |
was invisible, I was sick. Very
sick. | had to fornulate an
antidote...

EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTI NUOUS

Giffin, now wearing jeans and a DARK HOCDED SWEATSHI RT,
opens the dunpster, fishes out his |aptop bag.

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
I recovered ny notes and the serum
But 1'd need to replace all ny
equi pnent, ny chem cal s--everything
I"d lost in the fire...

He pads down the alleyway toward the parked Rover.
I NT. LAND ROVER - CONTI NUOUS

Giffin tosses his bag across to the passenger seat as he
slides behind the wheel, shuts the door. Adjusts the rear-
view mrror, sees sonething in it that strikes him

REAR-VIEW M RRCR - There is NO FACE refl ected under the hood
of Giffin s sweatshirt, only a SHADOANED, EMPTY SHELL

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
And | knew just where to go..

EXT. G ANNl GLI TZ COSMETI CS - N GHT

A lowslung industrial building. A stylized sign on the
building identifies it as G ANNl G.I TZ BEAUTY PRODUCTS, | NC
The parking lot is alnost enpty. An unmarked Crown Vic is
parked in the handi capped space near the entrance.

RAMOS ( PRE- LAP)
You fired himseven nonths ago?
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INT. G ANNl CGLI TZ COSMETICS - CUSS' S OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS

RAMOS, early-30s, a sharp-1ooking Latina hom cide detective,
sits in front of Cuss at his desk. Cuss has Giffin s open
file on his blotter.

CUSS
Term nated, yes. Wat can | say?
(shrugs, closes the file)
Sois Giffina, uhm..

RAMOS
Suspect ? Nah.

Ranos’ partner, HARDESTY, m d-40s, high-school |inebacker
gone to seed, exam nes product sanples on a shelf.

HARDESTY
We just need to find himbefore he,
you know... sees it on the news or
sonet hi ng.

RAMOS

Notification. Next of kin and al
that. So why’'d you fire hinf

CUSS
(of f bal ance)
Who?

The two cops just stare at him nonplussed. Wo the fuck
does he think? Cuss slowly shakes his head.

CUSS
I"’msorry. | just... | really
can’t discuss personnel issues.
RAMOS
Uh- huh. And you peopl e do what
here? | nmean, exactly.

Cuss gives her the practiced drivel fromhis corporate
handbook:

CUSS
We test the quality, safety and
ef ficacy of our beauty products,
cosnetics, etcetera.

HARDESTY
(smrks)
Et cet er a.
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RAMOS
So what was Giffin working on?
Anyt hi ng, you know... unusual ?

Cuss looks at them It’s clear they know nore than they're
saying. Gves them a sheepish “1’d-1ike-to-hel p-but” shrug.

CUSS
Sorry. That's proprietary
information. Trade secrets, you
know. . .

HARDESTY
Proprietary.

The word hangs in the air like a bad snell. Cuss shifts in
his chair. Reaches deep and finds sone bluster.

CUSS
Can | ask what all this has to do
with your investigation?

Ranos doesn’t answer, just gazes at him a conpletely
i ndeci pherabl e Mona Lisa smle on her lips.

RAMOS
You' ve been very hel pful, Mster
Cuss. W'l call if we have any

nore questi ons.

She slips her notebook in her bag, stands and takes one of
his cards w thout asking. As soon as she and Hardesty exit,
Cuss picks up his phone, dials.

CUSS

M ss Dunhill, get nme Pierce over at
Chem cal Logistics...

(waits)
Jason. Stu here. We mght have a
problem Richard Giffin's wife
was nur der ed.

(annoyed)
You did? | nean, it would ve been
nice if you gave nme a heads up. |
just had two hom cide detectives in
here asking all kinds of questions--
projects he was working on, the
whol e bal |l of wax--

(def ensive)
O course | didn't.

Cuss slowy leans back in his chair, listening with grow ng
relief.
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CUSS
You sure?
(beat)
You bet. Thanks, Jace.

He di sconnects, picks Giffin's file off his desk and begi ns
feeding the contents into a SHREDDER

GRIFFIN (O S.)
Chem cal Logistics.

Cuss sits bolt upright. GRIFFIN STANDS DI RECTLY BEHI ND H M
GRI FFI' N
That’ s one of our sister conpani es,
isnt it, Stu?

Frantic, Cuss | ooks around.

CUSS
Who' s there?

GRI FFI'N
Oh, yeah. | renmenber. That’'s the
one with all those governnent

contracts..
Cuss lunges for his phone. Giffin grabs a letter opener,
drives it down and | MPALES CUSS' S HAND to his desk. Cuss’s
STARTLED SCREAM IS CUT SHORT as Giffin grabs himin a
headl ock, clanmps one hand over his nouth.
Soneone RATTLES the door knob, KNOCKS.

MSS DUNHI LL (O S.)
M ster Cuss? Are you all right?

| NTERCUT W TH:
INT. G ANNI GLI TZ COSMETI CS - OUTER OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS

M ss Dunhill stands at the inner office door, mildly
concerned. Again, she tries the door. |T S LOCKED.

M SS DUNHI LL
M ster Cuss...?

Giffin WH SPERS in Cuss’s ear.

GRI FFI N
Tell her everything s fine.
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CUSS
(shaken)
Everything' s fine, Mss Dunhill

@RI FFI N
(whi spers)
Send her hone.

Cuss hesitates. Giffin jerks the letter opener from Cuss’s
hand, presses it to the flesh just below his right eye.

GRI FFI'N
(cl enched teeth)
Do it.
CUSS

(calls out)
You can go ahead and take off now.
"1l lock up.

M SS DUNHI LL
Yessi r.

Giffin and Cuss listen for a nmonment, hear the OUTER OFFI CE
DOOR SNI CK SHUT.

GRI FFI N
You son of a bitch. You stole it
fromnme, didn’t you? You stole ny
research.

CUSS
No.

Giffin gives Cuss’s head a violent jerk, presses the letter
opener into the flesh under his jaw

GRI FFI N
The truth!

CUSS
| didn’t--1 had no idea when |
fired you that--

GRI FFI N
But later...

Cuss nods, a tear escaping one eye, terrified.
CUSS

You were right. Your discovery
was. . .
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Cuss trails off.

GRI FFIN
Huge.
CUSS
That’s right! Huge. | wanted to
call you. Bring you back--
GRI FFIN
Sure you did.
CUSS
| did, I swear! But corporate

wanted to keep everything in-house.
Turned the project over to Cheni cal
Logi sti cs.

GRI FFI' N
What project? | took everything--
nmy notes, ny conpounds. You don’t
have anyt hi ng- -

Stops and reconsiders a nonent, then realizes...

GRI FFI'N
Maggi e.

CUSS
She didn’t want to do it. Not at
first. But they offered her a
team her own | ab, stock options--

Furious, Giffin THROAS Cuss to the floor. Cuss crab-craws
back, presses hinself against his credenza, frantically
| ooki ng around.

CUSS
What do you want ?

Eyes burning with hatred, Giffin stares at Cuss for a | ong
nonent before we

CUT TO
EXT. GANNI G.ITZ COSMETICS - LQOADI NG DOCK - NI GHT
A STEEL DOCR is ROLLED UP, Giffin’s Land Rover parked, its
rear facing the dock. Cuss pushes a cart | oaded with boxes

of chem cals and | ab equi pnent in alum num cases up as
Giffin opens the rear doors, |ooks around.
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GRI FFI'N
Everything in the back. Co.

CUSS
This is crazy. You re just naking
t hi ngs worse- -

Giffin SMACKS himin the back of the head.

GRI FFI'N
Shut up.

Cuss, rattled, speaks rapidly as he begins off-1loading the
cart into Giffin s SUV.

CUSS
That guy | was talking to at
Chem cal Logistics. Pierce. He's
our marketing liaison with the
gover nment people. Ex-spook.
C.1.A The real deal. He knew all
about your wife's nurder. Said you
woul dn’t be a problem Said they
were already on it..

He | oads the |ast box into the back of the Rover.

GRI FFI N
“Onit...”

Giffin SLAMS the rear doors shut.

GRI FFI' N
what the hell’s that supposed
to mean?
CUSS

It means this whole deal, this
technol ogy, it’s black as hell.
It’s a Honel and security issue.
Pierce has contacts with all kinds
of fringe players, private
contractors--

Giffin suddenly himby the back of the neck, gives him an
i npati ent shake.

GRI FFI' N
What’' re you sayi ng?

SECURI TY GUARD
Hey!
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Startled, both nmen turn. A SECURI TY GUARD approaches, his
hand covering the butt of his pistol. Cuss grabs Giffin's
arm throws a wild gut-punch that connects solidly. Giffin
drops to his knees, Cuss holding on for dear |ife, SHOUTS:

CUss
Hel p ne!

The Guard | ooks at him confused.

SECURI TY GUARD
M ster Cuss? What the hell’s--

GUARD S POV - Cuss is holding on to air, struggling with his
I NVI SI BLE OPPONENT.

CUSS
Hurry, you idiot! He s gonna get
away! Shoot! Shoot him

Suddenly, sonething sweeps Cuss’s |legs out fromunder him
He falls back, his HEAD STRI KI NG THE CONCRETE FLOOR

THE GUARD - sl owy approaches, confused, gun drawn.

SECURI TY GUARD
Sir...

GQUARD S POV - As we slowy nove up on Cuss’s prone form H'S
HEAD LI FTED BY UNSEEN HANDS and repeatedly, violently SLAMVED
agai nst the concrete as invisible GRIFFIN SNARLS:

GRIFFIN (O S.)
You sonof abitch--
( CRACK)
--think you can threaten me--
( CRACK)
--stupi d bast ards!

WORM S-EYE VIEW- Giffin straddles Cuss’s chest, lifting the
unconsci ous man’s head by the ears and POUNDI NG it agai nst
the concrete with a final wet, sickening CRACK. Breathing
heavily, he | ooks down at his victimas the Guard slowy
STEPS | NTO FRAME BEHI ND H M

SECURI TY GUARD
M ster Cuss...?

Giffin turns, the GQuard gazing through himat the dead nan
on the floor in nunb shock. He BATS the pistol fromthe
Quard’ s hand.
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THE GUARD - stunned, |ooks around, then at his enpty hand.
What the hell just happened? Suddenly, he hears a CAR DOOR
SHUT. Turns just as the Land Rover’s engi ne ROARS TO LI FE.

SECURI TY GUARD
Hey!

He takes a couple steps forward, watches hel plessly as the
SUWV ROARS AVAY into the darkness. Hold a beat, then

SLAM TG
EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - DAY

The famliar SIG\: THE ROYAL PALMS MOTEL & SPA. TILT DOM to
reveal MR HALL, |ate-50s, a skinny, faded ex-biker-type,

| ong, lank graying hair pulled back in a ponytail, unloading
t he boxes and equi pnent fromthe back of dusty Land Rover as
his wife | ooks on.

MR HALL
Wiy in hell can’'t he tote his own
stuff. This ain'"t The Ritz.

MRS. HALL
| told you, he’s recovering from
surgery.

MR HALL

What ki nda surgery?

MRS. HALL
You think I’ m gonna ask himthat?

M. Hall GRUNTS as he sets a box down on top of the others
stacked on a dolly. There's the CLINKING OF BOITLES i nsi de
t he box.

MR HALL
Sounds | i ke booze.
(a sour glance toward
Giffin s notel room
You don’t think he s gonna trash
t he pl ace?

MRS. HALL
(snorts)
Ain’t nothing worth trashing.

Hal| glares at his wfe.
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REPORTER ( PRE- LAP)
. pol i ce di scovered the body of a
woman identified as Victoria
Giffin inside her Sim Valley
hone. ..

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - DAY

ON TELEVI SION - A REPORTER stands in front of Giffin's
house, the yard festooned with yellow crine-scene tape,
POLICE CARS in the driveway.

REPORTER ( CONT’ D)
A suspect was arrested at the
scene. Authorities have identified
hi m as Todd Buckner, 26, an
instructor at a |local tennis
cl ub..

GRIFFIN - Asleep, still sprawl ed on the bed, the bandages on
the lower half of his face tugged down. A KNOCK at the door.

MR HALL (O S.)
CGot your bags, mster...

A key scrapes the | ock and the door opens a crack, glaring
sunl i ght stream ng past himinto the room

GRI FFI N
No, don’t!

Giffin springs fromthe bed, staggers up to the door, one
hand covering the |lower half of his face. M. Hall reacts,
horrified, before Giffin SHOVES the door closed.

EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Shaken, M. Hall stands on the | anding for a nonent,
confused, not sure what to do. W can still hear the
TELEVI SI ON | NSI DE:

REPORTER
... still mssing, the victims
husband, Richard Giffin, 33--

It’'s ABRUPTLY SWTCHED OFF. After a monent, Giffin CALLS
FROM W THI N:

GRIFFIN (O S.)
kay... you can cone in, now.
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I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

M. Hall eases the door open, peers into the room The
bedspread is runpled, the | aptop open on a bedside table, but
no sign of Giffin.

MR. HALL
Mster...?

M. Hall’s eyes are drawn to the hypnotizing, nowfamliar
DI SPLAY OF THE COVWPLEX MOLECULE on Giffin’s |aptop.

GRI FFI' N
Just put everything down on the
floor by the dresser.

Hal | starts, sees Giffin, sunglasses on, gauze-w apped face
peering at himthrough the cracked bat hroom door. He covers
the lower half of his face with a hand-towel.

GRI FFI N
I’msorry, it’s just... |I’mvery
sensitive to |ight.

M. Hall slowy nods, hesitates.

GRI FFI'N
There’s a twenty on the table. You
can take it when you re done.

M. Hall sees the bill lying on the table, enters and hastily
deposits the stack of boxes and cases inside the door.

GRI FFI' N
I's that everything?

MR HALL
Yeah. Everything.

Pal pably relieved, M. Hall picks up the twenty, tucks it in
his jeans pocket as he noves toward the door.

GRI FFI N
Wai t .

M. Hall freezes. God, he just wants to get out of there.
GRI FFI' N

The air-conditioner. |It’s making a
noi se. .
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MR HALL
(hesitates)
If you want, we could nove you to
anot her room -

GRI FFI' N
No, that’s okay. |I'mfine, here.
(M. Hall doesn’'t nove)

Thank you.
After a beat, M. Hall gives Giffin a guarded nod.
SLAM TCO

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - MANAGER S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Ms. Hall is back in her recliner, munching cheese-puffs as
she wat ches an | NANE GAME SHOW on the tel evision. The SCREEN
DOCR SLAMS in the adjoining office.

Her husband enters, crosses to the kitchenette, opens a
cabinet and pulls out a bottle of WId Turkey. Ms. Hall
hits “MJTE,” turns in her chair.

VRS. HALL
VWhat ?

He slowy | ooks up, eyes haunted.
MR HALL
(wi t hout turning)
It aint Brad Pitt...

OUT TO BLACK

END OF ACT FOUR
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ACT FI VE

FADE | N:
I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - MANAGER S APARTMENT - NI GHT

As Ms. Hall watches curiously fromher recliner, M. Hal
pours hinself a generous shot of whiskey and knocks it back.

MRS. HALL
What happened?

M. Hall |eans against the counter, collecting his conposure.

MR HALL
| knocked but he didn't answer, so
| used ny key. He was on the bed.
It was dark.

VRS. HALL
So?

MR HALL
So | guess... sone of his bandages
nmusta cone | oose.
(shudders)
It was bad.

VRS. HALL
You saw his face?

M. Hall nods, pours another shot, hands shaking.

MR HALL
Man nusta had a accident. A rea
bad one. His jaw was just... tore
of f.

MRS. HALL

Hi s whol e jaw?

MR HALL
Not hi ng there but a big black hole
fromhere to here..

He pl aces the edges of his hands against his upper lip and
the top of his shirt-collar.

VRS. HALL
That's ri di cul ous.
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MR HALL
I know what | saw.

VRS. HALL
So how conme he can tal k?

M. Hall averts his eyes, suddenly unsure. He hadn’t thought
about that. Ms. Hall gives hima dismssive | ook, turns and
t hunbs off the “MJUTE” on the television. After a beat:

MR HALL
He says his air-conditioner’s
maki ng a noi se.

VRS. HALL
He said so? That nust be sone
trick, what, with no jaw and all ...

EXT. CONDO COVPLEX - DAY

Det ecti ves Ranps and Hardesty stand outside the gate. OVER
THE SPEAKER, a RING TONE purrs, George Giffin picks up.

GEORGE
(over speaker)
Yeah, who’s there?

RAMOS
Detective Ranbs, Sim Valley
Police. W need to ask you a few
guestions about Richard.

GEORCE
(over speaker)
Ri chard who?

Ranos and Hardesty trade a gl ance.
I NT. TOMNHOUSE - DI NI NG ROOM - MOVENTS LATER

Dressed for a round of golf, George Giffin sits at the table
with the two detectives. Ranps takes notes.

RAMOS
And this was the night before | ast?
GEORGE
(hol I ers)

Betty? N ght before |ast?

BETTY (Q. S.)
Yes, dear!
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George GRUNTS. Ranps jots a note.

RAMOS
Did he seem nornal ?
GEORGE
Hell no. Practically went on a

r anpage.

Betty enters with a tray of iced tea.

BETTY
He wanted to borrow sone noney.
HARDESTY
A | oan?
GECRGE
Called it an investnent. That's a
[ augh. .
RAMOS

What’' d he need the noney for?

George and Betty trade a gl ance, hesitate. Ranpos | ooks at
one, then the other, patiently waiting. Finally...

GEORCE
It’s kinda enbarrassing...
RAMOS
Enbar r assi ng.
GEORCE
Sad, even...
BETTY

Richard said he’d invented a way to
make people. ..

She trails off, hesitant to make what she’'s convi nced woul d
be an adm ssion that madness runs in the famly.

RAMOS
Make peopl e what ?

Agai n, George and Betty gl ance nervously at one anot her.
Finally, George turns to them resigned.

I NT. UNMARKED CROWN VI C - MOMENTS LATER

Behi nd the wheel, Ranos slips on her seat-belt. Hardesty
SLAMS hi s door
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I nvi si bl e.
RAMOS
That's what the nman said.
HARDESTY
That's nuts.
RAMOS
Ya t hi nk?
HARDESTY
Yeabh. I think.

Ranpbs draws a deep breath. She doesn’'t like it, but...

RAMOS
We got tennis-boy, says there was
nobody el se in the room Swears
the vic had sone kind of seizure.

HARDESTY
Coroner says she was strangl ed.

RAMOS
No question. She absolutely was
strangled. Then we got the girls--

HARDESTY
--saw the vic's car drive off with
nobody behind the wheel. You
bel i eve t hat?

RAMOS
The husband worked in a | ab--
HARDESTY
--a cosnetics |ab.
RAMOS
Your point?
HARDESTY
It’s barely a lab. | nean...
cosnetics, right?
RAMOS
Still, his ex-boss gets all hinky

when we ask what Giffin was
wor ki ng on
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It was proprietary.

She gi ves hima | ook.

RAMOS
Don’t gime that. You had your
suspi cions. You gonna tell nme you
didn’t suspect?

HARDESTY
kay, fine. Sure, | thought
somet hi ng was off, but... cone on!

Ranpbs shrugs. It is what it is.

They | ock eyes. Hold a beat. Ranmpbs SN CKERS.

BUSTS UP

HARDESTY
kay. So what's our game plan?

RAMOS
We cut tennis-boy | oose, get an
arrest warrant for Giffin. Mirder
one. Issue an A.P.B. Caution the
| aw enf orcement comunity that the
suspect is--

HARDESTY
(interrupts)
--invisible.

RAMOS
Yeabh. I nvi si bl e.

HARDESTY
Be on the | ook-out for sone guy you
can’t see.

RAMOS
That sounds about right.

RAMOS
How about we just BOLO the wife's
car, throw it on the sheet, see
what turns up

HARDESTY
That m ght work. Say we’re | ooking
for a possible accessory.

Har desty

58.
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RAMOS
I f anyone asks.

HARDESTY
Yeah. Naturally.

Ranpbs STARTS the car. Hesitates before putting it in gear
gazi ng out the w ndshield, disheartened.

HARDESTY
What ?

RAMOS
It’s not entirely crazy. You do
know t hat .

She neets his eyes. After a |long nonent, he | ooks away.

HARDESTY
You gonna drive or what?

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - DUSK

ORANGE SUNLI GHT struggl es through the closed blinds. Open
cases litter the bed. The table is crowded with SCl ENTIFIC

| NSTRUVENTS, BEAKERS, M CROSCOPE AND CENTRI FUGE. Di spl ayed
on a LAPTOP MONI TOR, the 3D DIG TAL MODEL of the invisibility
serum s MOLECULAR STRUCTURE

GRI FFI' N
Opacity conmpound C19. Cel lul ar
integrity intact, conputer nodels
| ook prom sing...

Sweating profusely, stripped down to jeans and a t-shirt,
wearing a small HEADSET jacked into his laptop, Giffin

adj usts a Bunsen-burner under a beaker of bubbling liquid the
color and consistency of tallow and records his findings into
his conputer audio-log, his VO CE TREMBLI NG wi th desperati on:

GRI FFI' N
This is nmy last shot. |[|’'ve
distilled the last of ny serumto
devel op the base, increased the
am no-aci d conponents in order to
speed absorption--

Wth fevered eyes, he watches a single drop of CLOUDY LI QU D
build at the end of a glass condenser, drop into a snmall test-
t ube. | NPATI ENT:

GRI FFI N
C non. ...
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Startled by A KNOCK at the door, he strips off the headset
and SNARLS:

GRI FFI N
What .

EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

TEDDY HENFREY, a squat ALBI NO WOVAN wearing wor k-overalls
with “ZI PPY HEATI NG AND Al R- CONDI TI ONI NG’ enbroi dered on the
back, SPEAKS LOUDLY through the door.

TEDDY
Air conditioner repair.

GRIFFIN (O S.)
Not now. Cone back | ater

TEDDY
No can do, sir. Gonna be out in
Apple Valley all day on a big
install...

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

TIGHT ON - The oversi zed sungl asses resting atop the | oose,
unwr apped bandages on the bed. Giffin snatches themup with
one hand.

GRI FFI N
Hol d on!

EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS
Teddy waits. She’s about to knock agai n when, suddenly,

Giffin UNLOCKS and opens the door a crack. Hood up;
bandages and dark gl asses.

GRI FFIN
How long’ Il it take?
TEDDY
Not | ong.
Giffin hesitates.
TEDDY

You' re gonna want it fixed.
Weat her man says it’s gonna be a
real scorcher tonorrow.

Giffin | ooks at her, heaves a resigned sigh.
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I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN' S ROOM - N GHT

The air conditioner has been dismantled, parts spread out on
a small tarp as Teddy works on the fan. The bedside |anp has
been placed on the floor, shade renoved to give her nore
light. She glances over her shoul der.

Giffin stands unconfortably close, arns crossed, radiating
i npati ence. Creeped out, Teddy returns to her task.

GRI FFI' N
Hyponel anosi s.

TEDDY
Yessir. That’s what the doctors
call it.

GRI FFI' N
Do you have red eyes? | can't tell
inthis light.

TEDDY

No. They’'re blue. You a doctor?

He SNI FFS, wi pes his nose with the back of his glove.

GRI FFI' N
Not a nedi cal doctor.
TEDDY
Cuz nost people just ask if I'man

al bi no.

(adds, pointedly)
That's if they stop staring |ong
enough to ask

Giffin just nods. Doesn't nove. Doesn't |ook away.

TEDDY
You get in sone kinda accident?

GRI FFI' N
Yes.
(hesitates)
More of a condition, really.

TEDDY
What ki nda condition?
GRI FFI' N
Simlar to yours but... nore

extrene.



Something in Giffin s voice indicates bitter anusenent
this description.

A silent,

TEDDY
You trying to be funny?

GRI FFI' N
No. Wen will you be done?

TEDDY
Soon.

unconf ort abl e beat.

TEDDY
VWhat ki nda doctor?

GRI FFI N
l"msorry?

TEDDY
You say you're not a nedica
doctor. \What kind, then?

Giffin follows Teddy's gaze toward the scientific
paraphernalia cluttering the table.

GRI FFI' N
I’ma physicist. |’mdoing sone
research. | needed sone peace and

quiet. That’s why |I’mhere. You
can tell that to Ms. Hall.

TEDDY
Wiy would | do that?

GRI FFI' N
Because it’s obvious you' re not
here to fix the air conditioner.
If it was, you d have been done
thirty m nutes ago.

TEDDY
Is that a fact?
GRI FFI N
Yes. That is a fact. Now

pl ease. .
(heart attack serious)
finish and go.

62.
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EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - MOMENTS LATER

Teddy | oads her tools into the back of the van. Ms. Hal
punps her for information

MRS. HALL

A physicist?

TEDDY

That’'s what he told ne.

MRS. HALL

You nean |i ke one of them guys,
t eaches you how to wal k and feed
yoursel f after a stroke?

Teddy rolls her eyes.

TEDDY

No. That’s a physical therapist.
A physicist is a guy who, you know,

bui | ds nucl ear bonbs and stuff.
VRS. HALL
(al ar med)

You think he’s building a nuke?

TEDDY

No. Hell no. You need way nore
stuff than he’s got in there to
buil d a nuke.

EXT. GLEESON S CORNER - NI GHT

A cl apboard roadhouse at the intersection of two dusty

bl ackt ops, JOAN JETT growing loud on the juke. Teddy’'s van
is parked out front in the dirt |ot anmong work-trucks,
beaters and a line of rat-bike Harley Davidsons.

Still,

FEARENSI DE ( PRE- LAP)
he coul d be sonme ki nda

terrorist...

I NT. GLEESON S CORNER - CONTI NUOUS

Dmy lit, cigarette snoke glowing with primary colors from
dozens of NEON BEER-SIGNS on the walls. M xed BLUE- COLLAR

and OUTLAW CROVD.

Teddy Henfrey sits at the bar with

FEARENSI DE, a burly bi ker wearing a greasy denimvest, a
huge, bushy noustache, tiny round sungl asses and a bandanna.

TEDDY

No accent.
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Fearensi de rubs his chin, nodding sagely as if that would
settle it in a court of law. Sonething occurs to Fearenside.

FEARENSI DE
Maybe he’ s cooking i ce.

TEDDY
Met h?  Ya think?

FEARENSI DE
What kinda | egitimte guy does
scientific research in a fl ea-bag
i ke The Pal n8? You say he had a
| ot of chem cals and stuff...?

Teddy nods.

FEARENSI DE
Stay put. 1’1l be right back.

Fearenside rolls off his stool, swaggers past a gang of
bi kers pl ayi ng pool for cash, a COUPLE propped up agai nst the
wal I, dry-hunpi ng near the back door, then out into...

EXT. GLEESON S CORNER - BACK PARKI NG LOT - CONTI NUOUS

A ROADY, SHOUTI NG CROAD surrounds two tough-1ooking guys in
the mddle of a vicious street-fight. Fearenside weaves
t hrough the crowd.

He approaches a uniformed County Sheriff’'s Deputy, JAFFERS,
| ate 40s, hard, sunbaked. He leans on the fender of his
crui ser, arnms crossed, inpassively watching the fight.

FEARENSI DE
Hey, Jaffers.

JAFFERS
‘sup, Stinky.

FEARENSI DE

Wsh you wouldn’t call ne that.

JAFFERS
Way not? Everybody el se does.

FEARENSI DE
Not to my face.

Jaffers grins, pushing a toothpick fromone corner of his
nmouth to the other.
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JAFFERS
So what’ s up?

FEARENSI DE
CGotta guy cooking neth out at The
Pal ns.

This tidbit gets Jaffer’s eyes off the fight. He |ooks at
Fearenside for the first tine.

JAFFERS
One of Easy’s boys?

FEARENSI DE
(shakes hi s head)
Freel ance.

Jaspers heaves a tired sigh, shakes his head.
I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - NI GHT

Giffin shuts off a small spigot at the end of the gl ass
condenser tube. Picks up the test tube, which now contains
enough of the CLOUDY ANTIDOTE for a single injection. Speaks
quietly into his headset:

GRI FFI' N
Opacity conpound testing protocol ..
i ntranmuscul ar self-injection, 5 ccs.
If results are positive, begin
i ntravenous series--

He hears the STEALTHY CRUNCH of wheels on gravel OUTSIDE
Turns toward the door, slowly renoving his headset

EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - NI GHT

Jaffers’ cruiser noses through the darkened parking | ot,
headl ights off. He rolls to a SLONSTOP BEHI ND GRI FFIN S
ROVER, thunmbs the button on his radio mc, SPEAKS QUI ETLY:

JAFFERS
Di spatch, this is nine-nine-three.
| gotta | ate-npdel Range Rover, tag
nunber Al pha- Roneo- Foxtrot one-one-
ni ne seven, over.

The response to Jeffers’ tag-check conmes in over the radio:

DI SPATCH
Unit nine-nine-three, vehicle is
subj ect of a statewide BOLO in
connection with a hom ci de.
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DI SPATCH( cont ' d)

Regi stered owner, Giffin, R chard;
mal e Caucasi an, five-ten, one-sixty-
five--

SLAM TG
I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

AS THE DOOR IS KICKED IN. Jeffers enters, pistol drawn,
ROARS

JAFFERS
Sheri ff! Fr eeze!

He sweeps the place with his pistol, eyes noving right past
Giffin, who stands naked, silent and stock-still in the
center of the room

JAFFERS
Giffin...?!

Qui ckly ascertaining the roomis enpty, Jaffers glances into
the bathroom leading with his gun. Giffin silently assunes
a position between the bed and the wall.

Jaffers rel axes, holsters his pistol, casually exam nes the
equi pnmrent on the table. Giffin watches, nervous.

Jaffers picks up the test-tube of OPACI TY COMPOUND, sniffs
it. Fear witten on his face, Giffin takes an involuntary,
protective step forward. Still holding the test-tube,
Jaffers thunbs the button on his handset.

JAFFERS
Di spatch, | got a suspected neth-
| ab out here at The Royal Pal nms on
Avenue G Scene is clear. Send
out a hazardous waste unit--

Jaffers inadvertently drops the test-tube. It SHATTERS
AGAI NST A BEAKER

GRI FFI N
NO

JAFFERS
Who' s the--

Jaffers goes for his gun. Giffin instinctively grabs him
from behind, locking himin a tight bear-hug. They struggle,
Jaffers twi sting, awkwardly pointing his pistol back over one
shoul der, FIRING A ROUND | NTO THE WALL
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GRI FFI N
Jesus- -

JAFFERS
(confused, terrified)
Lemre go, goddammit--

BLAM BLAM Two nore shots narrowmy mss Giffin. He grabs
Jaffers’ wist, the two spinning an ungainly waltz across the
roomuntil they're in front of...

THE M RROR - Reflected in its surface, NOT TWO MEN, BUT ONE--

Jaffers, alone, gazing in stunned disbelief, his arns pinned
to his chest, his wist squeezed by an unseen hand.

JAFFERS
Lemme. . . go!

The nuzzle of his pistol noves inexorably under his chin.
EXT. ROYAL PALM5S MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

A MJZZLE-FLASH rins the blinds as a SHOT IS FIRED. A BODY
hits the floor with a sl oppy THUD.

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN' S ROOM - CONTI NUCUS
Giffin gazes down at the floor in horror, H G4+ VELCC TY
BLOOD- SPATTER spl ashed across his bare chest and |eft
shoul der. Dazed, he turns to...

THE M RROR - the spray of JAFFERS BLOOD IS SUSPENDED I N
M DAI R, a gaudy red spl ash nodel ed by the contours of
Giffin s left pectoral nuscle, collar bone, trapezoid..

As Giffin wipes it away, he | ooks up to see THREE DI SEMBODI ED
RED FINGERS floating in the mrror, each DRI PPI NG BLOOD.

Suddenly, LIGHTS BLAZE ON out si de, snapping himout of his
trance.

EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - FRONT OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS

Clad in dirty boxers and a frayed satin kinmono, M. Hall
dashes out the office door, an Arny .45 in one hand. Ms.

Hall, in a cotton night gown, waddles to keep up. They nove
past Jaffers’ cruiser, still canted behind Giffin' s Rover.
MR HALL
Stay back
MRS. HALL

But - -
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MR HALL
Stay back

He presses hinself against the wall next to the broken-down
door, peeks around the threshold. Sees |legs--tan cop pants,
cl unky bl ack cop-shoes.

VRS. HALL
VWhat - -

MR HALL
Shh. Stay here.

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM

M. Hall noves slowy into the room gun extended in two
shaki ng hands, eyes darting around. The roomis enpty.

He | ooks down at Jaffers’ body--dead eyes gazing at the
ceiling; a dark, spreading hal o of blood soaking the carpet
under his head. M. Hall’'s eyes are again drawn to the
mesneri zing 3-D DI SPLAY OF THE I NVI SI BI LI TY MOLECULE on
Giffin s | aptop.

A PONERFUL ENG NE ROARS to |ife outside, TIRES SPI NNl NG on
gravel followed by a CRASH

EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM

Giffin s Land Rover BOLTS FORWARD from Jafferts’ cruiser
with a wenching SCREECH of tortured sheet-netal, again
REVERSES HARD the police car, this tine rammng it back far
enough to provide clearance to turn around.

The Rover shifts into forward gear, SPINS A FI SHTAI L, Kicking
up gravel as M. And Ms. Hall burst out the door.

MR HALL
Hey!

The Rover POANERS AVWAY. M. Hall levels his Colt, FIRES EI GAT
ROUNDS at the fleeing SUV as it disappears into the night.

OUT TO BLACK

END OF ACT FI VE
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ACT SI X

FADE | N:
EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - DAWN

The parking lot is packed with San Bernardino Sheriff’'s cars,
coroner’s van; crawling with COPS and CRI ME- SCENE TECHS. A
coupl e news vans squat beyond the yellow tape. Ranpbs and
Hardesty play catch-up with a County Sheriff hom cide

det ective, SGI. BRAUTI GAN as they head for the room

BRAUTI GAN
Single shot to the head. Looks
like there was a struggle...

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - GRIFFIN S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Brauti gan, Ranpbs and Hardesty peer inside. Jaffers’ body has
been renoved, |eaving a bloodstain and taped outline. TECHS
phot ograph and print the | ab equi pment on the table.

BRAUTI GAN
Meth lab. Jafferts was checking it
out. Your guy nusta got the drop
on him..

RAMOS
You sure he was cooki ng speed?

BRAUTI GAN
VWhat el se?

RAMOS
Tell ya what, soon as you get those
chem cal s anal yzed and 1. D. ed,
shoot us an inventory, ‘kay?

BRAUTI GAN
Sure. \Watever.

Hardesty calls to a FI NGERPRI NT TECH

HARDESTY
Hey. Any luck with prints?

FI NGERPRI NT TECH
Yeah. W’ve lifted a buncha good
ones.

Har desty | ooks at Ranpbs, eyebrows raised. Ranpbs shrugs.
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RAMOS
So? He's gonna | eave prints,
right?

Brauti gan gives thema curious | ook.

RAMOS
Any physical |1.D.s? Wtnesses?

BRAUTI GAN
That m ght be a problem

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - MANAGER S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Ms. Hall is thrilled. This is the nost action she’s had in
years. M. Hall is surly; hates cops. Hardesty and Ranos do
their best to pull information.

MRS. HALL
He was all wapped up in bandages.

RAMOS
Bandages.

Ms. Hall nods. Ranpbs turns to Hardesty, who SI GHS AND
MUTTERS to hinsel f:

HARDESTY
Pl ease don’t say sungl asses. .

MRS. HALL
Yeah. Bi g sungl asses.
(to Ranops)
Li ke the ol d people after they get
their cataracts out.

RAMOS
Hands?

VRS. HALL
d oves.

RAMOS
So.

-kglances at Hardesty)
nei ther of you got a | ook at
his face.

MR, HALL
vell. ..

He trails off, glances at his wife, who rolls her eyes.
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HARDESTY
You saw his face?

M. Hall sulks, throws an angry, sidelong glance at his wife,
who gl oats, SI NG SONG

MRS. HALL
Go ahead, Ray. Tell em..

EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - DAY

Ranps and Hardesty's Crown Vic barrels down the bl ack slash
of a hi ghway.

I NT. UNMARKED CROWN VI C - CONTI NUQUS

Ranos drives, Hardesty gazing fixedly out the passenger side
wi ndow. Finally:

HARDESTY
I"’mreally hating this case.

Ranps doesn’'t reply. After a beat:

HARDESTY
You think...?

RAMOS
I dunno.
(then)
Maybe. What do you say we just
keep it real.

HARDESTY
(nods)
Li ke any other investigation.

RAMOS
Routine. By the book. Wo haven’'t
we tal ked to?

HARDESTY
Known associ ates, friends...

RAMOS
Co- wor ker s.

HARDESTY
Yeah, we can do that.

Again, they fall into silence. After a nonent, Hardesty
slow y shakes his head.
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HARDESTY
Bandages.

RAMOS
Bandages and sungl asses.

HARDESTY
Jesus. ..

She gl ances at him then turns away, begins QU ETLY
CHUCKLI NG

HARDESTY
What .

RAMOS
I was just thinking...

HARDESTY
Yeah?

RAMOS

Maybe we should talk to Brad Pitt.

Unanused, he just stares at her, then turns and, once again,
wat ches the scenery pass by.

HARDESTY
I"’mreally hating this case..

Pre-l1ap the HUM OF A BLOW DRI ER.
I NT. MAGA E'S CONDO - BATHROOM - DAY

Wapped in a towel, Maggie BLOMDRIES her hair front of the
mrror over her sink. A SLOWNPULL REVEALS GRI FFI N standi ng
directly behind her, BLOOD STREAM NG FROM A BULLET WOUND
above his shoul der bl ade (no sign of himreflected in the
mrror). She finishes, switches the BLOW DRI ER OFF.

GRI FFIN
Maggi e. .

She SCREAMS and turns, clutching the towel against her,
cringing back agai nst the sink, eyes w de.

GRI FFIN
I need hel p.

Sonet hi ng catches her attention. Her eyes flicker to:

MAGE E'S POV - a deformed .45 Caliber slug floats in mdair
nmoving rhythmcally with each RAGGED BREATH drawn by Giffin.
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GRI FFI N
|’ ve been shot...

She stares at him paralyzed a nonent, then bolts fromthe
bat hr oom

INT. MAGE E'S CONDO - BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Maggi e runs for the phone. Giffin grabs her, hurls her on
the bed. He rips the phone-cord fromthe wall and pins her
to the mattress, covering her mouth with one hand to keep her
fromcrying out. Her panicked eyes dart around, unseeing--
simlar to a blind person’s.

GRI FFI' N
Maggie, listen to nme. | am not
going to hurt you. | prom se.

It’s just nme, Richard...

She stops struggling. He slowy noves his hand from her
nout h.

MAGA E
(ast oni shed)
You did it.
GRI FFI' N
Yeah.
MAGA E

We haven’'t been able to get past
t he absorption issue.

GRI FFI N
| worked it out.

Suddenly, she tenses, renenbering the news--Vicky Giffin's

murder... asks in a quiet, faltering tone:
MAGG E
Are you gonna kill me?
GRI FFI' N
No.
MAGG E
Your wife...

Giffin doesn’t respond i nmedi ately.

GRI FFI' N
| promse | won't hurt you. | just
need your hel p.
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GRI FFI N(cont ' d)

I need to get this bullet out, a
place to stay. Just for alittle
whi | e.

Hol d, then the DOORBELL RINGS, startling both of them
EXT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

DI STORTED, FI SH EYE VI EWthrough a peep-hole. Ranpbs and
Hardesty stand out in the hallway. Again, Ranbs RINGS THE
DOORBELL.

INT. MAGA E'S CONDO - ENTRY HALL - CONTI NUOUS

Giffin peers out the front door peephole. After a nonent,
he steps away, | ooks down to see a business card slip under
the door. He picks it up.

| NSERT: BUSI NESS CARD - SIM VALLEY POLI CE DEPARTMENT - Det.
Moni ca Ranps, tel ephone nunbers, address, enail

He turns, looks up fromthe card at Maggie, who stares in his
general direction, ashen, rigid with fear

GRI FFI' N
Tal cum powder. ..

Huh? Maggi e | ooks confused.
INT. MAGA E'S CONDO - BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

THE BEDSI DE TABLE - A plastic container of TALCUM PONDER sits
next to an open FIRST-AID KIT, a few nedi cal instrunents--
TWEEZERS, A DI SPOSABLE SCALPEL, A PAIR OF FORCEPS--a bottle
of M NERAL ALCOHOL and a SEW NG KI T.

Maggi e picks up the powder. Giffin lies face-down on the
bed. Maggi e places her hand on his back, begins feeling for
t he bull et hol e.

GRI FFI' N
Alittle to the right.

MAGE E'S POV - Her pal m noves about three inches above the
floating .45 slug, finds sonething, her index finger dipping
into a slight depression. Giffin GRUNTS I N PAI N

GRIFFIN (O S.)
That's it...

Maggi e begi ns generously sprinkling the area with tal cum
powder. As if by magic, the POADER LANDS AND DI SPERSES ABOUT
TEN | NCHES ABOVE THE MATTRESS.
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MAGGE E - leans in, blows away the excess powder, then pulls
back, gazing down in wonder.

MAGA E'S POV - we can now see the surface of Giffin's
shoul der, bone white, sem -transparent, marred by an ugly
bul I et - wound.

MAGGE E - reaches for the forceps.

MAGG E
Okay, |I'’mgonna get the bullet.
Try not to nove

MAGA E'S POV - She pushes the head of the forceps into the
wound. O'S., Giffin nmoans through grit teeth. |NVISIBLE
BLOOD begi ns flow ng, CLEARI NG RI VULETS through the thin
sheet of tal cum powder.

MAGGE E - | eans down for a better point of view as she works.

MAGGA E'S POV - A thin, sem -transparent SHELL OF TALC

DELI NEATI NG FLESH AND MUSCLE; below it, THE BULLET, noving
slightly with Giffin s every H TCHED BREATH, and, finally,

t he SURG CAL- STEEL BEAK OF THE FORCEPS, working its way down
an invisible wound channel, probing... opening... LOCKING
AROUND THE SLUG

MAGG E
Got it.

MAGA E - She slowWy draws out the bullet, holds it up to | ook
at it, hands trenbling slightly.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON - RAMOS AND HARDESTY' S DESK - DAY

A printer spits out AN I NVENTORY of the itens confiscated
fromGiffins notel room Ranbs is on the phone.

RAMOS
Sergeant Brautigan, please...?

She picks up the inventory, scans it.

| NTERCUT W TH:
I NT. SHERI FF S SUBSTATI ON - LANCASTER - CONTI NUOUS
A small station. FEDS IN SUI TS are working in the
background, a few carrying boxes through to the main exit.
Harri ed, Brautigan picks up the phone, exasperated:

BRAUTI GAN
Braut i gan.



76.

RAMOS
H, this is Detective Ranbs. | got
t he inventory--

BRAUTI GAN
(def ensi ve)
That’s all of it, okay. No
research notes, no | aptop

conmputer... If it isn’t on the
list, we didn't take it into
evi dence?

RAMOS

Whoa, whoa... who says you did?

Brautigan | ooks behind himat the SUTS, leans in and | owers
hi s voi ce.

BRAUTI GAN
This place is craming with feds.
Honel and security--

RAMOS
Wait a second, what?

BRAUTI GAN
Honel and security. They just
called jurisdiction. They're
t aki ng everythi ng, evidence, ny

mur der book... everything.
RAMOS

Wy ?
BRAUTI GAN

Beats the hell outta ne. They just
showed up with a bunch of wits.

RAMOS
So what’s all this about a | aptop?
BRAUTI GAN
Hell, | dunno. They just keep going
on and on. “You find any notes,

di sks, conputers? You sure?” Like
we're a buncha amateurs. ..

RAMOS
| didn’t see any laptop at the
scene.
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BRAUTI GAN
Gee. Thanks for the validation.
Mnd if | send soneone out for a
deposition?

RAMOS
(stung)
Hey. ..

BRAUTI GAN
I"’msorry, | just... God | hate
t hese guys. So what’'s up? What do
you need...?

RAMOS
I was just calling to thank you.

BRAUTI GAN
Fi ne. Don't nmention it.

Ranps di sconnects. Looks a little stunned.

HARDESTY (O. S.)
Barb...?

RAMOS
(as she turns)
You woul dn’t believe what’s going
on out in Lancaster--

She suddenly stops. REVEAL Hardesty standing at the entrance
to their cubicle flanked by two FEDERAL AGENTS. One of them
hol ds out hi s hand.

FED
Honel and Security.
(professional smle)
Mnd if we hang onto that?

INT. MAGE E'S CONDO - LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Dmy lit. Under a gooseneck |anmp, Maggie sits in a chair
knees tucked under her chin, reading a book. Giffin sleeps
on the sofa, covered by an afghan. Suddenly he awakes, sits
bolt upright. The novenent attracts Maggie s attention. She
| ooks in his direction.

MAGG E
Giffin...?

GRI FFI N
How | ong was | out?
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MAGA E
Not |long. A few hours.

Giffin rubs his head, groggy.

MAGG E
You hungry?

That gets his attention. He's fam shed.
CUT TO

INT. MAGA E' S CONDO - KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Scranbl ed eggs are scraped froma frying pan onto a p

I
Maggi e sets the neal on a small table in front of Gif
who is wapped in the Afghan.

ate.

fin,
MAGA E

Sure you don’t want sone bacon?

GRI FFI'N
Takes too long to digest.

He scoops up a fork full of egg. Feels eyes on him pausing
and | ooki ng up. Maggie gazes at him curious.

GRI FFI' N
Look away.

MAGA E
What .

GRI FFI' N

It’s not pretty. Please.

Maggi e sighs and averts her eyes. Giffin begins devouring
t he scranbl ed eggs.

MAGG E
What ' re you gonna do?

GRI FFI' N
| gotta reverse this. As long as
I'mlike this, | can't think

straight...
Maggi e gl ances at him then stares in fascination.

MAGE E'S POV - Eggs are shewed in mdair, swallowed down an
invisible gullet.



GRI FFI' N
Look away!

Maggi e qui ckly averts her eyes.

MAGG E
I"msorry, |--
(gat hers hersel f)
| don’t understand.

GRI FFI N
Under st and what ?

MAGA E
What does being invisible have to
do with your ability to think.

GRI FFI' N
|’”ve been trying to figure that
out. It’s like, you know how it’s

slightly harder to hear soneone
when they’ re behind you?

MAGG E
Yeah.

GRI FFI' N
You can’t see their |ips nove,
their facial expression. You're
m ssing all kinds of visual cues.
It’s something like that, only it’
i nt ernal

MAGGE E
Di ssoci ati on.

GRI FFI' N
Exactly. You re disconnected. On
sonme | evel, you don't exist.
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MAGGE E
Present, but not accounted for.
GRI FFI N
Yeah. It’'s like... so nmuch of what

you do--and what you don't do--is
about how it looks. Not just to

ot her people, but to yourself. And

when you can’'t see yourself, you
can’t...

He holds his hands up in front of his face,
them then lets themdrop

gazes through



GRI FFI' N
control yourself.

Maggi e nods, under st andi ng.

&Rl FFI N
| worked out an antidote, but |'m
out of base serum | need
chem cal s, equi pnent. ..
(pauses)
I’ m gonna need your hel p.

MAGA E
Then what ?

GRI FFI'N
After?
(shakes hi s head)
["1l probably turn nyself in to the
police. | need to pay for..

He fights it for a nonent, then breaks down, SOBBING Maggie

turns.

MAGGE E'S POV - The afghan, wapped around Giffin s invisible

form jerks and shudders as he WEEPS.

MAGGE E - goes to him Hesitates a nonent, then takes himin
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her arms. He enbraces her around her waist, clinging for

life, desperate for warnth, for human contact.
nonent :

MAGA E
There’ s anot her way.

GRI FFI' N
No. . .

MAGA E

Yes. You can go back to work with
me at Chem cal Logistics.

GRI FFI' N
That’s crazy. They won't--

MAGGE E
--No. They will. The guy I work
for, Jason Pierce, he' s--

GRI FFI N
--Yeah, right. Ex-CI.A | heard
t hat - -

Af t er

a
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MAGG E
Right. And your research, it’'s so
i mportant- -

GRI FFI' N

--it’'s usel ess--

MAGA E
No, Giffin. 1It’s vital. You need
to finish it. Show us how you made
it work. You don’t have to worry
about the police. 1t’'Il be like
wi tness protection. New nanme. New
identity. New face, if you want
one. Jason says--

Giffin shoves her away, |ooks at her, astonished at her
betrayal .

GRI FFI N
You cal |l ed them

The guilt on her face says “yes.” The condo door SPLI NTERI NG
OPEN out in the living roomsays “absolutely.” Giffin
throws off the afghan as FIVE ARVED MERCS in black tactica
gear swarmthrough the door. One of them WEARI NG | NFRARED
GOGGLES, turns toward the kitchen

MERC S POV - Both Maggie and Giffin can be clearly seen--
ORANGE- RED HUVMAN SHAPED BLOBS.

MERC
Two o’ cl ock!

A Specialist behind him arnmed with an odd-1ooking rifle,
steps forward and FIRES TWO SILENCED ROUNDS. Giffin reacts,
staggeri ng back, two FEATHERED DARTS i nbedded in his chest.

ROARI NG, he charges the Mercs. They easily take hi mdown,
two of thempinning himto the carpet while a third steps
forward, wearing a portable PAINT SPRAYING RIG and hits him
wi th an extended bl ast.

MERC S POV - Giffin becom ng VISIBLE WTH EACH SWEEP OF
VWHI TE PAI NT, coughing and struggling, losing strength as the
tranquilizers take hold.

OUT TO BLACK

END OF ACT SI X
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ACT SEVEN

FADE | N:
I NT. CELL

A concrete room walls draped with canvas paddi ng, BRI GHTLY
LIT by caged fluorescents, a drain in the floor. Single,
steel reinforced door. SECURITY CAMERAS are nounted up in
all four corners of the cell.

Giffin sits on a concrete bench dressed in a hospital gown.
Hi s body has been sprayed with a FLAKY WH TE TEMPURA PAI NT
his hair spiked stiff with it. The effect is Kabuki-Iike.

(SFX NOTE: Though OBJECTI VE CAMERA can see his eyes, teeth
and the inside of his nouth, any tine we cut to a POV, his
EYES AND MOUTH APPEAR HOLLOW |ike an enpty, full-face mask.)

He | ooks down at his arm After a nonent, he licks it, | ooks
at it again.

GRIFFIN S POV - A BROAD SWATH of the paint on his armis
gone, revealing the HOLLOW SHELL wit hin

GRIFFIN - begins licking the paint off his hand, rubbing,
cleaning hinmself |ike a dazed cat.

I NT. SECURI TY BOOTH

CLOSE ON VIDEO MONITOR - as Giffin frantically licks the
paint. H's right armis gone alnost up to the el bow

The TWD FEDS we saw earlier in Ranps’ office gaze down at the
security nonitors.

FED
Looks |i ke he could use anot her
coat .

I NT. CELL

A LOUD BUZZ, a RED BULB fl ashing on over the door, and three
men in WH TE BI O HAZARD SUI TS burst in, two of them hol ding
Giffin down while a third SPRAYS HMw th nore white paint
froma portable conpressed air unit.

Giffin ROARS, struggles, GAGE NG and SPUTTERI NG eyes
screwed shut against the stinging paint.

SLAM TO BLACK
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Hold a beat, then...

SLAM | N:

I NT. CELL - LATER

To a JOHN PHI LLI P SOUZA MARCH pl ayed at EXPLOSI VELY HI GH
VOLUME. Giffinis curled up in a ball in the corner,
covering his ears with his arms, SCREAM NG

SLAM TO BLACK

Hol d a beat, then...
SLAM I N:
| NT. TI LED ROOM - LATER

Men in BIOHAZARD SUI TS bind Giffin to a stainl ess-steel
table with |l eather restraints, cinching thempainfully tight.

One of his captors stretches PLASTIC WRAP tightly across
Giffin s face. A second alnost imediately hits the wap
with a steady stream of water from a hose.

Giffin struggles, eyes wide in terror, his SCREAMS MJFFLED.

SLAM TO BLACK

The CALM VA CE of Jason Pierce:

PIERCE (O.S.)
Mster Giffin...? Mster Giffin,
can you hear ne?

FADE | N:
I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - LATER

TIGHT ON GRIFFIN - seated, head bowed, still coated with
FLAKI NG WHI TE PAI NT, wearing a soiled hospital gown, his left
wist is cuffed to a leg of the table.

The roomis |lit by a SI NGLE BARE OVERHEAD BULB; the only
furnishings, a steel table bolted to the floor, two chairs
and a wastepaper basket. One wall is dom nated by a TWO WAY
M RROR.

Pl ERCE (Q.S.)
Mster Giffin...?
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Broken, Giffin slowy raises his head. Under the mne-I|ike
whiteface, his features | ook haggard, deeply lined. Voice
hoarse from scream ng, he MJUMVBLES:

GRI FFI N
Doctor... Giffin...

JASON PIERCE is in his md-50s, slight build, balding and
i npeccably dressed. Wth his tidy, well-trimred noustache,
he | ooks nore |ike an accountant than ex-Intelligence. A
thin, coiled wire leads up fromhis collar to an EAR-BUD

Pl ERCE
Yes, of course. Doctor Griffin.
I’ m Jason Pierce.

Sonething in the cast of Giffin' s expression says “Huh?”
Pierce smles.

Pl ERCE
You were expecting Janmes Bond?
(smles, shrugs)
In the real world, it is better to
blend in than to stand out. But

then, | suppose that is sonething
you know quite a | ot about, given
your present... condition.
GRI FFI' N
(croaks)
What do you... want?

| NTERCUT W TH:
I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM
Dark. SILHOUETTED OBSERVERS gaze through the two-way mrror

at Pierce and Giffin, video-cans and tape rolling. Anong
them are the two Feds we net earlier.

Pl ERCE
(over speaker)
First, I want to apol ogi ze for the

brutal treatnent you have been
subjected to over the last two
days. ..

One of the figures, a PROFILER, sits at a console, a small
LIGHT illumnating a file marked F.B.1./B. AU RICHARD GRI FFI N
- PSYCHOLOQ CAL PRCFILE. He MURMURS into a M CROPHONE:

PROFI LER
Tell himyou're on his side.
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Pl ERCE
(taking the cue)
You see, a nunber of ny coll eagues
believe you are a threat to

national security. | think you may
be an asset. A very valuable
asset.

(1 eans forward)
You're not a threat, are you,
Doct or ?

Giffin slowy shakes his head. Pierce smles, as if he's
been telling the other guys all along.

Pl ERCE
That’ s what | thought.
(admts)

Vel |, maybe not at first, but your
friend, Maggi e Kenp, can be very
convi nci ng. ..

As Pierce CONTINUES, Giffin's head lolls back, his unfocused
gaze DI RECTED AT THE CEIl LI NG

GRIFFIN S POV - Typical of an unfinished industrial ceiling:
VENTI LATOR DUCTS, PIPES and FlI RE SPRI NKLERS.

Pl ERCE ( CONT’ D)
she’ s been advocating for you
since we brought you in. She feels
you could be a key nenber of the
Chem cal Logistics team \hat do
you t hi nk?

PROFI LER
(over mc)
You' re losing him

Pl ERCE
Doctor...?

Giffin | ooks at him then begi ns CHUCKLI NG

GRI FFIN
I nvi si bl e bugs. .

Pl ERCE
l"msorry?

GRI FFI' N
My research... has absolutely no...
practical applications.



PRCFI LER
(over mc)
Flatter him Tell him how
i nportant he is.

Pl ERCE
Oh, Doctor. Do not sell yourself
short. Your research has already
yi el ded results that have a nunber
of very inportant applications. In
surveillance, for instance. There
are certain groups--groups that are
i mpossible to infiltrate. An
i nvisible operative at ground zero
could be very useful. O consider
covert ops. One invisible saboteur
could weak nore havoc than a
battal i on of conventional troops.
And their |eadership--the real bad
guys, the ones at the top... they
woul d be conpl etely vul nerabl e.
Total |y exposed- -

GRI FFI N
--t0 assassi nati on.

PRCFI LER
(over mc)
Don't lie. Be honest.

Pl ERCE
If such an action was legally
authorized, if it would save
Anerican lives, yes. Absolutely.

GRI FFI' N
It doesn’t work on guns, knives...

Pl ERCE
(a knowing smle)
Trust me, Doctor Giffin, the
gover nment has hundreds of
operatives on its payroll who are
perfectly lethal w thout benefit of
guns or knives.

Giffin thinks about it, then shakes his head.

GRI FFI N
You' d never be able to control
t hem
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Pl ERCE
Way not ?

GRI FFIN
Look at nme. |’ m nobody. 1’ve
never been aggressive. |’ve never
been in a fight. 1’ve never even

raised ny voice in anger at a
stranger. And |I’ve nurdered three
people. One of themwas a cop.

Pl ERCE
The nmen 1’ mtal ki ng about are
hi ghly trained--

Giffin POUNDS both fists down on the table.

GRI FFI' N
(shout s)
--it doesn’'t matter! Can’t you see
that? |If they re human...
(anger spent)
it won't matter.

A beat. Pierce heaves a deep sigh, sizing Giffin up.
Pl ERCE
Ri chard--can | call you Ri chard?
Giffin doesn't say no. It wouldn't matter if he did.

GRI FFI' N
Right now, the United States is
facing an eneny nore dangerous than

any we've faced in the past. It’s
a war--a war we'll probably |ose.
Do you know why?

(pauses)

Because the eneny is willing to do
anything to kill us. The eneny is
willing to strap bonbs on their
children. Extrene neasures,
Richard. Extrene neasures. And
our counterneasures are going to
have to be just as extrene if we
are going to survive.

PROFI LER
(over mc)
More flattery. Stroke him Tel
hi m how brilliant he is.
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Pl ERCE
Your research could help save this
country fromtotal annihilation
You' ve succeeded where a team of
over two-dozen brilliant, dedicated
scientists have fail ed.

PRCFI LER
(over mc)
Tell himwe need him
Pl ERCE
We need you, Doctor Giffin.
PRCFI LER
(over mc)

Perfect. Don’t say another word.
Gve himtinme to own it. Let him
respond. .

Again, Giffin' s eyes drift to the ceiling.

PRCFI LER
(over mc)
Not a word.

Giffin | ooks neets Pierce’ s eyes, nods.

GRI FFIN
Okay. 1’1l help you.

The reaction of the Men in the booth is a hushed, restrained
version of mssion-controllers after a successful |anding.

Pl ERCE
| knew you would, Richard. Maggie
was right. You re a good man.

The Profiler heaves a sigh of relief as others pat his back.

PRCFI LER
(over mc)
kay, now you need proof. A show
of good faith.

Pl ERCE
We can get started right away--get
all the chem cals you need, your
own | ab, a hand-picked staff.
Where are your notes?

GRI FFI N
Not es?
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Pl ERCE
Research notes, files, records. W
under stand you kept everything in a
| apt op conputer, but the police
didn't find it in Lancaster..

Giffin seens surprised, a little confused. He knows he |eft
it behind when he fled the shooting...

Pl ERCE
well...?

After a long nonent, Giffin slowy shakes his head.
GRI FFI' N
There is no | aptop, no notes.
There never were.

Pierce I ooks at him confused. Giffin taps the side of his
head.

GRI FFIN
It’s all right here.

Pi erce seens di sappointed. He hadn’t expected this.

GRI FFI' N
Is that a problen?

Pl ERCE
It could be, yeah. Not with ne,
but... a lot of people have to pul
a lot of strings to nake this
happen. | nean, you are wanted for
t hree murders.

GRI FFI' N
Quid pro quo.

Pl ERCE

Exactly. W need to deliver a show
of good faith if we’'re going to
nove forward.

Giffin nods, thinks about it.

GRI FFI' N
| could wite it all down. The
entire process. | could put it

down on paper.

Pl ERCE
You could do that?
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GRI FFI'N
It’s alittle conplicated but,
yeah. Al | need is a pad, a few

pencils, cigarettes...
The Profiler quickly rifles back through his file.

PRCFI LER
He doesn’t snoke.

Pl ERCE
Cigarettes?

GRI FFI N
I know. | don’t snoke, except...
it’s kind of a hol dover fromgrad
school, pulling all-nighters.
Whenever | really need to focus,
you know -dial in and work straight

t hr ough sonet hi ng--1 snoke.
(apol ogeti c)
It’s just... part of my process.
Pl ERCE

This is a non-snoking facility.
Giffin gives hima shrug as if to say “no biggie.”

GRI FFI' N
We coul d go outside..

Giffin deadpans him
SLAM TO

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A YELLOW LEGAL PAD, PENCI LS, a PACK OF Cl GARETTES, MATCHES
and AN ASHTRAY are set on the table.

Pl ERCE
How | ong?

GRI FFI' N
A whil e.
(off Pierce’s reaction)
It’s conplicated.

Pierce sighs, takes a seat in the chair opposite him
Giffin lights up his first cigarette.

OUT TO BLACK




91.

FADE | N:
I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM

The Profiler, tie now | oose, shirtsleeves rolled up, sits
back in his chair, tapping his pencil on Giffin's file.

THROUGH THE TWO- WVAY M RROR - A bl ue conversion |ayer of
trapped cigarette snoke. Giffin is hunched over the pad,
jotting down forrmul ae and di agranms. Pierce, coat draped over
t he back of his chair, watches with a bored expression.
Giffin takes a drag off a cigarette.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM

Giffin grinds out his cigarette, which is now overfl ow ng
with butts. He starts a new page.

Pl ERCE
Need anything? Sonmething to eat?
Drink?

GRI FFI'N
No. |’ m good.

He stops writing, SWEARS UNDER HI S BREATH and tears the page
fromthe pad. Crunples it up and tosses it into...

THE MESH WASTEBASKET - brinmng with dozens of other |oosely
crunpl ed pieces of yellow, |ined paper.

Giffin lights up another cigarette, resunes his note-taking.
Pi erce COUGHS

GRI FFI' N
Is this bothering you?

Pl ERCE
Not nuch. How we doi ng?

GRI FFI N
Just about done.

Giffin scribbles a few nore notes. Pierce |ooks at him
expectantly.

Pl ERCE
Is that it?

Giffin nods, flips the other pages of the pad over, then
sets it down on the table, sliding it across and turning it
around so Pierce can read it.



92.

| NSERT: THE FI RST PACGE - Three words in the center, pencilled
in neat, blocked printing: “KISS My ASS’

Pi erce reads the nessage, brow furrowed. Looks up just in
time to see Giffin SET THE BOOK OF MATCHES ALIGHT with the
coal of his cigarette, drop it into the waste-basket. The
crunpl ed not epaper i mredi ately BURSTS | NTO FLAME

Pierce leaps to his feet, noves for the wastebasket.

Pl ERCE
What ' re you- -

Giffin stands, blocking himwith his free arm while kicking
t he wast ebasket over, flam ng paper spilling across the
fl oor, THE ROOM FI LLI NG W TH ACRI D SMXKE.

THE FI RE SPRI NKLERS - KICK ON along with a SHRI LL ALARM
WATER SPRAYI NG DOWN.

GRI FFI'N
Buh- bye.

Pi erce | ooks up, astonished to see..

PIERCE S POV - As the WATER STRIKES GRI FFIN, form ng hol es
and rivulets in the shell of white paint, his head and

shoul ders di sappearing. Giffin rips off the already soaked
hospital gown. He' s al nbst gone.

VWHI TE PAINT - swirling into the drain on the floor.

THE DOOR - bursts open, the two Feds barging in, guns drawn,
followed by the Profiler. One of the Feds |ooks around,
crosses toward the spot where Giffin was just standing.

FED
VWhere i s he!

Pl ERCE
No! Don’t!

PIERCE' S POV - as an invisible force grabs the Fed and
violently drives his head into the corner of the steel table
with a sickeni ng CRUNCH.

GRI FFI N - naked, soaking wet, |ips peeled back in a savage
grimace as he lets the Fed crunple to the floor.

The second Fed FIRES WLDLY. SNARLING Giffin picks up the
steel chair and hurls it with all his strength at the second
Fed, NAILING H M taking himdown.
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On one knee, Giffin thrusts his hand into the unconsci ous
Fed’ s pocket, w thdrawi ng a HANDCUFF KEY and unl ocking his
shackl e. Pierce ROARS at the Profiler

Pl ERCE
Cl ose t he door!

But he’s too late. Giffin springs forward from his crouched
position like a football |ineman, driving his shoulder into
Pierce’s gut. He butts the Profiler aside and HURTLES OUT
THE OPEN DOOR.

I NT. FEDERAL BUI LDI NG - BASEMENT CORRI DOR - DAY

WATER SHOWERS DOWN from t he energency sprinkler system
Giffin sprints down the hallway, shoving confused. SHOUTI NG
AGENTS aside as they run to see what triggered the ALARM

Pi erce staggers out the door behind him

Pl ERCE
Stop him

PIERCE'S POV - RUNNING I N PURSU T, Agents further down the
corridor being SHOVED ASI DE BY SOVE UNSEEN FORCE. A steel
door marked EXIT at the end of the hallway BURSTS OPEN
revealing a stairwell.

I NT. FEDERAL BUI LDI NG - STAI RWELL - CONTI NUOUS

HAND- HELD - Pi erce and several other ARVED AGENTS, soaking
wet, charge up the stairwell. One flight up, a door sw ngs
shut. FOLLOW Pi erce THROUGH THE DOOR | NTO. . .

I NT. FEDERAL BUI LDI NG - PARKI NG GARAGE - CONTI NUOUS

HAND- HELD - ON THE CONCRETE FLOOR, WET, BARE FOOTPRI NTS,
FADI NG even as we follow them as our invisible prey’ s feet
dry out in the running. Soon, there’s NO TRACE OF THEM
VWH P around to find Pierce and the rest of the agents,

| ooki ng around hel pl essly. Enraged, Pierce ROARS:

Pl ERCE
GRI FFIN. . .!

OUT TO BLACK

END OF ACT SEVEN
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ACT ElI GHT

FADE | N:
INT. SIM VALLEY PCLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY

Ranps and Hardesty file paperwork in their cubicle. The
PHONE RI NGS. Ranobs picks up

RAMOS
Hom ci de, Ranps.

GRI FFI N
Moni ca Ranpbs?

RAMOS
Yeah.

| NTERCUT W TH
INT. MAGA E'S CONDO - LIVING ROOM - DAY

VERY TIGHT ON GRIFFIN - as he speaks into the phone (we don’t
know where he is).

&Rl FFI N
This is Richard Giffin. I want to
turn nyself in.

Ranpbs SNAPS HER FI NGERS for Hardesty’'s attention, notions
toward his extension. He quietly picks up, listens in.

RAMOS
Mster Giffin, you have no idea
how relieved we are to hear from
you.

GRI FFI N
The man you charged with nmy wife's
nmurder is innocent. You need to
release him | didit. | killed
ny wife...

Ranps and Hardesty | ook at each other. \Woal
RAMOS

Mster Giffin, if you wanna nmake a
st at enent - -
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GRI FFI' N
I"’mmaking a statenment. | also
killed a cop. A Sheriff’s Deputy.
And ny boss, Stuart Cuss...

Hardesty is taking notes |ike mad.

RAMOS
Mster Giffin, |listen--
GRI FFI N
No, Detective. You listen to ne.
I will come in. I will make a ful
statenent. No |lawyers. But | need
protection. And the press. | want
all the networks there, understand?
RAMOS
VWher e?
GRI FFI N

Rancho Tapo Park. Four o’ clock
this afternoon.

Ranpbs checks a WALL- CLOCK. It read 10: 35.

RAMOS
That’ s a big pl ace--

GRI FFI N
I"1l call you with nore details as
soon as | see it's safe. Then |’
cone in.

He hangs up. Ranos | ooks at Hardesty as he hangs up and
di al s.

RAMOS
Honel and Security.

HARDESTY
Screw those guys. | wanna pop this
cl owmn nysel f.

RAMOS
| thought you hated this case--

Har desty connects with his party.
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HARDESTY
Yeah, hi. Hardesty, homicide. W
just had a call come through to
extension 2915. | need a caller
1. D

He wites down a nanme, hangs up.

HARDESTY
Mar gar et Kenp. Renenber?

RAMOS
Panorama City.

EXT. MAGE E'S CONDO BUI LDI NG - DAY

Hardesty and Ranos pull up in their unmarked, are joined by
several wuniformed back-up units. They converge out front.
Ranps lays it out for the Uniforns.

RAMOS
Cover the exits, front and rear.
Stand by. W' Il go see what’s
what .

The two detectives head up to the main entrance.

I NT. MAGE E'S CONDO BUI LDI NG - CORRI DOR - MOMENTS LATER

Guns drawn, Ranps and Hardesty nove quietly to either side of
the door. Hardesty tries the doorknob. It’s unlocked. He
gi ves Ranps a | ook

INT. MAGA E'S CONDO - ENTRY HALL - CONTI NUOUS

Har desty opens the door a crack, SHOUTS:

HARDESTY
I s anybody hone?

No answer.
HARDESTY
This is the police. W’re arned.
W' re coming in.

They cautiously enter the condo, sweeping it with their
weapons.

INT. MAGE E'S CONDO - BEDROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Enpty. Hardesty noves past the unnade bed, checks the
bat hroom He cones out, holstering his pistol, frustrated.
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Ranps | ooks at an upended bedsi de table, a broken lanp on the
car pet .

RAMOS
He t ook her.

HARDESTY
VWhat ki nda car does she drive?

SLAM TCO
EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - DAY
A RED B. MW 525i races down the bl ackt op.

MAGG E ( PRE- LAP)
Were are we goi ng?

INT. MAGG E KEMP' S B.MW - CONTI NUOUS
Maggi e drives, Giffin, naked, seated in the passenger seat.

GRI FFI'N
Shut up.

Maggi e swal l ows, terrified, glances over

MAGE E'S POV - There’s no sign of anyone in the passenger
seat .

MAGG E
Are you gonna kill me?

GRI FFI' N
| haven’t decided yet. How far did
your teamget in the project?

MAGG E
| told you. No farther than you
did that first day.

GRI FFI' N
When | got fired.

Maggi e nods.

MAGA E
That’ s why Pierce was so desperate.
Everyone decided it was inpossible.
W were about to | ose our funding.



( MORE)

GRI FFI' N
Gee. That woul d’ve been tragic.
Now | understand why he tortured ne
for two days.

MAGAE E
| didn't know, | swear--

GRI FFI' N
You knew what he was. You knew
what they were trying to do.

MAGA E
I nvisible soldiers, yeah--

GRI FFI' N
Killers. Assassins. Do you have
any idea how stupid that woul d be?
How woul d he control then? How
woul d he stop then? That idiot
can’t even stop ne.

Maggie tries to reason with him

MAGA E
Ri chard, you re sick--

GRI FFI' N
--you bet your ass |I’m sick--

MAGA E
--you need help. W can go back
together. There’'s people who can
hel p you. ..

GRI FFI' N
No. | gotta end this thing. [I'm
not gonna | et that psychopath get
hi s hands on ny research.

MAGA E
What’ s the point? You ve already
given themthe formul a--

GRI FFI' N

No. Wsat | gave them were very
detailed instructions to fornmul ate
eye-liner. Snudge-proof; water-
proof. You know. ..

(in a | oopy voice)

for the young professional
woman on the go.

(normal voice)
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GRI FFI N(cont ' d)

Everything' s on ny laptop. That
means it’'s still at the Royal

Pal ms. Those two bunpki ns who own
t he place probably lifted it before
t he cops showed.

MAGA E
Then what ?

GRI FFI' N
Then I’ m gonna wi pe the disk, burn
t he machi ne; whatever | have to do
to destroy it.

MAGG E
Ri chard, think. You can’t un-
i nvent sonet hi ng.

GRI FFI N
| can try--

A WOOP-WOOP of a SIREN. Giffin turns, sees A H GHWAY PATROL
CAR followi ng them RED LICHTS fl ashi ng.

I NT. H GHWAY PATRCOL CAR - CONTI NUOUS
The H GHWAY PATROLMAN at the wheel radios dispatch.

H GAVWAY PATROLMAN
|I’ve got a red B.MW, matches
vehi cl e description of all-points-
bul letin...

PATROLMAN S POV - Ahead of us, the B.MW; the only occupant
visible is Maggi e at the wheel.

H GAVWAY PATROLMAN
nort hbound on Hi ghway 14,

mar ker one-one. Single occupant,
sol o driver, please advise...

INT. MAGG E KEMP' S B.MW - CONTI NUOUS
Maggi e begi ns sl owi ng down.

GRI FFI' N
What ' re you doi ng?

MAGG E
I"mpulling over--

Giffin grabs her by the neck, pushes her back agai nst her
seat .
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GRI FFI N
No, you're not. Go! Faster! Step
on it!

EXT. DESERT HI GHWAY - CONTI NUQUS

The Bi mmer LEAPS FORWARD with a SURGE OF ACCELERATI ON, the
H ghway Patrol car in pursuit.

CUT TO
EXT. SIM VALLEY PCLI CE DEPARTMENT - DAY

Ranpbs and Hardesty have just parked their unmarked. As they
get out, Maggie' s cell-phone RINGS. She answers, |istens,
t hen qui ckly di sconnects.

RAMOS
H ghway patrol’s spotted Maggie
Kenp’s car on Hi ghway 14,
Nor t hbound. They’'re in pursuit.

HARDESTY
Giffin?

As they get back in the car.

RAMOS
Singl e occupant. Fenale driver.
Mat ches our description of Kenp.

Hardesty FIRES UP the engine, REVVES IT.

HARDESTY
Yeabh. | bet.

He throws it into gear and they jet out of frane.

CUT TO
EXT. DESERT ROAD - DAY
SERI ES OF SHOTS - Hi gh speed chase. The initial H ghway
Patrol unit has been joined by TWO MORE. They jockey for
position behind the Bi mrer, which weaves down the hi ghway at
a terrifying speed.
INT. MAGG E KEMP' S B.MW - CONTI NUOUS
Maggi e whi te-knuckles the wheel. Giffin, one hand on her

throat, |ooks back at the cops on their tail. Maggie s eyes
flicker down to...
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THE SPEEDOVETER - reads 127 MPH

MAGA E
W' re gonna die- -
GRI FFI' N
Shut up! Keep goi ng!
MAGA E
| can’t--
GRI FFI' N

W' re al nost there! Go go go!
He |ifts a |l eg over the console, stonps...

THE ACCELERATOR - Giffins bare foot mashing Maggie's down to
the fl oor.

HELI COPTER SHOT - Tracking the pursuit, Maggie's red BMW
| eadi ng the three bl ack-and-whites down the straight-shot
slash of interstate. O S., RAD O CHATTER

HELI COPTER PI LOT
Subj ect vehicle still northbound
approxi mately four mles from your
| ocation, prepare to intercept..

EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - DOWN THE ROAD - CONTI NUOUS

A ROADBLOCK of H GHWAY PATROL UNI TS, LI GHTS FLASHI NG

craw ing with cops, PUWP-SHOTGUNS JACKED and trai ned down the
interstate. As we watch, several nore police cars SCREECH
UP, nove into position.

INT. MAGA E KEMP S B.M W - CONTI NUOUS

Maggi e’ s eyes are | ocked on the road ahead, face taut with
sheer, unadulterated terror. Giffin gazes back at the THREE
H GHWAY PATROL CARS CROADI NG THEI R TAI L.

Maggi e makes a SHORT, FRANTIC YELP of panic. Giffin turns,
sees. ..

GRIFFIN S POV - as we CREST A GENTLE RI SE in the highway,
FLASHI NG LI GHTS becone visible, then the ROADBLOCK. Too
cl ose to stop.

Giffin grabs the wheel. The car makes a SI CKENI NG SVWERVE
Maggi e regai ns the wheel, OVER- CORRECTS
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EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - DOWN THE ROAD - CO

The Beener slides sideways, both tires on the |eading side
BLOWN NG QUT, the rinms biting into the asphalt and throw ng
the sedan into a hellacious 125 MPH ROLLOVER

MULTI PLE ANGLES AND SPEEDS as it tunbles down the hi ghway,
si de- over-si de, end-over-end, pieces of sheetnetal, glass,
rubber and chrome flying off with explosive force.

It finally conmes to rest off the shoul der, an unrecogni zabl e
[ unp of snoking, tw sted steel.

THE ROADBLOCK - the cops gaze at the weckage in di mshock,
slowy lowering their weapons as we...

FADE TO BLACK
FADE | N:
EXT. DESERT H GHWAY - DOWN THE RQAD - DUSK
The aftermath. A flatbed towtruck pulls up the renmains of
the BBMW A BODY BAG strapped down to a gurney is | oaded
into the back of an AMBULANCE. Firefighters coil hose;
i nvestigators neasure skid-nmarks.

RAMOS - stands twenty feet off the highway, |ooking around
for some sign of Giffin, troubled. Hardesty approaches.

HARDESTY

She was the only one in the car.
RAMOS

You t hi nk?

Hardesty doesn’t answer. After a beat.

HARDESTY
Nobody coul d’ ve survived that
crash.

Ranps nods, sighs. Resumes her gaze out toward the desert.
Hardesty starts back toward their car

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
My name is Richard Giffin. Ever
since | can renmenber, |’'ve been
i nvisible. ..

CRANE UP AND PULL to reveal the enmergency workers behind her
cl osing up shop, one by one getting in their vehicles and
driving away.
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GRIFFIN (V. Q)
I"ve found that being invisible
offers a nunber of distinct social
benefits...

CRANE DOAN, GROUND LEVEL to find Giffin, about ten feet from
Ranps, BROKEN AND BLEEDI NG, too danmaged to speak or call out.
H S BREATHI NG | S LABORED, SHALLOW ..

GRIFFIN (V. Q)
There are, of course, sone obvi ous
di sadvant ages. . .

Ranps turns, starts back toward her car. Giffin MOANS
shudders and STOPS BREATHI NG, dead eyes gazing up at the
enpty sky. Hold a beat, then..

FADE TO BLACK
SLAM | N:
EXT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - FRONT OFFI CE - DAY

MRS. HALL'S POV - Anot her scorcher. About two niles down the
hi ghway, BUZZARDS CI RCLE high in the air with DI STANT,
ECHO NG CAWS.

Shadi ng her eyes with one hand, |eaning on a broom Ms. Hall
squints at the horizon.

I NT. ROYAL PALMS MOTEL - MANAGER S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Snoking a cigarette, M. Hall hunches over Giffin s open
| aptop. The screen-door CREAKS open and SLAMS. Ms. Hal
enters.

MRS. HALL
Somet hi ng dead out there, bout a
mle r tw down the road.

M. Hall GRUNTS, focused on the conputer, nuttering to
hi nsel f:

MR. HALL
Usel ess. .

Ms. Hall wal ks around behind him | ooks over his shoul der
VRS. HALL

VWat is that? One of them video-
ganmes?
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MR HALL
(shakes hi s head)
If it is, aint nmuch to it.

MRS. HALL
Ki nda pretty, though..

She hands hima nop and a bucket. He sighs, follows her out
of the office. A SLOWHOXK around the coffee-table REVEALS. .

THE LAPTOP MONI TOR - The hypnotizing 3-D | MAGE OF THE COVWPLEX
MOLECULE BEHIND GRIFFIN S INVISIBILITY SERUM fl oating in

bl ack space like a lethal, digital land-mne. Hold a beat,

t hen, as we hear the SCREEN DOOR CLCSE. ..

SLAM TO BLACK
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