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ME? HOW?? 

AN EPISODE OF MIDNIGHT, TEXAS 

© 2018 Joe Smith 

COLD OPEN 

1. EXT. DUSTY DESERTED ROADSIDE JUST OUTSIDE DAVY, TEXAS. MORNING. 

The sunlight is harsh. We see a desolate dry road leading to Davy, TX 

about a half mile away.  For a moment there is stillness and silence. 

Then, from a distance, we see a figure slowly stirring from the dirt. 

He sits up groggily. 

Closer now, we see he is a shirtless, plain-looking, middle-aged MAN, 

utterly confused. He looks around, trying to get his bearings.  He 

spots something on the ground and picks it up.  It’s a small, broken, 

black leather STRAP.  He takes a deep, annoyed breath, and begins to 

stand, awkwardly. 

From a farther-away long shot, we see (in silhouette) he is completely 

naked.  He looks around, deciding on a direction.  He begins to walk, 

but seems unsure how.  Is he drunk?  Slowly, he manages to find his 

stride, and walks in the direction of Davy. 

2. INT. THE DAVY LINE MARKET. ABOUT 20 MINUTES LATER. 

A small-town convenience store. The clerk CHARLAINE, sporting a 

formidable bouffant, stands behind the counter dealing herself a HAND 

OF SOLITAIRE. 
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Beyond her we see the glass ENTRANCE DOOR. Through it we see, tiny at 

first, a figure walking up.  It’s the naked MAN.  An AD on the door 

for Shiner Bock beer keeps our view PG.  An electronic BELL on the 

door BING-BONGS as he enters. 

CHARLAINE 

(looking up from her CARDS) 

No no no no no. Sir, sign says ‘No 

Shirt, No Shoes, No Service.’ Y’all 

ain’t got on a stitch. You need 

clothes you wanna come in my store. 

THE MAN 

(in a reedy, somewhat familiar twang) 

Clothes? 

CHARLAINE 

Yessir, clothes. Where’s your sense? 

The MAN eyeballs her, then shambles to another part of the store.  We 

stay on her. 

CHARLAINE 

Sir. …SIR. (sighs) 

The MAN returns to the counter, now wearing a “Davy, Texas” 

SWEATSHIRT, ill-fitting WORK JEANS, and FLIP-FLOPS, all with the TAGS 

still on.  He is still holding the broken leather STRAP, which he 

clumsily half-sticks in his back pocket.  

A beat as they stare each other down. 
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CHARLAINE 

(barely tolerating) 

Twenty-five for the jeans, eighteen 

for the sweatshirt, four for the flip-

flops. That’s with tax. 

The MAN stares at her blankly, perhaps a little annoyed. 

CHARLAINE 

Sir I am losing my patience. 

The MAN, maintaining eye contact with her, slowly raises his hand, 

casually knocks the GUM DISPLAY off the counter, and turns to leave. 

CHARLAINE 

Oh no, sir, you do not conduct 

yourself that way in my store. You are 

on my security cameras! You will not 

be welcome here again, sir! 

BING-BONG. The door CHIMES as he EXITS. 

3. EXT. ROADSIDE. A FEW MINUTES LATER. 

The MAN stands in the road, the Davy Line Market a short distance 

behind him.  He faces a SIGN that says “Midnight, 14 miles.”  He takes 

a deep breath and starts walking.  As he does, we ZOOM IN on his 

backside.  Specifically, his back jeans pocket, out of which hangs 

that black leather STRAP.  We ZOOM IN and see it has writing on it.  

CLOSER still, we see that is says… “SNUGGLY” 

SMASH CUT TO TITLE CARD :  

MIDNIGHT, TEXAS. 
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ACT I 

TITLE CARD : 13 HOURS EARLIER 

4. INT. THE INQUIRING MIND. AFTERNOON. 

Late day sunlight streams in through the windows. FIJI, BOBO, and 

MANFRED sit around the coffee table. Strange CARDS lie in rows on it.  

FIJI holds several more cards, and lays one down onto the table by the 

others.  

FIJI 

This is called Martyr’s Cluestone. 

It’s a rare artifact. If any creature 

attacks, you can sacrifice the 

cluestone and destroy the creature.   

MANFRED 

Any creature? 

FIJI 

Any creature that isn’t hexproof. 

BOBO 

We could’ve used that when Colconnar 

was around. 

FIJI 

(with a bit of a smile) 

I’m satisfied with how we dealt with 

Colconnar. 

BOBO smiles. MANFRED shifts. 

MANFRED 

So you can use that anytime? 
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FIJI 

Only when it’s your turn. Instants can 

be played anytime.  Other cards - 

artifacts, creatures, sorceries - you 

can only play on your turn. 

MANFRED 

This game is really complicated. (he 

picks up his HAND of 7 CARDS) 

BOBO 

You’ll get the hang of it. She just 

taught me a few days ago and I’m 

getting pretty good. 

MANFRED 

Better than sitting in my living room 

thinking about all the work not coming 

in. 

BOBO 

Tell me about it.  

FIJI 

Here too. 

BOBO 

Not one customer at the pawn shop all 

day. Left a sign on the door with my 

phone number but I’m not holding my 

breath for it to ring. 

RIINNNNGG. A cell phone. All three react to the coincidence. 
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MANFRED 

Mine. Excuse me. (picks up) The 

Amazing Bernardo… 

He WALKS over to another part of the shop to take the call. 

BOBO 

Glad someone’s seeing some action. 

FIJI 

(slyly) 

Stick around a bit. 

BOBO smiles.  FIJI blushes at her own suggestiveness.   

MR. SNUGGLY 

(OC) 

Is that necessary? 

BOBO and FIJI turn to see the source of the attitude.  The CAT, of 

course. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

You heard me. 

FIJI 

Listen… You’re just going to have to 

accept the fact that Bobo and I are 

seeing each other.  So now and then 

you’re going to hear us talk… 

romantically. Like- 

YOUNG WOMAN 

(OC) 

-Stop pulling, I’m coming. 
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Two customers, both 19, have ENTERED.  ROBERT is dragging EMMA along 

by her sleeve. 

ROBERT 

Ohhh, this place is amazing! I feel 

like Samantha Stephens! 

FIJI 

Hello, welcome.  Feel free to browse, 

unless there’s something specific I 

can help you find? 

EMMA has spotted MR. SNUGGLY. 

EMMA 

(baby voice) 

Awwww… How about the cutest little 

kitty cat in the world?  Do you want a 

scratch behind the ears, lil puss-

puss? 

EMMA freezes.  MR. SNUGGLY gives a small warning HISS. 

FIJI 

He’s a little shy with strangers. 

MR. SNUGGLY EXITS out the OPEN WINDOW. 

EMMA 

Hmm. Usually I have a way with cats.  

They’re just so soft and cuddly and 

adorable.   

FIJI 
(quickly) 

Oh he doesn’t like to be pet-

BOBO 
(quickly) 

Maybe just leave him be-
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WHAM!   

5. INT. OLIVIA’S & LEMUEL’S LIVING ROOM. SAME TIME. 

A cat-gloved hand has slammed a BUTTERFLY KNIFE into a wooden table.  

We pull back to see OLIVIA, in full sexy cat cosplay.  She pulls the 

knife out, closes it, and re-conceals it skillfully in her BOOT.  She 

examines herself in a FULL-LENGTH MIRROR, shakes out her hands, rolls 

her neck, and nods approvingly.  It’s an acceptable work outfit. 

OLIVIA 

This’ll do. 

END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II 

6. EXT. JUST OUTSIDE THE INQUIRING MIND. AFTERNOON. 

MANFRED paces on the porch, still on the phone call from earlier. 

MANFRED 

…and that was the necklace your 

husband gave you? …ex-husband, of 

course, you had mentioned that… 

EMMA is watching him from the doorway, a bit smitten.  MANFRED, still 

on the phone, gives her a brief neighborly smile.  We PUSH IN through 

the open door to the shop… 

7. INT. THE INQUIRING MIND. CONTINUOUS. 

We follow EMMA as she heads back into the shop.  She gives ROBERT a 

knowing look, and a head-nod out towards MANFRED.  ROBERT mouths the 

words “I know.”  He checks out an intricate CANDLE, with intertwining 

black and red wax. 

ROBERT 

(To Fiji) 

Excuse me, how much is this candle? 

FIJI 

That’s a very special and powerful 

candle.  It’s generally for advanced 

practitioners.   

ROBERT 

(trying) 

I used to host candle parties. 
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FIJI 

Not quite the practice I had in mind.  

How about some incense?   

EMMA 

Ooh, yeah, get some incense. (to FIJI) 

We just got take-out from that diner 

over there, and I’d rather not have my 

car smell like chicken for eternity. 

BOBO 

I don’t know.  Madonna makes a mean 

fried chicken. 

ROBERT 

Madonna?! 

BOBO 

She runs Home Cookin’. 

ROBERT 

Ah. (low, to FIJI) Not quite the 

Madonna I had in mind. 

FIJI 

(with a smile) 

Follow me. 

They head to the other side of the store, as MANFRED, still on the 

phone, ENTERS to retrieve his COFFEE MUG. 

MANFRED 

(on phone) 

Yeah, that’s me in the photo on the 

website. …it’s my real hair, yes. 
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He shoots BOBO a look, and EXITS again to the porch.  A beat. 

BOBO 

So, what brings you to Midnight? 

EMMA 

(shrugs) We were bored.  Heard a lot 

of strange things about this town.  

Thought we’d look for some excitement. 

BOBO 

Well we do have our fair share of 

that… 

8. INT. STRONG ANGEL TATTOO & NAIL SHOP. SAME TIME. 

The least exciting day possible.  Joe stands at the counter, doing a 

CROSSWORD PUZZLE, taking occasional LOUD SIPS of TEA.  CHUY sits at 

the nearby nail station, refilling a glass JAR of COTTON BALLS from a 

PLASTIC BAG of them, taking occasional moments to glare at Joe for his 

loud tea-drinking.  CHUY finishes restocking, then just sits, unsure 

of what else to do.  He looks out the front window.  Nope, no one 

coming. He give a resigned SIGH. 

SNIKK! 

9. INT. OLIVIA’S & LEMUEL’S LIVING ROOM. SAME TIME. 

A CLOSE-UP on a thick-gage SYRINGE NEEDLE that has just extended, 

switch-blade-style, from a decorative METAL OBJECT held by OLIVIA.  

She pushes on the back of the object to retract the syringe, then 

clicks it into place on her mid-section.  It’s her BELT BUCKLE.  

OLIVIA smiles. 

From a black DUFFLE BAG, she takes a small GUN, makes sure it’s 

loaded, then tucks it into the back of her outfit at waist-height.  
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She then pulls from the BAG what looks like a small MEASURING TAPE, 

and from it pulls out a length of WIRE.  She coils it a few times 

around her free hand, then tugs to check its tensile strength.  Yup, 

good enough for strangling.  She retracts it, and strategizes a place 

to conceal it on her body.  Tight outfit, not many places left. 

A brief montage shows us; she tries it in her cleavage, but as she 

smiles and tries to appear casual in the MIRROR, the LUMP is too 

obvious.  Next she tries under her arm, but then she can’t lower her 

arm all the way.  She scans her body in the mirror, looking for any 

free hiding places.  

We then see her from the chest up, appearing to manipulate something 

on the front of her body, about halfway down. She struggles, then… 

OLIVIA 

Nope.  Not gonna happen. 

She tosses the WIRE MECHANISM back in the DUFFLE BAG, then goes over 

to the nearby DOSSIER and looks at a PICTURE of her job. 

OLIVIA 

Well, Mr. Talent Agent who likes to 

invite pretty young things from the 

Fantasy Convention back to his hotel 

where they’re never heard from again…  

She turns to the mirror and affects a naive flirty persona. 

OLIVIA 

…Wanna hang out? 

LEMUEL 

(OC) 

I do, in fact. 
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OLIVIA 

You’re up early. 

We then see LEMUEL, in a robe, admiring his wife.  He stands right 

behind her, in a spot where we would have seen him in the mirror’s 

reflection, if he cast one. 

LEMUEL 

By an hour or two.  I wanted to be 

sure to see you before you left. 

OLIVIA 

(referring to her outfit) 

You like? 

LEMUEL 

Always.  You’re packing quite a 

variety of items.  You expect trouble 

from this man? 

OLIVIA 

Hardly.  Just want options.  Read the 

dossier if you like.  This guy’s a 

piece of work.  Whatever I end up 

using, he’s got comin’. 

LEMUEL 

(looking over the DOSSIER) 

This is a very bad man. 

OLIVIA 

Right? 

Her PHONE RINGS. 
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OLIVIA 

I’ve been thinking all day about 

taking care of this guy.  Kinda puts a 

smile on my face.  (answering her 

PHONE) Yeah. (A beat. The smile 

disappears.) 

On LEMUEL’s reaction to this… 

END OF ACT II 
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ACT III 

10. INT. OLIVIA’S & LEMUEL’S LIVING ROOM. LATE AFTERNOON. 

OLIVIA is listening to her PHONE, a concerned look on her face.  

OLIVIA 

(on PHONE) 

…Okay. I guess that’s that. 

She hangs up. 

LEMUEL 

Problem? 

OLIVIA 

He’s already dead.  This morning. 

LEMUEL 

A competitor of yours? 

OLIVIA 

An egg and bacon sandwich.  He choked 

on it.  Dammit. 

LEMUEL 

…I’m sorry. 

OLIVIA 

I was really looking forward to this.   

Picturing it and everything.  …Now I’m 

all pent up. 

A beat. 
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LEMUEL 

Shall we? 

OLIVIA 

Yeah, come on. 

They EXIT, somewhat workman-like, into the bedroom, as we hear OLIVIA 

un-ZZZIP her cat outfit. 

11. INT. CAR, PARKED AT RÍO ROCA FRÍA. OUTSKIRTS OF MIDNIGHT. SUNSET. 

EMMA and ROBERT sit in her parked car with the windows rolled down, 

watching the sun set over the river.  EMMA has one bare foot out the 

window. 

ROBERT 

That’s where they found her? 

EMMA 

Yup.  All bloated and gross. She’d 

been dead for, like, two weeks or 

something. 

ROBERT 

Oh my God, I can’t even imagine. 

EMMA 

She probably had fish starting to eat 

her by that point- 

ROBERT 

Ew, don’t!  Now I won’t be able to get 

that image out of my head.  

EMMA squishes her cheeks together to make a fish face. 
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EMMA 

(affecting a “fish voice.”) 

Oh Aubrey, I’m so hungry- 

ROBERT 

Donnnn’t! 

EMMA 

-Could I just have a little nibble of 

your dead face? Nom nom nom… 

ROBERT 

Ugh, seriously you have to stop. I can 

picture that way too well. I’m going 

to barf in your car. 

EMMA 

No no no.  Okay, uh… it’s like when 

you have a song stuck in your head.  

You need to replace it with something 

else.  (she looks around the car) 

Here, look at this flyer someone left 

on my car. (She hands it to him).  Now 

just replace Aubrey’s bloated dead 

face with this doofus real estate 

guy’s. 

ROBERT 

(squinting at the flyer) 

…I don’t like this guy’s face either.  

It looks like a peanut. 

EMMA 

(laughs) 

Come on, he’s not your type? You don’t 

like peanut-faced middle-aged guys? 
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ROBERT 

No, that’s more your territory. 

EMMA 

Oh you bitch.  He was 28 and he looked 

like Tom Hardy. …Don’t be jealous.  

You had your chance junior year.  

ROBERT 

Honey I love you but you got nuthin’ I 

want. 

EMMA 

(remembering something) 

Ooh!  (claps hands together in 

excitement) I actually do have 

something you want. 

ROBERT eyes her suspiciously.  She digs through her BAG, and retrieves 

the black and red CANDLE he’d been admiring in Fiji’s shop. 

ROBERT 

(gasp) You’re gonna go to jail! 

EMMA 

What? It fell right off the shelf and 

into my bag! It could have fallen on 

your head. I basically saved your 

life. 

ROBERT 

…I do love this candle. 



�20 �20

EMMA 

Here- (she pushes in the cigarette 

lighter in the dash) … We’ll have 

ourselves a nice candle-lit dinner.   

ROBERT 

Okay, but no more dead girl talk. 

EMMA 

Deal. There’s cokes under the seat.  

Tap on the lid first in case they got 

all shook up. 

ROBERT gets them while she tries to light the CANDLE with the car’s 

CIGARETTE LIGHTER.   

EMMA 

Aghh, this stupid candle won’t light. 

ROBERT 

Try lighting something else then 

lighting the candle with that. 

EMMA 

How about you, peanut-headed real 

estate guy?  You wanna volunteer?  

Let’ see… 

EMMA rips off a chunk of FLYER and lights it, then lights the CANDLE 

with the SCRAP of flyer. We see (in CU) the realtor’s face beginning 

to burn as the candle is lit.  The realtor looks just like the NAKED 

MAN we saw in the cold open (only this time in shirt and tie).  The 

CANDLE is lit, and she places it on the middle console between the two 

of them, near the rear. 
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EMMA 

There we go.  All romantical. 

ROBERT 

You’re a terrible person for stealing 

this. Thank you. 

EMMA 

My pleasure. 

A beat. Over the next two lines, we focus in on the CANDLE, the top of 

which fills with HOT WAX, which then slowly dribbles down the side and 

out of frame.  EMMA and ROBERTO crack open their SODAS. 

ROBERT 

Should we say grace? 

They exchange a knowing look. 

EMMA & ROBERT 

Grace. 

MROOWWWW!  A fast moment of noise and skittering as SOMETHING SMALL in 

the back seat gets hit with HOT WAX and makes a mad dash out the back 

window.  Mayhem and jostled SODAS. 

EMMA 

Aaagh- What the hell was that?!? 

ROBERT 

I don’t know!  Was that a raccoon?! 

EMMA 

How long was it there?! 
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ROBERT 

I don’t know! I don’t know! Stop 

yelling! 

They take a moment to regain their composure.  EMMA looks around at 

the floor in the back. 

EMMA 

Aww, it ate all the chicken. 

ROBERT 

All of it? 

EMMA 

(looks) 

Most of it. 

ROBERT 

So there’s nothing left? 

EMMA 

Do you want to eat around the chewed 

up parts? 

He takes a moment to consider. 

EMMA 

You’re gross. 

12. INT. MANFRED’S APARTMENT. NIGHT. 

He is still on the PHONE. 
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MANFRED 

That’s not gross at all.  You’re just 

a human being with… desires.  Specific 

desires.  When you’re ready, I see 

someone new entering your life that 

might share those desires.  (a beat) …

I was going to say someone more local. 

12. INT. THE INQUIRING MIND. CONTINUOUS. 

BOBO has been looking out the front windows over at MANFRED’s place.  

He returns to FIJI, who is putting some dry cat food into MR. 

SNUGGLY’S BOWL. 

BOBO 

He’s still on the phone with that 

lady.  Glad someone’s got a customer. 

FIJI 

Hey I sold four dollars worth of 

incense. 

BOBO 

Four more dollars than I made today. 

FIJI sets the BOWL in an open window, looking out, a little worried. 

BOBO 

He’ll be back.   

FIJI 

I know. I just don’t like him out 

there when it’s dark.  I know he 

doesn’t either. 
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BOBO 

He is not shy about what he doesn’t 

like. 

FIJI 

(laughing a little at this) 

No he is not.  Somehow I love him 

anyway. 

BOBO 

You have the patience of an angel. 

13. INT. JOE & CHUY’S BEDROOM. NIGHT. 

JOE and CHUY lie next to each other in bed.  JOE holds a BOOK, which 

he can’t focus on because of CHUY SNORING next to him.  CHUY turns in 

his sleep, grunting hot bad breath at JOE, making us wonder at what 

point even an angel loses his patience. 

END OF ACT III 
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ACT IV 

14. EXT. ROAD BETWEEN MIDNIGHT & DAVY. LATE MORNING. 

Establishing shots of hot roadside desert.  MR. SNUGGLY (in human 

form) shuffles along the road towards Midnight, uncomfortable.  A bird 

TWEETS, and MR. SNUGGLY freezes. His eyes dart around for the source.  

He spots the BIRD on the ground.  He stares at it for a moment, then 

CHATTERS quietly, his jaw vibrating, as cats do when they spot prey.  

He coils back slowly, then POUNCES.   

Being in this body, and launching from flip-flops, this does not go 

well.  The BIRD has FLOWN OFF, and MR. SNUGGLY picks himself up, dusty 

and mad.  He begins once again walking towards Midnight.  A few steps 

in, he spots a HITCHHIKER walking in the same direction; slowly, 

backwards, with his thumb out.   

As MR. SNUGGLY catches up to him… 

HITCHHIKER 

I saw that.  You okay? 

No answer. 

HITCHHIKER 

What’re ya trying to catch a bird for? 

MR. SNUGGLY 

…I’m hungry. 

HITCHHIKER 

(somewhat taken aback) 

Not much meat on one of those.  (a 

beat) Want some trail mix? 
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He takes a plastic POUCH from his cargo shorts pocket, gets a handful 

of TRAIL MIX, and offers it up.  MR. SNUGGLY eyes it, unsure, then 

eats it directly from the hand of the HITCHHIKER, who makes a face. 

MR. SNUGGLY chews a few times, stops, then spits it out clumsily. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

Nope. 

HITCHHIKER 

Suit yourself. 

We hear a BIG RIG approaching.  The HITCHHIKER sticks his thumb out 

again.  MR. SNUGGLY seems unsure of the HITCHHIKER’s intent.  We hear 

the air brakes HISS as the truck slows down… 

15. INT. MANFRED’S HOUSE. LATE MORNING. 

MANFRED sits at his work table, bleary-eyed, wearing the same clothes 

as yesterday, and holding a big MUG OF COFFEE.  He has a piece of 

TOAST on a plate, and wears his HEADSET PHONE.  A beat as he sips and 

listens.  Then… 

MANFRED 

(on phone) 

Mrs. Dittmeyer- er, Ms. Dittmeyer- 

(accommodating) Okay, Dena…  Those two 

d r e a m s c o u l d m e a n y o u f e e l … 

figuratively naked. Emotionally 

exposed. (beat) There was? …Okay, I 

guess, tell me about that third dream.  

He covers the mouthpiece of his HEADSET, and takes a bite of TOAST. 
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16. INT. STRONG ANGEL TATTOO & NAIL SHOP. DAY. 

The shop is empty.  TRRINNG. A BELL on the door sounds. 

CHUY ENTERS quickly from the back, drying his hands on a DISH TOWEL.  

It’s JOE. 

JOE 

Just getting the mail. 

CHUY 

(sighs) Anything? 

JOE 

County tax statement. Real estate 

brochure. 

CHUY 

(making a sour face) 

That red-haired lady? 

JOE 

(looking, then handing it over) 

Some other guy. 

CHUY 

I’ve seen these ads.  Something about 

this guy’s face I don’t like. He looks 

smarmy.  I kinda want to punch him. 

JOE 

What’s with you? 

CHUY 

Nothing’s with me.  I didn’t sleep 

well. 
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JOE 

(pointedly) 

…yeah you did. 

CHUY 

I got up an hour before you did. 

JOE 

I got to sleep an hour before that. 

CHUY 

Well maybe you should go take a nap.  

You don’t want to get cranky. 

JOE 

Yeah it might drive away all our 

customers. 

CHUY 

Don’t worry. If some drunk cowboy 

comes in, I’m sure I can ink “Arlene 

Forever” on his backside. 

JOE 

If only you could write in cursive. 

CHUY 

If only you could draw trees that 

don’t look like broccoli. 

JOE 

This again? I was going by the picture 

she brought.   
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CHUY 

Was it a picture of broccoli? 

JOE 

Well we can’t all have the skills of a 

professional fingerpainter. 

Ouch.  They stare each other down for a moment.  Then CHUY gestures 

towards his nail station. 

CHUY 

Be my guest, Chuy.  Next customer’s 

all yours. 

JOE 

Sounds like a plan, Joe.  Good luck 

with the permanent body art. 

They huffily assume each other’s positions in the shop, ready for 

business. They hold their ground. …And hold it.  JOE cranes his neck 

to see out the window.  …Nobody.   

A long beat.  CHUY takes a purposely LOUD SIP of Joe’s TEA. 

END OF ACT IV 
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ACT V 

17. INT. THE INQUIRING MIND. DAY. 

FIJI, agitated, assembles ingredients for a spell; various LEAVES, a 

small VIAL filled with a black fluid, a SACK OF MULTICOLORED STONES.  

She consults a big leather-bound BOOK OF SPELLS.  BOBO enters with a 

MAP. 

BOBO 

Found it.  It’s the whole state of 

Texas.  I’d be impressed as hell if he 

got farther than that. 

FIJI 

I’m not worried about that.  I’m more 

w o r r i e d a b o u t c o y o t e s .  O r 

rattlesnakes.  Or just the cold at 

night. 

BOBO 

Hey he’s a tough critter. I’m 

intimidated by that cat. He’ll be 

okay.  What else we need? 

FIJI 

(laying the map out on the table) 

Location spells are tricky.  We can do 

the first step here, now that we’ve 

got this map.  It’ll narrow things 

d o w n , b u t t h e n w e ’ l l h a v e t o 

physically go to that area and do the 

spell again to narrow it down further, 

and so on.  I don’t know how many 

times. 
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BOBO 

(comforting) 

As many as it takes. 

FIJI 

(touched) 

Thank you. 

BOBO 

What now? 

FIJI 

(handing him a JAR of white “twigs") 

You can help me extract the marrow 

from some weevil bones.  

BOBO puts on a brave smile for this task. 

18. INT. OLIVIA’S & LEMUEL’S LIVING ROOM. DAY. 

OLIVIA sits looking at her LAPTOP. 

OLIVIA 

(quietly) 

How about you?  You wanna die? …Sure 

you do. 

Then… VIDEO GAME FX.  We see she is playing a game on her COMPUTER.  

She is in comfortable, lounging-at-home clothes.  

OLIVIA 

Suck it, alien! 

She quickly realizes this may have been too loud, with LEMUEL sleeping 

in the next room.  She shh’s herself, then from BLOCK OF CHEESE that’s  
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on the table, cuts herself a piece with her BUTTERFLY KNIFE, and 

munches it. 

19. INT. BIG RIG. DAY. 

In the cab sit the TRUCK DRIVER, then MR. SNUGGLY in the middle, then 

the HITCHHIKER. 

TRUCK DRIVER 

…that’s the thing about hauling office 

supplies.  Nobody gives a hoot.  They 

cut you off, treat you like a nuisance 

just ‘cause you’re taking up space on 

the road.  When I was haulin’ beer - 

and I hauled a bunch of different 

kinds - people’d be glad to see you, 

you know?  And I wasn’t givin’ away 

free samples or nuthin’. But just 

seein’ the word “beer” on the side of 

the truck makes people like you.  They 

honk, girls smile at you.  Makes you 

feel like somebody, haulin’ something 

people like. 

During this last sentence, MR. SNUGGLY has given a big, unapologetic 

yawn. 

TRUCK DRIVER 

Am I boring you, friend? 

A beat. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

Yup. 
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20. EXT. ROADSIDE. CONTINUOUS. 

SHHHHHHHH.  The truck’s air brakes HISS as the big rig comes to a 

stop.  MR. SNUGGLY now stands on the roadside. 

HITCHHIKER 

(out truck cab window) 

Hey good luck, man.  I’m sure you’ll 

land on your feet. 

The HITCHHIKER gives him a thumbs-up.  MR. SNUGGLY returns it, though 

it takes him a moment to figure out how to use his THUMB this way. 

21. INT. MANFRED’S HOUSE. DAY. 

MANFRED walks around the house, antsy and still on the PHONE. 

MANFRED 

No, that’s good, that’s great.  You’ve 

got a plan now.  So listen, why don’t 

you get some sleep, and when you wake 

up, you are going to feel a renewed 

sense of purpose. …well I’m glad I 

make you feel light. …and young.      

…what was that last thing? …(awkward 

laugh) and that too.  Okay, well- (she 

interrupts him) …uh, we can, sure, but 

it has been quite a long session 

already.  I don’t want to take 

advantage, given the, uh, hourly rate. 

…well that’s very flattering.  (deep 

breath) Sure, let’s go through those 

dreams one more time. 

He has taken down a big BAG OF COFFEE, and sets it on the counter with 

a THUD next to the coffeemaker.  
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22. INT. THE INQUIRING MIND. DAY. 

FIJI and BOBO hover the MAP, which is surrounded by a perimeter of 

COLORED STONES.  FIJI is painting BOBO’s hand with a thick black 

SUBSTANCE that looks like tar.   

BOBO 

You weren’t kidding.  This smells 

terrible. 

FIJI 

You should be around when I make a 

memory potion. 

BOBO 

It burns a little. 

FIJI 

Are you okay? It’s not going to be any 

more comfortable once I start the 

incantation. 

BOBO 

I’d take a lot more for you. 

FIJI looks at him tenderly, gratefully. 

FIJI 

Okay. I think we’re ready. 

She stands up, checks her spot in the SPELL BOOK, and nods to BOBO.  

He uses his elixir-painted hand and picks up a pointy CRYSTAL ON A 

STRING, which he slowly begins to twirl in a circle over the MAP.  

FIJI picks up a small FIRE EXTINGUISHER, pulls the PIN, and aims it at 

BOBO’s hand. 
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BOBO 

…Really? 

FIJI 

I’m like 70% sure it won’t be needed. 

(a beat) You’re up for this?   

BOBO 

Yes. 

FIJI 

I’m sorry, I thought you understood- 

BOBO 

I’m fine, Fiji, I am, really. 

FIJI 

If you want, I could try- 

BOBO 

No it’s really okay.  Can we just do 

this? It’s getting pretty hot already. 

FIJI 

Okay, okay.  Here we go.  

They focus intently on the matter at hand.  FIJI reads from the SPELL 

BOOK. 

FIJI 

What is where we cannot see, thy help 

we seek, so mote it be. Fire to the 

east- 
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CRUNCH. They look up, trying to place the sound. CRUNCH CRUNCH. They 

look over and see a hand stealing some more CAT FOOD from the BOWL on 

the window sill. More CRUNCHING. 

They hurry over to the window.  There’s a MAN they’ve never seen 

finishing a mouthful of cat food.  He looks up at them. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

Little help? 

END OF ACT V 
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ACT VI 

23. INT. THE INQUIRING MIND. DAY. 

MR. SNUGGLY (still in the form of a realtor), sits grumpily on the 

couch next to FIJI, who holds his busted COLLAR, looking concerned and 

confused.  BOBO sits on a chair facing them, wiping the remnants of 

BLACK GOO off his hand.  He sniffs the hand. Still terrible.   

FIJI 

So you think one of them might’ve… 

bitten you? 

MR. SNUGGLY SIGHS heavily.  He’s explained this already. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

They left the car window open when 

they were here. I ate their chicken, I 

fell asleep.  Woke up when something 

bit me or stung me or whatever, I ran 

out, next thing I remember I woke up 

in this ugly bag o’ meat.  That’s all 

I remember. 

BOBO 

(to FIJI) 

You think one of those kids did this?   

FIJI 

I truly don’t know. They seemed 

normal, more or less. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

I don’t like this.  Don’t feel right. 
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FIJI 

(to BOBO, mostly) 

If it was a transformation spell, I’m 

going to need to find a few items to 

reverse it… (MR SNUGGLY is shifting 

around on the couch) …If it was some 

sort of hex, or if whomever this man 

was is now somehow walking around as a 

cat, then we’re dealing with a much 

more complica- 

FIJI cuts herself off as MR. SNUGGLY has curled up on the couch with 

the top of his head pressed against her leg; an out-of-character 

moment of vulnerability.  FIJI and BOBO both take stock of this, and 

FIJI gently pets MR. SNUGGLY’S head.   

FIJI 

We’ll get you back, Snug.  

A beat and she continues to stroke his hair.  Her hand comes across 

something. 

FIJI 

Ugh, you are filthy.  What did you get 

into?  Feels like wax. 

A realization.  She looks over to a shelf in her shop; a neat row of 

intricate and varied CANDLES, with a spot on the shelf conspicuously 

absent of one.  She sighs, relieved. 

24. INT. STRONG ANGEL TATTOO & NAIL SHOP. DUSK. 

JOE sits at the nail station, carefully doing CHUY’s nails with a coat 

of clear POLISH.  A peaceful, quiet moment. 
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CHUY 

From the cuticles down, remember.  

Never the other way. 

JOE gets in close and focuses like it’s brain surgery. 

JOE 

aaand… (exhales) …Okay, this is harder 

than it looks.   

CHUY 

(shrugs) 

I can’t draw trees or broccoli. 

They share a smile.  All is good.  The PHONE RINGS.  JOE gestures for 

CHUY to stay, blows on his fingertips, then goes to pick up the phone. 

JOE 

(on phone) 

Strong Angel… 

25. INT. THE INQUIRING MIND. DUSK. 

FIJI is on a call, cradling the PHONE with her shoulder as she uses a 

MORTAR and PESTLE to muddle some ingredients.  BOBO is in the 

background, watching MR. SNUGGLY do a stretch on the couch; face down, 

hands way out in front, backside high in the air. 

FIJI 

(on phone) 

Half hour, then.  See you there. 

She HANGS UP. 



�40 �40

FIJI 

Everyone’s in.  Mr. Snuggly would you 

come here please.  It’s ready. 

He and BOBO come over to the kitchen counter where FIJI is.   

FIJI 

(spooning her mixture into a cup) 

This’ll take four hours.  It won’t 

hurt, okay?  While we’re waiting, 

we’re going to get you a proper meal 

at Home Cookin’.  I can’t watch you 

eat any more kibble like this.  …Come 

on. 

MR. SNUGGLY makes a face, but drinks the MIXTURE.  His mouth wants to 

reject it.  FIJI soothes him and strokes his throat so it’ll go down. 

FIJI 

It’s okay.  There you go. You’ll go to 

sleep as yourself tonight, Snug. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

(finishing it) 

…Alright, then. 

He EXITS the kitchen. 

BOBO 

And everyone understands what’s going 

on? 

FIJI 

I don’t know if they understand, but 

they’re rolling with it.  They’ve seen 

stranger. …I think. 
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SHOOF SHOOF SHOOF.  BOBO and FIJI look at each other, trying to figure 

out the sound they’re hearing.  FIJI realizes first, and RUNS OUT of 

frame, BOBO FOLLOWING. 

FIJI 

Oh goddess, no. (then, OC) Mr. 

Snuggly, no no - away from the litter 

box please! 

BOBO 

(OC) 

I got him. Ow! 

MR. SNUGGLY 

(OC) 

Can I get a little privacy? 

FIJI 

(OC) 

Snug, we need to get you changed back 

first.  Let’s- oh boy… ugh… We need to 

clean your hands- 

FIJI & BOBO 

(OC) 

-NOT LIKE THAT! 

All three ENTER the KITCHEN again, with FIJI and BOBO each holding on 

to one side of MR. SNUGGLY.  They bring him towards the SINK. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

Don’t even think about it. 

BOBO 

Gotta do it, buddy. 
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MR. SNUGGLY 

Ain’t your buddy. 

FIJI 

Mr. Snuggly, we need to wash your 

hands. Come on. 

MR. SNUGGLY struggles to get away as FIJI and BOBO wrangle his hands 

under the FAUCET.  They SUDS him up as he wriggles.  BOBO bear-hugs 

him from behind. 

BOBO 

The less you struggle, the sooner 

this’ll be over. 

FIJI 

Almost done. 

They finish.  MR. SNUGGLY looks PISSED.  BOBO still restrains him. 

FIJI 

He’s going to need clean clothes.   

 
BOBO 

I can run home and get a few things. 

Anything else? 

FIJI 

(sheepish) 

He does still need to use the 

bathroom. 

BOBO 

(realizing) 

…you want me to take him? 
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FIJI looks at him as if to imply BOBO’s at least had more experience 

with the equipment.  BOBO sighs, resigned to his task…  No one looks 

pleased about it. 

CUT TO :  

26. INT. THE BACK ROOM AT HOME COOKIN. EVENING. 

Around the table sit OLIVIA, MANFRED, JOE, CHUY, BOBO, and FIJI, all 

trying unsuccessfully not to stare at MR. SNUGGLY, still in realtor 

form, sitting at one end, wearing BOBO’s clothes.  JOE & CHUY are 

trying to place him - they’ve seen this face before. 

FIJI 

Anyway, luckily, the counter to the 

candle’s magic is fairly simple.  So… 

BOBO 

We don’t even know whose body this is. 

MELANIE 

(OC) 

Lloyd Paquette.   

Everyone turns to see MELANIE PRATT, the red-headed realtor working 

for the new hotel owners in Midnight, standing with a BAG OF TAKE-OUT, 

staring down MR. SNUGGLY. 

MELANIE 

I handle one property in Midnight, and 

now you’re here to walk through the 

door I opened.  Typical.  (to the 

others) Did he pitch you his sliding 

commission idea?  (they’re silent) Of 

course he did.  
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She leans in to MR. SNUGGLY, looks him dead in the eye. 

MELANIE 

I guess I was wrong about you.  And 

for the record, one drunken night at 

the brokers convention does not mean I 

will let this slide.  I won’t forget 

this, Lloyd. 

MR. SNUGGLY gives a measured HISS.  MELANIE is taken aback, and hurt. 

MELANIE 

Well you could be a grown-up about it.  

I’m a human being, after all. 

She feels a cry coming on. 

MELANIE 

Goodbye, Lloyd. 

She turns to EXIT, bumping into LEMUEL, who steadies her with his hand 

on her arm. 

MELANIE 

Oh, I’m sorry.  Excuse me.  I’m okay.  

She relaxes a bit under LEMUEL’s touch. She takes a deep breath, 

straightens up, and smiles at LEMUEL, handing him a business card. 

MELANIE 

Melanie Pratt. Albany Worldwide. 

She nods professionally to the table, and EXITS.   
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LEMUEL 

Sorry I’m late.  Good evening, Mr. 

Snuggly. 

MR. SNUGGLY 

Yep. 

LEMUEL takes a seat next to OLIVIA. 

OLIVIA 

You bring cash? 

MANFRED 

Oh, I got this. 

EVERYONE begins to OBJECT.  MANFRED cuts them off. 

MANFRED 

I just made six thousand dollars. 

SILENCE. 

MANFRED 

I don’t want to talk about it. 

All resume their evening.  Over the following crosstalk, we pull back 

from the assembled family of Midnighters as the FOOD arrives.  MR. 

SNUGGLY plays with his FOOD before eating it. 

FIJI 

Chuy your nails look beautiful. 

CHUY 

(pointing at JOE) 

Thanks, I’m training a new guy. 
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JOE 

I need more practice if anyone’s 

interested. 

OLIVIA 

I don’t have much to paint but you can 

try mine.  (to LEMUEL) What do you 

think - blood red? 

LEMUEL smiles, everyone eats, and we… 

FADE TO BLACK 

END OF ACT VI 
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CLOSE 

27. INT. DAVY LINE MARKET. DAY. 

BING-BONG. The door opens and in walks the actual LLOYD PAQUETTE; 

groomed, friendly, and holding a FLYER.  He approaches the clerk 

CHARLAINE. 

LLOYD 

Hello there.  I’m Lloyd Paquette with 

Vanguard Realty. I’m expanding into 

Davy and was wondering if I could hang 

one of my flyers in the window of your 

lovely store. 

CHARLAINE, unamused, just stares him down.  LLOYD is unsure how to 

react to this.  Then we see him notice a PIECE OF PAPER taped up 

behind the counter.  It says “BANNED,” and below there is a picture of 

a naked man (privates hidden behind a shelf).  It’s… him.  IT’S HIM?!?  

Mind blown, a million questions running through his head, and 

CHARLAINE still giving him the hairy eyeball, LLOYD slowly backs away 

towards the door.   

BING-BONG door-closing FX, and BLACKOUT. 

END CREDITS. 


