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Act 1

Romantic Rendezvous — No Tell Motel

LORAINE ALCOTT: (from the bed) What's her name? Whoever you're thinking about. Your
girlfriend or whatever.

CHRISTOPHER: 1| don't have a girlfriend.

ALCOTT: Yeah? What's in the bag? Oh, is it a pizza? 'cause | could really go for a mushroom
pizza.

CHRISTOPHER: (from the bathroom) Yeah, it's a mushroom pizza.

ALCOTT: Awesome. You're not married, are you? Not that it's any of my business. Well, you
never know about people. My name isn't Amber, by the way, obviously. That's just for the
club. You wanna know my real name or what?

CHRISTOPHER: Yes, | do. Very much. (preparing a syringe)

ALCOTT: Loraine. Ready for this? Loraine Daisy. All my sisters have flowers for middle
names. My mom couldn't even spell Loraine right.

CHRISTOPHER: What is it?

ALCOTT: | don't know! (spasms)

CHRISTOPHER: What is it?

ALCOTT: Oh, God, what's happening?! Stop it! Are you... Aggh! (running into the night)

CHRISTOPHER: It'll be over in a second. Hold on. Try and get up. Try and get up. Try and
get up.

HOTEL GUEST: Everything okay? You need a lift to the hospital, | got a van right here.

CHRISTOPHER: Thanks, I'll take her. I'll take her. (driving away quickly)

ALCOTT: (screaming loudly) What's happening to me?!

Wallace Bromley Medical Center - Emergency Ward

(Christopher pulls up to a side entrance and leaves Alcott)

ALCOTT: (curbside) aagghh! Don't leave me!
(a medical team rolls Alcott through the halls of the hospital)

STEEL: I'm Doctor Steel, okay? Everything's gonna be fine. Take a deep breath, alright?
You're gonna be fine, okay? You're gonna be fine. Take a deep breath. Now, how many
months are you?
ALCOTT: How many months what?
STEEL: Pregnant.
ALCOTT: I'm not - not pregnant!
(in an operating area)
STEEL: Hold her down. We're gonna have to strap her in.
ALCOTT: No!
NURSE 1: We’ve got to cut this baby out now Doctor!
STEEL: Alright, alright.
NURSE 2: V.P. sixty, pulse is thready.
STEEL: (Alcott’s monitor indicates death) What the hell was that?
NURSE 2: We lost her heartbeat.
STEEL: Go for the baby now. Give me a scalpel. All right, come on. All right. Right there.
Okay. (extracting the baby through the incision)
NURSE 1: Oh, God. (horrified at the sight)
STEEL: Dear God. (horrified at the sight)
NURSE 2: Aawwh! (horrified at the sight)

---FRINGE will return in sixty seconds---



Act 2

Broyles Briefs an Oversight Committee

(a group of men and women sit in an elegant conference room)
PHILLIP BROYLES: Thank you all for convening at this late hour. Forty-three minutes ago,
we were alerted to an incident at the Wallace Bromley Medical Center. While the details are
still coming in, it appears to be another anomaly whose mysteries and origins remains the
sole purpose of this committee. | called you together tonight to introduce you to my new
team, who will now be responsible for investigating all these events. (files are on review)
Hopefully, they will have more success than our last. Walter Bishop, dubbed by his
contemporaries as a successor to Albert Einstein, worked for the Defense Advanced Research
Projects Agency from the late seventies...
NINA SHARP: ...until he was committed to the Saint Claire's mental institution for
manslaughter.
BROYLES: He was never convicted of that crime.
SHARP: But in one of your own reports, you theorize that Bishop's previous work may itself
be the root of all these unexplained phenomenon.
BROYLES: Given that he's been hugging a padded cell for seventeen years... I think we can
probably exclude him as a suspect, however, his knowledge makes him uniquely qualified to
assist our efforts while he remains in the legal custody of his son Peter.
SHARP: Yes, Peter Bishop, whose history of questionable business practices verge on
fraud, yet you propose giving him access to information that, if made public, would cause
mass panic.
BROYLES: There's nothing we could tell him that he can't learn from his father or deduce
himself, with a one-ninety 1.Q.
SHARP: What were you thinking when you recruited Olivia Dunham? An F.B.l. agent who
had an illicit affair with her partner, a man who turned out to be a traitor.
BROYLES: | was thinking that a woman who didn't hesitate to follow the evidence and
expose the man she loved at the cost of great personal pain and embarrassment - must
surely be worthy of our trust.

Call To Duty
(studying files in her apartment she has a flashback)

JOHN SCOTT: (to bunham) | love you.
(reviewing classified files — then in flashback)

OLIVIA DUNHAM: (to Scott) Who? Who are you working for?

(continues reading then answers her cell phone)
DUNHAM: Hello?
BROYLES: Wake up... there's something you need to see.
DUNHAM: Well, waking up's not gonna be a problem, but thank you for the gentle nudge.
BROYLES: Pick up the others and meet me in thirty minutes at the Bromley Medical Center.

DUNHAM: (to herself after Broyles hangs up) A good morning to you too.
(knocking on the door at the Bishop’s hotel)

PETER BISHOP: (opening the door) You're kiddin' me, right?

DUNHAM: Your phone was off the hook.

P.BISHOP: That's 'cause | didn't want to get woken up.

DUNHAM: You need to get your father. Apparently there's something we need to see.
P.BISHOP: And this something...

DUNHAM: It can't wait.

P.BISHOP: Okay. Walter. Hey, Walter, come on, we're - Walter? Oh come on. Tell me you're
not in the closet. What the hell are you doing in there again?

WALTER BISHOP: Where I've been for the past seventeen years is a mental hospital.
P.BISHOP: Saint Claire's. I'm the one that got you out of that place, remember?

W.BISHOP: There was a patient there. Carlos. He would sing ‘row, row, row your boat’ every
night. Funny how difficult it is to sleep without that song.

P.BISHOP: That's nice... we gotta go Walter.

Investigating at the Medical Center

DUNHAM: Hey. I got here as fast as we could.

BROYLES: Twenty-seven minutes... nicely done. Peter Bishop. I'm Philip Broyles,
Department of Homeland Security. Thank you for agreeing to work with us.

P.BISHOP: Just to be clear, | haven't agreed to anything. I'm just here as the babysitter. My
father is the one you want.

BROYLES: Nice to meet you anyway. Is he coming out?

P.BISHOP: Well, that's unclear. He's currently in the car fiddling around with his seat
warmer.

BROYLES: (through the car window) Doctor Bishop, hello. | appreciate you coming out
tonight.

W.BISHOP: I've never seen a feature like this before. It warms your ass. It's wonderful.

Have you tried it?
(walking through the hospital)

BROYLES: Seventeen past midnight, a woman... pregnant to term, was found alone outside
the hospital. She collapsed, suffering severe abdominal pain. She's a Jane Doe. Prints and D.
N.A. are being run now. Should have her 1.D.’d by sundown. At Twelve Twenty-Four, less than
two minutes after she was pronounced dead, Miz Doe became a mother.

DUNHAM: Did the baby survive?

BROYLES: The newborn was convulsing. screaming in obvious pain. They placed it in a
bassinet, were in the process of transferring it to an intensive care when they realized what
was happening. It was growing... before their eyes.

DUNHAM: Growing? You mean they could... see it getting larger?

BROYLES: That's right.

DUNHAM: So where's the baby now?

P.BISHOP: Walter!

BROYLES: It remained alive for nearly half an hour, this way. Finally dying from natural
causes.

DUNHAM: Natural causes? | don't understand.

BROYLES: What they realized is that the child wasn't just growing. It was aging.

P.BISHOP: Oh - okay, hold on a sec. It's Four A.M. so I'm a little foggy, but we're supposed
to believe that grandpa here was born four hours ago?

DUNHAM: Were there any calls or tips? Did the security cameras see how the pregnant
woman got here? Did she drive herself or was she dropped off?

BROYLES: We're checking those now. Doctor Bishop, any idea how something like this might
happen?

P.BISHOP: 1 think you're probably expecting a bit much, Mister Broyles.

W.BISHOP: ..Celermitosis... disabling... reversing cell cycle inhibitors - activating them and
turning CIP/KIP and INKA 4a/ARFs into catalysts... uh, ninety-two percent of caucasian
newborns have blue eyes. (to his son) Yours were green. (to everyone) TO understand what
happened here, I'll need to run extensive tests, get these bodies to a lab. Therefore, of
course, I'll need a lab immediately.

BROYLES: Doctor, you have one. Your old lab at Harvard... we reopened it for you. Do you
not remember that?

W.BISHOP: No. No, but that's fantastic news!

Walter’s Lab — Initial Lead

P.BISHOP: All right, let's assume for a second that bundle of joy here is for real. What are

we doing here?

BROYLES: A series of events has occurred, continues to occur, that has us and other

agencies on alert. These events appear to be scientific in nature and suggest a larger

strategy, a coordinated effort. It's been referred to as ‘The Pattern.’

P.BISHOP: Mister Broyles, | consider myself a fairly intelligent guy. But I'm not following

you here.

DUNHAM: Inexplicable and frightening things are happening and there's a connection

somehow.

P.BISHOP: Thanks. That much, | understand.

ASTRID FARNSWORTH: I got Henning on the phone. The hospital got a call from a guest at

the Scarlet Red Motel, checking to see if the pregnant woman was doing okay.

DUNHAM: Was she staying there?

FARNSWORTH: Yes, with a caucasian male - twenties, brown hair... but there's no description

of him or the car he was driving.

DUNHAM: Well call the motel - make sure they don't touch anything. They shouldn't even

go in.

FARNSWORTH: | already called, and you're good to go. The motel room's empty and locked.

DUNHAM: Doctor Bishop? | may need you to take samples from the motel room. | need you

to come with me. Walter.

W.BISHOP: Do you see what I'm doing here? (referring to the dead body)

P.BISHOP: Hey... relax.

W.BISHOP: 1| can't figure this out with a girl buzzing in my ear. | am trying to put these

pieces together like a puzzle. How this happened, how he happened to her. I'm working.

P.BISHOP: Come on, Olivia. I can do this. My limited stint at M.1.T. did teach me something.
(leaves with Dunham)

Investigating The No Tell Motel

DUNHAM: Loraine Daisy Alcott.

P.BISHOP: Loraine Daisy... that's just sad.

DUNHAM: One 'r'.

P.BISHOP: (from the bathroom) Hey. | think | actually got something to sample in here. It's
some kind of orange gel. I'm sorry about my father. He always was a little myopic.
DUNHAM: Her things were left behind, but not his. (inspecting the bed)

P.BISHOP: Checking the thread count?

DUNHAM: Yeah. Open the cabinet.

P.BISHOP: Why?

DUNHAM: There are gonna be sheets in there.

P.BISHOP: Okay, how'd you do that? (following her out of the room) Hey! Car's right here.
Olivia, what's going on?

DUNHAM: That's what he would do. He'd go to motels ahead of time, to replace the sheets
with leak-proof, medical grade, linen - so he wouldn't leave any blood evidence.
P.BISHOP: Who?

DUNHAM: | know who was in that room. The killer. I know who's profile. It was a case that
John and | worked. Serial murders in New Jersey and New York, and we never caught him.
P.BISHOP: Look, you can't beat yourself up ‘cause you didn't catch the bastard on your
first try.

DUNHAM: | feel like I've been asleep for the last year. Every case that John and | worked
together, | have to go back and try and find whatever | missed.

P.BISHOP: Okay, then, tell me... how'd the killer do it?

---FRINGE wiill return in ninety seconds---
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Act 3

Leaving the No Tell Motel

DUNHAM: When | joined the F.B.I., this was one of the cases John and | investigated
together. Each time, he'd kill five young women within a few days. He's pick them up, take
them to motels... and then he'd give them a muscle paralyzer. They'd be wide awake, but
unable to move. He's make an incision here, along their gums. And then he'd pull their
mouths open up to their eyes.

P.BISHOP: Okay, that's enough. You can stop right there.

DUNHAM: He'd go through their nasal cavity and remove a piece of their brain.

P.BISHOP: And all of this connects to magic old man baby and the pregnhant woman... how?

DUNHAM: 1 don't know. But there's a connection somewhere. The muscle paralyzer he used
was bright orange. So if that's our sample, then I'm telling you, this is our guy. Which means
- he's gonna kill again.

Dance Club - Mid Afternoon

(a young barfly spots Christopher entering and greets him provocatively)

STACY: I'm Stacy.

The Federal Building — About Agent Scott

CHARLIE FRANCIS: (to a room full of employees) Memorial services for Agent Scott are

being planned for late in the week. | know everybody's heard a lot of things surrounding the
circumstances of his death, but | just want to be clear - John Scott was one of us... and we
will pay him the respect of considering him innocent until the inquiry can establish the full
facts of the matter. (spots Dunham outside the window) Now, as far as any contacts, our

official word right now is no comment. Dismissed.
(leaves with Dunham)

FRANCIS: What are you doing here?

DUNHAM: | left you a message.

FRANCIS: 1 know, | got it. You want to open up a twelve year-old serial case. The brain
surgeon.

DUNHAM: 1| don't think he retired.

FRANCIS: How long is Broyles going to have you on special assignment? What the hell are
you working on anyway?

DUNHAM: You knew, didn't you? About me and John?

FRANCIS: 1 like to think that | have some powers of deduction.

DUNHAM: | took advantage of our friendship. You kept quiet, even though you didn't
approve.

FRANCIS: | hadn't seen you that happy in a long time. Look, Olivia, you have nothing to
prove.

DUNHAM: Yeah, | do. | have to live with the fact that I didn't see him for who he really was.
I have to live with the feeling that whatever awful things he did, | should have stopped them.
FRANCIS: Livy, you can...

DUNHAM: ... mostly just wanna take a shower from the inside out.

FRANCIS: [I'll get you the case files. (he departs)

Getting Acquainted With Stacy

(in a remote warehouse)

STACY: So, | - | started working there a couple weeks ago. It's a lot better than the one in
Providence. That place is a total dive. Most guys bring me to a hotel. Wow, heh. Look at this
place.

CHRISTOPHER: Those windows have a really great view of the bridge.

STACY: | don't care about the bridge. What do you like?

CHRISTOPHER: 1 like the bridge. Go check it out.

(Stacy walks to the window while Christopher secretly prepares a syringe. he approaches
her, kisses her and injects her)

STACY: Agggh! Ah...uhh!

Walter’'s Lab — Remembering Long-Term Parking

P.BISHOP: Hello?

W.BISHOP: Over here. Over here! (milking Gene the cow)

P.BISHOP: What are you doing?

W.BISHOP: I'm doing two things at once. I'm waiting for you - and I'm doing her a favor.

P.BISHOP: You were supposed to be doing extensive testing... eighty year-old ‘man- baby’...
remember that?

W.BISHOP: Done. Test is complete. You underestimate me. Which | suppose | deserve.
But... wonderful news all around. D.N.A. results confirm my suspicions that the woman was
iImpregnated by a man who is the result of experiments identical to those conducted by me
in this very lab around thirty years ago.

P.BISHOP: So you know how this happened?

W.BISHOP: No. No idea. The specifics elude me completely.

P.BISHOP: So then what's this wonderful news?

W.BISHOP: Because | remembered something else. | remembered where | parked my car.

P.BISHOP: Really?

W.BISHOP: You remember where you parked your car seventeen years ago?

Walter’s Storage Garage

(opening the lock on the door)
W.BISHOP: 3-1-4-1-5-9.
P.BISHOP: Pi to six digits.
W.BISHOP: | can't fathom that it's still here. Look at it.
P.BISHOP: This is your car? Of course it is. So what... you got cars stuffed with papers all
over town?
W.BISHOP: Not just cars. You have no idea where I've hidden things.
P.BISHOP: (holding-up a severed hand in a large glass jar) Friend of yours?
W.BISHOP: Oh... I certainly hope not. Come on, boy, we need to get these file boxes back
to the lab.
P.BISHOP: You may be able to reanimate dead guinea pigs or... whatever, but | can bring
anything mechanical back from the dead.

Returning to Walter’s Lab

FARNSWORTH: (bringing in storage boxes) This is the last of them.

W.BISHOP: That'll do. Hello, I'm Doctor Walter Bishop.

FARNSWORTH: Yes, Doctor Bishop. We've met. I'm Junior Agent Astrid Farnsworth.
P.BISHOP: (to Farnsworth) Third time's a charm. Now, Walter, we'd probably be a lot more
help to you if you told us what we were looking for.

W.BISHOP: My research. Sella Turcica - Diaphragma Sellae - the dural folds of the Pituitary
Fossa in which the pituitary gland sits, situated in the sphenoid bone.

DUNHAM: Did you just say pituitary gland?

W.BISHOP: Did I?

DUNHAM: Well, that's how he killed. He'd perform surgery on his victims, remove the
pituitary gland before he overdosed them with anesthesia.

W.BISHOP: Look for anything with the pituitary in it.

FARNSWORTH: I'm sorry. | don't get it. | mean, what's the link to what happened at the
hospital?

W.BISHOP: Advanced, rapid aging, like the disease called Progeria, can be induced
artificially by manipulating the pituitary gland. ‘P’- pituitary. ‘P’,'P’,'P’.

P.BISHOP: All the hormones in the human body that control growth, which is aging really,
are in the brain. And the pituitary gland is the boss.

W.BISHOP: ‘P’ Okay. Pinoche, pinto. Penny... oh. Ah, yes...

DUNHAM: Progeria.

W.BISHOP: ...Penny.

DUNHAM: Case file by Doctor Penrose?

W.BISHOP: Yes, Penrose... Penrose! | remember him. A former colleague of mine. Although
he suffered from severe pseudo-folliculitis nuchae.

P.BISHOP: Razor burn.

W.BISHOP: He’ll know! We ran experiments on rapid growth. Obviously, someone had made
a breakthrough, and Penrose could possibly lead us to that person.

FARNSWORTH: Doctor Claus Penrose. He moved to the East Coast two years ago. He's a
professor at Boston College.

Enroute to Boston College

FRANCIS: (answering his phone) Agent Francis.

DUNHAM: Charlie, it's me.

FRANCIS: Dunham. What's up?

DUNHAM: | need a cross check of recent unsolved homicides. See if any bodies have turned
up with a missing pituitary gland.

FRANCIS: Oh, you say the sweetest things.

DUNHAM: Only to you, Charlie.

FRANCIS: I'll get somebody on it.

(scenes from the warehouse, Stacy is on an operating table while Christopher prepares to remove her pituitary gland)

---FRINGE will return in sixty seconds---



Act 4

Boston College — Interviewing Penrose

DUNHAM: Doctor Penrose.

CLAUS PENROSE: Yes?

DUNHAM: Agent Dunham, F.B.l. (shows her badge) Can we ask you a few questions?
PENROSE: Do you drink tea?

DUNHAM: The body you see there was photographed only hours after being born.
PENROSE: Where is the mother?

DUNHAM: She died during childbirth. When she was admitted, she claimed she wasn't even
pregnant. You worked with Doctor Bishop, manipulating growth hormones at the end of the
Vietnam war.

PENROSE: Yes. So... what can | do for you?

DUNHAM: In the years since, have you shared your research with anyone?

PENROSE: | must tell you both, our work was...

P.BISHOP: ... highly theoretical?

DUNHAM: Yes.

PENROSE: But | was going to say that... more than anything, it was wrong. | resigned from
the employ of the United States Government after only one year. When | refused to
continue, | was harassed. Threatened... with deportation. It...didn't feel like the America |
remembered - from when | was a boy. Which is why... as sorry as | was to hear about
Doctor Bishop's incarceration, | believe it was the best thing that could ever happen to
humanity. No one in power should ever learn what he knows. uh... forgive me for sounding
uncooperative Agent Dunham, but... my work to which you are referring ended years ago.

Since then, I've done all I can to forget it.
(heading for her parked vehicle)

DUNHAM: What do you think?

P.BISHOP: 1 think you know what | think.

DUNHAM: Well, he meant what he said.

P.BISHOP: He's not telling us everything.

DUNHAM: (answering her phone) Dunham.

FRANCIS: Dudbury Police has a blonde female victim. Surgical incision along her upper
gum line. The central endocrine gland has been removed... This count?

DUNHAM: Can you get the body brought to the lab?

FRANCIS: Will do.

Walter’s Lab — An Autopsy

DUNHAM: Astrid called. She said you have news.

W.BISHOP: You're right. The pituitary gland has indeed been removed - and | may be able
to posit a hypothesis as to why. Years ago, when | worked with the Defense Department,
we were tasked with a program designed to cultivate soldiers.

DUNHAM: Cultivate?

W.BISHOP: Quite literally. Grow them. It was highly theoretical, of course. Female eggs
were to be fertilized in a lab and given a cocktail of growth hormones. If perfected, a baby
was born and within three years aged to the equivalent of a twenty-one year-old male. A
soldier in prime condition.

P.BISHOP: You're telling me you developed a way to grow soldiers - people.

W.BISHOP: Theoretically. The only problem was how to slow the aging process once the
subject had reached the desired physical age. Once started, we couldn't turn the aging off.
DUNHAM: So you think now what? That the killer somehow continued your work?
W.BISHOP: Not exactly. But | believe that someone has made a breakthrough, that the
killer is the product. The test tube human afflicted with rapid aging. To slow the process, he
must extract the hormones from the pituitary glands of his victims to treat himself, to stay
young.

DUNHAM: Then the pregnant woman at the hospital--

P.BISHOP: She was an accident. And the killer's condition was passed on to the baby.
W.BISHOP: Even condoms are not one hundred percent effective. You two should be aware
of this. That night, he was going to kill her, but first they fornicated. Had intercourse... sex.
P.BISHOP: Okay, we got it.

W.BISHOP: She became pregnant, um, but the pregnancy became horribly accelerated.
DUNHAM: So someone must have heard her scream. And he couldn't go through with his
plan. He couldn't kill her. Which is why he didn't kill this girl at a motel, because he was
scared. And if his M.O.'s changed, then...we have nothing. We have to go back and start
again from the beginning.

P.BISHOP: No, this is okay. We're making progress--

DUNHAM: Why don't you tell her that everything's going to be okay.

W.BISHOP: | thought you had a way with women.

Meeting At The Warehouse

PENROSE: Christopher! The FBI came to see me today. | know what happened. You got that
woman pregnant. Son, we have to be so careful.

CHRISTOPHER: | know.

PENROSE: How's the pain?

CHRISTOPHER: Getting worse.

PENROSE: Yes, well, we're almost there. You just need to get one more, and you'll be

okay again.

Walter’s Lab — Finding Solutions

W.BISHOP: Yes. Yes. Yes!

P.BISHOP: Something on your mind?

W.BISHOP: Please. The term "on your mind" vexes me with its depictive inaccuracy.
P.BISHOP: Aw, stop. Would you just talk like a person? What are you thinking?

W.BISHOP: Jules Verne.

P.BISHOP: ‘20,000 Leagues Under The Sea’ Jules Verne?

W.BISHOP: Yes. Although I was referring to his lesser-known masterwork, the Kip Brothers,
in which he posited that the last image seen in life, right at the moment of death, is
permanently imprinted on the retina of the eye.

P.BISHOP: Also a work of fiction. Which is a small but critical distinction.

W.BISHOP: When was it you lost your imagination, son?

P.BISHOP: All right, do you want to play? Let's play. The only way that we can see what she
saw, even in theory, is if we could recover the electric impulses that were traveling along her
optic nerve... which we can't.

W.BISHOP: Ah, we're in luck. This woman was given a muscle relaxant. The drug would
have frozen her neural pathways at the moment of death and the last images she saw with it.

P.BISHOP: Okay, assuming we're actually having this conversation, we would still need a...
Well, I don't know. We still need something that could translate what she saw--

W.BISHOP: Something that could translate from her eyes to a monitor. A TV screen.

(after finding Dunham outside on a bench)

P.BISHOP: Hey.

DUNHAM: I'm sorry about the lab. I don't usually...

P.BISHOP: What?

DUNHAM: Lose control.

P.BISHOP: To tell you the truth, it was kind of a relief. You've been so together with
everything that's going on, | was starting to develop an inferiority complex. Knowing that
Walter's work is responsible for all those murders... | just want you to know that you're not
alone here. Listen... | can't believe that I'm about to propose this, but I - | think... We've
actually figured out a way to track down that psycho.

DUNHAM: How?

P.BISHOP: Well, we need a piece of equipment. It's, uh, laser optic hardware. Very crazy
and very, very hard to find. But as it turns out, only one company has the patent.

Massive Dynamic — Asking For Help

DANIELLE: Sorry for the delay - Miz Sharp will be right with you.

(Dunham waits for Sharp and dreams)
BROYLES: (in her dream) | have reservations about asking Massive Dynamic for a favor.
The corporate mind always looks for quid pro quo.
DUNHAM: Can I ask you a question?
BROYLES: Of course.
DUNHAM: Before he died, Agent Scott suggested that this was more than a coincidence that
you recruited me for this assignment.
BROYLES: Agent Dunham... do you mind if I ask you a personal question about you and
Agent Scott? The very last time you were... intimate... were you safe? You weren't, were
you? (Dunham imagines herself writhing like Alcott)
DANIELLE: (interrupts Dunham'd dreaming) Agent Dunham? Miz Sharp will see you now.

(in Sharp’s office)
SHARP: | hope the ride was comfortable. I'm not a big fan of airplanes myself. Despite the
obvious intellectual understanding of their safety, my hands still get sweaty on takeoff.
DUNHAM: Thank you again for your cooperation, we're very...
SHARP: No need to thank me. You know, I've been thinking of you - meaning to thank you
for being a woman of your word and keeping Massive Dynamic out of the press. | also
wanted to say... you have my sincere condolences on the loss of Agent Scott.
DUNHAM: What do you know about Agent Scott?
SHARP: | know that he was your partner. I've lost people close to me. | know how hard that
can be. Not to mention the rumor about what he was involved with. And, of course, the joy
of being a female in a traditionally male line of work. No doubt some of your male
colleagues are assuming that you two were intimate. (a man brings a suitcase with the laser

optic equipment she needs) Ahh... the electronic pulse camera. Travel safely, Agent
Dunham.

Walter’s Lab — Retrieving Visions

(pulls the optic nerve from it’s the victim)
W.BISHOP: Are we ready? Dear, the lights. Goggles, all of you. Do not look directly into the
light.
FARNSWORTH: Are we really going to be able to see her last image?

W.BISHOP: Faith. Never a bad thing to have. (strobes fill the lab and images appear
on a screen)

(scenes not related to events in the lab --- Christopher finding a victim in a bar --- Christopher
and Dr. Penrose preparing the victim in the remote warehouse)

P.BISHOP: This is taking too long. If he's already picked up another--

W.BISHOP: (still experimenting) Impatient! You always were.

P.BISHOP: As if you ever knew me well enough to make a statement like that.

W.BISHOP: Huh! You're a smart boy. But there is much you don't know.

DUNHAM: Did you see that? (discernible images appear on the screen)

P.BISHOP: What was that?

DUNHAM: Wait, wait. What was that? Can you focus?

W.BISHOP: It's not a slide projector.

P.BISHOP: Wait... Astrid, can you flip it over?

FARNSWORTH: Yes.

P.BISHOP: That's a bridge.

FARNSWORTH: | know that bridge. | used to live in Denton. That's, um, that's Sargent
Bridge. That's in Stoughton.

P.BISHOP: What's in Stoughton?

DUNHAM: The Warehouse District. This would be one of the last images she saw?

W.BISHOP: In theory, yes.

P.BISHOP: Where would she have to have been to see that angle of the bridge?

DUNHAM: (to Farnsworth) Pull up N.R.O. Online... Image Mapping Database. (database
appears on the computer) Okay, match the angles. (adjustng the visuals) Wait, stop.
That's it. Pull out to Aerial View and triangulate.

FARNSWORTH: It looks like she's in this warehouse district. The Sixteen Hundred block of
Bond street.

DUNHAM: | want satellite images of that area for the last twenty-four hours.

(after a few minutes of downloading)

FARNSWORTH: Street sweeper on the access road at Eight-Fifteen P.M.

DUNHAM: | got nothing between Six and Seven-Fourty-Five P.M.

W.BISHOP: (to his son) What are we looking for, exactly?

P.BISHOP: She died in one of these buildings.

DUNHAM: I've got a gray sedan parked outside Unit Seventeen at Eight-Oh-Five A.M.

FARNSWORTH: I've got the same vehicle eight hours later.

P.BISHOP: That's the estimated time of death of our last victim.

DUNHAM: If you get anything more specific, call me.

FARNSWORTH: You got it.

W.BISHOP: (to his son leaving with Dunham) It worked, Peter! See that? It worked!

---FRINGE will return in ninety seconds---
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Act 5

Saving The Victim — With Help From The Lab

DUNHAM: (finding their way through the streets lined with warehouses) SO Lessing... Borrow...
Belmont.

P.BISHOP: Hold on - did you say Borrow? Did we pass Borrow already?

DUNHAM: There. (finds the buiding and parks the car) Stay there.

P.BISHOP: That's just not gonna happen.

DUNHAM: (finds Penrose preparing to operate) F.B.l.! Put your hands up! | said put your
hands up.

P.BISHOP: (to Dunham after checking the victim) She's alive.

DUNHAM: (hearing a noise from an unseen source — to Penrose) IS there anyone else

here? (to Bishop) You have your phone?

P.BISHOP: Yeah.

DUNHAM: (hands Bishop her spare weapon) Dial One-Seven-Two-Two-Four. Ask for
Charlie Francis. Tell him we need field assist. Tell him to ping the G.P.S. for the location.
Safety's on the right. Do not let him move. (running after Christopher) Freeze!

P.BISHOP: (as Penrose creates a diversion and flees) Hey, hey! Back off! (shooting the pistol
at Penrose)

FARNSWORTH: (answers the phone in lab) Hello? (handing the phone to Walter) It's Peter.
W.BISHOP: (to his son) Just making popcorn.

P.BISHOP: Walter, I'm with a woman in her mid-twenties. She is going into cardiac arrest
due to an overdose of anesthesia. Her heart just stopped.

W.BISHOP: Do you have any cocaine?

P.BISHOP: Cocaine? No, | don't have any cocaine.

W.BISHOP: Oh, then too bad. You'll have to shock her heart.

P.BISHOP: Yeah, | know that. unfortunately, | don't have a defibrillator!

(Dunham locates and chases Christopher out of the building)
P.BISHOP: (after creating a makesfhift defibrillator) Hey, you still there?
W.BISHOP: Mmm.
P.BISHOP: What is the optimum voltage for cardiac resuscitation?
W.BISHOP: Try two hundred volts.
P.BISHOP: All right, here it goes. (charges the device) It's not working.
W.BISHOP: Well, you'll have to crank it, won't you?
P.BISHOP: (after adjusting the device and trying again) Hey! Hey, it worked.
W.BISHOP: Good work, son. Good work.
P.BISHOP: (ending the phone call and comforting the victim) Hey. You’re gonna be okay.

Chasing Christopher

(Dunham follows Christopher through the darkened streets and alleys with her weapon out. then
she hears coughing)

CHRISTOPHER: (aging rapidly between while confessing to Dunham) he... he should have let me
die - a long time ago. I'm not... I... | was an experiment. Someone... someone paid
him. The man | called my father. He should have let me die. That was his mistake. But
he was blinded... Because he loved me. He loved me. He...

(Dunham stares in amazement as Christopher dies from very old age)

---FRINGE will return---



Act 6

Massive Dynamic — A Sharp Offer

DUNHAM: Thank you again for your help.

SHARP: That's what I'm here for. | hope it served you well. I'd ask you what you wanted the
camera for, but | respect your confidentiality.

DUNHAM: Well, we're grateful for your help.

SHARP: Seems you're settling well into your new position.

DUNHAM: Excuse me?

SHARP: 1 don't think a woman of your talents should be in public service.

DUNHAM: Oh? And where should | be?

SHARP: Here - at Massive Dynamic.

DUNHAM: You're offering me a job?

SHARP: Philip Broyles is a good man, and his record speaks for itself. Well, I'm sure you got
into law enforcement because you wanted to make a difference. So consider this - Massive
Dynamic is one of the ten largest economic entities in the world. Our weapons technologies
shape the Defense Department's strategies. Our investments sway the markets and make or
break presidential elections. Overseas, we have responsibilities traditionally sacred to the
state. The right to direct private armies, to manage global affairs into stable equilibrium.
DUNHAM: You're serious.

SHARP: Yes, | am. Not to mention, | believe a position here would speed your effort to

find answers.

DUNHAM: You're referring to ‘The Pattern’?

SHARP: Among other things.

Federal Building — Debriefing Broyles

BROYLES: Penrose took a hit. Forensics tracked a two-mile spatter trail leading from the
warehouse out to route one. Local P.D.'s on the lookout, and I've ordered checkpoints along
the Interstate, but nothing so far. He's still out there. Listen... every aspect of these
investigations is strictly classified. All of it. You understand that?

DUNHAM: Of course.

BROYLES: Certain private individuals have been granted clearance regarding ‘The Pattern’ —
including Nina Sharp. But that clearance is limited.

DUNHAM: | understand. Sure, but, uh... I'm not clear on what you're getting at.

BROYLES: When you were with her, did she share anything with you? Did she mention The
Pattern? Did she comment or ask you anything about the details of your investigation?
DUNHAM: Yeah, she did. She said you were a good man.

BROYLES: And that was it?

DUNHAM: She offered me a job.

BROYLES: And what did you say to that?

DUNHAM: 1 told her you were gonna give me a raise.

Walter’'s Lab — Disclosure

P.BISHOP: (holding a Non-Disclosure Agreement) ‘I acknowledge that by signing this
document, | waive my constitutional right against unreasonable search and seizure’ - I'm not
signing this!

W.BISHOP: | however - will.

P.BISHOP: Well, of course you will. What have you got to lose? You're already committed to
a mental institution.

DUNHAM: You have to sign it too.

P.BISHOP: I'm not signing my rights away to the Federal Government. | already got enough
trouble in my life. (tosses the agreement to Dunham and leaves)

W.BISHOP: About my former colleague and his son. It's one of the inherent pitfalls of being
a scientist - trying to maintain that distinction... between God's domain and our own.
Sometimes | forget myself... but then - you already know that.

DUNHAM: What do you mean?

W.BISHOP: If you've read my file, then you know the truth about Peter's medical history.
I've been meaning to ask you to...

DUNHAM: Walter... there was no mention of any medical history... just his birthday.

W.BISHOP: Oh. | was going to ask you to keep it between just the two of us, but, uh... |
suppose, then, there's no need.

The Bishop’s Hotel — Trying to Sleep

W.BISHOP: ..zero... one... one... two... three. ...eight... thirteen... twenty-one... thirty-four...
fifty-five...

P.BISHOP: Hey Walter!

W.BISHOP: You're awake, Peter. Me too. | was trying to lull myself to sleep.

P.BISHOP: Yeah, I'm... I'm aware of that. | can hear you. You think you could do that in
your head?

W.BISHOP: Wasn't I? | thought | was. Sorry.

P.BISHOP: That's okay. Just try and keep it down, all right?

W.BISHOP: one... two... thirty-three... three... seventy-seven... two... twenty-one... SiX...
hundred and ten.

P.BISHOP: ...row, row, row your boat gently down the stream merrily, merrily, merrily,
merrily...

W.BISHOP: Son? Is that you?

P.BISHOP: Yes, Walter, it's me. ...stop talking and close your eyes, okay? Row, row, row
your boat gently down the stream merrily, merrily, merrily, merrily... life is but a dream...

(final scene of three ‘clonish’ men layng at rest, two in chambers)
(end credits)
---BAD ROBOT!---
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