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Cordelia: I can understand people who drink too much. I understand people who put a little note on the parking meter that says it's broken when it's not. I don't understand people who worship demons.

Gunn: Yeah. Especially Lur-ite demons. The stink on that thing... If you're a prince of the underworld, bro', take a Jacuzzi every once in a while.

Wesley: It's sad. The only way some people can find a purpose in life is by becoming obsessed with demons. By the way, Gunn, technically that wasn't a Lur-ite. It was a Mur-ite, a sub-species of the Lur-ite. The male sports a small, tell-tale fin just behind the third shoulder.

Gunn: So glad to know we're not the sad people obsessed with demons.

Wesley: We have to be a little obsessed. We're detectives that specialize in these things.

Cordelia: And we're not sad.

Wesley: No. No, we're a happy and rambunctious lot if I ever saw one. Not going to humor me even a little, are you?

Cordelia: Uh-uh.

Wesley: I realize we sacrifice a great deal of our... social lives. But we have to. Our work demands it.

Gunn: True. I mean, who has time for love when you're out there doing it with the demons? Didn't that come out sad and wrong? I need to get out more. Speaking of: anyone talked to Fred lately?

Cordelia: Not talked. Glimpsed. She pokes her head out of her room every once in a while.

Wesley: Nice girl.

Cordelia: Nice, but not making the giant strides towards mental health. She's been hibernating up there for three months now.

Wesley: Ever since Angel went away. She's become quite attached to him.

Gunn: Angel groupie. I get that. He rescued her from Pylea.

Cordelia: I miss Pylea.

Wesley: I would think you might. You were there a week; they made you queen. Fred was there for five years. She was a slave; a runaway; they nearly chopped her head off. All those years she spent hiding out alone in that cave.

Gunn: She survived. Girl's strong.

Cordelia: The girl's trading one cave for another. How strong is that?

Wesley: When Angel comes back...

Gunn: When is he coming back, anyway?

Cordelia: As soon as he works through his grief a little.

Gunn: A little? Buff...

Cordelia: Don't! Say the 'B'-word.

Gunn: The 'B'-word was the love of his life, and he's, what? Two hundred and fifty? That ain't no short life. That grief work is gonna take more than a vacation in Sri Lanka.

Wesley: It isn't a vacation. It's a spiritual retreat at a monastery.

Gunn: Hm. Angel and a bunch of monks in the middle of nowhere. There's a party! He should have got hammered and went to Vegas just like I told him.

Wesley: He doesn't need a lap dance. He needs some peace and quiet to work through this.

Pilgrim: (Mona wada uney?) (What happened?)
Angel: (Narakka saadu la. Vegas yannatta thibune.) (Demon monks. I should've gone to Vegas.)
Cordelia: So, whose turn is it to set the traps?

Wesley/Gunn: His.

Cordelia: You guys amaze me. You'll fight hell beasts, but you're scared of rats.

Gunn: Man, I hate rats. With their little beady eyes...

Wesley: ...and their beady teeth.

Gunn: And their little tails: all 'pshoo, pshoo, pshoo'.

Cordelia: Well, aren't you two just the biggest scardies I ever saw... You're back. You guys, he's back!

Angel: Wesley.

Wesley: Welcome home.

Gunn: Hey, what's up, man?

Cordelia: So, I hope you had a good retreat; all peaceful and meditate-y.

Angel: Sure, until the monks turned out to be life-sucking Shur-hod demons.

Wesley: Oh...

Gunn: Vegas.

Angel: Yeah.

Cordelia: Well, the point is: you worked on things. It wasn't like a holiday, where you come back home to your friends, you know, with some small mementos of your trip...

Angel: Fishing for gifts?

Cordelia: Yes! Oh, a small human head!

Gunn: Cool!

Cordelia: Oh! Oh, my gosh, it's gorgeous! And look how it brings out my breasts! You know you were all thinking it! Thanks.

Wesley: Uh! Sixteenth century! Angel! Mushin dynasty? I've always wanted one of these! I didn't think you... Oh, I can't wait to kill something with this! Any visions brewing?

Angel: The place looks good. How's Fred?

Cordelia: Good! She's doing well.

Angel: Hasn't come out of her room yet, huh?

Cordelia: Not what you'd call 'frequently'. We, we sent up a lot of tacos.

Angel: I'll settle in and check up on her. You guys can bring me up to date. It's really good to see you guys.

Gunn: Thanks for the head, bro'.

Wesley: He seems better than when he left.

Cordelia: Uh-huh.

Fred: 'Listen'. 'Listen'. 'Listen'. Oh. Hi! How are you? I'm just fine. Doing real good here. No need to worry about me, but thanks for checking!

Angel: It's me, Fred.

Fred: Oh, Angel. Hi! Hey! You're... Well, hi, there! It's good to... Did you have a nice... Oh, here, let me make some room!

Angel: I can't come in.

Fred: Of course not. You're worn from your trip. You go rest. We'll catch up later.

Angel: Fred, I wanna talk to you, I just can't come in unless you...

Fred: ...I invite you. Instead of being rude! Oh, come in. Come in. It's just a smidge of vampire in you, as far as I'm concerned, but the universe has rules. I'm a great believer in rules, and theorems, formulas...

Angel: I get that.

Fred: Aphorisms leave me a little dry.

Angel: How are you?

Fred: Yeah. Good. Everything's pretty much like when you, you know, went away on your trip.

Angel: Sorry I left so suddenly. I just...

Fred: Hey, no, you had things you had to take care of. And it's not like I need a babysitter or... You're sticking around now, right?

Angel: Yeah, I am.

Fred: Oh, good!

Angel: 'Listen, listen, listen...' What are you listening for?

Fred: The click. When it all comes together and makes sense. There's, like, a click in your brain, and then, you understand things again.

Angel: Oh. What happens if you run out of wall space before you get the click?

Fred: I don't know.

Angel: Fred, I know you spent five years in a place where humans could only be slaves or fugitives. I know that wasn't a picnic for you. But you're home now. You're safe. You can come out of your room. I know that it's gonna take some time.

Fred: Time. I have a whole treatise on that. It seems to take a lot of it to do just about anything these days.

Angel: Fred. Fred. You don't have to write absolutely everything down.

Fred: Oh, right. God, I should write that down.

Angel: You just... Come on... You just need to take some small steps. Hm? Like, um, coming downstairs and hanging with us for a while. What do you say? There's nothing to be scared of. You're safe here in the hotel. Hold that thought!

Angel: Easy. What is it? What did you see?

Cordelia: A bunch of vampires and they're crashing a party. They're killing people.

Angel: Where?

Cordelia: Wilson College. Bonner Hall. Room 918.

Angel: 'Room 918'!

Cordelia: They're gonna take hostages. Watch out for the blonde. She's the worst!

Angel: Are you alright?

Cordelia: Yeah. Fine. I'm fine. Go. Go!

Gunn: So much for inviting everyone.

Angel: Some of them are still alive.

Wesley: There's been an accident. We need two, maybe three ambulances. Wilson College. Bonner Hall. Room 918.

Angel: They're heading east on Sixth Street. Take the car.

Gunn: What are you gonna do? Oh.

Bobby: Please.

Elisabeth: Hm?

Bobby: Please don't hurt her.

Elisabeth: You love her? You'd do anything for her? What if we just kill her and let you go? Hm? Come on now. Life's about making choices. You or her: what's it gonna be?

Bobby: Her. Take her. God, I...

Elisabeth: Gee. Bobby, you call that love? We get home, I'll show you what love is.

Angel: Run!

Elisabeth: Angelus?
Cordelia: Oh. Too bright, too bright! Oh, thank you, Dennis. How'd I ever live without a ghost? Hot. Really hot. Please. Ah. These visions are killing me. They're getting worse every time. Oh, Dennis, what'd I do without you? No.

"Marseilles, 1767"
Darla: Young love.

Angelus: Give it a century.

James: A century? A mere hundred years?

Elisabeth: I would need a thousand just to sketch the perfect plane of your face.

James: I would need ten-thousand just to name the color of your eyes.

Angelus: They're green, but take your time. In fact, don't. We have a ship to catch and Holtz may not be far behind.

Elisabeth: You know neither poetry nor love, Angelus.

Darla: He knows other things. Marvelously vile and ripping things. Didn't we eat a poet in Madrid?

Angelus: Troubadour.

James: Everything's closed! Pity. I wanted to spend some of the Count's gold on you.

Angelus: We'll need it for the voyage.

Elisabeth: The Count de León was a little rich for my blood. I'll be full for a week!

Angelus: The fire was excessive.

James: Of course, it was. We burned his villa to the ground!

Elisabeth: We left a mark; made a statement!

Angelus: Uh, a statement, as in 'here we are, Holtz. Please, hunt us down.'

James: Uh, who cares about Holtz?

Darla: You would if you knew him. He's killed scores of us. Hunted Angelus and I across half of Europe. God, he follows us to Morocco, what, then? The New World?

James: I say we stay and fight the bastard.

Angelus: Yeah, but you're an idiot.

James: I don't believe he's the most formidable vampire killer in the world. None lives to tell the tale and all. You lived to tell the tale.

Elisabeth: I heard he trapped you both in a barn and you fled, leaving him to die.

James: It's not true?
Angelus: It's entirely true. She hit me with a shovel, wished me luck and rode off on our only horse.

Darla: Life is full of surprises.

Angelus: Ah, life is boring. You're full of surprises.

Darla: Of course, when you finally did catch up with me in Vienna, I had to pay for my sins. Again and again.

Angelus: Hm, can you even begin to fathom the things that we did? Of course not. You're in love. Let's not dawdle, children.

Elisabeth: It's so pretty.

James: No, it's not.

Elisabeth: James!

James: Not as pretty as it's going to be when it's worn by the prettiest one of all.

Elisabeth: I adore it. I'll never take it off!

Angelus: And this is what love gets you.

James: Elisabeth, you and Darla get to the ship. We'll join you there. Let's give them a rout. What do you say, Angelus?

Angelus: I'd say you're an idiot, but I'd just be repeating myself.

James: Come on, you bloody frogs! I broke the window and I'll break your skulls! See, all you have to do is stand up to them. What are you afraid of?

Angelus: Not us. Hope she treasures that locket.

Gunn: Then, what?

Angel: Huh?

Gunn: What happened with Holtz?

Angel: Oh, that's another story.

Gunn: We got time.

Wesley: I'm not sure we do.

Cordelia: No, because James and Elisabeth had the big, forever love. If he's still around and he finds out who killed her...

Wesley: He's gonna want revenge.

Angel: If he's still around and if they're still in love. That was a long time ago.

Cordelia: Yeah, two hundred plus years and the girl is still wearing the locket.

Wesley: Gunn and I'll hit the streets, see what our sources can tell us.

Cordelia: Uh-huh. See? We have sources now.

Angel: Oh, you're almost like real detectives now.

Gunn: Hey!

Angel: Just kidding. You should probably check it out. James really lived for that girl.

Cordelia: Yeah.

Vampire: We did everything we could, but they were... He was too much for us.

James: Angelus.

Vampire: Yeah. One of our own hunting us down. It's sick!

James: How is this possible? The Angelus I knew...

Vampire: He's not the same. Gypsies cursed him with a soul a hundred years ago or so. He's got a business here in L.A. He kills us for money.

James: She's gone.

Vampire: It was horrible. She was bringing you two ripe and rosy humans and he just flew out of the sky and...

James: And you ran.

Vampire: No, I fought; until I saw it was hopeless. I thought you'd want to know how it happened; who did it.

James: And now, I do.

Vampire: You want to be alone.

James: No. I want to die.

Cordelia: What?

Angel: What do you want to say?

Cordelia: Uh, me? Nothing. What makes you think I wanna...

Angel: 'Cause I know you?

Cordelia: Well, it's really none of my business.

Angel: And that always stops you.

Cordelia: Actually, it is my business, our business, because we're trying to do a job here, and what affects you affects me, and anyway, I don't like to see you suffer more than you have to. I don't think you should blame yourself, or feel guilty for her death.

Angel: I don't.

Cordelia: Good. Glad to hear it.

Angel: I didn't even know who she was when I killed her.

Cordelia: Not her! Angel...

Angel: Oh... you, you want to talk about...

Cordelia: She was the love of your life and she died. And you weren't there when it happened. You couldn't help her fight. You couldn't save her. You couldn't die with her. This is gonna be one of those talks where I do all the talking, isn't it? Well, I'm not gonna pry. It's not my style. Okay, it's totally my style, but I can tell that I'm not getting anywhere, right now. But you have to tell me one thing. You owe me this much. What the hell happened with Holtz?!
Holtz: Where is she?

Angelus: How's your health there, Dan Holtz? Mine is grand, thanks for asking.

Holtz: Where is she?

Angelus: He wants Darla. Bit of a thorn in his side; what she and I did to his family. Tasty lot; especially the little ones. Your wife, she kept repeating on us. Of course, you know, I repeated on her a few times, myself.

Holtz: There are worse things than death, Angelus. I can keep you alive for months; years, if I have a mind to. Now. You are going to tell me where she is.

Angelus: Lord, yes, I'm gonna tell you. Who's arguing? I don't want to suffer needlessly. She's with his lass.

James: Shut your mouth, you bloody coward!

Angelus: Hey, he's in love. It's all very passionate and befuddlin'. Tell you what, how about I give you him and the women? They're down at the docks.

James: I'll kill you!
Holtz: Kill them! Stop them! Stop them, you idiots, they are getting away! Thin out!
Angelus: I think we lost them.

James: I'd kill you where you lay if I didn't have to get to Elisabeth.

Angelus: Excuse me, I'm laying here with numerous arrows in me, saving your life.

James: I'll be sure to tell Darla the utter lack of concern you had for her.

Angelus: Buy her a hat. She loves hats. Why are people always running off and leaving me? Am I a bad bloke? I don't think so. Not once you get to know me. Oh. Oh. I'm going to need a doctor.

"Dr. Gregson

Private"
Sandy: Wait a minute! You can't go in there! He's sloughing! Dr. Gregson, I tried to tell him!

Dr. Gregson: It's alright, Sandy. I go through this every month. Just like a woman. So, I gather this is a matter of some urgency.

James: I need it.

Dr. Gregson: 'It'?

James: The cure.

Dr. Gregson: You're aware of the price? It's a steep one.

James: I've already paid it.

Dr. Gregson: Alright, then. Sandy, let's prepare the patient. Now, James, this shouldn't hurt too much.

Gunn: He said he had something?

Wesley: That's what he said.

Gunn: When's he gonna show?

Wesley: Any time now.

Syd You youngsters wanna button it up? I'm trying to enjoy the show here. See, that's real singing there. That's real music.

Gunn: Okay, pops.

Syd: What do you know?

Merl: I'm not dealing if the bloodsucker is around.

Wesley: Angel's not here.

Merl: Good. He's always beating me up, or hanging me upside down, and he never pays up like he's supposed to. Geez, if I could have made a living in Akron I never would have come back to this smog pit.

Gunn: Tick-tock, Merl.

Merl: Yeah, well, this thing took a little more leg work than I estimated. The price is gonna change.

Wesley: Really?

Merl: Yeah.

Wesley: Alright.

Merl: Hey! Hey, hey, hey! This guy, James, you're looking for: he's alive, he's in town and he knows what Angel did to his heartthrob. He's out for blood.

Angel: Yeah, do that. I'll cover this end.

Cordelia: What's up?

Angel: He's alive. Wes and Gunn are gonna track him down.

Cordelia: What if they can't?

Angel: Doesn't really matter. 'Cause I know where he'll be headed.

Cordelia: Here. For you.

Angel: I want you to go home while it's still light out and stay there.

Cordelia: No.

Angel: Yes!

Cordelia: Hm-mm.

Angel: Where's my hurling axe? This is all different!

Cordelia: I moved some things to the cellar while you where gone. They were dust catchers!

Angel: Go home.

Cordelia: I'm sticking with you!

Angel: I appreciate your courage, but I don't wanna see you get hurt.

Cordelia: Well, I don't either! I go home, he'll come after me because I'm home alone. That's what they do, they come after you when you're alone. Oh, sure, Cordy, go home! Be a hostage with the torture and the fear and the tort...

Angel: Cordy! Will you, just once, do what I tell you without arguing about everything, okay? Hurling axe. Basement?

Cordelia: I'm not arguing! I just know I'd be a lot safer by your side rather than all alone at home.

James: Why'd you do it? Because I had something you could never have?

Angel: Get back!

Fred: Angel? I thought I heard company. I came out of my room. Small steps, like you said.

Angel: Go back to your room and stay there!

Fred: Okay, then.

Merl: I don't know where he is now, but I know where he was earlier. Dr. Gregson's.

Gunn: What kind of doctor is that?

Lorne: A demon kind. Slod demon.

Wesley: Slod demon? What's he do?

Lorne: He's a collector.

Angel: I told you to...

Cordelia: Shut up and stake him! Oops.

James: You never loved anyone or anything. Go to hell.

Angel: It's alright. It's alright. It's over.

Cordelia: Uh, 'over' in what sense? Uh, shouldn't he be on fire?

Angel: Let's get out of here.

Cordelia: My coat. It's stuck.

Angel: Leave it. Go that way.

Cordelia: Where are you gonna go?

Angel: Go! Cordy! This way. Hurry up!

Cordelia: Alright, I've been doing this for a while. Don't stakes through the heart and sunshine kill you guys?

Angel: Shh! He seems to have become...

Cordelia: ...invincible?

Angel: Let's not exaggerate.

Cordelia: The ring of Amara: when you had that, you were invincible. Does he have a ring?

Angel: No.

Cordelia: Hm. Did the Amara people make cufflinks or belt buckles?

Angel: There was only one.

Cordelia: And you had to smash it!

Angel: Why don't we recriminate later, okay?

Cordelia: Yes.

Angel: Now, be quiet. I think he took the bait.

Cordelia: Earthquake!

Angel: Subway!

Cordelia: Okay, just subway.

Angel: Geez!

Cordelia: Sorry, sorry, cell phone.

Wesley: Cordelia, is that you? Can you hear me?

Cordelia: Huh? What? Say that again?

Wesley: There is something you have to know about James.

Cordelia: Oh. He's invincible, is he? He went to a what? Slog demon? What's that? Some kind of doctor demon that collects rare organs. Cut out his heart? Absolutely cannot be killed. Wait. What? How long? Six what? What? Hello? No signal. Okay. The guy's invincible, but it only lasts for so long. Then, he dies.

Angel: How long?

Cordelia: He said... I don't know. Six minutes; hours; weeks. I hate these. Come on, give me a signal!

Angel: That's good news. So, all we have to do is, is wait him out?
Cordelia: Right. So, we just wait here until we're sure.

Angel: Cordy, up here!

Cordelia: What a creep. Should we get off at the next station and double back? He won't expect that. Or should we stay put 'til the end of the line and put as much distance between us...

Angel: Shh!

Cordelia: He couldn't possibly...

Angel: Get back!

James: Well, this is a new twist in an old snake. Is it possible you care about someone who isn't you?

Angel: Don't worry about her.

James: But if you've changed. If you aren't the same man who screwed Darla and couldn't care less what happened to her...

Angel: Where did you hear... Oh. You mean back in the day. Right.

Cordelia: He has changed. A lot. He has a soul now, and he cares about people.

James: So, you might feel something when I snap her neck.

Cordelia: Well, it's not like he's losing sleep with the caring.

James: Lucky me. Now, I can kill the woman you love.

Angel: No, you can't.

James: Are you forgetting who's the invincible one here?

Angel: The woman I love is dead.

James: Who are you talking about?

Cordelia: It happened about three months ago. We try not to say her name too much.

James: You loved someone... with all your heart?
Angel: Yeah.

James: No, you didn't. Because if you had you wouldn't be standing here playing games with me. You wouldn't be able to... because once she died or some bastard killed her, it would have killed everything in you.

Angel: I wouldn't be able to go on living.

James: Don't worry. You won't. And she won't either.

Cordelia: Angel!

Angel: Catch him!

Cordelia: Catch who?

Angel: Come on! How's that, invincible boy, huh? Is that your idea of love, James, hm? It's not real unless it kills you?

James: Yeah. What's yours? It's fun as long as it doesn't cost me anything? You don't know what love is! You think you won just because you're still alive? I lived. You just existed.

Cordelia: How's Fred?

Angel: She's alright, considering. We talked over what happened and I think she'll be coming out of her room any decade now.

Cordelia: And how about you?

Angel: I'm o...

Cordelia: And don't say 'okay'. Angel, please. I know you. Ever since you've come back from your grief trip, I can tell that something's not right. And, and obviously it's not. Buffy's dead, and I don't mean to diminish that. I miss her, too. I just wanna say I know that James with all his Romeo and Juliet madness, opened up a lot of wounds for you, but you'll be okay.

Angel: I am okay.

Cordelia: Then, what's the problem?

Angel: That I'm okay. That losing Buffy didn't kill me. That I could deal with it. In all those years, no one ever mattered. Not like she did. And now, she's gone, forever.

Cordelia: And you're still here.

Angel: Yeah. I just feel like I'm betraying her, somehow.

Cordelia: No! If you were a loser, if you were some sick, obsessed vampire, you'd go to a Snod demon, or whatever, and get your heart cut out. But you're not! You're a living, breathing... Well, living, anyway... good guy, who's still fighting and trying to help people, and that's not betraying her; that's honoring her.

Angel: You think?

Cordelia: I'm Cordelia. I don't think. I know. Okay?

Angel: Okay.

Cordelia: So, can we get back to work now?

Angel: Yeah. Sure. There's work?

Wesley: What do you know about Nester demons?

Angel: Well, they like to live in the walls of people's homes. They hatch several times a year and don't you have to kill their queen or something?

Gunn: Yeah. And if you don't they infest again, worse than ever.

Cordelia: We killed a bunch of them in Hancock Park a couple of months ago.

Wesley: I don't think we got the queen.

Angel: Well, let's go find out.

"Puerto Cabezas, Nicaragua"
Hombre: Sorry it took so long. He's a very difficult shaman to find.

Darla: You can go.

Hombre: Oh, no, no, no, no, no. I thought we'd have a drink; to celebrate.

Darla: No. Thanks.

Hombre: Oh. Don't be so shy, little one. You get to know me, I'm a very nice man. How much can one little drink hurt, huh?

Darla: Depends on who's doing the drinking.

Hombre: Hm. I thought you might have a surprise or two in you.

Darla: Well, you know what they say... 'Life's full of surprises.'
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Wesley: No, Gunn, you misunderstand. I mean, I'm not saying that we act differently. I just think we should be gentle in our inter... Evening, Cordy.

Gunn: Hey, Cordelia. How was that?

Wesley: I felt quite genuine.

Fred: B plus. C minus. A girl can tell.

Wesley: Fred, if you feel comfortable enough grading our sincerity, how about joining us for the rest of the meal? Isn't that the point of coming downstairs?

Fred: I guess that'd be okay.

Gunn: Uh, I, I don't mean to rush you back into the twenty-first century, but how about using some chopsticks. Or a fork, maybe. You remember forks, don't you?

Fred: Sure. Who could forget? Fork, pitch fork, fork it over, fork in the road... One I'm not ready to take yet.

Wesley: Hello, again.

Gunn: Nice day.

Cordelia: I know what you're doing.

Gunn: You do?

Fred: Told you.

Cordelia: You're being all fake-nice and super-sensitive, like, 'poor Cordelia, she's on edge, because she hasn't had a vision in a while.' Well, I have information for you. I look forward to my next vision.

Wesley: You do?

Cordelia: Well, why shouldn't I? I mean, the Powers That Be have seen fit to choose me. Who am I to refuse?

Fred: Great. How about if you use that vision thing to find out where Angel's at right now.
Cordelia: 'Cause I don't care?

Gunn: Uh, what Cordelia means is that she doesn't choose to have a vision. The Powers send them to her when they got info to share.

Wesley: Think of them as gifts.

Cordelia: Yes, having-my-head-torn-open-and-hot-lava-poured-into-my-skull gifts.

Gavin: Excuse me.

Cordelia: Oh. Hi. I'm sorry I didn't hear you sneak up on us. Must be those tastefully expensive Gucci loafers. Totally our fault.

Wesley: He's not a client. He's Gavin Park, attorney with Wolfram and Hart.

Gavin: Pleased to meet you. New player?

Wesley: Well, now that we've had this lovely reintroduction, I suggest you piss off.

Angel: Is there a problem?

Wesley: No, no problem. Mr. Park was just leaving.

Gavin: No. Actually, I just arrived. This is a list of fifty-seven city code violations for your hotel, including earthquake-proofing, asbestos and termites. Be advised, I filed a copy of this with the city planning office.

Angel: Gee, fifty-seven. Is that a lot?

Gavin: I'll be in touch.

Cordelia: Yeah, okay. Minion of darkness. Satan's toady. But that is a nice suit. Did you see that suit?

Angel: Fred! Good to see you out and about.

Fred: It is, isn't it? Out and about. I've been forking with Gunn.

Angel: Are you alright? Talk to me.

Cordelia: There is a coin and, um, two clawed things. It's in Chinatown, I think. An herbalist's shop.

Angel: Come on.

Cordelia: I'm okay. I'm fine. It just caught me off guard a little. Uh, go find the coin. It has a hole in it.

Cordelia: Yes?

Wesley: Cordelia, that beast you saw: did it have four or five claws?

Cordelia: Five.

Wesley: You're certain?

Cordelia: Pretty certain.

Wesley: Anything of interest yet, Fred?

Fred: Oh, sure. Lots. 'H' is a fascinating letter. 'Helicopters', 'helium', 'helmets', 'hernias'...

Wesley: Did you happen to notice 'herbs' in your wanderings?

Fred: I did. Oh, right. There are, uh, let's see... five herbalist shops in Chinatown.

Angel: We got a name or face for these things yet?

Wesley: Circling. I think we might be looking either at a Wan Shan Dhole or a Cantonese Fook beast.

Gunn: I say we figure out what these things are after we find that coin. We're burning moonlight.

Wesley: Sounds like a plan.

Angel: Hey, Fred? I need you to do something for me.

Cordelia: I told you, it's about finding the coin.

Angel: It's me.

Cordelia: I'm fine!

Angel: I'm not leaving until you open the door. I mean it, Cordelia. Open up.

Cordelia: See? Fine!

Angel: They're getting worse, aren't they?

Cordelia: I'm feeling better. Once I get a little protein in me, I'll be good as new. Honest. Now, go declaw those things!

Angel: I've asked Fred to take you home.

Cordelia: I don't need to go home.

Angel: There is nothing else you can do here. Just, get some rest, okay?

Cordelia: No...

Angel: Okay?

Cordelia: Okay.

Gunn: Five herb shops in Chinatown and we've been to four. How come whatever we're searching for is always in the last place we look?

Wesley: I suppose it is one of the unwritten laws of being a dick. Uh, a sleuth; a gumshoe; Sherlock.

Gunn: All I know is you use the word 'dick' again and we're gonna have a problem. So, what is the name of this place, anyway?

Wesley: Van Hoa Dong. It should be up there on the left. How was Cordelia when you spoke to her.

Angel: She said she was fine.

Wesley: You don't believe her?

Gunn: Alright, here we go. Next time we're hitting the last place first.

Woman: Your kind not welcome here!

Gunn: Since when can't a brother buy some ginseng tea?

Man: Not you. Him! Vampire not welcome!

Wesley: This is a public facility and any being may enter. We're looking for an ancient coin.

Gunn: Uh, so, you think some fancy flipping and a little hollering can intimidate guys like us? Okay, that creeps me out.

Angel: You two take grandma. I'll take the old man.

Gunn: Damn. Grandma and grandpa got game.

Wesley: Yeah, I know. Now, if we could just find that coin before they come to.

Angel: Guys. Over here.

Lilah: 'Asbestos disposal'? What?

Gavin: I think that's mine. Yeah, my printer is down, so, I had the I.T. guy network me into yours.

Lilah: Thanks for asking.

Gavin: This hasn't been announced yet, but I've been moved into Special Projects.

Lilah: From Real Estate?

Gavin: With so much karmically-damaged property in L.A., not to mention the demon infestation, the Partners felt that I would be more useful here.

Lilah: Hm...

Gavin: I'm working on a little something aimed at Angel Investigations. If you're interested, I'd love to have you on my team.

Lilah: Your team? I'll be right in. Let me tell you a little something about your team. You don't have one.

Gavin: Look, just because they gave you Lindsey's old office doesn't mean...

Lilah: I have this office because I earned it. As did Lindsey. He sacrificed his flesh and blood for this company, literally had his hand cut off fighting against Angel. What are you doing? Building code violations.

Gavin: I'm fighting Angel in my own way.

Lilah: Yeah. I bet he's really terrified.

Cordelia: Okay! All ready for bed. Face washed, teeth brushed; tired, tired! You can go now! Fred? Okay, you can go now, Fred.

Fred: Sorry. It's been so long.

Cordelia: Not a problem. Here. Take it with you. Enjoy that peanuty goodness in the comfort of your own home.

Fred: Hey. Wait. Angel said...

Cordelia: I know. He said that you should wait until he calls, but as you can see, I'm fine. In fact, I'm better than fine. I'm right as rain.

Fred: I, I never understood that saying: 'right as rain'. How is rain right? Or wrong, for that matter. Okay, I suppose if there's a flood it's wrong. And speaking of floods, or maybe just being overwhelmed. What's it like to have a vision?

Cordelia: Wow. You know, next to you, I am downright linear.

Fred: Do you see things or smell them, or just know; in-your-stomach know? Like in fifth grade when I saw Grayson Wells and I just knew we'd go steady and even though we never did, looking back on it, it feels like we did. Is it like that?

Cordelia: Okay. Time to go.

Fred: Has, has anyone ever told you you're exactly like Lassie? Yeah. You're like Angel's Lassie. Sure, he does most of the saving, but it's your visions that tell him that Timmy is trapped in the well, or the robbers are hiding in the barn. He really needs and depends on you.

Cordelia: Well, thanks. I'd be flattered, except for the Lassie-being-a-dog part. Dennis, a little help here? See? I'm not alone. I have a ghost. Bye. We'll have to, to...

Fred: Are you alright?

Cordelia: A demon. An icky, boil-covered demon. A storefront downtown on the corner of Fifth and something. And there was a key. I should probably draw you a picture of the key.

Angel: Cordy.

Wesley: Oh, God.

Angel: Cordy, we should talk about this. You can't ignore what's happening.

Cordelia: I don't wanna talk. What's there to say? Except 'gross', 'yuck' and 'unclean'. Like you're not thinking it.

Angel: Has this ever happened before?

Cordelia: Earlier tonight.

Wesley: Oh, whoa! Are you saying your vision had a physical manifestation?

Cordelia: Yeah.

Wesley: And did this new one have anything to do with...

Cordelia: The yuck monster. Yeah. This must be a mistake. The Powers wouldn't do this to me on purpose, I mean, I'm a part of their team. Why would anybody do this on purpose?

Angel: We have to figure this out and now. Anybody? Gunn?

Gunn: I had this auntie who used to get this nasty, crusty stuff on the back of her neck every summer... Turns out she was allergic to shellfish.

Angel: That was helpful.

Wesley: Why would the Powers choose to communicate with Cordy in this way?

Fred: Maybe we could ask them. Y-you used the word 'communicate', which got me thinking. Everything's made of energy, right? Light waves, radio waves, x-rays, even brain waves are all electric energy. If Cordelia is receiving visions from the Powers That Be, they're being communicated, somehow. Maybe we could figure out the frequency and trace the calls.

Wesley: Yes. Of course. Well done, Fred. Gunn, I need you and Fred to go to the hotel and get me some books. I'll make a list. We need to research that Chinese coin. Angel, you find that demon and get the key.

Angel: I'm not going anywhere.

Wesley: Cordy's had two visions in the same night. You see what it's doing to her. If the Powers That Be are taking such extreme measures we have to assume that the coin and the key are of great significance.

Angel: And so is Cordelia. If I go out and find that key, how can I help her?

Wesley: By trusting me. I have an idea.

Angel: I want the key and I want it now.

Key Maker: Oh, w-which key might that be? Did you lose the original?

Angel: Uh, it looks like this.

Key Maker: Ah. Yes, of course. This should only take a moment.

Fred: I know that you're probably disappointed that you couldn't go fight that thing with Angel.

Gunn: Right. Because why would I wanna walk with a cute, young woman on a beautiful night when I could be out hacking and slaying an ugly, boil-covered demon monster and getting myself killed.

Fred: I can't apologize enough.

Gunn: Hey, I just follow orders. No matter how tough the job.

Fred: It's just that I'm still so jumpy, and I hate being jumpy, but I guess that's why you're here. Because you don't...

Gunn: Whoa. Who the hell are you?

Exterminator: Sure-kill Exterminators. You can't come in. We're fumigating.

Gunn: In the middle of the night? I don't think so. I need you to get some of them books out of Wes' offices, okay? You'll be okay. I just need to talk to this nice man. Alright. You got thirty seconds to show me your work order before I start doing some exterminating, my damn self.

Angel: How is she?

Wesley: Uh. We're finding out, right now. Did you get the... Great.

Lorne: Ah. His royal badness. Just in time. Would you talk to this young lady? She's resisting the process.

Angel: Process?

Wesley: Oh, my idea. The Host reads people's auras to set them on their path. In some shape or form that connects him to the Powers That Be. I'm thinking....

Angel: Sure. He might be able to reverse the process. That he might be able to use Cordelia in order to trace the call back to the Powers.

Lorne: Way outside of my area of expertise, I should caution. But hey? Who knew William Shatner could sing? Okay, bad example.

Cordelia: Was it there? Because I'm gonna be really ticked off if I'm all 'Phantom of the Opera' and there wasn't a key.

Angel: It was right where you said.

Cordelia: Oh, good.

Angel: Why don't you want Lorne to try and trace the visions?

Cordelia: It's not like I'm morally against letting a demon into my subconscious for a quick lookie-loo. Hey, might be fun. But with the Powers That Be doing this whole 'Book of Job' thing, the last thing I want is more noise in my head.

Angel: Maybe he can make the noise stop.

Cordelia: Yeah.

Angel: Isn't that what you want?

Cordelia: Yes! No. Well, no. Sure I hate looking and feeling like this, but if I lose the visions, I wouldn't be able to help you anymore. You wouldn't need me.

Angel: That's not why I need you. You're important. And the visions are just after-market extras like Hurst shift or Krager wheels.

Cordelia: Did you just compare me to a car?

Angel: It was a very nice car.

Cordelia: I guess that's better than a dog.

Angel: Cordy, let us try and help. Okay?

Cordelia: Okay.

Lorne: Alright, princess, like I told you earlier. You shouldn't even feel a thing. You ready? Now, I want you to relax. Picture yourself outdoors, in a field, or on a mountain.

Cordelia: I like the mountains.

Lorne: Beautiful. Say you're on a mountaintop, and it's warm. The sky is blue, full of big, fluffy clouds. You're Julie Andrews in 'The Sound of Music'. And you're relaxed and you're spinning and the camera is swirling and, ouch! Careful, honey, you've got some power of your own!

Cordelia: Sorry. All the spinning and swirling was freaking me out.

Lorne: My fault, my fault. I just love that movie so much. Okay. Ready to try again? Okay. Now, let's go looking for the Powers That Be. See if we can reach out and touch someone.

Lilah: How many times did I tell you that if we don't have your ten-ninety-nine on file, that payroll can't cut you a check.

Fez: I know, I know! Hey, you know a good tax-guy?

Lilah: Let's just finish the job, then, we'll talk about taxes.

Fez: You're the boss. John Hancock and done!

Lilah: You remember what we talked about?

Fez: All that fire? How could I forget?

Angel: Cordy? Cordy!

Lilah: Well?

Fez: I think she got the message.

Cordelia: Is Lorne gonna be okay?

Angel: He's fine. He's unconscious, but he's fine. You're the one I'm worried about.

Cordelia: Am I a bad person? Am I just a horrible person? Because I know I can be snippy sometimes.

Angel: This isn't happening because you're bad. If anything it's because you're strong. Stronger than you realize.

Cordelia: I'm not. I know what I said earlier. But I don't want the visions anymore. I tried to be brave. I did. But I'm just scared now. I'm scared all the time. I mean, look at me! What could be so important that the Powers would do this? I don't understand.

Angel: I don't either. Hey...

Wesley: Angel. I really think you should hear this.

Angel: This better be important. What? Did you make contact?

Fred: The visions aren't from the Powers!

Lorne: Oh, sure, sweetheart. Steal my thunder. Next time you can be the one that gets thrown across the room.

Angel: Who's sending the visions?

Lorne: I don't know. But it's local. Earthbound, and pretty authentic. I can see how a layperson might mistake it for the real deal.

Gunn: Are you saying someone's hacked into Cordy's head?

Lorne: Transmitting false data through the celestial pipeline. I know it's probably a mile-long list, but I'd start looking at enemies. Who wants to get to you, who has the sizable resources, and who'd be willing to mess up a pretty face like Cordelia's?

Lilah: Concentrate! Ah, damn it.

Angel: Gosh. Geez, I hate traps. Don't you? I was gonna knock, but you seemed to focused, I hated to interrupt.

Lilah: How, how did you get in here?

Angel: Oh, you mean, why didn't the vampire alarms go off? Your colleague, Gavin, he helped me out. Colleague, mortal enemy, however you guys play it around here. So, can we get down to business? I think you might be looking for these.

Angel: What do you think?

Lilah: I think you might be right.

Angel: Good. Then, we're done here. You got what you wanted. Now, it's over.

Lilah: Actually, it's not over. And you'll be needing these to complete your mission.

Angel: There is no mission. You and me, we're through.

Lilah: That's where you're wrong. We're just getting started. There's a young man who's been unfairly imprisoned and you're gonna save him. Isn't that what you do? Save people? You'll need those to complete your mission.

Angel: I see. I do this for you and you stop sending Cordy the killer visions.

Lilah: No. You'll do this for me because I tell you to. I know what you're thinking. Yes. You could kill me now, but then, you'll never be able to stop the visions. Just for the record, those little skin problems on what's-her-name weren't intended. Just an unfortunate little side-effect.

Angel: Her name is Cordelia, and you will help her. So, where is this jail?

Lilah: This is exactly why I chose you for the mission, Angel. I needed a man of character, a champion of good, a warrior, and I needed someone who could travel in and out of a fortressed demon dimension.

Wesley: How is Cordelia?

Angel: Fred and Gunn are looking after her. You figured it out?

Wesley: I think so. Something you probably won't like to hear is that both artifacts are considered objects of good.

Angel: Oh. So, the Chinese guy and the boil guy...

Wesley: Were also aligned with the forces of good.

Angel: Damn! So hard to tell these days. You know, they should wear lapel pins or something.

Wesley: Well, in the meantime: the inscriptions on the key and the coin match. They actually work together to transport you in and out of the other dimension.

Angel: I don't suppose we know what this other dimension is like, I mean, besides fortress-y and demon-y.

Wesley: Well, based on the burn scars Cordy received from the last vision, I'd imagine fire is not out of the question.

Angel: Fire.

Wesley: And if the young man is imprisoned, I'd imagine there may be guards.

Angel: Guards.

Wesley: I don't need to explain to you that if Wolfram and Hart are behind this mission, it can't be good. Just because Lilah tells you that this man is wrongly imprisoned doesn't make it so.

Angel: You're right.

Wesley: Nor do I have to explain to you that helping them violates everything you stand for.

Angel: Right again.

Wesley: Good. Then, I don't need to convince you to let me go with you.

Angel: Right. No! Wesley, I need you to stay here in case anything goes wrong. Now, show me how it works.

Wesley: I believe it's fairly simple. Ready? This should take you there and bring you back. You sure I can't come with you?

Angel: Take care of Cordy.

Angel: Sure. Because it would be too easy if I could actually defend myself. At least I got the key. Hi.

Skip: Hi. You know you're not supposed to be here, right?

Angel: Yeah. What about him?

Skip: Oh, him? Oh, he's supposed to be here. Do you have any idea how monstrous a guy has to be before he gets sent to us? We're a very high-end institution.

Angel: And it's your job to keep him here.

Skip: Yeah. I'm Skip.

Angel: Angel. So, uh, you live in here, Skip?

Skip: No. I commute. It's not too bad. About twenty minutes.

Angel: Uh, what keeps him in the fire?

Skip: My will.

Angel: How come he's not screaming in pain?

Skip: Oh, he is. My will prevents him from being heard. I mean, there is only so many 'Oh, my God! The pain! Please make it stop!'s that you can listen to before it starts to bug the crap out of you.

Angel: I see your point.

Skip: You're a vampire, right? How come it smells like you work for the Powers That Be?

Angel: 'Cause I do.

Skip: And you're here to try to rescue this guy? But we're on the same side. Shouldn't you be helping to keep him in here?

Angel: I know. I know. Long story. Involves a girl. I don't like it any better than you do.

Skip: So, I really can't talk you out of this.

Angel: Sorry. I wish you could. I guess we just have to agree to... disagree. Skip, are you okay? Good. Sorry about this.

Angel: You know what to do if anything goes wrong?

Gunn: 'Pop goes the weasel.'

Lilah: To be honest, nobody at the firm thought that you could do it, except me. You're a remarkable man, Angel.

Angel: Yeah, and you're an evil bitch. Let's finish this. Take care of Cordelia, you get your guy.

Lilah: This should only take a moment.

Fred: Hello? Wesley, it worked. She's okay.

Lilah: It's just business.

Angel: Right. Just business. Don't you came at me through Cordelia ever again. You play that card a second time and I'll kill you.

Angel: Cordy, I'm glad you're feeling better and all but...

Cordelia: ...you're not really a foodie. I know. But I saw this great, big industrial kitchen that we have, and never use and I thought that one of these days we should get someone in here that can cook. Here we are.

Angel: Heh. Here we are.

Cordelia: Angel, what you did for me was unbelievably selfless, and brave, and amazing. And it's so great to know that the next vision I have will just be blindingly painful and not turn me into Elephant Man or anything.

Angel: I hear a big 'but' coming.

Cordelia: What if that guy you freed is someone or something that's truly terrible? Wolfram and Hart won this time and it's all my fault.

Angel: It's not about winning, Cordelia, it's about what's at stake. And in this particular scenario you were way more important than winning. I can't worry about that guy I set free. I did what I had to do. I'll just deal with the consequences when they happen.

"The Yoro Mountains, Honduras"
Darla: You're a difficult man to find, señor. Do you know why I'm here? You are my last hope. I've been told you're very powerful, very wise. I tried everything and I can't get rid of it, so, I ask you: what is this thing growing inside of me? And how's it possible?

Shaman: The father is also a...

Darla: Vampire? Yes! Though, not a very good one.

Shaman: I will need some blood.

Darla: Well, I'll show you mine if you show me yours. Men are such babies.

Shaman: This has never failed me. I cannot help you. No man can. This is not meant to be known.

Darla: Yeah, yeah. Like I haven't heard that before. I guess there is only one thing left to do. Time to go visit daddy.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Angel: I'm ashamed of how I treated you. The way I used you. I took what I needed, and then, I cast you aside and that, that was wrong of me. Was very wrong.
Merl: He's reading!

Angel: I made some notes.

Merl: I don't feel the sincerity here.

Angel: I told you this was a waste of time.

Merl: Real friends don't need notes.

Angel: We're not friends Merl! We barely even know each other.

Merl: Not like you made the effort either, is it?!

Angel: No, you know what? No, no, no. Let him go if he wants to.

Cordelia: Merl, you said you'd listen to what Angel had to say.

Wesley: You promised you'd make an attempt.

Merl: You get a load of that insincere tripe he was reading?

Angel: I already apologized for ruffling up his sleeve, but it was...
Wesley: No. This is to repair the relationship.
Cordelia: I hardly think it's fair to blame it on the writing.

Angel: What does he want from me?!

Merl: What do I want? Huh? I tell you what I want. I want back the three months I spent in therapy after being hung upside down in a sewer. That's what I want.

Cordelia: Angel, read the cards.

Angel: No. He's, he's right. He's right. Every time I went to Merl for information he came through. So, I'll tell you what, Merl. Take a shot. Take a shot, Merl.

Cordelia: Oh, knock it off, guys.

Angel: Come on, take your best shot.

Wesley: Angel, please...

Angel: Come on, Merl.

Merl: You see this? He's goading. He's goading me.

Angel: Take a shot, Merl. Come on, this one's free.

Merl: No. No. Shameless with the goading. You see?!

Angel: Come on, Merl-la-la. Merl-la-la-la.

Merl: Okay! ...Whoa! Man. You did that on purpose! You knew that was gonna happen. You tricked me! Huh?

Lorne: Why, now, I'm sure Angel just forgot for the moment that any demon violence is impossible in Caritas.

Angel: Yeah. I, I, I forgot.

Merl: Yeah, yeah. Whatever! Okay? 'Cause I'm done listening to this bloodsucker! And the same goes for the rest of you, alright? I never want to see any of you ever again! Uh, so, who's gonna give me a ride home?

Merl: Thanks. I hope I, uh, didn't take you, uh, too far out of your way!

Merl: What the... Hey, hey, hey! No, no, no. No! No!

Alonna: Hey, big brother.

Gunn: I was never gonna let anything happen to you. I was supposed to protect you. You were my sister.

Alonna: I still am.

Gunn: Good-bye.

Gunn: Alonna!

Angel: You made it.

Gunn: Yeah. I called the hotel. They said you were down at Merl's. What is that?

Angel: That's Merl.

Gunn: Where is the rest of him? Nasty. What happened?

Angel: I don't know. Stopped by this morning. Thought I'd give 'sincere' one more shot. Even brought donuts. This is what I found. So far, we've ruled out suicide.

Wesley: I found some of his personal papers, an address book... Gunn. You're here. Good. Uh, you didn't notice anything odd last night when you dropped Merl off, did you?

Gunn: Not really.

Wesley: Well, we'll box these up, catalogue them when we get back to the hotel.

Gunn: Hey, guys. What are we doing?

Wesley: Examining the crime scene.

Gunn: Yeah, I see that. But what's our interest?

Wesley: Someone killed Merl.

Gunn: No, right, I get that. Look, I didn't have a beef with Merl, alright? I'm even sorry he got dead, but come on! Is this really the kind of thing we should be spending our time on? I mean, he was what he was, right?

Angel: What's that supposed to mean?

Gunn: Nothing. It means what it means. Somebody killed a demon. Hello! We do that every day.

Wesley: Merl was harmless.

Gunn: Okay.

Angel: Sure you're not just bent because maybe we interrupted something you'd rather be doing?

Gunn: No.

Angel: Okay. Usually doesn't take you two hours to answer a page is all.

Gunn: Excuse me, but did somebody put you back in charge? Because if they did they forgot to tell me about it.

Wesley: Alright. Gunn, if this isn't something you can get behind, we'll understand. For now, why don't you just go on home. Go home.

Gunn: You know what? That's probably a real good idea.

Angel: Little creep.

Wesley: Angel!

Angel: Merl. He's right you know. I never did bother to get to know who he was. Now, I guess I'll have to.

Gio: This is a situation you might wanna rethink.

Gunn: Nice rig.

Gio: I'm glad you like it.

Rondell: He should. He built it. Gio, you wanna get that thing out of my boy's face?

Gunn: I see you're still passing along a little something of what I taught you.

Rondell: Word's out, brother. Vamps know better than to even cross Venice Boulevard these days. Crew's as tight as it's ever been, even back in your day.

Gio: Charles Gunn?

Gunn: That's right.

Gio: I know all about you. That name is part of the reason why I came out here.

Rondell: Gio's from Miami.

Gunn: Ah, coast to coast, huh?

Gio: Little something like that. Hey, you might be able to help me out. Why is it that places like L.A. and Miami bring out the teeth, you suppose? I mean, you would think that the vamps would wanna hang in less sunny climes, you know what I'm sayin'?

Gunn: Yeah, I think I do.

Gio: Well, maybe we could ask your boss why that is.

Rondell: Yo, Gio.

Gio: You can't beat 'em, right, Chuck?

Gunn: It ain't even like that.

Gio: Nuh? Okay. If you say so. See, 'cause I heard that you was like this big time, alpha vamp-killer, and now, you working with one? What's up with that?

Rondell: Gio, who's supposed to be on point out back?

Gio: That be me.

Rondell: So, why aren't you back there?

Gio: Yeah. A'right. It's cool. Y'all can have your nice little visit. You might wanna do that outside in the sunshine just to be on the safe side, you know?

Cordelia: Some people just need a little time alone. I wouldn't worry.

Angel: She's had time alone. Five years. I think that's the problem. She's been back in this world for three months and she still hasn't gone out into it.

Cordelia: Right. And it's not like the last time she went out into it she got sucked into an interdimensional portal and ended up living like a hunted animal in a hostile demon alterna-world or anything. Oh, wait. Kinda is, isn't it?

Angel: Which is why I'm asking you to, you know, talk to her.

Cordelia: I'm not so sure that's a great idea.

Angel: You don't like her?

Cordelia: Sure, I like her. What's not to like? She's sweet and adorable and seems to be laughing at something that shrub just said. Look, it's not that I don't like her. It's just I don't get her.

Angel: I'm not asking you to 'get' her. I'm just asking you to talk to her.

Cordelia: Fine, we'll chat.

Angel: Thanks. What's this?
Cordelia: Enemies of Merl list.

Angel: Hey. Why is my name at the top of this list?

Cordelia: Uh, 'A'?

Angel: Merl and I were not enemies.

Cordelia: Oh, okay, my mistake.

Angel: I'm the one that found the body, remember?

Cordelia: Oh. And that's not suspicious. The one time you pay Merl a social visit and he ends up dead?

Wesley: I recognize quite a few of these names, actually.

Cordelia: You should. Half of them weren't 'enemies of Merl' until we made him snitch on them.

Angel: Oh, sure. I went dark and I killed Merl.

Wesley: We'll work backwards, end with the 'A's. How's that? We should start tracking these names.

Angel: You know, ask yourself this: If I'd killed Merl, would I've brought donuts?

Gunn: I guess that's the word on me around here nowadays, huh? Traitor? Vamp lover?

Rondell: Hell, don't go listening to Gio, man. He don't know you.

Gunn: No, but you do. So, what you got to say, Rondell? You think I turned my back on you all to hook up with one of them?

Rondell: Hell, I don't know. I haven't even seen your back in months, bro'. I don't know which way it's facing.

Gunn: That's no answer.

Rondell: Truth? I ain't heard word one from you, not since we spread what was left of George in the river. Some of us were even starting to wonder if you were still in this world.

Gunn: I didn't mean to disappear on y'all. I didn't plan it. Guess after George...

Rondell: You were gone way before George. It was Alonna, man. Things, they were never the same after Alonna.

Gunn: Couldn't keep my own sister safe. What can I do for the rest of you?

Rondell: A lot, man. You done a lot. There's people alive today because of something you started.

Gunn: No, man. Something we started.

Rondell: You got that right.

Angel: What's this one?

Wesley: Uh, Samuel Larch, a bookie. Merl owed him quite a lot of money.

Angel: Demon or human?

Wesley: I'm not sure.
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Angel: Care to find out?

Wesley: Demon, then.

Angel: I think when we find whatever is doing this we're gonna need Gunn.

Wesley: I agree. From the looks of this, whatever we're up against is quite big. Extremely powerful...

Angel: ...and really pissed off.

Monster: Hello? Who's there, please?

Man: Smoke him, Gio!

Wesley: Gunn.

Gunn: Hey. Got your page. Where's Angel?

Wesley: He's checking on something else. Come in. The victim's name was Samuel Larch. We found him last night.

Gunn: The guy was a demon.

Wesley: Yeah.

Gunn: Wesley? What are we doing, man? Who we're supposed to be working for, anyway? Did the Powers send us here? Did Cordy get a vision?

Wesley: No.

Gunn: Then, what?

Wesley: Charles, things aren't always so simple as going out and slaying the big, bad ugly. There are in this world shades of gray...

Gunn: Yeah. And shades of green, and a kind of sickly looking yellow with pink eyes and sometimes puce with horns, too. I get it. What I don't get is why we're suddenly playing cleanup crew to a bunch of lowlife demons! I mean, okay, so, we, we bust our butts day and night until we find whatever it was that did Merl and this Larch guy...

Wesley: And six other victims we believe we've linked to it.

Gunn: So, we find this demon killing machine. What, then? We gonna stop it? Or thank it?

Wesley: I don't know.

Gunn: You don't know.

Wesley: From everything I can determine, this victim was fully assimilated. No history of violence, no threat to anyone. Of the other six, at least two of those would have to be classified as irredeemably evil.

Gunn: So, what are you saying, then?

Wesley: I'm saying that whatever is responsible for these attacks isn't making any distinctions. It's just killing. Randomly.

Angel: You were right. It happened again.

Wesley: When.

Angel: Last night. A Yarbnie was eviscerated in the sewer near Century City.

Gunn: Yarbie? What's that?

Wesley: Yarbnie. It's a balancing entity. They tend to nest in urban areas under roadways; utterly non-violent.

Gunn: You know what? Um, maybe I should hit the streets. You know, see if I can shake anything lose. I mean, if you want.

Wesley: Yeah. That's probably a good idea.

Gunn: Hey.

Angel: Hey.

Rondell: So, you wanna explain this?

Gunn: It was dug out of the wall of an apartment over on the Miracle Mile.

Rondell: Yeah, so?

Gunn: So, I recognize it, Rondell. It's out of my old rig. The one Gio's been using.

Rondell: Okay.

Gunn: Look, I just came by here to give you a heads up, alright? I think you got a rogue on your crew. Your boy Gio's been out there killing anything that moves. Now, somebody, meaning you, has got to have a sit-down with him, man. Let him know that this ain't the way we do things down here.

Rondell: You say you dug this out of an apartment up on the Mile?

Gunn: Yes.

Rondell: Tall white towers. This is funny. Gio ain't no rogue. Yeah, he found the place, but we was all there. The whole crew.

Gunn: You?

Rondell: Bro', the thing living in that apartment? It wasn't human. We took care of it.

Gunn: But did it attack anybody?

Rondell: No. We got away clean.

Gunn: No, I mean, before you broke in.

Rondell: No, man, we didn't give it a chance to. What's the matter?

Gunn: Nothing.

Man: Yo, Rondell! Everyone's here, man.

Gunn: What, you guys packing heat now?

Rondell: You can never be too careful. I got to go. Hey, you wanna come out with us tonight? Gio says he found a nest or something. Primo hunting.

Gunn: No, man. I got something.

Rondell: Be good.

Gio: Hey. You know something? He still thinks you're some kind of hero. But me and you, we know better, right? Yeah. Yeah, we know better.

Wesley: I haven't the slightest idea what this might be. It doesn't fit any of the data I have available to me. Something's missing.

Angel: Maybe it's something that's never been recorded here before.

Cordelia: Just, please, don't tell me another portal has opened up. We have enough monsters in Los Angeles already!

Wesley: No. Something's missing. We're missing one of the evidence bags. Seven, eight, nine, yes, here's ten, here is twelve, but where is eleven? What was eleven?

Cordelia: Hi.

Fred: Uh, oh, you, you startled me!

Cordelia: I'm sorry.

Fred: No. No, it's my fault. I'm sorry, okay?

Cordelia: Yeah.

Fred: Well, I'll get out of your way.

Cordelia: No, Fred I want you to stay! Stay. Actually, I, I was hoping we could, you know, talk?

Fred: Well, yeah, of course. Did you mean now?

Cordelia: Yes! Yes. I'm sorry. It's just I feel a little awkward. Angel wants you to get out.

Fred: Oh, I see. Okay. No, I understand. I only have a few things to pack. It won't take long.

Cordelia: No, Fred! That's not what I meant. Out, into the real world, you know, just for an evening or something.

Fred: Oh! Oh? Oh...

Cordelia: Well, not by yourself or anything. What if I... What if we went out together?

Fred: Well, I suppose I would be okay if I was with you, right?

Cordelia: Sure!

Fred: I mean, that'd be safe, right?

Cordelia: Of course, it would.

Fred: No one would even bother to look at me twice with you around!

Cordelia: Exactly. Uh. No. Now, that's just not true! People will notice you!

Fred: They will?

Cordelia: Yes! And you know why? Because you'll be standing on a stage in the white-hot spotlight.

Fred: I will? Oh.

Angel: Hey.

Gunn: Hey. You the only one here?

Angel: Yeah.

Gunn: You, uh, making any progress?

Angel: I don't know. Maybe. I... Wesley thinks these crimes have been random. I'm starting to think otherwise.

Gunn: Oh?

Angel: Yeah. It's just the way it's happening. It reminds me of things I've seen before.

Gunn: How so?

Angel: I know the pattern. The seeming randomness of it, the chaos. There is a larger purpose behind every move.

Gunn: What?

Angel: To have fun. Something wrong?

Gunn: Nah. I just need to see the boss. Know where he's at?

Fred: 'Crazy. I'm crazy for feeling so lonely. I'm crazy...'
Cordelia: I swear to God she picked out the song, herself.

Fred: '...for feeling so blue. I knew you'd love me as long as you wanted, and then, someday, you'd leave me for somebody new.'
Gunn: I know what you're doing and don't! Stop it! Do not! Hey! Don't go reading me!

Fred: 'Worry. Why should I let myself worry?'
Lorne: I wouldn't. But, sweetie, you're a billboard. Yeah. He came in tonight with some questions. Looks to me like you got the answers.

Fred: 'I'm crazy for thinking that my love could hold you...'
Gunn: I really don't feel like going over there.

Lorne: Yeah, I know. So, you wanna talk about it?

Fred: 'I'm crazy for trying, and crazy for...'
Gunn: Do I got to sing? Go. Down! Come on!

Gio: Party! Yoo-hoo!

Lorne: Oh, my club!

Cordelia: What's happening? I thought demon violence was impossible in here.

Wesley: Those aren't demons.

Rondell: It's time! Let's truck!

Gio: Whoa, don't be in such a rush, man! You're always in such a hurry. You're liable to miss out on some of the more interesting things in life. Yo! Charlie Gunn! Come on now. I know you're in here. Where you at?

Gunn: I'm right here.

Rondell: G-man. What're you doing here?

Gio: Come on. Tell him! Tell him how you been rolling up in here for months tossing back drinks with your demon buddies.

Rondell: What he's saying, that ain't true.

Gio: Why not? His best friend's a vampire. What you expect?

Gunn: Rondell, go. Just take your crew and leave.

Rondell: No. Not until I get some answers.

Gio: That's right. Answers. The man wants some answers.

Wesley: Yes, I think we all would.

Cordelia: Wesley!

Gunn: Wes, stay out of this.

Wesley: As much as I would like to, I'm afraid I'm in it. We all are.

Gunn: Hey. Hey! That's enough!

Demon: Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God.

Rondell: I don't believe this.

Gunn: He's okay, man.

Gio: Uh, nice!

Rondell: He ain't okay. Look at him!

Gunn: You don't know what you're doing, Rondell.

Wesley: It was them. They killed Merl and the others. You knew.

Gunn: I should have said something. I was going to. I was just... I was trying to work it out, man. Figure how to deal.

Lorne: So, have you worked it out yet?

Gunn: I'm sorry.

Rondell: You're gonna apologize to this thing? Move.

Gio: You might wanna.

Gunn: You can't do that, man. I can't let you. You lost the mission, bro'.
Rondell: What?!

Gunn: What you been doing, man, this ain't right. None of this is right! This is not what we're about.

Rondell: The hell you say. I don't know what you're about, but we've been doing what we've always done! Protecting our own.

Wesley: And is it 'protecting your own' to break into other people's homes?

Rondell: They ain't people. Are you?

Cordelia: Stop! Stop it.

Wesley: If you don't mind, I'd prefer a clean kill. The last time I was merely wounded. It took months to heal. Wounded, if I recall, in an attempt to help you.

Gunn: Look at me. Look at me! That's got nothing to do with them. This is between us. Us. Let 'em go, man.

Gio: Yeah, why not? We can do that. After all, we ain't monsters.

Gunn: Take my truck. The south side. They won't stop you.

Rondell: How can you be sitting up in here with these things and tell me I'm the one that lost the mission?

Gunn: Because it's true. We used to face death because we had to. Now, you're chasing it down, man, for the fun of it. That ain't right.

Rondell: One! Just one. Her. The others stay.

Gunn: Rondell, come on, man!

Cordelia: I'm not leaving here without her. No way. No! No!

Rondell: The rest'll be able to leave after she brings back the vampire. Then, we'll see who lost the mission. Go.

Demon: Oh, God. Oh, God. Oh, God...

Baby-Eating Monster: Shut up! He ain't listening.

Cordelia: We have to think of a better plan. This is a bad plan. And I tell you why: it's their plan! They want you to go in there where you can't fight so they can kill you!

Angel: I don't have a choice.

Cordelia: It'll be suicide.

Angel: It'll be okay.

Cordelia: It won't! Angel, you didn't see these guys.

Angel: Here. I want you to go this address.

Cordelia: What is it?

Angel: Transuding furies.

Cordelia: Gesundheit.

Angel: Three sisters. Lorne hires them monthly to cast the Sanctorium spell on Caritas. Tell them to lift the spell, then, I'll be able to fight back.

Cordelia: They lift the spell, then, you can fight all twenty of them and still get killed. Great idea.

Angel: Cordy, please, just do it.

Cordelia: What if they won't lift the spell?

Angel: They'll lift the spell. Just tell them that it's for me.

Cordelia: For you? You know them?

Angel: I did.

Cordelia: And they're gonna remember you?

Angel: They should.

Cordelia: They better! Angel, I told her she was safe with me.

Angel: I know.

Gio: 'Did you ever know that you're my hero? You're everything I wish I could be. I could fly higher than...'
Wesley: We have to do something. Angel walks in here, they'll kill him.

Gunn: No. They won't. They're gonna make me do it.

Gio: '...you are the wind beneath my wings.' Hey, Chuck! 'Did I ever tell you you're...' Hey! Uh! You know I'm starting to think this good vamp ain't never gonna show.

Lorne: Miami.

Gio: Did you say something to me, green boy?

Lorne: Was three thousand miles really far enough, I wonder? I know why you left. Why you ran. You couldn't stay there, could you? After what you did. She trusted you.

Gio: Shut up.

Lorne: Right up until the end she trusted you. Did you know that?

Man: Yo! That one's trying to run!

Demon: Oh, God. Oh, God. They'll kill us all.

Gio: Now, I told you to watch the door! See that? You see that?! He's trying to save that lowlife! You know what that kind of thing does? It's a baby-killer is what that is. I've seen plenty of them in Florida. You like to eat babies, don't you?

Baby-Eating Monster: Yeah, go ahead. I don't care. You think I care? Go ahead and do it. Cowards. Cowards.

Gio: So, who does he go after? Who does he draw down on? The baby-killing monster? No, me, that's who. What does that tell you?

Gunn: Tells me there's a whole lot of monsters in this room to choose from.

Gio: Yeah, maybe you one of them. You one of them, Chuck? Have they turned you already, huh? You one of 'em?

Gunn: Come at me and find out.

Gio: Yeah, I think he's one of them. Or maybe you just wanna be. Yeah. That's more like it. I bet they won't even let you in their little club. Huh, Chuck? Damn. You ain't even good enough for the vamps, the demons and the baby-eatin' monsters. Huh. Yeah, that's what I'm guessing. Wine 'em and dine 'em, stick up for them, 'Oh, yeah. That one's okay' and they still won't put you on! Ain't that a blip?

Gunn: Shut up.

Gio: And all that what we heard about his sister might not be quite right. He was the only one there to see it. You know what I'm sayin'?

Baby-Eating Monster: I'll taste your children...

Gio: You're the one that let her get vamped in the first place, right, Chuck?

Baby-Eating Monster: Listen to them scream. Tear of a piece. Have me a meal...

Gio: Because I know I wouldn't let no bloodsucker get that close to my sister. And why?

Baby-Eating Monster: I live in the playgrounds...

Gio: Where you thinking that finally she was gonna give it up to you? Was that the plan? And that's why you let her get bit.

Baby-Eating Monster: Tear up their tiny, tiny bodies. Leave them for husks...

Gio: And then, when she was there, all vamped out and hungry, you thought you might get that eternal kiss finally and when she said 'no' that's when you stuck it to her! That's what I'm thinkin'.

Gunn: Shut up!

Lorne: No. Not in here. No. No.

Gio: Is that why you start in here? Is that why you up in here, truckin' with vamps and demons, thinking you're gonna get your little piece of the action?!

Gunn: I said 'shut up'!
Lorne: This is a sanctuary.

Gio: Not anymore, it ain't.

Angel: Nice shot. Am I next?

Rondell: Prove to everyone here this thing ain't no friend to you.

Wesley: This is madness. Angel has a soul.

Gio: He's a vampire.

Wesley: With a soul!

Gio: Whatever. You think that makes him the same as us?

Wesley: No. Better. Better than you, anyway. When he did his pleasure killing, he had no soul. You can make no such claim.

Rondell: What's it gonna be?

Angel: Here, Charles, let me make it simple for you. Take a look. This is what I am. Deal with it or don't. But make a damn choice.

Cordelia: So, um, Angel says you and he go way back?

Furies: Mm, Angel.

Cordelia: Uh, yeah. So, um, about that Sanctorium mojo you got on at Caritas: any chance you can pull the plug on that, like, now, for instance? Kind of an emergency.

Blonde Fury: You would have...

Brunette Fury: ...us...

Asian Fury: ...lift...

Blonde Fury: ...what has been put in...

Brunette Fury: ...place by mutual consent...

Asian Fury: ...and contract?

Cordelia: If you don't, Angel will die.

Furies: Mm, Angel.

Gunn: That's not gonna happen.

Gio: I knew it!

Gunn: You don't know anything. You think I won't kill him because he's my friend? That ain't why. Truth is, he can never be my friend. It's on account of what he is. Not his fault, really. Just the way it worked out.

Rondell: He ain't your friend. I am. And you gonna chose that over me?

Gunn: Looks like. It's about the mission, bro'. He's got it. You don't.

Gio: Oh, so, you think, just because you're letting that monster live you got the mission, huh? Well, as far as I can see, a monster lover ain't no better than a monster, and I kill monsters. That's what I do. So, anybody wanna walk out of here tonight, they gonna have to show me. Come on! Step on up and do what your friend here wouldn't: Kill the vampire and you can leave this place. Otherwise, stay and burn with the rest of them. Who wants to live?
Fred: I'm sorry. I just, I don't wanna die.

Cordelia: Look, this is really urgent. I know Lorne pays you to cast this spell. What will it take for you to lift it.

Blonde Fury: This is not...

Asian Fury: ...a debt...

Brunette Fury: ...you can pay.

Cordelia: You don't know that. My credit has been very good this last year.

Blonde Fury: Only Angel...

Brunette Fury: ...is equipped...
Asian Fury: ...to make good on this debt.

Cordelia: Angel. Pfft. I don't know. For a guy who's a couple of centuries old, not very big with the wise investing. And when you say 'equipped', that isn't what you mean, is it?

Furies: Mm, Angel.

Cordelia: Got it. And eww.
Fred: I'm sorry. I just can't die in here.

Angel: It's okay. I understand.

Gio: Alright, now, you wanna get it in the heart or it's no good.

Fred: Although, I thought I might just shoot you in the throat instead. Now, if I pierce one of your carotid arteries, considering the temperature in here, 'cause I think somebody shot the thermostat, the blood loss is gonna be heavy. And there's a chance I'll puncture a vocal cord and you won't even be able to scream. But you'll want to when the blood loss to your brain results in a cerebral vascular event. That's a stroke. I wasn't trying to sound snooty.

Angel: Fred. Fred, it's okay. Just, point it at me. At me, Fred.

Fred: I can't.

Angel: Yes, you can. It's okay. Really. Thank you, ladies. I owe you one.

Gio: Come on, guys! Fight back! It's ten against three! This is pathetic! Hey, I'm done with you people. I don't even know why I came out to this coast! L.A. sucks. I'm going back to Florida, alright? You're lucky I don't have my old crew. I'd drag you out on the beach for a little sunshine and toast your...

Gunn: I guess we just have to go our own separate ways, man.

Rondell: Alright.

Gunn: Be well. Don't guess Rondell and his crew are gonna be crossing Venice Boulevard again any time soon.

Wesley: It's never easy; the pull of divided loyalties. Whatever choice we do end up making we feel as though we've betrayed someone.

Gunn: Yeah.

Wesley: If you ever withhold information or attempt to subvert me again, I will fire you. I can't have any one member of the team compromising the safety of the group, no matter who it is. If you do it again you will be dismissed, bag and baggage, out of a job, onto the streets.

Gunn: So, now, you're gonna get on me about all those things I said to you in there.

Angel: No.

Gunn: You understand I had to stall. Just had to keep it going.

Angel: Yeah. I get that.

Gunn: Doesn't mean I meant any of it.

Angel: No, you meant all of it, but that's okay.

Gunn: I can't help the way I feel, man. That's just the way it is. Doesn't mean I don't wanna work with you. Doesn't even mean that I don't like you. Maybe someday, I don't know.

Angel: I don't know either. But I got time.

Gunn: Hey! No matter what else, I think I proved that you can trust me when I could have killed you and I didn't.

Angel: No. You'll prove that I can trust you when day comes that you have to kill me and you do.
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Gunn: Hey, Fred.

Fred: Sorry! Did, did I startle you guys?

Wesley: No.

Cordelia: Only in the sense of shocking and jolting us. What's up?

Fred: Nothing. Just taking a little stroll and... Why would girls wanna look like that? I spent years in a cave starving. What's their excuse?

Cordelia: Fashion.

Fred: So, everybody's just reading and hanging out?

Cordelia: Angel's upstairs.

Fred: Oh. He's probably reading, too. He's so deep, you know? Thoughtful. I'm guessing 'The Brothers Karamazov', Joyce; a little Goethe to round things out.

Angel: Am I the only one who read this?

Wesley: Read what?

Angel: Charlton Heston. Double feature! At the Nuart. 'Soylent Green' and 'The Ωmega Man'.

Gunn: Wow.

Angel: It's two-for-one. Did I mention, Charlton Heston? Who's in?

Fred: That sounds great!

Angel: Fred? Wesley?

Wesley: Well, I'm in the middle of translating 'Fassad's Guide' from the original Sumerian.

Angel: Gunn. Cordy? Looks like it's just you and me, Fred. Well, the worm certainly has turned.

Fred: Y-y-yeah. The worm's turning and... Am I the worm?

Angel: No. You may not know this, Fred, but certain friends and co-workers have been known to accuse me of being the quiet, stay-at-home, sulky one. Some people just don't know how to have fun anymore.

Girl 1: Can we take a breather, stud?

Marcus: If you need one.

Girl 2: Hey, tiger, me too. Just for a minute?

Girl 1: Pace yourself, sweetheart.

Marcus: Mm, it's good to be young. So. Ready for round four?

Girl 2: You okay, baby?

Marcus: Oh, it's been fun. 'Alli permutat anima kimota.' 'Alli permutat anima kimota.' 'Alli permutat anima kimota.'
Fred: And he opened every door for me and he paid for the tickets. And even bought a giant popcorn. And every few minutes he'd go like this. Because he wanted me to know it was okay for me to have some. And he's so lonely because he's the last man on earth.

Wesley: Angel?

Fred: No! Charlton Heston. 'The Ωmega Man'? 'Omega' being the last letter of the Greek alphabet, so, it's a metaphor. And he walks on the street side and not the building side. It's old-fashioned, but kind of chivalrous, you know?

Wesley: We're back to talking about Angel.

Fred: Right. And even though he didn't talk a lot, it was still okay. It was comfortable. It wasn't that awkward kind of quiet. You know that awkward kind of quiet?

Wesley: No. That's never happened to me.

Cordelia: You need to talk to Fred.

Angel: What about?

Cordelia: About the big date you guys had last night.

Angel: Whoa! Date? It was just a movie.

Cordelia: That's what you need to tell her. She's in there going on and on about what a super time you guys had.

Angel: She's just enthusiastic. Don't read too much into it.

Cordelia: She's got the big puppy love. I mean, who wouldn't? You're handsome, and brave, and heroic, emotionally-stunted, erratic, prone to turning evil, and let's face it, a eunuch.

Angel: Hey, how can you... I'm not a eunuch.

Cordelia: Angel, it's just a figure of speech.

Angel: Find a better one.

Cordelia: I just mean that sex is a no-no for you. Because of this whole 'if you know perfect bliss, you'll turn evil' curse. Really no cure for that, huh? Listen, all I'm trying to tell you is: this thing with Fred, it's going to go bad unless it's nipped in the bud.

Angel: Okay. Maybe just a short talk. So, how soon can you do that?

Cordelia: Nice try. It's gotta come from you.
Cordelia: Angel has something to say.

Angel: Hey, did anybody else see this? 'Police found the body of a twenty-six-year-old Woodrow Raglan in a two-bedroom suite at the Elondria Hotel. Unnamed witness said it was as if his insides had just...'
Wesley: '...collapsed.' You know, there was something else like that last week.

Cordelia: Um, may I just point out that no one is actually hiring us to look into this and that we should be doing more important things?

Wesley: Here. Ten days ago, a body found in another hotel room under similar conditions.

Angel: What do you think? Spell? Curse? Serial demon?

Wesley: Tough to say. Worth a closer look.

Angel: I'll say. Cordelia, open up a case file. We have to get on this right away.

Cordelia: Angel!

Gavin: Good morning, Lilah.

Lilah: Good morning. Well, here we are at my office. Bye.

Gavin: You're a tough one. I know I'm gonna have to earn your respect. But give me a little time. You'll see I'm a creative guy.

Lilah: Oh, like your 'let's torment Angel with building code violations' idea? Uh, so Machiavellian! We'll just drown him in red tape.

Gavin: There are other levels to this, Lilah. Avenues of interest I have... One of them being: does Angel even exist?

Lilah: Are you getting metaphysical on me?

Gavin: No. The guy has no social security number, no tax payer I.D., no last name, as far as I know. How can he go down to the Building Department, or anywhere else in officialdom for that matter? He's the rat and we're the maze. Don't you wanna see what he'll do next?

Lilah: He might just rip out your throat.

Gavin: Do you think he'd do something that clichéd? Gosh. Maybe you don't know him as well as you think.

Lilah: Get Carter Williams on the phone. The graphic artist? Oh, look under 'F' for 'forger'.

Wesley: There was a third victim five weeks ago. They were all young, healthy males. They all died in expensive hotel suites.

Fred: Can you imagine shelling out all that money for a snazzy suite, and then, kerplop, you're a big bag of mush bones? I guess it wouldn't be good wherever that happened. Oh, please continue.

Wesley: Gunn, I was thinking you could interview the staff of these hotels where the guys died. I'm meeting a contact of mine from the coroner's office in thirty minutes. See what I can learn about these bodies.

Cordelia: They were all members of the same health club. The bodies, when they weren't, you know, dead ones.

Angel: Cordy and I'll go check out the gym.

Wesley: My thought exactly.

Cordelia: I'll drive.

Gunn: What are we waiting for?

Wesley: Everyone know what they're doing? Good.

Fred: I'll just stay here. Okay. I'll do that.

Cordelia: You can't just keep ignoring Fred! You have to speak to her. You know, there is your business life, and then, there is your social life, and everybody knows that you keep those two things sepa... I'm gonna go see if he knows anything.

Angel: Hi. I was just wondering, could I ask you a few questions? My name is Angel.

Phil: Angel. Good news, dude. We are running our best offer ever! Okay, I can get you a six months trial membership, right now, for three hundred and fifty dollars.

Angel: No. I'm looking into some guys that were members here.

Phil: Oh, yeah, Woody, right. I heard he, like, died.

Angel: He, like, did. Along with the others. All members. So, I need to ask you, Phil, does the club condone steroid use?

Phil: No. No, no, no a-a-absolutely not.

Angel: Then, we should probably keep this between ourselves, don't you think? I'll just take a look at their records and I'll get out of your hair.

Phil: Yeah, yeah, o-okay.

Cordelia: So, did you ever see anyone come in who looked suspicious, or really pale, or maybe green and scaly?

Phil: You know, I, I, I don't see anything that connects the three of them, except they were all in the evening Pilates class together.

Angel: Pilates, is that like Tae-bo?

Phil: Yeah, if you're living in 1999.

Instructor: Relax your neck and shoulders, using your lower abdominals, bring the spine down to the floor. Take a deep breath in and as your arms come up to the ceiling...

Cordelia: There could be follow-up questions. I'll need some home phone numbers. Why don't we start with you. Benny?

Angel: There is a retirement home in the street behind us. I'm gonna check something out.

Cordelia: Bye.

Angel: Maybe when you're done with your work here, you can pick me up. Okay?
Cordelia: He's just someone I work with. Anyway...

"316
Marcus Roscoe"
Angel: Mr. Roscoe. My name's Angel.
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Marcus: 'Angel Investigations'.

Angel: Would it be alright if I came inside and asked you a few questions?

Marcus: Well, it's, uh, pretty late.

Angel: Shouldn't take long.

Marcus: Come on, if you're coming.

Angel: Nice to have a view. I bet you, uh, spend a lot of time enjoying it.

Marcus: Not that, uh, much... Uh. Well, I don't see any harm in looking. It's about all I can do anymore. Uh, what is it you want?

Angel: Your help. I wonder if you've seen either of these men across the way in the gym.

"Metro

Los Angeles Tribune

Mysterious death at Elondria Hotel

By Andrew Hoffarth
Police found the body of twenty-eight-year-old Woodrow Raglan in a large bedroom suite at the Elondria Hotel. An unnamed witness said it was as if his insides had just collapsed. Hotel officials have declined to comment. Relatives of the victim report he was in excellent health and had no previous complaints of medical conditions.
The Coroner's office is investigating possible... but,..."
"Mysterious death at the Sunset Regency Hotel

Suspicious circumstances surround death:

From Reuters

Bantam Champion Jeff Ludd
Los Angeles. Hotel officials called police yesterday in the mysterious death of a local area man. The man was found in his hotel room after only checking in moments before. Forensic scientists have still not found the cause of death and the case has been shrouded in mystery. Hotel wait staff who found the body claim it was as if he simply deflated and left his skin behind.
Detectives on the case have refused to comment pending further investigation, but the National Health Board has been alerted because of the similarity to other cases and concerns that this may indeed be the beginnings of an epidemic or some foreign strain of disease previously unknown to the area.

According to reports, the deceased, whose name is being withheld, pending notification of relatives... health..."
Marcus: No. I don't think so. I'm more of a girl watcher. You know what I'm saying? Geez, they all died? How?

Angel: That's what we're trying to find out.

Marcus: You work with the police?

Angel: I'm a private investigator. I work with a team.

Marcus: Hm, sounds nice. I was a salesman. Worked alone for fifty years.

Angel: Hm. Nothian herb jar. That's a pretty exotic item. Did you, uh, deal in the occult?

Marcus: Occult schmuccult. I traveled a lot. Picked up some trinkets.

Angel: Do a lot of bungee jumping, Mr. Roscoe?

Marcus: More than you might think, Mr. Angel.

Angel: Just Angel.

Marcus: I'll remember that. Alli permutat anima kimota. Alli permutat anima kimota.

Angel: You might wanna think twice about trying to cast a sp... You are me.

Marcus: That's gonna smart later.
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Cordelia: Uh, hello!

Marcus: Hello.

Cordelia: So, what did you find at the old folks home?

Marcus: Yuh, nothing. Didn't pan out. How about you?

Cordelia: I got a two month free trial membership, and I made some new friends... Alright, I got nothing.

Marcus: Pretty clear we're barking up the wrong tree here, huh?

Cordelia: Yeah. Well, get in. I'll take you back to the hotel.

Marcus: Alright. You and me, going back to the hotel. Nice, huh?

Cordelia: Are you alright?

Marcus: Honey, I've never been better.

Marcus: Nice! You supposed to be back there? Ding, ding! Paying customers. Hello? Whoo. Slow night, huh?

Cordelia: Yeah. But maybe Wes or Gunn found out something.

Marcus: Wes or Gunn? They're a great part of our investigating team. Hm. Working here with us in this old abandoned hotel. Cordelia... have I ever told you: you are a very beautiful woman?
"Angel Investigations"
"Wesley Wyndam-Pryce"
"Charles Gunn"
"Cordelia Chase
Senior Associate

1481 Hyperion Ave. - Los Angeles - CA 90026

(213) 555-0162 - Fax: (213) 555-0163"
Cordelia: Ha, ha. Very funny. I know you never said anything that tacky or overt to Fred. But you're still gonna have that talk, whether you want to or not.

Marcus: Talk with Fred.

Cordelia: Yes! Just keep it simple. One: you're not like other men. Two: there is no room in the workplace for romance.

Marcus: Romance with Fred. So, I'm a... Obviously.

Cordelia: Get some rest. See you tomorrow.

Cordelia: 'You've reached the offices of Angel Investigations. Please leave a message after the tone.'
Angel: Cordelia? Are you there? Pick up!

Marcus: Hey, Angel. How's my head? Hope you put some ice on it. Sweet deal you've got going on here, pal. Love the hotel. And Cordelia, hh-whuh! That's how I spell w-o-m-a-n!

Angel: Where is she?

Marcus: You don't have to worry about anything except eating some nice soft foods and staying out of Ryan's way.

Angel: Ryan?

Ryan: You wouldn't think that we just talked about this! There go your phone privileges for the rest of the month. You know you're not supposed to be out of your room at this hour.

Angel: I was stretching my legs.

Ryan: Who am I?

Angel: You're Ryan.

Ryan: At least you're not having an episode. My advice, Marcus: if you start thinking you're a twenty-four-year-old stud, or a famous skateboarder, keep it to yourself. Unless you wanna wake up in ISO and restraints again. Copy?

Angel: I know who I am.

Ryan: Then, let's get you back to beddy-bye.

Cordelia: Angel! What happened?

Marcus: Uh... Hey, doll. I, uh, was working on the case. I must have dozed off.

Cordelia: You were too tired to go up to your room?

Marcus: My room, right, which I have upstairs. Well, you know me. Always giving a hundred percent. Now, what did I do with the darn case file...

Cordelia: You gave it to me yesterday.

Marcus: Ha. Must be getting old.

Cordelia: Not until you have that talk with Fred.

Wesley: You know there is something about brewed tea you simply cannot replicate with a bag. What happened here?

Marcus: I was just looking for something. Uh, I'll clean it up!

Cordelia: Don't avoid the talk.

Marcus: I know. I know. Hey. How're you doing?

Wesley: Alright. Well... You?

Marcus: So, we gotta talk. The thing is, I've got nothing against you personally. It's just... Oh-ho, this is gonna be harder than I, I thought. I just don't know how to spit this out.

Wesley: Angel. Whatever it is, you know I'm here for you.

Marcus: Yeah. That may be the problem. I mean, whatever we had... whatever we did. I just think that we should keep that behind us. Start from scratch. You know, two men working side by side. But you know, none of that funny stuff. Shake on that?

Wesley: I guess.

Marcus: Hey, alright. Gimme a hug.

Cordelia: Wesley, food's here.

Wesley: Okay.

Marcus: Wesley?

Wesley: Yes?

Marcus: Do you know where Fred is?

Wesley: Um, up in her room I'd expect.

Marcus: Her room. Right. Somebody say something about food? I could eat a horse.

Gunn: Breakfast burritos all around.

Marcus: Thanks, bro'. Keep the change on that.

Gunn: Okay.

Wesley: Get anything from the hotel staff?

Gunn: Yeah, I did. All these guys ran up huge service bills, mostly alcohol. Well, at least they went out partying. Oh, and I got copies of their telephone bills, too.

Marcus: Hey, isn't that illegal? I mean, don't these guys deserve a little privacy? What?

Cordelia: Why are you eating?

Marcus: I'm hungry.

Wesley: Looks like they called the same number.

Gunn: Yeah, saw that, too. Checked it out. First class escorts, La Brea and Sixth.

Cordelia: Escorts. Oh, you mean hookers?

Gunn: I should probably interview them right away while the trail is hot.

Wesley: Uh, I'll take this one. You interviewed the hotel staff. It's only fair if we divvy it up.

Gunn: Yeah, but I figured it out.

Cordelia: I'll interview the hookers. Are there any men who aren't just dogs?

Marcus: Not very many, I'm afraid. You know a woman is more than a piece of meat. I'm sorry. That's just how I feel.

Wesley: Uh, my contact at the coroner. I can see one of the bodies. I should go.

Cordelia: Gunn can go with you.

Gunn: That wasn't the kind of body I had in mind to see. We're going, we're going.

Marcus: Hey, you know what? That's a great idea. I'll just stay here, hold the fort; keep an eye on the evidence.

Jackson: Marcus, I got someone I want you to meet.

Angel: Oh, I can't, right now.
Jackson: This is my baby granddaughter Katrina. Girl's gonna rule the world! Isn't she something?

Angel: She's beautiful.

Fred: What you doing?

Marcus: Well. Hey, sweetheart. Where you've been hiding?

Fred: You know, up in my room. Everybody keeps saying 'Fred, you should get out more', so, well...

Marcus: Fred, mmm. Have I ever told you: you are a very beautiful woman?

Fred: Um, no?

Marcus: Do you like olives? Tell you what, I have some work I have to finish up here. Why don't you go on upstairs and put on something pretty and we'll go out on the town.

Fred: Really?

Marcus: And that's just for starters.

Fred: Okay, I'll just, I'll go and okay.

Marcus: Hoo! And what can I do for you?

Lilah: Don't go all Night Stalker on me. I'm here to do you a favor. We both agree that business with Cordelia was just business, right?

Marcus: Sure.

Lilah: It's all in there. Earthquake safe certification, statement of asbestos level compliance... All of it. I'm not playing you here. It's not about you. It's about Gavin. He thinks he's so smart. You're welcome.

Marcus: I'm sorry. Thanks. That was a really thoughtful favor. How about a drink? Have I ever told you you're a very beautiful woman?

Angel: M-my heart...

Marcus: Want another?

Lilah: I'm gonna have to call a taxi as it is.

Marcus: Oops!

Lilah: What do you want?

Marcus: You. Don't tell me you never thought about it.

Lilah: You son of a bitch!

Marcus: Whoa! I'm sorry! It just felt like the thing to do. Whoa! What are you, born again all of a sudden?

Lilah: I don't know what kind of sick game this is, Angel, but I hope you enjoyed it because you're never getting this close to me again.

Marcus: What? This is new. Ow! Uh. Hm... What the...

Ryan: You're awake.

Angel: It's beating.

Ryan: That was your fourth heart attack, Marcus. I don't know if you can survive another one. You got lucky this time. Try something like that again, you may not be.

Cordelia: If Julia Roberts ever makes a realistic movie about being an escort, I think it should be called 'Pretty Skanky Woman'. Angel? Fred! Fred. What's wrong? What happened?

Fred: I should've knocked. I always forget to knock because, you know, I didn't have a door for so long. He called me a 'sweetheart'. But it's just an expression, isn't it? Like when a waitress calls you 'honey', it doesn't mean your special or anything. It's just a word, right? 'Sweetheart'.

Cordelia: Is this about Angel? Oh. He talked to you, didn't he? This is all my fault. I told him to do that.

Fred: You told him to make out with that woman on the desk?

Cordelia: What? No. What woman?

Girl: My boyfriend is probably looking for me, right now. He could catch us at any moment! Sort of makes it more exciting doesn't it?

Marcus: Yeah. It does.

Boyfriend: Hey! What the hell do you think you're doing?

Girl: He bit me!

Boyfriend: Freak!

Marcus: Nice! Come on! Bring it on. Is that it? Is that all you got?

Boyfriend: What are you on?

Marcus: Well, you know, I'd say I'm high on life, only, I ain't alive, which means, I'm never gonna die. I'm gonna be young, handsome and strong forever! There is just one thing I gotta do first!

Wesley: I do not believe it. On my desk?

Gunn: Well, it did used to be his. Maybe he was just kinda reclaiming it.

Wesley: How? By marking it? This isn't like him.

Cordelia: What? This is totally like him. Doing the mystery dance with some cheap blonde?

Fred: Brunette. She was a cheap brunette.

Cordelia: You're right. This isn't like him.

Gunn: So, who was she?

Wesley: I don't think it matters who she was. The question is, who is he?

Cordelia: Uh-huh. We're all thinking it. He's Angelus again.

Fred: Who's Angelus?

Gunn: The bad-ass vamp Angel turns into when he gets evil. But then, why is there no body here? Wouldn't he've just killed her?

Wesley: No, that's not what I meant. Why would Angel, or Angelus for that matter, need to read about vampires?

Cordelia: He wouldn't.

Gunn: Wait. What are you getting at?

Wesley: This case we've been working on. Each of the victims exhibited wild, uncharacteristic behavior just before they died. They weren't themselves.

Gunn: Oh! So, you think Angel's been infected by whatever got into those gym boys.

Wesley: Not 'whatever'; 'whomever'. Cordelia, when you and him were at the gym did anything unusual happen to Angel?

Cordelia: No, not really. I was with him pretty much the whole time. Except for when he went across the street to the...
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Jackson: Hey. What the hell are you doing out of bed? You trying to bust loose again, ain't you? Damn, Marcus. You don't quit, do you? Do want to have another heart attack?

Angel: Look, I can't really explain this, but I need to get out of here. Just don't turn me in.

Jackson: Not gonna have to. Your kid was signing in at reception when I came down.

Angel: My kid?

Jackson: M-hm.

Marcus: Hi, dad.

Angel: So, I guess you finally found a body that won't burn out, huh, Marcus?

Marcus: Looks like.

Angel: Only one way you can keep it though, right? You got to kill yourself!

Marcus: Mm! I can live with that!

Angel: You sure? I don't think you really know what you're getting into.

Marcus: Oh, I know what I'm getting into. You're the one that doesn't seem to know what you had. As far as I can tell you were the world's worst vampire. Vampires don't help people, you moron. They kill 'em! Here, let me show you.

Angel: You may have the attitude and you may have the power, but there is one thing you don't have and never will: friends. Four of them, standing behind you with big, heavy things.

Marcus: Guys! It's about time. It's him. He's the one who's been casting that spell.

Cordelia: You're Angel? With that cologne? I don't think so.

Angel: Don't stake him.

Cordelia: God, I love technology. Are you alright?

Angel: I gotta pee.

Wesley: Did you happen to notice a small Algurian conjuring orb? Could have been glowing.

Angel: In his room, on a shrine.

Wesley: Then, I was right. Algurian body-switching spell. Keep an eye on him.

Angel: Fred! He's out! He's out!

Wesley: Read this.

Angel: 'Alli permutat anima kimota.' 'Alli permutat anima kimota.' It's cool, Gunn. It's me.

Cordelia: I got his conjuring stone.

Marcus: You can't take that! You! You don't deserve that body!

Angel: Funny. I was gonna say the same thing to you. I tell you why you have a weak heart, Marcus. You never use it.

Marcus: You're pathetic! You're all pa...

Angel: You should try and keep a lid on that rage, Marcus. It's not healthy.

Marcus: Help...

Ryan: What's going on?

Angel: Dad's having a bad night.

Angel: Hi.

Fred: Hey. How's your head? S-sorry about all that.
Angel: Uh, I gather I had it coming.

Fred: Mm. Yes.

Angel: Fred, I've been meaning to talk to you about something.

Fred: Okay. Is this about how you're not like other men, what with that curse and all, and how you're really fond of me, but that's as far at it goes?

Angel: Um... yeah.

Fred: Cordelia explained it to me. She said you'd probably just screw it up.

Angel: Oh, she did, did she? And she's probably right. What?

Fred: It's like something out of Fitzgerald. The man who can have everything but love. Well, maybe in some ways you're better off, because love is... Well, in a way it's everything. But it's also heartache and disappointment. And those are good things to avoid.

Cordelia: Angel, Willow's on the phone... She's alive! Buffy's alive!

Fred: Buffy?
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Wesley: You wouldn't dare. You were just going to toss in a Prothgarian broadsword with a third-century ceremonial Sancteus dagger?
Cordelia: Hm. Let's see. Long, metal, pointy. Yup.

Wesley: Cordy! The purpose of an inventory...

Gunn: Yes, give us that 'purpose of an inventory' speech again.

Wesley: This wasn't my idea.

Cordelia: No. Angel keeps complaining that the weapons cabinet is all different. But Wesley, who's the boss around here? You or the guy with the pancreas dagger.

Fred: What time is it?

Cordelia: Six twenty-four, and for those of you who are playing the home game: that's exactly three minutes from the last time you asked.

Fred: I'm sorry. I just I have this theory that the more you are aware of time the more slowly it moves, which could make light speed travel possible, but only if you were to concentrate really...

Cordelia: He'll be back when he's back.

Fred: So, now that she's alive again, are they gonna get back together? Angel and that girl with the goofy name?

Wesley: Well, Fred, that's a difficult question. I think it's fair to say 'no', 'not a chance', 'never', 'no way', 'not in a million years', and also, 'nuh-uh'.
Fred: But you said he loved her. And of course she's gonna love him back, because he's so strong and handsome and he really listens when you talk. I, I mean, if you go for that sort of thing, why wouldn't it work?

Cordelia: Let me break it down for you, Fred. Oh, Angel! I know that I'm a Slayer and you a vampire and it would be impossible for us to be together, but!

Wesley: But! My gypsy curse sometimes prevents me from seeing the truth. Oh, Buffy!

Cordelia: Yes, Angel?

Wesley: Oh, I love you so much I almost forgot to brood!

Cordelia: And just because I sent you to hell that one time, doesn't mean that we can't just be friends. Oh!

Wesley: Or possibly more.

Cordelia: Gasp! No! We mustn't.

Wesley: Kiss me.

Cordelia: Bite me!

Angel: How about you both bite me.

Fred: You're back!

Gunn: How'd it go?

Angel: I think those two pretty much summed it up. To be honest, I really don't wanna talk about it.

Cordelia: But... uh, Angel, we're your friends, and, and it-it's not healthy to repress stuff like this. You, you need to share your pain, express those feelings of grief and longing or... The curiosity is gonna kill me!

Angel: Oh, no. Wouldn't want that.

Fred: Personally, I don't care at all what happened.

Cordelia: Shut up, Fred.

Angel: Actually, you know what I need right now? Ice cream. You wanna get some ice cream?

Fred: I like ice cream!

Cordelia: Now, we'll never, ever know.

Angel: That's right.

Fred: This has been the best night ever! First, there's you taking me to ice cream. Then, there is the ice cream. Then, that monster jumps out of the freezer and you're all brave and 'Fred, watch out!' And then, we get to chase it down into the sewers, which are just so bleak and oppressive and homey. And, and I could build a condo down here.

Angel: I'm glad you're having fun.

Fred: You think maybe the monster just wanted a sugar cone?

Angel: I doubt it. Durslar beasts don't usually come above ground like that. They tend to stick to the sewers.

Fred: Lucky stiffs. They get to lead lives of mysterious sewage while I'm just plain ol' boring ol' Fred.

Angel: Boring? That's not a word I'd use for you.

Fred: Fine. Nutty-ol'-gooney-bird-up-in her-room-doin'-nothin'-but-moochin'-off-Angel Fred. I swear I don't know how you all put up with me. I practically need flashcards to understand my, pretty crystals. Oh, look. They're everywhere. It wasn't me.

Angel: Oh, no, no, no. We must be near the Durslar's lair. Why don't you head back on to the hotel. I can take it from here.

Fred: But shouldn't we call Wesley first and maybe, you know, the army?

Angel: Nah. Durslar beasts are pretty Faulknerian. Lotta sound; no fury. Think you can find your way back okay?

Fred: I think so. 128 meters back, eastward fork, 207 meters to the southward fork, hang a right, 12 meters in... I'm just being a big nerd again, aren't I? I'm gonna go now. A-are you sure you're gonna be okay? Because I can stay with you. I really don't mind.

Angel: I'll be fine.

Fred: You don't need me. Okay. Bye! Are you sure?

Angel: I'm fine!

Fred: Okay. Bye, then!

Wesley: Three-pronged Scythian death spear, category six. Weapons cabinet, third shelf. You know, back in my days as a rogue demon hunter, I once used that very spear to pin down what I thought was a small Rodentius demon. Of course, the poodle's owners weren't very happy.

Gunn: Would you hurry up and get a vision already?

Cordelia: Uh, gee, Gunn, much as I would love to endure another soul-splittingly agonizing psychic invasion for your benef-ow! Ow! Ow!

Gunn: Yes! Yes!

Cordelia: No! Ow, Fred! Ouch. I really wish she wouldn't leave her toys lying around!

Gunn: Ooh! Pretty wicked-looking toy!

Wesley: I'll say. It almost looks like a spring-loaded decapitation device.

Cordelia: Or it makes toast. With her you never know.

Roger: Uh. Excuse me! Uh, is this Angel Investigations?

Wesley: Yes. Can we help you?

Roger: I sure hope so. I'm Roger, and this is my wife, Trish. Uh, we're sorry to barge in on your arsenal here, but we really need to talk to you.

Wesley: Of course. Please, step into my office.

Wesley: I'm Wesley Wyndam-Pryce. These are my colleagues, Cordelia Chase and Charles Gunn. What can we do for you?

Trish: It's our daughter. She's missing.

Cordelia: Oh, no. Kidnapped by evil fiends?

Trish: We're not sure.

Wesley: I see. Was your daughter involved in any kind of demon worship?

Roger: Of course not!

Gunn: Could be a vampire. Hard luck tracking one of those in a city this big, but don't worry. We're detectives. We can find anyone.

Roger: We already hired a detective.

Wesley: And he couldn't locate her?
Roger: He said she was staying here in your hotel.

Trish: Her name is Winifred Burkle. We call her Fred.

Gunn: Fred's your daughter?

Trish: Yes. You know her?

Roger: Is she here? Is she alright?

Wesley: She's fine and out at the moment with one of our associates.

Cordelia: Who is not an evil fiend or a vampire because they don't exist. In case you aren't familiar with our L.A. gumshoe detective slang.

Roger: But what happened to her? It's been five years. Has she been with y'all this whole time?

Wesley: No. Uh, we've only known Fred for a few months, really. You see we found her in...

Cordelia: Uh, a fit of depression.

Trish: Fred was depressed? Over what?

Wesley: She had recently relocated and was having trouble adjusting. So, how did you come to find her again?

Trish: Oh, about a month ago we got a letter from her in the mail.

Roger: But she didn't leave her return address. In fact, she said she was fine and we shouldn't bother looking for her, but...

Trish: Five years of not knowing whether your daughter's alive or... Well, how could we just let it go?

Roger: So, we hired the private eye.

Gunn: And he tracked her down through an unaddressed envelope? We could do that.

Angel: Wait 'til you guys hear what happened at Häagen Dazs! Ordinarily, these things don't put up much of a fight, but this one? Hoo! I think I'm gonna have it mounted. Hello.

Cordelia: Angel. You're alone. And, and you brought a prop! From your movie! This is Angel. Angel makes monster movies. Angel, these are Fred's very normal parents.

Angel: Uh. Fred has parents. Well, it sure is nice to meet you both.

Roger: Uh. Son, you-your prop is dripping.

Angel: Oh, yeah. This fake. You know, a little glue, papier-mâché... Possibly some lead. So, Fred's parents we've heard so much... Well, um, sure is nice to meet you folks.

Gunn: No address anywhere on the envelope?

Roger: No. None.

Gunn: Uh.

Roger: Do you know when Fred will be back?

Angel: Oh, me. Well, yeah, uh, I sent her right back here, right before I... picked up that prop. So, I'm sure she's up in her room, right now.
Trish: Fred?

Roger: She's not here.

Angel: No. But she was.

Trish: This is her writing. But what does this mean? It's just crazy.

Roger: We might have to call them in sooner than we thought.

Cordelia: Guys, when was the last time Fred ever left the hotel by herself?

Gunn: A couple of weeks after never.

Roger: We want our daughter.

Wesley: So, what is she running from?

Cordelia: There's just something off about them. I can't put my finger on what.

Wesley: Fred must have returned while we were in here, seen her parents and...

Angel: Took off. That's not a good sign.

Gunn: They said she sent them a letter. Can you picture Fred sneaking off to send a letter?

Cordelia: Pfft! Sneaking off, right. Fred can barely tie her shoes without Mr. 'Oh, you're my big, fat hero!' around.

Angel: You think I'm fat?

Wesley: This could be a ruse, to trick us into letting them get close to her. Making it seem as though she'd initiated contact.

Angel: On the other hand, if the letter is real and she told them not to look for her, there's got to be a reason for that.

Cordelia: Fred never talks about her family.

Angel: So, where do we start? Where would Fred go?

Gunn: We could hit all the local taco stands. Joke! Kind of.

Angel: Come on, guys. Think! What do we know about Fred?

Gunn: Well, I knew about the tacos.

Angel: Alright. She seemed pretty comfortable in the sewers. They're dark, cave-like. She felt safe there. I'll head back down there, see if I can find her.

Wesley: She worked at the public library. There may be colleagues there she trusted.

Cordelia: What about them? We can't just leave them there! What if Fred comes back? Oh!

Roger: Is it time?

Trish: Not yet.

Wesley: Mr. and Mrs. Burkle, we're gonna try a few places we think Fred may have gone. Would you like to come along?

Roger: Uh, all six of us? Wouldn't it make more sense to split up, cover more territory?

Gunn: Perhaps.

Angel: Well, I'm gonna check out some of my, uh, industry contacts. So, it'll just be the five of you.

Trish: Industry contacts? Why would... Fred's not making movies, is she?

Angel: Movies? Oh, you mean... No! No, no, of course not. It's just some of these contacts they, they know things sometimes. They're, uh, underground.

Wesley: Right. Uh shall we go?

Angel: Call me if...

Wesley: Yeah.

Lorne: Oh, figures. Right when Judge Judy is about to lay the smack down. I'm coming! I'm not deaf, you know. Can't you read the sign on the door? 'Se habla' closed. Oh, Fred, it's you. The bar is closed. Good seeing you. It's been fun. Bye-bye.

Fred: 'Row, row, row your boat...'
Lorne: Ow! Turn the sirens down a notch, would you? All that fear and panic's blowing out my fuses.

Fred: I'm sorry. It's just something awful has happened.

Lorne: Oh, really? I wonder what that's like.

Fred: Oh, no. Was there another massacre?

Lorne: Oh, no. No. Just the one. But it turns out massacres are a lot like sitting through 'Godfather 3': once is enough.

Fred: I'm not... I mean, I don't wanna sound... Why is it still like this?

Lorne: Uh, Fred, honey, I don't think you're here to discuss interior decorating. Am I wrong? Now, what can I do for you?

Fred: I, I need cash. I don't wanna talk about it, because I think my head might go a little twang and I'll sing if I have to. 'Row, row, row...'
Lorne: Easy! Easy! Forget the singing, sweetheart. Your aura is practically screaming! Yeah, you are in a bad place, aren't you doll? You thought you could outrun them and maybe you were free. But those old monsters hunted you down. I know why you're running away, Fred. You know what your problem is?

Fred: I'm not strong enough to stay and face my fear.

Lorne: No. You haven't run far enough.
Angel: Fred? Fred, it's just me! I'm alone. Listen, whatever that thing is with your parents? You know, we can help you. Fred?

Trish: Does Fred come to the library often?

Cordelia: Uh, well, this was the first place I ever saw her.

Trish: She used to love our little community library back home. Every afternoon, I'd pick her up there after my rounds.

Cordelia: Oh, a doctor! No wonder Fred's so smart!

Trish: I drive a school bus.

Cordelia: Oh. Well, I-I've actually never ridden in one of those, but I hear they're very nice.

Roger: What exactly does Fred do for you people? It strikes me a little odd, a physicist working for a detective agency.

Cordelia: Uh, well, Fred's, uh... gone through some changes.

Roger: And whose fault is that?

Wesley: We've swept all the floors. Nothing.

Trish: Oh!

Roger: So. What's next?

Wesley: Give me one second to confer with my colleagues.

Gunn: I could have told you she wasn't going to be at the library.

Wesley: Then, if you know so much about her, Gunn, why don't you just tell us where she is?

Gunn: Bet that taco stand's not looking so bad now, is it?

Cordelia: Hey! Mr. and Mrs. Bickerson, a little focus, please. There is definitely something going on with them.

Wesley: So, where do we go next? Where would Fred go for help? For guidance?

Angel: Fred? Nothing to be afraid of. What? No. You? Oh! You mean, the place where she would go for help and guidance! And we call ourselves detectives. I'll meet you there.

Lorne: Well, isn't this a lovely surprise.

Cordelia: He's surprised. I didn't think he owned terry cloth.

Lorne: Hm. Such a small entourage tonight. Hey, Gunn, why didn't you bring your other friends? 'Cause they make a party.

Gunn: Maybe I should wait outside.

Lorne: You know, I'm, I'm not entirely uncomfortable with that suggestion.

Trish: What kind of a place is this?

Lorne: Oh, do you like it? I was kinda going for a Dresden-after-the-bombing sort of feel.

Roger: Uh, is this one of your big 'industry contacts'? Some guy in a bathrobe, wearing makeup and fake horns?

Lorne: They're not fake! And it's only a little eyeliner.

Wesley: Lorne, I'd like you to meet Fred's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Burkle. They're here visiting from the country.

Roger: Yeah. You have to forgive us hicks. Down in Texas we don't get a lot of guys who wear eyeliner. Not for long, anyway.

Cordelia: He's just teasing you. He probably just got back from a shoot. He and Angel do monster movies together. Right, Lorne?
Lorne: Uh... No.

Angel: Can I talk to you for a second?

Trish: Some detectives! You have no idea where our daughter is, do you?

Roger: Maybe they do. Maybe they just don't want us to find her.

Angel: Look, Lorne, I'm sorry about the bar, but right now, Fred is missing and we need your help.

Lorne: Oh, really? Yeah, well, I'm not some mystical vending machine here to spit out answers every time you waltz in with a problem. I have a heart. Granted it's located in my left butt cheek, but it's still a heart. And that heart is broken! I mean, why is it no one ever cares about my destiny? Everyone who walks through that door is all about me, me, me. Well, what about my me? My me's important.

Angel: You know where she is, don't you?

Lorne: A-and another thing, how... how do they get the pimentos in the olives, huh? There's a mystery for you. You know, do they stuff each one by hand, 'cause that seems a little time consuming, or do you think they have a little pimento stuffing machine...

Lorne: Fred doesn't want to see her parents. She has reason for that. I mean, why force a showdown if you don't have to?

Angel: Because it won't be over. They found her once, they'll do it again. At least this time we can be there to protect her. Please. Tell me where Fred is. I know you're not a slot machine.

Lorne: Vending machine, you big palooka. Alright, but play this one delicately, bro'. Because it's gonna get messy.

Fred: I can do this. Sure I can. I can just get right up on that bus and be a whole new person like origami or plastic. Move some place I've never been with no money, no friends, no job. Easy as pie. 3.14159265... Oh, hey, I was just calculating pi to relax. I'm not dangerous. I could go to Vegas. Learn to play Blackjack. Memorize four hundred fifty-two consecutive digits of pi, a few hundred measly cards are easy. Nine, ten, jack, queen, king. No!

Trish: Fred?

Fred: No, you're not here! Go away!

Trish: Fred, honey, it's us!

Fred: No. You're not them. You can't be them, because they don't know.

Roger: Sweetie, it's mom and dad.

Fred: Shh! Stop saying that. You can't be!

Trish: Honey, don't you remember us?

Fred: I was I was five years and so lost and, and at night I would... I was all by myself and you weren't there!

Roger: Fred, I don't understand.

Fred: I got lost. I got lost and they did terrible things to me, but but it was just a storybook. It was just a story with monsters, not real. Not in the world but but if you're here and you see me then, then, it's real! And it did happen. If you see what they made of me... I, I didn't mean to get so lost!

Trish: Oh, honey, it doesn't matter what they did to you.

Fred: Mommy.

Trish: Oh, we're gonna make it alright.

Fred: I'm sorry. I'm so sorry I got so lost.

Roger: It don't matter. You're our little girl.

Fred: I missed you so much. I didn't mean to...

Trish: Shh...

Roger: Everything's okay now. You'll see. You're safe now. Whoa! Tell me that's something from the movies!

Cordelia: No. That's something that's gonna kill us.

Angel: Everybody outside.

Wesley: Angel...

Angel: Get them out of here. I can handle this. Move!

Gunn: Let's go!

Roger: What the hell is that?

Cordelia: All our weapons are back at the hotel!

Gunn: Angel said he could handle... it. Maybe there's something in the trunk.

Roger: What happened to his face?

Wesley: Angel's a vampire. He has a soul, but it's a long story. I'll tell you about it if we don't end up dying. Cordy! Here.

Gunn: Hey! Bug boy!

Angel: Fred, get out of the...

Roger: That's my daughter, you damn cockroach! Here, baby. Come on. Come on.

Trish: Did I get it? Did I get it, y'all?

Trish: I almost hate to ask, but you do a lot of bandaging in your line of work?

Cordelia: Mm. Occupational hazard. I mean, sure there is the occasional demon who tries to kill us with pillows, but sadly, those cases are few and far between.

Roger: How about this guy? Was he a demon?

Cordelia: I think Angel called it a Durslar beast. He and Fred tracked it down after it attacked them when they went out for ice cream.

Roger: You mean you know how to track these things, Fred?

Fred: No. Mostly, I was just there for the ice cream.

Trish: I wish he hadn't brought that thing out again. It gives me the willies.

Roger: Oh, don't be silly, Trish. It's just a severed head.

Gunn: I got it. The lady makes bug soup with a ten-ton bus, but show her a papier-mâché head, she gets the willies. Ha. Women.

Angel: Uh, Gunn, you do know it's not papier-mâché?

Gunn: We still got that bleach in the bathroom?

Angel: I got to say this is not how I pictured this turning out.

Wesley: They look happy, don't they?

Cordelia: 'Voilà'! That's French for 'I think we stopped the bleeding'.
Fred: Thanks, Cordelia.

Cordelia: Next up: multiple stab wounds. Angel!

Angel: Uh, it's my turn. Oh, yay!

Cordelia: What a dork.

Wesley: How does it feel, Fred?

Fred: Like my heart's been put in one of those orange juice squeezers... Oh. Kind of like a giant bug tried to rip my arm off and Angel saved me.

Trish: He seems to do that a lot, doesn't he?

Fred: It's what he does. Angel's the champion, and Wesley's the brains of the operation, Gunn's the muscle and Cordy's the heart, and I'm...

Roger: And to think, we were wondering when to call the cops on a bunch of superheroes!

Angel: Oh, I'm not really a hero.

Gunn: More like a blood-sucking fiend.

Roger: Frankly, Angel, I don't care if you drink pig's blood, cow's blood, or those froofy, little imported beers. You saved my little girl.

Angel: Well, I wouldn't've had to if she hadn't gone all Amazonian and whacked that thing with a golf club.

Roger: Well, I tell ya, I hadn't seen a stroke like that since Nicklaus took on Gary Player in the '63...

Angel/Roger: ...Bob Hope Desert Classic.

Angel: Alright!

Fred: I wanna go home. I'm, I'm just not cut out for this. I mean, if Angel hadn't gotten me out of the way, you'd all be laughing in the morgue, right now. Okay, maybe not laughing, but the point is, I think I should go home where it's quiet and safe and monsters don't eat your family. You're not disappointed in me, are you?

Trish: Oh, Fred. Never! Oh, it's gonna be so good to have you home!

Gunn: She'll probably be happier there.

Wesley: Yeah. That's good.

Fred: Oh, Angel. Hi. I invite you in.

Angel: Thanks, but you only have to do that the first time. Once I'm invited...

Fred: I know. I just figured since I'm going home now, I'm not gonna be inviting you in anywhere. Unless, of course, you come to Texas.

Angel: Or if you build that condo in the sewer. So, how you doing?

Fred: Oh, uh, fizzy. Kinda weird and... fizzy. But excited. And a little sad. Thankful. Sorta cautiously happy. Relieved and worried at the same time. Slightly nauseous, while still bein' hopeful?

Angel: And that about covers it. Are you gonna remember everything that's up there?

Fred: Well, sure. It's a story. Once upon a time, there was a girl who lived all alone in a horrible cave so far from home it made her chest hurt. And every day in that horrible cave, the girl tried to figure out a way to escape. None of her plans ever succeeded, of course, and she'd almost given up hopin'. When one day, just like in a fairy tale, a handsome man rode up on a horse and saved her, and took her back to his castle. Now, you'd think that was the end, wouldn'tcha? Dumb old fairy tales and their 'happily ever after's. But see, the minute they got back to the castle, the handsome man went away again. And even though she didn't mean to, didn't want to, high up in that castle, the girl just built herself another cave, hoping he would save her again. But you can't save me this time, can you?

Trish: I mean, Rog's always had a thing for those disgusting 'Alien' movies with all the slime and teeth. He just can't get enough of 'em. Except for that last one they made, I think he dozed off. I just can't believe it's all real.

Cordelia: Well, I don't know about aliens, but demons and alternate dimensions I know. It takes a little getting used to.

Trish: I'm so glad Fred's coming home. This place is too dangerous for her.

Roger: Hey, honey, would you look at this? Fred made this.

Gunn: Cool, ain't it?

Wesley: We think it's some sort of mechanized weapon, possibly influenced by the medieval catapult, designed for serious to fatal wounding, if not complete decapitation.

Roger: Or it makes toast.

Wesley: Or it makes toast.

Trish: Hey! You got everything packed, baby? What about that shirt with the bug guts on it? You, you threw that out, right? You're not taking it home, right?

Fred: I don't know. I kinda thought I'd take it with me guts and all. You know, as a souvenir.

Roger: Uh. That's my girl!

Fred: You know, in the shower I had all these pretty things I was gonna say and I was gonna be all fancy and... Aw, hell. I mean, 'heck'.

Cordelia: Between you and me, I'm almost a little jealous.

Fred: Thank you for everything.

Angel: Bye, Fred.

Fred: We better go before I get all runny.

Roger: Your room is exactly how you left it. All except for the guy renting it out, but his lease is up in a month.

Fred: You rented out my room?

Roger: Well, honey, after the fourth year... We didn't hear nothing from you!

Fred: Daddy, I was kidnapped into an alternate dimension.

Trish: Well, she was.

Fred: I'm just gonna miss 'em, that's... Turn the car around. Now!

Cordelia: In a really weird way, you know who I miss?

Wesley: Fred.

Cordelia: Actually, I was gonna say her parents. Is that wrong?
Angel: I don't think so. They were very nice.

Cordelia: Nice? They weren't just nice, Angel. They were...

Gunn: Parents.

Wesley: They loved her. Supported her. Didn't grind her down into a tiny, self-conscious nub with their constant berating. Their never-ending tirade of debasement, and scorn, and...

Cordelia: At least now, Fred's got a shot at a normal life. Not that I don't love you guys, and L.A., and my work, but things are just never normal around here, you know?

Wesley: She was so smart.

Angel: I'm gonna miss her. She was just this nice, quiet kind of crazy. I found that soothing.

Cordelia: And what? I'm not soothing? I can be soothing. I could soothe your ass off, pal.

Gunn: Plus, she was pretty handy with a five iron.

Cordelia: Right before she almost got killed. Personally, I'm glad she's gone. It's gonna be a load off not having to worry about crazy taco lady anymore.

Angel: She'll come back to visit.

Cordelia: Do you really think she'll come back and visit? Well, that's it. I'm not gonna sit around here and mope like you bunch of mopers. I'm gonna go home, eat some comfort food, have a good cry, crawl under my big, fluffy... Giant bug!

Gunn: We hit that thing with a bus. You're telling me a bus won't kill it?

Angel: I don't think it's the same one.

Cordelia: We are so immensely dead.

Wesley: Weapons.

Wesley: Angel, we...
Fred: Here! I'm here.

Wesley: Fred?

Fred: Oh, I'm late!

Angel: Who's helping me here?

Fred: I am!

Gunn: So. Not a toaster.

Angel: Fred, how did you...

Fred: The crystals. The ones we saw in the sewer? They were on the Durslar head, too. And at first I thought they came from the Durslar, but then, I saw this. Daddy? Those crystals are just dried up bug goop. It must have laid its eggs in the Durslar's head, which would explain the Durslar coming up out of the sewer, 'cause, I mean, wouldn't you be a little crazy if you had eggs in your head? I know I would. Anyway, that'd be all fine and Darwinian, except Angel killed the Durslar and brought the head back here, so, the bug had to track him down to get its babies back.

Wesley: And at the bus station, when Trish ran over the mother...

Fred: Or father. I think it might be a hive species, gender neutral, but I'd have to do some research to back that up.

Wesley: The whole hive showed up in order to reclaim its offspring. Brilliant deduction, Fred!

Gunn: Not to mention, that little axe gadget is tight.

Fred: That was just a random thought I had. What if you had to do battle with your arms cut off? Sure, you'd hemorrhage to death pretty quick, but at least you could take your enemy with you!

Angel: Nice going, Fred.

Fred: Aw, it was nothing. Just a stunning revelation of my true path in life, that's all.

Roger: Come again, honey?

Fred: Look, I could go home with you and pretend the last five years didn't happen. I could even pretend to have a normal life. But the truth of it is... Well, I'm not normal anymore. I guess what I'm getting at is... I, I missed you both so bad, but I belong here. Un-unless I don't. Which if, if you all don't wanna put up with me, I completely understand...

Wesley: Let's put it to a vote, shall we? All in favor, say 'aye'. Aye. Motion passed. Good. You're staying.

Fred: Mama. Daddy. This is my life now.

Trish: We were kinda hoping you wouldn't figure that out.

Roger: Of course, we'd have to sick around for another couple of weeks.

Fred: Daddy!

Roger: Days. You know, just to catch up and get reacquainted, and to make sure that you are positive about your decision.

Fred: Oh, I think I know where I'll end up.

Roger: Now, Spiro Agnew, I know he was...

Angel: A Grathnar demon! You knew that? I thought I was the only one that knew that!

Roger: What else would he be, but a demon?

Wesley: Not horizontally, vertically! Otherwise, you...

Gunn: Look, I'm telling you, if you do it vertically, you're gonna get those ugly drops...

Trish: Now, boys, I don't wanna hear any fighting over there.

Gunn/Wesley: Okay.

Cordelia: Did someone here order a pizza? Hey Fred? Pizza?

Fred: In a minute, I just wanna finish this section.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Angel: Don't stiffen up.

Cordelia: Yeah, you either.

Angel: Alright. A good defense is about moving the line of attack. When the bad guy comes at you, you want to step off the line, like this, creating a new one. Every time you do, your opponent will be forced to adjust. Always make the other guy work.

Cordelia: Okay. Move the line. Then, what?

Angel: Then, just keep moving the line. You'll be able to keep an attacker busy until... You know.

Cordelia: What? Until he dies of old age or until you swoop in to save me? Angel, I didn't ask you to train me so I could stave. I already know how to stave. Now, I need to learn how to fight!

Angel: You don't think that I would?

Cordelia: Would what?

Angel: Save you.

Cordelia: Men-folk not always around to protect the women-folk, you know? Besides, what if it turned out you were the guy I had to fight? Could happen.

Angel: Okay. When you put an adversary down, you wanna make sure he doesn't get up again. So, like I showed you... Force the other guy to counter and he'll open himself up something like this. We'll go half-speed until...

Cordelia: No need, I got it. Three years of Varsity Cheer Squad, I only ever had to be shown a move once.

Angel: You know, Cordelia, handling a lethal weapon is a little different from shaking a pom-pom.

Cordelia: Ready! Okay!

Angel: Easy. Hh, ha. Heh, go team.

Lilah: How long has he been here?

Secretary: Security brought him in about twenty minutes ago.

Lilah: You should have pulled me out of that meeting the minute you heard anything. What about the family?

Secretary: On their way.

Gavin: Lilah. I was just keeping young Billy, here, company.

Lilah: Thanks. Awfully, Gavin. I'll take it from here. Billy, your family has been worried sick. Where have you been?

Billy: Went for a walk.

Lilah: A walk. For three days?

Gavin: The boy was feeling cooped up.

Lilah: Gavin, why don't you go close an escrow or something? You're not supposed to be out on your own. You remember what happened the last time, don't you? You don't wanna end up in that awful place again, do you?

Congressman Blim: Well, of course he doesn't. No one wants that.

Lilah: Congressman.

Congressman Blim: I trust you managed to stay out of trouble this time, Billy?

Billy: No trouble.

Congressman Blim: Let's go home. Well, this is the second time you've returned our nephew safely to us. Thank you.

Gavin: Our pleasure.

Lilah: Our pleasure, in the sense he had nothing to do with it.

Gavin: Nice boy.

Lilah: Yeah, Billy? He's great. Had his own private room in hell. Family connections. Oh, by the way, get out.

Gavin: I wasn't finished.

Lilah: No. You really were. To make myself clear you go sniffing around one of my clients again, I think we're gonna have a problem.

Gavin: You think? Who told you, you could think? You know, why don't you try listening once in a while instead of constantly flapping that fat mouth of yours?

Lilah: You weren't exactly captain of the debate team, were you, Gavin? At least Lindsey knew how to...

Wesley: It's inspiring to see you like this. The initiative you've shown in training with Angel. Taking responsibility. I'm proud of you.

Cordelia: Well, never hurts to be prepared.

Wesley: Hm. I agree. We should all be battle ready. Every one of us.

Gunn: Dead! So dead! So very, very dead. Just how dead are you, huh?

Angel: I'm tired of being the dead one.

Wesley: I was thinking, perhaps I'd enter into a similar training arrangement with our Fred.

Cordelia: Oh, hey, if you think she can help you fight, why not? I'm kidding. Wesley, if you wanna get to know Fred better, maybe the next time you have her over for an intimate dinner for two, you won't ask the rest of us to come along.

Wesley: Uh, I don't... I mean... Was I that obvious?

Gunn: Yes! Ha, ha!

Cordelia: I don't think anybody else noticed.

Wesley: She is a rather extraordinary young woman. Still, the last thing any of us should be doing is coupling with each other, I mean. Office romances, even under the most normal circumstances...

Cordelia: We don't live in normal circumstances. I mean, what are the odds of any of us actually finding someone out there who can deal with the kind of stuff we have to deal with? I don't know. Maybe we are meant...

Wesley: For each other?

Cordelia: Actually, I was gonna say 'to be alone'. But what the heck, Wesley. If you like her, tell her. Just go right up to her and hack her into little pieces.

Angel: Easy.

Cordelia: Convenience store. Man attacking a woman. His wife. It's his wife.

Angel: How many convenience stores we got on the Westside?

Fred: Well, even if you just include Santa Monica, Beverly Hills and Malibu only, the combined populations is something like a hundred thirty thousand people spread over more than thirty square miles, and given that...

Gunn: A lot.

Fred: I was getting there.

Wesley: Alright. We go in two teams. Gunn, you and I...

Cordelia: No. It's too late. You can't save her. This murder happened a week ago. Why would they show this to me now?

Cordelia: What's this?

Wesley: Everything. Everything about the crime I believe you saw in your vision. Police reports, husband's written confession, captures from the convenience store's video surveillance cameras... and I have to caution all of you, the medical examiners crime scene photos. Cordelia...

Angel: Maybe you shouldn't be looking at that.

Cordelia: Tell that to the Powers. They already ran the THX version in my head, remember? How did you get this stuff?

Wesley: I did it the old-fashioned way: I bought it.

Fred: The police sold you this stuff?

Wesley: Not exactly. A source. Someone who has access. Usually they sell to the tabloids, when the victims are more high profile.

Gunn: Charlene Baird.

Wesley: The victim. She and the perpetrator were married for thirty years, no history of domestic violence.

Fred: Why'd he do it?

Wesley: He says she wouldn't listen to him. He was trying to get her to stop talking.

Fred: Well, it worked.

Gunn: I don't get it. This guy confessed. Crime solved. Why are the Powers airing re-runs in Cordy's head?

Wesley: I don't know.

Angel: I do. Eleven twenty-four, twenty minutes before the crime occurred. Look who's there.

Gunn: Oh, boy.

Cordelia: What? What?! Okay. Kinda cute. So, who is he? You're sure this is him? This is the guy?

Angel: You pull someone from a hell dimension, you tend to remember their face. Yeah. That's him.

Cordelia: Well, then. Now, we know why the Powers made me experience that woman's death. She died because of me.

Angel: No.

Cordelia: Yes! Angel, if he's, somehow, responsible, then, so am I.

Angel: You're not the one who broke him out and put him back on the streets. I did that.

Cordelia: For me. You did it to save me.

Angel: And I'd do it again.

Cordelia: Angel...

Angel: Hey. Hey, whatever's happening now, you're not responsible for this and neither am I. But I know who is.

Lilah: That's a very dramatic entrance, except for the part where you can't enter.

Angel: You're a little jumpy there, Lilah.

Lilah: It's been a long day at the office.

Angel: Then, you know that your boy is on the loose. You know what he's doing.

Lilah: It's been brought to my attention.

Angel: God. Are you...?

Lilah: I'm fine. You should see the other guy.

Angel: I plan to.

Lilah: Billy never touched me, friend.

Angel: I know. He has some power. He makes people...

Lilah: Billy never touched me, and you can't touch him. Nobody can. Billy, as in 'Blim'? As in congressman Nathan Blim's nephew? That family is the closest thing this country has to royalty. They'd own half the eastern seaboard even if they weren't clients of ours. The law won't go near him.

Angel: I'm not the law.

Lilah: This isn't some three-horned Gurnar beast you can just chop into meatloaf!

Angel: Why are you protecting him after what he did?

Lilah: I'm sorry, but this deep chivalric concern coming from the only man I know who definitely wants to kill me, is a bit much on a day like this.

Angel: Your hands are shaking.

Lilah: Stay away from my client.

Wesley: This is it. The Blim estate.

Gunn: Not very welcoming, is it?

Wesley: I don't suppose it'll do much good to ring the bell either.

Gunn: How about we sneak in, dressed up like security guards or something?

Wesley: Well, that's a possibility. Or we could...

Gunn: So... Wanna go next?

Wesley: I guess we wait here.

Gunn: Yeah.

Angel: Why doesn't it surprise me that I can just walk right in here without an invitation?
Billy: Well, as far as I'm concerned, you have a standing invitation.

Angel: You're not a right guy, Billy. You're not quite human either, are you?

Billy: Not quite. More than you.

Angel: You like to hurt women, do you, Billy? That make you feel like a man?

Billy: I have never hurt a woman in my life. I just like to watch.

Angel: Not anymore.

Billy: Oh?

Angel: You're going back.

Billy: Really? 'Cause I don't think so.

Policewoman: Los Angeles Police Department.
Sánchez: Hands where we can see 'em. Turn around. Slowly!

Billy: You're looking for me.

Policewoman: William Blim?

Billy: That's right. I'm the one that called you. Did you find the body? Was it where I said it would be?

Policewoman: William Blim, we're taking you into custody for questioning.

Billy: Oh, yes. I should think you would.

Policewoman: Sánchez, be sure you read him his rights.

Billy: Will those be absolutely necessary? I won't give you any trouble, officer. I'll come quietly.

Policewoman: Who are you?

Billy: He's nobody.

Sánchez: Why're you going this way? I thought I told you to take Pico.

Policewoman: Relax, Sánchez. We'll get there.

Sánchez: Did you just tell me to relax? You think you can talk to me like that?

Policewoman: I'd talk to you with my finger, but I like both hands on the wheel while I'm driving.

Sánchez: Pull over.

Policewoman: What?

Sánchez: Pull over!

Policewoman: What's your problem?

Sánchez: I tell you what my problem is: I got a woman here that don't listen!

Wesley: My contact at the city morgue confirms it. Her body was discovered earlier tonight. A young woman was reported missing three days ago. Someone phoned in a tip.

Angel: Billy.

Gunn: It doesn't make sense. I mean, even if he did it, he didn't do it, you know what I'm saying? So, why confess? What does he get?

Angel: Out. It gets him out.

Gunn: Yeah, out of his palatial, twelve-million-dollar compound and into a holding cell at Men's Central.

Wesley: Yes, but for how long?

Cordelia: Well, an impenetrable cube of hellfire in a heavily-guarded demon dimension couldn't do much; so, my guess: regular bars? Not really going to be a problem.

Angel: She's right. All he'll need to get out this time is his lawyer.

Wesley: Angel, what are you doing?

Angel: I'm gonna get there before Lilah does.

Gunn: And then, what?

Angel: Well, I took him out of one cell, I can take him out of this one, too.

Cordelia: Wait! Angel, you can't barge into a police precinct and go all 'Terminator'.

Angel: I'll be okay.

Cordelia: It's dangerous. He's dangerous. What if he lays his whammy on you?

Angel: He won't be conscious long enough to try.

Fred: He's not there! I just heard it on the police scanner. The patrol car carrying Billy never made it to the police station. There's been an accident.

Wesley: There was an altercation between the officers who transporting Billy. One of them attacked his partner. She was forced to shoot him. The female's been taken to a local hospital.

Gunn: So, maybe she can tell us something like what Billy did to her partner before he snapped.

Wesley: It wouldn't be a bad idea if one of us were standing by at the hospital visiting a sick relative.

Gunn: Maybe happen to strike up a conversation with the hospital staff or one of her buddies?

Wesley: Maybe.

Gunn: I'm on it.

Angel: The blood in that car? Some of it is his. Not human. He came through here.

Wesley: And recently. It's still wet.

Wesley: I'll take a sample back to the hotel, see if I can determine just what sort of creature Billy is.

Angel: I can't wait for that.

Wesley: I understand.

Angel: I can find him.

Wesley: Be careful.
Fred: What you doing?

Cordelia: I'm gonna go run an errand. Uh, a normal, every day errand.

Fred: Cordelia. I don't think you should do this.

Cordelia: How can I not?

Wesley: Fred! You're here. Good, I was hoping you would assist me. I managed to lift a sample of Billy's blood. Maybe we can identify his demon lineage, and somehow, figure out how his power works. Would you hand me the glass slides. Thank you.

Lilah: Cordelia Chase, right? Come to gloat?

Cordelia: I can do that anywhere. Are you gonna invite me in? Oh, wait. I'm not a vampire.

Lilah: Please, come on in.

Cordelia: I want you to tell me about Billy. Everything you didn't tell Angel. I want you to help me stop him.

Lilah: And what makes you think I'm gonna do that?

Cordelia: Well, there's your face, for starters.

Lilah: I know the risks of my job and I accept them.

Cordelia: Then, why where you crying five minutes ago? There's not a thing about badly-reapplied mascara that I don't know.

Lilah: I'm not Lindsey McDonald. I don't switch sides whenever it gets tough. And since when is this your job? I thought Angel was the Dark Avenger.

Cordelia: Angel feels responsible for this guy because he brought him back from hell. I feel responsible because he did it to save me. You, who are actually responsible for the entire thing, feel nothing at all, because you are a vicious bitch.

Lilah: So? You know me.

Cordelia: Please, I was you with better shoes.

Lilah: These are Boracchi.

Cordelia: Fall collection?

Lilah: Next spring.

Cordelia: He's widened the heel.

Lilah: And rounded the toe.

Cordelia: That won't work with pink.

Lilah: The pink is out this spring.

Cordelia: Billy Blim makes people crazy.

Lilah: Not all people. Just men. He brings out a primordial misogyny in them. Turns them into killers.

Cordelia: Then, why didn't he do it to Angel?

Lilah: Angel's seen him?

Cordelia: Yes, right before he escaped from the cops.

Cordelia: What's so witty?

Lilah: Billy's touch works differently on different men. Some lose their mind in an instant. Others can take hours. Gee, I sure hope Angel isn't starting to feel testy.

Cordelia: You better hope it.

Lilah: I know. I've seen his dark side.

Cordelia: You really haven't. I have to find Billy.

Lilah: And I'm gonna help you, why?

Cordelia: You know that guy that you hired to hack into my visions? What he did to me? What it felt like? I was cut, my face disfigured, and burning with pain every second not knowing if it was gonna end or just get worse 'til I died.

Lilah: So, you think I owe you...

Cordelia: It's not the pain. It's the helplessness. The certainty that there is nothing you can do to stop it, that your life can be thrown away in an instant by someone else. He doesn't care. He'll beat you down until you stay down because he doesn't even think of you as alive. No woman should ever have to go through that, and no woman strong enough to wear the mantel of 'vicious bitch' would ever put up with it. Where is Billy going?

Man 1: He seemed like such a levelheaded guy, you know? Always polite, with the 'yes, sir' and the 'thank you, sirs'. And to lose it like that, I didn't see it coming, did you?

Man 2: I got to say, I understand why he did it. I mean, there is a point, am I right? How many times do you feel like talking a fist to a customer?

Angel: One of your drivers finally snapped, huh?

Man 2: Yeah, he beat the hell out of his fare.

Angel: A woman?

Man 2: That surprise you? Probably sitting in the back, nagging, telling him how to drive. You know the type.

Angel: Yeah. Probably had it coming to her, huh?

Man 2: I'm just saying...

Angel: Get out of here. This driver who snapped? You're gonna tell me what his last stop was, right before he beat up that woman. I'm just saying.

Man: Hey, Dylan, your cousin is here.

Dylan: Which one? There is about a zillion of them.

Man: I think he said his name is Billy.

Dylan: Billy? Not possible. Billy's...

Billy: Hi, Dylan.

Dylan: Billy.

Billy: I didn't know you were having a party.

Dylan: Billy, I, I thought we agreed that you weren't going to come around here anymore after that last thing.

Billy: I think we should talk to them about appropriate public behavior. Do you want to? Or should I?

Wesley: This was taken from the print I made of Billy's blood. Tell me what you think.

Fred: Looks to me as if some of the red blood cells are kind of supercharged.

Wesley: Those would probably be from Billy's demon lineage.

Fred: So, however Billy is putting the mojo on people, the power seems to be in his blood. Which means it can also be in his sweat or his saliva or even his touch.

Wesley: Speaking of saliva, where is Cordelia?

Fred: What do you mean, 'speaking of saliva'? How does saliva make you...

Wesley: It's a simple question. Where is Cordelia?

Fred: I, I think she went out.

Wesley: Out? Did she happen to mention where?

Fred: She just, uh, she said an errand.

Wesley: So, when you say you 'think' she went out, what you mean is you 'know' she went out because you spoke to her.

Fred: Well, I suppose I...

Wesley: 'Suppose'?

Fred: I, I did. Yes, I did.

Wesley: That's better. Lie to me again and we're going to have a problem. Where're you going?

Fred: I was just gonna call Cordelia, find out where she is for you.

Wesley: That's not necessary.

Fred: It's not?

Wesley: No. Sit down Fred.

Fred: It'll just...

Wesley: Sit! Down. There's something we need to discuss.

Fred: I'm sorry I didn't tell you Cordelia left. Really, I am.

Wesley: Pfft. We're past that. I've put it behind me. However, we are going to have to make some changes around here.

Fred: Change can be good, I guess.

Wesley: Like, no more of these provocative little outfits you wear.

Fred: Provocative?

Wesley: Maybe mommy and daddy never explained to you that men grown men are wired a certain way. You can't be coming in here day after day waving it in my face like this.

Fred: What?

Wesley: You're practically daring me to take it. Is that what you want?

Fred: Stop it!

Wesley: Oh, are we standing now? Is that what we're doing?

Fred: This conversation is making me very uncomfortable.

Wesley: Oh, you're uncomfortable. That's rich! How do you think I feel? What do you think it's like for me with you smelling the way you do?

Fred: Wesley, please.

Wesley: You think you can taunt a man and get away with it? You brush up close, bat your eyes, and then, when our backs are turned, you laugh at us.

Fred: No, I would never...

Wesley: Humiliate us. You think you can do anything you please because you're connected to life, because you bleed, is that it?

Fred: No!

Wesley: I'll show you blood. What do you tell a woman who has two black eyes? Nothing you haven't already told her twice. No sense of humor.

Angel: I'm looking for Billy Blim?

Dylan: Are you a friend of his or what?

Angel: Friend? To be honest, I'm looking to kill the bastard.

Dylan: Oh. Come on in.

Angel: Is he here?

Dylan: No. He came and went.

Angel: And everyone's okay? Frankly, I was expecting blood carnage, you know bad things.

Dylan: You gotta know the rules around Billy. Everyone in the family knows the rules. You never leave him alone with your girlfriend, keep him away from your pets and don't ever let him touch you. Like, if he wants money you gotta leave it on the table and back away.

Angel: Is that why he was here?

Dylan: Yeah, he said he needed some fun money. I just wanted to get rid of him.

Angel: So, can you explain something to me? How come you invited me in after I told you I wanted to kill your cousin?

Dylan: You're Angel, right?

Angel: Did Billy mention me?
Dylan: No, no. There was a chick here. She was cute, brunette. Well, she said that a melodramatic guy named Angel would eventually show up.

Angel: Cordelia... thinks I'm melodramatic?

Dylan: Well, you did say that you were gonna kill my cousin.

Angel: That's not melodrama, melodrama... She was here?!

Dylan: So, you're saying that melodrama is exaggerated emo...

Angel: This isn't a demo, this is real! Where did you send her?

Dylan: Santa Monica. My family has a plane there. Billy said he wanted to fly someplace. I don't know where. Vancouver, Tahiti; he didn't say. Hopefully, far away.

Wesley: Fred? Fred? I know what you're doing. What you're up to. Luring me. Forcing me to find you. Oh, it's such a dog and pony show. You beguile me with your girlish ways. I pursue you, but you never give over, do you? No, you just keep laughing and running. Well, guess what, my love? I'm not some downy-faced schoolboy. I'm a man. You can't come out into the open, can you? No, you hide. You deceive. It's nothing new. It goes all the way back to Eve. You and the serpent plotting behind our backs. 'Here, honey, eat this. It's just an apple.' That's the problem with your sex: you're all weak, and you're all dirty, and you won't be satisfied until you've brought each and everyone of us out of the garden and down into the muck with you! Why do you make me do this?

Cordelia: Billy?

Billy: Yes? Do I know you?

Cordelia: Not exactly. I thought we should meet. I'm the woman Wolfram and Hart tortured to get you out of your fire cell.

Billy: Oh, I see. And you're here to whine. Poor, helpless, battered woman who needs to vent her feelings about the injustice of it all.

Cordelia: No, ass-wipe. I'm here to send you back.

Wesley: I'm still here! I don't run away like a girl. I see things through.

Gunn: Shh.

Billy: You think I hate you because you're a woman. I don't.

Cordelia: Gee, and I was feeling special.

Billy: I don't hate women. I mean, sure, you're all whores who sell yourselves for money and prestige, but men are just as bad. Maybe even worse. They're willing to throw away careers or families, or even lives for what's under your skirt!

Cordelia: I'm wearing pants.

Billy: So, you can dress like a man, talk like a man? Does that make you feel superior?

Cordelia: Actually, I'm feeling superior because I have an arrow pointed at your jugular. And the irony of using a phallic-shaped weapon? Not lost on me.

Billy: You don't have the nerve to do it.

Cordelia: Wrong again.

Angel: I can't let you do it, Cordelia.

Billy: You saved me again! I knew that you would.

Cordelia: Angel, you know what he is!

Angel: Yeah, I do. Which is why I'm gonna waste this piece of garbage, myself.
Cordelia: Angel! He can't hurt me.

Billy: No, I won't hurt her. I won't hurt her at all!

Gunn: Here. Now, what the hell happened to Wesley?

Fred: Somehow he got infected. All I can figure it happened while he was working with Billy's blood from the handprint.

Gunn: You mean, that that fingerprinty-looking handprint downstairs is Billy's blood? So, you're saying that Wes turned into a psycho killer because of that bloody handprint that I picked up and looked at?

Fred: When you put it that way, it kinda worries me.

Gunn: I better get out of here. Lock the door behind me. Well, uh, maybe we go to plan B.
Fred: Oh, God. You know when you said we go to plan B? What's plan B?

Gunn: Uh, plan B... Uh, plan B...

Fred: Charles...?

Gunn: Plan B is the plan where if you don't stop whining I bash in your... Oh, God.

Angel: Cordy, get out of here.

Cordelia: No.

Angel: Cordelia?

Cordelia: I can't.

Angel: Get out!

Cordelia: Angel you can fight this!

Billy: Don't fight it feel it! You can, can't you? All that rage, all that hatred bubbling to the surface? I've actually never done this to a vampire. Should be pretty entertaining.

Angel: Please, go.

Cordelia: I can't. I have this problem. This is happening to you because of me. Because of me. So, I can't leave you, Angel. I won't.

Angel: You think that's your problem? That's not your problem. You know what your real problem is? Guys like him! 'Cause you got no power over me.

Fred: Charles, you're scaring me!

Gunn: Take this and knock me out. Knock me out!

Fred: You want me to hit you?

Gunn: Yes!

Fred: I can't!

Gunn: You might want to. Hit me!

Fred: Charles, please...

Gunn: 'Charles, please.' Fine. Then, give it back to me so I can smash your stupid head with it. Gimme the damn chair leg! You're gonna pay for that.

Wesley: Would you like to hear my theory, Fred? It's about how stupid you are. I believe that after five years of living in a cave you'll instinctively retreat to small dark places, rather than run outside where you'd be safe. Let's finish this.

Fred: I'm sorry, Wesley.

Wesley: You're sorry?

Fred: You were right about me liking dark places to hide in. But you forgot I also like to build things.

Cordelia: I don't get it.

Angel: I don't get it either.

Cordelia: I mean, you're a man. So, why didn't Billy's touch affect you?

Angel: Well, maybe because I'm not human.

Cordelia: Oh, right. And a vampire could never be turned into a monster.

Angel: Well, that thing that Billy brought out in others? The hatred and anger... that's something I lost a long time ago.

Cordelia: Even when you were evil?

Angel: I never hated my victims, I never killed out of anger; it was always about the pain and the pleasure.

Cordelia: Huh. So, I guess you could say that your demoness makes you less petty than humans. Almost noble, I mean, in a twisted, dark and really disturbing kind of way.

Angel: Thanks.

Cordelia: Hm-mm. It's weird!

Angel: What is?

Cordelia: I'm starting to get used to being creeped out and comforted at the same time.

Angel: I get that.

Fred: Wesley? Wesley, it's me, Fred. Oh, does that hurt? Sorry. I left a bunch of messages.

Wesley: Yes. I meant to call you back. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.

Fred: Wesley, you gotta come back to work.

Wesley: How can I?

Fred: What do you mean? How can you not? You're the boss. We need you. You took a few days off. That's good. We all did. But now, it's time to come back.

Wesley: Fred, I tried to kill you.

Fred: That wasn't you.

Wesley: How can you know that? Something inside me was forced to the surface. Something primal, something...

Fred: Do you wanna kill me?

Wesley: Oh, God, no.

Fred: It wasn't something in you, Wesley. It was something that was done to you.

Wesley: I don't know what kind of man I am anymore.

Fred: Well, I do. You're a good man. Will I see you back at the office?

Wesley: Yeah.

Fred: Good.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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"Rome - 1771"
Holtz: Bene grazie, Monsignore. Sono nel vostro debito. (Thank you very much, Monsignor. I am in your debt.)
Monsignore Rivalli: No, questo animale ha ucciso la vostra famiglia. Mantenete la bestia! (No, this animal killed your family. Withhold the beast!)
Holtz: Monsignor Rivalli performed the ceremony when Caroline and I were wed. You remember Caroline?

Angelus: Pretty lass. Hearty screamer.

Holtz: The good monsignor has, since then, been excommunicated. The order he founded, inquisitore, adheres to the old beliefs. The devils among us must be exposed and chastened.

Angelus: An enlightened lot, eh?

Holtz: They're traditionalists and quite good at their work. Let's get started, shall we?

Angelus: Ah. Ah!

Holtz: You lost me in North Africa. I knew you'd come back to Europe, but Rome, Angelus? Why in God's name would you come to the seat of all that's holy?

Angelus: Darla: she loves the Sistine chapel.

Holtz: Michelangelo?

Angelus: Not him. She's mad about Botticelli's frescos. 'The Temptation of Christ' is her favorite, probably because of the leper. What do you want, Holtz?

Holtz: I don't want anything. My family is gone. I don't trust you to give me Darla, although I will find her, you know that. My only desire here is to discover if a thing such as yourself can be made to pay for its sins. You're a demon. It is your nature to maim and kill. But you were also once a man. If we beat and burn the demon out of your living flesh, will there be anything left? Anything at all? I doubt it. But I'm willing to spend the next fortnight of my life finding out. In either event, you have no soul, you cannot be saved.

Darla: Sorry it took me so long, darling. Kill them. Mind your head.
Monsignore Rivalli: Vai all'inferno, demonio lordo! (Go to hell, foul demon!)
Darla: No, grazie, Padre. (No, thank you, Father.)
Angelus: Darlin'?

Darla: What?

Angelus: Shouldn't we be killing Holtz?

Darla: I know, but it's just so much fun ruining his life. He's like family now.

"Downtown L.A. Hollywood"
Darla: Right here is fine. Thanks for the lift. That didn't take long at all. And they say there is no public transportation in L.A.

Driver: Help! We got a code twelve on the five-eight line!

Dispatcher: What is the nature of your emergency?

Driver: She... She... Help! We need help here now, for God's sake. Now! Do something! Oh, no, oh, oh, oh...
Angel: What's this?

Cordelia: Oh, it's just so dark and lifeless down here, I thought I'd brighten it up a little for you. You can't exactly go out and enjoy the sunny fields of nature, but that doesn't mean we can't bring a little bloom into your darkness.

Angel: They're fake.

Cordelia: Yeah. You put something real in this hellhole and it die like that. Thank you, Cordelia?

Angel: You know, I've been around a long time...

Cordelia: Which reminds me. Next birthday, you think we could skip the two hundred and fifty-odd candles on the cake and the inevitable fire marshal, and just go with a little song?

Angel: And I've never known anyone like you.

Cordelia: Well, duh! Times a wasting, big guy. Can we do it? Hee-ya!

Angel: Okay. Last time we were working on not pulling your punches and your kicks. Right? Don't worry about me. That's good. Good! Where is your weight? Balls of your feet?

Cordelia: Oops! Oh, God, you said that... Are you okay?

Angel: I'm a vampire. You can't hurt me. Good.

Cordelia: You're off your game. It's because of the prophecy Wes and Gunn are trying to get their hands on. You think the end is coming.

Angel: The end is not coming. Someone is always uncovering some ancient scroll, and they're always saying the same thing: That something terrible is coming. Do you know how many of these things I've seen in my very long life?

Cordelia: Four?

Angel: Three. But there's nothing to worry about.

Cordelia: Then, why are Gunn and Wesley breaking and entering right now?

Angel: Breaking and entering is such a negative term. They are simply retrieving some missing pieces from the Nyazian scroll. Just to make sure...

Cordelia: That the end is coming. Well, all we can do is live each moment to the fullest and be grateful that we didn't throw too much money at the NASDAQ.

Angel: Am I swelling?

Wesley: Step one: Dobermans are happily gnawing on the steak. Alarm and vid lines are disabled. No infrared. Caught a break there. Step two: We cut a hole in the glass, snake in the mini-cam and scan the interior. If it's all clear, we disable the locks and bolts on the side door, thus completing... step three. Can you believe this?

Gunn: Some guys collect old cars, some guys collect... It's like the eye follows you wherever you go.

Wesley: Alright. If you were the priceless remnants of the lost Nyazian scroll, where would you be?

Gunn: If I was priceless I'd be in the vault.

Wesley: The vault? Your snitch never said anything about a vault!

Gunn: I got a bad feeling about this.

Wesley: We figure something out. It's just a vault.

Gunn: Actually, my bad feeling is more about the man standing behind you with the large revolver.

Man: Move and I'll kill you.

Wesley: I hope you're calling the police.

Man: You bet I am.

Wesley: Good. You can explain to them why you keep so much GHB on hand. You know, Rohypnol, the date rape drug.

Man: What?

Wesley: Muslok trancing amalgam. Under the microscope it's virtually indistinguishable from GHB.

Man: Alright. I won't call the police.

Wesley: I'm glad we understand each other.

Man: Until after I kill you.

Wesley: Oh.

Gunn: Hey, these worth a lot?

Man: Yes. They're Cyopian conjuring spheres.

Gunn: How much? Four figures each? Five? More?

Man: Stop that!

Gunn: Put the weapon down. Kind of delicate. Look, we're not thieves, we're investigators. Now, we need to look at your Nyazian scrolls. Put the weapon down, because I'm getting kind of tired here.

Man: Alright!

Gunn: I always wanna give them a big finish.

Cordelia: Ow. That doesn't feel right.

Angel: Just relax. You have to bend.

Cordelia: I don't bend there. Okay. Now, that's downright unnatural.

Angel: I know it feels strange, but if an attacker comes at you from behind, you wanna be able to shift all your weight immediately to your other foot so you can spin and kick. Here, you try it. Whoa! Easy. Alright. That's alright. That's better. We'll keep working on it. Okay. That's probably enough for today.

Cordelia: Yeah, well, we could do more of it, but then, I'd have to ice every bone in my body. See you. Hey, Fred.

Fred: Hey! Kyrumption.

Angel: What did you say?

Fred: 'Kyrumption'. It's the one nice word I remember from the Pylean hell dimension.

Angel: What's it mean?

Fred: It's when two great heroes meet on the field of battle and recognize their mutual fate. It's also a kind of grog made out of the ox dung, but that's archaic.

Angel: Oh, uh, that's interesting.

Fred: When I see you and Cordelia sparring, 'kyrumption' always comes to mind.

Angel: Me and Cordelia.
Fred: I know. She's such a hero, with the visions and the courage. It's only natural that you and she would be drawn to one another. Oh! Plastic flowers! My favorite! They never fade, you know.

Angel: Oh, whoa, wait a minute. There's nothing going on between me and Cordelia.

Fred: Nothing but moira.

Angel: Who's Moira?

Fred: 'Moira' is the gut physical attraction between two larger than life souls.

Angel: Ha. No, there is no attraction. Cordelia is a friend. Someone I work with. That's all.

Fred: See? You're being chivalrous. Because you're a hero, just like her. You got kyrumption!

Angel: Stop using that word!

Wesley: What's going on down here?

Angel: Nothing.

Wesley: I believe Fred's been through enough recently without people shouting at her.

Fred: He didn't mean anything by it.

Angel: Is there something you wanted?

Wesley: Yes. Gunn and I were hoping you could give us a hand with the Nyazian Prophecies. We need someone who can do the math.

Fred: Sure!

Wesley: Who gave you all the flowers?

Angel: Nobody.

Gunn: So, how are you doing there, Fred?

Fred: Oh, it's a simple equation, really. The ancient Roman calendar has fourteen hundred and sixty-four days in a four-year cycle. The Etruscan, Sumerian and Druidian each have their own cycles. You work forward from the presumed day of the prophecy under each calendar, factoring in our own three hundred and sixty-five day calendar and accounting for a three-day discrepancy for every four years and... Oh. That can't be right, unless the world ended last March.

Gunn: So, are we talking Armageddon or bad house number? Is it a bad event or a bad guy?

Wesley: It's not clear on that. It predicts the arrival or arising of the tro-clon, the person or being that brings about the ruination of mankind.

Gunn: So, it's a two-for-one. Isn't that nice.

Wesley: And I'm not sure on the translation. 'Ruination' may, in fact, mean 'purification'.

Gunn: 'Purification'? So, this tro-clon is a good thing?

Wesley: I doubt that. But it's 'purification' in Aramaic, 'ruination' in ancient Greek and in the lost Gashundi language it means both.

Cordelia: And you don't want to make the same mistake twice.

Wesley: No.

Fred: What mistake?

Wesley: There was another prophecy a while back. It seemed to be about Angel and contained the word 'shanshu', which I thought meant 'to die', and I sort of told Angel...

Cordelia: ...that he was going to die.

Fred: Oh, no.

Wesley: Then, I found out it also meant 'to live'. It meant 'to die and to live'.

Fred: So, which is it?

Wesley: Both. In his case it meant that someday, the vampire in him might die, but the human in him might live.

Fred: That he would be like a normal man?

Wesley: Yes.

Fred: Wow. What would we do if that happened?

Cordelia: I'd buy him some plaid shirts and take him to the beach. The boy needs some color.

Fred: There. That came out better. Oh, no, it didn't. It's still very preliminary, but if these calculations are correct, this bad thing should already be here. Well, I, I guess not right here, but here in L.A. Let me run these numbers again.

Cordelia: Hey.

Angel: Hey.

Cordelia: Why are you looking at me like that?

Angel: Uh, no reason.

Cordelia: Okay. It's getting creepy now.

Angel: I was just thinking about things. People. You know. How they relate. Take you and me for instance. We're very different. Very different. Obviously. Human. Vampire. Woman. Man... pire.

Cordelia: Has someone been putting vodka in your blood?

Angel: See? You're funny! And I, well I get off a good one every once in a while, but you...

Cordelia: Angel, are you trying to say you love me?

Angel: What?

Cordelia: I love you, too.

Angel: You do? When did this...

Cordelia: Angel loves me. I love him.

Angel: Oh, my God!

Cordelia: You guys love us and we love you.

Fred/Wesley/Gunn: We love you, Angel.

Cordelia: They were all saying it earlier. Just in case this prophecy comes true and we all die. You're not gonna wanna hug, are you?

Angel: No.

Cordelia: God knows we've been through a lot together.

Angel: That's really all I was trying to say, that we've been through so much together, you and me, as friends. You've seen the good, and the not-so-good.

Cordelia: Just like you have in me. And for the record: the good I've seen far outweighs the bad.

Angel: Thanks. You, too.

Cordelia: Hey, what are friends for?

Darla: If you ask me, they're for knocking you up and leaving you high and dry. Hello, lover. Long time, no see.

Angel: Darla.

Cordelia: Darla?

Wesley: Darla?
Fred: Who's Darla?

Gunn: Angel's old flame from way back.

Fred: Not the one that died?

Gunn: Yeah. No, not that one. The other one that died and came back to life. She's a vampire.

Fred: Y'all have a chart or something?

Gunn: In the files. I'll get it for you later.

Angel: Well, when did this happen?

Darla: You know exactly when it happened.

Cordelia: Angel, did you and Darla...?

Angel: Uh... This is impossible.

Darla: Tell me about it, daddy!

Cordelia: You slept with her?

Angel: Vampires can't have children. Wesley?

Wesley: Uh, no, he's right. It's not possible.

Cordelia: That's not what I asked.

Darla: You know we can't. I know we can't. But we did.

Fred: I wonder if this might not be that bad thing we were expecting.

Darla: What did you do to me?

Angel: It's okay. It's alright. I'm okay.

Cordelia: You'll hurt her! Haven't you done enough? Here, sit down. You should get off your feet. Can we get her some water?

Angel: Cordy, that's Darla. Maybe you don't want to...

Cordelia: Did you or did you not look me in the eye and say that you would never do a thing like this with her?

Darla: Oh, he lied? What a surprise.

Fred: Hi. I'm Fred. Is water okay, or did you want some blood?

Angel: Cordy. I'm sorry I lied. It was just... It was a very dark time.

Cordelia: Oh! You used her to make you feel better during your dark time. Well, that makes it all heroic.

Angel: It wasn't like that. It just happened. It wasn't like I went evil or anything, I just...

Cordelia: You just went male. Have you been to a doctor?
Darla: No. But I have been to every shaman and seer in the Western Hemisphere.

Wesley: And what did they say?

Darla: They don't know what it is. They don't know what it means. Nothing like this has ever happened.

Angel: Maybe it's an hysterical pregnancy.

Darla: You wanna feel it kick?

Cordelia: Does it kick a lot?

Darla: Like crazy.

Angel: Well, now, wouldn't that be the first sign of... hysteria?

Cordelia: What can we do for you?

Darla: Well, you can get you little gang of supernatural detectives to find out what the hell is happening to me and how to stop it.

Cordelia: Are you gonna take some responsibility here? Angel?

Angel: Oh, me? Of course, I am. Wes, let's get on this, right now.
Wesley: What do you suggest?

Angel: I suggest you use your books and find out what's going on. What, do I have to think of everything?

Wesley: Oh, here it is. It says, 'I have absolutely no idea what's going on.' We should talk to the Host.

Lorne: Oh, this is all wrong. Try it on the back wall. Far away from where folks might be eating.

Furies: Violence abounds, violence restrain, this space a sanctuary was and shall be again.

Lorne: That's great, girls. Hey, Arnie, why're you charging me twelve hundred over the estimate here?

Arnie: Had to run a separate two twelve to the security box. Double insulation everywhere in the building. Plus, we had a run on Kek bile and Binder glands. And you know what you said: 'This club's my baby. I want top drawer throughout.'
Angel: Lorne! You here? You got to help me. We got kind of a situation on our hands.

Furies: Mm, Angel.

Cordelia: And here we have three more of Angel's chippies. You girls are on the pill, I hope.

Furies: Mm.

Angel: What are they doing here?

Lorne: They're here to help recast the sanctuary spell to prevent violence in the club. And this time, I'm covering demons and humans. I'm opening the club again. I know I was blue for a pretty long time. If it'd gone on much longer, I would have turned aquamarine. And now that the ice is broken: what happened here?

Darla: What's it look like?

Cordelia: Angel boned her.

Angel: Just once. Just the one night. Uh, just the two or three one times, that one night.
Fred: Is Angel gonna sing?

Gunn: Oh!

Wesley: I suppose he has to.

Cordelia: She's carrying the baby!

Darla: 'Oh, Danny boy...' What the hell's inside me?

Lorne: Oh, no, no, no. We're way past singing, mes enfants. This is a brand new day here. Alright, everybody, that's a wrap! We'll finish the spell tomorrow. We got a little crisis brewing. Thanks for coming! Check's in the mail! Get the hell out.

Asian Fury: Bye, Angel.

Blonde Fury: Come see...

Brunette Fury: ...us soon.

Furies: Mm...
Cordelia: Men!

Lorne: This is way beyond my Ken, and my Barbie, and all my action figures. If it's alive...

Darla: Oh, it's alive! And kicking!

Lorne: It could be anything. A child born to two vampires...

Gunn: Maybe it's some kind of übervamp.

Wesley: The Nyazian prophecies mention a 'tro-clon'.

Fred: That's supposed to be here about now.

Lorne: Born out of darkness to bring darkness.

Angel: Great. So, we're saying that my child is the scourge of mankind?

Cordelia: You guys are upsetting her! I think she needs to lie down.

Lorne: Yeah, of course. She can have my bedroom.

Cordelia: We can handle it. I think we should call a doctor.

Darla: It'll pass. I just have to let it.

Cordelia: I'll stay with her.

Lorne: If you need anything, just holler.

Cordelia: Okay.

Angel: I don't accept this. These stupid prophecies, you can always interpret them a hundred ways from Sunday. How do we even know your calculations are correct?

Fred: I don't. I'm still working on them.

Gunn: Well, we do know that Darla is pregnant with something!

Angel: That's biologically impossible.

Lorne: And mystically unfair. You've fought long and hard for good. If your destiny is to spawn something evil...

Angel: I don't see how anything spawned by Darla and me could be good.

Wesley: You know the first prophecy that said that the vampire with a soul would be pivotal in the battle between good and evil?

Gunn: That Shanshu one?

Wesley: Maybe it's not you. Maybe your child is a pivotal figure. Maybe your destiny is simply to help bring it to the world.

Angel: Or to stop it.

Fred: Can I say something about destiny? Screw destiny! If this evil thing comes, we'll fight it; and we'll keep fighting it until we whoop it. 'Cause 'destiny' is just another word for 'inevitable'; and nothing's inevitable as long as you stand up, look it in the eye and say, 'You're evitable!' Well, you, you catch my drift.

Lorne: Wow. I like her so much!

Angel: I wanna see these prophecies, myself, and your calculations, Fred, and anything else we got on this.

Fred: Why don't I go back to the hotel and get everything?

Wesley: Good idea. We put our heads together and figure out a way to fight this thing.

Angel: How's she doing?

Lorne: Well, she's weary. The poor thing looks like she's about eighteen months pregnant. Hope they're not twins.

Angel: Not her. Cordelia.

Lorne: Oh, uh, I sense that she's hurt and pissed; what with the lying and deception and et cetera. You should probably stay out of her way for a while, huh?

Cordelia: How're you feeling?

Darla: Just crazy.

Cordelia: What?

Darla: Why would anyone bring something into this world?

Cordelia: I was pregnant once. I was out to here, overnight! Mystical thing. I didn't go to term, but while it lasted, hoo! Talk about uncomfortable! Your back and legs hurt all the time, and first you're sick to your stomach, and you can't eat anything, and then, you're ravenous! Are you able to eat or do you just...

Darla: What? Drink?

Cordelia: Well, it's really none of my business, is it? You should rest and I should... I'll just be real close by. If there is anything that you need... Anything at all...

Darla: I'm hungry all the time. It's weird.

Cordelia: Sure. You're eating for two now. It's only natural.

Darla: No, what's weird is no matter how much I feed, I can't seem to get full.

Cordelia: Pregnant or not, you're going to keep your distance.

Angel: Get away from her! You're gonna be alright. You're gonna be alright.

Cordelia: Ouch!

Angel: Cordy, you're gonna be alright. I'll kill her for this.

Cordelia: You're gonna have to find her first.

Angel: She bit Cordy.

Lorne: Oh, sweetie, are you alright?

Angel: No. Where is she?

Wesley: She got away.

Gunn: We tried to stop her by hitting her fists and feet with our faces, but...

Angel: We'll take Cordy to a safe place and we'll take care of Darla.

Angel: Are you feeling any better?

Cordelia: Yeah. You don't have to stay with me.

Angel: Gunn's gonna be right here.

Cordelia: Thanks.

Angel: I'm not gonna keep telling you how sorry I am. I'm gonna tell you that she'll never do it again.

Cordelia: It was my fault, Angel. I felt sorry for her. She looked so helpless like a mother. I forgot what she really was. I'm starting to feel the pills.

Angel: You see Darla anywhere in range...

Gunn: I'll take care of it.

Cordelia: Wait! When she bit me, I had a vision. I almost forgot.

Angel: What did you see?

Cordelia: It was like no vision I ever had before. She's so hungry. She doesn't know how to make the hunger stop. I think I know where she's headed.

Wesley: I'm not speaking to you as the boss, because I know you wouldn't listen, but you shouldn't do this alone.

Angel: I have to do this alone.

Wesley: Angel, a normal vampire is strong, and Darla wasn't normal before this. She took down the Host, Gunn, and me without even breaking stride. She's stronger than all of us right now, including you, because of what's in her.

Angel: I know. I put it there.

Wesley: Why does he think he has to do everything alone?

Fred: I think he just can't bear to have us see him do it.

Wesley: Kill Darla? She did try to kill Cordy and she's a vampire.

Fred: Who is carrying his child. The one thing he can never have, even if he lives forever.

Boy: Mommy? Mommy? Mommy?

Darla: What's wrong, honey? Lost your mommy? Let's go find her together, hm?

Woman: You're a brave woman! About to have one, taking another one out to play.

Darla: Oh. I love children. I could just eat them up.

Gunn: Hey, hey! It's alright. It's just a dream, okay? I'm right here. She can't hurt you.

Cordelia: I have to talk to Wes.

Cordelia: It was a dream, but it was more like a vision.

Wesley: About what?

Cordelia: About what's inside Darla. This tro-clon thing, the prophecies say that it will be born or it will arise?

Wesley: It says both. The Middle-English 'arïsen' and the Gothic 'urreisan'; both mean 'to appear'; 'to spring up'.

Fred: Angel's not answering his phone. Should I leave a message on his voicemail?

Cordelia: He doesn't know how to use his voicemail. Just try his pager.

Wesley: There is also a reference to the tro-clon being 'boren', which is pretty plain Middle-English for 'being born'; 'to bear'.

Gunn: Well, we found Angel's beeper.

Wesley: What is it, Cordy? What is the vision trying to tell you?

Cordelia: I think they're trying to tell me why Darla is craving younger victims.

Boy: Ma'am, I don't think my mom is back here.

Darla: Are you sure? Did you look?

Boy: I don't see anybody.

Mother: There you are! Where have you been? How many times have I told you not to wander off?!
Darla: You so want to play the good guy, don't you? Yeah. You're the good guy who did this to me. You may have the face, but you don't know the hunger! It pounds! You can't make it go away! You can't stop it!

Angel: I'll stop it!

Darla: How could you put this in me? I hate you! They breathe. They breathe and pound. I don't breathe, you idiot! You can't strangle me!

Angel: I'm not gonna strangle you.

Darla: Come on! Do it! Do it! Do it! Do it! Make it stop!

Angel: No, it won't, Darla. Darla, listen to me.

Darla: Make it stop! Make it stop.

Angel: The child. The child has a heartbeat. It has a soul.

Darla: No! Not my child! No!

Angel: Our child. Our child. Our child. That's why you've been craving purer and purer blood. That's why it's been driving you out of your mind. It has a soul.

Darla: No, it doesn't.

Angel: It does.

Darla: It can't.

Angel: Yes, it does. It does.

Angel: Here, drink this.

Darla: Pig's blood?

Angel: You need to keep yourself nourished. You'll get used... You're not alone in this anymore. We'll deal with this together.

Darla: Gosh. I'm the luckiest vampire girl in the whole world. Get away from me.

Angel: Try and get some sleep.

Darla: How's Cordy? She wanna come up and visit?
Angel: She goes near Cordy, or Fred...

Gunn: I know.

Angel: Don't underestimate her. The woman is stronger than all of us, right now. You're not to go near Darla for any reason without me, Gunn and a lot of crossbows standing between you. You understand?

Cordelia: Oh, yeah. And if I forget, I have a nice, little reminder.

Angel: That goes for you, too, Fred.

Fred: Gotcha.

Cordelia: So, I guess you're gonna be a father.

Angel: Guess I am.

Cordelia: I felt it in my dream. The same thing you did when you found her. It has a soul.

Wesley: Well, Angel has a soul. It makes sense. As much as any of this does. Angel, even with a soul, she could give birth to what's spoken of in the prophecies.

Angel: The thing that's coming to kill and burn us all? I know that. I also know the child is mine.

Wesley: Right.

Cordelia: Well! Another big, fun day at Angel Investigations. What do you say we pour ourselves a good, stiff...

Fred: Uh-oh.

Cordelia: A good, stiff 'uh-oh'?

Fred: Remember before when I said I thought that maybe, possibly, perhaps I might have been off in my earlier calculations? And you asked Wes if he thought if the tro-clon was prophesied to arise or be born and he said it could be both? And we all know that the Latin for 'arrive' is 'arripare'; 'to come to land', or possibly, in this instance, simply, 'to come to', as from a deep sleep?

Angel/Wesley: Fred!

Fred: Right. I believe that whatever this thing is, it's arriving right about: three, two... Now.

Sahjhan: The weight of time is heavy on the world. And all men born must die. But there are worlds unknown, where dreamers dream and sleepers sleep, and patiently await. As pledged in Caladan by Kodshi: 'One shall awaken in the first year of the final century.' That one, who lived before and joined Kodshi in the great sleep, arise; as was promised and foretold. Arise. Arise! Welcome to the twenty-first century. Angelus is here. You'll see him soon. You haven't used your muscles in a very long time. It will be a while before you're strong enough to...

Holtz: Just tell me where he is.
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Man: We found them.

Holtz: Go.

Angelus: Uh, is your mother home there, young lady? Will you take us to her?

Sarah: Father said not to let strangers in while he's away.

Angelus: But we're not strangers. You're Sarah, aren't you? We know all about you. You're the apple of your father's eye.

Darla: Would strangers know that?

Angelus: So, lass. May two friends enter? Is that a 'yes', then?

Sarah: Yes.

Angelus: Ah. Lovely.

Darla: Such a dear girl. Remind me to give you a special treat.

Man: They're trapped inside.
Angelus: Did your mommy make you that dress, Sarah?

Caroline: What's all the fuss, love?

Angelus: Good evening to you, ma'am.

Caroline: Evening.

Holtz: Burn it down if you have to.

Angelus: We can only stay for a moment. We have a message for your husband.

Caroline: You know my Daniel? What is his message?

Darla: I'll give it to Sarah, hm?

Holtz: On my signal.

Darla: Close your eyes. I have a surprise for you.

Angelus: Tell your husband, Mr. Holtz...

Caroline: No... No...

Angelus: Never mind. I'll tell him, meself.

Holtz: Where are they?

"How do you hope to save others when you cannot save your own?"
Holtz: They're at my house.

Darla: Can something be done about that horrible noise? I think it wants its mother.

Angelus: Let's send it to her. Do you wanna do it, or should I?

Darla: Are you going to do it, or am I?

Sahjhan: I know it seems like only a moment to you. But two hundred and twenty-seven years have passed since our agreement. Empires have risen and fallen. Mankind has harnessed the power of the sun, walked on the moon, and turned arid deserts into fields of green.

Holtz: What of England? Has it survived the years and destruction?

Sahjhan: Yes. It went through a rough patch about sixty years ago, but it's mostly unchanged. Warm beer. Boiled meat. Bad teeth. That's why I moved to L.A. Have you followed this part of the history? American Revolution. Manifest Destiny. Westward expansion. The Beach Boys?

Holtz: I understand enough. One thing baffles me. These visions, wars, the weapons of destruction; how is it no one has killed Angelus or Darla?

Sahjhan: That's why I brought you here, remember? Because your fate and their fate are entwined.

Holtz: Then, let's go. Let's finish this. I want Angelus.

Sahjhan: I know. I want him, too. But we're going to do it right. I haven't waited two and a half centuries to mess it all up.

Holtz: You have been tracking them this entire time?

Sahjhan: Yes. But not in the way you imagine. There are other dimensions, other worlds where time behaves differently. I have an ability to navigate those dimensions.

Holtz: And is that why you haven't aged?

Sahjhan: That, and I had a little work done. Mostly around the eyes. Now, get some rest. You're going to need it.

Darla: You've figure out a way to do it?

Angel: No. I was thinking about the last time you were here.

Darla: Mm, that. Kind of hard to forget.

Angel: I know. I've tried.

Darla: Hey, you're the one that came in here all 'the world is a cold and lonely place'.
Angel: I had a bad day.

Darla: So, you threw me through those glass doors, slammed me against the wall, pushed me onto the bed and took what you wanted.

Angel: It seemed like the thing to do at the time. Come in.

Wesley: Sorry to intrude. We had a bit of a breakthrough with the Nyazian scroll translation. I thought you should know.

Fred: It turns out that some of the irregular verbs Wes was using were problematic when converted to Gashundi because of the Nyazian trick of converting both nouns and verbs, which he discovered by... Sorry. I'll shut up now, so he can tell you what he figured out.

Wesley: The tro-clon isn't a person or persons. It's a confluence of events.

Cordelia: Which means it not only involves you, Darla and the child, but other horrible things we don't know about.

Angel: That... That's good. Right? I mean, doesn't that mean that the kid isn't this evil, apocalyptic thing that we feared?

Wesley: Not necessarily. There are a few Nyazian phrases related specifically to the thing being born that I haven't been able to complete.

Angel: So, it's important that you do so.

Gunn: Because we need to know what kind of bun is in the oven.

Darla: I know one thing about it. Something's protecting it.

Fred: How do you know that?

Darla: Because I can't get rid of it.

Fred: Sorry I asked.

Gunn: So, you're saying, if I shot this into your stomach, it wouldn't do anything?

Darla: Fire away.

Angel: No one is firing anything.

Wesley: Angel's right. Clearly something wants this thing to come to term. We'll wait for it to be born, then, we'll chop its head off.

Fred: Well, what if it doesn't have a head?

Cordelia: We're gonna need a really big mallet.

Gunn: If it skitters, we should have a net or something. Maybe a flamethrower.

Angel: Flamethrower? No, no. There'll be no throwing of flames. Nobody's gonna do anything until we know exactly what's going on. Now, if anybody has a problem with that, they should leave now. Not you. Come on, guys. How about it? Cordy?

Cordelia: You want me to protect the vampire bitch who bit me and her evil love-child? Okay, I'm in. Oh, come on, tough girl. You're a vampire. A punch in the nose shouldn't hurt that much.

Fred: Not 'ow', her nose. She's having contractions.

Witness: Lilah Morgan
Cyril: Good morning, Miss Morgan.

Lilah: Morning. Would you take this to Pinderhook, down in Demon Resources, for me?

Cyril: Sure. Uh... Miss Morgan, I hate to bother you. But I've been admiring you for quite a while and I was wondering...

Lilah: Don't flatter yourself, Cyril. I don't date guys from the mail room.

Cyril: Me neither! I just thought you should know about this.

Lilah: Wait. You little weasel! If you think you can blackmail your way onto me on my desk...

Cyril: No! That's not it! You got it all wrong. I respect you way too much to be attracted to you. It's, it's just down in the mailroom, I see a lot. You know? Different factions in the firm. There comes a time when a guy has to choose a side.

Lilah: And is that disk your way of telling me you're choosing my side? And who are we allied against, you and I? Who is this common foe?

Cyril: I'd rather not...

Lilah: If you don't tell me right now, I'm gonna have your skin peeled off and stapled back on inside-out.

Cyril: Mr. Park.

Lilah: Gavin.

Cyril: Remember those exterminators he sent to Angel's hotel? They don't kill bugs. They plant them.

Lilah: Hm.

Angel: 'Good. That's it. Where is your weight? Balls of your feet? Don't forget to...'
Cordelia: 'Oops. Oh, God, you said that...'
Gavin: 'Kee-yi-ha-ow.' Someone doing an incantation?

Transcriber: No. Angel started training female one in martial arts. I think she got in a lucky punch.

Gavin: Any tech problems?

Transcriber: Just a couple glitches. Don't sweat it though. I've been staying late. That is the transcription of everything up to last week.

Lilah: How about that? I just asked myself, if I were a cockroach, where would I hide? And voilà! There you are! Did you really think you could blackmail me with this?

Gavin: Blackmail? No one cares. From what I've heard, bumping uglies with an old man that body-jumped into a vampire is the closest thing you've had to a meaningful relationship in years. This is about something else. Thank you, Cyril.

Cyril: You're welcome, sir.

Lilah: What was all that crap about choosing sides?

Gavin: He did. He's on mine.

Lilah: Is this your convoluted pathetic way of asking for my help? Because you sure need it. You're understaffed, underfunded, and clearly undertalented. So, what have we learned here?

Gavin: 'We'? There is no 'we'. I just decided it was time you understood the full scope of what I've been doing these past few months.

Lilah: Who is this 'unidentified, pregnant female'?

Transcriber: I, I don't know. We lost audio for a couple of days last week. I can pull the tape.

Lilah: See? Need me. Darla?

Gavin: Darla? That's impossible. Vampires can't give birth!

Lilah: Tell me about it. Linwood? It's Lilah. You're not gonna believe what I'm looking at.

Angel: How long since the last contraction?

Fred: About twenty minutes. They're still real irregular.

Darla: Something's wrong. The pain...

Angel: You like pain.

Darla: This is different. I want it out now!

Wesley: That's exactly what's happening, Darla. You're in the first stage of labor.

Angel: Labor, that's, that's good, right? How long does it usually last?

Wesley: It varies. On average, the whole thing, maybe eighteen hours.

Darla: Eighteen hours? That's too long!

Angel: Alright. Easy. Lie down. I'll be right back. Guys, we got to figure out what's inside of her now, before it skitters out.

Gunn: We should get a demony doctor in here. You know, someone who understands how her vampire girl parts work. You know what I'm saying.

Cordelia: Well, didn't she already try that whole shaman, voodoo, witch doctor thing?

Angel: Yeah. She did.

Fred: I don't suppose she ever went to like a normal doctor or a hospital?

Cordelia: Hey, there's an idea: hospital. Oh, wait, they don't admit vampires.

Angel: Who says we have to admit?

Wesley: Of course. We don't need the right doctor, we just need the right equipment.

Linwood: I don't care how much it costs. Just find someone who can answer the bloody question. Heads are gonna roll if the Senior Partners hear about this.

Gavin: They won't. That's why we came directly to you.

Linwood: Darla, pregnant. How'd we miss it?

Lilah: I'm sequestering the psychics and the mind readers in the conference room. We will get to the bottom of this.

Linwood: Man works hard; builds something; waters it; grows rich and powerful; leaves his wife for a younger beauty. These are the reasons we take certain blood oaths. And to have it all vanish because...

Lilah: Sir, I can't stress enough. There is no way we could have foreseen this.

Gavin: She's right, sir. No one could have known.

Christine: Hi, you've reached the Tittles. We can't come to the phone, right now. If you wanna leave a message for Christine, press one. For Bentley, press two. Or to speak to or worship Master Tarfall, underlord of pain, press three.

Cyril: Master, it's happened. The thing you have foreseen has come to be. We must tell the others.

"York, England
Nine years later"
Holtz: Another step and it'll be your last. If you've come for anything other than a fight, you're in the wrong place.

Sahjhan: A fight's exactly what I'm looking for.

Holtz: Be a man and show your face.

Sahjhan: I'm not a man. What I mean is...

Holtz: You're not human.

Sahjhan: But clearly masculine. You get that, right?

Holtz: You'll get more than a fight if you don't leave, right now.
Sahjhan: Fine. My mistake. I just thought you might want help killing Angelus and Darla.

Holtz: I don't need your help. I'll kill them, myself.

Sahjhan: Not to rain on your parade, but no, you won't. You'll die a bitter, old man and never see them again.

Holtz: You don't know that.

Sahjhan: I kinda do. In fact, I know that it'll be another two hundred years before you get another chance to confront either Angelus or Darla.

Holtz: And is this the part of the tale where the demon offers the broken man the chance to change all that?

Sahjhan: I'll take you to them. Two centuries into the future.

Holtz: Through black magic and sorcery.

Sahjhan: No. On a mule cart. Of course, through black magic and sorcery. I'm a demon.

Holtz: And what do you want from me?

Sahjhan: Your word. I want your word that when the time comes, you will show them no mercy. I don't mean to be pushy, but this is a limited time offer. Say 'yes', and I'll take you to them this very hour. Say no and realize the one chance to avenge what they did to your wife and children has slipped away forever.

Angel: How are you feeling?

Darla: I haven't had blood in almost a day and your devil spawn is trying to rip its way out of my body. How do you think I'm doing?

Cordelia: Psst. Paging Dr. Angel.

Wesley: I sent Gunn and Fred to find an ultra-sound machine so we can take a look. Inside Darla, that is.

Angel: What is this? A classroom?

Wesley: Yes. It's is a teaching hospital. How are you feeling, Darla?

Angel: Something wrong? Is that bad?

Wesley: Do you mind if I...

Darla: I won't bite.

Cordelia: No, but that thing inside might.

Wesley: You may have been experiencing something called Braxton-Hicks contractions. They're a form of false labor.

Darla: 'False'?

Wesley: 'False', as in 'not ready to come out, yet'.

Darla: Well, I'm way past ready. I'd cut it out of me if I could.

Gunn: Here you go, one ultra-sound machine.

Wesley: Darla, up on the table, please.

Angel: Don't you wanna see what's inside?

Holtz: You've kept me here long enough. Where are they?

Sahjhan: It's not that simple.

Holtz: I'm tired of waiting!

Sahjhan: Like I said, 'it's not that simple'. Do think I'd go to all this trouble of transporting you two and a half centuries if I could walk up to Angelus and stake him myself? Please! There are rules and timetables and forces at work far greater than either of us. Boy, you vengeful types aren't real good at playing with others, are you? It's my street face. Now, put that on. I've lined up some men to help us.

Man: Alright, then, sir. Are you know or have you ever been a vampire? Are any of your friends vampires?

Linwood: Thank you for coming. And correct me if I'm wrong, but the role of a psychic is to be psychic; to predict the future so that Wolfram and Hart doesn't find itself in this kind of predicament.

Psychic: I can't apologize enough, sir.

Linwood: You're right. You can't. But I'm not without compassion. I'm gonna give you a chance to save your job and your skin.

Psychic: No, you're not. You're gonna have me killed.

Linwood: Now, why couldn't you have had that kind of foresight when we needed it?

Mind Reader: They are telling the truth.

Lilah: Thank you. Intelligence is just coming in. No one seems to know how Darla could be pregnant. There is a rumor about a prophecy involving a vampire birth, but the scroll it's recorded on seems to be missing.

Linwood: Do you have any idea how many groups and cults and organizations would kill to get their hands on this baby? We've got to get it before anybody finds out.

Lilah: Yes, sir. And we will.

Linwood: We need to get, dissect it, and find out what it means.

Gavin: Berlin's on the phone for you, sir.

Linwood: Oh, God. If they've heard about this in Berlin, Singapore and Muncie can't be far behind. Now, listen, if the Senior Partners are looking to assign blame, the buck stops here, you understand me?

Lilah: Not exactly, sir.

Linwood: If the Partners are looking to place blame, I'm gonna have to step forward.

Lilah: That's inspiring, sir.

Linwood: Yes, I'll step forward and blame you. Darla was resurrected on your watch. I can think of no better scapegoat.

Lilah: You think this is over? Watch and learn, rookie.

Man: Yes? I understand.

Wesley: Well, then. Let's take a look, shall we? Well, I haven't studied one of these for quite a while.

Angel: Isn't that a head?

Wesley: I think it is. Or is that the head?

Fred: Maybe you're both right. It's not like I'm suggesting it's an evil two-headed thing.

Cordelia: I see it.

Darla: My little parasite.

Wesley: Oh, my...

Angel: What is it?

Wesley: It's, it's human.

Gunn: 'Human' as is in 'humanoid'? As in 'cannibalistic, humanoid underground dwellers'?

Wesley: No, 'human' as in 'a boy'.

Angel: 'Boy'?

Wesley: A boy. A boy. You're carrying a boy.

Darla: Great.

Angel: Gonna have a son. I'm gonna have a son.

Fred: Guys. As fascinating as an ultra-sound image of an unborn child may appear...

Angel: Me. A father. To a son. You know what that means?

Fred: We're surrounded by vampires?

Angel: No, it's a human bo... Oh. We are surrounded by vampires.

Cordelia: Ahem, so, who has a plan?

Gunn: 'Don't let 'em kill us' sounds like a good first step.

Vampire: The miracle child.
Vampires: The miracle child.

Vampire: For his time has come. Praise be. Praise be. Praise be.

Sahjhan: The buildings are taller, machines more powerful, and you can get really great Thai food at two in the morning. But the thing to understand is that people are the same today as they were in your day. They drink too much, they fight, they work hard, they fall in love...
Holtz: They have families.

Sahjhan: Yes, they still have families.

Holtz: I hope these men you've hired are ruthless bastards.

Demon: Go away!

Sahjhan: It's Sahjhan. This is where we'll get your men. Very exclusive.

Holtz: These aren't men.

Sahjhan: Once again: gender not species. I should have said 'minions'. Have you seen Grappler demons fight? Not the sharpest pencils in the box, but merciless in battle. Okay, guys! Over here! Time to meet the new jefe. And Flarmar, leave the head in the ring, okay?

Sahjhan: Ready to command your troops, Captain?

Holtz: Any other surprises I should know about?

Cordelia: Hey, I'm all for being idolized, but what the hell is going on?

Angel: What do you want?

Vampire: To protect the miracle child.

Angel: Protect? Ah, that's good. We're all here for the same thing.

Man: Die!
Vampire: As it has been prophesied by our great potentate Uthar, we vow our lives to protect this special child.

Angel: You hear that? Our kid. Special.

Vampire: Now, let us kill the humans so we may use their blood to nourish the mother and her miracle child.

Darla: Guess I'm getting dinner after all.

Gavin: Commander, this should provide your ops team with a solid tactical base. Plan and elevation drawings of every floor in Angel's hotel. I also have strategic surveillance capabilities so we can monitor the engagement from here.

Commander: Excellent. I'm confident my men will be able to capture and retrieve the target. The larger question revolves around subsequent extraction of the target's cargo.

Gavin: Getting the baby from Darla.

Linwood: Of course. And for that we have called in an expert.

Fetvanovich: You flatter me, sir.

Lilah: Gentlemen, may I introduce Dr. Fetvanovich from our satellite office in the Balkans.

Linwood: How do you do, Doctor?

Lilah: Dr. Fetvanovich is the world's foremost specialist in paranormal obstetrics. We are very fortunate he's consented to help.

Fetvanovich: It is I who feel fortunate. A vampire birth is, uh, unprecedented. I look forward to dissecting both the mother and the child.

Angel: Darla, you might wanna join the fight.

Darla: Sorry, darling. I'm gonna have to be Switzerland and sit this one out. Now, you did say you were just gonna kill the humans, right?

Vampire: Yes, just the humans. Then, we will nourish you, slice you open, wear your entrails as a belt and consume your eyeballs before we worship the miracle child.

Darla: Okay. I'm in.

Angel: Gunn, you and I can hold them off for as long as we can. The rest of you, get Darla to the car.

Darla: Oh, I'd rather stay and fight. Show these youngsters a thing or two about real carnage.

Angel: That's thoughtful, but you know, you should go.

Fred: Charles, do you have an extra dagger I could borrow?

Gunn: This okay?

Fred: Perfect.

Angel: On my count of three. One, two...

Fred: You freaks make one move and I'll slice the miracle kid into triplets.

Cordelia: It's always the quiet ones.

Vampire: Wait!

Fred: They don't know the knife can't hurt the baby.

Darla: They do now. Vampires have great hearing. Here we go.

Wesley: Everybody out!
Commando: All clear. Lobby secure, sir.

Doctor: Let's set up out here. Oh, and get a hose. I'm afraid there might be some blood. And you can set baby's cage next to mama's.

Gunn: I think we lost them.

Angel: Anybody hurt?

Cordelia: Nothing a couple of band-aids and a pint of Heath Bar Crunch can't fix.

Wesley: I'm good.

Angel: Darla? Darla, everything okay?

Darla: Yeah. Fine.

Wesley: You alright?

Darla: It's nothing!

Angel: It's the kid, isn't it? Seeing him on the monitor.

Darla: No, I'm just disappointed that the vamp cult didn't kill all of you guys. So, where're we going? I'm famished and we all know how ugly that can get.

Fred: Where are we going?

Angel: Somewhere safe.

Cordelia: Where's safe? The hotel is definitely out.

Gunn: How about if we go to...

Angel: Vegas? Sorry, Gunn, too high profile, but I agree we need to get out of dodge.

Wesley: Actually...

Cordelia: God! I hate it when you say that word! 'Actually' means that your oversized ginormous brain thought of something that the rest of us failed to consider, right?

Wesley: Just, other people seem to know a lot more about this kid's importance than we do. The only thing that can help us is back at the hotel. We can't protect your child unless we get the scrolls.

Angel: Okay, then. Quick stop.

Doctor: Is this man with you?

Holtz: Where is Angelus?

Linwood: Who is this pirate with a sword, and what is he doing in the middle of my operation?

Lilah: I don't know, sir. But he called Angel by his old name, Angelus.

Linwood: I need better audio.

Transcriber: Any second.

Holtz: Hand over the vampires.
Linwood: This has gone on long enough. I don't care who that man is. Take him out. Take him out now. Over.

Commando: Take him out!

Gavin: This should be sweet.

Linwood: Picture?

Transcriber: I'm working on it, sir.

Gavin: Burke's never lost.

Lilah: I'm sure it'll be over in just a second.

Gavin: That should do it.

Linwood: Anybody there? Over?

Cordelia: Why're we stopping here?

Angel: It's only a couple of blocks from the hotel. I'll go the rest of the way on foot.

Gunn: Hey, who said you get to be wheel man?

Cordelia: Who said it had to be a man?

Angel: The scrolls?

Wesley: In the cabinet back in the office.

Angel: If I'm not back in five minutes, leave without me.

Cordelia: Leave to where?

Angel: Anywhere. Somewhere safe.

Darla: Angel?

Angel: Yeah.

Darla: Just get out of here.

Holtz: Angelus. I've been looking for you.

Gunn: He said five minutes!

Cordelia: It's been six and a half.

Darla: It's so typical of him.

Fred: It probably wouldn't hurt to wait another minute, right? I mean, what's the worst thing that could happen in another minute? Ask a stupid question...

Wesley: Her water's broken. This is for real. There should be a blanket in the trunk.

Cordelia: What are we gonna do? Deliver the kid right here? Shouldn't we go somewhere?

Fred: What's keeping Angel?
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Angel: Holtz. My God.

Holtz: You have no god, demon.

Angel: The tro-clon; the prophecy: 'raised up from darkness to bring darkness'. That's you. Holtz, whatever brought you here...?

Holtz: You did. You and your demon bitch. For two hundred years I slept. For two hundred years I dreamt of nothing but this moment.

Angel: Which would explain why you look so well-rested.

Holtz: You haven't changed.

Angel: Actually, I have. While you were sleeping, a lot changed.

Holtz: Really? Somehow things seem the same to me.

Angel: You're wrong.

Holtz: I will have justice.

Angel: No. I don't think you will. There is no justice for the things I did to you.

Holtz: You didn't do them to me. And you didn't do them alone. Find the female. If he's here, Darla can't be far. Or are you going to tell me that's changed, too?

Gunn: She's gonna pop right here.

Wesley: The contractions, they're coming more frequently now.

Cordelia: You think?

Wesley: Angel's not back with the scrolls yet. I'd feel a lot better if we had the ancient prophecies to guide us.

Cordelia: Please! Women have been giving birth without ancient prophecies for years!

Gunn: What we could really use right about now is some Vaseline and a catcher's mitt.

Fred: I don't think she's ready to deliver yet, but she's moved into the active stage of her labor.

Gunn: Something must have happened.

Wesley: Now, it's up to us to protect Angel's unborn child. Darla, we're trying to take you out of here. Relax. The trick is to breathe. Something like this: Heh, heh, heh, hoh, hoh, hoh, heh, heh, heh...

Darla: I! Don't! Breathe!

Sarah: Papa? Papa.

Holtz: Sarah? Oh, Sarah! Sarah.

Sarah: Mommy won't wake up.

Holtz: Shh... Quiet now.

Holtz: 'Sleep, my love, and peace attend thee, all through the night. Guardian angels, God will lend thee, all through the night. Soft, the drowsy...'

Man: Captain.

Holtz: Don't come in here.

Man: Sweet Jesus.

Holtz: Get out!

Holtz: 'No forebodings, will alarm thee, all through the night. They will keep all peril from you, all through the night...'

Lilah: We've no idea who he is. We ran everything from the surveillance tapes through face and voice recognition and came up with nada. Whoever he is, he's not in the system.

Linwood: A new player.

Gavin: Or an old one.

Linwood: Go.

Gavin: Well, sir, he did address Angel as Angelus. That might suggest some sort of personal history.

Linwood: An old friend.

Lilah: Not likely. Angelus didn't have friends.

Linwood: What's the status of our surveillance?

Gavin: Still down, but we're working on it.

Linwood: And we've heard nothing yet from Commander Burke's team or from Dr. Fetvanovich?

Gavin: All units were successfully deployed at Angel's hotel. But that's all we know.

Linwood: Actually that's all you know. I, on the other hand, know nothing.

Gavin: Sir?

Linwood: It's clear that I could never have been involved in such an ill-conceived, and in the end, botched operation.

Gavin: Because you were never here.

Linwood: That is correct.

Gavin: But we were.

Linwood: You were. I'll expect a full report at Thursday's staff meeting; and be advised: when I hear about all this for the very first time I will be both shocked and appalled. Good night.

Gavin: He's gonna crucify us.

Lilah: They don't crucify here. It's too Christian.

Angel: You're still human. How'd you manage this?

Holtz: So, the question becomes: now that I have you, what's the best way to get her?

Angel: Only dark magics could have brought you this far.

Holtz: She was always the trick, you know, not you. Darla was the unpredictable one.

Angel: Was it a demon or something else?

Holtz: What if I just kill you now? Would she, somehow, sense it? Would she, then, come running? Would that bring her bursting through those doors, I wonder?

Angel: Did something come to you, or did you seek it out?

Holtz: She might show herself in the service of revenge. It can be a powerful motivator.

Angel: Yes, it can. What did you have to give up for this second chance?

Holtz: Give up? I had nothing to give up. You saw to that.

Angel: We took a lot from you, that's true. But we didn't get everything. We couldn't take your soul.

Holtz: What do you know of a soul.

Angel: I know yours will be destroyed if you allow yourself to be used in the service of evil. You're a good man, Holtz. A righteous man and you're being used for some purpose other than justice.

Holtz: Could it be you really have changed? I don't remember you ever pleading so cravenly before.

Angel: And I remember you used to work with men.

Gunn: Smack him again.

Wesley: Ow. That hurts.

Cordelia: Well, you know what they say: Birth, painful.

Wesley: Yes, but generally for the mother, not the bystanders. How long have I been out?

Fred: Not long, but we seem to be between contractions now.

Cordelia: Yep. She's been doing that.

Gunn: Hormones.

Wesley: Come on, then. Darla? Darla, do you feel well enough to travel? Good.

Darla: Doesn't anyone wanna sit back here with me?

Cordelia: We're good.

Gunn: Yeah, it's comfy.

Darla: I promise I won't throw anyone out of the car. Not while it's moving.

Fred: It's not that we don't trust you. I mean, we don't trust you. But the fact is, your water broke all over the back seat.

Darla: Oh.

Cordelia: What? What are you waiting for?

Wesley: I presume we have a tire iron in the trunk?

Gunn: Yeah, why? We got a flat?

Wesley: And how about a hurling axe, or some sort of heavy mallet? Also, a shotgun wouldn't be a terrible thing at this juncture.

Holtz: Are you still concerned about my soul, Angelus? My vampire priest? Excuse me. You've got her. Good. Bring her in.

Angel: Lilah.

Holtz: This isn't her.

Holtz: She's not even a vampire.

Lilah: No, I'm an attorney.

Angel: Let me guess: Dead guys all over my floor, friends of yours?

Lilah: Look, if I'd known you were torturing him, I wouldn't have interrupted. Please, continue. I'll wait until your finished.

Holtz: When I'm finished, he'll be dead.

Lilah: Really?

Holtz: You say you're an attorney. You deal in man's laws, I deal in God's.

Lilah: Ah, right. A good guy.

Holtz: Do you know what he is?

Lilah: Yeah, I know. Vampire, cursed by gypsies who restored his soul, destined to atone for centuries of evil; wacky sidekicks; yadda, yadda. I'd have him killed myself, except the people I work for have this 'policy'.
Holtz: Hm.

Lilah: Hm.

Holtz: What does she mean: 'cursed by gypsies'?
Angel: Long story, Holtz. I doubt it would interest you much.

Lilah: How about I go to my car for about twenty seconds? That should give you enough time in here. Then, I gotta call some people to clean this mess up. I've got an early staff meeting in the morning.

Holtz: I can't allow you to leave.

Lilah: What do you mean? Of course, you can.

Holtz: No. You said you work for the law.

Lilah: No, I didn't. I said I'm a lawyer. I don't care about the law.

Angel: Lilah?

Lilah: What?

Angel: Duck.

Holtz: Search the grounds! Those men you sent to kill Angelus, they were each of them brave.

Lilah: Oh, good.

Holtz: They fought to the last.

Lilah: Yeah, I get that.

Holtz: But send more, and I'll do the same. No one will have him but me.

Lilah: They weren't sent for Angel. This was meant to be a party for his girlfriend.

Holtz: You know of Darla?

Lilah: Sure.

Holtz: Tell me: these gypsies, did they curse her, as well? Has she, too, been re-ensouled?

Lilah: Darla? No. She's free-range evil.

Holtz: Hm.

Lilah: Hey, if you do manage to catch up with her, I think maybe we can do some business.

Holtz: The only business that I have with Darla is to send her back to the hell that made her.

Lilah: Yeah, okay. Whatever. Harvey? It's Lilah. I've got a job for you. Angel Investigations. Yeah. Full cleaner service. Thanks.

Wesley: Keep them moving.

Gunn: Don't let them get behind you!

Fred: Charles! Thanks.

Angel: What are we looking at?

Wesley: Holtz?

Angel: Yeah.

Wesley: The vampire hunter that tracked you and Darla...

Angel: Through the late seventeen hundreds, yeah.

Gunn: Sure it wasn't his great, great, great-grandson?

Angel: No, it was him.

Fred: Maybe he's part of what's supposed to rain down ruination upon mankind. The Nyazian Prophecies did say that the tro-clon was going to be a confluence of events.

Cordelia: And the sudden appearance of an eighteenth-century vampire hunter in the twenty-first century does seem pretty confluey.

Gunn: You think he's here for the baby?

Angel: I don't think he even knows about it.

Fred: He wouldn't have to. That's the tragic beauty of a cosmic convergence. I, I mean, he just plays his own small part. He, he comes here looking for Angel and Darla, and in the process ends up finding Angel's unborn child, who, as it turns out, wasn't evil at all as we feared, but was actually meant to be some sort of Messianic figure. But Holtz kills it before it's even born and his vengeance, somehow, triggers the end of the world! Or not! It could go either way. Have you thought of a name yet?

Wesley: We need to find Darla before Holtz does.

Angel: I can find her a lot faster on my own.

Wesley: Of course.

Angel: If you guys could just find some place safe for her to have this baby, we'll come to you.

Gunn: We can do that.

Cordelia: Hey! Be careful.

Wesley: Angel. The scrolls, you didn't manage to...

Angel: No.

Wesley: I'm sure we'll be fine without them.

Man: Nyazian. Exquisite! I recognize the Gashundi cross-text. Quite a find! Have you any idea what this is worth?

Lilah: Hopefully enough to cover my ass. Here, these notes should help speed things up a little.

Man: Ah! You had another translator work on this, I see. I don't recognize the handwriting, but the idiom would indicate an Englishman.

Lilah: I don't know. I don't remember.

Man: It wasn't Worm Forsch in Ancient Symbols and Icons, was it? He's had his eye on my cubicle.

Lilah: No, it was somebody else. You don't know them.

Man: He's only got that one eye...

Lilah: Don't worry about it. Outside contractors. Now, I've highlighted the sections they seemed to be concentrating on.

Man: You highlighted an ancient Nyazian scroll?

Lilah: In yellow.

Man: Hm.

Lilah: So, can you translate it?

Man: When it comes to sacred prophecies it's always going to be more of an interpretation than a strict translation.

Lilah: I'm just looking for the gist here. What does it say?

Man: Let's see. Bring... forth... appear... born... Uh! Something about a birth!

Lilah: What? What about the birth?

Man: It's unclear.

Lilah: Make it clear.

Man: Well, this should be fun!

Lilah: No. This shouldn't be fun, what it should be is done by morning or I'll have your family killed.

Holtz: You knew. You knew and you didn't tell me.

Sahjhan: Okay! So, I left out one teeny-weeny, little detail. It didn't seem all that important.

Holtz: Not important? Angelus with a soul?

Sahjhan: It doesn't mean anything!

Holtz: It means everything.

Sahjhan: See? This is why I didn't mention it. So, Angel has a soul. Big whoop! So did Attila the Hun! Not to mention a heart as big as all outdoors when it came to gift-giving. He is still a vampire! Angel, not Attila.

Holtz: He's not the same vampire.

Sahjhan: Of course, he is! His hair is a little shorter, a little spikier. He's using product. But it's the same guy.

Holtz: No. He's changed. He's different.

Sahjhan: Look. I don't know what kind of moral mind games you've been torturing yourself with, but can't let this soul thing get in the way of what you swore to do.

Holtz: Get in the way?

Sahjhan: That's what this is about, right? You find out Angel has a soul; now, you're wondering if things are a little murkier, ethically-speaking.

Holtz: Things have never been clearer. Releasing his soul to suffer for all eternity only makes his destruction more just, more fitting.

Sahjhan: Oh. Well, then, what's the problem?

Holtz: You've had me hunting the wrong prey.

Sahjhan: Ah! Right. Because an Angel with a soul is going to be a slightly different challenge from an Angel without a soul.

Holtz: I must know everything.

Sahjhan: Right. No, gotcha. My mistake.

Holtz: You've kept nothing else from me, then?

Sahjhan: Ah. No. Nothing I can think of.

Angel: You always did love a view.

Darla: Look at it. Listen to it. Can you smell it? This world. This horrible world. Why would anyone want to bring a baby into it?

Angel: To make it better, maybe?

Darla: Or to destroy it finally.

Angel: Why is it everyone insists on planning my son's future before he's even born?

Darla: Alright, then, how's this? It doesn't have a future. Not with me.

Angel: Darla...

Darla: Angel, I can't have this baby.

Angel: What?

Darla: I can't let it out. I, I can't.

Angel: Okay, not sure you have a lot of choice in the matter...

Darla: Look, I know. It wants to come out. I can feel it. It's ready. It's just I can't let it. I can't let because... because...

Angel: You love it.

Darla: Completely. I love it completely. I, I, I don't think I've ever loved anything as much as this life that's inside of me.

Angel: Well, you've never loved anything, Darla.

Darla: That's true. Four hundred years and I never did 'til now. I don't know what to do.

Angel: Well, you-you'll do the only thing that you can do. You'll have it. You'll have it, and then...

Darla: What? We'll raise it?

Angel: Why not?

Darla: It's impossible.

Angel: This whole thing is impossible, Darla, but it's happening.

Darla: What do I have to offer a child, a human child, besides ugly death?

Angel: Darla.

Darla: You know it's true.

Angel: No. What I do know is that you love this baby, our baby. You've bonded with it. You've spent nine months carrying it, nourishing it...

Darla: No. No, I haven't been nourishing it. I haven't given this baby a thing. I'm dead. It's been nourishing me. These feelings that I'm having, they're not mine. They're coming from it.

Angel: You don't know that.

Darla: Of course, I do! We both do. Angel, I don't have a soul. It does. And right now, that soul is inside of me, but soon, it won't be, and then...

Angel: Darla...

Darla: I won't be able to love it. I won't even be able to remember that I loved it. I want to remember.

Angel: Shh...

Lorne: Here?! She wants to have it here? Well, that's just a terrible idea. Can't you see I'm working my tush off trying to get ready for a grand re-opening? Uh, uh, Gorsh entrails behind the bar next to the Maraschinos. I can't have baby here! I just had the booth simonized.

Cordelia: Lorne, what do you want us to do? Tell Angel and Darla that they're not welcome here?

Lorne: No. No, of course not. Caritas is and will always be a sanctuary. That is if some people ever finish the work they promised to have done three days ago. How's the job coming, Arnie?

Arnie: I think we'll have up on her feet by the time you open tomorrow night.

Gunn: New security system?

Lorne: Yeah, routes the new sanctuary spells together to prevent both human and demon violence, creating a totally carnage-free Caritas.

Arnie: But uh, balancing that interspecies flux, a little trickier than I expected.

Lorne: Uh-huh. That's not the only thing that's tricky around here. You hum while you work.

Arnie: Yeah, so?

Lorne: So? I just read you, buster! Which connection are you leaving unconnected to milk this job?

Arnie: You're questioning my work ethic?

Lorne: No, I'm firing you! Get out. Out. Git. Go on.

Arnie: Hey, I'm union. You got to pay me for the full day.

Lorne: Out. I'll finish this, myself. How hard could this be?

Darla: You won't let me hurt it, will you? You'll protect it, right? From me, I mean.

Angel: Yeah.

Wesley: We found a place.

Angel: Is it safe?

Wesley: I'm sure by the time you get here it'll be safe as houses.

Lorne: Okay. Try that.

Fred: Nope, still not working.

Lorne: Okay. Uh. Try it now.

Gunn/Fred: No!

Angel: Hey, Darla? We should get going. I feel a storm coming. You okay? Another contraction?

Darla: No. It's something else.

Lilah: You got something?

Man: Yes. I believe I do. I have to say, whoever you had working on this before was very close. These notes were enormously helpful.

Lilah: That's great. What does it say?

Man: I can see he ran into trouble right here with the tense. Gashundi tenses are tricky little buggers!
Lilah: I'm riveted. The birth! What does it say about the birth?

Man: Well, actually, it's funny... it doesn't.

Lilah: What do you mean, 'it doesn't'. But you said it did.

Man: Yes, I did say it did.

Lilah: But it doesn't.

Man: In a way.

Lilah: I have a gun.

Man: The prophecy, it's not so much a birth announcement as it is an obituary.

Lilah: Obituary?

Man: Yes. The prophet is telling us there will be no birth.

Lilah: But are you sure?

Man: Oh, quite sure! 'For surely in that time, when the sky opens and the heavens weep, there will be no birth, only death.'

Lilah: 'Only death'?

Man: Just death.

Lilah: 'Just death'.

Man: Captain. Captain, we beg you. Let us take you out of this place. It's the Devil's work.

Holtz: Not the Devil. Just a demon.

Man: What are we going to do?

Holtz: Whatever we have to.

Sarah: Papa, no! Please, no, papa! Papa, don't. Let me go! No, papa. Papa, don't!

Lorne: Okay. Okay. I'm convinced I got it this time!

Gunn: Ow.

Lorne: Let me see that.

Angel: Just a few more steps. That's it. Okay. Alright. Guys. A chair. Chair.

Gunn: Geez, what happened?

Angel: Easy.

Darla: Thanks.

Cordelia: You're welcome.

Fred: You gave us quite a scare. But I guess you're used to that, what with being a scary thing and all.

Darla: Yeah. I'm sorry about that. I don't know what got into me.

Angel: She's in a lot of pain.

Wesley: How frequent are the contractions?

Angel: It's been... I don't know, maybe an hour?

Wesley: An hour? She was well into the active stage of labor. I don't understand.

Angel: I don't either. She just stopped having them.

Wesley: But the pain she's experiencing?

Angel: She says she's experiencing something else.

Wesley: That's worrying.

Cordelia: Angel!

Angel: Darla?

Darla: Angel!

Lorne: Let's get her into my bedroom. Come on. Easy. Easy now. Come on, sweetheart. We'll get you right in there.

Sahjhan: It's time to get to work.

Holtz: You found him, then?

Sahjahn: Tell him.

Arnie: Don't forget what we discussed.

Sahjhan: You'll get your money.

Arnie: I've heard that one before. You know, I've got mouths to feed. Plus, a family. Some of them have mouths, too.

Sahjhan: Just tell him what you heard!

Arnie: 'Lorne, what do you want us to do? Tell Angel and Darla they're not welcome here?' 'No, of course not. Caritas is and always will be a sanctuary.'
Angel: Is she gonna be okay?

Wesley: She's tough as nails.

Fred: And immortal, so, that's, you know, in her favor, health-wise.

Angel: What about the baby? What? What is it?

Wesley: Angel, I think you need to prepare yourself for the worst.

Angel: No.

Wesley: The baby's heartbeat is faint. Very faint.

Angel: What do we do?

Wesley: I'm not sure there is anything we can do. Darla's body, it's not a life-giving vessel. I don't know that it's equipped to do what it needs to do in order to bring a baby to term.

Angel: So, so, what, what are you saying? We just let it die?

Cordelia: Uh, what about a C-section?

Fred: Normally, that's exactly what we'd do in this instance, but... the mystical forces that's been protecting the pregnancy...

Angel: ...is gonna end up killing it.

Wesley: That's my fear.

Angel: This doesn't make any sense. I mean, this whole thing has been a miracle, right? You don't just get half a miracle, do you? I mean, the Powers, they brought her this far, they protected the baby all this time...

Gunn: We don't know that. We don't know that it's the Powers that's been protecting it. Angel, I'm sorry, but what if what Darla's carrying is the thing in the prophecies? That scourge of mankind that's supposed to plunge the world into ultimate darkness? What if what if what's happening to Darla now, what if that's the Powers? Finally stepping up to the plate and doing something for once!

Angel: How? By killing my kid?

Cordelia: Do you always have to be so damned honest?

Lorne: What? Hey! Hey, it, it worked! I fixed it! Uh, yay, me?

Angel: Hi. How're you doing?

Darla: He finally stopped kicking.

Angel: Did he? I guess he figured he finally got your attention. You called him a 'he'. I think that's the first time you've ever done that.

Darla: He's dying. Isn't he?

Angel: No.

Darla: You lied much better when you didn't have a soul. I can feel the life slipping away from me.

Angel: Then, don't let it. You have to fight for this. Please.

Darla: I don't know how. My boy. My darling boy. I told you I had nothing to offer this kid. Some mother; can't even offer it life.

Gunn: Maybe I should go in there; apologize.

Wesley: Best to just stay here, wait this out.

Cordelia: I think both Angel and Darla just need a little time alone.

Fred: This isn't gonna end well, is it?

Lorne: Okay. Everybody's drinking. I'm buying. Oh, hello.

Holtz: Hello.

Lorne: We're not open at the moment. Why don't you come back tomorrow night? It's the grand re-opening. Here. Here's a flyer.

Holtz: Thanks. 'Sleep, my love, and peace attend thee, all through the night. Guardian angels, God will send you, all through the night...'
Lorne: Run!

Cordelia: What's going on?

Lorne: Just run! Run.

Angel: What's going on?

Wesley: We're being attacked.

Angel: Attacked? I thought you had double-protection Sanctorium spells?

Lorne: I do. It's a thing with the door and the stairs and the world and the thing. Never mind!

Gunn: Apparently you can be outside and shove stuff in.

Lorne: I just said that.

Angel: It's Holtz.

Darla: What?

Lorne: Come on. We've got to move the bed.

Darla: How's it possible?

Angel: He's here. I would have mentioned it before, but I didn't think it was the right time.

Darla: No. No, it's the perfect time.

Gunn: What's behind the bed?

Lorne: An old loading dock door. I had the whole place converted.

Wesley: What's on the other side?

Lorne: An alley.

Darla: What we did to him.

Angel: I know.

Gunn: You got an axe, a hammer or anything?

Wesley: Buddha head.

Cordelia: A rhino.

Darla: That's why this is happening. His family, his children... what that must have been like for him. Doesn't seem so funny now, does it?

Angel: Darla?

Wesley: Angel, we could use some vampire strength here.

Angel: Cordy, Fred!

Darla: No. No. Go on. I can't. It doesn't matter, anyway.

Angel: I'm not leaving you, alright? Easy. Alright. Go get my car. It's out front. I got you. Go! Fred, go with them.

Fred: It's okay. They'll come back for us.

Angel: You're gonna be okay.

Darla: No. No, I don't think so. Once he's gone, I won't be okay. I won't be okay at all. I don't know what I'll be. Angel... Our baby is gonna die right here in this alley. You died in an alley, remember?

Angel: I remember.

Darla: I wanna say I'm sorry. I wanna say it and mean it, but I can't. Aren't you gonna tell me it's okay?

Angel: No.

Darla: No. It's really not, is it? We did so many terrible things together. So much destruction. So much pain. We can't make up for any of it. You know that, don't you?
Angel: Yeah.

Darla: This child, Angel, it's the one good thing we ever did together. The only good thing. You make sure to tell him that.

Sahjhan: Do it! Now's your chance. Do it! Finish it while you still can! You can't just let him walk away! Not now! Not after what you swore to me!

Holtz: I swore that I would show no mercy. And I won't.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Cordelia: We need to make some little changes for safety. Covers for the outlets, kid-proof the locks on the weapons cabinet. Right after we gut and remodel the entire hotel.

Fred: We should be careful. Whatever was in those cages could still be loose.

"Baby"
"Mother"
Fred: Oh.

Gunn: There's blood over here.

Wesley: Not to mention some bastard has blown a gaping hole in the lift.

Angel: Sorry. My bastard.

Wesley: Oh. Well, not like we ever use it.

Lorne: Now, is that any way to welcome a houseguest?

Gunn: Houseguest?

Lorne: Well, I figured since you all managed to destroy my club twice, that I wouldn't be imposing if I hit you up for a place to stay. On second thought, maybe I should reconsider that standing offer I have from a marginally-attractive Mulix demon.

Wesley: Well, if he/she/it has more suitable accommodations...

Lorne: Ah, come on, hand over the little nipper. Let Uncle Lorne have a gander. Oh, come on, I'm sure everyone else's already had their turn! Wow. I'm sensing a serious 'mama bear' vibe.

Cordelia: Yeah, we're all still waiting our turn.

Lorne: I get it. Looky-don't-touchy? I see he's got himself a little scratch...

Cordelia: Yeah, during the rush to get out of the alley. Here, let me put a little ointment on it.

Angel: I, I, I got it. I got it. Easy. Right there. Alright. Let your arms out. Okay. Shh. What? What did I do?

Cordelia: You don't have a woman's touch, whatever your taste in clothing may indicate.

Gunn: I don't even wanna know.

Fred: You think you could throw it?

Gunn: I guess. Why?

Fred: There!

Gunn: Bogey at the back door!

Cordelia: This isn't over, is it?

Wesley: No. Angel's son is part of the prophecy. Everyone and everything will be coming for him.

Gunn: Which means we need a plan.

Angel: Aha! I think I figured it out. He wet himself.

Wesley: Angel, we could use your help when you're finished changing the baby, who is being changed on my desk.

Angel: Sorry. I needed the space.

Wesley: Of course. And seeing as you once nearly had sex on my desk I shouldn't be surprised that, now, there is a baby on it.

Angel: Hey! First of all, that wasn't me, that was some guy who switched bodies with me. And second of all, can we keep the s-e-x talk away from the baby?

Wesley: Do you need help?

Angel: Ah, no, Wes. I know how to change a diaper; a normal one with pins. It's these newfangled fasteners.

Wesley: Did you know these diapers are lined with a space-age material originally designed for NASA astronauts? Hm, interesting. Though, now, I'm picturing grown men in nappies and am rather disturbed.

Angel: Ah, okay, got it. You're all ready aren't you? Right. How's the list coming along?

Wesley: We've divided it into two categories. Column one: groups or individuals that we know pose a threat to the baby: 'Holtz', 'Wolfram and Hart', the vampire cult that attacked us at the hospital. Column two: those who could pose a threat once they get wind of the baby.

Angel: 'Order of Phillius'. 'Beltar the Cremator'. 'Frank'?

"Piper Beast"
"The Scourge"
Gunn: Local mobster. Specializes in kidnapping.

Angel: Ah. What, what, what? What is it? You can't be wet again. I just changed you. Ah-hm, are you hungry? I got a bottle all ready for you. Where did I put his bottle? I had a bottle all ready for him! Okay. Here's your baba. Take your baba. You just take it like this, and you drink, and you're happy.

Gunn: Angel, why don't you let me take him for a little while. I helped raise my cousin since she was about a week old.

Angel: I, I can handle it. Alright, so, we got a list. All we have to do is erase everyone on it.

Fred: I can do that for you.

Cordelia: Ah, Fred...

Fred: What? Oh, you meant erase in a squish and kill violent kind of way. I'll just put that back.

"Holtz"
Angel: Come on, it's a nice baba. You wanna stop crying and take your baba; yes, you do, please?

Sahjhan: Well that was a thrilling evening. It's not like I've been waiting two hundred and fifty years for you to take your blood vengeance on Angel to have you just stand there and let him walk away.

Holtz: Why didn't you tell me Darla was pregnant?

Sahjahn: Didn't matter. You were supposed to kill them both before she could have it.

Holtz: She sacrificed herself to save the child.

Sahjhan: Yeah. Darla did your job for you. Well, at least one of them is dust.

Holtz: She got off easy. Angel's demise will be a great deal more painful.

Sahjhan: You know you throw around a lot of big words like death and pain and no mercy, but so far, I haven't seen bupkus. Listen to me, Holtz, we got prophecies to fulfill. We don't need some deep, dark plan for Angel. You put a stake in him, you watch him go poof! It's a classic.

Holtz: Step one is getting rid of these minions.

Sahjhan: No. Step one is poof. And then, there are no more steps. And we can't get rid of the Grapplers. I signed a two-week contract. Trust me, you don't wanna piss these guys off.

Holtz: They're soulless beasts bred only to maim and kill.

Sahjhan: Ah! Maim and kill. Two more words I like. You're gonna need these guys unless you're plan is to kill Angel with candy clowns and marshmallow pies. What's happening?

Holtz: I need more than mere fighters.

Sahjhan: They're choking! Do you know the Heimlich? I can't do it in this dimension. My arms will go right through them. What did you do?

Holtz: I poisoned their drink.

Sahjhan: Why?!

Holtz: Because I don't need mercenaries who will kill for anyone willing to pay their price. I need warriors who will die for my cause... like that.

Sahjhan: Great. So, step one is I'm stuck with four costly and dead demons. What's step two?

Holtz: We can find information using this box correct?

Sahjhan: Yeah. You won't believe how fast my connection is. What do you wanna find?

Holtz: Obituaries.

Gunn: What about that ninja guy that attacked us at the hospital?

Wesley: The vampire cult killed him before he could get to the baby.

Fred: There could be more of them.

Cordelia: The world is a sick and demented place. You know there are already three websites offering money for the baby?

"Ninja guys"
Angel: Fred, help them trace the websites.

Fred: Right.

Angel: It's good. Try it. You'll like it. Mm, so good. See? Ha. Teddy likes it. And I like it, too. See? Mm.

Fred: What was that?

Lorne: Oh, just listening to those Furies gives me whiplash! Thank God they finally left. My head was about to pop off. Which, granted, not that big a deal.

Wesley: That flash was their spell kicking in?

Lorne: Yeah, they put a force field over the entire hotel. No one or thing can get in or out.

Fred: So, the baby's safe? We're all safe. Right, Lorne? I, I mean, unless one of those killers decides to throw in a fire bomb in at us like they did at your club, which had a similar safety spell around it as I recall. Sorry.

Angel: She's right. He won't be safe here for long.

Lorne: Well, we can get out if we have to. I installed an emergency exit down in the sewers. A, a mystical barrier, opens and closes with a password. Pylean word for 'hedgehog'.

Fred: Oh. Oh!

Gunn: I'm guessing it means something very different in English?

Cordelia: Well, we'll have to use it. The baby needs to see a doctor.

Angel: What? He's not sick! Does he look sick?

Cordelia: No. But he needs his newborn check-up. The baby book says that he's supposed to have a vitamin K shot and a PKU test after he's born. Uh, are you gonna circumcise?

Gunn: I think he heard you.

Lorne: Speaking of hearing things, are there any fluorescent lights in here? I keep hearing this hum. Plus, fluorescent green light, green skin it's all bad. I'll take the blank stares as a big, fat no.

Angel: Gunn?

Gunn: Yeah.

Angel: I'm in a war here. I'm gonna need some serious firepower.

Gunn: You mean something beyond swords and spears?

Angel: Way beyond.

Gunn: I know some guys. Leave it to me.

Angel: Thanks. We get into the websites?

Fred: Not yet. Normally all we would have to do is hack into the e-mail and track the relays, but they're using re-mailers.

Angel: Which means?

Cordelia: Which means there is no direct I.D., it's going to take a little time...

Angel: We don't have a little time. Are those all the names up there on the board?

Wesley: Working on some other leads. We all want the same thing, Angel. We're doing the best we can.

Angel: Do better.

Wesley: Angel!

Angel: I promised his mother. No one is gonna put their hands on this child. No one.

Linwood: 'No one is going to put their hands on this child.' Is this meant to be ironic? According to our highly, and I'm now thinking, somewhat overpaid translators, the Nyazian scroll said the child would never be born. And yet, here he is.

Gavin: It was a technicality, sir. Darla died during childbirth.

Lilah: Dusted during childbirth is more like it. According to our sources she staked herself, leaving the baby alive and kicking, but never actually born. MacDuff was, from his mother's womb, untimely ripped.

Linwood: Clever loophole. We could use some of those Nyazian scroll writers in Contracts and Negotiations.

Gavin: We have to get that baby.

Lilah: He has a knack for stating the obvious, sir.

Gavin: I also have an intercept team working on tactical scenarios as we speak. I'm sure Lilah would have thought of that given time.

Linwood: Moving on children. I want everything there is on this character. He slaughtered some of our best-trained men. He's gonna be a problem.

Lilah: We're locating him, sir.

Linwood: Preferably before he locates us. That's a cute little baby. Yes, you are. And your daddy is a vampire with a soul. And sometimes he reverts to a creature of pure, malevolent evil, who could rip your tiny throat out. Yes, he does. I like kids. The Senior Partners took mine before I really got to know them. Turn it up. Turn it down.

Angel: Teddy isn't crying. Do you see Teddy cry? Teddy isn't crying. Do you see Teddy crying? No, Teddy isn't crying. Come on, kid, you gotta give me something here. Alright. Last ditch effort. 'Too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ral, too-ra-loo-ra-li, too-ra-loo-ra-loo-ral, that's an Irish lullaby'...

Lorne: Here, let me give it a try. 'Ooh, ooh, baby, baby. Ooh, ooh, baby, baby. Mistakes, I know I made a few, but I'm only human. You'll make mistakes, too. And I'm crying...' He doesn't like Smokey Robinson and the Miracles? I thought you said this kid had a soul.

Angel: You know what, you're fed, you're changed. I hold you, you cry. I put you down, you cry. What do you want me to do here? I'm a terrible father. I can't even get him to stop crying.

Lorne: Yeah, well, it's getting a little tense your vibe, that is.

Angel: My vibe? What vibe?

Lorne: Oh, just the incredibly anxious one that's been coming of you in waves ever since he was born. He's deeply connected to you. If you're wound this tight, how do you think he's gonna feel?

Angel: Hey, he's not even a day old and he's got an enemies list. How would you feel? Wouldn't you be a little edgy?

Lorne: Yeah. I'd also be in awe. Look at him. He's more than a mission, bro'. Look at him. Look at him.

Angel: It's alright. It's gonna be alright. It's gonna be alright. Hey. Shh. Do you like that? Well, obviously. Okay. How about this one? Okay. I only got one more in me. Yeah, that's my little guy! You like that, don't you? A bootchie-wootchie...

Lilah: Lilah Morgan, clearance: 0112773.

Files And Records: There you are. What can I do for you, Miss Morgan?

Lilah: I want everything the firm has on Angel, the whole case file. His life history, unlife history, intercept records, victim lists, transfers and accounts; everything. I'm looking for someone he crossed paths with probably a hundred years ago or more. And make it fast. The boys upstairs are at DEFCON, like, a thousand.

Files And Records: Sure thing, Miss Morgan. Just a sec.

Lilah: Everything is in there.

Files And Records: Right down to the baby that wasn't supposed to be born.

Lilah: How do you know about that?

Files And Records: I'm Files and Records. It's my job.

Lilah: Great. I'll be back when I'm...

Files And Records: Uh, Miss Morgan, there aren't any documents in there, you know. That's just the reference key to the full file.

Lilah: The reference key? So, where is the full file?

Files And Records: The key is only helpful in locating which section of the file you'd like to look at.

Lilah: That whole thing is Angel's file.

Files And Records: Just the first thirty-five cabinets.

Lilah: Right. Does China Palace deliver down here?

"www.LosAngelesGlobeHerald.com
Obituaries
Julia Cooper
By W. Lobedell

Julia Cooper, interior designer known for her work on hospitals and churches, died Tuesday, June 3, 2001 in Los Angeles, the victim of an apparent mugging..."
Holtz: Your punch could have been quicker without so much to drink.

Justine: It's kind of a trade-off, because without that much to drink, hurts a lot more.

Holtz: You stick to the shadows.

Justine: I'm not much of a day person.

Holtz: I'm not here to fight.

Justine: Your bad luck.

Holtz: I know you're in pain. I know what it's like to grieve.

Justine: Nice goatee. Kind of rounds out the whole creepy stalker look. I'll be moving on now.

Holtz: Justine. I'm not finished.

Justine: You know my name?

Holtz: I know everything. You live at 1722 Spaulding. You stay out all night. Sleep all day. Ever since your sister was murdered six months ago. Your twin. It wasn't a mugging like the paper said, was it? Major blood loss, two unidentifiable neck wounds.

Justine: So?

Holtz: My name is Holtz. I want to help you.

Justine: I'll tell you what I want. I want you to stay the hell away from me.

Fred: Thanks. Oh, oh, we still haven't traced the websites.

Cordelia: Relax. Get any sleep?

Angel: Nah, I was up all night watching him.

Cordelia: You know, if you'd let us take shifts, we could...

Angel: No, I wasn't watching him like that, I was just watching him. He looks a little bit like me, don't you think?

Cordelia: Oh, yeah. Look at that brow. He's a miniature you. Why don't you hand him over for a while, catch some shut-eye.

Angel: No. I'll sleep when I know he's safe.

Cordelia: Which will be when? Around never? Angel, I understand you wanna protect him, but you gotta let go a little. Share part of the responsibility. You can't be everything for him.

Angel: I'm his only family. My job now is to be everything for him.

Cordelia: Really? Okay. Follow me. Come on.

Angel: Where are we going?

Cordelia: Come on.

Angel: Cordelia...

Cordelia: We're going outside, where your son is gonna wanna go play. Where you have to rush him to the hospital if he gets sick in the daytime. But I see your point. You can't go outside during the day like other parents because you're a vampire. And even if you weren't, you can't do everything for him.

Angel: If he has to get to the hospital at noon on the sunniest day of the year, he'll get there, even if I don't.

Cordelia: Angel, stop, Angel...

Lorne: Good morning, all. Is that bacon I smell or did somebody fall asleep with the curtains open? You got to figure, a guy like you, a place like this, the only truly safe room would be the janitor's closet.

Angel: Thanks for the tip.

Fred: Were you able to sleep, Lorne, or did you still hear that humming?

Lorne: Oh, I got some earplugs. Put them in and slept like a baby. Cried and wet the bed all night. Tough room.

Gunn: Mission accomplished. You said you wanted fire power, so... Also, we got company out front.

Angel: Did they see you?

Gunn: Nah. I saw them, kept on going, doubled back and came in through the sewer.

Angel: Who are they?

Gunn: Well, two blacked out cars of what I'm betting is more vampire cult. And a biker gang I recognize from back in the day.

Angel: Humans?

Gunn: Yeah. Into extortion and kidnapping. There are also some funky fellows in a van I didn't recognize, wearing hooded cloaks.

Wesley: Lilliad demons. Their fun is making a magical broth from the bones of human children. That's two 'L's in the middle. They probably want to find out how the child born of a vampire effects the recipe. They use strong magic. They may be able to break the furies spell.

Angel: What are they waiting for?

Wesley: Night. Their power is linked directly to the lunar cycle.

Cordelia: So, we're safe for now, but when the moon rises...

Fred: And tonight's a full moon.

Gunn: No matter what kind of weapons we have, we're not gonna be able to fight off the whole world once that force field comes down.

Wesley: I don't see that we have a choice.

Lilah: This is impossible. Two hundred seventy-five years of the most inane... What kind of wussy name is Liam, anyway? Okay. You're at the hotel. The pirate is about to kill Angel. Angel calls him, what? What was it? 'Hose'? 'Hope'?
Files And Records: 'Holtz'?

Lilah: What?
Files And Records: 'Holtz, Daniel. Vampire killer circa 1754. He hunted Angel and Darla halfway around the world until his mysterious disappearance in 1773.' Larson McMillian. Vampiricus Conquestus. Page 412.

Lilah: How did you...?
Files And Records: I'm Files and Records. It's my job.

Lilah: You mean, I've been sitting here for the last fourteen hours...

Files And Records: Ah-hm.

Lilah: ...to find that you know everything that's in this case file.

Files And Records: No, Miss Morgan.

Lilah: Oh.

Files And Records: I know everything in every case file. I'm Files and Records, it's my...

Lilah: ...your job. Unbelievable. So, what's the skinny on Holtz, then? Why the big hate-on for Angel?

Files And Records: Just a moment. '1764. Angel and Darla kill: Holtz, Caroline. Holtz, Sarah. And Holtz, Daniel, infant son.'
Lilah: Massacred his family. That'll do it.

Files And Records: 'Holtz vows to revenge their blood, May 1764. Pursues Angel and Darla relentlessly for nine years, racking up an incidental body count of three hundred seventy-eight vampires, in the meantime.'
Lilah: So, what we're dealing with is a single-minded vengeance machine with a bloodlust to match. That's just awesome.

Justine: What the hell are you doing here?

Holtz: Watching you fight.

Justine: Why did you wait so long?

Holtz: I wanted to see if you could win.

Justine: Always. I would have kicked his ass if you hadn't distracted me.

Holtz: Hm. I wasn't your problem.

Justine: Really?

Holtz: You fight well and lack strategy. Your passion works against you.

Justine: And you're here to teach me about passion.

Holtz: I'm here to teach you how to fight.

Justine: What's in it for you?

Holtz: You help me kill a vampire.

Justine: You don't need me for that.

Holtz: I do. This vampire is strong.

Justine: What are we talking about. Some kind of Karate Kid/Mr. Miyagi groove thing? 'Wax on, wax off.'
Holtz: You'll find your references to modern popular culture tend to be lost on me.

Justine: What a shocker.

Holtz: But I know you're interested in more than the trivial. Your life has been ruined. You can't sleep. Instead, you wander the streets, making others pay for what happened to your sister. That's where I can help. I see your talent. And I see your hate. And I know that I can shape and hone you into an instrument of vengeance.

Justine: Sounds like fun.

Holtz: It won't be.

Gunn: Guys, the Lilliad demons are starting their mojo on the force field. Ah, right, sun's down, vamps can come out, too. Wait, they're headed towards the bikers.

Fred: What are they doing?

Gunn: They're, uh, having a brawl over who gets to kill us first.

Wesley: We have to hold our ground.

Cordelia: What if we can't?

Wesley: If we're forced to fall back, we'll do so towards the cellar. We can make a retreat through the sewer.

Angel: This isn't going to work.

Wesley: I checked it. It's primed and ready.

Angel: Not the weapon, the plan.

Lorne: I'm so glad somebody finally said that, because sitting here, waiting to die, never was much of a plan. Sorry. So, what kind of genius idea you got hidden up that well-tailored sleeve of yours, huh?

Angel: Plan is: I go. Take the baby somewhere safe.

Cordelia: What?

Angel: He was born in a siege, he's not gonna die in one.

Wesley: But if you stay and help us fight... You said it yourself: we're in a war.

Angel: And now, I'm in a retreat.

Wesley: What happened to taking them out?

Angel: There's too many of them. I can get out through the sewers. With any luck I'll get a couple miles before anyone notices that I'm gone.

Cordelia: So, you're just gonna leave? Run away?

Gunn: Why not? That's what he's good at. Sure you don't wanna fire us first? A little icing on the cake, while you leave us here to do the fighting?

Lorne: I thought we already established this as a bad, bad idea.

Angel: No, you're gonna be alright. Once they break the spell and storm the place, they'll realize that the baby's gone and they'll go after me. Wesley, stall them if you can.

Cordelia: I'm sure tripping over our dead bodies will slow them down. You really didn't hear anything I said to you earlier, did you?

Angel: I heard you.

Fred: Angel! Don't leave us.

Gavin: He's running away.

Linwood: He's sneaking away. And giving us the chance to get the jump on everyone.

Gavin: Alpha team, he's heading into the sewers.

Radio: Copy that.

Linwood: Today, the world is different. A vampire has sacrificed herself for her baby. Do you know what that means?

Lilah: That there's something good about the kid?

Linwood: This child can grow up and hunt each and everyone of us down. Let's not let that happen, shall we?

Gavin: No, sir. We'll find the baby by sunrise, dead or alive.

Lilah: Are you crazy?

Gavin: What? Is Lilah worried we're gonna hurt the itty biddy baby?

Lilah: No. I'm afraid you'll kill him before we have a chance to cut him open, while he's still breathing, and find out how the hell he's alive in the first place.

Lilah: Alpha team, where are you? Over.

Commando: We're here.

Gunn: What are you doing?

Wesley: Trying to imagine myself as John Wayne in 'Rio Bravo'. You?

Gunn: Austin Stoker, 'Assault on Precinct Thirteen'.

Cordelia: If we live through this, trade in your DVD players and get a life.

Commando: Got him. Have a visual. Let's go.

Lilliad: Where is the child?

Wesley: Upstairs, room 312. Why don't you go and get him? Oh, wait. I have a better idea.

Vampire: Master, it's a trick! He's taken the child.

Cordelia: Now, they're all after him.

Wesley: Hopefully we stalled them long enough.

Gunn: Whatever. Running away was his call.

"Lancaster 16

Mojave Desert 42"
Angel: We'll get through this, I promise. The vampire/demon/biker posse, that's the easy part. The part that scares me is all the questions. 'Why is the sky blue?' 'Why do people get sick?' 'Why is there always pig's blood in the fridge?' I don't have all the answers. Well, I do to that last one.

"Danger

Abandoned Mine

No Trespassing"
Angel: Here we go.

Commando: He's breaking left.

Angel: Could be worse. At least you're not crying.

Lilliad: Give us the baby!

Angel: You want the baby? You can have the baby.

Biker: What is it?

Vampire: It's a...

Nurse: Ah, sorry for the wait. Let's go.

Lorne: 'Ah, good morning, all. Is that bacon I smell or did somebody fall asleep with the curtains open? You got to figure, a guy like you, a place like this, the only truly safe...'
Linwood: Back it up.

Lorne: '...fall asleep with the curtains open. You got to figure, a guy like you...'
Linwood: Stop it right there! Magnify one hundred times. Again. There. That is when he gives Angel the note.

Lorne: 'The only truly safe room would be the janitor's closet.'
Angel: 'Thanks for the tip.'
Linwood: And tells him where to read it. The janitor's closet, where we don't have surveillance.

Lilah: That green houseguest could hear the hum of your transmit frequency. What are the odds?

Linwood: All that Sturm and Drang about Angel running out on them? Just a performance.

Lilah: He did a good job. Who knew Angel had the acting chops?

Gavin: Are you kidding? It was one note. Felt forced.

Lilah: Funny. You bought it at the time.

Linwood: It worked for us. Angel's little trick thinned the herd. And what about Holtz?

Gavin: No reports yet that he was among Angel's pursuers.

Linwood: I was hoping he'd be among the casualties. What do we know about him?

Lilah: He is a vampire hunter. Angel killed his family and he spent the rest of his life seeking revenge. Oh, and one more thing, this all happened two hundred years ago.

Linwood: I thought Holtz was human.

Lilah: He is.

Linwood: A time traveler.

Gavin: His arrival was foretold in the Nyazian scrolls. He is a player.

Linwood: Yeah. He's a cog in the machine and aren't we all. What do you suppose it is that he wants?

Lilah: You mean other than to tear out Angel's heart and wearing it as a broach?

Linwood: We need more information. How he got here, who he works with, where he lives. It's only a matter of time before our needs and his come into conflict. Maybe sooner than we think.

Angel: My son has a tiny scratch on his cheek; and now, by extraordinary coincidence, so do you. I'm holding you personally responsible for anything that happens to him, whether it's your fault or not. Cold, sunburn, scratched knee, whatever happens to him, happens to you, and then, some. For, not only are you not coming after him, you gonna make sure that he lives a long, healthy life. You just became his godfather, understand?

Linwood: I believe I do.

Guard: Sir?

Linwood: It's alright.

Angel: Oh, and one more thing: College fund? Start saving. I got my heart set on Notre Dame.

Doctor: I'm happy to report you have a healthy baby boy.

Cordelia: Oh, great. But I'm not the mother.

Doctor: Oh, I'm sorry. I'm happy to report you have a healthy baby boy.

Fred: Oh. Me neither.

Wesley: I'm afraid the mother is, uh, no longer in the picture.

Doctor: I see. Well, his height and weight are in the ninetieth percentile. We gave him his vitamin K and his PKU and he's doing very well. We don't seem to have his... What's his name?

Angel: Connor. His name is Connor.

Doctor: Connor. Thank you, Mr. 'Angel'. And congratulations.

Angel: Thanks.

Angel: Hey... 'Mr. Angel'?

Fred: Your first name is Geraldo.

Cordelia: We had to tell them something.

Fred: Geraldo Angel. You're a pet psychiatrist with a small practice in Pacoima. Oh, and you fight crime. We just told them the name part. The rest is me, having fun.

Angel: I don't know what to say.

Cordelia: How about: 'thanks', 'I appreciate it', 'you guys rock', 'way to go'?

Gunn: Got the best one a very small amount of money could buy.

Cordelia: Hey, you wanna go for a ride? Oh, goodness...

Wesley: Connor. That's a lovely name. I don't suppose you ever considered Wes...

Angel/Gunn/Cordelia: No.

Fred: Not to be negative or anything, but we're okay, right? Nobody else is coming after Connor or us?

Angel: No. We're safe for the time being. Let's go home. Nice stroller.

Gunn: Thank you.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Angel: the Series

3x11 - Birthday
Written by: Mere Smith
Directed by: Michael Grossman
Broadcast: January 14, 2002
Cordelia: 'I'd just like to say thank you. You believed in me when no one else would. Even in my darkest hours you were there for me and that means more to me that you'll ever know. I guess what I'm really trying to say is: I love you. To all my fans: This is for you!'
Fred: Wow! That was just wow. 'Cause... Oh, and with the tears! I, I got chill bumps all up my arms.

Cordelia: Yup. That's the famous speech. Not that I'll ever use it, of course, unless they start handing out awards for best slime and grime. Oh, I swear. Next time Angel decides to blow something up, he's cleaning his own scorch marks.

Gunn: Ladies. Less yammering, more scrub.

Cordelia: My, Gunn. Don't you look sterile.

Gunn: Couple more hours of sniffing that industrial cleanser, I think I might be. Hey, I don't suppose you ladies wanna trade jobs?

Cordelia: Ah-hm. Scrape up Wolfram and Hart's entrails off floor, hm, Fred?

Fred: You're screwed.

Gunn: Wes back yet?

Cordelia: No. He's still at the store picking up some more extra-strength ick remover.

Angel: Look who's up from his nap.

Cordelia: Oh, Connor!

Angel: Whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, dirty people. Not touching the baby.

Cordelia: But pig-drinking blood-suckers are okay? I meant that in a nice way. Okay, I'm gonna go wash my hands, but when I get back, I get first dibs on baby snuggles.

Angel: Don't forget to get under your fingernails. Does she know?

Wesley: Where is she?

Angel/Gunn/Wesley/Fred: 'Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday, dear Cordelia. Happy birthday to you!'
Cordelia: Oh, you guys. I can't believe you did this.

Gunn: Don't just stand there. Blow out the candles, girl.

Fred: Did you make a wish?

Cordelia: I sure did. Uh, Jude Law was a little busy, huh?

Wesley: Oh, how disappointing for you. Well, I guess you won't be wanting the presents we...

Cordelia: Oh, wanting. Wanting presents.

Angel: Do you want to hold the baby now?

Cordelia: Yeah. Oh, thank you. Hey, honey. Yeeh, the baby, baby.

Angel: Um, uh, I, I got you a, a little something.

Cordelia: Oh, Angel, you didn't have to do that. You have enough to take care of as it is.

Angel: Well, I'm a champion. We do important stuff. Hey, and who's more important than...

Wesley: You have to forgive the wrapping. Some of us seem to have fostered a strange addiction to Scotch tape.

Cordelia: Oh, what a cruel dilemma: Presents or sweet, little baby-face. Take the baby.

Angel: You're choosing birthday gifts over my kid?

Cordelia: Take the baby! Take the baby! There's a teenager, a girl, she... she...

Fred: Is she alright?

Cordelia: I'm fine, you guys. I'll be okay. I'm just... Dead?

Fred: Oh, no.

Angel: Take him. Come on, Cordy, wake up. It's all over. Come back to us.

Cordelia: I haven't gone anywhere. Angel...

Angel: Please, wake up.

Wesley: Angel, is she...

Angel/Cordelia: No!

Cordelia: I'm not?

Angel: She's still breathing. Her heart's still beating.

Cordelia: Yes! But if I'm not dead, then...

Angel: She's just in some sort of trance or a coma.

Cordelia: Like hell, I am!

Angel: Well, let's get her over to the couch. Easy.

Gunn: Alright.

Angel: Easy.

Cordelia: Okay. I get it. This is some kind of bizarre birthday present you guys cooked up. Alright. The joke's on me. Now, put me back in my body!

Angel: It was a vision, wasn't it? I mean, she just started saying something about a girl...

Cordelia: That's right. She's in a house on Oak street, the middle of Reseda. It feels like we have some time here, but but you can't hear me at all, can you?

Lorne: What's all the hubbub, bub?

Cordelia: Lorne! Thank God! You can hear me, right? 'Cause if there's some weird, other-worldly thing going on, you'd still be able to... Oh. That's not good. Did anybody else just see that?
Lorne: Jumping Judas on a unicycle. What happened?

Angel: All we know is that she had a vision.

Fred: There is a lot we don't know. I think she dropped this.

Cordelia: No Fred! Put that away. That's not important.

Fred: Seltrex.

Wesley: Oh, God.

Angel: What's Seltrex?

Cordelia: Nothing! It's just...

Wesley: Seltrex is a highly powerful migraine medication.

Gunn: Maybe we should get her to a hospital.

Angel: So they can do what? Do what they did last time: strap her to a bed and tell us there's no hope?

Wesley: Angel is right. Seltrex is potent, but it doesn't cause the catatonia.

Lorne: I'm picking up some hardcore woo-woo vibes in the room. This ain't medical, kids. It's mystical.

Fred: That's what I'm saying. There is so much we don't know. If Cordelia is taking a drug this powerful in secret, the visions are probably doing a lot more damage than she lets on.

Gunn: This last one must have overloaded her.

Angel: Don't say last! Okay? She'll come out of this. She has to.

Cordelia: She will!

Angel: Okay. Look, if this is a mystical problem, there has to be some kind of mystical solution.

Cordelia: There you go. Great idea!

Angel: Gunn, you and Fred go to Cordy's place.

Cordelia: No! Bad idea. Bad idea!

Angel: See if she's been hiding anything, anything that could tell us what's wrong with her. Wes?

Wesley: I'll hit the books.

Lorne: I'll take the little peanut.

Cordelia: Does nobody care that there is a girl in Reseda that is about to be fed to a no-eyed, three-mouthed monster? What? Hello? Message. I'll leave a message.

"Happy birthday"
Gunn: I think Phantom Dennis was expecting the birthday girl.

Fred: Oh. Hi, there. I, I know we haven't been formally introduced... Actually, I'm not sure how to introduce myself to someone who is, you know, former. But I'm Fred. It's nice to meet you.

Gunn: Fred, you are you are so cool.

Fred: I think we should tell him.

Gunn: Okay. Uh. You might wanna... Do ghosts sit down?

Cordelia: Wesley. Wesley! Wesley! Yoo-hoo!

Wesley: But if she's in the astral plane, she could be here unable to communicate.

Cordelia: Yeah. Here! Unable to communicate. 'Astral Projection'. I should read up. Wait, don't turn, turn...

"Astral Projection

Anno Chriſti milleſimo ducenticſimo octogetimo quarto, indictione duodecimâ, rebus Caſtellæ propemodûm deſperatis ob diffidium inter partem Alfonſum nc San Etium filium; mortuus eſt Alfonſus menſe Apeili anno xtatis ſexazeſimo tertio, Hiſpali, ubi patre defunĉto regium inſigne ſuſceperati condito anteà reſlamento quo Alfonſumnc Ferdinandum Caldus... ſubſtitutos pogni heredes nominauitinc utto que ſine prole defunĉto, Philippum Galliæ Regem ad priores Caſtellæ Reges manerum genus referantem. Inter maximus Reges..."
Fred: It doesn't make any sense.

Gunn: What doesn't?

Fred: It's all normal.

Gunn: And that's wrong?

Fred: No, what's wrong is you picking through Cordy's support things.

Gunn: What, this? Come on, you're telling me you never hid anything in your underwear drawer?

Fred: I don't know. I mean, for five years I didn't even have... Can we not talk about my underwear, please? And put that down. I just figured if Cordy was taking something serious like Seltrex, she'd have tried other stuff first. But there is not even any Aspirin in here. I think he's protecting her.

Gunn: Phantom Dennis? Listen, we would never ask you to betray Cordelia, but we need to see whatever it is she's been hiding from us. I mean, unless you're so hyped on the ghosting life that you want her to join you?

Fred: Hm. You looked through the underwear drawer first, didn't you? The date on this prescription? It's from a year ago.

Angel: Cordy, look, I know that you can't hear me, but there is something I have to say. You really piss me off, you know that? I thought we trusted each other. But you've been lying. MRIs and CAT scans? It's been going on for over a year. Why couldn't you let me in? I could have helped you. You make me so furious.

Cordelia: You're furious? I get body-jacked on my birthday, and you're the one that's furious?

Lorne: Knock, knock. How is she?

Angel: The same. You ready?

Lorne: As I'll ever be.

Cordelia: For what? What's he gonna do?

Lorne: Although I'm sort of wishing I brought my helmet. Last time I tried this, I got blown across the room.

Cordelia: Oh, God, please let this work.

Lorne: Cordelia? Are you there?

Cordelia: It's me. Lorne, I'm here.

Lorne: Cordelia?

Cordelia: Yes! 171 Oak street. Can you hear me? Lorne?

Angel: What?

Lorne: Cordelia's not in there. She's just gone.

Cordelia: I'm standing right in front of you. And I'm afraid.

Angel: No. This isn't gonna happen. I don't care how many favors you have to call in. I don't care how many gods you have to cross. You have a connection to the Powers That Be and you're gonna find me a way to talk to them. Understand?

Lorne: A-angel, honey, it-it's not that easy. I mean, contacting the Powers is a muddy, not to mention dangerous, area. But this is a, this is a bit much to ask.

Angel: I'm not asking.

Cordelia: Finally! Okay, Wes, let's hope your books know what they're talking about.

"171 Oak"
Cordelia: Listen up, whatever you are. You can't scare me.

Wesley: Angel, what are you doing on the floor?

Angel: I don't know. I had this dream that, uh, Cordy was here. She was, uh, trying to tell me something. Something really important.

Cordelia: Yes! And, and...?

Angel: It's weird.

Cordelia: How are you a champion? In what way are you a champion?

Wesley: Fred studied Cordy's latest CAT scans. The news isn't good. The tests show widespread neuro-electrical deterioration.

Cordelia: That's just a fancy way of saying...

Angel: She's dying.

Cordelia: I think I like the fancy way better.

Wesley: I'm still working on, uh, the mystical aspect: Trance states, astral projection, spiritual possession. But so far, I haven't been able to... Why don't you take a break? I-I'll watch her and Connor.

Cordelia: I'm not ready, yet.

Skip: Hey. How's it going?

Cordelia: You're, you're death? You've come to take me.

Skip: Kidding. I'm Skip. You're Cordelia Chase, right? Sorry it took me so long, I... Is this you? Most people go astral, their spiritual shapes tend to be an idealized version of themselves. You know, straighten the nose, lose the gray, sort of a self-esteem kind-of-thing. You're pretty confident, aren't you?

Cordelia: What is this? Who are you? What the hell is going on?!

Skip: You have questions. I get that. And I'll answer them, too, but first we got to get out of here.

Cordelia: But why? Here is good. I feel really comfortable here. I, I like here.

Skip: But you see, there is a slight problem: You don't belong here anymore.

Cordelia: Because I'm dead?

Skip: Not yet. But you will be very soon unless you come with me.

Cordelia: Well, I'll follow you on, on one condition. You have to tell my friends about this vision that I had.

Skip: Sorry. No can do. I'm not a messenger. I'm just a guide.

Cordelia: I don't wanna die.

Skip: So, don't.

Fred: That's from eight months ago. The red spots are what they call hot areas or what you'd expect from a healthy, functioning brain. This one is dated one month ago.

Gunn: Cordy's doctors couldn't explain it.

Fred: See, green is a cold color, usually signifying dead areas of the cerebrum. Normally, you wouldn't see a scan like that...

Gunn: Unless the person was a cucumber.

Angel: How could we not know?

Lorne: Oh, for the love of God, somebody get me a Sea Breeze.

Fred: Lorne! What happened?

Lorne: I can't really talk about it.

Gunn: Then, how the hell are we supposed to find them so we can kick their asses?

Lorne: Ah, no. I mean, I can't talk about it. They cast a spell. I went down to the lo... See?

Angel: Did you get the information?

Lorne: Oh, why yes, Angel. My horn should grow back in a couple of days. So kind of you to be concerned. Well, they didn't say I couldn't write it. Angel, all kidding aside, this isn't something to be taken lightly. Only a champion can deal with the conduit. And even then, you have to la-argh-arr...

Angel: I'll keep that in mind.

Cordelia: Is this... This is a mall.

Skip: We just figured you'd be more comfortable here.

Cordelia: We?

Skip: The Powers That Be.

Cordelia: The Powers That Be popped me out of my body and sent me to a mall?
Skip: Actually, this is more a construct of a mall. You know, like in 'the Matrix'.

Cordelia: You've seen 'the Matrix'.

Skip: Oh, I love that flick. When Trinity is all 'dodge this!' and the agent just crumples to the... and I'm not really instilling any awe anymore, am I?

Cordelia: Why did you bring me here?

Skip: To give you a choice. But we'll get to that later. Right now, there is something I want you to see.

Cordelia: Oh, my God. Doyle.

Skip: This is where it happened. Big, cosmic whoops. Doyle was never meant to give you those visions.

Cordelia: Then, why did the Powers let him?

Skip: Well, they're usually pretty good at catching that sort of thing. What they didn't count on where his feelings for you.

Cordelia: You mean Doyle gave me the visions because he loved me?

Skip: I can't answer that. What I can tell you is that it was a mistake.

Cordelia: But I thought the Powers That Be knew everything.

Skip: Life and death, that sort of thing, they got a handle on. Who someone chooses to love, well, that's just good, old free will. See Cordelia, the visions are an ancient, powerful force. Demons are the only ones who can withstand them.

Cordelia: But I've had them for more than two years now. Doesn't that mean I'm strong?

Skip: Strong, yes. Demon, no. Just ask Tammy, here.

Cordelia: Tammy, where?

Tammy: Hello, miss.
Skip: This is Tammy. She had the visions back in 1630?

Tammy: Aye. Had 'em well-neigh on a year; and a hellish year it was, too. Town fathers called me a witch; wanted to burn me at the stake.

Cordelia: They killed you because you had visions?

Tammy: No, miss. They didn't have to. Last vision I had blew out the back of me skull. We wasn't meant to have the visions, us humans. Look, you want my advice, you listen to our man Skip, here. He won't steer you wrong, this one.

Skip: Aw, get out of here. Really. Get out. I've got work. You okay?

Angel: Thanks, Lorne.

Conduit: It is come. The champion is come. Come for what? Answers not to be had. Death is certain. Death awaits.

Angel: I wanna talk to the conduit.

Conduit: We are the conduit. We are the gateway, the all-the-time, the ever. It wishes to speak to us.

Angel: Yes, it does. Are you gonna show yourselves?

Conduit: We are unseen. Formless. It speaks unknowing. Send it away.

Angel: I'm not going anywhere until I get my message to the Powers That Be. My friend, Cordelia, has visions given to her by the Powers. They're killing her. I want the Powers to take them back. Let her go. She's suffered enough!

Conduit: Suffering? Does it know suffering? Yes, it does. The Powers owe nothing. Send it away. Send it away.

Angel: I'm not finished.

Skip: You ever have the vague sensation that maybe you left the oven on? Or that you're supposed to call someone back, you just forgot who it was? More to the point, have you ever felt that way about your acting career?

Cordelia: I don't have an acting career.

Skip: Which sort of brings me to my next point.

Cordelia: Hey! I remember that night.

Skip: You'd been in L.A. for a few months, things had been kind of lean, and who should you run into? Your entire life changed that night. In ways you couldn't imagine. Indescribably painful ways, I think you'll agree. Now, what if the play ran a little different? You're on the sideline over here, talking to a couple wanna-be moguls. Angel is down field here. Instead of cutting through the middle to meet Angel, what if you'd been forced to counter? What if this guy, who happens to be a very powerful talent agent, flanks you and drew you off-side? What would happen, then?

Cordelia: I'd, uh, score a touchdown?

Skip: Metaphorically speaking, heck, yeah! Inside every living thing there is a connection to the Powers That Be. Call it instinct, intuition. Deep down we all know our purpose in this world.

Cordelia: Are you saying that I was meant to be an actress?

Skip: No. I'm saying you were meant to be an incredibly famous and wealthy actress. And the Powers That Be can make that happen.

Cordelia: They can do that? They can turn back time?

Skip: They don't go for that much. Think of it as 'writing over history'. From this moment on, you could live the life you always wanted: no monsters, no visions, no dying. Well, not for a long time, anyway.

Cordelia: But no Angel.

Skip: Cordelia, I want you to listen to me. If you go back inside your body, you won't wake up. You will lie there, unable to move, unable to speak, until the next vision hits you, and then, you will die.

Cordelia: But that's not fair. How's Angel gonna know to save that girl if I don't tell him where she is? He needs me.

Skip: Let's go in here.

Conduit: Its pleas are pointless. Her path is chosen. We will not interfere.

Angel: The visions are too much. She's not strong enough to handle them.

Conduit: Obstinate. It speaks and does not listen.

Angel: No, you're not listening! Cordelia is not a champion. She is a rich girl from Sunnydale who likes to play superhero. She doesn't have what it takes to do this! Don't the Powers get that? Stop whispering and listen to me, damn it! She's weak.

Cordelia: Skip. Get me out of here. Now!

Angel: You're killing her. She's unconscious, and she's alone. Who knows if she's in pain?

Conduit: It is angry. It is afraid.

Angel: I'm more afraid of her dying than she is. What is that?

Skip: Cordelia, are you sure?

Cordelia: You gave me a choice, so, I'm choosing.

Skip: Okay, kid. Here goes. I'm gonna make you a star.

Announcer: And now, ladies and gentlemen, the two-time Emmy award-winning star of our show, the gal with the million dollar smile: Cordelia Chase!

Cordelia: One, two, three, four...
Marti Noxon/David Greenwalt: 'There's a feeling that I'm after. Ooh, I see it in your smile. Baby, we'll be hanging from the rafters. Ooh, baby, stay awhile. Ooh, baby, stay awhile. This whole world is full of laughter. You got my heart a little wild. Baby, we'll be hanging from the rafters. Ooh, baby, stay awhile. Ooh, baby, stay awhile. Ooh, baby, stay awhile...'
"Cordy!

Cordelia Chase

Gregory Dunne

Elliott Sims

and Carol Wright

Created by Phlegmont and Mendoza"
Voiceover: 'Cordy! Created by Phlegmont and Mendoza. Brought to you by Maxi Pad, the finest feminine hygiene product in all of America.'

Cordelia: Okay. Turn on the lights. What do you think?

Carol: Oh, well. I mean, it's alright if you go for that whole... It's gorgeous! Fantastic. Your-ship-has-finally-come-in kind of thing. Oh, you in this dress at the buyers ball tonight. It's going to put your label on the map. Your name's going to be in lights.

Cordelia: But I don't want it in lights, I want it sewn into that little tag that makes your neck itch.

Carol: It's happy dance time. 'We're doing the happy dance, happy dance, happy dance. Doin' the happy dance. Cha-cha, doo-dah...' Sweetie! Sweetie, can't cry during the happy dance. It's against the law.

Cordelia: It's just... I miss Bobby. I wish he was taking me to the stupid buyers thing tonight.

Carol: Aww. He'll come around. It's just a little misunderstanding.

Cordelia: He found me in a hot tub.

Carol: You tripped. It can happen to anyone.

Cordelia: With six male models.

Carol: It can almost happen to anyone.

Cordelia: Everyone was naked.

Carol: Okay. That can only happen to you.

Cordelia: Hh! Oh, my God, he's here.

Carol: Don't worry, at least you won't have to make conversation.

Cordelia: Hey! Jack Richman may not be a genius, but he can make conversation... if you give him a topic. And an opinion. And you stick your hand up his butt and work him like a puppet.

Carol: Yeah, but you're not going with Jack, you're going with Helmut, the German designer.

Cordelia: What?! You said he said 'nein'!

Carol: He did.

Cordelia: But that's German for 'no'!

Carol: Right, but it's also American for 'nine o'clock', which is when he said he'd be here to pick you up.

Cordelia: But I told Jack, 'nine'.

Carol: Well, maybe you'll get lucky and he'll think you're German.

Cordelia: Hhoh. Tell me there aren't two men out there.

Carol: No.

Cordelia: Okay, well, that buys us a little time. Whichever one showed, we'll tell them I came down with something deadly. I'll just cough delicately in the background.

Carol: Okay, Cordy?

Cordelia: Yeah?

Carol: There's not two, there's three. Bobby just showed up with roses.

Cordelia: Bobby brought roses?

Man: Great show, Cordy!

Cordelia: Thanks, you too.

Nev: Okay. There are stars, and there are stars, and then, there is you!

Cordelia: God, that is sweet, Nev. Am I paying you enough?

Nev: Well, as a matter of fact...

Cordelia: Good. What's cooking?

Nev: Okay. You got a costume fitting. The producers want to run some ideas past you for next week's show.

Cordelia: Hi, how are you? What's your name?

Nev: We want to record that breast cancer PSA, but tomorrow is pretty booked. Maybe next week.

Cordelia: No, make it tomorrow. I wanna get it on the air. Nev, you ever get that nagging feeling that you're supposed to be somewhere, doing something, but you can't remember what?

Nev: No. I'm highly organized. That's why you pay me pretty well. But with the holidays coming, I really...

Cordelia: I have to go, I'm sorry. I have to go. I want something. Hypo-something. Hypothermia?

Nev: Josh, let's get a large tub of ice water to Miss Chase's dressing room, pronto.

Cordelia: No, that's not it.

Nev: Canceling ice water.

Cordelia: Hyper... hyperbaric?

Nev: Josh, make it an oxygen tent.

Cordelia: No, that's not it either.

Nev: Canceling tent.

Cordelia: Hyperion! That's it!

Nev: The hotel.

Cordelia: Yes. I wanna go there.

Nev: Terrific. When would you like me to... Now? Now, you would like to... Without security? Without an entourage of me? Right. I'll give them a call. Josh: car; side door; now.

Cordelia: Hi. Excuse me.

Concierge: Uh, yes, how can we help... Oh, Miss Chase. How can you help me? Uh, how can I help with... How can we help you?

Cordelia: I believe my assistant made a reservation.

Concierge: Ah. The, uh, luxury suite. I will take you right up to my room. Your room, I meant. Welcome to the Hyperion. And here we are, Ms. Chase. The luxury suite.

Cordelia: No. This one. I want this one.

Concierge: That's, uh, that's a standard, Miss Chase. It's hardly fitting for someone of your...

Cordelia: Open it?

Concierge: Yes, certainly.

Cordelia: This wallpaper...

Concierge: Ah, yes. Designed by renowned artist, Jacques LaTour. Part of the remodeling we... Ha, ha... Mm, I hate that wallpaper. That's bad, bad wallpaper.

Cordelia: '171 Oak'. Where is that?

Concierge: Uh...

Cordelia: Oh, hi. I'm I'm really sorry to bother you...

Cynthia: Oh, my God. You're Cordelia Chase. You're Cordy!

Cordelia: Yeah, hi. Listen, I know you don't know me, but would you mind if I...

Cynthia: Oh! Please, come in.

Cordelia: Oh, thanks.

Cynthia: I'm Cynthia. Cynthia York. And I love your show. Like 'love'-love. You're just you're my idol, Cordy. I wanna be just like you and have my own design firm and... Wait a second. What are you doing in Reseda?

Cordelia: Yeah, um, hm. Good question. Um, this is gonna sound a little bizarre, but um, is everything okay here? Nothing bad happened, has it?

Cynthia: My dad left us a couple months ago.

Cordelia: Oh. Honey, I'm sorry. Is your mom here?

Cynthia: She's up in Ojai visiting friends.

Cordelia: Oh. Well, uh... That's, uh... Well, okay, then, ahem...

Cynthia: Hey! You wanna see something cool?

Cordelia: Sure.

Cynthia: It's a retrieval spell. I'm gonna make my dad come back and live with us again. I'm pretty sure I did everything right. Even though I spilled some Diet Coke on the book I was using and had to improvise a little. Pretty cool pentagram, huh?

Cordelia: Cynthia? I think we should get out of here before... that happens. Get out of here, Cynthia. Go!

Wesley: Get the girl.

Gunn: Let's go! Outside.

Cordelia: Wesley, what are you doing here and what happened to your other arm?

Wesley: Look out.

Cordelia: So, you like kill things now? 'Cause last time I saw you, you just kind of fainted in front of them.

Wesley: Cordelia, why on earth are you here?

Cordelia: I know, I know. Reseda. It's practically the ninth circle of hell.

Wesley: Not Reseda. Here in this house. Is that girl a friend of yours?

Cordelia: Oh, look, I know we haven't seen each other in a while, Wesley, and... But there is something weird going on with me. Like, Sunnydale-weird.

Cynthia: Oh, my God. My mom is gonna freak.

Cordelia: And underneath the wallpaper was an address. This address. So, for absolutely no sane-person reason I can think of, I come out here and whammo! Slimy-monster fun-time. What's up with that?

Wesley: I'm not sure. I'd have to consult my books.

Cordelia: Some things never change.

Wesley: Oh, sorry. This is my partner, Charles Gunn.

Gunn: Man, Wes told me he knew you, but I, I didn't believe him.

Cordelia: Yeah, we go way back. Back to, um, when you had two arms, which, by the way...

Wesley: Ah, Kungai demon a couple of years ago.

Gunn: Hey, is it true that you and Wes were... You know, that you had a little...

Cordelia: ...humiliating kiss where he drooled all over my chin? Yeah. But I worked really hard to repress it.

Wesley: Right. Well, as much as I'm enjoying this forced death march down memory lane...

Gunn: Hey, what is it with you Sunnydale folks and repression? I mean, you three are the most denying-it folks I've ever met.

Cordelia: Three? Who else is here in L.A.?

Wesley: Cordelia, I want you to think about this. Angel's not the person you knew. He came to Los Angeles in pain, vulnerable and when Doyle, his only friend, died, he, he retreated into himself.

Gunn: Him getting the visions didn't help either.

Cordelia: So, let me get this straight. Angel gets the visions of people who are gonna die, and he tells you, and you go out and slay, and this is how you make your living? This has got to be the suckiest job in the world.

Gunn: It pays the bills occasionally.

Wesley: Don't be shocked by his condition. The visions have taken a toll and the isolation. Sometimes he sends us out to save people he killed two hundred years ago. So, why don't we just tell him you stopped by and said 'hi'?

Cordelia: Wesley. I've gotta see him.

Wesley: Restraints. Sometimes the visions make him violent.

Angel: 171 Oak Drive, do you hear me? I feel better now. I can be alone here. I won't run away...

Cordelia: Oh, my God.

Wesley: This is one of his good days.

Angel: No, I, I won't. I won't do that. I won't do... I didn't mean... I didn't mean... Only if it's dead. It's me. It was my fault. It was me. I'm okay. I didn't mean... I didn't mean...

Wesley: Don't get too close.

Angel: Ah! I won't run away.

Cordelia: Angel. Do you remember me? Cordelia?

Angel: No. I'm afraid. I'm afraid. I'm afraid.

Cordelia: Shh. Don't be afraid. I won't hurt you.

Angel: I'm fine. Fine. 171. 171. You'll see. You'll see, 171. My head doesn't hurt. My head doesn't hurt. Now, I'm warm. My head doesn't hurt.

Cordelia: You don't remember me, do you?

Angel: I was there. I wanted to die. But but I was was afraid to die. So afraid to die. 171.

Cordelia: Shh, Angel, it's okay. Everything is gonna be okay.

Angel: It was my fault. I was there. I couldn't do anything. There was nothing I could do.

Cordelia: Everything is gonna be okay. I remember everything. The visions, they're mine.

Skip: We made a deal. You gave up the visions, not to mention the certain death that goes with them, and you get to live out your dream. Call me crazy, but I thought that was a pretty fair trade.

Cordelia: Sure, it's fair. But it wasn't me.

Skip: We've been over this. I respect what you're trying to do. It's noble and heroic, and all that other Russell Crowe, 'Gladiator'-crap.

Cordelia: You've seen...

Skip: Didn't love it. The fact remains that humans are not strong enough to harbor the visions! Period. Even the Powers That Be can't change that.

Cordelia: Then, find a loophole, Skip. I know my purpose in this world and it includes the visions. And if the Powers That Be aren't complete dumb-asses, they know it, too.

Skip: There maybe a tiny loophole.

Cordelia: I'll take it.

Skip: You may wanna think about that. The only way you get to keep the visions is by becoming part-demon. The process isn't easy. It'll make your vision pain feel like a stroll through 'Candy Land'. And even after the pain subsides, the effects of the transition will be numerous and unpredictable. You may never be able to lead a human life again.

Cordelia: So, demonize me, already.

Skip: It was an honor being your guide, Cordelia Chase.

Fred: What's happening to her?

Angel: I thought I'd lost you.

Cordelia: Angel. No horns. No tail. Whew! Just checking. It feels so good to be solid again.

Wesley: Cordelia, what is the last thing you remember?

Cordelia: When? I've been so... Oh. You mean the vision downstairs. No, I had a vision, but it's been taken care off. There was this actress, and a one-armed guy. It's a long story. But right now, we have to solve my vision.

Lorne: The one you just said was taken care of?

Cordelia: No. The one I'm having, right now. There is a young man in a park in Glendale. Uh, somewhere near a pond. There is a demon waiting for him. He's red with four, no make that five horns.

Angel: Uh, Cordy?

Cordelia: What?
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Angel: Sixty. Seventy. Eighty. One. Two. Three.

Cordelia: Angel...

Fred: How is the Connor fund?

Angel: There was a dollar eighty three in the cushions out there. That's perfectly good money just laying around. So, how's it going?

Fred: Moments away.

"Angel Investigations

Paranormal specialists

We help the helpless

No case too small!"
Angel: Ah. Can you make that bigger? Bold, but you know, tasteful.

Fred: Hm. Tasteful. Sure.

Cordelia: You are so cute! Yes, you are. You are just the best little boy in the whole world.

Angel: How's my little man?

Cordelia: Oh, he wonders where his father's been.

Angel: Papa's got mouths to feed.

Cordelia: Ah. I have a mouth, too. Always have had one. Kind of known for it and we've fed it fine for years. Yeah. Angel, I'm glad you wanna take care of your son. I am. I just wanna make sure we don't lose sight of the mission.

Angel: Well, we have to earn a living. I mean, not just for Connor, but for all of us.

Cordelia: I agree. But first and foremost we work for the Powers, help the helpless. Promise me we won't neglect that.

Angel: I promise. I promise. Well?

Gunn: Well, we hired some guys. Six thousand of these babies all over town.

"Angel Investigations

We help the helpless

No case too small!

Paranormal specialists

213-555-0126"
Angel: Nice! I'd call me, wouldn't you?

Fred: Hey! The website's up. We're live.

Angel: We're live, little guy. Come on. There, beautiful. We're online. We got flyers, we got 'Yellow Pages'. Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, welcome to a new era of Angel Investigations. All we have to do now is wait for that phone to start ringing and the money to start rolling in. Because someone's got to clothe and feed and educate this little guy, yeah? Yep, all we have to do is wait. Just a matter of time. Don't you worry, this town is full of people who have problems.

Man: Come on, come on, come on!

Fabrizio's Employee: Fabrizio's Pizza.

Fred: Is this the right phone number?

Wesley: That's the last of them. Six thousand new ones. Adorable.

Gunn: So sweet.

Wesley: I meant the baby.

Gunn: I meant the hot mama.

Wesley: Sorry about the mix up last night.

Angel: It's not important. But we can't afford any more mistakes. Making mistakes cost money, and making money, right now, is our number one priority. Hey, Lorne.

Lorne: If this is about the baby formula that I snagged from the fridge last night, sorry. I was feeling a little peckish and it was that or a glass of pig's blood. By the way, baby formula and Kalhúa? Not as bad as it sounds.

Angel: Lorne, I need you to use your contacts to find out what Holtz is up to. He's out there somewhere. We can never forget that. Finding him is our number one priority.

Gunn: I thought you said...

Angel: Finding Holtz and making money are our two number one priorities. Helping the helpless, finding Holtz and making money are our three number one priorities.

Cordelia: Hey, look! We got some hits on our website.

Wesley: Angel Investigations, may I help you?

Gunn: Angel Investigations, can I help you?

Angel: We're in business!

Justine: You should be thanking me.

Holtz: For disobeying an order?

Justine: For dusting two vamps!

Holtz: Two vampires from whom I had told you to walk away.

Justine: Guess I misunderstood.

Holtz: Which is why we're here.

Justine: And speaking of here, would a couple of light bulbs and indoor plumbing kill you?

Holtz: We are here to determine whether or not you have the commitment necessary for the work at hand.

Justine: At hand? That's a joke, right?

Holtz: Why are you wasting my time?

Justine: What do you want from me?

Holtz: I just told you: commitment. Something you must now convince me you have. So, I've explained why I'm doing this. Why are you?

Justine: Let's just say, feeling something is better than feeling nothing.

Holtz: Take it out any time you like. If you're still here when I return, we'll consider the next phase of our partnership.

Fred: Welcome to Angel Investigations, Mr. Blili Shushngrung. Um, please have a seat and one of our associates will be right with you.

Angel: Hey, Lorne. Non-human on deck.

Lorne: Coming. Hey, the guys with the chrome faceplates, they're called Nahdrahs. I speak their lingo, sort of. If I understand them correctly, they've got a job for our leader and a great deal of money.

Angel: Oh, let's not keep them waiting, huh?

Lorne: Well, our leader, in this instance, being Wesley. They saw his Web articles on DNA fusion comparisons in triped demon populations.

Angel: Hey, Wes. Wes, talk to the Nahdrahs.

Gunn: Hey, office free? It's kind of personal.

Angel: Yeah. Go. If this keeps up, little guy, we may have to incorporate, huh?

Cordelia: We're getting stretched a little thin here, Angel.

Angel: Come on. Nonsense. We can handle it.

Cordelia: Really? Well, then, why don't you handle it by picking up lines two, three and four?

Angel: Angel Investigations, your problems are our problems. Okay. How urgent is it? Uh-huh. And what do you do for a living? That's a good company. You own it? Okay, hold on. Pen, paper; quick.

Ally: I don't sleep. I'm afraid to go out or answer the phone.

Gunn: Yeah, I hate stalkers. Look, don't worry. We'll put a stop to it. Have a seat.

Ally: Thank you.

Gunn: So, do you know who this guy is?

Ally: Yeah, well, it's, it's Brian, my ex-boyfriend.

Gunn: Have you been to the police?

Ally: Yeah. They act like I'm some kind of nut. Just like I'm making it all up.

Gunn: Yeah, you go to the cops for help, they don't do a thing until somebody ends up dead.

Ally: Somebody is dead.

Gunn: Who?

Ally: Brian. Isn't that the kind of stuff you guys deal with?

Gunn: Yeah. All the time. So, Brian, your dead boyfriend, is stalking you?

Ally: Well, I mean, he's not my boyfriend now.

Wesley: The Internet article I'm currently writing posits a formula for the genome mapping of creatures who don't have genes. It's an exciting arena.

Lorne: One I'm sure we can all download at I'll-never-know-the-love-of-a-woman.com. Uh, can we get down to business? They want to buy your head. Little rusty with the language. I should probably clarify that. They want your mind. They're celebrating their prince's, uh, it's, it's like a birthday, only they're not born, so much as, disgorged. They, they need you to solve one of their traditional puzzles so they can give it to him. It's quite an honor.

Wesley: Could be interesting.

Fred: Sure. These are puzzle people. Did you notice the designs on their tunics? Geometric shapes. Each a prime number, if you count their edges, arranged in ascending order of exponential accumulation.

Wesley: Yes, I did not notice that at all.

Lorne: Uh, they wanna know why your girlfriend was pointing at them. I better tell them what she said before we have an international incident.

Wesley: Uh, she's not my... Silly.

Fred: Did I say something wrong?

Lorne: No. No, they liked you.

Fred: So much they ran away?

Lorne: They either have to consult with their prince or go eat a cheese monkey. Did, did I mention rusty with the lingo?

Gunn: Wes? I think I'm gonna need you on this one.

Angel: Great. I'm on my way. Big case. Got to run.

Cordelia: Oh...

Angel: I think he needs changing. Oh, and bottle, three o'clock.

Cordelia: Well, hi, there.

Sam: Yeah. Okay. That's good for us. Tell him a six-month million-dollar guarantee and we'll cover the extra cost. Yeah. No, I get that, but we got to get a decision by tomorrow. Listen, somebody just walked in my office. I'll call you back. Mr. Angel.

Angel: Just Angel.

Sam: Harlan Elster. Thanks for coming to meet me.

Angel: No problem. I know what it's like when your name's on the letterhead...

Sam: Hm. I got to say, you're not exactly what I pictured.

Angel: No?

Sam: You're pretty well-coiffed, I guess. You're not afraid to get a little mussed, are you, Mr. Angel? Because 'mussed' you're gonna be just by stepping foot in there.

Angel: In where?

Sam: Eighty-third and Vermont. Used to be low-income housing. Now, it's a nest. Boarded up windows. No electricity. Sewer access. They like it dark.

Angel: Vampires.

Sam: A whole gang of them. Those photos were taken by the last guy I had on this job.

Angel: What happened to him?

Sam: He got mussed. You have much experience dealing with vampires?

Angel: Some.

Sam: Yeah, well, not like these. They're not out for blood. They want money.

Angel: Money?

Sam: Yeah. I know. Whoever heard of a vampire out to make a buck, right? Anyway, they've been putting the squeeze on some local business men. We pay them a protection fee and they don't eat our employees. They're demanding five thousand dollars by midnight.

Angel: Whoa.

Sam: Now, I'm prepared to pay you ten to make this problem go away. Five thousand now, the remainder when the job's finished.

Angel: That'll make ten, which is more than they're asking you for.

Sam: But this isn't about money.

Angel: No, no, of course it's not about that. Money. I'll get right on this.

Sam: Thanks.

Angel: Sure.

Harlan: What the hell are you doing in my office?

Sam: Mr. Elster.

Justine: Decided to stick around.

Holtz: You asked me what I wanted from you. I want you to go out and find others like you. People who have suffered as we have; people with the same rage, the same fire. You'll know them when you see them. Their eyes will look like this feels. Are we clear? Have we learned our lessons, Justine?

Justine: We're clear. You son of a bitch.

Angel: Is this country great or what? Five thousand smackeroos and all I have to do to collect five thousand more, is clean out a vamp nest downtown. Where's Wes and Gunn? I wanna show 'em this.

Cordelia: Out on a case.

Fred: There's a young woman whose dead boyfriend is stalking her.

Angel: That's terrible. Did you...

Cordelia: I ran her credit. She's solvent.

Angel: Nice. Hey, how's my little magnum cum laude, Notre Dame, class of 2020?

Cordelia: Angel, I don't think it's such a great idea to be working on so many cases at once. I mean, what if we're all out making money and some poor devil stumbles in here and needs our help?

Lorne: Buon giorno, everybody. Buon giorno.

Angel: You've been drinking?

Lorne: Oh, I can hold my liquor, mister. Unfortunately, I can't say the same for my firewater.

Fred: Aren't they the same thing?

Lorne: Hey, Fred-girl! No, this is special firewater, used to loosen the tongue of my Garwak snitch. They light the water on fire, and there's chanting and a bong, and 'look out, Houston!'
Angel: Did you learn anything about Holtz?

Lorne: Oh, yeah. He is really not fond of you. I'm led to believe that he and his Grappler demons had plans to... you. Is my breath stinky?

Angel: Yeah. Holtz is using the Grapplers as soldiers.

Lorne: Not anymore, bucko. He poisoned them and he's looking for replacements. Humans.

Angel: Do we know where he is?

Lorne: Bro', I'm on it. I've got rats looking all over this town. Well, not actual rats except two of them. Ouh, I don't feel so good.

Cordelia: Uh, we've got company. Lorne? It's all 'Snap! Crackle! Pop!' to me.

Angel: Uh, these are the guys that wanted Wesley.

Lorne: Not anymore. Now, they want Fred.

Angel: For what?

Lorne: Her enormous brain. They're convinced she can solve the puzzle they wanna give to their prince. They weren't offended by you before, they were impressed.

Fred: Really?

Angel: Where would she have to go and how long would it take?

Lorne: They live on a barge, currently docked in the marina. And a day or two; depends on how long it takes her to solve it.

Angel: You game?

Fred: Sure.
Angel: You'll have to go with her to translate. Tell 'em it won't be cheap. They're getting two of our top employees. That's salary, per diem, overtime...

Lorne: Okay, okay. They apologize for their paltry offering and hope you'll accept. Fifty-thousand dollars?!

Angel: Fifty...

Cordelia: ...thousand...

Fred: ...dollars?

Angel: We accept.

Ally: You know, I consider myself independent and it's hard for me to ask for help, but it really feels good for you guys to be in the house. You know, that woman you work with was right. You inspire confidence.

Wesley: Which woman?

Ally: Brunette. Really cute. Texan, maybe?

Gunn/Wesley: Fred.

Gunn: Said I inspire confidence?
Wesley: Actually, I, I believe the comment was directed at me.

Gunn: Really? 'Cause I don't think so.

Ally: Here, this is Brian. Not exactly a rocket scientist, but uh, he's so sweet. You ever meet somebody and you just know that you belong together? It just feels...

Gunn/Wesley: Comfortable.

Wesley: You read all the same science journals.

Gunn: You laugh at the same dumb jokes.

Ally: And the sex. Oh, God, do I miss the sex.

Gunn: Tell me about it.

Wesley: Hm.

Ally: So, explain something to me. How can Brian be stalking me if he's dead?

Wesley: There are any number of explanations: witchcraft, black magic, voodoo, zombification, demon possession, even vampirism.

Ally: But why? Why is he hanging around here? What does he want?

Wesley: Perhaps there is something he left unfinished, something he wants to tell you.

Gunn: Or maybe he just wants to eat your intestines.

Wesley: Gunn. We don't know that he's a zombie, and besides, the flesh-eating is a myth. Zombies merely mangle, mutilate and occasionally wear human flesh. So, there is no reason to be frightened until we have a better idea... Gunn! Right, then. Zombie, it is.

Fred: Are you okay?

Lorne: I was feeling seasick when we were still on dry land. Do I look greener than usual?

Fred: A little.

Lorne: Oh, nice décor! It's sort of a Jules-Verne-meets-Leona-Helmsly. Oh, great! They wanna take our picture. Terrif. Hey, this is the puzzle they want you to solve.

Fred: I'm guessing it fits together in some sort of algorithmic sequence? Any hints?

Lorne: Yeah, just one. He said if they knew how to do it themselves, you wouldn't be here.

Fred: So. Causation. Corollary. Causatu Corollary. Are we talking a closed curve of finite length in a simply connected domain of zero? That would be too easy, wouldn't it?

Lorne: Oh, hors d'oeuvres. Oh, really, I couldn't. I had eyeballs and insects for breakfast.

Angel: Ooh, aren't we just the scary serial vamps with the spooky lair and the taking of trophies of our victims? Lame. Next time you hit the yard sales, I'd avoid the wooden furniture. I hear wicker is nice. Oh, great. Two more.

Vampire: Dibs on the coat.

Angel: Excuse me.

Harlan: What do you want?

Angel: I-I'm looking for Harlan Elster?

Harlan: I'm Harlan Elster.

Angel: That's bad.

Harlan: How's that bad?

Angel: Well, because the Harlan Elster I'm looking for gave me this.

Harlan: Really. Well, he gave me this. At least mine's real. The man who forged my name, about your height, less beat-up?

Angel: Yeah, that's him.

Harlan: Sam Ryan. Used to work for me. Press Foreman. Fired him six months ago. He kept coming to me to bankroll his kooky scheme.

Angel: Kooky scheme?

Harlan: The guy's been a little bit off his nut ever since he lost his friend. Wanted me to pay some charlatan ghostbuster to clean out an abandoned rathole in midtown. He was convinced vampires were nesting there. Some people would take advantage of a guy like that.

Angel: Yeah. Yeah.

Harlan: Immortal creatures living in a rat infested building, guarding their treasure. Right.

Angel: Treasure?

Fred: There is a ascending and descending causation instantly proved by that! I think I'm on to something here.

Lorne: Yeah, me too. Unfortunately, it requires a vomitorium.

Fred: Oh, I'm sorry.

Lorne: I'll just go use the facilities. Keep up the good work.

Nahdrahs: (She is solving the puzzle, sire. We have found a head worthy to rest upon your noble shoulders. We will sew it on this very night.)
Cordelia: Hm. Well, I figured it was a long shot. But I really can float, you know. Well, I did that one time during my last vision. Whoo-ee, somebody needs a change. But before that, believe me, there was no floating-up piece-of-mind destiny to my visions. No, there was just killer pain. And unfortunately, that's not an exaggeration. They really were killing me. So, the Powers That Be put a little demon in me, and as far as side-effects go, the visions are a breeze now. I don't know what else might be in store. I'm keeping an eye out for horns and a tail. Wow. It just occurred to me what a weird life you're in for, little guy. Your Aunt Cordy gets visions and your daddy is a... Well, you won't see him aging whole lot, or catching surf and sun in Malibu. But he is a good man; a champion; and he loves you very much. Plus, he's quite the natty dresser. And your daddy is out there, right now, fighting evil for money.

Sam: Give it back.

Angel: No, I think I earned it, don't you? What is it? Rolex?

Sam: Timex.

Angel: Oh. What is it, really? Considering all the trouble you went through to get it, we both know it's not just a watch.

Sam: That's true. It's not.

Angel: Probably worth more than ten grand, too.

Sam: A lot more.

Angel: What's it do? Open a portal? Raise an army?

Sam: It glows in the dark. Probably about all of them do now. Looks like they cracked it when they took it off him. I told him to let them have it, but he wasn't about to give it up. It was the first thing I ever bought him.

Angel: These vampires killed your friend.

Sam: Look, I'm sorry about what I did. I needed help. I didn't know what else to do.

Angel: So, you lied to me.

Sam: I'm sorry.

Angel: I didn't kill three vampires for nothing. Ten grand, that was the deal.

Sam: Seven.

Angel: Okay. Fine. I'll take seven.

Sam: No, no, no. You said three vampires. There were seven.

Angel: Which would make four more.

Sam: Four more.

Cordelia: You're gonna discover there's a lot of cool things in this world. Fifty grand way up there on the list. We're just gonna lock this up in the safe and... Right after this vision. Oh, God. Fred, don't solve that puzzle.

Fred: Shouldn't be long now.

Ally: Do you guys know how much longer we're gonna be? I've got plans this evening.

Wesley: We've taken every precaution, secured every entrance...

Gunn: With the possible exception of the skylight in the kitchen.

Brian: Ally! Ally, baby, I just...

Wesley: Into the bedroom.

Cordelia: Well. Your Uncle Wes and Uncle Gunn not picking up either. And your daddy, he doesn't know how to work his voicemail or keep a promise. So, we'll go down to the marina, return the money and explain it was all just a big mistake.

Brian: Ally, why won't you talk to me?

Ally: Because you're dead. Now, go away! You know, I'm paying good money, here. Can you please get rid of him?

Brian: Just give me another chance, baby. Who are these guys?

Wesley: We are here to protect her from you, actually.

Brian: Protection? I thought you were dating them.

Ally: You know, this is exactly why I broke up with you. You're suffocating me! Now, get lost!

Wesley: What's he doing?

Gunn: Pouting.

Ally: Okay. That's it. You know, this is so typical of you. You're all bluster, and then, you pout.

Brian: I thought we had fun together.

Ally: We did, but you're so needy.

Brian: Needy? Because I cared?

Ally: Caring didn't entitle you to read my diary, follow me to work...

Brian: I never... Okay, I read your diary once or twice. Does that give you a reason to poison me?

Ally: What? You're gonna believe everything a zombie says?

Wesley: Are you saying she killed you?

Brian: I'd forgive her if she'd take me back.

Gunn: You're kidding, right?

Brian: No. Baby, I've seen the guys you've been going out with. You're not having any fun! Come on. Let's give it another shot. What do you say? Me and you?

Ally: Eew, I, I can't. It's creepy.

Brian: Come on. I miss you.

Ally: Oh. I don't know. Maybe I was a little hasty.

Wesley: Will that be cash or charge?

Sam: Alright. You're kidding me, right?

Angel: Sorry. I don't get paid, I can't fight.

Sam: I don't think I can hold this by myself.

Angel: Yeah. I see that.

Sam: They're coming through.

Angel: Okay. You know what, I'll help barricade, but that's it.

Sam: I'm sorry I lied to you. I shouldn't have.

Angel: No. You did the wrong thing. But your heart was in the right place. Your motives were noble.

Sam: Thank you.

Angel: It's not as though I haven't been accused of nobility, myself, once or twice.

Sam: Then, you understand.

Angel: Yeah. But being a champion is not all good deeds and happy endings. There's a lot that goes on behind the scenes. People don't seem to consider that.

Sam: I think, I think we're in real trouble here.

Angel: Alright. Maybe we can work something out. You own a car?

Sam: The bank owns it.

Angel: House?

Sam: I rent.

Angel: How's your credit. Can you borrow?

Sam: I'm kind of out of a job. Spent all I had tracking these guys.

Angel: I don't know what to tell you, Sam. I can't kill on deferment. Sets a precedent.

Fred: Oh, it was nothing. Oh. Are we going somewhere to celebrate? Say, has anyone seen my friend with the horns? He wasn't feeling so good and I'm a little worried about him. And me now.

Lorne: Yeah, I know. We're in a bit of a situation here.

Fred: Oh, God. I don't have to marry him, do I?

Lorne: In fact, no. And that's something we can be grateful for.

Fred: What are they gonna do?

Lorne: Well, it seems the prince's head or heads, I should say, wear out, every so often, and they, uh...

Fred: Cut off someone else's and give him a new one?

Lorne: Uh, uh...

Fred: Lorne, help. Help!

Cordelia: Hey! I'd just like a word, here.

Lorne: Oh, ho, ho, you guys are so gonna get your butts kicked!

Cordelia: Lorne.

Lorne: Sorry. I yield the floor to the person not tied up on it.

Cordelia: Translate. There's been a terrible misunderstanding. And I know you're men of honor and I know we can make a simple exchange in a a civilized manner. We return your gracious gift and you return Fred. Sorry about the confusion, but we kind of need her head at work.

Fred: Firmly attached to her body.

Cordelia: That goes without saying. Say it!

Lorne: Uh, uh... I told them what they had to do, and told them what would happen if they didn't do it.

Cordelia: Lorne, we're in no position to be threatening these nice people.

Lorne: Oh, sure we are. Angel, Wes and Gunn can take 'em! Can't see them from down here. Where are they, anyway?

Cordelia: Out making money.

Lorne: Oh. So, when I told the Nahdrahs that they were surrounded by killer warriors, I was stretching the truth a little?

Cordelia: Just enough to get us all killed.

Sam: Uh, yeah, hello? What happened to the complimentary barricading?

Angel: It's gonna give. I'm getting you out of here. Let's go.

Sam: No. You go.

Angel: What?

Sam: I'm not leaving. I can't.

Angel: You think you can take on four vampires by yourself?

Sam: Probably not. But these things killed Jack. If I run now, I'll be running the rest of my life.

Angel: Yeah, that's noble, Sam, but do you really think that's what Jack would want?

Sam: No. I think Jack would probably wanna be here with me. But that's never gonna happen.

Angel: You take on a job in good faith, you expect to be compensated. You provide the best service you can offer. A quality service. But you know, there's overhead. There's rent, three phone lines, advertising; it adds up. Here.

Sam: Thank you. I can't even begin to express my... I owe you. You're a real champion.

Angel: Yeah, whatever. Hello? Hello?!

Sam: Hey, I think, I think that's your voicemail.

Cordelia: Lorne, do these guys have groins?

Fred: Is that really important right now?

Cordelia: Work with me here, kids.

Lorne: I think so. I never knew one intimately.

Cordelia: Oh. Ow! Ow! Ow! Fred! Help her!

Gunn/Wesley: Fred!

Gunn: Well, I guess you cut off the snake's head...

Wesley: You piss the other snakes off.

Angel: I should have listened to you.

Cordelia: Well, yeah.

Angel: I should never have left you and the baby alone like that.

Cordelia: Well, yeah.

Fred: If you can keep your head when those about you are losing theirs, guess you're pretty lucky. I could kiss you both.

Lorne: Uh, still tied up down here.

Fred: Oh...

Lorne: Yeah, come on. My hands are turning pink.

Angel: Guys, can I say something? Money's important, but it it isn't everything. I got, I got carried away. I just, I never had a life that was totally dependent on me before. But that's no excuse. Where was I?

Cordelia: Money's not the most important.

Angel: No, it's not. What's important is family and the mission.

Cordelia: They tried to cut Fred's head off. We earned every penny.

Angel: Hold the baby.

Gunn: Spending money...

Cordelia: Go to sleep, my baby peep... I'm just saying a boat.

Angel: No. College fund.

Cordelia: Yes. College fund and pay our bills and put a down payment on a boat.

Angel: We're not getting a boat.

Cordelia: Hm, they're fun.

Angel: They're expensive. And when would I go on this boat, hm?

Cordelia: Moonlight sails. Okay. College fund, pay our bills and rent a ski condo in Aspen.

Angel: Ski condo?

Cordelia: There's got to be some fun in our lives.

Angel: Hm, I like a ski condo.

Cordelia: Sure. Snow. Trees. Chipmunk robots on ice.
Angel: Chipmunk robots on ice.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Wesley: Honestly, have you ever seen anything lovelier? So graceful, so full of life. And those eyes... make you feel like you're the only man in the room.

Cordelia: Plus, six breasts. Any man is gonna love that.

Wesley: Fred doesn't have six breasts! Right?

Cordelia: Sorialus, the Ravager. And yeah, she's the one from my vision.

Wesley: Coming to destroy the humans that killed her mate.

Cordelia: But not for another month or so. I'll file her under 'pending'. You're gonna ask her out?

Wesley: The Ravager?

Cordelia: Fred.

Wesley: Oh. Yes, but you know, timing. I'll make my move when I feel the iron is hot.

Cordelia: Well, get it done, Johnny Reb. So I can hear about something else, and you can do something else besides feeling your hot iron.

Wesley: Am I very boring on the subject?

Cordelia: You know, there was a time when you thought I was the loveliest thing in the world.

Wesley: Well, I... You're an extraordinary woman. I...

Cordelia: At ease, soldier. Just like to hear it, every now and then. I was the ditziest bitch in Sunnydale; could have had any man I wanted. Now, I'm all superhero-y and the best action I can get is an invisible ghost who's good with the loofah.

Wesley: I'm sorry. I missed that last part.

Cordelia: You are a gentleman.

Angel: Who's doing what with the loofah?

Wesley: Not loofah; Loo-fah. Nooctm... skumth. It's a demon.

Cordelia: So, you went with the dark clothes today.

Angel: Ask me why I'm smiling.

Cordelia: I will, because it's scaring me.

Angel: We are stepping out.

Gunn: You are a remarkable woman. Particularly the way you can shovel a mountain range of food into your mouth. That is some Olympian feat: that much eatin'.

Fred: Oh, was I a pig? It's just that that first breakfast seems to go so quick, and I'm always still...

Gunn: Nah, I was wondering where it all goes in that little stick-figure body you got.

Fred: Stick? You're a beast.

Gunn: Ah, come on. You know you're gorgeous.

Gunn: Morning, friends and neighbors. Ooh, are those the tickets? You got 'em?

Angel: Well, I got to the ticket place and...

Gunn: I'm paying you back. This one's on me.

Fred: Morning.

Gunn: Mata Hari is the tightest band in L.A. You guys are gonna be trippin' out.

Angel: The only thing is...

Gunn: Look, I said I'm good for it, man. Don't have to worry about dippin' in the Connor college fund. The time I saw the Mata Hari at the Troubadour they were the 'Blinnikov World Ballet Tour'. What's going on?

Angel: I was trying to tell you. I got to the ticket place and boom! Tonight only!

Gunn: But you got ballet on my Mata Hari tickets.

Angel: This is the Blinnikov World Ballet Corps.

Cordelia: He's been saying that like it has meaning.

Angel: This is one of the premier companies in the world. And they're doing 'Giselle'! It's their signature piece.

Gunn: This is all like some horrible dream.

Wesley: I think I've heard of them. Very ahead of their time.

Angel: Oh, yeah. Yeah. I saw their production of 'Giselle' in 1890. I cried like a baby. And I was evil!

Fred: I, I think it sounds exciting!

Wesley: Yes.

Gunn: No. No! This is not Mata Hari. This is tutus, and guys with their big-ass packages jumping up and down. This is just... I will never trust you again. The trust is gone.

Cordelia: Oh, get over it. Do we get dressed up?

Angel: Of course.

Cordelia: I'm in.

Angel: Guys, seeing real ballet live: it's... it's like another world. Gunn, these guys are tight, and you're gonna be trippin' out.

Gunn: Don't be usin' my own phrases when we lost the trust.

Cordelia: Come on, guys. Working day, cases to solve.

Gunn: Okay. But I'm not still paying, right? Because this is... this is... It's like a nightmare.

Manager: It's such an honor to have the company here, I have to say. All of L.A. is buzzing. To have the Blinnikov performing 'Giselle'... I can't imagine what's tonight's going to be like.

Count Kurskov: It will be the performance of a lifetime. I guarantee it.

Fred: Are you certain this is the place for us?

Cordelia: Well, we could always get our outfits at 'Cave Girl's House of Burlap', but that's just so last season. The guys are all renting tuxes. We gotta step up.

Fred: But aren't we, you know, poor?

Cordelia: There is a custom amongst my people. It's called: 'buying a dress, wearing it once, and returning it the next day'. It's all about hiding the tags while it's on.

Fred: Oh. Okay. I'm very excited about tonight. I love the ballet! I mean, I haven't seen that much, but my family used to go to the Nutcracker every Christmas, and I had my first sexual dream about the Mouse King.

Cordelia: Face me.

Fred: Can I ask you something?

Cordelia: I think you guys are perfect for each other. I have magic powers, remember?

Fred: It-it's not like we've said anything or..., but he's so sweet... and commanding, and I feel so comfortable around him... I mean, I don't even know if he feels...

Cordelia: He feels.

Fred: Feelings?

Cordelia: Oh, there is definite feelings. We find the right outfit for tonight, there may be actual feeling.

Fred: And then, we have to find a dress for you. Something that will make Angel crazy.

Cordelia: Fred, sweetie. Angel is crazy.

Fred: Well, I know he's gonna wanna look his best for you.

Cordelia: That's right. The world's champion is gonna spend all day worrying about his outfit.
Angel: Is it gonna to be alright? Is there a stain?

Lorne: Oh, relax, crumb cake. I've got the soda water working overtime. Man, little Connor burps like a champ.

Angel: At least he's sleeping.

Lorne: Who wouldn't? With that sweet Irish lullaby you crooned. Just a hair flat on the bridge, but more to the point: Cordelia?

Angel: What about her?

Lorne: I read you while you were singing, you big corn muffin, and uh, can't say as I blame. I mean, what a woman she's become.

Angel: You're not supposed to be reading me. Anyway, you read me wrong.

Lorne: Sorry, strudel. It's not just when you're singing. We got a little term back in Pylea: kyrumption?

Angel: I know it.

Lorne: Okay. When two great heroes come together...

Angel: There will be no coming together, okay? Everything we've been through together and all anybody wants to talk about is...

Lorne: Can't fight kyrumption, cinnamon buns. It's fate. It's the stars. Kyrumption is...

Angel: Stop saying that! And stop calling me pastries.

Lorne: You're a man of many limitations, Angel. But you're a man. You got a heart. And Cordelia is a hell of a lady. I mean, if I thought she'd like to wear green, I'd be elbowing you out of the way. But she's out of my league. She's a champion, Angel; old school. And besides, we all know you got a thing for ex-cheerleaders.

Angel: What have I got to offer her?

Lorne: Do I even have to answer that? You just have to act, Angel. You gotta let her know what's brewing inside. 'Cause, man, it's real and and you don't wanna miss that shot.
Angel: Lorne, Cordelia, she's...

Cordelia: She's, what?

Angel: I, I was just saying that you're not much of an ballet fan.

Lorne: You know, disregard everything I said. I forgot how homely she was.

Angel: You, you look like...

Cordelia: Like a ballet fan? An aficionado? A devotée, in fact? Tonight, I've decided that we don't have to be our incredibly dreary selves. Tonight, we're just a couple of young sophisticates enjoying an evening of classical dance. How does that sound?

Angel: Sounds just right.

Gunn: You got to promise not to laugh.

Fred: I promise.

Gunn: It's gotta come from the heart.

Fred: Will you stop being such a little girl? I said 'I promise'.

Gunn: This is what your promises are worth? I'm having a lot of trust issues at this time in my life.

Fred: It's just, my God. You're so pretty.

Gunn: You know, there's not a lot of people could say that to me and live. But the way you look there is no way I can fight you.

Fred: Tonight feels... I don't know, kind of magical. Is that stupid?

Wesley: Not at all. Finally came out of hiding.

Gunn: And look at my reward.

Wesley: Yes. Isn't she a vision.

Gunn: A lot of that going around.

Cordelia: Thank you, but no thank you. There will be no visions tonight.

Angel: How can you be sure?

Cordelia: I had a vision. Thank you. The iron is hot.

Angel: Sorry they're not closer. Getting five seats together...

Wesley: Don't be silly. Best place. We get the whole panorama from here.

Cordelia: Besides, back here we stand less chance of setting off the 'under seventy' alarm.

Angel: Back in the day, I'd always get box seats. Or I'd just eat the people who had 'em.
Cordelia: Don't 'let's reminisce'. We're here. Enjoy.

Gunn: Bravo! Bravo!

Cordelia: I loved it.

Angel: It's just intermission.

Cordelia: Oh.

Gunn: Bravo! Bravo!

Cordelia: That isn't drool, is it?

Angel: It's okay. Matches the back.

Gunn: I say it once, and gloat all you want: these guys are tight and I am trippin' out.

Wesley: They certainly live up to their reputation. Has the choreography changed much since...

Angel: No. Nothing's changed.

Wesley: Well, it's wonderful they're able to...

Angel: No. I mean, nothings changed. These are the same dancers I saw before.

Fred: That's impossible. We're watching the exact same troupe you saw in 1990?

Gunn: I think he said '1890'.

Fred: Oh. Okay, that's much more impossible.

Angel: So, somebody wanna tell me how we're watching a show starring people who should have died sixty years ago?

Cordelia: Well, it's a puzzler. Are there snacks?

Wesley: So, what are we thinking? Vampires?

Cordelia: Well, they're not a deeply-tanned bunch.

Gunn: That would explain the precision and the athleticism. I mean, some of those jumps were... You know, I was cool before I met you all.

Cordelia: Dancing vampires. Who's not scared?

Angel: Not it. I'd know. I'd sense it.

Wesley: Even all the way back there... with the panoramic view?

Angel: We should check it out.

Fred: Maybe after the show we should head backstage?

Angel: I was thinking now. You guys should go back. I'll snoop.

Cordelia: I'm with Snoopy. The magic of the ballet: not really getting to me.

Wesley: How will the dancers keep time without your rhythmic snoring?

Cordelia: Don't think that's not coming back to haunt you.

Angel: Go.

Gunn: Hurry.

Cordelia: Check out the zeppelin.

Angel: Awful lot of muscle for a ballet company.

Cordelia: You want I should distract him? Make with the nice-nice while you slip by?

Angel: Don't be stupid. I'm that guy and the most beautiful girl I've ever seen is making eyes at me? It's either bachelor party or a scam.

Cordelia: What did you just call me?

Angel: I'm sorry. You're not stupid.

Cordelia: No. After that.

Angel: I think I'll just have to go with my patented sudden burst of violence.

Cordelia: Hey, hold on. I think I might have an approach that is a little more subtle. Hey! Do you like bribes?

Guard: Do I ever.

Cordelia: Well, we really wanna go backstage.

Guard: Yeah, okay, but this isn't so much a bribe as it is a tip. And since I'm not parking your car, there's really no way that...

Angel: Okay. That's how we do it.

Cordelia: Okay. You saw the building as we drove by. Do you remember it going on forever?

Angel: It's clearly a spell, or a time flux, or something. I don't think we wanna be rushing in here.

Cordelia: Well, let's get the others and talk options.

Angel: Works in theory.

Angel: This is her dressing room.

Cordelia: The prima ballerina.

Angel: It's unchanged.

Cordelia: She would wait for him here.

Angel: It's warm. It's very warm.

Cordelia: I feel it.

Angel: Something happened here.

Cordelia: Angel?

Angel: Yeah?

Prima Ballerina: I want you to undress me.

Angel: You what?

Prima Ballerina: It's just another costume. I want you to see who I really am. You're the only one who can.

Angel: I... This isn't us. Cordelia, we're acting this out. Someone is...

Cordelia: Whoa! Did, did I actually just ask you to undress me?

Stephan: Is that what you want?

Prima Ballerina: Please, I...

Stephan: You want me to make love to you right here?

Prima Ballerina: You know I do.

Stephan: But you're afraid.

Prima Ballerina: What if he finds us?

Stephan: I'm not afraid. I'm not afraid of anything.

Prima Ballerina: I'm only alive when you're inside me.

Angel: Ah! Cordelia.

Cordelia: Yes.

Angel: I'm sorry.

Cordelia: No. We so need to be out of here.

Angel: Yes.

Cordelia: This isn't out of here.

Angel: I know. Right.

Cordelia: Open the damn door.

Angel: Kinda hard.

Cordelia: Kinda noticed.

Cordelia: Whoa!

Angel: That's a fair assessment.

Cordelia: What the hell is that place?

Angel: There's spirits in there. Energy trapped in time. It took us over.

Cordelia: Yee. Scary. Well, it's a good thing it wears off right away.

Angel: Yeah. Good thing.

Lorne: Go to sleep, lullaby, you've been fed and you're sleepy. You'll be with Uncle Lorne, who in no way resents not being asked to go to the ballet. And is certainly, not thinking, of selling you to the first vampire cult that makes him a decent offer... Hey, you just sleep on, little nipper. Uncle Lorne is gonna make sure we're alone. Won't be gone a moment. Oh, my God.

Cordelia: Are you sure this is the way?

Angel: I'm sure it's a way. Place is a maze. I'm just hoping there's another room. We can just go...

Cordelia: Damn it!

Angel: What?

Cordelia: I said something. Back in that room. Something important. Do you remember?

Angel: Um, you-you're only alive when I-I'm...

Cordelia: Not that.

Angel: No. Of course. I, I was just... Oh, hey! I said you were afraid.

Cordelia: And I said, 'what if he finds us?'
Angel: She had a secret lover.

Cordelia: They were afraid of someone. And I'll bet you anything that someone is the reason why we're stuck here! We left too soon.

Angel: We... who? The room?

Cordelia: It's a clue! Those spirits or, or energy or, or whatever are still in there. So we can figure out what happened. We have to go back in!

Angel: I'm marveling at the wrongness of that idea.
Cordelia: You wanna wander around backstage like 'Spinal Tap' for the next ever?

Angel: I'm sure there are other rooms that...

Cordelia: All we have to do is play the scene. Get in, get out. No one gets happy.

Angel: What if there is no more talking in that scene? Look, I've been possessed by the spirits of old lovers before. Never goes well.

Cordelia: Well, I've got my little cross if things get out of hand. Hey, it's awkward, but it's not us. So long as nothing is removed or inserted, it's all forgotten.

Angel: It is us Cordelia. It's you and me. Kissing you, it's... It's not something I can just...

Cordelia: Oh, come on. It's not that horrible. Up to his ass in demon gore: fine! But ask him to mack on a hottie and he wigs. My champion, ladies and gentlemen.

Fred: Angel!

Gunn: Huh?

Fred: And Cordy. They've been gone way too long.

Wesley: You're right. Come on.

Gunn: We're gonna miss the end!

Wesley: I'm sorry.

Angel: Anything coming?

Cordelia: Um... Okay. Let's take it from the middle. 'I want you to undress me.'
Angel: You want me to have sex now with you here.

Cordelia: Yes, but I'm scared.

Angel: 'But you're afraid.'
Cordelia: And afraid. What if we, 'he' finds us?

Angel: Well, I'm not afraid of anything.

Cordelia: Only good inside, blah, blah, blah...

Angel: Maybe it only works the one time. You know, when the energy...

Gunn: At least Angel left us a trail.

Count Kurskov: Deal with them. I can't be bothered, right now.
Prima Ballerina: This is wrong.

Stephan: Hush.

Prima Ballerina: You don't know him. He has power.

Stephan: The power to do this?

Prima Ballerina: Stephan, his power is unnatural. He could...

Stephan: What? Kill us?

Prima Ballerina: Worse.

Stephan: Kurskov owns the company. He doesn't own you.

Prima Ballerina: He doesn't know that. He thinks I'm his. That I dance for him. He is nothing but a deluded fan. He thinks I love him.

Stephan: Come away with me. Now. Tonight. We'll disappear. Even he won't find us.

Prima Ballerina: I... Stephan, everything I worked for is here.

Stephan: You can still dance.

Prima Ballerina: Can I? I don't... Not yet. Maybe when we're...

Stephan: Don't. Don't make promises.

Prima Ballerina: Help me. Help me be not afraid.

Gunn: This is very not right.

Fred: Do you hear it?

Wesley: There is something. Someone's in pain.

Fred: Either that or someone's in fun.

Cordelia: Oh, no. Oh, no! Oh, thank God! Okay. So, good. They were probably interrupted by this Count Kurskov or his lackeys, right? So, we're done with the... We're done!
Gunn: Now, that sounds less like fun.

Fred: Charles!

Wesley: Fred, stay between us.

Gunn: I need to...

Fred: Wesley!

Wesley: Can you handle the other? Well, then. Just us.

Cordelia: A little help!

Angel: Thank you. You alright?

Cordelia: Yeah. We gotta move.

Angel: You think they're not dead?

Cordelia: You just looked really hot doing that.

Angel: Oh.

Cordelia: Yeah.

Angel: Run.

Wesley: Who is laughing now? Well, you. But I still win.

Gunn: That's good. That should hold. You okay? You hurt?

Fred: I'm fine. I just thought... I'm sorry. I shouldn't fall apart like this.

Gunn: You scared I'm gonna die on you?

Fred: Charles, don't even...

Gunn: And all I ask is one last kiss as the light is dimming.

Fred: You think that's funny?

Gunn: It's just a scratch!

Fred: I thought it was... I...

Gunn: Hey. Hey. You really that worried about me?

Fred: You probably think I'm an idiot.

Gunn: I think if you care that much the wound is definitely deep.

Fred: The light is dimming?

Gunn: And all I ask is one last...

Angel: You guys alright?

Fred: Charles got stabbed.

Gunn: Yeah. A couple stitches worth.

Angel: The same guys that attacked us.

Fred: Cordy, your tag's showing.

Gunn: Any idea where we are or what the hell?

Angel: Yeah. Cordy and I hit kind of a mystical hotspot back in one of the dressing rooms.

Cordelia: Well, it seems the prima ballerina had a lover back in the day. And there was this Count Kurskov, who owned the company, and I guess he had a thing for the girl and they were mightily afraid of him.

Angel: He had powers of some kind.

Wesley: He was a wizard. He was obsessed with the girl. When he found her with the other man, he went insane with jealous rage pulled her out of time; out of any reality beyond his theater; his company. He swore she would dance for him forever.

Fred: How did you...

Wesley: I, uh, I hit a hotspot, too.

Gunn: And now, we're stuck here?

Wesley: Well, uh, this kind of temporal shift can't just exist. It has to be maintained. That requires power and concentration. If we can overload him, somehow, we might be able to slip back to the real world.

Gunn: The man with the plan!

Angel: Great. So, how do we overload him?

Wesley: Well, I'd imagine that requires some energy.

Fred: The more we kill, the more he makes.

Cordelia: Look!

Wesley: And that is draining his energy. Angel, try and find a way to the stage. The Count will be watching.

Angel: I bet he has a box.

Wesley: Find his power center and destroy it. We'll try and loosen his hold.

Gunn: By making more monsters? Man with the frightening plan!

Cordelia: Back here. They can't surround us.

Wesley: You two, stay close together. I'll take point.

Cordelia: I hope you're in a killing mood.

Wesley: I should do alright.

Angel: Hello?

Prima Ballerina: Who are you? There's no one... You're new.

Angel: I'm pretty old, actually. I've seen you dance.

Prima Ballerina: Everyone sees me.

Angel: It was 'Giselle' then, as well.

Prima Ballerina: Always.

Angel: I know what's happening. Count Kurskov; he's punishing you.

Prima Ballerina: He made me. He owns me. And when I dance, it is only for him.

Angel: Do you believe that?

Prima Ballerina: It really doesn't matter. I'll dance. I'll wait here. And then, I'll dance again. That's all.

Angel: A hundred years doing the same piece every night. Is that enough? What about Stephan?

Prima Ballerina: I waited too long. I should have gone when he asked me, should have disappeared, but... I wanted this. This dance, this... I hesitated and... I lost everything that mattered. Now, all I do is wait.

Angel: You dance.

Prima Ballerina: There is a section in the first act, during the courtship dance, where my foot slips. My ankle's turned and, and I don't quite hold every time. He doesn't notice. He doesn't even know ballet that well. But always, at that same moment, I slip. It isn't just the same ballet. It's the same performance. I don't dance. I echo. Please, can you make it stop?

Wesley: It's working!

Gunn: Yeah, there are dozens of them. Yay, us!

Wesley: It has to be weakening his hold.

Angel: I can help you. But you have to do something.

Prima Ballerina: What?

Angel: Change the ending. Dance something new.

Prima Ballerina: I can't.

Angel: He doesn't control all this. He's losing it. But you have to take the stage. It's not too late. You can change things.

Count Kurskov: No!

Angel: Hey, where is your power center?

Count Kurskov: How dare you?!
Angel: I'll guess.

Count Kurskov: You have no right.

Angel: Save it.

Count Kurskov: She was my love. She danced only for me!

Angel: Yeah. You love her that much? Start a website.

Wesley: We'll have to clean the wound. Do you want something for the pain?

Gunn: What pain?

Cordelia: Do you think I can still return it? Because otherwise, we're gonna have to take on a lot more cases.

Angel: Cordy.

Cordelia: You know, we should probably just not talk about our little adventure. Anything that might have been seen, anything that might have been, oh, perky.

Angel: I just wanna pretend it never happened.

Cordelia: Exactly.

Angel: Wipe it from my memory.

Cordelia: What? Was it, like, disgusting?

Angel: No! I, uh... I would, I would just want... if we were to... I would just want it to be... new. Start at the beginning.

Cordelia: Lost me in the middle.

Angel: Cordy, you and I, we've been working together for a long time. What I mean is, you've become a truly extraordinary woman. I know we haven't always gotten along, but I think that we, you know, we...

Cordelia: Groo?

Angel: Yes! We, we, we grew closer together, I think...

Cordelia: Groo!

Groosalugg: Princess!

Cordelia: Oh, God! I can't believe it!

Groosalugg: I feared you'd forget who I was.

Cordelia: Remind me.

Lorne: He just showed up. Apparently, once everyone in Pylea got their freedom, the political situation got a little sketchy. The Groosalugg, here, got deposed and they set up some kind of people's republic. So, he came looking for his true love.

Angel: Huh. That's good; good for her.

Lorne: Yeah.

Angel: I'm gonna check on Connor.

Lorne: Uh, he's sleeping.

Fred: Well, that's a surprise. I thought for sure she was meant to be with Angel. I guess you never can predict those things. You know?

Wesley: No. I guess you never can.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Angel: It's strange.

Lorne: Hm.

Angel: I remember him being taller.

Lorne: A trick of the light. They don't actually get smaller until they're very, very old.

Angel: I didn't mean the baby.

Lorne: I know you didn't.

Angel: I meant the Groosalugg.

Lorne: I know you did.

Angel: Did he seem, uh, I don't know, short?

Lorne: Oh, absolutely. Clearly, the guy shrank; all over, probably. Why, he's nothing but a muscley midget. I'm sure once Cordelia gets him home, she'll just pop him into a smallish drawer and that will be that.

Angel: She took him home. Well, well, that's good. At least we won't have to put him up here. The place was starting to turn into a hotel.

Lorne: So, so, you don't have a problem with that, then?

Angel: Of course not. Why would I?

Lorne: Oh, I don't know. Maybe because I don't remember you wearing this perfume when you left this evening?

Angel: Okay. There may have been some magic.

Lorne: There. You see?

Angel: Actual magic, Lorne. Whatever happened, it was a spell. It's worn off now. There's nothing between Cordelia and me.

Lorne: Sure there is. And it got arms like steel cables and a deeply ironic sense of timing.

Angel: You know, it's good that the Groosalugg showed up when he did. You were right. Cordelia deserves a champion, and now, she's got one.

Lorne: Well, what about you?

Angel: I'm fine. I've been a solo act most of my two hundred fourty plus years. And when I wasn't? Never turned out well. I like being alone.

Lorne: Fine, Ms. Garbo. Have it your way. Be alone.

Cordelia: So, ahem, you got deposed, huh?

Groosalugg: Yes.

Cordelia: Huh. That sucks.

Groosalugg: The people turned against me.

Cordelia: Yeah, well, they'll do that.

Groosalugg: Endless committees were formed. Committees splintered into factions. The factions into coalitions. The coalitions turned into subcommittees, until finally the more radical element, spurred by a charismatic leader, did the dance of revolution.

Cordelia: And here you are.

Groosalugg: Yes.

Cordelia: So, you don't miss it? You know, the power, castle, concubines and the royal chippies.

Groosalugg: There was never anyone else.

Cordelia: Oh.

Groosalugg: I welcomed the overthrow. The tedium of government was too much to bear after a life on the battlefield.

Cordelia: Your heart wasn't really in it.

Groosalugg: No. That left when you did. Princess? Is something wrong?

Angel: Hey.

Wesley: Morning.

Angel: You, uh, you're the only one here?

Wesley: So far. How's young Connor today?

Angel: He's good. Cordelia, she's usually in by now, isn't she?

Wesley: It's early. I imagine she and Groosalugg were up late. They have a lot of catching up to do.

Angel: Right. Uh. 'They'.
Wesley: Actually, I was hoping you and I could talk before the others got here.

Angel: Sure. What is it?

Wesley: Well, it's the fact of him. I know his sudden arrival was something we all needed a moment to digest. Still, there are questions.

Angel: You're suspicious.

Wesley: 'Cautious' might be a better word.

Angel: You think he's evil.

Wesley: 'Evil'?

Angel: Okay, maybe not 'evil', but he's definitely hiding something. Does he seem shorter to you?

Wesley: We are both talking about Connor, aren't we?

Angel: What about Connor?
Wesley: He shouldn't exist.

Angel: His birth was foretold. How many people can say that?

Wesley: He has a role to play, that's true, but we still don't know what that role is. Angel, we can't be afraid to ask the questions, because your enemies, his enemies, certainly won't be.

Angel: You're right. We should be prepared.

Wesley: I'm glad you agree. However, with the loss of the Nyazian Prophecies, we'll probably have to look elsewhere for our answers.

Angel: Well, we both know where those prophecies went. Maybe it's time to make another assault on Wolfram and Hart.

Wesley: That might not be necessary. Not yet, anyway. There should be other sources. Ancient works accumulate scholarship; commentary over the years.

Angel: Huh. You think somebody else has already done the work for us.

Wesley: That's my hope. I've been looking into it. I just... I felt you should know.

Angel: I wanna be involved, completely.

Cordelia: Involved with who?

Angel: You're here. And... so is he.

Groosalugg: Angel. Your weapons are most impressive.

Angel: Thanks. Thank you. Can you, uh, ask him not to handle my weapons?

Cordelia: Oh, relax. If there's one thing Groo knows, it's how to handle a weapon. Poor guy. Looks like that's about all he's gonna be handling.

Angel: You mean, uh, you two didn't...

Cordelia: I got him home last night and we started... you know. But then, I couldn't go through with it.

Angel: You couldn't?

Cordelia: No. Not after seeing that disgusting, spiny thing!

Angel: Spiny?

Cordelia: Right up in my face! That's what the visions are like now. No pain, less artsy, sometimes floaty, though not lately, and very often stinky.

Wesley: You had a vision?

Cordelia: Yeah. Big as life last night, while Groo and I were getting reacquainted. Kind of a mood killer, I got to say.

Wesley: You should have called one of us.

Cordelia: Oh, please! Like I'm gonna bother you guys in the middle of the night because I want sex and can't have it.

Wesley: Actually, I meant the vision.

Cordelia: Oh. That. Well, it's not rising up until sometime later today.

Wesley: Oh. Why can't you have sex?

Cordelia: I could lose my visionity.
Wesley: If you wanna play it that way.

Cordelia: Vision-ity! The visions. When that one hit me last night, it hit me. In Pylea, the visions were supposed to pass to Groo if we ever did the royal comshuck. How do I know that won't happen here?

Angel: Good point. You really don't.

Wesley: But your recent transformation could have changed all that. It might be possible to...

Angel: Still, you know, better safe than sorry. You're doing the right thing.

Cordelia: I know. I know. I can't risk it. It's just, I'm so... And he's such a... Rrrr... Don't you think?

Angel: Yeah, sure.

Wesley: Certainly.

Cordelia: I mean, there's gotta be other things we can do to relieve the tension!

Angel: Jogging could be the thing.

Wesley: Perhaps some form of paranormal prophylactic...

Angel: Because, you know, jogging...

Cordelia: I guess we could probably 'com' without actually 'shucking'.
Angel: Well, I don't know. That could be a slippery slope that once you're on, that you could slide.

Cordelia: At least I won't be upsetting the average around here. Nobody in this office is ever gonna get any.

Gunn: It's funny.

Fred: The way I chew?

Gunn: No. Until that kiss last night, I would have thought you and Wesley had a thing for each other.

Fred: Wesley?

Gunn: Yeah.

Fred: No, we're just good friends.

Gunn: You want another order of those?

Fred: Yes, please. Oh. No. No, I'm not hungry.

Gunn: You sure? I love watching you eat.

Fred: Wow. We should probably go. People might start to talk.

Gunn: Why would they?

Fred: Well, you know, us.

Gunn: 'Us' has been doing breakfast for weeks now. Everyone knows that.

Fred: I know, but now that we've kissed, things are different. I mean, they are, right?

Gunn: Oh, yeah.

Fred: So, so, you don't think they can tell?

Gunn: From here?

Fred: I'm sorry. I'm being ridiculous, I know. It's just I don't have a lot of experience in this area. I spent the last five years in a cave.

Gunn: Yeah, I know what that's like.

Fred: How could you?

Gunn: Because now, everything's so bright my eyes hurt.

Waitress: Here you go.

Fred: Thank you.

Gunn: Thanks.

Fred: How are we gonna work this?

Gunn: Like we always do. We split it.

Fred: But you hardly ordered anything. I'd be getting so much more value.

Gunn: I think I'm making out okay.

Fred/Gunn: Wesley.

Wesley: We've identified the demon from Cordelia's vision as a Senih'd. We believe it will rise in the mid-city area sometime before nightfall. The Senih'd manifests in its physical form for one purpose only: to feed.

Cordelia: Seen it.

Wesley: Immediately upon rising, it will go to ground to search for a victim. We've got to make sure it doesn't find one. Angel will take the sewer tunnels. The rest of us will go by car to Sorensen Park. We'll enter the underground from the water treatment plant there; double back. Hopefully, by the time we meet up again...

Groosalugg: I know this creature. It resembles the Bleaucha, which nest in the scum pits of Ur. I've slain many.

Wesley: Really?

Groosalugg: Tracking it will be simple. Killing it, more difficult.

Angel: Well, yeah.

Wesley: Alright, then. Groo, you go with Angel. Let's move out.

Angel: I don't think that's such a good idea, me and him. You know, I'm more of a loner. Plus, he's so bulky. He could really slow me down.
Wesley: He's an experienced warrior. He should be a great asset.

Cordelia: Here's a nice one.

Angel: That's my favorite broadsword!

Wesley: You'll be fine, Angel.

Cordelia: Are you sure you're gonna be warm enough? The sewers are pretty damp.

Groosalugg: I shall be fine.

Cordelia: Okay. Here.

Angel: Let's go.

Groosalugg: I shall present this beast's head to my princess as a token.

Angel: Right. 'Cause she'll love that.

Angel: You sense anything?

Groosalugg: A deep sadness. My princess. She is unhappy. I fear I am the cause.

Angel: No. No, she's not unhappy you're here, Groo. She's thrilled.

Groosalugg: Then, what keeps her from me? There is a distance, as if her heart is not free.

Angel: I, I think that maybe she's afraid to get too close. She's, uh, scared if she does, she'll, uh, lose something.

Groosalugg: But I would give myself to her. It is wounded. It bleeds.

Angel: It's better than bread crumbs. Let's go.

Groosalugg: Come.

Wesley: Well done. I must say, excellent work. Well done.

Ms. Frakes: You think you know someone. You think your place is secure and that there's a future there. And then, something happens. No, strike that. Someone happens! They insinuate themselves; pushing you out; taking your place.

Angel: And what makes you think this other woman is a witch, Ms. Frakes?

Ms. Frakes: Why else would Jerry cheat on me? We've been engaged for eight years! She had to have put some kind of a spell on him.

Wesley: I'm looking for the original Greek if it's at all possible. You do? Excellent. Uh, can I get a quote on that?

Angel: Well, if you give me the woman's name I'll have someone check her out. See if we can find out if she's a witch.

Ms. Frakes: 'HotBlonde37159'. I got these off the e-mails that I took from Jerry's computer.

Angel: It's, uh, gonna... uh, it's gonna be pretty difficult to find her based solely on this.

Ms. Frakes: Well, just follow Jerry! I'm sure he'll lead you right to her.

Angel: Ms. Frakes, here, wants us to stake out her fiancé. I was trying to explain to her that...

Wesley: I think we can spare someone to keep an eye on Ms. Frakes' fiancé. Gunn! If witchcraft is involved we should probably look into it.

Gunn: What's up?

Wesley: Uh, Gunn, Ms. Frakes here needs some surveillance work. I thought, if you were free...

Gunn: Yeah, not a problem.

Wesley: Good. She'll give you the details. I'll leave it in your hands.

Gunn: Sure thing.

Fred: We won't let you down.

Angel: I don't know. Maybe they should just do it, you know? Get it over with.

Wesley: I'm sorry?

Angel: Cordy and Groo. She's being all noble for the good of the team. She should just make it with the comshuck. That's what she wants.

Wesley: Oh.

Proprietor: May I help you?

Wesley: Yes. I phoned earlier about 'Grammaticus: Third Century Greek Commentaries'.

Proprietor: Of course. The 'G.T.C.G.C.' I'll be just one moment.

Wesley: Thank you.

Angel: I mean, why not? You know, life is short. Okay, not mine, but you know, most people's. And if Groo does it for her, she should go for it. Make him happy. Make her happy. Make everybody happy.

Wesley: But still, office romance complicates things. What if they should have a row or break up?

Angel: All of us fight with each other at some point. It's not like anybody else is having a romance. I don't see it changing things much.

Wesley: Well, she said it herself. It could risk the visions.

Angel: Okay. So, the visions pass to Groo. He gets them instead of her. So, what?

Wesley: Are you suggesting Groosalugg could replace Cordelia?

Angel: Maybe not Cordelia.

Wesley: I see. You think he could replace you.

Angel: I don't know. Seems to me, here is a guy who can do everything I can and a few things I can't.

Wesley: That's not true.

Angel: You saw what happened this afternoon. If Groo hadn't been there...

Wesley: Then, the rest of us would have. Angel, you're the reason we've all come together. It's your mission which animates us. We each contribute, it's true, but you: you're unique. You're like one of these rare volumes. One of a kind.

Proprietor: I've got three of them.

Cordelia: Are you sure?

Groosalugg: I'm sure.

Cordelia: Good. Don't worry. I practiced plenty on Cousin Timmy when we were kids. Oh, wait. It's not like your strength is in your hair, or anything like that, right?

Groosalugg: No. I believe it is in my muscles.

Cordelia: Okay. So, we lose the Battlefield Earth hair, and get you out of these animal skins, and it'll be a whole new you!

Groosalugg: And will this 'new me' be one that you can allow yourself to love?

Cordelia: What?

Groosalugg: Will the 'new me' please you in ways that the 'old me' could not?

Cordelia: Groo, it's a haircut. It's not gonna make me like you any better.

Groosalugg: Oh. I understand.

Cordelia: You didn't give up your throne and come all this way for a makeover, did you? You came for something I can't give you: me. It's not that I don't want to. I do. I've never met anyone like you, Groo. You're so open and sweet, and there is a definite thing here. It's just...

Groosalugg: You are afraid that with me, you will be less than what you were.

Gunn: Looks like this is it. Better get the camera.

Fred: Do you really think he's possessed or under some kind of spell?

Gunn: Well, it's hard to say. There's all different kinds of magic: you've got demony love spells, mojo sex chants, voodoo booty rituals...

Fred: Voodoo booty rituals? You made that up.

Gunn: Then, there is the all-powerful, big, brown, soulful eyes kind of magic.

Fred: Kind of familiar with that one, myself. Hm. We should...

Gunn: Right. Because we're all about the work.

Fred: Maybe, it's not so much magical but chemical when two people are attracted. Maybe, it's like the DNA knows what it needs and when it finds it, nothing can get in its way. It just takes it.

Gunn: It does?

Fred: Charles...

Gunn: Yeah?

Fred: We're not supposed to be the ones having the rendez-vous.

Gunn: We're not?

Fred: No. He is.

Gunn: But he's cheating on someone. You and me, we got a right.

Fred: I know. But we're supposed to be working.

Gunn: You're right. Damn!

Wesley: I'll get started translating this material right away.

Angel: Well, uh, Wesley. Thanks for what you said before. You put things into perspective for me.

Wesley: Glad I could. While I do believe having another warrior for good may be an asset in the coming days; truth is, you and the Groosalugg are two totally different people...

Groosalugg: Uh, hello.

Wesley: ...who look exactly alike.

Angel: He's wearing my clothes.

Wesley: Good fit.

Angel: Where's Cordelia?

Cordelia: Oh, good. You're back.

Angel: He's wearing my clothes.

Cordelia: What? Oh, yeah. I, I didn't think you'd mind. Turns out you guys are about the same size. I think he's a little taller. Looks great though, doesn't he? Angel, I need your help.

Angel: What happened? You had a vision?

Cordelia: What? Oh, no. No, it's nothing like that. Um. This is personal.

Angel: What is it?

Cordelia: I wouldn't ask, except, uh, there's really no one else I can trust with this. It's something only you can do.
Angel: Tell me.

Cordelia: You've done so much for me already and... Well, this is just one more thing for the list, I guess.

Angel: There is no list. You know that. Just, just tell me what I can do.

Cordelia: I need you to help me have sex with Groo. I realized something today. It's not the threat of losing the visions that's been keeping me from being close. It's me. The visions are just an excuse. I mean, there's always some excuse.

Angel: Right.

Cordelia: I'm tired of being lonely.

Angel: Yeah.

Cordelia: So, I worked it out.

Angel: You did?

Cordelia: Yes! It was something Wesley said: 'a paranormal prophylactic'. And that got me thinking. I couldn't be the only woman on earth that had some supernatural gift that could be lost through physical intimacy.

Angel: Stands to reason.

Cordelia: So, I started researching, and anyway, I'm right. There is a potion, a protective potion. I take it and bang! I can.

Angel: Hm. A potion.

Cordelia: Yeah. Anyway, this woman's name is Anita, and she's kind of in the business; makes love potions, elixirs; things like that. She says she's got just the thing at this address.

Angel: You want me to get this for you.

Cordelia: I went to my ATM, got cash. Nearly cleaned me out, but I think it's worth it.

Angel: So you and Groo can...

Cordelia: ...comshuck like bunnies. You betcha.

Angel: Why don't you just send him?

Cordelia: I am sending him. He kind of insists on it, but that's why I need you.

Angel: Huh?

Cordelia: He doesn't know this world. I can't send him into a demon brothel all by himself! I mean, I trust him, but I'm not crazy.

Angel: Brothel.

Cordelia: You'd be safe there. No woman's gonna tempt you, right?

Angel: R-right.

Groosalugg: Are we ready?

Cordelia: I think so.

Groosalugg: We're most grateful for your help, Angel. You've been a true friend to us both.

Angel: Yeah.

Fred: There is nothing.

Gunn: More like a whole lot of nothing. How are we gonna explain this? 'Sorry, Wes. We lost the dude because we were macking on the job.'

Fred: We didn't lose him, so much as... Okay. We lost him. But his car's still here. So, he's got to be close, right? I'm sure there is an explanation.

Gunn: The camera.

Fred: Yeah, the camera. Maybe he saw the camera.

Gunn: No, I mean, whatever happened, we got it on tape.

Fred: Right. There he is.

Gunn: Push play.

Fred: Well, that can't be good.

Anita: Oh, I love your outfits.

Angel: Well, I really wouldn't call them 'outfits'.
Anita: But you are together.

Groosalugg: Yes! Two champions here together.

Angel: Not 'together'-together. Just 'get the potion'-together.

Groosalugg: So I may comshuck my princess.

Angel: Just to reiterate: not the princess.
Anita: The room is enchanted. Everything that happens in there: every touch, every emotion, every desire; is extended for maximum pleasure. I can check the schedule if there is someone special you would like to bring. Just right in here.

Man: Oh, hello.

Groosalugg: Fear not, friend. We are here to save you!

Man: Hey! Get off!

Angel: Groo! Groo, I think he's happy there.

Groosalugg: As a slave?

Man: Don't judge me.

Angel: Come on. Sorry. If you'll just give us the potion, we'll be...

Anita: You brought cash? Make sure to tell your princess to drink it all at once. I know why your earnest friend is here, but why are you? What's in it for you?

Groosalugg: Angel, your coat is singing.

Angel: Hello. What? Gunn? I can barely hear you.

Gunn: Yeah, reception's not so great, is it?

Angel: Where are you?

Gunn: Under Plummer Park.

Angel: Under it?

Gunn: Pretty much. We were tailing that woman's fiancé...

Fred: Jerry.

Gunn: ...and we kind of lost him.

Fred: But then, we found him, sort of.

Gunn: Him and his date. Some root-crazy, tree-like demony thing.

Fred: With what looks like a DSL connection. We're pretty sure he chats up lonely hearts online, and then, sucks them down here for food. Or, maybe, it gets its power that way.

Gunn: Monster's got a big, old, leathery joint jammed up into the guy. I think it's sucking the life out of him.

Angel: What... have you called Wesley yet?

Gunn: We were kind of hoping we wouldn't have to.

Angel: I don't understand.

Fred: We just didn't want to bother him with this.

Angel: Bother him?

Gunn: Look. Nothing against Wes, but I'm not sure he can help us out at the moment. What we really need...

Angel: Oh. Uh-huh. Um. It's for you.

Groosalugg: I am honored they requested the Groosalugg to save them.

Angel: I wouldn't say 'requested', more like 'included'. Hang on. Here. Here. Did you feel it?

Groosalugg: Something evil.

Angel: Whoa, easy. Slow down, champ! We have to be very careful here.

Groosalugg: You're right. Will you keep this safe?

Angel: Fine. But we just got to be, you know, a little bit more... patient.

Fred: It's Groo!

Gunn: Over here!

Fred: What are we gonna do now?

Angel: That's my shirt! This thing is not actually made out of wood, is it?

Fred: No, it's flesh.

Angel: Good. Flesh I can deal with. Flesh I can kill.

Fred: But I don't think hacking it is going to do any good. It doesn't seem to have any vital organs. It uses people as batteries. It draws its power from its victims.

Gunn: And it's been getting stronger since it tapped into Groo.

Angel: Really. 'Stronger'? Come on! He can't be that great.

Fred: He is the Groosalugg.

Angel: What do you think? Honestly. Does he seem really 'better' than other men?

Demon: He's magnificent.

Angel: Really? I'd say more like 'magnificently stupid'. Because him with the beer tap in his chest and me with the, you know, just walking around. And I'm really getting tired of the Groosa-worship thing. Nothing personal, champ. Oh! Everyone makes such a big deal about the Groosalugg. 'He's such a champion. He's so rugged. He's so emotionally available. Look at him in the daylight.' But you know what? I'm smarter, and I'm stronger, and I pick out my own clothes! Okay. Oh, geez. Well, it's okay. You know, no one is using my heart at the moment, anyway.

Demon: Kill you.

Angel: Sorry. Already dead.

Demon: Vampire!

Angel: Yeah. Did I mention that?

Demon: Cold. Cold.

Angel: Oh, yeah. It's kinda cold in there. But hey, don't let that stop you.

Demon: So cold.

Gunn: So dead!

Angel: How is he?

Fred: Pretty beat up. Still alive, thanks to you.

Wesley: Yes, Ms. Frakes. We are, too. You're welcome. Good-bye. Well, Ms. Frakes is very happy. You saved her fiancé's life.

Fred: So, he's gonna be okay?

Wesley: Yes.

Gunn: That's good.

Wesley: Yes. Well, good work. You should probably get cleaned up, then.

Fred: Yeah. Good idea.

Wesley: Uh, Charles, a word?

Fred: Well, good night.

Gunn: Good night. What is it?

Wesley: When you knew this was more than just a tryst you should have told me.

Gunn: It happened so fast. The thing just grabbed the guy and he was gone.

Wesley: That's, that's not what I meant.

Gunn: Oh, you mean... Well, I'm not so sure that's any of your business.

Wesley: No. You're probably right. Still, she could get hurt. I trust that won't happen?

Gunn: What are you, her brother?

Wesley: Apparently.

Gunn: Wesley, I...

Wesley: She chose. It's just important to me that she's taken care of.

Gunn: She will be.

Wesley: Good.

Cordelia: Sorry.

Angel: It's, uh, it's okay. It, uh, was already ruined.

Cordelia: Well, if it's any consolation, I planned to rip it off him later, anyway. You did get the potion, didn't you?

Angel: Yeah. We, we got it.

Cordelia: Well. This isn't so bad. You heal almost as fast as he does.

Groosalugg: Princess, I, I have a confession to make.

Angel: Groo.

Cordelia: A confession? What, what confession? Did something happen at the brothel? You were supposed to look after him!

Angel: Nothing happened! Except your boyfriend here was very brave and saved the day.

Cordelia: You did? You big hero!

Groosalugg: No. I was reckless! I put everyone in grave peril. Angel is the true champion. He saved us all.

Cordelia: Did you hear that?

Angel: Yeah, but...

Cordelia: How many guys would just give away the credit like that? That is just so noble. The potion. Let's get our of here! See ya!

Angel: Cordelia.

Cordelia: What? What is it? What's this?

Angel: Just some money I saved up.

Cordelia: Why? What for?

Angel: I did something for you tonight. Now, I want you to do something for me. Don't come in tomorrow. In fact, don't come in for a couple of weeks. Take Groo some place nice. Somewhere where there is sun. He'd like that.

Cordelia: Angel...

Angel: Promise me.

Cordelia: Okay. You sure you don't need some patching up yourself?

Angel: No, I-I'm good. Didn't hurt a bit.

Lorne: Alright, now. You get some rest, big boy. Yes. You go to sleep. Get you nice and tucked in... yes.

Angel: Thanks for looking after him.

Lorne: Yeah. Sure. You okay?

Angel: Yeah.

"...the son"
Angel: Working late?

Wesley: Yes. You startled me.

Angel: Oh, we didn't mean to.

Wesley: I thought I was alone.

Angel: Yeah. So did I.

"The father will kill the son"
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Gunn: You got to admire the loyalty. All night here, hitting the books. Logging serious alone-time, delving into the secret mysteries of... Man, Wesley needs a life.

Fred: I wonder if he found anything new about Connor.

Wesley: Don't touch that. They're just in a specific order. I'll be lost... What time is it?

Angel: Time for Wesley to wakey-wakey! Isn't that right, Connor?

Wesley: I must have lost track of the time. I meant to, uh, go home.

Angel: Road to hell, right?

Gunn: So, Wes, you find any answers in all these stuffy books of yours?

Angel: He already knows the answer. He's just looking for the question.

Wesley: So, have we heard anything from Cordelia recently?

Angel: Do you wanna see Connor do something cool? I'm teaching him how to die!

Wesley: Don't!

Gunn: Tick-tock, Wes. Running out of time. Running out of time.

Angel: Morning, Wes. You been here all night?

Mrs. Ferguson: You'd think something was killing him. All night long, the screaming and crying.

Woman: Colic is the worst.

Mrs. Ferguson: I hold him. I walk him. Nothing seems to work.

Angel: Have you tried the vacuum? Sometimes the white noise from a motor will put a colicky baby right to sleep.

Mrs. Ferguson: You know, I've read about that. The problem is my older one; I can't run the vacuum while he's sleeping.

Angel: You could try taping it. The sound. Just leaving playing by the crib kind of low.

Mrs. Ferguson: I should have thought of that! Mr. Dad to the rescue!

Nurse: Mrs. Ferguson?

Mrs. Ferguson: Oh, excuse me.

Angel: 'Mr. Dad'! Check me out! I'm 'Mr. Dad'. You okay, Wes?

Wesley: Well, just a bit tired, is all.

Angel: Probably good you got out of the office. We haven't seen you for the last couple of days. You've been all holed up with all those prophecies and books.

Wesley: Yes, I've been working on a particularly difficult translation.

Angel: Is it about Connor? Anything we have to worry about?

Nurse: Mr. Angel?

Angel: We're up, kiddo. You're coming in?

Wesley: Just in case you forget to ask anything. Always better to have an extra pair of ears, right?

Angel: It's like a, like a soft gurgle or a wheeze. It might be a wheeze. I heard it last night when I was feeding him. You hear it?

Doctor: All I hear is a normal, healthy little heart.

Angel: You, you don't understand. I, I got like really good hearing. I mean, really good hearing.

Doctor: Well, most first time parents do. You said this wheeze or gurgle happened while you were feeding him?

Angel: Is that bad? What is it?

Doctor: In my professional opinion, it's called digestion.

Angel: Oh.

Wesley: Doctor. During your exam you didn't notice anything abnormal about him, did you?

Angel: Wes! What kind of question is that? Did you?

Doctor: No. Your son is just fine.

Angel: So, when will we get the results form the blood test?

Doctor: In about a week. It's just precaution, really.

Angel: But he's okay. Connor's healthy?

Doctor: As healthy as a human being can possibly be.

Angel: Did you hear that? Thank you.

Doctor: No problem.

Angel: Thanks.

Wesley: Angel? You can let go of the doctor now.

Angel: Oh. Right. Come on, kiddo. Thanks.

Doctor: Take care. And they bitch about my cold hands.

"Angel, Connor"
Nurse: There you are! Did you get turned around? You're supposed to be over in Exam three.

Woman: Oh. My mistake.

Gunn: I wanna know how he does it. No last name, no bank account. How are you ordering stuff off the Web?

Fred: It's not that hard, really. All you have to do is hack into the shipping database, find someone who is ordering what you want, then, substitute your information. Except that would just be high-tech robbery.

Angel: I memorized Cordelia's credit card numbers.

Fred: Oh. Low-tech robbery.

Gunn: Some kind of boomerang vamp stake?

Angel: No! They're itty-bitty hockey sticks!

Connor 03
Angel: Check this out! How cute is this? Huh? Seriously.

Gunn: Seriously, I think you got way too much time on your hands.
Fred: Come on. You think it's adorable.

Gunn: Well, yeah, but at least I'm manly enough to deny it.

Angel: Okay, okay. I admit things have been a little slow since Cordelia and the Groosalugg went on vacation.

Gunn: I can't believe I'm saying this, but I'm actually jonesing for a throw-down with something mean and nasty.

Fred: Cordelia hasn't called once with a vision. Do they even have phones there?

Angel: Maybe they're not near a phone. Come on, it's a vacation! They're not gonna waste it all in a dark hotel room, you know, together, where the food's delivered and there is no reason to go outside. You know, hockey is a great sport.

Gunn: You realize this is the whitest sport known to man?

Angel: True. But the games are indoors, and they usually play at night.

Gunn: Got you.

Angel: I know it's a little bit too early to be thinking about stuff like this, but I, I can't wait to watch him, you know, grow up. For him to lose his first tooth. Learn how to ride a bike. Ha. I want to help him pick out a tux for his senior prom. I just can't wait to see who he's gonna to be. I know it's mushy, but it's just... He makes me so happy.

Gunn: He shoots, he scores! Ha!

Angel: Well, sure. Of course, with no defender.

Gunn: Ha. Bring it on.

Angel: I think, Connor, he's gonna be center, you know?

Gunn: What you got?

Angel: Control of the puck. Yeah. Ditching the left wing.

Gunn: Come on.

Angel: Taking it all the way to the crease... Yeah, you know, these, this isn't regulation size.

Aubrey: Excuse me. Is this Angel Investigations? I need your help.

Aubrey: Last Monday night, my son, Timothy, snuck out of the house. He loved to go to the pier. He loved the lights of the Ferris wheel there. So, I went after him. I searched the pier, the arcade; nothing. So, I sat up all night and waited for him to come home.

Angel: When did he return home? Right before dawn?

Aubrey: Yeah. But his face was... There was something wrong with his face, and he was so angry. He was calling me names, and pounding on the door, and screaming at me to let him in. It scared me. I was afraid of my own son. Then, he just went up in flames.

Wesley: If you'd let him in, he would have killed you.

Aubrey: At least he'd still be alive.

Gunn: No. What came to your door, that wasn't your son. It looked like your son, but it wasn't him.

Aubrey: Maybe I could have found a way to turn him back.

Angel: When somebody becomes a vampire there is no turning back. No matter how much you want to believe there is some part of him you can save, all that's left is an evil thing.

Wesley: You say your son went to the pier that night? Gunn, why don't you do a little recon while it's still light out.

Gunn: I can just gear up and take care of it.

Wesley: No. If there is a nest at the pier, we go as a group. Strictly reconnaissance.

Gunn: Okay. Fred and I will check it out.

Aubrey: If I could have found that thing myself, I would have killed it with my bare hands. It made me afraid of my own little boy. I don't understand any of this. I don't know what to do.

Aubrey: Wesley Wyndam-Pryce heads the staff at Angel Investigations; doles out assignments, specializes in reference and research. This woman, nicknamed Fred, appears to be the resident science expert. It's unclear whether she is a fighter. Finally, Charles Gunn: big, very strong; could be a formidable opponent, though he seems to be a bit impulsive. We may be able to use that in the future.

Holtz: Good work, Aubrey.

Aubrey: Thanks, boss.

Justine: I don't understand. How can these people work for a vampire.

Holtz: I once made a pact with a demon.

Justine: So you could get to Angelus. So you could kill a vampire.

Holtz: I'm sure they believe their reasons are good, however misguided. Things aren't always black and white, Justine; good and evil.

Justine: What about Angelus?

Holtz: He is evil.

Justine: Chains would be good now.

Holtz: I knew you were meant for this. We need to get moving. Events are happening even quicker than I could have hoped.

Sahjhan: Thank God. I was starting to get bored. You know, my barber has the same problem with his scissors; hence, the bad haircut. Love the whole chained, undead-look you got going on. Really sets off your fern.

Holtz: You can stand down, Justine. It's only Sahjhan.

Sahjhan: Only Sahjhan? See that's the trouble with you, Holtz. If you'd only done what you... Can we have a little privacy here?

Holtz: No.

Sahjhan: Fine. You owe me a dead vampire.

Holtz: Yes. Well, how shall I put this? What are you going to do about it? Nothing. That's what you'll do. That's all you can do, or else you wouldn't have brought me here in the first place. You've done your part, Sahjhan. Now, let me do mine.

Sahjhan: What is your part? Recruiting a bunch of paramilitary moony freaks, who run around playing Candid Camera with Angel's buddies? That's crap. Admit it. You're a coward, and I bet Caroline would agree. You remember her, don't you? Your dead wife? Mother of your dead kids? How'd they die? Who swore revenge? Any of this ringing a bell?

Holtz: Get out.

Sahjhan: Or what? You can't kill me.

Holtz: But I can trap your dimensional essence in a Resikian urn. Wonderful devices, the urns. They last a lifetime. That is, if you live forever.

Sahjhan: This isn't over, Holtz.
Wesley: I know it's dangerous. I don't care. You're a wizard. Because it's the right thing to do. Then, because I'm paying you an obscene amount of money. Just do it, and call me back.

Fred: Hey. Wes?

Wesley: What is it?

Fred: I'm sorry. You're busy. I'll come back.

Wesley: What can I do for you?

Fred: Nothing. Um, I just wanted to compliment you, that's all. You were really there for that woman, Aubrey, who lost her kid at the pier.

Wesley: Thank you.

Fred: And working so hard, staring at all those books. And as a book-starer myself I know how crazy-making that can be. You should get out of here for a while. Go for a walk. You deserve it. I was thinking: maybe you could call Aubrey. She is real attractive and her paperwork says she's single. She probably needs a friend.

Wesley: Fred, we're not here to date. We're here to do a job. Now, why don't you go to the pier and do your job.

Lilah: Is everything alright? Are they taking care of you? No, mom, this is Lilah. You called Lilah. Do you need anything? Do you need money? No, mom, I can't come over. I'm in Los Angeles. You know that. Don't cry. Mom, please, stop it. I'm gonna have to call you back. You don't have an appointment.

Sahjhan: That's it? No 'wow, how did he do that?' No screaming in terror? You twenty-first century types are so jaded.

Lilah: You're Sahjhan, aren't you? I may be jaded, but I do my homework. And there's a girl downstairs, she's got records on everything that ever happened. My company rocks.

Sahjhan: Yes. I'm familiar with your firm, in this and other dimensions.

Lilah: Great. Let's shorthand. You're a time-shifter. You recruited Holtz in the eighteenth century, put him on ice for a couple hundred years so he could pop up and stake Angel when he's least expecting it. And considering that I have yet to put on my boogie shoes and dance on Angel's pile of dust, I'm imagining that Holtz isn't working fast enough for you. Which leads me to believe you think my firm can expedite the process.

Sahjhan: More or less.

Lilah: I hate to disappoint you, but Wolfram and Hart's official policy is to let Angel live until he becomes useful. I'm sworn to obey that policy.

Count me in
Lilah: Is there some other way I can help you?

Sahjhan: I have a plan. But for it to work, I require a very rare and valuable ingredient. Getting it will be difficult, if not impossible. I need the blood of Angel's son.

Lilah: Got it.

Sahjhan: Got it? What do you mean 'got it'? How'd you get it?

Lilah: I swiped it from his doctor's office. I don't know what good it'll do you though. Boys in the lab looked it over, said it was utterly run-of-the-mill. Completely normal.

Sahjhan: That's because they're looking for the wrong thing.

Fred: So, I'm looking for anything suspicious. Like small dark places where somebody could get grabbed, or any blacked out cars or vans, or pale, bumpy people with sharp teeth.

Gunn: I don't think we got to worry about seeing any actual vamps, Fred. The sun's still kinda up in the sky.

Fred: Even so, as professionals shouldn't we always be aware of our surroundings?

Gunn: Hey, ring toss! You want me be all macho and win you a prize?

Fred: Charles...

Gunn: Alright. You can be the macho one. Oh! Look at that stuffed little bunny up there! Think you could win it for me?

Fred: This is so wrong.

Gunn: You're right. I don't want the bunny.

Fred: We're supposed to be working.

Gunn: No, we're supposed to be doing some bogus, half-assed recon. That's different than working.

Fred: Still. It's our job.

Gunn: Actually, this was my job. Wes never said to bring you along. Probably wanted me out and about so he could chat up my girl.

Fred: Wesley wouldn't do that. I'm your girl? Wes knows about us and you knew he knew and you didn't let me know?

Gunn: Come on. You know he was interested in you. And now, he knows we're seeing each other, so what?

Fred: So, he's our boss, and I don't think he likes the idea of us dating while we're working together.

Gunn: He said something to you, didn't he? Well, you, you, you got my back, right? You stood up to him and said we're two adults and what we do with our personal lives is none of his business, right?

Fred: You bet I, uh, didn't. Charles, I like you and I wanna keep liking you.

Gunn: Then, do!

Fred: Maybe when we're out like this we should, we should just work.

Gunn: No. Can't do it that way. Maybe I'm greedy, but I want it all: the great girl and the great job. I don't care what Wesley says, but I'm not giving up either without a fight. How about you? Good. Now, how about we go looking for some vampires?

Angel: Look at what's coming at you. Whoosh!

Wesley: I have to leave the office for a moment.

Angel: Wes, what's going on? You've been on edge for days. Talk to me.

Wesley: I just wanna make sure everything's okay.

Angel: You mean, with Connor. You didn't mean to give Uncle Wesley such a headache now, did you?

Wesley: I won't be long.

Angel: Give us a smile. Yeah! Hey, Wes. Thanks. You're a good friend. Here's the monkey. Yay! Yay! Yay!

Fred: We should be getting back.

Gunn: Hang on. I'm getting a tingle.

Fred: Uh, I thought we were gonna try to keep that out of the workplace.

Gunn: Not that kinda tingle.

Fred: Oh. I don't see anything suspicious, except for that guy trying to break into that building over there.

Gunn: Carousel closed hours ago.

Fred: Is that a vampire?

Gunn: One way to find out.

Fred: Charles, what are you doing?

Gunn: My job. I didn't spend all day walking the pier just to go home and file a report with Wesley. Let's finish this now.

Fred: We're not supposed be doing this.

Gunn: When I say go, run! Get out of here!

Fred: But...

Gunn: Go!

Man: They're gonna kill him.

Justine: Maybe.

Man: Shouldn't we do some...

Justine: No. That's no why we're here.

Fred: Behind you!

Justine: Well, what do you know.
Gunn: Fred, why are you still here?

Fred: I got your back! Well, actually, I got his back.

Gunn: Thanks.

Wesley: Thirty-four degrees, twelve minutes North. One-eighteen, twenty-one West. This must be it.

"Order here"
Wesley: You're supposed to be a statue. I guess you are, sort of. If this doesn't work, I'm gonna kill that wizard. Mange sec, loa Legba, accept this offering and open the gates of truth.

Loa: How dare you call on the loa?!

Wesley: I, I, I come in supplication, oh, Great One, begging for answers to questions only your power can reveal. 

Loa: You have answers, human. You search now only for the question.

Wesley: Is it true? Will Angel really kill his son as it says in the prophecies?

Loa: That the vampire will devour his child is certain. The dark question you harbor is only 'when?'
Wesley: No. The dark question I harbor is 'how do I stop it?'

Loa: It cannot be stopped.

Wesley: It has to be stopped! There must be a way...

Loa: Your insolence is displeasing.

Wesley: You try chatting with a cranky hamburger.

Loa: You risk your life, human, calling on the Loa. Perhaps what you really seek is death. The pain in your heart begs for it.

Wesley: Then, do it and be done. Nothing else will stop me.

Loa: Simple mortal, your pain is just beginning. Betrayal and agony lie in wait, and time is running out, yet, still you ignore the question.

Wesley: Alright, then. When? When will this happen?

Loa: The first portent will shake the earth. The second will burn the air. The last will turn the sky to blood.

Wesley: An earthquake? That's the first portent? We live California!

Loa: Earthquake. Fire. Blood. Be heedful of the signs, human, and trouble the Loa no more.

Lilah: I need a drink. Scotch; thirty-year-old; two ice cubes.

Bartender: Certainly.
Lilah: Not on your best day. Bye.

Sahjhan: Sorry I'm late. Kind of ironic, my being a time-shifter and all.

Lilah: It's on.

Sahjhan: It's on?

Lilah: Our plan? The Angel plan? On. I outsourced the labor, buried the cost. We shouldn't have any problems with the firm. Good seeing you.

Sahjhan: Okay, but let's skip the small talk and get right down to business. I just time skipped a hundred thirty-three years for this meeting. Would a little conversation kill you?

Lilah: Right. Because we're on a date? The only reason I met you here was so we could talk freely.

Sahjhan: So, let's talk freely. Would it impress you if I told you I invented daylight savings time?

Lilah: Why do you want Angel dead? That's the only thing I couldn't find in the archives.

Sahjhan: Boy. All work and no play. I have my reasons.

Lilah: Hm.

Sahjhan: How about you? Dyed-in-the-wool company gal? Why risk it all to kill Angel?

Lilah: We have our history.

Sahjhan: Well, same here.

Lilah: Are you afraid of him?

Sahjhan: Nah!

Lilah: Then, what are you afraid of? You may be insubstantial, but I can still smell the fear.

Sahjhan: Wow. Where does the time go? So, when does this plan go into effect?

Lilah: It's already started.

Aubrey: Hi. Sorry to interrupt your staring. You looked really into it.

Wesley: Aubrey. I didn't hear you come in. Please.

Aubrey: I got your message that everything was taken care of. I can't tell you how grateful I am to you. It might have been to late for Timothy, but at least those monster will never get a chance to take someone else's son.

Wesley: Monsters. I don't recall mentioning that there were more than one.

Aubrey: Well, you did say before that there could be a nest.

Wesley: Oh. Well, thanks for the check. We'll mail you the receipt.

Aubrey: Look, I know it's none of my business, but are you okay? I mean, no offense, but you look a little rough around the edges.

Wesley: I'm not sleeping very well.

Aubrey: Would you like to go out? Maybe get a cup of coffee or something?

Wesley: You mean, with you?

Aubrey: To be perfectly honest with you, I could use a friend, right now. Ever since my son was... It gets lonely.

Wesley: You're good. I like the 'lonely' thing.

Aubrey: Wh-what?

Angel: Yeah, 'lonely'. That was a nice touch. Moves more like a fighter than a victim, wouldn't you say?

Wesley: Yes, I would.

Angel: You set up my friends. Let them walk right into an ambush. They could have been killed.

Aubrey: But they weren't. Your friends are still alive. My little boy isn't.

Angel: I'm sorry about your son.

Wesley: Is that how Holtz found you? Because of what happened to your son?

Angel: You're right to protect him. Holtz is one of the good guys. He has every right to hate me. And if he ever comes close to one of my people ever again, or tries to touch a hair on my son's head, I'll kill him and anyone who gets in the way. You might wanna mention that. Hey. Good boy. That's my little guy. Your first earthquake, huh?

Fred: 'Behind you!'
Holtz: This tiny girl: outsized, outmatched, outnumbered, and she survived. Why? Because she was willing not to. She was prepared to die for the cause rather than abandon her comrade. We, too, must be willing to die, but more so. Study this carefully. You'll be fighting these two very soon. Perhaps sooner than I expected. They found you out.

Aubrey: I am sorry.

Holtz: It's not important. Of course, I am rather annoyed you allowed yourself to be followed.

Wesley: Don't blame her. I would have found you eventually.

Follower: Maybe we should cut out his tongue; send a message to Angelus.

Wesley: Maybe. Or perhaps you could lie on the floor and gag for a while. I didn't come here to fight. I'm not your enemy. But then, I've noticed you do have trouble making that distinction. You're fighting the wrong man.

Holtz: Angelus.

Wesley: No. Angel. He's not Angelus anymore. He's a good man.

Holtz: He's not even a man.

Wesley: Nevertheless, he has a soul now.

Holtz: Yes. That he might know the pain that he has inflicted on his countless victims. A brilliant curse, I must admit. Gypsies do have a knack for creative vengeance. Where they fail, however, is in the execution of justice. And that I will have.

Wesley: If it's a sacrifice you require, take me. Angel's no more responsible for the crimes of Angelus than I am.

Holtz: Really?

Wesley: Yes.

Holtz: And was it your hands that held down my beloved Caroline as she was violated and murdered? That wrapped themselves around my son's neck and snapped it like kindling? Were yours hands that clutched at my daughter as she was turned into a creature damned for all eternity? Angelus is in his nature. The beast will reemerge. You've seen it. You know it. And that is why you are here. You're afraid he's going to kill the child. And you're right.

Wesley: Your infiltration was more successful than I'd realized.

Holtz: I don't need prophecies to tell me what is plain. So long as the child remains with the demon, it's not safe.

Wesley: Well, I must have misunderstood. Here, I thought it was a simple blood vendetta, when what you really want is to protect Angel's son.

Holtz: You don't believe me.

Wesley: Hm. Not sure really. Could be the low scary voice that's giving me trouble.

Holtz: It's time to make a decision, Mr. Wyndam-Pryce. My army is strong and will only increase in number. Fight against us, and this war will become a bloodbath.

Wesley: This isn't war. It's revenge.

Justine: What's wrong with revenge? It's all some of us have left.

Wesley: Look. I can't know what it's been like for any of you.

Holtz: You might soon enough. When I put my son's body into the ground, I had to open the coffin, just to know that he really was in there. You also may discover that a child's coffin, Mr. Wyndam-Pryce: it weighs nothing.

Fred: You barely touched your food. You feeling okay?

Gunn: Yeah. Yeah. Look. I've been thinking a lot about yesterday. I'm not really mad at Wes.

Fred: You were right though, right? I should have stood up to him.

Gunn: But I understand his position. He's the boss and we got to respect that. His job is to keep things tight and that's a lot of pressure.

Fred: You aren't changing your mind, are you? I mean, about the wanting it all? As long as we're not smooching on the job, or, you know, being sucked underground by a plant demon. I say, why not go for it?

Gunn: What if we can't manage it all? The job, the romance... Emotions are tricky. They can cloud our judgement, you know, like at the carousel last night. What if it doesn't work?

Fred: So, we're back to that? What if Wesley makes us choose?

Gunn: I've been fighting vamps and demons since I was a kid. That sense of doing good, of waking up in the morning and making the world safer; better... I've always had that. But I never had a Fred before. If we have to, I choose you. I came on too strong, didn't I?

Fred: No. You came on just right.

Gunn: Look. Let's try not to worry too much. Wesley is a good man. He'll do the right thing. He always does.

Angel: Come on in. It's okay. Shh. I'll get you some food. You're hungry, aren't you? Have a nice walk? How're you doing? Really?

Wesley: I've had better days.

Angel: I know the feeling. I figured it out. How I really knew about Aubrey. All that pain, that rage... the only way she could deal was to join Holtz; take her revenge. You know how I knew that?

Wesley: Because you would have done the same.

Angel: It scares me, you know? If anything like that ever happened to Connor, I don't know what I'd... I love my son.

Wesley: Love can be a terrible thing.

Angel: I used to think that. I thought love was something that swallowed you whole; ripped you up inside; but you know, what I feel for Connor, even that fear... Wes, it's, it's not terrible. It's beautiful. What's so funny?

Wesley: Life. Life is funny. Listening to stupid people talking to hamburgers is funny. Worrying about things that will never... It's all so incredibly funny and, and beautiful.

Angel: Come on, kid. Wesley, get out! It's okay. It's okay. It's alright.

Wesley: Earthquake. Fire. Blood.

Angel: I thought we were gonna be trapped in there, huh? At least I would have had something to snack on.
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Angel: Geez, Wes! Don't you know what you're supposed to do? You pick 'em up when they fuss. Daddy's here.

Wesley: Sorry. I don't know what I was... I didn't sleep very well.

Angel: Yeah, and you look like hell. Not the fun one, where they burn you with hot pokers for all eternity, but the hardcore one, you know, Nixon and Britney Spears?

Wesley: You're awfully chipper today.

Angel: Yeah, it's weird, huh? Maybe it was the earthquake, but I barely slept and I have all this energy. God, I could drink a horse!

Wesley: Speaking of earthquake: you realize we have no insurance.

Angel: Yeah. Bummer.

Wesley: Your room is...

Angel: ...the wreck of the Hesperus. I know. Wes, don't be such a worrywart. The best part about owning a hotel is plenty of rooms. I'll just move to another one until we get it fixed. Who is that singing?

Wesley: Lorne is seeing a client in the garden.

Angel: She's good. You wanna see the lady sing?

Kim: 'I fell so far. A light went on in my heart. You're gone now. I'm left alone in the dark.' Do you see anything?

Lorne: I see you're plenty scared. It's alright. Keep going.

Kim: 'My soul is aching. My heart is breaking...'
Angel: Hey, hey, hey. No fussing now. Hey, do you wanna see something cool? Sure you do. Ah-huh. You like that broadsword? That's your old man's favorite. Wes! He's gonna be crawling in no time. We got to start baby-proofing this place! Here take him. It's alright. It's your Uncle Wes. Yeah, he loves you bunches! He's just English.

Fred: Are you crazy? It's the best state in the Union! What's wrong with Texas? Texas doesn't hate the black man. Texas loves the black man. Well, most of Texas. Anyone with a brain. What's so great about California?

Gunn: Everything. It's got the climate, the ocean...

Fred: The earth that opens up and swallows you whole.

Gunn: The Lakers, the music.

Fred: The traffic, the smog.

Gunn: It's got you.

Fred: Okay. You win. Morning.

Gunn: Hi.

Wesley: Glad to see you're using the company phones for such important calls.

Gunn: Did you want me to pay for that?

Angel: Chain 'em up!

Fred: What?
Angel: I say we put a chain and a combination lock on the weapons. Better safe than sorry. Isn't that right, buddy? He likes you. I can tell.

Wesley: I like him, too. As a matter of fact I was thinking, perhaps I'd take him to the park or the beach, just the two of us. Maybe there'll be some time in the next day or two.

Angel: Sounds great. Yeah. Count on it.

Lorne: Uh, guys? I think there's something you should... Uh, can you come here for a sec?

Lorne: Everybody, this is my friend, Kim. It's alright. They're professionals. Just take it from the chorus, hm?

Kim: 'My heart is breaking in two. No love, no light left, no you...' I'll hack your eyeballs out and rip your children in two!

Lorne: It's okay. I got ya. It's alright. It's okay. Catchy finish, huh?

Lorne: Kim is good people. She came to see me a couple of years ago.

Kim: He put me on my true path.

Lorne: She was throwing her life away in medical school, when she should have been a singer.

Gunn: Yeah. Who needs more doctors in the world when you can have singing demons?

Kim: Well, the demon part is new.

Angel: Ha! Singing demons, flying nuns. Good one, G!

Lorne: Well, she hooked up with this band a couple of weeks ago and...

Kim: They were mellow, organic-types. They never touched drugs or played a diminished chord.

Angel: I like nuns. How did the Flying Nun fly, anyway? Was it God or magic? What? You think about these things sometimes. Please, continue!

Kim: Um, well, then, they started changing. Stevie, the lead guitar grew a seventh finger, like, overnight.

Gunn: Seventh?

Kim: Well, he already had six. I just thought... I don't really know what I thought. And Raw, the drummer, suddenly sprouted that spiny thing on his back. And they started playing this beyond-industrial trash-noise funk day and night. And then, it happened to me. You saw it. Am I gonna turn into that?

Wesley: No. You're human. They're not. What's happening to you isn't permanent. It's just an infection.

Fred: Which you can get rid of by taking twenty milligrams of Cylenthium powder twice a day for a month.

Lorne: Mystical antibiotic. I'll get you some.

Fred: I thought your saliva was suspect, what with being green and all... No offense, Lorne. Under the microscope it showed traces of Penloxia.

Lorne: Oh, they're Wraithers.

Kim: Wraithers?

Wesley: Demons that can make themselves look human, for a time. Ten days, two weeks, then, they revert to what they really are.

Gunn: I wonder why they would wanna look like musicians?

Angel: For the chicks. Musicians get the chicks! What? They're gonna appear as dentists? Let's take 'em out. Where are they?

Kim: In a rehearsal space. It's an old loading dock behind the Shop'n'Go in Echo Park.

Angel: Wes?

Wesley: You'll have to kill them. It's the only thing you can do with Wraithers. You, Gunn, Fred can go. Lorne, stay here with the baby. I have some business to take care of.

Fred: Guys, shouldn't we call Cordelia and the Groosalugg back into action? I mean, if one of us gets hurt, say, killing Wraithers, for example. We're gonna need some backup around here.

Angel: Nah, I don't wanna disturb her. It's the only break she's had in years. Besides, you know, it's just a couple of Wraithers.

Kim: Three, actually.

Angel: Piece of cake! I'm up for a little kick-ass! Come on! Who's with me?

Justine: Good! He'd be sucking the life out of you right about now, Rick. Never take your eyes off a vampire. You have to feel where your fellow soldiers are! You can trust each other with your lives! Never ever trust a bloodsucker! Keep practicing!

Holtz: I don't like it.

Justine: They'll learn or they'll die.

Holtz: Oh, not that. They're coming right along. I, I don't like tea in these cotton cups.

Justine: It's called Styrofoam, and I'll get you some China ones.

Holtz: Thank you, Justine. Are you ready?

Justine: Yes.

Holtz: What is it you're not sure of? Is it me?

Justine: No! It's... These people that work for Angel; we may end up killing a lot of them.

Holtz: We may end up killing all of them.

Justine: I'd follow you through the gates of hell to kill vampires, Daniel. You know that.

Holtz: But people, even evil people who help vampires are another kettle of fish.

Justine: They chose Angel. That makes them enemy soldiers.

Wesley: So, I guess that makes it alright.

Holtz: Mr. Wyndam-Pryce. How nice to see you again.

Justine: What the hell do you want?

Holtz: Don't be rude, Justine. He's our guest. And in the throws of a very difficult decision, I'd imagine. You want some apple?

Stevie: 'I hate your zit-face smile, that's why I'll cut you it in two... and when I'm done with you, I'll throw your mother, brother, sister, uncle and your little dog, too.' Dude! You're paying for that window.

Gunn: No, I'm not.

Raw: Wait, are you the A&R guys? This isn't even the whole band. We got a killer chick who sings! Hey, baby! Hey, don't worry about the window, homies.

Angel: We're not the A&R guys. We're just here to kill you.

Raw: Ah, dude, they wanna kill us.

Stevie: Okay. But they're still paying for the window.

Raw: I got first ride on the hottie.

Gunn: Get them out of here!

Fred: Be careful.

Gunn: Oh, come on! Take it like a demon.

Angel: That was fun.

Wesley: I don't wanna see anyone get hurt. Your soldiers or mine.

Holtz: I share your hatred of violence, Mr. Wyndam-Pryce, and I've meted out a good deal less of it in my lifetime than Angelus has in his.

Wesley: Angel.
Holtz: Whatever you wish to call him. I will never agree that he has, somehow, been absolved from the past by the presence of his soul.

Justine: He's a vampire. End of discussion. And I'd bet you a dollar this one's here to stab us in the back.

Wesley: Who did you lose?

Justine: What?

Wesley: You're here in Holtz's army, ready to kill others, die for the cause. You must have lost someone very important to you.

Justine: That's none of your business.

Holtz: Her twin sister, Julia, was murdered by vampires.

Wesley: You lost family. I'm sorry. Angel and the people I work with are my family, and when I say I don't want to see anyone to get hurt, I mostly mean them. But I don't stab people in the back.

Holtz: You're an honest man. I trust you. And you can trust me.

Wesley: It's funny. I don't.

Holtz: Well, your problem isn't me, right now. Your problem is: your friend is going to kill his own child. You know you have to do something about it. You know if you don't, I will. Don't misunderstand me. I won't stand by while an innocent child is murdered, but I won't attack and endanger other innocent lives unless I'm forced to.

Wesley: How long do I have?

Holtz: I'll give you one day. You may not trust me, but I trust you to do what's right. One day. After that, everyone will get hurt.

Lorne: So, Sammy's at the Flamigo, and Frank, Dino, Peter, Joey and Shirley are all front row, center. Well, Sammy starts singing 'I did it my way'. Then, he stops and says, 'I can't sing this song in front of you, Frank.' The crowd loves it. They're laughing. Ha, ha, ha, ha. So, then, Frank calls out 'hey, you're short, you're one-eyed, and I heard somewhere you're Jewish. Don't be intimidated!' The crowd goes wild! So, how'd it go?

Gunn: The Wraithers are no more.

Angel: Tore 'em apart.

Fred: Literally.

Lorne: He has been so good the whole time his daddy's been gone. Do you miss your daddy? He's right here. Hey, Angel, I think Connor needs some papa-love.

Angel: He needs a lot of things. All day, every day.

Lorne: Well, yeah. That's kind of how kids...

Angel: Connor needs a bath, Connor needs a bottle, what Connor needs is to grow up!

Lorne: Is something wrong?

Angel: Gosh, no, Lorne, everything's just great! I got a kid that cries, pees and moans, and never gives me a moment to myself.

Lorne: Oh, it's alright.

Angel: It's really not. Connor, shut up!

Fred: Don't yell at him. He's just a baby!

Angel: He keeps it up, he's not gonna be a baby for long!

Gunn: You better get a grip right now!

Angel: What's wrong with me? Something's not right.
Gunn: You could say that.

Lorne: Uh, I couldn't help but notice: when did you start drinking so much blood?

Angel: I don't know. A few days ago.

Fred: Where did you get it?

Angel: Same butcher as always. It's, it's pig's blood. This last batch just seemed so much more...

Gunn: What?

Angel: Tasty.

Gunn: You were all hyped this morning. Then, you went all Tyson on those demons. Then, you kinda crashed. Then, you had another drink. Then, you started throwing things.

Fred: Mm-hm, just like my Aunt Viola and her Southern Comfort.

Angel: Hey. Vampire. Need to drink something red. Doesn't make me a bloodaholic.

Lorne: Not unless someone's spiking your drink.

Fred: Let's find out.

Son: Daddy!

Father: Hey, hey! How are you, hm?

Wesley: Oh, for God's sake. I know you're better at following people than this. So, what's the play?

Justine: I just... need to talk to you. I'm alone. He doesn't know that I'm... I wanna talk to you about him.

Wesley: Holtz? Great guy, not overly tall. Is this where you offer to help me behind his back?

Justine: Do you believe in anything? Or is it all just a big scam to you?

Wesley: You're a soldier; fight-to-the-death kind. I respect that. You work for a man who you think is noble and good. I respect that. Trouble is: he's not.

Justine: You work with a vampire.

Wesley: Who, in fact, is noble and good. Quirky, but there it is. Holtz talks about 'justice' and it's stirring, but what he wants is revenge. He's driven by it, blinded by it, and if you, me, or anyone else gets in his way, he'll kill for it.

Justine: You're wrong. You don't know him. Everything that he's done for me, for all of us...

Wesley: Sounds like a nice cult.

Justine: He gave you his word. He'll keep it. You're the one who's blind.

Wesley: How so?

Justine: What you're about to do to your friend? I imagine it's easier to hate Holtz than yourself.

Wesley: There's enough to go around for both him and me. Be careful.

Holtz: You are being careful. I didn't even hear you leave.

Gunn: You wanna hold him? He's sleeping.

Angel: Maybe that's not such a good idea, right now.
Fred: So, there is more to pig's blood than meets the eye. There's just a trace of...

Angel: Human blood in it. I can feel it. It's his. It's Connor's.

Gunn: How do you know that?

Angel: The past couple of days, he's... smelled like food.

Lorne: So, they've been feeding you your own son's blood so you'd get the taste of it and want more.

Fred: Who's 'they'?

Angel: Who do you think?

Lilah: Like a cat. Can't hear you. But I'm starting to feel you when you're near. Isn't that nice and creepy? How'd you find me?

Angel: Your assistant.

Lilah: I'll have his arms broken.

Angel: Already taken care of.

Lilah: And am I next?

Angel: You know, Lilah, there are so many things I could do to you. With transfusions I could keep you alive indefinitely. I do have some expertise in this area. My own son. How could you?

Lilah: It's my job.

Angel: Don't you ever get tired of the whole femme fatale act? Whiskey, straight, lots of it. How about, just once, you talk to me like a person?

Lilah: Look, I've been doing this a long damn time. I've had to be better, smarter, quicker than every man in Wolfram and Hart.

Angel: So, it's a feminist thing. It's on her.

Lilah: It's a survival thing. I made a lot of Devil's bargains and I stuck to them. As a result, I live somewhat dangerously, and quite comfortably. My mother, who no longer recognizes me, has the best room at the clinic. I get up every morning, put on my game-face and do what I have to.

Angel: Thing about a game-face, Lilah: you wear it long enough, it stops being something you can put on and take off.

Lilah: Wow. We've spent so much time and money on you. You're so pivotal to the coming cataclysm that I sometimes forget how dense you can be. The game-face, the one I worked so hard to get, I became that years ago. Just like you've become simpering and good from yours. You're the new poster boy for human. Thank you very much. I don't want it.

Angel: Hm, speaking as one non-human to another: sorry if I hit a nerve.

Lilah: You think you can awaken some buried spark of decency in me? Is that the way you 'help your helpless'? I'm not 'helpless'. I'm glad you came along, because I was sitting here 'what's it all about?' and now, I know. It is all about making the rest of your eternal life miserable. Shall we drink to that?

Sahjhan: You back-stabbing, traitorous bitch. I have a lot of work to do. I can't be in every time/space at once, and here I find you drinking with my sworn enemy.

Angel: Sworn enemy? Really? Have we met? Because I don't remember swearing.

Lilah: Sahjhan, he found me.

Angel: So, you all are in cahoots. Ethereal, time-traveling demon; you're the screwball that brought Holtz back. How's that working out? He's not very fond of demons, is he?

Sahjhan: You will learn nothing from me.

Lilah: Other than that you're his sworn enemy, who brought Holtz back, and when that didn't work out, you came to me. Idiot.

Sahjhan: Hey! You think my life is easy? I'm jumping from one dimension to another. I don't always have sound. Sometimes it's just a visual. Saw you two sitting here all chummy.

Angel: So, why do you wanna kill me?

Lilah: He wouldn't tell me either. Not that I need a reason. I was just curious. Did he boink your demon bride? Eat your mother? You really don't know who he is.

Sahjhan: You will pay.

Angel: For what?

Lilah: Well, whatever his grudge, I think you just made him madder.

Lorne: What are you doing?

Wesley: Hi. I'm taking Connor.

Lorne: Where?

Wesley: To my place for the night. We're going to the park in the morning. I talked to Angel before. He knows all about it. Are Fred and Gunn...?
Lorne: Out. Getting food. Boy, that girl can put away the chow! Oh, here. I heated up a bottle. Hey, Angel didn't say anything about... Well, he probably forgot. He went off in kind of a hurry.

Wesley: What happened?

Lorne: Well, he was acting kind of weird this morning. I'm sure you noticed. Then, when he came back from killing the Wraithers...

Wesley: Hey, it's okay. It's your Uncle Wes. You like your Uncle Wes. We're gonna have a great time. ...Here. Alright. That's a-boy. That's a-boy. Angel.

Angel: Where is everybody?

Wesley: Fred and Gunn went for food. Lorne had to go out. I'm watching the baby. In fact, I packed up some overnight things. We talked about me taking Connor to the park and the one across from my place is... It's always full of kids. I thought he could spend the night with me.

Angel: That's probably a really good idea.

Wesley: You wanna say good-bye?

Angel: Okay. Hey. Hey, hey. Sleep tight, big guy. Daddy will see you real soon. Just keep an eye... I check on him a lot during the night. You got his pediatrician's number? His baby formula?

Wesley: I've got all that.

Angel: You ever hear of a time-traveling demon by the name of Sahjhan?

Wesley: No.

Angel: The guy that brought Holtz here. He thinks I'm his sworn enemy. I don't know him from Adam. Can you hit the books before you go?

Gunn: Hey. Where is Lorne? He better show his green face pronto, or Fred'll eat his hoagie.

Fred: I will not! I already had two. Unless he's really not here?

Angel: He had to go out.

Gunn: Where?

Angel: Where did you say he went?

Wesley: I don't know. He didn't say, exactly. I think he had to see a client. You know, I've got better reference materials for your demon at home, and Connor is getting sleepy. Why don't I look into it there?

Angel: Uh, okay. Just call me if you find something.

Wesley: I guess, uh, I'll see everyone tomorrow.

Angel: Hey, Wes? What's the closest emergency room to your place?

Wesley: Drew Medical. One minute away. Top infant care center. Don't worry.

Angel: Well, my first whole night without the kid. This'll be good for both of us. He can bond with his Uncle Wes... I can get some rest.

Gunn: We'll stay up with you.

Angel: Really? Thanks. You know, he's just a little guy. I'm sure he'll be...

Fred: Is there someone in Wes' office?

Angel: Won't you come in.

Holtz: How is fatherhood treating you?

Angel: I like it. You know, I met a friend of yours tonight. A demon named Sahjhan?

Holtz: What did he have to say?

Angel: He was cryptic. Actually he was kind of long-winded. I didn't quite get what his deal was. I wasn't paying that much attention to him. He hates me. Do you know why?

Holtz: I don't really care why. So, where is the little nipper?

Angel: Oh, he had to go out. Sorry. I know he'd love to meet you.

Holtz: I'm sure he'll turn up. Looks like you made a nice life for yourself here.

Angel: Are you here to fight or shall I make some tea?

Holtz: I want to keep Angelus alive, but not well.

Angel: Easy. Come on. Are you hurt?

Fred: I don't think so.

Angel: Call Wes. Geez, Lorne. They got you good. You better sit down. What?

Lorne: They didn't do this to me. Wesley did.

Angel: Wesley? What are you talking about?

Lorne: Well, earlier when he came to pick up the baby, Connor started crying and Wes hummed a little lullaby, and I read him and... I don't know why he did it.

Angel: Did what?

Lorne: He-he's been to see Holtz behind your back. Twice. And he's not taking the baby overnight. He's, he's taking the baby away, for good.

"2337"
Wesley: That's close enough. Justine?

Justine: He's everything you said. It's true.

Wesley: What happened?

Justine: Well, he didn't keep his word. He took everybody and he went after the baby. And when I questioned him... Bastard! I'll kill him for this. You have to get out of here.

Wesley: You have to get to hospital.

Justine: No. I just need to...

Gunn: It doesn't make any sense. Why would Wes do a thing like that? You must have read him wrong.

Lorne: No, I read him right. And I've got the gash on my noggin to prove it.

Fred: He isn't answering his cell, pager or home.

Angel: Where is he?

Lorne: Shouldn't we be getting these guys to a hospital or morgue?

Angel: No. Holtz knew Connor wasn't here when he walked through that door. He would have torn the place apart top to bottom. He was stalling.

Lorne: Buying Wesley some time to get away.

Angel: Holtz is the key. I want Holtz. If I find Wesley with him...

Gunn: Angel, we don't know the whole story here. I don't think you should get too pumped...

Angel: I'm not interested in what you think!

Lorne: Hey, easy guys!

Angel: He took my son.

Gunn: I know this is life and death. I'm just saying, let's get...

Angel: He took my son!

Gunn: You better get your damn hands off of me!

Fred: Stop it! Stop it both of you! This isn't helping, damn it! Back off! There is only one thing that matters right now, and that is 'where is Connor'?
Angel: Get up. Where is Holtz?

Man 1: You'd think I'd tell...

Angel: I'm gonna count to three, and then, I'm gonna bury this in your face.

Man 2: 2239 Santa Elena. It's a big Victorian in Silver Lake.

Fred: We better find Wes before he does.

Gunn: We should start at his place.

Lorne: I'll stay here in case he comes back. And this time I'll be ready!

Man: Ma'am.

Lilah: What do we know?

Commander: No Holtz, no baby. Two stragglers from the attack at Angel's hotel. They don't know where Holtz went.

Lilah: Get them off the street. So, we're in the right place.

Commander: Yeah.

Lilah: Excuse me?

Commander: Yes, ma'am. But Holtz didn't come back here after the hotel.

Lilah: Where'd he go?

Commander: Uh, we had him, and we lost him. Uh, we're picking him up again. Please, just give me a moment, please. Spring Street.

Lilah: Downtown.

Commander: Yes, ma'am. Near the Sixth Street Bridge.

Lilah: Let's go.

Commander: Sixth Street Bridge, let's go!

Man: Let's go! Hustle! Hustle!

Holtz: It went well?

Justine: Very well. But you're paying for my dental work.

Holtz: Hello, son. I'm your father. And that strong lady with the black eye is your mother. Your name is Steven Franklin Thomas. And you're going to grow up with me on a little ranch in the middle of nowhere. What's it like in Utah?

Justine: It's pretty.

Holtz: Let's go.

Holtz: Come any closer and I'll snap his neck! Who are they?

Lilah: They work for me.

Holtz: Ah. The attorney.

Lilah: Yes. You are gonna give us the kid, Captain Holtz.

Angel: Don't!

Lilah: That's cute. You'd rather see the fanatic with the baby than us? Those are automatic weapons pointed at you. They didn't have them in your time. They fire sixteen bullets per second.

Angel: And if they were going to use them they would have already. They want the baby alive.

Holtz: Something we all have in common.

Sahjhan: Not all of us. You do not want the child alive. You want the child dead. That was our arrangement.

Lilah: Yeah. I'm a lawyer. Have you met me? We have a new arrangement. I'm keeping the baby.

Sahjahn: You can't do that!

Lilah: Ignore the loud mouth with the bad skin. He's impotent in this dimension.

Holtz: We're leaving.

Lilah: No one's going anywhere. Don't shoot.

Angel: Yeah. You really don't want to. Your bullets won't kill me. But mine will kill you and her first.

Holtz: He'll be dead before I hit the ground.

Angel: I know.

Holtz: So. I'm going to leave now, right? With me, he gets to live, anyone tries to take him, he dies.

Angel: Take him.

Sahjhan: Whoa! No! What is wrong with you people?

Holtz: I will take good care of him, as though he were my own son. He'll never even know you existed. Don't come after me. You will though, won't you? Maybe I should just...

Angel: No. Please. Take him.

Sahjhan: 'Lekko najine forcadio'! What you are looking into is the Quor'toth, the darkest of the dark worlds. So, I can widen the portal and you can all be swallowed up by a world you cannot begin to imagine, or you can keep your word and kill that child. Now! Don't say I didn't warn you.

Lilah: Kill it.

Angel: No!

Justine: Daniel! Daniel!

Angel: No! No!

Sahjhan: Wow. I didn't count on that. Kinda takes care of my problem. 'Forcadio najine lekko'. Alright, then. Have a good summer.

Lilah: Hmph! Well, I'm looking at a mountain of paperwork.

Commander: Should we do something about...

Lilah: Yes, we should. We should let him suffer.

Angel: Connor.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Angel: the Series

3x17 - Forgiving
Written by: Jeffrey Bell
Directed by: Turi Meyer
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Wesley: 'You've reached Wesley Wyndam-Pryce, please leave a message after the tone.'
Fred: 'Wesley? Wesley, it's Fred. Please, if you're there, pick up. Please. Wesley? Wesley, it's Fred. Please, if you're there, pick up. Please.'
Gunn: Uh, Fred?
Fred: It doesn't make sense. He wouldn't take Angel's child.

Gunn: He did.

Fred: It's Wesley! Why would he do that?

Gunn: We find him, we can ask him.

Fred: If Angel finds him before we do...

Gunn: He'll kill him and we won't be able to ask him.

Fred: I think I should stay here in case he comes back and you better go and find Angel before...

Gunn: Wesley's not coming back. No toothbrush, no razor, no Mossberg twelve gauge he kept in the closet.

Fred: He wouldn't betray us. He wouldn't. And he wouldn't leave without saying something to me, not unless, not unless he had a hell of an urgent reason!

Gunn: I don't think you're gonna find it there.

Fred: Where are his diaries? He kept lots of diaries.

Gunn: Well, they're not here and they weren't at the office. Which is where we should be getting back to, get a heads up on Angel.

Fred: We got to find his diaries.

Gunn: We got to find him. I think if he was answering his cell phone he would have the first forty times you called.

Fred: You're telling me to quit trying? Sorry.

Gunn: Don't be. Keep trying.

Fred: Come on, Wesley, give us something.

"Fred"
Justine: What are they doing here?

Man: So we can continue training.

Justine: No more training and no more practice. From here out, everything is real.

Man: Where is Captain Holtz?

Justine: He escaped with the vampire's child, as he and I planned. The Captain asked me to pass on his praise. He wanted me to say that you fought valiantly and with honor.

Man: Where are they? The Captain and...

Justine: Gone! For good.

Man: What are we supposed to do?

Justine: He charged us to finish the work he started. We're going to kill Angelus.

Fred: I just don't believe it.

Lorne: Yeah. It's true.

Fred: No. It can't be. The baby's not gone.

Lorne: I'm sorry, sweetie, but he is.

Fred: Not like that. Not a portal. There-there is pulling and there is noise, and there is nothing to hold on to. Nothing at all...

Gunn: Baby...

Fred: He must have been so scared.

Gunn: Shh. I know. This is making less and less sense. You expect us to believe that Wesley, our Wesley, just walked up to Holtz and handed over Connor?

Lorne: They'd been meeting secretly. I read that much before Wesley attacked me.

Gunn: Then, you read him wrong!

Lorne: He was not taking Connor for a stroll, Charles. When he left here with that child he wasn't planning on coming back. Ever.

Fred: God. Why?

Angel: I don't care why. All I care about now is getting my son back. Then, I'll deal with those responsible. They'll all pay. Including Wesley. Quor'toth dimension. Ever hear of it?

Lorne: No.

Angel: That's where the portal lead. That's where my son is now. Quor'toth. Find out everything you can about it.

Lorne: Yes.

Gunn: We're going there, aren't we?

Angel: I am.

Fred: You're not going alone.

Gunn: Right. We're with you all the way.

Angel: Good.

Gunn: It's just...

Angel: What?

Gunn: Well, don't we need to open one of those portals first?

Angel: Yeah.

Gunn: Right. But the last time we had to do that... I mean, well, it wasn't any of us that knew how. The guy that figured it out... Angel, how're we gonna do this without...

Angel: We don't need him.

Fred: We don't?

Angel: No. We're gonna find that son of a bitch who opened up the portal in the first place. His name is Sahjhan. He's some kind of interdimensional demon. He's been behind this from the beginning.

Linwood: So, Sahjhan.

Lilah: Linwood.

Linwood: Not much of a handshake, what with being incorporeal and all. You didn't mention that you'd met. And with Angel, too, aparently. All behind my back.

Lilah: It wasn't behind your back. It's alright here in my report, which I was making sure would be on your desk first thing in the morning.

Linwood: Very considerate of you. That Angel. He sure keeps us hopping, doesn't he? We're in a war you can never win, Lilah, full of sticky, moral quandaries. The side you choose should always be mine.

Lilah: If it's any consolation, sir, I did have a gun to my head tonight.

Linwood: Yes, I know. I'm sorry that happened. So, Sahjhan opened a door to the Quor'toth and in went Holtz and baby?

Lilah: That's the long and short of it.

Linwood: I know you made every effort to preserve that baby for us.

Lilah: Gun at my head.

Linwood: Still, big win for Holtz.

Lilah: If you call jumping into a cesspool hell dimension a win.

Linwood: Well, it's certainly not for us.

Fred: I'm not finding anything on Sahjhan. Are you sure that's what you heard?

Angel: I'm sure. Maybe you're not spelling it right.

Fred: I tried every permutation; in English, anyway. It could be a nickname, which would probably be referenced in 'Phisto's Dictionary of Demons and Dimensional Spirits'.

Angel: Okay?

Fred: But it's in Gashundi and I don't read Gashundi.

Angel: Did we check the files?

Gunn: They're in English. Cordelia's filing system isn't.

Angel: She was keeping some kind of list of time and space-shifting entities.

Gunn: Okay. Would that be under 'time', 'space', 'shifting' or 'entities'?

Angel: Let's just check them all.

Fred: It's Monday. What time is it in Mexico?

Angel: What are you doing?

Fred: Calling Cordelia.

Angel: Why?

Fred: Why?

Angel: I don't wanna ruin Cordelia's holiday.

Fred: Angel, don't you think she would want us to call? Shouldn't we be telling her what happened? Maybe she could help.

Angel: No!

Fred: Angel...

Angel: She'll be back soon. And when she does she'll have presents, for Connor. And he's gonna be here so she can give them to him, okay?

Fred: Okay.

Angel: I'm sorry.

Fred: No.

Angel: This, this isn't working. Forget about all this. I gotta go.

Fred: Did he just say to forget about all this?

Gunn: Yeah, he did.

Fred: You don't suppose he's decided to skip right to the 'dealing with those responsible' part, do you?

Gunn: I think we need to find Wesley.

Fred: Yeah.

Homeless man: Bro', bro', you alive? Can you talk? Muggers. Bastards. They, they leave you any I.D.? This was no mugging. No, you, you...

Lorne: Hey. I, I talked to a couple of different sources like you asked. Angel the news isn't good. This, this Quor'toth dimension is... Everyone I spoke to is afraid of it. And these are not easily-rattled people. And that's, that's not all. The portal you saw opened? It was no portal, because there are no portals to Quor'toth. The only way in is to rip right thorough the fabric of reality. This isn't a matter of finding an interdimensional hotspot or conjuring an opening of it with a simple incantation. To punch through to Quor'toth would require dark, dark magics, the kind of power it takes centuries to build. Angel, I know this isn't easy for you, but you got to hear it. If you, somehow, managed to get in, finding Connor would be like looking for a needle in a haystack... the size of China.

Angel: Needles. Should have thought of that.

Lorne: You just don't have the resources to conjure up that much dark power.

Angel: Oh, I think we do.

Lorne: Angel? Who is this?

Linwood: Linwood Murrow, division president of Special Projects at Wolfram and Hart, and you are?

Lorne: Uh, deeply troubled.

Linwood: Then, you and Angel have a lot in common. Abducting an employee of Wolfram and Hart; then, again, he might be too troubled to consider the consequences. Once the firm finds out what you've done...

Angel: They'd kill you before they kill me.

Lorne: Angel, this isn't some slimy demon you got trussed up here. He's human, marginally, but still. This isn't gonna bring Connor back.

Angel: He better hope it does.

Lorne: Do you even know what you're doing?

Linwood: At last count, the charges were kidnapping, assault and battery and attempt... None of which, I intend to press. In fact, let's not press anything, shall we? Wanna find your son? I can guarantee that the full force and faith of Wolfram and Hart will be at your disposal.

Angel: Who is Sahjhan? How do I get my hands on him?

Linwood: If you'll just hit 'three' on my speed dial... Cell phone in my jacket pocket. Hello, Lilah. I'm sending over a client, and I want you to listen very carefully because I have explicit instructions on how to deal with him. Give him anything he wants.

Gunn: You should get a yard dog or something, 'cause anyone could just walk in off the street.

Justine: Getting in isn't the hard part.

Gunn: Really? Is that what happened to Wes? You and Holtz lured him in here, then, made sure he couldn't get out?

Justine: He's a big boy. He knew what he was doing.

Fred: So, where is he now?

Justine: Why should I care?

Gunn: Because I'm telling you to.

Fred: Great! Let's have more violence. It's such a help. We lost a child, you lost Holtz. Isn't that enough already?

Justine: No.

Fred: So, kill everybody? That'll make you happy? Oh. There is no happy for you. You were living in here together, sharing everything. Except taking out the trash, I guess. I imagine loosing Holtz is like losing a father. Or worse. The trash! I'll explain that later.

Justine: I think it's time for you to go.

Gunn: We're not going anywhere until you tell us what happened to Wes!

Justine: Well, you're half-right. About the 'not going' part.

Fred: No!

Justine: Wait! Get the hell out of here.

Lilah: Kidnapping Linwood. You're really stepping up to it. The White Room. I mean, they just don't talk about it. God, the White Room. I was here three years before I even heard of it. Did he tell you what was in it?

Angel: Answers. Up or down?

Lilah: Up. He tell you how to get there? There was a guy in litigation. He went to the White Room in September. He's in an asylum now. Wow. I should probably hold on to...

Mesektet: Hello. Angel. Lilah. Your fingernails are pretty. I love red. You have a taste for red, too. And revenge. I know. It's so much more fun than forgiveness. So, what's up?

Angel: A demon named Sahjhan has taken my son.

Mesektet: Oh, do you want your little baby back? Baby's gone. You want Sahjhan. Nowadays, you can walk right through him, but in the past there was something else. They were all about torture and death. You can relate. Well, they caused a lot of trouble. Don't get me wrong. I like trouble. But I hate chaos. So, we changed him.

Angel: You made him immaterial.

Mesektet: Smart boy. Now, they watch, and they can no longer touch.

Angel: How do you capture him?

Mesektet: Well, there is a special urn. They're expensive and hard to come by. But you don't want his essence in a jar. You want something you can sink your teeth into. You know these things always come at a price. Kill her. That's good for now. I can see why they respect you. Now, as to your demon made flesh. It's a big ritual. All here. Can't wait to see how it turns out.

Fred: Okay. Throw me away.

Gunn: You want me to put you in the trash.

Fred: Well, either Wesley took the diaries with him or he trashed them. We're lucky we got here while it's still full.

Gunn: Yeah.

Fred: God, somebody ate that?

Gunn: Any luck?

Fred: Yes.

Gunn: You getting anywhere?

Fred: Well, he was meticulous. He kept separate diaries for all the major players: Darla, Connor, Angel. And he's frightened.

Gunn: Well, what's he frightened of?

Fred: I'm not sure yet. Pending-doom sort of thing; in the later entries, some sort of prophecy he was trying to repudiate. It says here: 'It can't be coming. It can't be true.'
Gunn: That's doomy.

Fred: So, I guess what we're looking for is this prophecy. I just don't know where we're gonna...

Gunn: I do.

Fred: 'The father will kill the son.'
Gunn: Wes thought Angel...

Fred: ...was going to kill Connor.

Fred: Yes! That's the prophecy. Wesley couldn't accept it. He kept trying to disprove it, but the text and the commentaries; everywhere he turned kept bringing him back to the same place. This is great! I told you he had a reason for taking Connor.

Gunn: Yeah.

Fred: Wes did the right thing. The only thing he could do under the circumstances. Now, we have to find Angel and tell him right away.

Gunn: And he'll forgive Wesley for taking his son and giving him to his mortal enemy?

Fred: Well, maybe begin to forgive.

Lorne: Angel, please do not do this thing. We'll find some other way.

Lilah: There is no other way.

Lorne: You know, not speaking would be a really good look for you.

Angel: How's that?

Lilah: Looks about right.

Angel: What's next?

Lorne: What's next is we reconsider this. Angel, you're messing with primordial powers of darkness here!

Angel: Next?

Lorne: Buddy, is this really how you want to get Connor back?

Angel: What's next?!

Lilah: Human blood.

Angel: 'Corpus Granok, Sahjhan demonicus.' Where is he? Huh? Where is he?!

Sahjhan: What the... Now, this is more like it.

Linwood: Lilah! Do something!

Lorne: Angel, killing this creep isn't going to solve anything. You don't wanna do this.

Angel: That's where you're wrong.

Linwood: Angel, we had a deal! I gave you everything you asked for. What more do you want from me?

Angel: I want my son back.

Linwood: Lilah!

Lilah: Hey, whoa! Flag on the play. The firm's tech team just registered a severe bioplasmic disturbance at Tabor and National at the same time as the spell.

Angel: Sahjhan?

Lilah: Whatever it was, flipped a two ton truck like a Tonka toy.

Fred: We need to talk.

Angel: Not now. Fred!

Fred: There's something you need to know before... 'The father will kill the son'! There is a prophecy in the Nyazian scrolls. Wesley checked the translation, the commentaries, even went to the mystical oracles, but he couldn't disprove it.

Gunn: They already fed you Connor's blood, bro'. You said it yourself. He smelled like food.

Fred: He was trying to protect Connor.

Gunn: He was trying to protect you; same as we're doing, right now.
Fred: Angel, the prophecy...

Angel: It's a lie. I'd never hurt Connor.

Fred: How can you know that for sure?

Angel: I'd never hurt someone I care about. Now, move.

Fred: We have to go after him.

Gunn: We can't. He lays a finger on you, I'll have to kill him, myself. What are they doing here?

Lorne: There was kidnapping, a spell, dark magic. It's bad, kids.

Linwood: He's gonna to pay for this.

Lorne: Really bad.

Justine: Don't run off now. The fun's just staring.

Angel: I'm not your boyfriend. Find somebody else to smack you around.

Fred: It does matter. It has to matter.

Gunn: Fred, he's not thinking about... What the hell?

Fred: It's her.

Gunn: Yeah. In Wesley's car. Let's go.

Angel: Are you alright?

Al: I tried to stop it. It's all my fault.

Angel: Hey. What's your name?

Al: Um, Al... Stokley. Not even my truck.

Angel: Hey, Al, you wanna tell me what happened here?

Al: Uh, I hit... Oh, God. I, I hit a guy; a man.

Angel: This man you hit, where is he?

Al: I don't know. There-there's no way he could have gotten up. God, those poor people.

Angel: You didn't do anything wrong.

Al: It's all my fault.

Angel: No. No, it isn't.

Holtz: 'I knew you were meant for this.'
Gunn: Where is Wes?

Justine: He's not coming back.

Gunn: What?

Justine: It was all lies; every bit of it. All he wanted was that kid; to punish Angel. He never cared about anything else.

Gunn: I'm talking about Wesley. His car is parked up top here. You obviously took it from him. Where is he?

Fred: We just wanna hear his side.

Justine: His side? His side's kinda funny. He sacrificed everything he believed in to save that kid.

Gunn: By helping Holtz take him to hell? I'd like to hear it from the horse's mouth.

Justine: Your friend's innocent.

Fred: Is he alive? Where is he?! Will you just tell us?!

Justine: Heaven? Hell? I slit his throat.

Gunn: Stay down!

Justine: Um, no. I trusted the wrong man.

Gunn: You're gonna take us to him and he better be alive!

Sahjhan: You call that a fight? Let me show you how we used to do it. So. My home. Uninvited guests. This can't end well.

Gunn: That's the guy, right?

Fred: Uh-huh.

Sahjhan: Hi, Justine. I remember you. One of Holtz's groupies. You tried to cut off my head. Can't tell you how much I missed doing that. I also missed gravity, friction, and smashing things to pieces. Let's start with your skulls.

Angel: Or yours.

Sahjhan: Angel. I'm guessing I have you to thank for the whole mortal-coil thing.

Angel: Yeah. Tell you what: you take me to the Quor'toth world, help me find my son, we'll call it even.

Sahjhan: Really? You and me? Buddy cop, summer release? We iron out our wacky differences and bond? I don't think so.

Angel: You're taking me there.

Sahjahn: Couldn't, even if I wanted to.

Angel: You're lying.

Sahjhan: No. That I'm telling the truth about. Your kid's gone, for good. I could open the Quor'toth exactly one time. That's why I chose it. Try again, the whole universe could go kaplooey. Bad for me, bad for America.

Fred: So, what are you lying about?

Sahjhan: Oh, well, I don't like to brag, but read any good prophecies lately?

Gunn: You wrote the prophecies.

Shajhan: More a rewrite.

Fred: 'The father will kill the son'.

Sahjhan: Yeah. I flitted back and forth in time. Changed the one that threatened me, polished some others. Flitted in a manly way, just so we're clear. You're not really my enemy. You're in my home and I'm gonna kick your ass, but you were never the point.

Angel: It was Connor.

Sahjhan: Boy! Can't put one over on you, can you? Oh, wait, already did. It's pretty freaky the first time you see your name in a true prophecy all carved in blood on an official scroll. 'The one sired by the vampire with a soul will grow to manhood and kill Sahjhan'. Me!

Fred: So, you planted false prophecies, that Angel would kill his son, and Wesley believed them.

Sahjhan: Thank God he had some spine. Holtz was useless. He wanted to raise your kid as his own! I'm living with a knife over my heart for eleven hundred years and he's into petty revenge! If he'd just killed the damn thing while it was still in its mother, we could have avoided all this! Do I look like I need more skin problems?

Angel: Fred!

Sahjhan: Had to put your boy down. Pity. The kid had a big future. I mean, big. Oh, well, we all gotta go sometime. No. No! Don't do that! No!

Justine: Holtz left it.

Fred: What about Wesley?

Justine: The park next to his place, that's where I left him.

Fred: Maybe she was lying.

Angel: No. He was here.

Fred: How can you... Right. The blood.

Gunn: We should get going. Sun's coming up.

Angel: He can't be dead.

Fred: We'll keep looking. Lorne's been calling hospitals all night.

Gunn: Need to get you indoors, man. We'll find him.

Lorne: Hey, I, ah, cleaned the pentagram as best I could. The dry blood, well, that's starting to be a look out there.

Angel: Thanks.

Lorne: Yeah, well, you know me. Like to keep busy.

Angel: It's not right. All I could think about was getting my hands on Sahjhan. Fred and Gunn tried to keep me from...

Lorne: Going to far?

Angel: Nearly got them killed.

Lorne: Yeah, you did. I'm glad it didn't work out that way.

Angel: You think Wesley is...

Lorne: I don't know. I hope for the best. You know, there is a bigger picture here, Angel. And in that bigger picture there is a glass.

Angel: If the words 'glass is half-full' are about to come out of your mouth, don't.

Lorne: No. No, this is more a glass half-full of spiked blood. If Sahjhan and that lady lawyer pulled off their feeding plan, you'd have Connor's blood on your hands.

Angel: Don't I, anyway?

Lorne: No! You think there is something more you could have done? You did everything you could with the knowledge you had. Just like Wesley. You know, maybe the way to start forgiving yourself is by starting to forgive him. Angel Investiga... Hey, Fred! They did? And? Okay, where? Uh-huh. Yeah, he's right here. I'll tell him. Okay, thanks.

Angel: They found Wesley.

Gunn: Hey. It's good you came, man.

Angel: He ask for me?

Gunn: Nah, he can't speak yet. Trachea is all messed up. Lost a lot of blood. It's just good you came.

Fred: He's not completely out of the woods yet. Your being here can only help.

Angel: Can I see him?

Fred: I'm sure he'd like that.

"Room 319"
Angel: Hey, Wes. I just, I want you to know I understand why you did it. I know about the prophecies and I know how hard it must have been for you to do what you did. You thought I was gonna turn evil and kill my son. I didn't. It's important you know that. This isn't Angelus talking. It's me, Angel. You know that, right? Good. You son of a bitch, you're gonna pay for what you did! You took my son! You son of a bitch! You bastard! You think I'd forgive you?! No! Never! You're gonna die! You hear me? You're gonna pay! You took my son! You took my son!

Fred: Stop it!

Angel: You took my son!

Gunn: Angel! Stop!

Angel: Never! Never!

Gunn: Come on, man. Stop!

Angel: I'll kill him! You're dead!

Gunn: Angel, stop, man.

Angel: You're dead! You're a dead man, Pryce! You're dead! I'll kill you! I'll kill you. You're a dead man! Dead! Dead!
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Gunn: It's hopeless. Half these files I can't even read the client's names! What's this? Fizzana? Fizz, Fizzlecar? What does this say to you?

Fred: I think it's Frzylcka? Oh, right. They were that couple that called last week with the squatter in their lair. Wesley was supposed to... It was supposed to be taken care of.

Gunn: Well, I guess he was too busy stealing the baby.

Fred: Don't. Okay?

Lorne: So, how's it coming? Making any headway on those pending file piles?

Gunn: Some. Sorta.

Fred: There's just so much to keep track of.

Lorne: Still. At times like these, it's good to keep busy. Throw yourself into work. Stay active.

Fred: Lorne, he lost the only child he'll ever have.

Lorne: Ah, sugar, I know. I know. I just wish he'd talk to us.

Gunn: Might be safer to leave him alone for a while. I'm pretty sure the rage is past, but you really wanna find out first-hand?

Fred: I'm sure he's not planning to finish what he started at the hospital.

Gunn: Only because Wesley is too smart to show his face around here.

Cordelia: We're back! And we're bearing gifts! What happened?

Cordelia: I'm so sorry.

"Casino"

Jenoff: Table six, the one in blue? Palmed a king in his left hand. And Benny? Just take the left hand. We can still make money off the right. You! Good. Bring him in. His marker's up. Time to collect his soul.

Cordelia: I'm just here, okay?

Groosalugg: This house is thick with sadness.

Lorne: Yeah, tell me about it. Home is where the heart is, but these hearts are broken.

Groosalugg: It is my deepest wish to aid my princess in her time of need. I've already brought her clothing and food for her shivroth with Angel.

Lorne: The vigil of the bereaved. Huh, I almost forgot there was a name for it.

Groosalugg: We can do nothing else for their pain. Is that why you were...

Lorne: Me? No. No. These are... They're not mine.

Groosalugg: They're Wesley's, then?

Lorne: Groo, you might wanna try and avoid saying the name.

Monica: Wesley! That was it.

Syd: Don't be ridiculous, Monica. It wasn't Wesley. It was Sherman.

Monica: You don't even know any Shermans! It was Wesley. Irish fellow, right?

Syd: He was English, you old bat!

Monica: Anyway, that's who we were talking to. Is he here?

Gunn: Uh, he's on sabbatical.

Fred: We're really sorry for the mix-up. Now, it says in your file you have a squatter in your lair?
Syd: Damn no-good Skench demons! They're all alike.

Monica: Here we go.

Syd: Person spends his entire half-life...

Monica: ...building a lair to relax in.

Syd: And what happens? A Skench demon squats...

Monica: ...right down on your coffee table. Ask me how many times I had to listen to this.

Syd: Oh, like you ever listen.

Monica: And you have so many interesting things to say.

Gunn: So, Skenches. I've heard about them. Sort of impish kind-of-demon, like a leprechaun.

Syd: Leprechauns don't exist, son.

Monica: Now, Syd, don't embarrass the lad.

Syd: Oh. Sorry, kid.

Gunn: Skenches take over a house, right? Drive out the people who live there?

Monica: Well, God knows you can't stay. What with the shrieking all night and the projectile phlegm.

Syd: The only thing worse is putting up with her for three hundred years.

Fred: You've been married for three centuries?

Monica: Ever since the mytosis.

Syd: Not that I'd mind being a single-celled organism again.

Monica: Oh, shut up, Syd.

Gunn: I thought getting rid of Skenches was pretty easy though. Don't you just have to lop off its head?

Syd: Sure! If you can avoid the phlegm.

Monica: Syd has a phobia about phlegm.

Syd: I do not! I have a phobia about sputum.

Gunn: Okay! I think we got everything we need. I'll get right over there and clean out your Skench problem today.

Fred: Thank you for coming. We'll call you as soon as it's done.

Syd: Call me anytime.

Monica: Oh, for crying out loud, Syd. That girl is not a sixteenth of your age. Put your eyes back in your head!

Syd: A demon can dream, can't he?

Monica: Now...

Gunn: Man! You hear those two?

Fred: It's beautiful. All that time and they're still in love. The way they finish each other's insults.

Gunn: Beautiful.

Groosalugg: Is there evil to vanquish?

Gunn: Oh, thanks, bro'. I got it. Just a little mucus demon under Alvarado and Clark. I'll be back soon.

Fred: Don't forget your machete.

Gunn: Yes, dear.

Groosalugg: He is very fortunate to have such a woman looking after his weapon.

Lonre: I'm not touching that one. Probably best to keep this out of sight. Just in case... Yeah. Uh, anyway, I gotta run. I have a reading in Topanga Canyon. Figured it'd be a good time for house calls considering the vibe around here. Hey, if he, if he needs anything, just...

Fred: I'll call.

Fred: Hi, Wesley. How are you feeling? Oh. It's not permanent, though. I brought you some of your stuff from the office. Things there... Well, things. Gunn and I found your notes about the baby; the prophecy. You took him away because you thought Angel was gonna kill him. You were trying to protect 'em; both of them. I just wanted you to know I understand that. And I also wanted to say, I thought what Angel tried to do to you was wrong, and I'm sorry. But he was right to blame you, Wesley. You should have come to us. You should have trusted us instead of going to Holtz behind our back. You're supposed to be our friend and you didn't even... If Angel sees you again, he'll kill you, Wesley. This time for real. Don't come back to the hotel. Ever. The prophecy was false. Angel was never gonna hurt Connor. It was all for nothing.

Groosalugg: Hail to you, potential client! How may I be of service?

Repo Demon: This Angel Investigations?

Groosalugg: Yes. Are you in need of some help?

Repo Demon: So, you must be Angel.

"Garforg

bless

our home"

Gunn: Gotta be it. Smells like old people in h-here! Gross! Okay. Definitely not a Leprechaun. Heh. Must be my lucky day.
Repo Demon: Wanna bet?

"Seven years ago"
"Casino"

Repo Demon: What do you want?

Gunn: I wanna talk to the man.

Repo Demon: You got an apointment?

Gunn: Nah. I got business.

Repo Demon: Over here, slick. Little touch 'n' go. You packing?

Gunn: No.

Repo Demon: He could kill you ten ways from Sunday even if you were. But then, he'd cook me, too. You're clean.

Gunn: I told you.

Repo Demon: Oh, I guess not everyone's as honest as you, bro'.

Gunn: I ain't your bro'.

Repo Demon: You got a name or just a 'tude?

Repo Demon: Name's Gunn.

Jenoff: Charles Gunn, if I'm not mistaken. Man of the streets, protector of the young and innocent. What can I do for you, Mr. Gunn?

Gunn: I want something.

Jenoff: Not sure I can help. I don't traffic in wants. I supply needs. The kind of things you gotta have, right now, or you'll die. They tend to be more valuable.

Gunn: I need it.

Jenoff: Then, maybe I can assist. What is it? Money? Power? Love? Very nice. She's a real beauty. I can make it happen, but there is a cost. I guess you know that. Nothing you gotta pay now, but one day you will. The cost, Mr. Gunn, is your future.

Gunn: What future?

Jenoff: Well, there is that. Still, I need you to state for the record of your own free will. You're sure you wish to mortgage your future for your present happiness?

Gunn: I'm sure.

Jenoff: Shake on that? Good.

Repo Demon: You made a deal. Signed a blood oath, trading your soul. You think that's an arrangement you can get out of?

Gunn: Who said I'm trying to get out of anything?

Repo Demon: You're planning on giving your soul to another, aren't you?

Gunn: What are you talking about?

Repo Demon: Some broad. You're falling for her. Hard.

Gunn: Fred.

Repo Demon: I don't know. We don't get a name, just an image. We keep an eye on the Akashic records. You think we wouldn't know when one of our souls is about to be transferred? Isn't Fred a guys name? Hey, none of mine. I'm just here to tell ya: you broke the contract. Your soul ain't yours to give. It's Mr. Jenoff's to take.

Gunn: I gotta see him.

Repo Demon: What you gotta do is pay up.

Gunn: I'm not the same person I was back then.

Repo Demon: We all get older, and we all pay ours debts to Mr. Jenoff.

Gunn: No, there's gotta be something else. Something else he can take!

Repo Demon: Gee, I have never heard that one before. Now, look. You've got twenty-four hours to get your house in order and get your ass down to that casino. And if you're thinking about running or cheating, don't. Because, then, we take your soul and the girl's, too.

Gunn: She's got nothing to do with this.

Repo Demon: Well, you can keep it that way or you can get her killed. It's up to you now, slick. See you tomorrow.

Cordelia: Are you okay?

Gunn: What?

Cordelia: I said, are you okay?

Gunn: Yeah, I-I'm fine.

Cordelia: Seemed kinda rude to chow down in front of Angel, but I was starving, so, I took a little break and... You are not okay, pal.

Gunn: I'm just kinda tired.

Cordelia: Cordelia here. I can see the misery all over your face. I know what's going on.

Gunn: You do?

Cordelia: It's pretty obvious. Angel's lost his son, Wesley's gone and here you are: happy as a kid in a candy store.

Gunn: Um, happy?

Cordelia: And wracked with guilt because of it. Well, don't be. You and Fred are meant to be. I get that now. She's a doll. I admit, I was a little slow on the uptake. I thought she and Wes, but... the way you two look at each other... Well, this place could use a little happiness, right now. And you and Fred have your whole, big, bright futures ahead of you, and I'm here to tell you it's alright for you to enjoy it. Life goes on.

Gunn: I should enjoy my future.

Cordelia: I'm just saying. If there's one thing I learned living on a Hellmouth: every day is precious. You never know when it may be your last.

Gunn: I never figured I'd be around this long or have this much.

Cordelia: Some people never know one day of joy. You're lucky.

Gunn: Maybe I am.

Cordelia: So, live a little. We don't have any pressing cases, right now, and I haven't had a vision in like... Oh, wait. I'm having one, right now. It's of you and Fred taking tomorrow off. And see, my visions? Never wrong. Have some fun.

Fred: Alright, ready? Red t-shirt, your dark blue blue-jeans, gray boots. Was I right about any of it? Okay. That was just the warm-up. Um, yellow long-sleeved tee, gray cords, tan boots. See? Record secure. Never takes me more than twice. Um, me? Maybe you should come over here and find out. Of course, if it takes you too long...

Gunn: It won't.

Fred: Hey! Sorry, I have to cancel. Somebody just walked in my door.

Gunn: He better looking than me?

Fred: Way. And he brought me breakfast in bed!

Gunn: Voilà, Madame. Room service.

Fred: Cool! You didn't cook, did you?

Gunn: Nope. Your favorite food from your favorite diner.

Fred: Pancakes and waffles? I'm in starch heaven! Yum. Is today special or something?

Gunn: Yup, very special.

Fred: How come?

Gunn: Because we have the day off.

Fred: We do?

Gunn: And we're going to spend every minute of it having the best day of our lives.

Fred: Well, now, it's official.

Gunn: What?

Fred: You are the best boyfriend ever. Pancake kiss!

Dr. Thomas: How are we feeling today? I know it's been very rough, but I do have some good news. There no longer seems to be any sign of infection or rebleeding in the wound, and the swelling is going down. We can stop worrying about your airway becoming compromised. I'm gonna release you later today. Is there someone that can pick you up? A friend or a family member we can call?

Angel: I think he was gonna be left-handed. The way he would hold on to your fingers? His left hand always squeezed just a little bit tighter. Kid had a grip. He was gonna be a south paw for sure. When you live as long as I do, you eventually lose everyone. I'm not saying you get used to it, but you expect it. You deal. But he was just... He was just a little... You think you know something about living because you have this really long life. And that's really all we have, I mean, in my case, anyway. And one day, you wake up and you have something else.

Cordelia: A future.

Angel: I had a son.

Gunn: And now, for our next item of pleasure we've got movies galore. You pick. Hey, you wanna hit the twelve plex? See every preview? Be like seeing a year's worth of movies all at once.

Fred: Um...

Gunn: Something wrong with your shake? It's your favorite: double mocha, double whip.

Fred: I'm kinda full.

Gunn: Oh, my God. This is serious.

Fred: It's just Sixth Street tacos, fish sticks at the pier, Dodger dogs...

Gunn: Don't fold on me now, girl. We still got a lot of fun to go today.

Fred: Oh, I'm all for fun! It's just, too much more and I might explode.

Gunn: Right. Sorry. No more food. But movie, club, shopping fun still to be had. Hey, wanna go to the roller rink?

Fred: Charles, I'm kind of wiped.

Gunn: Oh.

Fred: It's just we've been having so much fun today. Don't you think we should save some before we use it all and all the other people get sad 'cause we took all the happy?

Gunn: God. I blew it. I tried too hard.

Fred: No! It's been like the most wonderful, beautiful day ever, aside from the knot in my tummy. Being with you is always special. It's just, it's not like we have to cram the rest of our lives into one single day, right? Oh, my God. You did try too hard. You haven't been yourself all day. You're doing all this because, because something's wrong!

Gunn: Fred, no.

Fred: Something's terribly wrong.

Gunn: No.

Fred: Charles, do you have leukemia? Don't laugh at me. I see it on the news all the time. They're young and in love, they're whole lives ahead of them and suddenly, tragedy strikes.

Gunn: I'm not sick.

Fred: You're not? You promise?

Gunn: I'm not sick.

Fred: Oh. Thank God. I feel much better, except for the terrible knot inside. Which isn't the food at all. It's us. What's wrong with us?

Gunn: It's nothing.

Fred: Oh, that helps.

Gunn: Look, maybe we should just get out of here, go to the hotel...

Fred: Maybe we should stay right here and you should stop lying to me. I know something's wrong. Just be honest and tell me. Charles. Charles, whatever it is, we'll get through it together.

Gunn: No, we won't.

Fred: What?

Gunn: This isn't something that we're gonna talk through: you share your feelings, I'll share mine, and then, we'll have a big hug.

Fred: I don't think I like the way you're talking to me.

Gunn: Too bad.

Fred: Why're you being so mean?

Gunn: I'm being honest. Isn't that what you wanted?

Fred: Yeah. Be honest. Is it me?

Gunn: Wow. You finally figured that one out.

Fred: What's wrong with me?

Gunn: Now, I gotta make a list? I don't think I have enough time!

Fred: Are you joking? Charles, what's happening?

Gunn: What's happening is: you and me are over. Done.

Fred: No.

Gunn: Am I asking? I'm telling. I've had enough.

Fred: I don't believe it!

Gunn: Better start.

Fred: But but wait! Wait! Is there someone else? What's her name?

Gunn: Her name is 'I'm a real woman, not a stick figure'. Get the picture?

Fred: Yeah.

Gunn: Good.

Cordelia: I'm not going to sit here and pretend that I know what you're going through or that I could begin to understand what it is you're feeling. The last thing you need, right now, is someone saying that given time things will get better or the hurt's gonna go away. Because things won't get better. The hurt's never gonna go away. The truth is, if you lived another two hundred years, you'd never forget how Connor was taken from you. And you shouldn't. You loved your son, Angel, and you'll go on loving him, and missing him. You'll go on living, too. You'll do that.

Angel: I don't know how.

Cordelia: You don't need to. The 'how' works itself out. Life will just keep happening. There'll be people who need us, and so, we'll help them. 'Cause that's what we do. Fred?
Fred: I'm sorry. I was gonna knock, but it wasn't a good time, so, I didn't. And I don't know what else to do!

Angel: Fred, what is it? What's wrong?

Fred: It's Charles. I think he's in terrible danger.

Gunn: I'm here to pay my bill.

Cordelia: Wow.

Fred: I know, huh?

Groosalugg: I'm sorry this has come to pass.

Angel: I'm a little confused.

Fred: About what? What was unclear?

Cordelia: Well, upstairs, you said you thought Gunn was in danger.

Fred: He is!

Cordelia: And you think that because...?

Fred: He broke up with me!

Cordelia: Oh.

Fred: But not really.

Cordelia: Oh. No?

Fred: No!

Groosalugg: That is good. I am relieved.

Fred: No, this is worse. Much worse. I wish he had broken up with me.

Cordelia: Fred, are you sure he didn't? I mean, those things you said he said to you...

Fred: I know I said he said those things to me, but he would never say those things to me.

Cordelia: Those things he said?

Fred: Exactly! That's why I know he's in trouble.

Angel: Let me get this straight. You and Gunn are dating.

Fred: Not any more, I guess!

Cordelia: Fred, honey.

Fred: Don't you see? He hurt me. And the only reason he'd do something like that is to protect me from something. And whatever it is, it's gotta be bad, because this hurts like hell.

Angel: Then, I guess we better help him. We are not losing another member of this family.

Cordelia: Still no answer at his place or on his cell phone.

Groosalugg: That does not bode well.

Angel: We're gonna have to split up.

Groosalugg: To cover more ground. That's a good plan. I agree.

Angel: Fred and I can go check out Gunn's old gang haunts, see if they've heard from him.

Cordelia: Or if they know of any old enemies he might have.

Angel: Exactly.

Groosalugg: Hm.

Angel: You two go by Gunn's place, just to make sure.

Cordelia: Maybe we should report his truck as stolen.

Angel: That's not a terrible idea. Get the police involved in case none of this pans out.

Fred: We should leave Lorne a note, let him know what's going on.

Angel: If none of us come up with anything, we regroup back here at midnight.

Groosalugg: And perhaps as we search we can leave these small rectangles behind, as did that creature that came by yesterday inquiring about Gunn.

Angel: Right. Good. What? Let me see that.

Groosalugg: Small rectangles with telephonic digits on it. So people can get in touch with us, should they learn anything.

Fred: Someone came by here looking for Charles?

Groosalugg: Yesterday. Please remind me to give that rectangle to Gunn once we find him. I am confident we shall.

Angel: That guy worked for Jenoff.

Cordelia: Jenoff?

Angel: The soul-sucker.

Jenoff: Charles Gunn, I'm impressed. Not a lot of guys walk through that door of their own free will. Not the second time, anyway. She must be pretty special, this girl you're getting ready to give my merchandise to.

Gunn: I'm here to make good on my debt. You don't even talk about her. Once we're squared, you don't even think about her.

Jenoff: She was never part of the deal. Hold him.

Gunn: I'm not gonna run. But touch me and you better... Let's just get this over with.

Angel: Gunn!

Fred: Charles!

Gunn: Fred!

Cordelia: Angel.

Angel: I know.

Groosalugg: We are surrounded.

Angel: I know.

Fred: We have to help Charles.

Angel: I know. Who does a guy gotta kill to get to talk to the boss around here, huh?

Jenoff: I'm the boss. Mind telling me why you're disrupting my business?

Angel: Actually, it's you who's disrupting my business. You're about to deprive me of a very valuable employee. Charles Gunn, there; he works for me.

Jenoff: A good business man always looks into the background of potential employees. Had you done that you might have learned that he is strictly short-term material.

Angel: I'll make a deal with you. You release him, forget what he owes you. I'll let you live.

Jenoff: Thank you. Kill him.

Angel: Double or nothing.

Jenoff: You're offering me your soul?

Angel: Chance to win it, anyway.

Jenoff: How stupid do I look to you? You're a vampire. I can smell it from here.

Angel: Take a bigger whiff. I'm a vampire with a soul.

Jenoff: Oh. You're that vampire.

Angel: I choose the game. I win: we walk out of here; Gunn's debt disappears. You win: you get us both.

Cordelia: Brilliant stall tactic. You bought us some time. Now, what's the plan?

Angel: This is the plan.

Cordelia: Really?

Angel: Really. We're gonna win Gunn's soul back.

Fred: This is so wrong in so many ways. I mean, it's not money or a stuffed bunny Angel's playing for. It's my boyfriend.

Angel: Fred, I understand you're nervous, but don't be. I've been around a long time; played a lot of cards; won a lot of bets.

Fred: See, that's where we're different. I tend to get lost and lose things. And I can't lose Charles.

Angel: I'm not gonna lose.

Repo Demon: You worried about this?

Jenoff: Like taking candy from a baby.

Groosalugg: Angel, if we must rely on luck, I prefer the odds of my sword. We should fight our way out.

Angel: I got to disagree, Groo. Fighting puts all of us at risk. My way's safer.

Fred: If you win! But if you lose your soul, won't you go evil and start killing everybody, including us? Am I wrong?

Cordelia: Uh, not wrong in theory, but I gotta go with Ace on this one, sorry.

Angel: I'm gonna win. And if I lose... You know what to do. Make it quick.

Cordelia: You know I will.

Repo Demon: Jenoff lets me have the bodies when he's done with them.

Jenoff: One hand of cards. You win: this man walks free. I win: I keep his soul and I get yours. Name your game. 'Omaha'? 'Texas Hold 'Em'? 'Seven Card Stud'?

Angel: How about a simple cut of the deck? High card wins.

Jenoff: Vampire's not only got soul, he's got guts. Feeling lucky?

Angel: After you.

"Nine of clubs"
"Three of hearts"

Angel: A three?

Gunn: A three?!

Jenoff: A three. You lose.

Cordelia: That quick enough?

Angel: Works for me.

Fred: Charles!

Gunn: Angel?
Angel: It's over. No need to say thanks.

Gunn: You're right. If killing him was that easy, I would have done it, myself.
Groosalugg: Now, we fight.

Angel: Anybody else in here owe this guy?

Fred: Say it again. A little slower this time.

Gunn: I was terribly, terribly wrong to break up with you and say those mean and untrue things.

Fred: Good. Now, say it into the tape recorder.

Gunn: I'm really sorry and I'll never do it again.

Fred: I'm just glad you're alright.

Gunn: I'm only alright if you and me are good. We are, aren't we?

Fred: Just one last thing.

Gunn: Name it.

Fred: Who did you trade your soul for?

Gunn: That, that was a long time ago.

Fred: I know, but just tell me, and we'll never talk about it again. Who was she? Charles?

Gunn: That was way before I met you.

Fred: You must have wanted her pretty bad to trade your soul.

Gunn: I guess I did.

Fred: Just tell me.

Gunn: It, it was a truck. I was seventeen-years-old and I sold my soul for a truck.

Fred: Not this truck.

Gunn: Don't go dissing my girl.

Fred: Oh, Charles, your soul wasn't worth air-conditioning?

Gunn: Look. Back in the day, this truck kept me alive. Helped me save a lot of other lives, too. I know it sounds dumb, but I didn't think a soul was that big a deal. Didn't think I had a future, then. Now, I do.

Fred: What is it about you that makes me melt?

Gunn: Maybe it is that I love you.

Fred: That's gotta be it.
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Groosalugg: Angel. You and I have fought side by side on more than one occasion: fellow warriors; shoulder to shoulder. By now, my council must surely hold weight. So, I beseech you to heed my words.

Angel: Okay.

Groosalugg: 'Pomegranate Mist' is the wrong color for this room.

Angel: What?

Fred: We where just thinking; well, actually, I was thinking and Groo agreed that, well, since you have to repaint the room, anyway, maybe you'd like a change, you know, for a change.

Angel: Groo agreed.

Cordelia: Don't mock. He actually has good color sense.

Groosalugg: 'Summer Splendor' is a hue more worthy of a champion. Or, or perhaps this unique one called 'Purpluh'.

Angel: 'Purple'. Yet, you have no problems pronouncing 'pomegranate'.

Groosalugg: It was my mother's name.

Angel: What are the odds? Hey, hang on. Where, where are you going with that?

Gunn: I'm tossing it.

Angel: It's an antique.

Gunn: It's a charcoaled briquette.

Angel: We're not throwing it out. And the wall color: it stays, too. Look, guys, I appreciate everybody's help. I just want everything back to the way it was or close to it.

Cordelia: Not gonna be, you know. Unless we pay for real, dishonest-to-goodness, over-priced contractors, those cracks are always gonna be there.

Angel: Let them.

Cordelia: Sure! Maybe we can even start dumping our trash up here. The old gives-the-place-character philosophy. Guess that served you pretty well, living in rotted out mansions and...
Angel: I don't know why I bought this for him. A whim, I guess. Thought he'd like to look at it. Snow. It doesn't ever snow in southern California.

Cordelia: It did once.

Angel: Hey, you know, we shouldn't be wasting time fixing up my place when we got work to do.

Gunn: What work?

Angel: Our jobs: the business. We're neglecting our cases.

Fred: Um, Angel? We don't have any cases. We haven't had a call in over a week.

Angel: Really? Well, uh, somebody ought to be downstairs in case a walk-in should walk in. Because, uh... we get those sometimes.

Cordelia: Never on Sundays.

Phil: Hello? Angel Investigations? Hey! Anybody here? Hey! Hello?! Look, unless you want me to take my business elsewhere... Fine. Probably couldn't find my dog, anyway.

Angel: Yes! Hi. I hope that you weren't, uh... Can I help you?

Phil: What was that?

Angel: I was just saying if, if you're looking for Angel Investigations, I'm, I'm he. Him. Angel. And you are?

Phil: I, uh, I need...
Angel: Don't be embarrassed. Whatever your problems are I'm here to listen. And, you know, help, of course.

Sluk: We have to go.

Angel: Huh? What? Is something wrong? Oh, the pentagram. Don't worry about that. That's, that's an old case. It's done. I'm here to totally give you my full attention.

Cordelia: Hey, when did we get the statue for the lobby? Oh, it's just you.

Angel: Can we do something about the stain? It just scared off a client. At least, I think he was a client. The guy barely said two words before he ran out of here.

Cordelia: Well, you know, some people can be pretty closed mouthed. We've never really talked about everything that happened while I was away.

Angel: You know the gist of it.

Cordelia: Yeah. Sure. I've got loads of gist. But what I don't got is the specifics. Specifically, about that little five-pointed doodad decorating our lobby and the voodoo that you dood, did over it.

Angel: Cordy!

Cordelia: I know you don't wanna talk about it, but you don't mess with dark magics and expect to walk away from it like it doesn't matter.

Angel: It doesn't matter. It was a waste of time.

Cordelia: Still. I should probably know what kind of spell it was. You know there is almost always some cosmic price to using primordial powers. There could be repercussions. And you know the one person who could help us with that isn't around anymore. Not going there. I'm just saying. You can run away, avoid talking about this, but you know as well as I do that stuff we do in the past usually comes back to bite us in our respective assi and what you did...
Angel: Okay. So, maybe I wasn't thinking too clearly. I mean, I was drunk for a while. Drunk on my own son's blood; slipped into my food by the good folks at Wolfram and Hart. And my head was a little clouded with rage over a trusted friend stealing my child from me... Damn it, Cordelia, you got me talking about this.

Cordelia: Probably just needed to vent. Why didn't you call me?

Angel: I didn't want to mess up your vacation. I just thought one of us should be happy.

Cordelia: But I could have helped. I could have done something...
Angel: There is nothing you could have…

Cordelia: How do you know? What makes you so sure? I've got a hotline to the freaking Powers, buster. I could've gotten a vision, or, or something to warn us. Oh, plus, I've got demon in me now. So, maybe, maybe there is some untapped power that could have help find Connor before, you know, before...
Angel: You needed to vent?

Cordelia: I, I should have been here for you.

Angel: You, you were. I mean, you are. You're always... Look. Look, I'm just, I'm just trying to move on like you told me to. I'm just trying to not be so into my problems in my head. Just focus on something else for a while. You know?

Cordelia: Sure. Yeah. I, I get that. But next time, you call me.

Angel: Right. Oh, there is something you can do for me. Find me a case to work on. Please.

Sluk: More. Like the last ones.

Server 1: I don't wanna be rude, sir, but you've been here for almost six hours!

Server 2: And like, a hundred peach smoothies.

Server 1: I think you're not well, sir.

Server 2: Dude, you haven't taken a whizz since you've been here.

Sluk: Please.

Server 1: We don't take credit cards.

Sluk: Water! Water, then.

Server 1: Look, sir, if you don't leave I'm gonna have to call the police.

Sluk: We're thirsty!

Server 2: Okay. Okay.

Gavin: I hear congratulations are in order.

Lilah: Gavin. What a pleasant surprise.

Gavin: People are saying you've made great strides forward with Angel.

Lilah: What are you talking about?

Gavin: You mean you don't know? He tried to kill one of his people at a hospital.

Lilah: Wow, Gav, you're quick. Maybe your next news flash will involve that newfangled invention called 'fire'.

Gavin: Hey, you know, despite our differences, when a co-worker tries to pat you on the back...
Lilah: I check for the knife.

Gavin: Well, in any case, Angel tried to kill a human, bringing him one step closer to his dark side, and one step closer to us.

Lilah: Dark side, schmark side. Remember a year ago? Wine cellar? Slaughter?

Gavin: They were lawyers.

Lilah: And you are?

Gavin: A realist. Angel tried to smother one of his closest friends with a pillow. We're making progress.

Lilah: We could make more. Get those two wacky kids together again and see what happens.

Gavin: Might even make up for you losing that baby.

Lilah: Nice try, but unlike you, Gavin, I'm ahead of the game. Angel tried to kill his friend, kidnapped and tortured Linwood, and performed dark, forbidden magics, all on my watch.

Gavin: Congratulations, Lilah.

Lilah: Thanks, Gavin. Can we stop feigning now?

Gavin: Sure.

Fred: It's funny. Sad, actually. I keep expecting to find... It's weird, seeing Angel sitting behind that desk.

Gunn: It was his when I got here. It seems right that it's his again.

Fred: Yeah, but things have cooled down a little since... I'm just saying, maybe it's time... Look, he doesn't have to forgive Wesley.

Gunn: I'm glad you think so, 'cause: not happening.

Fred: No. Right. He, he shouldn't. But isn't there some way to, I don't know, come back from this?

Gunn: Not unless Wes comes back with that baby under his arm. And even then, Angel'd probably kill him on principle.

Fred: You don't really think that.

Gunn: He took that man's son. Probably best we never mention the guy's name again.

Cordelia: Ah, I give up. I've tried soaking it out. I've tried scrubbing it out. No question, we've got ring around the lobby. I say we toss in the towel and buy a big-ass throw rug. Who's with me?

Groosalugg: That honor is mine, princess.

Cordelia: Groo, honey, will you do me a favor and dump out this bucket? Thanks.

Fred: Cordelia?

Cordelia: He is such a sweetie. So loyal and loving; like a puppy dog.

Fred: Cordy...

Cordelia: I know that didn't sound very good, but he is. A puppy dog. A sexy, well-built, go-all-night puppy dog. Okay, that sounded worse.

Fred: Cor...

Cordelia: No. You want me to say something to Angel about Wesley. Sorry. Can't. Won't.

Fred: Why? Why can't won't you? You've known them both longer than anybody. Angel would listen to you.

Cordelia: Probably. But he doesn't wanna hear it, which is why I'm not gonna burden him.

Fred: Look. Whatever he did, he's Wesley. You care about him. I know. Can you imagine how much pain he's in? How horrible he must be feeling?

Cordelia: Angel's feelings are the only ones I care about. He's my priority. I got dosed with demon DNA for that man. I'm semi-demon and I still don't know what that means. Apart form the random floatiness and seizureless visions, which is keen, sometimes it's hard to tell when I'm... Angel?

Angel: What's going on?

Lorne: Oh, I tell you what's going on. Big bruha-ha at the juice bar across the street. Only light on the 'ha-ha'. Some guy over there is cracking up.

Server 2: Here, get a safe, just don't hurt me, don't, uh...

Cordelia: One minute you're standing there all shocked-looking, then, whammo! You're thrown across the...

Angel: Cordy, can we talk about it later? I'm working here.

Server 2: Look out! The dude's got Ebola or something.

Groosalugg: Is Ebola a weapon forged in magic?

Lorne: Uh, forged in monkey poo.

Angel: Okay, sir, you wanna just put down the Super Size... I know you.

Gunn: You do?

Angel: This is the guy that came to the office this morning.

Gunn: You didn't mention he was a mummy, man.

Angel: He's not. I mean, he wasn't. He's...

Fred: Phillip J. Spivey from Inglewood, according to his license.

Angel: Mr. Spivey? Phil? Hi. Remember me? We're, uh, just gonna take a walk to my office across the street and, uh, and figure out what's what. Sound okay with you?

Sluk: We're thirsty!

Angel: I take that as a 'no'. Okay, people! Looks like we got a case.

Angel: Gee, uh, let's get him on the couch.

Fred: My God. Look at his face.

Angel: Yeah. Fred, do we, do we have any water in the fridge?

Fred: Two bottles, I think.

Angel: We-we're gonna need them.

Lorne: And some lip balm wouldn't hurt either, kitten.

Cordelia: Angel?

Angel: We.

Gunn: Glad you're having fun with this.

Angel: No. 'We', he kept saying 'we'. This morning it's: 'we have to go'. Now, it's: 'we're thirsty'.

Cordelia: Okay, so, he's pretentious. Angel, we need to talk about my vision.

Angel: Well, it can wait.

Cordelia: No. It can't. You think the Powers beam me pretty pictures purely for my amusement? They tell me when someone's in danger and that someone is you!

Angel: Oh, gee. I'm in danger. What else is new? Look, I wanna deal with somebody else's problem for a change. I wanna deal with Mr. Phillip Spivey of Inglewood who came to us this morning for help. He's the one we should be concerned with, not me! This has nothing to do with me!

Sluk: You! This is all happening because of you! This is all your fault.

Angel: My fault?

Cordelia: That's what the Sandman said.

Angel: How is this my fault? I was just trying to help him. What'd he go and say that for?

Lorne: Uh, he didn't. That did.

Gunn: Okay. That was a thing.

Fred: A big, ugly slug thing.

Cordelia: Where did it go?

Groosalugg: It has vanished. Just like the glass eels in Scrag Swamp in Uxemburg. I'm just making an observation.

Gunn: So, what the hell was it?

Angel: Don't look at me. I don't know what it is or what it has to do with me.

Cordelia: Um, Angel?

Lorne: I'm not really the hunter-type. Can't I just come along for moral support?

Cordelia: Hotel: shut tight.

Angel: Good. I don't want anyone else getting infected.

Groosalugg: This weapon should serve me better.

Angel: Uh, a little big for our purpose, don't you think?

Groosalugg: I've had no complaints.
Angel: Yeah, great. Okay, Cordy, you and Groo start with the third floor. Make a sweep, work your way down.

Lorne: Hey, exactly how do we know that slicing and dicing is going to do the trick on Mr. Sluggo, here?

Angel: We don't. That's why Fred's gonna hit the books and see what we're dealing with.

Fred: I am? Angel, I, I don't even know where to begin to look.

Angel: Start with 'Thaumogenisis'.

Fred: Thaumo...?

Angel: Creatures manifested as byproduct of using of dark magic.

Fred: Oh.

Gunn: I'll stay with her. Keep watch.

Angel: Watch close; this thing's hard to see.

Cordelia: This thing drank every speck of moisture out of a man's body. Well, I'm just saying. Don't you think we should wait to see what Fred finds out before we go around chasing after it?

Angel: The longer we wait the sooner that thing finds a way out of here and into the world. I'm not gonna let that happen. Let's go.

Angel: I don't wanna hear it.

Lorne: I didn't say anything.

Angel: Let's keep it that way.

Lorne: Well, uh, was I wrong?

Angel: Lorne, it's my mess. I'm cleaning it up. What more do you want?

Lorne: Hey, I warned you, Angel face, you mess with powers of darkness...

Angel: There's a price to pay. I know, there's always a price. The question is: is it one worth paying?
Lorne: So, was this?

Angel: No. That spell I did was for nothing. I didn't find my son; so now, he's gone forever. So, you ask me, was it worth it? Would I do it again? In a heartbeat, because he was my son.

Lorne: Angel, what are you...? Well, go team! Now, that wasn't so...

Fred: God, I hate this!

Gunn: Yeah, I'm with you. That creepy-crawly was seriously messed-up; with those little feelers or whatever they were sticking out of it's face, slithering around like a worm and slimy...

Fred: No! I meant, I hate going through these books.

Gunn: Oh. Oh, yeah, books. Books, that's, that's rough.

Fred: Everything on Thaumogenisis is so cryptic, and, and full of words I've never heard of like 'emoluatives', and I have to keep cross-referencing 'Chauldon' with 'Acathian Magics'. Are you listening to me?

Gunn: Yeah. Accordion music. Go on.

Fred: I mean, ask me to research stuff on wave-particle dualities or the Schrödinger equation and I'm a hell cat, but this? Angel is just going to have to realize that I'm just not as qualified for this as... some people.

Gunn: Yeah, well, 'some people' aren't around any more. You're just gonna have to learn to get good at it.

Fred: What if I fail? What if I can't find anything to help us?

Gunn: We'll manage. Not saying I don't prefer something I can punch; something that doesn't make that sick, little squishy, crunchy noise when you kill it. But I think we can handle one little slug from hell.

Lilah: 'Bioplasmic infection'. Speaking of.

Gavin: Did you get the e-mail?

Lilah: The one marked: 'confidential'? The one I have to use a magic bug to open? The one that, officially, you shouldn't even know about.

Gavin: There must have been a glitch in the server. So, the psychics say it looks like Angel's hotel has some uninvited guests.

Lilah: Interesting. Why do I care again?

Gavin: One word: 'Thaumogenisis'.

Lilah: The spell.

Gavin: The one you helped him perform.

Lilah: Everything has repercussions, Gavin. Angel knew that going in.

Gavin: I'm glad you see it that way. Repercussions; poetic justice.

Lilah: Do you have a point, or are you just waxing my desk with your ass for fun?

Gavin: Well, I was just thinking, whatever these things are, they can't be too cuddly, considering Angel barricaded himself inside to prevent unleashing them on an innocent populous.

Lilah: So, yay! Let him reap what he's sown. Maybe I'll get lucky and they'll rip him to...

Gavin: Think the Senior Partners might be upset if Angel dies as a result of a spell you helped him cast?

Lilah: You got to be kidding me.

Gavin: And with Linwood on vacation; unreachable. Hm. This is a dilemma. Well, bye!

Lilah: Wait! So, what? I'm supposed to go in there and save Angel?

Gavin: I'm sorry. I don't know what you're talking about.

Cordelia: Poor Angel. It's eating at him.

Groosalugg: Having another vision, princess?

Cordelia: What? No. Knowing it was the spell he performed trying to find Connor that made this, whatever it is, that we're hunting. Knowing that it caused a man's death.

Groosalugg: He is your priority.

Cordelia: What?

Groosalugg: You said earlier that Angel's feelings were your only concern. He was all that matters.

Cordelia: Oh. Oh, no, Grooey, I, I meant 'work' priority. Work. You see, you, you're my other-stuff priority. You get that, right? Groo, honey. We can talk about this.

Groosalugg: Do not move.

Cordelia: It's going down. Come on.

Groosalugg: I instructed you not to move.

Cordelia: Well, gee, forgive me for saving my own life.

Groosalugg: I would not let harm come to you.

Angel/Cordelia: We saw it! You saw it?!

Gunn: There is more than one?

Angel: At least two at least, but we should probably assume there are more.

Lorne: Uh, do we have to?

Angel: But at least we have one advantage.

Cordelia: What? They glow in the dark? How is that gonna help, unless we shut off all the lights in the, holy crap, you're not serious?
Angel: Those things are hard enough to kill as it is. I speared one and it was strong enough to attack us and escape. This makes them easier to find, I'd say we take the chance.

Fred: All the lights? Great.

Gunn: Boy, this just keeps getting funner and funner.

Angel: I'm glad to see that you're enjoying yourself, because somebody's got to go down in the basement and shut off the power.

Gunn: No, no, no, no, no, no, no...

Angel: Rat.

Gunn: Oh. Rat.

Cordelia: Everything okay down there?

Gunn: Oh, yeah. It's a party. Here is the icing on the cake.

Lorne: Uh, where are we?

Angel: South wing. We haven't found a use for it yet, so, we just keep it closed up.

Cordelia: Did you hear something?

Lorne: Sorry, cupcake. All I'm picking up is the loud, erratic thumping of the heart in my mouth.

Cordelia: No, it sounds like... It almost sounds like...

Angel: Birds.

Cordelia: Do we even have a key for this?

Gunn: Fred, it's me. Open up. Sorry it took me so long to get back. I took a quick look around to make sure no slimies were lurking. We're good. How're you holding up? You're okay?

Sluk: Scared. Very scared.

Gunn: I know. It's gonna be okay. We just have to keep it together. Watch each other's backs. You know, when this is over, I think you and me should go away some place, like Cordy and Groo got to do. Maybe Baja. Little sun; sand; I think we deserve it.

Sluk: You have to get out of here.

Gunn: That's what I'm saying. And we will. Soon as we kill these creatures, I'll talk to Angel. Maybe he'll... Fred? Oh, no.
Sluk: We're thirsty.

Cordelia: Ugh! Where is that sound coming from?

Angel: Somewhere in this room, definitely.

Lorne: Oh, man! This space is one part 'hum' and two parts 'dinger'! Ever think of turning it into a nightclub? Eh, I'm missing the life. Sue me.

Cordelia: Gunn!

Gunn: We have a serious problem.

Cordelia: Oh, no! Fred!

Gunn: We got to get her help and we got to get it fast.

Angel: Fred, can you hear me?

Gunn: It's no good. That thing is jamming her brain. I can't reach her.

Fred: Angel?

Angel: Fred.

Fred: I feel it. It needs... Its thirst... Oh, God, I'm so thirsty.

Gunn: Hang on, baby. We're gonna get you to a hospital.

Fred: No, Charles! We... No. It, it wants that. To, to escape; spread. You, you can't let it. Don't let us, it! It will kill. Oh, it really doesn't like you. 

Angel: The feeling's mutual.

Gunn: That's it. Come on.

Angel: What are you doing?

Gunn: Getting her out of here.

Angel: After what she said?

Gunn: I don't give a damn what she said. For all I know it's that thing inside her calling the shots.

Angel: Hey! You can't do this.

Gunn: Get out of my way, Angel.

Angel: Think about this. How is she gonna feel if taking her out of here causes more people to die?

Gunn: She? Or you?

Angel: Me?

Gunn: All this is happening because of you; what you did. This is your fault. Messing with scary-ass mojo no sane person should be messing with.

Angel: I did what I had to do.

Gunn: You do what you want to get what you want. The hell with the consequences.

Angel: My son...

Gunn: Is dead! Fred is not!

Cordelia: Hey, hey, hey. We have to stick together.

Gunn: Yeah? Where does it say that?

Groosalugg: Here! The sounds: they come from under.

Cordelia: Oh, my God. We have a pool?

Angel: Run! Move!

Cordelia: They're all over.

Sluk: No more running! Too hot. Too hot.

Angel: Turn on the ovens!

Lorne: What, we're gonna cook them?

Angel: Cook the air. Dry it out. Make it so uncomfortable for them they won't want in.

Lorne: Now, that's what I call uncomfortable.

Fred: Charles! Where is Charles!

Angel: What?

Fred: He's gone!

Lilah: Meet up with the Shaman exterminator in fifteen. S.W.A.T. team in place? Good. The clean-up crew should be joining you any minute. Now, I want everyone waiting for my go. I'm heading out now.

Gavin: What's all the activity?

Lilah: Massive ops to clean out Angel's hotel. I want to nip this in the bud before Linwood finds out.

Gavin: A little late, but okay. Have fun.

Lilah: What did you say?

Gavin: Uh, have fun?

Lilah: Get out. I thought you said Linwood was unreachable.

Gavin: Oh, he is. Except for the emergency cell phone number of course. He did give it to you, right?

Lilah: Fine, play your little games. I've got to go save my mortal enemy. What? What?

Gavin: Not that I'm questioning your loyalty, Lilah, but are you sure that's what Linwood really wants? I'm just saying. Angel kidnapped and tortured him. It's only natural that Linwood would have some unresolved feelings towards the guy who nearly stuck a spike through his eye.

Lilah: What did he say, Gavin?

Gavin: Let 'em die. Let 'em all die.

Lilah: Hm. Maybe the old man has guts after all.

Gavin: Oh, and then, there was the part about you overstepping your bounds. About how you'd have to pay for the unauthorized ops out of your salary, and, of course, how he can't trust you any more and... Oh, right, that he'd deal with you when he got back. I don't know what he meant by that, but I'm not ahead of the game.

Gunn: I need your help.

Groosalugg: Angel, there are too many to fight our way out.

Angel: I know.

Sluk: No! Need water!

Cordelia: Angel!

Lorne: Go easy!

Angel: I want to talk to that thing inside of you now. I wanna know what you are.

Sluk: We're thirsty.

Angel: Work with me, Fred. Make it answer me. What do you want here?

Sluk: To live. To live. To drink and be merry. It hurts us. We have to get out.

Cordelia: It sounds more like they want in.

Sluk: We have to flee. It brings pain. Such pain.

Lorne: It? What happened to we? What's with the pronoun switcheroo?

Angel: What are you fleeing from?

Sluk: The bringer of torment; agony; death. The Destroyer.

Cordelia: Oh. That is just not the name you wanna hear.

Angel: Why is this Destroyer after you?

Sluk: It's not. It's coming after you: Angel.

Gunn: Look, I don't have time to get into it with you. I don't even wanna be here. The hotel is infested with something. Some kind of slug, jellyfish-type thing. We don't know what they are, or how to kill them.

Wesley: Well, now, that is a problem.

Gunn: These things; there's hundreds of them. They get inside you and soak up the whole moisture out of your body. They drink you alive.

Wesley: Why come to me? I'm sure Angel will figure out a way to kill them, eventually.

Gunn: That's not what I'm looking for. I need to know how to get these slugs out of someone who's been infected; force it out, somehow.

Wesley: Sorry.

Gunn: Don't give me that. If you could see what these things do...

Wesley: Wish I could help.

Gunn: Wes...

Wesley: Sorry you wasted your time.

Gunn: It's Fred. What? We're gonna have a drink now? Did you hear what I said? She is dying!

Wesley: I was dying. Throat cut; life pouring out of me. You know why I fought to live again?

Gunn: Wes, I don't have time.

Wesley: I fought to live so I could see my friends again; to explain to the people I loved and trusted my side of what happened.

Gunn: We know what...

Wesley: You don't know anything. I'll help because it's Fred, but don't come here again. Any of you.

Sluk: No. I need more.

Angel: I need more. Tell me where you come from. Fred!

Sluk: You're gonna die so horribly.

Fred: Oh, God. Help me!

Angel: Lorne, take her. Groo, shut off the ovens, Cordy, the stoves.

Cordelia: Angel, why?!

Angel: Hurry! You and the others get Fred to the hospital.

Cordelia: I thought we talked about that. Infecting the world and all?

Angel: We don't have a choice. They can keep her hydrated there. Hopefully, long enough to come up with a cure.

Groosalugg: We're surrounded! How are we to get past?

Angel: I'll keep them occupied. Slow 'em down.

Cordelia: How do you expect to do that?

Angel: By giving them what they want. Groo, damsel in distress. You know what to do.

Cordelia: Angel!

Angel: Save Fred. Please! Now! Cordy, I told you to get out of here!

Gunn: Put my girl down.

Lorne: Gunn! Where...?
Gunn: News updates later. Just lay her down.

Groosalugg: She requires a healer.

Gunn: No, she requires this. Hold her down. Do it! Come here, baby. Come here. Come here. Drink. Drink. Drink. Drink.

Cordelia: Angel! Incoming. Four o'clock. Angel.
Gunn: Come on, baby, drink.

Cordelia: Angel? What's happening to me?

Lorne: Okay, unless anyone else has something to say, can I be the first to say: what the hell was that?

Angel: Cordelia. That was Cordelia.

Groosalugg: You are truly a goddess.

Cordelia: Well, demoness, anyway. Beats horns and a tail.

Lorne: Hey! I'm standing right here!

Angel: Is she okay?

Gunn: Yeah. I, uh, got this idea. Alcohol: dehydrates the body; gets the slug out. Okay. So, I took off when those things started coming out of the floor. It's not like I was running out on you. I was... Look, someone I care about was dying. I couldn't just sit around and debate strategy. I saw an opportunity to, to get some kind of help. Look, I did what I had to do, and if you don't get that... Yeah, I guess you do.

Angel: So, are we good?

Lorne: Good? We're not good! Is everyone forgetting we got a little unexpected company on the way? It goes by the initials: 'the Destroyer'?
Fred: The Destroyer! I remember the Destroyer's coming.

Cordelia: Yeah, we got that. Any idea when?

Fred: Um, I think now.

Connor: Hi, dad.
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Angel: Wait! No!

Connor: Interesting.

Angel: My God. It's you. Connor.

Cordelia: Angel!

Angel: Will you just stop for... Can't we just talk about this? Wait! Okay. Everybody, just calm down.

Gunn: Angel, if Peter Pan, here, doesn't stop...

Angel: No! Connor!

Gunn: You're gonna fry out here, man! Come on. We'll go.

Angel: Okay, anyone get the number of that bus?

Gunn: Seventeen. I'll call, see where it ends up.

Fred: Let me check online. It'll be faster.

Cordelia: That was it. That was it, Angel.

Angel: No. No, it isn't. I'm gonna go find him.

Cordelia: I mean, the fight you just had. That was the vision I warned you about yesterday.

Angel: You never mentioned Connor!

Cordelia: Because I only saw you.

Gunn: Angel? I hate to bring that up, but are we sure this was Connor? Just 'cause he said 'hi, dad'?

Angel: That was him.

Gunn: Couple of weeks ago he was wearing diapers. Now, he's a teenager?

Cordelia: Tell me we don't live in a soap opera.

Lorne: Yeah, well, personally I'm less worried about the 'how he grew up' than the 'why he came back'.
Angel: He came back because he could. He found a way to escape that place.

Lorne: Yeah, well, that's a possibility. Here is another: you sure he said 'hi, dad' and not 'you're dead'?

Angel: He's angry and afraid. As soon as I get a chance to talk to him... Fred?

Fred: Seventeen goes all the way downtown. Ends up at Union Station.

Angel: Okay. Look, I'm going underground. Somebody hit the surface streets.

Gunn: We got it, man.

Groosalugg: We will not fail, man.

Cordelia: Let's split up. You guys start at the end of the line work your way backward... Okay. That can't be good.

Fred: I'm guessing the dimensional rift from Quor'toth must still be open?

Lorne: Yeah. So, what-what's say we close it up before anything else slithers, skitters or slides out of there.

Gunn: Amen to that.

Groosalugg: Princess, perhaps your newfound powers can seal it shut.

Cordelia: Can't hurt to try. I command you: Close! Okay. I got nothing.

Fred: Actually, we do know somebody who might be able to...

Gunn: No. I already went to Wes'. Can't do that again.

Lorne: Well, I, I might know a guy, who knows another guy.

Groosalugg: Is it dangerous? Gunn and I can protect you.

Lorne: Well, no. It's not dangerous, it's just awkward. This guy is all hands. I mean, all hands, like fifty of them. Anybody fluent in sign language?

Cordelia: You know, we can't all walk out of here when we have a cosmic crack hanging over us.

Groosalugg: Then, I will stay and guard the hotel.

Cordelia: I'm with him. You two hit the streets. Lorne...

Lorne: Already gone.

Fred: You went to Wesley for me. He's the one who told you how to save me.
Gunn: Yeah. He made it clear. That's a door none of us is ever going to be knocking on again.

Lilah: I would have called, but I figured you'd only tell me to go to hell, so, I thought I'd just take a shot and drop by. Aren't you going to invite me in?

Wesley: No.

Lilah: Okay. Huh. Not what I expected. You know, bunch of flowers and 'get well' cards, maybe a couple of those balloons with the smiley faces on them? Wow. I guess when she slit your throat she nicked your sense of humor.

Wesley: Not at all. I find you being here extremely funny.

Lilah: And how is that?

Wesley: Because you're going to offer me a job.

Lilah: It's a shame, really, what happened. You dedicate your life to a cause and the very people you try to help turn their backs on you.

Wesley: Yes. Tragic. Now, get the hell out.

Lilah: Man of your talents, scholar, man of intellect...

Wesley: Deep inside knowledge of Angel Investigations.

Lilah: Did I mention that Wolfram and Hart has the finest library of mystical, occult, and supernatural reference material in the world? Full medical, dental, 401(k) package.

Wesley: Not interested.

Lilah: Hey, it was worth a shot. Anyway, here is something to help pass the time in the unemployment line.

Wesley: Dante's 'Divine Comedy'.

Lilah: Actually, it's just part one, 'the Inferno'. It's not a first edition, more like the fifteen hundreds, but it's in the original Tuscan. Have you read it?

Wesley: Several times.

Lilah: Then, you know it's a guided tour of the underworld; the nine levels of Hell.

Wesley: Yes. Descending, concentric rings based on severity of the sin.

Lilah: You know, I always forget, the very bottom of Hell, in the ninth circle, the Devil is frozen in ice, right? He's got three heads, three mouths and those mouths are reserved for the worst sinners. Now, I can't remember, who is in the center mouth? Wh-what was his name? The one person in all of human history deemed the greatest sinner? Who is it?

Wesley: Judas Iscariot.

Lilah: Right. The worst spot in Hell is reserved for those who betray. So, don't pretend you're too good to work for us.

Angel: Did you find him?

Gunn: No. Looks like we just missed him though. He's leaving a trail.

Angel: What? Did he hurt somebody?

Gunn: No, nothing like that. I mean gawkers. Folks not used to seeing a kid in animal skins riding on top of a bus; not south of Santa Monica Boulevard, anyway.

Fred: Two more Robin Hood reports.

Gunn: You hear that? He's still headed downtown.

Angel: Where are you?

Gunn: Uh, just east of Union.

Angel: He won't head all the way into town.

Gunn: You don't think?

Angel: Too many people. He'll jump off, head for some place less populated.

Gunn: Well, you want us to turn around, come and get you?

Angel: No. Still a few more hours 'til sunset. Just keep following the trail. The minute it goes cold, let me know.

Gunn: And if it doesn't go cold? I mean if we find him first.

Angel: He's my son. He's my son and he's alive. He's gonna stay alive.

Gunn: Right. Anything else we can do for you?

Angel: Yeah. Make the sun go down.

Sunny: Come on, Tyke, look. Look. This stuff is good. It's worth something. Come on. Wha... Why are you being such a jerk? I need, I need it now. Tyke, come on!

Tyke: I'm not. Now, come on.
Sunny: Don't be such a jerk. Come on. Brand new, never opened. They got to be worth half a gram, huh?

Tyke: They suck.

Sunny: They rock! Look! It's like every hit in the eighties! Plus, plus, this girl is hot.

Tyke: Get out of here, Sunny. You're embarrassing yourself.

Sunny: Hey, they're worth at least a quarter. Please!

Tyke: Alright. Okay. Bye! Bye! Bye!
Sunny: You jerk!

Tyke: You know what? That you get to work off!

Sunny: Let go! Don't.

Tyke: Walk away! An entire suit made of chamois. That's different. 'What are you wearing to the Oscars?' 'My chamois suit.' What's all this?

Connor: Things I killed.

Tyke: Uh, aren't you all scary. Chamois and teeth! Wanna know what else is scary? Me. Just get rid of him.

Sunny: No! Don't! Are you crazy? The police are probably on their way. Come on. We got to go.

Connor: So he won't forget me.

Cordelia: Isn't your neck stiff? You've been standing exactly like that all day.

Groosalugg: Pylean warriors are trained for such endurance. I once happened upon a herd of Bur beasts and as you know, engorged Bur beasts will couple with anything that moves. I was forced to stand perfectly still for eleven days and nights.

Cordelia: So, you were never...

Groosalugg: No. That honor was yours, princess.

Cordelia: I don't know. Angel does all that ninja-statue, don't-move-a-muscle-or-you're-dead stuff, too. Me, I wouldn't last ten minutes. Of course, heels? Not helping.

Groosalugg: Yes. I'm sure Angel has regaled you with his many exploits.

Cordelia: Oh, he's tried alright. But I get so bored with all that days-of-yore crap. Uh, I mean, they're nothing like your thrilling tales of adventure! Not that you need adventurous tales to impress me. I'm impressed by you just being you.

Groosalugg: But the way you constantly speak of Angel.

Cordelia: Is because these last weeks have been so hard for him. He needs me. And you do, too.

Groosalugg: Princess, I should be watching for creatures from the other dimension.

Cordelia: You're the only creature from another dimension I'm interested in.

Groosalugg: I was worried that your affection for the Groosalugg had waned.

Fred: A couple of shopkeepers saw Connor jump off the bus right up the road from here.

Angel: He was here. I can smell him.

Gunn: Cops say it was a drug thing gone wrong. Some guy got killed. It wasn't our boy. They caught one of the badies. I.D.'d a local as the shooter.

Fred: So, he was here but not part of...

Gunn: Oh, he was part of it; lot of mayhem. Including the guy's ear sliced-off as a trophy.

Fred: Ugh!

Angel: He was raised in a hell dimension, okay?

Gunn: So, how do you wanna play this?

Angel: Well, it'll be dark soon. You two head back to the hotel.

Fred: Shouldn't we all keep looking?

Angel: I have a better chance finding him by myself. I don't wanna scare him. He's all alone in a strange world.

Sunny: So, that was really cool today. So, where did you learn to fight all bad-ass like that?

Connor: In Quor'toth.

Sunny: Quor'toth? That's in Mexico, right? Oh. Sorry. Lots of folks squat here. Most are cool, but... If a fat guy wearing furry slippers asks you to play 'teddy bear in the hole', just tell him to get lost. So, uh, what did you do for kicks in Quor'toth?

Connor: Kicks?

Sunny: You know, like fun. Parties, movies, the mall? How do you spend your time?

Connor: I hunt.

Sunny: Big surprise.
Sunny: Home, sweet home.

Connor: This is, this is home.

Sunny: Tonight it is. You're welcome to crash here, too. Hm, I don't think it's your size. People squat here and they leave stuff. So, um, how do you feel about losing the whole dead animal thing? I mean, not that I'm against eating a cheeseburger. We have all food groups. Meat and chocolate. So, you really were going to kill Tyke.

Connor: He was hurting you.

Sunny: Well, it's good you didn't.

Connor: Why?

Sunny: Ahem, because it's wrong? I mean, I know Tyke's a bastard, but the cops are even worse. God, I love these. Have you ever had one? Well, then, get on down here, cowboy. Isn't it the best?

Connor: I know this. A tool for eating.

Sunny: Uh, um, no. Um, that isn't for food. It's for this. I get it from Tyke. It's medicine.

Connor: You're sick?

Sunny: No. It's, it's not that kind of medicine. It helps me sometimes when I'm sad.

Connor: You're sad?

Sunny: No. Hm-mm.

Fred: Connor is new to this world, alone, probably scared.

Gunn: Yeah, he looked scared... kicking my ass.

Fred: You're right, we should have gone with Angel.

Gunn: Yeah, especially now that we know what Connor is capable of...

Sunny: Hm, food, cash, a place to crash. I've had worse days. How about you? So, what's your deal? Why did you come to L.A.?

Connor: To find my father.

Sunny: Really? Heh. I came here to get away from mine. Parents should have to take like a test or something, before they can have kids. And if they're drunks, or idiots, or evil: they should be sterilized.

Connor: If they're evil, they should be killed.

Sunny: You don't say much, but I like what you say. Uh, I, uh, I'll be right back.

Connor: Sunny? Sunny? Sunny?

Angel: Connor. She didn't shoot any of this crap in you, did she?

Connor: No.

Angel: Okay. I'm sorry. I just... We'll take care of this, okay? Together.

Connor: Too late. Too late.

Angel: Connor. I'm sorry about... Was she your friend? Connor. Just talk to me. Well, you know, I figure you have to be feeling like you traded in one hell dimension for another right about now, but if you just let me... What are you doing? What is that?

Connor: Give that back!

Angel: Why? Who're you tracking? Right. I get it. You're going after they guy that gave her the junk.

Connor: His medicine killed her.

Angel: And you're going to do what about it?

Connor: Punish.

Angel: You mean, kill. Slow down. Listen to me!

Connor: No!

Angel: You will listen. I'm not gonna let you walk out that door and get into any more trouble. Hear me?

Connor: Fine.

Angel: I'm sorry. You just don't understand how this world works.

Connor: I understand. Sunny was nice. Now, she's dead.

Angel: Connor...

Connor: Stop calling me that! My name is Steven.

Gunn: And then, what?

Cordelia: And then, what nothing. Standing, talking, boom; knocked on our butts.

Gunn: You think something else came out of there?

Cordelia: Hello? Face down. Knocked out?

Fred: I found a picture of that beast Connor killed. And um, it says that these things usually have a mate.

Cordelia: Where is Lorne? He should have been back with that expert hours ago.

Gunn: Well, he said it was complicated.

Fred: There is that other expert.

Cordelia: You know someone else who can... Oh. I don't think Angel's gonna go for that.

Groosalugg: Yes. We must always consider Angel. Angel is our leader. We must obey his wishes.

Fred: So, we're just supposed to sit here with a fissure from a hell dimension in the middle of the lobby, when we know someone who can help us? I don't think so. I'm calling him.

Gunn: Fred. No, you're not.

Cordelia: Lorne!

Lorne: Uh, sorry it took so long, kids. Mistress Myrna is a very difficult woman to find. There, you see what I mean? It's been like that all day! One of the nasty side-effects of specializing in dimensional magic. What I wouldn't do for a lasso and some crazy glue.

Angel: Steven. Okay. Steven. It's a good name. Not Irish, but... Look, I know we haven't gotten off to a great start here, but if we can just take a minute. That'd be good. Please, just... don't run away from me, alright? I lost you once already. There's just, there's just so much I wanna know, so much I need to know. Okay? You been okay? I mean, what was it like there? Did you have any friends? Okay, I mean, not friends. It's not like you were at summer camp. I mean, you were stuck in a hell dimension. Connor, I'm so sorry. I tried to get you back. I did. I tried to come after you. I would have done anything. I just, I just, I couldn't find a way in.

Connor: I found a way out.

Angel: Yeah. You did. You sure did. I should've, I should've tried harder. I, I shouldn't've quit. But you're back. And, and, and that's what's important, you know? You, you came back to me. I wanna know everything, son. I wanna know everything. Everything about you, you know, what your life's been like? You must have a million questions.

Connor: No.

Angel: No?

Connor: My father told me everything.

Angel: Your father. Holtz isn't your father. He's...

Connor: You don't get to say that name! You don't even get to think it! I know everything. He told me all about you. That you're a, a thing that kills and drinks blood. You're a vampire.

Angel: What do you know about vampires?

Connor: Decapitation, stake in the heart, daylight, fire; did I forget anything? You have a second face. A face for killing. Show it to me. I wanna see it. Come on, show me! Show me the face you used to kill my father's family. Show me! Come on! Show me!

Angel: Looks like this, son.

Connor: That's what you are.

Angel: It's part of what I am. A part I hope you will be able to accept one day.

Connor: You'd have to kill me first.

Tyke: Well, that's a plan. But I've got a better one. Chamois man.

Angel: No, no, no. Don't.

Tyke: Where's Sunny?

Angel: Would that be the dead girl in the bathroom?

Tyke: Who are you?

Angel: I'm his father.

Connor: No, you're not.

Angel: Let me handle this? Let's find a way to work this out. Talk through it. Which is a thing we do here. There's no need for violence.

Tyke: I'm sorry. Did you say 'no need for violence'? You may wanna speak up, you see, I don't hear so good any more!

Man 1: Sunny's dead in the can. O.D.

Tyke: You know, I begged her to get help. Oh, well. One down, one to go.

Angel: We can make this right.

Tyke: You can give me a new ear?

Angel: Well, maybe you can wear a hat.

Tyke: Maybe I can blow your head off. That's my coat and I want it back. And whatever's not in Sunny's body better be in those pockets.

Angel: Son, give him the coat.

Connor: You killed her.

Man 2: Tyke, cops, man; they're looking for you. They're everywhere.

Myrna: I hope this pentagram wasn't some dark attempt to close the fissure.

Gunn: Uh, no, that was a dark attempt to open one. Different one. Long story.

Fred: So, you think you can close it, then?

Myrna: Oh, I'm sure. That's not the worry.

Fred: You have worry?

Myrna: How did it open in the first place? There are no portals to Quor'toth, and for good reason. It's not a place anyone should ever go.

Fred: I... If there aren't any portals, what is it?

Myrna: A tear in reality. Big cosmic no-no. Something punched its way through. Something I really don't wanna meet. Sorry.

Lorne: Here you go. Just the way you asked. Should we leave, or get behind something?

Myrna: Nah. It's pretty routine. Just, sometimes, I get a little schmutz in my eye. 'Forrás, a küldő. Intemporalità.' ('Fount, the sender. Intemporality.') It's closed.

Cordelia: Can you tell if anything else came through it?

Myrna: Not sure. And I'm not sticking around to find out. Bye.

Angel: Dead body in the river. Another one in the bathroom. This just doesn't bode well for you, does it? Well, you see, son; violence just always ends up bad...

Connor: Hey!

Angel: Connor, we got to get out...

Tyke: I got to get out of here.

Angel: Don't. Use me. I'm bigger. I'll make a better shield. Out that window! Go! Out the window! Stay down! Stay down! Go!

Connor: Do you need to stop?

Angel: I'm okay. Behind here. Maybe I do need a second.

Connor: What you did...

Angel: Are you hurt? You know, if you want, you can come back to the hotel. No pressure or anything.

Connor: No, uh...

Angel: But if you, you know, if you need a place to stay.

Connor: I have to go.

Angel: You're not alone. You know that, right?

Connor: Yeah. I know.

Holtz: Hello, son.

Connor: Hi, dad.
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Fred: Still no answer on his cell phone.

Cordelia: That could mean something if he actually knew how to use it.

Gunn: Maybe we should head back out; start where we last saw him; see if we can pick up the trail.

Groosalugg: A wise plan. I will assist with tracking.

Cordelia: No.

Fred: But if something did come out of the portal, and if it is looking for Connor, and if Angel did find him...

Cordelia: He did.

Groosalugg: Angel.

Cordelia: Oh, my God.

Gunn: Bro', you're hurt.

Angel: I'm okay.

Cordelia: You found him.

Angel: Yeah.

Cordelia: And?

Angel: And, um, we talked. Uh.
Cordelia: Looks to me as if he likes to talk with his hands.

Angel: Oh, he didn't do this to me. Not most of it, anyway.

Gunn: So, it's a for-sure, then? That kid really was Connor?

Angel: Steven. His name's Steven now. He's still my son.

Fred: So, where is he?

Angel: Not sure. But he knows where I am. He'll be fine.

Fred: Actually, he might not be.

Angel: What do you mean?

Cordelia: Something may have escaped from Quor'toth before we had time to close the portal.

Gunn: Lorne's dimensional magic expert was picking up some seriously bad vibes.

Angel: So, nobody actually saw anything else come out.

Fred: Well, not exactly.

Angel: And if my son was the last thing that came through...

Gunn: Right.

Fred: But what if it was some vengeance-y else thing that's after Connor?

Angel: He survived Quor'toth this long. He can take care of himself.

Fred: Okay. So, he survived and unspeakable hell dimension. Who hasn't? You, you can't just leave him alone in the streets of Los Angeles!

Angel: He's got to come back on his own. And he will. Just as soon as he realizes what he needs.

Gunn: And what's that?

Cordelia: A father.

Connor: A room. I need a room for me and my father.

"French Cottage Motel

Breakfast

Swim Pool"

"Vacancy office"
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Connor: I found food in a big metal box outside. Dad?

Holtz: Oh, good boy. You got it. Now. Let's have a look at the date. Days. We've been gone only days.

Connor: I don't like this place. So many people. It's not like home.

Holtz: Quor'toth was never our home, son. It was our prison. I should have known that one day you'd find a way out.

Connor: The cracks were there already. I just made the sluks show me. That's all.

Holtz: Frightened rats, forced to flee to daylight. My boy's smart.

Connor: You shouldn't have followed me here.

Holtz: How could I not?

Connor: I would have come back to you, after I killed him. I'm sorry I couldn't.

Holtz: Of course, you couldn't. It's not in you, son.

Connor: I've killed lots!

Holtz: Only when you had to, only to survive. And that's not the real reason why you worked so hard to get here. You wanted to see him.

Connor: No.

Holtz: It's alright, son. There is no shame in it. I knew this day would come. That's why I never lied to you. I've always told you the truth about what you're parents were; how you and I came to be together.

Connor: God gave me to you.

Holtz: Yes. God delivered me to you, that I'd keep you safe and lavish upon you all the love that I could never give my first children.

Connor: Because he took them from you.

Holtz: That's right.

Connor: I wish I had killed him.

Holtz: If you had, then, you wouldn't be the boy I raised, or the man I know you'll be one day. There's more for you to learn, Steven; much more.

Connor: And I want to.

Holtz: Good. Then, you must go to him.

Connor: What?

Holtz: Walk in his world. Learn all you can. Discover what of him is in you that you might fight against it. But be on your guard. Remember what I've taught you. The Devil will show you bright things; many colors.

Lorne: I would have been here sooner, but I had to stop and get it enchanted. Cedrian crystals don't actually come that way.

Gunn: Will it work?

Fred: It should. Cedrian crystals are said to contain millennia of stored mystical energy and it's about the size of a 'D' battery.

Cordelia: That's gorgeous.

Fred: And priceless.

Lorne: Though, in this instance, 'priceless' meaning 'without price', as in 'free'. A six-horned Lachnie hag owed me a favor. Don't ask.

Cordelia: I meant that.

Fred: Oh. Standard-issue army surplus Geiger counter.

Gunn: We picked it up at a yard sale.

Cordelia: Shiny.

Groosalugg: What it is purpose?

Gunn: We're gonna use it to see if scary monsters came through the portal.

Fred: Anything that came out of Quor'toth should have left behind a kind of paraplasmic radioactivity. Of course, I'm working off the principal that everything in nature seeks a relaxed and stable state.

Lorne: I know I do.

Cordelia: Hey. So, how is he?

Gunn: Well, still being all mature.

Cordelia: Really. Where?

Gunn: Upstairs.

Cordelia: I'm gonna go talk to him.

Cordelia: Hey. I guess Fred is working on a way to determine if anything else came out of the portal.

Angel: That's good.

Cordelia: So, maybe if we're very, very lucky, later today we'll be able to kill something. You'd like that, wouldn't you?

Angel: Sure.

Cordelia: Okay. Well, I just wanted to check in and let you know that I was on the clock and tell you that you're doing the right thing.

Angel: What if he doesn't come back?

Lorne: Hey. Something troubling you, bubby?

Groosalugg: Indeed. I am confused.

Lorne: About what?

Groosalugg: Angel. His inaction puzzles me. When Connor was taken from him he moved heaven and Tarkna to try and win him back.

Lorne: Yeah, he sure did. Hence our weekly scrubbing of the lobby floor.

Groosalugg: But now that his son is here, he does nothing.

Lorne: Well, sometimes nothing is the best something. If a thing is meant to be, somethimes it is best to just let it happen, rather than try to force it.

Groosalugg: But if a thing is meant to be, then, how can it be forced?

Lorne: Well, I guess it can't.

Groosalugg: And if a thing is not meant to be?

Lorne: Well, then, it really can't. Just because someone hops a dimension or two is no guarantee that things will work out. Well, aren't you just sneaky with the subtext?

Groosalugg: It is a beautiful day. If my princess asks, tell her I've gone for a walk. If she asks.

Angel: He feels further away from me now than when he was first taken. All that time, I don't think I ever really believed that I'd lost him; not really. Then, he shows up again and I knew I had.

Cordelia: It's only temporary.

Angel: Yeah. Everything's temporary. There's just so much I thought we'd be able to do together before he, you know...

Cordelia: Grew up?

Angel: Hated me.

Cordelia: Angel, he doesn't hate you. He doesn't even know you. But he will. He's gonna come back, Angel.

Angel: How do you know?

Cordelia: Because he has to. Because he's family.

"782 W. Palm Terrace. 8:30 p.m. Come alone."
Fred: Getting a good, strong reading here.

Lorne: Should we be wearing lead? 'Cause I actually have something.

Fred: Okay. This is approximately where the portal was, so, it makes sense that I'd be getting a reading here. Uh, mark that. Okay, looks like something might have come in here. Or here. Wait a minute. Wow. Something here is pretty... hot. Angel's son! Hi. I didn't mean to click at you.

Angel: Hey.

Connor: Hey. I, uh, I thought I'd come by, like you said.

Angel: I'm glad you did. Everyone, uh, this is, uh, this is Steven. Steven, this is Fred, Gunn, Cordelia and that's Lorne.

Lorne: Hello, young man.

Angel: So, are we about done here?

Fred: Oh! Yeah. I, I think we've covered everything.

Gunn: Maybe we could take this outside.

Fred: Yes. We should do a perimeter search, then, recalibrate for some wider areas.

Angel: That would be a good idea.

Fred: It was very nice to meet you, Steven.

Lorne: Um, yeah, I, I have a thing.

Cordelia: Yes, so, um, I just be sure to hold all your calls. You just, you guys take your time.

Angel: Thanks. So... You hungry?

Connor: What do you have?

Angel: We can go out.

Cordelia: What?! Where?!

Angel: Cordy.

Cordelia: Angel! It's a bar! Vampires. A gang of them!

Angel: Cordy...

Cordelia: Angel, can you hear me?! I can see her. A woman. Angel! She's all alone. She doesn't see them. Angel, you have to hurry!

Angel: Slow down.

Cordelia: There is a woman at a bar. There is a gang of vampires that are after her. You have to help her.

Angel: So much for holding my call, huh?

Cordelia: Sorry.

Angel: Listen, um, I, I, uh, have to go out for a while.

Connor: It's okay.

Angel: It's kind of my job.

Connor: Yeah. Whatever.

Angel: It could be kind of dangerous. There's a lot of killing and violence. You wanna come?

Lilah: I see you got my invitation.

Wesley: Lilah. Obviously.

Lilah: I thought the 'come alone' was a particularly ironic touch. I mean, how else would you come? Don't rush off. Just look over there. I went to a lot of trouble to arrange this little show for you.

Wesley: Good-bye.

Lilah: Okay, but leave now and you'll miss her big death scene. Don't tell me you wouldn't like to see the bitch that slit your throat and left you to die get a little of her own back.
Wesley: What's going on here, Lilah?

Lilah: Some source, can't imagine who, tipped her off that tonight this place would be filthy with vampires. Which, as it turns out, is true.

Wesley: Right. Because that same source tipped off the vampires that she would be here.

Lilah: Seems she has been pissing off a lot of undead Americans lately.

Wesley: And you thought I'd enjoy a box seat for her slaughter.

Lilah: Well, yeah.

Wesley: You really don't know the first thing about me, do you?

Lilah: Probably not. Like, will he go straight to his car or will he stop to warn her first? He has to think about it. That's good. That's all I really needed to know. You can go.

Wesley: A test, Lilah?

Lilah: Oh, don't look so grim. I just needed to know whether or not I was wasting my time. And to prove we're still friends, I'll have her pulled out of there before anything really lethal happens. That way you don't have to torture yourself as to whether or not you did the right thing.

Wesley: I don't think that will be necessary.

Angel: Well, you wanted to kill a vampire. This might be your chance. Here, take this. Just make sure that when you use that thing, go straight for...

Connor: ...the heart. I know. My father taught me.

Angel: Yeah, I'm sure he did. Look, there are a lot of innocent people in here. Just don't go nailing anybody until they show their game face, okay?

Connor: Will it look like yours did?

Angel: Yeah.

Connor: So, why do you do it?

Angel: Do what?

Connor: Why kill them if they're like you?

Angel: They're not like me, Connor.

Connor: I'm not Connor.

Bartender: Ready for another?

Angel: Just stay right there.

Justine: No, I'm done.

Bartender: You're not wrong.

Vampire: She thinks she's a Slayer.

Bartender: She's about to learn different.

Angel: Nice... Uh, take the one on the... Well, yeah. That, that makes more sense.

Lilah: Who's the Boy Wonder? He moves just like...

Wesley: ...his father.

Angel: Go. Get out of here. Go!

Lilah: Now, tell me you're not interested.

Angel: They don't need to breathe or make any sound. You gotta be careful. You know, you were, you were good in there. I mean, normally, I'd take you to a ball game, or a museum, or something. But it's, it's good to know that you can handle yourself in a fight. It's good to know you can do that, too. Whoa.

Connor: Father. He was everything that you said. He tried to trick me. Thought that he could deceive me by saving people. It didn't work. I've seen his true face.

Holtz: And I've seen yours.

Angel: The kid was born for it. The way he anticipated, I'm telling you, it's in his blood.

Cordelia: You don't say.

Angel: There we were and it was like we had never been apart. He felt it, too. I know he did. You should have seen us together.

Cordelia: I did.

Angel: What do you mean, you did?

Cordelia: Uh, after you left, I went back into my vision.

Angel: You went back in?

Cordelia: Don't ask me how. I don't know if it is part of my new semi-demonness, or, or if they just let me go back in. But I was there. I saw the whole thing; you and your son together. It was beautiful.

Connor: Stop saying that!

Holtz: It is true, son.

Connor: You're wrong!

Holtz: I'm not wrong. Anyone who saw you together would realize: that's where you're meant to be; at his side.

Connor: No!

Holtz: It was your need for him that drove you across the dimension.

Connor: I don't need him!

Holtz: Go back to him, Steven.

Connor: Why are you doing this? Why? God gave me to you.

Holtz: Yes. It was God's plan for us to be together. Nothing will ever persuade me otherwise. But now, it's time for me to give you back.

Connor: He's a demon.

Holtz: And you're the bastard son of two demons.

Connor: Then, I'm a demon.

Holtz: You're not. God, help me, I don't know what you are, but I'm not the one to give you answers. And there are answers. Go and find them out.

Fred: Okay. Except for the hotel, the strongest emissions are coming from somewhere in this vicinity.

Gunn: Now, what? We go door to door and ask if anyone's seen any interdimensional bogies?

Fred: I'm not sure. I don't even know if we should be looking above ground or not.

Connor: You told me not to be deceived. But you've let yourself be deceived.

Holtz: If I could stop this, I would, son. But we were brought here by forces beyond our control.

Connor: You're wrong.

Gunn: Hey. Check it out.

Fred: Looks like we've been following Angel's son's emissions the whole time.

Gunn: Now, there is a sentence I don't ever need to hear again.

Fred: But it's good, right? It means there was no big scary that came out of the portal.

Gunn: How about a short scary?

Lorne: Oh, hey, kiddo. I didn't see you there. You looking for your dad? Come on. He's upstairs. I'll show you the room. This way.

Connor: I'm not going anywhere with you, demon.

Lorne: I'll tell you what, since you were raised in a hell dimension by a psychopath, and since that happens to be a topic that I know a little something about, we'll just let that slide. Now, I'll fetch your pop for you.

Connor: Filthy demon.

Lorne: Actually, that's Uncle Filthy Demon to you. It wasn't that long ago, like a week, I was changing your diapers, you little...

Cordelia: Hey! What's the problem? Steven? Steven. I know you haven't been in this world very long, and I imagine that things are pretty Wild West-y where you're from, but Lorne's a good guy. Honestly.

Connor: It's a demon.

Cordelia: Right. True. He is. But 'demon' doesn't always mean 'evil' in this dimension. I mean, look at me. Well, I'm part-demon. Yeah. By choice. I did it so that I could help people. And so that the back of my head wouldn't...

Lorne: Cordy!

Cordelia: Let it go, honey. Just let it go. You don't need that. You don't need any of that. That's right. Just let it go, baby. Shh. It's okay, sweetie. That's right. It's okay. I know. Shh. It's okay. It's okay.

Angel: How do you feel?

Cordelia: Okay. Drained. But okay.

Lorne: Well, you got some serious mojo going on, girl. Whatever deal you struck with the Powers, it looks to me like they gave you the full package; all the extras. That kid was toxic when he came here tonight. Heavy on the 'ick'.

Angel: What actually happened out there?

Lorne: In my professional opinion? Well, Miss Demony Britches, here, gave that child some kind of 'soul colonic'. Flushed him out, but good.

Angel: Flushed what out?

Cordelia: It was that place: Quor'toth. It crept into every part of him. He was sick with it.

Angel: When Fred was taking her readings...

Lorne: He nearly broke the needle. My guess? She wouldn't even get so much as a click off him now.

Angel: Thank you. Thank you for doing this for him.

Cordelia: I know what it was like for him there; the darkness and the confusion. He thought it was where he belonged.

Angel: Hey, pal. How're you doing?

Connor: I might have tried to kill your friend.

Angel: Yeah, well, she's used to it.

Connor: I think I should go.

Angel: Look, why don't you just stay here? I know it doesn't feel like it yet, but this could be home for you.

Connor: I don't have a home.

Angel: That's not true. You just don't remember, that's all. Your home is here. This is where you're supposed to be, son.

Connor: You speak as though you're my father.

Angel: Well...

Connor: He said the same thing. He said we came back for a reason.

Angel: Did he?

Justine: Daniel.

Angel: I told him you two were going to take him out, spend some time with him.

Gunn: And he's good with that?

Angel: Yeah, he seems to be.

Fred: Where do you want us to take him?

Angel: Some place were this world isn't as ugly as he thinks it is.

Gunn: How long you need?

Angel: A couple of hours should do it.
Gunn: Hey, um, what if he asks where you're at?

Angel: Don't tell him.

Cordelia: Wait. Angel, before you go, we have to do that thing.

Angel: What thing?

Cordelia: That thing we do. You know, that thing where I say, 'Are you sure you know what you're doing? Angel, please think about this', and then, you ignore me and rush headlong into trouble?

Angel: Right. 'That thing'. Okay, are we done?

Cordelia: Angel, please think about this. In fact, don't go there at all.

Angel: I have to.

Cordelia: I know. But don't.

Angel: I'm not gonna kill him even though he deserves it.

Cordelia: Oh, I don't care if you kill him. He stole Connor's childhood, so, kill him. But don't lie to your son. He's been here, like, a day. Way to build the trust.

Angel: I'm not lying to him.

Cordelia: No, you're just sending him off to be distracted while you go confront the man he thinks of as his father.

Angel: I'm his father.

Justine: Before you, there was nothing. I was dead. They'd taken my sister. They'd taken a part of me. You gave me a reason again, even if it was all lies.

Holtz: Not all.

Justine: I still think I'd do anything for you. I'd have followed you into Hell if you would have let me.

Holtz: Thank God you didn't.

Justine: I can't believe you survived it. How did you?

Holtz: My hate kept us alive.

Justine: Hate gets a bad rap. It can keep you going sometimes when nothing else will.

Holtz: Yes. I found I had to stay alive that I might pass on my legacy of hate. But something happened in that place, Justine, something changed. Amidst the most unspeakable ugliness the hate turned into love. Love for a son. Hate is not enough. I found that love is far more powerful. Now, there is just one thing I need you to do for me, and then, I can finally be done with vengeance.

Connor: What is it?

Gunn: The ocean. Pacific.

Connor: 'Ocean'. My father taught me about oceans. He never said it was so...

Fred: Big?

Connor: Empty.

Fred: It's not. It's just all under the surface. A whole 'nother world, actually.

Connor: Everything's so different here.

Fred: I know how you feel. I got lost once like you. When I came back, nothing seemed real. Like I was seeing everything from the bottom of the ocean.

Connor: I don't remember being lost.

Gunn: Uh, Steven? Yo!

Fred: Maybe we should just give him a minute. I wish Angel was here.

Gunn: Yeah. His kid seeing the ocean for the first time; too bad he had to miss it.

Fred: That's not what I meant. I just feel sort of creepy, keeping him busy and distracted while Angel...

Gunn: Confronts the kidnapper?

Fred: Well, if you're gonna put it like that. What do you think he'll do?

Gunn: I don't know. I know what I'd do. But Angel will deal with Holtz in his own way.

Fred: Uh-oh.

Gunn: No way. He couldn't have heard us.

Fred: He did.

Cordelia: Angel. Oh, my God. Do you know how happy this makes me? I ask you not to go and you didn't go? I'm so glad to see... you. Hi.

Holtz: I can't recall. Would you require an invitation for a place like this?

Angel: Public accommodation? No.

Holtz: No. You'd think I'd remember something like that. It would have seemed important once. Details begin to escape me.

Angel: You stole my son.

Holtz: I kept your son alive. You murdered mine.

Angel: I was different, then.

Holtz: Yes. So was I. You feel remorse. You feel remorse, yet, you can't express it.

Angel: You want me to say I'm sorry? How can I? It wouldn't mean a thing.

Holtz: It would mean a little. Not much, but it would be something.

Angel: Then, I'm sorry. For whatever little it might mean. It's all I've got.

Holtz: Not all. You had a son. So, there it is. I thought by depriving you of that son, it would allow me some measure of justice. I was wrong.

Angel: Taking Connor from me was never justice. It was vengeance.

Holtz: Or maybe vengeance is what I do now. Give back what I took.

Angel: What?

Holtz: I'm an old man now. I have nothing to offer the boy. You can give him what I can't: his purpose. But every time you look upon his face, every time he calls you 'father', you will be reminded of that which you took and can never give back. And if that is vengeance, I find I have no taste for it. All I ask is that you give him this. It's not sealed. I expect you'll examine it. You should.

Angel: Why are you doing this?
Holtz: I thought I'd made that plain. I love my son. And this is the only way I know to ensure that he will go on loving me. He won't accept this at first. He'll try to find me. He never will.

Holtz: 'Dearest Steven, this is a most difficult letter for me to write. You mean more to me than anything in this world or any other. But your best interests must come first, which is why by the time you receive this, I will be gone. I hope one day you will be able to forgive an old man's weakness, which compels him to say these things in a letter. But to attempt a good-bye in your presence would be impossible for me. I fear I would never let you go. And I must let you go. I know that if I didn't you would only end up hating me. And that I could not bear.'
Justine: Don't make me do it. I can't.

Holtz: We already know you can. You promised. You said you'd do anything for me. Come on, Justine. I'm not asking you to follow me into Hell. Just help send me there. Do it!

Holtz: 'Your destiny lies with Angel. I know that now. You will have a better life with him.'
Holtz: Again. Again!

Holtz: 'I'm comforted by that certainty and the knowledge that with him you will discover your true purpose and come to know who it is you are meant to be.'
Holtz: Steven.

Angel: Connor.

Connor: Dad! Dad?

Holtz: 'My only prayer is that I have prepared you well enough for whatever lies ahead. I trust that I have. Be brave. Lovingly, your father.'
Connor: Angelus.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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Cordelia: Hi. Whatcha got there?

Groosalugg: Well, I know you had grave concern for Angel's welfare, so, I made some mock-na.

Cordelia: Oh. Mockna. Which is...?

Groosalugg: A soothing brew to relieve tension.

Cordelia: Ah. Kind of looks like muddy water.

Groosalugg: Yes! The mud gives it body and flavor. Of course, there is no plockweed in this dimension, so, I made due with creeping fig and sour cress in the garden. Though, it is not true mockna, it is very close to the real thing.

Cordelia: So, it's mock mockna.

Groosalugg: Please.

Cordelia: Well, that's, ah... I mean, I can feel the tension draining already. And a little sediment going down the wrong... Hm, tasty.

Groosalugg: And might I further relieve you by at first gently, then, more rapidly rubbing your schlugtee?
Cordelia: Uh, I don't really... um. Maybe later at home. I don't feel comfortable doing it in the office, Groo.

Groosalugg: Doing 'it'?
Cordelia: Sex.

Groosalugg: Oh, you wish to have sex?

Cordelia: What? No! Shh!

Groosalugg: I was proposing a massage of your schlugtee, your tense neck muscle, but it is always an honor to make sex with you. Later, at home. I understand perfectly.

Cordelia: Angel.

Groosalugg: Is not who I am, princess.

Cordelia: I know. He's back. You didn't happen to hear...

Angel: Hear what?

Cordelia: Good. So, how did it go?

Angel: I found Holtz.

Cordelia: And?

Angel: I didn't kill him.

Cordelia: Maybe you're growing as a person. What did you do?

Angel: We talked.

Cordelia: About Connor, uh, Steven.

Angel: Yeah. Did he... come home?

Cordelia: No, he's still out with Gunn and Fred. You said 'home'.

Angel: Yeah. It's a long story, but Holtz wants what's best for him.

Cordelia: And what's best for him is living here with us? That's great! Oh, my God, I'm so happy for you.

Groosalugg: Yes. It is a happy time.

Justine: This didn't have to happen. Your father was gonna leave. He just wanted to talk to Angelus.

Connor: Leave?

Justine: Angelus won. He could have just walked away.

Connor: It's my fault. He'll pay.

Justine: I'll help you kill him.

Connor: No.

Justine: You don't wanna kill him? After what he did? What do you wanna do?
Angel: This one might work better. He'd have southern exposure. Not too close to my room. I don't want him to feel like I'm hovering. But not too far. I wanna keep an eye. What do you think?

Cordelia: I think it's just as good as the last five we looked at. It's not about the room it's about Connor... I still can't get used to calling him 'Steven'.

Angel: Neither can I. It's what Holtz... it's what he wants to go by.

Cordelia: Okay, Steven, Connor; whatever. But it's about your son living here, getting to know his father.

Angel: I don't even own a T.V. He's gonna wanna watch T.V. Not too much, I mean, after homework and chores. He's gonna need clothes, weekly allowance... What's good nowadays? Fifty cents? A dollar?

Cordelia: Yeah. If you're Tom Sawyer painting the fence.

Angel: See? I'm so out of touch. He's gonna hate me.

Cordelia: No, he's not. He's gonna love you.

Angel: How do you know?

Cordelia: Because you're you.

Angel: Me, a vampire.

Cordelia: You, a vampire.

Angel: Who drinks blood, keeps to the shadows and is older than everybody he knows put together.

Cordelia: You're all those things, plus tight with a buck. But none of that matters.

Angel: Why not?

Cordelia: Because you have the biggest and best heart of anyone I've ever known. He's a smart kid. He'll figure it out. It's gonna be alright.

Angel: You really...

Cordelia: Aren't I? Feeling better or do you need to keep looking at rooms?

Angel: Both.

Lorne: Hey, he can have mine.

Cordelia: What do you mean?

Lorne: Leaving. On the midnight train to Georgia. Actually, it's the nine-eighteen flight to Vegas tomorrow. But where is the poetry in that?

Angel: Is this because of Connor? Steven.

Lorne: This is because of me. A buddy of mine has a club just off the strip and he needs a singer and a seer. I could maybe do a little good.

Cordelia: Well, what about rebuilding your club here?

Lorne: That's a great idea, pixie cat. Except every time I do, you all seem to destroy it.

Cordelia: It was only three times.

Lorne: You know, I got the big love here, and I'm grateful for the hospitality, but it's, it's time to move on.

Angel: But some of this is because of...

Lorne: The not-so-little nipper? I'm not gonna lie. Kid's in the mix. Clearly not loving the demonkind. And, and I know it's the way he was raised, and I loved that little baby, I just wouldn't, uh...

Cordelia: What?

Lorne: Turn my back on him any time soon.

Connor: No white cliffs?

Justine: Not in this neck of the woods. Sorry. Still looks like where he came from though.

Connor: England? Maybe it's like the ranch.

Justine: The ranch?

Connor: Where I was supposed to grow up. In Utah.

Justine: He told you about that? That was our dream.

Connor: He always told it, before sleep. Him and me, where no one else could ever find us.

Justine: Yeah. We should, we need to bury him.

Connor: No.

Justine: I'll do it.

Connor: No. He was bitten by the beast. He may rise again.

Holtz: You said you'd do anything for me.

Connor: I will do as you taught me. I will cling to the good and I will lay waste to the evil. Sleep now, father, and forgive me.

Lilah: Mind if I join you?

Wesley: On many levels and with great intensity.

Lilah: How's your throat? Need a lozenge? Life's something, huh? One day you're a pivotal figure in the big battle, next thing you know, you're thrown out on your lonesome. No one even cares what you think any more. Well, I care.

Wesley: You care.

Lilah: As one human being to another. Just kidding. I care that your great, big brain is going to waste. Correct me if I'm wrong: isn't Angel, Jr. a thing without precedent in human history?

Wesley: You're wrong. Mesopotamian, Greek, Hindi, Celtic myth, the Bible, even Darwin; all support the coming of something that wasn't possible before.

Lilah: Okay. The impossible is here. But what does it mean? Is it the herald of a new age, better things to come or the mass-destruction of everything we hold dear?

Wesley: Yes. Every child born carries into the world the possibility of salvation or slaughter.

Lilah: And one born to two vampires carries it in spades. Now, my people will be rooting for slaughter. And your people... Sorry, your former people; they won't know what to do if things turn sour.

Wesley: No.

Lilah: So, if the kid's the next Stalin, do you kill him? You can't! He's Angel's son. But on the other hand, if you just watch while he up and kills Angel or somebody else; that cute girl from Texas, say? Wow, times like this? Glad I don't have a conscience.

Wesley: I think you should leave now.

Lilah: What was it like? When she cut you?

Wesley: You terribly anxious to find out?

Gunn: Nobody's here.

Fred: Good.

Gunn: Bad. We got to find Angel and tell him we screwed up. Okay, get your point.

Fred: Where is everybody?

Groosalugg: I'm here. Cordelia and Angel are upstairs trying out bedrooms. For Angel's son.

Fred/Gunn: Oh.

Cordelia: I'm not telling your sixteen-year-old boy that.

Angel: Well, someone has to make sure he knows the facts of life. My track record with the whole man/woman thing isn't, you know... I don't wanna use the words 'tragic farce', but...

Cordelia: Why not? You're still telling him.

Angel: You could help fill in the blanks. He's gonna have questions. Like, 'what do you do with a woman's schlug-tee again?'
Cordelia: You and your vampire hearing! Next time you eavesdrop, I'm gonna...

Angel: Easy there, sailor! You use that kind of language at home? Where is he?

Fred: Ah...

Gunn: He ran away. He overheard us saying you were going to Holtz.

Angel: Then, that's where he went.

Fred: We were just there. We didn't see either of them.

Angel: All he's gonna find is an empty room. He won't know what's happened.

Gunn: What's happened?

Cordelia: Holtz left. He wants Steven to live here with Angel.

Fred: That's good! As long as we find him and tell him before...

Groosalugg: He's here.

Cordelia: How can we tell him before... Oh.

Angel: Hey. You alright?

Connor: I went to see my... He wasn't there.

Angel: Yeah. I'm sorry. He's, he left, Steven. He gave me this letter to give to you.

Connor: He says my place is here now with you.

Angel: It wouldn't have to be forever. Maybe just give it a try for a while.

Connor: Okay. We'll give it a try.

Angel: It's me. Can I come in? I brought you a bookcase and some of my favorite books when I was your age. So, can I get you some breakfast? Are you hungry?

Connor: Not really.

Angel: We can go out. I'd have to wear a burka or something. Hey, you know, we'll stay in; hang out together. Tonight, we'll do something special. You ever been to a movie?

Connor: No.

Angel: Oh, we'll go to an action movie. You'll love it. Anything else you wanna see or do, just say the word.

Connor: There is one thing.

Angel: What?

Connor: I wanna know how you do that.

Angel: Fight?

Connor: Yes.

Angel: I think you got that down pretty good already.

Connor: I wanna learn to be like you.

Angel: Well, there might be a thing or two that I could show you.

Angel: Stake. Vampire! Behind you! Civilian! Civilian! Protect her! Protect her! Where is your balance? Where is your balance? Huh? You lose it: you lose. Don't worry, I got you. I got you. You're doing good, kid. You've got heart.

Fred: I wanna be the vampire!

Gunn: I wanna be in a hot tub.

Cordelia: I wanna know who's cleaning this stuff up.

Angel: Yeah. It has been a long day. Had enough?

Connor: No. I wanna learn.

Angel: Is this kid a chip off the old block or what, huh?
Cordelia: He's chippy.

Angel: Hey, Cor, we're going to the movies tonight. You wanna come?

Cordelia: Yeah! I mean, I'd like to, uh, I can't. Groo and I are supposed to have some one-on-one time. So...

Angel: Oh. Right. You should do that. Okay. Vampire.

Fred: Grrrawr!

Angel: Vampire. You're not in 'Cats'.
Fred: Grr?
Angel: Innocent bystander.

Gunn: Bysitter.

Angel: Close your eyes. Feel it. Where is the attack going to come from? Good. Good.

Cordelia: Hi, honey. It's me! And I got your favorites: tuna and ice cream. How about tonight you try not mixing it together? Oh, there you are. Wow. You look nice! What's wrong?

Groosalugg: I am. Wrong. For you.

Cordelia: What?

Groosalugg: I am not the one you love. He is.

Cordelia: He is? Who he?

Angel: Yo. Hey! Lorne. Come on in.

Lorne: Well, you're in a good mood.

Angel: Yeah. I'm taking the kid to the movies. Gonna love it.

Lorne: Oh. No subtitles or dreary leitmotif; all bloody action?

Angel: You bet.

Lorne: Oh, he'll love you for it. Well, I thought I'd stop by and say 'arrivederci', Angel hair.

Angel: You're really goin'.

Lorne: I'm really going.

Angel: Sorry.

Lorne: Ah, don't be. Here, I got you a little something to remember me by.

Angel: 'Songs for the love... Lorne'. Oh, I get it. 'Lovelorn', because your name's Lorne.

Lorne: Yeah, my publicist's idea. Her name is mud now, but the tunes are good. And, uh, and that's not my real gift. This is: it's mutual. The way you feel about Cordelia is pretty much exactly how she feels about you.

Cordelia: I love Angel? What are you talking about? I love... you know... us.

Lorne: You two are so obviously connected.

Groosalugg: You finish each other's...

Lorne: ...sentences. You laugh at the same...

Groosalugg: ...jests. When he grieves, when he is hurting...

Lorne: ...her heart breaks for you.

Groosalugg: In my heart, I have known the truth for some time. I've just been struggling to find the courage to do what is right.

Lorne: Bubeleh, all I'm saying is: stay open. Connor's back. Your whole life is coming together. Sometimes things do work out. I got to skiddoo.

Angel: Take good care of yourself and keep in touch.

Lorne: I'll drop you a line. Let you know where to send the gift basket.

Cordelia: I don't know what to say, Groo.

Groosalugg: Tell me I'm wrong. That I should stay. That you love only me.

Angel: Pretty cool, huh?

Connor: Uh-huh.

Gunn: You emptied the jumbo tub?

Fred: Free refills.

Gunn: I love this woman.

Angel: Shh.

Fred: Don't skimp on the butter.

Angel: Sorry. It's just make-believe.

Connor: How'd they do that?

Angel: Get down! Out!

Linwood: Tie me up, threaten me with sharp objects, but don't let me go. Chowder head!

Gavin: Kid's pretty good.

Linwood: Oh, I can't wait to get my hands on him, cut him open, see what makes him tick.

Angel: Get back.

Connor: No!

Linwood: He wants to protect his son.

Gavin: We were counting on that.

Linwood: What weren't you counting on?

Angel: Stay behind me.

Connor: No!

Gavin: The kid wanting to protect him so badly.

Gunn: Hey, thanks!

Fred: Welcome!

Commando: Abort! Abort! Abort! Abort!

Linwood: Drive! Drive!
Linwood: Hey! Yeah, okay. Easy. Easy. Easy. Now, we're even.

Angel: Now, you're dead.

Linwood: What? You're gonna kill a human in front of your son; set an example?

Gunn: I vote 'yes'!

Angel: You're not human.

Linwood: We should probably both get out...

Connor: Stay away from my father.

Linwood: I'm not your enemy. We can help you, Steven.

Connor: My name is Connor.

Angel: Let's go home.

Cordelia: I don't feel... And even if I did, it's impossible.
Mirror: It's ridiculous.

Cordelia: That's right. It's... Whoa!

Mirror: Maybe, on some level, I've always known it's true.

Cordelia: I have? It is?

Mirror: I'm in love!

Cordelia: I am? I am! With Angel, right?

Mirror: With Angel!

Cordelia: Just checking.

Mirror: I'm scared. But I know it's right. I know, somehow, it's all gonna be alright.

Cordelia: It is? Really? Thanks for the tip.

Angel: I got it!

Gunn: He's whistling. I've never heard him whistle.

Fred: He's happy.

Angel: Angel Investigations. We can help you. I know we can!

Cordelia: Hi. It's me.

Angel: Hi! Cor. How are you?

Cordelia: I'm good. You?

Angel: I'm pretty good.

Cordelia: Um, Angel, I sort of need to talk to you. In person.

Angel: Is it something bad?

Cordelia: No! No, it's something good. I think. Well, it sort of depends on how you feel.

Angel: About what?

Cordelia: Well, about me.

Angel: Oh.

Cordelia: Could you meet me tonight?

Angel: Tonight? Sure. Okay. Where?

Cordelia: I've always loved Point Dume. There's a viewpoint. It's the first turn north of Kanan. Really pretty spot.

Angel: Point Dume. Viewpoint. First turn: North Kanan. We'll meet there. About an hour?

Cordelia: Yes.

Angel: Okay.

Cordelia: Okay.

Angel: Yes.

Cordelia: Good. Okay, then, we'll do that.

Cordelia: Oh, God. Oh, God.

Angel: I've got to go out for a while, son.

Connor: With Cordelia?

Angel: Yeah. Will you be alright?

Connor: She's beautiful. And she cares about you. I like her.

Angel: I'm glad.

Connor: It's good to see you happy, dad.

Gunn: Now, he's humming.

Fred: He's really happy. But not perfectly happy, I hope!

Angel: No! Ouch!

Fred: Just checking.

Wesley: Hm. You know that sinking feeling you sometimes get the morning after? It arrived early.

Lilah: It's like a little death. Several, in fact.

Wesley: Get out.

Lilah: What? No sweet kiss? No 'when can I see you again?' Watch the dirty looks. That's what got me going in the first place. I'll give you this: you sure know how to channel your rage, frustration and hate. Always a bigger turn on than love.

Wesley: You still here?

Lilah: I'm starting to like you, Wes. Don't go making more of this than it is. I'm not one of the doey-eyed girls of Angel Investigations. Don't be thinking about me when I'm gone.

Wesley: I wasn't thinking about you when you were here.

Lilah: So, your former boss has a soul and you're losing yours. Why, you're just new all over, aren't ya?

"Dume"
Cordelia: Slow poke! I'm late. I'm late. And it's not a date.

Angel: I hate those things.

Cordelia: We're just gonna talk like two grown-up adults. I have some feelings. You may have some feelings. He may not even know I'm insane until he hears my feelings. Oh, no! No, no, no! Not now! Oh, sh...

Angel: Connor.

Connor: Dad.

Angel: What are you doing here?

Connor: We're family. And I wanna show you how I feel about that.

Angel: Connor. Connor.

Connor: It's all about balance. You lose it: you lose.

Skip: Don't be frightened.

Cordelia: It's a little late for that!

Skip: Sorry. You remember me? I'm...

Cordelia: Yeah. Skip. You tend to remember your demon guides. What is going on?

Skip: I think you know.

Cordelia: I'm dying.

Skip: No. No, you're not dying.

Cordelia: Not dying?

Skip: No.

Cordelia: Say that part first!

Skip: Sorry. It's not the end. It's the beginning. You're a great warrior, Cordelia. The battle that we're all a part of is fought on many different planes and dimensions. You've outgrown this one. You've become a higher being.

Cordelia: Me?

Skip: You. You took on the visions and even when you could have traded them in for a happy, normal life, even when they were killing you, you wouldn't let them go. The big test came when the Powers made you part-demon. They bet the farm on you. Power corrupts. And they gave you a lot of power.

Cordelia: The glowy thing.

Skip: Which you used well; to fight evil and heal Connor.

Cordelia: And only that one time as a night light. Bad dreams. Skip, I don't understand.

Skip: I think you do.

Cordelia: It's ridiculous. I'm just a somewhat-normal girl who has visions, glows and occasionally blows things up with her crazy new power. I'm a higher being.

Skip: Yes.

Cordelia: And when you say I've outgrown this level, that sort of implies...

Skip: You're moving on to a new one.

Cordelia: Now, I'm really scared.

Skip: I know. But I also know you're ready.

Cordelia: Oh, no, I'm not.

Skip: Uh, the universe begs to differ. And deep down inside, I think...

Cordelia: Yes! Alright? Stop saying I know! Maybe I do know. Maybe. If given enough time, I might even get used to the idea, but... I don't have enough time, do I?

Angel: Easy. Talk to me! Talk to me, okay?

Connor: Okay.

Angel: I don't know what the hell is wrong with you, but you're gonna talk...

Cordelia: No, of course not. Why would the Powers give me time to have the most important conversation of my life? I'm on my way to... I'm in love! With Angel.

Skip: What you're being called to do transcends love.

Cordelia: How is that fair? I can't leave without telling him! I won't. He has to know how I feel! Why does this have to be now?

Skip: There is work to be done in the higher realms.

Cordelia: Can you at least tell Angel for me?

Skip: Sorry. Not allowed.

Cordelia: Then, I'm not going. How can they possibly do this to me now? This is the last test, isn't it?

Angel: Connor. Why are you doing this?

Connor: You murdered my father.

Angel: No. I didn't. I swear.

Justine: He's lying.

Angel: I'm not lying. And she knows it.

Connor: You're the prince of lies.

Angel: That's why you wouldn't let them kill me at the drive-in. So you could.

Connor: Killing is too good for you. You don't get to die. You get to live. Forever.

Skip: Cordelia.

Cordelia: I ever come face-to-face with those Powers That Be, we are going to have a talk; a big talk.

Skip: You're doing the right thing.

Cordelia: I'm scared. But I know it's right. I know, somehow, it's all gonna be alright. What do I do?

Skip: Just say 'yes'.

Cordelia: I already have.

Angel: Someday, you'll learn the truth and you'll hate yourself. Don't. It's not your fault. I don't blame you.

Connor: Liar!

Angel: Listen to me. I love you! Never forget that. Connor?! Connor, never forget that I'm your father and that I love you. Connor? Con...

Fred: Connor didn't want to come with us for a midnight snack? It's okay. I'll just scrounge something up here.

Gunn: He's not in his room. You didn't see him?

Fred: No. He's gone? Again? Did you ask Lorne if... No, because Lorne doesn't live here anymore. Not used to that yet. I'm sure Connor will... I'm sure it's nothing, but we should probably get a hold of Cordelia or Angel.

Gunn: Yeah, I've been trying. No one's answering.

Fred: I don't like the sound of that. Where did everybody go?
