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“QED”

TEASER

EXT. DETACHED GARAGE - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

Calm falls on a beautifully restored Craftsman garage lit 
only by the arts and crafts sconces on each side of its 
barn-style garage doors.  A wind chime catches the evening 
breeze and starts to play when

A PAIR OF HANDS

silences it, cuts it from its station, and delicately places 
it on the lawn.  We follow as

TWO CAT BURGLARS

enter, observe their surroundings.  Their masked faces survey 
the nearby house - its restoration as impressive as the 
garage’s - and, seeing no lights, approach the garage.

That’s when the burglars PULL TESLAS from their hip holsters - 
they’re Warehouse agents! - and FIRE AT THE SCONCES, 
overloading them and knocking the backyard into almost total 
darkness.  As it does:

PASADENA, CALIFORNIA - 1981

appears on screen in some of Greene & Greene’s finest 
handwriting.

The agents work quickly, spraying exposed hinges with oil, 
examining - and breaking - padlocks, and keeping an eye out 
for any unwanted home security.

They open the garage doors - perfectly silent!  These two are 
total pros, but they still congratulate themselves with a 
high-five as the doors swing wide.  They peek inside:

INT. DETACHED GARAGE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The garage is completely empty save a small workbench, a 
sub-zero freezer chugging away in the back, a well-used drum 
kit and

A MINT-CONDITION 1975 DODGE MAXIVAN

parked across the middle of the garage.  Even though it’s a 
two-car garage, the van’s size cramps the space.  The paint 
job is also one-of-a-kind; its horrifying brown and yellow 
base applied in Detroit accentuated by a number of BIZARRE 
DIAGRAMS etched onto its side.



One agent points a flashlight at the van and pulls off her 
mask.  She’s DEBRA MAYHEW; slim, early 30s, and brunette, she 
looks like Myka and acts like Pete.

Debra follows the diagrams with her flashlight as she pulls a 
Farnsworth from her toolkit.  A much younger (and bleary-
eyed) ARTIE appears on screen!

DEBRA
(sotto)

You won’t believe it, Artie!  We 
found it!  Right in his freakin’ 
garage!

The other agent pulls his mask; he’s THOMAS JORDAN, mid-30s, 
a dead ringer for Pete who acts like Myka.

THOMAS
He’ll pin the medal on you later!  
Just hot-wire the damn thing so we 
can get out of here!

ARTIE
Be careful!  We have no idea what 
kind of --

But Debra’s already moving forward - and forgetting to look 
by her feet.

Too bad!  An early model electric eye installed by the owner 
just inside the garage trips with Debra’s movement, and

FLOODLIGHTS

turn on in the backyard.  An alarm sounds as we see 
silhouettes of the occupants running toward the disturbance.

ARTIE (CONT’D)
-- security measures he uses...

THOMAS 
Aw, geez!  Debra!

DEBRA
Sorry!

She runs for the Maxivan, swings the driver side door open 
wide.  No time for finesse - she dives in and starts looking 
for the best way to get it going.

ARTIE
Get out of there!
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INT. THE MAXIVAN - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Except the dash console is like nothing Debra could ever 
anticipate!  It’s a hodgepodge of candy wrappers, velour, 
digital readouts, and monochrome CRT screens.  Worse still, 
the ignition switch in the steering column is missing!

INT. DETACHED GARAGE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Thomas stands at the doorway, watching the back of the house 
as the OWNER steps from the back door and looks at him.  He’s 
a shadow in a bathrobe, but the SHOTGUN he’s carrying is 
unmistakable.

OWNER
Hey!

THOMAS
Get the lead out, Deb!

DEBRA (O.S.)
Uh, Tom?

THOMAS
What?

DEBRA (O.S.)
There’s no ignition!

INT. THE MAXIVAN - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

FAVOR THE PASSENGER SIDE WINDOW

Debra’s hunched under the steering column looking for a way 
to start the van.  She pokes her head up as Thomas runs into 
view:

THOMAS
You’ve got to be kidding me!

He pulls open the passenger side door and jumps in as

THE OWNER STEPS INTO THE FRONT OF THE GARAGE

Debra and Thomas see him through the windshield.

INT. DETACHED GARAGE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The owner levels his shotgun at the windshield.  With the 
wild hair, shotgun held aloft, and bathrobe blowing gently in 
the breeze, he looks vaguely heroic.  Or at least like a 
crazed vigilante.
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OWNER
Get out of the van!  I’m tired of 
these stupid initiation stunts!

INT. THE MAXIVAN - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Debra’s scrambling for a way to start the car.

DEBRA
Any ideas?!

Thomas scans the dash - there are so many displays, it’s hard 
to soak in.  In desperation, he pushes the snack wrappers to 
the floor.  Underneath is

A BIG RED BUTTON LAID INTO THE DASH.  AND IT’S BLINKING.

Thomas looks to Debra:

THOMAS
Any thoughts on pressing the 
enormous red button?

Debra doesn’t hesitate - she slams her thumb down on it!

INT. DETACHED GARAGE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The van jumps to life!  The headlights turn on, the engine 
revs up, and Jefferson Airplane’s “White Rabbit” erupts from 
the stereo!

The light blinds the owner, so much so he shields his eyes, 
dropping the shotgun!  He tries to pick it up, but trips and 
stumbles backward into the drum kit!

OWNER
No!  Get out of there!  It’s not safe!

INT. THE MAXIVAN - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The owner’s screams are muffled by the stereo.  Thomas 
buckles in, rolls up the passenger window, and yells over the 
noise:

THOMAS
Let’s go!

Debra shifts the Maxivan into drive and drops the emergency 
brake, but nothing happens.

DEBRA
It’s not moving!
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THOMAS
What?!

DEBRA
It’s not moving!

The digital readouts suddenly power on and begin cycling 
through, locking in on a random set of numbers.  Debra and 
Thomas watch with fascination until the final display lights 
up.

That’s when the stereo abruptly cuts off and the van starts 
to inch forward.  In the silence:

DEBRA (CONT’D)
What was that all about?

THOMAS
Who cares?  Gun it!

But as Debra hits the gas pedal, the van is enveloped in a 
BLINDING WHITE LIGHT.  As it fades:

INT. DETACHED GARAGE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The engine dies and the van drifts to a stop just outside the 
garage, the floodlights lighting the strange patterns on the 
side of the van in an unearthly glow.

We catch the owner’s face as he runs to the van.  A man in 
his early 60s, the mischief on his face is tempered by what’s 
just happened.

He’s RICHARD FEYNMAN, noted nuclear physicist, Nobel prize 
winner, and certified genius.  And his van just did something 
magical.

Feynman slides open the van door and peers inside. The 
digital readouts are FRIED; a series of SPARKS and DISCHARGES 
scuttle any thoughts about using them any time soon.  

Huddled in a ball in the passenger seat is a YOUNG MAN in his 
teens or early twenties wearing a fraternity shirt.  Feynman 
takes it in stride, almost as if he’s expecting this.

FEYNMAN
Come on, kid.  Looks like I’ve got 
some explaining to do.

Feynman reaches his hand to the kid and guides him out of the 
van and the garage.
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FEYNMAN (CONT’D)
I’ve got to find a better hiding 
place for this thing...

As he closes the garage doors on the van,

CROSS FADE TO:

EXT. CALTECH ATHENAEUM - DAY - PRESENT DAY

Tight on a huge banner featuring Richard Feynman.  We pan 
down, catch his name and the title of an exhibit in his 
honor. Pull back to reveal the facade of the ATHENAEUM, 
designed in the California Mission style. 

CUT TO:

INT. CALTECH ATHENAEUM - DINING HALL

Already a hub of California intelligentsia, the event has 
drawn a huge crowd of scientists, students, and faculty.  

As we enter the crowd:

CALTECH, PASADENA, CALIFORNIA - PRESENT DAY

blips to life on screen in a vintage ASCII font.

Visitors in suits and gowns surround exhibits of Feynman’s 
work, talk about his research and legacy, whisper about who 
else is in attendance.  Posters around the room even suggest 
STEPHEN HAWKING will deliver a keynote speech later this 
evening.

Dominating the center of the gathering is the slightly faded 
Dodge Maxivan.  Cordoned off behind velvet ropes, adventurous 
patrons sneak next to it to have their pictures taken.

Dressed like a typical college slob, photographer LELAND 
CHEN, 20s, pays particular attention to the diagrams.  He’s 
displeased, however, as if something isn’t right.

A FORK LIGHTLY TAPS A CHAMPAGNE FLUTE

quieting the crowd and directing their attention toward J. 
ELLERY KAUFMANN, current president of Caltech and owner of 
the fork.

KAUFMANN
May I have your attention, 
everyone?

(beat)
Thank you.  
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And thank you for taking time out 
of your busy schedules to 
participate in this retrospective 
of a kind, brilliant man - a man 
I’m honored to have called friend.

(beat)
Richard Feynman was known for many 
things - his vision and intellect 
chief among them - but to his 
friends, his greatest untapped 
resource was his sense of humor.

The crowd laughs; Kaufmann gestures to the Maxivan.

KAUFMANN (CONT’D)
After all, would any other Nobel 
Prize winning physicist drive 
around in this clunker?

The crowd laughs again as we hear a BACKFIRE in the near 
distance.  “White Rabbit” starts to play, low at first, but 
it builds in intensity while Kaufmann finishes his toast.

KAUFMANN (CONT’D)
Richard’s work not only redefined 
Caltech’s place in academia, it 
also redefined science as we know 
it.  And while I’m sure Stephen 
will have more to say...

By now, Jefferson Airplane has grown so loud it drowns out 
Kaufmann’s well-rehearsed speech.  He pulls an AIDE aside:

KAUFMANN (CONT’D)
Where’s that awful music coming 
from?  Get rid of it!

Everyone’s looking for the source of the music, but it’s 
nowhere to be found.  It gets so loud GLASSES SHATTER and 
people start COVERING THEIR EARS.  Just when you think it 
can’t get any louder:

BANG!  ANOTHER BACKFIRE!

Or is it?  We don’t know, because the explosion is so big and 
loud it literally knocks the entire screen white!

And off that:

END TEASER
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ACT ONE

EXT. LEENA’S BED AND BREAKFAST - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING

INT. LEENA’S BED AND BREAKFAST - PARLOR - NIGHT

Pete, Myka, Claudia, and Leena are playing “Settlers of 
Catan” in their pajamas.  Everyone’s a potential winner - 
towns, cities, and roads dot the board’s landscape - and it’s 
Pete’s turn.  He grabs the dice, relishes the throw.

PETE
Come on, six or eight.  Poppa wants 
himself a six or an eight...

He tosses the dice at the table.  One takes a bad bounce and 
hits Claudia in the face before landing, giving Pete the 
eight he needs for victory!

Pete jumps up from the table, starts doing the Super Bowl 
Shuffle.

PETE (CONT’D)
Oh yeah, ladies!  I just got enough 
brick to build the Longest Road!  
That’s game!

CLAUDIA
Uh-uh!  No way!  Do over!

PETE
What?  Are you crazy?

CLAUDIA
Your roll totally hit me in the 
face!  It only counts if it stays 
on the table!

(beat, to Myka)
It’s called regulations!

Pete throws his hands in the air like a bad Nixon 
impersonator and starts the triumphant walk to bed.

PETE 
Good night, everyone!

LEENA
Why’d you even invite him to play?  
You know how he gets.

CLAUDIA
Because I never thought he’d win.

Pete’s halfway up the stairs when Myka’s Farnsworth CHIMES.
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PETE
So close...

Artie’s face pops up on screen as Myka opens her Farnsworth.

MYKA
Artie, we’re just about to go to 
bed.  Can’t it wait until tomorrow?

ARTIE
Unfortunately, no.  I need you and 
Pete at the Warehouse immediately;  
we may have a Lazarus protocol in 
effect.

And he blips out.  The color drains from Myka’s face; she 
knows what’s coming.

PETE
“Lazarus protocol?”  What’s that?

MYKA
Pete, one of these days you’ll --

PETE
-- “read the manual.”

MYKA
-- read the manual.

PETE
Right.  So, can you just gimme the 
Cliffs Notes?

Myka throws a top coat over her pajamas:

MYKA
Come on!

She’s out the door, Pete right behind her.  He looks around 
for something warm to wear, grabs a scarf from Claudia’s neck 
and wraps it around his.

PETE
To the victor goes the spoils!

And he’s gone, leaving a steaming Claudia in his wake.

CUT TO:

EXT. WAREHOUSE 13 - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING

INT. WAREHOUSE 13 - ARTIE’S OFFICE - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER

Artie’s already at work when Pete and Myka enter his office 
and slump down into their chairs.  
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After a few moments of furious typing and paper-shuffling, he 
turns and addresses them.

ARTIE
Nice outfits.

PETE
Hey, you wanted us here ASAP.  
Now what’s this all about?

ARTIE
This.

Artie grabs a remote from his desk and presses a few buttons; 
the monitor behind them fills with photos of Debra and Tom.

PETE
Have you ever hired a blonde agent?

(beat)
Is this your “Lazarus protocol?”

ARTIE
He still hasn’t read the manual?

MYKA
No!

ARTIE
Maybe you should just give him the 
Cliffs Notes one of these days --

MYKA
I’m working on it!

ARTIE
Lazarus protocol isn’t a person, 
it’s a course of action the 
Warehouse takes when it has a lead 
on agents missing in the line of 
duty.

MYKA
And these two are -- ?

ARTIE
-- Debra Mayhew and Thomas Jordan.  
Former FBI agents, assigned to the 
Warehouse in 1978.  Missing since 
1981 while in pursuit of an 
artifact.

PETE
And they popped up on the grid again?
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ARTIE
Not them - the artifact.  

He presses another button on the remote; Feynman’s van 
replaces the agents’ photos.  (It’s a weathered replica of an 
iconic photo featuring Feynman and his family in the late 
70s.)

PETE
(laughs)

Nice!  Are you touring with Phish 
this summer?

ARTIE
This is Richard Feynman’s 1975 
Dodge Maxivan.

MYKA
Richard Feynman, the physicist?

ARTIE
Indeed.

PETE
What are all those weird drawings 
on the side?

ARTIE
Feynman diagrams.

PETE
But why would he paint them on the 
side like that?

ARTIE
Because he’s Richard Feynman?  Can 
we focus?

(beat)
I assigned Mayhew and Jordan to 
track the van thirty years ago.  
They vanished just after confirming 
its location - and so did the van.

MYKA
But now it’s back?

ARTIE
I believe so.

Another button press and the van makes way for a number of 
news sources - print, web, and social media - discussing the 
Caltech event we saw in the teaser.
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ARTIE (CONT’D)
A Feynman retrospective at Caltech 
followed by weird reports coming 
out of Pasadena.  It can’t be a 
coincidence.

(beat)
Lazarus states that finding the van 
or our agents is the top priority 
of this facility.  Get to Caltech 
as soon as possible - and don’t 
come back unless we can put this 
matter to rest.

PETE
Isn’t that a little harsh?

ARTIE
Only if you fail.

MYKA
Come on, Pete...

Artie leaves Pete and Myka to explore:

INT. MAYHEW’S ROOM AT THE INN - NIGHT

They enter one of the Warehouse’s many time capsules. Debra’s 
room looks like a Pat Benatar tour bus exploded; vintage 
clothes, vinyl records, and books clutter every inch of her 
room except her desk - it’s as spotless and business-like as 
one you’d find in Langley.  On it are a number of case files.

PETE
(impressed)

Wow - what a mess!

MYKA
Living in the middle of nowhere 
will take the edge off any federal 
agent, apparently.

She approaches the desk, looks through the files, takes one 
on Feynman’s van.

MYKA (CONT’D)
Here we go.

Note a series of faded Polaroids of the van as Myka drops it 
in her travel bag.  (Show close-up shots of the symbols as 
they’ll be important later.)
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PETE
You think your room will ever look 
this lived-in?

MYKA
Not if it means future agents will 
be having this discussion about us.

PETE
They were Warehouse agents as long 
as us, Myka.  I wonder how long it 
took them to fully embrace this 
life, y’know, get comfortable.

MYKA
Still not convinced?

PETE
I’m getting there.  Faster than you 
are, at any rate.

The door closes as they exit, returning the room to a state 
of suspended animation...

CUT TO:

EXT. PASADENA - DAY - ESTABLISHING SHOTS

Highlights of the Rose City include the:

- Rose Bowl;
- Wrigley Mansion;
- Colorado Street Bridge;
- Norton Simon Museum; and finally
- the California Institute of Technology

where we

CUT TO:

EXT. CALTECH ATHENAEUM - DAY

The Mission style has been replaced by a faithful 
reproduction of ancient Athens; the large banner of Feynman 
is gone, replaced by a stern goddess Athena.

MYKA
(bewildered)

This isn’t right at all...

PETE
What?
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MYKA
The layout, the decoration.  This 
place is a dinner club, not Mount 
Olympus.

PETE
You think the artifact did this?

MYKA
Artie sure seems to think so.

Myka and Pete jog up the steps of the Athenaeum, flash their 
Secret Service badges for access to

INT. CALTECH ATHENAEUM - DAY - CONTINUOUS

The dining room has been in lockdown since the incident.

Pete and Myka fan out amongst the dinner guests and police.  
One of the guests approaches Pete; he’s MARCEL TRUDEAU, 40s, 
and he’s 120 pounds of Southern attitude, nerves, and 
exhaustion.

TRUDEAU
Excuse me.  Do you have any idea 
when we’ll be clear to leave?  

PETE
I don’t, sorry.  And you are?

TRUDEAU
I’m Marcel Trudeau, curator of the 
Feynman exhibit.

PETE
I’ll try and get you out of here as 
soon as possible.  Any chance you 
can tell me what happened last 
night?

FOCUS ON MYKA

Who’s talking to Leland Chen.

LELAND
There was this insane build-up of 
sound, and then BOOM! It was like a 
mortar round or something. 

MYKA
Why were you here for the opening?

She’s eyeing his shabby outfit.

14.



LELAND
Hey, the PhD program doesn’t pay 
for tux rentals. 

Annoyed, Leland moves away from Myka as we 

CROSS-CUT TO PETE AND TRUDEAU

Trudeau fills Pete in on the exhibit and event.

TRUDEAU
The Institute has secured hundreds 
of professor Feynman’s effects - 
lecture notes, personal letters 
from Einstein and Oppenheimer, 
modeling systems... even some of 
his more esoteric belongings. 

PETE
Anything van-sized, like, say, his 
van?

Trudeau practically trips over himself; is Pete a fellow 
seeker?

TRUDEAU
(excited)

The Dodge is here, on loan from the 
family.  I personally oversaw its 
restoration!

(leans in, conspiratorial)
Can you believe it was just sitting 
in the back of a repair shop?  With 
no protection?

PETE
Philistines!  Look, any chance I 
can take a peek at it?

TRUDEAU
Of course you can!  It’s right 
behind you!

They turn around; behind them is

THE VAN, DRAPED WITH A CAR COVER

Pete does a quick double-take as Trudeau pulls the cover off.  
The brown and yellow paint job looks beautiful, even a little 
sexy, in the diffused light of the refurbished Athenaeum.
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TRUDEAU (CONT’D)
I covered it in case there was 
another explosion...

He caresses the van in a way that’s almost sensual.  Ack.

BACK TO MYKA

PETE (O.S.)
Myka!

Myka turns toward Pete, then runs when she sees the van.

MYKA
Is this -- ?

Pete just nods.

TRUDEAU
Are you a fan of the van, too?

MYKA
Who isn’t?

TRUDEAU
(beaming)

Excellent!
(beat)

Is there anything else, agent 
Lattimer?

PETE
Oh, I think that’ll do it, Marty.

TRUDEAU
It’s Marcel.

PETE
Right.  Got it.  Thanks!

Trudeau nods, moves back toward the Caltech group.  Pete 
approaches Myka, runs his finger across the rear bumper.

PETE (CONT’D)
Please let it be this easy.  Please 
let it be this easy...

MYKA
Well, how do we get it out of here?

PETE
We... start the engine?
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He looks quickly inside the driver window.

PETE (CONT’D)
We start the engine.

LELAND (O.S.)
That thing’s a fake, you know.

Pete and Myka turn; Leland’s standing there, looking up at 
the van.

PETE
What?

LELAND
It’s a replica.  The diagrams are 
all wrong.

MYKA
You’re kidding, right?

As she starts digging through her travel bag for Mayhew’s 
case file:

LELAND
Look, I eat, sleep, and breathe 
quantum electrodynamics.  Trust me; 
those diagrams are bogus.

Pete’s frustration simmers as the file comes up for air.  
Myka opens it and pulls a couple Polaroids, holds them to the 
corresponding diagrams. They don’t match what we saw in 1981!

MYKA
He’s right - they’re similar, but 
not identical.

LELAND 
Hey, where’d you get those pictures 
from?

(beat)
Do you know where the real van is?

Myka and Pete shuffle away from the physics student.

PETE
Look, the curator said he just 
oversaw a major restoration - maybe 
they got some of the details wrong.

(looks at van)
I mean, they look the same to me.
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MYKA
Only one way to find out.

Myka pulls a neutralizer baggy from her bag and dips her 
finger in, pulling out a little of the purple ooze on her 
fingertip.

She walks over to the van and slowly runs the ooze-covered 
finger across the bumper.  No sparks, no neutralizing.  
Nothing.  As she walks back to Pete:

PETE
Damn it.  I knew it was too good to 
be true!

MYKA 
Now what?

Pete looks around, focuses on Trudeau.  He’s talking to a 
different set of detectives, shifting on his feet, looking 
nervous.

PETE
He’s got to know something.

MYKA
Is that your intuition talking?

PETE
You can’t have a name like Marcel 
and not be guilty of something.

(beat)
I believe him when he says he 
oversaw the van’s restoration.  He 
just left out the part where he 
restored two of them.

Pete looks back at Trudeau again.  Their eyes connect 
briefly; Trudeau forces a smile, nods, then walk away from 
the dining hall.

PETE (CONT’D)
Oh, yeah - he’s hiding something.

(beat)
And now he’s gonna help us find it.

Off Pete and Myka’s fist bump:

FADE TO BLACK.

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. CALTECH ATHENAEUM - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Scoop-hungry news crews crowd the partygoers as they exit the 
building.  We FOLLOW TRUDEAU as he makes his way toward a 
staff parking lot situated away from the media frenzy.

EXT. STAFF PARKING LOT - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Trudeau gets into an unassuming sedan, backs out of his 
space, and drives away.  A car parked on the street turns on 
its dome light as he passes - Pete and Myka are inside.

INT. CAR - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Pete’s behind the wheel; Myka’s watching a GPS readout of 
Trudeau’s car as it heads away from campus.

MYKA
I can’t believe you bugged the 
right car.

PETE
Eh, I bugged them all.

Myka takes out her Farnsworth to report in.  When Artie blips 
in, he’s flossing.

MYKA
Sorry to disappoint you, Artie, but 
I think we’ll be back during your 
lifetime.

ARTIE
That’s great - what can you tell me?

MYKA
Well, the exterior of the 
Athenaeum’s is totally transformed.  
It doesn’t even look new; it looks 
like it’s always been this way.

ARTIE
None of the people changed?  It was 
just the environment?

MYKA
As far as we can tell, although it could 
be no one was outside at the time.

ARTIE
Small favors.  And the van - you’ve 
found Feynman’s van?
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MYKA
We found a detailed facsimile.

PETE
Don’t worry!  We’ve got a lead on 
the real one.

ARTIE
Call me when you have the van.  And 
be extremely careful.  Touch as 
little as possible.

Artie logs off and the GPS monitor chirps; the two look at 
the readout.

ON SCREEN

The dot representing Trudeau’s car pulses in place.

MYKA 
He’s stopped.

PETE
That was fast.  What’s the address?

Myka taps on the screen a little bit - a readout pops up.

MYKA
An In N’ Out.

PETE
First place I’d hit up after a 24 
hour lockdown...

Pete starts the car and pulls out into traffic.

CUT TO:

EXT. PASADENA STREET - NIGHT - LATER

Trudeau’s car slows to a stop.  He gets out and heads toward 
one of the Craftsman homes in the area.

Moments later, Pete and Myka pull up on a cross street.  We 
see Trudeau’s car from their vantage point, and we can also 
see they’ve been stuffing their faces with In N’ Out too!

PETE
Let’s do this.

They exit the car and cross the street, Pete slurping his 
milkshake one last time before throwing it in the trash.
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Following Trudeau, they pass through a hedge and emerge in 
front of:

EXT. THE GAMBLE HOUSE - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Greene and Greene’s arts and crafts masterpiece.  National 
Historic Landmark.  And Doc Brown’s house.

PETE
No way!

MYKA
What?

PETE
Myka, this is the ‘Back to the 
Future’ house!

(beat)
This is so awesome!

Myka looks for Trudeau’s trail.  Finds it.

MYKA
Come on, Pete!

As they walk toward the rear of the property:

PETE
I wonder if they have the DeLorean 
here!

EXT. GAMBLE HOUSE - BACKYARD - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The property slopes down toward a small service road.  Pete 
and Myka unholster their Teslas as they look for Trudeau.

Halfway down the hill light spills out from an underground 
wine cellar built into the grounds.  They advance slowly 
until they get to the entrance.

FAVOR THE STURDY OAK DOORS

As Pete and Myka peek past them.  The cellar is dimly lit, 
but at the far end of the tunnel...

MYKA
Is that the van?

PETE
Only one way to find out.

He pulls the doors open silently and enters.  Myka follows. 
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INT. GAMBLE HOUSE CELLAR - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

No wine, just storage space for the Gamble House museum.   As 
Pete and Myka make their way toward the main space, we hear 
music and activity in the shadows.  

THE REAL VAN

rests in front of them, tools littered around its wheels.  
It’s finely detailed, has two new sets of tires... and a pair 
of sneakers poking out from the undercarriage.

MYKA
(surprised)

I think this may be the first time 
our initial suspect is actually the 
guy we’re looking for.

PETE
Gives you tingles, doesn’t it?

He reaches down, pulls on the Reeboks.  Trudeau, caked in 
grease, rolls out to find Pete and Myka standing over him, 
Teslas pointed at his face.

PETE (CONT’D)
Hey, buddy!  How’s it going?

Off Pete’s wave,

CUT TO:

INT. GAMBLE HOUSE CELLAR - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER

Myka and Pete force Trudeau into a beaten-up office chair for 
interrogation.

TRUDEAU
What do you want?

PETE
Relax.  We just want to know about 
the van - how long have you had it?

MYKA
And why are you hiding it here?

TRUDEAU
Because I’m head docent here and no 
one ever comes into the cellar.

(to Pete)
And I told you where I found it - 
in the back of a repair shop!
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MYKA
Then why the deception?  Why build 
a perfect replica of a van no one 
cared enough to maintain?

TRUDEAU
I care!  I’m a great admirer of Mr. 
Feynman’s work, someone respectful 
enough of his property to give it 
the attention it deserves!

(beat)
If Caltech didn’t want the real van 
twenty years ago, why should they 
have it now?

(beat)
This is all just about the van?

PETE
(curious)

Anything else we should know about? 
(beat)

Just the van, Mort.  Unfortunately 
for you, we’re here to take it off 
your hands.

TRUDEAU
You can’t have it!  The van isn’t 
just for getting around town in 
style!  Its richly upholstered 
interior contains answers to the 
mysteries of the universe!

PETE
Oh, really?

Trudeau points to the diagrams etched into the van.

TRUDEAU
The Feynman diagrams!  They’re 
clues to the nature of reality that 
go much deeper than mere quantum 
physics.

PETE
Okay.  Myka, can you watch him 
while I do the honors?

Pete pulls a neutralizer bag from his pocket and digs his 
finger in.  Dragging it across the hood yields PURPLE SPARKS 
as the goo interacts with the Artifact properties of the van.
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PETE (CONT’D)
Looks like we’ve got the real deal, 
here.  

(to Trudeau)
This van.  It was at Caltech last 
night, wasn’t it?

Trudeau looks away.

TRUDEAU
Briefly.

Pete gives him a knowing nod before holding out his hand.

PETE
Keys?

Myka rummages through Trudeau’s coveralls and pulls some keys 
from his pocket, tosses them to Pete.  Trudeau protests, but 
Myka keeps him firmly in his seat.

Pete gets in the van and tries the ignition.  VROOM!  The 
engine turns over smoothly.

TRUDEAU
I knew I shouldn’t have repaired 
the steering column.

Pete gets out, gives the thumbs up to Myka, and starts 
kicking the tools and junk away from the path of the car 
while Myka keeps her Tesla trained on Trudeau.

TRUDEAU (CONT’D)
I’m begging you - don’t take the 
van!  I’m not finished with all the 
repairs!  Its behavior could be...  
unpredictable!

PETE
You don’t know the half of it.

Trudeau jumps from his chair to disarm Myka, but she FIRES 
the Tesla instantaneously, sending him to the ground in an 
unconscious heap!

PETE (CONT’D)
(to Myka)

Remind me not to play Goldeneye 
with you when we get back.

He hops in the driver’s seat, rolls down the passenger side 
window.
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PETE (CONT’D)
(Southern drawl)

Lookin’ to hitch a ride, little lady?

MYKA
(Southern accent)

I believe I am, kind sir!

Myka holsters her Tesla and gets in the van.  It PEELS OUT as 
it races through the cellar tunnel and out the doors!

THE VAN EXPLODES FROM THE CELLAR

Barreling down the backyard toward the service alley, it 
makes a tight turn and races away!

INT. FEYNMAN’S VAN - MORNING

Dawn is breaking as Pete makes for South Dakota in the stolen 
van.  Myka’s talking to Artie and Claudia via Farnsworth.

MYKA
We’re just outside of Salt Lake 
City.

PETE
We’re making great time, Artie!  
This things gets some sick gas 
mileage!

ARTIE
Has the van acted up?

MYKA
Nope, why?

ARTIE
Don’t worry - I’ll see you in 13 or 
14 hours, provided there’s no 
traffic.

Claudia pushes Artie off the screen.

CLAUDIA
You guys doing okay?

MYKA
We’re fine, Claudia.  Just a little 
tired.

PETE
Claudia!  Guess where we found the 
van?
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CLAUDIA
Where?

PETE
Doc Brown’s mansion!

CLAUDIA
Doc Brow -- Myka, you were at the 
mansion from ‘Back to the Future?!’

MYKA
Yes, but it really wasn’t that big -

CLAUDIA
So jealous, Pete!  Please tell me 
there was a DeLorean there.

PETE
(laughs)

You’ll get the full report when we 
get back!

CLAUDIA
AUUUGH!

Artie pushes her out of the way.

ARTIE
Thanks - now I have to be around 
this all day.

Myka closes the Farnsworth.

MYKA
Way to get her all riled up.  Now 
can we please make a pit stop?  
We’ve been driving for nine hours 
straight.

PETE
No problem - we’ve gotta gas up, 
anyway.

EXT. DESERT ROAD - MORNING - MOMENTS LATER

The van zips down a desolate I-15 toward an off-ramp.  The 
sign reads “SALT LAKE CITY, 37 MI.” 

Then the van BACKFIRES.  As sparks shoot out of the tailpipe, 
there’s a flash of light around the sign!  When the light 
fades, the sign reads “FARNSWORTH, 37 MI.”  

The van pulls off the road and up to a

26.



EXT. GAS STATION - MORNING - CONTINUOUS

The station’s state of the art until the van HICCUPS again, 
transforming its pumps into something from a vintage Texaco 
commercial!

Pete and Myka get out, stretch.  Myka walks toward the 
attached convenience store while Pete marvels at the pumps.

PETE
Hey, check these out!  Sure don’t 
make ‘em like this any more.

BEGIN MONTAGE

Several shots of the van driving through Utah, Wyoming, and 
South Dakota.  Whether it’s Pete or Myka driving, in each 
shot the van backfires and transforms something in the 
vicinity - a cactus, an old truck, a traffic light.

INT. FEYNMAN’S VAN - DUSK

Myka’s drifting off to sleep while Pete drives.

PETE
I gotta say, aside from the 
occasional backfire, this is the 
smoothest road trip I’ve ever taken.

(beat)
Hey, Myka.  Wake up, we’re there.

Myka stirs, looks through the windshield.  Pete’s right; the 
Warehouse is coming into view in front of them.

The big red button from the Teaser slowly lights up, giving 
the van’s cabin an eerie red glow.  Myka rubs her eyes.

MYKA
Mmmm... turn it off.  Turn it 
off...

PETE
I didn’t do it.  Turn it off 
yourself.

Eyes half-closed, Myka gropes for the button and slaps it.

The van LURCHES TO A STOP.  Myka bolts up, awake.

PETE (CONT’D)
What’d you do?
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The van starts to inch forward again as the digital readouts 
and CRT monitors come to life!  Music starts blaring from the 
speakers.

Pete’s right arm quickly reaches for the stereo knobs, 
twisting them to no effect.

Myka covers her ears while Pete pulls the keys from the 
ignition.  THE VAN STILL LUMBERS FORWARD.

PETE (CONT’D)
Get out of the van!

They both try for their doors but they won’t unlock or open.  
That’s when the white light starts to build up in the cabin.  
As it reaches peak brightness:

PETE (CONT’D)
Myka!

MYKA
Pete!

The light POPS!  The van is back to normal, the music’s gone, 
and Pete and Myka are left looking in front of them as the 
van’s inertia comes to an end and it stops. Sparks are firing 
from the middle of the dash from the readout equipment.

PETE (CONT’D)
Well, that was... just what was 
that?

A spark CRACKLES from the dash.  Pete tries the ignition 
again.  Nothing - the van is stone dead.

PETE (CONT’D)
Aw, shoot. And after all that work 
Marco put into it.

MYKA
Marcel.

Pete whips out his Farnsworth; Artie picks up immediately.

ARTIE
Pete?

PETE
Hey, Artie.  We’re just outside with 
the van, but it’s dead.  Can I get a 
hand pushing it into the motor pool?

Artie seems confused.  He looks off camera, then back to 
Pete.
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ARTIE
You’re in the van?  Right now?

PETE
Yeah, and you better hurry, ‘cuz if 
this van’s a rockin’ -

MYKA
Okay, gross.

Artie looks off to the left again.

ARTIE 
I’ll... be right there.  Stay put.

Artie hangs up.  Pete gives Myka a sly grin, then replays the 
conversation with Artie in his head.

PETE
Am I running on fumes, or did Artie 
seem surprised to hear from me?  
And what’s with the ‘don’t move’?

MYKA
All I know is I’ve been cooped up 
for too long, so for once, I’m 
breaking the rules.

Myka’s about to open the van door when three figures charge 
out of the Warehouse, Teslas drawn.  Artie’s leading the 
pack, but even stranger are the two agents following - 
ANOTHER PETE and MYKA.  Myka takes her hand away from the 
door.

MYKA (CONT’D)
The rules are my friends. The rules 
are my friends.

(beat)
Pete, I don’t think we’re in Kansas 
anymore.

PETE
Got some bad news for you, kiddo.

(beat)
We never were in Kansas.

Off Pete and Myka’s reaction, 

FADE TO BLACK:

END ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

EXT. WAREHOUSE 13 - MOMENTS LATER

Pete and Myka watch through the windshield as their 
doppelgangers flank the van.  Decision time - fight or 
surrender?

Surrender.

But as they move to place their Teslas on the dash, Pete 2 
and Myka 2 FIRE THEIR TESLAS at our crew, incapacitating them 
immediately.

Pete 2 brings his Tesla up to his mouth, blows imaginary 
smoke from its tip.

PETE 2
Get ‘em inside.

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE 13 - FILE ROOM - LATER

The file room’s undergone a hasty transformation to 
interrogation chamber.  

A cup of water wakes Pete with a start.  He tries to move but 
finds himself bound to a chair.

PETE 2
Have a nice nap?

PETE
(groans)

Nothing like a few gigawatts to 
clear your head...

(beat, looks around)
Where’s Myka?  Myka?!

MYKA
I’m behind you, Pete!

Pete turns his head; Myka’s back to back with him, tied up in 
the same fashion.  Pete 2 stands over Pete, his face filled 
with rage.

PETE 2
Where are our agents?

PETE
I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.
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PETE 2
The hell you don’t.  That van is 
Warehouse property.

MYKA
Pete, just tell him how we got the 
van.

PETE
No way!

(beat)
Look, I may have no idea what is 
going on, but there’s no way I’m 
talking to some imposter!

Pete 2 wastes no time in unholstering his weapon of choice.  
Not a Tesla, mind you, but a custom COLT .41 REVOLVER.

PETE 2
Imposter?

(beat)
Look, let me make this easy - 
return our agents and I’ll only 
mostly kill you.

But Pete’s clammed up.  So Pete 2 pulls his revolver, walks 
casually over to Myka, and POINTS IT AT HER HEAD.

MYKA
What the hell are you doing?!

PETE
Hey!

PETE 2 (CONT’D)
(casual)

I’m not messing around, and I’m not 
asking again.

(beat)
The van you were in was being 
driven by two Warehouse agents less 
than an hour ago.  The van is here 
and you’re here.  They’re not here.  
What did you do to them?

PETE
I swear, I don’t know what happened 
to them!

Pete 2 cocks back the hammer to the revolver.

MYKA
Pete, tell him what we figured out 
about the van!
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PETE
But we didn’t figure anything out 
about the van!

(to Pete 2)
Look, we’re Warehouse agents, like 
you!  We were sent to get the van, 
we got the van, we drove the van.  
Then there’s a big flash of light 
and, the next thing I know there’s 
two of us!  Which under any other 
circumstance would be awesome!

Pete and Myka hold their collective breath until Pete 2 
holsters his weapon.  Pete lets out an audible sigh.

PETE 2
Sounds like Artie’s right - you’re 
from a parallel dimension.

PETE
A parallel what now?

PETE 2
You know, like on Star Trek. 
“Mirror, Mirror”?

PETE
Awesome episode.

Pete 2 nods enthusiastically, his hard-ass veneer melting 
away into Pete-ish behavior.

PETE 2 
If there’s one thing “Star Trek” 
has taught me, though, it’s that 
alternate versions of ourselves 
tend to be evil.

PETE
Only if they have beards!  Or, in 
the case of the ladies...

(motions toward Myka)
...scantily clad.  As you can see, 
my partner is depressingly 
overdressed.

PETE 2
True! But you would have known I’d 
know you know this and disguised 
yourself by shaving your beard and 
dressing conservatively -
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MYKA
My God! I can’t work like this!

The ropes fall away from Myka as she stands up.  It’s MYKA 2!

MYKA 2
You’re both friggin’ idiots.

(to Pete 2)
And you, put Billy the Kid’s Colt 
back in storage immediately!

Pete is just stunned. He never suspected!

PETE
Wow!  Well played, sir!  Well 
played.

Pete 2 takes a bow.  Myka 2 simmers.

MYKA 2
Just untie him.

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE 13 - ARTIE’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Artie’s office has had a total makeover.  Jimmy Buffet 
posters, tie-dyed tapestry, and most incongruously, a 
longboard for surfing, pepper the room.

PETE 2
(to Pete)

Sorry I had to tase you, bro.

MYKA 2
(annoyed)

You always hurt the one you love...

CLAUDIA 2 enters, dressed in a professional - but definitely 
not stylish - skirt, blouse, and jacket.  The same can be 
said of her hair, but at least it’s all the same color.

CLAUDIA 2 
So, they’re from an alternate 
universe?  And apparently one where 
they could be trusted to retrieve 
the van!

Pete 2 reaches for his chest, pantomiming that he’s been 
wounded.  Pete looks past them both to Myka, who’s just been 
released by Myka 2.  Myka’s now wearing one of her double’s 
super-starched business suits.
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PETE
Are you all right?

MYKA
In body.  In mind, a little less 
so. This alternate reality stuff is 
pretty out there.

CLAUDIA 2
But I just explained it all to you!

Though she’s changed appearance, Claudia 2 retains her 
charming personality.  Or lack of it.  And amplified.

CLAUDIA 2 (CONT’D)
Parallel universes explain the 
collapse of quantum probability. 

Some blank stares, particularly from the Petes.

MYKA
Like I said, pretty out there.

CLAUDIA 2 
When something happens, there are 
any number of possible outcomes.  
We only experience one of those 
outcomes, but the others take place 
in other universes. Every decision, 
every flip of the coin... heck, 
every excited electron creates a 
parallel universe.  Gah!

PETE/PETE 2
Cool.

MYKA 2
Except these realities are supposed 
to stay completely separate and 
inaccessible to one another.

(to Pete and Myka)
Until now.

Artie 2, wearing a ratty Hawaiian shirt, enters, covered in 
grease but positively beaming.

ARTIE 2
That... that is a magnificent piece 
of machinery.  It’s one of the 
hottest artifacts I’ve ever put my 
hands on.
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MYKA 2
Is it live?

ARTIE 2
Is it live?  It practically threw 
me across the room when I brushed 
on some neutralizer.  I can see why 
Hawking was so desperate to get his 
hands on it.

CLAUDIA 2
That’s no surprise.  It is 
wheelchair accessible.

If there were a record playing, the needle would have gone 
flying off into Manitoba.

CLAUDIA 2 (CONT’D)
You do know he’s handicapped.

ARTIE 2
(chuckling nervously)

It’s okay, Claudia.  We get it.

Burning with embarrassment, Claudia 2 storms off to the 
corner of the room and buries herself in her computer.

MYKA
Shouldn’t someone -

MYKA 2
(curt)

She’s fine.

ARTIE 2
So, how did all of...

(waves toward the four of 
them)

...this go?

PETE 2
Don’t think they’re evil.

MYKA 2
Just stupid.  

ARTIE 2
They pushed the button, huh?

MYKA
Wait, how did you know about --
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MYKA 2
Undoubtedly!  This Pete sees a 
glowing red button and gets a case 
of the sticky fingers -

PETE
That would be Myka with the sticky 
fingers, thank you.

MYKA 2
What?!  You touched the button?

MYKA
(chagrined)

In my defense, I was half asleep.

Myka 2 is floored.  Crushed. Screwing up is Pete’s job, even 
in this universe.

MYKA 2
And, uh, someone pushed the button 
and here they are.

PETE
That was a bad move, huh?

ARTIE 2
Very.  But you had no way of 
knowing.

Pete’s taken slightly aback.

PETE
I must say, Artie.  I’m surprised 
you’re not... livid.

ARTIE 2
No use crying over spilled milk, 
buddy.

Pete and Myka share a look.  Who is this person who looks 
like Artie?  No matter.  Pete claps his hands together.

PETE
Well, this has been electrifying. 
Great meeting all of you.  But I 
suppose we ought to be moseying on 
back to... wherever we came from.

ARTIE 2
Not so fast.
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MYKA
Problem?

Artie 2 frowns, wrings his greasy hands.

ARTIE 2
Well, the van took some damage when 
you hit the button.  I can patch 
her up, but -

PETE
Here it comes.

ARTIE 2
- as far as we know, there’s an 
infinite number of parallel 
universes out there.  And it’s not 
like they have addresses; even when 
we get the van running again, 
there’s no way of knowing what your 
point of origin is.

Pete and Myka take a moment to soak this in.  True to form, 
Claudia 2 yells impatiently from her corner without looking 
up from her monitor:

CLAUDIA 2
What he’s saying is there’s 
virtually no chance you’ll ever see 
your home again.

Artie 2 gives them a weak grin. Off Pete and Myka’s reaction,

FADE TO BLACK.

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. WAREHOUSE 13 - MOTOR POOL - DAY

Myka, Pete, and Pete 2 enter the combination repair 
facility/storage room for vehicular artifacts.  Some infamous 
cars dot the room - Bonnie and Clyde’s stolen 1934 Ford 
Fordor, James Dean’s Porsche 550 Spyder, even:

PETE
Is that the Batmobile?

PETE 2
Please don’t get me started on that 
thing.

Artie 2 and Myka 2 enter, bring up the rear.

MYKA 2
How can you let them just wander 
around?  Protocol says we should be 
confining them.

Artie 2 sighs; he’s battled with Myka 2 many times before.

ARTIE 2
Protocol is silent on agents from 
parallel dimensions.  Odds are good 
the only way we get our team back 
is by getting these two home.

MYKA 2
It’s their fault we’re in this 
mess!

(beat)
You’re leaving me no choice but to 
file a formal complaint with the 
Regents.

ARTIE 2
I’m sure they’ll be thrilled.

Fed up, Myka 2 storms toward the exit.

PETE 2
Myka!

He turns, follows her out.

PETE 
(to Artie 2)

What’s with her?
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ARTIE 2
She has paperwork to file.

The three converge on the van, now parked over the 
maintenance pit.  This is the first time since the red button 
was pushed that we get a full shot of the van.  The DIAGRAMS 
ARE DIFFERENT.  Myka senses something is wrong, but she can’t 
quite identify the problem.

ARTIE 2 (CONT’D)
Look, about what Claudia said back 
there, I’m of the opinion she may 
be exaggerating the odds.

MYKA
They’re worse?

ARTIE 2
No, better.  Much better.  This is 
Richard Feynman’s van.  He wouldn’t 
have designed it to be a one-way 
ticket to oblivion.  I plan on 
getting my agents back.

PETE
But if we’re here, where are the 
agents you sent out?

ARTIE 2
I’m hoping they’re in your 
Warehouse, having this exact same 
conversation.

MYKA
But Artie, your Pete and Myka are 
still here.  Who’s having that 
conversation in our universe?

Artie 2 steps over to a worktable, pulls out a folder of his 
own.  He rejoins Myka and Pete, holds out a photo - it’s of 
agents Mayhew and Jordan as they were in 1981.  Myka shoots 
Pete an excited glance.

MYKA (CONT’D)
Mayhew and Jordan.

ARTIE 2
(surprised)

You recognize them?  That’s very 
encouraging.

(beat)
They appeared out of thin air 30 
years ago.  

39.

(MORE)



Claimed to be Warehouse agents.  
The government had nothing on them.  
Total ghosts.  But they knew things 
they couldn’t possibly know, about 
the Warehouse, about me.  As crazy 
as it sounded, the explanation that 
they came from another reality - 
and that Feynman’s van had brought 
them here - was the only possible 
one.

(beat)
But by the time we’d figured out 
the situation, Feynman had hidden 
the van and refused to cooperate.

PETE
And you sent Mayhew and Jordan to 
get it?  They’ve been agents all 
this time?

Artie 2 laughs aloud.

ARTIE 2
No, only I’m that dedicated.

(beat)
They retired years ago, but when 
the van surfaced, they volunteered.  
Wanted closure on an extraordinary 
part of their life, and I couldn’t 
blame them.

Myka’s been growing visibly agitated throughout Artie 2’s 
exposition, but this sends her over the edge.

MYKA
We’re screwed, then!

ARTIE 2
Why?

PETE
Why?

MYKA (CONT’D)
Pete, if these agents are from our 
universe, what possible motivation 
do they have to come back here?  
They’re finally home!

Artie 2 shakes his head.

ARTIE 2
Dial back the negativity.  You’re 
forgetting something very important 
- they’ve had 30 years to move on.  
Their lives are here, now.  And in 
the case of Debra -
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Artie raises his left hand - he’s wearing a WEDDING RING!

ARTIE 2 (CONT’D)
- Her family’s here now, too.

PETE
You married her?  You sly devil!

Pete goes up top;  Artie reciprocates.

ARTIE 2
Someone had to tame the wild beast.

(laughs)
Can you imagine what a pain in the 
ass I’d be without a love life?

MYKA
Absolutely.

ARTIE 2
I promise you - Tom and Debra want 
to switch places just as badly as 
you do.

(beat)
And, no offense, but so do I.

PETE
None taken.

Returning her attention to the van, Myka finally makes the 
connection on the diagrams.

MYKA
Is that the van we came in?

ARTIE 2
Yeah.

Myka traces her fingers along one of the Feynman diagrams 
painted into the side of the van.

MYKA
This isn’t right...

(a beat)
Wait.

Myka opens up the passenger door and rummages around.  She 
finds her travel bag, yanks out the Mayhew file, hands the 
Polaroids to Artie 2 and Pete.
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MYKA (CONT’D)
Here.  These are shots of the 
original.  Compare them to this 
van.

Pete and Artie 2 move around to match up their photos with 
the correct view of the van.  A smile crosses Artie 2’s face.

ARTIE 2
Of course.

Pete holds up his Polaroid to match the van.  The diagrams 
are clearly different.

PETE
Huh.

Artie 2 digs through his folder and pulls out another old 
photograph, a photo of Feynman and family - the same photo 
seen in Act 1 - except in this photo, the diagrams match the 
van.  Myka hold her copy of the photo side by side.  The 
difference is apparent.

MYKA
Two vans?

ARTIE 2
Same van, different dimension.

(pause)
This van right here, as far as I’m 
concerned, is Feynman’s van.  But 
to you, this is a parallel, much 
like the Pete and Myka of this 
universe.  You see?  The van itself 
doesn’t bounce between universes - 
but it does shift its contents 
dimensionally.

FAVOR A FEYNMAN DIAGRAM

ARTIE 2 (CONT’D)
The diagrams are the key.

CROSS FADE TO:

INT. ARTIE’S OFFICE - DAY - LATER

The same diagram is drawn on a large whiteboard in the center 
of the room. Everyone gathers around, with each side devoted 
to photos of the van in each universe.  Various other Feynman 
diagrams have been traced on the board by Claudia 2, who’s 
holding a dry erase marker.
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CLAUDIA 2
A Feynman diagram is a mathematical 
construct used to symbolize all 
possible actions for when two 
particles meet.  They could collide 
and annihilate, bounce off in 
different directions, or sail right 
past each other.  But when you add 
up all of the diagrams, you get a 
probable outcome.

PETE
(looking at the symbols)

How are we supposed to add these 
squiggles?

Claudia 2 sighs at his ignorance and begins writing a complex 
equation on the board.  It’s all Greek letters in 
parenthesis, limits, and exponents - no plus signs anywhere.

CLAUDIA 2
You don’t actually add the 
diagrams.  They’re just 
representations.  The true equation 
looks more like this.

PETE
(looking at the formula)

Okay - how are we supposed to add 
these squiggles?

CLAUDIA 2
You... can go do something else. 
I’ll handle this.

ARTIE 2
Good.  Nice work, Claudia.

(to the Petes)
Gentlemen, the van needs repair 
work that is not quantum related.  
I can use the extra hands.

MYKA
What about us?

Artie 2 shrugs.  What about them?

ARTIE 2
Um... well, any insight you can 
give us into... um... well, think 
the whole thing... over.

And the men leave.
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CLAUDIA 2
Just don’t think in here.

Claudia 2’s already fully engaged with her work, leaving the 
two Mykas to their own devices.  They exit the room...

INT. WAREHOUSE 13 - BALCONY - CONTINUOUS

The two lean against the rail.  Myka looks out at this 
world’s Warehouse - it’s almost the same, but there are some 
definite visual tweaks that give it its own personality.

MYKA
(sotto)

It’s the little things...

MYKA 2
This place is such a disaster.  No 
order whatsoever.  It’s a miracle 
Artie hasn’t managed to get this 
place blown to bits by now.

MYKA
He did back home.  A couple times.

(beat)
Your Artie may seem disengaged, but 
I have no doubt he’s on top of 
everything.

MYKA 2
When?  Is it when he’s constantly 
traveling with his wife?  Or is it 
when he’s singing along to 
‘Cheeseburger in Paradise?’

(beat)
You know an operation like this 
needs firm control.  We have none.  
Hell, he gives that sociopath the 
run of the place, and she’s not 
even a full agent!

MYKA
(defensive)

Claudia’s not that bad!

MYKA 2
She’s a robot programmed inversely 
to Isaac Asimov’s rules...

(pause, self-loathing)
God!  Now I’m talking like my idiot 
partner.

Myka slowly, unconsciously backs away.
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MYKA 2 (CONT’D)
He is the absolute worst agent I 
have ever worked with.  He’s been 
on this job THREE YEARS now and he 
STILL hasn’t cracked the manual.  I 
swear to God, if it wasn’t for me 
he’d have been killed ten times 
over.  It’s only a matter of time! 
And his cologne - gag me!

As Myka inches ever closer to Artie’s office, 

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE 13 - MOTOR POOL - DAY

Artie 2’s feet poke out from underneath the van.  The two 
Petes are inside, completing work on the control panel below 
the red button.

PETE 2
The red wire’s connected to the 
blue wire, the blue wire’s 
connected to the LED, the LED’s 
connected to the hip bone, and you 
turn yourself around... there!  All 
done!

Pete 2 gives the control panel a smack and the digital 
readout scrambles back to life.

PETE
Genius. Absolute genius.

PETE 2
I am working with one of the great 
minds of my time.  My own.

PETE
If it wasn’t seriously disturbing 
I’d kiss you on the face.

PETE 2
If it wasn’t seriously disturbing 
I’d kiss you on the face!

Fortunately for all involved, the notion is seriously 
disturbing.

PETE
I’m hungry.  All this van stealing 
and dimension-hopping takes a lot 
out of a person.  
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I think I’ve still got some 
Pringles in the back.

PETE 2
Pizza Supreme?

PETE
Don’t you know it.

Pete slides out of his seat and steps back into the van. 
Artie 2’s already piled layers of crap at the rear.

PETE 2
Now this is true partnership. 
Finally, someone who I can relate 
to.  Someone who gets me. Myka... 
wow is she a pain.

Pete’s digging around.  No Pringles in sight.

PETE
She’s all right.  Sure, at first 
there was some tension, but I know 
she’s got my back.

(a beat, realizes)
I’m actually quite fond of her.

PETE 2
Hah!  Just my luck that I get the 
crab.

Pete spies the container wedged under the back seat.

PETE 2 (CONT’D)
I ought to push this button and try 
for a better partner on the next 
planet.

The container is stuck.  Pete strains to dislodge it.

PETE 2 (CONT’D)
Here we go.  Big money, big money. 
No whammies!  No whammies!

Pete looks back to see Pete 2, whose hands hover over the 
buzzer!  Pete instinctively dives to stop his double from 
pressing it!

PETE
NO!

Too late!  Pete 2 slaps the button hard - BUT NOTHING 
HAPPENS.  Pete knocks his double’s hands away.
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PETE (CONT’D)
What were you thinking?!

PETE 2
Relax!  The van’s not even on!

PETE
That doesn’t matter!  We have no 
idea what this van can do, and 
you’re willing to risk getting us 
stranded in another dimension for a 
Press Your Luck joke?

Pete 2’s face sours.

PETE 2
Not just a Press Your Luck joke - 
the best Press Your Luck joke.

(sotto)
Myka.

Pete’s eyes bug out in response as Artie 2 rolls out from 
underneath the chassis.

ARTIE 2
All right, gentlemen.  I think 
we’re ready for a test.

PETE
I’m going to step out of the van 
for this.

ARTIE 2
Can’t say I blame you.

Both Petes exit the van while Artie takes over in the 
driver’s seat.  He gives the controls a once over and then 
turns the key.  The engine starts with a purr.

ARTIE 2 (CONT’D)
Not bad.

He puts the car in gear and taps the gas pedal softly.  
BANG! BACKFIRE!  He puts the van back in park and shuts her 
off.

ARTIE 2 (CONT’D)
Okay, that was a little bad.

PETE (O.S.)
It might be a little worse than you 
think.
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Artie 2 steps out of the van and looks toward the rear.  The 
back of the motor pool has been TRANSMOGRIFIED;  what was 
once a workbench and wall filled with equipment is now a FULL 
LENGTH MIRROR, complete with a balance bar you’d find in a 
dance studio.

PETE 2
Gee, Artie.  What have you been 
doing in your spare time?

The Mykas and Claudia 2 come running through the door into 
the garage.

MYKA 2
We heard a shot --

She stops as she catches the new view. All three ladies share 
a look of confusion.

PETE
(to Myka)

Guess now we know what happened to 
the Athenaeum.

Off Myka’s reaction, 

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE 13 - ARTIE’S OFFICE - LATER

Myka and Artie chat while the group files in.

MYKA
Maybe it wears off.

ARTIE 2
Let’s hope.  I lost some very 
valuable tools back there.

Claudia 2 takes her place in front of the white board, which 
is now filled entirely with equations.

CLAUDIA 2
Okay.  You’re not going to believe 
this.  Well, you are going to 
believe it, but you shouldn’t, 
because it’s really improbable. 
Which is funny because this is all 
about probability -

MYKA 2
Cut to the chase, Claudia!
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CLAUDIA 2
All right!  The diagrams on each 
van?  They add up to the inverse of 
each other.  I mean, they add up to 
one another.  That can’t be random. 

PETE 2
What does that mean?

Claudia 2 puts one hand on her hip, half-pouting, half 
condescending.

CLAUDIA 2
It means Feynman’s a laugh riot!  
He painted the symbols on the van 
to expressly spell out which 
dimension the van had access to - 
and his double did the exact same 
thing.  It’s all right there on the 
van!

MYKA 2
Those are just decals -

CLAUDIA 2
Scientifically precise etchings.

MYKA 2
They don’t necessarily mean 
anything.

CLAUDIA 2
Do you want to go double or 
nothing?  Last time I checked, your 
tab was up to $1.2 billion!

Myka 2 demurs.

ARTIE 2
This is good news.  If the 
universes share a fixed link, it 
means our people are your people - 
and that you’re not just randomly 
skipping from earth to earth.

PETE
So when the van’s at 100%, we’ll 
definitely head back to our world?

ARTIE 2
I think so!
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MYKA
And all we need to do now is press 
the big red button?

Claudia 2 shrugs. Pete 2 rises.

CLAUDIA 2
Only one way to find out.

PETE 2
Stop - on a WHAMMY!

CUT TO:

INT. WAREHOUSE 13 - MOTOR POOL - DAY

Pete and Myka are seated in the van, the other four are 
outside. 

PETE
(to all)

If this is it, I just want to say 
thanks for you know, not killing 
us.

CLAUDIA 2
Whatevs.

PETE
Here goes nothing.

He turns the key in the ignition; the van roars to life.

ARTIE 2
Everybody, stay to the side of the 
van, just in case... you know.

Pete slips the Maxivan into drive; it idles forward slowly.

PETE
(to Myka)

You’ve got honors.

Myka places her hand over the button, gives it a tap, 
and... nothing.

PETE (CONT’D)
Hit it harder.

Myka slaps it.  Still nothing.  Pete stops the vehicle.

PETE (CONT’D)
Any ideas?
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MYKA
Wasn’t it glowing the last time?

PETE
Yeah.  But it didn’t glow the 
entire ride either, not until we 
got here.

MYKA
There’s got to be some sort of 
trigger.  Something that sets it 
off.  Claudia?

Claudia 2 points to herself. 

CLAUDIA 2
I dunno.  Ask Feynman.  No, wait - 
he’s dead.

There’s a groan from Artie.

CLAUDIA 2 (CONT’D)
What? Too soon?

MYKA 2
You said the button didn’t start 
glowing the first time until you 
were outside.

(beat)
And you arrived at the same time as 
Mayhew and Jordan.

(puzzles it out)
Maybe the link is more than 
dimensional.  Could it be spatial, 
too?  Claudia, does that make 
sense?  

CLAUDIA 2
You actually know what ‘spatial’ 
means?

MYKA 2
Quit acting like a child and tell 
me the answer!

CLAUDIA 2
Then quit treating me like one!

Claudia 2 and Myka 2 stare each other down.  After a tense 
moment, Myka 2 relents.
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MYKA 2
I’m sorry - are we on the right 
track?

CLAUDIA 2
(considers)

What you’re describing sounds like 
quantum entanglement.  Definitely 
something up Feynman’s alley - and 
it would make sense that the vans 
would have to share a sympathetic 
space to interact with one another!

Pete 2 puts his arm around Myka 2, proud.

PETE 2
See? There’s a reason we put up 
with you.

(beat, to Pete)
Would your Artie and Claudia be 
capable of figuring this out?

They look over at Claudia 2 and Artie 2.  Claudia 2 is 
chewing furiously on a hangnail while Artie 2 hums 
“Margaritaville.”

PETE
We should be all set.

MYKA 2 
Then where would they store the 
other van?

The Petes and Mykas catch their reflections in the dance 
studio mirror.

MYKA
Your people might have known this 
could happen. If so...

PETE
...they went outside.

Pete hops in the van, turns it on, shifts into drive. 

PETE (CONT’D)
Come on!

The van slowly moves forward, Pete careful not to cause a 
backfire.  Myka hops in; sure enough, as the van exits the 
motor pool, the red button starts to glow.
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EXT. WAREHOUSE 13 - DAY

The button is pulsing bright red as the van idles to a stop 
in front of the Warehouse.  This universe’s Warehouse team 
assembles in front of the van, waves goodbye.

PETE
Thanks for everything!

PETE 2
Don’t mention it!

MYKA 2
Don’t mention it!

Pete 2 and Myka 2 look at each other crossly.  There’s no 
resolution for these two any time soon.

ARTIE 2
Tell ‘em we say hi.

MYKA
Will do.

PETE 
Are you ready to rock?

MYKA
Hit me with your best shot.

Myka slams her hand down on the button.  Jefferson Airplane 
blasts out of the speakers.

“REMEMBER WHAT THE DORMOUSE SAID...”

The interior of the van is enveloped in white.

“FEED YOUR HEAD!”

The light POPS!  When it dissipates, only Artie and Claudia 
are waiting outside.  Pete and Myka jump out, embrace their 
friends.

PETE
Honey, I’m home!

CLAUDIA
Took you guys long enough!  I’m 
freezing out here.

Artie lets go out of Pete.  He reprimands him, but with no 
malice.

ARTIE
I told you not to touch anything.
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PETE
(conspiratorial, re: Myka)

Try telling her that.

No hard feelings. Everyone’s just glad to be where they 
belong.

FADE TO:

EXT. LEENA’S BED AND BREAKFAST - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING

INT. LEENA’S BED AND BREAKFAST - PARLOR - NIGHT

Leena, Pete, Myka, and Claudia unwind with a low impact game 
of Skip-bo. Pete’s slapping cards down all over the place.

PETE
And 11 and 12 and I am out!

CLAUDIA
Oh come on!  I barely got anything 
out of my pile!

She tosses a stack of some 20 cards into the middle.

PETE
I am still the champion.

He gets up, stretches out.

PETE (CONT’D)
I’m beat.  Except for a 
shock-induced blackout, I haven’t 
slept in days.

MYKA
I’m done, too.

The two head for the staircase, climbing out of view.

CLAUDIA
Next time we play Scrabble.

PETE
No way!  You use words that don’t 
exist!

CLAUDIA
Q-I is a word!  They take it in 
Words with Friends!

PETE (O.S.)
They take anything!
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INT. LEENA’S BED AND BREAKFAST - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Pete and Myka reach the door to Myka’s room.

MYKA
Some week.

PETE
Yep.

MYKA
Look... I hope I wasn’t too 
insufferable when we first started 
out.

PETE
Only if you say I wasn’t too 
reckless.

Myka can’t say that, now can she?  She smiles, and enters her 
room.  Pete smiles too and heads for his room.

INT. LEENA’S BED AND BREAKFAST - MYKA’S ROOM - NIGHT

Myka takes off her sweatshirt and goes to the closet to hang 
it up.  She pauses, and instead drops it on the floor before 
hopping into bed.

INT. LEENA’S BED AND BREAKFAST - PETE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Pete lies in bed with a flashlight and the manual open to 
page one.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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