
...AND THEN YOU DIE

Episode 2: “Killed By Death”

Written by John Elliott

ACT 1

FADE IN:

INT. CLUB - DAY

BOB and MATT sit on chairs outside the back office in a 
small club, deserted except for a BARTENDER polishing 
glasses behind the bar. Bob is vigorously scratching and 
picking at his ass.

BOB

Have you ever seen a chicken eating 

a monkey?

MATT

What? What are you talking about? 

Why would I have seen that?

BOB

I don’t know - I just figure at some 

point in the history of the universe 

a chicken must have eaten a monkey. 

Remind me to check for it on YouTube

tonight.

Matt observes Bob’s scratching with an expression of 
disgust.

MATT

By all means, dig in.



BOB

I’m having issues. It’s a mess back 

here. What am I supposed to do?

MATT

Um, have you ever heard of using 

toilet paper?

BOB

I did, dude. It didn’t take. I 

spent, like, two minutes wiping this 

morning, and I’ve still got this 

squishy itch - 

MATT

I’m not really interested in your 

case of swamp-ass right now, man. 

I’ve got more pressing concerns.

BOB

Such as?

MATT

Oh, I don’t know - the fact that we 

got bitten by an infected squirrel 

and now we’re frigging zombies, 

maybe? Or that we’re sitting here 

waiting to talk to your mafia loan 

shark? Or hey - how about the drugs 

and money you stole last night? 

Should I continue?

BOB

Ancient history, dude.
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MATT

Ancient history? That was all last 

night! And we haven’t even met with 

these goombahs yet!

BOB

There are people who complain about 

everything, Matt, and then there are 

people that work on solutions.

MATT

Oh, really? And I suppose you’re 

working on a solution, are you, 

Gandhi?

BOB

First of all, I’m not appreciating 

the attitude, man. Third: I’m 

clearly working on a solution. 

That’s why we’re here. To pay off my 

debt.

MATT

What do I care about that? That’s 

your problem. You brought that upon 

yourself. What about the rest of 

this mess?

BOB

Aw, does baby need his diaper 

changed? Does him need some talc for 

his rosy-red bottom?
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MATT

Oh, is this the direction you want 

to take it? You, who’s got your hand 

halfway into your digestive tract?

BOB

Irregardless.

MATT

Not a word.

BOB

Irregardless. Why don’t you try not 

worrying about every infinitesimal 

detail for, like, two seconds? I 

swear, you’re so neurotic - 

MATT 

No, that’s what you’re failing to 

understand - my problem’s not that 

I’m neurotic. It’s that I’m 

necrotic.

BOB

Look, Matt, if you’re just going to 

make up words - 

MATT

We’re dead, Bob!

BOB

What? Where do you get that? We’re 

totally not dead, dude. Stop being 

such a drama queen.

MATT

We’re undead.
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BOB

Exactly! Undead. That means “not 

dead”, man. Sheesh. Calm yourself.

MATT

Why does every conversation with you 

have to devolve into a pointless 

semantics debate? We are the living 

dead, man.

BOB

I know! Isn’t it rad?

MATT

Rad? By what Bizarro-World Dick 

Cheney logic is it rad?

BOB

Are you kidding me, man? We can do 

whatever we want! If anybody wants 

to kill us, they’ll need a silver 

bullet blessed by a blind priest! We 

can quit our jobs - we don’t need 

food or shelter anymore. Petty 

concerns like hunger and exposure to 

the elements no longer affect us. 

We’re immortal, like the ancient 

Roman god Dracula, or - who was that 

guy with the portrait? Oscar Wilde!

MATT

I can’t even keep track of how many 

mythologies you’re mixing up there. 

But, as usual,  you’re wrong anyway. 
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We can be killed, and we definitely 

still have to eat. In fact, one of 

the salient characteristics of 

zombies is their constant need for 

fresh brains. Jesus, have you 

managed to miss every movie made in 

the past 40 years?

BOB

Oh, right, because you’re the zombie 

expert.

MATT

No, you are.

BOB

Hey, I’ll put my real-life knowledge 

of zombies against your whitewashed 

Hollywood version any day, man. I’m 

the one who knew about the zombie 

squirrels, remember? Plus, I had an 

uncle who was a zombie.

MATT

Dude, how many times do we have to 

go over this? Your uncle wasn’t a 

zombie, he just had a stroke.

BOB

Yeah, a stroke of genius by passing 

off his zombie-ism as a legitimate 

medical condition. I once saw the 

guy eating Charlie’s brains back in 

‘Nam.
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Bob looks off into the distance; the sound of HELICOPTERS 
is heard.

MATT

Dear God, please halt the stream of 

idiocy issuing from your yap-hole. 

You aren’t even old enough to have 

been in ‘Nam. That was the food 

court at the mall, and your uncle 

was eating pho.

Bob stares into the air again, accompanied once more by the 
WHIRRING of helicopter blades.

BOB

Ah, yes, the food court. The horror. 

The horror.

MATT

Far be it from me to intrude on your 

complete psychotic break, but this 

raises a practical question: how are 

we going to decide whose brains 

we’re going to eat?

BOB

Expound.

MATT

Well, I assume we’re eventually 

going to develop a hunger for human 

brains.

BOB

I sure as hell hope so.
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MATT

So maybe we should come up with a 

system for determining who deserves 

to be eaten. That way we won’t end 

up eating kids or anything.

BOB

I don’t know, man - I bet kids are 

the best tasting. They’re probably 

all tender, like veal.

MATT

We are not eating kids!

Matt slaps Bob; Bob slaps back, and they engage in a slap 
fight for half a minute or so. The bartender looks up at 
them and shakes his head.

BOB

All right! No kids. Jeez. Maybe we 

should go after crack addicts. And 

meth-heads. You know, clean up the 

streets. Make it a crusade.

MATT

Are you insane? I’m not eating any 

crackheads! That’s a sure way to 

become addicted yourself.

BOB

Well, I’m all out of ideas.

MATT

Fine. We’ll figure it out later. 

What do I need to know about these 

guys we’re meeting? 
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Do I have to address either of them 

as “don” or kiss them anywhere? 

What’s the protocol?

BOB

Ah, don’t worry about it, man. 

They’re pretty casual. Just call 

them by their names.

MATT

All right. What are their names?

BOB

I have no idea. One of them I try 

not to deal with too much - guy’s a 

total aphid.

MATT

I have no idea what that means.

BOB

The other one’s pretty cool, though. 

He’s more of a peregrine falcon.

MATT

Great. Thanks for the heads up. Good 

looking out, man.

BOB

Oh, man, I hate that phrase - you 

know Randy Jackson?

MATT

Yeah. The American Idol guy.
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BOB

Yeah! He always says “Good looking 

out”, but he totally has no 

understanding of how to use it 

correctly. Completely ruined it for 

me.

MATT

I know! I’ve noticed that, too! 

Whiteness truly knows no race.

BOB

For real. The guy even played with 

Journey.

MATT

So sad.

The phone rings. The bartender picks it up and mumbles into 
it. He yells out to Bob and Matt.

BARTENDER

They’re ready to see you now.

Bob and Matt rise to enter the office.

BOB

How do I look? O.G. enough?

He breaks into a brief hip-hop dance.

MATT

I think I know whose brain I’ll be 

eating first.

INT. OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Bob and Matt sit in chairs across from VINNIE, seated at a 
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desk, and JOHNNY, who stands next to him.

BOB 

Let me ask you guys something: have 

you ever seen a chicken eating a 

monkey?

VINNIE

Yes, I have. It’s disgusting. 
(Motioning to Matt)

Who is this?

BOB

This is Matt. My...associate. He 

helped me come up with the money for 

you guys.

VINNIE

You was frisked at the door, right?

MATT

Oh, yes, sir. Quite invasively.

VINNIE

Good. My name’s Vinnie - 

MATT
(laughs)

Really? Vinnie? Wow, that’s so 

cliche!

Vinnie glares at him. Bob shakes his head at Matt.

BOB
(whispering)

Be cool, dude. This guy’s the aphid.

VINNIE

- and this is my associate, Johnny.
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BOB

I’ll never remember all that.

JOHNNY

You got the money?

BOB
(pulling a roll of bills 
out of his pocket)

Sure, right here. With interest, 

just like we talked about.

Johnny grabs the wad and counts it.

JOHNNY

There’s an extra thousand here.

BOB

Yeah, I brought that along as a 

little incentive. I’ve got a 

proposition for you guys.

MATT
(whispering)

What? What the hell are you doing? 

You paid them off; let’s just get 

out of here! This whole thing is 

creeping me out.

BOB
(whispering)

Dude, relax. These guys are strictly 

small-time. Do they look like 

enforcers to you? You think these 

two are muscle? Come on! Look at 

them! 
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They probably need a defibrillator 

nearby when they grate cheese! Don’t 

worry. I got this.

VINNIE

You know, we’re sitting, like, three 

feet away from you. We can hear 

everything you’re saying.

BOB

Of course you can, my good man, 

which brings me back to my 

proposition: I recently came into a 

fairly large quantity of a certain 

substance - 

JOHNNY

Burlap?

BOB

No. What a weird thing to guess. No, 

I’m talking about a certain illicit 

substance? Very popular with the 

youngsters? And glaucoma patients?

VINNIE

You want to sell us weed?

BOB

Yes! Yes, I want to sell you weed. 

Surely your organization has 

distribution channels - 
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VINNIE

What am I going to do with weed? 

What, does it look like I’m running 

a social club here?

MATT

Well, to be fair, Vinnie, it does 

say “Social Club” on the window out 

there.

VINNIE

It’s a figure of speech. It’s not 

meant to be taken literally. No, we 

don’t traffic in drugs. It’s an 

ethical matter with us.

MATT

Well, that makes sense. OK, let’s 

get going, Bob.

BOB

Wait a minute. Are you kidding me? 

The mob draws the line at selling 

pot?

MATT

You heard the man, Bob. I admire 

your integrity, sir. It’s been an 

absolute delight. So let’s go, man. 

We don’t want to be late.

BOB

Late for what? What are you talking 

about, dude? 
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I don’t have anywhere I need to be. 

Let’s hang out for a bit. Try to 

come to an agreement.

MATT

He’s such a scatterbrain. Remember, 

Bob? You scheduled a...phrenology 

appointment for this afternoon, so - 

BOB

I don’t know what you’re talking 

about, man. I don’t need any blood 

work done.

MATT
(whispering angrily)

Can we just please...

Johnny leans over and whispers in Vinnie’s ear. Vinnie 
shrugs.

VINNIE

Since you’ve been kind enough to 

offer us this business opportunity, 

perhaps I can interest you in a 

business opportunity of your own.

BOB

Lay it on me, man.

MATT
(whispering)

Aaaahhhhhh! What the hell is wrong 

with you? 

BOB
(whispering)

Are you even hearing this, man? 
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You know it’s been my lifelong dream 

to work for the mob!

MATT
(whispering)

Are you a chimp? Do you, seriously, 

have the mind of a chimp? They’re 

probably going to ask us to whack 

somebody for them!

BOB
(whispering)

Oh my God, dude. “Whack somebody”? 

Seriously? You’ve been watching way 

too much TV.

JOHNNY

We need you to whack a guy for us.

BOB

Aw, man! Really? You had to say 

“whack”? Way to play into the 

stereotype, dude.

JOHNNY

Look, youse guys stand to make a 

nice payday if you do this right.

BOB

Oh, great, now he’s starting up with 

the “youse”. I can’t tell you how 

disappointing this is to me.

MATT

All right, look, we appreciate you 

thinking of us, but we don’t know 

anything about whacking. 
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We’ve never whacked before. I’ve 

never even used a Weed Whacker.

Don’t you have pros for this kind of 

thing?

JOHNNY

Unfortunately, this just came up 

this morning, and most of our crew’s 

otherwise engaged. The guy we 

usually use just got diagnosed with 

the - what do you call it? The adult-

onset diabetes.

BOB

See, that’s tragic. It’s America’s 

secret shame. We’ve become a nation 

of fatties. That’s why I’ve got a 

daily workout regimen. You probably 

noticed my pecs - 

VINNIE

So, you interested or not?

BOB

We’re your men.

MATT
(whispering)

Stop! I have to draw the line at you 

dragging me into a murder! I can’t 

be a part of this!

BOB
(whispering)

You’re already part of it, man! 

17.

MATT (CONT'D)

(MORE)



You think they’re just going to let 

you go after telling you they’re 

planning to hit a guy?

MATT
(whispering)

Oh, God.

BOB
(whispering)

No, dude, think about it! This could 

be the answer to our dilemma! We 

need brains, why not kill two birds 

with one stone? We’ll take out some 

bad guys, feed the hunger, and get 

paid for it. Wait, that’s three 

birds. Three birds, dude! 

MATT
(whispering)

Well, when you put it like that...I 

hate you.

VINNIE

Frank, the bartender, will give you 

everything you need for the job.

Bob and Matt get up and shake hands with Vinnie and Johnny.

BOB

Excellent! As always, it’s a 

pleasure doing business with you, 

fellas. Quick question: what’s your 

position on eating the victim’s 

brain?
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END OF ACT 1
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ACT 2

INT. HOTEL - DAY

Matt lies on the bed, drinking a bottle of beer and 
watching TV.

BOB
(V.O., from inside 
bathroom)

Ow! Damn it!

MATT
(yelling)

What?

BOB
(V.O.)

I caught my nipple in a drawer.

Matt finishes swigging down his beer and opens another.

BOB (CONT'D)

Hey, man - have you experienced any 

weird zombie symptoms yet?

MATT

Like what?

BOB
(V.O.)

I don’t know - should my semen be 

black? Oh, wait - never mind. It’s 

only purple.

MATT

That’s great. Thanks for the play-by-

play of your bathroom experience, by 

the way.

BOB
(V.O.)

Hey, what are you watching?
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MATT

Dude, will you just come out? I’m 

not going to yell at you through the 

door.

Bob walks out of the bathroom.

BOB

Whoa, that’s the perfect shirt for 

you, man. Really makes your eyes 

pop.

MATT

Does it? Does it make my eyes “pop”? 

Hey, thanks a lot, Tyra. Maybe you 

can help me pick out a handbag after 

we finish killing a complete 

stranger later.

BOB

I’m going to say this as a friend: 

you’re not a pleasant drunk.

MATT

Screw this. I can’t sit around here 

thinking about tonight. Are you 

ready to go?

BOB

It’s not even close to time to go 

yet, man! The note says the guy’s 

got a dinner engagement downtown at 

7:00.
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MATT

Not that! The hospital! Remember the 

hospital? You promised me we’d use 

the rental car to go to the 

hospital, Bob. So we could get a 

professional medical opinion on our 

condition? I swear to God, man, do 

not even test me right now, because 

I will freak out!

BOB

All right, all right! We’ll go to 

the hospital. Dag! I thought alcohol 

was supposed to be a depressant.

MATT

Can we just go?

BOB

Fine. Let’s go to the hospital. 

INT. RENTAL CAR - MINUTES LATER

Bob drives down the street with Matt in the passenger seat.

MATT

We’re not going to the hospital, are 

we?

BOB

Hell no, we’re not. What do you 

think would happen if the medical 

establishment got ahold of us, man? 
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They’d sell us to the military to 

could breed a race of super-

soldiers! Or to Big Pharma as lab 

rats! They’d probably keep us 

strapped down to tables so they 

could extract our vital juices and 

anally probe us - 

MATT

Why would they anally probe us? 

You’re mixing up the pharmaceutical 

companies with aliens.

BOB

They’ve all got the same M.O., man. 

Pharma, aliens, the CIA, Disney - 

anally probe first and ask questions 

later. Intimidation is a big part of 

their scheme to turn us all into 

robots. And I, for one, refuse to be 

a party to it.

MATT

How is it you manage to be paranoid 

about exactly the wrong things? 

We’re involved with cold-blooded 

killers, and you’re worried about an 

E/R doctor? Haven’t you heard about 

the Hippocratic Oath?

BOB

Yeah, right. The last time I went to 

the doctor he called the cops on me!
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MATT

Because you stole his wallet!

BOB

Irrelevant. 

MATT

No, in fact, entirely relevant.

BOB

It’s a side issue, man! The fact is, 

doctor/patient confidentiality 

dictates that he should have 

approached me about it personally 

before having me arrested.

MATT

You got arrested because you used 

his credit card at a strip club and 

then kept using it there for the 

next five hours!

BOB

It’s like we’re not even speaking 

the same language.

MATT

Yeah, well, it doesn’t really 

matter, because I knew you’d renege 

on our deal. Which is why I brought 

this.

He pulls Bob’s pistol out of his waistband and points it at 
Bob.
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BOB

Oh, very nice! And you’re going to 

lecture me about stealing?

MATT

Take me to the hospital, Bob.

BOB

Oh, or what? You’re going to shoot 

me?

MATT

Just do the right thing, man.

BOB

Do not shoot me in this car, dude. I 

didn’t get the insurance.

MATT

Well, it’s good to see you’ve got 

your priorities straight.

BOB

What? I don’t care if you shoot me - 

I’m a zombie, man! You can’t kill 

me. But I’m not going to pay another 

dime to this rental company.

MATT

You should have bought the 

insurance. They offer it for a 

reason.

BOB

Yeah, to rip off idiots!
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MATT

Whatever. Are you going to go to the 

hospital?

BOB

Never! Go ahead and shoot me. I’ll 

just take it out of your cut.

MATT

You know, if you shoot a zombie in 

the head, the zombie will die. 

You’ve just got to take out its 

brain.

BOB

Oh, what, so now you’re threatening 

to kill me? You’d better not be 

threatening to kill me, dude.

MATT

Really? I’m finding it kind of 

enjoyable, actually.

BOB

Oh, yeah? All right, I didn’t want 

to have to do this, man, but you’ve 

forced my hand.

Bob pulls a pistol from his pants and aims it at Matt.

MATT

What the hell? You’ve got another 

gun?
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BOB

Oh, mais oui, mon frere. Guns are 

like cell phones - you should always 

have a spare.

MATT

Wait, you have two cell phones? 

Nobody even calls you on one!

BOB

It’s called planning ahead, my 

friend. You never know when it’s 

going to save your life. You’d 

understand if you’d been to ‘Nam.

MATT

How did you get them to sell you 

guns anyway? I’d think your name 

would be on some central list and 

they’d send your picture out to all 

the shops or something.

BOB

Yeah, like I really bought these 

legally.

MATT

So, what are we going to do?

BOB

I don’t know. It seems we’re at a 

bit of an impasse.
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MATT

Where were you planning on going if 

you weren’t going to go to the 

hospital?

BOB

I was going to go see Klaus.

MATT

Oh, come on! Your drug dealer?

BOB

He’s a lawyer, OK?

MATT

Oh, really? So you’re just going to 

seek his counsel? Going to give him 

some hot tips on how to outrun an 

ambulance? Please, illuminate for me 

the complex legal machinations you 

need to retain his services for.

BOB

OK. Well, I was going to have him 

enter me into a binding contract 

whereby he, the party of the first 

part, agrees to unload all this weed 

for me, the party of the second 

part.

MATT

Jesus, man.

BOB

Look, I can’t move this kind of 

volume on my own. 
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What do you want me to do, just 

flush it down the toilet? This is 

serious money. Let’s just try to get 

all this disagreeable business out 

of the way, and then we can 

concentrate on the zombie stuff.

MATT

Does it have to be Klaus? I can’t 

stand that guy.

BOB

What’s wrong with Klaus?

MATT

He’s got that annoying Euro-trash 

accent, and he’s always saying 

things that don’t make any sense. 

His entire half of the conversation 

consists of non sequiturs.

BOB

Oh, he’s just eccentric.

MATT

No, he’s not rich enough to be 

eccentric. When you’re not wealthy, 

you’re not eccentric - you’re just 

weird.

BOB

Well, he’s the only guy I know who 

can sell it in this quantity. Come 

on, it’ll just take a minute. I 

promise. Truce?
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MATT

Fine. What do I even care anymore?

BOB

Are you going to put the gun down?

MATT

Nah, I kind of like this. It’s like 

being in an old-school double-cross 

heist movie or something.

BOB

Yeah, this is pretty bad-ass. OK, we 

can keep the guns pointed at each 

other, but you’re on lookout for 

potholes.

Bob suddenly looks disgusted.

BOB (CONT'D)

Dude, did you just cut one?

MATT

Yeah.

INT. KLAUS’S APARTMENT - DAY

Bob and Matt sit on the couch across from KLAUS in his 
living room. Klaus is playing a video game as he talks to 
them.

KLAUS

So, this offer you are making 

towards me - it creates a tempest in 

both my heart and my loins.
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BOB

Good. That’s good, man. That’s the 

reaction I was going for.

KLAUS

Before I decide, allow me to make 

offer to you: if you ever meet a dog 

named Marcus, you go right up to it 

and shake its paw. Because believe 

me, you’ve just met a dog you can 

trust with your life.

MATT

Yeah, that’s groovy, man. What about 

the drugs? You’re a drug dealer, 

right? Do you want to do this deal 

or not?

KLAUS

I had a dog once. I named him Jeremy 

Piven. Then I had to kill him. 

MATT

Why the hell would you do that?

KLAUS

Because Jeremy Piven is spoiled, 

arrogant man! You see the way he 

conducts himself on the television - 

he acts like disgusting baby! I will 

not brook such insolence under my 

roof!
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MATT

All right! Jesus. Calm down. Nobody 

here is a fan of Jeremy Piven.

KLAUS

I sincerely hope this is so.

Klaus puts his controller down and stands up.

KLAUS (CONT'D)

Now, if you’ll be so kind as to 

pardon me, I must make the 

urination. I do love relieving 

myself.

He walks into the bathroom.

MATT

This guy’s a freakazoid. Why are we 

winding him up? Can’t we just bring 

these bags down to the junior high 

and sell them there?

BOB

Relax, man. You know how Klaus 

rolls. Just be cool.

MATT

This guy’s stressing me, man. He’s 

probably going to come out of the 

bathroom with a pistol like Michael 

Corleone! And what’s with all that 

“I must make the urination” stuff? 

The dude’s been living in this 

country for, like, 25 years! 
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BOB

I don’t know, man. Maybe he talks 

that way because women like his 

accent.

MATT

Oh, yeah, chicks can’t get enough of 

those harsh Teutonic tones. 

Klaus comes out of the bathroom and sits back down in his 
chair.

BOB
(whispering; to Matt)

Shh, dude! He’s back.

Matt glares at Bob.

KLAUS

So, what have you decided?

BOB

We’re waiting for you to make a 

decision, Klaus.

KLAUS

Yes, of course. I often confuse 

myself with others. Have you met my 

pigeon, Jeremy Piven?

He reaches behind his seat and pulls out a dead stuffed 
pigeon. He holds it out before them, gripping it by the 
neck.

MATT

What the mommy! Is that thing 

stuffed?
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KLAUS

Indeed. I have been experimenting 

with the amateur - what’s the word I 

grasp for?

MATT

Taxidermy?

KLAUS

No. Pigeon-stuffing.

He sets the pigeon down on an end table.

KLAUS (CONT’D)

Enough of your gorgeous tomfoolery! 

So, to your proposition. There is 

merely one reasonable way to 

determine whether I shall accept: 

dance-off!

He leaps up and claps his hands twice; the stereo switches 
on, blaring TECHNO MUSIC. Klaus breaks into a bizarre 
interpretive dance; Bob gets up and busts his own awkward, 
uncoordinated moves. They trade off for a minute or so, 
until Klaus again claps his hands twice and the music 
stops; both men return to their seats.

KLAUS (CONT’D)

It is obvious to even a retarded 

baby that you have bested me at the 

unholy art of the dance. Therefore I 

shall honor your request. I only ask 

that you honor my request in turn.

MATT

Oh my God, am I in Hell?
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BOB

Sure, Klaus. Whatever you want.

KLAUS

(picking up the pigeon)

I wish for you to take Jeremy Piven

with you on your journey. He will 

act as your familiar, and protect 

you from evil spirits and Eastern 

European merchant swindlers. And he 

is also the sexual icebreaker with 

the ladies. 
(he looks at Matt)

Or the men.

Matt stands up and gets in Klaus’s face.

MATT

Oh, you want to go, Colonel Klink?

You want to get into a little World 

War II re-enactment up in this 

piece?

KLAUS
(standing)

You take offense where none was 

intended, my friend. I merely 

assumed you were gay because you 

appear so entirely effeminate. But 

surely there is no need for the gay 

panic. 
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All love is a beautiful thing, even 

that between a man and his cow. 

Shall we French kiss to prove this 

maxim?

MATT

No, we shall not. Just give me your 

creepy dead bird so we can get out 

of here.

KLAUS

As you like it.
(He hands Matt the pigeon, 
then sniffs him)

Has anyone ever told you that you 

smell like a cross between a 

Wal*Mart greeter and a Filet o’ Fish 

sandwich?

MATT

Yeah, that was my high school 

yearbook caption. You ready, Bob?

Bob stands.

BOB

Yeah, we should really get going, 

man. Thanks for the pigeon, Klaus. 

Oh, hey - have you got some Ecstasy 

for sale, by any chance?

KLAUS

Ecstasy? Of course. Let me just hop 

in my time machine and set the 

controls for 1996.
(Laughs uproariously)
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Oh, snap, bitch! You see what I did 

there? But I joke. I have no 

Ecstasy.

MATT

Yeah, too bad. 
(Yanks Bob’s arm and heads 
for the door)

Maybe next time. We can get together 

and listen to some of your horrible 

rave music and get all emo and crap.

KLAUS

I would like this very much.

Bob and Matt exit; Klaus stands in the doorway calling out 
to them.

KLAUS (CONT’D)

Goodbye, my friends. Goodbye, Jeremy 

Piven! I love you! You be sure and 

watch over these two!

He shuts the door.

KLAUS (CONT’D)

Oh, yes - you’ll watch over them, 

all right.

He laughs diabolically, then abruptly stops.

KLAUS (CONT’D)

Wait, what am I laughing at? That 

was entirely inappropriate. I meant 

to cough.

HE COUGHS - SOFTLY AT FIRST, BUT BUILDING TO A THROAT-
SEARING CACOPHONY.
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KLAUS (CONT’D)

Emphysema.

END OF ACT 2.
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ACT 3

INT. RENTAL CAR - NIGHT

Bob and Matt sit in the car, parked on a city street, guns 
in their hands, watching the pedestrians.

BOB

You know what I like about sarcasm? 

It allows you to lie and yet tell 

the truth at the same time.

MATT

I told you: I’ll sit here with you 

as long as I don’t have to listen to 

your stoned goon-babble. Otherwise I 

can just go get some chicken tenders 

or something.

BOB

Dude, look at all these hipsters. 

It’s like a plague.

MATT

Have you looked in the mirror 

lately, Mr. Indie record store 

clerk?

BOB

Come on, man. I’m too old to be a 

hipster.

MATT

Well, you’re certainly too old to be 

working in a record store.
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BOB

Besides, I don’t have a stupid 

geometric haircut or wear skinny 

jeans.

MATT

Thank God for small favors.

BOB

I mean, just look at them, with 

their stupid hats and beards! Oh my 

God, check this dude out! Is that a 

faux-hawk? I got my ass kicked in 

high school for having a mohawk so 

this poser can walk around with that 

abomination on his head and listen 

to mall punk? Hey, nice tattoo 

sleeve, loser! Why don’t you go 

drink some Pabst Blue Ribbon?

MATT

First of all, you didn’t get your 

ass kicked in high school because 

you had a mohawk, you got it kicked 

because you were an asshole.

BOB

Well, I think that’s debatable.

MATT

Second, aren’t you doing exactly 

what you’re accusing those guys in 

high school of doing to you? Judging 

people based on their appearance?
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BOB

Wow, that was a heartwarming PSA

there, Mother Goose. You should 

really try to get a job writing 

those “The More You Know” ads.

MATT

Man, you really are living in 1996, 

aren’t you?

BOB

Anyway, this is totally different 

than the high school situation.

MATT

How is it different?

BOB

I never had a scraggly hippie beard 

in high school, man!

MATT

Right. Chicken tenders it is.

BOB

No! Come on, dude. I need you to 

help me recognize this guy.

MATT

You’ve got his picture right in 

front of you!

BOB

Oh, OK, why don’t I just sit here 

staring at his picture, trying to 

memorize his features, and he walks 

by and I totally miss him. 
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MATT

What do you need to memorize? The 

guy looks just like Skip Johnson!

BOB

The muppet?

MATT

No, you fool! There was no muppet

named “Skip Johnson”! The kid we 

went to elementary school with.

BOB

Oh. Was he the guy that sneezed that 

one time?

MATT

Forget it.

Bob taps matt on the shoulder.

BOB

Dude, are you seeing what I’m 

seeing?

MATT

I seriously doubt it.

BOB

These guys are trying to hoist a 

piano up through their window and 

they’ve got the knot tied in a 

Portuguese Bowline!

He rolls down the window and shouts out.
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BOB (CONT’D)

You need a Versatackle knot for that 

thing! A Versatackle!

INT. LOFT LIVING ROOM - A SECOND LATER

JEFF and NICK stand at an open window, pulling the piano up 
with rope attached to a pulley.

NICK

See, Jeff? I told you. That knot was 

all wrong. Even homeless people are 

shouting corrections at us!

JEFF

So, once again, everything’s my 

fault. I suppose this will be all 

the excuse you need to sleep with 

Todd again, right?

INT. RENTAL CAR - A SECOND LATER

MATT

Forget about that, man. There he is.

He points to a MAN walking up the sidewalk across the 
street.

BOB

What the cluck, man? They said he’d 

be at least another 20 minutes.

MATT

Oh, are you busy? Let’s go! And for 

God’s sake, stop with the fake 

profanity.

BOB

All right, hold on.
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He opens the glove compartment and pulls out the dead 
pigeon and his Precious Moments figurine.

BOB (CONT’D)

Our good luck charms.

He kisses each one on their heads.

BOB (CONT’D)

Jeremy Piven, Francis Albert, please 

imbue us with your holy spirits and 

allow us to kill this fat bastard 

without any annoying complications.

MATT

Will you put that disgusting thing 

away and come on?

BOB

It was a gift from Klaus.

MATT

I’m not talking about the pigeon.

Bob puts the items back in the glove compartment and he and 
Matt stick their guns in their pockets and exit the car.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Bob and Matt stop their target on the sidewalk.

BOB

Excuse me, sir, do you have the 

time?

MAN

What are you asking me for? You’ve 

got a watch on your wrist.
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BOB

Wrong! It’s time for me to blow your 

stupid head off, scumbag!

MAN

Who the hell are you?

BOB

Who am I? I’m the jack of diamonds, 

bitch, and you’re nothing but the 

queen of crap.

MAN

That doesn’t even make sense.

BOB

Shut up! I’ll ask the questions 

here.

MATT

He’s right, though, Bob. A queen 

beats a jack.

BOB

Well, diamonds beat crap, so...

MATT

Maybe, but there’s no crap suit in 

playing cards, so it’s kind of 

confusing.

BOB

OK, so I mixed up my face cards. It 

worked out a lot better when I 

rehearsed it this afternoon.
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MAN

Are you two ladies finished 

gossiping? Because I’ve got places 

to be.

BOB

I think you fail to grasp the 

gravity of the situation here, man. 

These are guns in our pockets.

MAN

Oh, really?

BOB

Show him, Matt.

MATT

What? I’m not pulling out a pistol 

on a public street!

BOB

Man, you’re screwing up the whole 

plan!

MATT

What plan? I’m just along for the 

ride. This is all you.

BOB

Dude, you’re totally embarrassing me 

here. Just be a man and show him 

your gun.

MATT

No.

BOB
(Jumping up and down; 
screaming)
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AAAAHHHHH! Why are you sassing me 

right now? OK, OK, let’s all calm 

down and try not to make a scene. 

Matt, pull out your gun.

MAN

Is this the pathetic state of mob 

enforcement today? Just so you know, 

I’ve got a gun in my pocket, too, 

and it’s aimed at your groin, if 

you’ve got one. You think after 

dealing with Johnny and Vinnie for 

this long I go anywhere without 

packing heat?

BOB

Man, I wish I could pull off saying 

“packing heat” like that.

MAN

Well, you can’t.

MATT

So we’ve got a Mexican standoff.

BOB

Why does everything have to be 

racial with you? Mexicans are a 

proud and hard-working people, with 

a rich, vibrant culture, and I’m 

sure they’re capable of having a 

normal standoff without any 

stereotypical baggage thrown in.
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MAN
(To Matt)

What do you say we both just shoot 

him and go grab a beer?

BOB

Well, see, you might think you’ve 

got us in the same kind of pickle 

we’ve got you in, but there’s 

something you don’t know. See, we

can’t die - 

The piano falls from the air and lands on the man, crushing 
him.

INT. LOFT LIVING ROOM - A SECOND LATER

Jeff and Nick look out the window to the street below.

NICK

Oh, God! My piano! I told you we 

should hire professionals, but oh, 

no! “I know how to tie a knot. Why 

should we pay for someone else to do 

it”?

JEFF

I never heard you complain about my 

technique when I tied you up.

NICK
(Giggling)

Oh, stop! You’re so bad!

EXT. CITY STREET - A SECOND LATER

Bob and Matt stand over the piano, staring down.

BOB

You think he’s dead?
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MATT

Man, he’s beyond dead. He’s toast. 

No - he’s toast that’s been utterly 

annihilated, like some toast that 

was at ground zero for the Hiroshima 

bombing. He’s not even toast 

molecules. He’s more an afterthought 

of toast.

BOB

Since when do pianos fall on people? 

That was like something out of a 

cartoon!

MATT

Yeah, you’d be surprised how much I 

say that to myself when I hang out 

with you.

BOB

All right, this might sound a little 

harsh - 

MATT

Hit me.

BOB

- but that was totally awesome!

MATT
(High-fiving Bob)

It was cool as hell.

BOB

It missed us by that much!
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MATT

You know what’s even cooler? We’re 

going to get paid when some guy who 

didn’t know how to tie a knot did 

all the work.

BOB

That’s the American way, brother.

MATT

It would almost be a great end to a 

horrible day if we weren’t still 

zombies.

BOB

Dude, I’m getting a little tired of 

you constantly putting down your 

zombie heritage.

MATT

What heritage? We’ve been zombies 

for twenty-four hours!

BOB

Why are you so down on it? Women 

love zombies!

MATT

No, women love vampires. Vampire 

stories are sexual metaphors, so 

they can get off on it without 

having to feel gross for watching 

porn. Guys go to the Romero flicks, 

and chicks dig Twilight and True 

Blood.
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BOB

You know what I just realized? How 

are we going to eat this guy’s 

brains now?

MATT

Yeah, I guess that’s out.

The sound of SIRENS becomes louder in the distance.

MATT (CONT’D)

Here comes the 5-0. You want to go 

get drunk?

BOB

Yeah, screw it.

FADE OUT.

END OF EPISODE
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