
...AND THEN YOU DIE

Episode 3: “Deadbeat Club”

Written by John Elliott

ACT 1

INT. SHOWER - MORNING

Matt is in the hotel shower, singing Fatboy Slim’s remixed 
version of The Beastie Boys’s “Body Movin’”.

(CONT’D)

MATT
(Singing)

Body movin’, we be body movin’
Body, body, body, body, body, body, body, body...

Bob opens the shower curtain.

BOB

Hey. What’s going on?

MATT

What the hell, man?

BOB

I got the van, dude.

MATT

I don’t care! I’m taking a shower! 

Wait - why did you get a van? I 

thought you were going to get 

something environmentally conscious.

BOB

No, dude, I had to buy it! They let 

me have it for practically nothing, 

and it’s totally awesome!



MATT

Damn it, Bob, it better not have 

some airbrushed Frank Frazetta

sorcerer crap on the side. 

BOB

Come on, man. Give me some credit.

MATT

All right. Now GET OUT!

BOB

OK, don’t pull a groin muscle. I can 

take a hint.

Bob closes the shower curtain and Matt resumes showering. 
After a moment, Bob opens the curtain again.

MATT
(Screaming)

Aaahhhh! What?!

BOB

Are you going to be long, man? I’ve 

got to crap a midget.

INT. RECORD STORE - MORNING

Bob stands behind the counter of an independent record 
store. A CUSTOMER approaches him and lays some CDs on the 
counter. Bob begins ringing them up.

BOB

Did you find everything all right 

today?
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CUSTOMER

Actually, I had a little trouble 

figuring out your classification 

system. I couldn’t find Styx.

BOB

Oh, Styx? Yeah, they’re over in the 

“hard atheism” section, because 

their success is proof no personal 

God could possibly exist. Your total 

comes to $47.93.

The customer hands him a credit card. He swipes it and 
hands it back.

CUSTOMER

Do you really think it’s a good idea 

to insult your customers’ tastes? I 

could just as easily download these 

albums at home, you know.

BOB

Oh, no, wouldn’t want to alienate 

the Styx fans! Why, we’d stand to 

lose up to $30.00 A year! Look, man, 

if you want to go buy your ‘70s 

corporate douche-rock in a 

compressed, lossy format, be my 

guest. MP3s are great. If you hate 

music.

CUSTOMER

Wow, aren’t you cool? Well, guess 

what, Fonzie? 
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You’ve managed to put another nail 

in the coffin of the independent 

record store. You’ve just lost 

yourself a customer.

BOB

Yeah, that’s tragic. 
(Handing him the CDs)

Here’s your shitty crap. Have a good 

one.

CUSTOMER

You’re an asshole.

The customer walks away to leave the store.

BOB
(Yelling after him)

I’m fine with that. As long as the 

soundtrack to being an asshole 

doesn’t include “Mr. Roboto” and 

“Come Sail Away”! Moron.

Bob’s boss, MITCH, walks up to him.

MITCH

Bob.

BOB
(Sighing)

Hey, Mitch.

MITCH

Bob, how long have you been working 

here?

BOB

I don’t know. Fifty years?
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MITCH

And yet I still have to have these 

talks with you. And you know how 

much I hate siding with the 

customers. But this one was right.

BOB

What? Are you on heroin? Did you 

just shoot some sweet black tar 

heroin, man? Styx is the worst band 

in the history of everything! I 

swear to God, if you tell me that 

guy knows anything about decent 

music, I’ll quit all your over face.

MITCH

You know I’m not defending Styx. I’m 

talking about your classification 

system. When I asked you to re-

categorize things, I meant for you 

to ensure it would be easier to find 

things, not to make the sections 

completely arbitrary. 

BOB

I hardly think they’re arbitrary, 

man.

MITCH

Hardly arbitrary? You’ve got a 

section called “kill yourself”.
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BOB

How is that not valid? It’s music 

that makes you want to kill 

yourself. Eminently rational.

MITCH

And you think it was eminently 

rational to put Diana Ross in there?

BOB

Not all Diana Ross. Just the 

soundtrack from Mahogany. 

MITCH

And how on Earth do you expect 

people to find that?

BOB

Uh, it’s frighteningly simple, man. 

They’ll come in feeling all emo, 

looking for music that makes them 

want to kill themselves, and then 

boo-ya, bitch! - there’s a whole 

section just for your sorry ass. You 

got the Moody Blues, Limp Bizkit, 

Creed, Enya, The Eagles - it makes 

perfect sense.

MITCH

Uh huh. And why would anybody want 

to buy this music?
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BOB

Are you for real? There are plenty 

of pathetic suicidal losers 

shuffling around looking for music 

to buy. It’s an untapped market, 

dude. You’ve just got to speak to 

them in their own cuckoo drug-addled 

language. That’s where I come in.

MITCH

OK, what about this?
(Holds up plaque)

“Fish fry”. Why do we have a section 

called “Fish fry”?

BOB

Seems pretty self-explanatory to me.

MITCH

Well, it’s not.

BOB

Come on, man! It’s music to listen 

to at a fish fry. Do I need to write 

it in Braille?

MITCH

You’ve got the B-52s, the soundtrack 

to “Hair”, Mozart, Cher and “Metal 

Machine Music” in there.

BOB

Well, yeah, that’s what I’d want to 

listen to at a fish fry. What would 

you play? Wang Chung? 
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(Laughs) 

Wang Chung. That fish fry would be a 

sadistic joke.

MITCH

And why is “Let It Be” filed under 

George Harrison?

BOB

Yeah, I don’t consider that a 

legitimate Beatles album.

MITCH

You’ve got “Cut The Crap” under him, 

too.

BOB

Well, I don’t consider that a 

legitimate Clash album. See? It’s 

all consistent.

MITCH

This is exactly where we always end 

up. You can’t just make up your own 

rules - 

BOB
(V.O., thinking)

Oh my God, dude, I want to eat your 

brains right now. Just gnaw right 

through your flabby skull and chomp 

down like a pit bull on an infant. 

But how am I supposed to chew 

through a skull? My teeth aren’t any 

sharper or stronger. 
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Man, those movies are some straight-

up bull puckey! They totally sugar-

coat the zombie experience. Hey, 

wait a minute! I’ve got the hunger! 

Oh, this is going to cause all kinds 

of scheduling conflicts for me, I 

can tell. Damn. I’m going to have to 

come up with a plan to get some 

brains before I kill somebody I know 

and get fired.

BOB’S MOTHER
(V.O., in his head)

Bob!

BOB
(V.O.)

Mom?

BOB’S MOTHER
(V.O.)

I will not stand by and listen to my 

son talk about eating people’s 

brains. Is that how I raised you? Is 

that the cool new thing now, eating 

brains? Why don’t you just get a 

cheeseburger?

BOB
(V.O.)

I already ate a cheeseburger today, 

mom. For breakfast. 

DARTH VADER
(V.O.)

Come to the dark side.
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BOB
(V.O.)

Darth Vader? What are you doing in 

my head? I don’t even like Star 

Wars. And frankly, your contribution 

adds nothing to the discussion.

BOB’S MOTHER
(V.O.)

Bob! Are you even listening to me? 

Or are you too busy chatting with 

your movie star friends?

BOB
(V.O.)

Mom! God! Can I please just have 

some space? I need to work this all 

out. And, as usual, your nagging’s 

not helping.

BOB’S MOTHER
(V.O.)

Your father would be rolling over in 

his grave if he could see what 

you’re becoming.

BOB
(V.O.)

Dad’s not even dead, ma! He’s 

probably rolling over in a pool of 

his own beer puke on the couch right 

now.

BOB’S MOTHER
(V.O.)

Be that as it may.
(Belches)
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Just promise me you’ll think about 

it, OK, Bob?

BOB’S FATHER
(V.O.)

Damn it, Trina, where’s my sandwich?

BOB’S MOTHER
(V.O.)

Why don’t you try looking up your 

fat ass, Mark? I’m not your goddamn

maid! Bob, will you think about it?

BOB
(V.O.)

Yes! Yes! I’m going to give it 

serious consideration right now! So 

will you please leave?
(beat)

Thank you.
(beat)

It seems weird that scientists 

haven’t genetically engineered a 

flying dolphin yet. A flying dolphin 

that could shoot lasers from its 

eyes. Oh, and it could also be an 

ATM. Damn, that would be sweet! A 

flying laser dolphin ATM! Where the 

hell is all that government funding 

going, anyway?

MITCH

So, are we cool?

BOB

What? Oh, yeah, dude. Totally.
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BOB (CONT’D)
(V.O.)

I am going to eat your brain, you 

sad little bitch.

INT. VAN - AFTERNOON

Bob and Matt sit in the driver’s seat and passenger seat, 
respectively. They are parked outside an elementary school, 
and parents picking up their children walk by the van 
windows shooting them disgusted looks and shouting at them.

MATT

I think I know why this van was so 

cheap.

EXT. OUTSIDE SCHOOL - A SECOND LATER

The van is a white “kidnapper” van with no rear windows.

INT. VAN - A SECOND LATER

BOB

Five hundred bucks, dude. You can’t 

beat that with a coat hanger. When 

you think about it, I couldn’t 

afford not to buy it.

MATT

All right, shut up. Hey, there’s 

Laura! Roll down the window!

Bob rolls the window down, and Matt yells out.

MATT (CONT’D)

Laura! Over here!

LAURA walks up to the driver’s side window.
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LAURA

Really, guys? Oh, hey, Bob. What a 

shock to find out it’s you driving 

this thing.

CHELSEA, a student, comes up to Laura and tugs at her 
shirt.

CHELSEA

Miss Wagner! It’s the stranger 

danger truck!

LAURA

No, sweetie, it’s OK. This is just 

the clueless idiot mobile. But I’m 

proud of you for recognizing 

potential hazards. I’ll see you 

tomorrow, Chelsea.

BOB

Are you going to get in, or should 

we come back when you’re finished 

wiping these kids’ asses?

LAURA

Congratulations, Bob! You’re still a 

dick!

BOB

You’re welcome, Laura! I love 

spending my free time chauffeuring 

you around!

MATT

All right, guys, come on. Let’s get 

going.
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Laura and Bob make faces at each other, then she walks 
around and gets in the back of the van.

LAURA

Jesus, Bob, there aren’t even any 

seats back here!

BOB

I know. Isn’t it rad? I’m thinking 

about putting in a bar.

INT. VAN - AFTERNOON

The van is stopped at a light. There is a steady HONK from 
a car horn.

BOB

Oh my God, what is this guy’s 

problem?
(Sticks his hand out the 
window and flips the 
driver behind him off)

Screw you, buddy! The light’s red!

MATT

Uh, dude, that’s you.

Bob looks down and sees that his palm is pressed against 
the horn. He releases it.

BOB

Oh. My bad.

The DRIVER of the car behind him pulls up beside him.

DRIVER

You got a problem, man?

BOB

Oh, sorry, dude - no habla Ingles.
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DRIVER

What did you say?

BOB

Mooooooooo.

The light changes, and Bob speeds off.

BOB (CONT'D)

Is he following us? Can you see him 

in the mirror?

LAURA

I’ll tell you: all I can see from 

here is a big ol’ douche.

BOB

Excuse me? Excuse me? Are you 

calling me - you know, I find that 

insult misogynistic.

LAURA

Oh, does “douche” offend your 

feminist sensibilities?

BOB

That’s right. And I’m a bit 

surprised to hear you selling out 

your gender like that, frankly.

LAURA

Oh, really?

BOB

Indeed.
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LAURA

Hm. That’s funny, because I recall 

you using that phrase yourself 

about, oh, a jillion times.

BOB

What? How dare you - wait, how did 

this get turned around to be about 

me? This isn’t about me.

LAURA

Oh, I think it is, since you’re the 

one who’s a douche.

BOB

I am not a douche!

LAURA

You’re the douchebag of Notre

Douche.

BOB

I’m the what? That’s not - do you 

think that’s clever? Matt, is that 

supposed to be witty?

LAURA

Sorry, was that reference too 

highbrow for you? How about one 

closer to your reading level?

BOB

Please. I can’t wait.

LAURA

“Horton Hears A Douche”.
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BOB

How does that even conceivably make 

sense?

LAURA

Oh, that’s right - you’re a music 

guy, aren’t you? Maybe you’d prefer 

to hear it in song form?

BOB

Oh, you’re going to sing now?

LAURA

That’s right. I’m about to sing your 

face off.

BOB

Well, bring it, Whitney! Drop some 

of that magical science on me.

LAURA
(Singing Led Zeppelin’s 
“Whole Lotta Love”, with 
guitar sound effects)

You’re a whole lotta douche! You’re 

a whole lotta douche!

Bob slams on the brakes.

BOB

All right, goddamn it! That’s it! 

Dude, I know you want to bone this 

chick or whatever - 

MATT

Oh, Christ.
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BOB

- but I refuse to be subjected to 

this blatant sexism any longer. 

Laura, get your ass out.

LAURA

Fine with me. We’re right in front 

of Matt’s place anyway.

BOB

I said good day, sir!

LAURA

Come on, Matt.

She opens the door and gets out. Matt follows.

MATT
(Shutting the door behind 
him)

See you later, man.

BOB

Once again, victory is mine.

The driver pulls up and parks across the street. He exits 
his vehicle.

DRIVER

Hey, child molester! Get out of the 

van.

BOB

Can’t do that, man. But I’ll tell 

you what: I was rude to you back 

there, and I apologize. Let me make 

it up to you.
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DRIVER

Yeah? How are you going to do that?

BOB

I don’t know - how about with my 

balls across your nose, bitch? 

He rolls up the window.

BOB (CONT’D)

Dumb-ass.

He slams his foot down on the gas pedal; there’s a GRINDING 
sound, and the engine dies.

BOB (CONT’D)

Well, shit.

END OF ACT 1
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ACT 2

INT. MATT’S APARTMENT - EVENING

Matt and Laura are in the kitchen; Matt is mixing drinks.

MATT

So, you want to move in here? With 

me? Not that I’m not...aroused by 

the idea, but why?

LAURA

Oh, I’ve just got a lot going on 

right now, you know? I feel like 

it’s time for a change. Start a new 

chapter.

MATT

Yeah, but...that doesn’t really 

explain anything. It’s kind of just 

New Age-y buzzwords, isn’t it?

LAURA

What? Where is this coming from? Why 

wouldn’t I want to move in with my 

best bud?

She punches him playfully on the shoulder.

MATT

Because you never have before? Any 

of the many, many times I asked 

you...

LAURA

I wasn’t ready then.
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MATT

But you are now, all of a sudden?

LAURA

Yeah, I feel like I’m in a whole new 

headspace, you know? Like it’s time 

to bury the past and put away 

childish things; get out of my rut. 

Also, I got evicted.

MATT

You got evicted?

LAURA

And you know how everybody tells you 

you have squatters’ rights? Turns 

out that’s a bunch of bullshit. Hey, 

you know what these drinks need? A 

nice twist of lime.

She grabs a butcher knife and a lime from the counter and 
begins cutting.

LAURA (CONT’D)

Jeez, Matt, ever heard of a knife 

sharpener? This is like trying to 

chisel a rock with a butter knife.

MATT

Here, let me do it.

LAURA

No, I’ve got it.

MATT

It’s no problem.
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He reaches for the knife right as she takes a powerful 
swing in an attempt to produce enough force to slice the 
lime; the blade gets embedded in his forearm. They both 
SCREAM.

LAURA

Oh my God! Please don’t sue me! 

There’s no way I can afford your 

medical expenses right now! Let’s 

blame it on a homeless person. 

They’re perfect scapegoats - they 

never have alibis. Or Bob! It would 

be our word against his, and he’s 

got no credibility!

MATT

No, it’s OK. I’m fine. There’s 

something I should tell you...

Bob, battered and bloody, bursts through the door and 
rushes over to them.

BOB

Dude, we’ve got a major problem 

downstairs - what the hell happened 

to your arm?

MATT

Oh, Laura accidentally stabbed me.

Bob lunges at Laura and tackles her to the ground.

MATT (CONT’D)

Dude! I said it was an accident.

BOB

I know.
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EXT. STREET - EVENING

Bob, Matt and Laura stand outside the van looking in 
through the open back doors. Inside is the driver, beaten 
and unconscious, his hands and feet bound with cloth.

MATT

Sweet Christ on the crapper, man! 

What did you do?

LAURA

It’s nice to see you didn’t wait 

long to use the van for its intended 

purpose.

BOB

I had no choice! The guy came at me, 

man. You don’t jump into the polar 

bear cage at the zoo and expect not 

to get severely F’ed up.

LAURA

And you’re the polar bear?

BOB

That’s right. I’m the polar bear. 

You might want to remember that, 

miss thang.

LAURA

Oh, is that a threat? And I suppose 

I’m some defenseless seal or penguin 

in your little delusional scenario?

BOB

Yeah, you’re a seal. The polar 

bear’s natural enemy. 
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A stupid-ass, good-for-nothing seal, 

whose sole purpose in life is to be 

eaten like the damn fool it is.

LAURA

Yeah? Well, maybe I’m the killer 

whale, and when you least expect it 

I’m going to leap out of the ocean 

and swallow you whole.

BOB

Are you drinking stupid juice? 

Killer whales don’t eat polar bears! 

That’s both ridiculous and 

slanderous.

MATT

Can the two of you please just shut 

up? Bob, why is he tied up in the 

back of the van? 

BOB

Yeah, see, after I finished going 

all Governor Schwarzenegger on his 

ass -

MATT

It doesn’t really sound that bad-ass 

when you call him “governor” 

Schwarzenegger.

BOB

OK, Governor Ventura, then. Anyway, 

I figured: maybe this is a blessing 

in the skies, you know?
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LAURA

“A blessing in the skies”? Tell me 

you’re not this moronic.

BOB

What? Yeah, a blessing in the skies. 

How have you not heard that? Like, 

it doesn’t seem like a blessing down 

here on Earth, but in the skies - 

MATT
(Holding up his hand when 
Laura begins to protest)

Laura, trust me, it’s not worth it. 

How is this a blessing, man?

BOB

You know. A solution to our unger-

hay issue-hay?

MATT

Our “hunger hissue”?

BOB

Come on, dude! You know what I’m 

talking about. Don’t start acting 

like the seal over here.

MATT

You know what freaks me out?

BOB

Pigeons using the crosswalk?

LAURA

Babies named Gary?
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BOB

No, no - a dude standing outside 

your bedroom window at night with 

his face painted white!

MATT

The fact that you actually put some 

thought into this, and this was the 

best you could come up with.

BOB

If I’m reading between the lines and 

filtering out your judgmentalism 

correctly, dude, you’re saying this 

is the best idea either of us has 

had - an assessment I heartily agree 

with.

MATT

I don’t know, man. It seems kind of 

psycho. I really think we’re going 

to have to drink heavily on this 

one.

BOB

Well, damn, man, let’s head to the 

bar!

LAURA

I have no idea what you guys are 

talking about, but no way am I 

getting in the back with this guy 

here. You didn’t even put tape over 

his mouth! 
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How easy would it be for him to 

regain consciousness and roll over 

and bite me?

BOB

Fair enough. Let’s just take his 

car. He’s not going to need it.

MATT

Works for me.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Bob, Matt and Laura sit in a bar, drinking.

LAURA

Oh my God! You guys are zombies? 

That’s, like, the most awesome news 

ever!

BOB

Yeah, I’m so happy for you. Dude, 

why are you making Yoko privy to all 

our personal business?

MATT

Well, she was probably going to 

suspect something after she took a 

chunk out of my arm and I didn’t 

need emergency medical treatment.
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LAURA

You know what, Bob? I’m not even 

going to let your insults piss me 

off, because this is probably the 

first time I’ve ever really 

respected you for anything. I mean, 

zombies - that’s just so cool!

BOB

You’ve got serious problems, you 

know that? This morbid vicarious 

thrill you’re getting from our 

predicament - it’s sick. And I, for 

one, am not going to sit here and - 

MATT

Will you knock it off, man? You know 

you think it’s just as cool as she 

does.

BOB

That has nothing to do with the 

point I was making, dude.

LAURA

Shut up, Bob. So, are you guys going 

to eat that guy in the back of the 

van?

MATT

I don’t know. I think we need to 

come up with some type of criteria 

for deciding who we eat.
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BOB

You know who we should eat? That guy 

from the Free Credit Report.com 

commercials. What a total ass-munch.

MATT

Yeah, and how are we supposed to 

find him? He’s probably been forced 

to live like a hermit - can’t even 

walk out the door without somebody 

punching him in the face.

BOB

I don’t know - strip club?

MATT

We can’t solve every problem we have 

by going to a strip club.

BOB

Sure we can, dude. It’s what 

separates us from the animals. Plus, 

just think about the scumbags that 

frequent those establishments. I bet 

you ten-to-one most of them have 

done something they deserve to be 

eaten for. It’s basic math, man, and 

you can’t argue with math. Unless 

you’re seriously schizophrenic.

MATT

We should be trying to figure out 

who the real bad guys are. The 

rapists and violent criminals.
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BOB

Well, there was some guy who came 

into the store and wanted Styx CDs 

today, but I didn’t get his name or 

anything.

LAURA

I might know somebody deserving. You 

remember my friend Kate from work? 

Her ex was an abusive jackass.

BOB

Oh, so she’s single?

MATT

We don’t want it to be anyone the 

police will be able to trace back to 

us.

LAURA

Ooh, what about a reality show? Find 

some auditions for a reality show - 

that place would have to be filled 

to the brim with people who deserve 

to die.

BOB

And where are we supposed to find 

that? In L.A? No way am I going to 

L.A. We might as well just eat the 

whole city in that case. Even the 

air there is full of shit.
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LAURA

How about the courthouse? Hang 

around down at the courthouse, watch 

the trials, and jump the trash who 

get off on technicalities.

BOB

Yes, what a smashing course of 

action. We’ll just skip out of work 

every day to hang out at trials and 

then eat people in front of the 

courthouse. What could go wrong with 

that? Maybe we could dress up like 

Islamic extremists while we’re at it 

just to make it more festive. And 

I’m supposed to be the stupid one.

He picks up his beer to drink it and spills it all over his 
lap.

BOB

Damn it!

MATT

What about the mob? They said they 

might have some more work lined up 

for us.

LAURA

You guys are zombies for the mob? Oh 

my God, this is amazing! I swear, if 

this gets any cooler, I’m going to 

have to change my underwear.
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BOB

See, this is exactly why Ringo quit 

during the White Album, man. This 

chick’s over here talking about 

committing felonies in public and 

her diarrhea issues and stuff - 

MATT

Look, I can’t think of a good way to 

arrive at a decision on this. I 

mean, I’ve already had, like, six 

beers, and for some reason, the 

right course of action becomes less 

clear with each one.

BOB

So let’s just eat the guy in the 

van, dude! We’ve got a bird in the 

hand.

MATT

And you’re sure he’s a dick?

BOB

Huge dick, dude. John Gosselin level 

dick.

MATT

What do you think, Laura?

Laura responds with incomprehensible drunken gibberish.

BOB

Exactly. There you go.
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MATT

All right. Let’s go eat this stupid 

bastard.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Bob, Matt and Laura stand outside the van. Matt opens the 
door; the van is empty.

MATT

How the hell did he get away? Where 

did you get that cloth to tie him up 

with?

BOB

It came with the van, dude. It was 

already back there.

MATT

That’s great. We’ve really got to 

sell this thing. So what do we do 

now, genius?

DRIVER (V.O.)

Now you die, ass-farts.

They turn around to see the driver holding a gun, flanked 
by a man in a NINJA outfit and one in PRO WRESTLER garb.

MATT

You’ve got to be shitting me.

DRIVER

Shitting you like a fox! Let’s whup

some ass, bros.
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BOB

Oh, yeah? Well, flame on, bitch!

MATT

Dear God.

Laura BELCHES loudly.

END OF ACT 2.
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ACT 3

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Bob, Matt and Laura stand facing the other three.

WRESTLER

These the guys that had you tied up 

in their rape van? Look kind of 

queer to me.

BOB

It’s not a rape van! Jesus, just 

pretend it’s painted black and call 

it a surveillance van. This is 

really getting annoying.

WRESTLER

Yeah? Let’s see how annoying it is 

when you’re pulling my fist out of 

your colon!

MATT

Probably not the best imagery to use 

when you’re accusing others of 

seeming “queer”.

WRESTLER

Shut up! I’m done with these freaks. 

Let’s pound them. Pound them hard!

MATT

See, again...

DRIVER

I don’t know. I’m inclined to just 

shoot the little rat-looking dude 

there on principle.
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BOB

She’s a woman, man, and her name’s 

Laura.

DRIVER

I’m talking about you, idiot!

LAURA
(pointing at the ninja)

Why do they have a Muslim woman with 

them?

BOB

Hey, bring it, Gomer! I’ve seen 

plenty of movies, and it’ll probably 

take you six shots before you get a 

bullet anywhere near me with that 

little cap pistol.

The driver, fires, striking Bob in the abdomen.

BOB

Son of a bitch!

Laura starts laughing hysterically until the ninja leaps 
through the air and kicks her in the face, knocking her 
down. Bob and Matt draw their guns and aim it at the ninja, 
who leaps high into the air and disappears.

BOB (CONT’D)

Where’d you go, ninja? Come back 

here, you big pussy! I swear to God, 

I’m going to go online tonight and 

post what assholes ninjas really are 

for the whole world to read. Kicking 

a girl in the face? 
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That shit is shameful. On the other 

hand, she did kind of deserve it, so 

I can see where you were coming 

from.

DRIVER

Doesn’t matter. We don’t need him to 

take care of you two, anyway.

BOB

Oh, I think you might.

He raises the pistol and shoots Matt.

MATT

Dude! What the hell?

BOB

I was just illustrating a point, 

man.

MATT

Well, don’t.

He shoots Bob in retaliation.

BOB

Come on, dude! Be cool. I was 

already shot once before I shot you.

He shoots Matt again.

MATT

Not by me, you jackass.

Matt shoots Bob.
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WRESTLER

That’s it, brothers. So you got 

bulletproof vests? Well, those ain’t 

gonna stop me when I ram my 

manliness deep into you like a 

jackhammer! 

MATT

How can you not be aware of the way 

your words are coming across?

The wrestler lets out a roar and rushes at them; Matt 
screams in terror and shoots him, knocking him to the 
ground. The ninja lands next to him, picks him up, and 
rockets into the air once more.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The two mobsters, JOHNNY and VINNIE, stand in the shadows, 
watching.

JOHNNY

See? I told youse they was zombies. 

You could smell it on ‘em.

VINNIE

Yeah, good to know. Now let’s go get 

them waffles.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

The driver fires his gun at Bob and Matt until it’s out of 
ammo; Bob and Matt both fire back, but neither has any 
bullets left in his gun. They all stand there staring at 
each other.

MATT

Well, now what?
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BOB

This is why you always bring a knife 

to a gun fight.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his Precious 
moments figurine.

BOB
(to figurine)

All right, Francis Albert, it’s your 

time to shine. May your aim be as 

true and deadly as your heart.

He throws the figurine at the driver; it impales his 
forehead and he falls to the ground.

MATT

Damn, dude! Do you see that? That’s 

some serious zombie strength!

BOB

Is he dead?

MATT

Do you see that Precious Moments guy 

sticking out of his head? It’s in 

there up to the feet!

BOB

Come on, let’s get this guy out of 

here before the cops get here or 

that ninja comes back with a team of 

killer monkeys or something. You 

might want to grab Laura, too. 
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She’s not looking too hot. Which, 

admittedly, is nothing new.

Matt walks over to check on Laura.

MATT

Dude, get over here! Laura - she’s 

not breathing.

Bob walks over and inspects her.

BOB

Yeah, she’s definitely not 

breathing. Well, that’s too bad. But 

think of it this way: she’s in a 

better place now. In Hell.

MATT

Somebody you know is dying, and all 

you can think to do is insult her?

BOB

Sorry, man. I didn’t mean to say 

that last part out loud. But, I 

mean, maybe it’s for the best - she 

was going nowhere professionally. 

The most she had to look forward to 

was getting a $300 a year raise for 

the rest of her life and slowly 

building a collection of house cats.

MATT

How is this helping, Bob?
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BOB

I don’t know, man! I’m just trying 

to get you to look at the silver 

lining. But come on - she knew the 

risks going in.

MATT

She got kicked in the face by a 

ninja! How could she have possibly 

foreseen that?

BOB

Hey, it looks like she got hit by a 

stray bullet. I was standing next to 

her, so it couldn’t have been mine. 

Do you think it was one that you 

fired? Wouldn’t that be ironic?

MATT

No, it actually wouldn’t be anything 

close to ironic. Now, if you’re 

finished being a damn fool, let’s 

get them in the van.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

Matt is driving while Bob is in the back with the two 
bodies, pounding on Laura’s chest in an effort to revive 
her.

MATT

How’s it going back there? Is she 

breathing?
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BOB

Dude, I’m trying, but my only formal 

training in this is when I watched 

Jack do it on Lost.

MATT

And you’re pounding on her chest, 

right? You’re not just punching her 

in the face or the stomach for 

kicks?

BOB

Why do you hurt my heart?

MATT

Excuse me if I’m a little dubious 

considering the results you seem to 

be getting.

BOB

Hey, unless she wants to debate 

which is the best Replacements 

album, there’s not a whole lot I’m 

qualified to do for her.

MATT

Just keep trying! We’re almost at 

the hospital.

BOB

We are not going to the hospital! We 

take her there we might as well call 

the cops and turn ourselves in right 

now.
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MATT

Well then you’d better wake her up 

within the next two minutes, because 

I’m driving and that’s where I’m 

headed.

BOB
(yelling in frustration; 
then:)

All right! Just let me think for a 

second.

BOB’S MOTHER
(V.O.)

Bob! What was the name of that game 

show host you used to blow kisses at 

as a boy when he came on the TV? It 

was so adorable!

BOB

God damn it! That’s it. I’m done 

with being told what to do.

He bites Laura on the neck. She bolts up, gasping.

MATT

Is she alive? What did you do?

BOB

I made her a zombie, dude. I bit 

into her like a Trekkie into a honey-

baked ham. Are you happy now? 

Welcome to the club, Laura. At this 

rate, there’ll be enough of us to re-

enact the “Thriller” video by the 

end of the week.
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Laura vomits on Bob.

BOB (CONT’D)

Why do I ever do anything?

INT. BOB’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Bob, Matt and Laura enter the apartment, with Matt carrying 
the driver.

MATT

So, should I throw this guy in your 

tub?

BOB

Can’t do it, man. I’ve got some 

bathtub gin steeping in there.

MATT

Bathtub gin? Are you serious? You do 

realize prohibition ended, like, 80 

years ago? I swear, nothing you do 

makes any sense.

BOB

Oh, I’m sorry, dude. I wasn’t aware 

we suddenly lived in some magical 

world where things made sense. Fine. 

Whatever. Drain the tub and stick 

him in. Might as well have 

everything go to hell at once.

Matt takes the driver’s body into the bathroom.

LAURA

Man, this place smells even worse 

than I imagined it would.
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BOB

Yeah, well, I don’t suppose that 

could have anything to do with the 

fact that you puked all over my 

shirt, could it? You’re welcome for 

saving your life, by the way. You’ve 

been nothing but a pleasure since.

LAURA

No, I don’t think it’s the puke that 

smells. It was pretty strong as soon 

as we walked in.

BOB

Well, there’s something under the 

couch, OK? I’m pretty sure it’s 

dead. I don’t even know how it got 

in here.

LAURA

What do you mean there’s something 

dead under the couch? What is it?

BOB

I don’t know! I can’t be expected to 

inspect every little thing that 

crawls under my couch. A 

neighborhood cat, a Jehovah’s 

Witness - what does it matter?

LAURA

Why don’t you get it out of there?
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BOB

Are you kidding? Can’t you smell it? 

That thing’s got to be disgusting by 

this point. I don’t need that kind 

of drama. Let sleeping dogs lie, 

that’s my motto. You want something 

to drink?

He opens the refrigerator. The inside door is filled with 
bottles of NyQuil. He grabs one and takes a swig.

LAURA

Thanks, I’ll pass.

Matt emerges from the bathroom.

MATT

I don’t know if I can do this.

BOB

What? Eat this guy’s brains? We’re 

zombies, man - this is what we do. 

Look, I’ve got the hunger, so I 

assume you do, too.

MATT

True dat.

BOB

Right, so - what? I don’t think 

people say that anymore. Not 

important. Anyway, eating brains is 

easy.

MATT

How would you know?
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BOB

I’ve got, like, 10 cans of pork 

brains in the cupboard, man.

MATT

Why?

BOB

They came with the apartment. I’m 

not going to look a gift horse in 

the mouth. The point is, it’s not 

bad. Kind of like chocolate pudding. 

MATT

I can’t imagine brains taste 

anything like chocolate pudding.

BOB

They do if your pour chocolate syrup 

on them, dude. Jeez, you think I’m a 

savage? Here. I got us covered.
He reaches into the fridge and grabs a bottle of chocolate 
syrup, then collects some spoons from a drawer.

MATT

What do we do with the body 

afterwards?

LAURA

No problem. Bob’s got a collection 

going under his couch.

BOB

And there’s always room for more, 

missy. 

LAURA

Ooh, I’m shaking.
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BOB

You actually are kind of shaking, so 

you’re undermining your own bravado 

there.

LAURA

Yeah, well, that’s because I threw 

up, not because of your stupid 

threat.

BOB

Don’t you ever call my threats 

stupid when you’re standing under my 

roof.

LAURA

Oh, I’ll call your stupid threats 

stupid right to your stupid face, 

stupid!

MATT

All right! It’s been a long day and 

we all want to get away from each 

other, so let’s just go eat this 

asshole so we can all call it a 

night. 

BOB

Agreed. You going to join us, Laura?

LAURA

Ah, what the hell? I could go for 

some chocolate pudding.

They head toward the bathroom.
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INT. BOB’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Bob lies in bed, licking his lips as he sleeps. He wakes 
up, rolls over, and sees a MAN WITH A WHITE FACE standing 
outside his window. He screams and ducks under the covers; 
when he peeks his head out, the man is gone.

BOB

Whew. Must have been something I 

ate.

He rolls over and sees the man with the white face standing 
beside his bed.

BOB (CONT’D)

Holy crap. Are you for real, man? Am 

I having some weird drug flashback?

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

I’m the ghost of the man whose 

brains you ate tonight.

BOB

No shit? Hey, what was up with that 

ninja dude?

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

I didn’t come here to gossip.

BOB

Yeah, I hear you. So, what’s with 

the white face? 

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

It’s a ghost thing. You wouldn’t 

understand. Supposed to make us look 

more ghoulish or something. None of 

that matters. 
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I came here to tell you I need you 

to do something for me. Something 

very important. If you don’t do what 

I ask of you, I’ll continue to haunt 

you forever.

BOB

Yeah, I don’t know, man. I’ve got a 

pretty full plate, and you were kind 

of a jerk to me...

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

Do you understand what I said? I can 

make your life a living hell.

BOB

How’s this: why don’t you come back 

tomorrow and we’ll talk about it 

then?

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

You think you can just brush me off? 

I’m a ghost!
(makes howling sounds and 
moves his arms in a 
frightening manner)

BOB

I know you are, and it’s very 

impressive. But I’ve got to sleep 

off a couple bottles of NyQuil and 

two brains. Yeah, I had a can of 

pork brains when we finished eating 

yours. 
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So just come back tomorrow and we’ll 

see about your little errand, OK? 

There’s a dear.

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

Fine. I guess I don’t have any 

pressing engagements. Since I’m 

doing this for you, do you mind if I 

use your bathroom?

BOB

Eh, better not. It’s still pretty 

dirty.

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

Then do you know of any public 

restrooms in the area? 

BOB

Why don’t you just go in an alley? 

There’s one right next door that I 

use all the time.

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

I’m not talking about number one.

BOB

Neither am I.

MAN WITH WHITE FACE

I should go now. I’ll see you 

tomorrow.

BOB

Cool, brother. Hey, would you mind 

picking up whatever it is that died 

under my couch on the way out?
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The ghost disappears.

BOB (CONT’D)

I hate everybody today.

FADE OUT.

END OF EPISODE.
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