
...AND THEN YOU DIE

Pilot Episode: “Eat Hot Death, Mother Fluffer!”

Written by John Elliott

ACT 1

FADE IN:

INT. BAR - NIGHT

BOB and MATT, mid-to-late 30s hipsters/slackers, sit at a 
table drinking beers. LOUD FOLK-ROCK blasts from the P.A.

BOB

Oh my God, what is this music? It’s 

like an audio root canal.

MATT

What? You don’t know this song?

BOB
(inspects his body)

Uh, am I suddenly a 19 year-old 

lesbian Poetry major? Why would I 

know this song?

MATT

Hmm - because you work in a record 

store?

BOB

Yeah, that’s right: I work in one of 

the last independent record stores 

left in this big-box, Clear Channel-

packaged stinkhole, and we have 

highly rigorous standards regarding 

our playlists.



MATT

Whatever, man. I kind of like it.

BOB

What? You - what? I should kick you 

right in the pelvis, dude.

MATT

It grows on you. Laura put it on a 

mix CD for me...

BOB

Genius crime, dude, still with this 

chick? Did she hypnotize you or 

something? Are you going to cluck 

like a chicken when the clock 

strikes 9:30? Because that might 

actually make your obsession 

tolerable.

MATT

“Genius crime”?

BOB

I’m trying not to take the lord’s 

name in vain.

MATT

You’re an atheist, Bob.

BOB

Well, I’ve decided to replace all my 

profanity with the network TV 

bowdlerized versions as a protest 

against corporate America’s practice 

of treating us like infants. 
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Like, “I can’t believe you enjoy 

this mother fluffing music.”

MATT

That’s unbelievably retarded.

BOB

Is it, Matt? Or is it “unbelievably 

green carded”?

MATT

No, I’m pretty sure it’s just 

retarded.

BOB

Whatever, dude. You obviously have 

no idea how civil disobedience 

works.

They each take a swig of beer.

BOB (CONT'D)
(slams his beer down)

Seriously, dude, are you tapping 

your feet to this?

Matt shrugs.

BOB (CONT'D)

Holy mother of a Hubbard, man. Let 

me ask you something: are you 

menstruating right now? Should we 

swing by the drugstore?

MATT
(fake laughing)

AHAHAHAHA! Yeah, I get it. 
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I’m a woman! Oh, I don’t run 

screaming in terror whenever anybody 

expresses any emotion other than 

anger or lust, so I must not have 

testicles! How clever! Bravo! My 

compliments to the chef.

BOB

No, dude, that doesn’t make you a 

woman. Liking this song makes you a 

woman.

MATT

Correct me if I’m wrong, but don’t 

you own the Dawson’s Creek

soundtrack?
(singing)

“I don’t want to wait for our lives 

to be over...”

BOB

That song transcends gender, man. It 

speaks to anyone with a heart. If 

you won’t allow yourself to be 

touched by it then you, sir, may eat 

my poo.

A WAITER stops by, sets down two more beers and picks up 
their empty glasses.

WAITER

Can I take these glasses for you?

Bob pulls out a pistol and points it at the waiter.
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BOB

Don’t even think about it, monkey 

farmer.

WAITER
(sets glasses down)

God! Excuse me, Tupac.

He leaves. Bob sticks the pistol in his waistband and 
smiles at Matt.

MATT

What the hell was that?

BOB

It’s a gun, man.

MATT

I know it’s a “gun, man”. Why are 

you pulling it on a waiter?

BOB

A waiter? He has a name, Matt.

MATT

Oh, really? What is it?

BOB

How the hell should I know, dude? 

But he was wearing a name-tag, so I 

think it’s a safe assumption.

MATT

What are you doing with a gun?

BOB

Why? You want to shoot it?
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MATT

Of course I want to shoot it. That’s 

not the point. 

BOB

Oh, come on, man - I was just 

messing with that guy. It’ll give 

him another “I hate customers” story 

to blog about tonight. I’ll leave 

him a big tip.

MATT

No you won’t!

BOB

You’re right. Probably not.

MATT

For the love of all that’s holy, 

will you please tell me why you have 

a gun?!

BOB

It’s no big deal, man. I got into a 

little financial trouble, and now a 

certain lending institution is 

trying to collect, so I got some 

protection.

MATT

Oh my God. Are you serious, man? Was 

it the pot dealing? I thought you 

quit that! Only you could lose money 

selling drugs.
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BOB

It wasn’t my fault, all right? I 

delivered the product on time and to 

specifications, but I guess the re-

up got stolen or something - 

MATT

“The re-up got stolen”? Are you even 

living in reality? That was a 

storyline on The Wire!

BOB

Well, it was a great show.

MATT

That’s true. It was awesome. Never 

got the industry recognition it 

deserved.

BOB

Totally shafted.

MATT

So, what - you borrowed money from 

the mafia - 

BOB

Whoa, whoa, dude! That’s totally 

racist. Just because I say I 

borrowed money and consequently 

happened to buy a gun, you jump 

right to the mafia stereotype?

MATT

Did you get it from the mafia?
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BOB

That is offensive, sir. You’re 

making assumptions. And you know 

what happens when you make 

assumptions?

MATT

Please don’t say it.

BOB

You make a big stupid douchebag out 

of you and me.

MATT

That’s not even remotely close to 

the correct phrasing. It’s supposed 

to be a play on words, for God’s 

sake.

BOB

Well you know what, dude? I don’t 

care. Because I’ve got a big old 

gun.

MATT

To protect you from the mafia.

BOB

Yes.

MATT

Aha!

BOB

Just because you’re right doesn’t 

mean you’re not racist.
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MATT

So was this your big news? That 

you’re planning on becoming a 

headline in a gangland slaying?

BOB

Oh, no, I called you here for 

something completely different.

After a pause, Matt gestures for him to get on with it.

BOB (CONT'D)

Tracy and I broke up.

MATT

What happened? Was she devastated by 

your lack of drug-dealing acumen?

BOB

Creative differences, man. You know 

how it is with these things. It’s a 

complex web of factors - 

MATT

Dude, seriously? What was it this 

time? She was the best girlfriend 

you’ve had in...forever.

BOB

She had a Sting CD, man! I was 

looking through her collection, and 

there’s Brand New Day. Not even The 

Police, for God’s sake! I swear to 

you, I nearly puked.
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MATT

And you think this is the kind of 

thing rational, mature couples break 

up over?

BOB

I’ll tell you what I think, dude: I 

think it was a gutter-flunking Sting

CD!

MATT

You make a fair point.

BOB

I really do.

MATT

But it’s not like you don’t have a 

history of bad decisions in this 

arena.

BOB
(sputtering)

Wha..? I’m going to have to ask you 

to back up that claim, my friend.

MATT

OK - what about Kim? Do you remember 

that whole sorry chapter?

BOB

Kim? I’m a little fuzzy on that one.

MATT

Oh, you’re a little fuzzy! Then 

please, allow me to refresh your 

memory.
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INT. KIM & BOB’S APARTMENT - DAY - FLASHBACK 

Bob sits on the couch, a bong on the table, eating the last 
remnants of meat from a bone on his plate. KIM walks in the 
front door.

BOB

Hey, honey! 
(squinting)

Did you gain some weight?

KIM
(looking around the 
kitchen)

Where’s Chelsea’s present?

BOB

Whose what are you saying?

KIM

Pothead, my daughter’s birthday 

present! My mom’s going to bring her 

by any minute and this basket is 

empty.

BOB

You bought her a chicken for her 

birthday?

KIM

No, idiot, I bought her a chihuahua 

for her birthday. Wait - a chicken? 

What are you eating?

BOB

Oh, no. No.

KIM

Bob, tell me you didn’t eat 

Chelsea’s pet chihuahua.
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BOB

No way, dude. I ate the chicken that 

was in that basket, but...

KIM

There was no chicken! How on Earth 

could you confuse a dog with a 

chicken? Didn’t you notice the fur? 

The complete lack of feathers or a 

beak?

BOB

Yeah, but...I thought it was one of 

those urban chickens. Like, raised 

in the city, so they grow hair and a 

snout - you know, urban chickens.

KIM

No, I don’t know, because you’re 

insane, and there are no such things 

as urban chickens!

BOB

I’m pretty sure you’re wrong - 

Kim throws a cereal bowl and hits him in the head.

BOB (CONT'D)
(screaming)

Aaaahhh! Uncool!

KIM
(sobbing)

Get out! I want you out, you stupid, 

stupid bastard!
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BOB

Oh, come on, Kim, don’t be a fat 

whore. It was an honest mistake - 

KIM

Get out!

BOB

All right! Jeez. Can I get my 

Precious Moments figurines, at 

least?

Kim throws another bowl at him, hitting him again.

BOB (CONT'D)

OK! I can read the body language. 

I’ll come back for them.

INT. BAR - THE PRESENT

MATT

You ate her dog, dude.

BOB

I seriously thought it was - 

MATT

Yeah, yeah, a “city chicken”. 

BOB

Urban chicken, dude.

MATT

Well, you might as well say 

“unicorn”, because that makes as 

much damn sense.
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BOB

I know, I know. That was my bad, I 

admit it. I never should have dated 

a chick with a kid.

MATT

Yeah, that’s the lesson to be drawn 

from the experience.

BOB

Dude, that waiter’s standing there 

with the bouncer, pointing at us.

MATT

Of course he is. 
(sighs)

Fire exit?

BOB

Yeah. Let me leave the tip.

They get up; Bob drops a couple coins on the table, and 
Matt shakes his head. They begin walking slowly toward the 
emergency exit, when Bob suddenly pushes an elderly man 
standing along his path to the ground and bolts for the 
door. Matt follows, and the waiter and BOUNCER chase after 
them.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Bob and Matt shuffle down the street; Matt is bloody and 
bruised, with tears in his clothing.

BOB

Dude, you really need to learn to 

run faster.

MATT

Yeah, way to have my back, man, by 

the way. Awesome display of 

friendship. I think one of my teeth 

is lodged in my sinus cavity.

BOB

I can’t fight all your battles for 

you, man. The little baby duckling’s 

got to learn to fly.

MATT

How in God’s name was that my fight? 

Give me that gun.

Matt reaches for Bob’s waist; Bob uses both hands to girl-
slap him away.

BOB

Seriously, man, can you focus? The 

world doesn’t revolve around you and 

your frankly pathetic ability to 

take a punch. I’ve got my own 

problems, remember? 
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The mafia’s after me? I broke up 

with that one chick?

MATT

Tracy.

BOB

Yeah, that chick. Where am I going 

to stay? It’s not safe at my place. 

MATT

Oh, I don’t know - a motel?

BOB

Oh, right, a motel. Yeah, maybe 

after I have my butler draw me a 

milk bath I can get my personal 

assistant to make a reservation for 

me and my magical money pixie! Then 

we can all get drunk on angel tears 

and - 

MATT

Have you ever heard of credit cards?

BOB

Oh, oh, credit cards. Thanks for the 

pearls of wisdom, Oprah. Why didn’t 

I think of that?

MATT

Because you’re an idiot?

BOB

I maxed out my credit cards buying 

the weed, man. Duh.
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MATT

Where the hell are you buying weed 

that they accept credit cards?

BOB

This is the digital age, man. Your 

precious Love Generation doing-

business-in-the-park model is as 

extinct as the penguin.

MATT

Well, you can’t stay at my place.

BOB

Jeez, ever heard of cushioning the 

blow, man? Why not?

MATT

No offense, Bob, but you tend not to 

bathe.

BOB

Holy crap, dude, that’s totally 

below the belt. You know I bathe. I 

happen to have a glandular disorder.

MATT

Well, you and your stinky glands are 

going to have to find another couch 

to stain, because I can’t help you.

BOB

Well, that’s f-ing great! Maybe I 

can just sleep on that park bench 

over there like a common Frenchman! 
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What do you care if I end up getting 

bitten by a vampire squirrel? 

MATT

There are no such things as vampire 

squirrels.

BOB

All right, zombie squirrel, then. 

MATT

Again, I feel I should point out - 

BOB

Oh, there are zombie squirrels, man, 

don’t you worry about that.

MATT

Trust me, I’m not.

BOB

Yeah, obviously, since you seem to 

feel no compunction about leaving me 

at their mercy. 

He notices a public restroom building in the park.

BOB (CONT'D)

Ooh, a bathroom! Wait for me here 

for a minute. 

MATT

Why do you want to use that petri 

dish? There’s a bar right up the 

street. 
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You could probably contract Hep-C

just as easily from someone in 

there, if that’s your goal.

BOB

You mean Hep-B. Hepatitis C is 

transmitted through the blood. Try 

cracking open a Wikipedia page now 

and then. Anyway, I’m not going to 

use the bathroom. I just want to...
(mimes smoking a joint)

MATT

Oh, come on, man! Hasn’t weed gotten 

you into enough trouble today? Can’t 

you remain relatively sober for even 

8 hours at a stretch?

BOB

Why should I? So I don’t make any 

catastrophic decisions at my high-

powered job?

MATT

Fine, man, but at least crouch on 

top of the seat so nobody can see 

your feet. The economy’s in the 

crapper, in case you hadn’t noticed. 

I can’t afford to be bailing you out 

like this was the Clinton era.

BOB
(bad British accent)

No problem, guv’ner!
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He pulls the gun out of his waistband and strolls toward 
the restroom.

MATT

Why does this require firearms?

BOB

Are you kidding me with that? You 

know what goes on in these places?

MATT

Um...people urinating?

BOB

Oh, Matt. You’re so naive.

INT. BATHROOM STALL - NIGHT

Bob crouches on the toilet, finishing a joint. MAN #1 
enters the restroom and uses the urinal as Bob listens; a 
few moments later, MAN #2 enters.

MAN #1
(V.O.)

You got the stuff?

MAN #2
(V.O.)

Five pounds, right here. Hydroponic, 

from British Columbia. The fire-ass 

weed. You got the cash?

MAN #1 
(V.O.)

30 Gs. You want to count it?

MAN #2
(V.O.)

Nah, we know where to find you.

Bob pulls a Precious Moments figurine out of his pocket and 
whispers to it.
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BOB

Do you hear this, Francis Albert? 

This is the answer to every stupid, 

degrading thing that’s ever happened 

to me. Guide my hand, gentle spirit.

He kisses the figurine and puts it back in his pocket. He 
pulls the pistol out and slowly unlocks the door.

MAN #1

Man, I can smell that stuff from 

here. You ain’t kidding about its 

potency.

Bob jumps out and aims the pistol at the two men.

BOB

All right, balls, hand it over.

MAN #2

Did you just call us “balls”?

BOB

Yes I did, because it’s acceptable 

to say “balls” on television. I hear 

Stephen Colbert use it all the time.

MAN #1

Are you insane, fool? Do you have 

any idea who we work for?

Bob bashes MAN #1 in the forehead with the pistol, knocking 
him unconscious.
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BOB

OK, man, your turn. Are you going to 

sass me like your friend here, or 

are you going to hand over the 

beautiful bag of sticky-icky?

MAN #2

You can have it, man, but you’re 

going to have to knock me out. No 

way I can go back to my people 

without proof I put up a fight.

BOB

That’s fine. I don’t know how to 

fire this thing anyway.

MAN #2

What? Are you fu-

MAN #2 reaches into his waistband, but Bob hits him in the 
head with the gun before he can get to his weapon.

MAN #2 (CONT'D)

Ow! Damn, man!

BOB

Sorry. I’ve never pistol-whipped 

anyone before. This first guy must 

have been beginner’s luck.

MAN #2

Yeah, yeah - just get it over with, 

already. I have a low pain 

threshold.

BOB

All right. I’m about to hit you.
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MAN #2

Don’t tell me you’re going to do it, 

man, just do it! You’re making me 

anxious!

BOB

Sorry. I just thought it would be 

nice - 

MAN #2

Well, it isn’t! This ain’t no time 

for Emily Post nonsense. Just - 

Bob hits him in the head again. blood spurts out, and the 
man drops to his knees.

MAN #2 (CONT'D)

Sweet Jesus, what is wrong with you? 

Don’t you have any depth perception? 

Do you even work out? 

BOB

Look, dude, you’re putting me under 

a lot of pressure here! I’m trying 

my best, OK? I think I deserve a 

certain amount of slack.

MAN #2
Oh, man, just shoot me. Please.

BOB

No, no, I can do this.

He hits him once more, this time knocking him out. He 
quickly stuffs the gun in his pants, grabs the bag of 
marijuana and the suitcase filled with cash, and leaves.

EXT. PARK - NIGHT
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Bob walks toward Matt, who’s talking on his cell phone. Bob 
motions for Matt to meet him halfway.

BOB

Matt! Come on!

MATT
(into phone)

Oh, dear God. Laura, I need to call 

you back.

He hangs up and approaches Bob.

BOB

What’s up, dude?

MATT

“What’s up”? what the hell happened 

in that bathroom?

BOB

Shh! Try not to draw attention to 

us.

MATT

You’re speed-walking in a straight 

line with your hands full of what 

looks like suicide bomber material, 

and I’m drawing attention?

BOB

Shh! Seriously, stop your incessant 

yapping. You’d make a terrible spy. 

Oh, man, I’m winded. Mind if we sit?

They take a seat on a park bench.
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MATT

So?

Bob opens the bag and suitcase in turn so Matt can inspect 
the contents.

MATT (CONT'D)

Oh my God, Bob. What did you do?

BOB

I think that’s glaringly obvious, 

dude. There was a drug deal going 

down in the bathroom, so I grabbed 

the goods. And you didn’t think I 

needed my gun.

MATT

You shot them?

BOB

Come on, man! Of course I didn’t 

shoot them. I just beat them 

senseless with my pistol.

MATT

Oh, well, in that case, I guess I 

don’t need to FREAK OUT!

BOB

Exactly.

MATT

We need to get out of here. Now.

BOB

Just give me a second. That’s hard 

work, man. Not nearly as easy as 

Walker, Texas Ranger makes it look. 
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He notices a squirrel sitting next to him on the bench. 

BOB (CONT'D)

Shoo, squirrel. We don’t cotton to 

your kind in these parts.

The squirrel lunges at him, spreading its paws and clasping 
itself to his face. He jumps up, screaming, and swats at 
it. It sinks its teeth into his forehead. He pries it off 
and throws it; it lands on Matt’s face and bites him as 
well. Matt is finally able to get it loose and flings it 
onto the lawn. It scurries away.

MATT

What the hell was that?

BOB

Zombie squirrel! Zombie squirrel! 

Run!

Matt grabs the suitcase and they run off in terror. After a 
moment, Bob returns and picks up the bag; the squirrel 
jumps back onto his face and he screams.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MORNING

Matt and Bob wake up in their beds in a hotel room, 
surrounded by empty mini-bar bottles and room service 
trays. Matt is dressed in the clothes he wore the previous 
evening; Bob is in his PJs.

BOB

Oh, man. Was last night awesome or 

what?

MATT

You mean the part where I got my ass 

kicked, or the part where we 

committed multiple felonies? Oh, or 

maybe the part where a squirrel 

tried to eat my face?

BOB

I’m going to eat your face if you 

can’t stop with the negativity, 

dude. Seriously, don’t you see what 

this means? I can pay off my debts 

with just a fraction of this cash, 

and we’ve got $30,000.00 worth of 

product here. Do you have any idea 

what kind of return we can get on 

this if we sell it on the street?

MATT

Did that squirrel gnaw through to 

your brain? Why would I want to sell 

this stuff with you? 
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The guys it belongs to are probably 

hunting us down at this moment.

INT. DRUG KINGPIN’S OFFICE - MORNING

A DRUG KINGPIN sits at his desk, flanked by his HENCHMEN. 
MAN #2 sits before him, his head bandaged.

KINGPIN

You’re telling me this guy got the 

entire stash? And all the money?

MAN #2

There was nothing we could do, man. 

Dude was like a ninja, coming out of 

nowhere - just beat us down before 

we knew he was there.

KINGPIN

But you think you could identify 

him?

MAN #2

Oh, most definitely.

KINGPIN

Then I want all available resources 

dedicated to finding this scumbag.

You sure he’s not a player?

MAN #2

Never seen him before.

KINGPIN

Good. Then it will save us a lot of 

grief when we kill him. You 

understand me? I want this guy dead! 
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Find out if he’s got a pet and kill 

it, too, just on principle. But 

bring him to me before you finish 

him. Anybody got a problem with 

that?

HENCHMAN #1

I don’t know, boss - seems to me if 

you’re going to put that much 

manpower on him, with the salaries 

and the overtime and the research 

costs, it might be cheaper just to 

take a hit on this one. We could 

probably make up the money we lost 

in a week or two by cutting the 

product with oregano or something.

KINGPIN

Eh, you’re probably right. Forget I 

mentioned it. Now - who wants to go 

to Quizno’s?

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MORNING

BOB

Man, will you calm down? You want me 

to call room service to bring you a 

diaper? How are they going to find 

me? I saw No Country For Old Men. I 

checked for tracking devices.  

MATT

Gosh, I feel so safe.
(beat)
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Damn it! I forgot to call Laura 

back!

BOB

Oh, crap! How will you ever get her 

to fall in love with you now?

MATT

Yeah, I don’t know. Maybe I should 

start by eating her beloved pet.

BOB

You know what, man? I’m going to 

tell you this as a friend: that 

chick is never, ever going to be 

into you in the way you want her to. 

To her, you’re just an errand boy. 

You come slobbering every time she 

bats an eyelash; she calls you up 

when she wants somebody to go 

shopping with, and texts you these 

interminable messages about how bad 

her day was at work, but no matter 

how many rom-coms you suffer through 

to prove how sensitive you are, 

she’s not going to give it up to 

you. Why should she? She’s already 

basically got a doting lapdog 

without any messy sex to complicate 

things. It’s every chick’s dream, 

man! She’s got you p-whipped without 

the “p”! 
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You might as well go out and buy a 

purity ring, dude, seriously. If you 

ask me, she’s acting like a 

manipulative bitch...she’s right 

behind me, isn’t she?

MATT

How the hell could she be right 

behind you, you donkey? That doesn’t 

even make any sense. My God. What is 

wrong with you?

BOB

You need to calm down, dude. It was 

a valid question.

MATT

No, it wasn’t a valid question, 

seeing as this isn’t an episode of 

Friends. And how do you have the 

gall to lecture me on women? You’re 

one of the biggest misogynists I 

know. 

BOB

What? Misogynist? You go too far, 

sir!

Bob slaps Matt across the face.

BOB (CONT'D)

I don’t hate women, man.

Matt punches Bob in the stomach. Bob doubles over, drops to 
the ground and writhes in pain, then stands back up, 
seemingly unperturbed.
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MATT

You fear women. That’s just as bad.

BOB

How is that anywhere near as bad?

MATT

So you admit you’re scared of women?

BOB

Of course I’m scared of women! All 

guys are scared of women!

MATT

Not true.

BOB

Oh. Sure, dude. You’re right. Men 

aren’t scared of women, everybody 

doesn’t secretly hate themselves and 

long for the sweet oblivion of 

death, and people are actually sick 

when they call in on a Monday.

MATT

You’re projecting. Anyway, you’re 

not going to suck me into this 

pointless bickering. We need to get 

to the hospital. We’ve probably both 

got rabies.

BOB

Um, this hotel room is pretty 

swanky, dude. I doubt we caught 

rabies.
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MATT

Ass, I’m talking about the squirrel 

bites.

BOB

What? Squirrels carry rabies now? Is 

nothing sacred?

MATT

Yes, it’s a new development in 

disease transmission. The military’s 

taken to using small mammals in 

their biological warfare 

experiments.

BOB

Bastards!

MATT

You’re an idiot. Can we go to the ER 

now?

BOB

Hold on, man. We’ve got our whole 

lives to get rabies shots. First 

we’ve got to meet my loan agent and 

repay him.

MATT

“We” have to?

BOB

Oh, come on, man! What the fork? 

You’re not going to be the wind 

beneath my wings on this?
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MATT

What if they decide to kill us?

BOB

Why would they kill us? We’re paying 

them back. Stop being ridiculous.

MATT

Have you never seen Goodfellas?

BOB

No, but it sounds like it’s a movie 

about a bunch of charming gentlemen, 

so I fail to see how it relates to 

the situation at hand. Besides, if 

anything unseemly goes down, I’ve 

got Old Bessie here.

He pulls the gun out of his pyjama pants.

MATT

Dude, you slept with that in your 

pants?

BOB

Chill, man. It’s not even loaded. 

But it will be, so if they try 

anything, I’ll be all like - 
(aims gun at window)

“Eat hot death, mother fluffer!”

The gun goes off, shattering the window. From outside, a 
cat YELPS.

MATT

Give me that thing, you stupid fool!

35.



BOB

Whoa, sorry, man! There must have 

been one in the chamber.

The gun goes off again, blowing a hole in the wall.

MATT

Put it down!

Bob sets the pistol down on the nightstand. It fires again.

BOB

Don’t worry, man. We can afford to 

pay for the damages.

MATT

Oh, thank God for that. Let’s just 

go pay off these goons so we can get 

to the hospital.

BOB

Cool. Let me just grab my gun.

MATT

Leave it!

BOB

Fine. It’s your funeral.

MATT

You’re such a penis.

They gather their things and walk out the door. When the 
door shuts, the gun fires another round.

EXT. CITY STREET - MORNING

Matt and Bob stand at a crosswalk. They begin walking 
across the street about halfway into Bob’s speech.
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BOB

Stop worrying, dude. It’s all going 

to work out. You’re going to have a 

stroke if you keep looking at 

everything in such a negative light. 

It was an adventure! Now we’ll get 

this sorted out, and maybe next week 

we’ll have another adventure. Life 

is meant to be lived, man! Don’t you 

want to live for once?

They are struck by a bus traveling at high speed. A moment 
passes, and they rise to their feet and dust themselves 
off.

BOB

Whew! I told you there were zombie 

squirrels, dude! Good thing we got 

bitten, otherwise that bus would 

have killed us for sure.

MATT

Holy crap.

BOB

See, man? Always a bright side. Are 

you hungry for brains, by any 

chance?

MATT

No, not really.

BOB

Me either. Huh. Weird.
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They are hit by another speeding bus.

FADE OUT.

END OF EPISODE
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