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EXT. EARTH LA MEMORI AL HOSPI TAL, 1998 -- MORNI NG

DEATH (30s), an everyday guy who | ooks |ike sonmeone out of the Sopranos
with deep black circles under his eyes and a grizzly five o' clock shadow,
wal ks out of the hospital dragging by the arm MORRI S (24), a drug

addi ct/deal er dressed in a hospital gown. Mrris struggles against

hi m

THE SCENE FREEZES. "DEATH a.k.a. THE CGRI M REAPER' TYPES ACROSS THE
BOTTOM OF THE SCREEN. THE SCENE UNFREEZES.

MORRI S
Yo, man! Yo, yo, yo!

Morris whips his arm away.

DEATH
For Christ's sake. You wanna give ne a
break here? Wat is with you people.
It's not like | enjoy this. It's ny
freakin' job!

MORRI S
Yo, man. Peep dis. Check it. Maybe we
coul d, you know, work sumpin' out. Yo,
I know dis | ady, and oooooo. MMVM  She
is foin.

DEATH

(Taking Morris' arm
Yeah. No thanks. Last tinme | hunped a
nmortal, | got crabs and the world got
Islam And crabs was the fun part. |
can't begin to tell ya the kinda shit |
got fromthe boss.

(Conti nues dragging him
Man may have nmade the universe in 6 days,
but he still ain't et up on the cracks.
Oh sure, the man's all about | ove, but
he's got a hell of a w cked sense of
hunor. Take marriage, for example...

Morris yanks his arm away again.

MORRI S
Yo. Aight, a'ight. Check it. | gots
a stash, you know? This shit is pure,
man. | nean pure |love, you know? Cotta

be at |east 10 grand on the streets. 20
if'n you head up to the B-Hills, know
what I'msayin'? R ch white folk just
be givin' it away, Bee.

DEATH
Are you kidding me!? You're trying to
bri be me? Wth a stolen stash! And
it's Dee, not Bee you CGhetto yutz.

MORRI S
| ain't stole shit. That shit's nne.



DEATH
OCh yeah? Your girlfriend begs ta differ.

MORRI S
Man, that bitch don't know shit on how
to nove product. Wthout ne, she'da
just sucked that shit up herself. | the
man. She know it.

DEATH

Yeah. Right. That's how cone you ended
up with a shiv in the gut.

MORRI S
Yo, man! | been stuck plenty o' tines.
| ain't never died before!

DEATH
Yeah, well... it wasn't the knife that
killed you.

MORRI S
See!?! | knewit. D's all be a m stake,
man.

DEATH

No, it's right. You're in the book.
And it's never w ong.
(Deat h waves a bl ack
book at Morris)
It just...
(smrks)
Wasn' the shiv that did ya.

MORRI S
Well, shit. Wat was it?

Death struggles with his snle. He takes Mrris' arm again.
DEATH
Look, yer just gonna get all bent up, so

what say we just head off--

Morris pulls away again.

MORRI S
Hol' up, man! 1's got a right to know
what did ne.

DEATH
Look. Kid. dnme a break, would ya?
Look at ne. |I'ma freakin' ness, herel!

I've been on duty since 1 AD, and | ain't
had a break since the War of 1812!
( MORE)



DEATH ( CONT' D)

My eyes're bloodshot, I'mtotally spent,
I haven't changed ny cl othes or brushed
my teeth since | started this shift and
I haven't had a chance to even sit down
for a second to have a cup of coffee in
73 years! |'ma weck!!

( Conposi ng hi nsel f)
This is my last week on the job "til |
rotate out to a cushy spot working star
formation and | ower |ife devel opnent in

creation. Al | ask is that you nake
this | ast week easy on ne. So... can
we?

Death thunbs the direction he wants to go. Mrris |ooks down his nose
at Deat h.

MORRI S
Yo. | got aright to know, man. | got
a right.

Death rolls his eyes and sighs in bew | dernent.

DEATH
Fine. You wanna know so bad, okay. You
know that orderly? The tall one with
the bald spot?

MORRI S
VWhat, you nmean that guy wit' dat big-ass
nole 'n shit all over his face?

DEATH
And the googly eyes. Yeah, that one.
He's actually the ME.'s assistant. Quy
| oves corpses. But last night he was
acting as a nurse on account that a | ot
peopl e were brought in the ER

MORRI S
So?
DEATH
Well, like | said. Quy 'loves' corpses.
MORRI S
So?
DEATH
VWhat, | gotta spell it out for you in
eboni cs? He's a necrophiliac.
MORRI S
( Conf used)

My nonma' s what ?

DEATH
Necropheliac. That's a guy who likes to
do corpses. You know, fuck dead peopl e.



MORRI S
(nmore confused)
So? Whazzat gots to do wit ne?

DEATH
Well, it was kinda busy last night, it
bei ng the holidays and all. The hospital

got filled up, so they had to stow a
coupl e of patients down in the norgue.
Patients Iike you. And you know. .. Quy
comes on duty and finds things the way
they are, no one tells himnothin', one
thing leads to another, and... you know.

Morris thinks on this alittle and realizes the inplication

MORRI S
Aw. Aw, nah. Nah! Nah, man, NAH
DEATH
Yeah. [|'mno doctor, | don't know exactly

how t hese things work, but it kinda

i npacted sonet hing. The pipes get backed
up, you get a herniated something or

ot her, badabi ng- badaboom sonet hi ng
tears... Here you are.

Morris goes nuts and yells at the hospital.

MORRI S
MOTHA FUCKA!'!! |1'm gonna kill yo skank
ass! MOTHA FUCKA! Gonna kill you!

Morris nmoves for the hospital door, but Death grabs himand drags him
away .

MORRI S ( CONT' D)
Gonna bus' a cap in yo ass!! (Gonna carve
that shit offa yo face!l

DEATH
Yeah, yeah. Hey, maybe you can sue.
There'll be plenty of | awers where you're

goi ng.
Death drags himoff.
TI TLE: ' THE ALBERT TROSS AFFAI R
CUT TO

I NT. EARTH THE OFFI CE OF ALBERT G TROSS, PSYCHI ATRI ST, 2003 --
DAY

ALBERT G TROSS (35), a Wody Allen type, sits in a cushioned chair
beside his patient Iying on the couch, ANNA (20), this nonth's Maxi m
cover nodel

THE SCENE FREEZES ON AL G 'ALBERT G TRGOSS - THE NI CE GQUY' TYPES ACROSS
THE SCREEN AND THE SCENE UNFREEZES.



AL G
Anna. You' ve been com ng here for,
don't know, a few nonths. | can't help
you if you don't get, you know, sone
control over yourself. | tell you you
have to stop this destructive behavior
I give you exercises to help you get
your urges under control...

ANNA
But I've tried the nental masturbation
techni ques, Doctor. It... just seens to
get me hotter and... | end up wanting
nor e.

AL G

(fidgeting)

Yes, well... Perhaps that one wasn't

wor ki ng, but there's been other techniques
I've showed you. But the second you

wal k out this door, the first thing you
do- -

ANNA
(Sitting up)
Ch, Dr. Tross, | can't help it.
(CGetting sexy)
I nmean can you inmagi ne, everywhere you
| ook, all you do is see yourself, [|ooking
(She slides over to Al
G)
Oh so sexy.

AL G
(Getting unconfortable)
I-1-1-1-1 realize that. It does make it

difficult. But - but - but - but - -

ANNA
(Putting her hand on
his | eg)
I can't help nyself doctor. | nean the
way they nmake me | ook.
(She slides her hand up
his | eg)
Al'l sexy and... delicious.

Al G gets unconfortable and backs away fromher. Anna follows, grabbing
a copy of Maxim showi ng her sexy 2 page spread. Al G takes in hand.

AL G
(Ner vous)
Yes, well, | see that.
ANNA
(Sl'iding her hands over
her body)
Every tinme | see ne, | can't help how
feel. | can't even ook in a mrror

wi thout... Oooh.



AL G
That nust make, you know, brushing your
hair very difficult.

ANNA
If I don't end up touching nyself,
Doctor. ..

Anna pins Al G against the wall and slides her hands over his chest.

ANNA ( CONT' D)
| have to find someone to do it for ne.

AL G
(Nervous, stuttering)
Yes-yes-yes-yes, |-1-1-1 can see that.
B- b- but of course, those f-f-f-feelings,
whil e natural, are v-v-v-very self
destructive if not dealt with in a
heal t hy. ..

Al G shrugs, holding the magazi ne up. Anna | ooks at

her Maxi m picture

again and gets even nore turned on. She rubs her body over Al G

ANNA
Ch, Doctor | need you so. | want you
to exam ne ne oh-so thoroughly. Please,
teach nme sone nore of your... special
t echni ques.

AL G

N-n-n-now, Anna. R RReally. 1-1-1

respect your feelings in this matter...
(Anna grabs his butt)

On! Respect, well, maybe that's not a

strong enough word. Admire really.

Al G breathes heavily as she passes her finger over
hi s nose.

AL G (CONT' D)
Ch, my. Um but r-r-really, while the
prospect of... well, you know, is really,
REALLY appealing, I-1-1-1 can't do that.
Not only is it unethical for nme to--

Anna kisses himwith full tongue.

AL G (CONT' D)
(Dying to act)

Ooooh. Unethical. 1It's... so unethical
And-and-and it would be, uh, taking
advantage of... you know, you're fragile
st at e.

his face and down

Anna grabs himby the collar and sl aps his hand on her ass.

ANNA
Trust me. |I'mnot that fragile.

She slides her hand to his crotch.



ANNA ( CONT' D)

OH  Doctor! (Oooo-hhhh. | never realized
how b- -
AL G
(Slightly flattered)
Yes, well. It's, uh, genetic. Fromny

nmot her's side really. N-n-not that

not her had one, you see, just that all
the men in her famly... Yes, | think
one was in the adult npvi e business...

Anna i s even nore turned on

AL G (CONT' D)
(Looki ng at his watch)
Look at the time. Qur session is over.
That's too bad, and we were naking such
pr ogr ess.

Anna is imrensly disappointed. Al G snatches a book off the shelf to
cover his crotch so his secretary GRACE (40s) can't see his hard on
He pushes Anna to the door and shoves Anna out.

AL G (CONT' D)
So, uh, next time we'll talk alittle
nore about, you know, maybe your father
and how he didn't show you enough | ove,
and, uh... that's it. Gace? Set an
appoi ntment up for Anna sone tine next
week, thank you.

He sl ans the door shut. Leaning against it, he sighs with relief and
di sbelief. He throws the book on the couch, adjusts his crotch and
wal ks over to his desk. Gace calls himover the intercom

GRACE
Doct or ?

AL G
Yes, G ace.

GRACE

Your 11 o'clock is here.

AL G
Unm ..

Al G sees the open spread of Anna in the Maxi m magazi ne on his desk.

AL G (CONT' D)
Just have themwait a few nmoments, |
have to, uh... | have to go to the
bat hr oom

He snatches up the book. Holding his crotch, he runs in to the bathroom
and slans the door. After only a minute and an odd soundi ng bl eat,
coming fromwithin, Al G re-energes, his face filled with satisfaction
and relief. He plops into his chair and sighs contently. He |eans

over and pushed the intercom



AL G (CONT' D)
You can send themin now, Grace.

I NT. LAW OFFI CES OF TROSS AND ASSCClI ATES -- DAY

AL B.

Yeah. Yeah. No. 1've got all we need.
Look, Angelina, | got Billy Bob bobbin'
his nob in some whore on film In full
frontal color, baby! The nonster's

DEFI NI TELY havin' a ball, if you get ny
meaning. He ain't gettin' none o' yours,
believe ne. He'll be lucky if we |eave

hima fuckin' dollar for that dine store
skeez o' his... Wat? Wat the hell do
you care who the bitch is? Cone on, you
don't wanna know that. Angel, be smart
here. Al right. | hired her. O course
I"ma fuckin' bastard! 1'ma divorce

| awyer for God' s sakes, it's a
prerequisite in law school! Angel, cone
on. Wake up. You gotta think of it

this way. What the hell's he doin'

screwi n' anyone, regardl ess of whether |
hired "emor not. O course |I've got a
point. I'myour lawer. |1'monly |ooking
out for your best interest. You got a
kid now, right? You wanna keep himin
style, right? Good education? Ckay,
then. No, | promse no one else wll

see them They're totally safe. GCkay?
Ckay. Speak to ya.

Al B. hangs up and calls soneone el se.

AL B. (CONT' D)
Yeah, Lewis. | got sonething for ya.

AL B. (CONT' D)

Ch, yeah, it's hot, baby. How about
Billy Bob Thornton gettin' all Halle
Berry with sone young bl onde hottie in a
bar rest room Ch yeah, they're
authentic. But, hey, when the hell's
the Enquirer ever given a shit about
aut henticity.

(Cackl es)
Yeah. Ckay, sane place. Meet you there
at lunch.

He hangs up the phone and | ooks at his files.

H s secretary, DI ANA (25) waddl es in, pregnant and al nost

He adjusts hinmself and waits for his next patient. Smling.

ALBERT B. TROSS (32), the best and nost highly paid celebrity divorce
in the business, sits at his desk, the phone to his ear.

THE SCENE FREEZES. ' ALBERT B. TROSS - LAWER SCUMBAG ASSHCOLE TYPES
ACROSS THE SCREEN AND THEN THE SCENE UNFREEZES.

bursting.



He turns hi

Diana is fl

DI ANA
Good norning, M. Tross.

AL B.
(Angry)
VWere the hell have you been!

DI ANA
( Conf used)
What ?

AL B.
VWere the hell have you been, Diana!?
You' ve been nmissing for 3 fucking days!

DI ANA
Unh, I, | thought--

AL B.
Don't think! 3 goddamm days |'ve been
calling you. 3 goddamm days. No call
no letter of resignation, no certificate
of death, nothing!

DI ANA
M. Tross, | told you, | was going to be
out for 3 days.
AL B.
The hell you did!
DI ANA
M. Tross, | promise. | did. 1| told

you that ny husband and | were going to
that hospital in Nevada for tests. On
account that |'m having Sianmese tw ns.

| arranged for a tenp to cone in.

AL B.
Do | | ook...

s head and gives out a large, ecstatic groan

AL B. (CONT' D)
Now clean it up

DI ANA
Excuse me?

AL B.
I"'mnot talkin' to you! What was |
saying? Oh, yeah. Do | look like I
give a shit about your excuses?

abber gast ed.

AL B. (CONT' D)
Vel [ 12!
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DI ANA
You know, M. Tross, |-l really don't
appreci ate being spoken to like this. |
don't deserve--

AL B.
Deserve? DESERVE? Who the hell do you
think you are? You deserve. 3 fucking
days with no notice, that's gross
m sf easance on your part and grounds for

di sm ssal
DI ANA
Are-Are you saying I'mfired?
AL B.
Saying it? | think |I've been clear!
DI ANA
But - but you can't--
AL B.
| can't!? Try | JUST DI D
DI ANA
That's not fair!
AL B.
FAIRI?!  Get the hell out of ny office,
fair! Co!
DI ANA
(On her way out)
Fuck you... asshol e!
AL B.
OG0! Waddl e your fat ass over to the
wel fare clerk! | hope the kids are born
retarded!

Di ana sl ans the door behind her. A B. smles.

AL B. (CONT' D)
That's good, baby. Real nice.

Al B. noves his chair back a little and a beautiful RED HEAD (23) cones
out from beneath his desk. She w pes the corner of her nouth.

RED HEAD
That was a bit rash, wasn't it, hon? |
mean, she did arrange for me to fill in

for her, right? Just |ike she said.

AL B.
About the only thing she ever did right
in this place. But hey, we got an opening
here at the office now. You interested?

RED HEAD
Real | y?
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AL B.
You wanna tenp the rest of your life?

The Red Head giggles with glee and leans in to kiss him but he pushes
her face away.

AL B. (CONT' D)
Yeah, try brushin' first, baby.

Al B. smacks her on the ass and sends her on her way.

AL B. (CONT' D)
G man the phones. Oh, and tell all ny
appoi ntments that they gotta wait "til |
get back fromlunch, '"kay? And if Meg
Ryan calls again, tell her unless she
wants to go for Quaid s nuts, |I'm not
interested. No am cable divorces in
this biz!' An't no noney in it.

The Red Head |l eaves. Al B. puts his suit jacket on and puts a manilla
envel ope into his brief case and heads out the door.

I NT. WAI TI NG ROOM
Al B. heads out to | unch.

AL B.
(To the Red Head)
I'I'l be back around 1:30, 2 o'clock.
' 2

Kay ~

RED HEAD
'Kay, Al. See you then.

INT. THE OFFI CE OF ALBERT G TROSS, PSYCHI ATRI ST -- CONTI NUOUS

Al G wites in his note book at his desk. G ace calls himon the
i ntercom

GRACE (O . S.)
Dr. Tross, The Humanitarian award
commttee called, sir. They want to
know i f you've conpleted your |ist of
guests for the awards dinner this
Thur sday.

AL G
Pl ease call them back and tell them|'l]
e-mail them an updated the list this

eveni ng.

GRACE (O S.)
Yes sir.

AL G
G ace?

GRACE (O S.)

Yes, sir?



12.

AL G

VWhen' s ny next appoi nt nent ?
GRACE (O S.)

Un I n about a half hour, sir.
AL G

Good. Ckay. |'mgonna step out for

sone coffee. Can

somnet hi ng?

GRACE (O S.)
No thank you, but go enjoy.

I NT. STARBUCKS COFFEE SHOP -- LATER
SAVANTHA (32),
and taking orders.
book and finds, witten in calligraphy,
top of the list: Al bert Tross.

a nmentally chall enged woman

DEATH
Anybody here Al bert Tross.
(A beat)
Anyone? Al Tross?

No one responds or even | ooks up.
wat ch.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
(Under his breath)
I'"ll be dacmmed. [I'mearly?
He smiles to hinself and feels a sense of
years.

Death wal ks into the coffee shop.
his next custoner's nane at the

relief he hasn't felt
He turns and wal ks over to the counter beaming with anticipation.

bring you back

is working the coffee machi ne
He | ooks in his

He | ooks outside and then checks his

in 200

Samant ha fini shes with a custoner and wal ks over to Death.

SAMANTHA
VWl cone to Starbucks.
sir?

Can |

DEATH
(G ddy)

God, it's been so | ong since

hel p you,

had a

chance to just have a cup of coffee.

SAVANTHA
(Overly enthusiastic)

hel p

Yah! Coffee is so great. Can

you, sir?
DEATH

Yeah. Coffee. 1'd like a cup of coffee.
SAVANTHA

Ch, okay.

She twirls around and cones back to him

SAVANTHA ( CONT' D)
VWhat ki nd would you Iike?
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DEATH
VWhat ?

SAVANTHA
You-you said you wanted coffee, but-but
you didn't say what kuh-kuh-kuh-ki nd.
What kind or nothin'.

DEATH
VWhat do you nean? Coffee. Don't worry
about the cream or suger.

SAVANTHA
Yeah, okay. But we got a |lot of coffee.
Lots of coffee. You have to pick a kuh-
kuh- kuh- ki nd.

DEATH
VWhat do you nean?

SAVANTHA

(Pointing to the menu

above)
See? W got |lots of coffee. You can
pi ck one. W' ve got Yukon, House bl end,
Ki nrono Dragon, Cafe Verona, Guatenal a
Anti gua, Kenyan, Ethiopia D sano,
Sul awesi, Col onbi a Narino Supreno,
Sumatra, and Italian Roast...

DEATH
(Agit at ed)
I just want a freakin' cup of kuh-kuh-
kuh- cof f ee!

SAVANTHA
Are you making fun of ne?
DEATH
(Looks into canera and

W nks)
Wul dn't dreamof it.

EXT. ALBERT G TROSS' S BUI LDI NG

Al G Steps out into the sunny afternoon and takes a great big breath.
He absorbs the sun for a nmonment and then continues on his way to
St ar bucks.

Al B. rolls by in his Lexus, scream ng on his phone.
MOVI NG -- ZOOM I N ON AL B.
He stops behind a bus waiting for the red light to change.

AL B.
Look, | don't care if Goddamm Holy Chri st
hi nrsel f needs sone wood varni shed for a
crucifixion party he's holding in the
Hanpt ons t his weekend!

( MORE)
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AL B. (CONT' D)
You tell Tom Geen if he tries to go
after Drew s estate one nore tine with
this physical abuse bullshit... Hey, he
knew her thing with whi ps and chains,
that's infornmed consent, so don't...

The light changes, but the bus doesn't nobve. He screans at it.

AL B. (CONT' D)
Ay! The light is green, asshol el

He peels out in front of bus 666, waking the old nan behind the wheel.
The old man flips himoff in anger.

AL B. (CONT' D)
How dare you give nme the finger. 1I'd
sell ny soul to the devil just to watch
you die you old bastard. Leave it to
the Denocrats to give you keys to a bus.

I NT. STARBUCKS COFFEE SHOP

Death is slowy noving into madness as Samant ha continues her litany of
di fferent coffees.

SAVANTHA
. and Mbroccan Macho Chaco. Ooo! And
French Vanilla, and Vanill a- Fudge Bl end,
that's ny favorite, and Vanilla, and
C nnanon, and- -

DEATH
Coffee!! Just! Plain! Black! Coffeel
SAMVANTHA
(Hi gh spirited)

Ckay.
(She spins around)
I don't think we have plain coffee.

Death sl aps his head. Samantha | ooks under the counter and pulls out a
tiny bag, the size of a fist, of regular coffee.

SAMANTHA ( CONT' D)
on! Ckay,
(She giggl es)
Yeah, we do got it.

She spins around agai n.

SAVANTHA ( CONT' D)
Wul d you like to try one of our delicious
St ar bucks pastries?

Death tries desperately to keep his conposure.
DEATH

(Gitting his teeth)
No. Just. The coffee.
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SAMANTHA
Ckay.

Laughi ng, she wal ks over to the coffee machine only to return
i medi ately.

SAVANTHA ( CONT' D)
VWhat suh-suh-suh-size do you want?

DEATH
(I'n utter disbelief)
What ?
SAVANTHA

VWhat suh-suh-suh-size? W got G gante,
G ande, nedium grande, tall--

DEATH
(Rubbi ng his face)
You gotta be fucking kidding ne.

SAVANTHA
Medi um sem - nmedi um -

DEATH LOCKS | NTO THE CAMERA
DEATH
If only I could pencil a few nanmes into
nmy book. ..
EXT. THE STREET

Al B. activates his car alarmand wal ks furiously down the street,
continuing his cell phone tirade.

AL B.
You think I'm sone schnmuck you can string
along? 1'ma busy man! Get your ass

over here nowor | go to the Star with
these pics. Got ne?

EXT. THE STREET -- CONTI NUOUS
Al G strolls happily along, greeting people heartily as he goes.
I NT. STARBUCKS COFFEE SHOP -- CONTI NUOUS

Death sits at the window with a smrk on his face. He watches life
pass by as he sips his coffee blissfully. Wen he finally reaches the
bottom of the cup, he checks his book and | ooks at his watch. He still
has a few m nutes to spare so he takes the tinme to take a piss. He
enters the bathroom

Just then, Al G steps up to the Starbucks front door and opens it to
let hinself in. A B. pushes by him A G only smles, and with the
patience of a saint, he ushers Al B. in to the shop and follows. Al B.
steps up to the counter. Samantha is cleaning a machine clunsily. Al
B. loses his patience i mediately.

AL B.
(Poundi ng the counter)
Ay! Can | get sone freakin' service?
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Samant ha puts the nmachine parts down and wal ks up to the counter

SAVANTHA
Wel come to Starbucks, can | hel p you,
sir?

AL B.

VWhat are you, retarded? When the fuck
did they hire you?

SAVANTHA
I was hired | ast week and M. --
AL B.
Look, | don't give a shit. Can you nmake
coffee without fucking it up?
SAVANTHA
( Chuckl i ng)

I like to make coffee.

AL B.
Ch, that's just wonderful. Then how s
about you get your ass in gear and get
ne sone.

Al G steps up in a calmng way.

AL G
VWhoa. Sir. How about we take things
one step at a tine here.

AL B.
How about you mind your own fucking
busi ness there Finster.

AL G
(Perfectly serene)
All I"msaying is the girl is obviously

ment al | y chal | enged- -

AL B.
Yeah? So are you, 'cause | swear |I'm
speaki n' English!

AL G
Sir, please--

AL B.
Are you fucking deaf!?!

EXT. THE STREET

The bus driver in bus 666 has a heart attack behind the wheel. The bus
accel erates and swerves.

I NT. THE BATHROOM

Death is pissing. H's head hangs back in conplete relief as he rel eases
a fewcenturies into the urinal. Ohers around himfind hi modd.
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| NT. STARBUCKS COFFEE SHOP
Al B. continues his tirade as Al G tries to calmhim

Just then, bus 666 smashes through the wi ndow, bashing into the two
Al s.

I NT. THE BATHROOM

The crash rumbl es the ground, throwi ng Death off bal ance sendi ng piss
ever ywher e.

DEATH
VWhat the. ..

Death zips up quickly and runs outside.
As the dust settles, Death wades through the foggy air.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
A guy can't take a freakin' |eak...

He waves the lingering dust fromhis face, coughing and spitting.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
| really hate these dusty ones.

Deat h | ooks around him Through the dust he hears coughi ng and hacki ng.
Al B. energes, unhurt but covered in dust.

AL B.
( Coughi ng)
VWhat the fuck... | swear to Chri st
someone' s gonna get sued!
DEATH
You Al bert Tross?
AL B.
VWhat ?
DEATH
Are. You. Albert. Tross?
AL B.
VWho the hell wants to know?
DEATH
(Angry)
ARE YOU ALBERT TROCSS!
AL B.
YES, WHY!
DEATH
Cone on.

Death grabs his arm Al B. yanks away.
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AL B.
VWho the hell you think you' re nman-
handl i ng? You know who | am ? Huh!?
You know what | could do to you?

Al pushes Deat h away.

DEATH
VWhoah, there. Boubi. | think you're a
little confused here.

AL B.
I think you're the one confused. You
know what | could do to you? By years

end you and your famly'll be livin'
out a hock!
DEATH
(Frustrated)
You're scarin' me. |'mouta patience
here. You'll cooperate or I will smte

your ass like a dog in heat. Get ne?
Deat h drags hi m al ong.

AL B.
Get your Goddamm hands of f ne!

Death grabs Al B. by the collar and pulls himclose to his face.

DEATH
Ay!  Watch the fuckin' blasphene or 'l
fuck you up!
(Conposi ng hi nmsel f)
Listen. Asshole, 1'll make it sinple

for you. You're dead and |I'mthe guy
supposed to bring you to the other side.

AL B.
VWhat ki nda happy horse shit...

Al B. is struck silent by the appearance of a bright light in front of
them Death drags himgaping into it and they disappear.

Al G cones wadi ng through the dust coughing, patting the dirt off
hinself. He catches sight of themas they fade away. He's anazed, and
conf used.

EXT. LIMBO -- GOLF COURSE

Death escorts Al B. through the light into a giant golf course fair
way. Death |ooks around himto get his bearings.

DEATH
Crap. Did it again.

AL B.
What .

DEATH

Not hin', come on.
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A golf ball flies by and nearly hits Al B. in the head.

AL B.
VWhat the hell..!

DEATH
Guess again. But don't worry, ny guess
is that's your next stop.

Alittle, pudgy man, GOD (50s), dressed in the ugliest golf clothes

i magi nabl e drives up on his pearly golf cart. Seated in the back is an
ANGEL CADDIE. His toga flaps in the wind and his wi ngs are fol ded
behind him The little Man stops the cart next to Death.

GoD
Gim Hel | o.

DEATH
(Respectful)
Hello sir. How s your stroke today?

GOoD
Alittle under par today.

DEATH
Good to hear, sir.

GoD
Thi s anot her customner ?

DEATH
Yes, sir. Right off the bus.

The Man | eans forward.

GCD
(Huror ousl y)
No pun intended, eh?

DEATH
( Chuckl i ng)
Yes, sir. That's very good, sir.

GOoD
You didn't happen to see a golf bal
come by here, did you?

AL B.
Yeah. Dam thing al nost beaned me. |
coul d' a been killed, you schruck. |
ought a sue your ass for negligent
infliction of enptional distress--

Death grabs Al by the ear and covers his nouth.

DEATH
Sorry about that, sir. It went
(motioning with his

head)
That way, | think.
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GCD
(Hoi ty)
Looks |i ke another coal for the fires,
eh?
DEATH

Y-yes sir. You got that right.

GOoD
(Wnks at Death)
Vell. ..

The Man drives off. Wen far enough away, Death grabs hi mby the neck
and pulls himclose.

DEATH
You stupid asshol e, you know who t hat
was? Huh? You know who you j ust
di srespect ed?

Al struggles as best he can against Death's steal grip.

AL B.
( Choki ng)
. Dbon't... fucking...
DEATH

That was The Lord, you dunmb fuck.

Al kicks Death in the crotch in a desperate effort to get out fromhis
hold. Both of themjust |ook down at Al's foot between Death's |egs.
Death pulls his fist back to strike.

EXT. LIMBO GOLF COURSE -- A HALF M LE AVAY -- MOMENTS LATER

Al comes flying out of the sky and plops onto the grassy ground. He
groans and noves his aching jaw Death steps up to himand grabs him
by the foot. Gunbling to hinself, he drags Al behind him |eaving a
an inmprint of Al's formon the ground.

DEATH
G me the good ol' days of the fear of
God. The Inquisition knew how to put it
in 'em WMade collection a lot nore fun,
t oo.

EXT. LI MBQ CLUB HOUSE

Death and Al B. approach the Cub House. To the right of the building
is agiant white tent with a big sign that says "ENRON Executi ves,

Wel cone." Standing outside the opening to the tent is a DEMON with
deep red skin and pitch black horns. As they pass it by, the Denon
lifts the unconscious Al B. up by his head and nolests himwth his
hands and tail.

DEMON
Ahhh. Is this another of our wel cone
guests? Not a lot of spunk in this one,

eh?

(He roars ferociously)
To bad. Tastes great through a straw.
Mm hmm hnmmmy hnmm
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Death sl aps the Denon upside the head. It drops Al and backs away,
pouti ng.

DEATH
This one ain't yours, noron! Jeez. He
ain't even been processed yet.

DEMON
(Hunmbl e)
Sorry, D.
Death drags Al B. al ong.
DEATH

Schnuck.
Deat h continues draggi ng Al al ong.

DEMON
(Calling after Death)
Sorry. So, see you later, huh? We'l|
do lunch?

The Denon resunmes his feroci ous behavior, accosting new guests to the
tent.

I NT. THE CLUB HOUSE

Death enters and drags Al B. through the bustling | obby. Many angels
and soul s pass them by on their way about their business. They travel
deeper into the building, passing |lines where souls wait for "Angel
Upgrade", passing the "Ofices for Act of God Disasters: Mass Death
Processing and Assignnent”, and finally arrive at the "New Sou
Processing Ofices, Reaper Agent Division for The Anericas". Passing

t hrough the | arge wi ndowed doors, Death takes Al past dozens of offices
and cubicals to an office at the back, marked on its door as "Rom el,
Angel Advocate, Death Agent Processor".

INT. ROM EL'S OFFI CE

Death throws Al B. into a seat. Al groans as he begins to slowy regain
consciousness. Death Steps up to ROMEL (31) at his desk. Romel is
dressed in an all-white suit and tie with a happy face button pinned to
his | apel that reads "Have a Nice Eternity".

DEATH
Ay, Romiel. How they hangin'?
ROWY
( Chuckl es)
Alittle close to the chest today, D
You?
DEATH
Ah. You know. | ended up on the other
side of the course again.
ROWY
Again? | keep telling you "use the nmap.

Use t he nmap"



DEATH
Rony, I"'mthe GimReaper. How s that

gonna | ook, | use a map?

ROWY
Vell, et me think about that for a
second. Hey | know, like you're not

trying to hide the fact you're a cluel ess
j ackass wandering | ost about the back

ni ne.
DEATH
VWhoa. | get narried again?
ROWY
I'"mjust sayin'--
DEATH
Yeah, well don't say. | just wanna get
this guy processed and get the hell outa
here.
ROWY
Wat ever .
DEATH

I'"mjust wanna finish out ny shift.

ROWY
Oh, yeah. This your last custoner, right?

DEATH
Yeah. And a pain in the ass to end off
a sucky run. You know? But after him
it's easy street.

ROWY
| hear ya, man. | hear ya.
(To Al)
Nanme?
Al is still groggy. Death slaps his face, rousing him
DEATH
Ay. Genius. Wke up.
AL B.
Huh? \hat ?
DEATH
Your nane. G ve the man your nane.
AL B.
What the hell... \Were the fu..
Death rolls his eyes.
DEATH
Come on, | ain't got all day.

Al junps up and | ooks around hi m confused and outraged.



AL B.
VWho the Hell are you people! 1'I1 have
your asses in a sling.

DEATH
God. Damm it! Could ya just give the
man your name SO everyone can be on their
way ?

ROWY
D, | anguage.

AL B.
Ki dnapping is a federal offense you dunb
fucks. 1'm gonna have the police up
your ass so high, you'll snell crispy

creanms every time your husband cell mate
| ooks to spoon. \Were's the phone?

Al digs around Rony's desk. Rony tries to stop him

Al makes for the office door.

AL B. (CONT' D)
| swear to God, someone's gonna sw ng!

23.

From no where a scythe stabs the wall

right at Al's neck, pinning himto the wall. He stands carefully
avoi di ng the sharp edge of the bl ade.

Deat h digs
Romy.
Rony | ooks

conput er .

DEATH
It's like I get all the assholes the
world's got to offer.

ROW
| love that trick

DEATH
Yeah. It is pretty good.

ROWY
You gotta teach ne that sone day.

into Al's pocket and pulls out his wallet and tosses it to

at Al's Driver's License for his nane and enters it

It beeps back nastily at him

ROMY ( CONT' D)
(Smacki ng the nonitor)
Dam it.

DEATH
VWhat' s wrong?

ROWY
The conputers are all backed up

DEATH
Oh, naw. Don't tell nme this..

into the



Al still

ROWY
It's that damm Cherub strike. They
mai ntain the system Since the wal kout,
it's been all backed up

DEATH
You're kidding me. That's still goin'
on? | thought they resolved that thing
a hundred years ago.

ROWY
I wsh. Guve those |little bastards an
inch, they want a mle, you know? Damm
union. It's like, |ook, Cherubs are for
carrying lace and cloth strips, and
distributing 'love' and 'the word', right?
VWhat the hell else you gonna use 'em
for? They should count their freakin'
bl essi ngs we gave 'em the dat abase too.
Hel I, we coul da gone wi th guardi an angel s.
They gave us a better bid.

DEATH
Guardi an angel s? Woa. Wth the
affirmati ve action nmeasures they put in
pl ace, those guys can barely find their
own di cks when they need to piss.

struggl es to dislodge the scythe.

ROWY
Yeah, right? But the cherubs get it...
| mean, it's not like there's a | ot out

there they can do, you know? | nean,
put one of those pudgy little butterballs
in archangel division... who'd take the
wrath of God seriously then?
DEATH
(Laughi ng)

Those flying sacks of afterbirth need to
learn their place in the universe. They
remind me of that tine Staten |Island

tried voting their way to becomng their
own city. O Quebec. 'Menber that one?
The French in Quebec were unfit for France
and we know how backwards that place is.

ROWY
Heh- heh. Yeah. That was funny. But
wi thout those little bastards, all the
paper work's backed up to the civil war.

We still got people waiting since 1870.
DEATH

Aw, jeez.
ROWY

Watch out with the | anguage, D. You
know how he likes to just pop in
unannounced.

24.
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DEATH
Oh, yeah. Sorry. So what now?
ROWY
Well... W can process himwth the

original order. G me your book and

"1l just make a photo copy of it. W
can turf himto Assignnents then. They'l
process himin a couple of years.

DEATH
G eat .
Al finally gets the scythe off. It falls to the ground.
AL B.

VWhat the hell are you people talking
about!? Cherubs, angels, turf? Are you
peopl e outa your fuckin' mnds or
somet hi ng! ?

Deat h and Rony chuckl e.

DEATH
(Condescendi ng)

Well, you see... you're dead.

AL B.
Don't you fuckin' condescend to ne, you
burger-eating, fat psycho fuck. | went
to Princeton.

DEATH
Ha! What bullshit. You went to Trenton
Community. The degree on your wall in

your office is fake. And you paid sone
Hacker to fabricate your school records.

AL B.
VWhat! How the... Wo the fuck are you
peopl e!

Deat h and Rony sni cker and | augh.

ROWY
Who. You got yourself a quick one, huh?
DEATH
Aa. He's just a shiester.
ROWY
Oooohhh.  That explains it.
DEATH
Look. I'mgonna try and put this in

tiny words so your nonkey brain can
comprehend. Big bus crash through w ndow.
Bi g bus crash through you. You. Now
dead. Cet it?

Al's head swins with the realization. He beconmes dizzy and woozy.
Rony and Death just laugh at him
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Suddenly, Al hurls chunks onto Death's sandled feet. He junps back in
revul sion. Rony | aughs.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
This ain't funny!

Rony tries to hold back his l|aughter unsuccessfully.
Al wi pes his nouth and props hinsel f against the wall.
AL B.

No. You... You're lying. 1... | can't
be... D-

Death grabs Al by the face and plants himin a chair.

DEATH
Lenme tell you sonething. |'ve been
col l ecting you stupid puny brains for
two mllennia now and until now, |'ve

managed to get by without catchin' the
clap or gettin' puked on by sone talking
nmonkey. So you're just about topped off
a shitty assignnment at the end of an
otherwi se shitty shift. Now if you don't
shut the fuck up and behave,

(He squeezes Al's face

until his tongue sticks

out)
["lIl introduce you to a little hobby I
had back in the great war. Cutting
tongues outa pukes |ike you and weari ng
"em as neckl aces!

Deat h pushes hi m back and steps back up to Rony. Al sits there dazed
and conf used.

ROWY
Ain't no bones about where he's going,
huh?

DEATH

Let's just get this over wth.

Deat h checks his pockets and finds he doesn't have his book. He checks
again, frantically, and then | ooks around on the floor, inside and
outside the office.

ROWY
VWhat' s wrong?

DEATH
Ah, shit!

ROWY
What ?

DEATH

I lost the book.

AL B.
You what! ?!
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DEATH
Shit! | musta left it behind!
ROWY
Holy, man that... that's not good. Not
good at all, D
DEATH
Damm it! | know

(Thinks for a nonent)
| probably dropped it in the crash.

ROWY
Wll... sorry, D. But without it, |
can't process this guy.
DEATH
You sure you can't call it up on that
t hi ng?
ROWY
| tried, D I1t's all backed up.
DEATH
Try agai n.
ROWY

I"'mtelling you, it won't--

DEATH
Just do it, would ya!?

Rony pecks the keyboard. It beeps. He shakes his head and tries again.
It beeps nmultiple times. He pounds the keyboard.

ROWY
Shit.
DEATH
What ?
ROWY
It froze.
DEATH
What ! ?!
Death runs around the desk and pecks at the keyboard. It only beeps.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
FUCKI NG M CROSOFT Pl ECE OF SHI T!

ROWY
Sorry, D. There isn't much | can do for
you. Wthout the book... | nean, if I

had the hard copy of the order fromthe
dat abase, maybe- -

DEATH
VWhat? Wiere is it? Can't you get it?
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Rony goes to a door at the rear of the room and notions Death to cone
with him He opens it and reveals a cloudy exterior with huge stacks
of files piled on top of one another, all extending out to the distant
hori zon.

ROWY
It's the strike, D. Everything s backed

up.
Death pounds his fist on the wall.

ROMY ( CONT' D)
You gotta go back and get ne that book.
I can process himpretty quick with it.

Death sighs and turns to Al. He pulls sonme duck tape from his back
pocket and binds Al to his chair.

AL B.
VWhat the Hell are you doi ng!?!

DEATH
Maki ng sure you don't go anywhere 'til |
get back.
(To Rony)
He gives you trouble... Fuck it. Do
what you Iike.

ROW
Fun

Hunched bewi | deredly, he heads back to earth.

I NT. EARTH STARBUCKS BATHROOM - - MOVENTS LATER

Al G finishes cleaning hinself off in the sink. As he throws his paper
towel away, he notices a | eather bound book on top of the trash can.

He picks it up and admres its craftsmanship. He opens it up to the
browned pages and finds it filled with names. His fingers pause on the

n

| ast entry that says "Al bert Tross - Heaven".
Just then, Death steps into the bathroom

DEATH
Ay.

Deat h snat ches the book away from him

DEATH ( CONT' D)

G me that.

AL G
Ch, my. | didn't think there were any
ot her survivors. | nmean, | |ooked for

any casualties | could help, but I
couldn't find anyone. Are you ok?

DEATH
VWhere'd you find this?
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AL G
On the top of the trash bin, here.
Per haps you left it during the commoti on.

Deat h shakes his head. Finding the book in tact, he turns to | eave,
but a sudden thought halts him

AL G (CONT' D)
I"'msorry to bother you, but | seemto
be having a little problemfinding ny
way out of this coffee shop. Could you
per haps show nme the way? | nust be a
little confused after all the--

DEATH
Wait a sec. You touched the book. |
mean, you could touch it. You gotta be

dead, then.
AL G
(Surprised)
What ?
DEATH
That's all | need. | forget a custoner
on ny last run. Wat's your nane.
AL G
Wait. Wiat did you say? Did you... say
I was dead?
DEATH

You catch on quick

(Fi ngering the book)
Your nanme Johnny Granger? No, wait,
pi cked that guy up already. The gerbi
thing. That was funny.

AL G
VWhat? No. M nane's Albert. Al bert
Tross.
ZOOM I N -- XCU ON DEATH
DEATH
(Sm rking in disbelief)

VWhat ?
EXT. LI MBOQ CLUB HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

Death yanks Al G behind himtoward the O ub House. The two of them
are covered in sticks and | eaves.

AL G
Is that how you normally cone?

The Denon at the Enron Tent steps out to greet them |ooking evil and
dangerous. Death slaps himin the face and whisks by himlike he were
not hi ng. The Denon recedes back, pouting.
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INT. ROM EL'S OFFI CE

Death bursts in with Al G and throws hi mdown on the chair beside Al
B.

DEATH
VWhat the Hell's goin' on here!
ROWY
( Def ensi ve, Confused)
What ?  \What ?
DEATH
VWhat do you nmean "what"? | got two

custoners here naned Al Tross.

Al G looks at Al B. tied to his chair. He's been conpletely bound
over with tape up to his nouth.

AL G
( Conf used)
H Hel | o.

Al B. munbles at himangrily. Death |ooks at himAl B. all tied up.
He | ooks back at Rony.

ROWY
VWhat ?

DEATH
VWhat the Hell is this?

ROW
You said do what | want.

DEATH
Yeah, whatever. Look, | got two Al bert
Trosses here, but he's listed in the
book only oncel!

Deat h shows himthe book. Rony's eyes bul ge.

ROW
| can't believe this.

DEATH
You can't believe this?
(Muttering)
One nore. One nore soul and out. Goddamm
it!

ROWY
You better watch--
DEATH
Shut up! Fix this, you stupid bastard!
ROWY
( Def ensi ve)

| don't know what to do!
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DEATH
This is your thing! This's what you do!
Don't tell me you don't know what to do!
Do sonet hi ng!!

ROWY
| can't! His record hasn't been entered
into the database yet! And even if it
were, the conputers are down all over.

DEATH
(Head i n hand)
Ch, nman.

Death pulls his book back.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
How coul d I have two, TWO guys named Al
Tross!? And in the sane place and not
have both of 'emin here

ROWY
I don't know  Soneone nmusta screwed up
in Scheduling. Set the wong path, or
put themon the sanme one, | don't know.
Al I know is one of them s not supposed
to be here.

DEATH
Wl |, THANK you Captain Obvi ous.
(He flashes the bird)
How many fingers am1 hol ding up?

ROWY
Vell, is there a mddle nane in the book?
DEATH
You think I didn't |ook!?!
AL G
M ne' s Goddar d.
DEATH
Happy for ya. Look, we gotta do
somet hi ng.
ROWY
VWhoa. How did 'WE' get into this?
DEATH
Ch, yer just gonna let me twist in the
wi nd, huh? You bastard. | gotta rem nd

you that tine with the "fenmal e" Mise?
You know, the one that little extra
sonthin' under the tunic?

ROWY
Alright. GCkay. Cinmeny. So... what do
you want to do?

Death notions Rony to follow himout the door at the back of the room
where all the files are.



EXT. THE FI LE SPACE
DEATH
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Look, the way | figure it, one of 'ems
gotta go up and the other's gotta go
down, right? W just gotta choose.
Then we, you know, keep our traps shut

and go on with our eternities.

ROW

Ri ght ?

Yeah, but one of themls not even supposed

to be here.

DEATH
Ckay, tell ya what. Take it to the boss.
I"msure he'll understand, right?

ROWY

But it's not even really our fault.

DEATH

Yeah, you think he cares about that? |
mean how many people were innocent in
Sodom  And what about Babel, you remenber
that one? You think everyone was to

bl ame there? And the fl oods.

col |l ateral damage too?

Al the
good guys that went under. Just
col l ateral damage. You wanna be

ROWY
You meke a... good point.
DEATH
Holy shit. |'mdead. God's gonna smite

me like a first-born Egypti an.

ROW

"' mthinking the di ckhead goes down. |
mean you can't be that big an asshol e

and not end up in the basenent.

DEATH
And yet Patton's got prime rea

estate

on the cloud next to Mdther Teresa. And

if that psycho fuck can get in.

ROW
Yah. That's true.

A voice cones from behind one of the stacks of files.

VA CE

Perhaps | can be of some assistance.

LUCI FER (27) steps out fromthe stacks. Blond with snmall black horns
protruding fromhis forehead, he is dressed in a red fur |ined over

coat with a black mnk collar, red sl acks,
opened half way to reveal his toned chest.

Death sighs in disgust.

and a red collared shirt
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DEATH
VWhat the hell are you doing here.

LUCI FER
Death. Buddy. That any way to greet an
old friend?

ROWY

You' re not supposed to be here, Lucifer.
LUCI FER

Last tinme | | ooked, the "l awd" decreed

this place neutral territory, Rom el
So suck on ny angelic butt.

DEATH
Neutral or not, | oughta kick your ass--

LUCI FER
Tsk, tsk, tsk. D, buddy. Wen are you
gonna give this daily grind up and join
me downstairs. | got a position for
you! Prinp position. Conmes with a couple
hundred years vacation every m |l ennia
and the dental ain't bad.

DEATH
That's it.

Death starts at him Lucifer points his finger and a fire flares in
and out in front of Death.

LUCI FER
D. Don't sign checks your ass can't
cash. Besides, I'mhere to | end a hand.

You got a little problem | got a little
solution for ya.

ROWY
No way. D, you can't. Not with him
DEATH
Don't worry. | wouldn't deal with this
pi ece of filth.
LUCI FER
Ch, my heart. You cut nme to the quick
D. | was just trying to help. | had a

pl an you see. Sonething that gets rid
of your little problem And the Big CQuy
never has to know, you know? But if you
don't want it...

Lucifer turns to | eave.

DEATH
Wai t.

Luci fer turns back, smling.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
VWhat you got in mnd?



ROWY
D, no.

DEATH
Shut up Rom

LUCI FER

Yeah, Shut up, Rom The deals sinple.
You got an extra soul on your hands.

"Il take him Once he's out of the
equati on, you can process the other

t hrough with no problens or head aches.
And the Big G don't have to know a thing.

DEATH
Yeah. Right. Wat's your end in this.

LUCI FER
Besi des the usual additional soul to add
to ny pit? Nothing. Business as usual.
God still preaches love, | still add to
my coffers of corruption

Death squints at Lucifer, distrusting his notives.

Rony pulls

DEATH
Yeah, right. You don't do nothin' unless
you're gettin' sonethin' out of it.

ROWY
But we don't know who's supposed to head
upstairs. How do we choose?

LUCI FER
I don't know. W could flip a coin, |
guess.

Deat h aside for privacy.
ROWY

Can we... do that? Just... flip a coin?
DEATH

I don't see why not. That's how t he
Boss chose which sex gets to bear
chil dren.

(To Lucifer)
Ckay. Let's do it.

Lucifer pulls out a coin.

LUCI FER
Ckay. Heads Goddard comes with ne, tails
it's Bel va.

DEATH
VWho?

LUCI FER
That's the other guy's mddl e nane.

Deat h and Rony sni cker

34.
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ROWY
Wait, how d you know that?

LUCI FER
What? You think we run Mcrosoft and
have strikes? You think we don't keep
files too? Can we get this over with?
I got an appointnment for a blow job in
ten.

Lucifer flips the coinin the air and catches it on his fist. He
uncovers it to reveal a denon head on the coin.

DEATH
Ckay, then. Settled.

Rony and Death wal k back into the office. Lucifer holds the coin up
and shows that it has heads on both sides of the coin.

LUCI FER
(Sm ling m schievously)
Yup. Settled.
Lucifer follows them
I NT. LI MBQO SOUL PROCESSI NG OFFI CE

Rony makes a photo copy of the book page. Lucifer and Death approach
t he Trosses.

DEATH
(Pointing at Al G)
You. Get up.
Al G stands.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
Al, Lucifer. Lucifer, Al.

LUCI FER
How t hey hangin', Al ?

AL G
Wait, who?

DEATH

'Kay, we're done here. Have a good
eternity in the pit of ever lasting Hell
Fire.

(Patting Al G's shoul der)
See ya.

Lucifer takes hold of Al G's armand they di sappear in a puff of fire
and snoke.

Rom el fills in some paper work and staples the photo copy of the page
from Death's book to it.

ROW
VWhat about hi n?

Rony points at Al B.
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DEATH
What about hinf? We stick himon the
next el evator up and forget this whole
t hi ng happened.

ROWY

| gotta process himfirst.
DEATH

So? Do it.
ROWY

Un, he's gotta sign sonme papers. That
ki nda neans his arnms have got to be free.
You know, to wite.

DEATH
Oh. Right.

Death stands over Al B. a nonent and sighs. He reaches behind hinself
and pulls a tall scythe out. He holds it out and winds up for a sw ng.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
Ckay. \Whatever you do. Don't. Mve.
An inch.

Al B.'s eyes bulge. He screans are nuffled under the tape covering his
mouth. Death pulls back and then swi ngs, cutting all Al B.'s bonds
down the center. Al screans like a little girl.

AL B.
(Catching his breath)
You. ASSHOLE!

DEATH
Ch, don't be such a fucking baby.

Death grabs Al B. by the armand yanks himto the desk. Rom el takes
his hand, dips his thunb onto an ink pad, and prints himon the page.

ROWY
(Pointing to spots on
t he page)
Sign here, here, here, initial here,
and... here and then sign at the bottom
here.
AL B

You psychotic nother--
Death grabs his face and squeezes his tongue out.

DEATH
"Menber ny fetish for tongues?
(Al can say not hing)
Now si gn.

Death lets himgo. Al takes the pen fromRony. He noves it close to
t he page and then stabs Death through the hand. He runs out of the
office. Death tries to take after him but the pen has nailed himto
the desk. He flops to the ground.
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ROWY
D. You okay?

Deat h peaks over the desk.

DEATH
(Pi ssed)
Do ya m nd!?!

ROWY
Oh, yeah.

Rony pulls the pen out. Death takes off after Al B.
I NT. HELL/LUCI FER S PALACE -- LATER

Lucifer and Al G appear in the |obby of the palace in a flurry of fire
and snoke. Dragging Al G along, he walks up to the front desk where
sits a sexy, red-skinned DEMONESS (20) in a tight black dress and a
deep Long Island accent.

DEMONESS
Hey ya, M. L.

LUCI FER
Hel | o, sexy.

The Denoness gi ggl es.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
Do poppa a favor and call Argoth in for
nme.

DEMONESS
You got it, M. L.

Lucifer drags Al G into an el evator.
I NT. HELL/LUCI FER S OFFI CE

Lucifer exits the elevator into his spaci ous executive office. He walks
past the fire place. It flares up and burns. He wal ks behind a stylish
and fully stocked bar and pours hinself a drink.

Al G slowy steps off the elevator, |ooking around like a child in a
new school. He shyly walks to the center of the shiny floor before the
shag carpeted part of the room

LUCI FER
AL, Cone in, cone in. Don't be shy.

Lucifer plops a fewice cubes in his drink and takes a gulp.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
(Sighing with relief)
Man, | | ove ice.

Luci fer wal ks over to his desk.
AL B.

(Ner vous)
Is... is this...
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LUCI FER
Hel | ?  Yup. Every single burning enber
of it. Wataya think?

AL G
(Shruggi ng shoul ders)
It's not so bad.

LUCI FER
Vell. Gve it tine.

Lucifer sits in his executive throne and pulls out a rol odex.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
You know, Al, baby. It's really great

that your down here. | nean really great.
AL G

Real | y?
LUCI FER

I'd say it's an honor, but | don't really
have honor. You know. The evil thing.

AL G
(Under st andi ng)
Oh.  Yeah.
LUCI FER
But seriously, I'mjust pleased as punch

to have you with us.
He pulls a card fromhis rolodex and dials a nunber on the speaker phone.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
I nean, it was a real coup getting you
down here. It's really going to piss
off the Big Guy, you know?

AL G
Un It is?
The line rings through.
LUCI FER
( Chuckl i ng)
Ho- ho yeah. Flood-the-world pissed. |
mean, | was really lucky this whole thing
came along, but it's nore than that, you
know? | mean you have to have the cojones

to cease the nonent...
EXT. LI MBOQ GOLF COURSE

God is lining up his shot, concentrating very hard on naking his mark.
He eyes where it is he wants to | and and focuses on the ball again. He
pull's back for the swing. As he brings the club down, God' s cell phone
on the golf cart rings. The distraction causes himto hit the bal
wong. It flies off the path and into the woods.

GoD
Jesus Chri st!
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Jesus appears suddenly in a puff of cloud-Ilike smoke.

JESUS
Yavol, nein G ossen Beite?

GOoD
(frustrated)
VWhat are you doing here? Wiat's wong

with you?
JESUS
But... vyou just called nme. Didn't you?
GOoD
No, | didn't just call you. | was just
shouting out. It was a figure of speech,

you idiot. Now get out of here. Stop
followwng me. Find a |leper to heal or
somet hi ng.

God' s Angel Caddie runs up with his cell.

JESUS
(I'nnocently)
Ckay. Sorry, Dad.

Jesus di sappears.

GoD
For the |l ove of ne. How in Heaven did I
spawn such a schmuck.

God takes the cell.

GOD (CONT' D)
(To the Angel Caddie)
And he ain't too bright either, you know?
But that's what you get what you get
when you roll in the hay with a redneck.

God clears his throat and puts on his boom ng, echoing Godly voi ce.

GOD ( CONT' D)
This is the Lord, thy God.

I NT. HELL/LUCI FER S OFFI CE
Lucifer is leaning back in his chair and lights up a cigar.

LUCI FER
G Man! It's me. How they hangin'?

EXT. LI MBO GOLF COURSE
GOoD
(I'n his regular voice)
Ch, it's you.

LUCI FER
AWy, | can feel the |ove.



GOoD
Didn't | tell you never to cal

LUCI FER
Look, Lordy, | thought I'd cal
you a heads up. You know, a |
on the down low. So to speak

GoD
Pl ease. ' m God. Maker of al

| here?

| and give
ittle info

| things,

creator of |life, the heavens and Hell,
architect of the universe. What coul d

you possibly have to tell me |
al ready know?

I NT. HELL/LUCI FER S OFFI CE

don't

LUCI FER
Ch, gee Let ne think. Hmm How ' bout
the fact I got one of your souls with ne
in Hell
GOoD
OCh, ha ha. That's so funny. That's so
funny | forgot to | augh.
LUCI FER
Wl l, hey, don't believe nme. Hear it
fromthe horse's nouth.
(To A G)
Al. Get your buns over here. Say hello.
Al G wal ks hesitantly over to the desk
AL G
Un Hhello?
GOoD
Yeah, who's this?
AL G
G God?
GOoD
(Condescendi ng)
Un yeah. W is this?
AL G
( Over whel ned)
h. Ch wow. | nean, I'mtalking to
God. I'mtalking to THE God. | nean,
WOW- -
GOoD
Yadda- yadda- yadda. Wo. Are. You.
AL G
Ch, uh. Sorry. Sorry. |I'm uh, A
Tross. Albert Tross. Al bert G Tross.

GOD
The psychiatrist!?!

40.
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AL G

Ch ny God. You... you know ne, sir?
LUCI FER

Hello. Stupid. God on the phone here.
AL G

Ch, right.
GOoD

VWhat in the Hell are you doing there!?!
You don't belong there! Wat are you
doi ng! ?!

Luci fer snickers and chuckl es.

LUCI FER
| know. Ain't it cool?

GOoD
Lucifer. Pick up the phone. Now,
Lucifer. Pick up the phone now. Pick
it up.

Lucifer |l eans over and puts the phone to his ear.

LUCI FER
(Triunphantly)
Yes?

HELL/ LI MBO GOLF COURSE

GOoD
You listen to ne, you little shit. |
don't know how you got that soul, but
you are breaking ALL the rules. You get
hi m back up here, RI GHT NOW -

HELL/ LUCI FER' S OFFI CE

LUCI FER
Now, wait just one second, here. | didn't
break a single one of your obsessive
compul sive rules. Not one. You got
your soul processed up there in fantasy
land. And |'ve got mne. The books are
compl etely balanced. |[If you don't believe
me, check it out for yourself. You'l
find an Al Tross counted as anobng your
little flock. Talk to Death, not ne.

LI MBO GOLF COURSE

GOoD
How dare you talk to ne like that. |
put you into this universe, | can take

you out. You better return that soul--
HELL/ LUCI FER' S OFFI CE

LUCI FER
Bye, now.



42.

GCD
Lucifer, you son of a bitch, don't you
dare hang- -

Luci fer hangs up the phone.
EXT. LI MBO GOLF COURSE
God shatters the cell on the ground. He junps up and down in
frustration, growing and screamng. He storns over to his golf cart
and takes off down the field. The Angel Caddie runs after him
I NT. HELL/LUCI FER S OFFI CE

LUCI FER

(Sni ckeri ng)
I hate that self righteous prick

AL G
Did... did you just hang up... on God?
LUCI FER
Huh? Ch, that? Don't worry, | do it to
himall the tine. He loves it. It's
our thing.
AL G
( Shocked)
Ww, you really are... evil.

Lucifer smles innocently and shrugs his shoul ders.
The speaker phone buzzes. Lucifer pushes the speaker button.

LUCI FER
Yes?

DEMONESS
(Over the speaker)
Argoth is here, honey-bunny.

LUCI FER
Great. Send himin, you succulent little

tranp you.
The Denoness gi ggl es and hangs up.

ARGOTH, a big, fat, ugly demon with asymetrical horns, walks into the
office wearing a Victorian suit. Flipping his handkerchief in the air,
he bows before Lucifer.

ARGOTH
(British accent)
You requested ny presence, Geat Evil
One.

LUCI FER
Argoth. You slovenly sack of shit. How
are ya. You're |ooking good. You put
on wei ght ?
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ARGOTH
Unfortunately no, sire. As a matter of
fact 1've lost sonme. The mines are
greatly understaffed these days, and |
find nyself overwhel ned with increasing
orders fromall over the nine circles--

LUCI FER
Yeah. \Who cares. Listen, | got a new
custoner here and | think he could fit
in nicely in your operation.

ARGOTH
Wonderful, sire. | could definitely use
t he additional |abor--
LUCI FER
Ar got h.
ARGOTH
Yes, sire.
LUCI FER
Still not caring.
ARGOTH
My apol og- -
LUCI FER
So if you would just submt the usua
paynment, our dealings here will be done.
ARGOTH
Un.. Yes, sire. | was hoping--
LUCI FER

Argoth. Hand on the table pl ease.

ARGOTH
But, sire. Perhaps--

LUCI FER
Argoth. You're actually going to make
me ask tw ce?

Hesitantly, Argoth approaches the table and places his hand on Lucifer's
desk.

ARGOTH
(frightened)
Y-yes, sire.

Lucifer stands and pulls a rusty, bloody clever fromhis desk. He |ooks
at Argoth's hand and ponders a deci si on.

LUCI FER
(Eyes Argoth's hand)
Let's see. Vhich little piggy will it

be today. Maybe the pinkie?

Argoth fists his hand and sticks the pinkie out. He shuts his eyes and
bi tes down on his handkerchi ef.
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Luci fer chops down with the clever, taking the entire hand. Argoth
lets out a rattling cry of pain. Lucifer flops back into his chair and
starts playing with the hand, biting the fingers and sticking them up
his nose. Argoth waps his stunp wth handkerchi ef

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
Argoth, nmeet M. Tross. Al, neet Argoth.
Argoth, take M. Tross away.

Nursing his stub, Argoth grabs Tross and drags hi mout of the office.
Luci fer waves to themw th Argoth's hand.

AL G
So, um | guess I'Il see you.
LUCI FER
(Sm ling)

Doubt f ul

VWhen they | eave, Lucifer spins around in his chair and hits a button
that opens the back wall that covers a giant w ndow overl ooki ng Hel
below. He tosses Argoth's hand in the wai st paper basket and | eans
back in his chair rel axed.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
(Chuckling evilly)
I love this job.

EXT. LI MBO CLUB HOUSE

Al B. sneaks out the club house side door and skul ks through the bushes
peering around for a route of escape.

Deat h pops out of the front door to the C ub House.

Al B. dashes to the side of the Enron Tent a few yards ahead of him and
ducks in under the fl ap.

I NT. LI MBO THE ENRON TENT

Al B. weaves his way through the full tent, slipping between dozens of
cheerful guests eating, drinking and chatting up the day dressed in
fine suits and wearing expensive jewelry. He hears his nane. He turns
to find BAXTOR CLI FFORD (48) sitting at a table with friends eating a
full plate fromthe buffet table

BAXTOR
Al? A Tross?

AL B.
Baxt or ?

Baxtor rises and shakes Al B.'s hand.

BAXTOR
Al, | can't believe it!

Baxtor brings Al to the table.
BAXTOR ( CONT' D)

VWhat are you doing here? | thought, uh
this was only for Enron executives?
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AL B.

Yeah, no. |'mjust, uh, passing through
BAXTOR

Well, it's great seeing you again.

One of Baxtor's friends(40s and 50s), CARL (42), calls their attention.

CARL
Baxtor, you going to introduce us?

BAXTOR
Ch, yeah. Carl, Frank, Craig, this is
Al bert Tross. He was ny divorce | awer
back in the real world.

They all wave hello.

FRANK
Holy shit, this is the guy? Jesus, |
heard you did sonme deal for Bax.

CARL
Raked her right over the coals but good.
Ended up with nothing but the rag between
her | egs.

CRAI G
VWhere were you when | was divorcing ny
bal | and cunt?

The nen | augh.

BAXTOR
Yup. This guy's ny hero.
FRANK
So, Al. Wiat brings you here?
CARL
You weren't one of our sharehol ders,
were ya?
CRAI G

Stupid. Sharehol ders don't cone here.

BAXTOR
Yeah, they go to welfare.

They | augh.

CRAI G
O on the bottle!

They laugh nore. Al sneers. Not even he can stomach these guys.

Death enters the tent. Al catches sight of him He ducks down, sitting
at the table to stay out of view

FRANK
Al. You gotta try the lanmb. 1It's the
juiciest son of a bitch you ever had.
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AL B.
You sure that's |anb? Could be the CEO

BAXTOR
(Laughi ng)
Seriously, though. Eat up. Nothing but
the good life, right?

Frank and Carl sml e.

CRAI G
Al, there's a guy you gotta neet.
AL B.
(wat chf ul)
No thanks.
CRAI G

No, seriously. A real closer and a ball-
buster. You'd love him

AL B.
| said no--

Death enmerges fromthe crowmd a few yards away. He hasn't noticed Al
yet .

AL B. (CONT' D)
Ckay.

Al hops up and pushes Baxter al ong.

AL B. (CONT' D)

(Annoyed)
Heh, yeah. Yeah. To bad you didn't pay
your fuckin' bill, you dead beat son of
a bitch.
BAXTOR
(Slightly nervous)
Hey, heh-heh. Woa there. | was gonna
get back to you, | swear.
AL B.

Yeah? Wen was that? Before or after
t he government took a hoover to your
col on! ?

The others nobck the two nen.

BAXTOR
Al . Cone on.

AL B.
Come-on? You see ny hand on your ass?
Dol look like I"'mflirting with you?

Al B. get's intimdating. Baxtor backs away a little.
BAXTOR

( Conf used)
W what ?
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AL B.
You deadbeat son of a bitch. You got
off easy. | would have put the knife in

you nyself if |I'd have thought | could
collect fromyour estate, but the
governnment got it all. After that, it
woul d' ve just been for pleasure.

Al B. grabs a knife off the table and sticks in under Baxtor's chin.
Baxtor's eyes are w de.

AL B. (CONT' D)
I still want ny pound of flesh, fucker.

The other men junp up and try to cal mthe situation.

FRANK
Hey, hey. Al . Conme on. Let's cool it.
CRAI G
Yeah. Let’'s just cal m down.
FRANK
Yeah, | nean, we're all in the sanme boat,
here.
CARL

And it's not |ike you can take it with
you, know what | nean?

A tense beat.

BAXTOR
Y-y-yeah, Al. I-I"msorry. | didn't
mean to, you know. | nean... we're dead.
I-1-1 don't even have any b-blood to
gi ve. You know?

Al B. stares at himicily. He |ooks beyond Baxtor and sees Death enter
the tent with the Denobn. He pulls the knife away and ducks down. Baxtor
retreats to his friends, breathing heavily. Frank and Carl consol e

hi m

CRAI G
Look, uh... Al. Mybe |I could introduce
you to soneone.

Al B. Looks himup and down, sneering.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
Seriously.

Careful to keep |l ow and out of sight, he follows.

CRAI G ( CONT' D)
Un .. maybe you could... |eave the knife.

AL B.
VWhat ever .

Al B. places the knife in his back pocket. They wade through the crowd.
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Deat h squeezes through the crowd, searching for Al B. intently.

Craig brings Al B. to the front of the roomto neet ASTOROTH (30),

| ooking in

Al B. bare

his all red suit and tie.
CRAI G
Astoroth. Astoroth.
ASTOROTH
Craig! How are you? Enjoying the food?
CRAI G
Hey! Everything' s just excellent. You
guys have it good down here. | nmean,
this ain't what they taught us at church,
you know?
ASTOROTH
Good. dad to hear it.
CRAI G
Li sten, | brought someone for you to
neet .
ASTOROTH
Really. | thought | knew everyone here.
CRAI G
He's kind of a new arrival.
ASTOROTH
It's funny, | can't recall having any

dealings with you

CRAI G
This is Al Tross. He's a | awer.

y pays notice. He's busy watching for death.
ASTOROTH

Real ly, for the conpany?
AL B.

Hal No. | wouldn't stoop so | ow
ASTOROTH

Is that right?

CRAI G
He's a divorce |lawer. He represented
Baxtor Clifford against his wfe.

ASTOROTH
Really! Wwell, well. | hear you do good
work. Quite inpressive result, so ny
col | eagues tell ne.

CRAI G
(To Al B.)
Astoroth is the Treasurer of Hell.

suave
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AL B.
Yeah, great. That's nice. Look, | need
to get out of here. | got a hot little
red head waiting for ne back in nmy office
so if you could show nme the exit.
ASTOROTH
( Conf used)
In your... office? On!
( Chuckl es)
You must nmean on Earth. Onh, ny boy,
didn't anyone explain the rules? |I'm
afraid you're stuck here. 1'mnot certain

how you got in, but we're always glad to
add another log into the fire, as it
wer e.

( Chuckl es)
Besi des, we have a special place in our
hearts for |lawerly types--

AL B.
You know, this has all been a big m stake,
so if you could just point me to the

exit and--
ASTOROTH
Vell, that's all fine, but it's tine for
my oration. |If you'll excuse ne.
Ast orot h wal ks away.
CRAI G
(Slightly hunble)
You know, Al, I'mtrying to help you

network. W're gonna need friends where
we' re goi ng- -

AL B.
VWhat do you nean, "where we're going"?
VWere're we goi ng?

Astoroth clinbs the stage and knocks on the m crophone to get the crowds
attention. Everyone hushes and watches him

Al B. catches sight of Death eyeing himin the crowmd and pushing his
way through to him Al ducks into the crowd.

Astoroth clears his throat.
ASTOROTH
Hel | o, everyone. How are we all doing?
Enj oyi ng the acconmodati ons?
The crowd responds positively.
ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
I"'mglad. You know, it's been a |ong
road, hasn't it.

The crowd agrees.
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ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
Yes, | know. But what a ride, huh?

The crowd agrees.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
Al that noney. GCh! The fun we had.

The crowd chuckl es.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
Yes, yes. But that US governnent. What
a pain, huh?

The crowd chuckl es.
Deat h searches harder for Al B. A B. evades.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
I nean, can't a guy meke a living?

The crowd | aughs agai n.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
Yes. Well, like all roads, |I'mafraid
this one had to cone to an end as wel |.

The crowd npans and boos.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
I know, | know. But that's just a fact
of after-life. But you got the | ast
| augh, didn't you? The governnment thought
they' d get their hooks into you.

The crowd chuckl es.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
They actually thought they could bring
you to justice? What were they thinking?
You' d gone years fooling them Did they
actually think they could get you so
easily?

The crowd responds enthusiastically in the negative.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
O course not. Now. .. they can never
get you.

The crowd cheers.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
Yes, yes. You certainly had the | ast
| augh, didn't you. Suicide has always
been the nost effective get-out-of-jail-
free card.

The crowd cheers again.
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ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
Yes. However, pulling out that particul ar
card has had the unfortunate result of
hasteni ng our deal, hasn't it. Yes.
But, we're still all friends, aren't we?

The crowd cheers.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
OCh, good. Well, as it is, it's come
tinme to even the books.

Suddenly, chains wi th hooks extend out of the ground and hook many of
t he executives. Many start to burn in white hot fire. Qhers have
their flesh begin to nelt. And still others are attacked by various
nasty creatures. They screamin agony.

Al B. junps back from everyone and backs up against the tent wall.

ASTOROTH ( CONT' D)
Yes, | know, it always hurts to be the
tax man, but | will always cherish our
bonds. They do go deeper than fl esh,
don't they? O at least, they wll.

A creature starts at Al B. He cringes as it sniffs his I eg and
sal i vat es.

The Denon steps up and snatches the creature away. He snags Al B. by
t he nape of his neck, dangling himfor Death to see.

DEMON
Db D. | got him | got him See?

Deat h cones up.

AL B.
Get the fuck off me, you giant afterbirth!

The Denon sticks the creature in Al B.'s face. It gnashes at him

Al B pulls the knife fromhis back pocket and sl ashes at the creature.
He then stabs the denmon's eye. It stunbles back, dropping Al ..

DEMON
My eye.

DEATH
(Flatly)
Yeah, great work.

AL B waves the knife at deat h.

AL B.
Stay back!

DEATH
You wanna cut ne? Cone on little nman,
cut ne!
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AL B lunges at death with the knife. Death effortlessly noves out of

t he way, knocks the knife fromhis hand and kicks himin the ass sending
himface first into the dirt.

AL B.
You bast ar d!

Death kicks himin the gut.

DEATH
I fought angels with pig stickers bigger'n
that, you pig vomt.
Death grabs Al B. by the collar and knocks hi m out.
THE DEMON WALKS UP

DEMON
Wo, D. You got himgood.

Death | ooks at The Denon. The Denon’s eye is hanging fromits socket.

DEATH
Look at yourself. You' re a fucking
di sgrace. Cean yourself up. Jesus
Christ!

Jesus appears in a puff of cloudy snoke.

JESUS
Vos Moxt eah Guggal ah?

Deat h shakes his head, groans and | eaves with Al B. in tow. The Denon
hol ds his eye.

DEMON ( TO JESUS)
Can you fix this for nme?

JESUS
That depends
DEMON
Depends on what ?
JESUS
Do you have health insurance?
DEMON
Huh? | don't think so. Besides, |I'm
Canadi an.
JESUS
Sorry, last tinme | did Pro Bono, | got
crucifi ed.

EXT. LI MBO THE ENRON TENT
Death drags Al B. al ong.
DEATH

I hate this fuckin' job! 1 hate it!
( MORE)



53.

DEATH ( CONT' D)
I don't get paid enough for this shit!
Not that | get paid. But if I did, it
woul dn't be enough

Two ARCHANGELS (26) step up to Death, swords in hand.

ARCHANGEL 1
Sir.
DEATH
Yeah. What.
ARCHANGEL 2
You have to cone with us, sir.
DEATH
I've got a soul to process here. Can't
it wait?
ARCHANGEL 1
Sorry, sir. This comes fromthe top.
DEATH
(t hrown)
What ?

EXT. HEAVEN GOD S OFFI CE WAI TI NG ROOM - - LATER

Two ot her ARCHANGELS stand to either side of God's massive office door.
Death sits Al B. down.

DEATH
Don't you nove. Don't you nove, or |
swear - -

AL B.

You think you scare ne? Try repping
Rosanne in a divorce. The binging' s
like a bear eating its young.

Death resists the urge to pummel him He |looks to his Archangel escorts.

DEATH
Make sure he doesn't go anywhere.

They nod. He enters God' office.
I NT. HEAVEN GOD S OFFI CE

God sits at his desk, flipping pages in his book. The great door to
his office, which extends up into eternity, opens. Death walks in and
steps up to God's great desk, which towers over him adorned with
artistry like a French church.

DEATH
You, uh, called for ne, sir?

GoD
VWhat? Who's t here?
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DEATH
Uh, me, sir. It's ne. Death.

GOoD
(Looki ng ar ound)
What ?  \Were?

DEATH
Un down here, sir.

God | eans forward and peers over the front edge of his desk. He nanages
a glinpse of Death waving at himfrom bel ow.

GCD
Wait, hold on a second.

God stands. He takes up his book and wal ks around the desk.

POV DEATH -- God wal ks around the corner wall of his towering desk and
appr oaches.

GOD (CONT' D)
Gim How are you.
DEATH
I''mgood | suppose.
GOoD
How s busi ness?
DEATH
Good, um things have been good. I'min
the mddle of a job right now actually.
He's, uh, waiting outside.l just gotta
get himon the books.
GOD
Ah, good, good. \What about after hinf
DEATH
Actually, sir. 1'mdue for a transfer.
This guy's the last one, and then...
GOoD
Ch yeah? \Were.
DEATH
Creation, sir.
GOoD
Ch. Now that's a great job.
DEATH
(Sm ling)
Yes sir.
GOoD

(Rem ni sci ng)
| never had as much fun as when | was
creating the universe. | nean, |'d have
to say Golf is a close second, but
creation... Nothing like it.
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DEATH
Yes, sir.

GOoD
VWhat are you going to be doi ng?
Vegetation distribution? Life formation?
Intelligence devel opnent ?

DEATH
Star and pl anet formation.

GOoD
Awnhhh.  That's great.

DEATH
Yes, sir. I'mlooking forward to it.

GOoD
You should be. That's real exciting
stuff. And you deserve it, too.

DEATH
(Hunbl ed)
Well... thank you sir. 1 don't like to
think of it that way. | just did ny
j ob.
GOoD
( Ki ddi ng)
Bet you pity the next guy after you,
huh?
DEATH
( Chuckl i ng)
Wll... | certainly don't envy him
sir.
GOoD
| bet you don't.
t hem | augh.

DEATH
So. Was there sonmething else. Sir?

GOoD
Not really, just wanted to see how things
were going. ©GCh. There is this one thing.
Mnor little hiccup, really.

DEATH
How do you nean, sir?
GOoD
Vell, while | was playing a few hol es, |

got a call from soneone. They seemto
think we've all owed a good soul to go to
Hell... instead of com ng here where it
bel ongs.



DEATH
(Slightly nervous)
Really? Hwmm Can't imagi ne why anyone
woul d think that.

GOoD
Well, that's what | thought. Especially
consi dering fromwhomthe call cane from

DEATH
Un Wio was that, sir.
GCD
(Matter-of-factly)

Luci fer.
Death tightens his |ips and shakes his head.

GOD (CONT' D)
He tells me he has soneone naned Al bert
G Tross down there. A psychiatrist. A
really good soul. Stellar. Hi s good
works, well, let's just say if we were
still doing the saint thing...

DEATH
Well, sir, you really can't trust anything
Lucifer says. Prince of lies and al
t hat .

GOoD
That's what | thought, too. Funny thing
is, | actually talked to him This soul,
I nean. He's the real McCoy. "But how
could that be?" | asked nyself. | mean,
for Lucifer to get his hands on a good
soul |like that, he'd have to break at
| east half a dozen cosmic rules. M
rules. But he says the books are
straight. So | decided to take a | ook
for nyself. | got the latest order lists
and conpared themw th our input ratio
dat abase hard copy, and | o and behol d,
find an Al bert Tross on the list.
Col | ected and pendi ng processing. That'd
be the guy outside, right?

God | ooks very closely into Death's eyes, glaring with anger.

DEATH
(Very nervous)
Un y-yes, sir. He's, uh outside right
now. There was a little problem but,
uh, he's definitely Albert Tross. Just
like it says on ny list--

GOoD
I'd be very careful with ny next words,
if I were you right now, Gim Especially
considering the fact that |'ve already
had a conversation with Rom el

56.
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God glowers at him Death sweats. He bobs his head a little and
conf esses.

DEATH
Well... There might have been... a
little confusion... as to which one of
t hem was supposed to... head upstairs.

EXT. HEAVEN THE PEARLY GATES -- CONTI NUOUS

The skies suddenly darken and | arge anounts of great big |ightening
bolts strike into the central pal ace of Heaven

I NT. HEAVEN GOD S OFFI CE

God still stares angrily into Death's eyes. Death is singed and burned,
si zzling and snoki ng.
GOoD
Do you realize the ness you' ve nade! ?!
DEATH
.. I.. I.. know, I'msorry, sir, but--
GOoD

(Paci ng)
You're sorry? Your sorry!?! The whole
system s been completely screwed and al
you can say is your sorry? You brought
a friggin Lawyer into Heaven. You know
we don't let |awyers up here!! \hat's
wrong with you!?!

DEATH
But sir, the book--

GoD
If this ever got out, it-it-it would be
the end! Total uncreation

DEATH
It didn't say which one | was supposed
to take, sir! | couldn't be sure--
GOoD

The guy in Hell was the only one you
wer e supposed to take, you idiot! The
ot her one's not supposed to die for
anot her 7 years when he chokes on his
own vomt at Mstress Kitten's House of
Torture!!!

DEATH
(Slightly pani cked)
I"'msorry. Really. But | did the best
I could. It wasn't my fault. The order
formwas inconplete--

GOoD
I know it was inconplete you inbecile.
Creation requires great responsibility.
( MORE)
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GOD (CONT' D)
It requires that you have the brains to
ask questions when in doubt. To think
out si de the book. Cearly, you are not
ready to nove on

DEATH
But sir, it was one little m stake. And
not conpletely ny fault--

GOoD
Civilizations have perished and wars
have been fought over little m stakes,
Gim You' ve been on the job two
mllennia now You really think that
expl anation's gonna cut it? | expected
better fromyou, Gim Especially since
you are the reason | put many of these
rules in place. You do renenber what |
had to go through to save your soul
don't you?

DEATH
(hol di ng hi s head)
Yes, sir.
GOoD
Just... Get out of ny office! | have

to think things over.
Death | eaves and God pl ops behind his desk, head in hands.
EXT. HELL/CI RCLE 7 COAL M NES -- LATER

Argoth rides in on his Victorian style carriage dragging Al G behind
by a chain bound to his wist, huffing and puffing.

FITZ, Argoth's personal clerk and toady, a pale skinny denon wearing a
Victorian val et uniform approaches the carriage and kneels down in
front of the door. Argoth steps out onto Fitz's back and down.

Fitz rises and pulls a daily schedul er from his back pocket.

FI TZ
(Leafing the planner)
Master, it is so good to see you again.
I was beginning to worry. And your
hand... do you--

ARGOTH
(curtly)
How have things been since |'ve been
gone?

FI TZ
Not very good |I'mafraid to report.
Qut put has decreased 13% nore.

ARGOTH
139 ?! Increase barbed whi ppings, then
And ironings.
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FITZ
W' ve already done that, master. W are
still henorrhagi ng productivity. And

the Sl oth Denons have begun to express
outrage at our delivery del ays.

ARGOTH
Sl oth Denons. Such dirty creatures.
They' re worse than the French. Though
they snell better. And if we don't allow
t hose nonkey's in... Well never mnd
I'll deal with themlater. |In the nean
time, The Evil One has graced us with a
new nenber for our | abor force.

Argoth points to AL G

AL G
(W nded)
Hel | o. Pl easure.

FI TZ
(Snooty)
Ch ny, is this the best he could cone up
Wit h.

ARGOTH
Careful now Fitz, the Master does not
take kindly to criticism And his ears
are everywhere.

FI TZ
( Sneeri ng)
But sir, he's not even in the proper
attire.

ARGOTH points his taloned finger at AL G Hi s cl ot hes snmoke and change
into dirty, charred work rags.

ARGOTH
Now he will blend right in.

Two grey SCALY DEMONS unchain AL G and lift himup by the arnms. They
drag himoff to the m nes

AL G
(To the Denons)
Quys, nmy feet work perfectly fine. |
can wal k. Really. No need to put
yoursel ves out. \Were are we going
anyway? |s there any food where we're
goi ng, |'m starving.

Argoth fans hinself with his handkerchief.
ARGOTH

I"'mfeeling a bit cool. Have them send
up a scolding cup of tar to my office.
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FI TZ
(Witing in his planner)
And shall | send a hook up to replace
your hand sir?
ARGOTH
That's all right Fitz, I'll wait for it

to regrow. But have two dammed fenal es,
one whip, and a roll of barbed wire sent
up as well.

FI TZ
Very good sir. Shall | make the damed
sel f destructive or self deprecating.

ARGOTH
Oh, definitely self deprecating. Those
sel f destructive ones enjoy the barbed
wire far too much. Ruins all the fun in
a good torture.

INT. HELL/ CI RCLE 7 COAL M NES

AL G is chained to a chain gang by SCALY DEMON 1. SCALY DEMON 2 shoves
a shovel in his hand and throws himto the ground.

DEMON GUARD
Get to work, newbie! O 1'll crack open
your skull and sop your brains up with a
pi ece of nol dy bread.

The denons | eave.

Al G looks around him Thousands of damed souls dig at the soil
sweati ng and cryi ng.

AL G
(To Audi ence)
So this is Hell. Not a very nice place,
isit.
(A soul shrugs)
But not nearly as bad as marri age
counsel i ng.

He picks up a shovel and starts to work
I NT. HEAVEN GOD S OFFI CE -- LATER
God paces back and forth in front of Death and Romi el .

GOoD
You two really screwed the pooch on this
one. Have you got any idea what a ness
you' ve made?

Rom el opens his nouth to speak.

GOD (CONT' D)
Shut up. Because of you, |'ve actually
had to think. HARD. About all this.
Do you understand? | had to think hard!
( MORE)
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GOD ( CONT' D)
Not since creation did | have to think
this hard. Do you know what that's |ike?

Rom el tries to speak again.

GOD (CONT' D)
Shut up. |[|'ve got a headache now the
size of the crab nebula. This whole
thing has given nme gas. You know what
happens when | get gas?

Rom el tries to speak

GOD (CONT' D)
Shut up. Wien | get gas like this...
Wll, let's just say the Earth's gonna

suffer an el nino that nmakes the
greenhouse effect seemlike a cool spring
day!

God junps in front of Rom el

GOD (CONT' D)
Did I not tell you to shut up!?!

ROWY
But I didn't say anything, sir.

God squints his eyes and sticks his face close to Rom el's.
GOoD
(Booni ng voi ce)
Are you actually... correcting thy God?
Rom el stammers.
The room gets dark and thunder rolls above. A thick lightning bolt
strikes Romi el and reduces himto a pile of snoldering ash. God | ooks
at Death. Death stares straight ahead, never flinching.

God noves cl ose to Death.

GOD ( CONT' D)
I know what you're thinking. OCh, yeah
| do. | am CGod, after all. You're
thinking, "Is that what's in store for

me? Am|l going to end up a pile of ash?
Just. Like. H n®

He wi pes a sweat drop from Death's forehead and rubs it between his
fingers.

GOD (CONT' D)
Vll, | wouldn't Worry. Not because |'m
God or anything. | nean you know | don't
really get into that forgiveness shit.
No. |'ve got sonething else in store

for you, ny friend. Something befitting
a nmoron such as yourself. Sonet hing
uplifting and contributing to all our
hard works here in Heaven
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Deat h t hi nks a beat.

DEATH
Ch no.
GoD
Oh yes.
DEATH
Sir, you can't.
GoD
Check the nane on the door outside. | t

says | amthe Lord, thy God. WMaker of
all things, creator of the universe,
light and life. That translates into |
CAN DO ANYTHI NG THE FUCK | LIKE' GET

| T 2!

God sits back behind his desk

GOD (CONT' D)
(I'n a boom ng voi ce)
The books nust be bal anced. The soul is
to be expedited and tasked. Tross nust
be incorporated into the system
seanl essly. And you shall assure this
transition. Wthout incident.

I NT. HEAVEN GUARDI AN ANGEL TRAI NI NG DEPARTMENT -- LATER

Al B. is ushered into the departnent fromoff an el evator by the
Ar changel s.

ARCHANGEL 2
Sir, please step into |ine over there.

Al B. scows at him

ARCHANGEL 2 ( CONT' D)
Sir. Don't make us place you there
our sel ves.

Al B. begrudgingly walks to the line. The Archangels get back on the
el evator and ride away.

A young, beautiful RECEPTIONI ST (25) dressed in a tight, white dress
stands with a clip board to receive new recruits.

RECEPTI ONI ST
(Texan accent)
Trainees? Al Trainees nust sign in
here.

Al B. approaches the Receptionist and eyes her wantingly.

RECEPTI ONI ST ( CONT' D)
Hello sir. Are you here for training?
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AL B.
(Flirting)
How you doin'. Wat' your nane, sweet
| ove.
RECEPTI ONI ST
(Put off)
Huh. Excuse ne?
AL B.
No, no. Excuse ne. |'mbeing rude. M

name Tross. Albert B. Tross.
(Ki sses her hand)
I saw you fromover there and... | was
just taken aback. | nean...
(Looks her up and down)
You are a piece.

RECEPTI ONI ST
(Di sgust ed)
Thanks. Are you here for training?

AL B.
Wll, | don't know. Are you the teacher?
RECEPTI ONI ST

Oh, you've got to be kidding ne.

AL B.
How about you and nme, we get outa here,
find us somepl ace nice and quiet. To
talk, get to know each other a little
better, and...
(He flutters his eyebrows)
I'"'ma very successful |awer, you know.

RECEPTI ONI ST
CGee, you know? | could see that. Tel
ya what. You come right here
(She puts himon |ine)
Now, when you're done with your training,

you cone find nme and we'll see about
sonme... extra credit.
AL B.

Heh- heh. You got it.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Good.

The Receptionist turns away and rolls her eyes.

AL B.
See ya, babe.

Al slaps her on the ass. She |ooks at himw th shock and then dashes
away, munbling to herself.
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AL B. (CONT' D)
(To the soul in front
of him
Dead or alive, | still got the shit.
Huh?

The soul rolls his eyes.
EXT. HELL/ CI RCLE 7 COAL M NES

Al G diligently shovels coal. He seens to be enjoying the work. He
begins to whistle "Wistle Wile You Wrk".

The other souls stare at himin disbelief.

Two OVERSEER DEMONS on the hill above wal k to each other. They | ook at
Al G and then to each other in disbelief.

OVERSEER DEMON 2
That guy's just not getting it.

I NT. HEAVEN GUARDI AN ANGEL DEPARTMENT -- LATER

Al B. is on a tour of the facilities, bored out of his mnd. The TOUR
GQUIDE (38) brings themto the Enbarking Portal Hall where Guardi an Angel s
are sent out to Earth to conduct their duties.

TOUR GUI DE
And here we have the Enbarkation Port al
From here Guardi an Angel s can access the
Earth at any point and in any tine.

This piques Al's interest.

One of the other TRAI NEES rai ses his hand.

TRAI NEE 1
Anywher e?
TOUR GUI DE
Yes, anywhere, any time.
TRAI NEE 2
You just wal k through there, and poof?
TOUR GUI DE
Wl l, not exactly. Unless you've been

gi ven an assignnment card like this,

(He holds up a card)
That designates a place and tine period
on Earth, if you were to wal k through
the portal, you'd just float through
time |ost.

Al B. | ooks around for a GUARDI AN ANGEL that could be a potential "mark".
He finds one and wal ks toward him They bunp into each other.

GUARDI AN ANGEL
(English Accent)
Oh. Excuse ne.
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Al B. just keeps wal king, never |ooking up. He finds a nook out of
sight and pulls an Enbarkation Portal assignment card from his pocket.
He sm rks.

AL B.
Li ke riding a bike.

Death wal ks of f the el evator and approaches the front desk. He asks
the DESK CLERK a question. The Cerk points himin Al's direction.

Al dashes off to the Enmbarkation Portal, passing the tour.

TOUR GUI DE
The universe is basically one big bundle
of time all wapped up in a ball. Every

point is layered, one point touching
every other one. Not a stream as humans
have conme to believe. That's how you
can access any point in tinme.

The CGuardi an Angel has a problemw th SECURI TY at the Enbarkation Portal

SECURI TY
I"msorry, sir. | can't let you through
wi t hout a pass.

GUARDI AN ANGEL
(Searching his cloths)

I had it here only a nonent ago. | can't
i magi ne where on Earth it could have
gone.

SECURI TY

Definitely not on Earth, sir.

Al Weaves his way through the line to the front. Death catches sight
of him

DEATH
Ay! You! Cone here!

Al nervously backs away toward the Portal. He bunps into another Ange
carrying a brief case. The Angel stunbles forward and jabs the corner
of his brief case into the first Guardian Angel's Butt.

GUARDI AN ANGEL
Ow, my bum

A soul nearby exclainms with surprise:

SOUL
Did he say bonb! ?!

SECURI TY
Bonb!

The Security guy pushes a panic button, bringing gates down to seal off
the Hall. A manages to slip under the gate at the portal before it
comes down. Security personnel pour into the Hall and tackle the
Guardi an Angel. The crowd runs in panic.



66.

Deat h dashes for Al B. but the gates slam down between them before he
can grab him A slides his card through the conputer slider and junps
into the time stream sniling. Death pounds the gate and screans in
frustration.

An el derly NUN grabs Death's armin fear.

NUN
Oh, God, please. | don't want to die a
virgin again.

Deat h does a doubl e t ake.
EXT. HELL/CI RCLE 7 COAL M NES

Everyone in the mine pit are singing while they work, singing along
with Al G. Their spirits are high and they are enjoying the | abor,
maki ng a game out of it, alnbst. The spirited noise rises up into the
sul fur filled air. The Overseer Denons stand around in amazenent,
confused as to what it is they should do.

OVERSEER DEMON 1
Shoul dn't we do sonet hi ng?

OVERSEER DEMON 5

| don't know. | nmean, should we?
Productions... up.
GORRI N, the managi ng denmon, stonps up to themlike a drill sergeant.
GORRI N

VWhat in the shit is going on here!l!
VWhat the fuck are you cumlicking pig
fuckers doing to ny chain gang!

The Denpbns stand at attention.

GORRI N ( CONT' D)

You!

(G abs a Denon by the

hor n)
VWhat the hell is that noise comng from
my mne, soldier.
VWhat the hell is that noise comng from
my mne, soldier.

OVERSEER DEMON 4
S-singing. Singing, sir!

GORRI N
"Singing, sir". Is that the type of
noi se that's supposed to be rising up
fromny mne!?!

OVERSEER DEMON 4
No, sir!

GORRI N
And what am | supposed to be hearing,
sol di er!?!
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OVERSEER DEMON 4
T-Torture, sir--

GORRI N
Torture! Agony! Screans in pain!

Gorrin rips the denon's horn off. It screanms in pain

GORRI N ( CONT' D)
LI KE THAT!! Now get in there and whip
me up sone agony! NOW

Gorrin kicks the denons down into the pit. They start whipping souls.
EXT. EARTH VI ENNA AUSTRI A, 1918 -- DAY

ADY (19), a young, starving artist stands beside a park entrance,
peddling his bad paintings. An O.LD LADY with a cane wal ks by. Ady
accosts her with his peddling.

ADY
Freuline. Cone. Wuld you not |like a
pretty picture to brighten up your flat?

He pulls her against her will to his paintings and presents one to her
It is God awul .
ADY ( CONT' D)
This one. It calls to you. | hear its
words. It says your hone is in great

need of its beauty.

The painting is sone innocent expressionist attenpt that |ooks nore
like blurred porn. The old | ady gasps in outrage, hits himw th her
purse and hobbl es away.

OLD LADY
You shoul d be ashaned.
( Shaki ng head)
Meshugi na

Ady slunps in depression, rejected once again.

ADY
Ch, woe i s ne.

Ady sits on the park wall, slouching and upset. Suddenly, Al B. falls
fromthe sky and | ands behind himin the bushes.

ADY (CONT' D)
Mein Gottel!

Ady reaches in and hel ps Al up and out.

ADY ( CONT' D)
Are you all right, sir?

AL B.
| swear to Christ, soneone's getting
sued to shit.
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ADY
Are you well, sir? Can | help you?

AL B.
VWhat? OCh. Yeah, thanks for the hand.
Look, where the hell am|l?

ADY
You don't know where you are? Perhaps
you have hurt your head from your fall
t hough from where you fell--

AL B.
Hey. A D.D. boy. Focus. Where aml|?
ADY
You are outside Stadt Park, sir.
AL B.
VWhere? No, what city?
ADY
VWell... Vienna.
AL B.

Vi enna. Austria? Jesus Christ, shit on
me. How the fuck did | end up half way
around the world? God damm it. [|I'm
stuck in fucking Austria, no noney...
and shit! No passport. How the fuck do
I get back to the states? And cone to
think of it...

(He I ooks around)
VWhat the Hell year is this?

ADY
You are from Anerica? Ach. It is ny
dreamto one day visit there.

AL B.
That's great. VWhich way to the US
Enbassy?

ADY
Per haps, sir, before continuing your
journeys, you would care to buy a picture?
A piece of Vienna beauty to bring hone
for sharing with your famly and friends.

Al | ooks at the paintings.

AL B.
VWhat the hell are these supposed to be?

ADY
It is ny heart and soul, men heir.

AL B.
Kid, it looks nore |ike your breakfast
and | unch.
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ADY
Upset)
You... cannot find just one that speaks
to you?
AL B
Dude. They're all speaking to nme. They
saying: "Please, God, kill me now  Just

burn me from exi stence.
Ady slunps in defeat.

ADY
Ach. Kind sir, your words strike at ny
very heart as a knife.

AL B.
Sorry, kid. Cotta learn to take criticism
in this business.

Al turns and continues on to find his way hone.

ADY
Wl |, thank you for your honesty, sir.
It is ny eternal sorrow that you have
found of fense from ny work.

Al stops. He |ooks back at Ady standing over his terrible work in
sadness. For the first tine in his long life, Al feels synpathy.

AL B.
(To hinsel f)
God. What am | doi ng?

He wal ks back to Ady.

AL B. (CONT' D)
VWhat' s your nane, kid?

ADY
My proper nane is Schnekl e.

AL B.
Sh- Sh- Schrmuckl e? What is that, a Hebe
name?

ADY
My friends and famly refer to nme as
Ady, though. For my m ddl e nane.

AL B.
Yeah, better. Anyway, | wanna hel p you
out here.

ADY
You wi sh to buy a painting?

AL B.
Shit, no, son. |'d be tried for crines
agai nst humanity if | brought that over
national borders. No, | wanna tell you

a story.
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They sit on the wall together.

AL B. (CONT' D)
VWen | was a kid, | wanted to be a witer.

ADY
You are a witer?

AL B.
I"mtryin" to tell you a story, here.
Shut up. No, I"'mnot a witer, I'ma

| awyer.

ADY
Ah, a lawyer. Such a nobl e profession

AL B.

Ha. Yeah, right. You're a good kid.
Now shut up. So anyway, | wanted to be
a witer, so | used to wite every singl
idea | had in ny brain down in this litt
journal I'd carry everywhere with ne. |
finally got around to actually witing
one of those ideas into a story. Wote
nmyself a nice little novella, but I didn't

e
| e

show around right away. | just kept it
to nyself.

ADY
Vhy ?

AL B.

Wasn't ready. Wasn't good enough yet.
Needed tweaki ng. Took nme two years before
I felt it was ready. Poured everything

| had into the fucker. So |'m 21, fresh
outa coll ege and ready to take a chance.

I find the biggest publisher out there

and take the big plunge.

ADY
You junped froma great height on to a
publ i sher? Were you hurt?

Al | ooks at him a beat.
AL B.
Kid, by any chance your nmom ever drop
you on your head a | ot when you was a
ki d?
I NT. HELL/ ARGOTH S TORTURE CHAMBER -- LATER

Argoth stands over a torture victimdressed in |eathers, splattered in
bl ood, and a whip tied to his stunp.

Fitz bursts in.

FI TZ
Master! You nust cone quickly!
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ARGOTH
Fitz! Curse your eyes! | was to not be
di st ur bed!

FI TZ
But... sir! It's... It's horrible!

Argoth notices the sound of singing com ng from beyond the chanber door.
He throws his robe on and runs outside.

EXT. HELL/CIRCLE 7 COAL M NES -- MOMENTS LATER

The Overseer Denpons have exhausted thenselves trying to beat the
happi ness out of the dammed. They pant wi th exhaustion.

OVERSEER DEMON 2

(To Gorrin)
Sir... It's... it's no use, sir.
GORRI N
Don't tell me that, scuml You will beat

t he agony fromthose souls or you wll|
join themin their reeking pools of shit
filled urinel

Gorrin junps into the pit.

GORRI N ( CONT' D)
You have to rip 'ema new one like the
nmeat they are!

Gorrin rips the armoff one soul and hits the other with it, sending
the other 20 yards off.

OVERSEER DEMON 2
We've tried that, sir.

The ot her souls help out the two Gorrin attacked, picking themup and
getting them back into the spirit of things.

OVERSEER DEMON 2 (CONT' D)
They. .. just keep hel pi ng each ot her.
They won't be swayed.

Gorrin is blown away. He's never seen anything like this.
Argoth charges up in his robe.

ARGOTH
Captain! What is the neaning of this!

Gorrin stands at attention.

GORRI N
Sir!' W, uh, we are having a snal
problem sir. But everything' s under
control, sir.

ARGOTH
Under control!?! This is under control!?!
Captain! These people... they're...
they' re... HAPPY!
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ARGOTH ( CONT' D)

VWhat is responsible for

Overseer Denon 1 steps forward.

this... outrage!?!

OVERSEER DEMON 1

I think I know, sir.
EXT. EARTH VI ENNA AUSTRI A, 1918

AL B.
... that stupid bastard
out of the buil ding.

ADY
How terri bl e.

AL B

had me t hrown

Forget about it. Guy had his in the

end. Released 4 shit books in a row
after that and got his ass booted to the
street. But anyway, after that publisher
| figured I'd try one of those snaller

publ i shing houses. | f
that's got a rep publis

ind this good one
hi ng newconers.

I figure, hit up the head instead of

sonme niddl eman | ackey.

Turned to be a

rich bitch with an attitude. Biggest
Nazi cunt you'd ever neet.

Ady | aughs goofily.

ADY
Nazi . | like this word

AL B.
Took me 2 weeks to corn
but | got her. She eat
same place every Thursd

best suit on, | practic
say to her for two days
up to her.

ADY
Real | y.

AL B.

Wal ked right up to her,
and shoot ny |oad right
You know what she does?
dine store slut berates
t he whol e restaurant.
and a hack and that she
bat hroomwal |l shit if s
and prayin' to the porc
i nspiration.

ADY
Ch, no. What neans "sh

er this hussy,

s lunch at the

ay. | put

e what |'m gonna
and wal k ri ght

i ntroduced nysel f
in her face.
That fucking

me in front of
Calls ne a | oser

woul dn't read ny
he was on a bender
el ain Gods for

oot ny | oad?"
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AL B.
Bitch pissed ne off, man. Humiliated ne
in front of everyone. Thought she got
away with it, too. | went to some
| awyers, they didn't want it. Not big
enough, they said. So | did the research
nmysel f and sucked the bl ood fromthat
hussy's icy veins. Took her for a quarter

mil.
ADY
VWhat neans "quarter ml["?
AL B.
Dol l ars, genius. A quarter mllion
dol | ars.
ADY

Ach. Mney. That is a lot, yah?

AL B.
That is a lot, yah. Anyway, that's when
| learned of nmy |Iove of the law. So |
took ny w nning and went to | aw school,
did my tinme under enpl oynent and the
rest is successful legal history, baby.

ADY
That is a vunderbar story, sir.

AL B.
And the noral is..?

Ady tilts his head and | ooks at himblankly. Al taps himon the back
of the head.

AL B. (CONT' D)
You suck at the painting thing, son
Fi nd sonmet hing el se that gives ya wood.

ADY
Ch. Wwell, | don't... know anything el se.

AL B.
Ain't there sonmething you do that you
enjoy? That you' re good at?

ADY
Vll... ny rabbi sonetines lets ne wite
and read sernpns for shule sonetinmes.

AL B.
Publ i c speaking. That's good. Can use
that for law. O politics.

ADY
Politics? | don't know. | think I m ght
like this. To help people, yah?

AL B.
Sure, kid. If that's you're thing.
( MORE)
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AL B. (CONT' D)
But you gotta involved now Can't just
fall into it, you know?

ADY
My friends often invite me to join them
to the Workers organi zati on.

AL B.

Unions. Good, that's a good start. But
get away fromall that jew shit. No
one'll vote for a jew No one |ikes
bein' told what to do by a jew, you know?

(Ri sing)
Aright. | gotta go. Here endeth the
| essen.

ADY
(Shaking Al's hand)
Thank you, sir. | have | earned a great
deal fromyou. | shall be a great
st at esman some day.

AL B.
Yeah, that's great.

A beep cones frominside Al's pocket. He pulls out his travel pass.
It beeps and a spot flashes red at its center. He |ooks at curiously.

AL B. (CONT' D)
Hey, | ook. Drop that name, sh-sh-sh-
shnock, or whatever. Too ethnic.

Al touches the blinking spot with his thunb.

ADY
Ch. Then | will use nmy m ddl e nane.
You will hear of me again. | prom se
this. You will conme to know and respect

t he nanme of Adol ph Hitler.

A bright light cones down on Al from Heaven and sucks himup like a
vacuum Ady is left in shock of what he has just seen.

I NT. HEAVEN GUARDI AN ANGEL CENTRAL -- MOMENTS LATER
A DESK AGENT collects Al froma make-shift portal.

DESK AGENT
It's about tinme. Took you |ong enough
down there. You new? | don't recognize
you.

AL B.
Um

DESK AGENT

No time for chit-chat. W gotta get you
on assignment again. The |ock down at
the Portal Hall's got the whol e departnent
backed up and the back up portal's acting
abit iffy.
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The Desk Agent ushers Al to his desk and processes a whol e new trave
card for him A |ooks on the security monitor on the wall. It views
the Enbarkation Hall. Death is on screen scream ng and cursing,
receiving a contam nati on hosing and scrub down. Al giggles.

DESK AGENT ( CONT' D)
Yeah, | know. But can't be too safe
t hese days.

The Desk Agent clicks his conputer and a new card pops up. He snatches
it and ushers Al to their travel portal.

DESK AGENT ( CONT' D)
Come on, the schedule's tight.

He puts Al in the portal, slides the card through the machi ne port and
hands it to Al.

AL B.
This thing going to LA?
DESK AGENT
Ptff. 1' think you'll ms a few

m || ennia.
The Desk Agent pushes a button and Al is on his way on a shaft of |ight.
EXT. EARTH ANCI ENT EGYPT -- DAY
Al falls fromthe sky and lands in a pile of manure.

AL B.
(Recoveri ng)

Shit!

I NT. HELL/ ARGOTH S TORTURE CHAMBER

Al G hangs dangling by his arns, his |legs and wists bound by chai ns.
Argoth bursts in, still in his robe. He grows wth anger

ARGOTH
You!

Al G tilts his head with curiosity.

AL G
Argoth. Isn't it?
ARGOTH
You... are responsible for this...
atrocity.
AL G
Atrocity?
ARGOTH

Can you not hear it!?!

Argot h opens the chamber door. The singing can be heard outside. Argoth
sl ans the door shut and shutters in disgust.



76.

ARGOTH ( CONT' D)
Si ngi ng!  Cheerful, happy singing! You

have... ruined nmy m nes!
AL G
(Sm ling)
And what's wong with your crew enjoying
their work? | hear your productivity is
up and you're reaping great benefit from
t heir worKk- -
ARGOTH
HAPPY!  They are happy!
AL B.
A happy enpl oyee nakes an efficient
enpl oyee. You know, |'ve done a few

notivational seminars for a few conpanies.
Not really ny area, but | did wonders

for GMs staff. | could do the same for
you, if you like.

Argoth is absolutely stunned at Al's conplete |ack of fear.

ARGOTH
(Rai si ng hi s whip)
I very much wish to give you pain.

AL G

I'"'msensing a bit of anger from you,
Argoth. Does ny positivity sonehow

i ncense you in sonme way? Let's talk
about it for a nonent. what is it about
a positive personality that angers you
so? Were you, perhaps, subject to a
great amount of criticismas a child?

Argot h gapes at Al wi th bug-eyes.

AL G (CONT' D)
Perhaps a little word association. Just
say the first thing that pops into your
m nd. "Flower."

ARGOTH
I"'m.. going to whip you terribly now

AL G
This need to "whip", Argoth. Do you
feel you are phallicly inadequate? Thus,
essentially needing to "lash" out? Both
figuratively and physically. [Is that
why you bind the whip to your arm where
you once had a hand?

Argoth | ooks at his whip bound to his stunp and grunts questioningly.
EXT. HELL/CI RCLE 7 COAL M NES

The singing is |louder now The Overseer Denbns stand around conpletely
hel pl ess.
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OVERSEER DEMON 1
This is getting ridiculous. How are we
supposed to deal with this? W're not
trained for this. You know, | heard
this shit's spread to the pain fields on
Circle 8 and the torture wheels on circle
6.

OVERSEER DEMON 2
| hear it's even sprung up a bit in circle
2.

OVERSEER DEMON 1
No way. In gluttony?

OVERSEER DEMON 2
Uh- huh.

OVERSEER DEMON 1
Jeez. That's all you need. A bunch of
fatties singing and whistling.

Gorrin wal ks by them

GORRI N
It's a dark day for our kind, scum
This could be the end of all things.

The 2 Denpns | ook to each other, worried.

One solitary snowfl ake falls fromthe sky and | ands on Overseer Denpn
1's nose. He looks at it cross-eyed in shock.

OVERSEER DEMON 2
VWhat the fuck is that!?!

INT. LUCI FER S OFFI CE -- LATER

Luci fer and the Denoness are tunbling around behind the desk. They
scream and pant in their |ove-making. Snaps and buzzing are heard.

The phone rings.
Luci fer reaches up and grabs the phone. The denbness mpans in pleasure.

LUCI FER
(Gunting and panting)
This better be good.

Luci fer |istens.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
VWhat ? What are you tal king... WHAT!?!
(To Denpness)
Get off!!

Lucifer throws the Denpness off himand stands. The Denobness picks
hersel f up and stands wearing scanty lingerie and hol ding a barbed whip
and bl oody, spiked vibrator. Lucifer pushes the button on his desk to
open his wall w ndow.
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The wall slides open. There's a blizzard outside. Buildings, nounds,
hills and nountains are covered in snow.

Lucifer's eyes glow red and snoke. He puts the phone to his ear.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
( Seet hi ng)
VWhat. The fuck. 1|s going on.

Luci fer hears the singing.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
Is... is that... s-singing?

Luci fer puffs snoke fromhis nose. He drops the phone and smashes the

wi ndow fromthe frane. The cold wind and resonating sound of the singing
wafts in his face. He takes a deep breath and rel eases as roaring ball
of flame fromhis nouth. It spreads across the |and of Hell and over

the far horizon. The singing turns back to screans and the snow turns
to vapor and m st rising above the | and.

Lucifer breaths a sigh of relief and contentnent at the famliar sounds.
He picks the phone back up to his ear.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
(calnmy)
You will find who is responsible for
this and bring themto ne. Am| clear?
(A beat)
Hel | 0?

He pulls the phone away fromhis ear. The CALLER is screami ng in pain.

CALLER (V. Q)
Ahhhh! It burns! Ch God! It burns!

I NT. HEAVEN GUARDI AN ANGEL CENTRAL

The gates finally Iift in the Enbarkation Hall. Death heads quickly to
Guardi an Angel Central. He finds the first person he can find, the
Desk Agent.

DEATH
Hey. [|I'mlooking for a guy.

DESK AGENT
Sorry, sir. W're really backed up here.
You'll have to check with personnel.

Death throws hi mup against the wall.

DEATH
Listen to nme, you little shit. You're
gonna help nme find who I'm | ookin' for
or I swear to Hm 1'Il do things to you
that' Il make you wi sh you worked in Hell.

| NT. GUARDI AN ANGEL CENTRAL -- LATER
Death sits with the Desk Agent at his desk, watching himcheck the

security log recordings of Angels sent on mssions since the Hall was
guarantined. Al B. cones on screen.



DEATH
There! That's the guy!

The desk agent taps his conputer keyboard.

DESK AGENT
According to the processing logs, that's
supposed to be Angel Aaron. But that's
not him

DEATH
Thanks, genius. \Where is he?

The Desk Agent taps on his conputer.

DESK AGENT
Ch, no.

DEATH
What ?

DESK AGENT

It says here he's been sent out four
times al ready.

DEATH
But where is he now?

DESK AGENT
| sent a trainee into the stream Cod,
who knows what danage- -

Death grabs him by the collar.

DEATH
VWhere is he!l ?!

| NT. HELL/LUCI FER S OFFI CE
The denpness calls over the intercom

DEMONESS (V. Q)
Baby, there's sonmeone here to see you.

LUCI FER
I told you to cancel all appoints.

DEMONESS (V. Q.)
But, Lucy, honey, he says he knows what
happened- -

LUCI FER
Send himin!

Gorrin walks in with Al G shackl ed and gagged.
LUCI FER ( CONT' D)

VWho the Hell are you! And what's he
doi ng back here!?!



GORRI N
(Standing at attention)
I"'mGorrin, Sire. Captain of the Guard
of the Circle 7 M nes.

LUCI FER
Never heard of you. \Where the Hell's
Argoth, or that sniveling twerp, Fitz.

GORRI N
M. Fitz was charbroiled in your rain of
fire, Sire. And Master Argoth--

LUCI FER
Can you tell me how the fuck ny Hell was
turned into a winter wonderl and? You're
here, so | assume you have sone answers
for me. 'Cause if you don't,
(Wal ks up to Gorrin)

Gorrin points to Al G

I will gut you, have you torn apart and
fed to the | ower beasts.
GORRI N
(&l pi ng)
He's the cause, Sire. It was him
LUCI FER
VWhat? This soul ?
GORRI N
Yes, Sire. He nmade the rest of the
damed... well, he made them nore..
cheer f ul
LUCI FER
What ?
GORRI N

Yes, Sire. He made them cheerful and
take pride in their work. They
actually... enjoyed it, Sire.

LUCI FER
Cheerful. And that's where the snow
cane from

GORRI N
Yes, Sire.
LUCI FER
H m
GORRI N
Yes, Sire.
LUCI FER
A soul... made Hell... freeze over
GORRI N

Yes, sire.
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LUCI FER
(Di sbel i evi ng)
VWhere's Argoth.

GORRI N
He's, uh--
LUCI FER
VWhere i s hel!

Gorrin turns on a nonitor on the wall
room

ARGOTH (V. Q)

Argoth is nestling in the Denpbness's breasts,

81.

that views the office waiting
crying and noani ng.

Qoooh, | can't go on! 1've been so ba-a-
ad! Please! | don't want to be evil
anynore. Oooooh! | don't want to be
bad! | want to be good! Kind, nice and
dai nty!

LUCI FER
VWhat the hell is this!?!

GORRI N

(Pointing to Al G)

It's him sir.

LUCI FER
H n? H m what?

GORRI N
It's his mouth. It's... dangerous.

Luci fer breaths out a fire bal
crusty.

LUCI FER
That' s danger ous, Captai n!
GORRI N
(Gurgl ed)
Yes, sir.
LUCI FER
Expl ai n.
GORRI N
It's him sir. Just

to Master Argoth.

onto Gorrin,

bur ni ng hi m bl ack and

| ook what he's done
He's the one

responsible for it all, sir. Al of it.
He's converted two of my guards. They've
gone AWOL, | think upstairs.
LUCI FER
Upstairs!?
GORRI N
Yes, sir. | think... | think to repent.
LUCI FER

Jesus Chri st!



Jesus pops.

JESUS
Sonebody say ny n...

He sees Lucifer and the charred Gorrin.

JESUS ( CONT' D)
Qops. Wong nunber.

Jesus pops back out.
Luci fer shakes his head.

LUCI FER
| don't believe this.

GORRI N

Sir, it was all we could do to shut him

up, sir. If I hadn't gagged him.. he
m ght have converted nore of ny nen.
Sir. He's a danger to everybody down
here, sir.

Lucifer looks at Al G closely. Al smles under

LUCI FER
And you're responsi bl e for making ny
tortured souls..
(Alnost can't say it)
Happy.

Al G shrugs.

GORRI N
He is, sir.

Lucifer grows at CGorrin.

LUCI FER
(Frustrated)

hi s gag.

| can't believe this! | can't put him

in another torture pit--

GORRI N
It'd be Christrmas come early. Sir.

Luci fer knocks Gorrin's head right off his neck.
He | ooks Al up and down, scratching his chin.

LUCI FER
You're turning out to be nore trouble
than you're worth.
(Thi nks a beat)
But | think there's something we can
arrange. At the very |east, sonething
that' Il get you the fuck outa ny hair.
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EXT. 1865 EARTH FORD S THEATER, WASHI NGTON D.C. -- N GHAT

Al B. drops fromthe sky into the bushes next to the Theater. He pulls
hi nsel f up and sees Lincoln walk by, followed shortly after by John
W ks Boot h.

AL B.
Lincoln? God damm it. Can't get the
right fucking year. What the fuck's it
take to get to LA, goddanmit.

He clinbs out of the bushes and wi pes hinself off.

Suddenly, Death, dressed for the period, grabs himby the neck and pounds
hi m up against the wall, twce.

DEATH
You little shit. | got you

AL B.
( Choki ng)
Let... go.
Death drags himinto the THEATER
I NT. FORD S THEATER
Deat h shoves Al onto a bench and cuffs himto the arnrest.

AL B.
VWhat the fuck--

Death slaps himin the face.

DEATH
Shut up. Don't fucking nove. |If you do
anything, anything, | will rip your

fucking legs off. You got ne?
Death wal ks off into the crowd. Al grunbles to hinself.

A gorgeous MOTHER (24) wal ks by with a little BOY (9) and places him
down on the bench next to Al. She wal ks off to take care of business.
Al ogl es the Mt her.

AL B.
Hey. Kid. That your Ma?

The boy nods.

AL B. (CONT' D)
She's one hot piece, son. OCof. | nean,
| ook at that ass. That is one perfectly
shaped ass. You are one lucky kid. |
wi sh she was ny Mom

Deat h cones back and uncuffs A fromthe bench
DEATH

(CQuffing Al to hinself)
Come on. Qur ride's waiting.
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Death drags himoff.
Mot her returns for the Boy.

MOTHER
(German accent)
Cone al ong, Siggy.

An USHER appr oaches.

USHER
Right this way, Ms. Freud. Your
husband' s wai ti ng.

They follow the Usher. The Boy |ooks at his nother's ass and smil es.
EXT. FORD S THEATER -- MOMENTS LATER

Deat h approaches AARON (32), the locally assigned Guardi an Angel,
draggi ng Al B. behind.

DEATH
Aar on.

AARON
D. Good. W gotta go, man. Central's
screanm ng at ne about ny next assignment.

DEATH
Thanks again for the lift.

AARON
Don't worry about it.

Aaron touches his card and the three are sucked up into a shaft of light.
I NT. HELL/ NI GHTMARE DI VI SI ON -- LATER

The place is a large area the size of a football field lined with
hal | ways arranged in a grid-like layout. The place |looks as if it were
thrown together on short notice with no care for aesthetics. Al ong the
walls are large oval mirrors with conputer stations manned by white
collared clerks under them the two connected by wires. The mirrors
ripple and shift, show ng scenes of people running through horrific

ci rcunst ances.

Lucifer enters with two guards pulling the still bound and gagged Al G
al ong. They wal k past all the work stations to the Director's Ofice
at the rear. The office door says: "Dr. Signund Freud, Director

Ni ght mare Devel opnent". Before Lucifer can touch the door, SIGVIUND
FREUD (56) steps out.

FREUD
(Deep German accent)
Good Lucifer. Wat an honor to have
your presence.

LUCI FER
( Chuckl i ng)
Siggy. You know, you're the only soul
inthe pit that actually refers to ne as
good.
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FREUD
Good and bad is a personal perspective
subject to the bias of one's own
experience. They are nothing but |abels
assigned to that which we find personally
pl easi ng or disagreeable. In this case
of you and I, your placing nme in a
position where | amable to use nmy talents
pl eases ne so that to nmy m nd, you are
not hing else if not good.

LUCI FER
( Conf used)
Thanks?
FREUD

My pl easure, good Master. Now then

have you conme to inspect our facilities
once nore? W obviously were not prepared
for your visit, but I amcertain you

will find that everything is working

quite efficiently regardl ess.

LUCI FER
Sig, of that I have no doubt. But that's
not the reason |'m here.
(Pointing to Al G)

That is.
FREUD
Ach. An what would this be, then?
LUCI FER
Meet the newest nenber of your staff.
FREUD
Vell... | was not aware we needed a new
menber - -
LUCI FER

Siggy. Really. Do | |look |ike one who
cares much for what peopl e need?

Lucifer's eyes flash red.

FREUD
(Alittle nervous)
Good point. Well, then, | welcome him
with open arnms. But, er... why is he
gagged?
LUCI FER
Long story. So. dad everything s good
up here, and... | guess... that's it
t hen. Bye.
Luci fer takes off back up the hall, his 2 denon guards foll ow ng behind.
FREUD
Well... | suppose if we are to work

t oget her, you cannot be bound as you
are.



Freud removes Al G 's Chains and gag.

AL G

Ch, my God, you're Signund Freud.
FREUD

VWell, yes. | am
AL G

| don't believe this. The real Signund
Freud. This is such an honor.

FREUD
(Hunbl ed)
Well, thank you. Flatter me, sir. It
is a pleasure to make your acquai ntance,
M., er...
AL G
Al bert Goddard Tross, sir. |I'ma

psychiatrist, too.

FREUD
Real | y. How vundebar. What year is it
fromwhere you cone?

AL G
2003, sir.
FREUD
Ch, my. | have so little occasion to

actually speak with coll eagues in such a
position, you see. You are the first
soul | have encountered since ny

assi gnnment here.

AL G
VWhat about then?

Al refers to the white collared clerks.

FREUD
Ch, they are not human souls. They are
demons. They only | ook that way... well,

frankly, for ny confort. After all, one
cannot work effectively surrounded by

i ndividuals with snarling teeth and goopy
drool, now can one?

AL G
No. | suppose not.

FREUD
So, tell me. How has the field of
psychol ogy fared since ny day?

AL G
Well, not really too far, I'mafraid to
say. You still are the father of nodern

psychol ogy.



FREUD
On! Heh- heh. You flatter ne.

AL G
Really, it's ny honor. Well, there is
t he whol e drug novenent.

FREUD
Drugs?

AL G
Well, yes. Most Doctors tend to nmedicate
al rost anyt hing, fromsinple aches to
t he nost severe psychol ogi cal disorder
t hese days.

FREUD
Ah.
AL G
Yes, it's a real tragedy. | tend to

believe that the therapeutic nethods you
devel oped were the true answer to finding
the road to recovery. 1've lived ny

life in your image and I'mthankful to
say |'ve managed a nodest success, if |
do say so nysel f.

FREUD
I do not deserve such praise. | nerely
expl ored that which was there already.
I di scovered not hing.

AL G
Wth all due respect, M. Freud. You
were, are a great nan.

FREUD
You honor nme sir. But I will say this,
never underestimate the val ue of
pharmaceutical benefits. | myself enjoyed
the stress relieving provisions of opium

AL G
Yes, | did read that. W' ve since |earned
that it can be quite dangerous in
unsupervi sed circunmstances. And you
yoursel f died from cancer, sir, fromthe
cigars you consuned.

FREUD
Is that truly what you believe, dear
boy?

AL G
According to the history books...
FREUD
( Chuckl i ng)

Is that what they have recorded?
( MORE)
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FREUD ( CONT' D)
My death, ny dear boy, did conme from ny
enj oynent of excess, but ny true death
woul d not be one for which | wish to be
renenber ed.

AL G

Real | y.
FREUD

Yes. Wich brings a point of advise.
AL G

(Eager)

Yes sir?

FREUD

Renmenber, should you find yourself in

the corporeal situation where you engage
the services of prostitute that uses
tools of sone sort, to avoid an
unconfortabl e death due to a purification
of the viscera, be certain she is expert
at their use.

Al G's eyes bug.

Al foll ows

AL G
Unh... okay. Good safety tip.
FREUD
Now cone. | will show you our work here.

Freud into the operation.

AL G
Dr. Freud. Wuld you mind if | asked..
How is it you ended up here?

FREUD
In Hell you nmean?
AL G
Yes.
FREUD
Vell, the short tale is that even | have

come to find it unacceptable to | ust
after my own nother, it appears.

AL G
Ahhhhh.

I NT. HEAVEN GOD S OFFI CE

GOoD

You. Are. The biggest noron in ny entire

creation!

God paces back and forth in front of Death and A B.
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AL B.
Ay, | never wanted to be here to begin
w t h.
GCD
Oh- ho-ho-ho-ho, | will so snmite you--
AL B.
Yeah? Go, ahead. 1'Il slap a suit on

your ass so quick, the lightning bolts
won't have a chance to shoot out! Maybe
"Il even find the guy above you. W
all report to sonebody, buddy!

(€O D)
(Fl ustered)
You. ..

God squeezes his fist and rubs his face in frustration
GOD (CONT' D)

(Pointing at Death)
You. This is all your fault.

DEATH
Sir, I--

GOoD
Don't! You dare! Say a word, you
asshol e!

God breaths in deep to find patience.

GOD (CONT' D)
| mean, howis it that two schnucks coul d
make such a ness in only one day?

AL B.
Hey, pal. Don't blame ne.
GOoD
Don't blame you? Don't blanme you??
AL B
What'd | do?
GOoD
VWhat did y... You encouraged the Marquis

de Sade into torture!

AL B.
Hey. That guy need a hobby.

GoD
You caused the Salem Wtch Trial s!!

AL B.
That bitch was lookin' at nme all weird!
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GOoD
(Fl ustered)
You... You... You... nmade Hitler...
H TLER! !
AL B.
Hey. We all got our callin'. 'Sides.

You see that shit he was squeezin' out?
Al B. shutters in disgust.
God shakes with fury, unable to think of a thing to say or do.

AL B. (CONT' D)
Hey, look. Wasn't ny idea to bring ne
up here. | was happy where | was. You
woul dn't send ne back, so | had to try
and find my owmn way. |If things got a
little... frazzled... Well, what can |
say? Shit happens.

(€O D)
(Fl ustered)
You... |... You're...
(To Deat h)

You are in deep shit.

DEATH
Me!l ?1

I NT. HELL/ NI GHTMARE DI VI SI ON
Freud and Al G walk by all the stations.

FREUD
Those stations allow us to input
information directly into the subconsci ous
m nd of each individual, allowing us to
mani pul ate their dreans into nightmares.

AL G
Vell, that's terrible. Dr. Freud, how
can you do this?

FREUD
Nonsense, ny dear boy. You nust see the
benefits of what it is we are doing.

AL G
VWhat benefit? You're terrorizing people.
Unl ess the benefit's waking up in a puddle
of your own urine in the nornings...

FREUD
On the contrary. In fact, we are hel ping
a great deal

AL G

Hel pi ng. How?

90.
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FREUD
Thi nk about it, dear boy. W have direct
access to the subconscious, a scientific
opportunity of gigantic proportions. W
are finally able to peer into the very
Id of a human being, personally w tnessing
theory as fact without all the nessiness
of verbal discourse and unreliable
interpretative guess work

AL G
Well... | guess when you put it that
way, | can see how that would be a..
fascinating opportunity. But you're
still terrorizing these people for the
sake of science.

FREUD
Not at all. Well, actually, yes. W do

gi ve the people a good scaring, but in a
manner that is controlled and for their
own good. You are of course fanmliar
with my conclusion that dreans are foruns
for our subconscious to deal with that

whi ch our conscious mnd will not?
AL G
Yes, of course.
FREUD
Well, | have nolded this place into a

mental health factory where we observe
the Ids of those nost disturbed by their
own conscious so that they may cone to
deal with that which weighs on them nost.
So, you see? W are actually scaring
the patient into health.

AL G
Oh. | guess... | guess that is hel pful

FREUD
Very good, ny dear boy. It is a pleasure
to have you aboard. Now, permt nme to
show you the conputer system

Freud sits Al G at a computer station
I NT. HEAVEN CREATI ON DEPARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS

Creation Departnent is a large roomthe size of an airplane hanger.
Dozens of rows of small groups of four, angel manned desks run the length
of the room (Like the trading floor of a financial firn). On the wall

to the far side is a large screen showing the formation and inputted
informati on al gorithnms of each creation programed into the universe.

God is conferring with the FLOOR MANAGER about repairing the danmage Al

B. has done to tine. Death stands beside God and Al hangs back between

t he desks.
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GOoD
You can't tell me the systemwon't allow
arewite intotime. | created time. |

created the system The system does
what | tell it to.

Al B. wanders the desks, |ooking over the shoul ders of typing angels.

FLOOR MANAGER
Sir, | realize that, but you al so nmade
the systemimutable. Al we do here is
input. W take the formation orders and
subnmit theminto the universal system
for conception. That's it. W don't
repr ogram

GOoD
Vll, I'mnot saying reprogramthe system--

MOVING WTH AL B. AS HE WANDERS BETWEEN THE DESKS.
One of the groups of four near to Al type fervently on their conputers,

si ppi ng Starbucks |attes. They never | ook away fromtheir screens. A
little light starts strobing, indicating a shift change for that station.

ANGEL 1
(Stretching)
Thank God. | thought the day woul d never
end.
FLOOR MANAGER (O S.)
Well, that's good, sir, 'cause the
systems specifically designed to disallow
that. ..
ANGEL 3
( Yawni ng)
God.
ANGEL 2

You guys wanna head to C ub Babyl on?
Those Angel chicks may be back tonight.

ANGEL 1
Cool .

FLOOR MANAGER (O S.)
. to prevent a fractioning of the
uni ver sal code.

GO (0 S.)
Just go back to the conception of each
itemon the list...

ANGEL 2
Man, |1'd | ove anot her chance at the red
head.

GD (O S.)

Submit an algorithmthat reapplies the
ori gi nal course of tenporal evol ution.
Avoid intervention all together.
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ANGEL 1
Conme on. Let's go.

ANGEL 4
VWhat about our shift repl acenent?

FLOOR MANAGER (O S.)
| can't, sir. The systemwon't allow ne
that type of access.

ANGEL 1
Screw 'em They're the ones | ate again.
Not our problem

&D (O S.)
Then who has that kind of access?
ANGEL 2
Yeah, man. Let the higher-ups deal with
"em
ANGEL 4
Awr i ght .
ANGEL 1
Let's go.

The group log their conputers off and disappear in a cloudy vapor.

FLOOR MANAGER (O S.)

I wouldn't know, sir. | haven't been
made aware of any such access avail abl e
to anyone. Except, of course, | would

assume you, sir.

Al sits down at the enpty desk station. He sniffs a half drunken cup
of coffee and turns away in disgust.

G (0 S.)

Hey, what're you doing? Don't sit there.
AL B.

What .
GOoD

Don't touch anything.
(To Fl oor Manager)
VWhy is that station enpty?

FLOOR MANAGER
W' ve had tardiness problens with that
group, sir. I'mtaking care of it.
Not hing to worry about.

coD
Fine, then. So, assum ng my |ogin works,
what part of the system do we input what
we want ?

Al nocks God, neking faces.
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FLOOR MANAGER
That's just it, sir. There isn't anything
to interface with to do it.

GOoD
O cannot believe |I'd create a system
that | can't even gain access to.

FLOOR MANAGER
I think that was your intent. To prevent
even yourself from gumm ng up the worKks.

Al B. touches the key board defiantly, punching random keys spitefully.

GOoD
The works are gummed, you idiot! So how
do I un-gumt henf

DEATH
Isn't there a back door or sonething?

GOoD
(I'nterested)
VWhat's that, dip shit?

DEATH
A back door. | mean, do you have to go
t hrough the main operating systen? Can't
you go through the system bi os?

GOoD
Dim Reaper's got a point. So how ' bout
it?

FLOOR MANAGER
Wll... 1 don't know, really. Let ne
try.

The Fl oor Manager taps his keyboard and brings the Bios systemup. God
gives Al a quick lear. The screen waits for a pronpt Login and password.

FLOOR MANAGER ( CONT' D)
Vell. Shit on ne. Look at that.

God smles and puts his fingers on the keyboard to type in his |ogin.

Al B. flips God off. He leans on the desk and accidentally knocks over
the half filled cup of coffee onto the keyboard. It sparks and the
electricity flickers on every computer.

GOoD
The fuck is this?
(He slans the side of
t he nonitor)
Goddam wi ndows. | shoul da given Gates
the clap instead of a brain. Devious
bastard. W updated?

The keyboard sparks nore and the entire conplex goes nuts. Al pats at
the keyboard to put it our. God catches sight of him
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You GOD ( CONT' D)
ou!

The whol e pl ace shuts down. Energency power sets in and the conputer
system goes crazy.

FLOOR MANAGER
Sir!' The systeml It's been corrupted!

GOD
VWhat' s happeni ng??

FLOOR MANAGER
I nput al gorithnms are bl eeding into each
other! Creation data is m xi ng!

GOoD
Speak English! \What does that nean!?!

FLOOR MANAGER
Look!

The Fl oor Manager points to the large screen on the wall. Pictures of
things created in the conputer system are norphing into conbinations
and merging into new creatures.

DEATH
Well shit. There goes ny pronotion

I NT. HELL/ NI GHTMARE DI VI SI ON

Al G has just been fully briefed on howto interface with the system

He sticks the first of a stack of disks into a drive inbedded into his
desk and hesitantly activates his conmputer system A viewinto a wonman's
subconsci ous appears in the mrror above him |Item zed data scrolls on
the screen, revealing the subconscious fear this woman has over nen:

How they | ook like nonster to her and how she feels feeble before them

AL G
Oh. Interesting.

Al G starts typing, creating a scenari o where nonstrous nmen begin
chasi ng the wonman, who he has programmed as having the formof a feeble
chimp-1like creature. They trap her in a corner. She can't escape.
They creep closer and closer, ready to claw her to death. The wonman
moans with fright and breaths shall ow

AL G (CONT' D)
(Scratching his chin)
Hm Can't just |eave her there.

He thinks a nonent nore and types; He inputs a pair of scissors by the
woman's feet. He has her pick themup. Wth eyes covered (the mrror
goes dark), she snips at the nonsters.

The sound of two thuds followed by silence.
The worman opens her eyes and sees two rubber balls on the floor bel ow

what used to be a nmonster but is nowa tiny chinp. The chinp craws
away, emascul ated. The nonster gapes in shock.
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The worman | aughs. She | ooks normal now. She snips at the nonster again,
taking off nore pairs of balls fromthe nonsters, turning theminto
chinps. The nonsters scatter to get away. The wonman chases themall,

| aughi ng triunphantly.

Al G sits back and smles, proud of hinself.

He pulls the disk out and puts the next one in. This time he wites a
ger nophpobe' s dream where the dreamer is being eaten by hundreds of ant-
like gerns. Then he gets the upper hand with a can of spray.

Next is an acrophobe that can fly, etc.

| NT. PURGATORY HOLDI NG CELL -- NI GHT

Death and Al B. are chained spread-eagle to the wall. Al str
with his bands. Death crinkles his nose and blows at it with
totry to alleviate an itch.

uggl es
hi s nmout h

AL B.
| swear to... well, | swear, if | don't
get released, | will have sonebody's
balls nade into a PAIR OF EARRI NGS! You
hear ne! ?!

DEATH
Shut up!

AL B.
I will not be treated like this! Do you

know who | am ?!

DEATH
If you don't shut up...
(Crinkles his nose)

I swear to God, | will fucking rip you
apart and toss the pieces all over fucking
creation!
AL B.
(Apat heti c¢)

You' re scaring me.

DEATH
You little shit, you know who | am ?!
I''mdeath! An Archangel! The Gim
Fucki ng Reaper! | destroyed Sodom and
Gammora for breakfast, brought down the
Tower of Babel for lunch and flooded the
entire world for dinner! You are nothing
but a fleel A pathetic little speck of
dust! | could chew you between ny teeth
and spit you out w thout even a thought!

AL B.
Ch yeah?

DEATH
(Crinkling his nose)
Yeah!
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AL B.
Pi ck your nose.

Death pulls his chains taught, unable to scratch his itchy nose. He
can do nothing save screamin absolute frustration

I NT. HELL/ NI GHTMARE DI VI SI ON

Al G is inputting the nightmare of his next "patient". It is an old
MAN who is deathly afraid of inpotence. He finds that his entire crotch
has fallen out, leaving only a hole. He cries in msery.

Al inputs a scenario where the man uses a chenistry set to develop a
formula. He uses the chemicals on his table, mxing themaccording to
the fornula to create a single small, blue pill. He eats the pill and
the hole in his crotch closes up. Then it begins to bulge and grow

| arge. The man becones younger and he laughs with elation. Suddenly
wonen start falling all over him

MAN
That's it! That's it!

He keeps screanming the sane thing until he wakes hinself up. The picture
fades away as he wakes to consci ousness.

Al laughs with pride.

AL G
Alittle viagra will do ya. | love this
j ob.

He eagerly sticks the next disk into his conputer.
INT. DR FREUD S OFFI CE -- LATER

Dr. Freud is working at his desk, reviewing files and progress reports.
The wall behind himis lined with dozens of pneunonic tubes. One of
the pipes vibrates and spits out a canister. Freud, w thout | ooking,
takes it up and pulls out the thick report inside. He reads it.

After a beat, his eyes widen. He takes his spectacles off his nose and
stares out into space in disbelief.

FREUD
Ch, ny.

EXT. LUCI FER S OFFI CE -- CONTI NUOUS

Lucifer's office, at the top floor of his tower, explodes in a ball of
fire and yelling.

I NT. NI GATMARE DI VI SI OV THE MAIN FLOOR -- MOVENTS LATER

Al G pulls another disk fromthe slot and tosses it on a large pile of
di sks behind him He chuckles to hinself and rubs his hands together

in anticipation of the next disk. Suddenly, a fiery streamcuts through
the floor below him cutting around himin a circle. He falls though
the hole into snoking darkness.
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INT. LUCIFER S OFFI CE -- MOMENTS LATER

Al G drops fromthe ceiling, bound in dirty chains to his chair. He
lands with a THUMP. Freud stands a few feet to the side, clutching the
bad report.

Luci fer paces back and forth, flipping through his copy of the report,
seet hing with anger.

Dr. Freud wi pes the sweat from his brow, obviously nervous.

AL G
(To Freud)
Doctor, what's going on here?

FREUD
(To Lucifer)
| realize you are displeased with the
| atest report, good Lucifer--

LUCI FER
Shut the fuck up, you stupid twat!

Dr. Freud bows his head i n shane.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
(To Al G)
Sone bitch... is no longer afraid of
men. Now, instead of cowering at hone
and serving up dinner like a nice little
whore SHOULD, she's out fightin' for
wonmren's lib. WOMEN S FUCKIN LIB, you

ASSHOLE
AL G
| don't understand.
LUCI FER
My fucking God. It started here. HERE
In Hell. | got bitches giving bl ow jobs

to el ephants down here for spectator
sport and you start the whol e Goddamm
wonen' s suffrage novenent!

AL G
| still don't understand. ... What
exactly is the probl enf?

FREUD
| agree that your anger is well placed.
Young Al bert Tross' actions have
conf ounded your works sone--

LUCI FER
Conf ounded? Conf ounded??

Luci fer shoves the report in Freud' s face, pointing to a section.
LUCI FER ( CONT' D)

See that? See it?
( MORE)
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LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
An enperor who hated everything from
Zeus, to his nother to hinself. Anyone
who defied his word was crushed under
his boot heel, God |love him Then one
ni ght, he has another of his |ovely
dreans, the one where he's being chased
down by the entire world who are | ookin'
to torture himand tear himapart like a
turkey at Thanksgi ving dinner. The type
of dreamthat inspires genocide. But

| ook here.

(He points to another

section)
This dreamis a little different this
time. It doesn't end with the patented

screans and tears |like they usually do.
No. It's got a fucking Hollywod endi ng!
Inspiring and satisfying. So nuch so,
the man adopts CHRI STIANITY as the
nati onal Roman RELI G ON!'!

(He smacks Freud' s head

with the report)
Three or four nore decades and it woul da
been squenched from exi stence, but not
any fuckin' norel Now we've becone the
next Walt Disney fucking Studios of the
underwor| d where we inspire peace, |ove
and enbracing every living scunbag wal ki ng
the Earth!!

(He smacks hi m again

with the report)
Confounded! ?! This registers a 12.5 ASS
stuffing on the gal actic sphincter
scal e!'!'l

He whacks Freud again, knocking his head from his body.
LUCI FER ( CONT' D)

(To Al G)
But you know, | mighta forgiven that.
Vll, not really. | still would' ve hung

you by your testicles fromthe spire
atop ny fortress, here, but | wouldn't
have been that angry, really. But when
you inspired that... doctor to create
viagra, ruining the greatest torture of
man | ever devised, you crossed a whole
new cosmc |ine.

The head of Freud calls to Lucifer fromthe front right corner of the
room

FREUD
Good Lucifer, | truly feel all this is
unnecessary. Should we sit for a few
hours and talk, | am confident we coul d
find a solution to this particul ar
problem | have a wonderfully confortable
couch in any office, if you so choose,
and we coul d- -
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Luci fer waves his hand and both the head and body of Freud fall,
screanming, into a fiery fissure that opens beneath them and then cl oses.
Lucifer returns his attention to Al G

LUCI FER
As for you... |I'mgonna have fun with
you, you little prick

AL G
(Honestly confused)
I just can't understand all this hostility
you have for ne.

LUCI FER
(Overw ought)
You... You...
(G abbing Al's neck)
You cured ny inpotence!!!

AL G
I"'msorry. I'mconfused. Is... that a
bad t hi ng?

Luci fer stands stunned. Hi s eyes bul ge under his furled brow and his
face turns red.

LUCI FER
Schnuck! Fuckf ace!

Two denons appear in a blaze of fire.

SCHMUCK
Yes, sir.
FUCKFACE
You bel |l owed, nein Heir?
LUCI FER
Take this... piece of shit... to nmy fun
room
FUCKFACE

Yavol e, nm en conmmandant .

Fuckface and Schrmuck drag Al G by his chair through a rusty, neta
door at the side of the office into a |large torture chanber.

I NT. LUCI FER S TORTURE CHAMBER

The walls are wet with bl ood and adorned with many tools. They pull
himfrom his bonds and chain himto the wall by his wists. Then they
shackl e his ankles and pull themtaught so that he hangs suspended in
an angl e.

SCHMUCK
Looks |ike the boss is gonna go all out
on this guy.

FUCKFACE

Ya, das is gonna be a happy-happy tine
Vi s bunpsen
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Lucifer steps in
t

we ng a biker's outfit with spikes all over. He
slaps a club wi n S

ari
ails in his hand. He smiles evily.

h

LUCI FER
You two idiots get out.

The two denmons wander out of the chanber, snickering.
EXT. LUCI FER S OFFI CE

The two denons cl ose the door behind them and stand guard to either
side. They |l ook to each other and giggle.

I NT. HEAVEN GOD S OFFI CE

God sits at his desk, a glass of scotch in one hand and his head buried
in his other arm

There's a knock at his door. He doesn't nove. Another knock. He still
doesn't stir.

The door opens and the SECRETARY ANGEL (rale) walks in with a report in
hi s hands.

SECRETARY ANGEL

(Loudly to be heard)
Sir? Sir. 1 have the report, sir.

God still won't nove.

SECRETARY ANGEL ( CONT' D)
Un Sir?

God nmutters into his arm

SECRETARY ANGEL ( CONT' D)

I'"'m.. sorry, sir. | didn't catch that.
GCD

You know, when | created the universe,

figured, hey, why not. I'mGod. | can

do stuff like that. Didn't exactly know
what it was | was getting nyself into,
but, you know? It all kinda worked out.

God swigs down the rest of his den Fiddich bottle.
The Secretary Angel stands in confusion, not knowi ng what to do.

GOD (CONT' D)
| nean stars, they're really pretty. |
| ove | ooking at them

God rises and wal ks around his desk.

GOD (CONT' D)
I'd never get tired of |ooking at them
you know? But | didn't stop there. No.
I went for life to. Plants, aninmals...
humans. Had a little too much fun with
t hat .

( MORE)
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GOD (CONT' D)
Didn't realize the bureaucratic nightmare
I was getting nyself into, but... It

all ki nda worked out.

He stands in front of the Secretary Angel and |ooks at himwth tired
eyes.

GOD (CONT' D)

I nean the systenmis a bit of a ness, and
I got that Cherub strike going on, but |
was |ike, hey. | set up a systemto
take care of the shit work, there's no
reason for me to get involved. Most
peopl e don't understand this, but though
it only took six days for me to nmake the
uni verse and all the stuff, a day for ne
is whole other thing than it is for nost,

you know?

SECRETARY ANGEL
Un.. | think | do sir.

GCD
I nean, this is only day ten for ne,
right now, you know? | worked, like, a
whol e four nonth's worth of creating in
six days, man. | deserve a vacation

her e. Don't |7?

SECRETARY ANGEL
Unh, absolutely, sir. You'll get no
argunment from ne.

God breat hs deep and sighs nournfully.

GOoD
So. That the damage report?

SECRETARY ANGEL
(Synmpat hetic)
Yes sir.

GoD

(AiTy) _
Vell... let's see it.

The Secretary Angel walks to the wall and pushes a button, bringing
down a flat-screen nonitor. He pulls a disk out frominside the report
and sticks it in a slot on the side of the nonitor

SECRETARY ANGEL
This is the damage fromthe data bl eed,
sir.

Al'l manor of nessed up life fornms flash on the screen
GOoD

(Wi ny)
Ch. Ohno. Aw. Oh-CH Oh, nman.
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SECRETARY ANGEL
And these are sone of the higher life
fornms, sir.

A few weird | ooking bipedal, intelligent creature flip by until the
ugliest of the bunch cones up and freezes on the screen
GOoD
(Fright ened)
Jeez! \Wa... What the hell is that?

SECRETARY ANGEL
(Checking his file)

That'd be a... Centauri, sir.
GOoD
( Shocked)
Centauri! They're supposed to have,

i ke, one head. And nd arnms. And | egs!

SECRETARY ANGEL
Y-yes, sir. But, uh... they're
evol uti onary path was nerged with anot her

i ndi genous ani mal called... the Sherik.
GOoD
But... | nmean... how?? Wat is this,
syphilus all over again? Wo fucked the
sheep?
SECRETARY ANGEL
Vel l, uh--
GOoD
Ch, forget it. Just show nme what happened
on Earth.
SECRETARY ANGEL
Yes, sir.

The Secretary Angel taps a button on the screen and earth aninmals flash
by. The rhinoceros, the El ephant and the dodo. God whines nore.

GCD
Ch. Oh for the love of nme. | nean,
| ook at that bird.

A giraffe comes on screen

GOD ( CONT' D)
VWhat the hell is that?

SECRETARY ANGEL
(Checking his file)
A... Graffe, sir

GoD
That ??

SECRETARY ANGEL
Yes, sir.
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God rubs his head and sighs deeply.
A pl atypus comes on screen

GoD
VWhat the. ..

SECRETARY ANGEL
A pl atypus, sir.

GOoD
( Speechl ess)
What the... How d... what...

Next a woman with HUGE breasts cones on Sscreen

GOD (CONT' D)
(Bl own away)

SECRETARY ANGEL
The higher life formon Earth, sir.

God cocks an eyebrow and tilts his head.

GOoD
VWhat's wong with that one?

SECRETARY ANGEL
(Checking his file)
The fermal e of the species. Apparently
gi ven unusual Iy | arge breasts.

God purses his lips approvingly.

GCD
Well, maybe this one's not so bad.

I NT. HELL/LUCI FER S OFFI CE -- LATER

The denon guards snicker and giggle as they listen to the npans and
cries in pain comng from behind the closed door to the torture chanber.
One | ast scream of agony enmits from behind the door and then is foll owed
by silence.

The two denmons | ook at each other after a minute of silence and shrug
i n confusion.

SCHMUCK
VWhat happened?

Fuckface shrugs, shakes his head and grunts in ignorance.

FUCKFACE

Per haps vee shoul d | ook i nside.
SCHMUCK

| don't know, | nmean... |f the boss

catches us peaking in on his fun tine...

Schrmuck draws a |line over his neck with his thunb.
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The two of themput their ear on the door and listen in. They hear
not hi ng.

SCHMUCK ( CONT' D)
Maybe we shoul d | ook.

Fuckface shrugs his face.

Slowy, the two open the door and peak inside. Still, they hear no
noi se.

I NT. LUCI FER S TORTURE CHAMBER

They step in and | ook around and they see the nmpbst shocking thing they
have ever w t nessed.

Al G sits on a couch with Lucifer lying his head in Al's lap. Lucifer
is curled up in a fetal position, crying and |lightly npaning, w ping
his tears with a hanky.

LUCI FER
(Bawl i ng)
Ch, God. | never thought... Onh, God.
AL G

(stroking his head)
It's okay. Renenber, we are never wong
in howw feel. |It's how we act on those
feelings that matters.

LUCI FER
But... but | was so horrible to him
Wy couldn't | see?

AL G
Lucifer, you can't punish yourself for
acting out as you did. Your craving for
your father's affection, his |ove and
respect, are natural. Unfortunately,
bei ng the suprenme being of all creation
makes it difficult to try to prove
yoursel f an equal somewhat limted in
the type of action that be taken, but
you still were only trying to prove
yourself to him | believe, had he been
alittle nore attentive to your feelings,
t hi ngs nmay have been different.

LUCI FER
So... do you think... was he at fault,
really?

AL G
There's no fault here, Lucifer. It just

seens, perhaps, he had begun to take for
granted your |ove and devotion to him
and his cause.

LUCI FER
So then he is to bl ane.
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AL G
I didn't say that. It's not about bl ane.
It's about relationship dynamics. It's

not unusual for a son to be taken for
granted by his father, nor is it unusual
for a son to take for granted that the
father will just know how he is feeling

wi thout communicating it. What's
important to remenber is to express your
feelings as often as possible, maintaining
a constant intercourse. But it seens to
me there was a breakdown in conmmuni cation
on both sides.

LUCI FER
So... what do | do now?
AL G
Well... sonmeone's going to take the first

step in re-establishing the |lines of
comuni cati on, breaking down the walls
bet ween you two.

LUCI FER
Ch, he's never gonna be the first one.
He's too stubborn.

AL G
Then it shoul d be you.

LUCI FER
Ch, no. | can't...

AL G

If you know he's not going to take the
first step, and you want this wedge

bet ween you to end, then you have to be
the first to swallow your pride and nmake
the first nove.

Luci fer thinks on this a nonent

The CREEK from the chanber door slowy sw nging shut catches his
attention. He |ooks up and sees Schmuck and Fuckface standing by the
door. They are in conplete shock. Their nouths hang open and their
eyes bul ge.

Luci fer hops off the couch, hunmiliated and red with anger.
LUCI FER
You fucking cunts!! You're not supposed
to be in here!! This shit's private!!

Lucifer belches out a fire ball at the two of them They turn to ash
and float on the wind. Al that's left of themis their feet, snoldering
at the ankl es.

Al junps up to Lucifer
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AL G
(Waggi ng his finger)
Luci fer! No! You have to | earn control
over your tenper.

LUCI FER
(Renor seful)
Sorry, Dr. Tross.

AL G
This is exactly why this feud between
you and your father has gone on so |ong.

LUCI FER
Sorry.
AL G
(' Si ghi ng)
You know, | think it best | nmeet with
your father.
LUCI FER
VWhat, now?
AL G

The sooner the better.
Luci fer slunps over bew | deredly.
' LUCI FER
(AiTy)
Ckay.

Lucifer leads Al out of the chanber on their way to neet Lucifer's
f at her.

EXT. LIMBO GOLF COURSE -- LATER

God sits in his pearly golf carte knocking back a bottle of G en Livet.

GOoD
(Muttering)
Al screwed up. Al of it. | go to the
trouble of building it, design it, put
it all together fromnothing... the whole

system just made up in ny mnd. But do
they care? Do they treat it with respect?
No. Sonmeone's gotta screw it all up.

The Secretary Angel wal ks up, followed by Archangel 1 dragging Death
and Al B. behind himby a chain. Al is gagged.

SECRETARY ANGEL
Sir?

GOoD
Ah!

God stunbles out of his cart with sonme struggle.
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GOD (CONT' D)
(Slurred)
Good.

He | ooks at Al B.

GOD (CONT' D)
Why' s he gagged?

ARCHANGEL 1
Had to do it, sir. He wouldn't shut up.

GCD
Well, how s he gonna scream when | hit
himwith his mouth all covered up |ike
t hat ?

ARCHANGEL 1
Believe ne, sir. It's better this way.

GCD
Ch.
(Thi nks a beat)
Well, | guess I'll... read his mnd or
sonmething. | mean, | am God, after all.
Ri ght ?

ARCHANGEL 1
Yes, sir.

GOoD
(To Secretary Angel)
Ri ght ?

SECRETARY ANGEL
You sure are, sir. Absolutely.

God staggers over to his cart and pulls a club fromhis golf bag. He
holds it |ike a bat and | ooks it over.

GCD
Ckay, now, | fewlike a fell noles... |
nean... | feel like a few holes... and
' m gonna use your heads
(Hi ccups)

As ny balls.
He points the club at A B.

GOD (CONT' D)
How 'bout | start with you.

Death is worri ed.

DEATH
But wait! Sir.
GOoD
Al right. If youinsist. 1'Il start

wi th you instead.
(To Archangel 1)
Lay himon the tee.
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Archangel 1 pushes Death to the ground, plants his knee in his back to
pin him and pushes his head onto the tee.

DEATH
Oh, God! Pl ease!
GOoD
Hol d your horses. | gotta line up.

Deat h squeezes his eyes shut.

God lines up his shot, revving his swing. He pulls the club back for
the stroke. Suddenly, Lucifer and Al G pop up in a flurry of flane
and snoke. The distraction throws God off, making himmss his shot.
The force of the swing throws himoff balance. He throws the club up
into the air and falls on his back.

God shakes the disorientation and drunkenness from his head and focuses.
POV GOD

The club falls fromthe sky above straight down at God's head. The
club falls right at his nose and stops centineters fromhis nose, caught
by Al G Still holding the club above God's head, Al G |eans in and

| ooks down at him

AL G
Hel | o.

God hops up.

GoD
Lucifer! You son of a bitch! How dare
you show your face here!

God snatches the club away from Al G and swi ngs at Lucifer.

LUCI FER
Wai t!

God mi sses and swi ngs again. Lucifer ducks.

LUCI FER ( CONT' D)
It's not what you think!

God chases him

GOoD
You don't wanna know what |' mthi nking!

Luci fer runs behind the Secretary Angel. God swi ngs the club again and
cl ocks the Secretary Angel, knocking hima few yards away. Lucifer
cringes as God lifts the club for the final strike.

Al G grabs onto the club and junps in front of him

AL G
VWit wait wait!

GOoD
VWho the Hell are you!?!
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AL G
I'm Al bert Tross, sir.

God | ooks at Al B. and back at Al G

GoD

Al bert... CGoddard Tross?
AL G

Yes, sir.
GoD

Aren't you dammed to a pit of Hell fire
in eternal damation?

AL G
Not really.

God | ooks at Lucifer.

(€OD)
VWhat the Hell's going on here? \What are
you up to?

AL G
Only good, um.. \What do | call you?
God? Lord?

GOoD
God' Il do.

AL G

Wl l, God, what you need to know is that
Lucifer is here to reach out to you.

Luci fer nods.

Al G nods

coD
VWhat in the Hell are you tal king about?
LUCI FER
He's tal king about the fact that, um..
at him
AL G
Go on.
LUCI FER
Well, um.. Dad?
coD
Dad? You haven't--
AL G
God, please. Let himfinish.
LUCI FER
Dad? Um.. |, uh... 1'd like to cone

honme... if you'll have ne.



GCD
(Amazed)
What ?
LUCI FER
VWll... I've been talking. To A, here.
(Points to Al G)
He... He made nme realize that... Well

the whole thing with the war and the

trying to take your power, and all that...

stuff... Well... ['"m..

AL G

(Approvingly)
Go on.

LUCI FER
(Struggling)
Vell, I"msorry.

God i s absolutely stunned.

GoD
Y... you're... you' re what?
LUCI FER
I'"'m.. sorry.
God at Al G He sml es.
GoD
... | don't... believe this.
LUCI FER
Coul d. .. l... conme home? Please?

The tears well up in God' s eyes.

GOoD
Is this... is this a joke?

El ated, Lucifer hugs God. God squeezes back tightly.

AL G
Dear God. It's no joke. Your child has

made an effort to try to end the aninosity
between you. He's here, taking the first

step toward finding a resolution between
you for your problens.

GoD
( Conf used)
He... | don't understand.

AL G
God, your son is standing before you,
hunbl ed, asking for a chance to make
peace. You are a forgiving God. Have
you none for your own child?

GCD
So... what, he wants to...

111.
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AL G
He wants to conme hone. He wants to show
you how rmuch he really |l oves you and
that he is willing to try to patch things

up.
God, the Secretary Angel and Archangel 1 stand in awe and shock.

AL G (CONT' D)
Don't you have sonething to say to

Luci fer?
GOoD
Un.. Do I?
AL G
Don't you want to say that you love him
too? That you're willing to try if he

is and that he can cone honme again in
pursuit of that goal ?

GOD
Unh... Yeah. GCkay. | guess... that'd
be... that'd be fine.

AL G

Now you see? How about you two shake
hands. Just to get the healing process
started.

Luci fer and God hesitantly approach each ot her and qui ckly shake hands.

AL G (CONT' D)
Now. You see? That just does the heart
good, don't you think?

The Secretary Angel and Archangel 1 can't nove, they're in such shock

GoD
Wait a sec.

LUCI FER
(Worried)
VWhat ? What's wong?

GOoD
Well, if you cone home... who's going
to run Hell?

LUCI FER
Ch, that's right...

Everyone stands a little shell shocked. Al B. steps forward and nutters
under his gag.

GCD
VWhat ?

He mutters again. God notions the Archangel to renove the gag.
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AL B.
Well, far be it fromnme to interrupt
this... Kodak nonent... here... or
what ever, but far be it fromnme to give
up an opportunity. | have a little
proposal if you're interested in giving
it alisten.

God | ooks down his nose at him

(€O D)
( Suspi ci ous)
Unh-huh. Al right. Let's hear what
you' ve got to say.

FADE OUT:
I NT. HELL/LUCI FER S PALACE -- AFTERNOON

Argoth enters the palace front hall dressed in his nost formal Victorian
garb. He carries with himtwo | arge boxes on his shoulder. Fitz follows
behi nd, running through an itinerary.

FI TZ
After this, the evil one requests
our presence in linbo as liaison for the
new y formed Guardi an Angel s' union.

ARGOTH
Al right, already Fitz. | care not the
reason, so long as | amgiven opportunity
to pursue my true destiny.
(He stops and | ooks up
with pride)
As a nuse for the down trodden.

DEMONESS
Ch, hey, hon. How are ya.

Argot h approaches the Denpness' desk.

DEMONESS ( CONT' D)
(Chewi ng and poppi ng
gu
Is that nore of the Poltergeist Union
case? Just put over there with the rest.

She points to a HUGE pile of boxes the rises all the way to the high
ceiling of the hall.

The phone rings. The denbness answers.

DEMONESS ( CONT' D)
Law O fices of the Pillars of Hell, may
I help you? |1'msorry, M. Zeus...
(Slightly sarcastic)
Vll, I"'msorry God King Zeus...
(She rolls her eyes)
M. Tross is out of the office now.
( MORE)
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DEMONESS ( CONT' D)
(A beat)
| realize your wife has | ocked you out
of Mount dynpus, but M. Tross is out
in a very inportant conference..

EXT. LI MBO GOLF COURSE

Al B. lines up a shot and throws his stroke. He watches the ball fly
into the air and | anded a | ong way away. The Angel Caddie collects his
club and follows behind him

Al wal ks over to the golf cart and gets into the driver's seat next to
the Secretary Angel, who is dressed in an expensive suit, riding with
Al B. representing God's interests.

MOVI NG WTH AL B. AS DRIVES TO HI S BALL.

AL B.
I"'msorry, those ternms are unacceptabl e.
The Cherubs have devoted a great deal of
time and energy to servicing the
adm ni strative needs of Heaven. Your
organi zati on has engaged in an action of
di sparate treatnment, and that is wholly
unaccept abl e and depl orabl e.

SECRETARY ANGEL
The cherubs were created only to service
and herald the coming of portents.
Not hi ng nore.

AL B.
Yeah? Well, you can tell your boss it's
a brand new day. You're lucky they're
forestalling the strike now One call
fromne, and it's fuckin' the dark ages
all over again in the city of everlasting
fuckin' light, kid. Now, the glass
ceiling gets shattered, | get equa
opportunity for all angel positions in
the clouds, inproved pay and |iving
quarters, or | make a call

The angel Negotiator grinds his teeth and | ooks away frustrated.

SECRETARY ANGEL
"1l have to pass by Hmfirst.

AL B.
Vell, shit, son. Mke a call

The Angel Negotiator pulls a cell phone fromhis inside pocket and dials.

I NT. HEAVEN THE OFFI CE OF A. TROSS, DI RECTOR, ANGEL PSYCHI ATRY
DEPARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS

Grace sits at her desk, a pair of wi ngs at her back. The phone rings.
She answers it.
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GRACE

Angel Psychiatry Departnment, Director
Tross's office.

(A beat)
I"msorry, sir. But the Lord is in
session at this tine.

(A beat)
I"'msorry, sir. Departnent rules don't
allow the interruption of a session once
it's begun.

INT. AL G'S OFFI CE

Al sits in a confortable chair in front of God and Lucifer. They sit
on the couch at opposite sides from one another.

AL G
Lucifer... you have to be totally open
with your feelings. You have to tell
God everyt hi ng.

Lucifer struggles with his thoughts.

LUCI FER
(Hesi tant)
VWll... when | took your throne... \Wat
| really wanted was... | think I just
want ed you to acknow edge ny abilities--
GOoD
Ch, come on! | acknow edged you all the
time! How many tinmes did | let you--
AL G

(Stern)
God. You know you're not supposed to
interrupt the revealing process.

GOoD
Vell, come on! | nean what the Hel
el se was | supposed to do? Baby himfor
eternity? | created a power of I|ight,

not a pansy-ass--

AL G
(Waggi ng his finger)
Go-0-0-0d. This is an insult free zone.
You know the rul es about nane calling.

God rolls his eyes and sighs heavily in frustration.

AL G (CONT' D)
Luci fer.

Luci fer reaches over the side of the couch and picks a cushion bat from
the floor. He hits God twice with it, smling, and puts the bat back

AL G (CONT' D)
Now, then. Lucifer, please continue
your shari ng.
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EXT. LI MBQ GOLF COURSE -- CONTI NUOUS

Al B. pulls up to his ball and gets out. The Angel Caddie pulls a club
out and hands it to him

The Angel Negotiator gets out as well and hangs up his cell.

SECRETARY ANGEL
I can't get through to himat the nonent.
I"mstill authorized to continue
negotiations until he's avail abl e.

AL B.
Negotiation. |Is that what you're calling
t hi s?
(He chuckl es)
How euphemi sti c.

Al lines up his shot.

AL B. (CONT' D)
Just as well. |'ve got nore demands for
you on the list.
(He pulls his stroke
back)
FOUR

Al hits the ball into the air.

EXT. GOLF COURSE WATER HAZARD

Death rises fromunder the water wearing a bathing suit, goggles and a
snorkel. He looks closely at a golf ball he fished fromthe floor of
the hazard and drops it in a basket of golf balls under his other arm
Suddenly, Al's ball drops out of the air and hits himon the head. He
falls into the water unconscious and the ball bounces into the hole at
the center of the green in front of the hazard

AL B.
Yes!

Al B. cel ebrates.

THE END.
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