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| NT. MEETI NG ROOM - DAY

Bri ght room Round table. Lots of humans sit around the
table. It’s neeting tine. Business.

Name cards on the table in front of all nenbers.
PAN FROM

LI FE, 30-year-old wal ki ng notivational poster with a lisp,
folds his hands on the table.

THRI LL, 30-year-old boho businessnman in an energy storing
choker, squeezes a stress ball. Gits teeth.

LOVE, 50-year-old large man in wngs, throws a CANDY at
LOAd C, 10-year ol d basebal | -capped kid in a blazer. The
candy m sses Logic. Lands on the floor. Logic doesn't bat an
eye, folds hands on table.

DEATH, 30-year-old man in a Hawaiian shirt, |eans back in
his chair. Feet on table. Receding hairline.

Life sits across fromDeath. He stares at himand w t hout
breaki ng gaze sniles and blinks.

PAN TO

TEMPTATI ON, 30-year-old nman in a suit fromthe ni ght before,
unkenpt hair, and sungl asses stunbles into the room Pl ops
down next to Logic.

Death sighs, lowers his feet, and stands. He goes to the
front of the room |owers a projector screen. It gets caught
hal f way.

OPTIM SM 80-year-ol d cooki e baker and PESSIM SM Optim smis
twin in JORTS and SUSPENDERS chinme in.

OPTI M SM PESSI M SM
Keep goi ng! You’' re hal fway Ugh, just stop
t her e!
Death struggles with the screen. It pulls down.

Optimismhas a solo cel ebration

OPTI M SM
Yesssss.

Death clears his throat. Love stops throwi ng candy and
tosses a PIECE OF CANDY into his own nouth. Death claps with
each punctuat ed word.



DEATH
One. More. Week. Until. Vacati on.

Death rai ses the air-roof.

DEATH
Thi s season has been a doozy. If we
can just get through the rest of
this week, that would be SWVELL.
(beat)
Alright, let’'s take a | ook at the
assi gnnent board, shall we?

Opti m smnods excitedly, Pessimsmrolls eyes, Love licks
lips, Logic flips his baseball hat around, Tenptation
tightens his tie, Thrill squeezes the stress ball with crazy
eyes.

Death clicks a CLICKER to turn on the PROJECTOR Vari ous
CGRAPHI CS appear with each person’s nane and a nunber.

Life: 1, Death: 1, Tenptation: 0, Logic: 2, Optimsm 12,
Pessimsm 0O, Love: 2, Thrill: 4

Tenpt ati on | ooks up at screen and high fives hinself.

Deat h punches the wall. He hugs the wall and hunms a
hi gh-pitched note. Death turns around to the room and
punches the air.

Reactions from everyone, confused, unanused, indifferent,
concer ned.

DEATH
Al right. Apparently we have sone
work to do this week. Pl ease.
Everyone finish your assignnents by
the deadline. Friday at 5:00 PM
SHARP

OPTI M SM
| appreciate your manners, Death.

Pessimsmrolls her eyes.
DEATH
Thank you. Thank you. | really,
really need to soak in the Cabo
rays. So please, for the..

Deat h punches the air with each word:



DEATH
Love. O. GOD. Everyone. Finish.
Your. Assignnents.

Life stands up and clears his throat. Lisp.

LI FE
Quys, | think if we all just work
together, this is totally doable.
|"d like to swmwth the fishes as
much as the next person, but we
have a duty to perform Let’s not
be hasty now.

DEATH
Thanks, Life. Thank you. Al ways a
pl easur e.

Life smles and sits down, folds his hands on the table
agai n.

Death clicks the clicker and the screen changes to a
calendar with a RED DOT on Monday and a PALM TREE | CON on
Sat ur day.

DEATH
Okay. Today is Monday. That gives
us all until...

Death points the LASER clicker at the screen from Monday to
Fri day.

DEATH
...Friday to finish all the
assi gnnments. NONE of us can go on
vacation if just ONE of us fuckers
drops the ball.

Love shrugs and sucks on CANDY. Logic calculates inside his
head and nods.

DEATH
Do NOT be the reason why | have to
m ss ny hot stone massage. You do
NOT want to be that person.

Optimsmjunps up quickly for an 80-year-old and shouts.
OPTI M SM
WE GOT THISI!'! | will have cookies
ready for all of you when we get
back from break

Pessi m sm shakes her head.



PESSI M SM
Thrill is allergic to sugar.

OPTI M SM
Fi ne, Vi enna sausages!

PESSI M SM
Love is a vegan.

Love nods and shrugs. Pops anot her candy.

OPTI M SM
OCkay, Sunny-D.
PESSI M SM
| hate Sunny D.
OPTI M SM
Fine. We'll figure sonething out!

Death zoons in to the palmtree icon on the cal endar.
DEATH
Four Days. That’'s it. Meeting
adj our ned.
Peopl e pack up and exit.

CUT TO

| NT. HUMANI TY ROOM - DAY

Life sits at a LARGE DESK with his hands fol ded neatly over
an OPEN BI NDER. He | ooks over the pages with a smle on his
face.

Death wal ks in and silently throws his hands up in the air
upon seeing Life.

He wal ks to the desk. Life |ooks up at Death.

LI FE
Oh hey. Crazy turn of events,
right?

DEATH
Yeah. | thought | was done until

vacation. Probably just a clerica
error.



Yeah |

LI FE
feel that. But we have each

other to hel p each other through
Just one nore fromeach. It
can’t be that hard. People need to
be saved all the tinme. And
unfortunately for them but
fortunately for you, they die al
the tine, too.

this.

DEATH

Ils the Of List in there?

Life leafs through sheets in the binder,

TI TLED "TO DI E",

and hands it to Death.

pul Il s out a SHEET

Death | ooks it over and scrolls down the list of nanes with

his finger.

DEATH

Dead. Dead. Killed him GCone. Bye.
He’ s gone. Dead. Anddddd. Gone.

Death flips over the To Die |ist once. Twi ce. Thrice.

LI FE

| " m having the sanme problem 1’ ve
al ready saved all the ones on ny
"To Live" sheet.

kay,

DEATH
guess we check out the

i n-bet weeners then.

LI FE

Qoh, it never gets to the
i n-betweeners. This is a nonent.

Life holds out his hands and stares into Death’ s eyes.

DEATH

What are you doi ng?

LI FE

Hold nme. Share this nonent with ne.
For in a nmonent, it will be gone.

Deat h | eans over

Life and flips through the binder.

a SHEET TI TLED "ElI THER WAY" and pulls it out.

DEATH

Ah! Yes!

Life gets up and |l eans in over Death’s shoul der.

He fi nds



LI FE
Perfect! There's two people
avai |l abl e! One for you one for ne.
Who are they?

Deat h reads the sheet.

DEATH
Jerry Lungo. 78-year-old man
Accountant. Single, never married.
Desire to Live: 50% And Felicia
Patrick. Sixteen years old.
Student. Single. Desire to live:
10%

Deat h nods and puts the sheet back in the binder.

DEATH
Alright, 1"lIl see you Saturday.

Death starts wal king out of the room

LI FE
Wait, wait!

Death stops in his tracks.

LI FE
We didn't tal k about who is getting
who.

DEATH
Real | y?

LI FE

Yeah, we need to tal k about it.

DEATH
|"mtaking the girl. You see her
desire to live percentage? She's
practically dead. Easy kill.

LI FE
She’ s only sixteen, though.

Deat h shrugs. Life shrugs back
DEATH
Kids die. Kids die all the tine.
You know what doesn’t happen al
the tinme?

Life stares straight into Death.



DEATH
Vacation. This is our only
opportunity for a break. Ever. Like
ever.

Li fe shrugs.

DEATH
You don’t understand how badly I
need this break.

LI FE
Don't play that "Hi, |’ m Deat h.
Everything is hard and dark and no
one understands" card. Life isn't a
wal k in the park either.

Deat h sighs and punches the air, again.
LI FE
Felicia still has a 10% desire to
live. That’s sonet hi ng!

Death points to Jerry’s nane on the sheet.

DEATH
Jerry, here, wants to |ive,
clearly.

LI FE

No. Fuck Jerry.

DEATH
Felicia is so close to the edge
whi ch nmeans I’'mso close to the
Cabo sand. Let’s just do our jobs,
shal | we?

Death grabs FELICIA'S SCHEDULE FOR THE WEEK from t he bi nder
and dances away with the sheet in hand.

CUT TGO

| NT. ANTI QUE SHOP - DAY

Death pulls out Felicia s schedule and "Shop for Antiques,
5600 Sloth Street, 4:.03 PM is circled under Tuesday.

Death wears LOOSE KHAKI S and a POLO with a CRAB'S ANTI QUE S
LOGO on it. He |l ooks at the clock. 4:02 PM He fiddles with
Bl NGO TRI NKETS.



FELICI A, 16-year-old girl dressed in overalls and an ironic
"Di sobey” T-shirt, strolls in at 4:03 PM

Door Chines. Death folds schedul e and places in pocket.

DEATH
Hel | o! And wel cone to Crab’s!! \What
can | do you for?!

Felicia just | ooks at Death and wal ks into the next aisle.

Death follows Felicia. He carries a SWORD and KNI FE i n each
hand.

DEATH
We are having a sale today! Al
kni ves, swords and anything sharp
is 75% of f!

Death holds up the knife and sword in display. Felicia
gi ggl es unconfortably and continues down the aisle.

DEATH
It is your |lucky day! Qur
Destructive Bl owout Sal es Event
only happens once every two years.

Felicia turns around abruptly.

FELI Cl A
That’' s it?!

The door chinmes. In wal ks Life, dressed as Renai ssance nan
wi th a bagpi pe.

LI FE
(British-ish)
Good Day! | hear you are having a
sal e, ay?

DEATH
VWhat ?

Felicia | ooks at Death and then at Life and cocks her head.
Death | ooks at Felicia and then to Life.

DEATH
Ch, yes. Yes. A Sale.
LI FE
Perfect, | would |like to take al

that you have for sale



DEATH
Al of it? Really?

LI FE
Yes. | am having a Medieval Party
and need the finest of party

favors.
Felicia smles and turns back to shop.

DEATH
Ri ght away, Sir. Yes, of course.

Life and Death wal k towards the cash register. They talk
softly through smles.

DEATH
What are you doi ng here?

Life pulls out a COPY OF FELICIA S SCHEDULE to show Death
Death is taken aback.

DEATH
How di d you??

LI FE
Everything is backed up on the
cl oud these days.
Deat h wraps up VAR QUS SWORDS and KNI VES.

DEATH
Back off. Felicia s m ne.

Life rai ses eyebrows and hands over his CREDI T CARD.

DEATH
Al so, why you | ook |ike Peter Pan?

LI FE
| couldn’'t find chain nmail

Death hands Life a bag of the knives and swords.

LI FE
(audi bl e)
Cheeri o! Thank you, kind sir, thank

you.

Life plays a little bagpipe jingle on his way out. Door
chinmes. Death smles at Felicia.

CUT TGO



EXT. PETTI NG ZOO - DAY

Life, dressed in FACIAL HAIR and a YELLOW STRI PED TEE

approaches Felicia in the mniature horse stalls.

Life picks up a shovel

LI FE
Hell o, | amthe new poop scooper
boy, Charl es.
FELI ClI A
Vel cone to the rest of your life.
LI FE
|’ mso excited for this job. I know

this is hard work now, but | know
that it will pay off. Hard work
al ways does!

10.

and begins to scoop HORSE NMANURE.

A CGROUP OF SI XTH CRADERS | ed by DEATH, dressed in a PARK
RANGER QUTFI T and EXPLORER HAT wal k by t he Goat

across the path fromthe horse stalls.

and stares at Death.

The goats

DEATH
What do we call the goat babi es,
ki ds?

SI XTH GRADERS
Ki ds!

DEATH
VWhat was that? Kids?

SI XTH GRADERS
Ki ds!!

DEATH
Keep saying it, because before too
| ong, none of you will be kids any
nore. Enbrace your youth. Look at
t he goats.

Pi n,

are spazzing like crazy little goats do.

DEATH
The goats know how to enbrace their
yout h, their kid-dom shall we say?
But kids, seriously, adulthood
sucks. There’s nothing to | ook
forward to. You live thinking that
the future will always be brighter.

right

Life drops the shovel



11.

DEATH
That you will work really hard now
so that your future self will be
confortable. But, soon your future
sel f becones your current self and
then you create a baby self and
then you never stop working and
there is never a break and then the
baby self of you becones a rea
[ife human version of you and now
you are old, you are your old
future-self, now current self. And
you never took a break. You lived
your whol e present preparing for
the future until your present was
just the future of your past and
you are no |onger your young self.
But, you are your old self and you
never took the tine to take a
fucki ng break.

Deat h | ooks over towards the balloon stand. Felicia w pes
away a tear. Life stares in shock at Death.

Si xth graders stand, stunned, at the park ranger.

DEATH
Who wants to see sone equi nus
m nimus? O nore conmonly known as
the m niature horse?

Si xth graders cheer and death wal ks away.

LI FE
Let's enbrace this nonent.

Felicia holds back tears.
LI FE
This nonment in the present. In the
NOW.
Felicia speeds away towards the farmlatrine.

LI FE
Shit.

CUT TO



12.

I NT. CHUCK E. CHEESE - DAY

"HAPPY 10TH BI RTHDAY PATTY PATRI CKI" BANNER hangs on the
wall of a party roomw th a ballpit in the mddle.

Felicia sits in the mddle of the ball pit and juggles three
bal | s.

Life and Death stunble, slo-npb, into the room wearing CHUCK
E. CHESSE UNI FORMS. Life holds a BlI RTHDAY CAKE, plastered
smle on his face. Death holds a LARGE KI TCHEN KNI FE i n the
vein of American Psycho.

Life trips on a ball, trips Death and falls in to the bal
pit with the cake. The knife falls out of his hand and in to
Felicia' s as he falls in to the ball pit, too.

Felicia juggles the knife and two balls. She stops juggling
and holds the knife in one hand and the two balls in the
ot her .

DEATH
Jesus!

Life energes fromthe ball pit covered in icing and cake. A
pl astic ball sticks to his face.

LI FE
WOAH WOAH.

Life and Death hold out hands defensively towards Felici a.
Felicia points the knife towards Life and Death

DEATH
What are you doing with that knife?

FELI Cl A
What have you two been doing
foll ow ng ne everywhere this week?

Life and Death | ook at each other.

LI FE
| don’t know what you’'re talking
about .

FELI CI A

The Antique Store, the "M deviel"
man in tights, the Poo Scoop, the
Tour Cuide? Yeah, | think you do.

Felicia thrusts the knife forward.



13.

DEATH
Wah woah! Easy!

Life and Death face each other and whisper to each other.

DEATH
The only reason she knows is
because you shorted on the
nmust ache.

LI FE
| thought it | ooked convincing..

DEATH
The only quality nmustaches are the
gl ue ons, not the stick ons. You
KNOW t hat .

LI FE
| wasn’t the one who brought a
kitchen knife to a kid s birthday

party!

DEATH
| wasn’t the one who TRl PPED and
got us in to this situation

Life raises his volune with every word.

LI FE
| wasn’t the one who let go of the
KNI FE!
Death glares at Life.
DEATH

VHAT TIME IS IT?
Felicia checks the CHUCK E. CHEESE CLOCK on the wall .

FELI CI A
Uh, 4:58.

Life junps in the ball pit towards Felicia

DEATH
Here! Take These!

Deat h shoves a PILL BOTTLE in to Felicia's face.

FELI Cl A
VWhat ?!

Felicia tries to junp out of the ball pit.



14.

DEATH
It’s what you want! Here, have
t hi s!

Death throws her a SYRINGE. Life junps in front of Felicia.

FELICI A
What do you want from ne?!

Death stops to observe Felicia for a nonent. She has knife
in one hand and pills in the other, a syringe by her feet
and a POSTER- SI ZED PHOTO OF HER SI STER behi nd her on the
wal | .

Life's head pokes out of the ball pit and stares at Death.
Death drops a BELT from his hand and he col |l apses in the
ball pit. He is nothing, but a floating head in a sea of
pl astic balls.

Life relaxes in the ball pit.
The cl ock strikes 5:00 PM
CUT TGO

| NT. MEETI NG ROOM - DAY

Sanme set up formthe first scene. Death wears the sane
HAWAI | AN SHI RT and SW M TROUSERS i n a BEACH CHAI R bel ow a
SUNLAMP. He wears a BUCKET HAT and hol ds a REFLECTI VE
SURFACE on his chest.

Life, dressed in swimtrousers and floaties, and Felicia,
dressed in a "LIFE IS GOOD" T-SHI RT, play cards under
anot her SUNLAMP.

Thrill, Love, Logic, Tenptation, Optimsm and Pessim sm
play in a ball pit.

FADE TO BLACK



