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FADE IN:

EXT. THE EARTH FROM SPACE - DAWN

Silence.

Then... SNORING. A deafening cacophony of MILLIONS OF

simultaneous SNORERS splits the pre-dawn skies over North

America.

Gradually, the millions of SNORERS are cut to thousands,...

Then hundreds...

Then dozens....

Then one... SNORTING, SPUTTERING LONE MALE SNORER.

His snoring stops.

His breathing stops.

In a FLASH, we ZOOM down to a spot just above a red brick

mac-mansion in a tony sub-division of Naperville, Illinois.

EXT. THE WAKEFIELD HOME - CONTINUOUS

SARAH (V.O.)

Frank.

(a beat)

Frank, wake up.

(frantic)

FRANK, WAKE UP!

INT. WAKEFIELD HOME, BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

The handsome, forty-something FRANK WAKEFIELD, jerks bolt

upright in bed.

FRANK

WHAT?!

SARAH WAKEFIELD, wide-eyed and concerned, stares at her

husband..

SARAH

You almost stopped breathing!
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Sarah is in her late thirties. Except for a couple of

kid-induced stress lines around her eyes, she looks almost

exactly like the 18-year-old wedding photo on the nightstand

behind her.

FRANK

(out of breath)

Almost?

Sarah’s eyes narrow.

SARAH

You’re welcome.

BEEP-BEEP-BEEP! The alarm clock goes off. Sarah blindly

reaches over and pounds the clock silent. Frank checks his

pulse at his neck.

FRANK

Thanks a lot.

SARAH

You know you can’t live without me.

Frank reaches for his iPhone on his nightstand and starts

poking at the screen.

FRANK

You’re absolutely right. If you

ever left me I’d be almost dead.

CLOSE ON: the iPhone. Frank has 15 e-mails waiting-- all

from LANCE.

FRANK

By the way, you’re not thinking of

leaving me anytime soon are you?

SARAH

Is today soon enough?

FRANK

No. No, today’s bad.

(grins)

Today is our anniversary. Don’t

tell me you forgot?

WHOMP! Frank gets hit upside the head with a pillow that

sweeps him out of frame.

FRANK

HEY!

Sarah jumps on top of Frank and smothers him.
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SARAH

You’re not going to die in your

sleep because I’m going to kill you

right now!

OLIVIA (O.S.)

Mom, have you seen my black skinny

jeans?

Sarah looks up. Her sixteen year old daughter, OLIVIA, is

slouched in the doorway. Olivia might be attractive, but

it’s hard to tell from the pile of unkempt jet-black dyed

hair that covers her face.

SARAH

Have you checked the floor of your

room?

SAM, their 10 year old son, slight and pale, walks down the

hall past the door punching keys on a laptop.

SAM

No one’s seen the floor of her room

for years.

OLIVIA

Shut up, snot-wad.

SAM

Make me, geek-face.

SARAH

Hey!

Sarah gets up off of Frank.

JESSIE (O.S.)

I’m ready! I’m ready!

Five year old daughter JESSIE rushes into the bedroom

dressed in a costume of some indeterminate body organ. Sarah

stifles a GIGGLE. Olivia and Sam roll their eyes. Frank

stares.

JESSIE

(memorized)

I’m a pan-cre-as. I’m a gland that

se-cretes in-su-lin to help

reg-u-late the body’s blood!

SARAH

...sugar.
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JESSIE

Sugar.

FRANK

My daughter is a gland.

JESSIE

An en-do-crime gland.

SARAH

Endocrine, sweetie. Now, I know

you’re excited about the play, but

we don’t want to ruin the costume

before the performance. Your Islet

of Langerhans is already ripping.

Jessie notices the rip in the costume. She SHREAKS, turns

and runs down the hall.

SAM

What a freak.

OLIVIA

This from the Safety Nazi who looks

three ways before crossing the

street.

SAM

18 victims fell through open

manholes to their deaths last year.

OLIVIA

How many of them weren’t cartoon

characters?

Sam LUNGES at Olivia’s head. Olivia ducks and races down the

hall. Sam sprints after her.

SARAH

Stop it! Both of you!

Sarah takes a deep cleansing breath and closes her eyes.

SARAH

They’re only children. Do not beat

them. They’re only children. Do not

beat them. Frank, say it with me.

(beat)

Frank?

FRANK (O.S.)

No Lance, I’m not worried.

Sarah turns around to see Frank talking on his iPhone.
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FRANK

I’ll handle it. Everything’s under

control.

EXT. SENTINEL HEALTH INSURANCE COMPANY -- DUSK

Downtown Chicago. A gleaming skyscraper with most of the

windows softly lit against the fading sunlight....except for

one set of four that slowly dim.

FRANK (O.S.)

So what exactly are we selling

here?

(beat)

Anyone?

INT. SENTINEL HEALTH INSURANCE COMPANY, AUDITORIUM --

CONTINUOUS

A spot light hits Frank. He stands center stage in front of

a packed crowd of salespeople. Frank is the Chicago Regional

Sales Manager for Sentinel Insurance. Behind him, projected

on a screen, is a slide of the Sentinel building lit up at

night.

FRANK

(points)

You.

SALESMAN #1

(hesitant)

Um...insurance?

FRANK

You’rrrrrrre.... WRONG! I’ll give

you three hints. Everyone has one,

but no one has enough.

(beat)

It can be shared, but never taken.

And right now mine is being wasted!

MALE VOICE 2 (V.O.)

We... sell... Life?

FRANK

We have a winner!

Suddenly, multicolored pulsating lights and techno music

starts to play. Frank looks O.S. and mimes, "Not yet" to the

balding overweight air guitar playing PAUL WHITESTONE. Paul

is Frank’s best friend and neighbor across the street. Paul

spots Frank and cuts the music and lights.
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FRANK

"Life!" A life free from worry,

free from fear. A

Hawaii-every-Summer,

skiing-every-winter,Prius-drivin-guilt

decreasin’-upper-middle-class-American

good-life."

Frank raises one cautionary finger.

FRANK

But...you might ask... how can

insurance provide the good life

when you have to have an accident,

get sick, or die to get any of it?

(a beat)

Hmm... Yes,... It’s pretty

pointless to drive a Prius when

you’re dead. No one can hear you

brag about your size 2 carbon

footprint.

The audience LAUGHS. A SALESWOMAN raises her hand.

SALESWOMAN

If you couldn’t insure the Pruis,

you couldn’t drive it.

Frank THROWS his head back and SPREADS his arms like an

evangelist. He points O.S. to Paul who cues the pulsating

lights and music.

FRANK

EEEEE-YES! The good life....your

life...my life....ANY life. Is not

possible without insurance.

Behind Frank, on the projection screen an animated cartoon

titled, "The Creation of Insurance," begins.

FRANK

(narrating)

In the beginning there was

light,... then dark, then someone

stubbing their toe in the dark and

looking for somebody -- not himself

-- to blame.

(beat)

Remember, there are no accidents,

only random acts of liability.

(beat)

At first, Mr. Toe Stubber would

take out his vengeance on the

(MORE)
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FRANK
nearest available idiot -- not

himself -- who he could club to

death...or until his toe stopped

smarting...whichever came first. In

the short run, this proved highly

satisfactory. But in the long run,

the supply of nearest available

idiots began to wane. Something had

to be done!

A cartoon caveman flashes on the screen. He wears a tie over

his bare chest and carries a briefcase

FRANK

Enter our hero: the first insurance

agent. He came up with the bright

idea of spreading the blame across

all the nearby available idiots.

For a token amount, each idiot was

assured that if he stubbed his toe,

he would be compensated

commensurate with the satisfaction

he used to get clubbing nearby

idiots. Thus, idiots everywhere

could live long productive lives

free from the fear of other idiots.

Insurance is born. Civilization.

Can. Begin!

The music swells. Frank looks O.S. and sees LANCE FENTRESS,

Sentinel Insurance’s Mid-West General Manager standing next

to Paul. Lance is on the jowly/portly side of fifty.

FRANK

Can you sell it, children?

CROWD

Yes!

FRANK

Then go out there among the people

and spread the word! The good

life’s available for anyone with a

credit rating over 700!

The crowd ROARS as Lance walks on stage applauding.

FRANK

(pumped)

Thank you, Chicago! Thank you!
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LANCE

Good speech, Frank. I hope it

works.

FRANK

We’ll be fine. We only have to find

another two percent this week to

make the quarter.

LANCE

Twelve percent.

FRANK

Twelve? No, it’s...

Frank shoots Lance a hard stare. Why didn’t he see this

coming?

FRANK

Is corporate INSANE? Twelve percent

in a week? Not even if we worked

24/7...

LANCE

I hope you didn’t make any plans.

Frank spots Sarah off stage. She’s dressed for dinner in a

classy short black dress. She gives a little girl wave and

mouths, "Happy Anniversery." Frank, wearing a tight grin,

waves back.

FRANK

Happy Anniverary, honey.

INT. FRANK’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Frank’s office is a shrine to Frank. Framed "Top Salesman"

award certificates and pictures of famous golf holes line

the walls. A dusty Fender Strat and a practice amp sit in a

corner. Sarah stands, arms folded.

Frank leans against his desk. There’s a light mist of sweat

on his forehead.

FRANK

You look really nice tonight.

SARAH

We’re not going out are we?
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FRANK

Did I mention how nice you look?

SARAH

I would say you promised, but than

I know all to well what your

promises are worth.

FRANK

Corporate hit us with an extra ten

percent for the quarter. I don’t

have a choice.

Sarah looks over at the guitar. Frank follows her gaze.

SARAH

We all have a choice, Frank.

FRANK

That? You want to go back to that?!

We nearly starved!

SARAH

You’re exaggerating.

FRANK

You remember our pact back then? If

one of us froze to death in that

unheated flat, the other could eat

the frozen one until help arrived

or until they were, you know, full.

Sarah fights a grin.

SARAH

We were happier then.

FRANK

No. We were miserable. The rats

felt so sorry for us they took up a

collection.

Frank mimes a rat, with tiny outstretched paws offering

food.

FRANK

(a la David Copperfield)

Please sir, take some more.

Sarah SIGHS and turns away.
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SARAH

It was a struggle. A shared

struggle. Now it’s still a

struggle, but there’s no sharing.

There’s you at work and me at home

and three kids stuck in the middle.

(beat)

I’m lonely, Frank.

Frank starts to reach out to Sarah as beads of sweat trickle

down his forehead.

FRANK

Sweetheart, I know. I get it. I...

KYLE

(on the intercom)

Frank, sorry to interrupt, but

Lance just called. He wants to

discuss the new forecast.

FRANK

Tell him I’m not here.

KYLE

I.. um... told him you were here.

FRANK

Jesus, Kyle... Tell him...

(sighs)

Tell him, to come on over.

Sarah walks toward the door. Frank moves to block her

exit. He’s really starting to sweat now.

FRANK

Sarah, please. Don’t leave like

this. I understand. I do.

SARAH

Then come with me to dinner.

(beat)

Live a little.

FRANK

Honey, don’t make me choose...

please.

Sarah pushes past Frank.

SARAH

Frank, you’ve already made your

choice.
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INT. OUTSIDE FRANK’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Sarah walks past Kyle’s desk with Frank behind. Kyle WINCES

as Frank approaches.

FRANK

Kyle, can’t you tell when I’m not

here?

Kyle looks confused. He starts nodding yes, but ends up

shaking his head no. Sarah suddenly stops. A COLD CHILL

rushes through her body as a subtle shadow passes over her.

The shadow heads straight for Frank.

FRANK

I’ll make it simple. I’m never

here. I don’t care what you say.

Tell them I’m out. Tell them I’m

sick. Tell them I’ve...

The shadow falls over Frank. He freezes. He looks surprised.

Sarah turns to see Frank clutch his chest as he reaches out

to Kyle’s desk. Frank falls, knocking papers to the floor.

Sarah looks horrified. Kyle looks down at his boss. He looks

curious... then guilty....that his secret wish has just come

true.

KYLE

I didn’t mean it.

After a stunned beat, Kyle wakes up, grabs his phone and

dials 911. Frank looks astonished. He reaches out for Sarah,

when -- THUNK -- a large metal scythe SWINGS DOWN to block

his reach. Frank turns his head and sees...

A GRIM REAPER, a skeleton cloaked in black, holding a scythe

in one hand and an hourglass in the other.

This is STAN DEATH. The sand in the hourglass has just about

run out. Frank slowly shakes his head.

FRANK

No.

Stan nods. His voice is a deep, flat monotone.

STAN

Yes.

Frank shakes his head faster.
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FRANK

No! Wait a minute! No!

STAN

Oh, please.

Frank’s spirit lifts up out of his body and floats next to

Stan. Kyle and a few gathering co-workers stare at Sarah now

cradling Frank’s lifeless body. Frank sees the look of

terror in Sarah’s face.

FRANK

(to the group)

Don’t just stand there! Do

something!

Stan unfurls a parchment with a long list of typewritten

carbon-copy smudged names. Stan points out Frank’s unchecked

name. Below Frank’s name are many more unchecked names.

STAN

If you don’t mind, I’m behind

schedule...

(beat)

...as usual.

FRANK

It can’t be my time. I have places

to be. People to meet. Work to do.

Stan just stares. Frank searches for another tack. Suddenly,

he drops to his knees, clutches Stan’s cloak and points to

Sarah.

FRANK

I have a family!

Stan watches Sarah as she slowly rocks Frank’s head in her

lap. Like a mother rocking a child. Back and forth.

FRANK

There must be some kind of mistake.

I’m not ready to die.

Stan turns back to Frank and stares. He rubs his skeletal

hand across his glistening white skull as if he feels a

migraine coming on.

STAN

(voice of doom)

YOU’RE NEVER READY TO GO!
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The force of Stan’s voice blows Frank’s spirit backwards.

Frank recovers, looks up and finds himself bathed in a

brilliant WHITE LIGHT shinning down from above. Frank

smiles.

FRANK

Hey. Just like Reader’s Digest.

(realizes)

Oh no! No way! Forget that!

Frank tries to flee back to his body. Stan hooks Frank’s

jacket with his scythe and they both slowly start to rise.

INT. THE AFTERLIFE, STAN’S DESK -- CONTINUOUS

Frank is surprised to find himself seated at an overflowing

desk where Stan fills out paperwork. Frank turns and sees

thousands of identical desks manned by identical reapers

stretching as far as the eye can see. The office has an

early 60’s, hard metal and linoleum decor. No computers,

just the clackity-clack of ancient IBM Selectrics hammering

away on thick carbon-copied forms. A cigarette smoke haze

hangs over the office. In the Afterlife everyone smokes.

FRANK

There’s more than one of you?

Stan grabs a heavy stamp and SMASHES it down on a group of

forms.

STAN

We believe in giving the personal

touch.

A deceased SPIRIT seated at a nearby desk flings his

paperwork into the air and flees SCREAMING.

STAN

Not that anyone cares.

Frank watches the deceased SPIRIT get TACKLED by several

reapers.

FRANK

What’s with all the forms?

STAN

Blue goes to dispatch. Yellow to

accounting. Pink to my manager.

Green to Transition.
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FRANK

Transition?

STAN

You either go on... or you go back.

FRANK

Oo! Oo! I’ll go back.

STAN

Reincarnation. You go back as

someone or...

Far off, a pig SQUEALS.

STAN

...something else.

Frank FREAKS OUT.

FRANK

Okay! That’s it! Stop with the

paperwork. I am not dying. Not

here. Not now. There must be some

sort of appeals process to deal

with cases like mine.

STAN

There’s no appeal. Because...

(voice of doom)

ALL CASES ARE LIKE YOURS!

FRANK

(pathetic)

It’s not fair.

STAN

Who said death is fair?

WHAM! Frank clutches his chest in pain. He looks down. A

hole opens up under him. He sees himself on the floor of his

office surrounded by paramedics. One wields a defibrillator.

FRANK

Ha! What’d I tell you? Paramedics!

WHAM! Frank winces again. Behind his desk, Stan pulls out

Frank’s hourglass. The sand is flying up into the upper

chamber. Stan turns and stares at his just completed stack

of paperwork...and GROANS.
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STAN

I really hate those guys.

The paramedics SHOCK Frank again. Frank’s body and his

spirit convulse in pain.

STAN

You really want to go back?

(beat)

Why?

FRANK

Are you kidding?

STAN

What’s so great about life? War,

famine, migraines, screaming babies

on airplanes?...

Another RECENTLY DECEASED SOUL from the next desk jumps up,

throwing papers everywhere. Frank watches Stan wearily

observing several REAPERS jump up in pursuit.

FRANK

You really have no idea.

Stan’s eye sockets narrow. He clutches his scythe tightly.

STAN

The best get hit by lightning. The

worst win the lottery. Rich and

poor slip and die in the bathtub.

Life is a game with no rules and no

way to win.

(beat)

Yet everyone wants to play?

(voice of doom)

WHY?

CRACK! Stan’s crushing grip snaps the scythe in two. Frank

recoils.

FRANK

It’s... it’s really not something

you can explain. You have to...

Stan watches Frank look down at his terrified wife.

FRANK

Live... a little.
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Stan watches Sarah. He observes the compassion and concern

in her eyes. Suddenly...WHAM! Frank is shocked again. Frank

reenters his body. He GASPS for breath. Sarah GASPS with

him.

SARAH

Frank? Frank? Breathe, honey.

Breathe. Please, dear God,

breathe....

Stan stares at the scene, then turns to Frank’s hourglass. A

small pile of sand starts trickling back down into the lower

chamber.

INT./EXT. SARAH’S MINIVAN, DRIVING THROUGH NAPERVILLE, IL -

3 DAYS LATER

It’s raining. Sarah drives. A pensive Frank sits in the

front passenger seat twisting his plastic hospital

wristband. Sarah adjusts the rear-view mirror to see Sam,

Olivia and Jessie in the back seat.

Sam is checking the traffic on his dad’s iPhone. Olivia

texts on her cell phone. Jesse clutches a small package of

oreos. She scraps the filling off one side with her teeth.

They pull to a stop at a light as Frank spots a tall dark

figure out of the corner of his eye. He does a double-take

before seeing a rain-coated POLICEMAN directing traffic.

SARAH

Are you all right?

FRANK

(not fine)

Fine.

SAM

Traffic’s clear all the way home.

Just watch that 4-way stop at

Buckham and Windham. 14 accidents

in just the last year.

SARAH

I will dear.

Olivia GLARES at Sam as he starts texting on the iPhone.

SARAH

I’m sorry for the third degree I

gave you just before you collapsed.
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FRANK

I was being a jerk.

SARAH

True. But, I really didn’t think

you should die for it.

Frank smiles. Olivia’s cell phone beeps. She peers down at

the screen. The text message reads, "Iz dad gonna b ok?"

Olivia looks over at her brother and rolls her eyes. She

types a reply.

SARAH

I have a feeling this whole

near-death thing may reap some

surprising benefits. For all of us.

FRANK

"Reap?"

SARAH

Honey, it was just one blocked

artery. If you take care of

yourself you’ll be fine.

Frank nods as Sam’s phone beeps. He looks down to see

Olivia’s answer: "Hez gonna b fine."

SARAH

Olivia, we just picked your father

up from the hospital. Your friends

can wait a few more minutes.

OLIVIA

Mom it wasn’t my....

(looks at Sam)

Forget it.

SAM

Thanks.

OLIVIA

(under her breath)

You’re welcome, freak.

SAM

Mom! Olivia called me a freak!

OLIVIA

You little son of a...

Sarah SLAMS on the brakes. Everyone lurches forward, then

backwards. Sarah turns around and GLARES at Olivia.
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SARAH

Can you possibly let the universe

revolve around someone other than

yourself for a change? LOOK at your

father! LOOK!

Olivia and Frank trade frightened looks.

SARAH

Hel-lo! Dead man sitting! For

almost seven minutes.

Frank turns around. He spots an ambulance up the street.

Paramedics roll a stretcher with a blanket covered body to

the ambulance.

FRANK

It was actually more like five...

SARAH

(glares at Frank)

Not helping!

(to Olivia)

Dead dead. All the way dead. Stiff

dead. Not breathing dead.

(loud)

DEAD!

Sarah starts the car and continues down the street as Olivia

GLARES at Sam. Sarah spots the ambulance.

SARAH

Wait. That’s Mrs. Herriman’s house!

Frank sees a tall BLACK CLAD MAN and a SHORT OLDER WOMAN

facing away from him. As the car passes, the paramedics load

a blanket covered body into the back of the ambulance.

SARAH

Oh God, I hope everything is all

right.

Frank stares at the back of the man in black. The man starts

to turn around just as Frank’s cell phone rings. He looks at

the number and GROANS.

FRANK

Yeah, Lance?

Frank looks back at the ambulance. The man in black and the

old woman are gone.
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FRANK (CONT.)

Huh? Where’d they?... What? Yeah,

I’m fine. Who?...

Sarah turns the minivan into the driveway of a large faux

Georgian mac-mansion. The yard is all torn up and in the

process of being landscaped. Several trees stand against the

house with their root balls wrapped.

FRANK

Glanville? Glanville Beef

Glanville. Today? Lance, I

almost...

Frank turns and sees Sarah GLARING at him and slowly shaking

her head back and forth.

INT. WAKEFIELD HOME - ENTRY - DAY

The foyer is paved in marble. It features a grand staircase

that winds around a faux crystal chandelier. Next to the

door is an oval mirror over an antique table. On the table

is a goldfish bowl. In the bowl swims the goldfish, TED

#5. Frank opens the door for Sarah.

SARAH

Are you trying to kill yourself?

FRANK

I’m fine. I won’t be there long.

Sam sprints past them followed by Olivia and Jesse. Olivia

grabs Sam.

SAM

Mom!

SARAH

Olivia.

Olivia lets go. Sam sprints up the stairs.

OLIVIA

He really is a freak.

SARAH

Just go to your room.

Olivia stalks upstairs.
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FRANK

What’s their problem?

Sarah and Jesse stare at Frank for a beat.

SARAH

Olivia has perfected a lethal

withering stare of pity. She’s

convinced she was switched at birth

and taken from a more understanding

mother who would appreciate her

need to have a skull tattooed on

her butt.

(takes a breath)

Sam’s become a safety Nazi. He

wears a helmet to bed. Apparently,

there were 16 cases of gravity

induced bed related head trauma

last year.

Frank looks confused.

SARAH

Your son is afraid of falling out

of bed.

FRANK

Oh.

SARAH

And this one...

Sarah smiles down at Jessie who is feeding Tod #5 an oreo

crumb.

SARAH

(whispers)

Is a serial goldfish killer.

(to Jessie)

Jessie, what did I say about fish

and cookies.

JESSIE

I thought it was just cupcakes.

A loud DOOR BELL rings STARTLING Frank. He opens the door,

revealing a dark figure silhouetted in the opening. Frank

does another double take.

SILHOUETTE

Who died?

The rain-coated figure of Paul steps in carrying a bottle of

Scotch with a bow attached.
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PAUL

Oh, right. You did. Welcome home,

buddy.

Frank looks at the bottle.

FRANK

My favorite 20 year old

Scotch...half empty.

PAUL

I had to make sure it’s okay.

(beat)

It’s okay.

SARAH

(cold)

Paul.

PAUL

(mimics her tone.)

Sarah.

SARAH

Frank needs to rest.

PAUL

In peace?

(only Paul laughs)

I crack myself up.

JESSIE

(eyes her dad)

You don’t look dead!

SARAH

Jessie!

FRANK

It’s okay.

PAUL

What was it like, dying? Did your

whole miserable, pathetic existence

flash in front of your eyes?

FRANK

Only the good parts. It took like,

a second.

STAN (O.S.)

Tell them about the light. They

always want to hear about the

light.
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Frank’s pupils contract. He turns to see the black robed

Stan, standing in the still open doorway clutching his

scythe. Next to him is MRS. HERRIMAN, the older lady

recently deceased from down the street.

FRANK

Nooooo..

Everyone stares at Frank who stares open-mouthed at Stan.

PAUL

Hey, you okay, buddy?

SARAH

Honey?

FRANK

(points at Stan)

It’s...it’s...

THE OTHER’S P.O.V.: Stan appears as a tall, thin,

sophisticated and handsome human dressed in a black suit.

STAN

Call me Stan.

FRANK

(still in shock)

Stan?

Frank does a triple take between Stan, Mrs. Herriman and the

others.

MRS. HERRIMAN

(sweetly, to Frank)

Psst... I’m dead.

JESSIE

Now, he looks dead.

SARAH

Jessie!

JESSIE

He’s a skeleton!

MRS. HERRIMAN

Busted.

(waves to Jesse)

Hello, honey.

Jessie waves back.
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SARAH

I’m sorry. She’s five.

(to Jessie)

Honey, why don’t you run and get

some more cookies for our guests.

Jesse sprints out of the room. Frank is really confused now.

Paul interrupts and shakes Stan’s hand.

PAUL

Paul Whitestone, Sentinel head of

I.T....

Paul’s eyes widen at the power of Stan’s grip.

PAUL

I live down the street... alone. My

wife left me for the... Mattress

Barn King. I drink. A lot.

Paul lets go and retreats in near-tears. Sarah and Jesse

stare.

PAUL

I...need...

(cheers)

A drink!

Paul staggers off.

MRS. HERRIMAN

Poor dear.

Stan reaches out to shake Sarah’s hand. Sarah starts to

reach out....

SARAH

Hello. I’m Sarah. I...

Sarah stares at Stan. She sees her reflection in the dark

liquid abyss of his eyes. She sees herself as she is: lonely

and afraid, stuck between what is and what could be. But

just under the surface lies something more. Somthing

passionate. dangerous, carnal, irresistible and

ultimately,... untouchable.

Just as they are about to touch, Sarah pulls her hand back.

SARAH

I... I... I’m sorry. I’ve... um...

had a cold. I wouldn’t want you to

get sick.
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STAN

I understand.

Sarah sees that he does understand - what she meant, not

what she said.

FRANK

Stan is... um....

STAN

Frank is selling me on life.

SARAH

You’re a client?

Sarah turns to GLARE at Frank.

SARAH

A client? Today? You almost died

two days ago.

STAN

Almost.

OLIVIA (O.S.)

You ARE a freak!

SAM (O.S.)

7800 people died last year slipping

and falling in the bathroom.

Everyone turns to see Olivia and Sam at the upstairs railing

overlooking the foyer.

OLIVIA

Mom, he lined the bathroom in

bubble-wrap!

SARAH AND FRANK

What?

MRS. HERRIMAN

Why didn’t I think of that?

SAM

What?

OLIVIA

You’re a freak!

Olivia pushes Sam into the bathroom. He falls backward into

the bubble wrap, then bounds back up and lands like gymnast

after a dismount.
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SAM

See, I’m fine!

OLIVIA

ARGHHHH!

Olivia throws her arms up, enters her room and slams the

door behind her.

STAN

7823 actually. If you include

outhouses.

Sarah and Frank stare at Stan for a beat.

SARAH

Excuse me, while I deal with this.

Sarah exits. Frank grabs Stan.

FRANK

(stage whisper)

It wasn’t a dream? You really are

De-De-De-Death?

Stan nods.

FRANK

I’m dying! You’re taking me again!

Stan shakes his head no. Frank shakes his head in time with

Stan’s head.

FRANK

(incredulous)

What? You thought you’d just DROP

BY?

(gestures to Mrs. Herriman)

With a date?

STAN

Receiving is backed up. Cholera

epidemic in the Congo.

MRS. HERRIMAN

(shrugs)

Take a number!

Frank stares back and forth between Stan and Mrs. Herriman.

STAN

Live a little.
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FRANK

What?

STAN

You said live a little.

PAUL (O.S.)

Live a lot!

Paul arrives with three tumbler-sized glasses of scotch. He

hands two to Stan and Frank and raises his in a toast.

PAUL

Here’s to the good life.

Paul clinks glasses with Stan and takes a drink.

STAN

However brief.

Stan downs his glass in a gulp. Paul stares at Stan. Frank

slowly shakes his head in disbelief.

MRS. HERRIMAN

Lovely home you have here.

FRANK

Thank you.

PAUL

Who are you talking to?

FRANK

You really don’t want to know.

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS

The rain has stopped. Stan stands on the front walk looking

up at the sky while Mrs. Herriman amuses herself by walking

through a tree.

JESSIE (O.S.)

Hey mister, ya want a cookie?

Stan looks down to see Jessie pulling on his coat. Jessie

pulls out an oreo and hands it to Stan. Stan starts to take

a bite of his cookie. Jessie stops him.

JESSIE

No. Let me show you.

Frank and Paul stand on the porch watching Stan and Jessie.
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PAUL

Jesus, you’re an animal, Frank. I

heard they upped your numbers,

but...

(looks at Stan)

Good luck with this guy.

Paul exits as Frank watches Jessie show Stan the proper

method of eating an oreo by twisting the two halves cleanly

apart.

JESSIE

You want a cleeeeean twist.

She scraps the filling off one side with her teeth.

JESSIE

(mouth full)

’ike ’hiss.

Jessie hands Stan another oreo. Stan twists his oreo

apart...but it’s not a clean twist.

JESSIE

It takes practice. I’ll get some

more.

Jessie runs into the house as Stan scrapes the two halves of

the Oreo with his teeth. TIME SLOWS DOWN. Stan’s eyes light

up at the taste of the cream filling. REAL TIME. Frank walks

up to Stan.

FRANK

Jessie can see you and Mrs.

Herriman?

STAN

Children aren’t afraid to see

life... and death as they really

are.

FRANK

What about the others?

STAN

They see me for who I was.

FRANK

Was? Wait. You were alive?

STAN

A long time ago.
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FRANK

And you died and what... applied to

be a reaper?

STAN

I killed myself. All suicides

become reapers.

Frank just stares.

STAN

We’ve shown a commitment to the

cause.

Frank takes this in while across the street a GIGGLING Mrs.

Herriman is run through by a neighbor in a riding lawn

mower.

FRANK

Right.

(beat)

You want me to help you?

STAN

You sell the good life.

Frank looks confused.

STAN

(in Frank’s voice)

"Life!" A life free from worry,

free from fear. A

Hawaii-every-Summer,

skiing-every-winter,

Prius-drivin-guilt-decreasin’-upper

middle-class-American-good-life."

FRANK

My speech? You were there?

STAN

I had some time to kill.

Mrs. Herriman starts walking back toward them from across

the street.

FRANK

(to himself)

I sell life.

(beat)

To people that will die and never

see the proceeds of their policies.

(realizes)

(MORE)
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FRANK

I am good.

Stan nods in agreement. Frank’s ego runneth over.

Suddenly, a hopped up CHEVY CAMERO roars through Mrs.

Herriman in the middle of the street. Frank jumps back.

FRANK

What the?...

...he’s interrupted by the sight of a DEAD SQUIRREL in the

middle of the road. Next to the squirrel stands a black

cloacked REAPER. The reaper points his scythe at the

squirrel. The squirrel’s spirit rises.

STAN

Hello, Bill.

The reaper turns to Stan. He pushes back his hood revealing

a glistening white skull.

BILL

Stan, is that you?

STAN

Got you working road kill again, I

see. Push another suicide over the

edge?

The squirrel’s spirit comes up to Frank and starts

sniffing. BILL and Mrs. Herriman follow.

BILL

People think we’ve got all day to

stand around while they try to make

up their minds. I was just trying

to be helpful.

(notices Mrs. Herriman and

Frank)

Backed up again?

FRANK

Just her. I’m fine. Alive that is.

Lungs breathing. Heart pumping.

BILL

Aren’t we special?

(to the squirrel)

C’mon, rodent, we got a schedule to

keep.
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The squirrel ducks behind Mrs. Herriman and hides. Bill

tries to hook the squirrel with his scythe, but the squirrel

dodges, then runs off down the street. Bill shakes his head

in frustration.

BILL AND STAN

They’re never ready to go.

Bill takes off down the street after the squirrel.

FRANK

Roadkill?

STAN

Pets are worse. Sea-Monkeys. Alive?

Dead? Who can tell?

SARAH (O.S.)

Frank!

Frank turns to see Sarah crossing from the front door.

SARAH

(to Stan)

If anything happens to him, I’m

holding you responsible.

STAN

(dead serious)

I’m always responsible.

SARAH

I’m... um... sure that’s true. It’s

just that...

Stan takes Sarah’s hand.

STAN

I understand.

Stan’s touch hits Sarah like the first summer dive into a

just-thawed lake. The water cuts and slashes at first, but

eventually the body adjusts as the cold caresses, teases,

inhabits... leaving the warm air above a distant memory.

FRANK

Honey?

Sarah lets go of Stan’s hand as she comes up for air with a

GASP.
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JESSIE (O.S.)

Wait! Wait, Mr. Skeleton Man.

Jessie rushes up and hands Stan a package of Oreos.

JESSIE

You need to practice.

FRANK

(to Stan)

Go ahead and get in the car. I’ll

be right there.

MRS. HERRIMAN

Shotgun!

As Stan and Mrs. Herriman head toward Frank’s BMW, Frank

steadies Sarah.

FRANK

Are you okay?

SARAH

I’m... fine. You go ahead.

(beat)

Wait. I’ve got a special dinner

planned. 7:00. Please...

FRANK

I’ll be there. I will. I promise.

Sarah, still shaken, turns and heads for the house as Frank

heads for the car. Jessie waves goodbye to Stan and Mrs.

Herriman.

JESSIE

Remember, a cleeeean twist!

EXT. I-80, JUST OUTSIDE NAPERVILLE -- LATER.

Gridlock. Traffic has come to a halt.

INT./EXT. FRANK’S BMW -- CONTINUOUS

The car is parked in the center lane. Stan sits in front,

Mrs. Herriman sits in back. She coaches Stan on his attempts

to open another oreo.

MRS. HERRIMAN

Careful.



32.

FRANK

We’re going straight to my office.

But it’s not in a building.

Stan opens the cookie. Not a clean break.

MRS. HERRIMAN

You’re hopeless.

FRANK

It’s in a special place. A place

that is pristine and quiet.

(beat)

The Nirvana Resort and Country

Club.

Stan and Mrs. Herriman roll their eyes.

FRANK

Golf courses, gourmet restaurant,

spa, tennis courts. A real

screw-you -for-not-smoking kind of

place. It’s my home away from home.

I take all my clients there.

STAN

Golf?

FRANK

Oh, no. I don’t actually play. I’d

never get any work done. No, I

bring clients there so they can

play. So they can experience the

good life. The good life that’s...

Frank turns to Stan. But he’s gone. Two scraped-clean halves

of an Oreo sit on the passenger seat.

FRANK

Stan? Stan?

(looks at Mrs. Herriman)

Please tell me he’s coming back.

MRS. HERRIMAN

I’m not my reaper’s keeper.

Frank stands up through the open sun roof. He spots an

accident up the road. An 18-wheeler has overturned on top of

a motorcycle. Firefighters struggle to free the squashed

BIKER.
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MRS. HERRIMAN

Oh, my. We’re just dropping like

flies today.

Frank’s iPhone RINGS. Frank jumps, startled.

FRANK

(into phone)

Lance? I’m on my way... I haven’t

forgotten about Glanville.

(Stan is back)

-- Ahhhh!

(beat)

No! I’m not having another heart

attack! I’m fine. I’ll call you

back.

Frank hangs up and turns toward Stan.

FRANK

Where did...?

VOICE (O.S.)

Hey, nice ride, dude.

Frank turns to see the DEAD BIKER from the accident sitting

in the back seat. His clothes are torn and covered in blood.

FRANK

No! Not another one.

The biker stares at Mrs. Herriman.

FRANK

I can’t show you the good life

while dragging a bunch of dead

people around?

BIKER

Dead people? Where? Here? What? Me?

Ah, no way! Dead? I can’t be dead!

I’m not ready to be dead!

STAN AND MRS. HERRIMAN AND THE BIKER

(unison)

There must be some kind of mistake.

I’m not ready to die.

The traffic starts again. Cars honk. Frank, clearly rattled,

starts to drive.
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EXT. NIRVANA RESORT AND COUNTRY CLUB - LATER

A guard house ATTENDANT waves Frank through faux pearly

gates into the resort.

MRS. HERRIMAN

(giggles)

I feel like I’ve died and gone to

heaven.

Stan observes a sign that reads: Private Club, Members Only.

STAN

There are similarities.

Frank rounds a bend that reveals a stunning overlook of the

whole resort.

FRANK

Welcome to my office.

Stan, Mrs. Herriman and the Biker all stare at the two golf

courses, the majestic club house with attached spa, tennis

courts, Olympic sized swimming pool, skeet shooting range,

polo fields and equestrian arena.

THE BIKER

You work here?

FRANK

I live here.

Frank enters the circular driveway in front of the

clubhouse. He parks and gives the keys to the VALET and gets

out of the car. Frank leads the group to a portico where

they can overlook the grounds. The Biker ogles a

BEAUTIFUL WOMAN in a bikini walking past.

BIKER

Please tell me there’s sex in the

afterlife.

Stan shakes his head no. The Biker GROANS.

FRANK

Where do you want to start? Golf?

Tennis? Spa? What looks like fun?

Stan stares at the driving range.

STAN

Fun?
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EXT./INT. NIRVANA COUNTRY CLUB- MUSICAL MONTAGE

...set to Frank Sinatra’s "The Good Life."

On the Driving Range... Stan observes a DUFFER hitting next

to him. The duffer has a terrible swing and propels more

turf than ball. Thinking this is how it’s done, Stan

addresses his ball, swings and sends a good four foot long,

three foot deep divot 300 yards down range. The ball goes a

few inches. Meanwhile, Frank talks on his phone.

At the Skeet Range... Stan sizes up the other shooters.

They’re all missing the clay pigeons. Stan sees that the

clay pigons come from a box. He picks up a shotgun, aims and

shoots the box. Frank, oblivious, is still on the phone.

In the health club... Stan watches overweight people on a

stair master climbing to nowhere. Stan unplugs a machine,

climbs the staris, stops at the top, climbs down the stairs

and walks past Frank, still talking on the phone.

INT. SPA, STEAM ROOM -- LATER

Frank, Stan, Mrs. Herriman, the biker and a fat, older,

overweight BALDING GUY take in the steam. Frank is still on

the phone.

FRANK

Lance, I’ll meet you and

Glanville outside in 15 minutes. I

will. I promise. Relax.

Frank hangs up. Takes a deep breath and takes in his "2 Dead

Crew."

FRANK

Hey! It doesn’t get any better than

this!

They look at Frank, then turn to look at Stan in hopeful

expectation.

STAN

It gets better.

Everyone SIGHS except Frank. Frank shakes his head as the

old bald man slumps against his shoulder. Frank turns and

watches as the old guy’s spirit separates from his body.

FRANK

Another one?
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LANCE (O.S.)

Frank! Look who I found?

Frank looks up to see Lance, Paul and SHIRLEY GLANVILLE

entering the steam room. SHIRLEY is CEO of Glanville Beef.

She’s fifty-something and well preserved. She has a

confident, no-nonsense, don’t screw-with-me attitude.

FRANK

Shirley, is that you? Have you lost

weight?

SHIRLEY

Spare me the bullshit, Frank.

PAUL

We thought she’d stay out of the

men’s locker room. We were wrong.

SHIRLEY

Lance, was telling me about your

close brush with the Grim Reaper.

FRANK

(glances at Stan)

You have no idea how close.

(smiles)

I’ll tell ya though, it really

makes me appreciate my insurance

protection.

SHIRLEY

Leave it to you to make a personal

tragedy into a sales pitch.

(beat)

I admire that about you,

Frank CHUCKLES self-consciously. Lance eyes Stan warily.

LANCE

Have we met?

FRANK

Ah.. this is... um... Stan. He...

he... he was just leaving.

Stan steps up and shakes Lance’s outstretched hand.

LANCE

Lance Fentress. Frank’s boss.

General Manager at Sentinel.

I’ve...

(feels Stan’s touch)

(MORE)
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LANCE

...risen above and beyond my level

of incompetence. I....

Lance lets go, surprised by his words.

MRS. HERRIMAN

That was candid.

Stan shakes Shirley’s hand.

SHIRLEY

Shirley Glanville, CEO of Glanville

Beef. I...

(feels Stan’s touch)

Really hate steak.

FRANK

Shirley wholesales beef. The good

stuff. 100% Omaha corn fed Angus.

The most marbling in the business.

STAN

Marbling?

FRANK

Fat. Artery clogging. Heart attack

inducing fat.

STAN

(to Shirley)

Ah... We’re big fans of her work.

SHIRLEY

(still rattled)

I do like steak. I really do.

Shirley exits the steam room in a daze followed by Lance and

Paul. Frank gets up.

FRANK

I’ll be right back. Don’t go

anywhere.

Everyone just stares at Frank.

FRANK

(irritated)

You know what I mean!

Frank stands at the steam room door. Shirley, Paul and Lance

stand just outside.
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FRANK

Shirley, I’d love to meet you for a

drink and tell you all about our

new Ultra umbrella policy.

SHIRLEY

I’m not interested in you taking my

money, but I am interested in

taking yours. Half an hour. No

limit Texas Hold ’em.

Shirley and Lance exit. Frank turns around and sees Stan and

the other dead people have disappeared. He shakes his head

in frustration.

INT. WALDEN COUNTRY CLUBHOUSE BAR -- LATER

Frank and Paul sit at the bar. A group of FOUR ELDERLY POKER

PLAYERS play at a table behind them.

PAUL

So what happened to Chuckles?

FRANK

You don’t want to know.

PAUL

C’mon, what’s the story on that

guy?

FRANK

You wouldn’t believe me if I told

you.

PAUL

Try me.

FRANK

Okay. He’s Death.

Paul stares.

FRANK

The Grim Reaper, the gatherer of

souls. Only he’s not the only one.

There’s thousands of them. They’re

all organized and everything in

this big office with the most

depressing furniture.
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PAUL

Wow. My anti-depressants aren’t

nearly as good as yours.

FRANK

What makes life worth living?

A number of the other patrons turn toward Frank and Paul.

PAUL

Seriously?

FRANK

Dead serious.

Paul takes a long sip.

PAUL

For me? I don’t know. Sometimes,

early in the morning, I like to get

up on the roof and watch the

sunrise. And in the stillness of

that moment, sometimes, I --

Paul notices Frank, the BARTENDER and poker players are all

staring at him.

PAUL

(to Bartender)

Okay, I’m feeling a little

embarrassed right now. Can you do

something about that?

Paul pushes his empty drink toward the bartender.

BARTENDER

Right away.

POKER PLAYER 1 (O.S.)

Elizabeth Taylor in Butterfield 8.

That slip.

Frank and Paul turn to the table of elderly poker players.

POKER PLAYER 2

No. Charlie Parker. The Bird at the

Argyle Lounge in ’47. I never felt

so alive!

POKER PLAYER 3

Cheesecake. Made with real cream

cheese and real butter.
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POKER PLAYER 4

Nope. What makes life worth living

is a Full House....

The poker player lays down a full house. The other three

players GROAN.

PAUL

Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor

player, that struts and frets his

hour upon the stage, And then is

heard no more; it is a tale told by

an idiot, full of sound and fury...

STAN (O.S.)

Signifying nothing.

Frank and Paul JUMP and turn to see Stan sitting next to

them at the bar.

FRANK

Where have you been?

STAN

Let’s just say our biker friend

didn’t go silently into that good

night.

PAUL

What? Who?

SHIRLEY (O.S.)

Hello boys. Ready to play some

poker?

Frank, Stan and Paul turn and see Lance and Shirley walk up.

STAN

Poker?

FRANK

Don’t worry. You’re a natural. You

already have the...

(stares into expressionless

face)

Nevermind.
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INT. WALDEN COUNTRY CLUB, CLUBHOUSE BAR -- LATER

The game is well underway. Everyone has about the same

amount of chips... except for Stan. His stack is huge. Next

to Stan’s chips are eight umbrellas lined up like dead

soldiers. Stan sucks on a straw on a ninth mai tai as he

studies his cards. Stan shows no signs of inebriation.

FRANK

I’m out.

SHIRLEY

Stan?

Stan studies his cards. He looks hard at Paul, then Lance,

then Shirley. He puts his cards down and pushes all his

chips forward.

STAN

I’m all in.

GROANS all around. Everyone folds. Stan gathers in the pot.

FRANK

(aside to Stan)

You were bluffing weren’t you?

Stan stares Frank. He doesn’t bluff.

FRANK

Maybe not.

(points to Stan’s drink)

You might want to slow down. You

could get drunk.

STAN

Does getting drunk interfere with

the good life.

PAUL

Keep drinking.

SHIRLEY

Your deal, Frank.

Paul pushes away from the table.

PAUL

Deal me out. I gotta use the john.

Paul exits as Lance elbows Frank and nods toward Shirley.
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FRANK

So Shirley... For a lot less than

you think we can give you 20

million in coverage against

anything. Your life. Liability

coverage. Anything.

VLAD (O.S.)

Shirley! You are here?

Everyone turns to see VLAD GLANVILLE, Shirley’s trophy

husband/boy toy. Vlad is in his early thirties, muscular and

tanned with long blond hair tied back in a pony tail. Vlad

has a thick Eastern European accent.

VLAD

We have date.

Frank starts to deal.

SHIRLEY

We’re married, Vlad. We don’t have

to date anymore.

VLAD

That not what therapist say. She

say that you taking for granted me.

I deserve romance.

FRANK

(remembers)

Shit... Sarah!

(checks his watch) )

I was supposed to be at home an

hour ago. I’ve got to go.

Lance grabs Frank.

LANCE

(aside to Frank)

You can’t! Not yet! The quota!

SHIRLEY

(to Vlad)

Sweetheart, I decided to play

poker. We’ll go when I’m done.

VLAD

But we have reservation at spa for

her and his seaweed smack. You

promise!
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SHIRLEY

Wrap, dear. Can we discuss this

tomorrow?

(to Stan)

Stan, the bet’s to you.

Frank looks at Lance, then his watch, then at Shirley.

FRANK

Now Shirley, like any wealthy

person you’re a walking liability

target. Accidents happen. You or

someone who works for you could get

hurt. Or even die.

VLAD

Who doing this dying?

(to Shirley)

You doing this dying?

SHIRLEY

Relax, honey. Frank’s just trying

to sell me an insurance policy.

VLAD

Ah... I know of this insurance. I

once hit by blue ice from plane.

They pay me much money for pain and

suffering.

FRANK

Yes... exactly. Blue ice. Right.

(beat)

Don’t you have a corporate jet,

Shirley?

SHIRLEY

Are you kidding me? What are the

odds of...

STAN

Around 10,000,000 to one. I had two

last year.

Everyone turns and stares at Stan.

VLAD

It really stain.

Vlad shows everyone his left blue tinted ear lobe. Frank

looks at Stan, then Vlad. His eyes light up. He gets an

idea.
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FRANK

Stan, what are the odds of... I

don’t know... of being killed ...

(glances at Vlad)

by falling anvils.

VLAD

This happens. I see many animated

documentaries on subject.

STAN

136,780 to one.

FRANK

Chainsaws?

STAN

37,365 to 1.

SHIRLEY

I don’t even own a chainsaw.

VLAD

I have three.

SHIRLEY

(incredulous)

Why?

VLAD

I have life before you, lady.

Shirley stares at Vlad, then turns to Frank.

SHIRLEY

Frank, you’ve lost your mind if you

think I’d buy insurance against the

infinitesimal chance that someone

might die in a chainsaw accident.

FRANK

Sure these are silly examples. But

the fact is, stupid stuff happens.

And you have to be prepared.

(looks at Vlad)

Or else?

VLAD

What this else?

FRANK

You could lose everything in a

lawsuit.
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VLAD

Everything?

(to Shirley)

This true?

Shirley gets up and grabs Vlad’s broad shoulders.

SHIRLEY

Honey, everything’s fine. I would

never let anything happen to you.

Just leave the financials to me.

Okay, sweetie?

Shirley kisses Vlad on the cheek while giving his butt a

squeeze.

VLAD

Okay. Now we go Spa?

As she sits back down, Shirley reaches behind her for the

table...

SHIRLEY

Just let me win my money back and

then I’m all... ...

Her hand slips and her chair flies out from under her. Vlad

reaches for Shirley and trips over the chair, losing his

balance, sending him sprawled toward the floor. As Shirley

falls her hand knocks her drink off the table. The drink

hits the ground just as the cocktail waitress passes by with

a loaded tray. The waitress slips on the wet floor. Her tray

flies up into the air as Shirley hits the ground.

The Waitress’ POV: SLOW MOTION of ice and garnish headed

straight for her.... including one fat olive aimed straight

for her open mouth... PLOP! The Waitress starts CHOKING.

Frank rushes to the waitress. He puts his arms below her

chest and pulls HARD! SPLOOT! The olive EXPLODES out of the

waitress’ mouth and sails across the table and lands...

KER-PLOP... in Stan’s mai tai. Stan picks the olive out his

drink....

STAN

Choking on olives. 5558 to 1.

...and eats it. Shirley and Vlad pick themselves up off the

floor. Shirley stares at Frank. Then the waitress.

FRANK

(to the waitress)

You okay?
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WAITRESS

Thank you. I’m fine.

(sees everyone staring at her)

It was just an accident. You know,

one of those things.

EVERYONE

One of those things.

The waitress gets up, straightens herself out and walks

away. Frank looks at Shirley.

SHIRLEY

No way, Frank. This doesn’t prove

anything. I still don’t need....

VLAD

This no good. No good for Vlad.

Waitress could have broke us. Vlad

think future. Vlad need security.

SHIRLEY

(pleading)

Sweetcheeks!

Vlad turns his backside to Shirley and drops his pants.

VLAD

You want sweetcheeks. You buy

policy.

Vlad pulls his pants up and marches toward the exit passing

Paul on the way.

SHIRLEY

Vlad! Honey! You don’t

understand... It’s...

But Vlad is gone. Shirley turns and stares wide-eyed at her

chips in front of her.

PAUL

What I miss?

EXT. NIRVANA COUNTRY CLUB, 18TH GREEN - LATER

Frank and Lance dance on the green as Paul and Stan watch.

FRANK

Did you see that? Did you see that?
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LANCE

She bought it! All of it! The whole

thing! We’re saved! I’m saved!

Frank and Lance hug.

LANCE

And we owe it all to Stan.

Lance moves to hug Stan, then thinks better of it. Frank

checks his watch.

FRANK

Stan, we’ve got to go.

STAN

Do you mind if we make a couple

stops on the way?

FRANK

Stops?

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOME, FRONT PORCH -- LATER

Frank tip-toes toward the darkened front door.

FRANK

I thought I was a workaholic.

Stan and TWO MIDDLE-AGED DEAD MEN, both overweight and in

hospital gowns stand behind Frank.

DEAD MAN #1

(checks out the house)

Nice...

DEAD MAN #2

You still can’t take it with you.

FRANK

Quiet!

Frank listens for a beat.

FRANK

God I hope she’s asleep.

Suddenly, the lights come on and the front door opens. Sarah

stands in the doorway holding a platter of lamb.
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FRANK

Honey, I can explain... I closed a

huge...

SARAH

I saved your dinner.

Frank smiles. Maybe this won’t go so bad after all. WHAM!

Sarah smashes the platter into Frank’s face.

SARAH

At first I thought...okay...he’s

had a heart attack...he’s not

himself...he missed dinner, he

didn’t call, he’s drinking with...

(looks at Stan)

And I realized you’re acting

EXACTLY LIKE YOURSELF!

Sarah SLAMS the door shut. Stan and the two dead men look at

Frank as bits of meat and gravy drip from his face.

DEAD MAN #1

Will there be wives in the

afterlife?

EXT. FRANK’S DRIVEWAY-- MOMENTS LATER

The two dead men lean against the hood of Frank’s BMW.

DEAD MAN #1

What are you in for?

DEAD MAN #2

Stress. I couldn’t get the lid off

of the Cherry Garcia fast enough.

DEAD MAN #1

Those things are on way too tight.

Stan watches Frank reach into the trunk and retrieve a golf

towel and a small flask.

FRANK

She’ll forgive me....She always

does.

Frank takes a swig of the flask as he wipes his dinner off

his face with the towel.
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STAN

If you love life so much, why do

you try so hard to escape it.

FRANK

Escape? Escape what? I just nailed

one of the biggest clients ever. I

feel... alive.

DEAD MAN #1

That feeling goes away.

Dead Man #2 slowly nods his head in agreement.

STAN

Work makes life worth living?

FRANK

Yes... I mean, no. I mean...

(beat)

Work is just a means to an end.

The two dead guys SNICKER.

FRANK

And I don’t mean death! I

mean...Work is just one means to

feel alive. Along with, you know,

all the other stuff.

Stan glances at the house. A light goes off in an upstairs

window. Frank follows Stan’s gaze.

FRANK

Family. Of course, family.

DEAD MAN #1 AND #2

(sarcastic)

Of course.

FRANK

Look, I’m not an asshole. I love my

family. It’s just that it’s not

that simple. Life is about balance

and choices and sometimes you have

to put work ahead of...

Frank eyes his still yet to be landscaped lawn. He spots a

lone small peach tree waiting to be planted.

FRANK

(spinning)

A balanced life is like this...

um,... tree here. Its... um,

(MORE)
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FRANK

"work" is to turn sunlight into

energy. But it can’t "cash... in"

on sunlight without the...the...you

know, the good soil of a loving

family. It needs both to grow.

(pleased)

It needs a balance.

STAN

You treat your family like dirt?

FRANK

No!

Both dead men LAUGH.

FRANK

The tree is, you know, me... No,

wait... The tree is

life. And life,... I mean, me...

and life... that is...we...

Both dead men are now doubled over in laughter.

FRANK

Ah, screw you two! There’s a time

and a place for everything. Tonight

it was about landing the deal. I’ve

got the rest of my life to spend

with my family.

DEAD MAN #1

Life is short.

Dead Man #2 turns to Stan as he gestures to Frank.

DEAD MAN #2

(to Stan)

Hmm... I wonder just how short?

FRANK

(realizes)

What? You know?

(sinks in)

You know.

(a beat)

And you’d tell me?

Stan solemnly nods.



51.

FRANK

I’m fine. Right? What do I have,

like 20, 30 years to go?

STAN

Two.

FRANK

Years?

STAN

Days.

FRANK

What did you say?

DEAD MAN #1

Whoa.

Stan pulls out Frank’s hour glass.

STAN

You have forty-four hours,

forty-three minutes and sixteen

seconds.

This takes a beat to sink in.

FRANK

You said you weren’t here to take

me back!

STAN

Not right away. I came so you could

show me the good life.

FRANK

(loses it)

SO YOU THOUGHT YOU’D JUST LEAVE OUT

THE PART ABOUT HOW I ONLY HAD DAYS

TO LIVE?!

STAN

Would it have made a difference?

FRANK

ARE YOU INSANE? The last thing I

would have done was drag around

some angel of death and his zombie

pals.
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DEAD MAN #2

Harsh, dude.

STAN

What would you have done?

Frank stops. Thinks. Then turns toward his house.

FRANK

Oh my god...

Behind him, Stan and the dead men disappear.

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

Frank carefully opens the door to Olivia’s room. It’s a dump

of dirty clothes, school books, and computer gear. Olivia

SNORES peacefully buried under a pile of clothes. Frank

smiles.

Frank moves across the hall to Sam’s room and peeks in. The

walls, floor and ceiling are lined in bubble wrap. Sam

sleeps soundly in a helmet and shoulder pads.

Finally, Frank peeks into Jessie’s room. Jessie is

splayed spread eagle across her bed, sound asleep in her

pancreas costume.

Frank quietly shuts Jessie’s door. He walks down the hall to

the master bedroom. He reaches out for the door handle. It’s

locked.

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOME -- THE NEXT MORNING

A paper boy tosses a paper at the Wakefield home as he rides

by on his bike. A beat. Pet reaper Bill chases the

squirrel’s spirit across the lawn.

BILL

I hate this. I hate this. I hate

this...

The garage door opens revealing Stan holding a shovel. He

walks toward the lawn.
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INT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, KITCHEN - CONT.

Sarah pours herself a cup of coffee and looks out the

window. Slowly, her eyes grow wide.

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE FRONT YARD -- MOMENTS LATER

Jessie holds Ted in his goldfish bowl. Stan stands in a

rectangular hole in the ground -- like a grave.

JESSIE

His name is Ted #5. Do not feed

him cup cakes or cookies. Ted #4

did not like cup cakes at all.

SARAH (O.S.)

Jessie!

JESSIE

Uh, oh.

Sarah approaches.

SARAH

How many times do I have to tell

you Ted does not need to be walked?

Sarah turns to Stan and spots a peach tree LAYING ON ITS

SIDE in the bottom of the hole,... like a corpse.

SARAH

The tree’s supposed to stick up in

the air.

STAN

Oh.

Stan, Sarah and Jessie stare at the tree for a beat.

SARAH

Stan, what are you doing here?

STAN

I’m planting a peach tree.

SARAH

Why?

STAN

Frank said trees are like life...
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SARAH

...insurance? Is he still trying

to sell you a policy?

STAN

I don’t need life insurance.

Sarah shakes her head.

JESSIE

Can Stan come to my birthday party?

SARAH

Jessie, Stan doesn’t want to...

JESSIE

We’ll have cookies and ice cream...

and... wait here!

Jessie turns and walks as fast as she can toward the house

without spilling the goldfish bowl.

SARAH

You don’t have to come to Jessie’s

party.

STAN

I like cookies.

Sarah stares at Stan for a beat.

SARAH

Who are you?

STAN

I’m...

SARAH

My husband dies. And when he comes

back from the dead, does he want to

spend time with his family? No!

He’d rather spend time with YOU!

Stan steps out of the hole and reaches out and grabs Sarah’s

hand. Once again, she feels herself drawn to him.

STAN

I’m sorry.

Sarah’s knees give and she falls into his arms. She looks up

into his eyes. This time there’s no chill, just an

enveloping sense of peace -- a calm eye at the center of the

storm that surrounds her.
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JESSIE (O.S.)

A peach!

Sarah snaps to. She pushes herself away from Stan and

straightens up.

Jessie rushes up holding a ripe peach in her out-streched

hands.

JESSIE

You’re planting a peach tree and

here’s a peach!

Stan takes the peach and studies it as Sarah looks back down

into the hole.

SARAH

We’re going to need to go deeper.

INT. WAKEFIELD HOME, GUEST BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

A crumpled and disheveled Frank is splayed across a couch.

He starts to rouse to the rhythmic sound of DIGGING. FRANK’S

POV: Through his slowly opening eyes, Frank watches dirt fly

through the air outside a window. Frank props himself up on

his elbows. He sees the top of Stan and Sarah’s heads bob up

and down as they dig. Above them Jessie stares down into

what looks like...

FRANK

A Grave!

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOME, FRONT YARD - MOMENTS LATER

Frank rushes out the front door.

SARAH (O.S.)

If you wait too much longer, you’re

going to see some rot.

Frank suddenly stops as the hot rod Camaro screams past

again.

SARAH

SLOW DOWN, YOU ASSHOLE!!

Sarah looks up and notices Frank staring down at Sarah and

Stan and the "grave."
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SARAH

Not you. The other one.

Frank spots the tree at the bottom of the hole.

FRANK

Oh... You’re planting a

tree. Wait. Why?

SARAH

You told him to.

Sarah gets out of the hole and starts toward the house.

FRANK

What? I didn’t tell him...

(remembers)

Oh, Right.

(to Sarah)

Hey, wait... can we...

SARAH

Save it, Frank.

Sarah and Jessie exit. Frank turns to Stan.

FRANK

What the hell are you still doing

here?

STAN

We still have...

(checks the hourglass)

Thirty five hours, thirty-two

minutes...

Frank stops him.

FRANK

I’m not believing this? You still

want me to show you the good life?

Hello! My life? Not so good. Not so

good at all! Find another sucker.

Go...

(stares at the hourglass)

You’re kidding me. An hourglass?

STAN

It’s accurate.

FRANK

Right. About as accurate as you

are. Remember, you came to get me

(MORE)
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FRANK
once and I didn’t die. How can you

be so sure I’m going to die this

time?

STAN

Every life has two endings. One is

potential, like your heart attack.

We cannot predict Potential Death.

There are too many variables. We

come. We wait. Sometimes we get

lucky.

(beat)

The other ending is final. Final

Death is written in stone. A stone

we can read. No paramedic, no drug,

no action by any human hand can

stave off Final Death.

(beat)

All life ends. Your life ends in...

(checks hourglass)

Thirty-five hours and....

Frank grabs the hourglass and turns it upside down. The sand

continues to flow upward.

STAN

We thought of that.

Frank drops the hourglass. He stares into space, defeated.

Stan places his skeletal hand on Frank’s shoulder. Frank

stares at the hand.

FRANK

Wait a second.

(beat)

That’s not a human hand. You said

no action by any human hand can

stave off final death.

Frank looks up at Stan.

FRANK

I want my life back.

STAN

It can’t be done.

FRANK

It can’t. Or you won’t.
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STAN

It could be done. But the paperwork

alone...

FRANK

Look. You came to me because you

saw something in me that said,

’This guy knows.’ And I did know. I

knew part of the answer. All that

stuff yesterday was great. But it’s

not all there is. There’s a lot

more. There’s... there’s, I don’t

know... nature and... and art

and...

(points to Stan’s all black

attire)

...color. And... and....

Frank turns and faces his house. Stan follows his gaze. They

both watch Sarah in the kitchen through the window.

FRANK

(quietly)

Someone to share it with.

CLOSE ON STAN. He regards Jessie’s peach...and takes a bite.

TIME SLOWS DOWN. Stan’s eyes widen. A thin line of juice

trickles down his chin. He pulls the peach away from his

mouth and eyes it with wonder....

REAL TIME.

STAN

Would you and your family show me?

Frank turns back to Stan.

FRANK

(unsure)

My family?

(thinks)

Yes.

(confident)

So, two days to show you why life’s

worth living. If I convince you, I

get to live a long, healthy life...

If you’re not convinced, I’ll die

with no complaints. I’ll even fill

out my own paperwork! Deal?

Stan slowly sticks out his hand. Frank reaches out with his

right hand. Stan grasps Frank’s hand. They shake once. Frank

turns, makes a small fist pump and heads toward his house.
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INT. THE AFTERLIFE, STAN’S SUPERVISOR’S OFFICE -- CONTINUOUS

Stan -- hand still outstretched -- finds himself instantly

transported to his boss’ office. The room has just one

tasteful antique desk in the middle of a huge Persian rug.

Stan looks up into the angry glowing eye-sockets FRED DEATH.

FRED

(voice of doom)

"Deal?" WE DON’T MAKE DEALS! Rule

Number One! No bets! No wagers! No

playing Chess or Checkers or

Twister with Death! What were you

thinking?

Stan wipes a drop of juice off his chin.

STAN

This guy... He’s... There’s just...

FRED

I can’t believe this is happening

again.

STAN

Again?

FRED

Yes, again! Long before you dragged

your bony ass in here, we had a few

instances of reapers going

native... playing fast and loose

with the natural order...

suggesting to mortals that maybe

Final Death ain’t so final!

(beat)

Why do you think we had to come up

with our own death penalty?

STAN

But, I’m already....

Fred picks up a thick copy of "The Manual of the Dead." He

thumbs through the pages until he finds the right one.

FRED

(reading)

"Any reaper who interferes in the

just acquisition of a deceased

soul, thus causing, through

malpractice, or any other means,

that soul to be uncollected, shall

be made mortal and take the place

(MORE)
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FRED
of said non-acquired soul and

immediately put through the pain of

death."

Stan is momentarily stunned.

STAN

"Made mortal?"

FRED

Mortal, betting boy.

STAN

But then I would come back here and

continue --

FRED

No. You’ll be processed and sent on

to take your chances in the other

world, just like any other mortal.

STAN

The last time I was mortal was...

Fred refers to Stan’s personnel file

FRED

Born 1268. Died 1301. Lived in

thatch hovel with an extended

family of 20. Contracted smallpox.

Would have died a miserable,

painful...

(checks photo)

...disfiguring death two weeks

later. If you hadn’t killed

yourself first.

((beat)

Not such a wonderful life, eh

Stanley?

Stan looks concerned.

FRED

Death is the best thing that ever

happened to you!

(beat)

Don’t blow it!
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INT. WAKEFIELD HOME, KITCHEN -- LATER

Sarah watches Frank prepare a grilled cheese sandwich on the

stove.

SARAH

You want our help?

FRANK

Yes.

SARAH

You want our family to help you

close a deal?

FRANK

Yes.

SARAH

You really do have a death wish.

FRANK

No. I want to live. With you and

the kids for a long, long time. But

first I have to do this or else...

SARAH

Or else what? You won’t make your

numbers and get your precious bonus

that’ll get you so excited you’ll

spend even more time at work.

FRANK

I’ve got a deadline. If I don’t

close this deal with Stan, I’ll...

SARAH

Be fired?

FRANK

Terminated, yes.

Sarah takes this in. She looks around her gleaming state-of-

the-art kitchen. She spots the packed calendar of expensive

kid activities. She looks out the window at the suburban

wealth that surrounds her. Then... she sees Stan

straightening the now planted peach tree. She smiles...

closes her eyes and turns back to Frank.

SARAH

Okay.
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FRANK

Thank you. Things are going to

change. I promise...

SARAH

I don’t need promises, Frank. I

need you.

Frank moves toward Sarah.

FRANK

Honey, I love...

OLIVIA (O.S.)

You’re a freak!

SAM (O.S.)

Give me back my fire extinguisher!

Olivia runs into the kitchen holding a small fire

extinguisher over her head. Sam jumps up and down trying to

grab it.

OLIVIA

The mental patient here wears this

on his belt!

SAM

38% of all fires start at home.

OLIVIA

Mom, you know I can’t have anyone

over with him around!

FRANK

Hey! You know what we all need? A

family day!

Olivia and Sam look horrified as Jessie enters carrying Ted

in his goldfish bowl.

JESSIE

Can Ted come?

FRANK

Ah... No.

(beat)

I’m not kidding. It’s been too long

since we took in the zoo. Or a

museum. Or went to Fields! We used

to do that when you were little.

Yeah, Stan’ll like that!
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OLIVIA

Stan?

JESSIE

Skeleton Man!

They all eye Jessie for a beat.

FRANK

Oh. Yeah. He’s going to be here for

a couple more days.

SARAH

Frank! The sandwich!

Frank turns to see his sandwich on fire on the

stove. Before he can react Sam coolly and calmly

extinguishes the fire. He then struts out of the room with

an evil grin on his face as Olivia FUMES.

EXT. BROOKFIELD ZOO, PENGUIN EXHIBIT -- LATER

Stan, Frank, Sarah, Jessie and a bored Olivia and Sam stand

at a railing looking down on a group of inert PENGUINS. The

penguins stand on a fake rocky beach in front of a small

lagoon.

SAM

Are they alive?

Stan holds a soda with a straw in one hand and a half eaten

hot dog in the other.

STAN

I honestly can’t tell.

Frank’s iPhone RINGS.

FRANK

Lance? Again? God, will you leave

me alone? What? I don’t know. Ask

Kyle for Christ’s sake. Please,

please, go away.

Frank hangs up and turns to Sam and Olivia.

FRANK

(too enthusiastically)

Isn’t this fun?

Olivia and Sam scoot down the railing away from their

father. Frank’s smile evaporates.
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SAM

Dad’s just trying... to...

OLIVIA

Close a deal, moron!

SAM

Yeah, I know. But we should at

least give him a...

(beat)

Oh, forget it.

Sam’s sincerity surprises Olivia. She looks over at her

father. Frank turns to her. He seems to look at her. Not her

attitude, her hair or her clothes. Just her. He smiles.

Olivia starts to smile back when...

LITTLE BOY (O.S.)

(points)

Daddy! Skel-ton!

JESSIE

(correcting)

Skeleton Man!

A LITTLE BOY stands with his FATHER. The boy holds a soda

with a straw while pointing at Stan.

FATHER

I’m sorry. He’s four.

(to his son)

C’mon kiddo, let’s get a closer

look.

The father picks the little boy up and sets him on the

railing. The little boy starts BLOWING BUBBLES into his

drink. Stan looks down at his own drink....puts the straw in

his mouth... and BLOWS. The little boy looks back at Stan

and smiles.

TIME SLOWS DOWN. Stan’s eyes widen as a SYMPHONY OF BUBBLE

BLOWING fills his ears.

REAL TIME. Sarah takes Jessie’s arm.

SARAH

Let’s go watch them swim

underwater.

Sarah and Jessie exit.
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FRANK

Hey Stan, you want to...

Stan stops blowing bubbles.

STAN

...persist in staring at animals

caged against their will?

Frank studies Stan for a beat.

FRANK

You’re not going to make this easy

are you?

The little boy points down to the penguins.

LITTLE BOY

Chickens!

FATHER

No, son. They’re...

The boy tosses his straw into the water below.

LITTLE BOY

Oopsy.

A PENGUIN sees the straw. He dives and grabs it with his

beak...and attempts to... swallow it.

FRANK

Ahhhh, please no.

The penguin starts to CHOKE. Frank looks for help.

FRANK

Somebody! Help! Penguin down!

Penguin down!

From across the exhibit, Sarah and Jessie look up. Sam and

Olivia rush to the railing.

Sam points to the penguin bobbing head down in the water.

SAM

What’s that?

STAN (O.S.)

Just another of nature’s creations

extinguished by the cruel hand

of...

(turns to the kid)

(MORE)
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STAN (O.S.)

...boy.

FATHER

It was an accident!

Sarah and Jessie rush up.

SARAH

What is it?

SAM

14.23% of all zoo animals are

injured by spectators.

STAN

23.78% if you include petting zoos.

FATHER

Hey! I said it was an accident!

JESSIE

Ohhhh, poor....

LITTLE BOY

(points)

...Chicken!

A ZOO WORKER enters the exhibit as the father and son slink

off. As Frank watches the zoo worker retrieve the penguin’s

body, the dead PENGUIN’S spirit slowly rises behind him.

It PEEKS over Frank’s right shoulder. Frank senses

something. He looks right. The penguin darts to the left.

Frank looks left. The penguin darts right. Frank

waits...does a right-left head fake and comes eye to eye

with the penguin.

FRANK

AHHHH!

The penguin DIVES INTO FRANK’S BODY! Frank grabs at his

chest where it entered...right over his heart!

FRANK

No! No way!

The penguin’s head pops out of his chest and looks up at

Frank... and WINKS.

SARAH (O.S.)

Frank?... Are you having

another....
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Frank looks up and sees Sarah and his kids staring at him.

Jessie GIGGLES at the acrobatic penguin.

FRANK

Penguin? Heart attack. No! I’m not

having a heart attack!

(beat)

Or...a...penguin. No, I’m....

I’m...

Frank watches the penguin float out of his chest and descend

to the ground. Frank takes a beat to catch his breath.

FRANK

I’m just a little upset about the

penguin.

Frank tries and fails to WAVE the penguin away.

SARAH

You’re sure you’re okay?

FRANK

Never...

(glares at Stan)

Better.

Stan resumes blowing bubbles.

INT. THE CHICAGO INSTITUTE OF ART, -- DAY

Stan, Frank and the penguin stand in front of Edward

Hopper’s, "Nighthawk." Frank gestures to the penguin.

FRANK

(stage whisper)

Shouldn’t he...by now...be on his

way?

STAN

This is Bill’s territory. He’s

probably still chasing that

squirrel from the other day.

FRANK

Terrific.

Sarah and Jessie approach as Stan looks closely at the

painting of the lonely figures seated at the diner counter.
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STAN

Hmm... two lonely individuals,

desperate in their isolation,

staring into the abyss of life’s

utter futility.

Frank frowns. Sarah studies the painting.

SARAH

I see a couple who find strength in

their love against the loneliness

of the night.

Stan studies Sarah as she looks the painting. He looks back

at the painting. Suddenly, Stan and Sarah are the couple at

the diner. They don’t look desperate, isolated or

futile. Stan blinks. The original couple returns.

SARAH (O.S.)

Jessie!

Stan turns to see Sarah go after Jessie who’s walking hand

in fin with the penguin. Frank turns to Stan.

FRANK

Utter futility? You’re not backing

out are you.

STAN

We made a deal.

FRANK

Right. And you better honor it.

(thinks)

Speaking of which, how exactly am I

going to know if I’ve won?

STAN

If you’re alive after tomorrow,...

you’ve won.

FRANK

I’m just supposed to trust that

you’ll concede if I win.

STAN

I don’t see that you have a choice.

Stan walks away as Frank swallows hard. Frank turns and

spots Sam and Olivia both admiring an abstract painting.
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OLIVIA

No. It’s a hamster.

SAM

No. A bunny. See, the little cotton

tail thingy. 2.3% of all pets die

in the microwave.

Olivia stares at Sam for a beat.

SAM

(smiles)

Kidding. It can’t be more than .02%

tops.

Olivia and Sam laugh until they spot Frank smiling at them.

They immediately become self-conscious and return to their

previous sullen selves.

FRANK

(to himself)

Progress.

Frank continues searching the gallery. He spots the penguin

with Stan, Sarah and Jessie. They all stand with hands and

wings clasped behind their backs staring up at Paul

Gauguin’s painting of warm Polynesian splender: "Day of the

Gods." The penguin SIGHS.

Sarah spots another painting.

SARAH

Oh Stan, look at this one.

Sarah and Jessie lead Stan to Willem De Kooning’s abstract

"Excavation." The penguin follows. Next to the painting is

a baby in a stroller. Frank approaches

FRANK

Now this is something special...

Notice how he’s worked over these

forms...

Stan points to the baby. On the stroller’s tray the BABY has

made an intricate abstract design with her fingers in a sea

of spilled yogurt. The design is an exact copy of the de

Kooning. Frank shakes his head in frustration. Olivia and

Sam join them.

OLIVIA

Can we go now?

Sam looks around the crowded room at a typical tourist crowd

of overweight men and women.
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SAM

This room has way exceeded maximum

occupancy.

FRANK

(irritated)

Fine. Let’s go.

Everyone moves toward the exit. Stan walks with Frank and

the penguin.

STAN

Two days, three hours, thirty-six

minutes and twelve seconds to go.

FRANK

It’s not over till the fat lady

sings.

Frank’s iPhone RINGS as Stan studies the crowd.

FRANK

(checks caller I.D.)

Lance...again... Jesus.

STAN

Which fat lady?

INT. MARSHAL FIELD’S DEPARTMENT STORE, MEN’S DEPARTMENT -

LATER

Jessie and the penguin lead Stan, Frank and family into the

Men’s Department. Frank’s looking a bit ragged and

anxious,... but the rest of his family looks almost...

happy.

SAM

The penguin was kind of a bummer.

OLIVIA

But other than that today hasn’t

totally sucked.

SARAH

A high compliment.

Frank stops and spreads his arms wide gesturing to the

wonders of American consumerism.

FRANK

The clothes! Look at all these

colors!
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(to Stan)

You’ve got to admit this beats the

socks off all that black you wear.

Here, try some on. You’ll see.

Frank starts sorting through a rack of colorful men’s casual

wear. Olivia, Jessie and the penguin stay with Frank and

Stan while Sam and Sarah go off by themselves.

FRANK

(to Olivia and Jessie)

They don’t have much variety where

Stan comes from.

(to Stan)

Look at this shirt!

Frank pulls a gaudy Hawaiian shirt from the rack.

FRANK

(broad wink)

How did you live without this

shirt?

Stan eyes the bright shirt skeptically.

FRANK

And some shorts and maybe...

The penguin points a wing at some flip-flops.

FRANK

Of course, a pair of flip-flops!

You need something comfy, kicky,

colorful. Something that says,

"relax." Here.

Frank loads Stan up with colorful clothes and leads him off

to the dressing room.

INT. MARSHAL FIELD’S -- MOMENTS LATER

Stan emerges from the dressing room. Frank’s eyes go wide.

FRANK and JESSE’S POV: The skeletal Stan dressed in a loud

Hawaiian shirt, baggy shorts and flip-flops. Frank and the

penguin give a thumbs up.

FRANK

Now we’re talking! Now he looks

relaxed. Doesn’t he, Olivia?

OLIVIA’S POV: The human Stan stiffly dressed in the same

outfit.
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OLIVIA

Right. Relaxed.

The penguin points to a sunglasses counter. He leads Stan

away.

OLIVIA

Dad, can I ask you something?

FRANK

Sure, honey.

OLIVIA

Um...you haven’t been around a lot

lately and...ah....well, there’s

something that’s been....

Frank watches Jessie get Stan to try on a pair of

wraparounds. Frank turns to Olivia.

OLIVIA

(whispers)

There’s this.. um...guy.

Frank looks up. Stan, Jessie and the penguin are gone. Frank

searches.

OLIVIA

Ray. At school. I saw him reading

"Stranger in a Strange Land" You

liked that, right? Anyway, I guess

he’s hot. In that I-only-comb-my-

hair- with-my-hand sort of way. The

problem is...

(beat)

He doesn’t know I exist.

Frank finds the penguin and Jessie in a beachwear floor

display. The display recreates a scene from an early ’60s

Frankie and Annette beach movie with mannequins playing

volleyball, lifting weights and surfing. The penguin and

Jessie hang ten on a plastic surfboard.

OLIVIA

We live on different planets. He’s

all wrapped up in his alt-goth

thing and I’m all wrapped up in my

alt-emo thing. But...

Frank finds Stan at the candy counter opening a box of

Field’s chocolate mints. He eats one. Then another...and

another... until he empties the box. Stan grabs an armload

of boxes and walks off. The CANDY COUNTER SALESWOMAN YELLS

for Stan to stop. Stan ignores her.
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OLIVIA

He looked at me the other day. And

I swear he looked at me. Not my

Sylvia Plath T-shirt. Me. But then

he was gone. I dunno. Maybe he was

just looking at my big nose or my

fat ass.

The saleswoman picks up a phone and dials for security.

Olivia is looking down. She doesn’t see Frank LEAP up and

leave her.

OLIVIA

So, I’d like to let him know

I’m....you know, human. Should I

text him? E-mail? A bullhorn? Yell,

"Hey you! Look at me like that

again!" What do you think? Dad?...

Dad?

Olivia looks up. Frank is gone. Olivia looks around. She

spots Frank pay the saleswoman and then run after Stan.

OLIVIA

Thanks a lot.

SAM (O.S.)

I don’t think you have a big nose

Olivia wheels around and sees Sam.

OLIVIA

Wha... you heard everything?

SAM

Or a fat ass.

Sarah walks up and sees Olivia GLARE at Sam... then stalk

off.

SARAH

Ah, c’mon. We were all starting to

get along so well.

Frank, Stan, Jessie and penguin walk up.

FRANK

Okay, Olivia...

(to Sam)

Where’s Olivia?

Sam and Sarah GLARE at Frank.
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FRANK

What?

Frank’s iPhone RINGS again.... Frank GROANS. Lance again.

FRANK

(doesn’t answer)

Go-away-go-away-go-away-go-away!

SARAH

What did you do?

SAM

Nothing.

FRANK

I swear!

Sarah shakes her head. She and Sam exit to look for Olivia.

Frank notices Stan, Jessie and the penguin staring at him.

FRANK

What? She’s sixteen!

STORE SECURITY OFFICER (O.S.)

Excuse me? Is this your daughter?

Frank turns to see Olivia escorted by a STORE SECURITY

OFFICER.

FRANK

Olivia, I’m sorry. I...

The officer holds a couple of women’s silk blouses --

nothing that Olivia would wear.

FRANK

What’s going on?

STORE SECURITY OFFICER

I found these in her backpack.

Sarah and Sam return. Olivia looks unrepentant.

SARAH

Not again, Olivia...

FRANK

Again?

SARAH

I told you. A couple of months ago?

The pair of boots?
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FRANK

You did? I don’t remem...

SARAH

On the phone? You were working

late?

Frank helplessly shakes his head.

FRANK

(to Olivia)

Why?

OLIVIA

What do you care? You didn’t care

last time.

The officer leads Olivia out of the store. Sarah, Sam and

Jessie follow. Frank turns and stares wide-eyed and

terrified at Stan. Stan shows no reaction. Frank looks down

and sees the penguin’s spirit looking up at him.

The penguin holds out his wings....for a hug.

FRANK

I am so dead.

INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Two cops drag a wildly struggling DRUNK SUSPECT past Stan,

the penguin and Frank and his horrified family . Frank turns

to Stan.

FRANK

Would you believe me if I told you

this was a totally unique, once in

a lifetime worst experience?

Stan stares at Frank, then turns and eyes the "wanted"

posters.

STAN

(reading)

"Kidnapping, murder, multiple

murder..."

The penguin tucks his head under one wing.

FRANK

It’s all over.
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SARAH

You’re exaggerating.

FRANK

No. I’m not.

Sarah watches Stan get up and observe the drunk suspect

being booked.

SARAH

Something tells me Stan will

understand. Just explain to him.

FRANK

I don’t need to explain. I was

there. I saw what happened.

Everyone saw what happened!

The penguin pokes his head out and rapidly NODS in

agreement.

SARAH

Fine. I’ll explain.

Sarah gets up and walks to Stan before Frank can stop her.

SARAH

Stan, I apologize for today. Not

our finest moment. But, I’m sure

our little dysfunctional family

issues aren’t going to get in the

way of our business deal, right?

STAN

Business deal? Oh, you mean the

bet.

Frank jumps up and sprints to Stan and Sarah.

FRANK

No-no-no!

SARAH

Bet? What bet?

The penguin’s eyes widen.

FRANK

Sarah, let me explain.

STAN

Frank bet me he could show me what

makes life worth living.
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Sarah and the penguin turn to Frank. They simultaneously put

their hands/wings on their hips as they narrow their eyes.

SARAH

A bet? This is all over some stupid

bet! You dragged us all over

Chicago on a bet? You got me

thinking you actually might

change...

(loud)

OVER A BET?

FRANK

I do want to change.

SARAH

I can’t believe you lied to me.

(beat)

Again!

The penguin shakes his head.

FRANK

But, I didn’t lie. Please,

listen...

The penguin covers his ears.

FRANK

(to the penguin)

Will you stop it?

SARAH

Yes! Yes, I will stop this! Right

here and right now!

FRANK

No, not you. I mean,...

BILL (O.S.)

Back! Back! You furry bag of

ectoplasmic goo!

Frank WHEELS around. He comes face to face with pet reaper

Bill using his scythe to pin down the squirrel he’s been

chasing for days. His cloak looks like its alive. MOOS,

BAAAS, CLUCKS and other animal sounds emanate from

inside. Jessie GIGGLES at the menagerie.

BILL

Sorry I’m late. This damn squirrel

put me wayyyy behind.
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FRANK

(to Bill)

No...no...please go away.

(points)

And take this...this...dead thing

with you.

The penguin looks wounded.

BILL

The celestial correct term is

’corporeally challenged.’

SARAH

Yes. You’re right, Frank. Our

marriage is dead. And it is way

past time for me to go.

FRANK

No, Sarah. I’m not talking to you.

I’m talking to....

Frank realizes everyone is staring at him.

BILL

(to the penguin)

We’re out of here, bird. I’ve...

(screams)

OWWWWW!

(to his cloak)

That’s my femur! Not a chew toy!

Sarah starts to leave. Frank grabs her.

FRANK

You want to hear the truth? The

real truth?

SARAH

Please, let me go.

Bill tries to grab the penguin with his scythe. The penguin

ducks behind Frank.

FRANK

I died the other day. And you know

who I met on the other side? Stan.

Stan is a grim reaper.

Sarah, Bill, Sam, Jessie and the penguin turn and stare at

Stan in his beachwear. Bill STIFLES a laugh.
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BILL

Dude, that is like,...sooo...

wrong.

FRANK

Skeleton body. Black robe. That...

garden... implement... thingy...

STAN AND BILL

Scythe.

FRANK

Scythe.

(beat)

He’s Death! No shit! The real deal!

And he’s got a tough job. You know

why?

(manic)

SURPRISE! NO ONE WANTS TO DIE!

Bill, Stan and the penguin all NOD knowingly.

FRANK

And he doesn’t get it. He doesn’t

understand what the whole big deal

is about life. I thought I could

show him. And I bet him my life

that if he gave me two days I could

show him what makes life worth

living.

(looks at his watch)

I’ve got eighteen hours, seven

minutes and twenty-three seconds to

go.

Sarah looks at Frank as though he’s insane. She twists free

of his grip. The penguin looks over at Stan as if to say,

"Is this true?" Stan NODS.

FRANK

It wasn’t until the other night...

DESK SERGEANT (O.S.)

Mr. and Mrs. Wakefield?

FRANK

...after you threw my dinner at

me...

Sarah turns to see a POLICE OFFICER leading Olivia. Sarah

hugs Olivia.
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SARAH

They didn’t hurt you did they?

FRANK

I finally understood...

OLIVIA

I’m fine. What’s with Dad?

SARAH

I don’t know.

The penguin looks at Frank as though he’s crazy. He slowly

floats over to Bill and enters his cloak.

OLIVIA

Is Dad coming with us?

Sarah takes a last look back at Frank.

SARAH

No.

A white light shines down illuminating Frank and Bill like a

spot light. Bill and his ark start to ascend. Jessie waves

bye-bye.

FRANK

Sarah! Please!

Sarah, Olivia, Sam and Jessie exit. Stan stands for a beat,

then joins the others leaving Frank alone.

BILL (O.S.)

Thanks for penguin sitting, Frank!

You the mortal!

And with that the white light spot goes out.

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, - MORNING, THE NEXT DAY

Jessie and Stan (still dressed in his beachwear) stand next

to the newly planted peach tree. It’s not doing well.

JESSIE

Did you water it?

STAN

Yes.
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JESSIE

Did you talk to it?

STAN

What?

JESSIE

Mom talks to her plants. She says

it helps them grow.

Stan stares at the peach tree.

STAN

Grow.

A leaf falls off.

STAN

Please.

Another leaf falls off. They both stare at the tree for a

beat.

JESSIE

What happened to the penguin?

STAN

He went with Bill to be

reincarnated.

JESSIE

Re-in-car-ni-mated?

STAN

Reincarnated. His spirit will come

back in another body.

JESSIE

Another penguin body?

STAN

Maybe. Or a cow or a goat or even a

little girl like you.

JESSIE

(concerned)

Me?!

Jessie looks down and grabs her chest. Then, slowly she

smiles.
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JESSIE

That means the penguin isn’t really

dead.

STAN

No. Not really.

SARAH (O.S.)

Jessie, are you bothering Stan

again?

JESSIE

No, Mom.

Sarah walks up and takes in Stan’s forlorn peach tree.

SARAH

Hmm...

STAN

I did everything you said.

SARAH

It’s probably the stress of

planting.

STAN

Something tells me that’s not it.

SARAH

Sometimes you just need to let go

for things to get better. Let it

happen instead of trying to make it

happen.

STAN

Let go?

Sarah turns and looks at Stan.

SARAH

Let go.

Sarah and Stan awkwardly linger for a beat -- each wanting

to say something, but not sure what. Finally, Sarah turns

to Jessie.

SARAH

C’mon honey, let’s get ready for

your party.

Jessie reaches into her pocket and pulls out an oreo and

hands it to Stan.
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JESSIE

Remember, you want a cleeeeean

twist.

EXT. PAUL’S HOUSE, ROOF -- LATER

Frank and Stan sit on Paul’s roof.

FRANK (O.S.)

Paul’s right. It’s nice up here.

Frank listens to his iPhone.

SARAH (V.O.)

Hi, this is Sarah. Please leave a

message at the beep.

FRANK

Sarah, please...honey. Call me.

Please. I can explain everything.

Frank hangs up and immediately re-dials.

SARAH (O.S.)

Hi, this is Sarah. Please leave...

Frank hangs up. He turns away.

STAN

You could go over there and

explain.

FRANK

First off, she won’t let me in.

Second, explaining may not be the

best idea...

(like he’s talking to Sarah)

Hi honey. Here’s the deal. I was

trying to prove I could be a good

husband and father. Of course, I

couldn’t be a good husband and

father if I were dead, so I had to

make sure I won the bet with Stan

-- which meant making sure he saw

what made life worth living --

which distracted me from being a

good husband and father, which

pretty much guaranteed Stan would

see exactly...
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STAN

What makes life not worth living.

Frank spreads his arms and looks heavenward.

FRANK

IT’S NOT FAIR!

STAN

Life isn’t fair.

FRANK

Yeah, that’s helpful.

STAN

Good things happen to bad people

and bad things happen to good

people. Not exactly an endorsement

for making life worth living.

Frank lets this set in. He opens his mouth to retort...but

has nothing to add. He re-dials Sarah.

SARAH (O.S.)

Hello...

FRANK

Sarah! Don’t hang up! I...

INT. WAKEFIELD HOME -- CONTINUOUS

Sarah sits in a chair staring at her cell phone as she hangs

up. Sarah hears Frank’s voice from the police station in her

head.

FRANK (V.O.)

I’ve got eighteen hours, seven

minutes and twenty-three seconds to

go.

Sarah looks at her watch. Then shakes her head.

JESSIE

Who was that?

SARAH

Nobody.
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EXT. PAUL’S HOUSE, ROOF -- CONTINUOUS

Stan inspects the oreo Jessie gave him.

FRANK

It’s all over.

STAN

Not quite. You’ve still got ten

hours,...

Frank’s iPhone RINGS.

FRANK

Sarah? Lance? What?

(beat)

Corporate said what? A promotion?

Big raise? For landing Glanville?

((beat)

Good job?

Frank stares at his iPhone.

FRANK

Good job?

(louder)

Good job?!

((screaming)

GOOD JOB?

Frank starts CLAWING at the iPhone. Frank BANGS it against

the roof! Frank STOMPS on it. The iPhone SLIPS. Frank loses

his balance. He falls -- rolling off the roof and landing --

OOF! -- in the bushes.

Frank gets up. He dives into the bushes. He finds the iPhone

-- straightens up -- then smashes it against Paul’s house.

The iPhone bounces off and lands in Frank’s driveway --

mangled, but still intact.

Paul emerges from inside the house just as Frank enters his

garage. Frank returns with a can of gasoline. He pours the

gasoline on the iPhone. He lights a match and tosses it on

the phone -- WHOOSH! -- The phone ignites in small atomic

fireball.

PAUL

Bad connection?

FRANK

(breathing heavily)

Wake up call.
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Stan watches the phone melt. Sarah’s voice plays in his

head.

SARAH (V.O.)

Sometimes you just need to let go

for things to get better.

Stan looks down at the oreo in his hand.

SARAH (V.O.)

Let it happen, don’t make it

happen.

FRANK

I’ve only got a few hours. I’ve got

to explain. I’ve got to... to...

see my family.

(beat)

I have to see them.

Stan closes his eyes. TIME SLOWS DOWN as he twists the two

halves of the oreo. He opens his eyes. REAL TIME. Stan

looks down and sees a perfect cleanly twisted oreo.

STAN

I suppose I could...

FRANK

What? What? Anything!

STAN

Talk to her.

FRANK

Yeah... she likes you. She might

listen to you. It could work. It

will work! Please, you have to.

I’m begging you... please!

Stan considers this for a beat.

STAN

I guess there’s no rush.

Stan scraps the cream filling off the oreo. He closes his

eyes and savors the sweet taste.
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INT. WAKEFIELD HOME DINING ROOM - LATER

The birthday party guests have left. Opened presents and

wrappings liter the floor. Stan watches Jesse ignore her

presents in favor of popping bubble wrap. POP! POP! POPPITY!

POP! Jesse hands Stan some bubble wrap. Stan pushes and

prods until... POP!

Stan and Jesse merrily pop away as Sarah enters smiling.

SARAH

Stan, I can tell you’re a man who

knows how to live.

STAN

You can?

SARAH

C’mon and help me clean up this

mess.

Stan and Jessie stop but not before Stan shoves a wad of

bubble wrap in his pocket. Stan picks up some dirty dishes

and follows Sarah into the kitchen.

Jessie walks over to the dining room table and climbs up on

a chair. She watches TED swim in his goldfish bowl on the

table. A fly buzzes over the bowl. Ted pokes his mouth

through the surface.

JESSIE

That’s not going to work, Ted.

SARAH (O.S.)

Jessie, grab some plates, please.

JESSIE

(to Ted)

You are so dumb!

Jessee exits to the kitchen as the fly continues to BUZZ

over the goldfish bowl. Ted appears to watch and watch

and.... SLOW MOTION: Ted JUMPS out of the bowl in a futile

attempt to nab the fly. REAL TIME: SPLAT! Ted hits the table

and flops on the floor. He continues flopping, GASPING for

air. His flopping slows until he makes one last GASP...and

dies.

BILL (O.S.)

You are so dumb.
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Jessie returns to the dining room and sees Reaper

Bill. Suddenly TED’S SPIRIT swims through the air between

them. Bill reaches for Ted, but the ghost fish darts out of

reach. Jessie GIGGLES.

BILL

I hate my death.

Sarah and Stan re-enter the dinning room. Sarah GASPS at the

sight of Ted dead.

SARAH

Not again. Oh, Honey, I’m so

sorry.

JESSIE

About what, mommy?

Stan spots Bill, trying and failing to grab Ted’s Spirit.

BILL

Stanley.

STAN

William.

SARAH

(to Jessie)

Ted. He’s... he’s...

JESSIE

(points)

Swimming through the air!

Bill GRABS for Ted, misses and chases after him.

SARAH

Honey, he jumped out of his bowl

and now he’s

(points)

Dead.

Jessie turns to look at dead Ted. She looks confused.

JESSIE

That’s not Ted.

STAN

Technically, she’s right.

Ted swims through the room in a flash, with Bill in hot

pursuit.
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JESSIE

That’s Ted!

SARAH

(confused)

She must be in denial.

Ted exits the room as Jessie and Bill give chase.

SARAH

Poor kid. That’s the fifth goldfish

this year.

STAN

I heard.

Sarah picks up dead Ted by the tail and drops him back into

the bowl.

SARAH

Services will be held in the

bathroom in five minutes. Will you

attend?

Stan nods gravely as Sarah exits. Immediately, Ted swims

back into the room followed by Jessie and Ted. Bill stops to

catch his breath as Jessie tries to back Ted into a corner.

BILL

(to Stan)

What are you still doing here?

STAN

It’s under control.

BILL

It better be. If you don’t bring

him in?

STAN

I’ll bring him in.

BILL

Good-bye immortality. Hello painful

death. How long has it been since

you died, Stan? Six, Seven hundred

years?

Just as Jessie is about to box Ted in, he swims right

through her and whips toward Stan and Bill.
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STAN

Don’t you have work to do?

Bill LUNGES at Ted, but just misses him.

BILL

What ever happened to dying with

dignity?

INT. PAUL’S HOUSE, KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS

Frank, at a window, peers through binoculars at his house.

Paul stands next to him.

PAUL

I’m sure this complete stranger is

making your case.

FRANK

It’s all over. He’s won. There’s

no reason for him not to help me.

PAUL

Unless he doesn’t want Sarah to

forgive you.

Frank puts down the binoculars and turns to Paul.

FRANK

What? Why would he do that... You

don’t think...? Stan and Sarah?

That’s ridiculous...

(beat)

You have no idea how ridiculous

that is.

INT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, BATHROOM - LATER

Sarah, Stan and Jessie stand in front of the commode. Stan

holds dead Ted, floating in his bowl.

SARAH

Dearly beloved, we are gathered

here to pay our last respects to

Ted, a loyal and loved pet in our

household for over...

JESSIE

Two weeks.
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SARAH

Two weeks. Not long, but long

enough to make an impact on our

lives.

(beat)

Jessie, would you like to say

something?

JESSIE

Goodbye Ted. Maybe next time

you’ll come back as a hamster or a

puppy.

SARAH

Next time?

JESSIE

Stan said that Ted will be

re-carb-ur-at-ed.

STAN

Reincarnated.

JESSIE

Can I get a puppy? Maybe it’ll be

Ted!

SARAH

Um... maybe. Why don’t you go put

your presents away while Stan and I

talk.

Jessie exits.

SARAH

You explained reincarnation to

Jessie?

STAN

She asked what happened to the

penguin after he died.

SARAH

That must be why she isn’t more

upset.

(beat)

Thank you. That was actually very

sweet of you.

STAN

It was?

Sarah smiles.
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SARAH

You’re not like the other boys.

STAN

No. I’m not.

Sarah just looks at Stan for a beat. For the first time,

Stan breaks her gaze and looks down at dead Ted still

floating in the bowl. Sarah finally looks down.

SARAH

Oh, Ted! We forgot to..

Stan pours dead Ted into the commode.

STAN

I commend thee to the deep.

...and FLUSHES Ted down the drain.

INT. PAUL’S HOUSE -- LATER

Frank continues to scan his house with binoculars. Paul

stands with a drink in his hand watching a news bulletin on

a small flat screen TV in his kitchen.

FRANK

This is taking too long.

NEWSMAN

I-80 is completely shut down due to

a collison between a tractor

trailer and church bus. Paramedics

and Lifeflight are on the scene.

PAUL

Check it out, someone’s having an

even worse day than you are.

FRANK

I’m going over there.

Frank exits.

INT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, FRONT PORCH -- CONTINUOUS

Stan stands in the front doorway. Sarah enters. She

carefully shuts the door behind her. She puts an index

finger to her lips.
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SARAH

Shhhhh... She’s asleep.

Sarah slowly places herself right in front of Stan.

SARAH

So... exciting day.

Sarah smiles as she leans into Stan. Their bodies touch. She

slowly traces her finger up Stan’s chest and neck and starts

playing with his hair. Stan catches a hint of her scent.

TIME SLOWS DOWN: as the aroma in the form of a billowing

brace of red silk encircles and envelopes Stan.

REAL TIME.

SARAH

Stan? Are you okay?

Stan looks hard at Sarah. He takes a deep breath.

STAN

Frank.

SARAH

I don’t want to talk about Frank.

STAN

He needs to say goodbye.

SARAH

Frank left a long time ago.

STAN

Not like this.

SARAH

I’ll talk to him later.

STAN

You might not recognize him.

SARAH

Frank’s never going to

change. That’s why I need to move

on.

Sarah grabs the back of Stan’s head and pulls his head

toward hers. Their lips meet.
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EXT. WAKEFIELD FRONT YARD -- CONTINUOUS

Frank watches Stan and Sarah kiss.

EXT. WAKEFIELD PORCH -- CONTINUOUS

Sarah and Stan continue to kiss.

EXT. COLD WATER FLAT, 20 YEARS AGO, -- FLASHBACK

YOUNG SARAH and YOUNG FRANK kiss on a threadbare couch.

Sarah’s eyes are closed. It’s long, comfortable, sensual

kiss. Sarah opens her eyes...and pulls back at the sight of

Frank.

YOUNG FRANK

Hey, you jumped me!

EXT. WAKEFIELD PORCH -- PRESENT DAY, CONTINUOUS

Sarah pushes back from Stan and hugs herself.

SARAH

I can’t do this.

STAN

I know. I have to go.

Sarah turns away and instantly spots Frank in the yard.

SARAH

Oh, no.

Sarah looks back to Stan, but he’s gone. She turns back to

Frank, and he’s gone.

SARAH

Frank!

INT. PAUL’S HOUSE, KITCHEN -- MOMENTS LATER

Frank, head down, sits at a table beside himself. Paul

pours himself another drink.

PAUL

I hate it when I’m right.

FRANK

She really has moved on.
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PAUL

No. She’s on the rebound. This guy

won’t last.

FRANK

You’re wrong. He could be around

for a long, long time.

(beat)

How can I be such a fool?

STAN (O.S.)

You’re not a fool.

Frank wheels around and sees Stan surrounded by a 20 member

GOSPEL CHOIR.

Frank rushes Stan and throws him against the wall.

FRANK

What the hell do you think you’re

doing with my wife?!

CHANTEL (O.S.)

Oh, hell no!

Frank and Stan turn to see CHANTEL, the choirmaster,

surveying Paul’s house.

CHANTEL

I worked too hard and sang His

praises too long to end up in no

sorry ass white suburbia heaven.

You get us to that Black Jesus

heaven right now or Kinesha here

will mess you up.

Chantel points to KINESHA who opens her mouth and hits a

note that literally blows the windows... and Paul’s scotch

bottle to pieces.

CHANTEL

That’s what I’m talkin’ about.

Quietly, we hear Paul sobbing.

STAN

(to Frank)

It’s not what you think.

CHOIR

Um-hmm.
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FRANK

(to the choir)

Do you mind. I have a situation

here.

CHANTEL

You have a situation? We just had

a load a frozen pork chops land on

us.

FRANK

I died a few days ago. Then I came

back to life. Then I found out I

had two days left to live and I bet

this guy if I could teach him what

made life worth living I’d get my

life back. And I tried. But now

my wife and kids think I’m crazy

and I have to speak to them because

I have

(checks his watch)

four hours, three minutes and 12

seconds left to live.

CHANTEL

Okay. You win.

Frank turns back to Stan and raises his fist.

FRANK

You son of a bitch...

STAN

She loves you.

CHOIR

Oooooo...

STAN

She doesn’t want me. She wants you.

CHOIR

Ahhhhh...

STAN

She wants who you were 20 years ago

in that freezing flat with the rats

and the dreams.

CHANTEL

Until about a half hour ago I lived

in that flat.
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FRANK

Why the hell should I believe

anything you say?

STAN

If you die, I go on being a

reaper. If you don’t die, I become

mortal and and go through the pain

of death and take your place.

CHOIR

Ooooo...

Frank slowly lowers his fist. He let’s Stan’s words sink in.

FRANK

I’m still that guy in the flat.

CHOIR

Hmm-mmm...

FRANK

I just have to show her.

Softly, in the background, the choir starts softly singing

the opening background vocals for "Mercy" (by Duffy).

CHOIR

Yeah, yeah, yeah...

FRANK

But how?

CHOIR

Yeah, yeah, yeah...

Frank watches the choir swaying back and forth. He looks at

Paul, oblivious to the choir, sopping up the scotch with a

sponge and wringing it back into the bottle.

FRANK

Wait a second.

Frank grabs Stan.

FRANK

(points to the choir)

Paul can’t see them, but I can and

Jessie can. You said, people see

what they choose to see."

(points to the choir)

Can Sarah choose to see them?
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STAN

Yes, If she wants to.

CHOIR

Yeah, yeah, yeah,

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, FRONT YARD, MINUTES LATER

The choir is spread out across the lawn with Chantel in

front. Frank conducts. Stan stands off to one side.

CHANTEL

I love... you.

CHOIR

Oo! Oo!... Oo!

CHANTEL

But I gotta stay true.

CHOIR

Oo! Oo!.... Oo!

As the choir continues, Frank looks over his shoulder to try

and spot Sarah.

CHANTEL

You got me beggin you for...

CHANTEL AND CHOIR

Mercy...Mercy.... Mercy!

INT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, LIVING ROOM.

Jessie looks out the window at the choir as she sways to the

beat.

SARAH (O.S.)

Just watch Jessie for a few minutes

while I go over to Paul’s to talk

to your father.

JESSIE

Mom, look!

In the doorway, Sarah talks with Olivia.

OLIVIA

You’re not going back to...

SARAH

Olivia, please.

Sarah turns and spots Jessie dancing.
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SARAH

Jessie, what’s going on?

JESSIE

Look Mommy, Daddy’s singing!

Sarah comes up to Jessie and looks out the window.

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, FRONT YARD, CONTINUOUS

Frank spots Sarah and Jessie. He frantically conducts the

singing choir.

FRANK

Yes! C’mon Honey look! Look with

your heart, not with your eyes.

Through the window, Jessie and Sarah watch. Jessie dances

while we PUSH IN on Sarah’s widening eyes. She squints, then

closes her eyes, shakes her head and looks again.

INT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

SARAH’s POV: Frank alone, waving a baton like a lunatic.

SARAH

Jessie, we have to go.

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, FRONT YARD - CONTINUOUS

Sarah, Jessie, Sam and Olivia exit the house. Sarah herds

them to the minivan.

FRANK

See! See! I wasn’t lying. You

can see them. The whole

choir. They’re dead. In an

accident. It’s on the news!

SARAH

Kids, get in the car.

FRANK

Wait. They’re there. They are!

Please, look!

Frank spots Jessie waving to the choir.

FRANK

See! Jessie can see them! Jessie,

tell your Mommy! Tell her about

the choir!
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Sarah opens the car door.

SARAH

I’m sorry Frank. You need help.

Sarah gets in the car, starts the motor and begins to back

out of the drive way.

FRANK

No! No! Just look! If you’ll just

look, you can see them!

Frank chases after them. The car backs into the street,

lurches into gear and takes off, tires squealing. Frank

runs after them down the street.

FRANK

Nooooooo!

CHOIR

Mercy...mercy....mercy.

EXT. PAUL’S HOME, FRONT PORCH -- EARLY EVENING

Frank and Stan sit in two chairs. Frank sips one last drink.

FRANK

You and I have a lot in common. We

both stopped living a long time

ago.

Stan looks away as Frank drains his drink. Then he gets up

and heads for the front door.

FRANK

I’ve got to try Sarah one last

time.

STAN

I can take you to your family.

FRANK

What? You know where they are?

STAN

There’s still time. But, I can’t

transport a body. Only a spirit.

Frank looks confused... then it suddenly hits him. He looks

out across the lawn, to the houses across the street and

then up into the star filled night sky.
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FRANK

I want to see them.

Frank stands up and faces Stan.

FRANK

What do I have to do?

Stan reaches out his hand.

STAN

Take my hand.

Frank looks down at Stan’s hand. He slowly reaches

out...then stops and smiles.

FRANK

If I had won the bet, you would

have had to die again yourself. In

other words, I would have had to

convince you that whatever makes

life worth living is...

A look of revelation crosses his face. He smiles... then

GRIPS Stan’s hand hard. Frank’s body CONVULSES....then

collapses to the floor. Slowly, Frank’s spirit rises to face

Stan. Stan and Frank are engulfed in the brightness of the

white light. A beat. The light goes out.

PAUL (O.S.)

Guys! Hey Guys! Guess what?

CLOSE ON Frank’s ashen face. The front door opens with a

CREAK. A beat.

PAUL (O.S.)

Oh, my god! Frank!

INT. HOTEL ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Stan and Frank stand just inside the doorway. Sam, Olivia

and Jessie lie on one of two double beds watching TV. Sarah

sits on a chair staring out the window.

Frank walks into the room. He sits on the bed next to his

kids. He looks at Sam checking actuarial tables on his

laptop.

FRANK

Sam’s so smart. He’s going to be

an awesome dad. A awesomely

careful dad.
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Frank turns to Olivia.

FRANK

There’s this guy at school she

likes. He doesn’t know she’s alive.

(beat)

How is that possible? How can he

not see how amazing she is?

Olivia’s hair has fallen into her eyes. Frank reaches out to

push it back. His hand passes straight through.

Frank turns to Jessie. Jessie catches a glimpse of Frank

and Stan. She starts to shout, but Frank puts a finger to

his mouth. Frank mouths, "I love you." Jessie mouths, "I

love you too, Daddy." She smiles and returns to the TV.

Frank turns to Sarah. She stares at her cell phone sitting

on the table next to her. The message light is BLINKING.

Frank moves over and sits down in a chair opposite hers.

FRANK

When I was lying there after my

heart attack, looking up at the

ceiling, my last memory was of her

cradling my head in her arms

rocking me back and forth... back

and forth...

Stan closes his eyes.

FRANK

She makd me feel safe.

Sarah picks up her phone. She puts it to her ear and

listens.

FRANK (V.O.)

Honey, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I

don’t care if you don’t believe me

about everything that’s happened.

All I care about is you and the

kids. Please call me. Please. I

love you.

FRANK

I do.

Suddenly, Frank GRABS his chest.

FRANK

What the...?

Frank RECOILS as if someone has punched his chest.
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FRANK

OOF! What’s going on?

STAN

(shaking his head)

Not again...

SAM (O.S.)

Mom, you gotta see this.

Sarah looks over and sees a news bulletin on TV.

ANGLE ON THE TV: A reporter stands near the I-80 freeway.

REPORTER

Finally, I-80 is open again after

that tragic collision where the

entire Washington Street Baptist

Choir was killed.

Very, very softly, Sarah hears the choir.

CHOIR (V.O.)

Mercy...mercy...mercy.

Frank watches Sarah’s eyes go wide.

FRANK

She can hear it!

Frank crumples over as he gets PUNCHED in the chest again.

His cheeks PUFF out as if he’s being given mouth-to-mouth.

Sarah turns away from the screen as Frank is PUNCHED in the

chest again.

FRANK

Yes-yes-yes! It’s all true.

Sarah, eyes closed, shakes her head no and tries to drown

out the sound of the choir in her head.

Frank is sucked back into his body at the same moment

Sarah’s eyes open. She gets up and WALKS THROUGH Stan’s body

as Frank disappears. A subtle shadow passes over her. A COLD

SHIVER courses through her. Sarah hugs herself against the

chill. She turns and looks back to where Frank and Stan had

just been standing.

FLASHBACK: Outside Frank’s office. Sarah senses the shadow

and feels the chill just before Frank had his heart attack.

FLASHFOWARD: to the police station.
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FRANK

I do want to change.

...and again at police station

FRANK

He’s Death!

...and again at the police station.

FRANK

And I bet him my life that if he

gave me two days I could show him

what makes life worth living.

(looks at his watch)

I’ve got...

REAL TIME: Sarah checks her watch.

SARAH

15 minutes!

(beat)

Oh my god, it’s true!

EXT. WAKEFIELD HOUSE, FRONT PORCH - NIGHT

CLOSE ON Frank’s lifeless face as it’s jolted by the force

of Paul performing CPR.

PAUL (O.S.)

One... Two....Three...Four....

Paul grabs Frank’s head to do mouth-to-mouth when Frank’s

eyes suddenly POP open. Frank takes a wild, desperate

breath.

PAUL

You’re alive!

Frank pushes himself up on his elbows as he tries to catch

his breath.

PAUL

Just relax, buddy. The paramedics

are on the way.

Paul looks up and sees Stan towering over him.

STAN

Terrific.
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PAUL

Man, for a second there, I thought

all that death talk of yours...

(beat)

Nevermind.... You just stay right

there. I’m going to get you some

water.

Paul exits. Frank looks up at Stan.

FRANK

How much time?

STAN

About three minutes.

Frank grabs the porch railing and pulls himself to his feet.

Stan pulls his last piece of bubble-wrap out of his pocket

and starts popping, rhythmically, like a ticking clock. POP!

POP! Stan and Frank watch Sarah’s car turn into the driveway

across the street.

FRANK

She came!

POP! Frank and Stan start walking toward the car as everyone

gets out.

STAN

(to Frank)

What were you going to say just

before you grabbed my hand and

died?

FRANK

If I had won, you’d have to die.

POP! POP! Jessie points at something in the yard. Stan sees

the now bare peach tree illuminated by the porch light.

There’s one ripe peach SCOTCH-TAPED to a naked branch. For

the first time, Stan breaks into a full SMILE. A HUMAN

smile. POP! POP-POP!

STAN

You said you would have had to

convince me that whatever makes

life worth living is...

Stan looks down at the bubble-wrap. One more un-popped

bubble. SLOW-MOTION: Stan pops the last bubble...

KA-BOOOOOOM! Stan looks up. A single tear trickles down his

face. He sees a smiling Jessie rush across the street toward

him and Frank.
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STAN

...worth dying for.

ROAR! SCREECH! Frank sees the hopped up CAMARO round the

corner and head straight for Jessie.

FRANK

NO!

Frank runs toward the street.

SLOW-MOTION -- ON JESSIE

She turns at the sound of the on-coming Camaro. Sarah sees

this and SCREAMS! Suddenly, a shadow falls over Jessie and a

pair of hands push her to safety. WHAM! SCREEEECH!

EXT. ACCIDENT SCENE -- CONTINUOUS

Sarah arrives at the scene. Her face is a mask of horror. A

shocked Sam and Olivia follow.

SARAH

Oh my God... Frank?

She rounds the Camero to see Frank, sitting in the street

cradling the lifeless body of...Stan. Frank looks up and

sees a frantic Sarah...then an incredulous Sam and

Olivia. Sarah looks past them to see Jessie, safe and sound

on the curb.

JESSIE

Mommy!

FRANK

She’s okay. I’m okay. We’re all

okay.

Frank gets up. He looks down at his hands now covered in

Stan’s blood.

FRANK

It’s... it’s warm.

Paul presses forward.

PAUL

What...what’s that in Stan’s hand?

Frank, Sarah, Olivia and Sam look down to see a tiny

hourglass clutched in Stan’s hand. They all plainly see the

sand flowing up into the upper chamber. They all turn and

stare at Frank.
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OLIVIA

It was all...

SARAH

True.

SAM

Awesome!

Frank smiles at Sarah.

FRANK

Would I lie to you?

They all four rush together in a crushing embrace. Sarah

sobs.

EXT. ABOVE THE ACCIDENT SCENE -- CONTINUOUS

STAN’S SPIRIT and Reaper Bill, float over the accident

scene.

BILL

What did it feel like? Dying again?

STAN

How does it look like it felt?

A passage opens above them. The white light shines down.

Bill starts to rise toward it.

BILL

Time to go.

STAN

No. Wait. I’m not ready.

BILL

No...no way. Not you too! I CAN’T

STAND IT!

Bill looks back down. Stan floats next to Sarah as she rocks

Jessie.

BILL

You were human for all of two

seconds...and then WHAM! Talk about

nasty, brutal and short! What on

earth could there possibly be worth

(derisive)

-- living for?

Stan slowly turns. He looks up at Bill --
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STAN

You really want to know?

BILL

Yes, please yes!

-- and breaks into his newfound smile.

STAN

Tell you what, give me two days and

I’ll show you...

FADE OUT.

THE END.


