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FADE IN:

EXT. DESERT - EARLY MORNING

The desert. Sand and hills and more sand. Plant life has been 
choked out and cut-off. Two-lane blacktop shimmers in the 
scorching sun. 

The only movement is a CRAWLING MAN (early 40s), on his 
stomach, moving along the sand. Drying blood crusted with 
sand masks his face from full view. By his awkward movements 
it is obvious he is broken in both bone and spirit. 

But still, he crawls, alone, until--

A MUSCLE CAR speeds by at Mach 45.

EXT. MUSCLE CAR - VARIOUS ANGLES - CONTINUOUS

The car is a matte gunmetal gray and buffed within an inch of 
its life. A cherry ride. Tinted windows and a mean 
disposition. It eats pavement everywhere it goes.

INT. MUSCLE CAR - CONTINUOUS

Behind the wheel, clutching the wheel at a perfect 10-and-2 
with hands sheathed in black leather driving gloves, is OLD 
LADY RUTE (70, tiny). She’s dressed in her Sunday’s finest 
and can barely see over the dashboard. Eyes wide, 
concentrated. Face still. 

On she drives, until--

She slams on the brakes and skids expertly to a stop in the 
middle of the deserted highway. 

Old Lady Rute rolls down the driver side window, revealing a 
MAN and WOMAN facing each other at the edge of a crash scene, 
where a black hearse met a power pole head on. And the power 
pole won. A coffin, empty, lies on its side in the sand. 

EXT. DESERT ROADSIDE - EARLY MORNING

The Man (36, worn out) is tall and lean. He’s dressed in a 
dark funeral suit. A loop of duct tape with a frayed end 
curls off his wrist. 

The Woman (29, hot) is of the femme fatale genus. Brunette. 
Wind blown hair. Tight tank-top. Tighter jeans. 
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Stiletto heels. Mirrored sunglasses, aviator-style. More of a 
costume than an outfit.

The Man and woman stare at Old Lady Rute. 

Old Lady Rute stares back. 

A beat.

Old Lady Rute takes the index finger of her right hand and 
moves it back-and-forth between the circle of her left hand.

The Man and Woman watch, slightly stunned, as Old Lady Rute 
continues to make the rude gesture, taking the joke farther 
than even a drunk frat boy would. Then, she stops.

They wave. 

Old Lady Rute doesn’t wave back. 

Then the window rolls up, the engine revs, tires spin, and 
she’s off in a cloud of burnt rubber smoke and badass.

MAN
Was that her? The same car that--

WOMAN
Yes. Yes, it was.

MAN
That is really fucked up.

WOMAN
Yes. Yes, it is. 

MAN
So now what?

WOMAN
I was going to ask you the same 
thing.

The Man raises a large handgun he had pointed at the ground.

MAN
Now I really need that urn.

INT. MUSCLE CAR - CONTINUOUS

Speeding away, Old Lady Rute takes one hand off the wheel and 
reaches into her pocket. 
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She removes a small vial, trails a line of white powder from 
the vial along the black leather of her driving glove and 
snorts it.

Moments later, she begins to emit a sound, much like a high-
pitched dial tone.

OLD LADY RUTE
Eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee--

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD: SHIFT EPISODE ONE

INT. MUSCLE CAR

Old Lady Rute speeds along the deserted stretch of highway, 
still emitting her high-pitched squeal.

Up ahead, a Toyota Prius drives the speed limit in the right 
lane. Old Lady Rute rides the bumper of the car for a moment, 
then deftly pulls up beside the car in the oncoming lane. 

Two men are in the car. The one in the passenger seat, 
somehow, is the same Man that Old Lady Rute just saw at the 
crash scene, only dressed differently and looking less 
battered and bruised. 

It seems, with Old Lady Rute at the wheel, that time has 
become unhinged, fluid. 

INT. TOYOTA PRIUS - THE DAY BEFORE

The driver, BRIAN (35, baby-faced) is dressed in a sweater 
vest, collar shirt, bow tie and practically has “Responsible” 
stamped on his forehead. 

The passenger, BUCKY (36, hipster) is the Man from the car 
crash scene. James Dean if James Dean was a vaguely awkward 
alpha-nerd. Bucky wears a worn leather jacket over an equally 
worn blue t-shirt with a prominent Galaga videogame logo on 
it.

The muscle car accelerates, passes the Prius and leaves them 
in its dust. 

The two men watch the car fade.

BRIAN
Well, that is just irresponsible. 
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BUCKY
Imagine that. Daring to go five 
over the speed limit. Such cahones 
on this stuntman. 

BRIAN
Five?

BUCKY
Okay, grandpa.

Bucky stares down at a piece of paper in his hand, a piece 
ripped from a small, spiral notebook. The writing on the page 
says, “Funeral Home, Town.”

INT. PRISON - VISITATION ROOM - SEVERAL HOURS AGO

GIBSON (39, muscled) sits across from Bucky and Brian. He has 
a tattoo of a clown with a crazed grin, razor sharp teeth and 
an evil stare that covers the entire front of his large, 
veiny neck, right down flush to his collarbones.

BUCKY
A priest, a rabbi, and a clergyman 
all walk into the prison shower 
room, each holding a bar of soap.

GIBSON
Heard it.

BUCKY
Ah. Nice tattoo. New?

GIBSON
Right before this last stretch.

BUCKY
You might have to strike 
“childrens’ entertainer” off your 
post-incarceration career wish 
list.

GIBSON
Some of the D-Block boys call me 
“Baby Eater” ‘cause they think the 
clown looks like it eats dead 
babies.

BUCKY
I can see that. Not a vegetarian, 
for sure. 
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GIBSON
And you? Rehab, huh?

BUCKY
Yeah.

GIBSON
Booze?

BUCKY
Nah.

GIBSON
Coke?

Bucky shakes his head.

GIBSON (CONT'D)
Not H? You ridin’ the dragon?

BUCKY
Worse.

GIBSON
Worse than heroin?

BUCKY
Centipede. Well, Donkey Kong got me 
in trouble the first time. Then I 
moved on to the harder stuff. When 
Tetris hit the streets, I took a 
bad hit.

Gibson looks at Brian.

GIBSON
He fuckin’ with me?

BRIAN
No, sir. Bucky has a very serious 
gaming problem. We met in rehab, 
actually.

GIBSON
You too?

BRIAN
Grand Theft Auto.

GIBSON
Nice. 

BRIAN
On the Playstation. 
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GIBSON
Oh.

BRIAN
I spent more time in fake worlds 
than I did the real one.

GIBSON
Sometimes I think I’m better off in 
here. World’s goin’ to hell. 
Anyway, what is your name?

BRIAN
Brian.

GIBSON
Bucky and Brian. How cute. Tell me 
where you’re registered and you’ll 
get a toaster. You drive, Brian?

BRIAN
Yes.

GIBSON
Well, that’s good because you’re 
gonna need a car for this.

BUCKY
About “this.” Maybe you can 
elaborate. Your phone call-collect, 
by the way, thanks for that-wasn’t 
very informative.

Gibson takes out a spiral notebook from his back pocket and 
flips through the pages.

Bucky stares at the book, gulps.

Brian looks at the notebook, then at Bucky.

BRIAN
(mouthing the words)

What?

Bucky shakes his head: not good.

GIBSON
Maybe you’ve heard about this?

BUCKY
Maybe.
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GIBSON
(looking up)

I’d say definitely. 

BUCKY
Your little black book.

GIBSON
That’s right. Everyone who’s ever 
pissed me off, done me wrong and 
generally screwed me over. My anger 
management counselor said it would 
be a good idea.  

BUCKY
That before or after you beat that 
barista to death with an espresso 
tamper? What’s it I heard-because 
the milk foam wasn’t hot enough?

GIBSON
“Cluck, cluck, cluck” go the little 
gossip hens. 

(reading from the book)
“My Pal Bucky and How He Got Me 
Arrested for the First Time Which 
Began a Spiral into a Life of Crime 
and Self-Loathing.” 

BUCKY
Wow. Small font for that. Like, 8, 
or what?

GIBSON
(glaring daggers at Bucky)

We gonna stop jerkin' each other 
off or what, Bucky?

BUCKY
Sorry, is my technique not up to 
par? You know, I just don't get as 
much practice as the fellas in 
here.

GIBSON
Funny guy, I always said. Ever 
since you were a 12 year-old smart 
ass punk. 

BUCKY
And you were the 15 year-old my 
mother didn’t want me hanging 
around. 
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GIBSON
How is your mom?

BUCKY
Still nuttier than a bag of 
cashews, but otherwise okay.

GIBSON
Well, mine’s dead.

BUCKY
Oh. Sorry.

GIBSON
Yeah, well, what the fuck are you 
going to do, right? But here’s the 
thing. She had it in the will she 
wanted to be cremated. So that’s 
what they did.

BUCKY
And?

GIBSON
And I want you to get the ashes and 
bring them here.

BUCKY
Uh, hello? The mail? 

GIBSON
Uh, hello? Little black book. I 
could probably shave my own nutsack 
too, but you don’t see me doin’ it, 
do you? 

BUCKY
Um.

GIBSON
Exactly, you don’t. That’s a little 
task my cellmate, Mr. Chinoski, is 
more than happy to take on. True 
power is letting someone shave your 
balls and knowing you’ll be just 
fine. And in two short years his 
name will be erased from the book. 
It’s simple. There’s a system in 
place.

BUCKY
Someone has to shave your balls for 
two years? 
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GIBSON
(grinning)

Fuckin’ with you. But he does shave 
my face every morning. Used to be a 
barber before he lit up his own 
shop for the insurance. Too bad a 
homeless dude was sleeping in the 
back. After I put him in the book, 
I explained it was a fresh shave 
daily or I use his face to scrub 
the toilet daily-his choice.

BUCKY
And they say diplomacy is dead.

INT. TOYOTA PRIUS - BACK TO PRESENT

Bucky stares out the window, glum.

BRIAN
You really have a problem with how 
I drive?

BUCKY
Brian, I have many problems with 
you. One being your adherence to 
the speed limit. 

BRIAN
Well, the town should be close. 

BUCKY
Not “the.”

BRIAN
What?

BUCKY
It’s just called “Town.” Simple 
folk out here. 

BRIAN
So what’s another thing?

BUCKY
How quick you were to help me and 
cross your paths with a psychopath 
who may or may not have a barber 
shave his balls. 

BRIAN
But you asked me to. 
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BUCKY
People ask me a lot of things.

BRIAN
So you would’ve preferred I said 
no? But you don’t have a car. Or a 
driver’s license.

BUCKY
It’s...that...see the thing is 
you’re just so goddamned...good. 
There I said it. You’re my hero, 
Brian. Now stop at this gas 
station. I gotta piss.

EXT. ROADSIDE - CONTINUOUS

Across from the gas station, a Sheriff’s patrol sits in the 
shadows, at the side of a closed-down business that’s 
probably been dark for years.

INT. SHERIFF’S PATROL CAR - CONTINUOUS

SHERIFF RUTE (65, grizzled), a career lawmen with a ten-
gallon hat perched just right on his head, watches as Bucky 
and Brian park the car and enter the gas station. He fiddles 
with a toothpick in his mouth. 

A beat.

SHERIFF RUTE
Uh huh. Okay, then. Alright. 

EXT. SHERIFF’S PATROL CAR - CONTINUOUS

Sheriff Rute gets out of his patrol car. He opens the trunk. 
Inside, there’s a shovel and a body-sized package wrapped in 
plastic. 

SHERIFF RUTE
Sorry, boy. Looks like your burial 
will have to wait a spell. Got some 
new monsters in town. 

FADE OUT.

END OF EPISODE
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