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FADE IN:

INT. SHERIFF’S PATROL CAR - NIGHT - THE PAST

On a desolate stretch of highway, Sheriff Rute trails behind 
an old Volkswagen bug. He flips on the cop lights. The VW 
pulls over. So does the Sheriff.

EXT. ROADSIDE - CONTINUOUS

The Sheriff gets out and approaches the driver’s side of the 
VW. He leans in.

Inside the car are two college-aged kids. The driver, MALE 
STUDENT, looks nervously at Sheriff Rute. The passenger, 
FEMALE STUDENT, sits glassy-eyed and stares forward without 
much expression.

SHERIFF RUTE
Evenin’.

MALE STUDENT
Uh, hi. Uh, officer.

SHERIFF RUTE
I’m the Sheriff, actually.

MALE STUDENT
Oh. Sorry. Did I do something 
wrong, Sheriff?

SHERIFF RUTE
Have you been drinking tonight?

MALE STUDENT
No, sir. 

SHERIFF RUTE
I guess you were sipping water all 
night? At the bar.

MALE STUDENT
Oh. Well, one beer.

SHERIFF RUTE
So which is it then?

MALE STUDENT
Sorry. Yes. I had a beer. But just 
one. Not enough to impair my 
driving.
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SHERIFF RUTE
I’ll be the judge of that, son. And 
how about you, Miss? How much did 
you have to drink tonight?

Female Student stares straight ahead. No response. Just a 
slight giggle but it’s not at the situation. She’s in her own 
world and the sky is pretty there.

SHERIFF RUTE (CONT'D)
Uh huh. Just as I thought.

MALE STUDENT
She’s fine, Sheriff, uh, really. 
It’s my girlfriend and she’s on 
some medication and she drank a few 
too many glasses of wine. You know 
how it is.

A beat. The Sheriff’s eyes narrow.

SHERIFF RUTE
Do I look stupid to you, son?

MALE STUDENT
Stupid? No, I mean, absolutely not, 
sir, it’s--

SHERIFF RUTE
I know who you are. I know what you 
are. And I know exactly what I have 
to do to stop you from infecting my 
my town with your sickness. 

The Sheriff lifts a shotgun and blows the Male Student’s head 
off. Brains hit the back windshield.

The Female Student, covered in gore, looks over, vague 
confusion dawning on her face.

SHERIFF RUTE (CONT'D)
And I guess that just leaves us, 
Miss.

CUT TO:
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INT. SHERIFF’S PATROL CAR

Sheriff Rute watches as Bucky and Brian approach the front 
door of the funeral home. 
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As they do, the door opens and a tall brunette, MORNING (29, 
raised by hippies), walks out. It’s the same woman from 
Episode 1, who was standing at the car crash scene. Bucky and 
Morning pass each other, but don’t know each other yet.

Bucky turns around to watch her walk away, vaguely impressed 
with what he sees.

Then the two men disappear inside the building.

Sheriff Rute notices blood on his sleeve. He reaches into the 
glove compartment and removes a bottle of stain spray. He’s 
spraying his cuff when--

There’s a knock on the glass. Sheriff Rute looks up--

It’s Morning. She’s smiling.

EXT. SHERIFF’S PATROL CAR - CONTINUOUS

Morning puts her elbows on the windowsill.

MORNING
Morning, Sheriff.

SHERIFF RUTE
Miss. 

MORNING
(nodding towards the 
Sheriff’s sleeve)

What happened?

SHERIFF RUTE
Ketchup. Just some ketchup.

The Sheriff’s police radio crackles to life.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Sheriff, you there?

MORNING
Better get that in the wash, 
Sheriff. Stains can be stubborn. 

Morning walks away.

Her car is parked on the street. She gets in. She looks out 
the window and sees the Sheriff staring at the funeral home, 
with his radio mic to his mouth.
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She removes a police scanner from her bag and connects a pair 
of earbuds. She turns on the scanner, puts in the earbuds and 
adjusts the volume.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
...and it’s spilling out 
everywhere.

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
Everywhere? Goddammit. I told that 
no good plumber the pipes were 
clogged. ButI can’t come back to 
the station right now. Police 
business.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
A fresh pot of coffee brewing at 
the diner?

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
Very funny, little lady.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
But you know I’m no good with a 
plunger.

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
You haven’t shut the water off? 
Jeez, Maggie, I’ll be right there. 
Over and out.

The Sheriff’s patrol car speeds off. Morning digs in her 
purse, removes a cell phone and makes a call.

MORNING 
Hey--Sheriff Rute was outside, so 
you know--no, nothing particular, 
just watching--but the toilet at 
the station’s broken, so duty calls-
-you’re right, probably nothing to 
worry about--okay--yeah, I see them 
leaving now...

Morning watches as Bucky and Brian drive by, away from the 
funeral home, back the way they came.

INT. TOYOTA PRIUS - CONTINUOUS

Bucky stares at a gold urn in his hands.
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BUCKY
And here is the sum total of Mama 
Tate. It makes you think, doesn’t 
it? 

BRIAN 
Remember what we learned in group: 
do your best to learn and grow and 
let the rest take care of itself.

BUCKY
Learn. Grow. It’s always about 
getting “better.” Sick, not sick. 
From pain to no pain. That’s 
getting better. Anything else is 
bullshit. I say there just “is” and 
no matter what we’re all simply 
finding ways to waste time. Mama 
Tate had her stories and I had my 
plan, a way to live life one 
quarter play at a time. 

BRIAN
And if that plan leads you to a 
skid row hotel room and you’re half-
starved, wearing a cardboard belt 
and arrested for defecating on the 
floor of a downtown arcade/pool 
hall?

BUCKY
Poor execution. But the plan was 
solid. But that’s not what pisses 
me off. What gets me is I never had 
a goodbye game, especially on a 
mint condition, vintage, 1984 
Galaga machine. The Rolls Royce of 
the 1980s arcade.

BRIAN
Correct me if I’m wrong but what
I think you're saying is you want 
to go back to the gas station store 
and play that game. 

BUCKY
(eyes going wide)

Well, I wasn’t before but thanks, 
Brian. Brilliant idea.

BRIAN
No. No way.
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BUCKY
Come on. Don’t be a tease. I'm 
getting a little hard just thinking 
about it.

BRIAN
And that's exactly why you 
shouldn't. Videogames should not 
arouse a human male. Well, not one 
past voting age, anyway.

BUCKY
But you know how it is, Brian. The 
blood gets flowing...magic things 
happen. Shit, I heard your stories 
in group. You were sick, dude.

BRIAN
And you are sick, Bucky.

BUCKY
Be that as it may: as a friend-who 
without you wouldn’t be on this 
awesome adventure, by the way-I'm 
asking for this one last chance. 
Cross my heart, my last play. A 
goodbye bang, if you will.

A beat.

BRIAN
Fine, fine. If it'll shut you up. 

Brian pulls the car into the gas station. Parks angry.

BUCKY
You coming?

BRIAN
No way. I don't want to watch you 
romance that thing.

BUCKY
Don’t judge our love, Brian.

Bucky gets out of the car and enters the store.

Brian shakes his head at the insanity of it all and opens up 
a chocolate bar wrapper. The chocolate calms him. As he eats, 
a giant monster truck parks beside the Toyota, dwarfing it. 
Brian looks out and only sees a massive tire.
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INT. MONSTER TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

ELLROY (22, sultry bad boy type), the driver, pops the 
cylinder on a vicious little gun, a snub-nosed .357. Two 
bullets remain out of six. He spins the cylinder closed.

ELLROY
Babe.

Beside him, JAYNE (19, trailer park beautiful), Ellroy’s 
girlfriend, wakes.

JAYNE
Where are we?

ELLROY
That much closer. 

Jayne looks down, grimly, out the window.

JAYNE
Another gas station?

ELLROY
Remember: you and me, baby. Front 
row. Everything in its place... 

JAYNE
...and a place for everything. No, 
I know. But...

ELLROY
There’s a little more work to do.

Jayne nods, biting her lip. 

ELLROY (CONT'D)
You know I never been much good at 
handling money, except when I'm 
takin' it from other people. 

JAYNE
And after that?

ELLROY
Remember? My father lives around 
here. 

JAYNE
In this place?

ELLROY
Yup. One asshole deserves another.
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Ellroy opens the truck door and is about to hop down--

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Just remember: in the glove box 
there’s that other gun we took a 
few days from that ginger fella 
with the bum leg. Anything goes 
wrong, you come in shootin’.

Jayne, not quite sure, nods.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Atta girl.

EXT. GAS STATION - CONTINUOUS

Ellroy jumps down from the cab of the monster truck. He walks 
to the front door, passing Brian waiting in the Toyota Prius. 

INT. GAS STATION - CONTINUOUS

Ellroy waltzes into the gas station. Checks out the scene:

Bucky plays the Galaga game, looking like a kid on Christmas 
morning, and Phil sits behind the counter with his head in 
his hands. No one notices or acknowledges Ellroy’s presence. 

Ellroy walks around like he owns the place. Puffs up his 
chest. Picks stuff up off the shelf, puts it down in the 
wrong place. Does a jig next to the ice cream freezer. Pours 
milk over a box of cereal. Shakes a can of Coke, sprays it 
everywhere and throws the empty can over his shoulder.

BUCKY (O.C.)
Motherfucker!

Ellroy looks over--

But Bucky’s talking at the game. He kicks it a few times. 
Stops. Kicks it one more time. Then, he seems to remember his 
surroundings, looks around and locks eyes with Ellroy.

Ellroy gives him the double-fist guns and a wink.

Bucky nods, kicks the game one more time and then leaves the 
gas station. The door swings shut behind him.

Phil notices none of this-he’s still head down.

Ellroy hits the candy aisle. He licks a few gummy bears, puts 
them back. Reaches into the candy hearts, grabs a fistful. 

SHIFT - Episode 3 Writer's Draft V2 8



SHIFT - Episode 3 Writer's Draft V2 9

He scatters some on the floor and throws the rest, one-by-
one, at Phil-who finally wakes up.

PHIL
(still groggy)

Heh?
(noticing who it is)

Oh, it’s you. You’re finally here.

ELLROY
Yeah, it’s me alright. We met?

PHIL
We talk every night. You sent the 
maggots and the cockroaches to keep 
an eye on me.

ELLROY
Right...

Phil drops out of sight behind the counter, then comes 
crawling out on his belly. He moves across the floor, towards 
Ellroy, like a snake. He claws at Ellroy’s feet.

PHIL
Just tell me what you need. 

ELLROY
I need all the money in the till.

PHIL
Money? Fine, take it.

ELLROY
What?

PHIL
No, I mean what do I have to do to 
bring the darkness? A thousand 
years of hellfire and agony.

ELLROY
Dude, get the fuck up. You’re Froot 
Loops. Lucky Charms.

Phil rises to his knees.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Cool. Touch your nose with your 
right index finger.

Phil does so. Ellroy levels the gun at Phil’s face.
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ELLROY (CONT'D)
Look scared, bitch.

But the gun doesn’t phase Phil at all. He grins, shuffles 
closer and puts his mouth around the end of the barrel.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
What the? Stop that. Stop--

Ellroy pistol whips Phil. Phil’s nose bursts like a ripe 
tomato.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Down, boy. 

Phil stops struggling, grins up at Ellroy, blood everywhere.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Stay.

Ellroy clears the cash from the register. As he walks back 
around the counter, Phil reaches for Ellroy once more, pawing 
at his feet. Ellroy gives Phil a boot to the stomach. Phil 
quiets.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
What did I say? Stay.

PHIL
(softly)

But what should I do?

ELLROY
(walking away)
Go kill yourself, old timer, what 
do I care?

And Ellroy’s almost out the door when he notices--

The gold urn on top of the videogame, where Bucky left it.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Hmm. And what have we here?

FADE OUT.

END OF EPISODE
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