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FADE IN:

INT. OLD CHEVY - AFTERNOON - THE PAST

Ellroy and Jayne make out in the front seat of the car. It’s 
intense. They’re into each other. Lots of spit and tongues.

In the background, on the car radio, plays the not-so 
soothing sounds of The Prophet, first heard in Episode 2, in 
the prison guard room.

THE PROPHET (O.S.)
Why, the Rotten has us in its sick 
grasp, scared to even open the door 
at night. And the Left-Overs 
control our lives with their wants 
and their needs and their twisted 
agendas.

Pulling himself away from Jayne, who bites his lip and holds 
it with her teeth, Ellroy reaches out and turns down the 
volume.

ELLROY
So you like my idea, then?

JAYNE
Baby, I love it. I love you.

ELLROY
Shit, I love you, girl. We’ll hit 
the road and make cash on the way. 
Roadtrip the fuck out of it. Then 
we’ll find the Prophet and destroy 
the Rotten and eat the Lef--

JAYNE
Sssh, baby. Don’t spoil the 
surprise. 

ELLROY
(peeking over the top of 
her low-cut shirt)

Speaking of surprises, what you got 
under there?

JAYNE
Find out.

Jayne takes Ellroy’s hand under her shirt, moans at the 
contact.
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ELLROY
Like that, huh? How about this? 

Ellroy jams his under into her pants. 

Jayne wraps her arms around Ellroy’s neck, pulls herself 
closer and grinds out a quick climax.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Damn, girl, you’re like a cheap 
firecracker. Never know when you 
might go off.

Jayne grins, then hops out of the car. She shuts the door and 
leans in through the window. Cleavage-city.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Blue-balled me.

JAYNE
(winking)

I’ll be ready first thing in the 
morning. Can’t wait.

ELLROY
Me too, babe. One more look. 

Jayne lowers her shirt even more.

Ellroy howls like a dog.

Jayne turns and runs up the sidewalk to a dilapidated house.

Ellroy watches until she’s in the house, then opens the glove 
compartment to reveal--

His gun, the snub-nosed .357.

He takes it out, pops the cylinder. Six bullets. He spins it 
closed.

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD: SHIFT EPISODE FOUR

INT. MONSTER TRUCK

Ellroy at the wheel. The beast roars down the highway, giant 
rack lights on full blast, destroying the darkness. It’s a 
few minutes after Ellroy found the urn at the gas station. 
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Jayne counts the cash from the robbery, adding it to a 80s-
style A-Team lunch box with a pile of other cash inside.

ELLROY
We got it?

JAYNE
We got it. 

ELLROY
Hell, yes. Prophet, here we come. 

Approaching in the oncoming lane, Old Lady’s Rute muscle car 
zooms by.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
Sweet ride. Have to get me one of 
those. And what’s this?

Pulled over on the roadside, to their right, is the Toyota 
Prius. Headlights on, doors open, inside dome light 
illuminating Brian halfway in and out of the backseat. Like 
he’s looking for something. Bucky has his back to the Toyota, 
urinating at the edge of the car’s headlights.

The monster truck quickly leaves them in the dust.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
(indicating the urn)

Bet they’re missing this. Skinny 
guy left it on top of the game. 
Nerd.

JAYNE
What is it?

ELLROY
An urn, babe.

JAYNE
(looking inside)

It’s empty.

ELLROY
Oh, yeah. I dumped that shit out on 
the counter. 

JAYNE
What did it look like?

ELLROY
Kind of powdery. Like ashes, I 
guess.
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JAYNE
Eww. So what’d you take it for?

ELLROY
You know. A little peace offering 
to my old man. Told ya, he runs a 
pawn shop. He can off-load it on 
some rube for a few bucks. We’ve 
never seen eye-to-eye but blood is 
blood. 

JAYNE
You said he’s sick.

ELLROY
Just in the head, sugar pie. Ever 
since his precious “‘Nam.” 

JAYNE
He was a soldier?

ELLROY
Pfft. Hell, no. They stuck him in 
an office ‘cause of his flat feet. 
Fucked with his head ‘cause all he 
ever wanted to know was what it was 
like to kill a man. But since the 
Army made him a desk jockey and 
robbed him of that honour-the legal 
kill-he never found out. Not that 
he tells anyone else. Shit, no, his 
stories and he’s John-fuckin-Wayne 
with a M16 and an ear necklace.

Another car approaches in the oncoming lane. It’s Morning’s 
car. She drives by, looking up at the behemoth.

ELLROY (CONT'D)
(under his breath)

Damn, she was smokin’.

Ellroy grabs Jayne’s and pulls her close. They make out like 
the bandits they are. 

Jayne lowers her head to Ellroy’s lap.

Ellroy sticks his head out of the window and howls at the 
moon.

CUT TO:

TITLE CARD - SHIFT EPISODE FOUR
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INT. MORNING’S CAR

Morning drives her car along the dark highway. In the 
approaching night, comes a blast of light and engine noise. 
It’s the monster truck, practically taking up the whole lane. 
The truck speeds by, ominously close.

MORNING
(out the window, yelling)

Big trucks for small dicks!

Satisfied with her assessment of the situation, Morning 
drives on.

EXT. STREET - MOMENTS LATER

Morning pulls her car to the curb in front of a corner bar 
with a neon light that says, “Bar.” She parks and gets out. 

INT. BAR - CONTINUOUS

The bar is quiet. Jukebox tunes play low in the background. A 
man, COOKE (45, bookish), the local businessman/embalmer who 
owns Bar and Funeral Home, sits at the bar, reading the paper 
and sipping a finger of good whisky from a nice glass.

Morning enters and heads immediately for behind the bar, 
where she places her handbag.

MORNING
Evenin’.

Cooke lowers the paper and looks over the rim of his reading 
glasses.

COOKE
Good evening.

MORNING
What’s up? Dead in here tonight.

COOKE
Didn’t you know? The Prophet’s 
doing his schtick out at Six Trees 
tonight.

MORNING
Oh, yeah. That’s tonight. If it 
looks like a cult and smells like a 
cult, then it’s probably a cult.
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COOKE
True. But we’ll be there with open 
arms and a smile when they realize 
their new saviour is as screwed up 
as anyone else. 

MORNING
Dr. Cooke, the medicine man. If the 
price is right, of course. 

COOKE
Oh, my dear, Morning. The price 
will be absolutely right. This 
period of research and development 
has been fruitful indeed. The only 
problem is, half of the test pilot 
kids from the city never report 
back after they come out here to 
get a taste. Like they just 
disappear off the face of the 
earth. I choose to think that 
that’s because the product so blew 
their mind that they don’t even 
know their name anymore.

MORNING
We can only hope. 

COOKE
You can’t buy that kind of PR.

MORNING
But maybe we got ourselves a case 
of The Law in return?

COOKE
That old fool? Nah. I swear, if he 
did as much policing as aimless 
driving there would not be a 
criminal left in the world. 
Speaking of the Sheriff, any 
chatter out there?

Morning removes the police scanner from her handbag and 
places it on the bar. She switches it on. Radio silence.

COOKE (CONT'D)
Hmm. Well, maybe he’s out there at 
Six Trees, too. Wouldn’t put it 
past the simpleton. 
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MORNING
That sister of his is an accident 
waiting to happen. Miracle she 
hasn't killed anybody yet.

COOKE
Who, my favourite little test pilot 
of all? Give her time, my dear. I'd 
say the law of averages is not in 
some poor soul's favour. But that 
whole Rute gene pool needs a good 
scrub. Way I heard it, there’s more 
than a love of the open road in 
that family. There’s a whole lot of 
crazy, too. You’ve about heard her 
husbands, right?

MORNING
Husbands? Plural?

COOKE
Oh, yeah. Apparently Old Lady Rute 
was quite the looker when she was 
young. Married right out of high 
school to the quarterback of the 
football team. Two years later, he 
ate the end of a shotgun in the 
living room. No note, no nothing. 
Just, boom. The Sheriff, newly 
promoted from Deputy, investigated 
and found no evidence of foul play. 
But I wouldn’t trust him to find 
his foot at the end of his leg, so 
I guess we’ll never know. But local 
rumour has it that she killed him 
for cheating on her. And she never 
moved. Stayed in the house like it 
never happened.

MORNING
And the next one?

COOKE
He flat out disappeared. Up and 
left in the mid-70s. Gone. Went 
ghost and walked through walls. 
That’s his car she drives around. 
Again, the Sheriff investigated--

MORNING
And again found nothing.
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COOKE
Exactly. See a pattern? Not that 
I’m complaining about the quality 
of our local law force, mind you. 
We’ve been moving product out of 
here for a year now...and nothing. 
Not so much as a shy glance our 
way. 

The police scanner crackles to life. 

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
Maggie? Come in, Maggie.

MAGGIE (O.S.)
Here, Sheriff.

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
Deputy, I’ve got a situation here. 
At the gas station. Phil is dead. I 
repeat: Phil is dead. Murdered. By 
those city boys in the Prius, I’m 
sure.

MAGGIE (O.S.)
Phil, murdered? 

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
Where are you?

MAGGIE (O.S.)
Just leaving the station. Thought 
I’d take a ride out to Six Trees. 
See what The Prophet and is band of 
hooded weirdos has in store for the 
townsfolk tonight.

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
New plan. Those city boys were 
headed out of Town. Find them.

MAGGIE (O.S.)
Okay, Sheriff. Copy that.

COOKE
Are those two mules still around? 
They should be on their way back. 
Best not to keep a twisted deviant 
like Gibson Tate waiting.

MAGGIE
I drove by them at the side of the 
road about fifteen minutes ago but 
it looked like a rest stop to me.
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Outside, a patrol car, lights flashing, zooms by.

COOKE
My, my. What an interesting 
development...

INT. PATROL CAR - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Maggie speeds along the road, cop lights on, no siren. She’s 
talking with the Sheriff over the radio.

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
It’s the goddamn zombies, Maggie. 
They’re smarter than I thought. 
They hung Phil.

MAGGIE
The what? Did what?

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
And I’m pretty sure, Stewart’s 
mixed up in it too. He might even 
be their leader.

MAGGIE
Stewart, Phil’s son? That boy 
wouldn’t hurt a fly. Besides, I 
don’t think he’s even here right 
now. He goes to a special school in 
the city.

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
You never can tell with them types 
of people, Maggie. They’ll cut your 
throat for a dollar.

MAGGIE
Who will?

SHERIFF RUTE (O.S.)
Zombies, retards, they’re all the 
same, don’t you see? It’s a goddamn 
conspiracy. I should have executed 
them when I first met them, but 
then I found out Stewart was 
involved and I had to know more. 
Get farther down the rabbit hole. 
And it’s deep, Maggie, so deep you 
don’t even know. So just find them, 
and I won’t make the same mistake 
again. Separate the head from the 
neck. It’s the only way to be sure. 
Over and out.
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Maggie pulls back her radio mic from her mouth and looks at 
it-“Is he for real?”

FADE OUT.

END OF EPISODE
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