


CIRCLING THE DRAIN

"Oh, Lord, Stuck in Pahrump Again"

PILOT

                                                 010719

FADE IN:

EXT. PAHRUMP, NEVADA - DAY

A small town juts up from the barren desert of Nevada,
just far enough from Vegas that prostitution is legal.
Which explains the limousines and red Porches streaming
into town on any given Friday. But, while a story about
prostitution would be fun, this story is about death.
So it's different. 

HARRY (V.O.)
Uh, thank you, everyone, for being here.

An actual tumbleweed tumbles down the street past the
front of the town's only hospital, where a neon sign
says "PAHRUMP MEDICAL CENTER"... though, it actually
says, " RUMP ME CAL  ENTER."   

HARRY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
It is a testament to my father's legacy
that there are so many of you here today
to say good-bye before we... disconnect
him. 

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - SAME TIME

Not really "so many" -- maybe a handful of people. HARRY
BITTER (40), nice looking, a reasonable guy, is standing
in front of a bed where his elderly father, FRED BITTER,
lies unconscious, tubes running in and out of him like
the back of a fish tank, a mechanical ventilator nearby
rises and falls, a heart monitor beeps out a rhythmic
chorus. Harry addresses those few attending, whom you'll
soon meet, whether you like it or not. 

HARRY
My father could be an affectionate man,
I'm told. Even a loving man. I know he
loved fishing. But, first and foremost,
Fred Bitter was a man of stalwart beliefs.
A man who NEVER gave up. After all, he
took a small, struggling appliance repair
shop and built it into a large appliance
repair shop.  
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HARRY (CONT'D)
All of this, despite the dwindling need
for appliance repair. And, while it
bankrupted the family and forced us to
move to Pahrump when I was in high
school...

A man pokes his head in.

DR. BOOKBINDER
(nasally)

This is Fred Bitter's room, right?

Harry looks to the doorway, sees DR. ERNEST BOOKBINDER,
an older man with a ferocious wet cold.

HARRY
Dr. Bookbinder. We were just saying a few
last words. 

DR. BOOKBINDER
Oh, sure... go ahead. 

He sneezes like an atomic blast, rattling everybody.

HARRY
(after a beat)

Anyway... 

The doctor moves to the machinery to look it over. 

HARRY (CONT'D)
...when my father opened the appliance
repair shop here, it looked like the tide
was finally turning. Unfortunately, the
explosion next door at Carl's Barbecue &
Fireworks Bonanza put Dad back at zero.

DR. BOOKBINDER
(from the machines)

Okey-doke. Ready when you are.

HARRY
Actually, Dr. Bookbinder, if you'd give
us a few more minutes. 

DR. BOOKBINDER
Right, of course. It's just...

(coughs, pulls out a
tissue)

I'm dying here... 

He blows his nose. 
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HARRY
So, okay. My sister, Suzanne Bitter-
Comfort, would like to read a poem she
wrote. Suzanne?  

SUZANNE BITTER-COMFORT steps up next to Harry with a
small piece of paper. She's mid-40s, a dyspeptic
psychiatrist with a low voice that bespeaks darkness
and possibly suicide. 

SUZANNE
Hello, everyone. This is for my father.

(reading)
"Death. / Doorway to the Stygian void. /
Swallower of souls. / The journey from
mother's breast to aged and withered flesh,
/ Rendered pointless. / Succumbing at last
to the flames of a furnace. / Fire twisting
bone and rotted meat to ash. / Flotsam at
a cigarette's tip. / Dull gray ash. / The
black clutch of death, / Victor over all
God's light."

No one is quite sure how to react. Finally an elderly
woman steps up and hugs her -- she's WILMA BITTER. 

WILMA
(hugging Suzanne)

That was so beautiful, dear. So educated.
I'm sure, if your father was here... well,
he IS here, but his brain is a tad pasty.
Anyway, I'm sure he'd have said something. 

Wilma continues to hug Suzanne, to Suzanne's growing
discomfort. 

SUZANNE
Right... well, thanks for that. 

(enough hugging)
Okay, okay.

Wilma releases her. 

HARRY
Mom, is there something you'd like to say
before we... 

She nods and then turns to the others.

WILMA
(she composes herself)

Fred was a wonderful man. IS a wonderful
man. 

(MORE)
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WILMA (CONT'D)
He is, WAS, such an interesting man and
persistent suitor. Which is how I got
pregnant with my oldest son while I was
engaged to Angus Bliss. Who committed
suicide. But Fred was a tender, thoughtful
man in the beginning. So I'd like to read
a letter he once wrote me. Many, many
years ago. 

DR. BOOKBINDER
(sneezes again, then)

Uh, excuse me. 

WILMA
Dr. Spellbinder, question?

DR. BOOKBINDER
Bookbinder. Yeah, is this a long thing,
this letter? 

WILMA
It's very short. 

DR. BOOKBINDER
Okay, 'cause I'm running out of tissue. 

WILMA
Well, I'll do my best to rush through it.

(reads)
"My Dearest Wilma. I think about you all
the time, except when I'm operating heavy
machinery. I think about the beauty that
is part of your face when the lighting is
good... 

Wilma stops to collect herself. Then, 

WILMA (CONT'D)
"And I think about the first time you
grabbed my dick at the Foster Freeze--"

HARRY
Mom! That's wonderful. Thank you. I think
maybe hold onto that for, uh... ever. 

(then)
So then, unless anyone has...

FATHER SAVAGE, clears his throat (30s, nice-looking). 

HARRY (CONT'D)
Oh, sorry. Everyone, Father Savage is
here to administer the last rites.
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Dr. Bookbinder sighs, then coughs and blows his nose. 

FATHER SAVAGE 
Actually, I've already administered last
rites. I've just gotta get in there and
sprinkle some Holy Water. 

HARRY
Right, uh, sure. Go ahead. 

Father Savage steps up to the bed, takes out the
aspergillum (Holy Water sprinkler), but drops it. Suzanne
picks it up and hands it to him, their eyes meeting. 

SUZANNE
Here's your staff... Father. 

FATHER SAVAGE
(reaching for it)

Um... thank you. 

She holds onto it a little longer than necessary. Father
Savage smiles uncomfortably, but holds her gaze. He
finally takes the aspergillum and turns to comatose
Fred. 

FATHER SAVAGE (CONT'D)
The Lord be with you...

He sprinkles Holy Water over Fred as everyone watches.
Some wipe tears. Meanwhile, Dr. Bookbinder finishes
blowing into a tissue, shoves it into his pocket. 

DR. BOOKBINDER
Okay then...

He reaches down and unceremoniously unplugs the cord.
All of the machinery stops... except the heart monitor.
Everyone waits. Some begin to cry. And wait. Harry
shifts, turns to Dr. Bookbinder.

HARRY
(quietly)

Is he... how long does this usually take?

DR. BOOKBINDER
Always different. 

The doctor (now without a tissue) feels a sneeze coming
on and has to sneeze into his fist, where a huge blob
of slime blasts out over it. He recovers and then looks
in horror at the gob of runny mucous hanging from the
back of his hand. 
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DR. BOOKBINDER (CONT'D)
Jesus Christ! 

(then)
I'll be right back. 

He exits. 

HARRY
(looks at everyone)

So, I guess it's just a matter of time. 

More crying. Some shifting. Waiting. Harry turns to his
father.

HARRY (CONT'D)
Good-bye... Dad.  

Everyone waits, as the heart monitor continues to monitor
Fred's beating heart. More waiting. A couple of people
decide to sit down. The monitor beeps through, 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - LATER

Over the MONITOR'S BEEPING, everyone is still waiting.
Some are texting. Someone is looking through a magazine.

SUZANNE
Harry, I'm just gonna run down to the
cafeteria for a minute... 

HARRY
Oh.

WILMA
I'll go with you, dear. 

As they make their way to the door,

MAN
You're going to the cafeteria?

He joins them, as a few others do too. Harry takes an
empty seat. The heart monitor takes us through, 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - LATER STILL

As the MONITOR CONTINUES, we see Harry is the only one
in the darkened room. He sits in a chair near his father,
as the monitor's monotonous beep lulls him to sleep. 
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A moment later, a janitorial bucket rolls into the room,
followed by a disinterested JANITOR who drops a mop
head on the floor and sloshes it back and forth across
the room -- until he comes upon the unplugged cord. He
stops, reaches for it and plugs it back into the wall.
Suddenly the machines whir back to life, as Fred bolts
upright and yells: 

FRED BITTER
Bob is my uncle!

With that, he flops back down. Harry and the janitor
share a look. Then Fred jolts up again.

FRED BITTER (CONT'D)
And we were in Dallas! 

Just as quickly, Fred drops back into his comatose state.
Still, the heart monitor continues to beep, as we turn
to both the janitor and Harry. 

JANITOR
Well, huh.

The janitor resumes mopping. Harry takes all of this
in.

INT. HOSPITAL CAFETERIA - A SHORT TIME LATER

Long cafeteria tables, mostly empty. The "mourners" are
there, some eating.

FOCUS ON: HARRY AND SUZANNE

SUZANNE
(always a monotone)

Seriously? That's what he said? Bob is
his uncle. 

HARRY
And they were in Dallas. 

SUZANNE
What does that mean? 

HARRY
I don't know. I didn't know he had an
uncle.

SUZANNE
Well, clearly this "Uncle Bob" and "Dallas"
mean something significant to him. 

(MORE)
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SUZANNE (CONT'D)
And obviously his subconscious has dredged
them up in an effort to suppress the
accumulated guilt he feels for the chronic
paternal neglect of his only daughter. 

HARRY
(heard it before)

Yeah. Or... he has an uncle named Bob in
Dallas. 

MAN
(to Suzanne)

You're a psychologist, huh? 

SUZANNE
Psychiatrist.

MAN
Same thing. 

SUZANNE
It's not the same thing. Who are you?

HUGO PLOUFFE
Hugo Plouffe. Fred's business partner. I
wanted to see about getting the five grand
he owes me. 

Suzanne bursts out laughing, then stops. 

SUZANNE
Oh. You're serious. 

ANGLE ON: WILMA

As she has some soup, A MAN with a tray of food sits
across from her. LLOYD CULPEPPER, an older gentleman.

LLOYD
Hi.

WILMA
(looks up)

Oh. Hello. 

LLOYD
Haven't seen you around. I'm Lloyd. 

WILMA
(blushes)

I'm Wilma. 
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LLOYD
Pleasure to meet you, Wilma. Just so you
know, I'm one of the administrators here,
and I'd be happy to take you on a tour of
our facilities. If you're not busy. 

WILMA
(embarrassed)

Oh, thank you, Lloyd, but I'm married. So
I really shouldn't.

LLOYD
Well, that's too bad, Wilma. You're an
attractive woman.

WILMA
Thank you.

He starts to get up, Wilma smiles at him. 

WILMA (CONT'D)
But, check back tomorrow. 

ANGLE ON: HARRY AND SUZANNE

Father Savage approaches. 

FATHER SAVAGE
(with compassion)

I just heard that your father hasn't passed
yet. I'm so sorry. 

SUZANNE
It's very difficult for all of us. 

HARRY
So, Father. What do we do now? 

FATHER SAVAGE
Well, I suppose we... do it again?

DARRYL (O.C.)
Yo...

They look up and see their older brother DARRYL BITTER --
40, long hair, tatted/pierced up, open shirt -- having
entered with an attractive woman, LUELLA TEETER, 25,
over-flowing in a couple of fabulous areas.  

HARRY
Darryl?  
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DARRYL
Meant to get here sooner, but a couple a
things really fucked up my schedule. 

(notices Father Savage)
Oh, a priest. Sorry about the "fucked up"
thing. 

(then)
Anyways, the fucken band's squeezing my
balls on this new contract. Made me late
for my own goddamn wedding. Then I found
out the fucken northwest tour has been
cancelled.

(to Father Savage)
Sorry again, Father.

FATHER SAVAGE
Well, you're obviously under a great -- 

SUZANNE
Jesus Christ, Darryl -- you got married?

DARRYL
Yeah, I just said that.   

Luella steps up.

LUELLA
Hi. I'm Luella. It's nice to meet you.
Darryl has told me so much about... so
many things. 

HARRY
Darryl, how come you didn't tell us you
were getting married? 

DARRYL
Okay, again... I JUST fucken told you. 

(to Father Savage)
Sorry about "fucken," Father.   

FATHER SAVAGE
Well, it's... 

SUZANNE
(to Darryl)

Have you ever given a shit about anyone
but yourself?

FATHER SAVAGE
So I think I'll get some coffee. 

Father Savage moves off. Harry turns to Darryl and
Luella.
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HARRY
And how long have you two lovebirds been
seeing each other? 

DARRYL
Long time. 

LUELLA
(smiles)

Almost two weeks. 

SUZANNE
Seriously?

DARRYL
Yeah. Listen, I heard Dad's not dead yet.  

HARRY
Right. We have to say good-bye again. 

DARRYL
Say good-bye? Can he hear? I thought he
was a fucken vegetable. 

FATHER SAVAGE (O.C.)
(yells from the food
counter)

It's okay! I'm all right!   

SUZANNE
(looking off at Father
Savage)

You know, he's very attractive. I mean,
for a priest.   

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Fred's HEART MONITOR is still at it. As are all the
other machines. Everyone has assembled, again. Harry is
addressing the group.  

HARRY
So, I'm glad everyone could make it...
again. Uh, like I said before, by father
owned some appliance repair shops. And
now maybe we'll just skip ahead.

(looks around)
But... we'll need Dr. Bookbinder. 

A beat, everyone looks around. He's not there. 

HARRY (CONT'D)
(annoyed)

Would someone find Dr. Bookbinder?
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HUGO PLOUFFE
Yeah, I'll get him.

He exits. Suzanne steps up beside Harry.   

SUZANNE
Well, okay, I'm gonna read my poem again. 

She starts to take it out of her pocket.

HARRY
Actually, Suzanne, thank you, but we're
good. I mean, it was very impactful the
first time. 

FATHER SAVAGE
(to Suzanne)

It was lovely.

Suzanne smiles back. 

WILMA
(stepping up)

So, Harry, should I read Fred's letter
again?

HARRY
I think, Mom, we're good on that too. 

DARRYL
I'd like to say something.

HARRY
Darryl? Really? 

FATHER SAVAGE
Oh, Jesus...

DARRYL
(stepping up)

Boy, where to fucken start?  

Dr. Bookbinder appears at the door, looking like hell,
as he blasts out another ferocious sneeze, causing
everyone to jump out of their skin. 

DR. BOOKBINDER
Sorry. 

He takes out a tissue and blows. And blows. 

HARRY
Thank you, doctor, for being here. 
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DR. BOOKBINDER
Wasn't easy. 

(then, re Fred)
So, he's still here, huh? 

HARRY
Yes. And we need to... do this again. 

DR. BOOKBINDER
Okay. But...

He coughs and suddenly freezes, his eyes widening. 

DR. BOOKBINDER (CONT'D)
Aw, no... 

He grabs the seat of his pants in terror.

DR. BOOKBINDER (CONT'D)
No no no...

With all haste, he turns and wobble/runs out the door. 

EXT.  HOSPITAL - NEXT DAY

Establish. 

SUZANNE (V.O.)
Okay, it's been two days. What's going
on, Harry? 

INT.  HOSPITAL WAITING AREA - SAME TIME

Suzanne, Darryl, Luella and Wilma sitting. Harry is
sitting down with them.  

HARRY
He's still, you know...

DARRYL
Alive? 

LUELLA
Oh, thank God.

They look at her, let it pass. DR. EMMET KEVORKIAN,
30s, short, balding, approaches.

DR. KEVORKIAN
I'm looking for...

(checks a chart)
...Harry Bitter?
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HARRY
I'm Harry.

DR. KEVORKIAN
Hi. I'm your father's new doctor. 

DARRYL
What the hell?

WILMA
Where's Dr. Bookend?

DR. KEVORKIAN
Bookbinder. I understand he passed away. 

HARRY
He's dead?

DR. KEVORKIAN
Yeah, he shoulda seen a doctor about that
thing he had. Anyway, I'm Dr. Kevorkian,
but you can call me Emmet.  

HARRY
Kevorkian?

DR. KEVORKIAN
(a sigh)

Please don't start. Yes, he was my dad's
cousin. And he destroyed our family name.
But I can PROMISE you: I will do everything
in my power to keep your father with us. 

SUZANNE
To keep him with us? 

DR. KEVORKIAN
Yes. This is a wonderful opportunity to
restore my family's good name. 

(thinking to add)
...and to help you folks out. 

SUZANNE
Okay, but we took him off life support so
he could... not be alive.

DR. KEVORKIAN
I saw the DNR, of course, and I'll
certainly respect it. But I have no doubt
you'll realize your mistake when you see
him come around. 

DARRYL
Are you fucken kidding me?
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DR. KEVORKIAN
I know, right? Keep your fingers crossed.
I've got him on a multi-vitamin IV drip,
put him back on his heart medication and
started him on antibiotics, just to be
safe. 

WILMA
But he's a mental vegetable. 

DR. KEVORKIAN
So he becomes a politician. 

(off their stares)
Okay, so you don't like humor. 

HARRY
I think maybe we'll ask for another doctor?

DR. KEVORKIAN
Good luck with that, 'cause there's three
doctors here. Well, two now. And the other
one is a proctologist. 

SUZANNE
(to Harry)

Let's try the proctologist.

DR. KEVORKIAN
On vacation. 

Pleased with himself, Dr. Kevorkian smiles and exits.
As Harry shares a frustrated look with his brother and
sister.  

INT. HARRY'S MOTEL ROOM - NEXT DAY

The type of motel room you'd expect to see in Pahrump.
Twin beds with floral bedspreads. Priceless paintings --
Starry Night and Waterlillies -- permanently nailed to
the wall. Harry paces with his phone.

HARRY
(into phone)

I'm telling you, there's no hot water.
(then)

You're laughing. Why would I kid you about
that?

A QUICK RAP at the door as Darryl enters. 

DARRYL
Yo!
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HARRY
Darryl. Please, walk right in. 

As Darryl sits on a bed, Harry goes back to the phone. 

HARRY (CONT'D)
Okay, let me speak to the manager. 

(then)
I don't care if he's Native American. 

(then)
He only speaks Paiute? Okay, what about
the owner?

(then)
That's his grandmother, right. 

He hangs up, sees that Darryl has dropped his head in
his hands.

HARRY (CONT'D)
Darryl, what?

DARRYL
The band is fucking me, man. They're
fucking me over. They booked a gig in
Seattle. Without me! Like they're sayin'
we don't fucken need you. 

HARRY
Well, that's terrible and, as much as I'd
love to be there for you, I'm going over
to the hospital. So you might have to
turn to someone else for comfort. Your
wife maybe? 

DARRYL
That's another thing... I think I married
a total narcissist.

HARRY
And after all that vetting?

DARRYL
Half the time she wants to talk about
herself. And she's not that interesting.
She's not even in the music industry.  

HARRY
Well, hang in there. I mean, if you two
kids can't make it...

DARRYL
I know you're being sarcastic, but you
weren't there when all this marriage shit
came down. 
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HARRY
When it came down?

DARRYL
The proposal. It all seemed like love at
the time. But now I'm realizing it coulda
been the meth. 

HARRY
Well, my heart goes out.

DARRYL
How do you do it, man? I mean, you and
Peggy been married, what, 17, 18 years...

HARRY
Five. 

DARRYL
That's gotta be like a brain-numbing
experience. But you muddle your way through
it. What's the secret?

HARRY
First, thank you for that. Second, it
helps if you love and care about the person
you marry. Knowing her, that's good too. 

DARRYL
Right, right. Good advice. A little late,
but good.

HARRY
You're welcome.

(grabs his coat)
Have you been over to the hospital?

DARRYL
Why? 

HARRY
Our dad? He's over there dying. 

DARRYL
Oh yeah. Couple days ago.

(lies down)
Hey, maybe you pick me up a burger on
your way back? Double cheese, pickles. 

Harry stares at him, then exits. Darryl picks up the
remote and switches on the TV. 
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INT. FRED'S HOSPITAL ROOM - LATER

Wilma is alone, sitting at Fred's bedside.

WILMA
You know, they say if you love something,
set it free... 

Harry enters, unseen by Wilma. He stops to listen.

WILMA (CONT'D)
...If it comes back, keep it. If it doesn't
come back... find it, lock it up. It's
something like that. 

HARRY
Mom? 

She turns and sees him.

HARRY (CONT'D)
You're talking to... Dad?

WILMA
Oh, good heavens no. What would be the
point? I'm talking to Carl.

Harry steps farther into the room and sees Nurse Carl --
a burly guy in his 30s -- changing an IV drip. Carl
stops momentarily to wave at Harry. 

WILMA (CONT'D)
Poor Carl. His husband just left him, and
he's been crying and sniffling. 

CARL
(sniffles)

I'm better now. Thanks, Wilma.

He picks up his things to exit. Harry sits beside his
mother. 

HARRY
And you, Mom? How are you?

WILMA
Oh, I'm fine, honey. This is just a part
of life. Dying. Except, it's the part of
life where you die. So it's probably more
a part of death than life. But death is
something that'll happen to a lot of us. 
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HARRY
(a beat)

Yeah... 

A WOMAN appears at the door. SELINA, 50s, slightly
graying, a former sex worker, but looks like she could
STILL take on the defensive line at UNLV. 

SELINA
Excuse me. I was told this is Fred Bitter's
room.

WILMA
It is. But his brain is mush. And Dr.
Bookblender is dead. 

HARRY
Actually, his name... doesn't matter.

Harry turns to Selina and stands.

HARRY (CONT'D)
Did you know my father?

SELINA
(entering)

He repaired my toaster. And my can opener.
My trash compactor, more or less. He was
always very reasonable though, his rates.

Wilma and Harry realize Selina is starting to well up. 

WILMA
So... he worked on your appliances?

SELINA
Yes, yes. He did. My toaster and can
opener. The trash compactor, well, he
gave up on that.

(breaking)
Oh God, Fred, why... 

She crumbles, dropping onto Fred, sobbing. Harry gives
Wilma an awkward look, tries to smile. Wilma shifts and
straightens her dress, then,

WILMA
She seems upset. 

HARRY
Yes, she does. She's upset. 

WILMA
Very. Very upset. 
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Harry gets up to move the sobbing woman off of Fred and
then ushers her towards the door. 

EXT. FRED & WILMA'S HOUSE - DAY

Establish. A modest house with a few distant neighbors
on the monochromatic flatlands of the desert.

INT. FRED & WILMA'S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Tchotchkes and small framed photos on doilies. A TV
that weighs 300 pounds. An old couch with a blanket
over the back. Well, it's the living room of old people.
Harry enters with Wilma. He closes the door and takes
his mother's coat. 

WILMA
Are you hungry, sweetheart? 

HARRY
No, I'm good. 

(hangs up coat)
So, you're not bothered about the woman
at the hospital?

WILMA
Oh no. Some people feel very strongly
about their appliances. Especially trash
compactors. I don't know why. Would you
like some Cheez-its? 

HARRY
No, thank you. I'm really not hungry. 

(then)
Well, as long as you're not bothered about
all that. 

WILMA
Oh, no, honey, I'm fine. How about some
raison toast? You love raison toast. 

HARRY
Actually, that was 30 years ago. Not so
much anymore. But thank you.  

WILMA
I think your father left a bag of beef
jerky in the kitchen? 

HARRY
Mom, I'm not hungry. 
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WILMA
I just don't want it to go to waste,
because I'm certainly not going to eat it
and neither is that brain-dead sonofabitch. 

HARRY
Right. Wait, what?

WILMA
What?

HARRY
What'd you just say?

WILMA
I said your father isn't going to eat the
beef jerky. 

HARRY
But, you said something else. 

WILMA
Let me see if I can find something
scrumptious for you. 

As she exits into the kitchen. 

HARRY
(mumbles)

Okay, again... not hungry.

There's a KNOCK at the door. Harry opens it to find
Luella, eyes red/wet. 

HARRY (CONT'D)
Luella? 

LUELLA
I'm sorry to bother you...

She enters and sits on the couch, where she bursts in a
sobbing, slobbery mess. Harry closes the door and sits
cautiously. 

HARRY
So...

LUELLA
(crying)

Darryl left me. He's gone. 

HARRY
He left you? Are you sure? 'Cause sometimes
he passes out behind things? 
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LUELLA
(shaking her head)

No... he left me. He said marriage was
killing him. Suffocating him.

HARRY
Uh-huh. Well, I'm sorry. 

LUELLA
(nods, then)

So, I guess I'm stuck here. 

HARRY
Here? In Pahrump? Because... you don't
know anyone here, do you?  

LUELLA
I know you. I know your mom. Your dad.

HARRY
Uh-huh. Okay, but see, I live in Phoenix,
and my mom isn't really looking to start
another family. And my dad... wouldn't be
a good choice. 

LUELLA
(sniffing)

Well, I've decided to see the glass as
half full.

HARRY
Right. Except it's half-full of crap.

She begins to sob again, falling into his arms. Wilma
comes out of the kitchen with a bowl of food.

WILMA
Well, look here, I found some mac & cheese! 

She stops, seeing Luella holding Harry. 

WILMA (CONT'D)
Oh dear. 

She turns back to the kitchen.

WILMA (CONT'D)
(to herself)

I thought she was with the other one.

She exits back into the kitchen as Luella continues to
cry into Harry's chest. 
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EXT. EUGENE'S DINER - MORNING

Establish a couple of gas pumps in front of a typical
small town diner. A large sign over the building says
"EUGENE'S FOOD & GAS."

INT. EUGENE'S DINER - SAME

The COOK behind the counter -- bulging beer belly
shrouded by a tattered Barry Manilow t-shirt -- drops a
couple of plates on the service counter and pounds a
bell like there's a fire. 

COOK
Phyllis! You're up! Get the lead out! 

An hunched WAITRESS in her early 80s snaps them up and
hurries past a booth where Suzanne sits across from
Father Savage, menus in front of them. STAY WITH THEM.

SUZANNE
You want my professional opinion --
celibacy attracts men who want to deny,
and therefore repress, their sexual
tendencies. 

FATHER SAVAGE
I don't disagree. Between you and me,
it's certainly caused a lot of problems
for the church. 

SUZANNE
It's like putting a lid on a boiling pot
of water. Then these priests, a lot of
them anyway -- gay, straight, whatever --
they resort to molesting children.

(then)
No offense, if you molest children.

FATHER SAVAGE
Actually I don't. 

SUZANNE
Well, still, my heart goes out to you and
the other gay priests. 

FATHER SAVAGE
That's kind, but I'm straight. 

SUZANNE
Is that right? You're very good-looking
for a straight man. 
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FATHER SAVAGE
Thank you...?

SUZANNE
So, what do you do about your sex drive?
I mean, besides jerking off? 

FATHER SAVAGE
Uh... 

SUZANNE
You must have urges. 

FATHER SAVAGE
I... suppose, yes. 

SUZANNE
I can't imagine what goes through your
head. Images of cupping a woman's full
naked breasts in your hands? Tasting her
nipples? Feeling her mouth on your cock?
Am I right?

FATHER SAVAGE
Poss... possibly. 

SUZANNE
The warmth of a woman's moist vagina...
sliding your pulsating member deep inside
of her, her legs wrapping around you like
a vice grip, while you thrust in and out
until you can't hold back? That can't be
easy. 

He's just staring at her. 

SUZANNE (CONT'D)
For me, I get a nice firm cock in front
of me... Well, all I can say, Father, is
you're a stronger person that I. 

She smiles and pushes the menu aside. 

SUZANNE (CONT'D)
I think I'll have the eggs and hash browns.

He forces a smile and sadly looks back down at the menu,
belying the lid on his boiling water. 

INT. HOSPITAL CAFETERIA - DAY

Harry sits, picking through a plate of what we'll assume
is stroganoff, looking for edible sections. 
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His slouch probably has to do with the weight of the
world on his shoulders. His PHONE RINGS, he takes it
out, checks it, smiles.

HARRY
(into phone)

Peg, hi.  
(then)

Sorry, no news yet. He's still... hanging
on. 

(then)
I miss you too. Very much. How's little
Roger? 

(then)
The neighbor actually used those words? A
"fucking monster"? She understands he's
three! 

(then)
He shit on her lawn? Well, a little
extreme. But he figured out how to open
our front door so, pretty smart.

Darryl has approached and stands on the other side of
the table, looking at Harry's stroganoff. 

DARRYL
The fuck is that, food?

HARRY
(looks up)

Darryl? 

DARRYL
(nods at phone)

Talkin' to the wife or is it that hot
babe with the big ones? 

HARRY
(smirks at Darryl,
then into phone)

Yes, my brother. He sends his love. 

DARRYL
Hey, Peg!

HARRY
(into phone)

I'll talk to you soon. Love you, kiss
Roger.

Harry hangs up and looks at Darryl.
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DARRYL
So what happened now? That fucken kid of
yours paint the dog again?

HARRY
I thought you left? 

DARRYL
(sitting)

I did. Then I came back.

HARRY
And you came back because you realized
you forgot something... your wife maybe?  

DARRYL
The band fired me. They replaced me with
Skyhigh's pimply little nephew. But it
doesn't matter. Know why? 

HARRY
Skyhigh?

DARRYL
Lead guitar. Fucken backstabber. But I
don't need that goddamn band. Know why?

HARRY
Because managing it took too much time
away from your wife?  

DARRYL
Why you gotta keep bringing that up? 

HARRY
Darryl, you married her. 

DARRYL
I told you, that wasn't my fault. 

HARRY
Okay, well, she's still here. In Pahrump.

DARRYL
Really? Why? 

HARRY
Apparently, we're all she's got.

DARRYL
Hmmm. Well, don't tell her I'm back. 
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HARRY
Uh-huh. And you don't think she'll see
through that ruse when you show up in the
motel room?

DARRYL
No, no. I checked into a new room. Thirty-
six. She's in 30. 

HARRY
And I'm in 34. So you can imagine my joy. 

DARRYL
Look, if you're being pissy 'cause I missed
Dad's funeral, I'm sorry. But I got big
news.

HARRY
There hasn't been a funeral. And what's
the big news? 

DARRYL
You haven't had the fucken funeral? What
the fuck, man?

HARRY
Can't have a funeral until Dad actually
dies. It'd be awkward. 

DARRYL
He's still alive? Seriously?

HARRY
What's the news, Darryl?

DARRYL
Lawyer in L.A. called -- she says soon as
Dad dies everything's gonna get real
interesting. 

HARRY
And that means what? 

DARRYL
It mean's Dad had money. Real money. Nobody
knows about it. Not even Mom. 

HARRY
Impossible.

DARRYL
Not impossible. Has to do with a guy named
Bob. 
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HARRY
Bob? His uncle?

DARRYL
Who's uncle?

HARRY
Dad's uncle. Bob. 

DARRYL
Dad has an uncle named Bob? 

HARRY
Yup. And Uncle Bob and Dad did something
in Dallas.

DARRYL
Did what?

HARRY
I have no idea. 

DARRYL
Okay, but I thought Dad was hangin' by a
fucken thread? What's the deal?

HARRY
I don't know. Maybe it's Dr. Kevorkian.  

DARRYL
Kevorkian? That sonofabitch. We're gonna
have to hire somebody to take that shithead
out.

HARRY
Darryl, they have laws against that. Even
in Pahrump.   

DARRYL
(a beat)

Pussy. 
(nods at Harry's food)

Lemme have summa that. 

Harry slides the whole tray to him.

HARRY
All yours. 

Harry gets up to exit, as Darryl digs in.
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Fred is exactly as he was the last time we saw him.
Still detached from life support, still attached to a
busy heart monitor. As CAMERA slowly moves in on his
peaceful visage, we hear a woman's voice. 

SEXY WOMAN (V.O.)
Here ya go, Fred. Margarita, no salt.

A woman's HAND enters frame, offering the margarita to
the comatose Fred. As he blinks and opens his eyes, we
PULL BACK to see he is no longer in the hospital room --
he's poolside at a...

EXT. LUXURIOUS CARIBBEAN HOTEL - DAY 

The pool is expansive, beyond it the cerulean sea, bathed
by the Caribbean sun. Fred reclines in a large chaise
lounge, wearing a high-waisted, age-appropriate swimsuit.
We continue to PULL BACK and see it is Brook Burke who's
handing him the drink, wearing a couple strands of yarn
that we'll call a bikini. Fred takes the drink. She
joins him on the chaise lounge, cuddling up beside him. 

FRED BITTER
(re margarita)

Brooke, honey, I think I asked for salt. 

BROOKE BURKE
I'm sorry, Fred, but it looked so good I
licked it off. All of it. 

Fred considers this, decides it's not really a problem.
He starts to drink, but realizes someone is standing
beside them. He looks up and sees it's DEATH, complete
with robe and scythe. 

DEATH
Frederick Bitter, right?

FRED BITTER
Yeah?

DEATH
It's time.

FRED BITTER
It's time? What does that mean?

DEATH
It means your time has come.
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FRED BITTER
For what?

DEATH
For death. You gotta come with me. 

FRED BITTER
Why?

DEATH
Because it's time.

FRED BITTER
You said that. I don't know what that
means.

DEATH
It means it's time for you to die. So,
come on.

FRED BITTER
You're joking. Why would I leave all this?
Look where I'm at. Look at Brooke Burke. 

BROOKE BURKE
(smiles)

Hello.

DEATH
Oh, hey. 

FRED BITTER
(to Death)

Nothin' you got to offer me could beat
this. 

DEATH
I'm not "offering" you. I'm telling you. 

FRED BITTER
Well, I'm telling you no thanks. 

DEATH
Aw, come on, man, don't do this. I'm
begging you.

FRED BITTER
Where'd this come from anyway? Who thought
up with the whole "it's-your-time" thing?

DEATH
I don't know. It's just the way it is.   
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FRED BITTER
God? Did he tell you to do this? 

DEATH
I'm not really religious. 

FRED BITTER
Well, I need to know who's behind this,
or I'm not going anywhere. 

DEATH
You're killing me here. 

FRED BITTER
Maybe you come back with a note from God.
Then I'll think about it. 

DEATH
And what if there is no God?

FRED BITTER
(shrugs)

Then you're shit-outta-luck, aren't ya?

Death just stares at him. Then rubs his eye. 

DEATH
You're giving me a pain behind my eye. 

FRED BITTER
Maybe it's a tumor. 

DEATH
Right. So I'm gonna go. But I'll be back.
Count on it! 

Fred and Brooke laugh. Death, pissed, shoots them a
look and slumps away. Fred watches him go. 

FRED BITTER
Moron. 

BROOKE BURKE
No one can match wits with you, Fred.

She kisses him... as a LARGE MAN approaches wearing a
diaper with sash across his big belly that says "LIFE."
(Remember Pat McCormick [if you're old enough]?)

LIFE
Fred Bitter? 

FRED BITTER
Aw, no. Who are you?
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LIFE
Life. 

FRED BITTER
That's why you're dressed like a big baby? 

LIFE
Look, if you're not going with Death, I
gotta take you back to Life. 

FRED BITTER
Life? Why would I do that? Life was never
like this. 

LIFE
Right. But see, this isn't real. Brooke
Burke isn't real.

(to her)
No offense.  

BROOKE BURKE
No, no, I get it.

FRED BITTER
Well, whatever this is, it beats the hell
outta life. In fact, next week, Brooke
and I are goin' to the Himalayas. 

LIFE
Okay, buster, you're givin' me no
alternative but to kick your ass. 

FRED BITTER
Right. Except you're a fat guy in a diaper.

Life stares at him a moment, then, 

LIFE
Fuck you!

Life exits. Fred turns back to Brooke.

FRED BITTER
Now, where were we?

BROOKE BURKE
I was talking about licking somebody's
rim.

As they cackle together, 

FADE OUT:

END OF SHOW


