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| NT: BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Mark, 29, tall, but lacking the neat to conpensate, is
stretched to the ends of his bed. Eyes fully wi de, as he
stares up at his ceiling.

H s roomresenbles the aftermath of a natural disaster
Piles of clothes stacked up high, draws remain half open.
Has the | ook of weeks of neglect.

An al armcl ock rings off.

Motionl ess, as his eyes drift toward his alarmclock. He
see’s it’s 9:00.

MARK( V. O
| f sonmeone would have told ne |I'd
be dead before thirty, I'd prolly’
just laugh in their face. That was
before | got the letter. M...
expi ration papers, as they say.
Now...Now it just doesn’t seemt hat
funny anynore.

Mark slowy rises up fromthe bed. Runs his fingers through

his hair, as he presses back the skin from his forehead.

MARK( V. O
| nmean | guess |I’mnot al one. They
say about a hundred and fifty five
t housand peopl e di e each day.
That’s a | ot people if you ask ne.
And I"’m sure not all of them got
the courtesy of a letter.

Getting up off the bed, Mark rummages through his draws,
putting together an outfit for the day.

He gl ances over at a snmall end table in his bedroom Laying

on top, The letter.

MARK( V. O
It’s like hitting the death
lottery. But it reads nore |like a
rejection letter fromcollege. "W
are sorry to informyou, that you
will expire in the next two weeks.
You have our deepest synpat hies.
P.S Please do not take this
opportunity to act out in a matter
t hat does not conflict with your
| ocal federal and state |aw.
Basically, don't |ose your shit,
and go on a massive killing spree.



| NT: KI TCHEN

The refrigerator door is w de open, as nmark guzzles down a
gal l on of mlKk.

He gags and spits it out.

MARK
Aruurg. The fuck..

Mar k checks the expiration date on the mlKk.
It’s a week ol d.

MARK( CONT)
O course it expired.

EXT: MARK' S HOUSE - DAY

Mar k wal ks over to his car, that’s parked just outside his
house. He cautiously approaches, checking below the car for
any signs of | eaks.

He opens the door and eases hinself into the seat. Gently
pul ling dowmn on the seat belt. He checks over every M nuit
detail, before starting the car.

Finally, he feels...protected.

Engi ne running, he checks his mrrors before nmerging into
traffic. Coast is clear, he pulls off turning left into the
street..

VROOOOOM

A blur of a car cones surging past him just inches froma
col l'i sion.

MARK
JESUS, FUCK!....Really?. ..This is
gonna be a | ong day....

He reflects on what he just said.

MARK( CONT)
God willing.

EXT: JIMS CAR/ DRI VING - MORNI NG

A plethora of cars envelop the road. Mark keeps steady in
his lane. H's eyes shift and pan around him A cauti ous
awar eness, conpared to his usual heedl essness.

W thout warning, traffic ahead cones to abrupt halt.



Mark jams on the brakes, screeching tires bring his car
inches frominpact, with the car in front of him

He exhal es.

MARK
Pull it together Mark.

EXT: FI RST NATI ONAL BANK - DAY

Mark pulls his car into a spot across the street fromthe
bank. He turns the ignition key, killing the engine. Rather
than getting out, he pauses... drifting off into thought.

He snaps hinmself out with a shake of his head. Reaches over
to the gloves box, fishing his hand for sonething. He
clutches it, and pulls out... a piece of paper. The letter.

He gets out and shuts the door. Over his shoul der he can see
an unmar ked suspicious car. Wth two even nore suspi ci ous
gentl enmen, dressed in all black, staring back.

He shrugs it off and nmake his way into the bank.
| NT: FI RST NATI ONAL BANK - DAY

Waiting next in line, Mark does a casual scan of his
surroundi ngs. He notices the two suspicious nmen from before,
sitting on the bank’s | eather sofas.

An el derly wonen taps Mark on the shoul der.

ELDERLY WOVEN
Your next.

MARK
(taken back)
What ?

ELDERLY WOMEN
Your next...she’'s open.

Mark realizes he’s holding up the line, and proceeds to the
teller.

TELLER
H, how can we hel p you?

Mar k swal | ows, then speaks.
MARK

H..l"mlooking to...l want...
want nmake a w t hdrawal .



TELLER
Ok, how nmuch will you be
wi t hdr awi ng?

MARK
Al of it.
TELLER
Al of it?
MARK
Yep. | want all the noney... | got.

Checki ng, savings, clean it out.
And | have this, it says it’s good
for five hundred dollars on the day
of expiration.

Mark hands the teller the letter.

TELLER
Ch.... OKL WII you be closing your
account al so today?

MARK
What do you think?

The teller realizes the idiocy of that question.

TELLER
Yea...right. uhm..Aright, just
uh...slide your card and put in
your pin in for ne.

He pulls out his wallet, a small pocket picture flutters to
t he ground.

Mar k bends over to pick it up. Its’ a cute little bowing
alley type picture of himand a pretty bl ond.

He gets lost in thought again as he stares at the picture.

TELLER
Sir? Your card.

MARK
Yea | got it right here.

Mark puts the picture back in his wallet, then swi pes his
card. Types in his pin, and stands patiently for his noney.

The teller puts a stack of cash through a counting nmachi ne.
Then slides it into an envel ope.



TELLER
K, you had 467 dollars and fifteen
cents in you checking. And you had
1850 in your savings. Plus the five
hundred dol I ar voucher. So, you got
total of two thousand ei ght
hundred, seventeen dollars and
fifteen cents. |I’mjust gonna put
it here in this envel ope and..

The teller slides the envel ope underneath the gl ass.

TELLER( CONT)
... You have a nice day now.

Mark props up a smle

MARK
Yea... 1’11l try.

He turns fromthe teller and heads for the door. On his way
out, he notices the two suspicious nmen are now gone.

EXT: FI RST NATI ONAL BANK - EXT

Sl unped over to the side is an old burly, thick bearded
honel ess man. Reeki ng of piss and bourbon.

Mark exists the bank and is inmmediately hit by a fou
st ench.

He | ooks down to see the old honel ess man sl eepi ng. Mark
reaches into the envel ope and gives over blindly, half of
the stack of cash he withdrew. Dropping it in the honel ess
man’ s | ap.

The bumrises fromhis drunken stupor. H's eyes wi den at the
bank roll on his |ap.

HOVELESS MAN
Sir you dropped your noney.
MARK
| didn’t drop it, | gave it to you
HOVELESS MAN
Al of it?
MARK

Yea. You could use it nore than
can.



HOVELESS MAN
There’s over a thousand doll ars
here.

MARK
| know.

HOVELESS MAN
Wha' jue’ get dat’ letter or
sont hin’ kid?

Mar k doesn’t respond.

HOVELESS MAN
Shit you did, didn’t you? That’'s a
dam shane. Young kid |ike you, had
your whole life ahead of ya'. See
at least back in ny days, we didn't
have no expiration date. Like we
were all sone god damm perishabl e
fruit. Takes out all the nystery
and fun out of life if you ask ne.
| guess it don't matter for an old
geezer |ike nyself. | wont be
getting any letters. | guess they
didn’t think about the honel ess
when they hatched that up, huh.

The ol d honel ess man | aughs it up. Exposing the rows of
m ssing teeth in his nouth.

MARK
Just don’t go spending it all on
booze, K

HOVELESS MAN
Cant make any prom ses Kki d.

I NT: MKE S AUTO PARTS - DAY
Over by the counter is..

TRACY, 24, blond co worker, with a punk rock |ook. Tattoo’'s
of red roses and thorns slither around her wists, Sits in
utter shock.

TRACY
Are you serious?

MARK
Serious as a heart attack.



TRACY
Don’t even say that. How cone you
didn't tell us?

MAR
| didn’t want people |ooking at ne
different. O maybe, | just didn't
want to be remi nded by it.

TRACY
Did you speak with Kate...|l know
you guys been broken up for al nost
i ke six nonths. But you were al so
together for like six years.

MARK
| tried to reach her. She doesn’t
return any of ny calls.

TRACY
Yea | haven't spoken to her in
weeks al so.

JARED, 27, one of Mark's close friends, as well as his co
wor ker, chines in.

JARED
Are you fucking shittin nme? You' re
tellin us, today is your | ast
day...alive? Like any nonent you
could just fall out and die?

MARK
That’s what |’ m sayi ng.

JARED
You shoul d have told nme. You know
what we could have did in these
past few weeks. Fuckin Vegas,
strippers, all the fucking drugs
that are body can take at
once. . ... bef ore we pass out. And
you been just comng to work
everyday |i ke everything’ s fuckin’
normal for the past two weeks?

MARK
| guess | was hoping it wouldn’t
real |y happen.

JARED
Ch it’s gonna happen. My cousin’s
roonmate got that letter |ast year.
( MORE)



JARED (cont’ d)
Ht by bus. H s body was dragged
for Iike three bl ocks before the
driver stopped.

TRACY
| don’t think he wants to hear
about that.

JARED
VWel | he shoul d. Because that shit,
that letter. That shits fareal’.

MARK
How do they know? And how cone we
don’t know how t hey know? Wy is
nobody aski ng questions?

JARED
| don’t know exactly how a
conmbusti bl e engi ne works, but |
know it can nove a car

TRACY
What ?

JARED
Li sten... people say this shit
m ght even be alien related. M
personally, | believe it’s sone

ki nd of social experinent. O maybe
a formof population control. A way
of thinning out the herd. They got
agents in place everywhere. They
coul d be parked across the street
right now for all we know.

Mar k gl ances out the w ndow.

JARED( CONT)
They could be the weird guy in the
supermarket, an old lady in a bank,
a bus driver...

TRACY
Real | y? And ol d | ady?

JARED
See, that’s exactly why it wll
work. You'll never see it com ng.



MARK
| think you need to stop snoking
t hat PCP

JARED
|’moff that....it’s started
fuckin® with ny decision making.

Tracy shakes her head and sm | es.

TRACY
So what are you gonna’ do today?
JARED
Yea if | was you right now, on ny
| ast day, |I'd be on beach in

Tahiti, smoking a blunt while
getting brains froma Scandi navi an
bi t ch.

TRACY
Scandi navi an?

JARED
They give the best head.

TRACY
Your gross. And your a liar.

JARED
Ch stop, lets not play the virgin
card now.

TRACY
Fuck you Jared.

MARK
You guys need sone time al one or
sonething?...1 mean hello...(raises
hand) Fuckin’ dying over here.

TRACY
No..if we did, it wouldn't take
| ong.

JARED
What’ s that suppose to nean?

TRACY
|"mjust sayin ...girls talk.



JARED
If I was you man, | mght even go
on on banki ng robbi ng spree. One
bank after another.

Mar k shakes hi s head.

JARED
Why not ?

MARK
Because in order to pull sonething
like that off. Sonebody woul d
probably have to get shot. And |I'm
not | ooking to take people down
with me on ny last day. That’s not
how I want to go out.

JARED
" mjust saying man. Don’t wai st no
time today. Live it up. It’s
fucking awful it had to be you to
get one of those letters though. W
too young for that shit. Wien it’s
the old people, who really gives a
fuck. They're old. They had their
time. But man...your getting jipped
out of at least forty years.

TRACY
It’s like I want to cry, | just
cant. | guess | cant believe it. |

mean you | ook so healthy. What are
you gonna do now?

MARK
| dunno’...drive around.

JARED
Drive around? Dude, you shoul d have
pl anned this day out better.

MARK
Even if | cramred a hundred things
to do today, I'd still be far short
of alife fulfilled..Il don’t
know....Let ne get out of here...

Mar k heads for the door.
JARED

Yo Mark...l’mgonna get a tattoo of
you on ny back
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MARK
You don’t have to do that.
That’s...that’s a bit nuch.

JARED
Nah it’s gonna be nice. |’ m gonna
have your face blown up, there's
gonna be blood drippin, it’s
gonna’ be sick, you'l
see..... wel | ...you wont see,
but...its gonna be sick.

MARK
Thanks man. You guys take care.

TRACY
Yea...you too.

Mar k wal ks out the auto parts store.
EXT: DRI VI NG - DAY

Pulling up to a train crossing, Mark slowy applies the
br akes.

The suspicious car fromearlier, pulls behind Mrk.

Mar k gl ances through his rear view, recognizing the famliar
car.

DI NG DI NG DI NG DI NG cont..

The wooden train barrier, blocks the road.

Mar k | ooks back, then straight ahead. Jans on the gas and
fly's through the barrier. Breaking wood hits the w ndshield
and tunbles off the car as the oncomng train nearly crushes
Mark’ s car.

Escapi ng near death, he rel eases a joyous cel ebration.
Poundi ng his steering wheel, while yelling out the w ndow.

MARK
You guys are gonna have to fuckin’
earn it today!
He speeds of f down the road.
EXT: CEMETERY - DAY

Mar k stands over two conjoi ned tonbstones. The inscription
reads... "Always and forever".

The nanmes of Margret Baker and Ji m Baker rest up top.
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Mar k’ s parents.

He crouches Iow to the ground and | ays a bouquet of flowers
besi de the grave

He | eans over and ki sses the tonbstone.

MARK
(enotional)
| mss you guys so nuch. It wont be
long now...|l cant wait to see you.

He | eans over and kisses it again before he turns and wal ks
away.

| NT: CHURCH - DAY

The door opens, Mark nmakes his way into a seenmingly enpty
church. An afternoon sun, beans |ight rays through the stain
gl ass wi ndows, |ined up on the walls.

Mark wal ks into the confessi onal booth.
He sits down.

MARK
Fat her...you there father?

FATHER
....1"mhere.

MARK
Well...where do | start. | guess I
have questions nore than
conf essi ons.

FATHER
What is it that’s on your m nd?
MARK
Today | will die. | know
because...ny expiration papers say
Il wll. So then |I guess ny question

is...how do they know? And if they
do know, is it God whose telling
them And if it is God....why? Wy
burden us with the know edge of our
deaths. To ne it seens counter
productive, if the goal is to
reshape humanity. To change us..for
the good. Then | don’t see how
meki ng up five hundred doll ar
vouchers on the day of expiration,

( MORE)



MARK (cont’ d)
and say.."Now go in the bank and
cash that",..is a good idea. | cant
tell you the thoughts that run
t hrough your head. Standing in |ine
at a bank, on the day you expire.
Tal k about tenptation. But then
again, what good is it to have al
t he noney you want, if you wont be
alive to spend it.

FATHER

K. ..so what was your question?
MARK

s it God? Is this whole thing,

these letters...is it god?
FATHER

The lord taketh’ as he will.

MARK
See, what does that nean? | need
strai ght answers at this point.
Tinme is a bit of an issue here

father. If | wanted scripture, |1'd

pick up a bible. I’"msure you guys

have an extra copy |ying around

here. | need to know, is it god

that’'s saying | will die today?
FATHER

The lord is responsible for al

t hi ngs. Every soul that reaches his
ki ngdom of heaven has been
predeterm ned. He has a plan for
all of us. And these expiration
papers...this knowl edge of ones
death. Is surely the work of the
lord. Who el se woul d have t hat
myriad wealth of know edge of al
his children? You see, every day |
get nore and nore peopl e asking ne
t hat question. Is it god? And what
| tell themis...That’s not the
guestion you shoul d be asking
yoursel f. The principal of faith
does not require an absol ution.
Instead...with this new know edge
of death, howw Il | conduct
myself. It’s a test. The ultimte
test of one’s true norality...the
character of a man is defined in

( MORE)

13.
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FATHER (cont’ d)
the actions we take. So the
guestion you should be asking is,
what do we do now?

MARK
So your saying, If | conduct nyself
in a way god approves of, then
passing his test affords ne the
right into heaven.

FATHER
If you lived a life of good. God
will reward you.

MARK
...at this point..1’Il buy it.

It’s either god or aliens. And if
it’s aliens...may god help us all.

FATHER
What | suggest for you is to spend
your remaining hours with the ones
you |l ove. And prey that god
forgives you.

MARK
O what? He'll strike me down? I’ m
al ready a marked man fat her.

FATHER
Your soul can also burnin a
perpetual fire with pain and agony
being the only sense you feel.
Bei ng ri pped apart -

MARK
Ri pped or raped?

FATHER
Ri pped.

MARK

Oh | thought you said raped. Cause’
| know all about all the fire and
bri net one, but no one tal ks about

rapes in hell. I don't get down
like that. No ass rapin’ goin’ on
over here.

FATHER

Hel | consist of your worst fear,
mani festing itself for eternity. If
( MORE)
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FATHER (cont’ d)
bei ng raped, by another man is your
worst fear. Then that’s what your
hel | would be. Just a |l arge room

of ..."ass rapin’ highly erect

men....and you....w t hout your

pants. For eternity, over....and

over again. So...hell is bad.
MARK

Jesus father, did you have to be so
graphic. This is why this place is
enpty. Your laying down that old
testanent pretty thick on us. Now
that | think about it. I'mleanin
toward the aliens.

EXT: SUBURBAN HOUSE - DAY

Par ked out front, Mark stares at a white house, with green
shutters.

He takes in a breath, the exists his car and heads for the
front door.

The door is slightly open. Mark is leery to walk in. He
deci des to push the door further open as he slowy takes a
step forward.

MARK
Hel | 0?. .. Kate. ..

He enters the home, passes the |living roomcouch to see
Kate, covered in blood as she | ays on her side.

Mark rolls her over to her back.
He checks her pul se....nothing.

He feels the blood with his finger tips and realizes that
this took place a short tinme ago, the blood is still wet.

He pops up with his head on a swivel, maintaining alertness,
as he struggles to conprehend what took place.

Fromthe deep corner of his eye, he spots it..... The letter,
face up on the coffee table.

He picks it up and reads..
Shocked and in a total state of disbelief, he lets the

letter slip through his fingers as it flutters to the
gr ound.
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The pain and agony that he feels inside, is abruptly
interrupted by a pain of a different kind. A sharp steel
bl ade burrows its way through his | ower back.

MARK
Ahhhhh!

A strung out junkie pushes the bl ade deeper inside, as he
pushes himforward and over the coffee table. Mark falls
over and takes the junkie with him

The bl ade is renoved and used to stab Mark repeatedly.
Hands, shoul ders, chest.

Mar k manages to hold the next in pending swing of the
junkie's right arm The junkie feverishly presses all his
wei ght down on the bl ade.

JUNKI E

Your gonna’ fuckin’ die today.
MARK

Yea, | know. But not by you.
JUNKI E

That your girlfriend? Do you want
to know what | did to her before I
killed her, or before you showed
up?

The junki e gestures a kiss.

JUNKI E
Best piece of ass | had this week.

The junki e | aughs.

Mar k summons the rest of his strength and will and turns the
wrist of his attacker. Stripping the knife out, he |unges
over, grabs it and dishes out sone payback.

He swi ngs the bl ade around and stabs the junkie in the
f or ehead.

I nstant death. The junkie drops to his back.

Mark crawls his way to Kate. He throws his arm over her
wai st and presses cl oser.

Dying, and rapidly losing blood...Mirk closes his eyes.
He di es.

Monents | ater..
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Sounds of hard bottom shoes hitting the wooden fl oor
approach cl oser and cl oser. ..

The two suspiciously | ooking nmen that Mark spotted earlier,
step into frane.

The nystery nmen | ook down at all three bodies.

MYSTERY MAN #1
Success.

MYSTERY MAN # 2
Agreed. Though this one here..

MYSTERY MAN # 1
You don’t believe he deserved this,
do you?

MYSTERY MAN # 2
It seens a bit excessive...his
expiration.

MYSTERY MAN # 1
We don't set the design. All we do
is nonitor it’s inplenentation.

MYSTERY MAN # 2
| know and | understand the
i mportance of the design. This one
in particular has all three aspects
merged in one. Kate shut the world
off and fell into despair. This
poor excuse of a man was driven
strictly by his selfish and nost
devi ous desires. And then there’s
Mark...he didn't fall into despair,
he didn’t act out on his basic
i mpul ses. He just continued |iving.
Denying the truth. On the surface,
this all...seens deservingly so.
But his file is borderline. A
deci si on coul d have been nade to -

MYSTERY MAN # 1
To what? Save hin? It’s not our job
to save him He could have saved
hi msel f, along tinme ago. Don’t get
hung up on this guy. | know this
your first tinme out in the field.
It gets easier, trust me. They're
not hard to manage once you get
passed it all. For every Mark,
they’' re thousands nore, and nost of

( MORE)
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MYSTERY MAN # 1 (cont’ d)
them have famlies. Children left
behind. Talk to nme when you reach a
100 thousand. Then see what you
t hi nk.

MYSTERY MAN # 2

think this is going to be a |ong
I'le

I
m ni a.

MYSTERY MAN # 1
God willing.

The two nystery nen casually wal k out the house....

The door remai ns open as a hand pops in and closes it shut.

THE END



