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I NT. KITCHEN - MORNI NG

JASON BONHAM a kid in his md-twenties, is sitting at the
table in his kitchen, with breakfast out in front of him He
i s checking updates on his snmartphone, conpletely detached
fromeverything el se going on outside his field of vision.

Suddenly, a shadow | urks behind him A black figure conmes up
behind him as snoke clouds his figure. The figure | aughs
and raises a gleamng scythe in the air. It’s the Gim
Reaper! Has he cone to take Jason’s soul ?

The Reaper lets out a loud, evil |augh.

GRI M REAPER
Now, Jason Bonham your soul shal
be mne for all eternity!
Miahahahahaaaaal!

Jason could care less. He doesn’'t even |look up fromhis
phone to acknow edge that the Reaper’s there. He replies in
a deadpan voi ce.

JASON
Yo, Reaps! You're still behind on
your rent, bro! Wiere is it?

The Gim Reaper drops the scary charades.

GRI M REAPER
Uh, yeah, about that - |I'’mstil
working to catch up on ny paynents,
and, y’ know, harvesting souls just
doesn’t pay nmuch anynore these
days. ..

JASON
Uh- huh, that’s what you said when
| et you nove in. Three years ago.

GRI M REAPER
But trust ne, Jason, you'll have
t hat noney as soon as possi bl e.

JASON
Yeah. Just get it soon, or you're
out, you got ne?

The Reaper exits the room



EXT. HOUSE - DAY

The Reaper stands outside the front door of a suburban
househol d. He has the scythe in one hand and a list in the
ot her.

GRI M REAPER
Hrm | ooks |ike the place..

He knocks on the door. BENJAM N MADDI N, a business man in
his forties, cones to the door. He's in the m ddl e of
putting his suit on. He's a little bit shocked about the
entity on his doorstep.

BEN
VWhat the...?

GRI M REAPER
H . Are you, uh, Ben Maddi n?

Ben doesn’t |ike the appearance of this hooded figure.

BEN
| don’t support the Klan, you
raci st bigot!

GRI M REAPER
The Kl an? What? No, |’ m not one of
them |I'’mthe Gim Reaper. W have
an appoi nt nent together.

BEN
Appoi ntnent? | don’t renenber
maki ng any appoi ntnment with you.
Shirley, ny secretary, schedul es
all ny appoi nt nents.

GRI M REAPER
No, no, this is a divine
appoi ntnent. Shirley doesn’t

schedule it, | do.

BEN
|’msorry, | never set an
appoi ntnent with you, and as you
can see, |’ve got a nore inportant
function to attend to.

GRI M REAPER
You can’t just put this off! This
i s unavoi dable. | get your soul,

don’'t care if you got a thousand
functions to attend to today!

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 3.

BEN
Very funny, pal, now get off ny
por ch.

The door shuts in his face. The Reaper sighs.

GRI M REAPER
Okay, fine! 1’1l just wait "till
you cone back out...not a problem
got all day...

The Reaper | ooks down at his watch on his bony wist.

GRI M REAPER
Twenty mnutes; if you conme out
Wthin twenty mnutes or so, that'd
be great...

EXT KARAOKE BAR - NI GHT

The Reaper arrives at a karaoke bar in the area. He wal ks in
and the bar patrons |ook at him Silence.

Somewhat intimdated, the Reaper clears his throat and heads
to the bar counter. Everyone | ooks away and continues to
drink, as if nothing transpired.

The Reaper |ooks to his left and sees a man drinking al one.
VI CTOR BRADDOCK is a thirty-year old former factory worker
drinking away his pain, pink slip in hand. Bingo, here's the
Reaper’ s chance!

The Reaper inconspicuously slips his way over to Victor and
takes an enpty seat next to him

GRI M REAPER
Vi ctor Braddock, am| right?

Victor doesn’t respond. This is slowy getting awkward.
Reaper notices the pink slip.

GRI M REAPER
You...you | ose your job? Ceez, that
sucks, man. Uh, sorry about that.

Victor turns towards him his face stained and crusted with
mucus and beer. Reaper’s unconfortable here.

GRI M REAPER
Look, I know this is a really bad
time to nention this, having | ost
your job and all, but...l’msorta
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

GRI M REAPER (cont’ d)
required to...you re going to die
of al cohol poisoning, and I’ m here
to take your soul with nme when that
happens, so...yeah.

Victor stares in silence. Then, he takes the shot he hol ds
in his hand and slides it towards the Reaper.

GRI M REAPER
Oh, geez, | don’t know. | prom sed
| wouldn’t drink after Hall oween of

" 95.
Vi ctor pushes the shot cl oser.

GRI M REAPER
Well, why not?

He picks up the glass and downs the drink. H's bones shake
and qui ver.

GRl M REAPER
Ww, that packs quite a punch! If |
still had a stomach, |'msure |’'d

feel that one.

Wthout a word, Victor takes the bottle next to him and
pours the Reaper another shot.

GRI M REAPER
Really, you re too kind, but |I need
to get back to...ah, what the hell?

Down it goes.
MONTAGE: GRI M DRI NKI NG AND PARTYI NG

The few shots that foll ow show the Reaper getting
progressively nore hamrered as the |iquor conmes. H m and
Vi ctor becone the best of drinking buddies.

GRI M REAPER
You know who Faust is? Really nice
guy, really. It’s a shane he sold
his soul to the man down there. And
for what? Know edge. At |east Jimy
Page did it for something
worthwhile; think of it: no deal,
no Stairway to Heaven..

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 5.

GRI M REAPER

.1 renmenber back when Dante cane
down to hang, visited all the
| evel s of Hell. The guy had balls,
but despite what your scholarly
types say, dude was a total hack,
man. | nean, what else is he known
for?

Reaper and Victor are soon up on the stage, singing drunken
kar aoke as best they can without slurring the words. The
crowd goes nuts for it.

END MONTACE

We find ourselves back at the bar counter. Gim still
woozy, is surrounded by Victor and other bar patrons.

BAR GUY #1
Vell, go on! Tell us sumhin else!
GRI M REAPER
You guys wanna know a secret?
VI CTOR
C non, boy, spill it!
GRI M REAPER

Okay, this one will blow your
frickin m nds.

The patrons | ean in.

GRI M REAPER

Tupac and Elvis are still alive!
VI CTOR

No way!
BAR GUY #1

I’mcallin” BS! Were are they?

GRI M REAPER
Nah, | swear to God, it’'s true.
They live in sone little huts in a
hi dden island in the Pacific. Jim
Morrison's there, too.

BAR GQUY #1

Man, you need to quit the shots
t oni ght .

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

GRI M REAPER
Nah, screw that!
(to the BARTENDER)
Reaper shots for everyone! Woo!

No one seens to argue with that proposition.

EXT. STREET - N GHT

Victor and Gri mboth stunble out of the bar, carrying each
other’s weight. They flag down a cab while drunkenly singing
and chattering.

GRI M REAPER
Hey, brooo...you know sunthin ...|I
was gonna...totally gonna take your
soul, but...naaahh, nahhh, you're
cool, bro, you're cool...l love ya,
man! God, |’'m so trashed!

Gri m passes out on the street as Victor uproariously |aughs.

| NT. HOUSE - GRIM S BEDROOM - MORNI NG
Gri mwakes up on his trashy bed, surrounded by beer cans.

GRI M REAPER
Ch, shit...

He | eaps for the bathroom and begins to puke.

GRI M REAPER
Ah, | got barf on ny cloak

He hurls sone nore

I NT. HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MORNI NG

Jason is now sitting in front of the tel evision. The Reaper
cones in fromanother roomin the house.

GRI M REAPER
| swear on ny scythe, I’ m never
drinking again. God, what a

m gr ane.

Jason doesn’t respond.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

GRI M REAPER
So hey, |1’ve got sonme good news and
|”ve got some bad news. |I’Il just

start off with the bad, so things
sound better when | share the good.

Jason turns to |l ook at Reaper with a glaring look in his

eye.
GRI M REAPER
kay, one: 1’1l still be alittle
behind on the rent, and two...you
m ght want to consider renodeling
t he bat hroom
Si | ence.

GRI M REAPER
On the other hand, the good news is
| already have the first
install ment of the rent paynent.

Reaper reaches into his cloak and pulls out a wallet. He
tosses it to Jason, who catches it and |ooks through it. It

turns out to be Victor’s.

GRI M REAPER
| know | got it through
sone...questionabl e neans, but it’s
not |ike he had that nuch, anyway.

There’s only a couple dollars in the wallet.
it with an "is this a joke?" |ook.

GRI M REAPER
And, just for good neasure, 1’|
guarantee not to take your soul on
your twenty-seventh birthday, |ike
| ve been scheduled to do. So, are
we good here?

Jason | ooks at

Jason says not hing, but continues to glare at the Reaper.

EXT. HOUSE

SLAM The Reaper is outside, his things packed. He's

officially been thrown out.

GRI M REAPER
Ch, fine, | see howit is! Your ass
is mne conme Septenber! Let’s see
if you get to eat that birthday
cake now, punk!

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

The Reaper grabs all his bel ongi ngs.

GRI M REAPER
That’s it, I’mgoing back to Hell.

The Gim Reaper nakes his way down the sidewal k, out of a
j ob and out of | uck.



