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FADE IN:

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE – MORNING

Cars are stalled bumper to bumper in morning traffic. Competing radio channels can be heard playing music and morning talk.

Lights from police cars and aid cars flash in the distance.









CUT TO:

INT. MARTY’S CAR - MORNING

MARTY MORRIS, about twenty-six, sits in his SILVER BMW Z3 gripping his steering wheel in frustration. He cusses at the other drivers on the bridge.






MARTY




Come on fuckers! Move it…I’m gonna 

be late for the dead.

He pounds the steering wheel and pulls back and forth on the steering wheel as if he is trying to remove it from the dashboard.

Traffic begins to crawl slowly and Marty’s irritation subsides.






MARTY




Well. It’s about fucking time. The 
gas is on the right lady lets go!






CUT TO:

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE – MORNING

Two police cars and an ambulance with lights spinning are parked at the side of the bridge.

You see Marty’s face as his car drives slowly past the wreck of a 1972 VW BUG and a FEX EX STEP VAN.






MARTY





(in disbelief)




Fuck me.

Marty’s BMW drive slowly out of the scene.










CUT TO:

EXT. MORTUARY PARKING LOT – MID MORNING
Marty’s POV.

He pulls his BMW into his assigned parking spot. You see a sign that reads: MARTY MORRIS – HEAD UNDERTAKER.
Marty turns off the car and opens his door. He steps out of the car with his keys in his left hand and a brief case in the other. With his hip he gives the door a push and it shuts.










CUT TO:

EXT. MORTUARY SIDEWALK – MID MORNING
Marty meets his assistant GAIL, in her early twenties, on the sidewalk and walk toward the front door of the mortuary. You see a sign that reads: MARK’S FAMILY FUNERAL HOME.






GAIL




Hey. Marty wait up. Did you see 

the carnage on the bridge?



MARTY


(cynical)

I saw it. Those crash dummies almost 

made me late.



GAIL

Come on. Drop the tough act. We all 

know you are a big wuss. 

(beat)

Remember the corpse you had to embalm 

and it sat straight up on the gurny? We all had to help you clean the crap out 

of your pants.

Marty remembers the incident. He smiles.






MARTY




Yeah. I guess you’re right. I’m just 

a big wuss. Not sure why I have to be such a cynical ass all the time.

Marty and Gail step on the automatic door. The doors part open. As they enter the building the doors close behind them.










CUT TO:

INT. MORTUARY – DAY

Marty has donned a white doctors coat, protective glasses, and black rubber gloves.

He saws open a chest cavity while keeping his eyes glued to the corner mounted television. It replays the deadly crash on the Golden Gate Bridge. 

Marty is mesmerized by the footage on the news. He pulls out body organs from the stiff while watching.

INSERT – TV SCREEN






NEWS REPORTER 




Tanya. The FED EX driver was taken 
to the hospital with minor bumps and bruise. He should recover fine. The 
other driver in the VW was not so 
lucky. Paramedics could be seen attending to him. As he was being wheeled into 

the ambulance we could see a white 

sheet draped over the gurny. His name 

has not been released yet Tanya.
The newscaster speaking turns to Tanya as he finishes his report.

Tanya speaks and her voice fades away.






MARTY





(speaking to TV)

My god! Now I’m gonna have more work. Couldn’t you have at least lived. Just two more days is all I needed until 

my vacation. God damn it!

Marty attention goes away from the TV. He turns and screams out the push doors for Gail.






MARTY




That unlucky bastard is yours!

Gail walks into the embalming room.






GAIL




I don’t think so wuss. Anyway the 

meat wagon just pulled up with our 

dead NASCAR driver.

(beat)

Common lets go get him.

Marty holds a liver in his hand. He pretends to be Michael Jordan as he shoots the liver into a metal pan a few feet away.

He drops the saw inside the body on the embalming table and throws his hands up as if to give up. The two walk out the push doors to go retrieve the body.










CUT TO:

EXT. AMBULANCE - DAY
The doors to the back of the mortuary slide open. Gail and Marty walk out and stand at the rear of a parked ambulance. 

The rear doors of the ambulance are open and the lights are still spinning on the top. Gail crosses her arms and rubs them to warm herself up in the cold air.

Marty throws one arm up in the air as if to give up and rolls his eyes because he has one more stiff to prepare.

He reaches down and picks up a clip board at the foot of the gurney.

He becomes distracted by the PARAMEDICS, two men about late twenties, before a chance to read the clip board.






PARAMEDIC #1




Here’s the dude who thought today 

would be a good day to die.


Paramedic #2 laughs.






PARAMEDIC #2




Yeah…can you imagine being taken out 

by a giant Fed Ex truck and mumbling these last words as you go into the light. When I absolutely, positively 
have to be dead today, I think I’ll 
cream a moving Fed Ex truck.
All four laugh. Marty cuts his laughter short and jeers at the two paramedics as if to say knock it off. He pulls the clip board closer and reads it.

He begins to laugh uncontrollably. Only Marty laughs.






PARAMEDIC #2




What’s so funny?






MARTY




Seems I know this son of a bitch.






GAIL




Who is it? And why are you laughing?

She socks Marty in the arm.






GAIL




How would you like to be lying dead 

on a gurney and have other laugh at 

you?

(beat)

Don’t be rude.

Marty composes himself and turns to look at Gail. He hangs the clip board back at the foot of the gurney. Then he looks at the two paramedics standing at each side of the gurney. 






MARTY





(sarcastic)




Lets see him. Lets see Bart Mallow.

Paramedic #2 pulls back the white sheet covering the dead body to reveal BART MALLOW, age 28. As he uncovers the body he speaks to Marty.






PARAMEDIC #2




Ok Marty.




(beat)




But be prepared this one is messy. 
You two probably haven’t seen such 
a mess in a long time. Well probably since that drunk stunt cyclist decided 
to drive his HARLEY into that moving airplane propeller over at MOFFETS 

FIELD a few years back.
You see Bart Mallows twisted body lying on the gurney. Marty looks at the body and giggles like a little kid.

Gail becomes perturbed by Marty’s disrespect for the dead and scolds him.






GAIL




Marty…Knock it off! You need to 

start taking your job a bit more 

serious. 

Gail glares at the two paramedics with squinted eyes. She waves her hand toward the sliding door as if to say with her body language take him inside.






GAIL




Come on children. Wheel Mr. Mallow 

into the freezer for now. 

She stomps her feet and the two paramedics standing around move rapidly to get the body inside. Marty stands in a daze and does not move with the others. He looks like he has seen a ghost.






GAIL




Move it!










CUT TO:

INT. TAVERN – NIGHT

Marty sits with a drink at the bar. His hair is messed up from nervously running his hands through it. With a blank stare he takes the last drink from his glass and slides the empty glass to the edge of the bar.





MARTY





(slight slur)




Hey. Give me another Kamikaze.

A tall blonde female BARTENDER, early twenties, walks over with a fresh Kamikaze. It has a pink umbrella poking out from the top. She sets it on the bar top and slides it at Marty.






BARTENDER




You ok? Something you wantta talk 

about mister. I’m all ears if you 

need to talk.

Marty snaps out of his daze.






MARTY




Oh man I just saw my childhood 

nemesis dead on a gurney tonight.

Marty takes a long drink of his Kamikaze.






MARTY




And I’m the unlucky bastard who is 

going to prep the body for burial.



BARTENDER


(confused)

What?

He lifts his glass as if to toast.






MARTY




Yeah…I’m the undertaker.

Marty downs the rest of the Kamikaze then reviews the empty glass and hands it to the bartender.







MARTY




Gimme another.

He belches and almost falls off of his bar stool.










CUT TO:

INT. FUNERAL HOME – AFTER MIDNIGHT

You see a single light shining. The light comes from the embalming room. 

You hear metal things dropping, things being thrown about inside the embalming room.










CUT TO:

INT. EMBALMING ROOM – AFTER MIDNIGHT

Marty is highly intoxicated and uses the wall as his crutch to keep from falling down. He holds a bone saw.

Bart Mallow’s corpse lays naked on the metal prep table. His body is bruised, broken, and twisted up. His face is frozen with a final look of terror on it. A large piece of broken plastic tail light is sticking out of his head just above his right brow.
Marty looks like a mad scientist. He wears his long white doctors coat and goggles.

On counter sits a newly opened bottle of WILD TURKEY, several EXTENTION CORDS, a DIGITAL CAMERA, a battery operated DRILL, APPLES, and a .357 MAGNUM.






MARTY





(highly intoxicated)




All all righ right you sick son 

son of a bitch ch you want to 

humil humiliate pee pole. I’m gon 

gonna have the la last laugh.

He covers his mouth with his hand as his cheeks poof out as if he is about to vomit. Tears run down his face and he loses his balance falling to the floor with a thud.






MARTY




Remember.

He stands.






MARTY




Remember when when you kil killed my 

cat with an M M M80? Wat watch this.

Marty grabs the bottle of Wild Turkey and extension cord.





MARTY




You si sick moth mother fuck fucker. 

Th that poor ca cat.

He thinks then sets the Wild Turkey back on the counter and grabs the digital camera.

Stumbling forward he grabs Bart’s body and flips it buttox up. He proceeds to hog tie Bart’s arms and legs together.

He reaches for the bottle of Wild Turkey and only comes up with air. While reaching for the bottle he mumbles some profanity under his breath then bounces Bart’s body off the floor.

Marty takes an apple off the counter and stuffs it into Bart’s mouth. He takes a swig from the Wild Turkey then snaps a few pictures of Bart with his digital camera.






MARTY





(wobbling side to side)

How do do y you like that humil humiliation? Wa Wait I got mor 

more.

Bart is untied and laid back on the embalming table.

Marty grabs the drill off of the counter and pulls the trigger twice to make sure it works.






MARTY




Rem remember wh when you drill 
drilled a holes in my ne new Sch 

winn tires. I I’m gon gonna give 

y you a slow le leak.
The drill is pressed against Bart’s skull and Marty pulls the trigger. You hear the motor of the drill bog down as it cuts a hole deep into Bart’s head. Smoke can be seen billowing from the drill.

Blood squirts like a water fountain out of Bart’s head as the drill cuts a perfect quarter inch hole right between his dead open eyes.

Marty is covered with splattered blood and flesh. He slip on a metal objected that is on the floor.

He disappears out of the shot and you hear a loud thud on the floor.










CUT TO:

INT. MORTUARY – EARLY MORNING

Marty lays on his back with his arms folded over his chest sleeping in a casket. He wakes to sunshine peering in through a window. He squeals in pain from a killer headache and rubs his temple with one hand.
He checks the time on his watch and jumps out of the casket with urgency.






MARTY




Holy crap! I think I left that ass 

with a giant drill bit sticking out of his head.







CUT TO:

INT. VIEWING ROOM – DAY

Marty and Gail stand next to a deceased person in an open casket. Gail applies fresh makeup to the corpse face.

She looks Marty up and down as she applies the makeup.






GAIL




You look like the dead this morning. 

Do you need some coffee?



MARTY

I feel like her. Rough night last 
night.

Rubs his head with his open palm.






MARTY




Screw the coffee…got any aspirin?






GAIL




Sure. Hang on a minute and we’ll 

walk up to the break room. 

(beat)

Were you thinking of your dead friend 

in  the freezer? That’s it! That’s why you look like you do?
She finishes with the makeup and tucks the silk lining of the casket back into place.






GAIL




Oh almost forgot. Mallow’s mom called 

and wants an open casket. I know he’s 

a mess.

(beat)

Whadda ya think?

Marty rubs his chin diabolically, his eyes roll up to the left, and he gets a devious smirk on his face.






GAIL




Earth to Marty. Well! Open or 

closed?






MARTY





(quick answer)




No problem. Open.






GAIL





(bewilderment)




Are you completely insane!? Did you 

see the condition of his face? Did 

you see the contorted figure of a 

body? I’ll tell her it’ll be closed.



MARTY

No its no problem. Trust me. I’ll 

purty him up for the fam.

You see a perfect looking dead woman in a casket as the two depart the viewing room.









CUT TO:

INT. EMBALMING ROOM – DAY
Bart is lying naked on the metal prep table. 

Off screen you hear the television news playing. Muddled voices are reporting the day’s violence.

Marty puts on his doctors coat, rubber gloves, and goggles. He sees the bottle of Wild Turkey sitting on the counter and takes a swig from the bottle.

He tosses the bottle into a trash can and turns to face Bart Mallow on the metal prep table. You see the quarter inch hole between his eyes.






MARTY




All right you sorry loser. Time to 

slice and dice you up for a viewing 

your family will never forget.

Out of sight you hear a saw rev up. You hear the gears bog down as it cuts into Bart’s body.









CUT TO:

INT. CHAPEL – DAY
Bart Mallow lies in his metal casket at the front of the chapel. The lid is closed. Flowers adorn all around the casket. 

Crying from the funeral goers can be heard. The PREACHER, sixty, stands at a podium next to Bart’s casket.






PREACHER
We come here today to remember a dedicated man. A man who loved and 

was loved by his family. A man who 

was a loyal employee of the U.S. 

Post Office and a good friend to 

all.







CUT TO:

INT. CHAPEL WING – DAY
Marty stands at the back of the chapel behind curtains in the wing peering through the drawn curtains at the funeral taking place.






MARTY





(snickering)




What a load of crap. He was a big 

dick.

He pulls a small silver flask out of his back pocket and takes a quick drink.










CUT TO:
INT. CHAPEL – DAY

Bart’s AUNT MARTHA, in her early fifties, leans out of her chair in the front row and pushes a folded note onto the stage. She motions for the preacher to read it.

He bends down and picks the note up and unfolds it. A moment passes as he read the note.

The preacher folds the note and puts it in his pocket then smiles at Aunt Martha.






PREACHER




To all of those who loved Bart we will 

be opening the casket for you to say 

your final goodbyes. Before we open the casket please bow your heads in prayer with me.

He bows his head and closes his eyes.










CUT TO:

INT. CHAPEL STAGE – DAY






PREACHER




Amen.






CONGREGATION





(in unison)




Amen.

The preacher walks over to the casket and slowly lifts the lid to reveal Bart Mallow.

You see Bart Mallow’s twisted body in the casket. His eyes and mouth are propped wide open in terror. In hands grip a steering wheel and his hair has been spiked to portray fear. Bart Mallow looks like he did the moment he collided with that Fed Ex truck and died.

Strewn inside the casket are pictures from Marty’s digital camera from the night before. You see one of him hog tied, one of him with a drill bit sticking out of his head, and one of Marty looking inside of Bart’s opened up chest cavity.
The preacher faints as he sees the state of Bart’s mangled body lying in an open casket.

Gail runs on stage and slams the lid of the casket shut.










CUT TO:

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE – AFTERNOON

Marty’s BMW is seen traveling through traffic across the bridge.










CUT TO:

INT. CAR – AFTERNOON

A cell phone rings and Marty answers with a devious smirk on his face.






GAIL (O.S.)




Marty. What the hell!?






MARTY




Wasn’t it a beautiful thing? I 

wish I could have seen the families 

faces when they opened that casket and 

took a good look at the piece of shit 

from my childhood.




GAIL (O.S.)

What could he have possibly done to you 

to cause this? You humiliated his family. 

You humiliated me!

Marty swerve around a car that is stopped in front of him.






MARTY



Hey asshole.





GAIL (O.S.)



What? Are you talking to me.






MARTY



Sorry no. Some dick just stopped in 

front of me and almost killed me.



(beat)



Anyway, you could never understand…

Bart was…

He is cut off in mid-sentence as he sees a stopped truck directly in front of him. Marty drops the phone, grips the steering wheel tight, and slams down on the brake pedal.






MARTY




(eyes closed - fear)



Shit! Shit! Shhhhit!

His BMW slams into the rear end of a stopped FED EX step van. Marty is killed on impact.

EXT. GOLDEN GATE BRIDGE – AFTERNOON

Smoke and debris can be seen at the crash. You see Marty sitting dead in his BMW with blood all over his face and still gripping the steering wheel.

You hear Gail’s voice through the cell phone.






GAIL (O.S.)




Marty! Marty! Stop screwing around 

and answer me!

The FED EX truck engine starts and you see Bart Mallow’s ghostly image leaning out of the window with an elbow on the door.






BART




Life was a bitch wasn’t it fag. 

Just wait til the afterlife.

Bart Mallow laughs and the FED EX truck drive away from the crash.






FADE OUT:


THE END

