INT. BEDROOM—NIGHT

SAM, 17, sits at his desk doing his difficult junior year homework.  He looks down at it, it is pre-calc and it looks extremely confusing.  There are many, many problems to complete.  

He sighs, shoves it aside, and flips open his assignment notebook.  He runs his finger down the crossed off days until he gets down to one that I s not crossed out, but is FILLED with assignments.  There is a history test, an unbelievable amount of math problems, seven chapters of A Tale of Two Cities, a Chemistry lab, and a Spanish exam to study for.  One homework assignment is checked off, which is to print out a recipe for home-ec.  
A baseball falls to the ground off his dresser, it startles him and then he sighs, and looks back at his work.
Sam sighs again.  He looks as though he’s fighting some angry inner urge, until he seems to just suck it up.  He then puts on his iPod and just lay’s on his bed doing nothing.  

Smoke billows through the bottom of the door, along with a bright, almost holy, light.  Sam doesn’t notice.  Music begins to play, but Sam doesn’t notice, finally the door bursts open and in flies FRANKIE, the beauty school drop-out angel, as seen in the hit film Grease.
He is wearing all white as the smoke billows around his feet and the light glimmers off his absolutely GLORIOUS hair.





FRANKIE (SUNG)



Your stories sad to tell,



A teenage ne’er do well-

He’s too concerned with his entrance at this point to look down at Sam, until finally he does with the next stanza.





FRANKIE (SUNG)



Most mixed up non-delinquent, on



The block!

He seems irritated that Sam has yet to notice him.  He leans over and plucks a headphone from his ear.





FRANKIE (SUNG)



Your future’s so unclear now,



What’s left of your career now?

Sam, who now notices Frankie, frantically sits up in his bed totally freaked out, and backs up into the corner.





FRANKIE (SUNG)



Can’t even get a trade in on 

your smock!

Little beauty-school angels run in and help with the back-up singing.  Sam is just dumbfounded.





FRANKIE (SUNG)



Beauty school drop out,





SINGERS



Beauty school drop out!





FRANKIE (SUNG)



No graduation day for you.



Beauty school drop out,





SINGERS



Beauty school dropout!





FRANKIE (SUNG)



Missed your midterms and flunked 
shampoo.  Well at least you could 

have taken time, to wash and clean 

your clothes up, after spending all 

that dough to have the doctor fix 

your nose up!

Frankie taps Sam on the nose.  Sam, who is pulling himself together smacks his hand away.  Unphased, Frankie continues to sing and dance in a swingy snappy sort of way.




FRANKIE (SUNG)

Baby get moving-


SINGERS

Baby get moving!

FRANKIE (SUNG)
Why keep your feeble hopes alive?
What are you proving-


SINGERS
What are you proving?




FRANKIE (SUNG)
You've got the dream, but not 
the drive.
Sam’s look of confusion slowly changes to anger and boredom.  Frankie gets in close to deliver his next advice-filled lines.





FRANKIE (SUNG)


If you go for your diploma, you 
could join a steno pool.
Frankie leans back again and gives a Two million dollar smile.
FRANKIE (SUNG)
Turn in your teasin’ comb and go 
back to high school!
Sam allows his head to rest on his fist, looking extremely unamused.

FRANKIE (SUNG)
Beauty school dropout-

SINGERS
Beauty school dropout!

FRANKIE (SUNG)
-Hanging around the corner store.
Beauty school dropout-



SINGERS
Beauty school dropout!

FRANKIE (SUNG)
It's about time you knew the score!
Sam leans back against the wall and puts his iPod back in.

FRANKIE (SUNG)
Well they couldn't teach you anything,
You think you're such a looker-

Frankie plucks the headphones from Sam’s ear and gives him a look. He then quickly puts that $2,000,000 smile back on.

FRANKIE (SUNG)
But no customer would go to you 


unless she was a hooker!


Baby don’t sweat it-





SINGERS



Don’t swea-

Sam jumps up and signals to stop with his hand.





SAM



Enough!

Silence.  They look at him as Broadway cast might look at someone in the audience if they did the same thing.





SAM



Who the hell are you?

Frankie sucks back his angry scowl and lets the $2,000,000 grin return.





FRANKIE



Why, I’m you substitute angel!

Sam looks confused, understandably.  Frankie waits, then, a little unsure, begins to sing again.





FRANKIE (SUNG)


You’re not cut out to hold the job,



Better forget it-





SINGERS



Forget it!





FRANKIE (SUNG)


Who wants their hair done-





SAM



No!  Stop!





FRANKIE (SUNG)


By a slob!



Now your bangs are curled your lashes-





SAM



Shut Up!
Frankie gives him a mean look before quickly returning to the grin.





FRANKIE (SUNG)


-twirled and still the world is 
cruel, wipe off that angel face 
and go back to high school.

Sam has had enough.  He slaps Frankie, who stops singing.





SAM



There.  Now who are you?





FRANKIE



Your substitute angel, silly!





SAM



Like a guardian angel?





FRANKIE



Yes, but a substitute guardian 

angel.  Your guardian angel called 

in sick.



SAM

Angels get sick?



FRANKIE

No.  But we get sick days ever since 

the end of the strike and the start 

of the unions.



SAM

Guardian angel unions?

FRANKIE

Yup.  It’s no problem really, 

ever since I retired I’ve longed 

to go back to working.  I jumped 

at the chance to substitute for 

James, your angel, and just my 
luck you ended up needing advice.



SAM

Well, yeah, I guess I could use 
advice.



FRANKIE

Well there you go!

He smiles and starts to sing again, caressing Sam’s face with one hand.





FRANKIE (SUNG)
Baby don't blow it,
Don't put my good advice 
to shame.


SAM

No-
FRANKIE (SUNG)
Baby you know it,
Even Dear Abby'd say the 
same!



SAM

Listen!

Frankie, annoyed, stops.





FRANKIE



What now kid?





SAM



This isn’t the kind of advice I 

need.  It doesn’t even remotely 

apply to me.
FRANKIE



What?  Of course it does.  You 

may not have dropped out of 

beauty school, but the advice is 

still there--go back to highschool.



SAM

I never dropped out of High school.



FRANKIE

Oh.  Well then what’s the problem?




SAM



I dunno.  I guess I just can’t take 

it—High school I mean.  It’s too 

much.  Homework, friends, clubs 

girls—it’s too much.



FRANKIE

Wait-

Frankie is EXTREMELY confused.





FRANKIE


You’re saying that High School is 

the problem?!

Sam thinks.


SAM

Yeah.  Yeah, I guess I am.




FRANKIE



Well… You’re wrong.  It’s the 

solution.



SAM

But-

Frankie cuts him off with the end of his song.



FRANKIE (SUNG)
Now I’ve called the shot,

Get off the pot, I really 

gotta fly!

Frankie motions backward and all the singers flow out the door.





FRANKIE (SUNG)


Gotta be going to that malt 

shop in the sky!

Frankie leaves.  Sam sighs and put his headphones back in.  Soon the jingling of merry bells can be heard, but Sam doesn’t notice.  

It get’s louder.  Sam still doesn’t notice.
It gets even louder and Sam perks up.  He plucks one headphone out and listens.  He looks around confused, then gets up and follows the jingling out the door.

INT. KITCHEN—NIGHT

Sam wanders out of his room and into the kitchen.  Three cloaked men stand on his kitchen table, they are: THE GHOST OF CHRISTMAS PAST, who wears a white wispy robe.  His head is glowing somehow. THE GHOST OF CHRISTMAS PRESENT, a large bearded fellow in a green robe, snacking on a turkey leg, with other food strewn about his feet. And THE GHOST OF CHRISTMAS YET TO COME, wearing a dark robe and looking ominous.
They all are ringing little clusters of Christmas bells.





SAM



Hello?

They continue to ring until the end of the measure and then stop at once.





SAM


Um… Who--and what--are you?

The ghost of Christmas past hops off the table.





PAST



I am the ghost of Christmas past.

The ghost of Christmas present drops his turkey leg and jumps off the table, spilling food onto the floor.





PRESENT



I am the ghost of Christmas 
present.

The ghost of Christmas yet to come jumps off the table but hits his head on the ceiling and falls into a pile on the floor.





SAM



And he’s the ghost of Christmas

future?





PRESENT



Yet to come.  Don’t worry, we’ll 

just leave him there, he’s not much 

of a talker anyway.



SAM

Leave him?  Where are we going?



PAST

Into the past!  We’re your new 

substitutes.  We’re here to give 

advice.




SAM



Um.. you’re the three Christmas 

ghosts, and I’m Jewish.

The ghosts look appalled and uncomfortable.





PAST



What?!




SAM



Yeah.  I don’t believe in Jesus 

and therefore don’t celebrate his 

birthday.



PRESENT

But that’s just ridiculous!



PAST

Is that why we’re here?

PRESENT

No, he’s really stressed out about 

his life and his school and all that.



PAST

Hm.  Very well.  I guess we’ll 

have to help you there then.



SAM

That’s okay.  I want advice, but 

I think I’m just going to wait for 

my parents to get home-



PAST

Don’t be ridiculous.

Past reaches out and grabs Sam’s shoulder.  They disappear.  Present begins to eat again.  Yet-To-Come Groans.
INT. CLASSROOM—DAY

A fuzzy Sam and Past appear in a classroom.  There are a few students in the scene sitting at desks.  One such student is PAST SAM, Sam from the past.





SAM



What’s this?

PAST



Doesn’t it look familiar?





SAM



Yeah, it’s my advisory, but why 

did you take me here?



PAST

This is the day you chose your 

classes.



SAM

So?



PAST

So?  Look at you.  You’re signing 

up for A.P. English!



SAM

Yeah.  That was a mistake.  But so 

what.  Can I do anything about it?



PAST

No.  They can’t see us hear us 

or feel us.



SAM

Then what good is this?



PAST

You can see your error.



SAM

I already saw my error, I was 

there.  What good is hindsight?



PAST

It, well, it—-You can’t change 

the past.  They can’t see us or 

hear us.



SAM

I know!  You told me!  Now answer 

my question about hindsight!

Past looks jittery, he suddenly points.





PAST



Look!

Sam looks.  Past grabs his shoulder and they disappear again.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY—DAY

Fuzzy Sam appears with Past.  Past Sam is walking down the hall.  Gina is coming down past him.





PAST SAM



Hey Gina!

Gina ignores him.  A group of girls notice and giggle.  Past Sam and Sam look embarrassed.





SAM



What’s the point of this?





PAST



You just messed up with that girl 

you like in front of all those 

girls!



SAM

I know!



PAST

Well isn’t that embarrassing?  Don’t 

you wish you didn’t?  Wouldn’t you 

be happier if you didn’t?



SAM

Yes!



PAST

Well you can’t change the past Sam.

Sam smacks his forehead in anger.  Past grabs his shoulder and they disappear.

INT. CARPENTER SHOP—DAY

A small boy works on making a stool.  Fuzzy Sam and Past appear.





SAM



Okay.  What’s this one.





PAST



That’s Jesus.





SAM



Oh god.





PAST



Precisely.

Past puts his hand on Sam’s shoulder and they disappear.

INT. SAM’S ROOM—NIGHT

It’s the first scene of the movie, but again with Fuzzy Sam and Past.





PAST



How ‘bout this?





SAM



That’s me, like, ten minutes ago.





PAST



Twelve actually.





SAM



Why here?





PAST



Because it’s where you decide 

to blow off your homework.



SAM

Yeah, but I remember it.  It 

seriously happened ten minutes 

ago.



PAST

Twelve. Come on-

Past reaches for Sam’s shoulder but he ducks out of the way.





SAM



If only I just didn’t give up, 

I wouldn’t have to deal with 

you guys.


PAST

Well you can’t do anything because 

we can’t touch any of the past.

Sam picks up a baseball.





SAM



Yeah I can.

Past smacks it out of his hand. It falls to the floor startling Past Sam.





PAST



No you can’t.  And look, you’ve 

startled him.  Let’s go.

Past puts his hand on Sam’s shoulder and they disappear.

INT. KITCHEN—DAY

Past and Sam reappear in the kitchen.  Present is eating and Yet to come is sitting and drinking coffee.





PRESENT



Why hello there!





PAST



Your turn.  He’s difficult.

Present smiles and wraps his arm around Sam.  They disappear.

INT. JOEY’S HOUSE—NIGHT

JOEY, a friend of Sam’s, sits at his desk doing his homework.





SAM



What’s this supposed to be?  

Past Joey?



PRESENT

Actually, I’m The ghost of 

Christmas Present.



SAM

That’s lame. 
You can’t travel 
through time then?

Sam sits on Joeys bed.





PRESENT



Well, no, but it’s not lame.





SAM



Yeah it is.  You’re a ghost.  You 

should be able to do all kinds 

of crazy shit like Past and 
yet-to-come can, but you can’t.  You 

can do just what I can do.  I can

walk over to Joey’s house in the 

present.



PRESENT

But not like a ghost-



SAM

What?  Not being able to touch 
stuff? Lame. What’s the point 
then?  It’s not like I want to 
spy on him or anything.  You’re 

power isn’t cool, it’s just 

creepy.


PRESENT

This isn’t about me it’s about you!



SAM

What?  “Do your homework and you 

can be like Joey?”  No one even 

likes Joey.
Present sighs and wraps his arm around Sam.  They disappear.

INT. DORM ROOM—NIGHT

They reappear in a dorm room.  It is very small and not at all nice.  Some COLLEGE STUDENT slaves away over a huge book.





SAM



And this is?





PRESENT



This is the joy of college.  This 

is your reward for working hard 

in high school!

Sam just soaks it in.  Then he motions toward it, exasperated.





SAM



This?!  That’s my reward? I don’t 

want that!



PRESENT

Yes you do.



SAM

No I don’t!



PRESNT

Yes!



SAM

No!  It’s gross and small and 

dirty.



PRESENT

Yeah, well, you’re gross and 

small and dirty.
Sam gives him a “no-you-dih-ihnt!” look. Present wraps his arm around him and they disappear.

INT. OFFICE CUBICLE—NIGHT

Everyone has left but LONE BUISNESSMAN, who has fallen asleep on a huge stack of work.





PRESENT



How bout this?  If you work hard 

at high school and college, you 

get a cool job!



SAM

So I can work hard more?



PRESENT

Well, yeah.



SAM

You’ve got to have something better 

than this.

Present sighs and wraps his arm around Sam’s shoulder again.  They disappear.

EXT. NURSING HOME—NIGHT

They appear outside a nursing home.  All the lights are off.





SAM



A nursing home?

PRESENT



This is where--if you worked 

hard in highschool, college, 

and your job, you get to retire 

and live the rest of your life!

Sam just collapses to his knees.  Present frowns and kneels next to him.





PRESENT



What’s the problem?





SAM

This life blows!  I work my ass off 

in a stressful competitive highschool, 

then again in college with worse 

living conditions, and then again in 

a job in a small cubicle where no-one 

even knows I exist until finally I’m 

done working but I’m already seventy 

and ready to die!  I don’t want to 

waste my capable life working and 

then retire to have fun when I’m 

too old to have it!




PRESENT



. . . I don’t think I helped much.

Sam gets up, he has a determined look on his face.





SAM



Believe me, you did.  Take me back.

Present shrugs and wraps his arm around him.  They disappear.

INT. KITCHEN—NIGHT

They appear.  Yet to come and past are playing chess.  Sam sighs and approaches yet to come.





SAM



Let’s get this over with.

Yet to come shrugs, and reaches out a bony finger, pointing it at Sam.  They disappear.

Past smiles, and moves around the pieces in his favor.





PAST



How’d it go?





PRESENT



Well, poor, I think.

Past gives some more attention to Present.





PAST



He’s a pain, isn’t he?





PRESENT



I dunno.  

Present sits down.





PRESENT



He didn’t really seem impressed.
Past looks surprised.

EXT. GRAVEYARD—DAY

Yet to come and Sam appear.  Yet-To-Come points at a grave.  They walk up to it.  It’s Sam’s.  It reads:

SAM CROMWELL
1990-2015

“Didn’t do his Homework,

And then died.”

Sam looks at it.  He laughs to himself, then points.





SAM



Really?

Yet-To-Come nods.

Sam peels an obvious piece of paper off the grave revealing it to be some random dead guy’s.

Yet-To-Come snaps as if to say, “Shoot!”.





SAM



Let’s just go.

Yet-To-Come points at Sam and they disappear.

INT. KITCHEN—NIGHT

They appear.  Past and Present look up, hopefully.





PAST



How’d it go?

Yet-To-Come shakes his head.  Past and Present drop theirs in disappointment.





SAM



So are we done?

Present looks up.





PRESENT



We are.

Present wraps his arms around his fellow ghosts and they disappear.





SAM



And me?

Sam sighs then looks determined again.





SAM



Yeah.  I’m done too.

Sam walks to the bathroom. Opens the medicine cabinet, and pulls out a bottle of sleeping pills.





SAM 

Just a good night’s sleep. 
Sam pours two pills into his hand, then thinks about it and pours two more.  He pops the four pills into his mouth.
CLARENCE, a short stocky angel, appears behind him and hits him on the back.

Sam, surprised, coughs the pills into the sink, where the running water washes them down the drain.

He turns around and looks down at Clarence.





SAM



Seriously?

Clarence looks down at his outfit.  It is a little wrinkly.

CLARENCE



Oh, I didn’t have time to Iron 

this out, I passed away 

in it, so it’s a bit wrinkly.

Sam just shakes his head.




SAM



So what, you sing me a song?  Take 

me through time?



CLARENCE

Um, no.  And yes.  Sort of.  I 

suppose I could sing to you, if 

that’s what you need-





SAM



No.





CLARENCE



Right.  Well, I was just actually 

going to show you what the world 

would be like if you didn’t exist.



SAM

Oh goody.  
Sam seems to recognize Clarence.





SAM



Wait, you’re Clarence, from

“It’s A Wonderful Life”?

Clarence holds out his hand.





CLARENCE



Clarence Osbody, A-R.





SAM



What’s A-R?





CLARENCE



Angel, retired.





SAM



Right. 

Beat.





SAM



Anyway that we can just skip the 

whole “world without me”, and 

get straight to the you leaving 

and me feeling confused and 

depressed?



CLARENCE

Nope!  We’re already there.  

You’ve officially never been 

born.



SAM

What?

Off screen, a DOOR OPENS.  Sam and Clarence turn to the sound.





SAM



Oh good.  My parents are home.

Clarence shakes his head, but Sam is already walking towards them.  Clarence tries to grab him, but Sam is too far ahead.  Clarence follows after him.

INT. MAIN HALL-NIGHT

Sam walks into the room with WOMAN, 34, and MAN, 35.  A married couple.  Their SON, 12, is with them as well.  Sam looks shocked, and they notice Sam and looked shocked and somewhat frightened.





SAM



Who are you?!

Man steps in front of his family, as if to shield them.

MAN



You are in our house.





SAM



What?





MAN



You are in our house, and if 

you don’t leave, I’m going to 

call the police.



SAM

Your house?

Man opens the door.





MAN



Get out of my house!

Sam, confused, leaves the house.

EXT. SUBURBAN STREET—NIGHT

Sam steps out of the house onto the suburban street, lit by streetlights.

He is confused, he goes and sits down on the curb.  Clarence comes up and sits down next to him.





CLARENCE



It’s a sad world without you 

in it, isn’t it Sam?
Sam looks around, everything appears unchanged.



SAM

No.  Not really.


CLARENCE

Yes! You’re not a part of this world 

anymore, and look at how sad that 

is.



SAM

Not really.  
Sam motions towards the house.



SAM

They were happy till they saw 

me. Really, I’m the only sad 
one.  Things don’t seem that 

different really.

Clarence looks around.





CLARENCE



I guess you’re right.  It’s pretty 

much the same.  

Sam gives Clarence a look.





SAM


Oh, thanks.  That makes me 

feel just great.



CLARENCE

Ooh.  Sorry.

A beat.





CLARENCE



Do you want to go see if 

anyone’s lives are different 

without you?



SAM

Not really.  I just, I kind of 

want to be alone.



CLARENCE

Why?  Being with people is what 

life is all about.



SAM

Exactly.  Our jobs and tasks are 

meaningless, so being with people 

is what life is all about.



CLARENCE

Right!

SAM

But without me, people just build 

relationships with other people.  

Without me, the world isn’t any 

different.  You and I are the only 

ones who know I exist right now, 

and no one cares.




CLARENCE



Well- Maybe I should change things 

back.  This isn’t really working…

Sam stands up.





SAM



No.  Why bother.  There’s no real 

difference right?



CLARENCE

Well, um, there’s your family.


SAM

Probably just had a different 

kid.  Maybe they even named 

him Sam.  Maybe that Sam is 

making a difference somewhere.



CLARENCE

You’re looking at this in the 

wrong way-



SAM

Maybe the world’s better then- 

without me, with a replacement 

me, with a better me.  You know, 

I remember hurting a lot of 

people, and I don’t really 

remember doing anything that 

great for anyone, really.



CLARENCE

Oh dear.  This is not going well.

Sam starts to walk away.  Clarence claps, and then gets up and goes after him.

CLARENCE



It’s back!  You exist again!

Sam stops, looks at Clarence.  Sam puts on a sarcastic smile.




SAM



Goody.

Sam turns and goes back into his house.

INT. HOUSE—NIGHT

Sam enters, and goes to his room.  The lights are off.  He flicks them on.

A pair of identical twins stare through him.





TWINS



Come play with us.

Sam gives a startled grunt and jerks back.  Blood flashes on and off their faces.




TWINS



Forever and ever and ever…

They walk towards him, he slams the door in their face.  Then sits against it.





SAM



What the hell?
He gets himself back together, and quickly opens the door again.  They’re gone.  He sits down on his bed and rubs his temples.
FAIRY GODMOTHER waits perched in the window, preparing for him to see her.

He see’s her, and emits another startled grunt and falls back onto his bed.

She jumps into the room.  She is short, unenthusiastic, and looks tired as hell.  When she talks she does so without any enthusiasm.




FAIRY GODMOTHER



Selmagadoola mechinka boola.


Bippity boppity boo.  Put it



Together and what do you get?

She looks at Sam, waiting.  




FAIRY GODMOTHER


Bippity boppity boo.
She sits up on his dresser.




SAM



Cinderella?





FAIRY



Ha. Right. No. I’m her fairy 

godmother.  I was anyway.  She’s 

dead.  Lived happily ever after, 

till she died.  Now I get to be 

your freakin’ substitute Angel.


SAM

Yeah, I know the deal.



FAIRY

So what’s the problem?



SAM

Oh, well, um, it started out 

with me just really stressed 
about school and homework and

stuff, but then all these angels 
started coming, and now I’m 
wondering what the point of 
anything is. I mean, why am I here?  
Why do I even have to do homework?  
I don’t end up making a difference, 

I’ve seen that.  I died, I’ve seen 

that.  Why work at all if I know 

I’m just gonna die?  What’s the 

point?  Why does anyone work?  I 

feel like-

Fairy points her wand at Sam’s homework stack. 
FAIRY



Bippity Boppity Boo.

It magically completes itself. 





FAIRY



There.  Homework done.

Sam looks at it, slightly impressed.  She looks at her watch.





FAIRY



It’ll turn into a pumpkin around 

5:00 tomorrow, don’t ask me why.



SAM

That’ll work, I suppose, but-





FAIRY



Okay kid, I’m out.

She crawls up the window again.





SAM



Wait, what about the whole 

meaning of life thing?

She comes back down from it and turns towards him.





FAIRY


Life’s what you make it.  It 
doesn’t really mean anything.  

It’s a chunk of time that goes 

by too fast.  You live, you die, 

then you get to go up north with 

me and the rest of the crazy 

crowd you met tonight.
Sam looks suddenly sick. Fairy notices and seems to agree.





FAIRY



Yeah, that’s right, all those freaks. 

So try and stay here as long as 
possible, and try to stay 

happy too, if you get sad, they 

might come back.
Sam shudders.  Pulls himself and a whole new determination sets in.




SAM



Thanks.





FAIRY



Yeah, whatever.

She leaves.  Sam thinks a bit, and then lays on his bed and puts his headphones back in.
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