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FADE | N:
EXT. THE NETHERWORLD - TI MELESS

Belowis Hell, a firey pit spouting denons and flanmes. Above
is Heaven, a lovely domain of angels and |ight. Connecting
themis a spectral roadway in-between the stars in outer
space. Angels and denons play tug of war with humans. Earth
hangs far in the distance.

In the mddle is alittle shanty town. The sign reads
"Purgatory city limts. Population ???". There is a | one

ni ghtclub here. A neon sign on the roof of the club proclains
this the "I n-between Lounge".

Qutside the club are parked fiendi sh notorbi kes with horns on
themto one side of the door, and big harps and gol den staffs
on the ot her side.

I NT. | N-BETWEEN LOUNGE - TI MELESS

A conedian in a tacky suit, big side burns, big sungl asses,
MR TONY CLI FFARD, JR is on stage performng in this
ni ghtclub in Purgatory.

The m xed audi ence of angels, alter boys, nonks are on one
side of the roomdrinking pop, tea, and mlk, and the denons,
ruffians, and scary characters are on the other side drinking
booze, snoking and cavorting with the hot girls.

Tony taps the mcrophone. There's a drunmer, PETE, on stage
with him Pete has a small pair of fluffy wings and a halo

attached to a baseball cap. A nanetag on his t-shirt reads

"Pete".

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Hello? Is this thing on? I'mstill
ki nda new around here, but it's an
honor to be playing Purgatory.

Still getting used to this being
dead t hi ng.

(beat)
The upside is, | don't have to

worry about getting old any nore,
but nmy credit card conpany doesn't
know |I' mdead. | got a bill
collector in the afterlife
houndi ng ne now And let ne tell
you, the interest is hell!

Pete does roll and hits the cynbal s.

The denons smile and cl ap.



TONY CLI FFARD, JR

(beat)
| was a bad guy on Earth, so
that's probally where |I'm headed
anyway when this gig is up.

Hel I .

Tony paces around, puffs on his cigarette.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
So, a priest, a rabbi, and a
Buddhi st goes into this bar...
(1 ooks around)
Ch, wong joke for this crowd, |
guess.

Tony points at the priests and angels. The nmic¢ FEEDS BACKS.

Silence. One of the denons hits an altar boy on the head.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
(adjusts the mc)
VWhat a dead crowd.

Pete hits a drumroll.
A ruffian throws a plastic water bottle at Tony.
Sone of the audi ence chuckl es.

RUFFI AN
Go back to the other sidel

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
(adjusts tie)
The jokes don't get any easier,
folks! And, I'mnow officially out
of snokes! The beast is about to
be unl eashed!

Tony stubs his snoke out, underfoot.
Sone of the denbns smile at this.
TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
(to Pete)
Got a snoke?

SAI NT PETER
Nope.



TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Story of ny life.

Tony turns back to the mc.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
(to audi ence)
How many of you think that God
created the universe in seven
days? Huh? Put up your hands.

Tony raises his hand and | ooks out at the audi ence. The hands
of the angels and priests and good guys go up.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
| got news for you - he pulled an
all -nighter on the sixth day.

Peter does a drumroll, shaking his head in disgust.
A BRI GHT LI GHT FLASHES AND THUNDER CRACKS.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
Oh, shit!

W see GOD, a small dwarf woman dressed in white, sitting
al one in the audience. Denpbns and the dark crowd scatter from
God, while the angles and good fol ks bow down before her.

oD
Tony, watch the | anguage.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
God? You're a dwarf? A she-dwarf?

Tony sni ckers.

oD
| am anything | choose to be, Tony.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR

(shrugs)
Sorry about that, it was just a
j oke.
oD

Tony diffard, Jr., Conedi an.
Didn't do very well on Earth, did
you? Well, you have all eternity
to practice.



The angel s and denons | augh.
God rai ses her hand and everyone goes silent.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
"' mhaving a tough tinme, actually,
but | guess you know that already?

GoD
O course, | know all! | amthe
creator! The first and | ast -

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Ya, well, can you create ne
anot her snoke, I'mall out?

Tony | ooks over to the drumrer, who just shakes his head.

oD
I"'mnot here to cater to your base
desires. If you want to get into
Heaven, you're going to have to at
| east want to nend your ways.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
| wouldn't want to be in any
Heaven that'd have nme as a nenber.
(beat)
Hey, Peter! - that was a joke!

The drummer does a linp, late, drumroll.

The angel s and good fol ks | ook at Tony in shock. The devils
and bad fol ks | augh.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
(to Pete)
Great timng pal!
The drummer | ooks to Tony with daggers in his eyes.

PETE
Careful, | got pull around here!

Pete throws down his sticks and storns off.

God wal ks over to Tony.



oD
Tony, St. Peter is doing you a
great favour sitting in on the
druns, don't give hima hard tine.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Sure, God, whatever you say.

oD
VWhat's the matter, Tony? | sense
a lot of anger in you.

God | ooks up at Tony.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Damm right I'mangry! | was
starting to get ny life on track,
then 1'm dead! Things were
starting to come togeher for ne!

oD
You were forty-three. | wasn't
seei ng nmuch progress.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR

(grinni ng)
Hey, you're kind of cute for God.

Tony bends down and tries to kiss God, but she smacks him

oD
Sone just never change!

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
Oow

Tony sits down on the edge of the stage.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
I"msorry. I"'ma jerk. | was never
a believer when | was alive.

oD
| offer your soul perfect peace in
paradi se for eternity. \What nore
coul d you want ?

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Hey, can | see Elvis now? He's
dead, right?



oD
(cutting Tony off)
Despite all your faults, you have
a good heart.

The bad crows giggles and jeers.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
Can't you to send ne back to ny
life on Earth! Heaven is not ny
i dea of fun, being cooped up
forever with sone saints and shit!
Jeezus!

God rolls her eyes.
oD
At this rate, you ain't gonna nake
it.
The denons | augh.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR

Sorry.

(€O D)
Each human has their allotted
time. I can't go changing ny pl ans

for everyone who asks.
Tony pouts, | ooks down.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Ya, | know Heard it all in Sunday
school !

Tony puts his head in his hands.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
At least | can't sin too nmuch in
Heaven. No nore booze and wonen.
Can't cheat on ny wi fe anynore,
and | do feel bad about that. |
was into the sauce, what can |
say? She doesn't deserve that.
(beat)
| m ss her.

GoD
You want to see her now?



TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Huh? What do you nean...?

oD
| could nake it happen just |ike
t hat!

God snaps her fingers.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
No! Pl ease!

(€O D)
Are you sure?

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Yes! Don't bring her here before
her tinme, ok?! Just |let her be.

God snil es down.

oD
She mi sses you too.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
God?

GoD
Yes?

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
| think 1'd rather go to Hell.
There's nore action there, and |
think I really deserve it, anyway.
|'ve made sonme big screwups in ny
life. I don't think Heaven is ny
kind of place- no offence.

The lights turn to red. SATAN appears in a cloud of snoke and
rock n" roll cranked up to el even! The denons hoot and holler
and gat her around Sat an.

SATAN
Hell o Tony!

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
VWhat the hell?

SATAN
Precisely! Ha, ha, ha, ha, hal



God stares Satan down.

GoD
(to Satan)
Thi s one's m nel

SATAN
We'l|l see about that. His fate
still hangs in the bal ance.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Is this really happening?

Tony throws sonme water on his face.

oD
Tony, you have to nmake a deci sion.

SATAN
That's right! Wio do you think
woul d be nore fun to hang out with
for eternity, huh? Sone boring
priests and nuns? On sone little
fluffy clouds? O with nme, his
I nfernal Mjesty and the rock and
roll gang! We got all the stars!
And you shoul d see the wonmen we
get down there Tony! They are
snoki n' hot!

Satan points to the side of the stage and a fromout of a
clould of snoke, a bunch of hot wonen appear in mniskirts
and heels - |like the Robert Palmer girls, but these ones have
horns on. They carry guitars and dance in time to a |oud rock
song.

Sat an hands Tony a beer.
SATAN
W' ve got bottonl ess beer nugs,
Tony! And hot w ngs every day!

God hol ds her hand up and the nusic stops. The girls stand
bored, holding their guitars |inply.

God grabs the beer from Tony.

GoD
"Il take that.



The beer disappears in a cloud of snoke in God' s hands.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR

What the?
SATAN
Hey, this is not your joint!
oD
(to Satan)

You do renenber the Purgatory
Agr eenent ?

(reciting fromnmenory)
"No gifts or bribes are to be
given to the subject; they nust
make a true and fair choice on
their own where they want to spend
eternity”.

Satan puts a couple of cigarettes in his nouth, then puts his
finger up to it, which produces a flanme. He puffs on them
and gives one to Tony.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Hey, thanks!

SATAN
Don't pay attention to her. She's
dead and everyone knows it.

Satan and the denons | augh.

oD
Don't bring the extenstionalists
into this one! |'ve got

representatives fromall the ngjor
religions here if you want to
fight that way!

Sat an shakes hi s head no.

GoD
Didn't think so.

SATAN
Dante said Hell was the separation
of the soul from God, Tony. But we
do pretty fine for ourselves,
don't we gang?



10.

The denons junp up and down, hollering and cl appi ng. The
girls wink at Tony and lick their |ips.

SATAN
See, Tony? Don't believe what they
told you in Sunday School .

Satan waves a pointy finger around.

SATAN
Just say the word, Tony. I1'll take
you down with nme and you'll have

the tine of your afterlife. No
cl ouds, no harps, no scantononi ous
bull shit. Just good tines, Tony!
You can party forever!

(beat)
What do you say?

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
U R

Satan grins.

SATAN
So, you wanna cone with nme?

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
' mnot sure...

GoD
My son said that whoever cones to
me and is cleansed in the bl ood of

the Lanb will have eternal life in
Heaven. The choice is still yours,
Tony. You will be forgiven for al
you sins.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Ya, and Jim Morrison said "break
on through to the other side". So,
why don't you go after that Avri
Levine girl and | eave plain
degenerates |i ke nme al one!l

SATAN
That woul dn't be any fun!

Tony paces back and forth, puffing on his snoke furiously.



11.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
Let me think it over.

He sits on the stool and thinks.

MONTAGE:

God snmiles and the angel s pray.

Satan hugs the girls, kissing themand fooling around.

A couple of the devils and the angels tussle, fighting. A
devil breaks a bottle over an angel s's head.

A priests hits a ruffian with a big bible.
END MONTACE.
Tony st ands.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
Ok, |'ve reached a deci sion.

SATAN
Wonderful, Tony! The girls are
waiting right here for youl

The girls smle and wave.

oD
Are you ready for your eterna
peace, Tony? Free fromany worry
or strife?

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Um well...
(coughs)
That's the thing, see. You guys
have got things all neatly cut out
for yourselves, don't you?

God and Satan | ook at each other.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
On the one side, there's the
Heaven thing, with all sweetness
and light - enough to give ne a
cavity.

(nore)



12.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR. (cont'd)
Then, there's Hell, the pit of
eternal damation- but with hot
chicks and parties all the tine.
They are both enough to wear a guy
out. And, | don't think I"'mup to
serving you in Heaven God, no
of f ense.

God shrugs, |looks a bit hurt.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Nor I am | ooking to rule in Hell,
as the saying goes - though I
don't think that woul d happen
anyway.

Satan polishes his nails.

SATAN
You want me to make you a contract
spelling out your powers in Hell?
| can do that.

Satan produces a scroll froma puff of snmoke. It | ooks like
it's been witten in bl ood.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
No, | don't think I'd trust you.

Sat an shrugs.

oD
(smling)
| knew you woul d nake the right
deci si on!

God noves towards Tony, who steps back.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
What a minute! Didn't you hear
anything |I've said? You' re both a
coupl e of wingnuts and |I' m not
goi ng anywhere with youl

(beat)
| like it here! | get to perform
nmy conedic arts, hang out, have a
few | aughs. | get to check out the

new tal ent com ng through here.
(nore)



13.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR. (cont'd)

The food's not bad, for a bar, and
the waitresses are cute.

(beat)
It may not have all the vices a
guy could want, or perfect peace,
but it suits me fine. | just
realized that |I'm happy. All
need is to be able to do what
makes nme happy -ny conedy- and
|'ve got that here. Wien ny wife
finally joins me -no rush there-
then it will be ok by ne.

The devils lose interest and start to mll around. The girls
take off their guitars and | eave.

SATAN
It's not too late to
reconsi der.

Tony pi cks up the m crophone.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
| think it is. I'll hang around
until nmy wife gets up here. Then
we can deci de together.

Pet e gets back behind the druns.

Satan slinks off and joins the devils at the bar for sone
dri nks.

God just stares at Tony.

oD
I"'mafriad that's not going to cut
it.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
Huh? What do you want? | made ny
choi ce.

God shakes her head.
GOoD
That may be good enough for him
but not for ne.

God points at Satan and the devils at the bar.



TONY CLI FFARD, JR.
So, what are you going to do? I'm
dead al r eady.

oD
Renmenber that cranky old God in
the Bible? | still got it in ne,
so think about what you are doing.

Tony ignores God and picks up the mc.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR.

(to the audience)
Hel | o everyone. Thanks for com ng
out. I'mgoing to begin ny next
set of conedy stylings sure to
keep you entertained for a |ong,
long, tinme, maybe even for..
eternity...

(beat)
Wiy did the chicken cross the road?

(beat)
God only knows!

Satan and the devils nban and groan.
The good fol ks shake their heads and jeer.
God wal ks up to Tony.
oD
You are dead, Tony, but you can
al so be reincarnated as a dung
beet | e.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR
No, no!

She snaps her fingers and Tony di sappers.

GoD
Wwn't be the first time.

God wal ks off the enpty stage.
Pete does a drumrol|.

Everyone | aughs.



15.

EXT. | N-BETVWEEN LOUNGE - ETERNAL NI GHT
Satan puts a girl on the back seat of his notorbi ke, and
| eads the denons, as they tear off on their notorbikes al ong

the spectral highway. God and the angels fly off towards
Heaven, past...

EXT. SPACE

The Pl anet Earth.

EXT. A FOREST ON EARTH - DAY

A dung beetle crawl s over a | eaf.

TONY CLI FFARD, JR (V.0Q.)
Oh shit!

FADE QUT.



