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ABSTRACT 
 

BEELZEBURG 
 

By 
 

Aaron Vaccaro 
 

Master of Arts 
 

in Screenwriting 
 

 
 
Beelzeburg is a dark comedy set in St. Paul, Minnesota in 1962 about Marty Burg, a schlubby, 
Jewish, introverted momma’s boy who dreams of being a famous actor, but feels doomed to be 
forever stuck under his mother’s thumb and take over the family deli when she retires. Marty’s 
luck changes one day when his local television idol, Count Verdugo, host of “Count Verdugo’s 
Shock Theater” drops dead on live television. Seeing an opportunity, Marty creates his horror 
host alter-ego “Beelzeburg” and convinces the local television station to give him a shot at 
hosting “Shock Theater.” When it goes disastrously, Marty thinks his acting dreams are over 
before they’ve even begun, but it turns out the people of St. Paul can’t get enough of Beelzeburg, 
leading Marty to become an instant local celebrity, beloved by the city. However, the person 
whose respect he yearns for the most, his mother’s, he isn’t able to achieve, leading his mother to 
disavow Marty for turning his back on his family. This leads Marty on a downward spiral that 
could cost him everything he’s worked so hard to achieve.  
 

 
 
 

 



BEELZEBURG

Fade In:

EXT. BURG’S DELI - DAY (1962)

The freshly plowed streets of St. Paul, Minnesota are lined with snow-covered Chevy Bel 
Airs, Buick LeSabres and Dodge Wayfarers.

The flickering neon sign of Burg’s Deli is the only warmth on this cold, dreary winter day. 
Handwritten signs in the windows read: “Pastrami .25/lb” And “Tuna Salad .45/lb”

INT. BURG’S DELI - CONTINUOUS

The deli is separated into two parts: the dining room filled with vinyl booths and metal 
tables and on the other side, the counter, complete with a long glass case of corned beef, 
knishes, whitefish and other Jewish deli staples. 

Behind the counter, a schlubby, meek, balding man in his thirties, dressed in a butcher’s 
apron and hat, pushes beef through a meat grinder. 

This is MARTY BURG. He’s lost... in thought at the moment.

MAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Marty?

Marty stares at EDWARD YORKSHIRE, 60s, tall, gaunt, think Bill Nighy, who finishes 
his bowl of matzoh ball soup in a nearby booth. 

MAN’S VOICE  (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Marty?

In a fixed gaze, Marty watches Edward put down cash to pay his bill. He gets up from his 
booth and heads for the exit.

MARTY
(garbled)

Mister--

Edward exits as Marty can’t get any words out as the only thing coming out of Marty’s 
mouth is blood. Lots of blood.

MAN’S VOICE  (O.S.)
Arm’s in the grinder, Marty.
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Marty looks down to see he’s now pushing his own arm through the meat grinder. Blood 
spewing everywhere. Marty is the picture of calm.

MAN’S VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Marty!

Marty snaps out of his daydream, arm still intact and the beef he was grinding, long since 
ground. He looks up and notices Edward is gone. Was he ever really there?

The MAN’S VOICE belongs to IRVING KRASHEN, 70s, who judging by the dried 
spittle in the corners of his mouth, is growing impatient as he stands waiting.

IRVING
There he is. Welcome back, Marty.

MARTY
Sorry about that, Mr. Krashen.

IRVING
What’s the matter with you? You got a case of that 
reefer madness I keep hearing about?

MARTY
Just got lost in thought. Anything else for ya?

IRVING
Yeah, give me a pound of the whitefish.

Marty begins scooping whitefish.

IRVING (CONT’D)
When are you gonna meet a nice girl and settle 
down, huh?

MARTY
If you know a girl who likes guys that smell like lox 
and chicken livers, send her my way.

He wraps up the whitefish and ground beef.

IRVING
I’m just saying, you’re not getting any younger. If 
you plan on having kids, you better get to 
schtupping. 
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MARTY
It’ll happen when it happens.

IRVING
Okay, but it’s not exactly like you got a whole lot 
going for you. You’re not rich, not much to look at, 
you live at home with your mother--

GOLDA (O.S.)
And what’s wrong with living with your mother? 

GOLDA BURG, 50s, high-strung, overbearing, a master of manipulation, blows in from 
the kitchen. 

GOLDA (CONT’D)
Boys marry their mothers and my baby hasn’t found 
someone as good as the real thing.

(to Marty)
I need you to bus the dining room.

MARTY
(looking at clock)

But I gotta get home. It’s Saturday. Where’s Sam? 

GOLDA
Family emergency. Marty, please, I’m exhausted. 

IRVING
Be nice to your mother, Marty. 

Golda is gone.

IRVING (CONT’D)
Run away from your mother, Marty.

Marty hands Irving the meat.

MARTY
That’ll be three seventy-five. The ground chuck’s on 
me on account of my daydreaming. 

Irving hands Marty money. 

IRVING
Reefer ma--
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MARTY
Alright, have a great night, Mr. Krashen.

INT. BURG’S DELI - KITCHEN - LATER

CYRUS JENKINS, 30s, Black, overweight, think Ron Funches, washes dishes while 
belting out “The Loco-Motion”.

Marty walks in with a tray of dirty dishes, clearly annoyed. 

CYRUS
She suckered you into bussing, huh?

MARTY
Sam had a family emergency.

CYRUS
Yeah, the emergency is him not being able to feed 
his family.

MARTY
What are you talking about?

CYRUS
Your mom sent Sam home early cause she didn’t 
want to pay him. That and she knew she could guilt 
you into doing the work instead.

MARTY
I’m gonna miss my show.

Cyrus has a light bulb moment and opens his notebook and jots something down.

CYRUS
Invent device that lets you record stuff off TV to 
watch later. What do you think about that? Good, 
right? 

MARTY
I think you’ve been watching too much “Twilight 
Zone.”

CYRUS
Hey, Rod Serling is a goddamn treasure.
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MARTY
Debatable.

CYRUS
If Rod Serling were sitting at booth eleven every 
Saturday night, I sure as shit would’ve talked to him 
by now instead of hiding behind a case of...

(dropping the “k” sound)
Knishes.

MARTY
It’s ka-nish. The k isn’t silent.

CYRUS
Oh, right. Like how I’ve got a real ka-nack for 
washing dishes. Man, just go talk to the guy.

MARTY
I’m working up to it, okay?

CYRUS
Uh-huh.

Golda pokes her head in.

GOLDA
I need you to pick up my prescription from 
Driskel’s.

MARTY
Can’t I get it in the morning?

GOLDA
Is that before or after I slip into a diabetic coma?

MARTY
I’ll get the insulin.

GOLDA
That’s my baby.

Golda exits. Marty’s about to scrape a plate with a half-eaten pastrami sandwich into the 
trash when Cyrus stops him.

CYRUS
Whoa, whoa. You know what? I got the dining 
room. Go watch your show.
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MARTY
Really? Thanks, Cyrus. I appreciate it.

Marty sets the plate with the pastrami sandwich down and exits.

CYRUS
My pleasure.

Cyrus looks around before hurriedly shoving the entire half pastrami sandwich into his 
mouth.

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Marty rushes thru the front door and beelines for the television. He changes the channel to 
the opening of “Count Verdugo’s Shock Theater.”

On TV Screen: In black & white, the camera pushes in on a cheesy castle set with a closed 
coffin prominently featured in the center. Lighting FX are used for dramatic effect.

Beaming with intense excitement, Marty plops down on the couch to watch. 

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Darkness has descended across the land and you 
find yourself seeking shelter at that inviting castle on 
the hill. But beware... all is not as it seems, for you 
are entering the home of the undead. You are 
entering “Count Verdugo’s Shock Theater.” 

The title appears on screen as the camera pushes in on the coffin. Despite having seen this 
intro hundreds of times, Marty looks on like a “Count Verdugo” virgin.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
He’s been expecting you...

MARTY
He’s been expecting you...

A man emerges from the closed coffin. It’s Edward, the customer from the deli, dressed as 
a bad version of Bela Lugosi’s “Dracula.” He speaks with a British accent.

Marty mouths along with Count Verdugo’s words, his reflection seen over Count 
Verdugo’s on the television.
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MARTY
Good evening, ghouls and goblins, and 
welcome to my crypt. I am your host Count 
Verdugo and tonight we’re going to watch 
a film sure to torment, titillate, and most 
certainly terrify.

EDWARD
Good evening, ghouls and goblins, and 
welcome to my crypt. I am your host Count 
Verdugo and tonight we’re going to watch 
a film sure to torment, titillate, and most 
certainly terrify.

EDWARD
They say daughters have a special bond with their 
fathers. And in the case of this Daddy’s girl, that 
bond includes a shared affinity for the taste of human 
blood. 

MARTY
(quickly)

Dracula’s Daughter. 1936. Directed by Lambert 
Hillyer. Starring Gloria Holden and Otto Kruger.  

EDWARD
Gloria Holden and Otto Kruger star in 1936’s 
Dracula’s Daughter directed by Lambert Hillyer.

Marty smirks, pleased with his knowledge.

EDWARD (CONT’D)
You know, speaking of blood, I’m feeling a wee-bit 
parched myself.

Edward pours a viscous dark liquid from a decanter into a wine glass and takes a big sip.

EDWARD (CONT’D)
Mmm. Still warm. 

A werewolf HOWL is heard O.S.

EDWARD (CONT’D)
It appears the creatures of the night grow restless, so 
without further adieu...

EDWARD (CONT’D)
...lock your doors, shut your blinds, and 
hope you make it to the end credits... alive! 

Marty
...lock your doors, shut your blinds, and 
hope you make it to the end credits... alive!
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LIGHTNING STRIKES and the opening credits of Dracula’s Daughter begin to play on 
the television.

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NEXT DAY

A syringe is being injected into a stomach. Reveal it’s Marty giving his mother her insulin 
shot. Golda looks squeamish.

GOLDA
Is it over?

MARTY
It’s over.

GOLDA
Good. Now set the table. Since you’re apparently too 
good to bus them.

MARTY
Aw, Ma--

GOLDA
And on top of it, you get the schvartze to do it?

MARTY
Ma, you can’t use that word.

GOLDA
Hey, he’s lucky I gave him a job. The rest of St. Paul 
isn’t as liberal as I am and having Cyrus in the 
dining room... upsets the regulars.

MARTY
Screw those racist assholes.

GOLDA
You watch your mouth. Those people are what’s 
kept that deli open for forty years and, god willing, 
another forty after you take it over.

MARTY
(under his breath)

If I take it over.

Golda is standing above Marty, holding his breakfast hostage.
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GOLDA
What was that?

MARTY
Nothing, Ma. You’re right. 

GOLDA
Thank you. 

Golda puts down the plate of matzoh brei in front of Marty.

EXT. SAINT’S AUGUSTINE’S - DAY

Outside the suburban Catholic church, a sign reads: “Sound of Music Auditions - Today - 
Sanctuary” Marty approaches cautiously.

INT. SAINT AUGUSTINE’S SANCTUARY - CONTINUOUS 

Marty takes a seat as SANDRA, 40s, bizarre, homely, finishes an off-key rendition of 
Cole Porter’s “Let’s Do It.” Her performance is met with little fanfare from the audience. 

FATHER HASKINS, 30s, the self appointed “cool priest,” who has a hard time 
concealing his snarky, over-dramatic nature, takes notes on a clipboard. 

FATHER HASKINS
Thank you...

(looking at clipboard)
Sandra. That was... Well, it was something.

SANDRA
(genuinely hopeful)

Did I get the part?

FATHER HASKINS
Check the cast list tomorrow.

SANDRA
Oh.

Sandra just stands there.

FATHER HASKINS
You can sit down now.
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SANDRA
Oh.

Sandra walks back down into the audience.

FATHER HASKINS
Next up is...

(re: clipboard)
Marty Burg.

Marty nervously takes the stage, under the watchful gaze of a life-size porcelain Jesus on 
the cross. Jesus picks his head up and looks right back at Marty.

JESUS
What the hell you staring at?

Marty looks around. Is this really happening?

MARTY
Me? 

JESUS
You don’t think I’m self-conscious enough up here? 

MARTY
Sorry, Jesus. Didn’t mean any disrespect. It’s just, 
I’m kind of out of my element here as a Jew.

JESUS
(condescending)

Aw, that sounds rough...

Father Haskins snaps Marty back to reality.

FATHER HASKINS
And what role are you auditioning for today, Marty?

MARTY
Oh, uh, Captain Von Trapp.

Jesus SCOFFS.

FATHER HASKINS
Are you sure?
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MARTY
I think so.

FATHER HASKINS
And what will you be performing?

MARTY
An excerpt from “Count Verdugo’s Shock Theater.”

FATHER HASKINS
I’m not familiar with it. Was it on Broadway?

MARTY
Better. TV.

FATHER HASKINS
Nothing is better than Broadway, Marty. Except our 
Lord and savior of course. When you’re ready.

Marty takes a deep breath and launches into his Count Verdugo just as JESSICA 
MATHESON, 20s, modest, a wallflower, despite the baby bump she’s sporting, walks in.

MARTY
Some of us spend our whole lives being invisible. 
Sometimes by choice, sometimes because others 
choose not to see us. 

Jessica is transfixed by Marty’s performance.

MARTY (CONT’D)
But for Doctor Jack Griffin, an experiment gone 
horribly awry leaves him invisible in the most literal 
sense. It also leaves him slightly deranged. Claude 
Rains brilliantly brings H.G. Wells work to life in 
the 1933 film directed by James Whale. So beware, 
for there is a madman whom you can’t see on the 
loose. Lock your doors, shut your blinds, and hope 
you make it to the end credits... alive! 

Sandra lets out a terrified SCREAM. Jessica APPLAUDS, but stops when Father Haskins 
shoots her a look.

JESUS
Huh. You actually got pretty decent chops, kid.

MARTY
Thanks, Jesus.
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Father Haskins on the other hand, is unimpressed.

FATHER HASKINS
Thank you, Marty. Not sure you’re Captain material 
though. Next up is...

(re: clipboard)
Christopher Sewell. 

Dejected, Marty exits the stage, during:

JESUS
Keep your head up, Marty. Things could be worse.

Jesus uses what little mobility he has to gesture to his current state on the cross.

JESUS (CONT’D)
I’ve got this itch on my upper thigh. If you could just--

MARTY
Sorry, Jesus. Gotta go.

Marty hurries off.

EXT. SAINT AUGUSTINE’S - MOMENTS LATER

Marty walks to his car. Jessica chases after him.

JESSICA
Marty!

Marty turns around.

JESSICA (CONT’D)
I just wanted to say, you were really good in there.

MARTY
I was?

JESSICA
Oh, yeah.

(a beat, then)
I’m Jessica. I teach the Sunday School. Are you a 
parishioner? ‘Cause I don’t feel like I’ve seen you 
around.
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MARTY
Me? No, I’m a Jew.

JESSICA
Oh. Well, I love that you chose something from 
“Shock Theater.” I’m a huge “Count Verdugo” fan. 
Just don’t tell Father Haskins I said that.

MARTY
Your sins are safe with me.

JESSICA
I hope you get the part. I’d put in a good word, but 
my opinion doesn’t matter.

MARTY
Sounds like we have a lot in common.

(after an awkward beat)
Well, I better get going. Nice meeting you.

Marty hurries off.

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Marty and Golda sit at the table eating dinner like an old married couple.

MARTY
So... I auditioned for a production of “The Sound of 
Music” down at Saint Augustine’s.

Golda begins to choke on her brisket.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Ma? Ma!

Marty runs over and implements the Heimlich. A piece of brisket flies out of her mouth 
and lands in his Coke. 

GOLDA
What are you trying to break my ribs?

MARTY
I saved your life!

GOLDA
Stop being so dramatic. No brisket’s putting me in 
an early grave. My son going to church however... 
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MARTY
I’m not going to church. I didn’t say “Hail Marys” 
or eat those Jesus crackers. The show just happens 
to be put on by the church.

GOLDA
Yeah, because that show’s about a bunch of Nazis 
singing nursery rhymes. 

MARTY
Actually, they were escaping the--

GOLDA
If this ever gets out, I’ll never be able to show my 
face in shul again.

MARTY
I thought maybe you’d be proud.

GOLDA
You’re too good for the deli, is that it? The industry 
that has sustained this family for generations?

MARTY
No, Ma, it’s just, I got passions--

GOLDA
Do you have any idea how terrible the life of an actor 
is? Constant rejection. And you don’t do well with 
rejection. I’m protecting you from a life of 
heartbreak.

MARTY
Well, someone told me I did good in my audition. 
No, actually they said “really good.”

GOLDA
Who did?

MARTY
It doesn’t matter. The point is, I have real talent. 
You’ll see when I get the lead in that show.
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EXT. CHURCH - DAY

Marty scans the cast list posted on the church bulletin board. He scans all the way down 
until he finds his name. The character he’s playing: Nazi #3.

MARTY
Ah, Christ.

JESUS (O.S.)
Yeah, Marty? 

Marty hears someone humming “Climb Ev’ry Mountain” and turns around to see it’s 
Father Haskins heading to his car. Marty approaches him. 

MARTY
Hey, Father, you got a second?

FATHER HASKINS
I’m afraid I don’t.

MARTY
It’s just, I was looking over the cast list and I’m 
“Nazi #3?”

FATHER HASKINS
Ah, yes. A pivotal role.

MARTY
Do I even have any lines?

FATHER HASKINS
I’m pretty sure there’s a “Hey, you! Stop!” or a 
“Seig Heil!” in there somewhere. Now if you’ll 
excuse me, I really must go.

MARTY
Oh, sure, it’s just... I thought I’d make a pretty great 
Captain, ya know?

Father Haskins laughs in Marty’s face.

FATHER HASKINS
The Captain exudes confidence, bravado and an 
unbreakable spirit. And you... don’t. 

MARTY
So who did get the part?
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FATHER HASKINS
After careful consideration, I decided to cast myself. 
Good day.

Father Haskins gets in his VW Bug and drives off.

INT. BURG’S DELI - NIGHT

Marty half-heartedly runs pastrami through a meat slicer. Cyrus approaches Marty.

CYRUS
Your boy’s here.

Marty perks up and spots Edward in his usual booth, quietly finishing his matzoh ball 
soup. Cyrus gives him an expectant look.

MARTY
I shouldn’t disturb him. He’s an artist. He’s getting 
into character.

CYRUS
He introduces b-movies in a Halloween costume.

MARTY
You know nothing of the art of acting.

CYRUS
Uh-huh. And what have you acted in?

MARTY
“All the world’s a stage. And all the men and women 
merely players.” You know who said that?

CYRUS
Some asshole?

MARTY
William Shakespeare.

CYRUS
Yeah, that’s the asshole I was thinking of.

Edward walks out of the restaurant.

CYRUS (CONT’D)
There he goes. 
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MARTY
What would I say to him anyway? “Hi, Mr. 
Yorkshire. I’m a huge fan. Can you please tell me 
how I can become a cultural icon like you?”

CYRUS
Sounded pretty good to me. Though “cultural icon” 
might be laying it on a little thick.

MARTY
Help me take this stuff to the kitchen before Ma 
catches you in the front of house.

Marty and Cyrus carry dirty dishes through the dining room. They walk by Edward’s table 
and Marty spots a wallet on the seat. He picks it up.

MARTY (CONT’D)
He left his wallet. 

CYRUS
Holy shit. This is... uh... man, what’s the word?

MARTY
Kismet? 

CYRUS
Yeah, Marty. That was the word I was going to use. 
No, man. Destiny.

MARTY
Actually, that’s what kismet means in Yiddish.

CYRUS
I guess I must’ve missed that on my “Yiddish Word 
of the Day” calendar.

MARTY
I’m sure any minute he’s gonna realize he left his 
wallet and come back for it.

CYRUS
You need to go return it to him. I know your creepy 
stalker ass knows where he’s going.
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MARTY
WDLP Studios at 3135 Durango Avenue. What? Is 
that weird that I know that?

Off Cyrus shooting Marty a knowing look.

EXT. WDLP STUDIOS - NIGHT

Marty walks in the front door of a nondescript building in much need of a paint job as the 
call letters painted over the entrance are barely visible after contending with many St. Paul 
winters. 

INT. WDLP STUDIOS - CONTINUOUS

Pictures from the glory days of the station line the walls. Marty looks on in awe. He spots 
a picture of Edward dressed as Count Verdugo. He’s interrupted by a nasal-y voice.

JANINE (O.C.)
Can I help you?

JANINE, 40s, imagine a 1960s version of a cat lady, sits behind her receptionist’s desk, 
flipping through the newest issue of “Woman’s Way Weekly”. 

MARTY
(nervous)

Yeah, uh, I work over at Burg’s Deli and Mr. 
Yorkshire forgot his wallet. So I thought I’d return it 
to him.

JANINE
I’ll make sure he gets it.

Janine holds out her hand.

MARTY
Oh, sure, yeah, great. 

Marty hands the wallet to Janine, turns around and starts to exit. A mini version of Cyrus, 
dressed as an angel in a white satin moo-moo, appears on one of Marty’s shoulders.

CYRUS
Damn. Remind me to drape myself in satin more 
often. This is luxurious.
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MARTY
What are you doing on my shoulder, mini-angel 
Cyrus?

CYRUS
What the hell are you doing just leaving? You came 
all the way here, you go give the man his wallet. 

A mini version of Golda appears on Marty’s other shoulder.

GOLDA
You’re gonna listen to the schvartze?  

CYRUS
I don’t know what that means, but I know it’s racist.

GOLDA
(to Marty)

Honey, you did your mitzvah. Now let the mousey 
girl give the man back his wallet and you get back to 
work. That meat isn’t gonna slice itself.

CYRUS
Don’t listen to her, Marty. This right here, this is 
your kismet.

MARTY
Nice usage.

CYRUS
I feel good about it.

Janine looks on from the back as Marty is seemingly having a conversation with himself.

GOLDA
Don’t be stupid, Marty. You’re wasting your time. 

MARTY
(to Golda)

I see now why a devil costume would’ve been 
superfluous. 

Marty turns around.
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MARTY (CONT’D)
(to Janine)

Actually, if you don’t mind, I’d really like to give it 
back to him myself.

Confused, Janine hands the wallet back to Marty.

JANINE
Um, okay. Follow me.

GOLDA
(disgusted)

Well, I for one, can’t watch this.

Golda opens up a trap door in Marty’s shoulder and climbs into it and disappears.

Janine leads Marty down a hallway, passing more framed pictures of the station’s various 
shows over the years. She stops at a door. The placard on it reads: EDWARD 
YORKSHIRE.

Janine knocks.

JANINE
(yelling)

Ed! There’s a guy out here with your wallet!
(to Marty)

He’s going a little deaf. 

Edward opens the door, his face half made up.

EDWARD
Good god, Janine. Must you yell?

JANINE
(unfazed)

This guy says he has your--

EDWARD
Thank you, Janine.

Edward ushers a star-struck Marty into his dressing room, while simultaneously shutting 
the door in Janine’s face.
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INT. EDWARD’S DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Edward returns to the mirror where he finishes applying his makeup. The walls are a visual 
IMDB of Edward’s career: performing Shakespeare on the BBC, “The Jack Paar Show,” 
his guest spot on “Captain Kangaroo,” etc. 

EDWARD
She thinks anyone over sixty is deaf. When in fact 
listening is an actor’s most vital sense. And mine is 
tip-top. 

(re: wallet)
I am, however, quite forgetful. So thank you.

Marty nervously puts the wallet on the table.

EDWARD (CONT’D)
You’re the butcher. Isn’t that right?

MARTY
(shocked)

You’ve seen me?

EDWARD
I’m not dead, dear boy. I just play it on TV. What’s 
your name?

MARTY
(stammering)

Marty Burg, Mister Yorkshire. And may I just say, 
“Count Verdugo” is my favorite show. But I’m sure 
you hear that all the time.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Not enough these days I’m afraid, Martin.

Marty is drawn to a picture of Edward and Bela Lugosi, signed: “Edward, You should’ve 
been Romanian. Best, Bela”. 

EDWARD
That man knew how to live. 

MARTY
You knew Bela Lugosi?

EDWARD
We were the best of mates for a while there. Even 
after he beat me out for Dracula.
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MARTY
As in Tod Browning’s “Dracula”? 

EDWARD
And I would’ve gotten the part if it wasn’t for that 
damn accent of his. 

MARTY
It’s a pretty great accent.

EDWARD
(still a little bitter)

Of course it is!
(then)

But that’s the past. Besides, Bela did take me to 
Budapest to make it up to me. 

(remembering fondly)
Boy, that man really loved his whores and heroin.

MARTY
Doesn’t it kill you to think you could’ve been the 
most iconic character in horror cinema?

EDWARD
Well, when you put it like that it...

MARTY
Sorry.

EDWARD
Sure, I could be bitter. But that’s no way to live.  So 
instead, I chose to embrace the risk. 

Marty takes this in.

EDWARD (CONT’D)
And by doing that, I stopped fearing failure. See, 
Martin, you need to be comfortable in your own skin 
before you can crawl into the skin of others. 

Marty is at a loss, these words penetrating his soul.

EDWARD (CONT’D)
My goodness, where are my manners? For your 
trouble...

Edward tries to hand Marty some cash from his wallet.
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MARTY
No, I couldn’t. Really. 

EDWARD
Go on. Put it towards your passion. Even if it’s 
whores and heroin. 

MARTY
(firmly)

No. Thank you, Mr. Yorkshire.

EDWARD
I respect that.

Edward puts the money away. 

MARTY
So aside from shaving various meats, what are your 
other passions, Martin? 

EDWARD
Well, I... I’d like to be an actor.

MARTY
“Like to be.” Or are?

There’s a KNOCK at the door.

P.A. (O.S.)
Five minutes!

EDWARD
Care to stay and watch the show?

Off Marty’s lit up eyes.

INT. COUNT VERDUGO SET - MOMENTS LATER

Edward walks Marty onto the set. It looks smaller than it does on TV. 

Marty is in awe, like a little boy getting a tour of a firehouse. The set is hustling and 
bustling (lights being positioned, cameras put in place, sound tests, etc.) in preparation of 
the live broadcast. 

STAN KOWALCHUK, 40s, a brash, sleep-deprived, anxiety-ridden alcoholic, wears a 
headset and directs traffic on the stage while a cigarette dangles from his mouth.
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STAN
(calling out)

What the hell you doing, Charlie?! Camera three 
stage left! Same as every other goddamn week! 

Stan spots Edward and Marty approaching.

P.A. (O.C.)
Two minutes!

STAN
Ed, listen,the thunder guy came down with food 
poisoning so we got no thunder.

MARTY
Well, if you shake a piece of sheet metal it actually 
makes a pretty convincing thunder sound.

(to Edward)
Seventh grade science fair project.

STAN
Ed, who the hell’s this guy and why is he telling me 
how to do my job?

MARTY
Oh, no, I’m sorry--

EDWARD
This is my friend Martin. Stan’s our director. 
Martin’s staying for the show. See that he’s well 
taken care of won’t you, Stan?

(to Marty)
I expect notes after.

Marty and Edward share a smile as Edward heads onto the set and TWO STAGEHANDS 
help Edward into his coffin.

P.A. (O.C.)
One minute!

STAN
(to Marty)

Stand over there and stay outta the way.

MARTY
You won’t even know I’m here.

24 



STAN
That’d be easier to do if you weren’t here.

Marty goes to his designated spot. Stan approaches a GRIP, 40s, fat.

STAN (CONT’D)
Grab a piece of sheet metal from out back and shake 
it when I tell you to. Got it?

GRIP
I’m not sure my union would--

STAN
Go!

The Grip runs off.

STAN (CONT’D)
(yelling out)

Alright, cameras up! In five, four, three...

He mimes the two and one before pointing to one of the CAMERAMEN whose camera is 
focused on the miniature of Count Verdugo’s castle set up off to the side of the main set.

The “ON AIR” sign near Marty flickers on. The Announcer, WAYNE, 40s, tall, goofy 
looking, stands in his booth with headphones on as he reads his lines into the microphone.  

WAYNE
Darkness has descended across the land and you 
find yourself seeking shelter at that inviting castle on 
the hill...

STAN
(into headset)

Camera one.

The Cameraman behind camera one pans across the interior set of Count Verdugo’s castle.

WAYNE
...But beware... all is not as it seems for you are 
entering the home of the undead. 

STAN
(into headset)

Cue lightning.
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The camera passes by the lone window on the set. The GAFFER, 50s, with hair that looks 
like he’s been electrocuted one too many times, flickers his light to simulate lightning.

STAN (CONT’D)
(into headset)

Cue thunder.

The Grip from before stands off-camera and vigorously shakes the piece of sheet metal. It 
actually sounds like thunder.

STAN (CONT’D)
(sotto)

Son of a bitch...

WAYNE
You are entering “Count Verdugo’s Shock Theater.”

STAN
(into headset)

Camera one, push in.

Camera one pushes in on the closed casket slowly. Beyond giddy, Marty mouths along:

WAYNE
He’s been expecting you.

The camera stops and holds on the coffin, waiting for it to open. But it doesn’t open. After 
a beat:

STAN
(into headset)

What the hell’s he doing?

Janine is now standing next to a concerned Marty.

JANINE
Deaf as a doorknob.

STAN
(into headset)

Give him his cue again.

WAYNE
He’s been expecting you.

The coffin still doesn’t open.
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STAN
(into headset)

Just roll the movie.

On the monitors in the studio, the opening titles of “The Black Cat” begin to play. The ON-
AIR light flickers off.

P.A. (O.C.)
And we’re clear!

Crew members rush onto the set. A crowd gathers around Edward’s coffin. Angry, Stan 
marches onto the set.

STAN
So help me god, Ed. If you fell asleep in there--

He pushes through the crowd to find the Grip taking the pulse of the motionless Edward. 
From undead to dead-dead. The Grip looks up at Stan and shakes his head.

STAN (CONT’D)
Well, shit.

Stan puts out the cigarette in his mouth and immediately lights another one. 

Off a shocked Marty. 

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Marty, now dressed in a suit, stands in the pouring rain. Reveal he’s surrounded by a few 
dozen MOURNERS at a grave site. Next to a framed picture of Edward as Count Verdugo, 
Stan gives a eulogy. The P.A. holds an umbrella over Stan while he himself gets soaked. 

STAN
I know we’re all sad today, but this is exactly how 
Ed would’ve wanted to go. Doing what he loved. 

Stan lights a cigarette.

STAN (CONT’D)
I mean, sure, he probably would’ve preferred doing 
Ibsen in Hyde Park or some shit, but we take what 
we can get, right?
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He looks to the Mourners and gets a mixture of blank and horrified stares. Marty looks 
perplexed.

STAN (CONT’D)
It only seemed right Ed be buried in the same coffin 
he popped out of week after week. Plus, he 
apparently couldn’t afford anything else. Apparently, 
Ed liked to bet on the ponies. 

Some of the Mourners shake their heads in disgust.

STAN (CONT’D)
But we’re here to celebrate the man that was Count 
Verdugo. Of which there can only be one. And 
without him, it’s hard to imagine a “Shock Theater.” 
Impossible in fact. What I’m getting at is, ”Shock 
Theater’s” canceled. It’s as dead as, well, Edward. 

The Mourners GASP in horror. Marty looks like a dagger has been stabbed through his 
heart.

STAN (CONT’D)
I know. But all good things must come to an end. 
Like Ed’s life.

MOURNER
Sit down!

STAN
Hey now, take it easy! I just lost a good friend and 
I’m in a very fragile place!

The PRIEST, 40s, awkwardly retakes control of the service.

PRIEST
Thank you, Stan, for that... Well, thank you. 

(then)
Let us pray, shall we?

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. CEMETERY - LATER

The service has concluded and most of the Mourners head for their cars. Marty chases 
down Stan.

MARTY
Mister Kowalchuk!

STAN
Who the hell are you?

MARTY
Marty Burg. I was there the night Mister--

STAN
Oh, right, Captain Thunderpants. 

MARTY
You can’t cancel “Shock Theater.”

STAN
It’s the network’s call, not mine, pal.

MARTY
You’re right. There’ll never be another Count 
Verdugo. But there’s gotta be someone worthy of 
carrying on his legacy.

STAN
You got Vincent Price’s number?

MARTY
No, but... well, actually, I happen to be an actor...

STAN
You gotta lotta nerve, you know that? Ed’s body 
isn’t even in the ground yet and you’re already trying 
to take his job?

MARTY
No! I’m just... I’m trying to embrace the risk. 

STAN
Look, you seem like a nice enough schlub-- 
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MARTY
(riled up)

I can do this!

STAN
It’s over, pal. Let it go.

Stan gets in his car and drives off. Crushed, Marty walks back to Edward’s gravesite as the 
GRAVEDIGGERS, 30s, both Hispanic, shovel dirt. 

MARTY
(to the grave)

I guess I’m just meant to be a butcher. 

Marty starts to walk away.

EDWARD (O.C.)
You’re really giving up that easily?

Marty walks back to the grave. The coffin opens and Edward’s pallid corpse sits up as dirt 
continues to be shoveled on top of him.

MARTY
You’re alive!

EDWARD
Oh, no, Martin, I’m most certainly dead.

Edward bends one of his fingers so far back that we clearly hear it break. Marty winces.

EDWARD (CONT’D)
See? Definitely dead. But you’re not. So stop acting 
like it. 

MARTY
What should I do?

EDWARD
Show Stan you won’t be denied.

MARTY
But I don’t know how to do that.

EDWARD
You will.

(then)
You want to see me peel the skin off my skull?
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MARTY
No, I’m good. Good luck with the whole being dead 
thing. 

EDWARD
I’ve been training for this for years.

Edward crosses his arms like Dracula and leans back into his coffin. 

EDWARD (CONT’D)
I always wanted to do that while I was alive, but I 
had terrible sciatica. Godspeed, Martin.

The coffin door shuts by itself. 

EDWARD (CONT’D)
Sweet dreams, Count.

Marty walks off. The two Hispanic Grave Diggers stop shoveling and look at one another.

GRAVE DIGGER #1
(in Spanish)

You know what he was saying?

GRAVE DIGGER #2
(in Spanish)

No, but I know crazy. It’s in the eyes.

They return to shoveling.

INT. SAINT AUGUSTINE’S PARISH COMMUNITY ROOM - DAY

The “Sound of Music” cast is rehearsing the von Trapp family escape scene in a 
nondescript room, adorned by a handful of folding chairs.

FATHER HASKINS
If the borders have been closed, then we’ll take the 
cars up to the hills and go over the mountains on 
foot.

MARIA
The children.

FATHER HASKINS
We’ll help them.
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LIESL
We can do it without help, father.

The family exits the stage.

FATHER HASKINS
And cue the Nazis.

The three NAZIS, including Marty, enter stage left, holding flashlights, looking for the von 
Trapps. 

NAZI #1
This way.

NAZI #2
Check everywhere.

The three of them look around for the von Trapps.

MARTY
Let’s check the roof.

FATHER HASKINS
And scene.

Everyone relaxes as Father Haskins approaches the stage.

FATHER HASKINS (CONT’D)
(to the other two Nazis)

Great job, gentlemen. Marty, let’s chat... So, what 
does your line mean to you?

MARTY
That I should go check the roof?

FATHER HASKINS
But is that what you’re really saying? Think about it. 
There’s nothing you want more than to capture the 
von Trapps, right? Do you know why? 

MARTY
Why?

FATHER HASKINS
Because you hate Jews, Marty. And I need to believe 
that. 
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I need to believe that you want nothing more than to 
squash the Jew rats under your big, black Gestapo 
boot. I need you to dig deep. Can you do that? 

MARTY
You got all of that from “let’s check the roof?”

EXT. CHURCH - MOMENTS LATER

Marty walks by an open door and spots Jessica teaching. She flags Marty in. He hesitates. 
She insists, so he enters.

INT. JESSICA’S CLASSROOM - CONTINUOUS

A couple dozen STUDENTS sit on the floor as Jessica is starting to teach a lesson. There 
are various cartoon Bible characters decorating the walls. The word “FEAR” is written on 
the whiteboard. Marty nervously takes a seat on the floor.

JESSICA
Boy and girls, we have a very special surprise guest. 
This is Mister Burg. He’s an actor starring in the 
church’s production of “The Sound of Music.”

One of the students, CHRIS, 7, precocious, grills Marty.

CHRIS
Who are you playing?

MARTY
Oh, well, Miss Matheson might’ve over-sold my 
role a bit. I’m definitely not the star.

CHRIS
So who are you playing?

MARTY
I’m... a Nazi.

CHRIS
But aren’t you Jewish?

MARTY
How’d you know that?
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CHRIS
My dad says you can sniff out a Jew if they have a 
“gold” or “burg” in their name.

JESSICA
(uncomfortable)

Okay, I think that’s enough, Chris. Why don’t we 
get back to our lesson. Mister Burg, we were 
discussing our greatest fears. Care to share yours?

MARTY
Besides Chris’ dad?

Jessica laughs.

MARTY (CONT’D)
I guess it would be my mother.

BETTY, 7, adorable, is surprised.

BETTY
You’re scared of your mommy?

MARTY
If you met her, you’d get it.

JESSICA
What about you, Betty? What are you scared of?

BETTY
Dying.

JESSICA
Oh, well luckily, you won’t have to worry about that 
for many, many-- 

BETTY
My cousin Cheryl was hit by a bus when she was 
twenty-two.

JESSICA
Oh, okay. Well, what are some other people’s fears?

Hands fly up and Jessica calls on them.
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PETE
Brussel sprouts.

KATIE
Spiders.

JIMMY
Circumcision.

SAMANTHA
Satan.

Marty is intrigued.

JESSICA
And what scares you about Satan, Samantha?

SAMANTHA
He’s evil and my mommy says if we don’t do a 
good job during our life, we’ll burn with him in 
eternal hellfire.

JESSICA
What if I told you Satan was originally an angel? 

GASPS from the entire classroom, including Marty.

JESSICA (CONT’D)
That’s right. Satan was created by God as one of his 
most powerful angelic beings. But Satan rebelled 
against God. Does anybody know why?

Marty’s hand flies up.

MARTY
(gleam in his eye)

Because he was tired of following God’s rules and 
didn’t think God understood him? 

JESSICA
I suppose that’s one way to-- 

MARTY
And instead of trying to be what God wanted him to 
be, Satan decided to carve his own unique path of 
death and destruction! 
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JESSICA
Oh, well--

Marty pops up.

MARTY
Thank you, Miss Matheson. You kids got a great 
teacher here.

Marty, excited, runs out. Chris raises his hand.

JESSICA
Yes, Chris?

CHRIS
That guy’s going to hell, right? 

INT. STAN’S OFFICE - DAY

A thick cloud of cigarette smoke sits over the room like a marine layer of nicotine. Stan sits 
at his desk, cigarette dangling out of his mouth, surrounded by loose papers. 

JACK CARDIGAN, 40s, dressed in an expensive suit with slicked back hair gives the 
impression of being someone important. He paces drinking from a tumbler of scotch.

STAN
We could bring back “Lawman Josie.” Everybody 
loves westerns.

JACK
He’s got the lung cancer.

Stan promptly puts out his cigarette.

STAN
What about Zappy?

JACK
Nope. Research discovered watching clowns that late 
at night causes nightmares.

STAN
More than a vampire?
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JACK
Come on, Stan. Eddie was a glass of warm milk. Put 
people right to sleep. We need something fresh, 
something edgy, something weird. 

Stan lights another cigarette as the intercom BEEPS.

JANINE (O.S.)
Marty Burg is here to see you. 

STAN
(pressing a button)

Who the hell is Marty Burg?

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. WDLP STUDIOS - LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Marty stands before Janine, wearing a trench coat with what looks like red tights 
underneath. Marty awkwardly listens to the following exchange.

JANINE
Eddie’s friend. The dumpy one.

STAN
What’s he want?

JANINE
He says it’s very important.

MARTY
(calling out)

Please, Mister Kowalchuk, it’ll only take a minute. 

STAN
No can do, kid. Oh, and Janine, we need a more 
secure intercom system.

The intercom CLICKS off.

EXT. WDLP STUDIOS - MOMENTS LATER

A dejected Marty exits the studio. As he starts down the sidewalk, he stops and looks 
down the alley bordering the station.
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EXT. ALLEY - MOMENTS LATER

A couple of GRIPS exit the door to the soundstage, carrying trash to the dumpster. Just as 
the door closes, a red-tight clad leg slips in and stops it from closing. 

INT. WDLP STUDIOS - CONTINUOUS

Marty tries to not draw any attention to himself as he confidently walks down the hallway, 
checking the names outside the doors. He lands on a nameplate that reads: STANLEY 
KOWALCHUK.

INT. STAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

There’s a KNOCK at the door.

STAN
Yeah!

Stan and Jack are too busy flipping through promotional materials to notice Marty 
cautiously enter.

MARTY (O.C.)
(announcer voice)

Atop his throne of flames he sits, reigning over the 
underworld and the foolish souls who squandered 
their mortality away, now doomed to eternal 
damnation.

Stan and Jack look up to see Marty concealing himself with the trench coat. Stan stands, 
during:

Stan
Damn it, I--

Jack stops Stan and sits him back down.

MARTY
The only thing more terrifying than his mere 
presence are his films, too evil to be shown in the 
Earthly realm. He is...

Marty dramatically throws down the trench coat, revealing himself dressed in a skin-tight 
red lycra jumpsuit and a dastardly mustache drawn on his face.
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MARTY (CONT’D)
Beelzeburg!

After a beat of silence.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Oh, shoot!

Marty runs to his coat and fishes out a set of cheap plastic devil horns and awkwardly puts 
them on his head.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Beelzeburg!

Marty holds for the applause that never comes.

STAN
What the hell’s a “Beelzeburg?”

MARTY
Your new host of “Shock Theater.”

STAN
You gotta be kidding me. Sorry about this, Jack. 

(re: Marty)
Marty here was just leaving. 

JACK
Now hold on there a second, Stan. Marty, what kind 
of acting experience do you have?

MARTY
Oh... well... none.

JACK         
Perfect. You’re hired. 

MARTY
Are you serious?!

JACK
Congrats, Bumbleberg.

Jack exits into the hallway and Stan follows him.
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INT. WDLP STUDIOS - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

STAN
Jack, you can’t put that guy on television. He’s fat, 
dopey and dressed as the devil. People will flip their 
shit. 

JACK
That’s exactly why we are going to put him on 
television. We need to get people talking about 
WDLP again and that weirdo might be just the guy 
to do that.

STAN
This is insane!

JACK
Look, pay him peanuts and we’ll see what the ratings 
are like in a week. No harm, no foul.

STAN
How much scotch have you had?

JACK
A lot. But I do know weird and that guy’s got it in 
spades. Now point me in the direction of a good 
steakhouse to soak up all this booze.

Jack exits down the hall, leaving Stan dumbfounded.

INT. BURG’S DELI - KITCHEN - DAY

Marty enters through the back door, sporting a big smile and a spring in his step. Cyrus is 
washing dishes.

CYRUS
Oh, I know that look. You found out you’re getting 
a lifetime supply of moon pies sent to your house 
didn’t you?

Golda enters the kitchen on a tear.
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MARTY
(to Golda)

You’re looking at the new host of WDLP’s “Shock 
Theater!”

GOLDA
(to Marty)

You’re late.

MARTY
It’s 3:02.

GOLDA
So... you’re two minutes late. Now, you and your 
friend knock off the jive talk. You got a line.

Golda flies out of the kitchen as Marty puts on his apron.

MARTY
Boy, she really knows how to suck the air out of a 
room.

CYRUS
And replace that air with racism. But forget her. 
You’re hosting “Shock Theater?” How the hell’d 
you pull that off?

MARTY
By embracing the risk.

CYRUS
(impressed)

Marty Burg, risk embracer. I like it. I’m proud of 
you, man. So what you got in store for your big 
debut?

A look of fear comes over Marty.

INT. JESSICA’S CLASSROOM - DAY

Marty stands before Jessica in his Beelzeburg costume.
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MARTY
So the announcer will finish his intro.

(announcer voice)
Welcome to “Shock Theater with Beelzeburg”!

Marty takes a few deep breaths and launches into his “character” of Beelzeburg. Which 
sounds a lot like Paul Lynde.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Good evening, mortals. I’m your host from Hell and 
ruler of the Underworld, Beelzeburg.

Jessica’s excitement drains from her face.

MARTY (CONT’D)
What? What is it?

JESSICA
Oh, nothing.

MARTY
Come on, I can take it. A true actor possesses skin 
thick enough to absorb all constructive criticism.

JESSICA
I don’t love the voice.

MARTY
What’s wrong with it?

JESSICA
You kinda sound like Paul Lynde. Is that what you 
were going for?

MARTY
I guess that’s just how I pictured Satan sounding in 
my head.

JESSICA
Why not just use your normal voice?

MARTY
But I’m not Marty Burg, I’m...

(Paul Lynde)
Beelzeburg.
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JESSICA
I know, but people have seen the fake scary host 
thing, ya know?

MARTY
But my voice won’t strike fear into the souls of Saint 
Paul.

JESSICA
But Paul Lynde will?

(off his look)
Nevermind. Please, proceed--

Jessica winces in pain, holding her stomach.

MARTY
Oh God, are you having your baby? Do I need to call 
Mister Matheson?

JESSICA
No, I’m good. The little guy or girl is just using my 
organs as a speedbag. And Mister Matheson is out 
of town on business anyway. He travels a lot.

MARTY
Ooh, is he a spy?

JESSICA
He sells life insurance.

MARTY
Wow, I’d be terrible at that.

JESSICA
Not him. Those little blue-hairs are powerless to his 
charm.

MARTY
Isn’t it hard being alone that much?

JESSICA
I can handle it. Plus, I have a cat.

Samantha, the young girl from class who expressed her fear of Satan, enters the classroom.

SAMANTHA
Sorry, Miss Matheson, I forgot my Bible and--
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Samantha sees Marty dressed as Satan, SCREAMS and runs out.

JESSICA
Oh, shoot! Samantha!

Jessica hurriedly runs after Samantha. Marty smiles proudly to himself. 

INT. WDLP STUDIOS - KITCHEN - DAY

Stan pours coffee. Some of the ash from the cigarette falls into the cup. Marty walks in 
with a stack of papers.

MARTY
Mister Kowalchuk, I made some designs for the set I 
wanted to show you.

Marty lays out his drawings on a nearby table. The passion is there, the artistic talent is not. 

Stan is more concerned with getting himself a donut.

MARTY (CONT’D)
I was thinking we could have a wall of actual flame 
to give it that sense of realism. What do you think?

Stan takes a big bite of his donut.

STAN
I think that’d be great if you had a three picture deal 
at MGM. But the network has slashed our budget so 
much, I have to buy my own cigarettes now. You 
know how expensive that is? Maybe you haven’t 
noticed, but I smoke a lot.

MARTY
Oh, well, I--

STAN
Look, you can use whatever you want from the prop 
closet, but the rest’s on you.

INT. WDLP STUDIOS - PROP CLOSET - LATER

The P.A., 20s, a pasty ginger, lets Marty into the dark, musty prop closet. The cobwebs 
make it feel like a crypt from a horror movie. Marty is in awe.
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MARTY
Whoa.

P.A.
I know. Stan keeps hounding me to clean up in here, 
but I told him I don’t get paid enough for that. I 
mean, I don’t even get health insurance. 

Marty’s attention is drawn to a jar of plastic eyeballs. 

MARTY
“Dead Man’s Eyes” from episode seventy-seven.

Marty is drawn to a large paper mache spider with a woman’s wig affixed to the top of it.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Episode ninety-three. “The Spider Woman Strikes 
Back.” 

P.A.
This stuff worth anything?

MARTY
It’s priceless.

P.A.
Yeah, but if “someone” were to try and take it down 
to Al’s Pawn Shop, you think “they” could get 
anything for it? 

Marty locks eyes on the holy grail -- Count Verdugo’s wine decanter. It still has wine in it.

MARTY
The Count’s decanter.

(taking a sniff)
Is that real wine?

P.A.
Oh, yeah, Ed would polish off a bottle or two during 
each show.

(holding a silver cross)
You think this is real silver?

MONTAGE to Squirrel Nuts Zippers’ “Hell.”
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INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - MARTY’S ROOM - NIGHT 

It looks like an arts and crafts class exploded -- construction paper, markers, tissue paper 
everywhere. Marty furiously cuts, glues and draws...

INT. COUNT VERDUGO SET - DAY

Marty and Jessica stand before the Count Verdugo set, now completely struck, a blank 
canvas ready to be transformed.

Marty paints the backdrop. Jessica glues tissue paper flames on the set. They both hang red 
velvet drapes.

EXT. BURG’S DELI - DAY

Marty digs in the dumpster behind the deli, fishing out bones and tossing them to Cyrus 
who puts them in a garbage bag.

INT. COUNT VERDUGO SET - DAY

Jessica pulls an end table onto the set and decorates with props (a plastic skull, fake rats 
and bugs, etc).

INT. EDWARD’S DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Marty enters Edward’s old dressing room and spots Edward’s chair. He looks up at 
Edward’s framed picture on the wall. He winks at Marty. Marty smiles.

END MONTAGE.

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - LATER

Stan and the rest of the crew file in to prep for the show. From their POV, we see the result 
of Marty’s hard work.

The backdrop is painted a vibrant orange/red with drawn on flames as well as glued on 
tissue paper flames blowing in the wind provided by a nearby fan. Marty, in his 
Beelzeburg outfit, sits in Edward’s chair which has now been affixed with the deli 
dumpster bones.

It doesn’t look professional, but you can tell a lot of passion went into it. Everyone is 
speechless. After a beat:
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STAN
You know we broadcast in black & white, right?

MARTY
I did not think about that.

INT. EDWARD’S DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

It’s been kept exactly how it was as a shrine to Marty’s hero. Marty finishes applying his 
mustache, brimming with confidence.

There’s a KNOCK at the door.

P.A. (O.S.)
Five minutes!

After a beat, there’s another KNOCK at the door before Stan enters.

STAN
You ready?

MARTY
Absolutely. I won’t let you down.

STAN
Just know, no one’s expecting anything from you, 
because you don’t have any business being on 
television. So the bar is very low.

MARTY
Oh, okay. Kind of a weird pep talk...

STAN
I’m not one for speeches. See ya out there.

Immediately after Stan heads out, there’s another KNOCK as Wayne enters.

WAYNE
Hey there. Just wanted to clarify how you say your 
character’s name.

MARTY
It’s Beelzeburg. You know, like Beelzebub.

WAYNE
What’s Beelzebub?
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MARTY
The devil. 

WAYNE
Wow-wee, scary stuff. Beelzeburg. Beelzeburg. 
Beelzeburg. Got it. 

Wayne does his vocal exercises as he exits. There’s immediately another KNOCK on the 
door.

P.A. (O.C.)
Two minutes!

Marty looks over at the framed picture of Count Verdugo on the wall. He smiles. The 
PHONE rings. Marty answers it.

MARTY
Hello?

JANINE (O.S.)
(through phone)

I got your mother on the line, Marty.

MARTY
Oh, okay, put her through.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Golda sits on the couch on the phone.

GOLDA
Marty?

MARTY
Hey, Ma. You call to wish me luck?

GOLDA
What are you doing?

MARTY
I’m about to be on TV.
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GOLDA                  
Why are you doing this to me? Do you have any idea 
how hard I’ve worked to provide a decent life for 
you and you’re just going to throw it all away? 
You’re wasting your time. You don’t belong on TV. 
Ed Sullivan, Fred Gwynne, those are TV stars. 
You... well, you’re a good boy and I just don’t 
wanna see you make a fool of yourself, that’s all.

MARTY
(stunned)

I... I gotta go, Ma.

Marty hangs up, looking like a deer caught in headlights. There’s a KNOCK.

P.A. (O.C.)
One minute!

We follow Marty as he makes his way out of his dressing room in a daze. 

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - CONTINUOUS

Marty walks onto the set and sits down on his throne of bones, still looking shell-shocked.

P.A. (O.C.)
Thirty seconds!

STAN
Alright, let’s do this, people.

Stan notices Marty’s condition.

STAN (CONT’D)
You good?

MARTY
(not good)

Uh-huh.

INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Jessica turns on the television and sits down to eat her TV dinner.

49 



INT. BEELZEBURG SET - CONTINUOUS

STAN
Alright, cameras up! In five, four, three...

He mimes two and one before pointing to the cameraman and we see the opening shot is of 
the tissue paper flames along the backdrop of the set.

INT. CYRUS’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cyrus sits on the couch in his sparse living room trying to pay attention to the TV, but his 
FIVE YOUNGER BROTHERS are causing a ruckus, arguing over a jigsaw puzzle.

JAMES
What’s wrong with you? Look at the edge. It’s 
clearly a corner piece.

CURTIS
But it’s one of the kitten’s adorable eyeballs.

AL
Curtis, it’s a puzzle of nothing but kittens and their 
adorable eyeballs!

CYRUS
Man, will you guys shut up?!

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - CONTINUOUS

Stan points to Wayne in his sound booth.

WAYNE
(into microphone)

Atop his throne of flames he sits, reigning over the 
underworld and the foolish souls who squandered 
their mortality, now condemned to eternal damnation. 
The only thing more terrifying than his mere 
presence are his films, too evil to be shown in this 
Earthly realm. He is...

The CAMERA PULLS OUT to reveal Marty sitting in his throne. Still completely in a 
daze.

WAYNE (O.S.) (CONT’D) 
Beetleborg!

50 



The CAMERA SITS ON Marty for what feels like an eternity, waiting for him to say his 
lines.

STAN
(loud whisper)

Marty! You’re on!

Still nothing.

STAN (CONT’D)
(loud whisper)

Say your goddamn lines!

INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Jessica watches anxiously.

JESSICA
Come on, Marty...

INT. CYRUS’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cyrus’ five brothers are watching along with him now.

CYRUS
Come on, Marty...

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - CONTINUOUS

STAN
(loud whisper)

Come on, Marty!

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Golda watches her son for a beat. She shakes her head before turning off the television.

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - CONTINUOUS

Marty snaps out of his trance.
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MARTY
Oh, hi.

(catches himself, switches to Paul 
Lynde voice)

I mean, good evening, mortals, and welcome to 
“Shock Theater”. I am your host from Hell, 
Beetleborg.

(breaking character)
Dang it. Beelzeburg!

(back to Paul Lynde voice)
Welcome to my underworld.

Marty stands up and as he does, he drops his pitchfork.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Whoopsie.

With his butt facing the camera, Marty bends over to pick it up and his red lycra suit splits 
right down the crack, exposing his tighty-whities.

He regains his composure and heads to a nearby table, but on the way he slips and goes 
right through one of the walls of the set.

INT. CYRUS’ HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Cyrus and his brothers watch Marty like it’s a car accident they can’t avert their eyes from.

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - CONTINUOUS

Marty dusts himself off as he makes his way back to the table.

MARTY
(Paul Lynde voice)

Tonight, in honor of the late, great Count Verdugo, 
we will be screening “Dracula”. Made in 1931...

(regular voice)
Or was it thirty-two? Or maybe it was thirty. Sorry, 
guess I’m just a little nervous.

INT. JESSICA’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Jessica looks on, her heart breaking for Marty.
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INT. BEELZEBURG SET - CONTINUOUS

MARTY
(Paul Lynde voice)

“Dracula” directed in 1930-something, stars Bela 
Lugosi who apparently really enjoyed heroin and 
hookers--

(regular voice)
Shit, I shouldn’t have told you that. I’m so stupid! 

Marty’s arm catches fire from the candelabra behind him. He lets out a high pitched 
SCREAM and in a fit of panic knocks the decanter off the table, smashing it. The P.A. 
runs onto the set with a fire extinguisher. 

MARTY (CONT’D)
I’m burning! I’m burn--

The network smashes to the opening credits of “Dracula”.

INT. DIVE BAR - NIGHT

KURT, 40s, simple folk, polishes glasses behind the bar in the dark and musty dive. A 
distraught Marty enters, unable to make eye contact with the bartender.

MARTY
Let me get a Pink Lady.

Kurt stares at Marty as he makes the drink.

KURT
I know you.

MARTY
(under his breath)

Your loss.

KURT
You were the guy on TV tonight. In the tights.

MARTY
Technically, it was a bodysu--

KURT
Man, that was a real mess.

Kurt places the pink cocktail in front of Marty.
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MARTY
To you maybe. To me, it was the most embarrassing 
moment of my life.

Marty slams the drink.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Another, please.

Kurt returns to the gin and grenadine.

KURT
I couldn’t stop laughing. When you lit yourself on 
fire... hilarious!

MARTY
Not if you could’ve smelled it.

Kurt puts another drink down in front of Marty.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DIVE BAR - LATER

It’s hours later as Marty slams the glass on the bar. He is way more than three sheets to the 
wind.

MARTY
Keep ‘em coming, Kurt.

KURT
I think I gotta cut you off. Not because I think you’re 
too drunk, but because no man should drink that 
much grenadine.

Marty’s head is resting on his chest. Sound asleep.

EXT. DIVE BAR/INT. MARTY’S CAR - LATER

Kurt helps a stumbly Marty to his car.

KURT
Alright, you get home safe, pal.
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Marty opens his door then drops his keys. They slide under the car, in that perfectly 
unreachable spot. 

MARTY
(slurring)

Ah, fuck it.

Marty falls into his front seat. He immediately passes out and starts SNORING.

INT. MARTY’S CAR - DAWN

A snowplow barrels down the street, waking Marty from his drunken slumber as it covers 
his car with snow. He has the mother of all crinks in his neck and a stream of drool 
cascading down his chin. He checks his pockets.

MARTY
Where the hell are my keys?

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM/HALLWAY - DAY

The door opens and Marty gingerly walks down the hall. He gets his hand on the bathroom 
doorknob, when--

GOLDA (O.C.)
You just don’t come home? 

MARTY
Morning, Ma.

Golda corners Marty in the hallway, sipping her coffee. 

GOLDA
For all I knew you were face down in a snow bank. 
God, you smell like your father.

MARTY
If you don’t mind, I’m gonna go throw up.

Marty bolts for the toilet. GUTTURAL HEAVING and VOMIT HITTING WATER can 
be heard. The sound stops.

GOLDA
You done?
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MARTY (O.C.)
I think so.

GOLDA
Some man called for you. Stan something-or-other. 

MARTY (O.C.)
Oh, that’s just my boss calling to officially dash my 
hopes and dreams. Wait, not done.

More GUTTURAL HEAVING.

INT. SAINT AUGUSTINE’S PARISH COMMUNITY ROOM - DAY

Marty sits in chairs with the rest of the cast. He looks like death warmed over.

FATHER HASKINS
Alright, people, that’s it for today. But I want you all 
off book by the end of the week. Understand? God 
be with you.

Everyone disperses including Marty who heads for the exit.

FATHER HASKINS (CONT’D)
Marty, can I have a word?

Marty stops. Everyone else continues to exit. Father Haskins waits until the last person is 
gone.

FATHER HASKINS (CONT’D)
I just have to say, I’m very disappointed.

MARTY
Why? Am I not digging deep enough?

FATHER HASKINS
Well, yes, but that’s not what I’m referring to. I 
caught your little performance last night on WDLP. 

MARTY
Oh.

FATHER HASKINS
Marty, Satan is not a joking matter. What you did, 
aside from embarrass yourself, was sinful. 
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I’m sorry, but that kind of attitude has no place on 
my stage. This is a decision no director hopes to 
have to make, but you’re out of the show.

MARTY
What?! But who’s gonna play Nazi #3?

FATHER HASKINS
It’s really not that pivotal of a role. We’ll manage.

MARTY
But you said-- No, you know what? Fine. Forget it. 
But you should know, you’re off-key in 
“Edelweiss.” 

Marty exits, holding his head high.

FATHER HASKINS
(calling after)

I’ll pray for you, Marty!

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - MARTY’S BEDROOM - DAY

Marty is sound asleep on top of his covers. The phone RINGS in another room. After a 
beat:

GOLDA (O.S.)
Marty! It’s that man calling to fire you!

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Marty picks up the phone.

MARTY
Hello?

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. STAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Stan sits at his desk.
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STAN
Christ, man, I’ve been trying to get a hold of you all 
day. How ya holding up?

MARTY
Luckily, the hangover’s helped take my mind off the 
humiliation. 

STAN
I can honestly say that in my twenty-seven year 
career in television I’ve never witnessed something 
that disastrous.

MARTY
Listen, Stan, if you could just spare me those two 
words--

STAN
What about three words?

MARTY
Well, it’s not really about the word count per se...

STAN
They. Love. You.

Marty stops in his tracks.

MARTY
What?

STAN
Saint Paul loves you. Our Ansafone was full this 
morning of messages from people who can’t get 
enough of you making an ass out of yourself. 

MARTY
Wait, so am I not fired?

STAN
I know. I was totally expecting to fire you today, too.

MARTY
Wait, what am I going to do for the next show?
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STAN
Just recreate the same level of stupidity and you’ll be 
fine.

MARTY
But that was serendipitous stupidity. I can’t light 
myself on fire every week.  

STAN
You’ll figure something out. Oh, and next week 
we’re showing “The Mummy.”

MARTY
Ooh, maybe I can wrap myself in toilet paper and it 
can get stuck on something and unravel.

Crickets.

STAN
You’ve got a week. Best not to force it.

INT. MARIO’S ITALIAN RESTAURANT - NIGHT

A Mom & Pop Italian restaurant. The kind of place that has bottles of chianti in straw 
baskets on every table and murals of the Tuscan countryside that can make you forget 
about the harsh Minnesota winter outside.

Marty and Jessica sit across from one another at a table near the window. They’re both 
looking at menus.

MARTY
If you like veal parm, this is the place.

JESSICA
You didn’t have to do all this.

MARTY
I wanted to thank you for being the only person who 
truly believed in me.

JESSICA
Oh, I’m sure that’s not true. What about your 
family?
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MARTY
It’s just my mom and I. And she can be... 
challenging. Since I was born, she always had a 
specific expectation of me.

JESSICA
Since you were born?

MARTY              
Yep. Ma really wanted a girl. Was deadset on 
naming her Rosemary. But then I came out instead.

JESSICA
Well, I for one, like Marty better than Rosemary 
anyway.

MARTY
Oh, Ma wasn’t going to be denied. She wouldn’t let 
my gender screw up her plan. So my actual legal 
name is actually Rosemarty.     

JESSICA
Jesus.

EXT. MARIO’S ITALIAN RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

Golda walks home, looking bothered by the cold and everything else in her life. She walks 
by the window of Mario’s and sees Marty and Jessica ordering.  

INT. MARIO’S ITALIAN RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

Marty
They also have a great Bolognese.

GOLDA (O.C.)
Already living like Rock Hudson I see.

Golda approaches their table.

MARTY
Ma? What are doing here? 

GOLDA
I was just about to ask you the same thing. 

Golda gives Jessica the once over.
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MARTY
This is Jessica.

JESSICA
Pleasure to meet you, Miss Burg.

As Jessica stands up, Golda can’t help but be drawn to Jessica’s pregnant belly as they 
shake hands.

GOLDA
Oy, you’re about to pop.

JESSICA
Hopefully not for another three months.

GOLDA
And does your husband know you’re out to dinner 
with my son?

MARTY
Ma, relax. Jessica teaches over at the church.

GOLDA
Uh-huh. 

JESSICA
And we’re celebrating your son’s big news. 

GOLDA
“Big news?”

MARTY
They asked me to do the show again. Apparently it 
was a big hit.

JESSICA
I think your son’s very talented, Miss Burg.

GOLDA
I bet you do.

MARTY
What’s that supposed to mean?

GOLDA
What? I’m only looking out for you. That’s all I ever 
do. Because you can’t take care of yourself!
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MARTY
Ma, please! We’re just trying to have a nice meal!

The other PATRONS are drawn to the commotion. 

MARTY (CONT’D)
(to Jessica)

Come on, let’s go.

Marty leads Jessica out of the restaurant in a huff.

EXT. CHURCH - NIGHT

Marty pulls up beside Jessica’s car in the parking lot.

JESSICA
I was really looking forward to that veal parm.

MARTY
Yeah, sorry. It’s just... I’m all she’s got, ya know? 
My dad split when she was pregnant with me, so she 
holds on pretty tight. 

A long pause.

JESSICA
Listen, Marty, there’s something I gotta tell you, but 
you can’t tell anyone.

MARTY
Sure. What is it?

JESSICA
I... I don’t actually have a husband.

A beat, then:

MARTY
(re: pregnant stomach)

So this is like an immaculate conception thing then?

Jessica chuckles.
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JESSICA
He left when he found out I was pregnant. No note, 
no nothing. Guess it’s what I deserve for committing 
a mortal sin.  

MARTY
Aw, don’t beat yourself up. I commit mortal sins on 
a daily basis.

JESSICA
But seriously, you can’t say anything to anyone, 
okay? If Father Haskins found out, I’d lose my job.

MARTY
Man, and I thought Jewish guilt was bad. 

JESSICA
I can’t lose my job, Marty. I love those kids.

MARTY                
Your secret’s safe with me. And for what it’s worth, 
I respect you doing what your doing.

They lock eyes. This is Marty’s opportunity...

MARTY (CONT’D)
I... uh... I should get to brainstorming for next 
week’s show. 

JESSICA
Right. You have any idea what you’re gonna do? 

MARTY
Not in the slightest.

JESSICA
I’m sure you’ll think of something great. Well, good 
night.  

MARTY
‘Night.

Marty watches longingly as Jessica gets into her car.
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EXT. MARTY’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Marty pulls up to his house and turns the car off. He sees Golda poke her head through the 
curtains to see if it’s him. After a beat, Marty starts the car and drives away.

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - NIGHT

The house lights come on, illuminating the dormant set. Marty stands before it, completely 
stumped. There is a SCRATCHING sound emanating from the prop closet.

Marty cautiously approaches the prop closet door as the SCRATCHING gets louder. He 
opens the door. It’s dark inside. He flips the light switch. Nothing.

MARTY
Shoulda figured that.

After a beat of silence, the sound of FEET DRAGGING inches closer and closer to Marty 
as he backs away from the door. 

Out from the shadows emerges the MUMMY, straight from the 1932 Boris Karloff film in 
head-to-toe gauze. The Mummy GROANS expectantly.

MARTY (CONT’D)
I’m sorry, what?

He GROANS again, this time more urgently.

MARTY (CONT’D)
No idea.

The Mummy removes the gauze covering his mouth.

MUMMY
Water!

Just as he gets the word out of his mouth, his decomposed jaw falls onto the floor. The 
Mummy struggles to pick it up as Marty gets him a cup of water from a nearby dispenser. 

The Mummy secures his jaw back in place, takes the water from Marty and downs it. He 
lets out a very satisfied SIGH.

MUMMY (CONT’D)
Thirty-seven hundred years inside a pyramid in the 
Egyptian desert has left me rather parched. Could I 
possibly get a skosh more?

Marty fills his cup and give it to him, during:
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MUMMY (CONT’D)
So why am I here?

MARTY
Well, I’m showing your movie on this week’s show 
and I don’t know what to do for my schtick.

MUMMY
Ooh, I’ve always wanted to be someone’s muse.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - NIGHT

The Mummy draws diagrams on a chalkboard. Marty isn’t following. Frustrated, the 
Mummy erases the board with his arm gauze.

INT. BURG’S DELI - NIGHT

Marty finishes with a CUSTOMER. He looks at the clock, strips off his apron and heads 
for the door, past his mother without saying a word.

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - NIGHT

Marty enters with take out from the deli. The Mummy lifts the bread on his sandwich and 
points to the mayonnaise. Marty apologizes. The Mummy angrily throws his sandwich in 
the trash and pouts. 

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Golda silently eats leftovers, sitting across from Marty’s empty chair. She refuses to even 
look at it.

INT. MARTY’S DRESSING ROOM - MORNING           

There are papers with ideas taped all over the walls. Marty’s eyes begin to shut as the 
Mummy rearranges the papers and then steps away, admiring his handiwork.

INT. BURG’S DELI - DAY

Marty sits in Edward’s old booth, sipping a bowl of matzoh ball soup. He rehearses his 
schtick. Cyrus approaches.
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CYRUS
You nervous?

MARTY
Not as much as last week. I’ve only thrown up three 
times today. 

GOLDA (O.C.)
You! You’re the dish washer! Go wash dishes!

Cyrus scurries back into the kitchen as Golda approaches.

GOLDA (CONT’D)
You haven’t been home at all this week.

MARTY
I’ve been busy.

GOLDA
Well, I... I just wanted to wish you good mazel on 
your little show.

MARTY
(expectantly)

But...

GOLDA
What? No “but.” If this is what you want to do, who 
am I to stand in your way?

MARTY
Wow, thanks, Ma. That means a lot.

GOLDA
Just don’t let it go to your head. 

Golda walks off, leaving Marty still in shock.

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - NIGHT

The crew prepares for the show. Marty and the Mummy confidently enter. The door 
catches on a piece of the Mummy’s gauze. It begins to unravel, but neither Marty nor the 
Mummy notice as they continue walking.

66 



Stan meets up with Marty and they walk and talk on the way to Marty’s dressing room, 
during:

STAN
There he is. How you feeling?

MARTY
Good. Really good actually.

STAN
Great, cause we hit a bit of a snag. We can’t show 
“The Mummy” tonight.

The Mummy’s gauze finishes unraveling and his bones crumble to the floor in a puff of 
dust.

STAN (CONT’D)
Our P.A. lost the print. ‘Cause he’s a moron.

MARTY
But I’ve spent all week working on my “Mummy” 
schtick.

STAN
What can I tell ya? Welcome to showbiz. You’ll be 
showing “Jungle Captive” instead. 

MARTY
What the hell am I supposed to say about “Jungle 
Captive?”

STAN
Just fall through some stuff like ya did last week. 
You’ll be fine.

Stan heads off. A panicked Marty enters his dressing room.

INT. MARTY’S DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS           

Inside, there’s a bouquet of flowers waiting for him. The note attached reads: “When in 
doubt, be you. Break a leg. --Jess.” 

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - LATER

Still panicked, Marty sits in his throne.
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STAN
And in five, four, three...

He mimes two and one and the cameras start rolling.

WAYNE (O.S.)
(into microphone)

Atop his throne of flames he sits, reigning over the 
underworld and the foolish souls who squandered 
their mortality away, now condemned to eternal 
damnation. The only thing more terrifying than his 
mere presence are his films, too evil to be shown on 
Earth. He is...

The camera lands on Marty.

WAYNE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Beelzebum!

MARTY
(Paul Lynde voice)

Good evening, mortals, and welcome to “Shock 
Theater”. I am your host from Hell, Beelzeburg!

Wayne mouths “Sorry.”

MARTY (CONT’D)
And welcome to my underworld. Tonight, we’ll be 
watching Harold Young’s “Jungle Captive.” What 
can I tell you about this movie?

Marty thinks for a beat, then he drops the Paul Lynde voice.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Here’s what I’ll tell you... this movie stinks. Burning 
in Hell would be time better spent than watching this 
cinematic disaster. 

Stan can’t believe what he’s hearing.

MARTY (CONT’D)
I mean, come on, a third installment in the Paula the 
Ape franchise? Really? But we can get one sequel to 
“Night Monster?” Or “The Frozen Ghost.” No. 
Instead, we get three movies of this hairy broad 
grunting at things.
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Stan is fuming behind the cameras.

MARTY (CONT’D)
And don’t get me started on Rondo Hatton as 
Moloch. Christ, I’ve eaten corned beef sandwiches 
with more charisma than that guy. I mean, it’s bad 
enough he hit every branch falling down the ugly 
tree, he’s also gotta be cursed with being a terrible 
actor, too? I’d say “enjoy the movie,” but that’s 
impossible. You know what you should actually do? 
Turn off your TV. Go read some Chaucer, finish that 
model airplane, make sweet love to your wife. All 
better uses of your time. But for you suckers with 
nothing better to do, here’s “Jungle Captive.”

The opening credits of “Jungle Captive” start playing.

STAN
And we’re out!

Stan storms the set. Marty’s sporting a shit-eating grin.

MARTY
That was pretty good, right?

STAN
Are you out of your mind?! In the span of three 
minutes, you managed to take the Lord’s name in 
vain, insult everyone associated with the film we’re 
being paid to promote and you told our audience to 
burn in Hell. So no, it wasn’t “pretty good.”

MARTY
I was kinda left me high and dry, so I improvised 
and went with my gut. 

STAN
Well, your gut’s a moron. Go home, Marty.

MARTY
But--

STAN
Just go home.
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INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A coy Marty enters. Golda comes out from the kitchen.

GOLDA
There’s my baby. How’d it go?

MARTY
Not so great.

GOLDA
Oh, honey. I’m sorry. Can I make you something?

MARTY
Nah, I’m good. Thanks, Ma.

Marty heads down the hall to his room.

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - MARTY’S BEDROOM - LATER

Marty is packing everything associated with Beelzeburg into a box. He pauses as he stares 
at the plastic devil horns for a beat, before tossing them into the box.

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - GARAGE - MOMENTS LATER

Marty approaches some densely-packed storage shelves, carrying the box.  In the process 
of trying to wedge the box into a narrow spot on one of the shelves, another box falls to the 
ground and out of it rolls a metal film tin. 

Upon further inspection, Marty sees that the label on it reads: “The Mummy.”

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - GOLDA’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Golda is watching “The Ed Sullivan” show. She laughs to herself. Marty walks in with the 
film tin under his arm. The smile immediately leaves her face.

MARTY
Why, Ma?

GOLDA
I was trying to save you from yourself.

MARTY
By setting me up to fail?!
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Golda stands.

GOLDA
You’re throwing your life away!

MARTY
It’s my life! I’m thirty-six years old! I can make my 
own choices!

Marty storms out.

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - HALLWAY/ENTRY - CONTINUOUS

Golda chases after her son, who grabs his coat off the coat rack.

GOLDA
You mean like gallivanting around town with a 
married, pregnant shiksa?

Marty turns around and gets in his mother’s face.

MARTY
You don’t even know her! 

GOLDA
I know a trollop when I see one!

MARTY
She’s not married! The father left her just like Dad 
left you. The difference is Jessica’s going to be ten 
times the mother you were.

GOLDA
How dare you. You have no idea what it’s like to be 
a parent! I’ve sacrificed my life for you!

MARTY
Why?! So I could wind up as miserable as you?!

GOLDA
Get out.

MARTY
I’m sorry life dealt you a bad hand, but that’s not my 
fault. 
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And I won’t be made to feel guilty for the way your 
life turned out. You’re right. I’ll probably fail. But at 
least I’ll have tried.  

Marty defiantly heads for the door.

GOLDA
Get out, you ungrateful shit!

Golda throws a glass at the door just as Marty slams it behind him.

INT. CYRUS’ HOUSE - NIGHT

Cyrus carries in some blankets and pillows for Marty, getting him set up to sleep on the 
couch.

CYRUS
I gotta warn you, my grandma likes her morning 
exercises.  

MARTY
I’m a heavy sleeper, so it’s fine.

CYRUS
(as in “you’ll see”)

Mm-hmm.

MARTY
Thanks again for this, Cyrus.

CYRUS
Hey, you deserve a suite at the Ryan. But you’ll have 
to settle for a couch at the Cyrus.

MARTY
What’s that smell?

CYRUS
Grandma also likes her hard boiled eggs...

Cyrus heads for his bedroom as Marty lies down on the couch. Cyrus turns back around.
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CYRUS (CONT’D)
So I know your life’s kinda falling apart and all right 
now, but my band is playing down at Kurt’s on 
Monday. I’d love for you to come. 

MARTY
I’ll be there, man.

A big smile comes over Cyrus.

CYRUS
‘Night, Marty.

Cyrus exits, shutting off the light on his way out. Marty sits in the dark, staring at the 
ceiling, contemplating his next move. He shuts his eyes.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CYRUS’ HOUSE - EARLY MORNING

MOA on Marty’s eyes as it’s now morning. The silence is broken by the sound of a 
VIBRATING MACHINE.

Marty opens his eyes and looks over to see CYRUS’ GRANDMA, 60s, heavy-set, letting 
a Mueller Exercise Belt machine jiggle her fat away as she eats a hard-boiled egg. She 
looks at Marty and doesn’t say a word.

INT. CYRUS’ HOUSE - KITCHEN - LATER

CLOSE ON who Marty sits at the breakfast table, holding a piece of paper. 

MARTY
(reading)

“...I want to thank WDLP for the opportunity to live 
out my dream and want you to know I never meant 
to bring any shame or embarrassment to “Shock 
Theater” or the station. I remain forever a fan, Marty 
Burg.” So, what do you think?

Reveal that Marty is surrounded by Cyrus’ five brothers all eating their morning cereal.

JAMES
I like it.
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AL
Yeah, classy.

CURTIS
I wouldn’t use the words “shame” and 
“embarrassment” as they basically mean the same 
thing.

Cyrus enters and pours himself some coffee.

MARTY
Valid note. Thank you, Curtis. What about you, 
Marvin?

Marvin tries to conceal his tears.

MARVIN
(choked up)

It’s... it’s good.

CYRUS
What are you guys talking about?

MARTY
Just finishing my resignation letter to WDLP.

CYRUS
That’s too bad, man. We thought you were funny as 
shit. 

AL
I found your honesty refreshing.

INT. MARTY’S CAR/EXT. WDLP STUDIOS - DAY

Marty nervously drives. As he approaches the studio, he sees a group of PROTESTERS 
marching outside the studio. They’re chanting and carrying signs condemning Beelzeburg.

Father Haskins leads the angry mob. Amidst the group is Jessica. Marty parks his car and 
cautiously approaches the entrance.

FATHER HASKINS
And here’s the sinner now.

MALE PROTESTER
Satan’s not a joke!
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OLD LADY PROTESTER
Blasphemer!

OLD MAN PROTESTER
We’ll see how funny it is when you’re the one 
burning in Hell!

FATHER HASKINS
Too far, Sam. We don’t need to stoop to the his level.

The crowd begins chanting “Sinner! Sinner!” A NEWS REPORTER is on the scene 
covering the protest.

NEWS REPORTER
Mr. Burg, the public wants to know, what possessed 
you to say the things you did on live TV?

Marty doesn’t answer as he continues into the station. Jessica chants “Sinner!” with the 
crowd, but she gives Marty a “I don’t want to be here” look.

MARTY
I was just being me.

Marty heads into the station.

INT. STAN’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

There’s a KNOCK on the door.

STAN
Yeah!

Marty sheepishly enters. 

MARTY
Mister Cardigan, Mister Kowalchuk, I want to start 
by saying--

STAN
You beat fucking “Gunsmoke!”

MARTY
Huh?

JACK
It’s a western program, son. Marshall Dillon protects 
Dodge City.
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STAN
Nobody beats “Gunsmoke.” But you did!

MARTY
But what about how I trashed “Jungle Captive?”

STAN
Marty, these are ratings this station has never seen 
before.

Jack slides Marty a contract across the desk.

JACK
We’re offering you a twenty-week contract to 
continue portraying Beelzeburg on “Shock Theater.” 

MARTY
What about the angry mob outside?

JACK
Son, have you ever heard the phrase, “there’s no 
such thing as bad publicity?”

MARTY
Yes.

JACK
Well, there you go.

A beat. Then:

MARTY
Good enough for me.

Marty grabs a pen and gladly signs the contact.

CYRUS (PRE-LAP)
(singing)

Surfin’ is the only life / the only way for me...

INT. DIVE BAR - NIGHT

Cyrus and his fellow BLACK BANDMATES are dressed in Hawaiian shirts and blond 
wigs singing The Beach Boys “Surfin’.”

CYRUS
Now surf, surf with me.
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The band continues to play to a packed bar -- some dancing, some simply reveling. A mix 
of the station crew, deli employees and Cyrus’ family.

Marty approaches the bar, next to Stan. Kurt is in a jovial mood since his bar has probably 
never been this packed.

KURT
Hey, there’s my favorite Pink Lady. Your drinks are 
on the house, pal.

MARTY
Thanks, but I think I’ll just stick to ginger ale.

Kurt pours Marty a ginger ale, during:

KURT
Alright, but this is a one night offer.

STAN
(re: band)

That’s something you don’t see every day, huh?

MARTY
You know, they’d make a great house band for the 
show. “Beelzeburg’s Shock Theater” featuring...

(painting a picture)
Hell’s Hooligans.

STAN
Look, you keep delivering those kinds of ratings, 
you can do whatever the hell you want.

They cheers and drink. Jessica enters. Marty meets her.

MARTY
Hey, you made it. The crazies let you put down your 
pitchfork.

JESSICA
Some of those “crazies” are friends of mine.

MARTY
You’re right. Bad joke. Sorry.

It’s a little awkward ‘til Jessica breaks that.
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JESSICA
They are a little crazy though.

MARTY
Would you have dinner with me? 

JESSICA
That depends. We’ll we make it to the actual meal 
this time? 

MARTY
Absolutely. No “interruptions.” 

JESSICA
Is this... like a date?

MARTY
Yeah, like a date. 

JESSICA
That sounds nice.

MARTY
Great.

(then)
Hey, you wanna dance?

JESSICA
(re: belly)

Oh, nobody wants to see that.

MARTY
Come on.

Marty leads Jessica out to the dance floor and after some initial insecurities, Jessica lets her 
guard down. Neither of them are very good, but it doesn’t matter since they’re dancing like 
they’re the only ones in the bar.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DIVE BAR - LATER

The bar is now empty, except for Marty and Jessica in a booth, engrossed in conversation. 
Kurt is turning chairs upside down on tables. Closing time.

JESSICA
Favorite horror movie.
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MARTY
You’re gonna seriously throw that one at me at two 
in the morning?

JESSICA
Come on, you must have thought about it a million 
times.

MARTY
Fine, if I had to pick one, it’d probably be “Creature 
from the Black Lagoon.”

JESSICA
Because...?

MARTY
Because I have a soft spot for misunderstood, lonely 
monsters in search of love. What about you?

JESSICA
“Bride of Frankenstein.” No question.

MARTY
Because...?

JESSICA
Because misunderstood, lonely monsters deserve to 
be loved.

Marty leans over and kisses Jessica. Marty immediately feels guilty, like he’s overstepped 
his boundaries.

MARTY
I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have--

She kisses him back.

KURT (O.C.)
I’m glad you kids find my bar so romantic. You two 
want to stick around and watch me mop up the puke 
in the men’s room?

MARTY
I think he wants us to go. Thanks, Kurt. 
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Marty takes her hand and they exit the bar.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - NIGHT

Marty hosts the show with a new brand of confidence. He tears up a poster for “The Mad 
Ghoul.” He slathers some mayonnaise on a piece of the torn poster and eats it. 

INT. FANCY RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Marty and Jessica laugh as they share a romantic dinner.

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - NIGHT

Marty chases Cyrus, dressed as a bird, around the set with a broom. The poster on the back 
wall is for “The Raven.”

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

A REAL ESTATE AGENT shows Marty a swanky apartment. He peels off twenty dollar 
bills and hands them to the Agent.

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - NIGHT

Marty wears a grass skirt and coconut bra while dancing the hula. The Hooligans are in the 
background, also dressed in tropical attire. A whole pig roasts on a spit. The poster on the 
back wall is for “Horror Island.”

EXT. WDLP STUDIOS - NIGHT

Marty exits the studio to hordes of FANS braving the cold winter night to get his 
autograph. An ATTRACTIVE WOMAN asks him to sign her chest. Who is he to deny a 
devoted fan’s request. Marty signs it, clearly eating the attention up.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Marty and Jessica stroll through a park, hand in hand. They stop to feed the ducks in a 
nearby pond. 
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INT. WDLP STUDIOS - BEELZEBURG SET - NIGHT

Marty picks up a baby wrapped in a blanket out of a crib. He plays with the baby’s face 
with his finger and gets bit. He reveals to the camera that it’s a baby doll with vampire 
teeth. Cyrus unrolls the poster for “Son of Dracula.

The cameras stop rolling as the movie begins and a sweaty Marty, lights a cigarette, take a 
drag and lets out a sigh of exhaustion. 

INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT

Marty and Jessica make their way across a row to their seats. A couple of teenagers 
recognize Marty and ask to take a picture with him. He is all too happy to oblige. Jessica 
sits awkwardly to the side.

The movie starts and within minutes, Jessica looks over and notices Marty is asleep.

EXT. FIRE STATION - MORNING

Picnic tables and benches are set up in the driveway of a firehouse. The rig prominently 
displayed in the background. 

FIREFIGHTERS mill about sipping coffee while PARISHIONERS help set the tables and 
fire up a slew of portable stoves. Marty and Jessica walk up the driveway.

MARTY
You sure this is a good idea? Seeing as how Father 
Haskins kinda hates me and all?

JESSICA
I’ll handle him.

Father Haskins approaches Marty and Jessica with an armful of aprons. He doesn’t even 
look at Marty.

FATHER HASKINS
Good morning, Miss Matheson. What’s he doing 
here?

JESSICA
Now, now, Father. Marty is here to give back to the 
community just as you are. So I’m sure we can put 
aside our differences to focus on filling some 
firefighters’ bellies with pancakes.

81 



MARTY
Just trying to do a mitzvah. See, Father, a mitzvah is-- 

FATHER HASKINS
I know what a mitzvah is! But you’re absolutely 
right, Miss Matheson. In fact, I don’t know if our 
Lord and Savior could’ve said it better himself. Here 
you are. 

He hands Jessica an apron, then looks to Marty.

FATHER HASKINS (CONT’D)
Sorry, Marty. They only go up to extra large.

He hands Marty an apron and smirks as he walks off.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. FIRE STATION - LATER

Marty mans the bacon station, frying up strips to order. Jessica is by his side flipping 
flapjacks. Firefighters make their way down the food line.

MARTY
(to Firefighter #1)

Three strips for you, sir. You know what? Here, 
have a fourth. Just make sure you come quick if I’m 
on fire again. Deal?

FIREFIGHTER #1
Deal.

Firefighter #1 moves down the line. Out of the corner of his eye, Marty spots Golda 
putting on an apron.

MARTY
(to Jessica)

What’s she doing here?

JESSICA
I don’t know.

Father Haskins leads Golda over to a stove next to Marty and Jessica.
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FATHER HASKINS
(to Golda)

Alright, let’s get you set up.

MARTY
Ma, what are you doing here?

GOLDA
Father Haskins reached out to the local business 
owners to lend a hand. And who am I to pass up on 
a mitzvah?  

FATHER HASKINS
And we greatly appreciate your help, Miss Burg. 
Say, have you met our Sunday school teacher, Miss 
Matheson?

GOLDA
I have. Lovely woman.

FATHER HASKINS
We just adore her.

GOLDA
And so brave.

FATHER HASKINS
(confused)

How do you mean?

GOLDA
Well, raising a child on your own is no easy road.

FATHER HASKINS
Oh, Mister Matheson’s just away on business.

GOLDA
I was told there was no Mister Matheson.

JESSICA
(to Marty)

You told her?!

Jessica rushes off.

MARTY
Jessica!
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Marty chases after Jessica.

EXT. LAFAYETTE BRIDGE - CONTINUOUS

Marty catches up to Jessica on the bridge over the Mississippi.

MARTY
Jessica, wait!

He grabs her by the shoulders and turns her around.

JESSICA
You promised! I trusted you!

MARTY
I know, I’m sorry.

JESSICA
You knew how important my career was to me! 
How could you do that?

MARTY
It slipped out.

JESSICA
I can’t believe I was going to ask you to come to my 
last doctor’s appointment with me. 

MARTY
Please, Jessica, let me--

JESSICA
No, Marty. It’s over. 

Jessica continues walking across the bridge. After a beat, Marty looks over the edge of the 
bridge. It’s a far drop into the river. He contemplates for a beat before walking back down 
the sidewalk from the direction he came.

INT. NEWS STUDIO - DAY

KIP JOHANSEN, 40s, a stuffy, conservative news reporter is holding a roundtable 
discussion with Father Haskins and Marty, who is wearing sunglasses, seemingly aloof.
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KIP
We’re joined this morning by Father Haskins from 
Saint Augustine’s Catholic church here in Saint Paul. 
Welcome, Father.

Father HASKINS
Thank you, Mister Johansen. And let me just say, I 
greatly respect the work you do here.

KIP
Well, thank you for that. And we’re also joined by 
Marty Burg, also known as Beelzeburg, host of 
WDLP’s own “Shock Theater” on Saturday nights. 
Welcome, Marty.

MARTY
Thanks, Kip. I’d say I’m a big fan of your show too, 
but I’m not a housewife in my fifties so...

Kip tries to remain professional, but is clearly annoyed.

KIP
Well, we’re actually Saint Paul’s number one news 
program.

MARTY
Well, we’re beating “Gunsmoke.”

KIP
Let’s talk about your show, shall we? Every 
Saturday night you dress up as a Devil character and 
introduce horror movies, is that accurate?

MARTY
It’s not quite as boring as you make it out to be, but 
sure.

KIP
And Father, you and many of your parishioners have 
taken exception to Mister Burg’s portrayal? 

FATHER HASKINS
Absolutely, Kip. It’s offensive and insulting to every 
good, God-fearing Christian in this city.

85 



MARTY
You mean the city that has made my show number 
one in all of the key demos?

KIP
And what would you attribute that success to, 
Marty?

MARTY
I think people appreciate my honesty and that I don’t 
take myself too seriously.

KIP
Well, how about you take this interview a little more 
seriously and remove your sunglasses.

MARTY
Only if you remove that stick from your rectum.

Some GASPS and some CHUCKLES can be heard from the crew. Father Haskins scoffs.

MARTY (CONT’D)
What’s the matter, Father? Not digging deep 
enough? Okay, how about this. I think the only 
reason you’re on this religious crusade is because 
you’re jealous Nazi #3 is a more successful actor 
than you’ll ever be.

FATHER HASKINS
Don’t you get it? They’re laughing at you.

MARTY
Oh, really? ‘Cause the hundreds of pieces of fan mail 
I get each week would say different. This town loves 
me and you can’t stand it. 

FATHER HASKINS
You’re a wolf in sheep’s clothing and I will see to it 
that our airwaves are free of your blasphemy.  

MARTY
You should stick to directing two-bit church 
musicals. It’s the only thing you’re kinda good at.
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KIP
Now, now, let’s keep this--

MARTY
Stay out of it, Kip. Your show hasn’t been this 
interesting in... well, ever.

KIP
How dare you, sir. I won’t be treated this way by 
some dancing monkey in spandex.

MARTY
We’re all dancing monkeys. I just got the biggest 
banana.

KIP
I’m sure your mother is very proud.

MARTY
You know what? Go fuck yourself, Kip.

Marty takes his mic off and walks off the set.

INT. MARTY’S DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

Marty has the phone to his ear as it rings over and over again. He hangs up and dials again. 
More rings. He tries a third time. Busy signal. He slams the phone down as Stan enters.

STAN
Are you out of your mind?

MARTY
I make a living in red spandex, Stan.

STAN
You told Saint Paul’s number one newsman to go 
fuck himself?!

MARTY
He was being an asshole.

STAN
That doesn’t mean you can tell him to go fuck 
himself! Certain people frown upon that. Chiefly, the 
Federal Communications Commission. 
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MARTY
I lost my cool, it happens. Besides, what happened to 
there’s no such thing as bad press?

STAN
Watch yourself, Marty. You’re flying pretty fucking 
close to the sun.

Stan exits, leaving Marty to contemplate his words.

EXT. HALLWAY/INT. MARTY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

LOUD JAZZ can be heard from behind the door of apartment 14B. The P.A. approaches 
the door with CANDICE and FELICIA, 20s, dressed in mini-skirts and go-go boots. We 
follow them into a party in full swing. 

They head straight for the wet bar and they start making themselves drinks. Felicia picks up 
a bottle of Jack Daniels.

FELICIA
Ooh, swanky.

Candice spots Marty talking to Cyrus on the couch. She clearly is enamoured by Marty’s 
“star quality.”

CANDICE
(to the P.A., re: Marty)

So... when you gonna introduce me?

P.A.
Jesus, Candice. I haven’t even made myself a drink 
yet. Unlike you, I have a job and have been on my 
feet for the last twelve hours.

CANDICE
Hey, I have a job.

P.A.
Selling beaded curtains at the flea market isn’t a job.

ANGLE ON Marty and Cyrus on the couch.

CYRUS
You talked to your mom?
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MARTY
Nope. She said anything about me?

CYRUS
Nah, man, it’s kinda weird. She doesn’t mention you 
at all. Like you don’t even exist.

MARTY
It’s probably better that way. We gotta get you out of 
that place. Is the show not paying you enough? 
‘Cause I can get you more money.

CYRUS
Actually, I put in my two weeks yesterday.

MARTY
Good for you.

CYRUS
Yeah, me and the band are heading out to California. 

This catches Marty by surprise.

MARTY
Oh.

CYRUS
Hopefully play the Sunset Strip, try to get a record 
contract...

MARTY
(hiding his real feelings)

That’s great, Cyrus. 

CYRUS
You should come, too. Hollywood’s always looking 
for its next leading man.

MARTY
I dunno, I kinda like being the biggest fish in ten 
thousand tiny lakes.

The P.A. approaches with Candice and Felicia.
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P.A.
Hey, Marty. This is my sister Candice and her friend 
Felicia.

FELICIA
Mind if I spark this?

She’s holding a joint in her hands.

MARTY
Knock yourself out.

CANDICE
Great show tonight. I’m a huge fan. Haven’t missed 
an episode. Ugh, listen to me. I’m sure you hear that 
all the time. 

MARTY
Doesn’t mean I get tired of it.

CANDICE
I laughed so hard in episode fourteen for “Werewolf 
of London” and you put the beefeater outfit on that 
English bulldog.

Felicia passes the joint to Marty.

FELICIA
Interested in kicking this party up a notch?

She pulls a glass eye-dropper bottle from her purse. 

MARTY
What is it?

FELICIA
LSD. My cousin’s in the CIA. Said they using it as a 
mind control tool. Supposed to be pretty wild.

CANDICE
I heard Ray Charles did it and was able to see.

After a beat, Marty takes a big hit from the joint, then:

MARTY
Well, if it’s good enough for Ray...

DISSOLVE TO:
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TIME LAPSE of Marty and his new friends over-indulging set to Ray Charles “What’d I 
Say.” Drinks are consumed, joints smoked, acid is dropped onto sugar cubes and places 
into each other’s mouths. People filter out of the apartment as the night wears on.

Finally, it’s down to the P.A., Felicia, Candice and Marty. The P.A. and Felicia are both 
passed out on the couch. 

MARTY (CONT’D)
(lightning fast)

I mean don’t get me wrong I love Hitchcock the man 
is one of the great auteurs of our time you know 
what I mean but I guess I just I don’t know I just 
feel like he single-handedly killed the monster movie 
you know what I mean like “Psycho” for example I 
mean Norman Bates is this cross-dressing creep who 
likes to stab beautiful blondes in showers but 
where’s the fantastical element you know what I 
mean the guy feels like he could be your neighbor in 
which case you should probably keep the curtains 
closed you know what I mean?

CANDICE
Totally. Not to mention the guy had some serious 
mommy issues. What a weirdo, right?

MARTY
Yeah... total weirdo.

CANDICE
(flirty)

Hey, you never gave me the tour.

Marty leads Candice down the hall.

INT. MARTY’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

As soon as they enter the bedroom, Candice furiously starts making out with Marty. They 
fall onto the bed and continue kissing. Out of the corner of his eye, Marty spots The 
Mummy and Mini Cyrus dressed in his white satin moo-moo. 

CYRUS
Marty, what are you doing? This is wrong, man!

MUMMY
Yes, I mean, great ass, but still very wrong. 
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JESUS (O.C.)
Jessica cares for you deeply. She’s told me in her 
prayers.

Marty’s eyes are drawn to the other corner where Dead Edward is standing next to Jesus.

EDWARD
Martin, you’re better than this.

Marty stops kissing Candice.

MARTY
I’m sorry, I can’t.

He looks at Candice and behind her he sees Golda dressed in all black with a scowl on her 
face.

GOLDA
How proud I must be.

CANDICE
What’s wrong?

After a beat:

MARTY
Nothing.

He kisses Candice and they both fall to the mattress.

INT. EXAM ROOM - DAY

DOCTOR PARNELL, 40s, jovial, warm is performing an ultrasound on Jessica’s belly. 
Jessica looks up at the screen and sees her baby. Her eyes well up with tears.

INT. MARTY’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - DAY

Marty is sound asleep under the covers next to Candice. The sound of keys and a door 
opening.

JESSICA (O.S.)
Marty!

Marty and Candice stir awake. 
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JESSICA (CONT’D)
Marty? I thought maybe we could talk--

Jessica enters the bedroom, holding a picture. Stunned by what she sees, she drops the 
picture and storms out, slamming the door behind her, during:

MARTY
Jessica! Wait! Jessica!

Marty hops out of bed and quickly throws on some clothes before chasing after her.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Marty runs out into the hall. But she’s gone.

MARTY
Shit!

INT. MARTY’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Marty walks back in. He bends down and picks up the photo. It’s from her ultrasound.

CANDICE
So... you wanna go get some waffles or something? 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. FATHER HASKINS’ OFFICE - A FEW DAYS LATER

Father Haskins sings along to “Edelweiss” from the Broadway cast of “The Sound of 
Music” playing from the record player.

FATHER HASKINS
(singing)

Edelweiss, Edelweiss / Bless my homeland forever / 
Bless my homeland forever.

He’s definitely off-key. Jessica nervously knocks.

JESSICA
You wanted to see me, Father?

FATHER HASKINS
Yes, Miss Matheson. Please have a seat.
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Jessica sits.

FATHER HASKINS (CONT’D)
Luke sixteen ten. I trust you’re familiar with it?

JESSICA
“Whoever can be trusted with very little can also be 
trusted with much, and whoever is dishonest with 
very little will also be dishonest with much.”

FATHER HASKINS
That’s right. So obviously we put a high premium on 
trust and honesty here at Saint Augustine.

JESSICA
Yes, Father.

Jessica squirms.

FATHER HASKINS
That’s why... it’s imperative you find out who stole 
from the collection plate at mass this week.

JESSICA
What?

FATHER HASKINS
If you’re not up to the job--

JESSICA
No, it’s just, I thought you were going to fire me. 

FATHER HASKINS
Oh, I was. But then your friend Marty paid me a 
visit. And we reached an agreement...

INT. BEELZEBURG SET - DAY

Stan KNOCKS on Marty’s dressing room door. 

STAN
Let’s go, kid. Production meeting.

No response. Stan opens to the door.
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INT. MARTY’S DRESSING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The dressing is completely barren. All of Marty’s personal effects are gone. The only thing 
that remains -- the lone framed picture of Count Verdugo on the wall.  

JESSICA (V.O.)
An agreement?

Stan spots an envelope taped to the mirror. It’s labeled: To Stan.

FATHER HASKINS (V.O.)
You get to keep your job if he quits the show.

INT. MARTY’S CAR - NIGHT

Marty drives with no purpose. A lost soul behind the wheel.

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Marty enters the house. It’s silent.

MARTY
Congratulation, Ma! You won!

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Marty enters the kitchen, looking for his mother.

MARTY
I lost everything! Just the way you wanted it!

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - GOLDA’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Still searching for her, no sign.

MARTY
Come on, Ma! Now’s your chance to rub it in my 
face!

INT. MARTY’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Marty pushes the door open and finds Golda passed out on the ground.
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MARTY
Ma?!

Marty gets down on the floor and tries to wake her up.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Ma! Wake up! Wake up!

He continues shaking her.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

Marty sits by his mother who is hooked up to all kinds of wires and machines. She is not 
conscious. DOCTOR SPRINGMAN, 50s, glasses, balding, humorless, enters. 

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN
Mister Burg, I’m Doctor Springman.

MARTY
Is she going to okay, Doctor?

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN
Hard to tell at this point. Your wife--

MARTY
Mother.

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN
Oh. Any-hoo, your mother went into what’s called 
hypoglycemic shock from the diabetes.

MARTY
It’s my fault. She has a fear of needles, so I gives her 
the insulin shots, but I haven’t been around--

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN
Actually, her condition was induced by too much 
insulin.

A beat while Marty lets this sink in.

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN (CONT’D)
She’s in a diabetic coma at the moment. All we can 
do now is wait.
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MARTY
Okay. Thanks, Doctor.

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN
Hey, aren’t you that guy from the TV?

MARTY
I was.

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN
(realizing)

Ah. Well, I was always more of a “Gunsmoke” man 
anyway.

Doctor Springman robotically continues his rounds.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - THE NEXT MORNING

Marty is slumped in the chair next to his mother, asleep. Golda’s eyes slowly open.

GOLDA
(weakly)

Marty?

Marty wakes up and is beyond relieved to see Golda awake.  

MARTY
Ma? You’re awake.

GOLDA
(weakly)

Water...

Marty pours a cup from a nearby pitcher and hands it to her. She sips it through a straw.

GOLDA (CONT’D)
What are you doing here?

MARTY
I found you on the bathroom floor.

GOLDA
You came home?
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MARTY
Yup. I lost everything and came home to blame you 
for it all. 

GOLDA
Here we go...

MARTY
But it’s not your fault. I was so hellbent on proving 
you wrong, I never enjoyed what it was I had.

GOLDA
Why was proving me wrong so important?

MARTY
Because I’ve lived my entire life in fear of 
disappointing you. Which kept me doing whatever it 
was you wanted me to do. It just seemed easier that 
way. But I thought maybe, this time, if I could prove 
you wrong, you couldn’t possibly be disappointed.
But instead all I did was sabotage my own dreams.

GOLDA
I was afraid of losing you. You’ve been my 
everything for thirty some odd years. That’s why I 
hold on so tight. That’s why I’m so hard on you. But 
I still lost you. Because I was selfish. And I’m sorry. 
For everything.

MARTY
Wow.

GOLDA
What?

MARTY
I don’t think you’ve ever apologized to me.

GOLDA
Alright, don’t make a meal out of it.

They hug.

GOLDA (CONT’D)
So no more television show?
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MARTY
Nope.

GOLDA
And the girl? Surely, that was my fault.

MARTY
Oh, you definitely played your part. But I did a 
pretty good job screwing that up myself.

Doctor Springman and a NURSE walk into the room.

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN
Well, good morning, Miss Burg. We’re just going to 
take some vitals.

Marty looks on as the Doctor listens to her heart.

GOLDA
Doctor, would you please tell my son that I’m gonna 
be fine and that he needs to go after the pregnant 
shiksa he’s in love with.

DOCTOR SPRINGMAN
(uncomfortable)

Uhm, well, yes, your mother should make a full 
recovery--

GOLDA
(to Marty)

Now go!

MARTY
Thanks, Ma.

GOLDA
Go!

MARTY
Alright, I’m going!

Marty rushes out of the room.
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INT. JESSICA’S CLASSROOM - DAY

Jessica is in the middle of teaching a lesson.

JESSICA
...Anger however is not a sin when it’s directed 
toward things that should anger us and also gets God 
angry.  Like unrighteousness in government or theft 
of property. Anger is a sin when it is for jealous, 
prideful or selfish reasons.

Marty rushes into the classroom.

JESSICA (CONT’D)
Marty?! What are you doing here?

MARTY
I know you don’t want to talk to me, but I need to 
talk to you.

JESSICA
This isn’t the time or the place!

JIMMY
Miss Matheson, which kind of anger is this?

MARTY
Listen, I--

MARTY (CONT’D)
No, you listen! I never asked you to give up your 
dream for me! All I wanted was to be able to trust 
you and it broke my heart to--

Jessica grabs her stomach and grimaces in pain. The kids GASP.

JESSICA
I think my water just broke.

MARTY
Oh god oh god oh god.

JESSICA
Stop saying that! You’re in a church!

MARTY
Shit, sorry. 
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The kids GASP in horror.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Sorry for saying “shit!” Shit!

JESSICA
Just call an ambulance!

MARTY
There’s no time. Come on.

JESSICA
I’m not going with you.

MARTY
You really want to risk giving birth in front of thirty 
eleven year olds?

INT. MARTY’S CAR - DAY

Marty speeds through traffic as Jessica lies in the backseat, trying to do her lamaze. Marty 
takes a hard turn which leads Jessica to grimace in pain.

JESSICA
Slow down!

MARTY
Sorry, sorry, sorry.

Marty slows down and eventually comes to a stop at a stoplight. Marty tries to remain 
calm. The light seems to last forever. Jessica SCREAMS from a contraction.

JESSICA
Go faster!

MARTY
But it’s a red--

JESSICA
Ahhhhhhhh!

MARTY
Going faster.

Marty looks both ways before hitting the gas, driving through the red light.
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INT. HOSPITAL - DAY

Marty accompanies the NURSES as they rush Jessica down the hall on a crash cart.

NURSE #1
How far apart are the contractions.

MARTY
Uhm, like two or three stoplights?

JESSICA
She’s talking to me. 

(to Nurse)
I don’t know. Maybe a minute or two?

NURSE #1
Sounds like someone’s ready to come out and play.

INT. DELIVERY ROOM - DAY

Jessica’s crash cart is wheeled into the delivery by the nurses. Marty follows in tow, but 
sheepishly stands off to the side. After a beat, he starts to head for the door.

MARTY
Well, I’ll just--

JESSICA
Where the hell do you think you’re going?

MARTY
You want me to stay?

JESSICA
Just shut up and get back here.

NURSE #2
Put this on.

The Nurse hands Marty a set of scrubs and booties. 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DELIVERY ROOM - DAY

Marty is standing by Jessica’s side, holding her hand as she pushes. Doctor Parnell is 
between Jessica’s legs in order to escort her child into the world.
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DOCTOR PARNELL
You’re doing great, Miss Matheson. One more big 
push.

Jessica bears down and SCREAMS. Marty SCREAMS with her in solidarity.

DOCTOR PARNELL (CONT’D)
One person screaming is plenty, Mister Burg.

MARTY
Right, sorry.

DOCTOR PARNELL
Okay, let’s go again. And push!

Jessica bears down. There’s a beat after Jessica’s SCREAM and then the room is filled 
with the sound of a baby CRYING.

DOCTOR PARNELL (CONT’D)
It’s a boy.

Doctor Parnell finishes cutting the umbilical cord and Nurse #1 hands the BABY to Jessica 
and she immediately starts sobbing. Marty is left in awe as he watches Jessica interact with 
her son.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - DAY

Marty nervously paces in the hall. He goes to open the door, hesitates, and returns to 
pacing. He takes a deep breath and goes for the door, but can’t do it.

MARTY
(to himself)

Come on, Marty. You’re being ridiculous. Just do it. 
On three. One, two...

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Marty enters the room with a head of steam.

MARTY
Jessica--

He sees the Nurse is showing Jessica how to breast-feed. The Nurse quickly throws a 
towel over Jessica’s 
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MARTY (CONT’D)
(mortified)

Wow, sorry, should’ve knocked.

Marty starts to leave.

JESSICA
Marty, it’s okay.

Marty turns back around.

JESSICA (CONT’D)
(to Nurse)

Can we have a minute?

NURSE #1
Of course.

The Nurse exits the room.

MARTY
I know you’re exhausted, but there’s something I 
gotta say.

JESSICA
Marty...

MARTY
I don’t deserve you. I know that. I should’ve never 
violated your trust. And I’m sorry.

JESSICA
What about the floozy?

MARTY
She didn’t mean anything. I was just trying to fill a 
void. A void left by you. 

JESSICA
Did you really quit the show?

MARTY
It left me... empty. But finding someone I truly 
connected with? I’ve waited my whole life to find 
that with someone and then I ruined it. 
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JESSICA
Ow!

(then, re: baby)
Sorry, he’s bearing down pretty hard.

MARTY
I love you, Jessica. And just when I thought I 
couldn’t love you anymore, I got to watch you bring 
another human life into the world. I want to earn 
back your love by doing whatever it takes. And I 
know you don’t need any help raising that kid, but 
I’d love to try. With you. 

(a beat, then)
Okay, I’ve said my piece. I’ll let you get some sleep.

Marty grabs his coat on his way out. Just as he reaches the door--

JESSICA (O.C.)
Even misunderstood, lonely monsters deserve to be 
loved, right?

Marty stops in his tracks. He slowly turns around. They share a smile.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

Jessica is asleep. The Baby is asleep in his hospital crib. But Marty isn’t asleep, but simply 
in a state of bliss. He quietly approaches the sleeping Baby. He stares at him, still in awe by 
it all. 

After a beat, the Baby opens his eyes.

BABY
You sure you’re ready for this?

MARTY
Nope. But a wise man once told me to embrace the 
risk. So that’s what I’m gonna do. That’s gotta count 
for something, right?

BABY
Doesn’t exactly leave me brimming with confidence, 
but at least you’re here. Which is more than I can say 
for my deadbeat old man.
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MARTY
Don’t worry. I’ll never leave you.

They share a smile.

BABY
Okay, well, it’s been a long day, so I’m gonna get 
some shut eye. ‘Nighty-night.

The baby shuts his eyes.

MARTY
‘Night, son.

Off Marty lovingly watching his son.

FADE OUT. *
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