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Sam’s bedroom. We see Sam waking up and are given a quick look around his room, including the mess on the floor, a ninth place ribbon and a guide to faking sick days. Sam has a shower and then pins on his work place name tag in front of the mirror in his room. Sam then heads downstairs, where he finds his parents speaking secretively.

Mr Oliver: Hey, tiger. Look at you up early.

Sam: Um, yeah I got this meeting so –

Mr Oliver: Great.

Mrs Oliver waves.

Sam: Hi. 

Mr Oliver: Oh, happy birthday, buddy.

Sam: Alright, I’m going to get some breakfast.

Mrs Oliver hugs Sam, looking worried.

Mrs Oliver: Happy birthday. I love you so much. I want you to have a wonderful day. No matter what happens.

Sam: O-Okay, Mom. Right.

Mrs Oliver: Good.

Sam leaves the entrance, where his parents both look concerned. Sam enters the kitchen where his younger brother, Kyle, is reading the newspaper.

Kyle: Hey, the zombie’s up before noon.

Sam: Hey, you’re an idiot.

Mr and Mrs Oliver enter the kitchen.

Mr Oliver: Kyle, did you wish you brother a happy birthday?

Kyle: The guy’s twenty-one, lives with his parents and wears an apron for a living. There’s no “happy” in that birthday, Dad.

Mrs Oliver: Don’t tease your brother.

Sam drinks from a mug and watches the TV.

TV voice: …fire broke out last night in a home of a family of four, the fourth suspicious blaze in a week, again suspected… ???

Kyle slaps Sam on the back of the head.

Sam: Hey, uh, was that an envelope from Stamford I saw yesterday?

Mr Oliver: You heard from Stamford?

Kyle: It was a rejection letter.

Mr Oliver: How’s that possible?

Kyle: Sam didn’t even go to college!

Mrs Oliver: Yes he did, Kyle. 

Kyle: For a month!

Mrs Oliver: And we’re very proud of him for trying, it’s just that college made him sleepy.

“Sock”, short for Bert Wysocki, Sam’s friend and workmate enters from outside.

Sock: Good morning Mrs O, Mr O, birthday boy!

Sock gives Sam a kiss on the side of his face. 

Sock: Hey Kyle, don’t sweat Stamford man. It’s only the fourth best college in the state, am I right?

Kyle: You suck!

Kyle leaves the kitchen.

Sock: Hey no shame in community college, K-fed, I almost went.

Mr Oliver: So, big birthday plans, boys?

Sam: Oh, nothing too crazy.
Mr Oliver: Come on, Sam, you’ve got a, you gotta go out there and cut loose! You’re only this age once.

Sock: I like your thinking, Dad. I say we go get in the car, get some smack and kill a hooker in Vegas.

Sam laughs; Mrs Oliver looks visibly upset and leaves the kitchen.

Sock: I mean, uh, patronize a hooker in Vegas – I would never kill a hooker in Vegas! I would never kill a hooker.

Sam: Dad, what the hell is going on?

Mr Oliver: Oh, oh nothing. Y-You just have a great day, Sam. Okay? A-A great day.

Mr Oliver leaves.

Sam: What was that?

Sock: You think they still do it? Yeah they do it.

The parking lot at The Work Bench, Sam pulls up into a spot with Sock in the passenger seat. A dog runs past the front of Sam’s car.
Sock: All I’m saying is, you better prepare for a little alcohol poisoning, Sam, all right? Nothing hospital grade, mind you, you better wear some puke resistant clothing. We’re getting silly tonight, my man. We are going –
Sam: To the Brick House, where we always go.

Sock: No, why, no…what do you think it was all I would plan for your big two-one? No, God. Unless you want to go.

Sam: That was weird right?

Sock: What? 

Sam: My parents?

Sock: Oh, Mom and Dad Oliver? They’re always weird.

Sam: Maybe my brother is right. I didn’t exactly stick it out in college. 

Sock: Coz it made you sleepy.

Sam: Well, yeah, that’s true, but…what did I do when I dropped out? I mean, I came right back here. I’ve been here since I was sixteen. Do we really want to be here in five years?

Sock: Yes.

Sam: Ten?

Sock: Yes, because eventually I am going to turn this into a topless Work Bench. Would you rather buy insulation from somebody wearing clothes, or somebody with no clothes? Is that weird? You’re looking at me like that’s weird. What?

A dog is jumping up and down on Sock’s side of the car, visible in the window. Sock turns to see this.

Sock: Holy crap, look at that! Look at this dog, man, this is the best dog ever!

Sam: Maybe you want to get out my side.

Sock: No, hold on hold on. 

Sock swings out his door and hits the dog, which then squeals. Sock laughs.

Sock: That was good.

Sock and Sam walk up to the building.

Sock: You want to know who you can change?

Sam: No…

Sock: Yes!

Sam: No.

Sock: Ask Andi out. Ask her out tonight, man. She’s coming round, get her drunk, ask her to a movie.

Sam: The window is closed. We’re friends, she just wants to be friends.

Sock: How do you even know that? You never even tried. 

Sam: Yeah, I did! But then her Dad died.

Sock: So? I mean, alright, that’s sad, so what?

Sam: You don’t do that. You don’t jump in after something like that. You look like dick!

Sock: That was two years ago, man. She got over it. She digs you! Alright? Lookit, she’s smart, she’s goes to college, she works at a crap-shack like this with losers like me and you. What does that tell you? Just off the top of your head.

Sam: She’s got low standards?

Sock: Exactly! Use that to your advantage before she figures it out, alright? Coz she will. I’m telling you.

Sock enters The Work Bench, but Sam turns back to the parking lot to see a trolley roll past and stop. He walks towards it and reaches out a hand to push it, but it rolls away from his hand. After looking down at his hand, he turns to go inside.
The staff room, with a chart on sales performance. Ted, Sam’s boss, is giving a meeting, with a pointer.

Ted: Complaints about the bathrooms. May I remind you, they are separated by gender for a reason. In the women’s washroom, somebody left a massive – 

Sam and Sock enter the room.

Ted: Mr Oliver, Mr Wysocki, nice of you to join us. Only fifteen minutes late this time, we are so honoured.

Sock walks past Andi and lounges on the couch, holding a mini football. Sam sits at the table across from Andi, next to Ben, who is doodling on some paper.

Andi: Hey Oliver, happy birthday.

Sam: Hey, thank you. 

Andi: Yeah, you won’t be thanking me tonight when I’m hazing you like a sorority chick at your shindig.

Ben: Can you two zip it? I’m trying to get Ted’s important lecture.

Ben smiles. Andi returns a teasing, amused expression. Ted moves his pointer on the chart with his pointer to circle near Sam and Sock’s names.
Ted: As you can see, most of us are doing great in the sales contest, except a select few who think they’re time is better spent constructing beer bongs.
Sock: Oh if you are, ah, referring to me, Ted? I’m biding my time. Okay? Like a snake. In the grass, ready to pounce.

Ted: That doesn’t even make any sense, what you just said. And don’t forget, the winner receives a free twenty pounds spiral cut ham. 

Employee: I’m Jewish, you jerk.

Ted: Or gift certificate, for our Sematic and/or Muslim friends. So go get ‘em!

The staff disperse. 

Sam: Yes…

Andi: Hey, I got you a present.

Sam: Andi, you didn’t have to do that.
Sam takes the small package and starts to open it.

Andi: Hey, don’t open it front of me, ok, it gives me like gift-giving anxiety.

Sam: Oh, alright.

Andi: I hope your day off is tomorrow, because you’re going to be hurting.
Sam: Uh, no, no ah, my day off is Saturday. What about you?

Andi: Actually my day off is Saturday too.
Sam: Do you, do you have any plans on Saturday? Your…day off?
Andi: I’m gonna be sitting in the library, reading a huge psych paper and being lame.
Sam: Right, no, yeah, I’ve got plans also.

Sock winces. Andi leaves the room.
Sam: Sleeping, waking up, uh, getting dressed, X-box…
He turns to Ben next to him.

Sam: I need you to punch me in the face, right now.

Ben pats Sam on the shoulder. Now to the store floor, where air conditioning units are being lifted by a forklift above Andi as she works. Sam stands, watching a flaming presentation on the various TV screens with avid concentration. Ted puts a hand on his shoulder.

Ted: What do you think you’re doing? 

Sam: I, I was –

Ted: I don’t pay you to watch television, Sam…your name tag’s crooked. You know, this attitude thing’s gotta stop, okay? Right, this sales’ contest is for people like you, bud, alright? It’s not just about ham. It’s about self respect. You can’t just keep skateboarding through life anymore. Alright? You’re lucky out here at the Bench. Okay? You are on notice. Sam.

Ted walks off, and Sock approaches. 

Sock: Hey. What was that?

Sam: Ted says I’m on notice.

Sock: So what? I live on notice. Whatja do?

Sam: I don’t know, I was just watching this show, it was really scary. 

Both look at the screens, which now show ducklings.

Sock: Yeah, those things’ll kill you. 
Sam turns upon hearing a sound, and sees an air conditioning unit hanging precariously over Andi. As it falls, Sam races towards it, jumps through the air and pushes it away from Andi. The unit crashes onto the tiled floor, and Sam lands on a pile of paper towels. Andi stands up straight and looks.

Sock: Holy croak! Oh my G – did anybody see that? Did anybody see that?! Can I g – will somebody say something? Oh my God!
Sock and Sam walk off into a storage room.

Sock: That was wicked, man! It was like that thing where the baby gets stuck under a car or a bus, and the mom gets all pumped up and lifts it over her head? You Bruce-Bannered that thing man! 
Sam: I didn’t touch it!

Sock: What do you mean?
Sam: I didn’t touch it. It was too far away.

Sock: I saw you –

Sam: No! It was too far away, it was like I moved it with my mind or something! And that’s not the first time that this has happened today.
Sock grabs a heavy product and lobs it at Sam, which hits him in the head.

Sam: Something is really – aah! What the hell man?

Sock: you were supposed to move that with your mind. 

Andi walks past an aisle, perhaps a bit later, and stops. She moves back, looks down the aisle and sets down what she was carrying. She finds Sam sitting down and leaning on a toilet. She sits across from him, and reaches to a wound on his forehead.
Andi: Oh my God, Sam. Is this because of me?

Sam: Ah, um, this is because of Sock.

Andi reaches onto the opposite wall and takes off a bandage of some sort, opening it to apply to Sam’s head.
Andi: Well, you saved my life, you know that. I mean, you’re like…Batman. 
Sam: No, no, I’m definitely not Batman. I, ah, I just think it was one of those weird adrenaline hormone things. 
Andi: I don’t know what that means.

Sam: Yeah, neither do I.

Andi: Ok. Well, it was really brave, so thank you. 

Sam: Yeah, no, yeah. Um, listen Andi, I know you’re busy on Saturday, but I was just thinking that maybe you could…
Andi looks away, down the aisle. 

Sam: It was a bad idea.

Andi shakes her head.

Sam: What?

He also looks down the aisle to see a pack of dogs growling. Sam and Andi stand up.
Sam: Andi. Go.

Andi: Okay…
Andi leaves the aisle.
Sam: Nice doggies. Good, good doggies. 
A dog starts barking viciously, and they start to chase Sam who runs.
Sam: Ahhhhhhh!! Whoaaa!

They chase him into another aisle.
Sam: Help, Sock, help! Ahh! Sock, Sock!
Sam ducks out of the aisle, and Sock appears, wielding a leaf blower. The little dog out front skids to a stop and Sock revs the blower. Laughing, Sock chases the dogs down the aisle and the run out.
Sock: Run, bitches, run! Run!

Sam walks up an aisle after the dogs run past at the end, taking off his work apron. Sam throws it to another employee who was stacking shelves.
Sam: Tell Ted, I’m sick, I’m going home.
Sam leaves The Work Bench, and is next seen driving his car. 

The Devil: Did you like that in there?

Sam turns quickly to look at his back seat, crying out as he discovers a guy in a suit sitting there – unbeknownst to him, the Devil.
The Devil: That thing with the air conditioner? You’re like a hero now. My gift to you.
Sam continues to panic. 

Sam: Is this a carjacking? Are you carjacking me? 

The Devil: For this? If it was an Escalade, maybe.

Sam: You can have the car.

The Devil: I don’t want the car. 

Sam: You can have the car! I just –

The Devils leans forward to pat Sam on the shoulder.
The Devil: Sam, I’m not a carjacker. I’m the Devil.
Sam: What? What?

The Devil: Your name tag’s crooked.

Sam looks down at his name tag, then looks up again.

Sam: Ahhhhhhh!

His car gets a dumpster on the side of the road and he falls forward onto his air bag. Sam opens his door and gets out slowly. He opens the back door and looks inside, to see no one.
Passing woman: Hey, are you okay? Do you want me to call an ambulance? Sir? Are you alright?
Next scene is the exterior of Sam’s house at night time, including the number of the house “667”, and a plaque reading “the Olivers”. Sam enters the entrance and shuts the door behind him.
Mr Oliver: Hey Sammy.

Sam enters the room that his father is in.

Sam: Dad, what, what are you doing?

Mr Oliver: Waiting for you. You okay?
Sam: No. I-I think, I think I might be going insane. 

Mr Oliver: Bad day?

Sam: Let’s see, um, got chased by a pack of dogs, moved an air conditioner with my mind – oh and the Devil tried to carjack me, so overall, not a great day.
Mr Oliver: Sit down, Sam. 

Sam sits down on the couch opposite his father.

Mr Oliver: There’s something I…have to tell you. I, ah, I probably should have told you this a long time ago. I…before you were born, your mom and I….sold your soul to the Devil. 
Sam: What?

Mr Oliver: I was really, really sick, and he came to us and offered us a cure. In exchange, he would take the soul of our firstborn when he turned twenty-one.
Sam frowns in concentration.
Mr Oliver: Your mom and I thought, we just won’t have children. If there’s no firstborn, then there’s no soul to take. About a year later, Dr Burke told me that I was infertile, and we thought – that’s great, nothing to worry about.
Sam: Right…

Mr Oliver: Except that it, ah, turns out that old Dr Burke had a bit of a gambling problem. The Devil paid off his debts, and in exchange, the doc had to tell this one little lie. Next thing you know, we’re pregnant. 
Sam half-nods. 

Mr Oliver: I’m so sorry. I wish I could make you forgive me, but… I can’t. 
Next is an exterior shot of the Brick House, with a light up sign “BOOZE” visible. Inside, Sam weaves through the bar, past the pool table where Sock is playing by himself. He reaches where Andi and Ben are sitting on a couch with drinks in their hands. 
Andi: Hey, started without you, birthday boy.
Sock: Come on, once you finish this with you’re buying. Drink up. (???)
Sock and Sam drink from big glasses. Sam guzzles his.

Andi: Whoa.
Andi and Ben watch, startled, as Sam drinks the four shots lined up on the table. 
Sock: I’m pretty sure there was a cigarette butt in that one, Sam. 

Sam: I need to talk to you right now.

Sam is jerked back onto the couch, next to Andi.

Andi: Come on, where you going? Don’t you want to hang out with us?
Sock continues to play pool, and Josie his ex-girlfriend walks past, bumping him on purpose. She dumps her bag on the pool table. Sock throws it on the floor.
Sam: Just give me two seconds.
Josie pushes Sam back onto the couch when he tries to get up. She kisses him on the side of his face. 
Josie: Happy birthday, Sam-I-am.
Sam: Oh, hey, thanks. 
Josie: Can I get a round of shots for these degenerates here? On me. 

Sock hits a ball off the table.

Sock: Ooh, look at me, I’m the big district attorney office chick, buying all my friends free booze. 

Josie: Ooh, look at me, I’m twenty-five years old and still live with my parents. 

Andi: Oh, I don’t like you guys when you’re not all making out and stuff. What, you were so cute together, you guys should never have broken up. 
Sock: Actually I had to, Andi, coz I found out that she used to be a dude!
Ben and Andi laugh, and Sam gets up from the couch.
Josie: I heard you used to be a dude too. 

Sock: Well, I heard that you had, one time…then… (??)
Sam grabs Sock and pulls him away to the bathroom.
Sock: I don’t have to go to the bathroom, Sam!

Sam: I know, something happened.
Sock: Wait, yeah, I do have to go to the bathroom. What?
Sock walks over to the urinal, where another patron is.
Sam: Yeah, I have a problem. I have a serious problem.
Sock: Okay, go. 

Sam points out the guy next to him, uncomfortable. Sock turns to the guy next to him.
Sock: Dude, seriously. Stop looking at my junk.
The other patron flushes and leaves, while Sock laughs. 

Sock: Alright, now you go.

Sam: Um, my parents…sold my soul to the Devil. 
Sock: How drunk are you?

Sam: Totally sober.
Sock: How drunk am I?

Sam: Sock, the dogs, the air conditioner…I-I believe this.
Sock flushes the urinal and turns to him.
Sock: You lucky bastard.

Sam: What?!

Sock: Well nothing cool like that ever happens to me, man.

Sock goes to wash his hands, and Sam follows.

Sam: No, Sock, this isn’t cool, it sucks!

Sock: It does not suck! What are you talking about, you wanted some change – well check it out, buddy, wish granted. You’re the, you’re the magic devil guy with the kung fu mind grip now. You gonna tell Andi?
Sam: No! I’m not telling Andi. If she knows, she’ll think I’m a freak. She’ll never go out with me. 

Sock makes horns with his fingers on his head.

Sock: You can make her go out with you, Damien.

Sam: Alright Sock, you know what, I’m going home. Just make some excuses, don’t say anything. Alright?
Sam leaves the bathroom.
Sock: Leave out the Devil thing, right?

Sam enters his room at home and turns on a lamp. He tosses his keys aside and pulls out Andi’s present from his jacket pocket. He opens it to find a bracelet with a symbol in the middle. He puts it on his left wrist and then leans back on his bed. 
The Devil: Oh that’s really nice.

Sam looks to his side to see the Devil lying next to him. 

The Devil: Not too gay at all.

Sam: Ahhhhh!
Next scene has the Devil cooking in the kitchen while Sam watches from across the bench. 
The Devil: Hey look, I get it. It’s a big deal. You didn’t choose it. Not fair. Nobody’s blaming you for freaking out. Ah, yes sir, chicken fried steak. Oh I’m so glad I don’t have arteries.
The Devil takes a bite with a fork. 

The Devil: Do you want to try some?

Sam: No…do I have to – do I have to go to hell now?
The Devil: Now? No, no, no. Not now. You’re going to work here for me in the earthly realm. 
Sam: Like…kill people?

The Devil: Wow. You’re a real pessimist. Of course you won’t be murdering anyone. You’re just going to bring escaped souls back to hell, you know, like a bounty hunter. That’s cool right? You got any root beer?
Sam: Wh-wait a sec. So people can break out of hell?
The Devil inspects the refrigerator and brings out a carton of orange juice. 

The Devil: Yeah, yeah that’s a problem we’ve been having lately. You know, with the overcrowding and so forth. Honestly, we were unprepared for the influx. I blame myself.
The Devil swigs from the carton.
The Devil: Ah yeah, but that’s not your problem. All you have to do is track down fugitives and haul their asses over to a portal to hell. Easy.
Sam: What you mean by “portal”?
The Devil: Well, any place that seems like hell on earth, is hell on earth. Like the DMV on Union Street? Yeah, drop off a fugitive, renew your licence. I’m all about the perks.
Sam: Oh my God.

Sam puts his head down on the bench and the Devil pats his head. Sam bats him off.
The Devil: Hey, kiddo. It’s okay. I’ve seen how all this ends. Don’t worry, God wins. And you’ll be doing humanity a favour, by putting bad guys right back where they belong. 
Sam: What do I have to do?

The Devil smiles and opens up a black umbrella, which transitions the scene into a raining exterior location, with the Devil and Sam standing next to each other, both holding up black umbrellas. It is outside a firehouse, where a fireman is washing down the truck.
The Devil: There’s your fugitive. He broke out of hell after fifty years for arson. All these little fires that have been around town lately? He set them. 
Sam: But he’s a fireman.

The Devil: Well, he is now, yes. But when he was alive, he was big time firebug. Can’t you just taste the irony? No. This upright citizen belongs in hell. 
The fireman/escaped soul flexes his bared muscles.

The Devil: Oh gag, look at that tool. Would you capture him already?
Sam: You want me to kill him.

The Devil: What is this obsession with murder? The guy’s already dead.
Sam: What do you want me to do? I mean, how am I supposed to capture him?
The Devil: This will help.
The Devil points a wooden rectangular box sitting on the road a few metres away. 

The Devil: A vessel. Hand crafted in the bowels of Perdition, by the iniquitous and the vile. Oh I forgot, you got 600 on your SATs, didn’t you?
Sam: No, I understand what it means. I’m not doing this, okay, I’m not going to be your stupid bounty hunter. 
The Devil: You will do it. Or I’ll take your mother. You refuse to work for me, her soul becomes forfeit. It’s the lady or the tiger, Sammy. You think about it.
Laughing, the Devil walks away. Sam angles his umbrella down, and finds himself back in his kitchen, alone. The rectangular box containing the vessel now rests on his kitchen bench.
At The Work Bench, Sam and Ben stand looking at the box, while Sock sits on top of a tall shelf, wrapping his right hand in electrical tape. Sam and Ben both turn to look up at him. Sock holds up his hand, grinning.
Sock: Tape hand!
Ben and Sam turn back to the box.

Ben: Doesn’t look evil.

Sam: What do you mean “doesn’t look evil”? There’s demon heads all over it. Trust me, it’s from the Devil, it’s evil. 
Ben: Sam, there’s no such thing as the Devil, alright? I mean, the guy was probably just so homeless person.
Sam: No, he wasn’t homeless! He had a suit on and he turned night into day and what about the telekinesis thing?
He addresses this to Sock, who reaches for a can next to him.

Sam: Tell him about the telekinesis thing.

Ben: What telekinesis thing? 

The can that Sock throws hits Sam hard. Ben looks up at Sock while Sam makes pained sounds.
Sock: Still working on that one.

Ben: Alright, cool, let’s say you did meet Satan himself. There’s no way he owns your or whatever, because there’s no way a person can sell another person’s soul. 
Sam: Why not?

Ben: Because all myths say God granted humans free will. There’s no way you can give and sell another person’s assets.
Sock: Blah, blah, blah.
Sock jumps down from the shelf.

Sock: Just open it!
The box is then outside on the back of a truck, as the three of them watch it. Sam steps forward to open it. As Sam does so, Ben and Sock scoot to one side for a better look. 
Sam: What?

Sock: What, what is it?

Sam pulls out the red mini-vac, and Ben laughs.
Sam: It’s a Dirt Devil.

Ben: I take it back, Sam, that’s a really evil mini-vac.

Sam: I don’t know, the Devil guy was –
Ben: Messing with you. We sell those – aisle fifteen, I think. 
Ben turns on the mini-vac, which then drags the big truck towards them. The three of them stare, then Ben hands back the vessel to Sam. 
Sock: That’ll work.

Night time, Sam, Sock and Ben pull up in Sam’s car outside the firehouse. They sight the fireman/escaped soul washing the truck when they exit the vehicle.
Ben: What’s the plan?

Sam: Go over there, do the vacuum thing, and see how all that works out?
Sock: I love this plan, let’s do it. 
As they approach the firehouse, the escaped soul turns around, drops the house and walks towards them. Both parties stop to observe each other. 
Sam: What do you think?

Sock: Three on one, we got this guy in the bag.
The escaped soul spreads his arms and fire rushes along his skin. 

Sock: What does that mean?

Ben: Yeah – now now Sam!
Sock: Do it, do it.

Sam holds up the mini-vac.

Sam: It’s not working!

The well and truly fired up escaped soul stomps on the ground, and a jet of fire spurts towards the guys who then scatter.

Sock: Head’s up, head’s up!
Sam gets thrown face first onto the ground, while Sock and Ben shelter up against a car.
Sock: Sam! Ben’s hurt!
The escaped soul continues to strike, while Sock and Sam support Ben between the two of them. They rush away from the car just as it is hit with a line of fire. The guys jump for cover, before finally making it to Sam’s car.

Ben: Oh Sam! 
Sam drives off, fast, as fire explodes around them. Next scene has Sam staring through a window at Ben at the hospital as Sock comes up to him.
Sock: Hey. 

Sam: How are you?

Sock: Gift shop. 
Sock holds up a permanent marker.

Sock: Ben would want eyebrows. Ben would want eyebrows, and he would want us to give them to him. Say yes. Just do it.
Sam: Should have gone alone. 

Sock: What?

Andi walks up the hospital corridor to them.
Andi: Hey, is Ben okay? 
Sam: Uh, how – how did you know?

Sock: I called her.
Andi: What happened?

Sam: Uh, we were working on a project.

Andi: What project?

Sock: Um, making napalm.
Andi: What?

Sam: It’s hard to explain, Andi. 

Andi: Ok, well try.

Sam: I can’t, really, I don’t you know. 
Andi: Sam, what aren’t you telling me?

Sam: It’s complicated!

Andi: What did you do? I mean, is it your fault?

Sam: Yes, Andi, it’s my fault, I’m the loser who got Ben hurt, alright? 

Andi turns away and enters the hospital room. 
Sock: Don’t, hey, don’t beat yourself up man, you had to lie to her. Look, she’s got Ben covered. I say you and I go burn the fireman. 
Sam: No, I’m going alone, alright. 

Sock: But I can help right?

Sam: What did I just say? Stay away from me, alright? I’m going back to the firehouse and ending this. 
Sam turns and walks away.

Sock: Yeah.

Sam returns alone to the firehouse in his car. It is now daylight, and a crowd has gathered with emergency crews. Holding the mini-vac in his right hand, Sam walks up to the gathering crowd and ducks under the emergency tape. Leaning on the police barricades, he stares down at the crater where the firehouse used to be. After this, he returns home to find his mother sitting on the porch, wrapped in a blanket.
Sam: Come on, Mom. Let’s get you to bed. 
He helps his mother up. 

Mrs Oliver: I want to go instead. You tell them to come for me. 
Sam: Actually, it’s over. I just had to do one thing for the guy and I’m done. Everything’s back to normal.
Mrs Oliver: You mean, your soul…?

Sam: All mine. Alright, so, you don’t have to feel bad anymore. You and Dad can just treat me like I’m normal from now on. Okay? 
Mrs Oliver: Okay. 

Sam: Alright.

Mrs Oliver: I’m so happy. 

Sam takes his mother inside and leaves her at her bedroom.

Sam: Goodnight, Mom.

Hearing the kind of music heard at ice hockey matches and seeing light beneath his door, Sam walks up the hallway. Opening the door, he finds himself at a mostly empty ice hockey rink. A ice polisher is being driven around the rink, while the Devil sits in the stands, clapping along with the music. Sam sits next to him.
The Devil: I love hockey. Lots of aggression, tonnes of blood. Want to guess who my favourite team is?
Sam: I can’t do this, I tried. It’s too hard. My friend got hurt, I lost the fireman. You have the wrong guy. So you can just take me to Hell or whatever, I don’t care.
The Devil: That’s not the way things work, Sammy. You’re of no use to me down there.
Sam: Well I’m not exactly kicking ass up here – you should just find someone else before the guy kills more people.
The Devil: You do this a lot, don’t you?

Sam: Do what?

The Devil: Give up. Things get hard, little Sammy takes the path of less resistance.
Sam: Fine, fine, I’m a failure. 

The ice rink polishing machine begins to break down.

The Devil: Tell you what, before you throw in the towel, why don’t you do some investigating first? Look for motivations. Why does the fireman do what he does?
Sam: Who cares? Why burn down anything? He already did that when he was alive. 

The Devil: Exactly. Why? Like I said… hold on a minute.
The man driving the ice polisher is underneath, trying to get it to work. The machine rolls over him unexpectedly and drags out a bloody trail around the rink. The Devil watches smiling, while Sam looks horrified.
The Devil: Oh don’t feel bad. He was a terrible person. Drinker, wife beater. He didn’t fulfil his contract either. And I think you’re on the right track, Sammy. I feel very good about this. 
The Devil stands up, but leans close to Sam.

The Devil: Word of caution. I don’t accept failure. Ever.
The Devil walks off, leaving Sam alone. In the next scene, Sam runs through The Work Bench to find Sock.
Sam: Sock! Hey, Sock! Sock!
Sam approaches Sock who is lying down.

Sam: I’m an asshat. 

Sock: Yes, you are. 

Sam: So we’re cool?

Sock: Yeah.

Sock stands up.

Sock: Alright, what do we throw down with fire boy?
Sam: Let’s take a walk.
Sam and Sock are then seen in a street exterior, walking towards the law courts.

Sock: If the Devil doesn’t help you, then why do you care?
Sam: Because people are dying, Sock. 

Sock: But if you don’t know them personally, does it really matter?
Sam: Alright listen, do you remember Ricky Shermer?
Sock: Oh, Ricky Shermer.

Sam: Yeah. 

Sock: Yeah from high school, he set the gym on fire. 

Sam: Like seven times. He kept going back, over and over.
Sock: I know, that was nuts. I loved that guy.
Sam: Right.

Sock: Started drinking with him. (???)
Sam: But I started thinking. Why did Ricky keep burning the same place?
Sock: Coz he was afraid of the gym showers.

Sam: No, no, because they kept rebuilding it.
Sock: Right. But FYI, Ricky was totally afraid of the gym showers. 
Sam: I think the fireman might be burning down the same places he burned down fifty years ago. We need to find out who he was when he was alive. 
Sock: Yeah, alright.

Sam: Yeah yeah. We need access to records.
Sock: Cool. Okay. 
Sam: Criminal records. 
Sock: You’re evil.

Sam: I’ve heard.
A move to the interior of the building, with Josie leading them up a flight of stairs.
Josie: I can not believe you came to my work!
Sock: I can’t believe you never come to mine. You never need a battery or a broom or something?
Josie: I need a restraining order. What part of “I don’t want to see you anymore” do you not understand? 
Sock: Listen, no one is more proud than me that you stopped having sex for money, Josie, I just wish you’d stop with all the shoplifting!
Sam: Alright, listen you know all those arsons around town, I think they’re connected to fires fifty years ago. We just need you to look up a name. It’s not illegal. Probably not illegal.
Josie: I am a sworn officer of the court. I took an oath to uphold the law.
Sock: That’s funny, because uh ninety percent of the stuff we did in the parking lot of this court house, I’m pretty sure is illegal in twelve states. 
They presumably enter an office, where there is a photocopier than Sock immediately goes to.

Sock: Oh God, oh, do you know what I would magnify with this thing? I’d make my ass on a letter head.
Sam: Maybe you could look up the addresses and see if these places burned down before. Last arson was the fire station in Bellevue. Could you please just check? If I’m wrong, we’ll go. You’ll never see us again.
Sock: Hey, I’m not promising that. 
Josie turns to him, then back to Sam.

Josie: For you, not for him.

Josie types in some information in a search option on the computer. 

Josie: Same station was set on fire in 1950. But the fire was put out before any real damage was done.
Sam: What, who?

Josie: Ned Schmeker. He tried to burn down a school, his ex-girlfriend’s, all unsuccessfully until the last one…when he died in a fire he set at his parents’ house. 
Sock: Probably killed himself coz his name was Schmeker. 

Josie: Sam. All the places that Schmeker burned down, they’re the same places that the arsonists burned down last week. I think you’re right about this.
Sam: Has every place been torched already?

Josie: No, the parents’ house hasn’t been touched, but looks like it’s not a house anymore. It’s an elementary school. 
Sam: We gotta go. 
Sam and Sock depart the room to walk along the corridor outside.
Sam: We gotta get to the school right now.

Sock: We’ll stop him.

Sam: Wh-what, no what stop? 
Sock: This time we’re going to be ready.

The next scene is set at The Work Bench, with Sam and Sock suiting up in equipment from the store, including knee pads, belts, hoses, smoke detectors, gloves, ear muffs and fire hydrants. To finish, Sam clips the mini-vac vessel to his belt. 
Sock: Yeaah. We look tasty. 
Sam: We’re going to get killed.

Sock: What?
Sam: We’re gonna get killed!

Sock: Why?

Sam holds up the vessel.
Sam: This thing still doesn’t work. 

Sock: Maybe we need to get some batteries for it. 

Sam: No, it doesn’t use batteries. It uses a…
Sam and Sock: Recharger!

They pilfer a recharger from the Dirt Devil stock and start charging the mini-vac, watching it as they sit across from it.
Sock: Is it ready? Sam? Is it ready?
Sam: No.

The next scene is the school at night, with people walking past outside in costume. Sock and Sam pull up in the car, while the fireman begins hacking away at the gas on the roof. Sock and Sam enter the roof through a door. 
Sock: Ned Schmeker! Meet the Schmeker Checkers! 

Sam: Nice. 

As the escaped soul flames up, both Sam and Sock pull out fire hydrants and spray him. The fireman is knocked onto his back.
Sam: I can’t believe it worked.
Sock: Of course it worked, we’re pimps!
Sam: We are, aren’t we?

Sock: Look at how we’re dressed!

Sam: And we didn’t even need this!

Sam holds up the mini-vac, and is then grabbed by the escaped soul, who throws him across the roof. The vessel skitters off away from Sam. The fireman then turns and advances on Sock, even when Sock throws the fire hydrant at him. 
Sock: No wait, wait wait. So what, what you use free weights? You work out? What do you bench, like 240? 
The escaped soul stomps, sending a jet of fire along the roof towards Sock, causing the smoke detector attached to him to go off. The fire does not advance, and starts moving back. Sam appears, walking down a few steps on the roof and holding out his hands in front of him.
Sock: Sam, Sam, are you doing this?

Sam is using the telekinesis powers to keep the fire off his friend.

Sock: Sam? Sam, you’re doing it!
Sam gathers up the fire in one ball and hurls it at the fireman, sending the soul crashing into a wooden wall. 
Sock: Yes! Yes, bi-atch! You are Neo, you’re The One! Eat it, Heatmiester! Oh, I have never been so attracted to a man in my life. I, that’s not what I meant. Um.
The escaped soul recovers and soars over their heads to land on their other side.
Sock: Sam, Sam, Sam, Sam!

Sam holds out his right hand, and the red mini-vac flies to him. He takes aim towards the escaped soul, and it is sucked right into the vessel, which then emits a small spark. 
Sock: I’m pretty sure I wet my pants.

Next to be seen is the exterior of the Department of Motor Vehicles, except with the “D” missing. Inside, Sam and Sock walk in.
Sock: DMV? This is the portal?
Sam: Hell on earth. 

Sock: Right. Which one do we go to?
A female employee at a booth raises her hair and points at the two horns now revealed on her forehead. This is the DMV demon, also known as Gladys. 

Sam: Right there. 

Sock and Sam walk up to the booth. 

Gladys: Fugitive transfer? 
Sam: Yea – uh, yes. I think so.
Gladys pushes forward mat, revealing a hole in the desk.

Gladys: Place the vessel on the mat.

Sam puts the mini-vac on the mat, and Gladys slides it into a tube that rises from the desk. 

Gladys: Never seen one of these before.

A scream can be heard from the mini-vac as it disappears, and the tube slides back down into the desk.

Gladys: Have a nice day.

Sam: W-wait, um, they’re not all little vacuums? 
Gladys: The Boss gives you the weapon he thinks you can handle. You must be a real moron.
Gladys laughs, and Sock reaches through the knock over one of the stamps on her desk. 
Sock: DMV!

At The Work Bench, Andi serves a customer at the register.
Andi: Have a nice day.

Sam enters the building as the customer leaves. 

Sam: You’re still mad. Yeah. Course you are. I snapped at you like a jerk at the hospital. Look, um, Andi I’m really sorry, okay? And I understand if you don’t want to talk to me anymore, but I really hope you will because my life would suck even more if we weren’t friends.
Andi: Look, I know it was a horrible day, it’s alright. 

Sam: Ah.

Sam holds up his wrist, on which the bracelet she gave him is on.

Sam: I haven’t wrecked it yet. 

Andi: Oh, good.

Sam: Yeah. What does this symbol mean?
Andi: It says bala, Sanskrit for strength. I don’t know, when I saw it I thought of you. And, by the way, I don’t think you’re a loser Sam. I like you. I love working with you guys. You know, ever since my Dad died…my job is the best thing in my life is all I’m saying. Pathetic, right? 
Sam: Nothing about you is pathetic, Andi. 

The Devil appears behind the register, wheeling a trolley.

The Devil: Oh, that was such a tender moment. For real.
Sam: Can I talk to you for a second? You, okay.
Sam steers the Devil into the lighting aisle.

Sam: What is wrong with you? 
The Devil: She’s adorable, sweet.
Sam: Stay away from her. I swear to God –
The Devil: Swear to who? Like I play in the kiddie pool. Sam, I just wanted to congratulate you. Great job with the arsonist. You’ll be happy to know he’s right back where he belongs, getting his nuts burned off for eternity. Who’s the hero, huh?
Sam: Yeah.

The Devil: You’re the hero, man. Pat yourself on the back. I have a present for you.
The Devil holds up another rectangular demonic box.

The Devil: A vessel for the next fugitive. 
Sam: So I have to do this forever.

The Devil: Well, yeah. Well I mean technically not forever. You don’t when you die, right, huh? Hey, come on, I just bought a bunch of crap and gave you the sale. For the contest. You’re going to win that ham, man. That was nice.
Sam walks away down the aisle, holding the box. 
The Devil: I can be nice. 

The Devil turns to greet a customer.

The Devil: Hi.

Later, out of a door to the building, Sam, Sock and Ben are with the ham that Sam won.
Sam: You know, I’m not really a ham guy, but this is pretty good.
Sock: That’s coz it’s a victory ham. You sent a monster back to Hell, buddy. 
Sam: Yeah, I did.
Sock: It tastes better coz it’s the spoils of victory. Plus it’s glazed. You like that? Glazed? Funny, right?
Sam: No, it’s just it’s like…my mom and dad have sold my soul to the Devil.
Sock: Yep.

Sam: And I’m his indentured servant. How crazy is that?
Sock: My dad forgot to pick me up from a sleep away camp for three days. 
Sam: Not the same thing, Sock.
Sock: Camp was over, Sam! How sad is that? Anyway, you can blow the whole thing off if you want to, Sammy. Just tell the Devil to eat it. If it’s something you don’t want to do, then you don’t have to do it.
Sam: No, but I think I do, I think I want to, you know. After all this, it’s like I feel like a grown up. Kinda. I mean, kinda. I feel responsible now.
Ben: We’ll help you, Sam.
Ben takes a swig of his bear, and chinks it with Sock’s permanent marker, which has clearly been used on Ben’s head. 

Ben: Thanks, buddy.

They throw bits of the ham out to the pack of dogs waiting below.
