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COLD OPEN

Title: 12:30 PM

INT. PADDY’S PUB - AFTERNOON

Sweet Dee paces in front of the bar. Dennis washes cups from 
behind the bar. Charlie and Mac enter.

CHARLIE
I’m just saying Marmaduke could 
take him in a fight, no chance for 
Scooby. 

MAC
But even after a Scooby Snack?

CHARLIE
No come on, well that’s a whole 
other level of discussion. We’re 
talking Dane’s here. 

Mac and Charlie stop in their tracks.

MAC
Dee could you stop pacing? I’ve 
been here literally five seconds 
and I already find it very 
unnerving. 

DENNIS
It’s like an Ostrich nervously 
protecting it’s nest, or some other 
long necked, flightless bird. It’s 
all disgustingly the same. 

CHARLIE
What’s going on?

DENNIS
She’s waiting for the mail to come. 
She’s expecting a letter from her 
prison “penned” pal.

MAC
Wait, you’re keeping up with some 
sicko in jail? 

SWEET DEE
For your information Mac, he’s not 
some sicko, he’s a very nice 
gentlemen... who just happens to be 
doing some time in the slammer.



DENNIS
It’s one of those charity programs 
where you write a convict to keep 
them at ease in the joint so they 
don’t go around shiving everyone in 
the place. Or is it shanking? Do 
you shank or do you shiv?

CHARLIE
Huh? I think shank is more of a 
stabbing motion, shiv is like a 
slicing thing, I think? 

MAC
Oh, like a device improvised from a 
razor. That’s a shiv.

DENNIS
Dee’s boyfriend is more likely to 
have a shiv then.

SWEET DEE
He does not have a shiv anymore.

MAC
So wait, you gotta send him a nude 
pic or something every week? I 
don’t get how that...

Interrupting.

SWEET DEE
God no, that does not happen. 
Especially if you... well not a 
first. Where the hell is the mail?

DENNIS
You know how the mail works around 
here Dee; Mr. Lieberman, it could 
take him hours upon days.

MAC
Yeah, every time he steps in here I 
feel like he’s just gonna keel over 
and die all over our floor.

MR. LIEBERMAN, a frail old senile thing of a man, wobbles 
into the bar. He immediately drops to the floor. 

Mac peels a banana.

MAC
Wow, I didn’t think that was gonna 
happen.
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SWEET DEE
That’s exactly what you said was 
going to happen idiot.

Charlie rushes to Lieberman’s aid.

CHARLIE
Are you alright Mr. Lieberman?

Charlie cradles Mr. Lieberman and props him up. Lieberman 
spats on Charlie then speaks to Charlie with his dying 
breath.

MR. LIEBERMAN
Deliver the mail.

Mr. Lieberman’s head rolls back instantly. Charlie drops the 
body, it thumps on the floor.

DENNIS
What is with the elderly people 
always coming in here to die?

MAC 
Yeah, that has gotta stop.

CHARLIE
Did you hear what he said?

SWEET DEE
What?

With a sense of purpose.

CHARLIE
He said “deliver the mail.” I must 
deliver his mail. I have been 
chosen, this legacy has been handed 
down to me like some kind of 
Highlander thing.

DENNIS
I don’t think you’re saying that 
right.

MAC
Yeah... that’s not how it works, 
you’re born a highlander, you can’t 
become one, I’m pretty sure of 
that.
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CHARLIE
I will become a mail man. My 
responsibility, to deliver the 
mail. I will go postal all over 
this town.

DENNIS
I don’t think you’re saying that 
right.

CUT TO:

MAIN TITLES

Title: “It’s Always Sunny in Philadelphia”

Title: “Charlie Goes Postal”

4.



ACT I

FADE IN:

INT. PADDY’S PUB - LATER

Medics cover up the naked body of Mr. Lieberman as they take 
him out of the pub on a stretcher. The gang remains at the 
bar where they were when Mr. Lieberman fell dead. 

Frank walks through the front, confused by the medics he just 
passed.

FRANK
What the hell happened here? This 
wasn’t something I caused? Or was 
it?

MAC
No, another elderly person came in 
here to die.

FRANK
Yeah that has gotta stop happening, 
do we have any clue who that was 
and why he was naked?

DENNIS
Actually it was that post man old 
Mr. Lieberman, and you can ask 
Charlie about the nudity.

Charlie dances in from the bathroom; he is now clothed in the 
postal outfit and satchel. Charlie, pleased with his look, 
spins in place to show off the ensemble.

CHARLIE
How do I look? Pretty schnazzy 
right?

SWEET DEE
You look like you just stole the 
municipal uniform off of a very 
dead postal worker.

CHARLIE
What? Come on, where else was I 
supposed to get this awesome gear?

MAC
Did you have to take his pants off?
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CHARLIE
I wanted the full effect. I can’t 
deliver the mail in just any 
regular kind of trousers, that 
would be ridiculous, these have 
pleats. 

FRANK
Wait a minute, now you’re going to 
be delivering the mail?

CHARLIE
Yeah, it’s Mr. Lieberman’s dying 
words.

FRANK
Oh no Charlie, I don’t like that 
all.

MAC
What’s wrong with Charlie 
delivering the mail.

FRANK
It’s a bunch of crock, the United 
States Postal System. Them and 
their rules and their outrageous 
regulations. You know, they refused 
countless times to deliver my odd 
shaped packages and produce. 
Something screwy is always going on 
with them.

MAC
Okay Frank, it’s the only game in 
town, like you could do any better?

FRANK
They got a monopoly on the whole 
system! You know what? I could Mac, 
I’ll start my own package delivery 
system, no package too great or 
small. I’ll charge a premium price 
and deliver any package to anywhere 
in the world.

DENNIS
Monopoly? I’m pretty sure that’s 
not much different than from what 
already exists; you got your UPS, 
FED-EX, DHL...
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MAC
Nah, wait a second Dennis, I think 
Frank has something going on here. 
There’s plenty of money to go 
around in the delivery business, 
Why should those companies take all 
the share? I’m in Frank. 

FRANK
Then let us discuss.

FRANK and MAC head into the office.

CHARLIE
Well, the mail doesn’t deliver 
itself. Actually that would be 
awesome if mail did deliver itself. 
Like a whole mess of tubes, and the 
mail knew where to go, and if they 
had tiny legs on the envelopes.

SWEET DEE
Shut up Charlie and give me my 
letter.

CHARLIE
Ah yes.

Searches for letter in satchel. In one big grand gesture he 
withdraws the letter.

CHARLIE
The first of many letters to be 
delivered, madame.

Sweet Dee swipes the letter and quickly opens.

DENNIS
I still find it hard to believe 
that writing a hardened convicted 
felon is an enjoyable experience.

SWEET DEE
I’ll have you know that Harold is a 
sweet sweet man.

DENNIS
His name is Harold? Oh wow, that’s 
got murderer written all over.
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CHARLIE
He’s probably some mass serial 
killer who wears a mask every time 
and slices up teenaged girls with 
gardening clippers or something.

SWEET DEE
You are unbelievable Charlie, for 
your information he didn’t do it, 
he’s an innocent man.

DENNIS
Didn’t do what?

Dennis and Charlie stare down Dee, the pressure gets to her.

SWEET DEE
It was not his fault, that sort of 
thing just happens at a mini-golf 
course.

DENNIS
What could he have possibly done at 
a mini-golf course?

CHARLIE
Yeah miniature golf is like the 
happiest place in the world. You’re 
having so much fun. There’s the 
windmills, and pirate ships.

DENNIS
What did he do?

SWEET DEE
I’m not telling you guys.

Dennis grabs the letter.

SWEET DEE
Give that back.

DENNIS
I’m going to tear this up right now 
unless you tell me what happened at 
that mini-golf.

The two fight for the letter; Dennis clearly has the upper 
hand.

DENNIS
I’m gonna do it.
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SWEET DEE
Don’t do it...fine, manslaughter.

CHARLIE
Oh wow!

Sweet Dee snatches back the letter.

DENNIS
That is all kinds of messed up Dee. 
I don’t even know how that happens.

CHARLIE
Did he use like a putter?

DENNIS
That’s very a interesting point 
Charlie; I feel a putter would take 
quite awhile. It’s a very blunt 
object. 

CHARILE
No it wouldn’t, Well what else 
would you use to kill a man at a 
place of miniature golf?

SWEET DEE
That’s enough, don’t you have some 
mail to deliver Charlie?

CHARLIE
You’re right the mail must come 
first. I have a duty to uphold.

DENNIS
Why do you want to be a mail 
carrier so badly anyway?

CHARLIE
Really? It’s like the coolest job, 
you walk down the street handing 
out the mail. People are always 
smiling and saying, ‘how do you do 
govenour?’ And I'll be like, ‘very 
well good ma’am, here is your 
letter,’ and she’ll be like, ‘well 
thank you very much, these are the 
test results, you just saved my 
life by delivering this letter.’ 
I’m saving lives here.

DENNIS
You never cease to amaze me 
Charlie.
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Charlie leaves.

DENNIS
Ten bucks says he gets lost within 
an hour.

SWEET DEE
You’re on.

EXT. POST OFFICE - ESTABLISHING - DAY

INT. POST OFFICE - BREAK ROOM - DAY

Sad and depressed postal workers lounge about in the abysmal 
break room.

Charile pokes his head in.

CHARLIE
I was just looking for, you guys 
got watercooler. Oh, look at that 
color TV.

All ignore Charlie except one particular disgruntled 
gentleman that stares back. The gentleman pulls a flask from 
his mail bag and knocks back a swig. 

CHARLIE
Alright, I get it you guys are in 
your zone, I’ll just keep heading 
this way.

Charlie exits.

INT. POST OFFICE - DISPATCH - DAY

DARLENE, large black female, head of dispatch, types away on 
her keyboard despite her long nails.

Charlie slides up to the counter.

CHARLIE
Hey there...

(reads name tag)
Darlene... I’m the new guy I’m 
taking over Mr. Lieberman’s route. 
He passed away in my arms 
yesterday. God rest his soul. He 
passed the rights of passage on to 
me, and here I am to grab his mail, 
if that’s alright?
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Without looking up.

DARLENE
Okay, sure.

CHARLIE
Really? That was easy.

She finally stops typing. Darlene examines Charlie, first 
repulsed then she shrugs.

DARLENE
Yeah, whatever. These routes never 
stay afloat at the rate we’re 
turning over staff.  

CHARLIE
Huh, well I even went through all 
that trouble memorizing the 
postman’s pledge neither rain, nor 
sleet, nor snow, or was it hail?  
Groom of night.

DARLENE
Stop it, just go.

Charlie exits as he attempts to recite the pledge to himself.

CHARLIE
‘stay these terries?’ Was there 
dogs in the pledge?

INT PADDY’S PUB OFFICE - DAY

Mac and Frank are in the middle of discussing their business 
plan.

FRANK
Next matter of business we need a 
catchy name.

MAC
Already ahead of you Frank.

FRANK
What do you got?

MAC
Well you have your United Parcel 
Service: UPS, and your United 
States Postal Service: USPS. How 
about Parcels United Super Service: 
PUSS. 
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FRANK
PUSS? That's the best you got?

MAC
Bear with me here Frank. PUSS 
although nasty and gooey is an idea 
that youth can identify with. It’s 
cool and gross at the same time. We 
will catch the youth demographic 
which none of the other services 
have yet to capture and grapple 
onto. 

Mac demonstrates with karate gestures.

FRANK
Alright, alright “PUSS” it is, as 
long as I can overcharge for boxes 
that look heavier than they 
actually are. Why should we charge 
less for the same size box if one 
has coins and the other has feather 
pillows?

MAC
Who is mailing coins and feather 
pillows?

FRANK
Oh, I know people who mail coins 
and feather pillows.

MAC
Alright Frank whatever, pricing is 
all yours, charge what you want.

FRANK
That’s the scheme.

MAC
Oh oh, one last thing.

FRANK
Go on.

MAC
Can we get those green visors? Oh, 
and suspenders. I look tough in 
suspenders. They’ll fit the whole 
mood of the business.

FRANK
Of course, we want to look like 
fully capable mail entrepreneurs. 
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MAC
Let PUSS open for business.

EXT. CITY NEIGHBHORHOOD - NEXT DAY

Charlie walks down the sidewalk with a bounce in his step. He 
dances up the different stoops tossing mail into the various 
slots. 

Charlie finally approaches MRS. FERGUSON, an elderly lady in 
a folding chair.

MRS. FERGUSON
Young mail man? Do you have my 
package of fiber pills? 

Charlie, glad to help, digs through his bag and finds a small 
package. He shakes it then looks at the label.

CHARLIE
Ah-Ha here we are Mrs. Ferguson, 
1819 Rushmore Avenue.

MRS. FERGUSON
That’s me. I need my fiber so’s I 
can go to the bathroom.

CHARLIE
Gross.

Hands her the package.

MRS. FERGUSON
Thank you very much young man.

CHARLIE
No thank you and a gooooooooooddd 
day to you Ma’am.

Charlie, very pleased with himself, continues on.

MRS. FERGUSON
You know I’m a widowed Mrs. 
Ferguson. If you want to come on in 
to deliver any more packages.

CHARLIE
No sex for me today ma’am there’s 
still mail to deliver. But that 
would be totally gross.

Charlie skips down the rest of the block.
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EXT. PADDY’S PUB - ESTABLISHING - DAY

INT. PADDY’S PUB - DAY

A folding table has been erected in the bar; a banner streams 
across it with the acronym ‘PUSS.’ Mac and Frank wear 
suspenders and green visors. 

FRANK
PUSS is officially open for 
business let the first customer in.

There is a slight pause before a BUM walks in with a package 
in hand. Mac is astonished.

MAC
Step right up sir, I see you have 
heard of our services.

BUM
I would like to mail a package to 
my brother.

MAC
And where might your brother be 
located?

BUM
Albany.

MAC
Oooooooooo.... New York?

BUM
Yep.

Frank and Mac counsel with each other.

FRANK
We’re afraid Albany is just not on 
our route. But we’ll gladly take 
your package anywhere with in a six 
block radius.

BUM
Okay...can you take it to the post 
office?

MAC
Done and done.
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FRANK 
Alright that’ll be twenty dollar 
standard shipping and handling fee, 
and you’ll have to buy two “Frank 
Stamps” at eighty-six cents a 
piece.

The bum forks over the money with little hesitation and 
wanders off. Frank licks stamps to put on the package. 

MAC
Wait a minute “Frank Stamps?”

FRANK
Yeah I know it’s genius, not only 
do we charge a shipping and 
handling fee they gotta buy my 
patented stamps.

MAC
But why do you gotta call them 
“Frank Stamps?”

FRANK
Well I came up with them.

MAC
Well can I make “Mac Stamps?”

FRANK
Well you can’t do that then it 
becomes confusing, you don’t wanna 
mix up the customers. Frank stamps 
are a one stop stamp shop.

MAC
Ah come on Frank, they look cool. 
They got your picture on them and 
everything. 

Frank uses a rubber stamp over the postage he just placed. 
Frank then examines his sheet of “Frank Stamps.”

FRANK
They are pretty dashing if I do say 
so myself.

As Frank puts down the stamps he is startled by the McPoyle 
Brothers: Liam and Ryan. They have a package with them.

MAC
Oh good God!

FRANK
Ahhh.
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LIAM
Hello Mac, hello Frank.

FRANK
Creepy.

MAC
What do you McPoyles want?

RYAN
We want to mail a package to our 
dear uncle.

LIAM
We are paying customers.

Ryan puts a package down on the table. Liam slides a twenty 
dollar bill across to Frank. The package is clearly wet and 
leaking a white liquid.

RYAN
Our Uncle Mathers P. McPoyle lives 
on 16 Stone Street. 

LIAM
He’s expecting our package soon, 
can we get a rush on the delivery?

MAC
Why is your package leaking?

Frank stands back from the table.

FRANK 
It’s getting all over the table.

LIAM
Can we get next day?

MAC
Can you get your package off our 
table? Is that milk? Is milk 
leaking from that package?

RYAN
It’s not milk.

MAC
Oh God.

FRANK
It’s got some kind of smell, it’s 
like cat shit and turpentine.
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Liam throws down a wad of cash on the table.

LIAM
Why don’t you throw a couple of 
“Frank Stamps” on there while 
you’re at it.

MAC
Get out of here you freaking 
weirdos.

The McPoyles exit.

RYAN (O.C.)
That’s next day!

FRANK
Just, get rid of it.

MAC
Should we keep the money?

FRANK
Of course, this falls under the 
handling fee. Take it to the 
dumpster.

MAC
We got to step up our business 
somehow, we got to find our niche.

RICO, A gangsta type character with a long trench coat enters 
the bar.

RICO
I heard y’all do deliveries.

FRANK
Why yes we do.

Rico smiles and we see his full mouth of plated teeth. He 
pulls a small package from under his trench coat and slaps it 
on the table. It has got to be drugs.

Mac and Frank slowly turn to look at each other.

FADE OUT.

END OF ACT I

17.



ACT II

FADE IN:

INT. PADDY’S PUB -  NEXT DAY

Sweet Dee and Dennis enter. Frank lines up packages on the 
table.

SWEET DEE
Did Charlie come with the mail yet?

FRANK
Nope, he’s about two hours behind.

SWEET DEE
Damn it Charlie.

FRANK
What’s she so antsy about?

DENNIS
Dee has another letter coming from 
her convict boyfriend. 

Charlie enters; he is still dressed as a mail man.

CHARLIE
Good day good day, how about a 
frosty brew for the friendly 
neighborhood mail man?

SWEET DEE
Charlie just give me the mail 
already.

Charlie flips through the mail and pulls out a wad of 
letters.

CHARLIE 
Let’s see, we have an overdue 
heating bill, and an overdue 
electric bill...

Sweet Dee swipes the bundle, removes her letter and tosses 
the bundle back at Charlie.

DENNIS
So how’s the life of a mail 
carrier?
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CHARLIE
It is frickin sweet. Everybody 
loves a mail man. I get hit on like 
all day.

DENNIS
Mrs. Ferguson right? She hits on 
everyone.

SWEET DEE
She even hits on me Charlie.

FRANK
And me.

CHARLIE
What? No...

FRANK
They just let you come in and take 
over the job?

CHARLIE
Yeah, I just walked in and said I’m 
taking over for Mr. Lieberman and 
was handed my routes mail. 

DENNIS
Wow, but it looks like you have a 
lot of undelivered mail there.

CHARLIE
Well some places are really hard to 
find. It’s tricky with all the 
different roads and streets and 
ways.

DENNIS
Yeah, roads and streets that’s the 
problem. You’re not tired of it 
yet?

CHARLIE
Of course not, a mail man never 
tires. Nor sleet, nor hail, nor 
snow. Just got to fuel up with a 
brewsky and then I’m back out. 

Charlie reaches over the bar to grab a drink. 

Dennis still curious.

DENNIS
Drinking on the job, huh...
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CHARLIE
Oh yeah, the whole crew drinks. 
Plus there’s all these sweet perks. 

DENNIS
Wait, like what?

CHARLIE
Well, stamps for one. Also, if I 
get a package on my route and it’s 
misaddressed, I can totally keep 
whatever is inside. Check out my 
new belt from LLBean.

Charlie lifts his belt to show it off.

DENNIS
That is a pretty nice belt. You 
said you walked in and they were 
totally cool with you taking on the 
route.

CHARLIE
Oh yeah, it seems that it happens a 
lot in the postal industry: people 
missing, suicide attempts. Routes 
are always needed to be picked up.

DENNIS
Hmmmm.....

FRANK
When are you getting back to work 
Charlie? I got some things that 
need to be delivered.

Charlie walks over to Frank’s table.

CHARLIE
What are these? I can’t deliver 
these Frank.

FRANK
Well why not?

CHARLIE
Because they don’t have proper 
postage or anything on them. 
There’s just tiny pictures of your 
face. They’re preposterous.
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FRANK
They’re better than stamps, They’re 
“Frank stamps.” We need these 
delivered pronto. 

(points)
That one’s a rush.

Mac stumbles in, he is sweating bullets.

CHARLIE
Not gonna happen Frank, they do not 
meet regulation. Come on, that one 
is clearly a cactus poorly wrapped 
in newspaper print. I’m not picking 
that up.

MAC
What’s going on here?

FRANK
Charlie won’t deliver our packages.

MAC
What? Well there goes our whole 
business model. I can’t do this by 
myself. That last package took me 
two hours.

CHARLIE
I have real mail to deliver.

Charlie walks out.

DENNIS 
I know I would look quite dashing 
in that uniform.

Sweet Dee final looks up from her letter.

SWEET DEE
What are you rambling about?

DENNIS
Oh? Nothing. How’s your felon 
fella? 

SWEET DEE
Don’t call him a felon. He is doing 
great since I sent him money to buy 
art supplies thank you very much.

DENNIS
Whoa, you’re sending him money?
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MAC
He is absolutely buying drugs with 
that money.

FRANK
They have the bad stuff in prison.

SWEET DEE
No he is not. He bought some 
colored pencils and paper so he 
could work on his art projects. He 
even sent me a piece.

She holds up a colored picture drawing; it’s colorful and 
spells out “Sweet Dee.”

DENNIS
That’s kinda of creepy.

FRANK
His shading is only sub-par.

MAC
Are you supposed to hang it on the 
fridge?

SWEET DEE
Shut up, Harold is a sweet man. 
It’s very relaxing for him. 

DENNIS
Yeah he needs it, Harold killed a 
man with putter.

MAC
Really?

FRANK
I haven’t heard of a putter murder 
in years. Did he strangle them?

DENNIS
I hadn’t considered that angle. How 
astute of you Frank.

SWEET DEE
That’s not how it happened.

She looks down at her letter.

SWEET DEE
Wait look at this, it looks like 
Harold is up for parole. If it all 
goes well, He’s going to be out. 
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The 21st. He’s going to give me a 
call, he wants to come here to see 
me.

DENNIS
But that’s tomorrow.

MAC
You’re not gonna let that lunatic 
come in here.

FRANK
Hold a second Mac, this could be 
the answer to our problem. 

MAC
What you talking about Frank?

FRANK
We can hire Diandra’s convict 
boyfriend to work for us for very 
cheap. He’ll deliver our packages 
while we work here. He’s just out 
of jail who else would give him 
work?

DENNIS
Oh I’ve heard of that, you hire ex-
inmates and provide them with a 
work opportunity. A re-entry in to 
society kind of thing.

SWEET DEE
I don’t know.

MAC
Yeah this is perfect, He’ll learn 
the ways of hard work, and earn a 
perspective that violence is not 
the only way to get ahead in this 
crazy game of life. It’ll be a 
valuable experience in which he 
will for ever cherish.

Sweet Dee doesn’t object.

FRANK
Done! Let’s do it.

CUT TO:

EXT. POST OFFICE - ESTABLISHING - DAY
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INT. POST OFFICE - DAY

Charlie struts in to pick up his route’s mail. Darlene is 
busy with her cell phone texting.

CHARLIE
Hey Darlene, looking gorgeous, you 
styling your hair differently?

Again, without looking up at Charlie.

DARLENE
Nope.

CHARLIE
Alrighty, where is my day’s mail to 
deliver?

DARLENE
Some other guy came in and picked 
up your route’s mail. He said you 
committed a lover’s suicide with 
your boyfriend.

CHARLIE
What? Of course not.

DARLENE
I don’t judge. 

CHARLIE
What did he look like?

She looks up at Charlie.

DARLENE
You but taller, trim, groomed.

CHARLIE
(to himself)

Dennis!
(to Darlene)

Well hand me another route.

DARLENE
No more routes left. You’ll have to 
get your route back. There can only 
be one carrier for that route.

CHARLIE
There can only be one?

This steams Charlie, Charlie storms out.
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EXT. CITY SIDEWALK - SAME DAY

Dennis happily delivers mail in his spiffy new uniform. 
Dennis adorns two new watches.

Dennis passes by the seductive Mrs. Ferguson.

MRS. FERGUSON
Hello Dennis.

Without missing a beat Dennis walks on by.

DENNIS
Oh no Mrs. Ferguson, fool me once.

Charlie comes sprinting around the corner, halts and spots 
Dennis.

CHARLIE
Dennis!

Dennis places mail in a mail box and pivots. 

CHARLIE
There can only be one.

With a loud scream, Charlie gives chase. Dennis also screams 
and dashes away.

INT. PADDY’S PUB - MOMENTS LATER

A couple of thugs leave the bar.

Mac and Frank count money. Surrounded by a stack of small 
packages, Mac and Frank look very pleased.

FRANK
Business could not be better.

MAC
Yeah once word got out on the 
street, people took a real shine 
into the local under ground 
delivery business. I wonder what’s 
in these packages? You don’t 
think...

FRANK
Don’t know, don’t care!

Dennis flies into the bar.

Out of breath.
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DENNIS
I think I lost him a few blocks 
back.

SWEET DEE
Lost who?

DENNIS
Charlie, he’s gone crazy, he’s 
trying to kill me.

MAC
What did you do?

Charlie stomps in.

CHARLIE
You know what you did, now it is 
only tradition that competing mail 
carriers, we must battle to the 
death, the winner will get the 
greatest reward.

MAC
Wait are you doing the highlander 
bit?

DENNIS
Yeah, I think he is.

MAC
By the way you look really great in 
that uniform.

DENNIS
I know! It’s something about these 
pleats.

A strange handsome man cautiously enters into the bar.

HAROLD
I’m looking for Sweet Dee?

Sweet Dee chokes on her drink, Harold is way hunkier than she 
imagined.

She raises her hand.

SWEET DEE
Right here.

HAROLD
I’ve waited so long to finally meet 
you, it’s me Harold. 
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Wow you’re even more breathtaking 
then your polaroids.

SWEET DEE
Well, aren’t you the charmer.

They stare into each others eyes until the moment is broken 
when Frank waddles over with a package.

FRANK
Hi there, Frank, Diandra’s father. 
We’ve have decided to extend to you 
the fantastic opportunity to be 
part of our prisoner work program. 

Mac slides up.

MAC
We will pay you a fair “prisoner 
wage” to simply be a delivery boy 
for our postal organization PUSS.

FRANK
Here you go these need to go out 
right away.

HAROLD
I don’t get it.

FRANK
You want to date my daughter right? 

HAROLD
So I will deliver the packages?

FRANK
Right?

Charlie still chasing Dennis.

CHARLIE
So many routes, so much mail. You 
can’t handle it, it’s too much for 
you, the pain, the sadness, to bear 
the weight of the world.

DENNIS
Charlie you’re going mad. You’ve 
been drinking too much, the mail 
has gotten to you. Just let me have 
the route for a little bit.

Charlie boils over. He dives behind the bar and emerges with 
a putter.
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CHARLIE
There can only be one!

HAROLD
Oh no! It’s happening again!

Charlie dives after Dennis.

DENNIS
Damn it Charlie, I'm not going to 
fight you to the death.

Charlie puts the putter through the wall.

HAROLD
I must be going. I can’t be here.

Mac and Frank stuff more packages into Harold’s arms.

HAROLD
Goodbye, Sweet Dee.

Sweet Dee breaks down and holds onto Harold’s leg.

SWEET DEE
No no no don’t go, I wrote you 
everyday for months, the naked 
pictures, those stupid drawings.

Charlie and Dennis are fencing with the golf club and the cue 
stick.

DENNIS
The route is mine, all the mail 
belongs to me.

CHARLIE
Not on my watch.

DENNIS
You see these watches?

(shows his watches)
Got them today on the route. 
Brookstone!

CHARLIE
Those watches belong to Mrs. 
Weinhouse, she’s been waiting for 
them for her son’s birthday for six 
to eight weeks.

DENNIS
Well I don’t care if she ever gets 
them they look great on me.
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CHARLIE
You broke the postal code!

Charlie strikes Dennis to the floor. Dennis Cowers.

CHARLIE
So now it ends... Ahhhhh!

A siren blares; blue and red lights flash from outside.

Two cops come barging in.

COP
What is going on here?

The gang freezes. Mac and Frank are counting money, Dee  
hangs off of Harold’s leg whom is still juggling all the 
small packages, and Charlie is about to strike Dennis with a 
putter.

COP TWO
We were tipped off that there was 
some illegal drug trafficking 
through here. Where’s all the dope?

The gang all turns to Harold.

The cops move in on Harold.

SWEET DEE
No, damn it... Write me.

BLACK.

END OF ACT II

END OF SHOW
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