
Everybody Gets One

written by

Tristan Willis



EXT. MILO'S APARTMENT - DAY

MILO, late-twenties, with the slight hunch of all men that 
wish they were less visible, steps onto the curb.

He pauses to put in his earphones. Lively, upbeat jazz begins 
to play. Think Charlie Parker or Coltrane.

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN - DAY

Milo sways with the movement of the train, fingers drumming 
to the beat.

The doors open. The car is only half full, but the crowd 
jostles Milo on their way out like it's rush hour. 

INT. DELI - DAY

Milo stands in the middle of the deli line, tapping his foot. 

A BUSINESSMAN in a crisp suit breezes past and snaps his 
fingers at the girl behind the counter - points at the board. 

The young girl working the counter points to the back of the 
line.

He holds up his hand to shush her and points at his earpiece. 
She shakes her head and turns around to get his order. 

An OLD WOMAN steps out from the line with a calm 
determination in her eyes and taps the man on the shoulder. 

He brushes her off - he's a busy man. 

She reaches into her handbag - digging around. A knitting 
needle appears. She raises it high and STABS him in the neck. 

He spins round - eyes wide - needle still in his neck. She's 
coming at him with the other needle. 

Milo takes out his earphones. We hear the entire shop 
cheering like a Colosseum crowd. 

BUSINESSMAN
You old bitch! 

OLD WOMAN
You need to be taught some manners! 

She lunges weakly at him. He grabs her and drags her to the 
floor - pins her down. 
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One of the FEMALE BYSTANDERS reaches into her purse and pulls 
out a knife - slides it to the old woman. 

FEMALE BYSTANDER #1
Here!  

The old woman gropes for the knife with an arthritic hand. 

The businessman knocks it away, clattering across the floor. 

BUSINESSMAN
Stay down grandma! 

Another FEMALE BYSTANDER draws a tiny pistol from an ankle 
holster and slides it to the old woman. 

FEMALE BYSTANDER #2
Shoot the cocksucker! 

The old woman manages to grasp the gun and lets off a shot - 
a light fixture EXPLODES and rains glass down on the crowd. 

BUSINESSMAN
Jesus Christ!

The man clasps at his ear, freeing her gun hand. 

The old woman points the gun at his head - BANG! Brains 
shower the line of deli patrons. 

We close on Milo's face - glasses flecked with the man's 
blood - eyes wide. 

The old woman struggles to her feet with the help of the 
other women, and lifts the gun like a trophy to fresh cheers. 

EXT. DELI - DAY

A small crowd is gathered around the deli entrance to gawk at 
the scene. 

A POLICE OFFICER, thirties, interviews Milo. 

POLICE OFFICER
So it was definitely her? 

He jabs a thumb toward the old woman. 

She sits calmly on the curb nearby, knitting. 
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MILO
Yeah, definitely her. She just 
pulled out a needle and... you 
know... 

Milo mimes a stabbing action. 

POLICE OFFICER
Man, these old ladies, I'll tell 
ya.  Gotta watch your back around 
'em. That reminds me, I gotta give 
my mom a call. 

The officer turns to his colleague standing by the old woman. 

POLICE OFFICER (CONT’D)
Looks like she's free to go. Just 
grab her prints for processing. 

INT. RECORD STORE - DAY

The store is dim and cluttered. High shelves filled with 
dusty records and memorabilia. Loud punk music BLARES from 
the speakers.

LILITH, twenties, bops around shelving records, dressed for 
the soundtrack. She doesn't notice Milo's arrival.

Milo goes behind the counter and turns the music down. 

Lilith spins around. 

LILITH
Hey! I was listening to that. 

Milo doesn't respond. 

LILITH (CONT’D)
Hellooooo? You okay?

MILO
Yeah... It's just.. This old lady. 
Like, really old. 

LILITH
What the hell are you talking 
about? 

Lilith notices Milo's shirt. Her eyes light up. 

LILITH (CONT’D)
Holy shit! Is that blood? 


