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EXT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

A cherry red Corvette parks just outside a small coffee
shop. The license plate reads “KL M ALL.”

A beautiful woman energes fromthe driver’s side. She's
wearing a cherry red dress, tight in all the right
pl aces. Chic dark sungl asses cover her eyes.

Her sultry attire contrasts her sweet, innocent deneanor.
Time sl ows down as she wal ks toward the coffee shop. A
single word appears on the screen, followng her for a
brief monent. Her nane:

WAR

Ti me speeds back up as she di sappears inside.

An SWV pulls into a parking space. |Its driver, a stocky
man with dark hair, is finishing a glazed doughnut as he
steps out. He's wearing a dark green button-up shirt.
He polishes off the doughnut and grabs a small bag from
the driver side. He closes the door and shuffles to the
cof fee shop entrance.

Time sl ows down again. Another nane:

FAM NE

Time returns to normal .

Anot her car, a beater, sputters to a stop outside the

cof fee shop. Maybe the driver kills the engi ne, maybe it
dies onits own. It’s hard to tell.

Two nmen energe. The driver is pale and slender with
greasy hair and a sickly pallor. It looks |ike he
dressed in the dark fromthe thrift store bargain bin.

H s conpani on doesn’t | ook nuch better. Meek and
nervous, he’'s hesitant to go inside the coffee shop.

The first man gestures inpatiently for the second man to
followhim Time slows down and the first’s nane is
reveal ed:

PESTI LENCE

The two nen enter the shop.



A roaring engine heralds the final arrival: a jet black
nmuscl e car, testosterone incarnate.

A man energes, dressed to kill: black slacks, black
shoes, bl ack shirt untucked and unbuttoned at the
s| eeves.

He | ooks at the shop over the top of his black
sungl asses, a smrk of suprene confidence permanently
pl anted on his face.

The man pauses outside the shop as a stray dog wal ks his
way. The dog stops and | ooks up at the man, curious.

The man’s smle broadens. He points at the dog with his
i ndex finger, mmcking a gun. He fires.

The dog falls down on the sidewal k, dead.

The man | ooks up and opens the coffee shop door. Tine
sl ows down one | ast tine:

DEATH

Time returns to normal as Death enters the coffee shop.
The title fades in:

OVER COFFEE

The screen fades out behind the title. The title lingers
for a nonment before fading out as well.

I NT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY
A quiet din fills the snmall coffee shop.

Near the entrance, a YOUNG MOTHER sips her latte while
readi ng one of the |ocal papers. Her BABY rests quietly
in the stroller.

At another table near the door, a COLLEGE STUDENT is
readi ng a bi ography of Mahatna Gandhi .

Behi nd the counter, the CASH ER busies hinself as he
waits for custoners to arrive.

At atall table along the wall, a YOUNG MAN AND WOVAN
whi sper quietly to one another, the | anguage of | ove.



Anot her MAN, his HEAD SHAVED, stands at the bar with his
coffee. He steals a glance toward the back, trying
vainly to appear disinterested.

The Four Horsenen and their guest sit around a table near
t he back of the coffee shop. A cheery WAI TRESS delivers
their drinks.

WAl TRESS
Let’s see, coffee black (to
Death), two hot teas with honey
(to Pestilence and his
conpani on), two grande
cappuccinos with cream (both to
Fam ne), and one white chocol ate
nocha (to \War).

WAR

(gently)
Thanks so much, dear

WAl TRESS
(smling)
W Il there be anything el se?

War | ooks around the table. Sonmething’s m ssing. She
| ooks back to the waitress.

WAR
My strawberry scone?

WAl TRESS
(apol ogeti c)
l"’msorry. Did you order one?

War’ s deneanor shifts. Her sweet, innocent disposition
fades. Her reply is a gradual crescendo of anger.

WAR
Did I order one? (beat) | asked
for two things: ny nocha and ny
scone. And you actually forgot
this sinplest of orders between
here and the kitchen? Does your
mnd reset itself with each
bovi ne blink of your eyes? Wuld
you even remenber your own nane
If weren't right there on your
nanmet ag?

War rises to her feet.



WAR (cont’ d)
(shouting)
| ordered a strawberry scone and
I want it RI GHT NOW

The waitress is wide-eyed, terrified.

Subtly, Death points his finger at the waitress. The
young wonman slunps to the table, her eyes open in a
vacant stare. Dead.

WAR (cont’ d)
(forcibly calm
Put her back, D. | want ny
scone.

DEATH
Aw, c’ non...

War glares at him

Wth a sigh, Death perforns another gesture. The young
woman cones back to |ife. She | ooks at War, confused.

WAR
(genuinely calm
Pl ease, dear. M scone?

The young wonman coll ects herself and hurriedly wal ks
away. Famine calls after her, half-rising to his feet

FAM NE
Bring one back for ne! Wait,
two! | want two!

Fam ne reaches into his bag, pulls out a sandw ch, and
takes a huge bite.

War settles back into her seat. She turns to Pestil ence.
WAR

Now, Pestilence, you wanted to
tell us sonething?

Pestil ence | ooks at each figure in turn.
Deat h eyes the young couple at the other table. War

waits patiently. Between bites of his sandw ch, Fani ne
stares worriedly after the waitress.



Pestil ence’ s conpanion puts on a brave face, struggling
to suppress his nervousness.

Pestil ence takes a deep breath and continues, firmin his
resol ve.

PESTI LENCE
I’ m out .

The two distracted Horsenen turn in unison to face him
jaws slack. War narrows her eyes.

WAR
(surprised)
Excuse ne?

DEATH
(to Fam ne)
Told you he was gay. Pay up.

PESTI LENCE
["mnot “gay” out. I'm
“quitting” out. 1’mleaving the

group.
Fam ne flashes a snmug smile at Death. Death sneers back

DEATH
(to Fam ne)
Deni al . G ve himtine.

WAR
Pestil ence. Sweetheart. |
under stand your frustration,
trust me. W’'ve all felt that
way at one tine or another. Gve
it time. It wll pass.

PESTI LENCE
|’ ve been waiting for this to
pass for the last three
centuries! It’s not going
anywhere. It’s just that...

H's words trail off.

WAR
VWhat, dear? What is it?



PESTI LENCE
It’s this job. | hate it! |
just want to be done with it.

War | eans in, encouraging himto go on.

PESTI LENCE (cont’ d)
It’s not ne. It’'s enpty, it’s
unful filling, and it’s m nd-
nunbi ngly boring! Pl agues,
boils, infections, sores,
expl osive diarrhea... it’s the
sane thing over and over and over
again. (beat) And the worst
part? The worst part is that
this is the ONLY job |I’'ve ever
had. I1t’s the only thing I’ ve
ever done, and it just doesn’'t
feel ...right. (beat) It isn't
me. It isnt ne, and | don’'t
know why | keep doing it.

The waitress returns to the table. Death slides his hand
beneath his arm and subtly gestures toward the young
woman. She dies again, spilling her tray on the floor.

Deat h sni ckers.

WAR
(instantly furious)
Danmit, Death! If you kill her
one nore time, | swear I'11I ..

Deat h qui ckly gestures again, and the woman stirs. He
| ooks at War and throws his arns up in nock surrender.

War turns to Pestil ence.

WAR (cont’ d)
Pestil ence, the significance of
your job, of our jobs, is
i mense. You do understand that,
don’t you? You understand why we
do what we do?

PESTI LENCE
(standoffish)
No, | don’t. Not anynore. Wy
don’t you enlighten ne?



The waitress scoops up the ness. Death eyes her
| echerously.

Fam ne stares at the scones, heartbroken.

FAM NE
They need us.

The waitress hurries away.

PESTI LENCE
What ?

FAM NE
(to Pestilence)
They need us. They need to
suffer.

Pestil ence | ooks fromFam ne to War. War nods in
agr eement .

PESTI LENCE
That’ s the big answer? They need
to suffer? Why? Do you they
really need to fight, to starve,
t o agoni ze before they die?
(beat) So our sole purpose is to
cause thempain? I|If | wanted
that, I would have becone a
denti st!

FAM NE
They NEED us in order to
appreciate the good in their
lives.

PESTI LENCE
What a crock of sh...

VAR
(i nterrupting)
Look.

War poi nts over Pestilence’s shoulder to the young coupl e

Deat h was wat ching earlier.

The man | eans on the table, holding the woman’s hands in
his. They' re still staring into each other’s eyes,

whi speri ng sweet not hings.

War gestures with her hand.



Wt hout warning, the young wonan sl aps the nan's face so
hard that he spins out of his chair and | ands on the
floor.

The young man lies there, stupefied, as the young wonman
| oonms over him berating him She spits on the man in
di sgust and bolts out of the coffee shop.

In shock, the man scranbles to his feet and chases after
her, stopping briefly to pay at the counter.

Pestil ence turns to War.

PESTI LENCE
And how does that help them
appr eci at e anyt hi ng?

DEATH
Sex.

PESTI LENCE
(to Death)
Excuse nme?

The young coupl e stops outside the shop window The
woman gesticul ates violently and continues yelling.

The waitress qui ckly appears at the table, drops off the
pastries, and scurries away before anyone at the table
can notice her.

Fam ne greedily snatches his treats and stuffs one into
hi s nout h.

Deat h wat ches the fight, w stfully.

DEATH
They’ Il go hone, argue sone nore,
wear thensel ves out, wonder why
they started fighting in the
first place, apologize, and have
the best sex they’ ve had in
MONTHS.

Qutside, the wonman storns off. The man stands there for
a nonent, bew | der ed.

DEATH (cont’ d)
They appreci ate sex.



Pestil ence smrks. Looking out the wi ndow, he perforns
hi s own hand gesture.

A pai ned expression crosses the man’s face. Hi's hand
noves to his crotch as he chases after his girlfriend.

War turns fromthe wi ndow to Pestil ence.

VAR
What did you do?

PESTI LENCE
| gave him gonorrhea.

Fam ne guffaws, spew ng crunbs on the table.

PESTI LENCE (cont’ d)
Nobody appreci ates gonorr heal

War thinks for a nonent. She tries a different approach.

WAR
You know the rules, Pestilence.
Once you' re out, you're out.
Per manently. Have you
consi dered...a holiday?

PESTI LENCE
(hesitant)

| have.
VAR

I nst ead of being rash...
FAM NE

Ha! Rash! | get it.
WAR (cont’ d)

...why don’t you take sone tine
of f, think things through.

(beat) Have you given any thought
to what your “true calling” m ght
be?

PESTI LENCE
This may sound asinine, but..l’ve
al ways wanted to try my hand at
gardeni ng. Gourds, nostly.
Squash. Maybe zucchi ni.
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Death | ooks at Famine and raises his eyebrows. He
silently nouths the word “gay.”

WAR
(i ncredul ous)
You? The source of all sickness
and di sease on the planet, and
you want to be a farner?

PESTI LENCE
Gar dner.

VAR
VWhat ever! You'll kill everything
you touch!

DEATH
Technically, | do all the
killing...

WAR
Shut up! (to Pestilence) You do
realize that you'll fail at this,

don’t you? M serably.
The two stare at each other for a | ong nonent.

PESTI LENCE
| have to try.

War sinmmers quietly for a nonment. She keeps her
frustration in check. Barely.

WAR
Fine! Go! Be a gardener!
You' ve got three nonths, that’s
it. If you can’t get your stuff
toget her by then, you re right
back here. Permanently.
Under st ood?

Pestilence nods, slowy realizing what he’s just
commtted to.

WAR (cont’ d)
In the neantinme, the Three
Hor senmen of the Apocal ypse will
pi ck up the slack

Deat h groans. Pestilence’'s friend clears his throat.



PESTI LENCE
Actually, | had soneone in m nd
to take nmy pl ace.

At the bar, the man with the shaved head perks up. He
sets down his coffee and snoothes the winkles out of his
shirt.

Pestilence gestures to his friend at the table.

PESTI LENCE (cont’ d)
Friends, | give you...the Comrmon
Col d!

The man with the shaved head is crestfall en.

MAN W TH SHAVED HEAD
OCh, man!

Ti me sl ows down. H s nane is reveal ed.
CANCER.

Tinme returns to normal as Cancer nopes toward the exit,
unnot i ced.

THE COVMMON CCOLD stands up and reaches out to shake War’s
hand. War stares at the hand, unnoving, then | ooks him
in the eye. He slowy shrinks back into his seat.

War turns back to Pestil ence.

WAR
No.
PESTI LENCE
No?
COMVON COLD
(whi ni ng)
No?

The Common Cold folds his arns, sul king

VAR
W need soneone capabl e of
pandem cs and plagues. W' || get

al ong just fine without him
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COVMON COLD

(quietly)
| can do a pl ague...

DEATH
You can’'t even do anal | eakage.
Shut up.

PESTI LENCE

Conme on, War. G ve hima chance.
He’s got a | ot of potential.

War | ooks at The Conmmon Col d again. He starts to shrink
even further under her stare, but he catches hinself.

In a sudden burst of self-confidence, he stands, | ooks
toward the mother at the front wi ndow, and noves his
hands as if casting a spell.

H's stare is intense. The muscles in his arns tense up
and begin to quiver. Beads of sweat appear on his brow

Finally, the payoff.
Fromthe stroller, a tiny baby sneeze.
The Common Col d col |l apses in his seat, satisfied.

The Four Horsenen just stare at himin wondernent. War
breaks the stare first, turning to Pestilence.

WAR
Thr ee nont hs.

Pestil ence nods and sniles, ecstatic. He shakes each
teammat e’ s hand then | eaves through the front door

DEATH
| better get conp tinme for this.

Anot her patron enters the shop. War gestures at the
col |l ege student sitting near the entrance.

The student |eaps fromhis chair and begins beating the
newconer with the |life and teachi ngs of Gandhi

EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

Pestilence is hard at work, planting a garden. Misic
pl ays on the radio in the background.
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As he continues to toil, the nusic ends and a news story
begi ns.

NEWS ANCHOR (O S.)
Negoti ati ons between |India and
Chi na ended abruptly today as
news | eaked out of a nmassacre in
a small village east of
Badrinath. Early reports
i ndicate that Chinese soldiers
brought in to quell a border
skirm sh began firing into crowds
of men, wonen, and children...

I NT. HOUSE - DAY

Pestil ence stares out the w ndow at his struggling
garden. Many of the plants are dead, starved of
nutrients and suffering fromdisease

He | ooks on the counter at his first harvest. Each one
i's an atrophied joke.

He | ooks to the wall calendar. The end of his holiday is
approaching too quickly.

A news story plays on the small kitchen television set.

NEWS ANCHOR (O. S.)
In other news, the WHO has
confirmed that the nunmber of new
Al DS cases in Africa has dropped
dramatically over the past two
nonths. Scientists are
specul ating that there may be a
connecti on between this change
and the significant increase in
cold and flu-like synptons anong
t he popul ace...

As Pestilence pines over his pathetic crop, Fam ne peeks

t hrough the kitchen wi ndow, nunching on those veggi es
that are...were good enough to eat.

I NT. HOUSE - DAY

The kitchen is enpty. The calendar is all marked up.
The hol i day ends tonorrow.

Pestilence is outside, on his knees, exam ning the
W thered vines on a small lattice in his garden.
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6 EXT. BACKYARD - DAY

The radi o broadcasts another news story as Pestil ence
handl es t he vi nes.

NEWS ANCHOR (O. S.)
...may be unsuitable for children.
(beat) Britain has seen an
i ncrease in bizarre deaths
i nvol ving sex toys. That's
right: sex toys. London-based
Spankal i ci ous has been sl apped
with a class action |awsuit,
asserting that use of their
wi | dly popul ar Downt own Dam en
device has resulted in no | ess
than 27 deaths over the last 3
nont hs.

Pesti |l ence reaches the end of the lattice and stops.
He sm | es.
7 | NT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

The sane coffee shop, three nonths later. The custoners
are different, but the staff is the sane.

The Three Horsenen of the Apocal ypse sit at the sane
table they did three nonths ago. The Common Cold sits
with them nuch nore confident but still not quite
fitting in.

The sane waitress has just finished delivering drinks to
the Horsemen. Her dress is stained fromfreshly spilled
cof f ee.

She munbles to herself as she wal ks to the counter,
qui etly reassuring herself.

WAl TRESS
| love ny job. | love ny job

The front door opens. Bathed in light, a lone figure
stands in the doorfrane.

Pesti |l ence has returned.
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War gl ances at The Common Col d, then cl oses her eyes in
relief.

WAR
Final | y!

Pestil ence noves steadily toward the table in the back.
When he reaches it, he remains standing, his back to the
front door.

WAR (cont’ d)
So, the prodigal has returned.
have to admt, though, | thought
you' d be back sooner. I...

She realizes that he’s smling.

WAR (cont’ d)
What? What is it?

Pestil ence reaches down into his pants and pulls
sonmet hing out. A dull thud sounds as it |ands on the
t abl e.

War Dbl ushes as her hand covers her nouth.

WAR (cont’ d)
(whi speri ng)
Oh ny.

Fam ne stares w de-eyed and |icks his |ips.
Deat h nods, smling.
DEATH
| aminpressed! \Wat is that,
twel ve inches?

Hands on his hips, Pestilence beans.

PESTI LENCE
Thirt een.

Lying on the table is a healthy, supple, near-perfect
ZUCCHI NI .

Pestil ence takes a seat.
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WAR
So. This is it, then? You're
sure you want do this? Gve up
bei ng a Horseman to becone a...
gar dner.

Hs smle fades. For a nonent, Pestilence appears
unsure.

PESTI LENCE
Vell ...

War catches Death’s eye and nods conspiratorially. Death
|l eans in to address Pestil ence.

DEATH
Hey, buddy, grab a set.

Death offers Pestilence the enpty chair. Pestilence sits
down, one hand on his zucchini.

DEATH (cont’ d_
|’ve been thinkin . You renmember
the Bl ack Pl ague, right? Al
that crying and bl eedi ng and
puki ng...

PESTI LENCE
Yeah. Good tines...

DEATH
That was all you, baby! MIlions
of people, sick and dying for
years. Years, man! You' d set
“emup, |'d knock ‘em down. And
chaos rei gned suprene.

Pestil ence sm | es, nostalgic.
DEATH (cont’ d)

Wl |l maybe that’s what you need,
pal. Another plague! Think

about it...

PESTI LENCE
Ti mes have changed, D. 1’ve
changed. It’s just not ne
anynor e.

The Comon Col d realizes what War and Death are up to.
He rai ses his hands, again the spellcaster.

17



Si mul t aneously, all of the coffee shop patrons sneeze.

The Common Col d | eans back and sm |l es, hands behind his
head.

DEATH
Pi ss of f, wannabe.

WAR
Pestil ence, dear, let’s be
realistic. This was luck, a
fluke. One vegetable is hardly a
new car eer.

Pestil ence is undeterred.

PESTI LENCE
It’s a start. A good start. |If
| stick with it, the next one
will be better. And the one
after that, better still.

War si ghs.
WAR
[’mnot going to win this one, am
| ?
FAM NE
Si nce when do you care about who
wi ns and who | oses?

War scow s at Fam ne, then | ooks back to Pestil ence.

VAR
Fi ne. Ckay.

Wwar softens and smles. She reaches for a handshake.

WAR (cont’ d)
I wish you all the best.

Pestilence gladly accepts the handshake. He stands and
begi ns saying his goodbyes. Another handshake, a pat on
t he back, a hug.

When he finishes his goodbyes, he stands for another
awkward nmonent, then turns to |eave.

Death calls after him
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DEATH
Hey! Whaddya say? Just one nore
fling? For old tinmes sake?

How can he say no? Pestilence flashes a | opsided smle,
shuffles his feet and begins gesturing at each of the
shop’ s patrons.

Tinme slows down. Chariots of Fire starts playing.
Each patron is suddenly afflicted with a horrible
ai | ment.

Anot her young couple is covered in boils. The waitress
| ooks li ke a | eper col ony escapee. The cashier begins
retching violently into a trash can. Everyone is crying
and screanmi ng in pain.

The Three Horsenmen (and The Common Col d) appl aud their
former conpani on and wave himon as he | eaves his
friends, his life, and the suffering patrons behind.

THE END
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