
ACT I

Scene 1

The outskirts of a devastated town. 
A clear night, with a full moon. 

(CHESHIRE sits in the shadows, 
next to two hiking packs, 
whittling with a small knife. 
He also has a sword.)

(VICTIM runs on-stage pursued 
by three ASSAILANTS and is 
caught by them. They begin to 
beat, torture, and rape him. 
Victim’s screams of protest are 
horrible and loud, until he is 
gagged. The assailants are 
enjoying themselves.)

(Cheshire notices the 
commotion, ignores it, and 
returns to his carving.)

(KAT approaches stealthy and 
settles in close to Cheshire. 
She wears a revolver in a 
holster.)

KAT
Cheshire?

CHESHIRE
Kat?

KAT
Why aren’t you helping him?

CHESHIRE
Helping who?

KAT
Him. The one who is being brutalized.
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CHESHIRE
Oh. Him. I’m busy.

KAT
Doing what?

CHESHIRE 
Whittling. Something.

KAT
At this time of night?

CHESHIRE
Sure. Why not? There’s good light. Look at the moon. 
Beautiful isn’t it?

KAT
What are you making?

CHESHIRE
I don’t know.

KAT
He’s suffering horribly. 

CHESHIRE
So?

KAT
Cheshire, do I really need to answer that question?

CHESHIRE
There are people suffering all over the world tonight. 
Under this very same moon. 

KAT
Sure. But none are as close to us as he is.

CHESHIRE
It’s irrelevant, Kat. Proximity is irrelevant.

KAT
How so?
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CHESHIRE
I could help the others but I choose to ignore their 
suffering. The only difference is that he is harder to 
ignore. Because he is so close. And so fucking loud. Jesus.

KAT
He is close. It would almost be effortless. It wouldn’t 
even be an inconvenience.

CHESHIRE
I’m busy. Besides. The question of convenience is relative. 
Technically, it would be much easier for us to take a loaf 
of bread to the refugee camp we saw three klicks back. They 
were all suffering. Suffering slowly. Painfully. But 
quietly. And we could help them effortlessly. You didn’t 
even blink.

KAT
Food is precious. Our food is precious.

CHESHIRE
So is time. Especially under a moon like this.

KAT
Fine. I take your point. But he’s suffering. I can’t abide 
it.

CHESHIRE
The noise of it, maybe. The proximity of it, maybe. 
Suffering, however, you are fine with.

KAT
Whatever. I can’t abide by it.

CHESHIRE
Hey, I’m not stopping you. It’s your choice. 

KAT
Fine.

(Kat stealthily approaches the 
assailants from behind and 
shoots each one in quick 
succession. She stands over 
Victim, looking down on him, as 
he continues to struggle not 
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realizing what has happened. 
Eventually, he lies still. 
Then, he sits up. He is in 
shock and does not fully 
understand what has happened.)

It’s alright. They’re dead. I’m not here to cause you any 
more suffering. 

(Victim tries to say something, 
not realizing he is still 
gagged.)

You are gagged. I can’t hear you. With the gag in your 
mouth. That’s kind of the point. 

(She begins searching the 
bodies. Victim continues to 
mumble though his gag, slowly 
coming out of shock.)

No fucking bullets. What the fuck?

(Victim finally realizes he is 
still wearing a gag. He also 
notices his underwear and pants 
are around his knees. He isn’t 
sure which to fix first. Kat 
notices his indecision.)

Pants. Oh yes definitely the pants. 

(He fixes his pants and removes 
the gag.)

It’s Ok now. They’re dead. 

VICTIM
Thank you. 

KAT
It was nothing. Well, practically nothing. They aren’t 
carrying any fucking bullets to replace the ones I’ve used.

VICTIM
They only had knives. 
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KAT
Fucking amateurs. What good are knives to me?

VICTIM
They are good to cut with. To cut them with.

KAT
There were others with you. 

VICTIM
They held us for days. Made me watch.

KAT
Ugh. I don’t like where this is going.

VICTIM
If I tried to close my eyes, they would cut me. I knocked 
myself out once. They left her tied up, waiting for me to 
wake up. One of their dogs was tearing at her when I woke 
up. 

KAT
Cheshire! A little help, please!

VICTIM
They cut her over and over. Raped her too. All of them, 
over and over again.

KAT
Cheshire, please.

CHESHIRE
I’m busy. 

VICTIM
All of them. My children too. In front of my eyes.

KAT
I’m sorry.

VICTIM
They wanted me to run. For the sport. The last one. To run 
for their sport. I couldn’t. Wouldn’t.
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KAT
I’m very sorry.

VICTIM
They started to do things to the bodies. So I ran. So maybe 
they would stop. So at least I wouldn’t see.

KAT
Look, it’s probably better not to think about it.

VICTIM
I can’t help but think about it. It’s all I can see. Behind 
my eyes.

(He begins to cry.)

What am I going to do?

(He looks at Kat.)

What am I going to do? What am I going to fucking do?

(She shoots him. He falls back 
on his elbows, dying slowly. 
Kat crouches to look directly 
and intently into his eyes. 
Cheshire gets up, walks over 
behind her, and watches her 
watching him. Victim dies 
slowly and noisily, falling on 
his back. She is vaguely 
disappointed and reflects for a 
moment. Then, she searches his 
body.)

CHESHIRE
That was unexpected.

KAT
I couldn’t abide by his suffering.

CHESHIRE
The consistency of your logic is impeccable.
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KAT
(She finds some bullets in his 
pockets.)

He had bullets.

(She shows them to Cheshire, 
outstretched in her palm.)

He still had bullets. How could a man let himself and his 
family be taken and tortured while he still had bullets in 
his pocket. It doesn’t make sense.

CHESHIRE
These are interesting times we live in.

KAT
(She pockets the bullets.)

I love you.

CHESHIRE
I love you too.

(They kiss.)

(BLACKOUT)

(END OF SCENE)
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Scene 2

A dusty, broken road, which was 
once a highway. A clear, bright 
day. High Noon. 

(Kat enters, stage right, 
wearing a large heavy hiking 
pack, exhausted. She stumbles 
almost falls. Stops. She looks 
deep into stage left, somewhat 
annoyed.)

KAT
Cheshire! Yo! Cheshire! Asshole.

(She drops her bag to the 
ground.)

Hey! Cheshire!

(She sits down.)

CHESHIRE [Off-stage, from a 
distance]

What? What? Hey, Kat. What is it?

(After a moment, he appears 
stage left wearing a heavy 
pack.)

What? Kat, what is it?

KAT
Let’s rest here for a bit, OK, babe.

CHESHIRE
What? Are you tired?

KAT
No. I only rest when I am wholly and utterly refreshed. You 
know that.

CHESHIRE
You’re being sarcastic.
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KAT
You know honestly sometimes you ask the stupidest 
questions. 

CHESHIRE
I’m not tired, so it’s hard for me to believe that you are 
tired. You never get tired.

KAT
Look, we’ve been over this before. You can’t do that. You 
can’t make sense of me based on your understanding of 
yourself. We are different people!

CHESHIRE
We have a lot in common.

KAT
Yes, but we are still different, OK. You’ve got to try to 
understand me from my perspective. It’s hard I know but you 
can do it. You do do it. Just not all the time.

CHESHIRE
I’m sorry. I forget.

KAT
It’s alright. I forget too. We both do. Especially when 
we’re tired.

CHESHIRE
You’re right. I am tired. Let’s rest for a minute or two.

KAT
Or ten. 

(Cheshire drops his bag and 
sits beside her.)

I’m tired too easily these days. I don’t like it. 
Something’s wrong. 

CHESHIRE
Nothing’s wrong. You’re fine.

KAT
I’m tired too easily. Something’s wrong. I know it.
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CHESHIRE
Nothing’s wrong. You’re fine. We’ll be fine. We always are.

KAT
Whatever.

(Cheshire pulls out a small 
impressionistically carved 
object from his pocket.)

CHESHIRE
Look.

KAT
What is it?

CHESHIRE
It’s what I made last night. It’s what I whittled.

KAT
It’s beautiful.

(She takes it from him.)

What is it? What is it meant to be?

CHESHIRE
I don’t know. I just came out like that.

KAT
Can I have it?

CHESHIRE
Of course. Everything I do ...

KAT and CHESHIRE
(Singing, together) 

I do it for you!

(They laugh.)

KAT
Seriously, though. It’s beautiful. Can I have it?
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CHESHIRE
Everything I have -- everything I am -- is yours. Always. 
Forever.

KAT
I love you.

CHESHIRE
I love you too.

KAT
Do you want to fuck?

CHESHIRE
Of course.

(BLACKOUT)

(END OF SCENE)
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Scene 3

Light woodlands. Early Evening.

(Cheshire stands patiently, 
next to the two packs.)

KAT [Off-stage]
Fuck.

CHESHIRE
What?

KAT
Fuck, fuck, fuck. I knew it. I knew something was wrong.

CHESHIRE
What?

KAT
(She enters holding pregnancy 
test.) 

I’m pregnant. 

CHESHIRE
What!?

KAT
I’m fucking pregnant. No wonder I’ve been feeling so tired 
lately.

CHESHIRE
When was your last period?

KAT
Don’t you remember?

CHESHIRE
I’m attentive, not that attentive.

KAT
Fine. Two months. Maybe more.

CHESHIRE
Why didn’t you say something?
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KAT
I didn’t want to worry you.

CHESHIRE
Why would I be worried? This is what we want. What we’ve 
been planning for.

KAT
Fine. I didn’t want to get your hopes up, then. Fuck.

CHESHIRE
Let me see.

KAT
(She hands him the test.)

Fuck.

CHESHIRE
(Looking at the test, smiling.)

This isn’t a problem. 

KAT
What are we going to do?

CHESHIRE
What we always do. 

(He pockets the test).

You can still fight for a couple of more months. No 
problem. After that, you will need to take it easy for a 
while. Then, when you’re really close, we’ll lay low, and I 
will watch out for you. Everything’s going to be fine. Good 
even. Great.

KAT
Lay low for awhile. Lay low for awhile. Cheshire this isn’t 
a fucking flesh wound. We’re going to have a baby. I think 
our days of laying low are over. For awhile? Forever.

CHESHIRE
Let me check the accounts.
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(He pulls out a mobile 
communications device and 
checks the accounts.)

KAT
Fuck, fuck, fuck. Why do I have to be so goddamn horny? And 
fertile! I thought it took months for the pill to wear off. 
Years even! Fuck.

CHESHIRE
Look, Kat, don’t worry. Things are fine. We’re almost 
there. One more job and we can retire to our little house 
on the prairie.

KAT
What?

CHESHIRE
One more job and we will have all the money we need to 
settle down, retire, leave this life behind. Forever.

KAT
Say that again slowly.

CHESHIRE
What? One more job, settle down, retire?

KAT
Yes. That. Don’t you hear what you are saying?

CHESHIRE
What?

KAT
Pretty fucking dangerous cliché to be saying out loud, 
don’t you think?

CHESHIRE
I don’t follow.

KAT
Don’t play dumb, Cheshire, you know exactly what I mean.

CHESHIRE
Ok. Fine. You knew this day was going to come. You knew, 
some day there would be “one last job.”
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KAT
Yeah, I guess. I kind of hoped we wouldn’t notice it, you 
know. It would just happen. One day we would check the 
accounts and the “one last job” would have already 
happened. You know what I mean?

CHESHIRE
You ask me to check the accounts like every other day! How 
could it happen without us knowing?

KAT
I know! I know! I always ask because I’m always hoping, you 
know, that you’ll be like, oh, we can stop now, without us 
ever knowing we were on the “one last job”. 

CHESHIRE
Had I known it was an issue for you, I could have kept it a 
secret.

KAT
Oh God! That would have been even worse! Brave husband 
knows but hides the fact of “one last job” from wife -- in 
the final reel, while he is dying slowly, all is revealed. 
Why don’t you shoot yourself in the head now!

CHESHIRE
It’s irrelevant anyways. The time is here. Now. One more 
job and we are home free.

KAT
Stop saying that. This is perfect, just fucking perfect. 
And I’m fucking pregnant. Oh, that’s beautiful. Oh that’s 
really fucking beautiful. Do we really need to do this?

CHESHIRE
We can’t let the seemingly -- and I emphasize seemingly --- 
inevitable conclusion of this narrative trope stop us from 
doing what we want to do.
 

KAT
Sure we can. We can stop right now. Right here. Retire with 
what we have. Walk away. For good.

CHESHIRE
You never were much of a student of tragedy, Kat. Even if 
there is something fated here, we can’t avoid it by running 
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away. Better to confront it head-on and deal with it as it 
comes. 

KAT
Oh, God. Is this our fate? Death by cliché.

CHESHIRE
I don’t think so. I admit this very much stinks of a 
horrible cliché with an unhappy and inevitable conclusion, 
but we don’t know it is that cliché or that it will 
necessarily end that way. Besides, if it is, and some 
inevitable conclusion is written into the very fabric of 
the circumstances in which we find ourselves, all that we 
can do is follow the narrative rails fate has provided us 
and live these circumstances as true to ourselves as we 
can. We can only do what we want, what we think best, and 
deal with the consequences as they come -- fated or not. 
After all, life itself is the ultimate cliché, the 
inevitable narrative trope to end all inevitable narrative 
tropes, the very same myth re-told a hundred million times 
each day. A person is born, she lives, and then she dies. 
The narrative is inevitable, the cliché transparent, and 
the end always the same. And yet we carry on. Each and 
every day.

KAT
Some don’t.

CHESHIRE
Most do. We do.

KAT
Is this what we want? Is this what we really want? How do 
we know this is what we really want?

CHESHIRE
Do you want to get a real job? Or do you want to spend the 
rest of our lives making babies and raising them without a 
care in the world?

KAT
I want to make babies with you and never worry about bills 
ever again.

CHESHIRE
Ok, then. All my projections, calculations, and our 
financial analyst agrees, we need to do a least one more 
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well paid job to achieve that. It’s what I want. And I want 
it with you.

KAT
I want it with you too. More than anything.

CHESHIRE
Good. Let’s push on, then. One more job and we can retire, 
and leave this life behind. Forever.

KAT
But please stop saying that.

CHESHIRE
OK.

KAT
And kiss me. And tell me that you love me. That you will 
always love me. That you will always love me and our baby.

CHESHIRE
Your wish is my command.

(They kiss.)

I love you, I will always love you, and I will always love 
you and all of our babies.

(They kiss again.)

You know, Kat, for true love to survive, at least one of 
the lovers always has to die.

KAT
Shut up asshole.

(BLACKOUT)

(END OF SCENE)

(END OF ACT)
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