
ACT 2

Scene 1

Early morning, outside a gated 
community. Three men with swords 
lounge, guarding the gate.

(Cheshire and Kat approach. The 
men notice them and become 
alert and suspicious. Cheshire 
and Kat stop at a distance and 
drop their packs.) 

CHESHIRE
This will be easier than I thought.

KAT
Why don’t you let me shoot them? Pop. Pop. Pop. No problem. 
One. Two. Three.

CHESHIRE
We have rules, Kat. Traditions. Some things, even in these 
times, must be respected. Besides, we don’t want to waste 
your bullets.

KAT
Traditions? Whatever. You haven’t had a chance to kill 
anyone for a while. That’s all.

CHESHIRE
Don’t be flippant, Kat. You know I take this seriously. 

KAT
I’m sorry.

CHESHIRE
It’s alright. I won’t be hurt. If they know what they’re 
doing, we won’t fight. If we fight, it means they don’t 
know what they’re doing. And there won’t be any fight at 
all.

KAT
Still. It always makes me nervous to watch. 
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CHESHIRE
One last time.

KAT
Shut up!

CHESHIRE
I’m teasing. Now watch the bags.

KAT
Hey! If one of them challenges you, I want to watch him 
die.

CHESHIRE
You know that makes it harder for me.

KAT
You’re not the only one who likes to tempt fate!

CHESHIRE
(He approaches the men.)

We’re looking for J. Edgar. We understand he is looking for 
some couriers. We’re couriers.

1ST SWORDSMAN
You carry a sword.

CHESHIRE
Is J. Edgar here?

1ST SWORDSMAN
I said: you carry a sword.

CHESHIRE
We are couriers. Looking for work. May we speak with him?

1ST SWORDSMAN
I say for a third time: you carry a sword. 

CHESHIRE
Then, I say to you: I carry a sword.
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1ST SWORDSMAN
(He steps out from the other 
men.)

I also carry a sword.

CHESHIRE
I see you carry sword.

1ST SWORDSMAN
I’m willing to bet that I can defeat you.

CHESHIRE
I’m willing to bet that you can not.

1ST SWORDSMAN
I’m willing to bet my life I will.

CHESHIRE
I’m willing to bet my life that you will not.

1ST SWORDSMAN
It’s a bet then.

CHESHIRE
It is a bet.

(The two men square off, out of 
striking range. They hold the 
grips of their swords without 
drawing them and stare into 
each other’s eyes for a 
moment.)

You are outmatched. Stand aside. The bet does not stand. 
You are not capable of making such a bet.

1ST SWORDSMAN
I am not outmatched. The bet stands.

CHESHIRE
I admire, respect, and honor your courage. But there is no 
bet here. There is nothing to be won.

1ST SWORDSMAN
The bet stands. 
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(He releases but does not draw 
his sword from the scabbard.)

CHESHIRE
You are a ghost. You are already dead.

(Cheshire releases but does not 
draw his sword from the 
scabbard.)

(1ST SWORDSMAN draws first and 
they fight. Neither is cut, but 
the 1ST SWORDSMAN is clearly 
outmatched.)

1ST SWORDSMAN
See. I am your match. There is a bet. I will win. You will 
die.

CHESHIRE
Three times I could have killed you instantly. My wife 
wants to watch you die. It makes the kill more challenging.

(They fight again, Cheshire 
fatally wounds 1ST SWORDSMAN. 
He slumps to the ground. Kat 
goes to him and looks him in 
the eye. Cheshire watches Kat 
while he carefully and 
ritualistically cleans his 
sword. The 1ST SWORDSMAN dies 
slowly. When he is dead, Kat is 
again vaguely disappointed and 
reflects on it for a moment.)

Still haven’t found what you’re looking for?
  

KAT
Nope. Not yet. Not yet.

(She starts to hum the song by 
U2 and searches the body.)

Again! No fucking bullets!
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CHESHIRE
(Addressing the two remaining 
guards.)

We are looking for J. EDGAR. We understand he is looking 
for some couriers. We are couriers.

2ND SWORDSMAN
(He steps forward nervously and 
can barely speak the words.)

You carry a sword.

3RD SWORDSMAN
(He pulls the 2nd Swordsman 
back by the scruff.)

Don’t be a fucking idiot. J. Edgar is here. He needs a 
courier. I’m sure he would like to meet with you. 

(BLACKOUT)

(END OF SCENE)
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Scene 2 

A greenhouse garden, early 
afternoon.

(J. Edgar putters amongst his 
tomatoes.)

(His personal assistant, Jamie, 
enters. She wears a sidearm.)

JAMIE
Excuse me, J. Edgar, sir. Are you ready to see the 
couriers.

J. EDGAR
How did their credentials hold up, Jamie?

JAMIE
Fully licensed. Clean records. Customer satisfaction 
ratings are pretty high. Too high almost.

J. EDGAR
Suspicious?

JAMIE
Yeah but for the fact they are registered on Northstar 
Independents -- those guys are reliable and unhackable.  
Plus, the swordsman made short work of one of our best men 
without breaking a sweat.

J. EDGAR
Who was it?

JAMIE
Pion number 2. I don’t know their names. They’re Jacob’s 
business not mine. Jacob says he was good, that’s all I 
need to know.

J. EDGAR
Jamie, dear, you must try to remember their names. It’s 
important. That kind of callousness won’t help you, even in 
these times. It was probably Mickey. He was good but wasn’t 
smart enough to know when he was beat. What about the girl 
with him?
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JAMIE
He says she’s his wife. She doesn’t argue the point. Seems 
improbable to me. 

J. EDGAR
Couriers rarely work together and never for very long. 

JAMIE
According to the records, they each worked alone for a few 
years. Then they worked on a job together -- the only 
incomplete either of them have on their records -- and 
they’ve worked together ever since. Seven years.

J. EDGAR
Is she a trophy?

JAMIE
No. Good looking enough -- not your type -- but, she’s no 
trophy. Killer through and through. No question. In fact, 
he might be the trophy.

J. EDGAR
What are their names?

JAMIE
Kat and Cheshire.

J. EDGAR
I beg your pardon.

JAMIE
Kat and Cheshire. Kat is the girl.

J. EDGAR
Say it again but say his name first and leave out the 
“and.”

JAMIE
Ok. Cheshire. Kat.

J. EDGAR
Don’t you hear it?

JAMIE
Hear what?
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J. EDGAR
Never mind. Send them in.

JAMIE
One problem though, J.E. They won’t give up their weapons.

J. EDGAR
Oh well. At least we know they aren’t amateurs. Can they be 
trusted?

JAMIE
According to Northstar’s records, they’ve never harmed a 
client.

J. EDGAR
Consummate professionals, eh? Very promising. Please, bring 
them in, Jamie. Keep alert. I don’t expect any problems but 
better safe than sorry.

(Jamie exits. J. Edgar pulls 
out a concealed pistol, cocks 
it, releases the safety, and 
conceals it again.)

(Jamie enters, leading Kat and 
Cheshire.)

JAMIE
J. Edgar, sir, the couriers.

J. EDGAR
Thank you, Jamie. Cheshire. Kat. It is a pleasure to meet 
you both. Your credentials are impressive and impeccable. I 
am also, coincidentally enough, a great admirer of Lewis 
Carroll’s work.

CHESHIRE
Thank you, sir. 

J. EDGAR
I can assume, then, that you prefer Alice in Wonderland to 
Through the Looking Glass. 

CHESHIRE
To be honest, sir, I don’t know what you are talking about.
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J. EDGAR
What do you mean?

CHESHIRE
I beg your pardon, sir, but I don’t quite follow.

J. EDGAR
But your names? It’s the name of a character from the book. 
A very famous character. From a very famous book.

(Cheshire looks to Kat. She 
shrugs.)

These are classics of Western literature. Surely, this has 
come up before.

CHESHIRE
Most of our clients aren’t very keen to talk literature 
with us, sir. 

J. EDGAR
Yes. Of course. I see. Well, at any rate, some old 
instinct, from a gentler time, urges me to apologize for 
conducting business in a garden, but I suspect you’re 
pleased to be in here. Especially, the lady. 

KAT
It’s an absolute pleasure to see and smell the fruit and 
vegetables. You must be very proud of your garden. They’re 
so rare.

J. EDGAR
Here: a token of my goodwill.

(He plucks and gives her a 
tomato.)

Thankfully, I am not a serpent and this is not an apple.

KAT
Serpent?

(She looks to Cheshire, who 
shrugs, and she hesitantly 
takes the tomato.)
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I don’t follow, sir. But I thank you for the tomato. They 
are precious. 

J. EDGAR
I guess you get what you pay for in this line of work, 
don’t you?

CHESHIRE
That’s right, sir. We are the best. 

(Kat sniffs at the tomato.)

J. EDGAR
Right. Now about the contract. It’s class five. Highest 
risk, absolute secrecy. Do you accept these sorts of terms.

CHESHIRE
We prefer them. Highest return for time and risk invested.

J. EDGAR
Good at least you understand that. But I suppose one 
doesn’t need to read literature to understand the concept 
of risk management.

CHESHIRE
Yes. I am self-taught, sir. How long is the journey?

J. EDGAR
Do you have horses? 

CHESHIRE
There is hardly enough food on the road for us, sir. If you 
want horses, call Fed-Ex.

J. EDGAR
Right. I can’t say that I’ve walked it. Jamie, what do you 
think? It’s about 500KM, right. Fairly rough ground.

JAMIE
That’s a generous estimate. Assuming they meet no trouble 
along the way. A week. Two weeks maximum. 

CHESHIRE
And what will we be delivering?
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J. EDGAR
If I wanted to answer that sort of question, I would have 
called Fed-Ex.

CHESHIRE
Is it fragile? Bigger than a breadbox?

J. EDGAR
No. It isn’t terribly fragile. It will fit in a standard 
courier bag. 

CHESHIRE
Ok. Where is it going and what sort of risks are involved?

J. EDGAR
It’s going to our sister community. Greenville. My son’s in 
charge there. The package is for his eye’s only. The risk 
involved? I’m not totally sure. I don’t think either of you 
will be in much personal danger. No one will be trying to 
prevent delivery as far as I know.

CHESHIRE
Why pay for a high-risk delivery?

J. EDGAR
Better safe than sorry. It’s imperative the package arrives 
and I wouldn’t want you to jettison it at the first sign of 
danger. If the rumors are true, where you’re going won’t be 
very pleasant. 

CHESHIRE
Why only rumors?

J. EDGAR 
There has been no communication for several weeks. All 
voice and data transmission has been cut. All signals in --
and presumably out -- are being scrambled.

CHESHIRE
Has no one gone to see what is happening?

J. EDGAR
No one who has also returned. 

CHESHIRE
Dead?
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J. EDGAR
Whereabouts unknown.

CHESHIRE
So why do you think we won’t be at any personal risk?

J. EDGAR
You two are outsiders and what may -- and I say, “may” -- 
be happening is an internal matter best kept private. You 
understand. Jamie will provide you with all the necessary 
technical details. Are you interested?

CHESHIRE
(He looks to Kat, who nods.)

You had us at hello.
  

(BLACK OUT)

(END OF SCENE)
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Scene 3

A bare room.

(Cheshire and Kat enter, drop 
their bags. She is noticeably 
angry but silently. He starts 
laying out their bedrolls.)

KAT
Hey Cheshire, is it me or is the air a bit damp in here?

CHESHIRE
It’s alright. It’s safe to talk. Privacy clause in the 
contract. They can’t listen in now.

KAT
Thank fucking god. I was about to lose my fucking mind. God 
I hate that fucking act. Why do we always have to play 
dumb?

CHESHIRE
They prefer it that way. Especially the old ones. They 
prefer their dirty work to be done by illiterates. 

KAT
Dumb stupid snobbish fuck. It’s Alice’s Adventures In 
Wonderland. Not Alice in Wonderland. That’s the fucking 
cartoon. He probably hasn’t even read the book.

CHESHIRE
Neither have you.

KAT
Yeah well, you read it to me and, at least, I know the 
difference between the cartoon and the book. That lame-ass 
fucking reference to Genesis almost made me puke in his 
face.

CHESHIRE
Now that would have been a treat to see.

KAT
And I ain’t no fucking lady. I’m a tramp! What about this?

(She holds up tomato.)
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Do you think its safe to eat? 

CHESHIRE
Mutual security clause. He and his people can’t touch us. 
No one would ever do business with him again. 

KAT
What the fuck, Cheshire? You know I’d rather have the money 
than the fucking security.

CHESHIRE
Me too. But it hasn’t affected the price of the contract. 
Also, he insisted. The customer is always right.

KAT
The customer can suck my dick.

CHESHIRE
Hey! I don’t want that old guy sucking my dick.

KAT
That’s right baby. That’s my fucking dick.

(She grabs his crotch and moves 
in close to him.) 

So. Now that business is taken care of. Are we going to get 
down to business?

CHESHIRE
Kat, you know I can’t. Don’t like to. When we’re on a job. 
I’ve got too much on my mind. I can’t concentrate.

KAT
(She tries to seduce him.)

Yeah well. And you know I always try to tempt you. 

CHESHIRE
(He resists.)

And you know I always say no.
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KAT
And you know I always try harder.

CHESHIRE
And I always still say no. 

KAT
And it always drives me wild.

CHESHIRE
And then I still say no.

KAT
And on and on it goes. And when the job is finally over. Oh 
my fucking god!

CHESHIRE
That’s right. Your fucking god.

(He suddenly responds to her 
advances.)

KAT
(She immediately pull away from 
him.)

Hey! Why are you being so easy?

CHESHIRE
(He tries to seduce her. She 
resists.)

Whatever do you mean?

KAT
You have never -- never -- given in on a job. Never.

CHESHIRE
First time for everything.

KAT
Not for you Mr. Rules-are-my-existence. What gives?

CHESHIRE
I don’t know. I guess having the security and privacy 
clauses in the contract takes a lot off my mind. And it’s 

15



been weeks since we’ve had a room to ourselves. And the job 
doesn’t technically start till tomorrow.

KAT
We signed the contract. The job is on. We’re on-duty.

CHESHIRE
True, but -- 

KAT
Hey, hey, no fucking way, mister. I’ve used the whole-job-
doesn’t-technically-start-until-tomorrow line a million 
times before and it’s never worked. What gives?

(She grabs him by the chin and 
looks him in the eye. His gaze 
drops.)

No. No. No. Stop thinking like that. Stop fucking thinking 
like.

CHESHIRE
Yeah but what if?

KAT
No. No. No.

CHESHIRE
Kat. It’s not like that.

KAT
Cheshire. We are not fucking one last time just in case. 
It’s not going to happen.

CHESHIRE
It’s not even about the job. 

KAT
Oh yeah. What’s it about then.

CHESHIRE
Ok. Of course, the job is a factor. But forget that. It’s 
incidental. I mean, what if I drop dead of cancer tomorrow.
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KAT
You don’t even fucking drink.

CHESHIRE
It doesn’t matter. What I am saying is that anything could 
happen. Whether we’re on a job or not. 

KAT
Nothing is going to happen.

CHESHIRE
Of course, it isn’t. But that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t 
live each day -- every moment -- as if it matters in itself 
and isn’t just one more transit point to some future moment 
that won’t matter either. 

KAT
It’ll jinx it. It’ll so jinx it.

CHESHIRE
Kat. It won’t jinx it. This is love we’re talking about. 
Our love. Our perfect love.

(They make love, tenderly). 

KAT
Cheshire. You can’t die. Don’t die. Please don’t die.

CHESHIRE
I won’t die. Hey! What makes you think I’m the one who is 
going to die?

KAT
I don’t care if I die, because I will be dead. But if you 
die, I --

CHESHIRE
I won’t die. 

(He places his hand on her 
belly.)

I promise.

KAT
Famous last fucking words.
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(BLACK OUT)

(END OF SCENE)

(END OF ACT)
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