
ACT THREE

Scene 1

A broken road that was once a 
highway. Late afternoon. Three 
corpses.

KAT [Off-stage]
Are we there yet?

CHESHIRE [Off-stage]
Not far now.

KAT [Off-stage]
Are we there yet?

CHESHIRE [Off-stage]
Not far now.

KAT [Off-stage]
Are we there yet?

CHESHIRE [Off-stage]
Not far now.

(Cheshire enters, Kat follows.)

KAT
Are we there yet?

CHESHIRE
Not far now.

KAT
Hey, Cheshire. Look, bodies. 

CHESHIRE
Not far now.

KAT
No, Cheshire, I said, “look, bodies.” Dead bodies.

CHESHIRE
Yeah. So. We see bodies on the road all the time.
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KAT
Jesus. You know. Even I remember a time when people made an 
effort to bury the dead.

CHESHIRE
Times have changed. Different priorities. Let’s keep 
moving. We need to make good time to make up for yesterday, 
Miss I-want-to-soak-in-the-lake-all-day.

KAT
You loved it, Mr. Cherish-the-time-we-have. It looks like a 
pretty fresh kill too. Maybe I should search them.

CHESHIRE
It could be booby-trapped.

KAT
You’ve been saying that for eight years and a body has 
never been booby-trapped.

CHESHIRE
First time for everything. Poke’m with a stick or 
something.

KAT
I’ll be careful. Don’t worry. Yeah look. They aren’t even 
stiff yet. Where did you even get the idea? Booby-trapped!

CHESHIRE
Don’t know. Saw it in a movie or something.

KAT
Why would anyone want to booby-trap bodies? Hey look!

(She finds a portable media 
player.)

Man, I haven’t seen one of these in ages. Come on have 
power. Pretty please, pretty please. Yes! Ah, wow. Awesome. 
Look, Cheshire, it has pictures. Yes, yes, yes. So cool. 
Looks like he might have had kids. Beautiful kids. Wow. 
Where did this guy live? Man, gorgeous. Look at the grass. 
And the trees. Man. It looks like he lived in paradise. I 
wonder if these pictures were taken from before. Oh wait. I 
get it. He is one of the kids. Crazy. It’s like he is 
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growing up right before my eyes. Look the ocean! Lucky 
fucking bastard. I never went to the ocean when I was kid. 

CHESHIRE
Things change.

KAT
Jackpot! Videos! Sweet as. Wish I had sound. Everyone looks 
so happy. Must be his wedding. Wow. She’s gorgeous. He 
doesn’t look so bad in his tux either. Nice smile. Blah, 
blah, blah. Who cares about the guests. Fast forward, fast 
forward, fast forward. Food! Food looks good! Oh wait. 
Rewind, rewind, rewind. Aha! First dance! Ooooo. Ok. Enough 
of that. Fast forward, fast forward, fast forward. Aha! 
Honeymoon! Snow! Look snow, Cheshire. Snow! Wicked. So 
cool. Oops. There we go. She’s all fat with baby now. 
What!? That’s it? Awww. That’s it. No. More, more, more. I 
want more. What? There’s a ton of space left on here. What 
gives? What gives? Fuck. That’s it? That’s it, isn’t it? 
That’s fucking it.    

CHESHIRE
Alas, poor Yorick, I knew him, Horatio.

KAT
And when the battery dies, there won’t even be that.

CHESHIRE
Maybe his kid’s still alive. Maybe the wife and kid 
remember him.

KAT
Maybe. That might be worse though.

CHESHIRE
Why?

KAT
His kid. His wife. They’ll never know. They’ll always 
wonder if he’s alive or not. God. I couldn’t live not 
knowing. Ugh. Maybe knowing would be as bad.

CHESHIRE
Maybe they’re already dead. Maybe that’s why it ends so 
abruptly.
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KAT
It would have been so hard for him. To carry on. How would 
you carry on? How could you? I couldn’t.

CHESHIRE
You’d remember the good times. Bad times too. All the time 
you had.

KAT
Cheshire. Why don’t we ever take pictures or videos.

CHESHIRE
You hate having your picture taken.

KAT
I’ve changed my mind.

(BLACK OUT)

(END OF SCENE)
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Scene 2

Night, in a sheltered spot. A 
glowing lamp.

(Cheshire reads out loud from 
Watership Down.)

CHESHIRE
El-ahrairah, your people cannot rule the world, for I will 
not have it so. All the world will be your enemy, Prince 
with a Thousand Enemies, and whenever they catch you, they 
will kill you. But first they must catch you, digger, 
listener, runner, prince with the swift warning. Be cunning 
and full of tricks and your people shall never be 
destroyed.

KAT
Cheshire?

CHESHIRE
Kat?

KAT
Do you remember what it was like? Before? You know: before? 

CHESHIRE 
Some, I suppose. I was pretty young. It’s a bit of a haze.

KAT
You don’t think about it or try to remember.

CHESHIRE 
No. Not really. I guess it comes into my head every now and 
again but I don’t dwell on it.

KAT
Why not?

CHESHIRE 
No reason. That I can think of. Just doesn’t seem that 
important. I guess, I’d rather think about now. You. 
Tomorrow. Us.

KAT
What was it like? You know when every thing went to hell. 
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CHESHIRE 
Why all this sudden interest in ancient history? You never 
asked about any of this stuff before. What? Afraid I won’t 
be around much longer to ask.

KAT
Shut up asshole. Don’t joke about that. I don’t know. I 
don’t know. Maybe it was finding that guy’s photos and 
videos that got me thinking about it. 

CHESHIRE 
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day.

KAT
Whatever. What was it like?

CHESHIRE  
I don’t really remember it being like anything. It was what 
it was.

KAT
That doesn’t make any sense. 

CHESHIRE 
It’s not like anything suddenly happened. It wasn’t like 
there was a big explosion and society as we know it 
collapsed. It was kind of gradual. Lots of little things 
that finally added up to what we have now. I guess that’s 
why it happened. No one saw it coming.

KAT
Like boiling a frog.

CHESHIRE 
I guess. To be honest, most of my memories are pretty 
happy. Despite what was happening all around me. Sure, when 
I think about it now, as an adult, I can’t make sense of 
how a little kid could deal with it but when I remember it 
as I was, as I lived it, it wasn’t so bad. It was life, you 
know. Sure, life with a lot of death and misery, but still 
life. You must know what I am talking about. You were a kid 
once too.

KAT
I don’t.
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CHESHIRE 
What do you mean you don’t?

KAT
I don’t. I close my eyes and try and I can’t really get 
much farther back than ten or eleven. There are snatches. 
Images. Most of them are pretty ugly though. Angry. Hate-
filled. The memories from ten or eleven aren’t so good 
either.

CHESHIRE  
I know.

KAT
Here there be dragons. 

CHESHIRE 
And here we fear to tread.

(BLACK OUT)

(END OF SCENE)
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Scene 3

Morning, in the same sheltered 
spot.

(Cheshire packs the bags.)

CHESHIRE 
If you keep spying on us from the bushes like that, you’re 
going to end up dead. Very soon. It’s impossible to make 
friends lurking in the shadows, you know. 

(Billy enters, dressed like a 
boy.)

There you go. Not so difficult is it. Why don’t you tell me 
your name? Or stand there and fidget. While you think about 
it. 

BILLY
Billy.

CHESHIRE
There you go. Nicely done, Billy. So. How can I help you, 
Billy? Did you lose my number? You’ve been lurking in our 
shadows now for a few days. You must want something.

(BILLY brandishes a 9 mm 
pistol.)

Billy, Billy, Billy. That’s no way to say hello. In fact, 
it’s a much better way to say goodbye. 

KAT
(She enters.)

Oh look. You’ve made a friend.

BILLY
Stop. Stay there. Or I’ll shoot.

CHESHIRE 
It seems our little shadow has decided to make himself 
visible.
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KAT
Him? Cheshire, are you blind? She’s a girl.

BILLY 
I am not!

CHESHIRE 
Really? He said his name was Billy.

KAT
She can call herself Jack if she wants to. It won’t change 
the fact she’s a Jill.

BILLY
I’m a boy!

KAT
Look, girly. Put your gun away. You might get yourself 
hurt.

BILLY
No, I won’t. 

CHESHIRE 
Kat. That’s a pretty impressive firearm she’s waving 
around.

KAT
Sure is. Glock. Nine mill.

CHESHIRE 
What are the chances there’s any nine mill ammo still 
floating around.

(He moves towards Billy.)

KAT
Zero. Unless --

BILLY
Don’t touch me. Don’t you fucking touch me.

(Billy fires the whole clip. 
Kat draws, takes aim, but does 
not fire.)
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KAT
Unless she got her hands on some blanks. 

CHESHIRE 
Jesus Christ, Kat. I almost pissed my pants. I’m going to 
kill that little fucker.

KAT
No, you’re not. You’re too principled to kill a defenseless 
young woman. I, on the other hand, am quite happy do it. 
I’m allowed. Because I myself was once a defenseless young 
woman. Don’t try to run, Billy. I promise you my aim is 
good and my bullets very real.

BILLY
Please. I’m sorry. I’m so hungry. I didn’t know what else 
to do. I’m sorry. I’m so hungry.

KAT
And now you’re dead. Unless you convince me otherwise. With 
your story. Right now. Let’s hear it. Billy. Your little 
sob story. In sixty seconds or less. Come on, Billy. You’ve 
got my undivided attention. Where’s the waterworks. Aren’t 
you going to break it out. Isn’t that how you normally get 
out of these little jams? By bawling your little girly eyes 
out. Or do you wave your ass in the face of whoever is in 
charge. And take it like a man. That’s it, isn’t it. Billy. 
You’ve clearly never handled a gun before. If you don’t 
know how to kill, that means you only know how to fuck. 
Tired of fucking for your supper? Billy? Is that it? Is 
that why you’re so hungry? Tired of being filled up -- end 
to end -- with hate just because they can. Tired of being a 
lump of meat? A mother fucking chew toy? Billy. Is that it? 
Are you tired of being a girl, Billy? Is that it?

BILLY.
Yes.

KAT
And do you think that’ll make life better? As a boy? As a 
man? Do you really think that? Billy? Do you really?

BILLY
Yes.
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KAT
Well guess what, Billy? It doesn’t work that way. It 
doesn’t work that way at all. It doesn’t matter if you’re a 
boy or a girl. Man or a woman. What they want is weakness. 
They feed on it. Billy. Fear. Weakness. Fragility. They 
smell it. They breathe it. They live off it. Over and over 
again. And they’ll take it wherever they can find it. Boy 
or girl. Man or woman. You’ve got a choice. Billy. You can 
live as victim or you can be strong. It isn’t a man-thing 
or a woman-thing. It’s a power thing. An inside power 
thing. If you’re strong, they can’t feed off you. They’ll 
do all kinds of horrible things to you but they can’t feed 
off you. It won’t do anything for them. If you’re strong. 
And eventually they get bored of you. And when they’re 
bored, they get lazy. And then you can kill them. You kill 
enough of them and, eventually, they leave you alone. You 
got that.  You think you can remember that? Kill enough of 
them and, eventually, they leave you alone. Billy?

BILLY
Yes.

KAT
Good. That’s my little gift to you. Cheshire?

CHESHIRE
Kat?

KAT
Give her some food. And you girly-girl. If I ever see you 
again. If I ever catch a whiff of your spineless fear 
again. I won’t kill you. I’ll sell you to a pimp. The 
meanest, nastiest, dirtiest pimp I can find. And trust me. 
I know where to find them. You understand me. Billy.

(Billy nods. Cheshire gives the 
food to Billy.)

Now get the fuck out of here.

(Billy runs.) 

 CHESHIRE
What the fuck was that all about. Kat.  
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KAT
I guess she reminds me of someone.

CHESHIRE
Oh yeah. Who? 

KAT
Me. 

(BLACK OUT)

(END OF SCENE)
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Scene 4

A clearing, between the forest and 
the river. The sun is setting. 
Rotting corpses.

(4TH Swordsman guards the 
bridge. Cheshire and Kat 
approach.)

KAT
I don’t like the look of him. Something isn’t right.

CHESHIRE 
We need to cross the bridge. There’s no other way to cross 
the river. 

KAT
Let me shoot him.

CHESHIRE 
Impossible, Kat. He has a sword. I need to respect the 
traditions.

KAT
Look at him. There’s something wrong with him. He doesn’t 
look like any kind of a swordsman I’ve ever seen before. He 
looks rabid.

CHESHIRE 
Traditions matters Kat. More than appearances.

KAT
The promise you made me matters more than tradition.

CHESHIRE
Wait here.

(Cheshire approaches 4th 
Swordsman.)

Hello. My wife and I would like to pass. To use the bridge. 
To cross the river.
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4TH SWORDSMAN
Nope. Not going to happen. 

CHESHIRE 
Why not?

4TH SWORDSMAN
Because I’m going to kill you. And her. Unless.

CHESHIRE
Unless what?

4TH SWORDSMAN
Unless you’re a good little boy and pass your little piece 
of ass on to me. Maybe, I’ll let you live long enough to 
watch.

CHESHIRE 
I see you carry a sword, my friend.

4TH SWORDSMAN
No need to bother with those niceties out here, mate. No 
one cares anymore.

CHESHIRE 
I said, I see you carry a sword.

4TH SWORDSMAN
Like I said, it doesn’t matter. Either you want to die or 
you don’t want to die. That’s it. That’s all. 

CHESHIRE 
I’m willing to bet my life I will defeat you.

4TH SWORDSMAN
Shut the fuck up. Shut the fuck up and fight. 

(He draws his sword.)

CHESHIRE 
You don’t honor our ways my friend. We have traditions for 
a reason.

4TH SWORDSMAN
Fuck you. Fuck her. Fuck tradition. 
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CHESHIRE 
Kat. He’s yours.

KAT 
(She shoots 4th Swordsman. He 
falls. She approaches, looks 
into his eyes, and immediately 
shudders.)

Ugh. Disgusting. 

(She shoots him again.)

Better safe than sorry.

(She searches him.)

What’s up, Cheshire. Why the change of heart?

CHESHIRE
Careful, Kat. Especially the blade. There’s something 
broken about him. Something rotten.

KAT 
I could have told you that. By looking at him. Again. No 
bullets.

CHESHIRE 
You can’t always judge a book by it’s cover, Kat. There was 
something in his gaze. Like he didn’t care. He knew he 
wasn’t going to lose. 

KAT 
You’ve walked away from fights before. When you knew were 
you beat.

CHESHIRE 
This is different. He wasn’t confident. He was fearless. 
It’s an important difference. And he had no regard for the 
traditions.

 (He inspects sword.)

There it is. Poison.
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KAT 
A poisoned blade. That’s pretty fucked up for a swordsman, 
isn’t it? 

CHESHIRE 
Yes. I can’t imagine anything lower. Any greater betrayal.  
A swordsman with a poisoned blade. 

KAT
What do you think it means?

CHESHIRE 
Something very bad is happening -- or has happened -- over 
there. 

KAT
Worse than life normally?

CHESHIRE
Worse than life normally.

KAT
I’m not sure I want to know what that looks like.

CHESHIRE
I don’t think it’s going to be pretty. We should leave our 
packs here. Travel light from here on. And if anyone offers 
you wine, Kat. Don’t drink it.

(BLACK OUT)

(END OF SCENE)

(END of ACT)
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