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Synopsis 
 

A spooky log cabin. A relationship in turmoil. There are severed 
feet in the cabinets and a hooker in a chest. There’s a 
podiatrist, an accountant, a law student, and far too many 
snacks. Will there be a happy ending? OR WILL THERE BE BLOOD? 
Yes. 
 

Setting 
 

An out-of-the-way, two-room log cabin in the middle of the Rocky 
Mountains. One room is a bedroom with a large chest by the 
bedside. The other is a combined living room and kitchen with a 
few cabinets and an old, wood-burning stove. A pair of brown 
leather loafers sits in the corner. It is the day of the biggest 
blizzard of the year. 
 
 

Time 
 

Winter, the present day. 
 
 

Cast of Characters (1F, 2M, 1 Either) 
 

Toby (M): An accountant, late-twenties to mid-thirties. Reserved 
but passive-aggressive. Just slightly nerdy. Girly, but trying 
to be manly. Loves Sammie dearly, and won’t let her go without a 
fight. He would do anything…ANYTHING…to keep their relationship 
strong. 
 
Sammie (F): Once an aspiring writer, now a bitter law student 
trying to acclimate to 21st century womanhood. In her late-
twenties to early thirties, not where she wishes she was at this 
point in her life. Impatient and easily upset, not afraid to say 
what she means, except when it’s most important. Loves Toby, but 
feels unsure of him recently. Wants to be cared for. Wants to be 
a princess. At a breaking point. 
 
Jazz (M or F): A prostitute. Identifies as a woman, but is 
mostly likely a man. Smarter than she should be, though not as 
smart as she thinks she is. The bourgeoisie of hookers.  
  
Crowbar Pete (M): A sociopathic, serial-killing podiatrist with 
an odd fetish. Unashamed. Might have a thing for Toby, but 
definitely has a thing for Jazz and feet. It’s all very awkward. 
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Lights up on an antique log cabin in the middle of the Rocky 
Mountains. The cabin is uninhabited and is not up-to-date in the 
slightest, but seems as though it was recently used. It has two 
rooms, one a kitchen/living room combo area, one a bedroom. The 
former contains the only door in and out of the cabin. The 
frantic voices of the half-frozen couple SAMMIE and TOBY can be 
heard from outside the front door.     
 

SAMMIE 
Come on, come on! 
 
      TOBY 
Dammit, I’m jiggling as hard as I can! 

 
      SAMMIE 
Well jiggle harder! I’m freezing my ass off out here! 
 
      TOBY 
You’re not the only one who’s cold, honey, now pipe down and let 
me work. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Fuck this motherfucking doorknob! 
 
      TOBY 
I know you’re upset, but obscenities aren’t helping right now. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, shut up and move! 
 

A huge crash is heard as SAMMIE runs at 
the door. It opens and SAMMIE falls on 
the ground inside. If the budget 
allows, a person-shaped hole in the 
door would also be acceptable. TOBY 
steps over her. 

 
TOBY 

We’re in! 
     He helps SAMMIE up. 

 
SAMMIE 

(pained) Yeah, hadn’t noticed. 
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TOBY 
Sorry, babe. 

He removes his outerwear. 
You did great, though. I don’t know how you could still run like 
that. I could barely get a grip. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
As usual.  
 

TOBY 
(offended) On the doorknob. Because it’s cold outside. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Sorry. Just a little irritable, I guess. Context and everything. 
 
     They have an awkward moment. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Thanks for trying, honey panda. 
 
      TOBY 
I’d try anything for you, sugar bear. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Are you gonna be okay? You took a nasty fall on the ice back 
there. 
 
      TOBY 
I’ll be fine. The only thing hurting right now is my feelings. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Oh, Jesus! 
 
      TOBY 
It’s a joke, Sammie. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Funny guy. The cold really brings out the Adam Sandler in you. 
 
      TOBY 
Watch it. I’m funnier than that.  
 

No response. 
 



4 
 

      TOBY 
God, I’ve never seen my hands so blue. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I just ran through a wooden door. I can barely feel my face. 
 She also removes her outerwear. 
You know, I really thought we were done for once the car broke 
down.  
 
       

TOBY 
Me too. Good thing we found this place, huh? 
 
      SAMMIE 
You mean good thing YOU found this place. Pretty convenient you 
managed to stumble upon this little oasis in the forest, huh? 
 

TOBY 
Must have been my innate sense of direction. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, please. You could get lost in a circular building. 
 
      TOBY 
It was one time, and you told me to go right, so I kept going 
right.  
 

No response. 
 

      TOBY 
Fine, maybe it was just my wilderness expertise. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Cooking steak does not count as wilderness expertise. 
 
      TOBY 
Okay, dumb luck. 
 
      SAMMIE 
And thank God for that. Do you smell something? 
 
      TOBY 
I guess we’d best settle in. Blizzard’s not letting up anytime 
soon, so looks like we’re gonna be here for a while. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I’m gonna check for service again. 
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SAMMIE takes out a cell phone. 

 
      TOBY 
There’s no service here. 
 
      SAMMIE 
How do you know that? You don’t know that. 
 She examines the phone. 
Shit. 
 
      TOBY 
We’re in the middle of the Rockies, sugar bear. I doubt cell 
companies would make much of a profit up here.  
 
      SAMMIE 
Well that’s fucking stupid. Now we’re going to die thanks to 
their cheap asses. And lose the deposit on our room at the B&B! 
Is there paper here?! I’m writing an angry death note! If I’m 
going to freeze up here, I’m taking those corporate bastards 
down with me. 
 
      TOBY 
We’re not going to die. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Oh really, Toby? How do you figure? What, are you gonna use your 
master accounting skills to hunt us some snow bunnies and cook 
‘em up on a campfire? 
 
      TOBY 
Can we not fight right now?  
 
      SAMMIE 
I’m not fighting. I’m just stating. 
 
      TOBY 
Well then could you quit “stating” for a couple of minutes and 
try to use a civil tone? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Don’t start. I swear to God, Toby, just do not motherfucking 
start. 
 
      TOBY 
Why is this one my fault? 
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      SAMMIE 
I knew this bed and breakfast shit was a bad idea. 
 
      TOBY 
Right now, Sammie? Really? 
  
      SAMMIE 
Yeah, Toby, now! If you hadn’t dragged me up into these 
godforsaken mountains in your slug-bug shit Beetle talking about 
some romantic little “getaway”, we wouldn’t be in this 
situation!  
 
      TOBY 
Well maybe if someone wouldn’t have left my directions back at 
home… 
 
      SAMMIE 
You literally handed me a piece of paper that said “top of 
mountain”. What is so hard about that? 
 
      TOBY 
Well we’re stuck here now, so let’s just make the best of it. 
This place is pretty romantic too, don’t you think? 
 
      SAMMIE 
A white-out blizzard, a broke-ass car, a five mile hike through 
the wilderness, and finally a creepy log cabin in the woods. 
Yeah, this is totally relaxing. It doesn’t sound like the 
opening to a Stephen King novel at all. 
 
      TOBY 
Well god dammit, Sammie, at least I was trying to fix this 
relationship! 
 
     Beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
It was a nice thought. It was. 
 
      TOBY 
All I want is for things to be like they were.  
 
      SAMMIE 
I know, I know.  
 
      TOBY 
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The cuddle contests…the kissing competitions…the pornographic 
remakes of classic Disney films… 
 
      SAMMIE 
All your idea, by the way. And then you’d have those sporadic, 
awkward bouts of masculinity. 
 
      TOBY 
(seductively) Those pants make your ass look fantastic... 
 
      SAMMIE 
(intrigued) Oh yeah, big boy? 
 
      TOBY 
(too sexy) That tush is so juicy I could take a bite out of it 
right now… 
 
      SAMMIE 
(turned on) Go on... 
 
      TOBY 
(sexy sex) Now go downstairs and make me a sandwich… 
 
      SAMMIE 
(turned off) Scale it back, Mr. Cleaver. 
 
      TOBY 
(whispering) What if I use my sexy accountant eyes? 
 
     He does this. 
 
      SAMMIE 
There it is. 
 
     They take a moment to kiss. 
 
      TOBY 
(whispering) I love you, sugar bear. 
 
      SAMMIE 
(whispering) I bet you do, babe. 
 
      TOBY 
That’s all? 
 
      SAMMIE 
What? 
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TOBY 
“I bet you do, babe”, that’s it? That’s all you’ve got to say? 
No “I do too”, no “we’ll fix this, Toby, don’t worry”? I don’t 
get it. God, what happened to the awesome writer chick I fell in 
love with? The one who spent all week coming out with two 
paragraphs of her erotic novel and spent the rest of the time 
baking puppy-shaped cookies? The one who didn’t care how much 
her parents hated me because gosh darn it, I was the cutest 
thing in the whole world besides those cookies! 
 
      SAMMIE 
She’s changed, alright Toby? We both have. A little for the 
better and a little for the worse. 
 
      TOBY 
No way. You can trade in all your neon pink skinny jeans and 
panda-shaped pendants for pencil skirts and polos, but I know 
that naïve English major is still in there somewhere.  
 
      SAMMIE  
Yeah. She’s in law school acknowledging the real world. Because 
that was the only option besides repeating the words “grande 
skinny frappuccino” after the plan to marry rich fell through. 
 
      TOBY 
Who the hell is Rich?  
 
      SAMMIE 
I meant financially, genius. But hey, why tell you about 
finance? I mean, after last year’s kerfuffle with the IRS— 
 
      TOBY 
Alright. Alright, you make a valid point. So maybe instead of 
ignoring the problems by picking fights about petty personal 
flaws, let’s just lay it all out and talk about what’s really 
bothering us.  
 
     Beat. 
 
      TOBY 
And then have makeup sex in the bedroom. 
 
      SAMMIE 
God dammit, Toby! 
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TOBY 
I’m just saying. And when we get home you can cook me candied 
bacon, like the old days. Remember? You remember. That was our 
sex food. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I’m a law student now. I’d prefer pointless arguing to trying 
another disappointing night with you. 
 

Beat. Toby starts to cry pathetically. 
 
 SAMMIE 

Oh, oh come on, don’t do that. You know I didn’t mean it. 
 
      TOBY 
(through sobs) I didn’t realize they were offering Torts, 
Constitutional Law, and Bitchery at DU. 
 
      SAMMIE 
You wanna say that again, Vienna sausage? 
 
      TOBY 
Forty-seventh percentile, Sammie, why is that not good enough 
for you?! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Ooh, sorry, was that a “low blow”? 
 
     Beat. 
 
      TOBY 
Want to finish the snacks? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Oh God yes. 
 

They rummage through TOBY’S pack and 
find granola bars. They eat them 
happily. 
 
 TOBY 

Like heaven. 
 
      SAMMIE 
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I never thought of granola bars as a hot meal, but I guess in 
zero degree heat… 
 
      TOBY 
The chocolate chips really make the meal. Like your double-fudge 
brownies. The chips added a little exclamation point to every 
bite. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Remember last Thanksgiving at the family dinner? I told you to 
make sure there would be enough brownies for everyone else. 
 
      TOBY 
And I’d eaten half the pan before you’d even put the turkey on 
my plate. 
 
      TOBY 
And your ever-pissed parents judged and judged. 
 
      SAMMIE 
And we laughed and laughed. 
 
      TOBY 
And kissed and kissed. 
 
     Beat. They kiss. 
 
      SAMMIE 
This cabin kind of smells like— 
 
      TOBY 
We’re just forcing the conversation now. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Yeah. 
 
      TOBY 
So. What’ll we squabble about next?  
 
      SAMMIE 
I don’t know. God, the milk thing? 
 
      TOBY 
Nah, we did that yesterday. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Getting a dog? 
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      TOBY 
Mall. Three days ago.  
 
      SAMMIE 
There’s still the tax thing. 
 
      TOBY 
You want another round of eating ice cream by the pint huddled 
in the fetal position? 
 
      SAMMIE 
You did that? 
 
      TOBY 
It was a weird day.  
 
      SAMMIE 
God, is this really what we’ve become? Our only source of 
conversation is trying to decide on the subject of our next 
fight? 
 
      TOBY 
Could be worse. 
 
      SAMMIE 
How? 
 
      TOBY 
We could be arguing about it.  
 
      SAMMIE 
Unbelievable. All this shit at once and you’re still looking on 
the bright side. You really are a piece of work. 
 
      TOBY 
Was that a compliment? It’s kind of hard to tell right now, if 
you know what I mean. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I think it was. About forty-seven percent sure. 
 
      TOBY 
Then I guess thanks. 

They have a silent moment of temporary 
reconciliation. 
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SAMMIE 

So I guess we should raid the place for blankets or something? 
 
      TOBY 
I’ll do it. You just relax, you look exhausted. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Thanks, Babe. 
 

TOBY walks into the bedroom area and 
opens a chest. He recoils and yelps as 
though taken aback by a sudden, 
terrifying surprise and looks around 
for SAMMIE. He moves some “stuff” 
around in the chest to get to the 
blankets. As he is doing this, SAMMIE 
spies a pair of brown leather loafers 
in the corner and looks shocked. 
Finally, TOBY pulls out a worn blanket, 
brushes it off, closes the chest and 
locks it with a key on the bedside 
table, looks around shiftily, and 
finally returns to the living room to 
give SAMMIE the blanket. SAMMIE moves 
back to her original location before 
TOBY can see she’s noticed the shoes. 
After putting the blanket on SAMMIE, 
TOBY peeks briefly into the cabinets 
and closes them quickly. He is 
horrified. 
 
 SAMMIE 

Wow, you found those blankets pretty…efficiently. 
  

 
SAMMIE coughs violently and sneezes. 

 
      SAMMIE 
Christ, what is that smell?! 
 
      TOBY 
What are you talking about? 
 
     TOBY sneezes as well. 
 
      SAMMIE 
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That one, genius. 
 
 

TOBY 
I guess it could be some kind of mold… 
 
      SAMMIE 
There’s definitely some rose extract happening here… 
 

TOBY 
Tiny mushrooms, poisonous probably... 
 

SAMMIE 
Jasmine too, maybe a hint of lavender… 
 
      TOBY 
This place is pretty old, who knows what could be growing. It’s— 
 
      SAMMIE 
It’s “L'Adultère” by Calvin Klein! 
 
      TOBY 
Oh come on, that seems awfully specific. 
 
      SAMMIE 
They’re sampling it all over the mall, and it’s all over the TV. 
I swear to God, every time CNN cuts to commercial there’s that 
annoying, sultry woman is saying “Shh! For that ‘secret 
someone’, try L'Adultère by Calvin Klein. Don’t worry, your 
husband never has to find out.”  
 
      TOBY 
Oh. Well… 
 
      SAMMIE 
But why the hell is it all over this cabin? 
 
      TOBY 
Maybe long ago, when the world was new, the last inhabitant of 
this cabin was a woman who— 
 
      SAMMIE 
It only came out two weeks ago.  
 
      TOBY 
O-Oh. D-Did it? 
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      SAMMIE 
Yeah, there was a line halfway out the door at Macy’s the day it 
came out. I was in it. Because that’s what I wanted for my 
birthday. My birthday being the same day the perfume came out. 
Do you see what I’m getting at? 
 

TOBY 
…oh. 
 

SAMMIE 
Too bad you had to go out and care for “Nana” that day, forcing 
me to get my own gift with your “romantic gift card”. 
 
      TOBY 
I apologized like a million times for not buying it for you 
myself. But she’s sick, for Christ’s sake! 
 
      SAMMIE 
She has corns. And it’s funny how dear old Nana always seems to 
discover a new foot disease every second Friday of the month at 
five pm. 
 
      TOBY 
So she’s a bit of a hypochondriac! What exactly are you 
implying? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Just that you seemed to find this cabin awfully quickly for 
someone with the direction sense of a potato. 
 
      TOBY 
You’re angry at me for preventing us from freezing to death? 
 
      SAMMIE 
You just seem to have a pretty good grasp of these mountains for 
someone who supposedly hasn’t gone hiking or skiing since 
wetting himself in the foothills in ’01. 
 
      TOBY 
Mountain lion. Mountain fucking lion! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Where have you been going every second Friday, Toby?  
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      TOBY 
Boulder. Nana’s apartment in— 
 
      SAMMIE 
Cut the bullshit! What have you really been doing?   
 

TOBY 
You’ve got some nerve, you know that? How dare you accuse me of 
using my poor, sick Nana to— 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, your Nana died three months ago! 
 
     Beat. 
 
      TOBY 
Beg pardon? 
 
      SAMMIE 
I know she died because I got a letter in the mail announcing 
her funeral. There was going to be cake. 
 
      TOBY 
Nana loved cake. How could you keep this from me?! 
 
      SAMMIE 
I just figured you would have known, considering how much time 
you’d been spending with her in “Boulder”. 
 
      TOBY 
Nobody even called to tell me— 
 
      SAMMIE 
Oh, save it! I know you knew that she was dead. The letter to 
the funeral was set for the 11th. I got the letter on the 2nd. The 
2nd of the month AFTER the funeral. And I “got it” from your 
underwear drawer! 
 
      TOBY 
Sammie! That’s my private place… 
      
      SAMMIE 
Funny! I could have sworn that you and them were “going to 
discuss putting Nana into hospice” just a few weeks ago. You 
know, the second Friday of December when you disappeared for a 
full weekend? So I guess you just thought I wouldn’t notice? You 
thought I wouldn’t get a bunch of angry texts from your 
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relatives calling me a “heartless bitch with no respect” after I 
didn’t show up to what I can only assume must have been a very 
nice cake-filled funeral?  
 
      TOBY 
Take a minute to breathe, Sammie! Let me explain. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
Must have been weird for you when you went off to go “make Nana 
some chicken soup and give her a sponge bath” three months ago—
at the same time she was sitting in an open casket in her finest 
dressing gown. Your mom’s such a great party planner. I bet Nana 
had a nice service. Too bad you had to miss it to take care of 
NANA!  
 
      TOBY 
I’m sorry, alright?! 
 
      SAMMIE 
What have you been doing all this time?! 
 
      TOBY 
I can’t tell you that yet. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I’ve waited long enough, Toby. Waited all these months hoping, 
nay, PRAYING that eventually you’d give me some perfectly 
logical explanation that didn’t end in “felony”. But hey, what 
was I even worried about? Looks like I’m in luck. 
 
      TOBY 
What do you mean? 
 
      SAMMIE 
You’ve been coming to this cabin, haven’t you?! Coming all the 
way here from Denver just to CHEAT ON ME! 
 
      TOBY 
Samantha Jane Washington, that’s a lie! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Yeah? Then are those or are those not your brown leather loafers 
over there in the corner? 
 
      TOBY 
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Those stylish things? My, I can only fantasize about owning 
those! 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
What did you say?! 
 
      TOBY 
Purely circumstantial evidence! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Really?! Because I’m pretty sure I got you those in July for 
YOUR birthday!  

 
TOBY 

Now you listen here, missie. I will do a lot of crazy shit, and 
I mean a LOT of it. In fact, you’d be pretty shocked at the 
precise amount of crazy— 
 
      SAMMIE 
Save it! 
 
      TOBY 
But there is one thing that I would never, ever do, and that is 
cheat on you. 
 
      SAMMIE 
You’ve been in this cabin before. Say it. 
 
      TOBY 
Don’t you use your lawyer eyes on me! 
 
     SAMMIE uses her “lawyer-eyes”. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Haven’t you? 
 
      TOBY 
No. 
 

SAMMIE’s “lawyer-eyes”, whatever those 
are, grow to more terrifying lengths. 

 
      SAMMIE 
Haven’t you?! 
 
      TOBY 
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No! 
 

SAMMIE is a satanic monster with 
“lawyer-eyes”. 
 
 SAMMIE 

HAVEN’T YOU?! 
 
       

TOBY 
(whining) Ye-e-esssss! 
 
     SAMMIE slaps TOBY. 
 
       

SAMMIE 
How could you?! After all this time, after everything we’ve been 
through! 
 
      TOBY 
It’s just a getaway, alright?  
 
      SAMMIE 
A romantic getaway! 
 
      TOBY 
No, just a getaway-getaway! To, you know, get away! 
 
      SAMMIE 
From me. 
 
      TOBY 
From life! From the office! From the city! You have the spa, 
Sammie, why can’t I have this? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Because I tell you when I’m going to the spa! 
 
      TOBY 
Then do you want to explain the three hundred dollar bill I got 
in the mail yesterday from “Essence Day Spa” for a full-day 
package with massage, facial, and cocoa bath? 
 
      SAMMIE 
I can explain that. 
 
      TOBY 
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What the hell is a cocoa bath? 
 
      SAMMIE 
It’s like a mud bath, only it’s melted chocolate. 
 
      TOBY 
What does that even accomplish? 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
It’s exfoliating and soothing to the— 
 
      TOBY 
You’re just wasting money. And more importantly, you’re wasting 
chocolate. 
 
       

SAMMIE 
This is not the time, Toby. 
 
      TOBY 
Oh? Because I’m pretty sure that there are some starving kids in 
India who would like to know why they can’t have any goddamn 
chocolate. Due to deforestation of cocoa trees in South America, 
chocolate is going to be extinct in the next thirty years along 
with the panda, white rhino, and dodo bird! Do you know why dodo 
birds died, Sammie?! Too many people taking too many goddamn 
“dodo baths”! YOU ARE WASTING A LUXURY! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Is it Beth? 
 
      TOBY 
What? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Are you sleeping with Beth? 
 
      TOBY 
I don’t even know who that is! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Is it Lucy? Norah? Megan? Candy?! Deshawnda? Lashiqua? Xu Po 
Xiquan?! 
 
      TOBY 
Now you’re just combining random syllables! 
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      SAMMIE 
I want to know who’s so much better than me that you feel the 
need to stick her with your peewee peepee! 
 
      TOBY 
Forty. Seventh. Percentile! And also no one! 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
So you just go up here alone once a month to wear women’s 
perfume? 
 
      TOBY 
YES! 
 
     Long beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Yes? 
 
      TOBY 
Yes. 
 
      SAMMIE 
You go up here once a month, on this four hour drive…to wear 
perfume? 
 
      TOBY 
Well, I mean…not necessarily to WEAR perfume. It’s not like I 
bring frilly panties and Britney Spears albums and dance around 
in my— 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, are you gay? 
 
      TOBY 
What? No! I just, you know… 
 
      SAMMIE 
Like to dress up like a woman and dance when you’re alone? 
 
      TOBY 
No! Yes! No! THAT’S CRAZY! And even if I do, which I don’t, it’s 
normal. Lots of guys do it. Except for me, because I do not. 
BECAUSE THAT’S CRAZY! 
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     Beat. 
 
      TOBY 
I’m not gay! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Are you sure? Because it really would explain a lot. 
 
 
      TOBY 
Sammie! 
 
      SAMMIE 
The hair products, the show-tunes in the shower… 
 
      TOBY 
Again, perfectly normal. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I caught you peeing sitting down once. 
 
      TOBY 
It’s more comfortable! 
 
      SAMMIE 
And the love of Professional Wrestling? 
 
      TOBY 
Oh, come on, that’s masculine! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Honey, it’s two greased up men crawling all over each other for 
two hours, just accept that. 
       
      TOBY 
But…but the Rock— 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, it’s okay. Honestly, it is. I forgive you! Honestly, it’s 
actually kind of a relief you’re a queen. At first I thought 
your sneaking around doing something illegal again, and once we 
got here I was worrying that you were secretly a creep, but in 
reality you were just hiding from yourself the whole time! It’s 
actually kind of sweet, in a pathetic sort of— 
 
      TOBY 
God dammit, I was lying! 
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      SAMMIE 
Huh? 
 
      TOBY 
I don’t come up here and wear the perfume. I just said it to 
knock you off the trail. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
But you’re still gay? 
 
      TOBY 
No! But thanks for the vote of confidence in my manhood, Sammie, 
I really needed that one today! 
 
      SAMMIE 
So you lied to me? You lied to me AGAIN? 
 
      TOBY 
You said I was gay! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Who have you been fucking in this cabin?! 
 
      TOBY 
No one! 
 
      SAMMIE 
So the perfume is yours. 
 
      TOBY 
It is not! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Then it’s a woman’s. 
 
      TOBY 
No! 
 
      SAMMIE 
So it’s a man’s perfume?! 
 
      TOBY 
Definitely no! 
 
      SAMMIE 
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Are you gay or not?! 
 
      TOBY 
I DON’T KNOW ANYMORE! STOP YELLING AT ME! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, what is going on here? 
 
       

TOBY 
I…it’s just that…okay, I really do want to tell you, but…but… 
 

TOBY awkwardly plants his face on 
SAMMIE in a failed attempt to seduce 
her. 
 
 SAMMIE 

W-What are you doing? 
 
      TOBY 
YOU. …Is it working? 
 
      SAMMIE 
No. 
 
      TOBY 
How about now? 

He does his Sexy Accountant Eyes. 
SAMMIE considers him. 
 
 SAMMIE 

Go on. 
 

They start doing “stuff”. A loud moan 
is heard from the chest in the bedroom. 

 
      SAMMIE 
What was that? 
 

TOBY 
What was what? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Was it you? 
 
      TOBY 
Was what me? 
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An even loader moan is heard from the 
chest in the bedroom. 

 
SAMMIE 

That! 
 

TOBY 
I didn't hear anything. 
 

SAMMIE 
You've got to be kidding me. 
 

The moan happens again, louder, perhaps 
with a knocking against the top of the 
chest. 

 
SAMMIE 

You seriously don't hear that? 
 

TOBY 
Oh! You mean that?  
 

SAMMIE 
Yeah, no shit, Sherlock. 
 

TOBY 
Yeah, that was me. 
 

SAMMIE 
No. 
 

TOBY 
Well, I mean, who else could it be? An abandoned log cabin in 
the middle of the woods like this, it's not like there could be— 
 

SAMMIE 
Is someone there?! 
 

The moaning grows more insistent. 
 

TOBY 
Don't be ridiculous. There's absolutely, positively no one else 
besides you and me in this room. 
 

SAMMIE 
Shh! 
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SAMMIE closes her eyes and listens 
carefully. Someone bangs on the top of 
the chest again. 

 
SAMMIE 

It sounds like it's coming from the bedroom. What’s in there, 
anyway? 
 

TOBY 
Well that's just impossible. I mean, I was just i-in there 
gathering blankets. Blankets! Because that’s what’s typically 
found in a bedroom. Am I right? Huh? Am I right? 
 

SAMMIE 
It sounds like they’re upset, or hurt, or— 
 

TOBY 
Sammie! Am. I. Right? 
 

SAMMIE 
I’m going in there. 
 

SAMMIE shoves past TOBY into the 
bedroom and spies the locked chest. 
There is one more moan. It’s weaker, as 
if the inhabitant is losing 
consciousness. 

 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, what’s that? 
 

SAMMIE tries to open the chest, but it 
is locked tightly. 
  
 SAMMIE 

Key, please. 
 

TOBY 
THIS PLACE IS HAUNTED. 
 

SAMMIE 
What? 
 

TOBY 
This place. It's haunted. I didn't want to tell you when we got 
here, but there's ghosts. Lots of ghosts. 
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SAMMIE 

Honey, do you not want me to open the chest? 
 

TOBY 
Oh, honey, that's completely up to you! You know I'd never stop 
you from doing what you want to do with your life! 
 

SAMMIE 
(shrugging) I'm just go into the kitchen and find a fork to pick 
the lock. 
 

SAMMIE heads towards the kitchen. 
 

TOBY 
For the love of Christ, no! 
 
     TOBY tackles SAMMIE to the ground. 
 
      SAMMIE 
What the fuck is the matter with you?! 
 
      TOBY 
I can’t let you do that, Sammie! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Are you some kind of a psychopath or something?! 
 
      TOBY 
Ps-Psychopath? Psychopath is such a strong word— 
 

SAMMIE shoves TOBY off of her and 
rushes towards the kitchen cabinets. 
She opens them up and screams bloody 
murder as she discovers a row of 
severed human feet inside them. 
 

SAMMIE 
OH MY GOD. OH MY GOD! WHAT. THE. FUCK?! 
 
      TOBY 
Oh my God! I think I saw a mouse in the corner. 
 
      SAMMIE 
TOBY, DID YOU PUT THESE FEET IN HERE? 
 
      TOBY 
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I have never seen those women’s feet before in my life. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Women’s?! 

 
 
TOBY 

Or men’s. Maybe they’re men’s feet. How would I know? It’s not 
like I sawed them off they’re still breathing bodies. That’s the 
least likely thing I’d ever do! 
 

SAMMIE digs through the kitchen 
drawers, throwing more feet onto the 
floor. She is in a state of utter panic 
as she continues to scream. Finally she 
grabs a large knife from the kitchen 
drawer and points it at TOBY. 

 
  SAMMIE 

Out of my way, psycho! 
 

SAMMIE goes back into the bedroom and 
starts to pick at the lock on the chest 
with the knife. TOBY follows her 
inside, eyes closed, as if a five-year-
old about to get in trouble with his 
mother for eating the cookies. The lock 
opens. SAMMIE opens the chest and jumps 
back with a gasp. She looks at TOBY, 
who looks slightly nauseous. She calms 
herself, goes into adrenaline-mode, and 
begins to act more like a disappointed 
mother than a scared woman. She reaches 
into the chest and pulls the figure of 
JAZZ, a dazed, bound, and gagged 
prostitute, into a sitting position. 

 
 

SAMMIE 
Toby. 
 
      TOBY 
(reluctant) Yes? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Who is this? 
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      TOBY 
(incredibly unconvincingly) I don’t know. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, why is there a human being inside of this chest? 
 

TOBY doesn’t answer. SAMMIE turns on 
her “lawyer-eyes”. 

 
      SAMMIE 
TOBIAS H LIPOWITZ, WOULD YOU CARE TO EXPLAIN THIS? 
 

TOBY stands up straight, takes a deep, 
calming breath, and speaks clearly. 

 
TOBY 

(nonchalantly) No. 
 

TOBY walks out of the bedroom and out 
of the cabin resolutely. He shuts the 
door. There is a long, resolute 
silence. SAMMIE pulls JAZZ out of the 
chest and onto the bed, checking for a 
pulse. 

 
      SAMMIE 
Hello? Hello?! 
 SAMMIE pokes JAZZ. 
Come on. Don’t die on me now. The last thing I need in law 
school is a lawsuit! 
 SAMMIE hits JAZZ harder. 
Oh, for Christ’s sake! If you don’t wake up within the next five 
seconds, I will use so many kinds of guilt on you that you won’t 
even know what to apologize for first. 
 Beat. SAMMIE throws her hands up in the air. 
Alright, you asked for it. What do you want first, huh? Jewish 
guilt? Catholic guilt? I can do it all! 
 Beat. SAMMIE puts her head in her hands. 
Toby, you son of a--what did you do to her? I know you didn’t 
mean to. There’s no way someone as sweet as you could have meant 
to, but…alright, you asshole, I’ve just got to picture you in my 
mind. Come on, now. Crooked smile, trembling lips, undersized 
penis…got it! Alright, here it goes! TOBY, YOU PUSSY, GET UP AND 
GO TO WORK BEFORE I PUNCH A NEW CRACK IN YOUR ASS! 
 SAMMIE uses the most epic lawyer eyes she’s ever had. 
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     JAZZ jerks awake with a start. 
 
      JAZZ 
I didn’t do it! 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
(breathing a sigh of relief) Yes! 
 
      JAZZ 
There are at least five witnesses who will tell you I wasn’t 
there, and you can quote me on that! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Um. 
 
      JAZZ 
And I’m not doing anything wrong, lady! It’s my choice and I’m 
the one with the agency. My daddy was a therapist and he told me 
that it’s just our society of oversensitive prudes that— 
 
      SAMMIE 
It’s okay, sir! You’re not in court! 
 
      JAZZ 
Then I invoke my right to coun—WHAT? 
 
      SAMMIE 
What? 
 
      JAZZ 
Now I KNOW you did not just call me “sir”. 
 
     Beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I’m…sorry? Did I do something wrong? 
 
      JAZZ 
Bitch, I am a lady!  
 
      SAMMIE 
Are…are you sure? 
 
      JAZZ 
Yes. And from the look of your jawline? I’m more of a lady than 
you’ll ever be. 
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      SAMMIE 
Look, person, I don’t really need all this aggression right now. 
I kind of just saved you. 
 
 
      JAZZ 
Well, well, well! Color me surprised! Another prissy-ass 
idealist trying to save the destitute. Well find yourself 
another charity case, sweetie, I hear the Peace Corps is hiring. 
But this girl right here can stand on her own two feet! 
 
      SAMMIE 
I have no idea what is going on right now. You might consider 
taking a look around? 
 
      JAZZ 
Because I’ve got myself a loft on 16th street worth more than 
your— 
 (She finally takes a moment to look at her surroundings.) 
W-Wha…? What the…?  
 
      SAMMIE 
Just give yourself a second to calm down. I’m sure it’ll all— 
 
      JAZZ 
Who the hell are you?! 
 
      SAMMIE 
The woman who just rescued you from a locked chest in the middle 
of a cabin. In the middle of the woods. In the middle of winter. 
I guess what I’m saying is that you and me are kind of caught in 
the middle of something pretty dramatic here, though I’m not 
exactly sure what it is. 
 
      JAZZ 
Hold up. A locked what now? 
 
     SAMMIE points to the open chest. 
 
 
      JAZZ 
I think I would remember if I was locked in a chest. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Does the fact that you’re freezing, emaciated, bound, and gagged 
not do anything to jog your memory?  
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      JAZZ 
No, that’s just something that tends to happen to me on 
occasion. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
That’s kind of…awful. 
 
      JAZZ 
Right, because your life is soooo much better than mine. Do you 
have any snacks? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Beg pardon? 
 
      JAZZ 
Well, if you’re remembering my life correctly right now, I’m 
pretty sure it must have been awhile since I’ve had anything to 
eat or drink. And I’ve got a monster appetite. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Drink this. 
 
     SAMMIE hands JAZZ her water bottle. 
 
      JAZZ 
That doesn’t look like a snack to me. 
 
      SAMMIE 
It’s not, I guess. 
 
      JAZZ 
That vodka in there? 
 
      SAMMIE 
No, just the water. 
 
      JAZZ 
You got something against me or something? I’ve just been 
through what apparently must have been a long and terrifying 
ordeal, and you hand me a bottle of water? I think I at least 
deserve an éclair. 
 
      SAMMIE 
You don’t even remember being in there. 
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      JAZZ 
Yeah, but being traumatized is fun when it gets me free stuff.   
 
      SAMMIE 
Look, lady, I really couldn’t care less what you like to eat or 
drink. I your official rescuer, I am demanding that you suck it 
up and drink— 
 
      JAZZ 
You got granola bars in here? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Y-Yes?  
 
      JAZZ 
Go grab three or four for me. Something’s gotta wash down this 
godforsaken water.  
 
     Beat. 
 
      JAZZ 
Bitch, did I fucking stutter?! I’m gonna die without this stuff!  
 

SAMMIE rushes into the other room and 
digs through her things for the 
remaining granola bars. 

 
      JAZZ 
And make sure there’s no peanut butter flavored ones in there. 
I’m not allergic or anything, but I swear to God I will spit it 
the fuck out. 
 

SAMMIE brings JAZZ three granola bars. 
JAZZ ravenously eats all of them with 
no concern for the mess she’s making or 
how wide open her mouth is while she 
chews. 
 
 SAMMIE 

Better? 
 
      JAZZ 
Much. 
 
      SAMMIE 
So would you like to tell me what happened now? 
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      JAZZ 
Depends. You a cop or something? 
 
      SAMMIE 
No. 
 
      JAZZ 
A lawyer? You did have those eyes. 
 
      SAMMIE 
A law student. Denver University. 
 
      JAZZ 
Perfect, then you have no authority. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Hey! Give me a couple years.  
 
       

JAZZ 
At a mid-tier law school in this economic climate? Yeah, sure, 
honey. You just keep dreaming of that 100k salary. 
 
     Beat. 
      
      SAMMIE 
What ARE you? 
 
      JAZZ 
Meh. Since you’re probably never gonna be in the position to get 
me into any legal trouble, I guess I can tell you what’s been 
going on.  
 
      SAMMIE 
You’re not in some kind of a gang, are you? No. No, you can’t 
be. Toby would never be part of a— 
 
      JAZZ 
Oh, honey, no. I’m a prostitute. 
 
     Beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
YOU’RE A WHAT? 
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      JAZZ 
A prostitute. You know: call-girl, whore, slut, streetwalker, 
tramp, harlot, lady of the night? 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
So Toby is gay? 
 
      JAZZ 
WHAT ARE YOU IMPLYING? Woman, I will hurt you. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Save it, tramp!  
 
      JAZZ 
Jazz. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Jazz? 
 
      JAZZ 
Yeah, that’s my name. Jazz. You know: Music? Saxophones? New 
Orleans? Improvisational soloes? intricate, propulsive rhythms 
with polyphonic ensemble playing? Girl, you’ve got to pick up a 
book. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Cut it out! Look, “Jazz”, I don’t give a crap what your name is 
or what your ridiculous eating and drinking habits are. The only 
thing I want to know is why my boyfriend was cavorting around 
this cabin with a prostitute! 
 
      JAZZ 
Boyfriend? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Don’t pretend like you don’t know. Tall? Lanky? Nerdy? Unusually 
bad with directions?  
 
      JAZZ 
Wow, someone’s got a high opinion of her man. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
Shut it. 
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      JAZZ 
Why are you even with him if he’s that bad? 
 
      SAMMIE 
BECAUSE TOBY’S PERFECT, THAT’S WHY!  
     Beat. She clears her throat. 
That was weird. 
 
      JAZZ 
Toby Lipowitz? Oh, yeah! Yeah, I guess it was him who took me up 
here. 
 
      SAMMIE 
That two-faced son of a bitch! 
 
      JAZZ 
Real gentleman, that one. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Just don’t. 
 
      JAZZ 
Gave me the royal treatment and everything. You should count 
yourself a pretty lucky lady to have landed someone like him. 
He’s a keeper. 
 
      SAMMIE 
(heartbroken) Yeah. I thought so too…    
 

JAZZ 
Say, do you happen to know if he ever found that insulin he was 
looking for? 
 
     Beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
What the hell are you talking about? 
 
      JAZZ 
You know, insulin? The hormone produced in the pancreas that 
regulates the amount of the glucose in the blood? The typical 
injection that aids victims of diabetes by— 
 
      SAMMIE 
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I know what it is! But Toby doesn’t have diabetes. He appears to 
have a slight problem with sociopathic foot-cutting tendencies, 
but— 
      JAZZ 
Girl, you clearly don’t know your man very well at all. No 
wonder called me up. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Don’t you EVER— 
 
      JAZZ 
Well, the boy left like eight hours ago to go get his insulin 
shots, so I don’t know what to tell you. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Okay, first of all? Not diabetic. Second of all, Toby was with 
me eight hours ago. Third of all, you have been in a chest for 
God knows how long, but certainly more than eight hours based on 
the look of you. 
 
      JAZZ 
Well I only remember through the eighth hour I was waiting for 
my john— 
 
      SAMMIE 
TOBY! 
 
      JAZZ 
No, that’s just what we call clients. I was waiting for my john 
to get back with his medicine. So until I’m proven otherwise, 
it’s only been about half a day since that boy left me. 
 
      SAMMIE 
How in the motherfucking world are you not more upset about 
this? 
 
      JAZZ 
Honey, are you feeling okay? 
 
      SAMMIE 
You were here for eight hours! Surely you must have looked 
inside some of the kitchen cabinets? 
 
      JAZZ 
Um, yeah. They were full of jerky and Doritos. 
 
      SAMMIE 
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They were full of severed human feet! 
 
      JAZZ 
You’ve got a pretty low opinion of junk food. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
Severed. Feet. Like twenty of them. Kind of hard to miss! If 
you’re denying the fact that over ten pairs of cut-off, rotting 
human body parts are lying around this place, then— 

SAMMIE freezes and looks at JAZZ in 
utter horror. 

Then you must be a part of it. 
SAMMIE backs up and holds her fists out 
defensively. 
 

JAZZ 
Whoa now, hold up, crazy eyes! I don’t want any trouble. 

JAZZ holds her fists out defensively 
too. 

Now I’m gonna need you to just calm down for a second here. Let 
me assure you, there are no body parts in this cabin. You’re 
clearly suffering from some slight schizophrenic hallucinatory 
tendencies that can easily be medicated with— 
 
      SAMMIE 
I’ll kill you if you get near me! 
 
      JAZZ 
Easy, tiger! Here, let’s just go over to the cabinets and I can 
show you that there are no— 

JAZZ stands up, then quickly falls down 
to the floor. 

What the? 
JAZZ takes off her stiletto boots only 
to discover that her entire foot, from 
the middle of the shin down, is 
completely missing. 

AAAAAH! 
 
      SAMMIE 
AAAAAH! 
 
      JAZZ 
AAAAAH! 
 
      SAMMIE/JAZZ 
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AAAAAH! 
 
      JAZZ 
This?! This right here?! This is not a good thing! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Do you believe me now?! 
 
      JAZZ 
That was my favorite foot! 
 
      SAMMIE 
I think you might have gangrene. 
 
      JAZZ 
Help me up! 
 

SAMMIE helps JAZZ up, and they hobble 
over to the kitchen cabinet and open it 
up. JAZZ picks out a foot that is 
covered in gaudy jewelry. 
 
 JAZZ 

It’s gone! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Your foot? I know. 
 
      JAZZ 
Yeah, but my pinky toe ring is gone too! Dammit, that was my 
favorite!  
     JAZZ looks in her pocket. 
Wait, we’re cool. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Jazz. Foot. Focus! 
 
      JAZZ 
Right. Who the fuck cut off my foot?! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby did it. He’s the only one who could have! Which means…did 
he take me up here to do the same to me?! 
 
      JAZZ 
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But these feet weren’t here when we came up to the cabin. I’m 
telling you. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
I’m not seeing the connection here. 
 
      JAZZ 
Kiddo. The man left a few minutes after he brought me here. How 
could he have gotten all those feet in the cabinet if he wasn’t 
there? 
 
      SAMMIE 
I don’t know. By knocking you out and locking you in a chest?! 
 
      JAZZ 
He was gone. Gone! I’m telling you, there is no possible way it 
could have been him. I would remember if he’d come back. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Not if you have a severe concussion. Which you definitely do. 
 
      JAZZ 
No, I mean I’d remember if he’d come back because he would have 
taken those brown loafers with him. 
 
      SAMMIE 
What? How do you figure? 
 
      JAZZ 
When Toby started screaming some nonsense about “WAAAH INSULIN” 
and “WAAAAH DIABETES,” I tried to calm him down. I thought he 
was just scared of fucking a pretty woman for once. He seemed 
like a virgin. But the second I touched his arm, he literally 
split from the cabin. Just ran for it. He left everything he had 
on him behind—his snacks, his perfume, and those loafers. Even 
after a blow to the head, it’s kind of hard to forget a guy 
sprinting through the woods in his socks. Trust me, if Toby had 
been back here recently, there’s no way he’d have left those 
shoes a second time. 
 
      SAMMIE 
They were his birthday present… 
 
      JAZZ 
So I guess there’s only one explanation. 
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      SAMMIE 
I guess so. After all of my panicking, it turns out my Toby 
isn’t a serial killer after all…he’s just a dick who cheats on 
me and leaves prostitutes up in the cabin of a real serial 
killer.  
 

TOBY re-enters, carrying a large and 
imposing ax over his shoulder. It’s 
covered in blood. 
 
 TOBY 

(shiftily) Hey, guys. 
 

SAMMIE 
(scared of TOBY) AAAAAH! 
 
      JAZZ 
(scared of the axe) AAAAAH! 
 
      TOBY 
(scared of the hysterical screaming) AAAAAH! 
 
      SAMMIE/JAZZ/TOBY 
AAAAAH! 
      

TOBY 
What’s happening?! 
 
      SAMMIE 
You’re joking, right? 
 
      TOBY 
I didn’t say knock-knock. 
 
      SAMMIE 
All right, sweetheart, let’s everyone just stay calm and put 
down the fucking axe. 
 
      TOBY 
Axe? 
 
      SAMMIE 
He’s a lost cause! Kill him! 
 
      TOBY 
Wait a minute, wait a minute! I think there’s been a serious 
misunderstanding here. 
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      SAMMIE 
Woman in chest. Feet in cabinets. Axe in hand. What exactly am I 
supposed to think, Mr. Bundy? 
 
 
      TOBY 
You think I came back here to kill you? 
 
      SAMMIE 
No, I thought you came back here to destroy the evidence and 
then kill me. 
 
      TOBY 
Not at all. I came back here to take care of you girls. 
 
      SAMMIE/JAZZ 
AAAH! 
 
      TOBY 
No, no, not the metaphorical “take care”, the actual one. 
 
      JAZZ 
Oh, that’s cool then. WHERE THE HELL IS MY FOOT?! 
 
      TOBY 
How should I know?! I thought you left a week ago! 
    

SAMMIE 
Better question, what’s with the blood-covered axe, Mr. 
“Caretaker”?  
 
      TOBY 
Well it’s cold, the snow doesn’t seem to be letting up, and I 
happen to know where the killing axe is— 
 
      JAZZ 
Killing what now? 
 
      TOBY 
So I thought I’d chop us up some firewood as long as I was 
fleeing Sammie’s wrath. 
 
     Beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
You’re serious? 
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TOBY exits and re-enters carrying a 
huge amount of firewood. 
 
 TOBY 

Wood burning stove. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Oh, Toby…that’s so sweet. You went out there and chopped down a 
whole tree to take care of me? 
 
      TOBY 
I’d do anything for you, princess. 
 
     The two share a moment. 
 
      TOBY 
I also decapitated a couple of rabbits for dinner. 
 
      SAMMIE/JAZZ 
Ugh! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby! 
 
      JAZZ 
Now that there’s just inappropriate. 
       

SAMMIE 
You just couldn’t stop with human feet, could you? No, no, 
greedy old Toby had to move on to rabbits’ heads. 
 
      TOBY 
But…but I didn’t cut off all the women’s feet. I totally didn’t 
realize those would be here. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Again with the “women’s” feet. You’re a fantastic liar, you know 
that? 
 
      JAZZ 
Someone want to solve this puzzle before the gangrene kicks in? 
I don’t want to say I’m freaking out, but I’m seriously on edge. 
 
      SAMMIE 
(Sherlock Holmes-ish) Tobias H. Lipowitz. You have been sneaking 
off for months behind my back, drove me up into these mountains 
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and walked me up to this cabin, the very same cabin that, as I 
discovered, you have frequented many times before. Inside this 
cabin I’ve discovered a collection of severed “women’s” feet and 
a footless prostitute. You “happen to know the ‘killing axe’ 
is.” Now tell me, honey. Given the scenario, who else am I 
supposed to think is the murderer? 
 

CROWBAR PETE enters the room, carrying 
a bloody axe. 

 
      PETE 
Hello! 
 
      SAMMIE/JAZZ/TOBY 
AAAAAAAAH! 
 
     Lights down. 
    
     END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II 
Scene 1 

 
      SAMMIE/JAZZ 
AAAAH! 
 
      TOBY 
AAAAH! 
 

PETE sets down his axe in such a way 
that he is leaning on the handle like a 
crutch. He looks very relaxed. 
 
 PETE 

Ahhhh… 
 
      JAZZ 
Don’t come any closer you fucking psychopath! 
 
      PETE 
Beg pardon? 
 
      TOBY 
There is no need for that kind of language. 
 
      JAZZ 
Oh save it, pussy-ass. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Jazz! 
 
      JAZZ 
No, I’m serious. Right now I’ve got two dudes, two axes, one 
foot, and no explanation. And quite frankly, unless someone 
starts giving me some motherfucking answers, things are gonna 
start getting crazy up in here! 
 
      SAMMIE 
(under her breath) Crazier… 
 
      PETE 
Women like you really shouldn’t curse so much. It’s unladylike. 
 
      JAZZ 
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Please! I’ve been stuck up here for God knows how long, so I’ll 
curse as much as I damn well please. 
 
 
      PETE 
Sorry, but I can’t tolerate cursing in my house. 
 

SAMMIE/JAZZ 
What?! 
 
      SAMMIE 
We’re so dead. 
 
      JAZZ 
We’re so screwed. 
 
      TOBY 
I’m so fired. 
 
      SAMMIE 
What? 
 
      JAZZ 
Your house?! 
 
      PETE 
Whoops, slip of the tongue. I meant to say my hideaway. 
 
      JAZZ 
Hide-a-what?! 
 
      PETE 
Sorry, getaway. 
    
      SAMMIE 
That is not better. 
 
      PETE 
Oh, look at me getting ahead of myself again. Here I am 
revealing the darkest details of my life to you all and I 
haven’t even bothered to introduce myself. 
 
      TOBY 
I really don’t think that’s necessary. 
 
      PETE 
Excuse me, Mr. Lipowitz? 
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      SAMMIE 
Toby, why does this man know you? 
 
      PETE 
(indicating SAMMIE) A better question: Mr. Lipowitz, how does 
this woman know you? I don’t remember asking you to bring 
another one up here. 
 
      TOBY 
SSSSHHHH!!! 
 
      PETE 
(indicating JAZZ) Especially not after your last brilliant 
attempt. What are you doing back here, anyway? Last I heard from 
you, you were sobbing on the answering machine spouting 
something about “Diabetes! Can’t do it! Waaah! I just wanted to 
do your taxes! Waaah! I forgot to pick up the feet from the 
office! Please don’t hurt me! Waaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah!” 
 

TOBY looks back and forth between JAZZ, 
PETE and SAMMIE, trying to placate all 
of them at the same time. 

 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, is this strange man implying what I think he’s implying? 
 
      TOBY 
Please-think-he-wants-a-threesome, Please-think-he-wants-a-
threesome, Please-think-he-wants-a-threesome, Please-think-he-
wants-a-threesome… 
 
      SAMMIE 
Are you friends with this guy? 
 
      PETE 
Friends? Oh, sweetheart, this guy’s my partner in crime. 
 
      JAZZ 
Crime like prostitution, or crime like serial foot-cutting?! 
 

TOBY 
Come on now, guys. Let’s be reasonable here.  If we could just 
separate into our own little corners for the remainder of this 
blizzard, and if nobody introduces themselves or explains even 
the slightest bit about themselves, then we can just scurry on 



47 
 

out of here once the sun comes out and forget that any of this 
ever happened. 
 

PETE looks at SAMMIE up and down. 
 
      PETE 
Hold up a minute here. Don’t I know you from somewhere too? 
 
      SAMMIE 
(apprehensively) That’s kind of hard to say. Most guys I know 
have faces. 
 
      TOBY 
Boss, please just forget it! 
 
      PETE 
Samantha Washington? 
 

PETE removes his ski mask, but does not 
stray from his spot in front of the 
doorway. 
 
 SAMMIE 

Dr. Weinstein? 
 
     Beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
(at a loss) I think I need to sit down. 
 
      TOBY 
A fabulous idea! Let’s all do that. 
 
      JAZZ 
Uh-uh! Doctor or no doctor, I’ve had enough. Put ‘em up while I 
shut you up! 
 
     

JAZZ hops pathetically towards PETE, 
her hands clenched into fists. TOBY 
gently shoves the one-footed JAZZ down, 
causing her to topple to the ground in 
such a fashion that it is comedic, but 
in that politically incorrect way that 
will make hypersensitive people really 
angry. TOBY then helps a disturbed 
SAMMIE to a chair. He sits down as well 
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next to SAMMIE. All three look at PETE 
expectantly. 
 
 
 PETE 

Oh, me too? Well I suppose it couldn’t hurt to take that pebble 
out of my shoe. 
 

PETE sits down in front of the doorway 
and takes off his boots. He then 
cradles his axe in his arms and 
stroking the blade as if it’s a woman. 
As he does this, TOBY helps JAZZ into 
an upright sitting position against the 
wall. 
 
 TOBY 

Alright, so— 
 

PETE begins to breathe heavily and 
stroke the axe with more voracity. 
SAMMIE grabs TOBY’S arm for protection. 
 
 PETE 

Oh, Sadie-Bladey, you make me feel so loved… 
 
      TOBY 
Is this really the best time, boss? 
 
      PETE 
Who’s a good little killing machine? You are! YOU ARE!  
 
      SAMMIE 
We’re going to die here, aren’t we? 
 
      TOBY 
There’s a very distinct possibility. 
 

SAMMIE wails and puts her head in her 
hands. 

 
      TOBY 
Did I say distinct? I meant to say discrete. There’s a very 
discrete possibility of that. 
 
      SAMMIE 
That doesn’t make sense. 
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TOBY gets up from his seat and kneels 
beside SAMMIE. 

 
      TOBY 
Just trust me, baby, I would die before I let anything happen to 
you. 
 
     The two share a long, overdone moment. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby…that’s so— 
 
      PETE 
(as if nothing just happened) So, where were we? Oh yes, 
prepping for the kill! 
 
      SAMMIE/JAZZ 
AAAAH! 
 
      TOBY 
No, no! That is definitely not where we were! We were all just 
sitting down and having a nice, pleasant, and thoroughly 
placating chat! 
 
      PETE 
But it’s getting awfully close to nightfall, and Sadie-Bladey 
hasn’t eaten all day… 
 

PETE raises his axe a bit, causing 
everyone else to cry out. 

 
      TOBY 
FOR THE LOVE OF GOD, WOULD ANYONE LIKE SOME SNACKS?! 
 

TOBY rushes to his pack and gets the 
last remnants of the snacks, literally 
throwing the granola bars into 
everyone’s faces. 
 
 JAZZ 

(to SAMMIE) Woman, how many axe carriers do you know? 
 
      SAMMIE 
The man was Toby’s and Nana’s old podiatrist. I only met him 
like three times while Toby was sick and I had to drive her to 
get the corns off her feet. 
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      PETE 
Ah, yes, good old Nana Lipowitz! Who could ever forget those 
sumptuous feet? 
 
      JAZZ 
(under her breath to SAMMIE) Did he say “sumptuous” or 
“scrumptious”? 
 
      PETE 
Ah, so you do remember me! 
 
      SAMMIE 
How could I forget? You refused to take our insurance. 
 
      TOBY 
Boy, these granola bars sure are delicious! 
 
      SAMMIE/JAZZ/PETE 
Shut up, Toby!  
 (Pause.) 
Whoa. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Dr. Weinstein, I have been going through the headache of trying 
to figure out what has been going on here all day. You’ve got 
the advanced degree here, so for the love of God, before you 
kill us, could you please be the voice of reason and explain 
this bizarre situation? 
 
      PETE 
Well, I don’t see why not. 
 
      SAMMIE 
(to TOBY) Oh, look. Even the guy with an axe and ski-mask is 
more honest than you. 
 
      PETE 
I’ve been using this cabin as my second home for about five 
years now. Its idyllic scenery and secluded location make it the 
perfect spot to pursue my hobby— 
       
      JAZZ 
Aww. 
 
      TOBY 
Wait for it. 



51 
 

 
      PETE 
Collecting women’s feet— 
 
      SAMMIE 
AAH! 
 
      TOBY 
Wait for it. 
 
      PETE 
By bludgeoning them to death and hacking them into little pieces 
with this!  
       
      SAMMIE/JAZZ 
AAAAH! 
 
      PETE 
Well you don’t need to take on that kind of attitude about it. 
It’s beautiful when you think about it. 
 
      SAMMIE 
And it’s first-degree murder and desecration of a corpse when 
you analyze it! 
 
      PETE 
I WILL NOT APOLOGIZE FOR ART. 
 

PETE gets to his feet, axe in hand, and 
takes a step forward. SAMMIE looks very 
scared, but TOBY takes a step forward 
as well. 
 
 TOBY 

Easy now. Let’s not do anything stupid, boss. 
 
      PETE 
I don’t care who this lady is, Toby dear. Nobody disses Crowbar 
Pete and gets away with it. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Crowbar who? 
 
      PETE 
Crowbar me. The roughest, toughest, psychotic-est serial killer 
on this side of the Rocky Mountains. 
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JAZZ 

This is getting convoluted. 
 
      SAMMIE 
So why is Mr. “Crowbar Pete” carrying an axe? Wouldn’t a crowbar 
be more appropriate to the moniker? 
 
      TOBY 
Sammie, please just drop it. 
 
      PETE 
You want to see Pete’s crowbar, do you? 
 
      JAZZ 
Don’t tell me. The crowbar is your penis? 
 
      PETE 
Yes! 
 
      JAZZ 
Heard that one at least a million times. 
 
      PETE 
But it’s also my steel crowbar! 
 

PETE drops his axe and pulls a crowbar 
out of his jacket. It too is covered in 
dried blood. 
 
 SAMMIE 

Jesus! 
 

 JAZZ 
You know what they say about a man with a long crowbar, don’t 
you? 
 
      TOBY 
Alright, so now that we’ve all gotten to know each other, I 
think it’s time that Sammie and I got going! Last I checked the 
blizzard was almost done. I’m sure our car will only take about 
three hours to dig out! 
 
      PETE 
Hold up a minute, Lipowitz. I love you… (awkwardly long pause) 
…and I want you to find a nice lady to settle down with. But now 
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that she knows my name and profession, I’m afraid I can’t allow 
her to leave this cabin…alive. 
 
 
 
      TOBY 
Oh, come on! That’s not even fair! You willingly revealed all of 
that to her! 
 
      PETE 
I know. With legs like hers, I figured her feet must be sexy as 
all hell. 
 
      TOBY 
You…! 
 
      PETE 
Move aside, kiddo. I’ve got me a lady to dismember. 
 
      TOBY 
OVER MY DEAD BODY, CROWBAR PETE! 
 
     Beat. 
 
      PETE 
Ooh, a backbone! I like that, Lipowitz. It’s something you’ve 
been lacking since I took you on.  
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby… 
 
      PETE 
Of course, I’m not sure I like the intern telling the boss what 
to do. 
 
      JAZZ/SAMMIE 
Intern?! 
 
      TOBY 
You may be a terrifying sociopath of an employer, but I love my 
girlfriend enough to risk my internship in serial accounting. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Serial acc…that’s a thing? Toby, you know you’re admitting to 
being a serial killer’s intern, right? That’s a felony. 
 
      TOBY 
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I was supposed to be the number’s guy, maybe with a little bit 
of food delivery and dry cleaning on the side. Little did I know 
what he really wanted me to do.  
 
 
      PETE 
Every killer needs an accomplice to take over after he retires. 
Where would Mr. Bundy have been without Katey Segal? 
 
      TOBY 
For the last time, that is not the same Bundy! 
 
      JAZZ 
Hey. Hey. Yo! I’m still here! Are you saying that a serial 
killer’s second-in-command solicited me up to his boss’ house so 
he could kill me and cut off my best foot? 
 
      PETE 
Not quite— 
 
      TOBY 
No. I took you up here so that I could kill you myself. 
 
      JAZZ/SAMMIE 
Huh?! 
 
      TOBY 
I’m sorry. I really, really am. But this is my life now, Miss 
Jazz, and my first paycheck was riding on me proving myself 
capable of living up to my boss’ legacy. I was supposed to cut 
you up into little pieces and leave you in the chest for Crowbar 
Pete to find. 
 
      JAZZ 
You son of a—you did this to me?! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Of course he didn’t! He couldn’t have! Remember, Jazz, you said 
so yourself? Toby was long gone by the time you lost your memory 
and woke up in the chest. Tell her, Toby. Tell her you didn’t do 
this. 
 
      TOBY 
I didn’t. I…I didn’t finish the job. And I’m sorry for that, 
Sammie. I’m so sorry. 
 
      SAMMIE 
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Sorry?! Why the hell are you apologizing to me for not becoming 
a murderer? 
 
 
       

PETE 
It’s because you failed, isn’t it? The one ambitious thing I ask 
you to do for me and you blow it. I came up here to collect the 
body and preserve the foot, and what did I find? This over-
eyeliner’d piece of crap eating my granola bars. 
 
      JAZZ 
Say that again?! 
 
      PETE 
Toby here didn’t even re-decorate like I asked him to. After I 
knocked the whore out, I had to set up all my newly polished 
feet in the cabinets all by myself. He didn’t even pick the feet 
up from the office that morning! I spent a good six hours 
cleaning and re-preserving those things the night before! 
 
      TOBY 
I’m sorry, but I felt a little weird walking into a hospital and 
asking for my boss’ rotting human body parts back. 
 
      PETE 
Then why did I even hire you, Toby? Tell me. Why? 
 
      SAMMIE 
I think I know why. 
 
      PETE 
Oh? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Tobias H Lipowitz voluntarily doing something illegal to make a 
few bucks? It’s the tax thing all over again. 
 
      TOBY 
For the love of God and all that is holy, can you please. 
Please. Pretty freakin’ please stop bringing up the godforsaken 
tax thing? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Don’t you get it yet, Toby? I can’t forget it. We can’t. Christ, 
the only thing even worth talking about anymore is the tax 
thing. 
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      TOBY 
Really? I think at this particular moment there might be bigger 
fish to fry than the tired argument about our taxes, wouldn’t 
you say? 
 
      JAZZ 
Actually, I’d kind of like to hear about the “tax thing”. 
 
      PETE 
Me too. The suspense is kind of…killer. 
 
      TOBY 
Could we not use that word right now, please? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Sure. Go ahead, babe. Tell them. Tell good old Jazz and Doctor 
Crowbar Pete here just how well you did on last year’s taxes. 
 
      JAZZ 
Well you are an accountant, aren’t you? At least that’s what you 
told me while you were soliciting me. 
 
      PETE 
And me. (awkwardly long pause)) For the job, I mean. (taking on 
an offensive accent of some type, ideally one specific to the 
actress playing JAZZ) Because Crowbar Pete don’t hire no one 
without a resume and work history. 
 
      JAZZ (or SAMMIE) 
Could you not do that? It’s offensive. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Ex-accountant. Or has Toby failed to mention that as of about a 
year ago he has been gainfully UN-employed? 
 

JAZZ and PETE give unnecessary gasps of 
horror. 

 
      TOBY 
Accounting is a high-pressure job, alright? It gets a bad rap, 
but one little mistake on someone’s taxes and bam, you’re gone. 
 
      SAMMIE 
The mistake was on our taxes. 
 
      TOBY 
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One teensy mishap. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Of the tens of thousands. 
 
      TOBY 
Miscalculation. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Audited. 
 
      TOBY 
That’s general procedure. 
 
      SAMMIE 
And arrested for tax fraud. 
 
     JAZZ and PETE gasp again. 
 
      SAMMIE 
And subsequently fired after your trial and stint in jail. 
Frankly, I don’t even know how you survived in prison. 
 
     PETE and TOBY exchange looks. 
 
      TOBY 
How many times do I have to say “I’m sorry” before you’ll let 
this go? 
 
      SAMMIE 
I don’t want you to apologize. I want you to find a job! 
 
      TOBY 
This is my job now. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Serial killing does not come with a pension!  
 
      TOBY 
I’ve been looking on the side, okay?! I’ve sent my resume 
everywhere from H&R Block to Burger King. But I’m either 
blacklisted for fraud, overqualified to flip burgers, or in some 
weird cases a combination of both. I’m trying, Sammie! 
 
      SAMMIE 
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Well your “trying” isn’t helping the stress of a day in law 
school. I don’t want to do anymore Torts homework wondering how 
I’m going to pay off 50k a year in debt. 
 
      TOBY 
Well it’s not like you’re making any money either. Student-hood 
doesn’t help pay the rent. 
 
      SAMMIE 
The loans do. Explain to me how my NEGATIVE 50k a year salary is 
doing more good than your NOTHING! 
 
      TOBY 
Christ, here we go again. 
 
      SAMMIE 
You never had a problem with me making no money when we first 
met. You said you liked it. 
 
      TOBY 
Yes, and back then you were trying to make it as a writer. It 
was cute, it was ambitious, and it didn’t come with tuition. 
 
      SAMMIE 
That’s not fair. 
 
      TOBY 
God, Sammie! You practically come home crying every day anyway. 
Why can’t you just drop out? It’s only been one semester, so we 
can at least get a partial refund.  
 
      SAMMIE 
Why can’t you be a progressive man and support me in my career? 
 
      TOBY 
Because I know for a fact that a “career” isn’t what you want. 
It’s never been what you want! It may be what your mother wants, 
it may be what the angry feminists want, but it’s definitely 
never been what you want! 
 
     Beat. 
 
      TOBY 
Sammie. Sweetheart. Please, just come back to me.  Throw off 
this psycho lawyer chick you’re trying to become and go back to 
that hippie romance novel writer I fell in love with. Cook and 
clean for me, stay up till 3AM watching soap operas sleep in 
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till noon while I bring home the cash. Fail for years at a time 
and wonder if you’ve wasted your life, and then come to me for 
encouragement so I can tell you how much I support you chasing 
your dreams, even if they do put a damper on our financial 
ability to have kids for a bit longer. I loved it. You loved it. 
Who cares if everyone else in the 21st century didn’t? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Because if you were so anxious about our mortgage that you tried 
to weasel money out of our taxes, who’s to say we were fine 
before? Because if I couldn’t count on you to find a job this 
year, who’s to say you’ll find one next year? Or the next? I can 
make 200k a year if I work hard enough at this thing, Toby! 
That’s about four times better than when you were taking care of 
me! We’ll be set for life, regardless of you being a convicted 
felon now. Someone’s got to be the breadwinner in this 
relationship, Toby, and as much as I really fucking wish that I 
wasn’t, I think it’s gonna have to be me. 
 
     Beat. 
 
      PETE 
(to JAZZ) You feel a little out of place here? 
 
      JAZZ 
Shh. It’s like a free movie. 
 
      TOBY 
I don’t understand. So you think…I’m a loser? 
 
      SAMMIE 
No. No, of course not, Toby, I could never think that. But I do 
think that somewhere along the line, probably somewhere in 
between the tax fraud and the serial killing, you lost what made 
you so damn special in the first place. I have to wear trousers 
to class, now, Toby. Trousers! 
 
      TOBY 
Sammie, I brought Jazz up to this cabin full-on ready to beat 
her head in and cut her into itty-bitty pieces for Crowbar Pete 
to do…whatever he does with them. When she was looking the other 
way? I got the crowbar raised all the way above my head, and was 
just about to go in for the kill. But I couldn’t do it. And do 
you want to know why? It’s not because I’m a pussy. I mean, I 
guess I am kind of one sometimes, but I was totally ready to go 
through with this. But right as I was about to end this woman’s 
life, you know who I had a vision of? Samantha Jane Washington, 
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and the tears that ran down your face when the judge said the 
word’s “guilty”. I told Jazz I was running back to town to get 
some diabetes medication not because I was too gutless to kill 
her, but because I was too gutless to make you want to cry 
again, no matter how much Pete was offering me. 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
Oh, Toby… 
 
     Beat. 
 
      PETE 
If it helps anything? I was offering five grand for every kill 
he made for me. 
 
      SAMMIE 
(intrigued) Five what now? 
 
      JAZZ 
Hey! 
 
      PETE 
Plus free podiatry services for him, you, and Nana. Sorry to 
hear about her passing, by the way. 
 
      SAMMIE 
And…what if he was hired full-time? 
 
      JAZZ 
Sammie! 
 
      PETE 
Podiatry pays well. I could probably afford him for fifty grand 
a year plus the killing incentives. 
 

There is a long, pronounced silence as 
SAMMIE and PETE analyze each other. 

 
      SAMMIE 
Toby, I think you should kill Jazz. 
 
      JAZZ/TOBY 
What?! 
 
      PETE 
What a woman! 
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      JAZZ 
Bitch, you can’t be serious. 
 
 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
Look, I don’t like it any more than you do, but Toby and I have 
been backed into a corner. If he doesn’t get a job, then I’m 
going to have to. And if I get a job, then I can’t spend sixty 
hours a week taking care of the kids and writing my novels. And 
if I can’t do that, I’m going to bite Toby’s head off. And if 
that happens? This relationship ends for good. And I can’t have 
that. 
 
      JAZZ 
There are like six billion other people for you to fuck. 
 
      SAMMIE 
But there’s only one Tobias H. Lipowitz. And he’s the only man I 
know who would become a serial killer to back his bitchy 
girlfriend’s dreams. 
 
      TOBY/PETE 
Aww. 
 
      JAZZ 
Oh, hell no! 
 

JAZZ hops to the axe that Toby left on 
the ground and lifts it up. PETE tosses 
his crowbar to TOBY and lifts up his 
own axe again. SAMMIE runs to the 
kitchen and grabs another knife from 
the drawer. There is a four-person 
stand-off. 

 
JAZZ 

I’ll use it! Don’t think I won’t. 
 
      TOBY 
Oh, come on! Just look at it from my point of view, won’t you? 
I’ve disappointed the woman of my dreams by making no money, and 
my boss by making no kills. If I don’t do this, she’s going to 
leave me and he’s— 
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      PETE 
Oh, I’d probably have to kill all three of you as witnesses. 
Especially Toby, since he’d be a no-good traitor to the Crowbar 
Dynasty. 
 
 
 
      TOBY 
See?! It’s a lose-lose situation for you anyway, so why can’t 
you let me have the win? 
 
      JAZZ 
Because there’s three of us and only one of Crowbar Pete. You 
understand that it would be just as easy for all of us to gang 
up on the serial killer, kill him, steal his credit cards, empty 
his obviously lucrative bank accounts, and then tell the police 
we found the dude who’s been killing all the dismembered women? 
 
     Beat. 
 
      TOBY 
I suppose that would be the most financially secure option. 
 
      SAMMIE 
And less likely to land us a death sentence. 
 
      TOBY 
Okay. Okay, I’m with you, Jazz. Let’s kill Pete! 
 
      PETE 
Hey! 
 
      JAZZ 
Sorry, Doc. It’s just good business. 
 

PETE holds up his axe defensively as 
JAZZ and TOBY approach him with their 
weapons and SAMMIE approaches with the 
knife. 
 
 PETE 

Now everybody just hold on one second here! Sammie, Toby, I 
think if you think a little harder about what you’re doing, 
you’ll realize why my idea is the better one! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Go on. 
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      JAZZ 
God dammit, Sammie! 
 
       
 
 

PETE 
Let’s go over professions for a moment, shall we? Sammie is a 
beautiful, young law student. Toby is a wimpy-looking 
accountant. And serial killing aside? I’m a filthy-rich, 
renowned doctor of podiatry with a degree from New York. Who 
exactly is going to care if we off some random prostitute? For 
God’s sake, she’s not even hot! 
 
      JAZZ 
BOY! 
 
      PETE 
People ask questions when men with money die. Nobody misses the 
streetwalkers. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I guess that’s also a valid point. Although it does strike me as 
a little, well… 
 
      JAZZ 
I’ve got about fifty regular clients who’ll miss me terribly if 
I quit showing up to work. And a couple of ‘em are CEO’s who I 
guarantee are richer than you, “Doctor”! You think being a 
prostitute makes me a nobody? Toby-kins, I’ve got news for you. 
What Crowbar Pete here was offering you for committing a felony 
is what I make in one night for engaging in a few moral gray 
areas. I’m not some sad little girl with daddy issues and a 
crack addiction, okay? Y’all are delusional if you think I’m 
some nobody, or some “victim” of the man. I’M THE BOURGEOISIE OF 
HOOKERS! I’m proud of what I do. 
 
     Beat. 
 
      TOBY 
Oh…oh, Sammie, I like her again. What do I do? 
 
      SAMMIE 
I don’t know. Um…um…maybe flip a coin? 
 
      PETE 
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Five grand in one night, you say? 
 
      JAZZ 
Damn right. I’ve got me a loft by Coors Field, and a special 
place in the locker room with the Colorado Rockies bench. 
 
 
      PETE 
That’s quite…impressive. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Uh-oh. 
 
      JAZZ 
Well, you know…I worked my way up the ladder like any 
businesswoman’s got to do. Left a crappy job in elementary ed 
and never looked back. 
 
      PETE 
A homely woman who left her role as a teacher of Denver’s 
children to walk the streets as a pleaser of America’ richest 
men? Perhaps we’re not so different, you and I. 
 
      JAZZ 
Are you thinking what I’m thinking, Pete? 
 
      PETE  
I think so, my muse. 
 
      JAZZ 
Fuck it! Let’s kill the happy couple and have sex on their 
bodies. 
 
      TOBY 
Ew! 
 
      PETE 
I knew you were the one. Even when I first found you in my 
house, I just had this feeling that I shouldn’t hack you up 
quite yet. I stuffed you in the chest and left so I could sort 
out my new emotions. But now I know. You’re the one I’ve been 
looking for all these years, the perfect partner in crime! 
 
      JAZZ 
You can get in on the black market. I’ve got contacts, good 
ones. You’ll make ten grand for each organ you sell and can do 
whatever you want with the feet. 
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      PETE 
We could move to a little condo up in Aspen. With a Keurig and 
five dogs. 
 
      JAZZ 
Or…OR…we could change absolutely nothing. 
 
      PETE 
I think I’m in love. 
 
      JAZZ 
Me too. 
 
      PETE 
Well that settles it then. Let’s end these sons of bitches. 
 

JAZZ and PETE approach TOBY and SAMMIE 
menacingly. The lovebirds draw 
together, back to back with weapons 
out. 

 
      SAMMIE 
Toby! 
 
      TOBY 
Don’t worry, baby. I’ve got this. I don’t care how many axes 
they’ve got. True love will make this crowbar as sharp as any 
blade. 
 
      PETE 
That’s sweet, Lipowitz. Too bad it also doesn’t make any sense. 
 
      TOBY 
Love doesn’t make sense. You should know that better than 
anyone. 
 
      PETE 
Excuse me? 
 
      TOBY 
Before you make any marital commitments, Jazz, maybe you should 
tell Pete here who you REALLY are. 
     
      JAZZ 
EXCUSE ME? 
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      PETE 
Beg pardon? 
 
      TOBY 
Oh, come on now, Jazz! Don’t be shy! You want to start something 
up with Pete here, right? So he’d better know ahead of time 
about your little…secret. 
 
      JAZZ 
Dammit, Lipowitz, that is third date information! 
 
      PETE 
Sweetheart, you have a foot fetish or something? Because I can 
work with that. I’m well known around town as a master 
podiaphile. 
 
      TOBY 
Not quite. You see, Jazz’s secret is a bit…above the feet. She 
has something that a woman shouldn’t. She has… 
 
      SAMMIE 
A penis! 
 
      TOBY 
(simultaneously) Herpes. 
 

Beat. TOBY and SAMMIE look at each 
other, confused.  

 
      JAZZ 
Yeah, neither of those things are actually true. 
 
      TOBY 
Really? Because at this point in the game I’d figure at least 
one of them would have to be. 
 

JAZZ 
Regardless, I’m not admitting to either. Unlike anyone else 
here, I’m not actually having an identity crisis. 
 
      SAMMIE 
I’m just not following. 
 
      PETE 
Who the hell cares what she is! I’m in love with her the same 
way that I’m in love with women’s feet: sexually! 
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     Beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
How does that even work? 
 
       
 

PETE 
It’s a complicated process, but in many ways a relationship with 
a foot can be just as fulfilling as a relationship with a full 
human woman. (Pause.) And the sex is fantastic. 
 
      SAMMIE/TOBY 
UGH! 
 
      PETE 
Look, don’t judge me, alright? It’s been a dirty secret for a 
long time, I can’t help it. It’s a part of me, and I’ve embraced 
it. And Jazz, I hope that you can embrace it too.  
 
      JAZZ 
So, like…you want a threesome with a foot? 
 
      PETE 
Jazz, I can’t deny who I am. I’m like you. I don’t care what 
society says is creepy and gross. I just DO stuff! But for you, 
I’d be willing to be a one woman man. One woman…and the most 
gorgeous foot I’ve ever seen. 
 

PETE walks to his cabinet and takes out 
JAZZ’S foot, and hands it to her. 
 
 JAZZ 

…thanks? 
 

JAZZ stuffs the foot into her boot and 
puts the boot back on. She wobbles 
around. 
 
 PETE 

Ha! See that, Lipowitz? She loves me, sexual deviance and all. 
 
       

TOBY 
So you’re saying that true love can conquer all opposition? 
 
      PETE 
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Um. I guess so? Wait, are you going for another twist? I’m 
getting really tired of— 
 
 
 
 
 
      TOBY 
Samantha Jane Washington. Since the first day I met you, I knew 
that we were soulmates. Your mom may have hated me for not being 
a nice, Connecticut doctor. Your dad may have hated me for 
convincing you to move in with me to pursue your writing career 
rent-free. But I didn’t care about any of that. 
 
     TOBY takes SAMMIE’s hands in his. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Tobias Henrietta Lipowitz. You’re the girliest little man I’ve 
ever met. But you’re the manliest man I’ll ever need. Whether 
you keep up your weird accounting internship with Crowbar Pete, 
or if we die here today, I’ll still love you just as much as the 
day you brought me those flowers that gave you a pathetically 
serious allergic reaction. 
 
      PETE 
Aww. 
 
      JAZZ 
Killing, Pete. Focus! 
 
      TOBY 
I’m so happy to hear you say that. Because truth be told, 
Sammie, when I told you that we were going up to a bed and 
breakfast, I never intended to get there. And it’s not just 
because they called me this morning saying our credit cards had 
been declined.  
 
      SAMMIE 
They were WHAT? 
 
      TOBY 
But in that moment, I thought that maybe this place wasn’t so 
horrific after all. Maybe this killing cabin was the perfect 
place for us to talk—a place that’s free from the pressures of 
parents, and politics, and the police. I wanted just one or two 
hours where we could sit down and finally talk through our 
problems, maybe have sex on Pete’s bed six or seven times, and 
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get out before he was any the wiser. And I wanted to finally 
come back for this… 
 

TOBY walks into the bedroom and pulls 
out a box from inside the chest. He 
brings it back into the main room and 
hands it to SAMMIE. SAMMIE opens the 
box. Inside is the biggest freaking box 
of “L’Adultere” by Calvin Klein that 
the world has ever seen. 
 
 TOBY 

Happy late birthday, Sammie. I’m sorry for everything.  
 
     Beat. 
 
      TOBY 
I would have given it to you sooner, but there was kind of a 
half-dead prostitute lying on top of it. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Oh my God, forget it! Forget the tax fraud, forget the 
bickering, and forget the serial killing! You’re the best, most 
romantic boyfriend in the entire world! 
 

They drop their weapons embrace and 
engage in the most passionate kiss of 
all-time. 

 
      PETE 
(in way too feminine a tone) Oh my Go-o-o-od! 
 
      JAZZ 
That’s possibly the cutest thing I’ve ever seen. Even if the 
perfume smells like shit. 
 
      PETE 
Well it would just be completely rude of us to ruin this moment. 
 
      JAZZ 
Are you saying you don’t want to kill them now? 
 
      PETE 
I’m saying that there’s a time and a place for everything, but 
the time for double homicide isn’t now. Maybe it’s alright for a 
serial killer to co-exist with a traitorous, home-invading 
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intern and his scary witness girlfriend. Just for a little 
while. 
 
      TOBY 
Group hug? 
 
      JAZZ 
Group hug. 
 

JAZZ and PETE drop their weapons, but 
TOBY discreetly picks up his. As all 
four go in for the hug, suddenly TOBY 
beats JAZZ and PETE viciously over the 
head with the crowbar until they both 
fall to the ground and stop moving. 
SAMMIE shrieks, but does nothing to 
stop him. 
 

      TOBY 
Let’s take their wallets and let’s get the hell out of here. 
 

SAMMIE nods obediently and does so. 
SAMMIE grabs JAZZ and drags her into 
the chest in the bedroom, as TOBY does 
the same with PETE. As this happens, 
JAZZ’S ring falls out of her pocket and 
lands on the floor. Once both JAZZ and 
PETE are securely locked in the chest, 
SAMMIE sprays a bunch of perfume in the 
air and runs she runs out the door. 
TOBY follows her at first but 
hesitates, noticing the glisten of 
JAZZ’S toe ring. He sniffs it, recoils, 
cleans it off with a bit of spit, and 
holds it up into the light.  

 
      SAMMIE 
(from offstage) Toby, hurry!  I want to be in Jamaica by Monday! 
 
      TOBY 
Hey Sammie! 
 
      SAMMIE 
(from offstage) Yeah?! 
 
      TOBY 
Come back here for a sec. I think I found something. 
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SAMMIE reenters the cabin. TOBY gets 
down on one knee. 

 
      TOBY 
Sammie? 
 
 
      SAMMIE 
Oh my God. 
 
      TOBY 
Will you marry me? 
 
     Beat. 
 
      SAMMIE 
Fuck yeah I will, Lipowitz! 
 

The two kiss and embrace. TOBY tries to 
put the ring on SAMMIE’s finger. It 
doesn’t fit. 
 
 TOBY 

The hell…? 
 
      SAMMIE 
Toby. Is this Jazz’ toe ring? 
 
      TOBY 
What the hell is a toe ring?  
 
      SAMMIE 
God dammit, Toby! 
 
      TOBY 
That’s just a waste of jewelry! 
 
      SAMMIE 
Typical. I’ll be in the car. We’ll talk about this later. 
 

SAMMIE rolls her eyes and storms out of 
the cabin. 
 
 TOBY 

Sammie? That’s still a yes, though, right? …Sammie? …Baby? …I 
love you! 
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Moans come from the chest. TOBY jumps, 
approaches the chest, moves to unlock 
it, but backs away frantically. 

 
TOBY 

O-Okay, guys. Sammie’s safe now, so I guess if you promise not 
to hurt me, then I can let you out. 
 
     More moans. 
 

 TOBY 
Oh, oh come on, guys. I didn’t hit you that hard! Please don’t 
die. I was just trying to be masculine! 
 
      JAZZ 
(fighting a moan) Don’t worry! We’re good! 
 
      TOBY 
What are you talking about? There’s barely any air in there. 
I’ll open it for you. 
 
      PETE 
(panting) We’ll figure a way out! You just toodle on home. 
 
      TOBY 
You serious? 
 
      JAZZ 
Serious as an oncoming c-climax! 
 
      TOBY 
(pressing his luck) Soooo…I assume there’s no chance of you 
forgiving me? 
 
      PETE 
(more urgently) Yes. It’s fine! 
 
      TOBY 
Hold up, really? I’m off the hook? You two really don’t want to 
kill me anymore? 
 
      PETE 
(exasperated) Dammit, Toby, it’s over. We’re done! You failed to 
kill Jazz, and it turns out that’s awesome. But if you don’t get 
out of here soon, then I might just reconsider letting you and 
your girlfriend go!  
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      TOBY 
And you won’t change your mind later? 
 
      PETE 
I’m this close to changing it right now! 
 
 
      TOBY 
Fair enough. Have a good time in there.  
(Beat.) 
And can I just emphasize how cute a couple you two are? I just 
wish you all the love, and smiles, and kids, and puppies, and a 
porch— 
 

PETE/JAZZ 
(give furious, over-the-top exclamations of “I don’t care”, “oh 
my God”, and “get out of here”) 
 
      TOBY 
Okay, okay! I get it!  
(mutters under his breath) 
Weirdos. 
 

He leaves. JAZZ and PETE have chest 
foreplay. 
 
 JAZZ 

You have a condom? 
 
      PETE 
I keep it in my wallet next to my emergency lock pick. 
 

JAZZ laughs triumphantly at PETE’s 
forethought.  

 
      PETE 
(realizing the wallet’s gone) …Hold on. …Hold up, it’s got to be 
around here somewhere. Have you seen a brown leather--oh God. OH 
GOD! 
 
      PETE/JAZZ 
NOOO! 
 

They struggle fruitlessly to get out of 
the chest. They cry out for Toby’s 
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return. TOBY is long gone to Jamaica 
with SAMMIE and their money. 

 
Lights down. 

 
     END OF PLAY.  


