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A desert highway on a cloudless day. Morning. A man (copycat) with 
a knapsack is hitchhiking. He is trying, and failing to hail a passing car 
(there simply are none to be seen). He is getting a sunburn. Realizing 
this, he observes the sun’s position while shielding his eyes, then opens the 
knapsack and rummages through it. It takes him sometime to realize he 
can not find what he wants.
He searches a bit more.
copycat. Nothing. Who doesn’t pack a baseball cap? It’s the 

desert. It’s the desert out here!
He finds a pair of aviator sunglasses. The still have a tag on them. He 
rips it off and puts them on.

copycat. Jeepers creepers. Jeepers. Jeepers creepers.
He removes a can of beer from the bag, opens it, and begins to pace. He 
leaves the knapsack on the ground.

copycat. Well, at least you were prepared for something, buddy 
boy. Not your fault you don’t like baseball.
He stands on his toes looking for traffic. Nothing. He tries to conjure a 
passerby with a large magical gesture of his thumb. Magic doesn’t work.

copycat. What am I doing with my life?
He sits down in the middle of the road. He sips beer. Looking up he 
stares at the sky.
Staring. Staring. Still staring.
Enter another man (dark handsome), unnoticed. He is very 
sharply dressed, carrying nothing. His shirt is untucked. This new man  
is a rugged man.

dark handsome. (looking at the sky) Pretty big, isn’t it?
copycat. (startled) Jeepers! Wow! Excu- What? Pretty big. Hi.
dark handsome. Pretty big.
copycat. Hi.

Standing up, copycat looks dark handsome up and down.

copycat. Hitchhiking?
dark handsome. Is that what you’re doing?
copycat. No luck.
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dark handsome. It’s the signs.
copycat looks around. He sees no sign.

dark handsome. Hitching a ride out here – that’s a full time 
job. There are signs, they say, “Don’t slow down unless you have 
got an emergency.”

copycat. Oh. Oh yeah. Pretty terrible if you ask me. Pretty 
terrible. Think about that: you’ve got an emergency so you slow 
down and stop – then you need help but there are these signs 
everywhere telling everyone else not to. Might as well say, “Hope 
you like the desert because it’s your home now, you slow and 
unprepared fool.”

dark handsome. It is good advice.
copycat. Where are you going to? Or, I mean, coming from? My 

car just broke the heck down about, oh, five miles... South? 
(looking at the sun) 

South-west? 
(pointing)

That way. 
dark handsome. Ninety-seven Accord? 
copycat. Yes. Actually. 
dark handsome. What happened?
copycat. Transmission’s been giving me the ol’ punch-in-the-

mouth. Practically fell out. I’m no good at driving standard. Plus 
– look at this place: it’s a car commercial if I ever saw one. Right? 
Pretty much. So I figured I’d pretend I was part of one. 

Do the ol’ test-drive to Moby music. You know? There’s that car 
commercial with that Moby song? I turned it up real loud and 
just went crazy I guess. Trying to accelerate as fast as I could. 
Not a good decision, but I can’t resist an opportunity like that. 
A car commercial is the absolute ideal of driving, as an image. 
You just don’t get to be a part of that in real life. Lucky I’m alive. 
The speed I was going, the tranny could’ve exploded and gears 
could’ve blew up all the way through my butt and into my brain. 
Joking. Obviously. That’s not how cars work. Anyway, that was...
(looking at wrist) 

Five hours ago? I don’t have a watch.
dark handsome. It’s for the best. 
copycat. You’re probably right about that.

copycat offers dark handsome a sip of beer.
copycat. Wait. What am I thinking.

copycat goes back to the knapsack.
copycat. Want a whole one? You’d be surprised. I figured they’d 

be all warm or even hot by now, but I guess technology makes 
beer cold for much longer these days. Don’t ask me how. I’m not 
a scientist.

dark handsome. I don’t really want one.
copycat. No? Huh. Okay. I thought about quitting drinking. 

One time. Not like I’m an alcoholic. I’m not. I’ve got an addictive 
personality, you know? So I thought it would be proactive of me 
to just cut it all the way out before it got to be a big deal. The 
thing is that it’s really hard to stop drinking if you aren’t addicted 
to it in the first place. It’s not a problem so what’s to fix? Sorry. 
I’m going on and on and on. Not a drinker.

dark handsome. I haven’t had a drop since Clinton was  
impeached.

copycat. Wow. That was... Jeepers. I was just a little guy. How’d 
you do it? It’s hard right?

dark handsome. Drinking is something you do. I stopped 
doing it.
copycat. When you put it that way. Sheesh. 

(toasting)
Congratulations.
COPYCAT drinks down the rest of his can. He looks out into  
the desert.

dark handsome. Bad luck.
They watch the desert. COPYCAT throws the can into the wasteland.

copycat. Bad luck.
More desert watching.
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copycat. Where did you say you were headed?
dark handsome. I didn’t. I’m heading that way.

dark handsome points. 
copycat. How about that. 
dark handsome. You?
copycat. The whole other direction. Huh. But I guess I’ll take 

whatever comes first. I’m flying from now on anyway. No more 
driving. No way Jose. That way’s the way I’m from. I’ll go back 
though. If the opportunity presents itself, I mean. Then I’ll fly 
where I’m going.

dark handsome. Well, I won’t lie. I won’t be doing the same 
thing. If a car comes going your way.

copycat. Don’t know that’s so smart.
dark handsome. I’m not going that way. I’m not going back to 

where I’m from.
copycat. Sheesh. You grow up back there then? I get that. 

Nothing worse than home, am I right? But seriously: if I were 
you I’d take any chance I get to go away from here. This place. 
Well. You read the papers?

dark handsome. No.
copycat. Unbelievable, I know. I know. It’s true though. In the 

paper it’s speculation, but they’re right. It’s not official because 
the police don’t want that on their hands. You know? A maniac 
on the highway.

dark handsome. Can’t say I do. 
copycat. Oh boy. Oh no. The you don’t know the big deal. There’s 

a serial killer out here.
dark handsome. A maniac.
copycat. Preying on motorists who pick up hitchhikers. Yeah. 

Yeah. Not telling stories here. Real life serial killer. 
dark handsome. But it is not official.
copycat. They aren’t connecting the dots. They don’t want to see 

the big picture. But, I mean, they’ve just got to look at the details 
a bit harder, you know? It’s all there. All of it. 

dark handsome. In the details.
copycat.  Yeah. Yeah. There are very specific similarities that  

just match too well. And then the parts that don’t add-up too. 
The bigger details that almost feel like a lie or a cover up or  
a quick fix.

dark handsome. They don’t add up.
copycat. In a way that makes it add up even more. Believe me. 

I know how these things work. Come on. I’ll show you. Ask me 
about JFK. Ask me who was behind it all. 

dark handsome. Who.
copycat. George Bush. Not the dumb one. The Nineties Bush 

who was on The Simpsons. Actually, I obviously can’t confirm it 
yet, but I think he was the second gunman. So it was him and 
Lee Harvey Osswald. You know Bush was the boss of the CIA at 
the time? Yeah. Powerful guy. And it was him that did it. Anyway, 
I’m good at solving these puzzles. I’ve got a good attention to 
detail and I know when puzzle pieces don’t fit in with the picture 
on the box.

dark handsome. Huh.
copycat. I’m not crazy. You don’t have to believe me, but I’m not 

crazy. I suggest you get out of here as soon as you can. Just like 
me. Go back if you have to and try all over again. You don’t want 
to end up like those bodies. No way Jose.

dark handsome. I’m not too worried.
copycat. Fourteen bodies. One-four. All stuffed in the trunks of 

their cars, driven out into the desert, and left to melt in the heat. 
All because they stopped to help.

dark handsome.  Well, I’d say that it’s a good thing I’m the one 
asking for help, not giving it out.
dark handsome laughs at his observation.

dark handsome.  What? It’s dark. But it’s funny. It is.
copycat. Well, I don’t know.
dark handsome. If this is a serial killer then we’ll be safe if he’s 

preying on motorists. We aren’t motorists. Anymore. Aren’t these 
types of people really perverted when it comes to how they do it? 
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It’s all about symbols. He won’t be able to do it.
copycat. I don’t know. I mean, maybe. But the murders aren’t 

all so exactly the same. You know, like, the first ones were. They 
were all exact: naked bodies, bound in electrical tape, sorry, 
triple-bound and gagged, eyes missing. But then it sort of started 
to change a bit. Just a little, but after fourteen it started to get 
so strange. The eyes on victim thirteen aren’t even missing. Not 
the whole things at least. What he did was, I guess he traces 
around the black outline of the iris on the cornea and removed 
all the colour but left the actual ball itself. This guy can change. 
Is changing. Might not need cars anymore. Maybe never did. 
Maybe that’s just the easiest way to get a body.

dark handsome. (laughing) Well there’s two of us. One of him. 
Or her. We’ll be alright.

copycat. But I was saying we should both go in whatever 
direction the first car that comes is going in. I’d feel bad leaving a 
fellow human being out here in the desert with a monster. 

dark handsome. Hm. Well. Live free.
copycat. That’s upsetting. You think I’m nuts.
dark handsome. I’m just surprised there haven’t been any cars 

yet. Except yours. Your ninety-seven Accord. You like Hondas?
copycat. Japan makes good cars. And in Nineteen-ninety-seven 

the Accord was the best car ever.
Silence.

copycat. But what are the odds do you think? Pretty small, right? 
I mean, how big is this highway?
dark handsome (waits for the answer)

dark handsome. Do you really want me to answer that? I don’t 
know. All roads are connected. Where does a highway start? I’m 
not trying to be philosophical.

copycat. Two-hundred and seventy-three point seven miles 
according to a two-thousand and eight

dark handsome. Well, I don’t know about roads.
copycat. It’s about numbers though. Think about that number. 

Pretty huge. And that’s on its own when all you’re talking about 

is miles. But then how many miles you think the average you or 
me is?
Silence.

dark handsome. I don’t know.
copycat. Point zero, zero, zero, zero five with your arms stretched 

out. Yeah. I’d say that’s pretty small. Yeah. 
dark handsome. What are you saying?
copycat. We’re really darn lucky we found eachother out here. 

There could have been a lot of space between us. Just thinking 
about those numbers in comparison with our size. Jeepers 
creepers. A: it makes you feel small. B: Just wow. It’s a miracle if 
you believe in God.

dark handsome. Think this is a miracle?
copycat. Well, I don’t know. If miracles have to be good – do you 

think that’s important? If they’ve gotta be good then I think I 
need to know how this turns out. Not to qualify the situation or 
judge God or say anything negative about you – though, I mean, 
honestly I don’t know you at all – I’m just saying: there is a serial 
killer out here and if he gets both of us and we get our eyeballs 
traced out with knives, that’s not a miraculous situation. You 
know what I’m saying? Now, on the other hand, if a car comes 
and the driver feels safe that there’s two of us and that’s why and 
how we get out of here, I’d call that a miracle. Or if we get into 
a situation – an “Alive” situation: you know, the movie with the 
cannibals and the soccer – then it’s a sad miracle. Not that I’d eat 
you. And I’m not saying you’d eat me. I’m just saying: for that guy 
who had to eat all his co-workers to survive, it’s a sort of miracle 
that there were enough dead guys to eat so he could survive. 
I guess there’s a thing: personal miracles. Poor guy though. I 
wonder what he’s like now. You think he still plays soccer?

dark handsome. I watch baseball.
copycat. Oh! Oh! Yeah. We’ll get along. What about those odds? 
Me too. Baseball. Yeah. Not going to have a cannibal situation in 
baseball though. Joe DiMaggio. Hey?
dark handsome. Are you asking me if he’s a cannibal? He isn’t.
copycat. You’re a pretty funny guy. I mean: Joe DiMaggio, 
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though. Great player. Great with a capital “G.”
dark handsome. That’s what I hear. I don’t know him personally.
copycat. But he had to be. We don’t get people like that 

anymore. So Great, he was. He was a guy everybody knew, 
and everybody loved, and you just don’t get that in sports, Not 
anymore. People nowadays only care about A: celebrities that 
don’t do anything but get married; and B: old dead guys like Joe 
DiMaggio. People get famous for nothing else these days.

dark handsome. That may be true. It’s very difficult to not be 
looked at.

copycat. You think so? For example: this serial killer out here with 
us – he’s doing something. He’s doing something. Something big 
that matters. And he or she is getting ignored. I mean: it’s morose 
but people should be playing attention and aren’t.

dark handsome. I watch baseball to see a careful machine operate.
copycat. Yeah. A careful machine. Yeah.
dark handsome. Baseball has a very well laid out system and it 

is easy to see all of the parts. A baseball diamond is like a clock 
when the face has been taken off and the insides are exposed. 
The gears. Every now and again the machine is acted upon by 
an outside force and it corrects itself. I like seeing, in real time, a 
machine working out a kink in its gears.

copycat. Yeah. Yeah, I get that, but other guys don’t get that 
though. Maybe Joe did. But now? Today? People are dumb today. 
They aren’t Great.

dark handsome. Nobody ever understands the part they play. 
Bees are brainless but the hive survives.

copycat. I’m going to have another beer.
copycat cracks another cold one. They are silent as he sips.

dark handsome. You aren’t worried about dehydration.
copycat. Beer is mostly – It’s mostly water. I figure, it’s a hot day, 

I’m in a desert: drink what you’ve got. Plus this beer is still real 
cold. These cans... Wow-wee. Technology.

dark handsome. Alcohol dehydrates you. It makes you urinate 
and you lose water.

copycat. I saw on Survivor Man how to turn pee into 
laboratory-style distilled water for drinking. This is practically 
water ingredients. And some one will come and stop, because 
I have beer – because people who brought beer are never the 
murderers – and we’ll get a ride. This is practically responsible.

dark handsome. You shouldn’t do that. You should stop 
drinking that.

copycat. You ever think about drinking pee? Your own. 
Obviously. It’s sterile, you know? It’s fine. You don’t even need to 
distill it the way I know how. 

dark handsome. That’s disgusting. That’s abhorrent. 
copycat. I didn’t do it ever. 
dark handsome. Filthy.
copycat. Just thought: what would you do to live? Drinking pee 

is pretty low on my list of things I won’t do to survive. I’d rather 
drink pee than lose an eye. Or cut off my own arm like James 
Franco. Or lose my dink all together. What’s drinking stinky 
water in comparison to being deformed?

dark handsome. Dignity. Just – Just – you’re being watched and 
you want to be seen like that? Like – like an animal. Just.

copycat. Didn’t mean to get you all worked up like that. Didn’t- 
um – wow. You sure you don’t want one of these guys? Oh. Right. 
You’re an alcoholic. Sorry. Quick memory. You’ve got to learn to 
relax though. 

dark handsome. There is a killer.
copycat. Can’t get worked up over a situation you’re stuck in. 

That’s what I tell them. People. Can’t change your circumstances 
in the present, you can only fix the way they make you feel. It’s 
only ever your own fault; where you end up.

dark handsome. You talk to a lot of people. 
copycat. What is it you do? 
dark handsome. Insurance. 
copycat. I don’t know anything about you. 
dark handsome. I’m in insurance. I like baseball. I like cars.



12 13

a play by peter counter– The Beehive –

copycat. You don’t want to get out of here as badly as I do, but 
you aren’t prepared to drink your own pee to survive. Unprepared. 
Uncommitted?

dark handsome. You don’t know anything about me. 
copycat. You’re right. Here comes a car. 
dark handsome. What? 
copycat. A Winnebago.
dark handsome. What?
copycat. It’s going our direction. Lucky you. No pee drinking for 

you... Nope. Here.
copycat sticks out his thumb.

copycat. I got this one.
copycat chugs the rest of his beer. dark handsome punches him 
in the stomach. copycat sprays beer from his mouth all over dark 
handsome. copycat falls over. He crawls toward the knapsack 
and grabs it as dark handsome approaches from behind. The RV 
can be heard, getting closer, accelerating. copycat grabs the bag as 
dark handsome grabs his ankle. In one movement copycat rolls 
over as dark handsome pulls him closer and unloads an entire 
cannister of bear-spray into his attacker’s face.
dark handsome  screams and flails about, holding his eyes. The 
RV passes and copycat  kicks the hobbling dark handsome 
in the head.
Finally, with dark handsome rolling about on the ground, dazed, 
copycat removes from the bag: a handful of rolls of electrical tape.

end.

part two

“Mutilation”
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Nighttime in the desert. dark handsome is bound in electrical tape. 
copycat has dragged him far from the road. dark handsome can’t 
move, but his not gagged.
copycat. You circumcised? Don’t worry. It’s fine. I am though. 

Messed up, right? Messed up. Just – Can you imagine? Some 
old guy cutting your dink and then skinning it? Skinning. Alive. 
Oh – Just – Oh. Bad enough to think about. You know, it used 
to be – and still is, even – that the Jew who did it had to suck the 
skin off with his mouth. That still happens in New York. New 
York, even. Some old guy – like a real from-TV Jew – cuts your 
dink with a knife and then he does oral sex to take it off. That’s 
legal, even. Can you believe it? I always thought my dink was 
the same as every bodies’. But then one day when I was at my 
cousin’s I saw his dink when he was changing – I was may be six 
and we were going swimming – and it was all just like a maggot 
or a glove with a finger in it. That was the first time I ever felt 
different, you know. When I grew up I confronted my dad about 
it. I said: “Why did you do that to me? Why did you mutilate 
me so I can’t probably feel sex? I am a mutilate because of you.” 
Right to his face. I wrote it down even, and sent a letter to him 
after, too. Because sometimes in real life I think I don’t get my 
point across with talking. Anyway. I was just wondering how 
similar we actually are. You know? Given this situation.
dark handsome does not answer.

copycat. Think there’s coyotes out here? Once When I was a 
little guy, my uncle showed me a cow that was frozen in ice near 
a lake. It was hollowed out because coyotes ate all of its insides. It 
was really strange, I remember, because I had – or, my mom – My 
mom had a cow shaped cookie jar.
What the coyotes did was: they found this cow stuck in the ice and 
ate into its butt, which is pretty smart if you ask me – like when you 
get a CD and it’s shrink wrapped and you kind of feel around for 
a tiny hole to open up. And they eat right into the cows butt. The 
crawl inside and just keep eating it. My uncle told me that cow is 
always alive when this happens. Then I asked him if the coyotes slept 
inside the cow. Like Luke Skywalker. He didn’t answer me. But after 
that, all I could think about was: if I could sleep inside my mom’s 
cookie jar I would do that every night.
Silence.
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copycat. If you aren’t going to say anything the rest of this is 
going to be really weird.
Silence.

copycat. It’s already weird enough without a car. I really wish – I 
really wish we had a car. Jeepers. I was thinking about getting 
the Accord. It’s a long walk though. And it’s not the same. Do 
you even have a car? See: I figured you wouldn’t for a couple of 
reasons. Do you though?
Silence.

copycat. See, the first reason is you’re probably from prison. So 
if you’ve got a car the government’s got it. The second reason 
is this: I think you like carts too much to have a car. I’m right 
about that. Right? I find out about a guy like you and here’s what 
I think: This guy loves cars. And all of them too. Just the basic 
mechanics. An engine on four wheels. You know? Vans, trucks 
too: motorized vehicles. So obviously the question then is: How 
does a guy like you choose? It’s a big investment and you can’t 
have every one. Not unless you’re Jay Leno. I mean, that’s why 
I don’t have a car. So I guess that’s actually the third reason I 
figured you wouldn’t have a car: we’re the same and that’s why I 
don’t have a car.
dark handsome starts to laugh.

copycat. I know. It’s shocking. Right? I’ve always been really 
good at reading people. On account of the fact that people are 
just puzzles and like I said before: I’m really good at putting all 
the pieces together. Just like you.

dark handsome. I drive a Volkswagon Rabbit. I bought it just 
before Nine-Eleven. It is my favourite car.

copycat. It’s not worth lying about. It’s not going to change 
anything. Don’t get worked up over the situation you’re in. 
You can’t change the circumstances in the present. You can 
only change the way they make you feel. That’s what I say to 
everybody. We can be happy right now, even.

dark handsome. It’s white. It has just over twenty-thousand 
miles on it.

copycat. That’s funny. I’m funny too. But really: white rabbit? 
Come on. I’m not about to believeyou on that. And you know 

that. It’s an obvious trick. I would have done it probably, too. 
But still. No way Jose. Listen: I’m not a new guy at this. Alright? 
I’ve done this before so you should know there’s no way out. 
Everybody tries to get out.

dark handsome. You’re crazy. 
copycat. I’m – 
dark handsome. You don’t know what you’re talking about.
copycat. I –
dark handsome. You don’t know what you’re talking about. You 

don’t know what you’re talking about and you don’t know what 
you’re doing. You don’t know anything and you are not in control. 
You are weak. You are weak and that is why you are consumed. 
That is why you are broken and that is why you will be destroyed.

copycat. You mean killed. 
dark handsome. Destroyed. You will be destroyed.
copycat. No. Killed. You mean “kill” when you say “destroy.” 

That’s definitely what you mean. You don’t know the whole 
scenario. Like I said before – remember? I’m a guy who sees 
certain details and puts the pieces together. That’s what I always 
do. See – I knew you were out here. I knew it. And eventually I 
knew I would find you. Just like I knew about Bush and Kennedy. 
Just like I know about nine-eleven. Just like I know about China. 
I know about you.

dark handsome. You know nothing. You will be destroyed.
copycat. Tell me how. 
dark handsome. You will let me.
copycat. I would expect you to try harder than that. That 

disappoints me. You. You: the Highway Eye Collector. Are you 
just going to ask me to let you and then... What? Why? Why 
would I let you? Because you’re handsome? It is a sex thing for 
you isn’t it? Ew. but I guess I can deal with that.

dark handsome. Shut up. 
copycat. Then why?
dark handsome. I will destroy you. You will want to be 

destroyed. If I don’t destroy you I will be destroyed.
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copycat. That is very self-aware.
dark handsome. I will perish in flames and have my bowels 

ripped from me by carrion birds under a desert sun.
copycat. I’m not gonna set you on fire. We’ve never set anyone 

on fire.
dark handsome. You will never do anything to me.
copycat. Wrong. I’m gonna destroy you. Know why? Mary and 

Marshal Presley. Your third and fourth victims. Those were my 
parents. They had a child. One out of six attempts. My brothers 
and sisters were still-born but I survived. That’s me: the survivor. 
I grew up knowing the whole time that I lived for a reason. I was 
the boy who lived for a reason. And when I figured out you killed 
my parents I knew what that reason was. I lived so that I can 
avenge them of their killer. The reason was to hunt you down and 
find you and destroy you: the monster that killed the people who 
tried so hard and lost everything to create me. I would make you 
fear the name and vengeance and retribution of your maker: me, 
their son: Elvis Presley.
Pause. Silence.

copycat. (laughing) I’m just joshing you. That’s not me. I’m not. 
I’m not Elvis Presley. That’s not what I am. Could you imagine? 
If I wasn’t joshing you? How frustrating that would be? Some 
dork you orphaned coming all the way out here to hunt you 
down for revenge like Uma Thermon? That would be the worst 
scenario. And the worst part would be the corny name pun. Or, 
I guess it’s not a pun. But could you imagine? If little orphan 
Elvis got you like this? Not that he’s a real guy or anything. But – 
Here’s what I’m talking about: 
(postures) 
Guys like us, like you and me, obviously we’re bigger than 
everybody else. And then for one of the little ones, who doesn’t 
even understand us, or what it could possibly mean to do what 
we do and come threaten us with death? Laughable. At best. But 
I think this too – obviously – and we agree on this: chaos exists. 
And for the big guys to end up facing death at the hands of the 
little guys just because of chaos. That’s ironic, I’m pretty sure. 
(re-postures) 

I’m not making any sense. I ought to write this down and make 
sure I get it right. Anyway. You knew, though, that I was joshing. 
Those aren’t even their names: numbers three and four. Three and 
Four weren’t even married, you know that? I mean, pretty much 
they were. They lived together and they fought a lot, and they had 
probably a lot of sex. They watched a lot of television. A lot. They 
lived in Minneapolis and they had one of those boxes you get on 
your TV so the networks know what you’re watching all the time. 
Tom was near-sighted. Tom was his name.
Tom was number – well, actually, that’s pretty much the only 
thing I don’t know about Tom. Did you kill him first? Or did 
you kill Dianne? I don’t think that information was ever released. 
You’re definitely the only person who knows that.
dark handsome is silent.

copycat. Hey? Did you kill Tom first? Was he victim number 
three? Hey? You understand the question.
Silence. 
copycat goes to the back pack and cracks open another beer. He sits 
down on the ground. He sips it.

copycat. Ug. Not cold. Not anymore. Bound to happen. 
Technology is still limited. No “forever-cold-can.” Not yet.
(pause)
So? 
(pause)
You going to answer the question?

dark handsome. No.
copycat stands up. He grabs dark handsome’s nose with his 
free hand. He puts the open can of beer to dark handsome’s mouth 
and holds it there. dark handsome struggles as if he is drowning. 
copycat holds it still.
dark handsome gives up and chokes the beer down.
copycat releases dark handsome’s nose and walks away. dark 
handsome tries to purge but can only gag and cough.
copycat opens another beer from the bag.
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copycat. I really dislike warm beer. It reminds me of pee. Not 
that I’ve ever had to drink pee. But like I said: I know how to if it 
comes to that.

dark handsome. (gagging) No. No. No.
copycat. So, anyway. The little details. That’s all I’m missing. I 

just need to know if Tom died first or if it was Dianne. I’ll figure 
the rest out by using process of elimination. 

dark handsome. No. No.
copycat. Hey. Calm down, okay? Jeepers. You really are an 

alcoholic. Here, I’ll make it easy: when I say Tom, you say the 
number he was. Tom... 

dark handsome. What do you want?
copycat. NO. NO. I can’t make this anymore clear than I already 

have. And I know I’m being clear. I am being as clear as – as – as 
windshield wiper fluid. Why are you such a disappointment? 
All I need to know is which number was Tom? You’ve got to 
know who I’m talking about. You have got to know who Tom 
is. Tom! Driving with Dianne Atkins. He had contact lenses 
for his nearsightedness he got in March because he’s always so 
late to the party on technical innovations. Did you notice that? 
Did you/ did you notice his phone? He wasn’t aware since he 
was pretty much just a dumbo-version of Ted Kazinski, but his 
phone was so old that as of this coming Friday he would have 
lost connectivity completely. But he doesn’t check his e-mail. 
So how would he know the people keeping track of all his sad 
little things were trying to save him from a life of being so 
pathetic? Technophobe Tom. That’s what I call him. Of his last 
five letters to the editor of his local daily newspaper he mentions 
the internet seven times, but he calls it “the web” and puts it in 
quotation marks. Two of those times he used it in a prejorative 
sense. He also used the word prejorative in every letter like he 
just learned what it meant. He was trying to discredit a columnist 
who regularly uses onomatopoeia in her articles. He was trying 
to get her fired but clearly came off as a little bonkers. That is the 
Tom I mean. That Tom. He had eczema on his chest. It was near 
his nipples. That guy. All I need to know is if that guy was the 
third person you killed.

dark handsome. I didn’t kill anyone.

copycat. We are beyond that game! Do not start that game!
dark handsome. I didn’t kill anyone. 
copycat. How else do I have to fucking say it?

copycat chokes on the swear word.
dark handsome. I didn’t kill anyone.
copycat. Why would you lie? Why would you lie to me?
dark handsome. I locked them in their trunks. All of them. I 

drove them out into the desert and I slept in the front seat. That 
is the only way I did anything. That is all I have done. That is 
how I have avoided the eyes. That is how I can not be looked at. 
Always. Always we are watched and that is how I stop it.

copycat. Why would you do that? Why would you do it so that 
you don’t know? You said. You said you like a careful machine! 
That is not careful. That is not – 

dark handsome. Stop looking at me.
copycat. You must have heard the difference in their struggling. 

You must have heard one go first.
dark handsome. Stop looking at me.
copycat. Who was it?
dark handsome. Nothing knows. Nothing could watch and it 

was serene. I could sleep. And I slept. Stop looking.
copycat. This is uncomfortable. This is very uncomfortable. I am 

uncomfortable.
dark handsome. Now. We are being watched now and it is 

because of you.
copycat. I am very uncomfortable.
dark handsome. This is too easy to watch. Let me get it to stop, 

just let me stop it.
copycat dumps out the contents of the backpack and frantically 
grabs a pen and a victim’s day planner. He sits very still and  
scribbles desperately.

dark handsome. You need to let me. I can do it and – listen. 
Will you just listen. You need to let me make it stop. Please. You 
don’t get it. It watches us all the time no matter where we are and 
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it evaluates us like an inventory of various perfections and I have 
already failed. I need it to go away. I need it to look away so that 
it stops. I can’t be judged. Please. Please – you can let me go and I 
can do this and you can go away. Just leave. Leave so that nothing 
can see me. I am not good and it needs to forget about me or fear 
me or – I cannot meet what waits for me behind those great eyes. 
Please. Please.
copycat is still writing.

dark handsome. They were all good and that is all that matters. 
None of them deserved it and I was tortured too in knowing this. 
But It killed them. It killed them, not me. That’s why I was safe.
copycat just writes and writes.

dark handsome. You are safe. I am telling you that you are safe. 
Just et me go so that it can forget me. It has to stop watching or 
it’s over. Stop it. You aren’t good. It will watch if you aren’t good. 
It means you’re safe so. So. Stop it. Stop it. Stop it.
copycat finishes writing and stands up, day planner held so that he 
can read it in the moonlight.

copycat. (reading) Dear The Man I Have Bound In Electrical 
Tape Who Has Murdered Twelve People: I am a person who 
knows all of the details. I need to know the order in which our 
victims perished. This new revelation, or I hope lie, that you in 
fact did not actively kill these little people profoundly disturbs 
me. How am I to continue forward with our agenda after 
you are gone if I don’t know the details of our resume? I am 
made very uncomfortable and will not be able to continue our 
work in any sort of authentic manner if you are in fact not a 
murderer but a filthy and wasteful animal instead. I know that 
the You that I think you are would approve of my forthcoming 
actions in the case that you are as disappointing to me as you 
claim. Please, for the sake of our legacy, tell me if you truly 
do not know the order in which Tom Kentland and Dianne 
Atkins were killed. Sincerely, the man who will be cleaning up 
your mess of an identity.
copycat presents himself.

copycat. Not that I mean to offend you. Wow. That sure feels 
better though. Does it make more sense now? It always makes 

more sense to people when I write things down. 
dark handsome. Why do you watch me like this? 
copycat. What do you mean? 
dark handsome. Why me? 
copycat. That’s a dumb question.
dark handsome. Why me?
copycat. I thought you were perfect. I wanted to be you. Now 

I’m not sure. Now maybe it’s the other way around… Will you 
please answer my question?

dark handsome. You haven’t watched me the right way. This 
whole time. You didn’t have the right context. You didn’t –
copycat. How can you say that?
dark handsome. I am changed. I am not who I was. I am 

repentant like I was taught to be. All it has for us is judgement. 
It doesn’t care who we are. It cares who we were. We can’t change 
its mind and that is why I am here.

copycat. You’re being too vague. When you say ‘It” you mean what?
dark handsome. I mean It. It used to be God. But that is not 

it. It is not God. You can’t see it. You can’t know it. You make all 
for these mistakes and you’re bringing him here. Of all the places. 
And It sees you and It hears you and you just undo all of my 
work. Undo all I’ve done,

copycat. God? Not to hit the nail on the flat part or anything, but: 
God? That’s not real. All there is: it’s you and me. That’s all there is. 
Maybe coyotes. And a bunch of cars filled with my victims.

dark handsome. No. You’re wrong. 
copycat. This has been upsetting. 
dark handsome. It’s still watching.
copycat. So I guess that’s the deal then: you’re bonkers. That’s it. 

We aren’t the same. I guess it’s not a big deal. I’ll change it. I kind 
of need to, now that you think about it. Even just the idea that 
you would do all of that. All of that glorious work just to – to 
be crazy? I don’t know. That’s pretty disgusting. And now I need 
to make it up. And now it has to be less real. Now I have to act 
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like I know something I don’t and I never do that. You’re going 
to turn me into a liar when I all I wanted was to be like you. The 
you I saw in the papers, obviously, not the you on the ground.

dark handsome. What are you doing? You’re making a mistake.
copycat gags dark handsome with electrical tape. He looks 
through the spilt contents of the backpack. Then he checks his pockets. 
Repeats these actions, then realizes somet hing.
He goes over to dark handsome and searches his body. He finds 
dark handsome’s murder weapon.

copycat. I’m a person. You know. I have a life. You know that? 
You know: there are more people in this world than just you. Ever 
think about that? Did you ever think: maybe whatever is watching 
me might be watching me for a reason? Did you ever think maybe 
you should impress it? Maybe all this work you’ve been doing was 
important? To “It”? It was to me. Even if it wasn’t to you, it was to 
me. And for you to not care about the details.
copycat examines dark handsome’s murder weapon.

copycat. I don’t even want to use this one. I’m gonna use mine. I 
think I left it in the Accord.
Muffled whimper from dark handsome.

copycat. I’ll be back. Don’t worry. Nobody is watching.  
Nobody cares.

Exit copycat.

end.


