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by Patrick Gabridge 

MUSIC: DRAMATIC INTO MUSIC

SOUND: WIND HOWLING

SOUND: PACING

HICKEY:  Shut up, Simon. 

SIMON:  All right.  All right.  Boy, you sure are— 

HICKEY:  Don’t.  Don’t say it. 

SIMON:  What? 

HICKEY:  I don’t wanna hear the word “cranky” again. 

SIMON:  Okay.  (beat)  You haven’t been doing this very long, have you? 

HICKEY:  Doin’ what? 

SIMON:  This wilderness guide stuff.  I mean, you seem like a rugged sort of guy, 

but forgetting half the food.  Inexperience, right? 

HICKEY:  Right. 

SIMON:  And normally, guides are a little more polite, I think. 

HICKEY:  Shut up.  Do you have to talk every second of every day? 

SIMON:  I’m sorry.  I know I can be annoying. 

HICKEY:  No kidding. 

SIMON:  But if I don’t keep talking, all I can think about is the fact that we 

haven’t eaten in two days. 

HICKEY:  Thanks for reminding me. 
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SIMON:  You’re right.  You’re right.  Let’s talk about something else.  Want to 

see the pictures of my family again? 

HICKEY:  No. 

SIMON:  I think my little Sarah would really like you. 

HICKEY:  I don’t think so. 

SIMON:  She can find the best in anyone 

HICKEY:  Great.  That’s great.  Can we just have a minute of silence?  Would that 

be too much to ask? 

SIMON:  (beat)  It’s cold in here. 

HICKEY:  Yeah, well, it’s a helluva lot colder outside. 

SIMON:  I’m cold. 

HICKEY:  Put another log on the fire. 

SOUND: LOG GOES ON THE FIRE, SPARKS FLY.

SIMON:  Where is she? 

HICKEY:  She’ll be here. 

SIMON:  It’s a blizzard out there, Hickey.  How is she going to find us? 

HICKEY:  She’ll find us. 

SOUND:  THE WIND

SOUND: THE CRACKLING FIRE

SIMON:  What if she doesn’t? 

HICKEY:  Then we’ve got a problem.  Just stop worryin’.

SIMON:  How can I help it?  We don’t have any food. 

SOUND: A WOLF HOWLS.
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HICKEY:  There’s some. 

SIMON:  You’re going to kill it with your bare hands? 

HICKEY:  Remind me about the ammunition again, and I’ll kill you with my bare 

hands. 

SIMON:  Sorry.  Don’t get so excited. 

HICKEY:  Just shut up. 

SIMON:  (beat)  Do we have any more blankets? 

HICKEY:  You’re wearing all five of them. 

SIMON:  Are you cold? 

HICKEY:  No. 

SIMON:  I wish we weren’t out of coffee. 

HICKEY:  Yeah.  I get a little tense when I don’t get my coffee. 

SIMON:  Oh. 

HICKEY:  Hear that? 

SIMON:  All I hear is the blizzard. 

SOUND: A SNOWMOBILE DRIVES UP IN FRONT OF THE CABIN.

SIMON:  It’s her!  It’s her!  We’re saved!  We’re saved! 

HICKEY:  Get offa me. 

SIMON:  We’re not going to die!  We’re not going to die! 

SOUND: THE DOOR OPENS

SOUND: WIND

SOUND: FOOTSTEPS

SOUND: THE DOOR SHUTS
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ROSE:  What the hell? 

SIMON:  Thank god you’re here.  You saved us. 

ROSE:  Hickey. 

HICKEY:  Hello, Rose. 

SIMON:  Did you bring food?  Our snowmobile broke down.  We haven’t eaten in 

two days.  I swear Hickey’s been looking at me just like you’d look at a 

nice, juicy steak. 

ROSE:  There’s some grub in the saddlebags, though I expect it’s frozen.  Must 

be fifty below out there. 

SIMON:  I’ll get it. 

HICKEY:  Get some coffee, too. 

SOUND: DOOR OPENS/SHUTS

ROSE:  What happened? 

HICKEY:  Nothing. 

ROSE:  Obviously.  He’s supposed to be dead. 

HICKEY:  I forgot the bullets. 

ROSE:  I know.  I found them on the table. 

SOUND: A BOX OF BULLETS TOSSED ON A TABLE

ROSE:  Now you’ve got no more excuses. 

HICKEY:  I can’t do it, Rose.  He’s drivin’ me nuts, but I just can’t shoot him. 

ROSE:  Come on, Hickey.  It should be all the sweeter now.  The money, plus he 

drives you crazy. 

HICKEY:  It ain’t enough.  I just— 
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SOUND: THE DOOR OPEN/SHUTS

SOUND: FOOTSTEPS

SIMON:  God, it’s cold out there.  I can’t move my fingers.  How long did it take 

you to get here? 

ROSE:  About an hour. 

SIMON:  And you survived?  Who wants some spaghetti-o’s? 

HICKEY:  Me. 

ROSE:  I didn’t bring much food.  But I have enough gas to get back with one 

person.  Might as well do it while the sled’s still warm. 

SIMON:  You can only carry one? 

ROSE:  You come with me, Simon.  Hickey can stay here and try to fix the other 

snowmobile.  I brought some spare parts. 

HICKEY:  You’re gonna take care of him? 

ROSE:  Someone’s got to. 

SOUND: FOOTSTEPS

SIMON:  There’s no use bringing the gun, Rose.  Hickey forgot the bullets. 

ROSE:  I brought some.  Are you ready? 

SIMON:  Just let me pack my duffel. 

ROSE:  Hurry. 

HICKEY:  I’m sorry, Rose. 

ROSE:  I’ll take care of it. 

HICKEY:  You shouldn’t have to. 

ROSE:  I know. 
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HICKEY:  I don’t know what’s wrong.  Maybe I’m losin’ my edge. 

ROSE:  Maybe you never had it to begin with. 

SOUND: ZIPPER BEING ZIPPED

SIMON:  Okay, I’m ready.  Sorry you have to stay behind, Hickey.  Guess 

sometimes these arctic adventures don’t work out, huh?  At least you’ve 

got food now.  I’m sure Rose can come back tomorrow. 

ROSE:  I’ll be back, don’t worry. 

HICKEY:  You’d better go. 

ROSE:  Come on. 

SIMON:  Well, hey, it was fun, huh? 

HICKEY:  Right. 

SOUND: FOOTSTEPS

SOUND: DOOR OPENS/CLOSES (AND SOME WIND)

SOUND: SNOWMOBILE STARTS, DRIVES AWAY

MUSIC: INTERLUDE MUSIC

SOUND: SNOWMOBILE RETURNING

SOUND: CABIN DOOR OPENS/SHUTS (AND SOME WIND)

SOUND: ONE SET OF FOOTSTEPS

ROSE:  It’s getting colder out there. Got any coffee? 

HICKEY:  Yeah 

SOUND: COFFEE INTO MUG
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HICKEY:  Here.  (beat)  You did it? 

ROSE:  Yeah. 

HICKEY:  One shot? 

ROSE:  No. 

HICKEY:  Gave you trouble? 

ROSE:  I didn’t shoot him. 

HICKEY:  Couldn’t? 

ROSE:  Wasn’t in the mood. 

HICKEY:  Oh.  What’d you do? 

ROSE:  Elbow to the ribs. 

HICKEY:  Killed him with your elbow? 

ROSE:  Just knocked him off.  Had to hit him twice, actually.  That man had a 

tight grip. 

HICKEY:  And that’s it? 

ROSE:  It’s fifty below.  He’s frozen stiff. 

HICKEY:  You checked? 

ROSE:  It’s a blizzard out there, Hickey.  I turned around and came right back. 

HICKEY:  What was he doin’? 

ROSE:  Just standing there in the snow.  What was he supposed to do? 

HICKEY:  Maybe you shoulda shot him. 

ROSE:  Maybe you should shut up.  Besides, this way there’s no evidence. 

HICKEY:  How do we explain him being out in the middle of nowhere? 
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ROSE:  He’ll get eaten by tomorrow.  Wolves or coyotes.  Even if he doesn’t, 

we’ll just say he went hysterical and went running off into the snow. 

HICKEY:  Guess you’re right.  (beat)  How we gonna prove we killed him? 

ROSE:  Um…  I didn’t think of that. 

HICKEY:  I mean, they aren’t just gonna trust us.  People don’t give much credence 

to professional killers. 

ROSE:  Okay.  All right.  So we have to do something. 

HICKEY:  You have a camera? 

ROSE:  Not with me. 

HICKEY:  We gotta find him and get some proof.  Maybe a finger, or an ear, or 

something. 

ROSE:  You’re sick.  You know that?  A real sicko. 

HICKEY:  You killed him. 

ROSE:  Yeah, but I don’t go around cutting off people’s toes for souvenirs. 

HICKEY:  How else we gonna get the money? 

ROSE:  I don’t know. 

HICKEY:  Then let’s go. 

ROSE:  You go.  I’ll stay here. 

HICKEY:  Come on. 

ROSE:  I already went out and killed the man.  It’s your turn to do some work 

for a change. 

HICKEY:  Fine.  Fine.  I’ll go. 

SOUND: PUTS ON HIS COAT
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SOUND: FOOTSTEPS

SOUND:  DOOR OPENS

SOUND: WIND HOWLS

SOUND: DOOR CLOSES.

MUSIC: INTERLUDE MUSIC

SOUND: WIND

SOUND: DOOR SHUTS.

ROSE:  What took you so long? 

HICKEY:  Couldn’t find him. 

ROSE:  For God’s sake, can’t you do anything right? 

HICKEY:  It’s dark and snowin’ out there.  How am I supposed to find one frozen 

geek in the middle of the tundra? 

ROSE:  Lost your nerve, didn’t you? 

HICKEY:  I just couldn’t find him, Rose.  That’s all. 

ROSE:  Of all our jobs, how many times have you gotten your part right? 

HICKEY:  Almost every time. 

ROSE:  Never.  You always end up getting sick or the jitters.  How many jobs 

have we taken on?  Seven.  How many times have we collected? 

HICKEY:  They wasn’t all my fault. 

ROSE:  Twice.  We’ve collected twice.  And I killed old Sherman myself. 

HICKEY:  I lured him into the place, set it all up. 
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ROSE:  Every other time, you’re the one who was supposed to eliminate the 

target.  You always screwed up. 

HICKEY:  That ain’t true.  I killed Slater. 

ROSE:  You crashed into his car.  It cost more to replace our truck and get you 

sewn up than we made for going the damn job. 

HICKEY:  I still killed the man. 

ROSE:  You were supposed to shoot him. 

HICKEY:  So I got a little creative. 

ROSE:  Well, you’d better be a little creative now and figure out how we’re 

going to prove to our clients that we killed Simon. 

HICKEY:  I’ll think of something. 

ROSE:  If you don’t, we’ll have to go back to selling Amway. 

HICKEY:  I’m thinkin’, I’m thinkin’. 

SOUND: A KNIFE BEING SHARPENED ONA STONE.  NO OTHER SOUND 

FOR QUITE A WHILE.

ROSE:  There is a way.  I thought of it while you were gone.  It’s not pleasant, 

but it’ll work. 

HICKEY:  What? 

ROSE:  Those people want proof, but they’re squeamish. 

SOUND: THE KNIFE SOUND STOPS.

ROSE:  All we need is a finger. 

HICKEY:  Uh-huh. 

ROSE:  You look like you might have one to spare. 
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HICKEY:  Rose, you put down that knife. 

ROSE:  I’d do it myself, but my hands are so fine and delicate.  Clearly not the 

fingers of a man. 

HICKEY:  I ain’t gonna cut off my finger. 

ROSE:  Seventy thousand dollars.  Tax free. 

HICKEY:  I like my fingers. 

ROSE:  It’ll work. 

HICKEY:  The fingerprints won’t match. 

ROSE:  They won’t check. 

HICKEY:  Then why don’t we just use a hot dog or somethin’? 

ROSE:  They’ll need to see that it’s a man’s finger.  About the same size.  You 

and he are about the same size.  About the same fingers. 

HICKEY:  You are plumb off your rocker, woman, if you think I’m gonna slice off 

my own finger. 

ROSE:  I could do it for you. 

HICKEY:  That’s mighty kind, but I don’t think I’ll be needin’ the service. 

ROSE:  This is the only way.  We’ve only got until tomorrow. 

HICKEY:  Well, then we’re just not gonna get the money. 

ROSE:  I’m sick of you always screwing up our deals.  Help out for once. 

HICKEY:  You left him in the snow without getting evidence. 

ROSE:  You were supposed to kill him three days ago. 

HICKEY:  It’s not my fault we can’t find him.  I don’t see why I should…

ROSE:  (softer)  Hickey.  Hickey.  I promise I’ll make it worth your while. 
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HICKEY:  Oh, please. 

ROSE:  I know you like it when we’re close.  I know just what you like. 

HICKEY:  You think a roll in the sheets is gonna make me wanna chip my finger?  

You’re a fine woman, I’ll give you that.  I like to do it just as much as 

the next guy.  Maybe even more.  But you ain’t that amazin’ and I don’t 

like it that much anyhow. 

ROSE:  How long have we been together? 

HICKEY:  Seven years. 

ROSE:  Have I ever asked you to do anything like this? 

HICKEY:  No, and this ain’t a good time to start. 

ROSE:  Fine. 

HICKEY:  Rose, you put down that gun. 

SOUND: A PISTOL BEING COCKED

ROSE:  We’ve talked about this enough. 

HICKEY:  Now, Rose, we both know you’re not gonna shoot me. 

SOUND: A PISTOL FIRING

HICKEY:  Hey!  That was close.  What’s the matter with you? 

ROSE:  I don’t want to kill you, Hickey. 

HICKEY:  Good, then put down the gun. 

ROSE:  But you won’t be the first man I’ve killed, and you won’t be the last. 

HICKEY:  Rose.  Rose.  This is just plain ridiculous.  Let me at least go look for 

him again. 

ROSE:  You’ll never find him. 
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HICKEY:  I gotta try. 

ROSE:  Take this knife.  Real slow.  That’s it. 

HICKEY:  You’re crazy.  You know that.  You’re crazy. 

ROSE:  You can do the pinky finger on your left hand.  You don’t need it much. 

HICKEY:  The whole finger?  How about just the top section? 

ROSE:  No. 

HICKEY:  Then how ‘bout just the top two?  Leave a little somethin’. 

ROSE:  Okay.  The top two sections. 

HICKEY:  Rose, think this over. 

SOUND: GUN BEING COCKED AGAIN

HICKEY:  Can’t you give me some time to work up my nerve? 

ROSE:  The sooner the better.  You don’t want to agonize about it. 

HICKEY:  We’re finished as partners. 

ROSE:  It’s nothing personal, Hickey. 

HICKEY:  I’m very fond of my fingers. 

ROSE:  Would you rather lose an ear? 

HICKEY:  I’d rather lose nothin’ at all. 

ROSE:  Start cutting. 

HICKEY:  I need a drink first.  I know you got a flask of whiskey in your pocket. 

ROSE:  That’s for my own use. 

HICKEY:  If I’m gonna cut off my finger, the least you can do is let me have a swig 

of your whiskey. 

ROSE:  Just a sip. 
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SOUND: FLASK BEING OPENED.

SOUND: GULPING

ROSE:  Hey, hey, a sip.  You drank the whole thing, you pig. 

HICKEY:  Serves you right. 

ROSE:  I’m losing my sense of humor.  Come on, you’re stalling. 

HICKEY:  Can’t you just...  Hey, get that off my neck. 

ROSE:  I’m going to count to ten.  When I get to ten, I will pull the trigger. 

HICKEY:  You and me been through a lot together, Rose. 

ROSE:  Two. 

HICKEY:  And I think you’re making a big— 

ROSE:  Three. 

HICKEY:  --mistake here.  Maybe we could find-- 

ROSE:  Four 

HICKEY:  --another body somewheres.  I know— 

ROSE:  Five. 

HICKEY:  --the odds ain’t so good, but— 

ROSE:  Six. 

HICKEY:  Jesus, Rose, don’t make me do it. 

ROSE:  Seven. 

HICKEY:  Didn’t I look after you that time— 

ROSE:  Eight. 

HICKEY:  --you were sick and puking your— 

ROSE:  Nine. 
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HICKEY:  Didn’t I…  Damn. 

SOUND: CRUNCH OF A KNIFE THROUGH BONE

HICKEY:  Oh man.  Oh, man.  Don’t just stand there, get me somethin’.  Get me 

somethin’ to stop the bleeding.  What’s the matter with you?  Don’t just 

stare at it, it ain’t gonna walk away. 

SOUND: RUMMAGING THROUGH CABINETS

HICKEY:  String.  String.  There’s gotta be a string somewhere.  Those laces, give 

me the laces from your boots.  I gotta stop the bleeding.  Bend over 

damn you and take the laces off your boots.  That’s it.  Hurry up.  Jesus, 

I’m dripping all over the floor.  Don’t just stand there with it, tie it 

around my finger.  No, put down the gun, you idiot.  Come on, snap out 

of it, Rose.  Tie it real tight.  That’s better. 

SOUND: FOOTSTEPS

SOUND: DOOR FLIES OPEN

SOUND: WIND HOWLS.

HICKEY:  Ahhh.  That snow feels good.  Fifty below oughta take the edge off.  

Numb.  That’s all I want.  Good and numb.  Freeze those suckers right 

up. 

SOUND:  DOOR SLAMS SHUT

HICKEY:  That oughta last for a minute or two.  Get me something to drink, will 

ya?  Hello?  Rose, what the hell’s the matter with you? 

ROSE:  I made you cut off your finger. 

HICKEY:  You’re a real genius.  A real genius.  Get me somethin’ to drink. 


