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(On the stage, a distraught Wilson family appears, being held hostage in their ‘50s California 

suburban home basement.  Bill, the father, is tied to a pole, arms behind his back – defeated and 

confused.  Across from him sits his wife Marcy and daughter, Mia, arms tied behind them 

together, sitting Indian style.  Marcy is watching the gunman, confused, while Mia sobs quietly 

to herself.  A little away from them stands a man dressed in a nice suit, salt and pepper hair 

slicked back, gun in hand, pacing around the basement floor, mumbling incoherently to himself.) 

BILL 

(head down) 

If it’s money you’re wanting, I don’t have much, but you can have it all.  Just please don’t hurt 

my family.          

GUNMAN 

(chuckling sarcastically) 

An eye for an eye, Bill. 

BILL 

(confused) 

What do you mean?  I’ve never seen you before in my life. 

GUNMAN 

(smirks) 



It has been a long time, buddy.  I wouldn’t expect you to say you recognize me anyhow. (quietly 

to himself) I hardly even recognize myself anymore.  (louder, towards Bill) But after all, it has 

been twenty-two years. 

BILL 

Twenty-two years since what exactly? 

GUNMAN 

(yelling, snapping) 

You know very well what happened on May 17, 1930!  It was the day my entire world stopped, 

you coward!  You are the reason I can’t even stand my own reflection!  I haven’t been the same 

since!  

(holding his ground, he stares coldly and angrily into Bill’s eyes, then grows quiet) 

You took her from me. 

MARCY 

(shakily, now looking at Bill) 

Bill, what is he talking about?  I thought you said you didn’t know him? 

BILL 

(hurried and defensive) 

No, Marce, I told you – I’ve never seen this man before in my life! 

GUNMAN 

(quickly getting up with an angry demeanor, rushing to Bill with his gun pointed at his face) 

Now you listen here!  I am sick and tired of you playin’ the victim!  

(calming down, smirking sarcastically) 

Though I suppose you know exactly how a victim would act. 



BILL 

What exactly are you implying here? 

GUNMAN 

(laughing sarcastically) 

Oh, stop.  You know what I’m implyin’, and you know I’m not implyin’ anything that isn’t true. 

 But then again, what would you possibly know about the truth? 

(The Gunman turns away from Bill to grab a nearby bucket to sit on.  He turns so that he can see 

every one of his victims, making dead eye contact with Bill.  He then leans forward, elbows 

resting on his knees, gun held loosely in his right hand, not aimed at anyone in particular) 

Go ahead, friend.  Tell your family all about how you’ve been lyin’ to them all these years. 

BILL 

(scoffs) 

Believe me, I sincerely wish I understood what it is that is forcing you to hold me and my family 

hostage – in our own home, might I add.  I have no idea! 

GUNMAN 

Alright, buddy.  I’ll tell you why.  Actually, no, I’ll do you one better – I’ll show you why. 

(The Gunman stands from his seat and saunters over to Bill, sinister smile on his face.  He then 

chuckles a little, taunting Bill, using the barrel of his gun as a pointer as he casually points at 

Bill.  He then pulls a fresh magazine from his back pocket and loads his gun) 

Funny.  I took you and your entire family hostage with an unloaded gun.  Wish you’d known that 

now, don’t you?  

BILL 

What do you want from me? 



GUNMAN 

It’s simple, really.  You, sir, 

(Bill looks up at him expectantly, until the Gunman smiles a wicked smile, holding eye contact 

with Bill, and extends his arms out so that the loaded gun’s barrel was pointed directly at his 

shaking, crying family) 

are going to choose. 

(Bill understands now and quickly begins to plead for their lives as the Gunman makes his way 

over to Marcy and Mia) 

BILL 

Please! Take me instead! Just let them go! 

(Bill is now sobbing, fighting the restraints that hold him) 

Don’t hurt them! 

GUNMAN 

(laughing, then suddenly turning angry) 

This is the price you pay!  You took something I loved from me, so now I’m returning the favor. 

BILL 

(angry) 

Now you listen here!  I haven’t taken a darn thing from you or anyone else! I have never stolen a 

thing in my life!  Now I am sick and tired of sitting here and being made a fool by some coward 

who can’t even tell me why he is doing this!  Now put the gun away and untie us! Now! 

GUNMAN 

(mockingly) 



Tsk tsk tsk.  Oh, Bill.  I don’t think you’re in any position to be making demands here, and 

especially not with that tone. 

(he saunters over towards Bill and crouches down in front of him to be face-to-face) 

Besides, you may not have done a bad thing in your life, Bill.  But what about Leonard’s life? 

BILL 

(now looking frantic and scared) 

W-Well I don’t know who you’re talking about. 

GUNMAN 

Oh, yes you do, Bill. 

(pause) 

Leonard Thatcher. 

(Bill’s face drops as he looks over to his scared family, the look on his face in no way reassuring) 

Oh, that hit a nerve, didn’t it? 

MARCY 

I’m sorry, but who is Leonard Thatcher? 

(short pause) 

Bill? 

(Marcy looks at Bill expectantly, but Bill doesn’t say a word) 

GUNMAN 

Why, I’ll tell you who, sweetheart. 

BILL 

(through gritted teeth) 

You keep your mouth shut. 



GUNMAN 

(continues as if Bill had never said a word) 

You see, ole Leo was a man from a small city just east of Brooklyn, New York.  He was around 

twenty-four with a lot of life ahead of him – your average Joe.  Or so he seemed to be.  You see, 

ole Leo lived a secret life behind that dazzling smile and that charm of his. 

(he motions towards Mia) 

Sweetheart, you may wanna tune me out here because things are about to get graphic. 

(He is in Mia’s line of sight, and she holds contact with him, not showing any signs of “tuning 

him out”) 

Fine, suit yourself.  So you see this seemingly perfect, amazing guy with the perfect, amazing 

life from a perfect, amazing family had a secret – he was a murderer.  But not just any murderer, 

he was a serial killer.  And he had a certain taste for small, petite blondes with low self-

confidence.  And he killed these women for fun.  Just for the heck of it.  Did unspeakable things 

to ‘em.  These girls were dropping like flies in my neighborhood.  First it was Sally.  Then 

Shirley, Mona, Harley – you name it.  He practically got ‘em all, and yet no one could catch the 

guy.  And they would’ve never ever suspect good ole Leo.  He was just a good guy who did his 

part in the community; and a real ladies’ man. 

(Scoffs) 

Yeah, he sure was, huh? 

MARCY 

Where exactly are you going with this?  Why are you telling us this? 

GUNMAN 

Ahh, my dear, I’ll tell you.  Just be patient. 



(he turns to see an uneasy looking Bill who hadn’t stopped staring blankly towards him, no 

emotion present) 

So one night, me and my boys were out patrolling the neighborhood, and we came across ole 

Leo getting fresh with a lady in an alleyway.  Now, at the time we had no knowledge it was Leo. 

 We just thought it was our guy.  Even I liked the guy then – he was one of my boys; a newbie, 

but one of us nonetheless.  So we jumped the guy and roughed him up real good, made sure the 

broad was alright.  Then we took the sorry guy and covered his head with an old potato sack, 

beat the livin’ crap outta him.  Took him to the police station and tied him up outside their door 

with a note explainin’ who he was and- 

MIA 

(hesitantly and confused) 

Y-You mean you didn’t turn him in? 

GUNMAN 

Honey, in my line of work, you don’t wanna be messin’ around with no cops.  You don’t want 

them to know your face.  

(clears his throat and continues) 

Anywho.  So, the next day it had all come out about the guy being caught.  Though, what no one 

expected was for it to be Leo.  Poor guy.  Face was a sight to see.  But once we had found out 

who it was we turned in, we knew we were in a whole lotta trouble.  He was one of us, and we 

just turned the guy in.  Not only that, but he might’ve been the guy who was hurtin’ the girls in 

our neighborhood.  It was a lot to sink in.  So I knew I had to get outta there.  But first, I stuck 

around for the trial.  He was found not guilty because they had no evidence on the guy.  He was 

let go.  And I knew I was okay and that he didn’t turn into a rat since there wasn’t no police 



bangin’ on my door.  So we apologized to the guy and went about our lives, and he became one 

of my boys again.  There was a dry spell where no girls were harmed during the time Leo was 

being tried.  At the time I thought it was kinda strange, but I didn’t give it too much thought. 

 Though, once he was out, the murders started back up again.  Me and my guys were always on 

the lookout at night.  Scopin’ out the block real good to make sure no girls were in any trouble. 

 Things were quiet for a little while.  So quiet, I thought the whole thing was over so I went outta 

town on business.  Leo and a few more of my guys stayed behind to watch the neighborhood, 

though, incase somethin’ happened while I was gone.  And one night I get a call. 

(the Gunman pauses, breathing shakily, closing his eyes for a moment.  He begins to cry but 

continues anyway) 

It was my buddy Georgie.  And Georgie says, he says to me “Boss, you gotta come home right 

now.” And me bein’ the busy man I am asked him why that was.  And he says to me “It’s Peg, 

Boss.”  And I don’t know what happened after that, it was all a big blur.  I got home as fast as I 

could with the cops crawling all around my place, talking to some of my guys.  I found Georgie 

and ran up to him and asked him what happened and he says “She’s gone, Boss.”  I thought 

she’d left me.  She always hated my line of work.  But then Georgie says “She didn’t take no 

clothes with her, none of her personals.  And we found her necklace you got her on the floor. 

 We don’t know what happened, Boss.”  She never took that necklace off.  Something was 

wrong.  “Who was stayin’ with her that night?” I asked him.  I needed to know whose head I was 

rippin’ off for letting her get taken like that.  And as soon as he said it, all the pieces started to fit 

together for me in my mind.  “Leo.”  It was a two-week search for her.  Nowhere to be found.  I 

tell ya, I’ve never been such a wreck in my life.  

(he takes a deep breath and looks up to the ceiling) 



It was May 31st when we found her.  All mangled and bruised and beaten.  Her throat was slit. 

 She’d been tortured.  You could tell.  Mutilated. 

(he is stuck in a daze for a moment, staring straight ahead before he snaps himself out of it) 

Well, anyway, I knew it was Leo who had done this to her.  I knew I had to find him.  I never 

did.  But I have dedicated my life to trackin’ him down and figurin’ out where he ran off to so 

that I could kill the sorry guy.  Walked away from my old life, puttin’ a price on my head. 

 Because my job isn’t exactly one you can just walk away from.  And so I searched for years for 

Leo, but could never find him.  It wasn’t until I came across a diner here where I overheard some 

waitresses braggin’ on some ‘Bill Wilson’ that I figured out where he was.  Wilson was his 

mother’s maiden name, and Billy was his father’s first name.  Not very creative.  So I found him. 

 You see, Leo had run off and got a new name, a new life, in a new town.  He met a girl and fell 

in love.  Started a family.  It ended his murderous ways.  He did it for her.  But I didn’t care. 

 I’ve watched him – a model citizen – for the past year with his perfect family in his perfect town 

trying to figure out when to strike.  Then I realized the perfect day would have to be May 17th. 

 My world fell apart that day, and I wanted his to exactly the same.  So now I’m here on May 

17th, in sunshiny California, to hurt the man who stole the only thing I loved from me.  So no, 

Bill.  You probably haven’t ever stolen a thing from anyone.  But Leo did, twenty-two years ago 

to the day. 

(he composes himself and walks over to Bill’s family who are now sobbing violently) 

And now I’m gonna take the one thing he loves more than anything. 

(he points the barrel of the gun in Marcy’s face, who screams out once she pieces everything 

together in fear for her life) 

MARCY 



It was you??  Bill, why??  Why would you do such horrible things to those innocent people?! 

 Look what you’ve done!! 

(she sobs, screaming) 

BILL 

Alright, Marcy, yes!  It’s all true, okay??  I killed those women and I liked it!  But I gave it up 

for you, sweetie pie.  You made me feel like I was actually a good person.  I hadn’t felt that way 

since Peg. 

(Bill looks up to look the Gunman in the eye, almost in a proud way) 

I always knew there was something about her.  She was the reason I gave it all up for a short 

while.  I fell in love with her.  But she was your wife, and eventually it all became too much for 

her.  She said she couldn’t be with me anymore.  That she belonged with you and that I was just 

some guy.  And I knew that if I couldn’t have her, no one could.  So I killed her.  It was the 

perfect way to get back at you and her too.  I’ve never felt so satisfied.  So, yes, Marce.  I did it, I 

did all of it.  But I gave it up for you.  I knew you were the one for me. 

(Bill smiles at Marcy expectantly, wanting her forgiveness) 

MARCY 

What on Earth is the matter with you?!  How can you sit there and expect me to forgive you for 

the awful things you’ve done, especially with a gun to my head and your daughter terrified?!?? 

 My entire life with you has been one giant lie!!  You told me you were from Seattle! 

(sighs, shakes her head) 

This isn’t love, Bill.  You don’t know what love is. 

BILL 

Marce, I- 



GUNMAN 

Well, now I don’t think she wants to talk to you right now, Leo.  She seems to have given her 

piece.  I mean, if I was about to get a bullet to the head because of my husband, I’d be pretty 

ticked off myself. 

(Marcy begins to sob harder as Mia shakes in fear.  Leo’s head snaps up as he struggles against 

his restraints frantically) 

BILL/LEO 

Please, no!  Kill me instead!  Oh please kill me instead! 

GUNMAN 

(he pulls the gun away from Marcy’s head and puts it at his side) 

Nah, that’d be too easy.  I want you to suffer. 

(pause) 

Ya know, I never pinned you as the type to beg.  And now that I think about it, I’m not the type 

to hurt a woman, and especially not kids.  So, I won’t kill them. 

(Marcy lets out a sigh of relief while Bill still looks just as panicked and worried as before) 

GUNMAN 

Why the long face, pal?  I just said I wasn’t gonna hurt your family.  You should be happy. 

BILL/LEO 

I know this trick, Mick.  You’re saying you aren’t going to hurt them. 

MICKEY (GUNMAN) 

Man, twenty-two years and the old tricks never leave ya.  But you’re right.  I’m not gonna harm a 

hair on their heads.  I won’t kill ‘em. 



(Mickey walks towards Leo with an almost sad smile on his face.  He crouches down to his level 

and goes to put the gun away in his suit jacket before walking behind Leo and untying his hand 

restraints while keeping his ankles tied together, limiting his mobility so he won’t try to get 

away.  Keeping hold on Leo’s wrists, he moves him so he is on his knees behind the pole, then 

ties his wrists up again on the pole.  Leo doesn’t try to fight back, at which Mickey is surprised 

to see.  He then stands beside Leo, and carefully places the loaded gun in Leo’s bound hands, the 

barrel aimed directly at Marcy’s head.  Bill understands now what the catch is) 

What is it, Leo?  Not personal enough for ya?  You upset because you don’t get to maim her? 

 Like you did to all those other girls?  Like you did to my Peg?  Well, sorry to disappoint, but 

blowin’ her brains out is as personal as it’s gonna get.  But at least you got the kids too, so 

there’s a little bit of a bonus here. 

(Leo hangs his head low, sobbing) 

Who knew you actually had feelins’?  I know I never woulda guessed it. 

(Mickey stays stood behind Leo, arms crossed, standing tall.  He then aims his attention towards 

a defeated looking Marcy, who was no longer crying) 

Ay, Marcy sweetheart.  Don’t take this personal or nothin’.  You seem like a great girl and all. 

 But Leo’s done somethin’ bad, and you’re payin’ for his sins.  And that’s just the way it’s gotta 

be.  No hard feelins’? 

MARCY 

(looks up and suddenly starts laughing hysterically.  She laughs and laughs, then slowly starts to 

calm down.) 

How did this all happen?  My biggest problem today was trying to figure out what I was making 

for dinner tonight.  And now I find out I’ve been married to a man for twenty years whom I 



barely knew at all?  And on top of that, I’m about to die at the hands of a man whose wife was 

brutally murdered by my husband years ago?  Now, that’s just hilarious.  So, no – Mickey, is it? 

(he nods) 

there are no hard feelings.  All I ask is that you make 

(chokes up on her words and says them in disbelief) 

my daughter’s death quick and painless.  I don’t want her to suffer.  And I’d prefer if her dead 

mother wasn’t the last thing she sees.  So 

(she swallows, eyes closed, processing the words she is saying) 

take her first. 

(Mia begins to scream, sobbing violently at her mother’s words) 

MARCY 

Sshhh, honey I know, but we have to be strong okay?  I’ll be with you soon again.  Just hush, 

baby.  Mama’s here.  It’ll all be alright. 

(Marcy continues shushing Mia, calming her as best she could given the situation.  All Leo could 

do was watch, confused at Marcy’s request and her sudden acceptance of death, not even trying 

to fight for her or her daughter’s life) 

MICKEY 

You mean you aren’t gonna sit here and beg me to let her go?  Tell me to spare her because she 

has nothing to do with any of this, and it wouldn’t be fair?  Anything? 

MARCY 

Nothing about this situation is fair!  She’s either a homeless orphan or dead!  It would be 

pointless for me to beg for her life. 

(she shifts eye contact from Mickey to Leo, holding it intensely with a vacant look on her face) 



You’ve come to our house to hold us hostage with no mask and no apparent plan to hide your 

identity.  So you’ve either come here planning to kill us, or yourself.  Because, after all, you’re 

kind of a dead man walking, right?  The mob isn’t just something you walk away from, and I’m 

sure there’s a price on your head.  And once you’ve brought pain and suffering to the man 

you’ve been chasing for twenty-two years, you’ve lost all purpose.  You’ll literally have nothing 

to live for anymore. So, in either scenario, I’m dead, and you only want Leo to suffer.  So you 

wouldn’t leave a young girl alive to witness her mother being murdered because you have 

nothing against her.  Plus her death would add to his misery so why would you spare her?  Even 

if she were to be let go, she’d tell the cops all about how an ex-mobster has just killed her mother 

and ex-mobster/serial killer father and you’d be caught.  It isn’t rocket science.  Besides, I 

wouldn’t want my sixteen-year-old daughter to live her life with the memory of seeing her 

mother and most likely her father murdered right in front of her as she is moved from foster 

home to foster home for the next two years.  That isn’t the kind of life I want for her.  I want 

more for her, and given the situation, these are the only two possible outcomes for her.  So, no, I 

am not going to beg you for her life, or for mine.  Because I could never live with myself 

knowing half my life was a lie. 

(Mickey just stands there, impressed by her judgement.  Leo just looks at her dumbfounded, 

defeated) 

MICKEY 

Well, then, I, uh, don’t really know what else there is to say except I’m sorry your husband’s past 

has caught up to him, and you’re the one paying the price for it. 

(Marcy just holds eye contact with him for a moment then turns her head back to look straight 

ahead and continues trying to soothe her daughter who is hyperventilating) 



BILL/LEO 

(whispers) 

I’m so sorry.  I’m just so sorry. 

(repeatedly says to himself, over and over again) 

MICKEY 

Well, Leo.  Looks like the time has come. 

(Leo lifts his head up to get one final look at his family, broken by what he is.  He then drops his 

head and begins to sob violently, his hands shaking so much he drops the gun to the cold floor. 

 Mickey sees this and rushes over to where it fell, seeming enraged all of a sudden.  He picks it 

up and hostilely gets back behind Leo and extends his arm out with the gun, making a direct line 

to Mia, and grabs a fistful of Leo’s hair and jerking his head up so he is forced to watch) 

MICKEY 

I always knew you were a coward, Leo.  And I am tired of waitin’.  I’ve waited twenty-two years 

for this day.  I need you to suffer.  And I need to stop sufferin’. 

(the scene is turned away from them as you hear two solid gunshots, followed by screams from 

Marcy and violent sobs from Leo.  As a couple of seconds go by, we hear a third gunshot, 

followed by soft crying and the clattering of the gun on the cold concrete) 

End of Play 

 


