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The clearing of a forest at night. There is a small camp made, with a smoldering fire in 
the center of the stage. Jonathan is sitting and sharpening a hunting knife against a 
stone. While he scrapes the knife slowly, he sings “God’s Gonna Cut you Down” to 
himself. Jonathan is wearing tattered hunting clothes, and has a general air of 
desperation about him at all time. Tyler is unconscious on the ground, with his hands 
tied up behind his back. He’s an older man, middle aged and pudgy, a man who has 
been living high on the hog for some time now. He wears a very nice suit that has now 
been tattered and stained in the mud. 
 
Jonathan: You can run on for a long time, run on for a long time, run on for a long time. 

Sooner or later God'll cut you down. Sooner or later God'll cut you down. Go tell 
that long tongue liar, go and tell that midnight rider; tell the rambler, the 
gambler, the back biter. Tell 'em that God's gonna cut 'em down. Tell 'em that 
God's gonna cut 'em down… 

 
Tyler slowly wakes up during this. He moans, and struggles against the ropes that bind 
him.  
 
Jonathan: Ah good. You’re waking up. Now you were out for quite some time, longer 

than I had originally wanted you to be. But, traffic was a lot worse than I had 
thought it was going to be. Then I had to drag you all the way out here on the 
ATV, which took quite a bit of time let me tell you. 

Tyler: Still dazed. Who are you? Where are we? What have you done to me?  
Jonathan: Easy there Tyler. Now you’re still recovering from the knockout drugs. You 

were out for, oh Checks watch. Little under 7 hours now. So if you don’t mind, 
we’ll just take it one question at a time. That sound good Tyler? 

Tyler: How do you know my name? 
Jonathan: I’ll get to that. Why don’t you take a minute and try to enjoy your 

surroundings a little bit? Take in that fresh air that you don’t get to enjoy in 
Manhattan. All this wonderful fresh air and that beautiful night sky… I mean, 
when was the last time that you saw all those stars in the sky Tyler? I know the 
first time I came out here it felt like I hadn’t ever really seen the sky until then. 
That my eyes were truly open for the first time. Do you feel like that now, Tyler? 

 
Tyler glares at him in silence. 
 
Jonathan: Now the first question you asked me. “Who are you?” You know that can be 

quite a loaded question. I’m not going to start philosophizing with you about the 
meaning of my own existence or anything like that. No, no. My name is Jonathan 
Moore, and it’s a pleasure to finally meet you Mr. Green. What I am now is what 
you made me. You and the people like you.  

Tyler: The people like me. You’re insane. I have no idea who you are. 
Jonathan: Of course you don’t. I was just another name on a sheet to you. One of 

thousands. Why should you ever remember my name against all of the other 
bodies left in your wake? I’ve been at this long enough to not get offended that 
you don’t know who I am. As to where you are, we’re in the middle of a forest in 
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Columbia County, New York. About 6 or 7 miles away from any kind of town or 
civilized area. I waited for you outside your office building, drugged you with this 
syringe, and brought you all the way out here so you and I could be alone. Did 
that answer all of your questions? 

Tyler: Why are you doing this? 
Jonathan: Well Tyler, I don’t really have any choice in the matter. You see, there are 

some things that need to be done. 
Tyler: Kidnapping me? That needs to be done? You’re insane. I haven’t done anything to 

you, you bastard. If you think that you’ve been wronged by something that I’ve 
done, you don’t have any shred of proof. Otherwise you would have gone to the 
police instead of abducting me and dragging me all the way out here. Now let me 
go. 

Jonathan: Oh don’t worry Tyler. Drags knife sharply against the stone. I’m going to let 
you go in a little bit. See, that’s the whole idea. 

Tyler: Listen… Jonathan, right? 
Jonathan: That’s correct. 
Tyler: Jonathan, I’m a wealthy man… 
Jonathan: I am well aware. See, I’ve been following you for a while now. I know 

everything about you, and your place in Westchester with pretty little Natalie. 
Tyler: I swear to God, if you even think about harming her..! 
Jonathan: I’m not going to do anything to her. I’m not a monster, Tyler. I’m just an 

ordinary guy. If it were up to me, I wouldn’t be doing this in the first place. No, 
I’d much rather be back at my job, complaining about being underpaid and 
underappreciated. But that is not an option anymore. 

Tyler: Things have been tough for everybody, you psycho. 
Jonathan: Except you. See, things are bad for me and I get thrown out on the street. 

Things get rough for you, and you still get your million dollar bonuses. That, to 
me, is not balance. 

Tyler: Go fuck yourself. 
Jonathan: See, Justice used to be blind as a way of balancing the scales. Because she 

couldn’t see the differences in people, everyone was treated completely fairly. 
That’s the way it used to be. And now, Justice is blind so she can’t see that the 
scales have been tipped. She can’t tell how far away from fairness and balance her 
scales have been eschewed. So it’s up to me to try and balance the scales for her. 

Tyler: This is your idea of balance? Kidnapping innocent… 
 
Jonathan rushes to Tyler and puts the knife up to his throat and grabs Tyler by the 
hair. 
 
Jonathan: Don’t you dare call yourself innocent! You have no idea what that word even 

means! I lived my life, my entire God forsaken life with the belief that if I played 
by the rules, followed the path, I would be rewarded. I obeyed the rules Tyler!! I 
did!! And what did I get for it?! Nothing. 20 minutes to pack up my desk in a 
discarded paper box. 6 months of bargain basement health care for me and my 
little girl. How is that fairness? After everything that I did for them, for that 
company for years. How is that justice? 
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Tyler: It’s not Jonathan. It’s not. I’m sorry that you lost your job. I am. I wish, just like 
everybody, that the economy hadn’t floundered so much. It pains me to see 
people like you without your jobs. But I had nothing to do with it. 

Jonathan: Oh. But you did. My company invested through your firm, through the hedge 
funds that your managers picked out for them. Because of your people. And now 
someone has to responsible. 

Tyler: Not me! One of my people handled your company’s case. I just oversee them. If I 
had known any short selling was being done improperly, than I would have done 
something. But I’m not the one responsible! There were others that were more 
involved then me! 

 
Jonathan takes out several drivers licenses from his pocket. 
 
Jonathan: As he names them, he tosses the licenses on the ground around Tyler. 

People like the broker, you mean? The investment analyst? The accountants, our 
C.F.O, the Portfolio Manager, the Operations V.P, and the Investor Associates. 
Did you really think that you were the first one I went after? Mr. Green, I’ve been 
at this for quite some time now. 

Tyler: ...All of these people? 
Jonathan: I can’t remember the last time we were all together like this. Laughs.  
Tyler: Jesus Christ. Bill… he didn’t disappear. You killed him! 
Jonathan: That’s right. And the others are not on vacation or on leave of absences. And 

Timothy didn’t quit either. It’s a miracle what you can convince people of in the 
internet age. We’re all so averse to actually speaking to one another. 

Tyler: You went to all this trouble, killed all of these people… 
Jonathan: You see Mr. Green; everyone is going to answer for what they’ve done. 

Sooner or later, the scales will finally be balanced for what’s happened. 
Tyler: Why? Why would you do this to so many people? 
Jonathan: I tried finding work. I did. But I’m too old to start fresh, and there are so many 

other people in my field looking for the same jobs. I couldn’t bear to lose our 
house, the house that my wife and I moved into when we first got married. But I 
couldn’t afford it and feed my family too. So I came up with an idea on how to 
help feed them. Because a man has to provide for his family. 

Tyler: Oh god… You can’t… 
Jonathan: Me and my family have been eating quite well thanks to your buddies. And 

judging by the shape of you, we should be set for quite some time after tonight. 
Tyler: You’re sick! Do you hear me, you worthless piece of shit?! How dare you think 

that you can do this to us? No one ever did anything to you. People lose their jobs 
and lose money all the time in this country, that doesn’t mean that we should ever 
resort to eating each other! And you’re only blaming us because we’re successful, 
because we played the game well and we succeeded in life. You failed and now 
you’re going after people that weren’t losers like yourself. That’s what your 
problem is Jonathan, it has nothing to do with “justice” or “fairness”. The truth is 
that you’re just a pathetic loser that can’t come to grips with how much you’ve 
screwed up. You can’t handle that you weren’t good enough to properly provide 
for your family and that isn’t anyone’s fault but your own. I’m doing very well 
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because I earned. My father might have gotten me into Stanford, but I’m the one 
that worked hard while I was there. And I got to the position that I am through 
hard work and connections, but I earned everything, damn it! And if you people 
aren’t smart enough to play the system and use it to your own advantage and get 
ahead in life, well that’s not my fault but yours! You’re the one who should be 
ashamed of the choices in your life. Not me… I didn’t want to hurt anyone, but if 
they weren’t willing to be successful than I had to do what was necessary to make 
it in this world. And I did. If there was any justice I wouldn’t be here like this. 

 
Jonathan is grim and silent. He walks slowly over to Tyler, and he cuts his hands free 
with the knife. 
 
Jonathan: I’m about to show you what true justice is. What absolute fairness really is. 
Tyler: You’re letting me go? 
Jonathan: I told you that I was going to from the beginning. Now hold out your hands. 
Tyler: No. 
Jonathan: Hold out your fucking hands. 
 
Tyler puts his hands out hesitantly. Jonathan puts the knife in his hands. Tyler stares 
at him. 
 
Tyler: I don’t understand… 
Jonathan: This is fair. It’s just. Jonathan pulls his hunting knife from his belt. I’ll give 

you ten minutes, and then I’m going to come find you. If you kill me, you’re free 
to go. You can tell everybody what happened. But if I win, then I can feed my 
family. And it comes down to who’s better, right here and right now. That’s 
justice. True justice. See, everything is balanced this way. The scales are put to 
right. You should probably start running now. 

Tyler: I….I don’t… 
Jonathan: Go. Now. The clock has started already. 
 
Tyler backs away, and starts running into the forest. Jonathan checks his watch, he sits 
on a trunk and starts singing to himself again. 
 
Jonathan: “You can run on for a long time, run on for a long time, run on for a long 

time. Sooner or later God'll cut you down. Sooner or later, God’s going to cut you 
down…”  


