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Dark Tales  
Told on a Cold Autumn Eve 

C h a r a c t e r s  
Sam   Owner of the Samuel Smith Tavern. A man you would naturally tell your 

deepest secrets.   
Fisherman An old salt who has seen everything and knows everyone. 
Woman  A good-humored woman and natural storyteller. 
Bicyclist  An artist who works as a cater waiter to support his artistic endeavors.  
May  A young woman who feels trapped. She’d give anything to break out of 

her rut and see the world. 
Elliot  A fledgling architect and devoted father. This is his first family vacation to 

the Cape. 
Dale  A free spirit who “roughs” it on the Cape every summer to earn enough 

money to survive the winter.  
Madame X  The wife of a hedge fund manager. She owns homes in Nantucket and 

Greenwich. She’s trying to get her foundation off the ground. 

S e t t i n g   
Place 

Sam Smith’s Tavern, Great Island, Wellfleet, Cape Cod 
Time 

Autumn (Full Hunter Moon)  

 

P r o d u c t i o n  C o n c e p t   
The performing space should resemble a bar… if the bar were set up on the 
foundations of a tavern that has been abandoned for many years. Trees and other 
vegetation should be sprouting where the walls once were.  All that’s left of the hearth 
should be the foundation of the fireplace.  
The “bar” should look like an old door on construction horses… or some other 
makeshift construction. There should be stools at the bar for the characters to use.  
The audience should be seated on a motley assortment of tables within the “walls” of 
the old tavern foundation. There should be enough room for the characters to perform. 
There are two entrances.  
Sound and lighting design is very important. Some suggestions are included here, but 
designers should be encouraged to be creative. 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(As the audience files into the space, they are seated at tables scattered 
haphazardly. The space resembles the foundation of an old tavern that 
has since burned down. There is no roof and the space is exposed to 
the elements. Trees and bushes have invaded. The tables and chairs 
are a random mix of outdoor furniture. There is a makeshift bar on one 
end of the space.  

SAM enters carrying a lighted, old-fashioned lantern and a box. He may 
wish to greet people who are sitting at the tables - simple greetings that 
may be ad-libbed to suit each performance situation.  

Another approach may be to have SAM stand behind the bar as people 
enter. He could offer people drinks, small talk, etc. 

At some point he sets the box on the bar. He crosses to a space where 
a fireplace may have once been. He stacks some wood and lights a fire. 
The space fills with a warm glow from the fire.  If this is just a lighting 
effect, he may say something like “The magic of theatre” or some such.  

He returns behind the bar and removes glasses and old bottles filled 
with home-brew. He places the bottles behind the bar.  He also removes 
from the box a stack of coasters that say “Samuel Smith Tavern” on one 
side and individual hand-written names and places on the other. 

FISHERMAN enters carrying two oars and an antique lantern. He has a 
badge that says “Harbormaster” somewhere on his clothing.)    

SAM 
You came. 

FISHERMAN 
You light a fire, I’ll come.  

(FISHERMAN puts the oars and lantern down and crosses to the bar.)   

SAM 
You on the clock? 

 (FISHERMAN shrugs.) 

Come on… Not tonight…  

FISHERMAN 
It’s my job. You know that.  

SAM 
We do this once a year and if you come here and…  

FISHERMAN 
We got a deal, Sam.  
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SAM 
Can you at least wait til we’re done?  

(FISHERMAN shrugs - it seems this is his way of agreeing.) 

Who do you have? 

(FISHERMAN grabs a coaster, turns it over and uses a pen to write. 
SAM lines up four small copper cups.  FISHERMAN hands the coaster 
to SAM. ) 

(Reading:) Madame X? (To FISHERMAN:) Let everyone else go first, okay?  

(FISHERMAN nods.) 

You’ll know who gets this?  

(FISHERMAN looks at SAM incredulously.  He then points to the empty 
cups.  SAM pours.) 

FISHERMAN 
(Looking around at the audience sitting at the tables:) Full house? 

SAM 
Just about. 

FISHERMAN 
Motley bunch. 

SAM 
Hey. 

FISHERMAN 
Quiet. 

SAM 
Bunch of newbies. They don’t know what to expect.  

FISHERMAN 
I’m sure you’ll give them something memorable. 

(FISHERMAN drinks.) 

Remember the old place?  

SAM 
Before the fire? 

FISHERMAN 
Hearth over there. Am I right? Door over there.  All the bullshit spouted around this 
bar. 

SAM 
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Bullshit? 

FISHERMAN 
Nothing but an old foundation now… a few slabs of puddingstone for the fireplace. But 
once a year you drag this old bar out here… a few tables… light a fire… 

SAM 
… And they come. 

FISHERMAN 
You still have that whale vertebrae you use for a cutting board?  

SAM 
Bunch of bone hunters picked it up a few years back… dug up some cutlery… clay 
pipes… boxed em up and carted them off to Boston. Some kind of museum.  

FISHERMAN 
Museums. 

SAM 
Where history goes to die. 

FISHERMAN 
That’s why we have you, Sam.  That’s your job. 

SAM 
Good night for it.  

FISHERMAN 
Harvest moon? 

SAM 
Hunter. Once a year on a Hunter moon. 

FISHERMAN 
A chill in the air. Fire helps. 

SAM 
Hear the sirens? 

(FISHERMAN looks at SAM incredulously.) 

Look who I’m asking. Can you share any details? 

FISHERMAN 
Damn highway. 

SAM 
Pile up? 

FISHERMAN 
Near Blackfish Creek. Bicycle. Bent in half. 
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SAM 
You build a bike path that dead ends into Rt 6, what do you expect? 

FISHERMAN 
Cars backed up all the way to the drive in.  

SAM 
Some jackass going too fast. 

FISHERMAN 
Probably distracted by the business up at Drummer Cove. 

SAM 
Along the creek? 

FISHERMAN 
A whole pod… a dozen or so. 

SAM 
Big turn out? 

FISHERMAN 
Coastal Studies and their people.  

SAM 
Save any? 

FISHERMAN 
Not a one. 

SAM 
They cart them off? 

FISHERMAN 
Nah. Tide will take care of it. The sea watches over its own, Sam. 

SAM 
Where you put your boat? 

FISHERMAN 
Out toward Jeremy Point. Sitting on the sand.  

SAM 
You think that’s a good idea? 

FISHERMAN 
Should be fine until the tide turns. Just don’t get me in my cups. 

SAM 
Can’t do your job without your boat. 

FISHERMAN 
Don’t I know it. 
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(FISHERMAN has finished his drinks. SAM pours him four more.) 

SAM 
You didn’t rescue a single one?  

FISHERMAN 
Mostly pilot whales. 

SAM 
Years ago… You imagine what would’ve happened? 

FISHERMAN 
Call would have gone out from Indian Neck. All the men from Billingsgate, Lieutenant 
Island, Wellfleet would have headed to the shore.  

SAM 
Six to a skiff.   

FISHERMAN 
Harpooner, four rowers, one to steer.  

SAM 
Woman and children dragging the pots out of their whale houses…  

FISHERMAN 
…down to the try yards. 

SAM 
Hook the ones that didn’t beach… 

FISHERMAN 
Drag em up onto the sand… 

SAM 
…strip them with the long knives and drop the blubber into the pots. 

FISHERMAN 
Don’t see many of those long knives around anymore. 

SAM 
They got some in that museum in New Bedford.  

FISHERMAN 
With the rest of all that dead history. 

(They chuckle.) 

SAM 
Remember the smell? 

(FISHERMAN wrinkles his nose.) 

Then we’d all meet here, light up a pipe, drink a toddy or two.  
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FISHERMAN 
You go down to the shore now… after word gets out. The fish come… like they have 
since men have walked these shores. They come and instead of waiting with 
harpoons and long knives and boiling pots, the men and women are there with 
buckets and harnesses and motorboats.  Instead of stripping their flesh, now you 
stoop and pour water over them…  

SAM 
…Try to nudge them back into the surf.   

FISHERMAN 
Back in the day you ever bother to look in their eyes, Sam? 

SAM 
How about you? 

FISHERMAN 
Hell no. They were just fish.  Now it’s different, I guess. On your hands and knees on 
the sand… close… It’s hard not to look into their eyes.    

SAM 
What do you see? 

FISHERMAN 
Desire.  

(SAM wasn’t expecting that.) 

It isn’t despair that drives them to the sand.  It’s desire. So strong it kills them. 

SAM 
What do they want? 

FISHERMAN 
I got my theories. 

(FISHERMAN thinks about whether or not he will share.) 

SAM 
That you’ll keep to yourself.  

FISHERMAN 
You’ll just laugh. 

SAM 
What’s your theory? 

FISHERMAN 
They want to be us.  

SAM 
I thought dolphins were smarter than that. 
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FISHERMAN 
They want to take the path we took a millennia ago.  Emerge from the water to walk in 
the light. 

SAM 
(Laughing:) Good luck with that. 

FISHERMAN 
It won’t be the first time a creature crawled out of the depths to drag themselves 
across the mud flats. 

SAM 
I guess not.  

FISHERMAN 
You’ve never seen the world from below. Have you, Sam? 

There’s a whole other world down there and they play by their own rules.  

SAM 
I sense a story. 

(SAM hands FISHERMAN a coaster. FISHERMAN laughs and shakes 
his head.) 

Humor us, old man… You got a little time to kill. 

(FISHERMAN takes another drink to prep for his story. 

Sound effects begin at this point. They should compliment the story 
without getting in the way. 

SOUND EFFECTS of a fishing vessel out in the ocean… Voices calling 
out commands, etc.) 

Back when I was just a kid. Heading out to Georges Bank on a longliner. I was baiting 
snoods on the fly and one caught my hand.  Still have the scar.  

(FISHERMAN shows the scar.) 

SAM 
Beauty. 

(SOUND EFFECTS of a splash and water. Underwater sounds follow.) 

FISHERMAN 
The hook caught and the line hauled me over faster than a shooting star.  Before I 
could think, I was dragged deep. 

SAM 
Anyone see what happened? 

FISHERMAN 
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Takes a while to shut things down and reverse the lines. 

SAME 
You’ve never told this one before. 

FISHERMAN 
Fucker kept pulling me down. I struggled to free my hand, but the hook went straight 
through. Like Jesus nailed to the cross on Good Friday. I couldn’t reach my knife… 
wrong side of my belt. I bucked and jumped on that hook like a marlin dancing on the 
end of a line. Trying to hold my breath as the line dragged me deeper. I thought it was 
over.   

Then I saw them. Darting around me. 

SAM 
Who? 

FISHERMAN 
Three of them. 

SAM 
Three of what? 

FISHERMAN  
Creatures… more human than not. 

SAM 
Lack of oxygen to the brain, I’d say. 

FISHERMAN 
As real as you and me standing here.  A male and two females. 

SAM 
How could you tell? 

(FISHERMAN raises an eyebrow at SAM.) 

(Laughing:) I’ll be damned. 

FISHERMAN 
As I flailed around like a piece of bloody bait on the line, they whipped around me… 
just a flick of a tail… 

SAM 
They had tails? 

FISHERMAN 
How else would they be able to keep up? One of the females wrapped her arms 
around me… 

SAM 
… I guess they have arms… 
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FISHERMAN 
She held me tight and looked into my eyes.  A smile that would paralyze a wild 
banshee. I went limp and I let the air out of my lungs… I closed my eyes… I thought 
she was an angel and I had breathed my last.  

SAM 
And then? 

FISHERMAN 
I felt a blast of pure, sweet air… and I opened my eyes. She had put her lips to mine 
and was giving me her breath. 

SAM 
Paramedic of the seas. 

FISHERMAN 
The male grabbed my hand and pulled the hook back through. I was free. 

SAM 
Explains why you’re here with us now. 

FISHERMAN 
But they were pulling me down… into the blackness below… They sure were pretty, 
but there was a part of me, Sam… a little part… that knew I had to put up a fight. I 
pushed them off… kicked the male in the face with my boot. I pulled free and had just 
enough sense to grab the line. The boys had seen me go over and managed to 
reverse the reel. I held it with all my might. I was flying back up to the boat. I looked 
down… the three of them… the most beautiful creatures you’ve ever seen.  The 
male… a bruise on his cheek.  I couldn’t keep my breath any longer. I exhaled into the 
ice-cold waters and lost consciousness. 

SAM 
You have one helluva grip. 

FISHERMAN 
A hook had caught my slicker…dragged me back up into the air. 

(SOUND EFFECTS of the boat on the surface return with men’s 
alarmed voices.) 

I’m grateful my buddies knew what to do after they hauled me over the rail. 

(SOUND EFFECTS fade.) 

SAM 
How many lives does that make? 

FISHERMAN 
You kill me, I’ll come back.  
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SAM 
You and your two-way passport.  One hell of a tall tale, old man. 

FISHERMAN 
Every word is true, Sam.  

(They chuckle.) 

SAM 
Mermaids you suppose? 

FISHERMAN 
More like those sea creatures from the north isles of Scotland. 

SAM 
Selkies. 

FISHERMAN 
The seal people.  

(SAM turns the coaster over and writes something on it with a pen.) 

SAM 
Haven’t heard a selkie story here in a while.   

FISHERMAN 
(Referring to the coaster:) What did you call it?  

SAM 
Old Man and the Selkies. 

(They laugh.) 

FISHERMAN 
There is an entire world down there, Sam.  All sorts of creatures.  And some of them… 
they’re not content to spend their lives in their watery darkness. They look up and see 
all the bright and shiny things.  They come on shore… shed their skin…  

SAM 
…and step into the sun.  

FISHERMAN 
That’s what I saw this afternoon, Sam.  In the eyes of the blackfish. That desire. 

SAM 
Poor bastards. 

FISHERMAN 
Some day they’ll figure it out. 

SAM 
Evolution? 

Dark Tales by Jim Dalglish p. !10



FISHERMAN 
Sounds about right. 

SAM 
Maybe we’ll grow lungs like your selkies and learn to live in the deep. 

FISHERMAN 
The water’s coming, Sam.  

SAM 
That it is. (laughs.) The blackfish… Of all the beaches to haul yourself up on, why 
here? 

FISHERMAN 
Why you put your tavern here, Sam? 

(SAM considers.) 

What about the artists, wash-a-shores… all those refugees from life?   

Why does every white person in New England come here to die? 

(SAM laughs.) 

You know. 

SAM 
Maybe I don’t. 

FISHERMAN 
Rowing off into the night… what keeps pulling me back?   

(SAM doesn’t know.) 

It’s because this is where it happens. 

SAM 
Nothing happens this far out. 

FISHERMAN 
It’s geology. 

SAM 
How you figure? 

FISHERMAN 
Since the last ice age. Thousand-foot glaciers, pushing all that sand and stone… all 
the way from Quebec. Doane Rock down in Eastham… rolled like a marble half-way 
across a continent. Wind and water working in tandem. You know you can see this 
curling spit of sand all the way from the Moon? Stand in the middle of the sea of 
tranquility and look down and you’ll see it… beckoning to you.  

SAM 
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Like a whirlpool. 

FISHERMAN 
An arm reaching out into the sea.  

SAM 
The hook that pierced your hand.  

(FISHERMAN points to SAM and beckons him with his finger.) 

FISHERMAN 
A finger drawing you in. 

(The FISHERMAN gesture unnerves SAM.) 

SAM 
Don’t pull that shit on me.  We got a deal.  I do my job and you let me be. 

FISHERMAN 
Just razzing you, Sam.  

SAM 
You think you’re being funny? 

FISHERMAN 
That’s your job, Sam. Make it fun for the folks.  

SAM 
So you can come here and sneak up on them? That’s not what this is about. 

FISHERMAN 
Gonna happen one way or the other.  

SAM 
It’s not part of the deal.   

FISHERMAN 
I won’t ruin your little party, Sam.  I’ll wait til the end.  

(SAM is not sure about this arrangement.) 

You got a story out of me.  Not every year you get that. 

(FISHERMAN drinks and looks around at the space.) 

You have a nice place here, Sam. Walls or not, you manage to make it feel like home. 
This neck of the woods would be nothing without you. 

(FISHERMAN raises his cup.) 

Cheers? 

(SAM gives in. They click copper mugs and drink.) 

SAM 
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You keeping an eye on the tide? 

(WOMAN enters the space and crosses to an empty stool at the bar.) 

FISHERMAN 
Look what the moon pulled in. 

SAM 
You came. 

WOMAN 
Hey, Sam.  

FISHERMAN 
Coming to see me? 

WOMAN 
When I need your ferry service, you’ll be the first to know, old man.  

(WOMAN turns and looks out at the audience.) 

Good turn out. 

SAM 
Been a few years since we’ve seen you. 

WOMAN 
Moved to Yarmouth. 

SAM 
Long commute to P’town.  You have a new job? 

WOMAN 
They opened a new branch. 

SAM 
I think I heard that. The old Zooquarium. 

WOMAN 
Couldn’t fit everything they were bringing up in that little shack out on MacMillan 
Wharf. 

SAM 
Any new finds? 

WOMAN 
More silver coins, a dueling pistol, a skeleton encased in rock.  

SAM 
Skeleton? 

WOMAN 
Gonna take a few months to get all the bones out.    
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FISHERMAN 
Black Bellamy? 

SAM 
Wouldn’t that be something?  

WOMAN 
They got some DNA from Bellamy’s kin.  Haven’t been able to get a usable sample 
from the bones yet though.    

SAM 
Drink?  

WOMAN 
Maybe just a swallow. 

(SAM puts out a copper mug for WOMAN and is about to pour from the 
bottle. She grabs the bottle instead.) 

SAM 
I’m afraid we didn’t wait for you.  

WOMAN 
Who started off? 

(SAM points to Fisherman.) 

And they’re still here?   

(They laugh. SAM starts to go from table to table and place coasters in 
front of the audience members.) 

FISHERMAN 
I love you too, old girl. 

SAM 
A Selkie story.  

WOMAN 
(Peeks her interest:) Is that the theme tonight? 

SAM 
Hadn’t planned on it. 

WOMAN  
Selkies…   

FISHERMAN 
Show us what you have for us, Sam. 

(SAM gestures to an audience member to turn over the coaster in front 
of him/her and read the words handwritten on the back side.  Multiple 
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coasters should be created in advance. The number of coasters depend 
on the number of people attending. They should all get a coaster. See 
the appendix for story subjects.) 

SAM 
Turn it over.  Go ahead… 

(SAM, WOMAN, and FISHERMAN should be prepared to ad lib for 
whichever coaster is turned over and read. Examples of ad libs are 
provided below.)  

AUDIENCE MEMBER 
(Reading:) The Sinking of the S-4. 

FISHERMAN 
Submarine that went down off Race point. 

SAM 
December, 1927. 

FISHERMAN 
Six sailors managed to stay alive for a few days… till they ran out of air. 

(SAM gestures to another audience member.) 

SAM 
Go ahead 

AUDIENCE MEMBER 
The Lady of the Dunes 

WOMAN 
How many years have we waited for someone to tell that one? 

(SAM gestures to audience members one by one.) 

AUDIENCE MEMBER 
Chief Iyannough 

AUDIENCE MEMBER 
Mary Jo Kopenchne 

AUDIENCE MEMBER 
The Mooncussers of Eastham 

WOMAN 
You mean salvagers. Right? 

AUDIENCE MEMBER 
The Essex 

FISHERMAN 
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That’s one helluva yarn…  

WOMAN 
…You choose that one, we’ll be here all night. 

SAM 
(To the audience:) Who’s ready? 

(Silence - probably.  MAY tries to get SAM’s attention, but WOMAN 
inserts herself. MAY is peeved.) 

WOMAN 
Give me one, Sam.  I’m feeling it tonight. 

(SAM gives a coaster to MARIA. She turns it over and is surprised.) 

Give me another.  

SAM 
It’s your story.  

(FISHERMAN looks at the card and smiles.) 

FISHERMAN 
Nobody tells it like you.  

WOMAN 
You got that right, old man.  

SAM 
Tell us your tale.  

(WOMAN takes a swig.) 

WOMAN 
How about this time I mix things up.  

SAM 
How? 

WOMAN 
Tell what really happened? 

SAM 
(Laughing:) You haven’t before? 

WOMAN 
Didn’t think you were ready for it.  

SAM 
Ready for what? 

WOMAN 
The truth. Maybe it’s time after all these years. 
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SAM 
(Laughing:) I’m intrigued. 

FISHERMAN 
We’re all ears.  

(WOMAN takes another swig.  She thinks for a moment.  Then smiles.  
She is ready.) 

WOMAN 
Here goes… 

(SOUND EFFECTS for this story begin.) 

She came from far across the sea… from the North and East… where the water is 
cold and the cod swim so thick they block out the sun. 

One day as she swam off the frigid headlands of Calanish, she felt a thin finger of 
warm water crawl up her back, wrap round her neck, and tickle her chin. The water 
smelled of Sargasso, felt thick with new life, and tasted like long days spent under a 
brazen sun. She felt an irresistible pull to leave the cold, thin seas of the north for the 
warmer waters on the other side of the world.   

So she bid farewell to her people and followed the stream to the west. Swimming past 
the white ice of the western islands.   

SAM 
You read that coaster right? 

WOMAN 
The name was perfectly legible, Sam. 

SAM 
She swam? 

WOMAN 
You wanted the truth. 

SAM 
Okay. She was a swimmer.  

FISHERMAN 
One helluva swimmer.  

WOMAN 
She swam by the snowcapped mountains that lined the inlets of the new world and 
turned south towards the coral islands of the sun. 

SAM 
A regular Diana Nyad. 

WOMAN 
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As she headed over Georges Bank a gale blew up and drove her west… toward the 
shoals of Cape Cod.  

FISHERMAN 
Graveyard of the Atlantic. 

WOMAN 
High up on a bluff on the Back Shore stood a man.  He was waiting for a wreck.  

SAM 
A mooncusser? 

WOMAN 
He would have called himself a salvager, Sam. There he stood… next to the Three 
Sisters Lights.  Searching through the blinding rain for a ship in peril. 

FISHERMAN 
Bet every able-bodied man in Eastham was on the beach with ropes and wagons, 
hoping for a wreck. 

WOMAN 
She saw him…  

SAM 
...This champion, long distance swimmer woman. 

(They laugh.) 

WOMAN 
The way he wore his oilskin slicker… the black hood pulled back… it looked as 
though he were emerging from his skin. She thought she had traveled across the 
world and found a kindred spirit.  But in all her years surrounded by her people of the 
North Sea, she had never seen a creature more beautiful.  

SAM 
Love at first sight. 

FISHERMAN 
Maybe something a little more carnal. 

WOMAN 
She shed her skin… 

SAM 
…What…? 

WOMAN  
…and fought the surf as she struggled to make it to shore. The riptide pulled the sand 
beneath her feet and she was forced to crawl as the waves slammed against her 
back. 
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From high on the bluff, he had caught her naked form in the beam of his lantern.  

SAM 
A naked, skinless woman. 

FISHERMAN 
That must have been something. 

WOMAN 
He scrambled down the dune, threw off his black oilskin slicker and plunged into the 
surf. By the time he reached her, she had collapsed unconscious into the frigid 
waves… her right hand clutching her… seal skin. 

(SAM and FISHERMAN exclaim in surprise. Both are thrilled with 
WOMAN’s spin on the tale.) 

FISHERMAN 
I’ll be damned. 

SAM 
She’s going for tonight’s theme. 

WOMAN 
She woke the next day in his bed. The storm had passed. He was leaning over her, 
his eyes the dark blue of the edge of a mussel shell. His skin as smooth as mother of 
pearl. His long hair as black as a moonless night 200 leagues under the sea. Her 
people were so different in the new world.   

When he smiled the sun burned through the morning haze and filled the room with 
golden beams and the warmth she felt that day in the water so many months ago, 
returned.  

He leaned in to her ear. 

I know what you are, Selkie. 

SAM 
Ding ding ding… 

(He hands her the bottle.) 

WOMAN 
She looked to the door. Hanging on a hook was his black oilskin slicker.  He had not 
emerged from his seal skin the night before.  

FISHERMAN 
She had been fooled.  

WOMAN 
He overtook her as she stumbled naked to the door. 
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I have your skin.  

He pointed to a iron-frame chest locked and double-secured with two thick metal 
chains.  

Without her skin she could not return to the sea. She would be forever beholden to 
this trickster… this blue-eyed devil. He said he would call her Maria… Maria Hallett. 

SAM 
There we have it, ladies and gentlemen. Goody Hallett, the Witch of Eastham. 

(SAM shows the coaster to the audience. It says Goody Hallett, the 
Witch of Eastham.) 

FISHERMAN 
And I’ll be goddamned if this time she isn’t a selkie. 

WOMAN 
He christened the name by kissing her gently… softly….  And because by the years of 
her people she was so very young and because he was so very beautiful, in that 
moment she fell in love. 

SAM 
Tell us his name. 

WOMAN 
Samuel Bellamy. 

FISHERMAN 
Black Sam Bellamy. 

(FISHERMAN shows another coaster to the audience. It says Black 
Sam Bellamy.) 

SAM 
Can’t tell one without the other. 

WOMAN 
He introduced her to the people of Eastham as Goody Hallett - a gentle woman cast 
into the sea from one of the ships sunk in the gale. Her memory gone from a blow she 
suffered in the wreck.  

Her otherworldly beauty and peculiar ways didn’t sit well with the good people of the 
village, neither did her living arrangement. Her days were spent tending her small 
garden. Her evenings walking the short trail across the Nauset Moors to view the 
ocean… gazing out over the far side of the eastern horizon… toward her home. 

SAM 
What about the chest?  

MARIA 
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Whenever he wasn’t home, she’d search in vain for the keys. Pound the chest with 
her bare hands, try to pry it open with the claw of a hammer.   

Bellamy would see the scrapes and dents and he would take her in his arms… 

You are my greatest treasure, Maria. How could I ever let you go?  

But for some men the greatest treasure is always the one that belongs to another.    

Soon he was booked on a ship bound for the Caribbean to salvage gold coins from a 
sunken galleon.  

He assured her that in a few short months he would return and the chest would be 
filled with gold pieces. They would leave this god-forsaken stretch of sand and sail the 
seven seas. 

She watched the horses draw his carriage away… the chest tied to the top… and she 
felt was as though she were being flayed alive.  

FISHERMAN 
No matter the telling, Bellamy is always a bastard. 

WOMAN  
Within a few days there was an odd churning in her gut.  She began to fall ill in the 
afternoons.  After a few weeks it passed and she didn’t think of it again. 

She received a letter from Bellamy. By the time his crew had arrived, the sunken 
galleon had been swept clean. But there were other prospects on the horizon. 

SAM 
We all know what those were. 

WOMAN  
In the market of Eastham she began to hear rumors of Black Sam Bellamy.  

FISHERMAN 
The richest pirate to sail the high seas. 

WOMAN  
She was by herself in the cottage when her time came. Alone and afraid… with little 
knowledge of how to bring a child into the world… the whore of Eastham delivered a 
bastard son. 

While the boy had Black Sam’s blue eyes, she prayed his true nature was closer to 
her own.  

With an infant in her arms, the prune-faced puritans of Eastham gave her a birth wider 
than ever and the people in the market refused to trade for food. Soon she was forced 
to live on the boiled roots of the plants in her garden. In the moonlight she foraged 
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through the woods looking for berries and edible leaves, her hungry infant swaddled 
to her chest. She’d gather seaweed under the watchful eyes of the three sisters lights.  

During this times of hunger, no word came from the infamous Black Sam Bellamy. 

Summer turned to fall, the temperatures dropped. No food in her larder. No wood for 
her stove. 

Her milk dried up and her child went hungry. Soon he was too weak to cry. 

On the final full moon of autumn, standing ankle deep in the water she had once 
called her home, her son in her arms… 

(WOMAN is having difficulty continuing.) 

FISHERMAN 
Go on.  

WOMAN  
She returned her child to the sea. 

(SAM reaches out and holds MARIA’S hand.) 

Within a few days they came to Sam’s cottage looking for her. They invented wild 
stories. That she had hidden her child in a barn and he had suffocated under a pile of 
sea hay… that she had buried him in the garden… that she had sold him to the 
Wampanoags in exchange for bread.  

SAM 
We’ve heard them all. 

WOMAN 
A delegation arrived from Up Cape, they bound her hands and carted her off to the 
Barnstable Jail.  And that’s where she stayed for three months.  Alone… counting the 
minutes until the inquest.  

But there was no body… no proof to any of the salacious rumors. 

SAM 
They had to let her go.  

WOMAN 
She returned to the cottage in Eastham and waited… 

FISHERMAN 
… for the Prince of Pirates. 

WOMAN 
A letter came.  He had made his fortune and was returning to the Cape on one of his 
prizes… the Wyddah. He was returning to take her away… North and East… to her 
home. 
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On the day of his return, a nor-ester blew up. Maria donned Sam’s black oilskin slicker 
and braved the gale to stand beside the Three Sisters.  Through the driving rain, she 
saw the Whydahh… caught on the furthest bar… beyond the reach of the breeches 
buoy the townspeople had set below.  De-masted. Tilted to one side. A deep gash in 
her side. A mortal wound. The wind picked up, changed directions, and dragged her 
further out until she disappeared from sight.  

The people of Eastham who had gathered on the beach looked up and saw Maria on 
that bluff… Casting her spells, they later said…  

FISHERMAN 
…revenge on the man who had left her behind. 

SAM 
And that is how she became known as the Witch of Eastham.  

WOMAN 
Only two men managed to make it ashore. Neither were Black Sam. 

SAM 
It must have been devastating to lose him like that. 

WOMAN 
(Laughing:) Foolish man.  If he had understood the sea… If he had even an once of 
humility… If she had been more to him than just another trinket he could keep locked 
in a chest… No, it was not for him that Maria was waiting. 

The good people of Eastham ran her out of his cottage. She built a lean-to near a 
meadow on the far edge of White Cedar Swamp.  

After a few months she fashioned a cabin of sorts for herself. Planted turnips in the 
meadow. In the fall, she’d cart them to market in Wellfleet. And in the evenings… after 
she had tended to her field… she would visit the high bluffs along White Crest. 

One day she stopped coming to the market.  A month passed. People sought her out, 
but she had disappeared without a trace.   

FISHERMAN 
Not completely.  

WOMAN 
No, not completely. 

SAM 
People on the Outer Cape have been seeing her on and off for almost 300 years.  

WOMAN 
Wait for a full moon on a cloudless night.  Around midnight… when the stars come out 
and turn the world into a beautiful indigo blue… venture out along the sands of the 
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Back Shore… and look up.  There on the high bluffs along White Crest, you will see 
her… in Sam’s tattered oilskin slicker.  Looking out to sea…. Waiting for the Whiddah 
to return.  

FISHERMAN 
I’ve seen her myself from my boat.  

SAM 
She’s a restless spirit.  Not one to settle down. 

WOMAN 
Selkies live for hundreds of years, Sam.  Every couple of decades she moves on to a 
new home… new name… new life…  These day she mostly keeps to herself. 

SAM 
But if you’re lucky, she might show up at an old abandoned tavern deep in the woods.  

WOMAN 
One of her favorite haunts.  

SAM 
And tell a wild, improbable tale.   

FISHERMAN 
Drink a bottle or two. 

(They laugh.) 

WOMAN 
I have a feeling, Goody Hallett won’t be hanging around the Cape much longer. 

SAM 
A coda to the story? 

WOMAN 
Well, as you know, they found the Whidah.   

SAM 
In less than 15 feet of water. 

FISHERMAN 
Silver and gold piled practically up to the taffrail.  

WOMAN 
It’s been slow work, but every so often they pull up something new and bring it to the 
lab. We submerge it in a tank, scrape the rock and sediment off, and put it on display.  

One day we’ll find what Goody’s been waiting for.  A chest… double locked with heavy 
chains. And we will scrape it clean… open it… and there it will be…  

FISHERMAN 
Her skin. 
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SAM 
And then what? 

FISHERMAN 
If I know Goody, come hell or high water, she will get her hands on that skin.   

WOMAN 
And when she does, she’ll take it to the beach at White Crest. And there he will be, 
circling just beyond the breakers, diving for fish. She’ll see his black shiny coat and 
the glimmer of something… a flash of blue… his eyes. She will know that he had 
taken after his mother… when she returned him to the sea. 

(SAM pats MARIA’s hand.) 

And she will don her seal skin. They will head North and East. Back to her people.  
With her boy… her little, blue-eyed boy. 

SAM 
We can all drink to that. 

(SAM and FISHERMAN applaud the tale.) 

FISHERMAN 
You brought that one home, old girl.  

WOMAN 
Honest to god truth.  All of it.  

(They laugh. A man wearing a bicycle racing suit enters - CYCLIST. He 
looks a little bewildered. He walks hesitantly.) 

SAM 
Welcome to the Samuel Smith Tavern.   

CYCLIST 
I saw the fire… from the other side.  

SAM 
Come across the sand? 

CYCLIST 
Great Isle… Not really an island, is it?   

SAM 
Not for a few centuries. 

(He looks around at all the silent people.) 

CYCLIST 
Am I interrupting? 

SAM 
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Nahhh.  Come on in. 

CYCLIST 
Some kind of party?  

SAM 
Can I get you a drink? 

CYCLIST 
(Brushing his thighs to show he has no pockets, no money:) Ummm… 

SAM 
I’ll spot you one. 

CYCLIST 
What do you got? 

(SAM shows him the bottle.) 

Home brew? Real hipster place you got here. 

(CYCLIST stumbles a little as he walks to the bar.)  

SAM 
You okay? 

CYCLIST 
Been a long ride.  Guess my legs aren’t used to it. 

SAM 
Pull up a stool.  

(He does.  He trembles a little.)  

WOMAN 
Put another log on, old man.  

(FISHERMAN adds a log to the fire. CYCLIST drinks from the copper 
mug.)  

CYCLIST 
Never tasted anything like that before. 

FISHERMAN 
Not likely to again. 

SAM 
We’re here only once a year.  

WOMAN 
Full moon every October. 

CYCLIST 
I get it. 
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SAM 
You do? 

CYCLIST 
Special event. I’m a cater waiter. When I’m not busy with my painting. 

SAM 
Sam… Samuel Smith. 

(SAM extends his hand. They shake.) 

CYCLIST 
Like the Tavern. 

SAM 
It’s my place.  At least it was… before the fire.  (Gesturing to WOMAN:) This is… 

WOMAN 
Tonight you can call me Maria. 

SAM 
(Gesturing to FISHERMAN:) You don’t want to know who this is. 

FISHERMAN 
Charon. 

CYCLIST 
Karen? 

CHARON 
Close enough. 

CYCLIST 
You British?  You know… Evelyn… Carol….  

SAM 
Beverly…  

MARIA 
…Aubrey… 

CHARON  
It’s Greek. 

CYCLIST 
This is cool.  

(CYCLIST looks out at the audience.) 

Why are they all staring?   

MARIA 
They’re waiting for the next tale.  
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SAM 
That’s what we do here. Tell stories under a full moon. Late into the night.  

(CYCLIST rubs his face.) 

You okay? 

FISHERMAN 
He’s fine.  

CYCLIST 
Ooof!  Brew is strong. 

SAM 
(To the audience:) All right… Who’s next? 

(MAY stands.) 

MARIA 
Dear god. 

MAY 
I got places to be, people.  

CHARON 
That’s a surprise. 

(MAY throws her coaster to SAM. MAY speaks very quickly with a 
preponderance of up-speak and vocal fry. She is the quintessential 
Millennial.) 

MAY 
Okay… so like… Dorothy Bradford. Peeps called her May.  Today, her squad prolly 
just call her Dot.  Bitch was a Pilgrim.  

MARIA 
What? 

MAY 
Nutshell…. Girlfriend boards a leaky bucket called the May-fucking-flower… Bye 
Felicia… Crosses the Atlantic… Parks it in P’town… Something about a Mayflower 
Compact…? 

CHARON 
What the hell? 

MAY 
Yeah… Okay… So our girl May didn’t make it all the way to Plymouth rock… which 
was never really even a thing.  Did you all know that? The rock? Not a thing?  May 
sorta took the easy way out back at the ranch on the tip of the Cape. Or so the story 
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goes. But that’s totes bullshit, because what you don’t know is like May was like this 
total awesome bad-ass bae.  Bible. 

MARIA 
What’s she doing? 

MAY 
Yaaaaaaassss.  Bitch rocked. But she be trapped in the wayback. Like before her 
time. Like waaaaaaay back.  Like 1620, okay? We all think of her as like this pilgrim… 
all Mayflower Society and shit… so you prolly think that she be like coasting… like 
taking total advantage of her white privilege. 

MARIA 
What the hell? 

MAY 
But when you think about it, May was totes a victim of the patriarchy.  Poisoned by an 
environment of toxic masculinity. We’re talking real Me Too stuff here. 

SAM 
May, honey… 

MAY 
Micro-aggression, Sam!  Don’t honey me or I’ll troll you so hard you’ll need a safe 
room. 

MARIA 
What does that even mean? 

MAY 
I’m not really sure. 

SAM 
Can you tell us what’s going on here? 

MAY 
It’s my story, Sam, and I’m tired of doing it the same way every year. All those thou, 
thine, betwixt… blech!  You got to keep up with the times.  Speak a language the new 
generation will relate to.  

CHARON 
New generation? 

CYCLIST 
Millennials. 

MAY 
Thank you.  

CYCLIST 
A few years back I catered something like this at the Whitney. 
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MAY 
Can I continue with my story? 

SAM 
Can you tone it down? 

(MAY forms a “w” with her fingers and mouths “whatever.”) 

MAY 
There she is… in P’town… before it was even a town, P or otherwise. Just a ranky 
skank hole. I’m not talking the t-shirt shops on Commercial Street or the 400-square-
foot closets they sell in the East End for 2 Mill. I’m talking beyond the breakwater. 
Beyond.  By the way, have you seen what goes on out there on Herring Cove Beach?  
What those gay boys get up to in the dunes? 

CYCLIST 
Yes. 

MAY 
You and me? We’re gonna be friends.   

(MAY pretends to put a phone to her ear and mouths “Call me” to 
CYCLIST.) 

Soanyway… It was called Cape Cod Hook back then and that’s where the rust bucket 
dropped anchor. Not Plymouth. Ptown.  Right (points to finger) there. Like under the 
fingernail?  

The Pilgies sent out a few men to reconnoiter.  They found a fresh water spring in 
what one day would be called Truro. Which is just about the best thing that ever 
happened in that dump. Ever try to build a house in Truro? You’ll ruin the Hopper 
landscape!  Bunch of A-holes.  Could be worse.  Coulda found the spring in Wellfleet.  
Wait!  Here’s a riddle… Who is smarter than a New York therapist living in the 
Wellfleet Woods in August? No one. Just ask them. Ba dump bump.  

Well-FLEE-shunnnnnnssss.   

Where was I? 

SAM 
Tell us about her family, May. 

MAY 
Oh, that’s a pretty story.  

SAM 
It’s important. 

MAY 
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Soanyway… the ‘rents made her marry a dude when she was like 16.  Cray cray. 
Right?  Totally unwoke.  His name?  Bradford.  Heard it before?  Yeah, that dude.  He 
had ambition, she was young and presh, and her parents were loaded. They all joined 
a cult. Sure, the Pilgies were a little nicer than the Puritans, but let’s face it, people, it 
was a cult. Think the Amish are weird?  See what this crew wore?  

Back in England they were about to get their asses burned at the stake, so they took 
a shuttle to Holland because… religious freedom? They had to find a place more 
tolerant.  And they get there and guess what? It’s not good enough for the ‘Grims 
because the place is too tolerant. They’ll let just anyone in. I’m not making this shit up.  

Soanyway... Crossing sucked. Blown way off course. Three solid months of puking 
and eating crap and we end up in Nowheresville. The men go out, dig up some Indian 
graves, and steal their corn. Get this… the ‘Grims leave the natives an IOU for the 
corn.  Seriously.  Indians must have seen them coming because they were like out of 
there... like the teakettle was still warm.  

So back on the boat, it was up to the women to mop up the puke and… for the first 
time in three months… do the wash, which smelled like… like… like a pilgrim, okay?  

Our girl May goes out there on the poop deck for the first time and looks around. 

WTF?! 

Are you effing kidding me? 

She got on the boat thinking, Jamestown… you know… nice wooden stockade, 
vegetable gardens, well-stocked market, water sports on the river. She’d seen the 
promotional sketches. Civilization light. Maybe not granite countertops…more like 
frontier style… but with solid amenities.    

Who is an artist here?  Oh yeah… you… cater waiter boy.  Ever hear the expression 
Cape Light?  I paint there because of the light. 

She must have missed it, because as she stood there with a puke-stained mop in her 
hand and looked out, it wasn’t the light she was seeing. 

There was sky… and water… and sand… (points) sand… (points) sand.  Oh, look… 
over there… some sea grass… yeah… a hint of green.… and a tree… a twisted shitty 
leafless wind-blown tree… and behind… a dune… and another dune… and another… 
and it’s the 7th of December and she knows that even though it may be in the mid-40s 
that can’t last much longer. This whole harbor will be an ice flow. We will sail across 
the bay, the crew will drop our sorry asses on the beach, we’ll say goodbye to this 
bucket and then what?  Where will we live?  What the hell will we eat? We are just 
about out of hard-tack. Do you hear that coughing? Half the passengers can barely 
stand. 
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Let’s just say that the men find a way to build a few shacks that will keep the snow 
out.  That these city boys will figure out how to hunt or fish well enough to feed us.  
What are my chances of making it til spring? Anyone? 

Why am I here? Why the fuck had we come to this god-forsaken place at the end of 
the world?  

And that’s when it hit her… like… like… like… lets just call it a brick, okay?  This shit 
storm was all because of the fucked up way a handful of well-meaning people 
interpreted a few random sentences scribbled in a book that had been written more 
than a thousand years ago. 

She leaned over the rail and stared at the water below. So cold… so calm… so clear. 
A tear fell from her eye. She looked into the ripples that spread out across the surface, 
and saw the thatched cottage in Cambridgeshire where she was born. Another tear 
and there were the blooms of the lilacs she planted by the gate. A third and there was 
little John, the son she left back in Holland with her parents.  

More tears. More ripples of time and memory… of the things she loved and would 
never see again.  

And somehow the water was no longer gray as slate. It radiated with the heat of her 
golden memories. From when she was warm and happy and content. 

She stepped out of her shoes, threw her bonnet to the wind… let her hair fall to her 
shoulders. She untied her apron and tossed it aside… unbuttoned the lace around her 
neck and cuffs. Untied the sleeves from her wool bodice and drew it off her shoulders. 
Her skirt and petticoats fell into a heap. 

Wearing just her shift, she stood there basking in her warm memories. 

She reached up to untie the ribbon around her neck. The shift fell away. 

Her memories began to swirl… faster and faster… a whirlpool…. They rose up…. 
Higher… And higher…. She stepped out… into the air… into her past… into the arms 
of those she loved.  

(Pause as she remembers.  She looks utterly lost.  And then she returns 
to the present.) 

All that washday-ice-on-the-deck-slip-and-drown bullshit?  

Hell to the no, gurrrrrrrllll!  Bitch jumped.  

(She sighs deeply.)  

(Trying to smile:) Dorothy May Bradford. 

(Her story has ended. SAM applauds.)  
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CYCLIST 
Great SFX. Who’s your sound designer? 

MAY 
I gotta run.  Places to be.  People to meet. 

(She crosses toward the exit.) 

CHARON 
May? 

(She stops, but does not turn.) 

MAY 
Yes? 

CHARON 
Midnight. Don’t be late. 

(MAY leaves.) 

Always been a handful. 

CYCLIST 
(CYCLIST laughs.) She research all that? The stuff before it turned all gothic 
romance.  

SAM 
She’s got her story down.  

MARIA 
Been telling it long enough. 

CYCLIST 
So… you do this once a year.  Grab a character from history and… 

SAM 
…every October I light a fire and they come. 

CYCLIST 
And they all take turns… 

SAM 
…a few are here just to listen… 

CHARON 
…and remember… 

CYCLIST 
Some people do comic con. You guys do this. Kind of like your own renaissance fair.  

SAM 
More like a living history.  
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CYCLIST 
Like that show on NPR.   

SAM 
I’ll take your word on it.  

CYCLIST 
What’s the deal with the coasters? 

MARIA 
Sam’s the keeper of the stories. 

CHARON 
It’s his job. 

SAM 
The history of a place is like the layers of sand, silt, and rock beneath. Each layer is a 
story stacked one on top of the other.  

CHARON 
Most merely walk on the surface of history.  

SAM 
You’ll never know your place until you dig through the layers. 

ELLIOT 
I had never been to the Cape before. So when we crossed over the Sagamore, I 
expected to see… I don’t know, a Cape… sand on both sides of the highway.  

(ELLIOT walks up to the bar.) 

SAM 
Do you have a coaster? 

(ELLIOT shakes his head.) 

ELLIOT 
I’ve never told the whole story before.  

(Everyone is intrigued by this. SAM hands him a coaster and a pen.  
ELLIOT writes on the back of coaster and turns it over.) 

I may need a little… 

(SAM pours. MAN drinks.) 

ELLIOT 
Justine drove. She likes to be the one to drive the Prius. That way I can take care of… 
in the back… I can take care of our little boy Matthew.  We call him Mattie. Two 
summers ago… he was five… this happened two summers ago. I’m Elliot. People call 
me… Elliot. I guess I’m not the kind of person who gets a nickname.   
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SAM  
Take another swig, Elliot. 

ELLIOT 
She’s from a family… Justine… Big name in New England. Phillips? A private school 
on the North Shore. Probably heard of it. I met her at Yale. I was at the Design 
School. She was studying law. She’s a partner in a big name firm in Back Bay.  

Her family had a place… A great uncle… He went to Harvard… studied architecture 
with a bunch of Germans. Gropius… Breuer… you probably heard of them.  

BICYCLIST  
Bauhaus.  

ELLIOT 
Yeh.  Nazis had kicked them out of Germany. Her uncle… John Phillips. They called 
him Jack.  He had property in Wellfleet and he built a bunch of cabins. 

SAM  
The Turkey Cottages? 

ELLIOT 
I’m not sure why he called them that.  Because they were little boxes?  A cluster of 
hens?  

MARIA  
A gaggle?  

ELLIOT  
He sprinkled them around a pond deep in the woods. Horseleech Pond.  Probably 
called it that to keep people away.  

MARIA  
Wellfleetians are like that. 

ELLIOT 
The Germans came to the Cape and saw his cottages and got inspired.  They built a 
bunch of Bauhaus jewels scattered in the woods and dunes of Wellfleet… if that’s 
what you would call a bunch of square, radically designed homes.  That’s what I 
would call them. Jewels.  Beautiful, because they’re so simple.  They don’t try to be 
anything but what they are.   

After we graduated and got married, Justine got a position real quick.  I… it’s not 
always easy to start out… for an architect.  She had a great job and I was… still 
working on that.   

MARIA  
It takes time sometimes.  

ELLIOT 
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We had Mattie and it just made sense for me to be home… work on my designs… be 
close to my son.  So that’s why I was the one who… That was a big issue that people 
brought up later in the media… after…. 

(MARIA and SAM look at each other.) 

I was working on a book. If I couldn’t get a job, I could maybe write a book about 
design.  And I read about the Turkey Cottages… the other Bauhaus homes in the 
woods.  And Justine… she remembered going there when she was a kid.  So she got 
ahold of her cousins and we got one… right on the pond… for the month of August. 

MARIA  
I think I remember this. 

ELLIOT 
We turned off Route Six… onto a dirt road and headed into the woods… passing the 
handmade signs nailed to the trees at every fork. 

(ELLIOT points left or right with each name.) 

Grossmans, Rush, Lundberg…   

CHARON  
Road?  More like a footpath.  

ELLIOT 
No one seemed to have been out there in years.   

SAM  
The way Wellfleetians like it.  

ELLIOT 
After five forks, one sign left… Private Property. No Trespassing.  J.C. Phillips.  

I think she was happy… Justine.  As I pulled Matty out of his car seat, she ran down to 
the pond, looked around, inhaled, and closed her eyes. I kicked off my docksiders and 
carried Mattie into the water. We splashed around.  

MARIA  
I bet your little one loved it.  

(ELLIOT hears Mattie playing and giggling.  We hear it too.) 

ELLIOT 
He jumped around and laughed. Justine smiled.   

I think that was the last time I saw her smile. 

She had planned on working out of the office. I asked her beforehand if the place was 
connected and she said it was. But there was no coverage in the cottages… no 
router… not even a television.  
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BICYCLIST  
There’s a dead spot in that neck of the woods.  

ELLIOT 
Justine is someone who can’t breathe without a phone signal.  

She got in the car to hunt down the nearest bead.   

By the time she came back, I was serving dinner on the picnic table. Mattie’s 
favorite… Hotdogs, potato chips, and goldfish. I had grilled some chicken breasts for 
Justine… Her glass of Pino Grigio waiting.  

The plan wasn’t going to work. The nearest signal was back at the highway next to 
the Mobile station.  She had a big case and had to be connected.  Not even one night 
with us… one weekend night… unconnected. 

She had picked up supplies at the little store across from town hall. 

BICYCLIST  
With the striped awnings?  

ELLIOT 
More than enough to last a week.   

She grabbed her bags. 

Matty waved as she drove toward the highway on her way back to Cambridge.  

I don’t recall her kissing either of us goodbye.  

I had planned on visiting all the Bauhaus properties.  Take some pictures. I didn’t think 
I would need a car. 

She left my bike, but I couldn’t leave Mattie alone and the path was too sandy… too 
dangerous to put him in the child seat. I tried.   

So I decided to do something I’d always fantasized about.  Back to nature.  The whole 
week. No connectivity. No communication with to the outside world.   

CHARON  
Roughing it.   

ELLIOT  
Just us.  A man and his son…. and the elements. For a week this little pond and the 
woods that surrounded it would be our home.   

MARIA  
Maybe you did it to show her? 

ELLIOT  
Maybe.   

Dark Tales by Jim Dalglish p. !37



The sunset was amazing.  The pond was like a mirror. And so quiet. I had never heard 
anything so quiet. One of the boxes had a queen-sized bed and a small room about 
the size of a closet.  It had a little cot with a window… way up high. 

I tucked Mattie into bed… 

MARIA  
…in the little closet with the high window.  

(ELLIOT nods. MARIA sighs. She knows this story.) 

ELLIOT  
I went to bed and turned off the lamp.  

But I couldn’t sleep. 

The quiet.  It forces you to hear things in a new way… maybe at a decibel we aren’t 
used to. Tiny, little sounds.  A leaf dropping into the pond.  A cricket in the woods. 
frogs…  

SAM  
Peepers. 

ELLIOT  
Hundreds of tiny, invisible sounds.  They surround you.   

What if she had known about the signal beforehand?  Maybe it was an excuse.  

You think about stupid stuff like that when you can’t sleep. 

MARIA  
When it’s quiet and you’re alone in the woods.  

ELLIOT  
I was woken in the middle of the night by a loud racket. Outside in the woods.   

(We hear coyotes chasing a fox. If the SFX are good enough the lines 
that follow can be shortened or eliminated.) 

A dog fight?  Coyotes?   

CHARON  
Red wolf hybrids. 

ELLIOT  
From one side to the other. They had cornered something.  

CHARON  
They hunt in packs. 

SAM  
Probably a rabbit or fox. 
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ELLIOT 
I felt Mattie’s arms around my neck. 

What’s that, Daddy? 

Some dogs playing.  That’s all. 

I thought about the door… only an eye hook.  But he was in my arms.  I was his 
father.  Keeping him safe was my job. 

The next day I explored the cottages.  The furthest one into the woods… toward 
where I heard the sounds.  There were empty cans of food… ramen noodle cups… 
silverware and cutlery scattered across the counter… a pair of board shorts in the 
corner. 

SAM 
The previous tenants must have been pigs…  

MARIA 
…or they left in a hurry. 

ELLIOT 
There was a path behind the cottage… You follow it up the hill through the scrub 
pines.  As you get higher, they thin out and the trail gets sandier and you come to the 
top. It kind of knocks you out. You’re on top of a bluff… a dune really.  Behind you can 
see the fresh water of horseleech pond.  In front… straight down the dune… 60 feet 
below…  

MARIA 
…the ocean beach.  

ELLIOT 
It makes no sense.  Just a hundred yards apart.  Only a dune separating them.  
Impossible… and glorious. 

That’s where Mattie and I spent the next few days. We’d pack for the day. A blanket.  
Some food. He’d wear his plastic jewel necklace and pink sunglasses. Matty likes 
shiny things and the color pink. I’d bring a nerf football in case he wanted to play 
catch. He didn’t. I’d slick him up with sunscreen and we would play in the surf. I tried 
to show him how to skip rocks. But he didn’t….  

CHARON 
He’ll learn. 

SAM 
Not the easiest thing to pick up right away.   

ELLIOT 
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I had decided to teach him to swim that summer.  I’d hold him and walk into the surf. 
Tell him to hold his breath and we would dunk. Then I would put him on his back and 
try to get him to float. But the waves were too big.  He’d get splashed and roll over 
and wrap his legs around my waist.  

(Mattie is heard splashing in the water and giggling.) 

He really liked the water. 

We had it the entire beech to ourselves.  The next day we didn’t even bother with 
suits.  Primal men.  A father and his son. 

That day we spotted seals in the surf.  At first I thought they were black labs.   

CHARON 
800-pound black labs. 

ELLIOT 
About 20 feet off shore. Swimming around and diving in the waves.  Two adults and a 
little one.  A baby.  They’d stop and look right at you. On the third day they hauled 
themselves out… up the beach… maybe 50 feet from our blanket.  The baby between 
them.  

Matty wanted to go say hi. I stopped him before he got too close.  You’re supposed to 
give them their space when they haul out.  Right? 

SAM 
They’re not afraid to bite.  

ELLIOT 
One kept his eye on us.  Making sure we stayed to ourselves, I guess. 

When we got back to the turkey cottages that evening, Mattie couldn’t stop drawing 
them. I loaned him my sketchbook. The drawings were really good.  

MARIA 
Taking after his father?  

ELLIOT 
Maybe.  He wanted to label one of the drawings but all he knew were his letters.  So I 
spelled it out. He wrote in his five-year-old hand: B  A  B  Y   S  E  A  L.  

The next day was perfect.  Our seal family had decided to join us. The waves were 
high, so I told Mattie not to go in above the knees. The seals came up to greet us. I 
skipped stones.  As they darted over the waves, the seals would follow their path. 
maybe they thought they were fish?  I sneaked up on Mattie and grabbed him and 
threw him in the air…  

(We hear Mattie squealing with delight.) 

Dark Tales by Jim Dalglish p. !40



Again, Daddy!  

The seals watched us roughhouse in the surf. Mattie’s necklace… the one with the 
plastic jewels… came lose and was thrown into the water. I was about to wade out to 
find it. 

(Pause.) 

You’d think you’d see a fin.  Like in the movies.  You don’t.  What you see is 
something huge emerging out of the water at great speed.  Something gray.  And 
thrashing.  With sharp teeth.  You see something black thrown into the air.  The splash 
follows.  Then you see the little black thing try to swim away… its parents charging… 
trying to distract. Then you see the blood.   

The gray fish swims off chomping the baby seal in its mouth. 

SAM 
Not something you want your child to see.  

ELLIOT 
Especially a sensitive child like Mattie.  

MARIA 
No one should have to see that.  

ELLIOT 
It was gruesome and horrifying… everything about nature that we think we are better 
than… that we think we can control in the hermetically sealed little boxes we all live in.  

(We hear Mattie crying hysterically.) 

It’s okay to be afraid, Mattie. But no monster is going to hurt you.  I’m here to protect 
you. 

What happened to the seal? 

He died. That’s what happens in the ocean. Sharks eat seals. It’s how they survive.  
Like we eat animals…chickens… cows… pigs…   

Hot dogs, Daddy?  

That evening we had salads for dinner. 

CHARON 
When the seals returned, so did the great whites.  

ELLIOT 
A cold front came through that night and a thunderstorm hit. You’ve been on the outer 
cape during a storm.  Right?  

SAM 
Like setting a match to a box of fireworks.  
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ELLIOT 
I woke up to the rumbling from far off. 

(SFX of approaching storm.) 

As it got closer, it shook the cabin.  Rattled the windows.  Mattie was snuggled up in 
my bed… too exhausted to wake up, I guess.   

Something caught my eye in the middle of the pond. A ripple spreading from a single 
point.  I could see it in the flash of the lightning bolts.  The point was moving.  Another 
flash… moving toward… flash… toward the turkey cottages… toward me.  

I put my hand to the window pain and watched in the dark. 

Flash. 

A fish?  

CHARON 
Otter, I bet.  

ELLIOT 
Closer. 

Flash.  

SAM 
A deer?  

ELLIOT 
A long flash lit up the sky and still I could not tell what was disturbing the waves. But I 
knew it was getting closer. A few yards out in the pond. 

I waited for the next strike. 

I waited.  

And then a flash. 

(WOMAN is revealed by a flash of light. She is nearly naked and wet 
and walking toward ELLIOT.  

Return to black.) 

BICYCLIST 
Jesus! 

ELLIOT 
Something had emerged. 

Flash. 
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(WOMAN is revealed in an extended strobe to be standing right in front 
of ELLIOT. Their hands touch as thought they are only separated by a 
pane of glass.) 

Only the pane of glass separated us.  

(Return to black.) 

The flash was so intense that I could only see blue after.  

Stumbling, I rushed to the lamp at the side of the bed.  I turned it on. 

I ran to the door, but I pulled the cord out. I found another outlet. I shined the light out 
into the blackness.  Panned across the pond from side to side.   

Nothing.  

Daddy? 

Just a storm, baby.  

I latched the door. I yanked the windows closed and locked them 

Can you hold me, Daddy? 

I reached to the bed stand where my phone was plugged in.   

No beads. 

The next morning… on the patch of sand where she had stood… lay Mattie’s 
necklace. 

After lunch I set Mattie up at the picnic table with my sketch book.  I sat on the lawn 
chair, poured myself a glass of wine and began to read one of the architecture books I 
had brought along.  

I must have fallen asleep.  

(Sound of Mattie shrieking with delight.) 

I woke and looked to the pond.  Mattie… tumbling through the air, his legs kicking. He 
landed with a splash. 

(Splash.) 

Someone was in the water.  A man.  He grabbed Mattie as he resurfaced. 

(Mattie giggling with delight.) 

Mattie! 

I ran into the water.  The man pushed my son toward me.  

Mattie? 
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Mattie dove under. By the time I reached him he was at my knees. I grabbed him. 

You okay?  

I could see under the water… Like a fish… 

When I reached the grass, I was afraid to put him down. The man was wading toward 
us.  

(DALE enters. He is wearing only board shorts. He is wet and 
handsome and having a wonderful time.) 

I’d seen his board shorts before.  

DALE  
He’s a natural. 

ELLIOT  
You don’t just grab a kid like that… 

DALE  
…Name’s Dale… 

ELLIOT  
…Not without permission.  Do you have any idea… 

DALE  
…Whoa… 

ELLIOT  
… what you did?… 

DALE  
…Hey… 

ELLIOT  
I should have called the police… 

(ELLIOT realizes he can’t call the police.) 

DALE  
…Okay… yeah… I wasn’t thinking…  

ELLIOT  
…What the hell are you doing here…? 

DALE  
…I should have made sure it was okay… 

ELLIOT  
You shouldn’t be standing there right now. 

DALE  
… I figured…  
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ELLIOT  
… Did you see the signs? 

DALE  
…it’s the National Seashore…  

ELLIOT  
You are trespassing…  

DALE  
…public land…  

ELLIOT  
This is private property… It has been for decades… 

DALE  
Your last name Phillips? 

(This stops ELLIOT.) 

We are all just renters in life… know what I mean? 

Sorry… I was taking a dip and little dude saw me and came down.  But you’re right… I 
was out of line.  

ELLIOT  
Nice board shorts.  

DALE  
Thanks?  

ELLIOT  
He found my necklace, Daddy. 

DALE  
Saw him lose it on the beach. 

(Elliot gives him a questioning look.) 

I was with my woman… walking her to work.  We saw the whole thing from the trail 
along the bluff.  The shark?  Lorelei didn’t take it so good. 

ELLIOT  
When did you bring it back? 

DALE  
The necklace? After a hard shift Lori likes to take a dip in the pond. She works at the 
Beachcomber.  About a mile up the beach. I’m between gigs right now.  August… 
Hey… I mean if you can swing it. Right?  

ELLIOT  
How you like the cabin… the one near the woods? 
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DALE   
Oh… Yeah… So, you noticed that. We cleared out when you drove up. No one has 
been here all summer.  We figured…I mean, you ever try to rent a place out here 
during the season? We camp out.  Save our money so we can rent a place after 
everyone goes home.  Maybe Florida this winter.  Who knows?  We’re easy. 

ELLIOT  
Where’s your camp?  

DALE   
A tent back in the woods. It’s kinda on the down low. (As though to Matty who is 
standing near ELLIOT:) Don’t tell anyone, little dude. Okay? (Back to ELLIOT:) We 
make it work.  Lori brings home leftovers from the bar. They’re just going to throw it 
out.  Right?  

(Pause.) 

If I had a boy like him… if something ever happened… Really tear me in two.  So I get 
it. 

(Pause.) 

Sorry to make you freak.  

ELLIOT  
He left, swimming the length of the pond and following the trail into the woods. 

The next day I was about to give Mattie his swim lessons in the pond, when Dale 
walked out of the woods. He was tossing around a small plush toy. 

DALE  
Don’t freak… Just here to say hi. 

ELLIOT  
He handed the toy to Mattie. It was a baby seal. 

DALE  
Saw it at the Truro swap shop and thought Little Dude would like it.  

ELLIOT  
It seemed reasonably clean. 

DALE  
Lori says I trust people too much… so I assume they trust me.  I’m an idiot that way. 

(Pause.) 

You’re a good dad. What Mattie needs… you know… someone who’s strong enough 
to let him be who he is.  He’s a quirky little dude and he’s going to need that. 

MARIA  
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You let him stick around. Didn’t you?  

(ELLIOT exhales.) 

SAM  
Out there alone without another adult…  

MARIA  
… Maybe going a little stir crazy? 

DALE  
Wish I had a dad like you. 

MARIA  
He’s a charmer, this one.  

ELLIOT  
Mattie and Dale sat at the picnic table and took turns drawing pictures of the baby 
seal.  

Mattie wanted to know what the little seal’s name should be.  

DALE  
Ronan, of course. R  O  N  A  N.  

ELLIOT  
Mattie wrote the letters under his drawing.  

DALE  
With two marks here and here.   

ELLIOT  
Why Ronan?  

DALE  
It means little seal… 

MARIA 
…in Gaelic. 

(DALE sees MARIA and give her a very intense smile.  MARIA 
recognizes something about DALE. She is concerned.) 

You touch one hair on that little boy’s head. 

SAM  
You know him? 

MARIA  
Good or evil… there’s no in-between with them, Sam.  And they can be very wicked.  

ELLIOT  
You hungry? 
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DALE  
Only if you have enough. 

ELLIOT  
When I returned with the food, Dale was weaving a seagrass bracelet around Mattie’s 
wrist.   

DALE  
Little dude liked the one around my ankle. I hope it’s okay. 

ELLIOT  
Just as long as he doesn’t like your tattoos too.   

DALE  
It’s going to look pretty on you, Mattie.  Like your necklace. 

(We hear Mattie Giggling with delight.) 

DALE  
I could make one for you too, El.  

ELLIOT  
El? 

DALE  
People don’t call you that?  

ELLIOT  
No. 

DALE  
Then it will be special.  Just between you and me. 

ELLIOT  
After he had finished his hot dog, Mattie waded out into the pond.  Dale wove another 
bracelet around my wrist.   

I had never had someone do this to… for me before.  But for Dale it was like the most 
natural thing in the world.  

DALE  
When is your wife due back? 

ELLIOT  
Tomorrow night.  

DALE  
Miss her? 

ELLIOT  
Tell me about Lori. 

DALE  
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We’ve been together forever.   

ELLIOT  
She get upset that she’s working and you’re… 

DALE  
We take turns. It works out.  (Motioning to the bracelet:) What do you think? 

ELLIOT  
I like it. 

DALE  
Right? 

ELLIOT  
We went into the water and spent most of the afternoon in the pond. The three of us.  
Playing frisbee.  Throwing around the football.  Giving Mattie swimming lessons.  By 
the end of the afternoon, Mattie was swimming like a fish.  

He needed to go meet his woman… that’s what he called her… and asked if he could 
use our shower. I pointed him in the direction of the outdoor one around the corner of 
one of the boxes.   

A few minutes later I noticed that Mattie was missing. He had followed Dale and was 
watching him.  Dale had hung his board shorts from the towel hook and was 
shampooing his hair.  

Mattie? Give Dale his privacy. 

DALE  
It’s okay… Little dude is just curious…  

ELLIOT  
That night I told Mattie that he had to sleep in his own bed.  He put up a fight.  

I need you to be a big boy, Mattie. Okay?  

SAM  
(To Maria:) Do you know what happened?  

MARIA  
They never got to the bottom of it. 

SAM  
Looks like we will tonight. 

ELLIOT 
The next day we were excited about Justine’s return. I tried hard to make the place 
look better so that she wouldn’t fixate on something trivial and decide not to spend 
time with us.  Like if the floor were dirty.  Or maybe spiderwebs in the corners. 
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Sometime in the early afternoon, Dale came walking down the path from the ocean. 
He carried a half-empty bottle of vodka.  Slung over his shoulder were three striped 
bass strung with a piece of twine.  

DALE  
Something special for you and your woman tonight.   

ELLIOT  
You caught these? 

DALE 
With my bare hands. 

(MARIA scoffs. DALE and ELLIOT laugh.) 

ELLIOT  
You didn’t have to. 

DALE  
Know how to clean them? 

ELLIOT  
Not a clue.  

He went to the cottage nearest the woods and returned with a filet knife.  Mattie didn’t 
want to watch. 

DALE  
If you want, Lori and I can take Mattie off your hands… let you and your woman have 
a romantic evening… you know… 

(MARIA bites her tongue.) 

ELLIOT  
Mattie misses his mother too. 

Dale left a short time later. 

I cooked the filets… sautéed some vegetables.  Put a few hotdogs on the grill.  
Everything was ready at 7:30… when I figured she would drive up the sandy road…  

At 7:45 I let Mattie eat his hotdog and potato chips.   

At 9 I brought the food inside, blew out the candles, and put Mattie to bed. 

She’ll be here soon, Mattie.  She’ll come in and kiss you goodnight. Okay? 

At 10:30, I put the plates and silverware away.  The food in the refrigerator.  I saw the 
half empty bottle of vodka on the table.  Dale’s gift. It was tempting, but the last thing I 
needed was to be wasted when she walked in at midnight.. 

But Justine didn’t walk in at midnight. 
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At about 1am, the wind changed to a sea breeze that blew a thick mist off the ocean. 
It climbed the dune, crested the top… like a wave… and whispered through the pitch 
pines as it settled heavy over the pond.  

As I sat waiting at the window, I had a sick feeling in my stomach. The fabric of mist 
was thin enough for the moon… a white ghost of a moon… to illuminate the edge of 
the pond.  Tiny concentric ripples flowed to the shore. Our little valley was still.  Not a 
sound.  But I knew there was something out there.  In the water.  Swimming back and 
forth.  Watching me.    

I set the latch on the door and waited.  

At some point, I must have fallen asleep.   

When the sun rose and burned its way through the mist.  

I looked to the water.  The phantom of Horseleech Pond was not there.   

In the light of day, it looked so normal.  Perfectly beautiful.   

Was it all in my head?  Maybe I was going a little crazy out here on my own in the 
woods.   

After breakfast I grabbed a backpack, took Mattie by the hand, and we trekked back 
up the road toward the highway.  

We’re going on an adventure, little man.  

It was a sweltering day.  A long walk for a five year old. But he was a trooper and I 
only had to carry him twice.  

We had lunch at a lobster shack on the highway. That’s where I was able to get a 
connection for the first time in a week.   

MARIA  
A text from your wife.  

ELLIOT  
Can’t make it til Sunday morning. Work. Will take Monday off. Miss you.  

That was it.   

A text. 

We walked into town.  I picked up some groceries at the little place with the awnings. 
We stopped at the hardware store.  Then rested on a bench overlooking a rickety 
bridge 

BICYCLIST  
Uncle Tim’s.  

ELLIOT  
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The walk back was not pleasant. Mattie was cranky and tired. It was impossible to 
carry him and a backpack full of groceries at the same time. At one point about a half 
mile from the Turkey Cottages, he sat down in the middle of the sandy road and 
refused to go any further. 

I got angry. I’m not proud to say it.  I lost my temper.  

(We hear Mattie crying.) 

DALE  
Hey, little guy.  You’re almost there.  

ELLIOT  
Dale stepped out of the woods. He picked Mattie up and we walked. By the time we 
got back the sun was setting and  Mattie was asleep in Dale’s arms. He laid Mattie on 
his bed and reached up to open the window and let air into the little room.   

Thanks. 

DALE  
Long walk for a little dude.  How’d it go last night? 

ELLIOT  
She’ll be joining us tomorrow. 

He found the stuffed seal on the floor.   

DALE  
(As though looking at the toy, with a bittersweet smile:) Ronan. 

ELLIOT 
He placed it under Mattie’s chin.  

We both stood there for a moment and looked at my son… holding the stuffed seal to 
his chest.  And a feeling of great loss filled the room. Maybe it was me… something I 
was bringing… the way I was feeling… about… Justine… my life… where I was 
going… nowhere… how I had failed… in so many ways. But I turned to Dale and 
looked into his eyes. I could tell he felt it too.  

DALE  
He loves you. 

(They have a moment of connection.) 

Do you ever feel like you don’t belong here?  I mean… not just here… the whole 
thing. You know… your life? 

ELLIOT 
I couldn’t answer.   

DALE  
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There’s something else for you. It’s out there.  Don’t be afraid of it.   

ELLIOT  
Ummm… You know… I’ve got… some stuff… I have to do.  To get ready for Justine. 

DALE  
Yeah… Uh… No problem.   

ELLIOT  
He crossed out the door, ran into the water, and dove below the surface.  He came up 
forty feet further and looked back at me one more time. He swam the length of the 
pond before exiting into the woods. 

I know what I said about the Bauhaus jewels in the Wellfleet Woods. Their simplicity. 
How they were perfect because they didn’t want to be more than what they are?  

I was wrong.  

The deadbolt I bought at the hardware store was more difficult than I thought it would 
be to install. I purchased a cheap hand drill and a screw driver, but I needed real 
equipment to do the job quick.    

As I drilled the damn thing into the door, I couldn’t stop thinking about Justine.  What 
she had texted.  Not even a phone call.  It was like we were in her way.  What if this 
was all her plan? What if she wanted to spend the summer alone… away from me 
and our son?  Maybe there was something else back in Cambridge.  Or maybe this 
place was really messing with my mind. 

My hand slipped and I caught a sharp edge. 

Blood. Fuck.  

I grabbed a kitchen towel.  I heard Mattie whimper from his room. I went to him. 

It’s okay, little man… I just scratched my hand.  That’s all.   

As I kissed his forehead, a few drops of my blood must have spilled on his pillowcase.  
Another on his white t-shirt.  I didn’t notice it at the time. 

MARIA  
I remember that detail. 

ELLIOT  
But you don’t know the whole story. No one does. 

When I had finished the last screw, I tested the bolt. It would hold. 

There was no moon or starts that night, but from the light shining through the window, 
I could see… out on the picnic table… the half empty bottle of vodka. The one Dale 
brought. It was cool outside.  That’s the thing about the Cape… It can be 100 in the 
afternoon and 62 at night.   
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MARIA  
So cool you shiver. 

ELLIOT  
I brought the bottle back inside, set the deadbolt, closed the windows, locked them… 
pulled a chair in front of the windows…  

I didn’t even use a glass. Straight from the bottle.   

I turned off the light… sat there… and waited. 

SAM  
For her? 

ELLIOT 
No one was going to come out of those woods… emerge from that water and enter 
this cabin.  I’d had enough.  Book be damned.  I decided that we would leave this 
place as soon as Justine drove up.  We would pack the car, grab Mattie, and get the 
hell out.  Away from Horseleech pond.  Never come back.  

I began to feel it after a few gulps.  I thought it was just vodka on an empty stomach. 

But then I felt something different.  In my gut and in my head.  The room tilted a little 
one way… and then swerved to the other.  I fell off the chair.  

(ELLIOT falls to the floor.  The rest react with alarm.) 

The world went upside down and started to spin.  I felt like I was going to be sick.   

(Woman has re-entered.  MARIA stands.) 

SAM  
Let it be. 

ELLIOT 
There in the window…. watching me writhe in agony… her hands on the pane of 
glass.  

The windows… the doors… locked.  

I tried to crawl to Mattie to make sure he was okay, but I didn’t make it to his room.  

The last thing I remember before I passed out.  I looked up… above Mattie’s bed…  

The window…  

It was open.  

(Woman exits.  MARIA is very distraught.) 

When I woke up the next morning, I couldn’t find him.  He was not in his room.  He 
wasn’t out on the picnic table.  He wasn’t swimming in the pond. 
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Mattie! 

He was not in any of the cabins. I ran like a madman around the pond. 

Mattie! 

Up over the dune. 

Mattie! 

Across the beach. 

Mattie! 

He was gone.   

Mattie! 

Gone.   

So was the bottle of vodka… my sketchbook… the little stuffed seal. 

My son. 

Mattie. 

He was gone. 

As I run up the road toward the highway, I met the Prius.  Justine was behind the 
wheel.  

(Pause.) 

They couldn’t find him… the police… the national guard… the search dogs….  

They dragged the pond… trapped and eviscerated three coyotes looking for…. They 
found nothing. 

No one at the Beachcomber had ever heard of a Dale or Lorelei. 

In a clearing on the edge of White Cedar Swamp, they found a campsite… of sorts.  A 
fire pit… animal bones strewn about the perimeter.  That’s where they found the grass 
bracelet… the bracelet that matched the one I wore.  Where they found the little 
stuffed seal, the filet knife, my sketchbook, and Mattie’s t-shirt… with my blood on it.  

The last page of the book had a drawing of a three seals swimming in the water.  In 
Mattie’s childlike hand were the words, Come swim with us, Daddy.   

But those two… the phantoms of Horseleech Pond? They were gone.  

MARIA  
It was all over the news. 

ELLIOT 
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The police… the criminal psychologists…. the media…  How does it feel to live off 
your wife? When did you find out about her boyfriend back in Boston? Did you blame 
your son? Did you give your son dolls to play with? Did you encourage your son to go 
naked at home?  Why did you let your boy sleep with you? Do you have unnatural 
feelings for him? Why was your blood on his shirt? Did you lose your temper? Did you 
hit him? Maybe a little too hard?  Where did you put his body?   

None of the questions… none of the police footwork… none of the forensic 
research… nothing could bring my son back. 

MARIA  
They never found the boy. 

ELLIOT 
Everything you thought you had…. Your friends, your family, your home, your job 
prospects, your marriage… your life? Nothing survives something like this.    

(Audio collage of Mattie’s voice… laughing… crying… etc.) 

Mattie.  My little boy.  Did he survive?  

Was he out there?   

Did he miss me? 

I missed him so much. 

(Audio collage fades.)  

Fall. Winter. Then Spring. No place to live.  No job.  Down to my last couple of 
hundred dollars.  Nothing.  Just the Prius.  

I parked in front of the Turkey Cottages. The police tape was gone.  They had 
removed the deadbolt… looking for traces of my blood.  

I walked to the top of the dune. The pond behind and the ocean below.  Like a 
miracle.  

(ELLIOT takes off his shoes, pants, and shirt. He stands in his boxers.)  

There was something swimming just beyond the breakers.  A seal?   

I walked into the water… and began to swim. 

The water… cold… and crisp… and clean.  Clean enough to wash everything away… 
your past… your future… your life… 

I swam.  

Beyond the breakers.  

I swam. 
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The large waves carried me up and down… rocking me… like you rock a baby to 
sleep. 

I dove underneath and swam deeper and deeper. 

I let my breath out.  

This is what I had come for.  To end it.  My story. 

(DALE enters behind ELLIOT.)  

And then I felt a hand on my neck. 

(DALE reaches around and holds ELLIOT’s neck.) 

DALE  
We’ve been waiting. 

ELLIOT  
(DALE embraces ELLIOT.) 

 I shut my eyes, thinking I had breathed my last. 

DALE  
I’ll teach you. 

(DALE grabs ELLIOT’s neck turns him toward him and puts his lips to 
ELLIOTS. ELLIOT opens his eyes.  DALE does not release his grip.) 

ELLIOT  
That’s when I saw the two seals… circling me.  A mother and a little pup.  

Simple. Nothing more than it was ever meant to be.  

I knew I had found it.  

My home. 

(DALE exits. ELLIOT follows.) 

BICYCLIST  
What the hell was that? 

MARIA  
What did he write on the coaster, Sam? 

SAM  
The Phantoms of Horseleech Pond. 

MARIA  
The media hounded him to no end. 

SAM  
Sad tale. 
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MARIA  
Is it? 

(BICYCLIST looks off to where they exited.) 

BICYCLIST  
Where are they going? 

MARIA  
Back to the water. 

CHARON  
He was given the chance of a new life and he took it. 

SAM  
One way to avoid the long row to the other side. 

BICYCLIST  
You’re joking. Right? 

(No one answers.) 

(Laughing:) You all take this little party pretty far. Don’t you? 

(BICYCLIST grabs his head.) 

This is screwing with my head. 

CHARON  
Where’s your bike? 

BICYCLIST  
What? 

CHARON  
You didn’t bring it with you. Where did you leave it? 

BICYCLIST  
Back at the….  

(This brings BICYCLIST up short. There is a faint recollection.) 

CHARON  
Is your bike blue? 

BICYCLIST  
Why? 

SAM  
Who’s next? We have time for one more.   

 (SAM looks to CHARON. CHARON slides his coaster to BICYCLIST.) 

BICYCLIST  
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I don’t have a story. 

SAM  
Everyone has a story.  

(Bicyclist doesn’t want to touch it.) 

CHARON 
Turn it over. Don’t keep us waiting, son.  Tide is coming up. 

(He turns it over. It says “Madame X”.  BICYCLIST is surprised. He 
throws the coaster to SAM.) 

BICYCLIST  
You’re screwing with me. 

MARIA  
What did he draw? 

BICYCLIST  
Is this some kind of setup? 

MARIA  
Who’s Madame X? 

BICYCLIST  
Just a name I came up with for someone I met on a job. 

SAM  
Where?   

BICYCLIST  
Chatham Bars Inn. 

SAM  
Start it there. 

BICYCLIST   
I don’t know the whole story. 

MARIA  
Tell us what you know. 

(BICYCLIST decides to tell the story.) 

BICYCLIST  
It was at a party in the Boathouse… the ballroom on the beach.  A costume party. I 
was working the bar and the tips sucked, so I assumed it was for wealthy people.  

MARIA  
Probably a fundraiser.   

BICYCLIST  
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Aging Boomers mostly.  A Marie Antoinette… a Patty Hearst… a Captain Ahab - peg 
leg and all. 

SAM  
She was there? 

BICYCLIST  
The chatter stopped. I guess that’s what made me look up. The guests backed away 
from the center of the room. 

That’s when I saw her. 

 MARIA  
Madame X. 

(He nods.) 

SAM  
You know her real name? 

(He shakes his head.) 

BICYCLIST  
She was dressed like the John Singer Sargent portrait. It’s at the Met.  The subject of 
the painting was a social climber… pretty successful at it until the painting was shown. 
Huge scandal… A little too revealing. She refused to let Sargent put her name on it. 

SAM  
So… Madame X. 

(MADAME X enters.  She is behind BICYCLIST, so he doesn’t see her.  
The others see her, though.) 

SAM  
Describe the portrait. 

BICYCLIST  
Black gown, plunging décolletage… gold straps… ivory shoulders.  Her head turned 
away from the viewer.  Her nose high… haughty. 

SAM  
Like that? 

(BICYCLIST turns.  He is shocked.) 

BICYCLIST  
Holy shit. 

SAM  
Tell the story. 

BICYCLIST  
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This is fucked up. 

MADAME X  
You think you could tell it without me? 

(BICYCLIST grabs his head in pain.) 

You let me down, Tony.  

TONY  
I didn’t.  

MADAME X  
One little request. 

TONY 
I couldn’t do it. 

MADAME X  
But it was so easy. 

TONY 
What are you doing here? 

MADAME X  
I came to tell the story. 

TONY 
This is fucked up. 

SAM  
Go ahead.   

TONY 
She walked directly to my bar. 

MADAME X  
Get me a drink, Tony. 

TONY 
I hate it when people read my badge and think they’re being clever.  

MADAME X  
I had come there for two reasons. To show them I was still alive. Then make one hell 
of an exit.  

TONY 
All eyes were on us.  

MADAME X 
They had better look at me.  

TONY 
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It wasn’t the first time I had seen her. 

MADAME X 
No. 

TONY 
Half a year before.  A fundraiser in Hyannis Port.  Kennedy compound. 

MADAME X 
The scene of the crime. 

TONY 
Back then she was in better shape.   

MADAME X 
You think I look like this for no reason?  How did I look the first time you saw me? 

TONY 
Beautiful. 

MADAME X 
Don’t stop, Tony. 

TONY 
Ravishing. 

MADAME X 
I had taken the ferry from our place on Nantucket. Roger was in Greenwich doing 
what he does.  The market was volatile. He would be trading non-stop for the rest of 
the week.  No distractions.  I was being a good little hedge fund widow. 

TONY 
It was a political event for one of the kids.   

MADAME X 
I waved a check for 50 grand and they let me in. 

TONY 
Summer of 2016. The democratic convention was a month away and all hell was 
breaking loose.    

MADAME X 
We needed to unload some money, so I had started a foundation.   

TONY 
I watched her work the tent.  Then the speeches began.       

MADAME X 
Ginger Boy was cute and earnest.  He told a story about his great grandmother at the 
dinner table. How each of the kids had to tell her what they had done that day to make 
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the world a better place.  He talked about the one percent…. fair taxation… 
healthcare…The responsibility of wealth…  

TONY 
The kind of stuff Democrats like to talk about.   

MADAME X 
He was Intelligent, sweet, genuine… 

TONY 
…and on the short list for Hillary’s VP.  

MADAME X 
He wasn’t exactly ready for prime time.  But I fell for him.  When he talked, I felt he 
was talking to me and he cared. This was what the future looked like back then. 

He was standing at the bar.      

TONY 
Not the ginger boy. Someone else.  

MADAME X 
A political operative from New York.  A big gun on the national scene who had run a 
campaign for a rep a few years before.  Worked miracles for the guy.  Flipped a deep 
blue seat and turned it blood red.  For the GOP it was a miracle.    

TONY 
He had a fake tan and wore his hair huge. Why do they all have weird hair?    

MADAME X 
He was there to check out the ginger. 

MARIA 
Why would he be interested in a Democrat?    

MADAME X 
Campaign managers are mercenaries. They go where the money is.  But pretty boy 
was smart and gave big hair the cold shoulder. 

TONY 
So he was drowning his sorrows at my bar. 

MADAME X 
He recalled meeting me in New York. Do you remember his line? 

TONY 
Oh, yeah.  

MADAME X 
Go for it, baby.  

TONY 
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Look at all these losers appealing to our better angels. Is that how you and Roger got 
where you are?  

MADAME X 
Hard work.  

TONY 
You’re a killer.  Just like me.    

MADAME X 
You remember.  

TONY 
Pretty boy has a big name, but he’s a lightweight.  

MADAME X 
You recall the rest? 

TONY 
There’s no room in politics for public service. 

MADAME X 
He told me no one should be allowed to take away all the things Roger and I worked 
so hard for.  We needed someone who could deliver a better return on our 
investment.   

TONY 
Look the other way.  

MADAME X 
Let us in on the take.   

TONY 
These good people have no idea what’s happening. This whole country is ready to 
turn to the dark side. The trick to winning? Take what they’re afraid of.  And squeeze it 
tight.     

MADAME X 
I looked at the golden boy giving the speech. So pretty. So pure.    

Why is it always so difficult to do the right thing?   

Because it’s always so much fucking work… to make sure no one is left behind… to 
help those who are suffering… to do one thing a day to make the world a better 
place…. it’s no fun to be good…  

That’s when I felt his breath on my neck.  

TONY 
(Whispering:) I know what you want. Let me show you how to get it. 

MADAME X 
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That’s when I left the party… In search of the secret to winning…      

TONY 
…and I didn’t see you again until that night in Chatham.   

MADAME X  
He drove me past Craigville Beach to a gated community in Osterville.  Trophy home.  
Stupid foyer with a curved staircase.  Huge chandelier.  Gilt everywhere. 

TONY 
The wrong kind of gilt.   

MADAME X  
Why do none of them have taste?   

Two dobermans with evil eyes bounded down the stairs. They scared the shit out of 
me.  He said fear is for losers.  The first step to winning? Don’t give a shit.   

There was a Francis Bacon painting in the great room.  A portrait of a man whose skin 
resembled dissolved hamburger meat.  As I looked at it, he unzipped my dress. 

In the bedroom… Out of a black silk bag he pulled a full leather mask with two eye 
holes and a gag.  

TONY 
You fell for this? 

MADAME X  
Lift the hair from your shoulders, baby. 

He slid the mask over my face, inserted the gag, yanked the laces taught behind my 
head, and secured the collar around my neck with a padlock.   

Four silk ropes came next.  

TONY 
50 shades of bullshit. 

MADAME X  
I decided to try his advice about not giving a shit.  

TONY 
You should have spanked him with a rolled up magazine. 

MADAME X  
I’m not afraid. 

My beautiful little killer. 

The bed had solid posts with four bolted stainless steel handles.  He took his time and 
was very thorough.  I couldn’t move.  It wasn’t necessary.   

TONY 

Dark Tales by Jim Dalglish p. !65



Let me guess… the sex sucked. 

CHARON 
You only need equipment when you don’t have it.    

MADAME X  
I wasn’t ready.  Thank god he was tiny. 

TONY 
Republican. 

MADAME 
So… there I am… spread eagle on the bed.  He’s on top… thrusting away.  And I’m 
thinking about Roger back in Greenwich… trading away on his computer…  

(Laughing:) This is the secret to winning?  

No.  This is opportunism. This is what he does. He fucks people over for his own 
benefit.  I had been outmaneuvered.  And I knew he would have this on me for the 
rest of my life. He’d be able to cash in whenever he pleased.  New political cause? 
New candidate he wanted to place?  Write the check, honey. 

How do you conquer the world?  This is how. 

After 5 minutes of lackluster thrusting, he was done. 

TONY 
Quicker than I expected.   

MARIA 
No. That’s about right. 

MADAME X 
After a big show of… whatever… he collapsed on top of me. 

I thought it was over.  He would unbind me.  Take the mask off.  Remove the gag.  
There would be some awkwardness at the door.  I would take an Uber to the ferry and 
be home in Nantucket by the evening.  No one would know I had ever been gone.   

But he was still on top of me. Making no effort to move.   

I felt him exit my body.  His seed trickle out.  

A few moments passed.  I started to whistle a stupid tune..  thinking he would get the 
point.  

I was on the second chorus before I realized… 

(Pause.) 

He was not breathing. 

His heart had stopped beating. 
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Five minutes passed.  

Ten minutes. 

The dead weight of his body began to press me deep into the folds of the bedspread.   

I couldn’t scream for help… the gag.  I couldn’t kick him off.  I couldn’t move.  

No matter what I did… no matter how hard I struggled. 

(She shows the red scars around her wrists.) 

He had been so very thorough. 

The night came and I felt his body cool against my bare flesh until it lost all of the 
warmth of life. 

(Pause.) 

I lost the feeling in my fingers… my hands… my arms. My shoulders slowly dislocated 
under his weight.   

On the second day… through the mask… I smelled the thin, sickly-sweet aroma of 
death as it turned into the thick stench of decay.   

On the third day the devil-eyed dobermans came.  They were hungry. 

They went for his liver and kidneys first.  

Then his face. 

For some reason they let me be.  Maybe it was the mask?   

I lay there covered in blood… and… and… the reek of human… No, it was not 
human.  

On the fourth day, several of my ribs cracked.   

To kill time as I fought for breath, I imagined I was back home… sitting next to the 
pool in Nantucket… our spa in Greenwich… the things I loved… the things I thought I 
deserved.  That was the reason I was here. Right?  To learn how to get more of the 
things I deserved.  To protect them… keep them all to myself.   

After a while, you enter a world of… you enter… your mind… everything collapses in 
on itself… time… space… and you are nothing more than… the thunderous beating of 
a heart… the rasp of lungs gasping for air.  

(She closes her eyes as she has a sort of flashback. We hear a 
heartbeat and rasping breathing.) 

The sound effects stop.) 

On the fifth day, the housekeepers found me. 
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Within three months I lost my marriage.  My homes.  My furniture.  My money.  My 
friends.  I lost my desires.  I lost my health.  I lost my will.   

But that’s how I did it.  

How I lost my fear.   

He was right. It’s when you don’t care.  

That’s what brought me to the Chatham Bars Inn. 

TONY 
After the second drink, she turned and surveyed the room. 

(She poses like in the portrait.) 

MADAME X 
One last goodbye. 

TONY 
She headed out the slider that lead to the beach.   

The party returned to normal.  

MADAME X 
My purse. 

(TONY grabs her purse from the bar and pursues her.) 

TONY 
She was already a good ways up the shore line… stumbling through the sand in her 
heals.  

(TONY touches her shoulder.) 

MADAME X 
Don’t touch me!  I can’t bear to have people touch me! 

(She turns sharply and her elbow dislodges the purse from his hands. It 
spills open. Syringes and works for intravenous drugs spill out.) 

TONY 
It spilled out over the sand.  Syringes… and… vials of….  

MADAME X 
What do you expect? You know how many painkillers they pumped into me in the 
hospital? I was there for a month. You think you can recover from that?  What I’ve 
been through?  None of it works.  All this shit in my purse… the stuff they 
prescribed… the shit I have to pick up on the street because they cut me off.  It 
doesn’t take away the pain, you just don’t care. That’s what it does to you… you just 
don’t care. 
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TONY 
She kneeled in the sand, under the rotating beacon of the Chatham Bars light.  A 
perfectly clear, late summer night. 

(MADAME X reaches for one of the syringes and holds it up.  It is 
loaded with…) 

MADAME X 
Fentanyl. 

TONY 
Don’t. 

MADAME X 
Why not? 

(TONY stumbles to find a reason.) 

You can’t give me a reason. Can you? 

(She wraps the hose around her arm.  She pulls it tight. Over the next 
lines she prepares for the injection.) 

Want to help with my big exit? It’s why I came here tonight.  Come on.  It will be fun. 

TONY 
No 

MADAME X 
You know how close I’ve come?  How many times I’ve gotten this far? I wake up with 
this choice every morning.    

TONY 
I’m not a killer. 

MADAME X 
Help me.   

MARIA 
What did you do?   

TONY 
I ran from her. 

MADAME X 
Coward! 

TONY 
Back to the party. 

MADAME X 
Fucking coward!  
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MARIA 
Did you call the EMTs? 

(TONY shakes his head.) 

TONY 
It was none of my business. 

MADAME X 
Loser!  

TONY 
I got back to the bar, gathered my stuff, and cleared out. 

SAM 
You didn’t say anything to anyone? 

TONY 
It was not my story!  

SAM 
When was this? 

TONY 
Two months ago.   

SAM 
What happened to her? 

TONY 
I haven’t seen her again until tonight.   

MADAME X 
You let me down, Tony.   

TONY 
I didn’t know what to do. 

SAM 
So you did nothing? 

MADAME X 
All you had to do was have the courage to reach out to a stranger. Do one thing to 
make the world a better place.   

MARIA 
All you had to do was care. 

(MADAME X drives the needle into her arm.  TONY freaks out.) 

TONY 
Stop! 
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MADAME X 
Do you see what has happened?   

(TONY realizes that he did not bring his phone.) 

TONY 
My phone! 

MADAME X 
The dark side.  It’s here.   

TONY 
I need a phone… 

MADAME X 
Descended like a black cloud. 

(TONY goes from person to person in the audience and tries to get them 
to give him their phone.) 

TONY 
Does anyone have a phone! 

MADAME X 
Across an entire nation…   

(If someone gives TONY a phone over the next lines.) 

TONY 
Give me your phone! 

MADAME X 
We could have stopped it… 

TONY 
Please!  Doesn’t anyone here care?  Give me your phone!  Call an ambulance!  

(If someone gives TONY a phone…) 

No coverage! Fucking Wellfleet!  

(CHARON crosses to MADAME X and embraces her.  She is very weak, 
on the verge of death.) 

MADAME X 
Don’t.  

CHARON 
Hush. 

MADAME X 
Your touch… I remember that feeling.  

CHARON 
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It’s over now.   

MADAME X 
You’re here for me.  

CHARON 
Nothing for you to worry over.  Not anymore. Let go, darling. That’s it.  There… 

(After a moment she closes her eyes and relaxes.  He lifts her to his feet 
and gently nudges her to the door.) 

The boat… on the far side… Jeremy Point… I’ll meet you there. 

(He hands MADAME X a lantern.  She exits.) 

TONY 
What…?  Why are you all just sitting there?  Did you see what just happened?  Jesus.  
What the fuck!  

(They stare at him.) 

You’ve all played with my mind enough for one night.  I’m getting the hell out of here. 

CHARON 
How will you get home? 

(He stops.) 

TONY 
My bike. 

CHARON 
Do you remember where it is? 

(TONY’s head is hurting him.) 

TONY 
No. 

CHARON 
You are beginning to remember now. 

TONY 
Where I put it? 

CHARON 
What happened back on the highway. 

TONY 
This is all bullshit. 

CHARON 
Your bike. 
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TONY 
I need my bike. 

CHARON 
It’s bent in half, son.  

TONY 
Then… I’ll walk back to the…  

CHARON 
It’s gone.  And so is everything else back there.  Look into my eyes. 

TONY 
No. 

CHARON 
Now. 

(TONY’s looks into CHARON’s eyes.) 

TONY 
I’m not ready… I’ve done so many stupid things… 

CHARON 
Hush… 

TONY 
I have to make it right… 

(CHARON reaches out with his hand and gestures for TONY to come.) 

CHARON 
Follow me. 

TONY 
She’s wrong.  I care.  

CHARON 
We know your story.    

TONY 
I’ll try harder… I promise. 

CHARON 
It’s your time.   

TONY 
Let me go back. 

CHARON 
Come, son.    

TONY 
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Please. 

CHARON 
Follow me. May will be there.  She’ll keep you company. 

TONY 
I don’t want to leave. 

CHARON 
I’ll bring you back another time. 

SAM 
Next year.  

MARIA 
And you can tell your story. 

CHARON 
You will not be forgotten. 

SAM 
That’s my job.  

MARIA 
Do you have a coin, son?  

TONY 
Why do I need a coin? 

SAM 
To pay the ferryman.  Here.  

(SAM hands the coin to TONY. 

CHARON and TONY exit.) 

MARIA 
There they go.  

SAM 
Rowing off into the night.  

MARIA 
He’s just a boy. 

SAM 
The old man will bring him back.   

(Pause.  Maria sighs.) 

MARIA 
Want help packing up? 

SAM 
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I got it.  

MARIA 
I better get my butt in gear. Some of us have to work in the morning. 

SAM 
You’ve waited a long time to tell that story. 

MARIA 
I’ve told that story dozens of times… 

SAM 
Not the way you did tonight.  Why?   

MARIA 
I figured it may be the last chance to set the record straight.  

SAM 
Why the witch version for so many years?   

MARIA 
Witches can live for centuries. 

SAM 
Like a Selkie.   

MARIA 
People are afraid of them.   

SAM 
So they let them be.   

MARIA 
I’ll get you, my pretty. 

SAM 
And your little dog too!   

(They both laugh. 

Then they have a moment where they look into each other’s eyes.  
There is love there.)  

MARIA 
(Sighing:) This place…  

SAM 
The tavern?  

MARIA 
The memories we’ve shared…   

SAM 
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…on this spiraling spit of sand.  

MARIA 
It can be hard to leave.  

SAM 
Once it hooks you… 

MARIA 
…and reels you in. 

SAM 
What’s next for you? 

MARIA 
Stick around… work at the museum…  

SAM 
Til you find what you’re looking for? 

MARIA 
Then I’ll be out of here like a flash.   

SAM 
Come back one more time to say goodbye… to an old friend? 

(She smiles at SAM warmly.) 

 MARIA 
Goodnight, Sam. 

SAM 
Safe travels, Goody. 

(She exits. He gathers the coasters up from the audience. He may ask 
them how they enjoyed the stories. 

He goes back to the bar and puts the coasters in a box and seals it up.) 

SAM 
Those who need to get back to Jeremy point better get a move on.  Ferry’s leaving 
soon.  

For the rest… be careful along the trail back to your cars.  It’s dark out there and 
crawling with all sorts of devilish spirits.   

But before you go, promise me something.  After you get home tonight…  Before you 
go to sleep… as you pull the warm down comforter up to your chin… Think about 
what you’ve seen… the tales that were told here… in the woods of Cape Cod… on a 
cold autumn eve.  

That’s your job… to remember.  Because a place is alive only as long as its memory. 
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Good night. 

(He carries the lantern out as he exits. 

Fade. 

End of play.)
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