


Drama. By Barbara Wiechmann. Cast: 1m., 1w., 
extras. On the edge of a saltwater lake in Florida, 
Martin, a young man, slips away each night to 
talk to the fish that feed at the end of a dock. Al-
ways believing himself to be completely alone in 
his secret ritual, he is surprised and angry to find 
one night that he has been spied on by a curious 
and obsessive teenage girl, Eden, who has hid-
den herself in his car to see where he goes. As 
Eden confronts Martin, dark secrets from the past 
are unearthed, and the unlikely pair of strangers 
come to understand they are bound together 
through similar experiences of loneliness and 
tragedy. Will their new bond be transformative 
and redemptive, or will it be their undoing? Feed-
ing the Moonfish draws on the influence of natural 
forces, the significance of memory and the power 
of human connection to weave a ghostly and 
surreal tale of loneliness, violence and a young 
man’s fear of himself. Single set. Approximate run-
ning time: 45 minutes. Code: FC6.
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu sively
by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY with out whose per mis sion
in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must be paid ev ery
time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for profit and whether 
or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any time it is acted be fore
an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and re stric tions may be found 
at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com, or we may be con tacted by
mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St.,
Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S AGENT 
THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. This law pro vides au thors
with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn their liv ing from the
roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the per for mance of their
work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is not only eth i cal, it en -
cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work. This work is fully pro tected 
by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or sub sti tu tions may be made in the
work with out the prior writ ten con sent of the pub lisher. No part of this work
may be re pro duced or trans mit ted in any form or by any means, elec tronic or 
me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma -
tion stor age and re trieval sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the
pub lisher. It may not be per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with -
out pay ment of roy alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes -
sional, mo tion pic ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, 
rec i ta tion, lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers must 
be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main sub sti -
tuted.

©MMXI by
BARBARA WIECHMANN

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served
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IM POR TANT BILL ING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all pro -
grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in all in -
stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver tis ing,
pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion. The name
of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no other name
ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle and must ap pear in size of type not
less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type. Bio graph i cal in for ma -
tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may be used in all pro grams.
In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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Feed ing the Moonfish was first per formed at the Nat
Horne Thea tre, New York City, as part of the About Face
Thea tre Com pany’s Julyfest, July 1988. Di rected by Tony
Kelly; set de sign by Di ane Forbes; cos tume de sign by
Tricia Sarnataro; light de sign by Dan Kelley; sound de sign
by Tony Kelly; stage man aged by Rona Bern; with the fol -
low ing cast:

EDEN:      Mary B. Ward
MAR TIN:  Chris to pher Rath

Feed ing the Moonfish has had nu mer ous sub se quent
pro duc tions at am a teur and pro fes sional thea tres, col leges,
uni ver si ties and high schools around the coun try.
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FEED ING THE MOONFISH

CHAR AC TERS

EDEN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a six teen-year-old girl

MARTIN. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a young man

PLACE: A salt wa ter lake in Florida.

TIME: The pres ent.
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FEED ING THE MOONFISH

AT RISE: Dark ness. We hear two or three long whis tles
and then a se ries of over lap ping voices.

VOICES. Mar tin. Mar tin. Mar tin. What are you thinking
about now, Mar tin? Did you have a long night at work? 
Are you tired? What are you thinking about now, Mar -
tin? We’re so happy you’re home.

MAR TIN. Can I see him? I want to see him. 
VOICES. Talk to us first. Close your eyes first.
MAR TIN. I’ll close them for you. 
VOICES. Tell us we’re beau ti ful. 
MAR TIN. I want to see him first. 
VOICES. Talk to us first. Tell us your dream. Tell us

we’re beau ti ful. 
MAR TIN. You’re beau ti ful. You’re so beau ti ful. 
VOICES. He’ll be here soon, Mar tin. He’ll be here soon.
MAR TIN. I’m dream ing about fly ing in planes. I want to

fly so bad that as soon as I hit the mat tress, whammo,
some stew ard ess is strapping me in. Get it? Soon as my
head hits the pil low I’m taxi ing down some run way.
I’m taking off into the blue sky so deep you could just
tum ble into it and never fall; just float around. I’m up
there in blue heaven. Mov ies, bru nettes, cock tail al -
monds, the whole bit, the life. One long cool glass of
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water…flying, zooming through all that space, all that
blue dis tance, all that space, all that dis tance. I want to
leave here. I want to leave this place. 

VOICES. Where are you?
MAR TIN. Home.
VOICES. What sur rounds you?
MAR TIN. Trees. The dark.
VOICES. The air. 
MAR TIN. The air.
VOICES. What’s it like? 
MAR TIN. Hot. Heavy.
VOICES. Hard to breathe. 
MAR TIN. Bring him to me.
VOICES. Cool your self. Put your hand in the wa ter.
MAR TIN. Cool my self.
VOICES. Put your hand in the wa ter. Cover your self.
MAR TIN. Cover my self.
VOICES. Reach far ther. Put your face to the wa ter.
MAR TIN. Bring him to me.
VOICES. Face to the wa ter. We’ll show him to you.
MAR TIN. If I put my face to the wa ter, I can see pieces of 

him, like white ivory, and pieces of him tan gled in the
coral like gar dens. I can feel back of my neck…currents 
like wind.

VOICES & MAR TIN. Now it is night. We will walk to the 
end of the pier and watch the moonfish feed. Be cause it 
is night. And peer ing deep into wells of bot tle black -
ness. We will see them.

(EDEN en ters from be hind MAR TIN on the dock.)
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EDEN. Who are you talk ing to? (MAR TIN freezes.) Who
are you talk ing to? 

MAR TIN. How long have you been stand ing there?
EDEN. Not long.
MAR TIN. You should n’t spy on peo ple. 
EDEN. I was n’t spy ing. I just woke up and I heard you. 
MAR TIN. How long you been stand ing there?
EDEN. I told you. 
MAR TIN. Where’d you come from?
EDEN. Your car. 
MAR TIN. You were in my car? 
EDEN. I stowed away. I been sleeping un der that sleep ing

bag you got all balled up there in the bag.
MARTIN. You were in my car.
EDEN. Ever since you left the res tau rant.
MAR TIN. All that time.
EDEN. Yep.
MAR TIN. Un der the sleep ing bag.
EDEN. I told you. Je sus.
MARTIN. Why?
EDEN. I wanted to see where you go when you leave

work. I mean, you sweat to death side by side of some -
one in the kitchen of a Big Sizzler res tau rant, a hun dred 
an’ eighty fuckin’ de grees in the mid dle of fuckin’
Florida for days on end, an’ they never speak a word to
you, never pass the time of day, never ba si cally even
look at you, an’ you get cu ri ous—you know?

MAR TIN. I talk to you.
EDEN. You know what I mean.
MAR TIN. You want me to look at you. That’s so pa thetic.

You wait resses are all alike. 
EDEN. I’m not a wait ress. I’m a sand wich maker.

FEEDING THE MOONFISH 9
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MARTIN. What ever. You just want to be told how beau ti -
ful you are over and over.

EDEN. That’s not it.
MAR TIN. So go home. (She does n’t move.) Go home.
EDEN. I can’t now. This is prac ti cally wil der ness to me. I

don’t know how you got here—I was asleep. Anyway I
ain’t walk ing in the mid dle of this swamp an’ I ain’t
hitchin’ nei ther. There are goddamn ma ni acs in this
state. I could get ha rassed or raped or chopped up or
worse.

MAR TIN. What’s worse than get ting chopped up? 
EDEN. What’s so bad about me stay ing here awhile. Don’t 

you wanna talk? 
MARTIN. I got noth ing to say right now. 
EDEN. Talk to me. Tell me who you were talk ing to.
MARTIN. Listen—I was n’t talk ing to no body. It’s not

your place to ask. You know what I mean? 
EDEN. It’s god damn creepy here, you know? You like

comin’ here an’ spookin’ your self? I don’t think it’s
safe. Whole place is just rot ting away; dock’s prac ti -
cally fall ing into the wa ter. You’re gonna fall in too if
you keep lean ing over that way. (Pause.) So what’s so
fascinatin’ down there any way? What are you lookin’
at? Look at all them fish; they’re so huge, God. What
are they?

MARTIN. Moonfish.
EDEN. Bullshitter. They ain’t called that.
MAR TIN. They are.
EDEN. There ain’t no kind of fish called moonfish.
MAR TIN. What ever.
EDEN. How do you know they’re called that? 
MAR TIN. Dun no.
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EDEN. Did you read it? Did you read it in an en cy clo pe dia 
or somethin’; did you look it up?

MAR TIN. Je sus. Yeah, I guess. A long time ago.
EDEN. They’re re ally called that. You ain’t kiddin’ me? 
MAR TIN. No. (Pause.) It’s no big deal what they’re

called.
EDEN. Oh. They look like big moons with lips. It’s nice

you got that spot light shinin’ on ’em an’ all. What are
they do ing suck ing off the dock like that?

MAR TIN. Eat ing. They feed at night. They come out an’
feed off the dock when the moon shines.

EDEN. How can they fucking even see the moon through
all that wa ter? 

MAR TIN. Don’t be stupid. They don’t see it, they feel it.
EDEN. I ain’t stupid. 
MARTIN. Nat u ral things are moved by forces, see. Like

the moon. The moon’s got a force, an’ it pulls an’ pulls
at the in sides of these fish an’ locks ’em into a way of
behaving—one sin gle way of be ing. They got no minds
of their own any more. Once the moon’s got ’em they’re 
help less be yond all con trol. All they got is moon minds. 
Stu pid fish. 

EDEN. Where are you go ing?
MAR TIN. I’m just get ting up off my stom ach. 
EDEN. Don’t go. Don’t leave me here. 
MARTIN. What? 
EDEN. Talk to me.
MAR TIN. I been talk ing to you. Don’t you have some -

where to go? 
EDEN. What do you think moves peo ple? 
MARTIN. Don’t you have some where to go—’cause I’ll

take you there.

FEEDING THE MOONFISH 11
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EDEN. You think hu man be ings’ guts are pulled in side out 
all over the place by forces? 

MAR TIN. Come on—your mom’s prob a bly shitting tomb - 
stones some where wor ry ing about you. 

EDEN. My mom’s up north. 
MARTIN. Well your dad then. 
EDEN. Don’t have a dad. My mom killed him. 
MARTIN. Right. 
EDEN. That’s why she’s up north now. In Sing Sing. 
MAR TIN. Your mom’s in prison? 
EDEN. My mom’s in Sing Sing. My grandma’d be there 

too ’cept she’s too sick. They thought she’d croak or 
some thing so they got her un der twenty-four-hour sur - 
veil lance in a nurs ing home. 

MAR TIN. They wanted to put your grandma behind bars? 
EDEN. Sure. She was an ac com plice to my dad’s mur der. 

She helped my mom kill him. 
MAR TIN. She did? 
EDEN. Yeah. 
MARTIN. How? 
EDEN. What? 
MARTIN. How’d they do it? 
EDEN. Fry ing pans. They beat him to death. 
MAR TIN. That’s not funny. (She just stares at him.)  
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