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BLUE DRAGONFLY 
 

 

ACT  I 

  

Scene opens, lights up on a room in a psych ward. Joseph Santana a 

somewhat large man is sobbing in a corner of his room. He is sitting, 

rocking, holding his knees to his chest. The room has one window (that 

will be used to exit through), a bed, a nightstand, a chair and one door. 

There are no accoutrements. An announcement of emergency code 

“CODE GREY” plays over speakers slightly jarring Joe. Shortly after a 

beat or so Doctor Daniel Harrison enters the room. 

 

DR. HARRISON. (Supportively yet without noticing.) Good afternoon Joseph. 

(Joe turns towards the corner, rocking, no longer openly sobbing. Dr. Harrison 

takes the chair and positions himself close to Joe and starts leafing through his 

clipboard.) First of all let me say I’m disappointed with the current situation. 

You were making quite a bit of progress up until this morning. (Joe continues 

rocking, now more slowly, steady, as if listening.) I don’t relish or approve of 

playing the role of disciplinarian, but your reaction to the news this morning was 

extremely upsetting…especially to the other patients. 

JOE. (Humming a tune softly, repeatedly, he sings.) I know what you’re 

thinking. 

DR. HARRISON. (After a beat.) I’m sorry about what happened to Tammy, Joe. 

(Joe stops humming abruptly, after a beat he slightly, sobbingly convulses trying 

to hold in his emotions.) Everyone has been affected by her choice. (Joe starts 

rocking again and humming the tune.) Her family is certainly devastated. 

(Whimper from Joe.) Her friends and the other patients here, (Joe tries to muffle 

his whimper.) and of course the staff. (Joe stops all motion and sound abruptly 

on the word STAFF. Dr. Harrison scratches notes on his clipboard as he 

continues.) You’re very upset at us Joseph. You made that glaringly apparent in 

the way you attempted to take apart the communal area. We are considering 

keeping the Rec-room off limits not only to you but the rest of our guests as well. 

JOE. Guests? 

DR. HARRISON. Yes. I like to think of all of you as visitors and we are here 

not only to provide assistance but hospitality as well. Would you prefer patients 

to… 

JOE. How about inmates?  

DR. HARRISON. (Looking down his nose.) Joseph, I know today hasn’t been 

optimal… 

JOE. Optimal…you and your word usage. Such calming choices, so…sedating. 

DR. HARRISON. A sense of serenity is beneficial to a healthy state of mind. 

Wouldn’t you agree? 
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JOE. Yeaah. Sure, real optimal. (Joe stands abruptly in what might be 

considered an aggressive manner.) 

DR. HARRISON. (Shifts in his seat, a bit unnerved.) Joseph, I’m safe right now, 

right? (Dr. Harrison clutches a remote.) Do I need to request assistance? 

JOE. (Glares at Dr. Harrison, then softening.) No. (Joe meanders to the window, 

looks out.) 

DR. HARRISON. I know you’re angry, sad. That’s fine. It’s completely logical. 

Under the circumstances it’s a healthy reaction. I need, though, to know for 

certain, that you aren’t going to lash out again. That is if you’re expecting to 

leave this room anytime soon. 

JOE. (Leans his head against the wall beneath the window, defeated.) I’m sorry 

Dr. Harrison. 

DR. HARRISON. That’s better. (As if to a child.)  Thank you, Joseph. Let’s try 

to keep this tone, if you’re willing? 

JOE. I am. 

DR. HARRISON. (Makes a checkmark on his clipboard.) Good. Let’s talk 

about you Joe. Let’s put this Tammy business behind us for the time being. (Joe 

sobs.) Joseph?  

JOE. (Stops, wipes tears with robed arm, sadly.) Okay. 

DR. HARRISON. You came here, apparently suffering from Schizophrenic 

delusions that led to you scaring away your newly mothered wife who left 

fearing for herself and your child’s safety. The authorities discovered you half-

naked, wandering through the county Botanical Gardens talking about making 

love to a fruit tree… 

JOE. I didn’t actually try to have sex with… 

DR. HARRISON. Regardless, you were ranting about trees having souls and 

when the park employees tried to talk to you, you got belligerent, turned over a 

golf cart and ran screaming into the foliage. 

JOE. I don’t remember much… 

DR. HARRISON. Joe…we’ve talked about this. You have been trying to repress 

these memories out of embarrassment. You cannot begin to heal properly until 

you admit to yourself that these things happened. 

JOE. You’re RIGHT. These things HAPPENED. They’re ALIVE. Not just 

living things that grow and have functions. They have a VOICE, a 

consciousness… I didn’t believe it myself until they started calling my name. (He 

looks at Dr. Harrison plaintively.) 

DR. HARRISON. (Incredulously he takes a long beat.) Joseph, these are 

emanations of your condition, brought on by the circumstances that YOU put 

yourself through, ultimately leading to the incident that put you in here.   

JOE. (Quietly. Firm.) No, that’s not true. 

DR. HARRISON. From your wife’s accounting, almost as long as a month 

before your break, you were pushing yourself way too hard. Not sleeping much, 

working long hours, ranting about the state of the world and only eating fruit? 

(The doctor checks his paperwork.) She said you were only eating one apple a 

day and chewing the seeds. (Joe squirms nervously sitting on the edge of the 

bed.) You should’ve known that none of this sort of behavior is healthy… 
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JOE. (Softly.) An apple a day… 

DR. HARRISON. That’s just a metaphor, an old wife’s tale and certainly it was 

meant to encourage eating fruit for its beneficial… 

JOE. (Agitated.) NO! There was nothing WRONG WITH ME! I was feeling 

BETTER! MORE CLEARHEADED THAN EVER BEFORE! 

DR. HARRISON. JOSEPH! You need to calm down. You’re starting to make 

me anxious (He motions with the remote making it obvious to Joe. Joe stays 

seated and tries to calm himself. Dr. Harrison relaxes and lowers the remote. 

After a long slow breath, the Doctor continues.) Joseph, I’m trying to help you 

see where and why things went wrong. Long before what happened at the nature 

preserve your family had concerns. Everyone was worried that it might have a 

negative affect on your daughter. (The mention of his daughter causes a visible 

blow to Joseph. In the silence after the doctor’s statement Joe begins to tear up.) 

They just want you home and back to normal Joe, that’s my aim too, I want to 

help you reset your life. 

JOE. (Through tears.) I know Doc. This is the most difficult moment I’ve had to 

live through. (Beat.) I miss her so much. I..I wanted to show them that I found a 

way…that the world doesn’t have to go to hell. I want my little girl to have a 

future. (He blubbers at the end, shaken by his own statement and realization that 

he may be at fault.) 

DR. HARRISON. I understand Joseph. (He lets Joe have a moment.) You have 

and opportunity to take a different path now, you can get back to your family, to 

your life. You merely need to accept and admit that you aren’t correct in these 

outlandish ideas.  

JOE. That the trees are alive? 

DR. HARRISON. Yes. Come back to the world, to your CHILD, to your WIFE. 

JOE. She’s a bitch! (He shifts away from his meekness.) I bet SHE has you 

keeping me here. (He Scoffs.) There’s nothing wrong with believing these things. 

DR. HARRISON. She’s frightened of you Joseph. 

JOE. WHAT FOR?!? I’ve never done anything to hurt her. 

DR. HARRISON. Just because you’ve never physically harmed her doesn’t 

mean… 

JOE. Why? What did she SAY?!? 

DR. HARRISON. Joseph, you’re starting to worry me again… 

JOE. You’re just like her! (He starts to sit forward and gets bigger.) 

DR. HARRISON. Joseph, please calm down… 

JOE. All she ever did was try to control me and manipulate me, JUST like the 

masters! The rulers! The OWNERS! JUST LIKE YOU! (Joe is quickly at his feet 

and in Dr. Harrison’s face. Dr. Harrison frantically presses the remote button 

and tips over his chair as Joe starts to corner him against the wall. A red light 

comes on and an alarm sounds.) 

DR. HARRISON. Step away Joseph, PLEASE! 

JOE. (Grabbing Dr. Harrison by the shoulders.) You work for them. You don’t 

want anyone to know the TRUTH! I. WON’T. BACK. DOWN! (Joe screams the 

last word in the Doctor’s face just as the door flies open and in rushes SAMUEL 

EMERITA, a large, angry looking orderly, he yanks Joe off his feet and slams 
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him on the bed face down in a deft military style movement. The doctor falls to 

the ground, shaken yet manages to get to his feet.) 

SAM. (Struggling with Joe.) What are we doing Doc? Whatever it is it better be 

quick or Santana here is gonna go to sleep the old fashioned way! 

DR. HARRISON. No SAM! Just hold him for a moment! (Dr. Harrison pulls 

out a syringe and nervously approaches the flailing Joseph. He manages to stick 

him clumsily and backs away adjusting his coat and fixing his hair. Sam 

continues to hold Joe in place as Joe begins to calm down.) 

SAM. What did you give him? 

DR. HARRISON. Just enough sedative to keep him docile, I don’t want him to 

go to sleep yet. 

SAM. I don’t know Doc. He’s ready to tear you to shreds. 

DR. HARRISON. (Shakily.) I know Sam, but we’ve gone through enough of 

these episodes already and his family are pushing hard for a resolution, in the 

least for answers. 

SAM. I don’t feel comfortable leaving you alone here. 

DR. HARRISON. I want to try to help him. Tammy’s…(Reflectively.) passing 

has set back his progress tremendously. We need to try and connect his affinity 

towards her with his overall daily routine in order to understand what happened 

in the Rec hall and what he needs to get back on track, to figure out exactly why 

he went off the rails. (Sam sighs exasperated and continues to restrain Joe. The 

doctor leans in.) Joseph? Joseph!? (Joe is groggy and slightly responsive, weakly 

making angry faces in response to his name.) Joe, I’m sorry to have to sedate you 

but your behavior is interfering with your recovery. I hope you understand that 

your intimidation has put me in an unsure state as to my well being. If you’re 

feeling less combative we can carry on with our discussion. 

JOE. (Slurred.) Get him off of me. 

DR. HARRISON. Only if you promise to be polite. Polite conversation is a must 

Joseph. We can’t make progress if we proceed hot headed. 

JOE. (Disheartened.) I’ll be good. 

DR. HARRISON. Can you promise? (Joe nods.) That’s better. (With an uneasy 

glance, Dr. Harrison motions to Sam and the orderly backs away from the bed 

staying vigilant.) Sam, stay here, just stay out of sight as best you can. (Sam posts 

up just outside of the open door, watching stoically. Dr. Harrison adjusts his 

chair, collects his things and tidies himself one more.) Okay. (Sighs.) If you 

cooperate we can get through this and give you some peace, hopefully. 

JOE. I’m sorry Dr. Harrison. 

DR. HARRISON. It’s going to be okay Joseph. I truly want to understand…I’d 

like to help you. Let’s try talking about Tammy. Do you think we can? 

JOE. Yes 

DR. HARRISON. Explain why what happened set you off. 

JOE. She’s just like me, She shouldn’t be here… 

 

 

 (BLACKOUT.) 
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(Set change to woods. We can hear Joe’s narration and Dr. Harrison’s questions 

as voiceover. Tammy Shepard stumbles, exhausted, covered in mud and cuts, 

disheveled, in a night gown onstage. A male voice is calling her name in the 

distance, the calls fade away. She stops to sit on a stump.) 

 

JOE. (V.O.) She was running away from her abuser… 

 

 (Tammy sits for a few beats, trying to gather herself and catch her breath. 

She fingers the edge of her nightgown. Slowly the situation dawns on her and she 

begins to break down, it’s a desperate, uncontrollable sobbing.) 

 

TAMMY. (Mumbling, crying.) Whyyy? What did I do? What! (Her body 

convulses from her sobbing. She catches her breath. Weakly she whispers.) Help 

me. 

 

 (The Lights dim. A small, BLUE orb of light starts flittering onto stage.) 

 

JOE. (V.O.) Something found her…it heard her… 

 

 (The BLUE LIGHT moves around the stage, making periodic fluttering 

and buzzing sounds, catching Tammy’s attention. She watches morbidly, almost 

disinterested, turning her attention back to her gown. It makes a pass close to her 

head and she is startled.) 

 

TAMMY. Stop. 

DR. HARRISON. (V.O.) What was it? 

 

 (The BLUE LIGHT starts to buzz around her some more.) 

 

TAMMY. (Waving it away.) STOP! 

 

 (The buzzing intensifies, the BLUE LIGHT is frantically flying about, 

flickering, straffing the entire stage. The BLUE LIGHT inevitably lands on a rock 

in front of Tammy.) 

 

JOE. (V.O.) It’s a dragonfly. 

DR. HARRISON. (V.O.) A dragonfly? 

JOE. (V.O.) The biggest, Bluest Dragonfly you’ve ever seen… 

 

 (The BLUE DRAGONFLY is now on the rock, it’s wings twitching 

periodically, glowing in the blue light.) 

 

JOE. (V.O.) …So blue it glowed in the twilight.  

 

 (Tammy stares, transfixed.) 
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JOE. (V.O.) It began to speak to her. 

DR. HARRISON. (V.O.) She said that? 

JOE. (V.O.) Yes. 

 

 (Tammy moves up close, cross-legged, on the ground, the light from the 

BLUE DRAGONFLY illuminating her face.) 

 

TAMMY. (After a beat.) Yes, my name is Tamara. (She pauses again as she 

receives some sort of telepathy.) I live a few miles from here on a cul-de-sac 

that’s part of that new housing development. (Pause.) No, I’m an only child. It’s 

just me, my mom and my stepfather. (Pause.) NO! I can’t go back…please…I 

don’t want to. (She starts to cry, the light intensifies and there’s a slow, calm 

buzzing. She looks up from her tears at the Dragonfly and calms down, listening.) 

Yes. (Pause.) Uh Huh. (Pause.) Yes Please. (She continues responding to the 

dragonfly.) 

DR. HARRISON. (V.O.) Did she tell you what it said to her? (Tammy interacts 

with the Dragonfly.) 

JOE. (V.O.) It asked for her help. It said that they should make a trade. (The 

Dragonfly rises as does Tammy and the two begin to move around the stage.)  

DR. HARRISON. (V.O.) What kind of trade? 

JOE. (V.O.) It knew what Tammy was suffering through. It said that they were 

the same, because the Dragonfly and the MOTHER were in a similar situation. 

DR. HARRISON. (V.O.) The Dragonfly and Tammy’s mother. 

JOE. (V.O.) No THEE Mother. 

DR. HARRISON. (V.O.) I don’t follow… 

JOE. (V.O.) She said THEE Mother , that’s all I know. 

The Dragonfly told her that if she helped the Mother, they would protect Tammy 

from her stepfather. (Tammy follows the Dragonfly off stage.) 

 

 (BLACKOUT. Voice-over continues while the stage is reset to Joe’s 

room at the psych-ward.) 

 

DR.HARRISON. (V.O.) What did she do then? Did she go home? 

JOE. (V.O.) No, She stayed with the dragonfly all that night and the next two 

days, walking further into the swamp, discussing plans. 

DR. HARRISON. (V.O.) What were the plans?  

JOE. (V.O.) She didn’t say too much about what the Dragonfly asked of her. She 

said that she couldn’t share all of it cause it’s too risky and that she isn’t sure if I 

was completely trustworthy yet, but she said that she had a good feeling about 

me, only this place, the institute is…shady. (The lights come back up at the end 

of this line revealing the Doctor and Joe. They continue speaking.) 

JOE. She said that the plan was good for all of us, everyone in the world and not 

to be afraid. She was told not to be afraid, that when the time was right she would 

be taken back to the world of men, once she completely understood her mission. 

DR. HARRISON. So THAT’S why she stayed out there all that time. To learn 

her mission…and she said she couldn’t tell you? 
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JOE. Right. 

DR. HARRISON. I’m sorry Joe. Tammy suffered from quite a few delusional 

ideas. Her family worried for days. They had search parties all over the woods 

and swamp-land near her house looking for her. 

JOE. No no nooo. (Joe lightly struggles in his bed/cot.) That’s the thing. She 

thought they’d find her but the Dragonfly led her through hidden paths and 

showed her places to sleep. Safe places. And edible plants. They kept her safe 

until she had learned enough and was ready to go back. Then the Dragonfly led 

her right to the clearing where the search party was, just as they were about to 

leave and give up the search. 

DR. HARRISON. That’s coincidence Joe. 

JOE. Nooo…She walked out of the bushes right in front of the Sheriffs SUV just 

as they were leaving. The dragonfly showed her how to get there by crawling 

along a hog’s trail and she popped out right in his head lights, AWAY from her 

family, safe from her stepfather. (Dr. Harrison remains silent. He seems for a 

second as if he accepts Joe’s story. After a beat or two he stands.) 

DR. HARRISON. She never discussed this with me. It’s very interesting. Again 

Joe, I’m very sorry about what happened. She was extremely troubled and 

paranoid, as are you. There’s nothing to fear here Joe, no need to lose control 

again. You sleep. Tomorrow is another day, another chance to work on YOU, to 

put this all behind you, alright? (Joe looks up at Dr. Harrison, the Doctors hand 

on his shoulder. Joe nods.) 

JOE. Okay. (Dr. Harrison leaves and locks the door. Joe begins to cry.) I miss 

her so much, she was the only person that believed me. (Joe, crying, starts to 

drift off and the room gets darker. Suddenly at the window a blue light starts to 

glow it starts to make a buzzing sound, then BLACKOUT.) 
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ACT  I 

 

Scene 2 

 

Soft light comes up, slightly lighting Joe’s room as he is sleeping.  There 

is the distant sound of a baby crying. The door flies open  violently and 

Sam steps into the room and throws on the lights, blindingly. From 

outside we can hear the baby screaming hysterically. 

 

SAM. (Looming over a groggy Joe.) Wake up jackass your wife is here. 

(Kathryn Santana walks into the room. Sam walks out and shuts the door. The 

baby can be heard outside.) 

KATHRYN. Dammit JOE! What did you DO? Did you fuck that girl that killed 

herself!?! 

JOE. No! Don’t say that, she…she was my FRIEND. My only… 

KATHRYN. We were so close to getting you back. You were doing FINE, 

amazing even. Dr. Harrison had you scheduled to leave at the end of the week. 

(She starts going through his stuff, tidying up somewhat.) NOW, because of you 

and that little tramp… 

JOE. Nothing happened. (He starts to cry, Kathryn takes a breath and calms 

down some.) 

KATHRYN. Joe, (She sits beside him.) we need you at home. I’m running out of 

time. There’s barely any money left. I’m trying to hold what’s left of our life 

together AND take care of little Sarah…she misses you very much. 

JOE. She does? (Kathryn nods.) 

KATHRYN. We’re a team Joe. This is a partnership. (She rubs his head and he 

grimaces.) I can’t do it alone and I want you to be part of this family. 

JOE. (Shifts away.) I don’t know what to do… 

KATHRYN. What do you mean? Just be normal Joe, like you used to be. Let all 

these ideas you believe are real go. It’s just a bunch of delusions, you stressed 

yourself out, that’s all it was. 

JOE. (Optimistically.) Katie listen, I know you don’t believe me and I didn’t 

mean to scare you. I’ve been thinking, shit, that’s all I do anymore, that’s pretty 

much all I CAN do since they put me in here. (Kathryn looks away.) I should’ve 

waited, tried to process what was happening… 

KATHRYN. Joe you hadn’t slept for days. You were ranting. You came in the 

night we left, wild eyed, covered in dirt and leaves and brambles. I was afraid 

you’d hurt me or Sarah. 

JOE. I know. I’m so sorry Kate. I’m beyond sorry. All I have is regrets. You two 

mean the world to me but…if I don’t do something, what world will be left? 

KATHRYN. Fuck! WHYYY?!? (She pushes his head sideways, she gets up.) 

We are running OUT OF MONEY!!! Come back to reality shithead! (Joe sits, 

head down, and cries.) 
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JOE. (After a beat.) You don’t understand. They showed me that the world as we 

know it will end. No one believes me. TREE HUGGER. HIPPY. Why can’t you 

trust me? Respect that maybe I’m on to something. Tammy had the same 

problem. No one would listen to her. She was learning the same kind of thing. 

They stuck her in HERE just like they did to me. Now for no reason that I can 

understand, she’s gone! I’m all that’s left. The only one left that can save us all. 

(Kathryn takes a deep breath and rubs her eyes, showing how tired she is.) 

KATHRYN. Sarah Marie Santana. That’s who needs saving Joseph. Your 

daughter needs her father’s help. (She walks over and stands in front of him.) Not 

the trees, not the planet and for sure not your friend Tammy. (Kathryn crouches 

down in front of him to look him in the eyes.) our little girl and you loving wife 

need you back…Where’s my Joe? My JOE. Where did he go? I want my Joe 

back. (She stares in his eyes as he looks up from his despair. Kathryn stands up.) 

Can you bring him back? Will you let all of this fantasy go? (Joe looks up at her, 

his puffy face red and tangled in knots. He nods and cries, reaching out to hug 

her legs, she stands, arms crossed, not wanting to acknowledge his emotions. 

After a beat, she shakes her head, rolls her eyes, and let’s out an exasperated 

sigh and rubs his head.) 

JOE. (Sobbing.) I’m so sorry Kate. 

KATHRYN. I know Joe, I know. 

JOE. I promise… 

KATHRYN. You better. (Sam opens the door.) 

SAM. It’s time for meds. The baby is asleep. 

KATHRYN. Take your pills and be calm. Work with Dr. Harrison so you can 

leave here soon and come home. (She kisses his forehead.) We’re waiting for 

you. We’ll be here when you get out. (Joe nods.) Sarah loves you. See you soon. 

(She leaves.) 

SAM. (Handing over pills.) Here. Man, that’s some family you got there. Sure is 

a shame they’re stuck without a man of the house. (Sam watches intently, to make 

sure Joe takes the medication.) Hopefully you get it together. Leave al this fruity 

eco warrior bullshit behind you. (Joe, annoyed, lies down in bed and turns 

towards the wall, Sam smiles. Sarcastically.) Yeah, that’s right, follow directions 

and be a GOOD BOY Joey, a good little boy. (Sam leaves. The door closes with 

a thunk and simultaneous BLACKOUT.) 

 

(Set changes to woods. The lights come up to a dim nighttime lighting. Multiple, 

different colored lights: green, red, brown, yellow, and white, begin to flitter 

about the stage. Tammy enters, the lights move to the edges of the stage as 

Tammy kneels center stage. The BLUE LIGHT buzzing, lands on her. She starts 

to dance around the stage, slowly, mime-like and the lights move with her in a 

trance style religious movement. Then the Blue Dragonfly flies slowly over to 

where Tammy entered the stage, there stand Joe. He is agog, slack jawed and in 

awe. Tammy moves over and pulls him out on stage. He watches all the 

dragonflies dance around him and Tammy as the two hold hands. Tammy then 

makes Joe kneel down as if to pray. Tammy and the other colored Dragonflies 

slowly dance off stage. Joe is alone. The Blue Dragonfly Comes down in front of 
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Joe, center stage, landing on a rock. We can see the Dragonfly engulfed in blue 

light, Lighting Joe’s face. There is a buzzing sound.) 

JOE. Hello. (The light pulses.) Thank you for having me, it’s beautiful here. (The 

light pulses.) Oh. (Sighs.) I’m sorry but I can’t stay. (More pulses, louder buzz.) I 

have to stop all this and give up. You can find someone else, right? (The buzzing 

gets quiet and the light dims, causing Joe to lean closer, listening.) What are you 

saying? I can barely hear you. (Soft pulses and humming instead of the buzzing, 

Joe smiles wide eyed, hearing.) Uh huh…yes…I KNOW, the trees told 

me…You’re friends?...that makes sense…Yes…Tammy said…The mother? You 

mean the mother of us all? (Joe begins to recite as if the Dragonfly is speaking 

through him.) All of us, all the living beings of this world, we are all brothers and 

sisters, friends and neighbors…We’ve lost our way…We have to find the path 

again…Find the garden. (Joe takes over again.) The trees will be so happy. (Joe 

recites again.) You and all the plants, the creatures that swim, the creatures that 

fly and the creatures that crawl…(Joe, still entranced begins to mumble the 

information, intently listening and laughing periodically as the other colored 

lights/Dragonflies come drifting back into view one by one and hover nearby as 

Joe sits illuminated by the blue light. BLACKOUT. As the set changes to the 

hospital room, the dragonfly lights fade in and out all around stage, the theater 

and the audience.) 
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ACT II 

 

Scene 1 

 

 Joe is asleep in bed. Dr. Harrison comes in politely at first. 

 

DR. HARRISON. (Gently.) Joseph. Joe. (Dr. Harrison turns on the lights.) 

Joseph, wake up. (Joe rouses.) Your mother is here. 

JOE. (Sighing, groggy.) What? 

DR. HARRISON. She’s waiting to see you. (Joe sits up rubbing his eyes, outs 

his feet on the floor.) 

JOE. I don’t know if I can deal with this. 

DR. HARRISON. I think it would show great progress if you can choose to 

confront adversity and give it a shot, show some enmity. Show your willingness 

to compromise. It would demonstrate that you’re on the wat to being back out in 

the world. 

JOE. (Sighs.) Okay I’ll see her. (Dr. Harrison leaves the room and Joe cracks 

his neck, still trying to wake up. Andrea McGregor opens the door and walks in 

like she’s window shopping at a thrift store. She sets down her purse and 

addresses Joe while looking at aspects of the room.) 

ANDREA. Now, this isn’t so bad. Is It Jose? (Joe wearily looks up at her.) It’s 

hard to believe you’re being difficult. It seems as if the staff and Dr. Harrison are 

being quite accommodating. 

JOE. It’s like the Four Seasons Andrea. Should I give room service a ring and 

see what Sparkling wines are available? 

ANDREA. (Chuckles.) You always were my little facetious gentleman. 

JOE. And you’re barely able to fake your way through and empathetic 

conversation, but at least you pretend. 

ANDREA. Oh JOJO…I’m so very proud of what you’ve become. (She indicated 

the surroundings.) Of all my children you’re the one I LOVE to speak about with 

my friends. 

JOE. Happy to oblige your pissing contests. I guess I’m a hot topic of the 

country club gossip. Sorry to disappoint. 

ANDREA. Yes. It is rather taxing trying to defend my family.  

JOE. I’d imagine that their pity alone would somehow lift your spirits Mom 

(Dryly.) Never mind being the center of attention. 

ANDREA. Little boy, you’ll never know the half of it. Everyone knows about 

your episodes; your failure as a father and husband, your inability to stay focused 

even for a moment and hold on to that pathetic job of yours. All of it tossed aside 

as you spout on maniacally about some terrible, bohemian, tree-loving nonsense. 

Environmental delusions? Frankly I thought I had raised you better. 

JOE. You did a bang-up job darling mother, SUCH a doting matriarch. 

ANDREA. See Joe? Look at your capacity for wit. It’s so quick and defined, 

laser-like, to the point. You could run your own multinational conglomerate. 

Wouldn’t that be perfect? You, a president or the head of the board. What should 
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we call your company? Tree Fucker Incorporated, that’s it! Tree Fucker Inc. so 

sexy, no? (Andrea smiles with great satisfaction. Joe leans forward.) 

JOE. Nice one mom. Why are you here? What’s the point? 

ANDREA. OHHH Joey. I feel so bad. You’ve lost your way. I worry that it’s 

somehow my fault and I just want to make things right. I spoke to Katie so many 

times as you were slowly losing your mind. You were scarring her to death. She 

was frightened beyond understanding, and rightly so. 

JOE. She never said she spoke to you. 

ANDREA. Actually, she called me way back, before you even began to exhibit 

any symptoms. 

JOE. WHAT? But why would she… 

ANDREA. Joseph. You’ve always been a bit off. You’re always running the 

opposite direction from the grain. Almost as if you relished the friction you were 

causing. 

JOE. I don’t understand. Everything was fine. I mean, maybe my curiosity 

leaned towards esoteric ideas, but it was just a morbid curiosity, about things 

outside of the norm. 

ANDREA. …to your detriment and all of our dismay. (Beat.) So many nights, 

while you were reading or studying or being CURIOUS or whatever you want to 

call it, experimenting in the garage, stoned to the gills on trashy gangster weed, 

Kate and I would talk. I’d try to defend you. I told her to hold on, that eventually 

you’d come around. I assured her that you’d come back down to earth one day, 

back to reality…especially after Katie got pregnant1 We figured that would do 

the trick if anything would. 

JOE. Wait! Are you saying that the two of you planned that!? Katie got pregnant 

so I would fall in line? 

ANDREA. (Grabs her purse and fishes for a cigarette.) Joe… (She lights one 

and takes a drag.) Everything I’ve ever done has been about looking after your 

best interest. 

JOE. Mine or yours? 

ANDREA. All of ours. This is a family. 

JOE. Some family. You stopped having any interaction with me the second dad 

was gone. You remarried almost instantaneously, as if you had been seeing 

Chuckles for years before. I only hear form you on holidays and that’s only if I 

contact YOU, which usually ends with you cutting the conversation shor… 

ANDREA. Your wife and myself as well as your stepfather want to ensure little 

Sarah is going to have a good life. 

JOE. Since when do you care about Sarah? You’ve left us alone to handle 

everything, her birth, her care, as if you can’t be bothered. 

ANDREA. Obviously, we care, or I wouldn’t have had you baker acted. (Joe 

stops cold, his face almost turns pale.) 

JOE. I thought the police… 

ANDREA. No Joseph. Like I’ve said, we’ve been monitoring your attitude and 

behavior up to and including your latest break with reality. (Joe starts to boil 

slowly.) 

JOE. Why didn’t you talk to me? 
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ANDREA. Joseph.. there’s no getting through to you, you are for all intents and 

purposes impregnable. 

JOE. (Demeanor turning darker.) Really? You tried so well though didn’t you? 

(Joe starts squeezing the mattress and the bar of the cot, it makes squeaking 

sounds.) 

ANDREA. Of course, turn this around on me. All I’ve ever been is a diligent 

parent… 

JOE. (Painfully angered.) So Selfish… 

ANDREA. …I’ve sacrificed at ever turn, for your father, and now for Charles… 

JOE. …Distant… 

ANDREA. …suffered, to give you and the family every opportunity possible, 

and look at how you repay me. (Joe attacks his mother throwing his bed against 

the wall. Andrea starts screaming franticly, her cigarette goes flying in a shatter 

of sparks. The two battle, Joe trying to grab her throat as she pummels him with 

balled fists, he get a hold of her torso and wrestles her to the ground as she 

claws at him the two writhing on the floor knocking over anything in the room 

like animals. The noise attracts Sam who comes barreling into the room with Dr. 

Harrison, the two of them struggle to separate the mother and son.) 

JOE. (Howling.) You fucking bitch! (Sam lifts and slams Joe to the ground, 

knocking the wind out of Joe and stopping him momentarily.) 

SAM. Mrs. McGregor you need to leave now! (Dr. Harrison helps her to her 

feet.) 

ANDREA. (Loudly.) What kind of an institution are you running here Dr. 

Harrison?!? Shouldn’t he be sedated? (She struggles against the Doctor as he 

tries to remove her from the room.) 

DR. HARRISON. (Flustered.) Forgive us Mrs. McGregor…Joe had been in 

good spirits and he WAS sedated before this recent sleep cycle…I…I Don’t 

know why he’s reacting like this. (Sam moves to help the Doctor and Joe 

manages to get to his feet.) 

JOE. I’m gonna beat the shit outta you! (Joe staggers forward and on a dime 

Sam spins with a hook knocking Joe unconscious.) 

SAM. (Smiling.) Nite Nite little prince. (Dr. Harrison moves towards Joe’s body 

and kneels beside him.) 

ANDREA. (Backing towards then leaning on the doorframe.) Is he okay? You 

hit him so hard. (There is a sense that she is truly fearful and worried about 

JOE.) 

DR. HARRISON. (Checking vitals.) He’ll be okay. 

SAM. He’ll be fine. I barely tapped him. Your boy has a glass jaw. 

DR. HARRISON. (Looking back at Sam exasperated.) I assure you this isn’t 

normal procedure Mrs. McGregor. (Another glance at Sam who is still smiling. 

The Doctor pulls out a needle and pokes Joe in the arm.) 

ANDREA. He’s unconscious. Is that even necessary? 

DR. HARRISON. Sam help me put him in the bed. (Sam begins to set the room 

back in order.) I fell it’s better for him to get rest and put some time between 

himself and this incident without too much consternation. (The Doctor and the 

Orderly lift Joe into bed as Mrs. McGregor looks on nervously.) 



14 

 

ANDREA. Doctor… 

DR. HARRISON. Yes? 

ANDREA. Please be careful with my boy. (Sam escorts her out of the room by 

the shoulders followed by the Doctor. Dr. Harrison looks back at the room 

checking that all is in order.) 

DR. HARRISON. I’m trying. (He switches off the lights. BLACKOUT.) 

 

 (Ambient music plays in the background, in the darkness. The music begins to  

take on a distant buzzing sound, along with a blue light beginning to glow from 

outside the window, the light slowly grows brighter in conjunction with the 

buzzing sound increasing in volume. The music fades out in the background. Joe 

begins to stir fitfully in bed from a clinking sound at the window as the light 

flashes in unison with each tap. The clinking becomes more and more frantic 

until the light enters the room and the buzzing sound takes over the entire 

theatre, intensifying. Joe covers his head with a pillow as the light and sound fills 

the room and theatre. After a few moments Joe sits up angrily, groggily.) 

 

JOE. (Eyes tightly shut.) WHAT DO YOU WANT?!?!?! (The buzzing stops 

abruptly and the light focuses down to a small point on top of the desk on the 

other side of the room. Joe is silent and somewhat dumbstruck by the quick 

silence. He sits staring at the slowly pulsating light.) 

JOE. You’re back. (The light pulse slows to a stop and the light begins to grow 

in size filling the room again. Joe goes Slack-jaw and somewhat limp as if in a 

trance then the light dims back to the small point. Joe is now Channeling the 

Dragonfly as well as himself. When the Dragonfly speaks a quiet wind-chime 

sound is heard as well as a kaleidoscopic sparkle lights Joe’s body.) 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. (Joe in a different steady, calm voice.) Hello brother. I 

bring a message from the mother and all of the families of the creatures living 

outside of the great dream. Your service is requested. 

JOE. Service…what do you mean? What service can I offer? I’m a crazy person 

locked in a cage. And…the Great Dream? I don’t understand. 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. We know what we speak of is outside your 

understanding as of yet, but it is known that you now dwell in the twilight 

between the two worlds, the dream realm and the real world. Your brief relations 

with one of the tree-folk and your friendship with another of our stewards 

Tamara are spoken of and shared between the mother and a multitude of 

majesties and their councils. You are one of a very few of your tribe that have 

begun to explore the trails between the world and the dream. (The sound wind 

chime ceases and there is a moment of silence, the blue light flickers with a 

buzz.) 

JOE. I should be asleep. I’ve done so many stupid things. I wish everything was 

back to normal. (Sad.) I had a life, a wife and a kid. My job was okay, it was 

boring but it was alright. Whenever I applied myself my boss and his bosses 

would be happy, it paid the bills you know? (Tears but not sobbing.) I wanted 

there to be something more, I wanted that, then. Now I don’t know anymore. (A 

beat or two as Joe’s words land.) 
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BLUE DRAGONFLY. This place was a different world many ages ago. Your 

tribe and the other tribes lived together in one world with our tribes and the 

mother. There was a respect and we all shared in the great abundance laid out for 

us. Harmony between every living being and soul fed and nurtured the whole 

world. Then one day it wasn’t enough for some of the people of your tribe. For 

some reason still unclear to those of us not caught in the dream, your people 

decided to go to sleep, and it cast the waking world under a new darkness that 

created confusion and fear. We witnessed your people begin to covet and 

selfishly take from us with little or no respect, where in the past we shared with 

caring and mutual love. You became sleepwalkers, soulless, like monsters. We 

banded together and fought you but time made it clear that no battle could be 

won against an enemy so entranced as to never know they were fighting a war. 

That’s when after many meetings, council after council all agreed with the 

mother that it was time to attempt a new tactic…we began to find a way to wake 

your kind up. 

JOE. Isn’t that dangerous? I’ve always been told it’s unsafe to wake up someone 

when they’re sleep walking. 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. Yes. It was very dangerous. We started with large 

groups and it led to chaos. Your kings would send out legions of sleepers made 

ever more drowsy by words and ideas to attack and enslave your own. So much 

so that they began to search all over the world for the hidden of the human tribes 

that hadn’t been lulled to sleep yet. We learned a powerful lesson from all of the 

death and destruction that sleepwalkers cause when their dreams are controlled 

by the awakened aristocracy. 

JOE. You’re saying that some of our leaders were awake? 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. Yes. Even now there are those in your tribe that know 

you are living as sleepwalkers and use you to keep control over the waking 

world. We changed tactics over time and have been seeking to awaken only small 

numbers of your tribe to the old ways. Even that was a mistake as the numbers 

were enough that the rulers of your tribe hunted down and burned them by fire. 

Not long after we slowed down even further and let the number of sleepers grow 

to where almost the entirety of your tribe is asleep. There are very few even of 

your rulers that consider being awake at this time. It gives us the chance to hide 

the awakened much more thoroughly. You Joseph are the only one of your tribe 

we want to wake up at this time. (Joe is struck silent momentarily, listening in 

thought.) 

JOE. I don’t know that I’m capable of being your hero. I can’t even fight my 

way out of here. Outside I was flighty, scattered, bouncing from one idea to the 

next until I met that tree. And that turned into a jagged cluster of controversy that 

led me in here. Isolated. Weakened. Mixed up pieces of a puzzle without a 

picture.  

BLUE DRAGONFLY. And do you notice a difference now? 

JOE. What do mean? 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. You were beaten to submission and inoculated by you 

keepers only a short time ago. You should be under their spell. (It begins to dawn 

on Joe. He stands up and shakes his limbs.) 
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JOE. Yeah…I don’t…I don’t feel the same since we’ve been talking. I feel clear. 

I feel normal.  

BLUE DRAGONFLY. Your thoughts and words have been direct and easily 

understood. If you notice, there is a singularity of thought even now. 

JOE. Is this being awake? 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. This is a glimpse of reality. It will last longer the more 

you feed it. The more we work together harmoniously.  

JOE. I’m all for that. 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. Good. Are you ready to receive your first task? 

JOE. You want me to do something? Other than pace around this room I don’t 

know what I can do. 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. The mother has anointed me to speak on her behalf and 

the behalf of my tribe in offering you your first mission in service of the waking 

world and it’s denizens. Do you accept the mother’s offer to join us and be 

anointed as our hero and warrior? (Joe considers for a moment, a brief look of 

concern on his face.) 

JOE. (Now Smiling.) Absolutely! 

(Scene fades to BLACK.) 
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ACT III 

 

Scene 1 

 

Lights come up and Joe’s room is unoccupied. The lock clicks and the 

door opens. Sam enters with meds, not noticing the room is vacant at first.  

 

SAM. Wakey wakey prince valiant. (Sam stops startled by Joe’s absence. He 

drops the pills and searches the room. Into walkie talkie.) Desk this is Sam do 

you have a location on Patient J. Santana? He’s not in his room. (Sam clips the 

radio to his belt and continues to assess the room. Radio Responds.) 

SECURITY DESK. We haven’t seen Santana, Dr. Harrison is on his way. We’ll 

check the commons and cafeteria. (Sam checks the window and it’s locked but he 

finds a piece of torn pajama fabric stuck in the frame. He grabs the radio from 

his side again.) 

SAM. Copy that. Never mind. I think he somehow made it out of the window. 

(Sam starts for the door as he’s talking and bumps into Dr. Harrison coming in. 

the doctor has and iPad.) 

DR. HARRISON. What happened? 

SAM. Santana’s gone. 

DR. HARRISON. How’s he gone? He was sedated and LOCKED in this room. 

SAM. He got out the window. 

DR. HARRISON. Impossible the windows are sealed shut. 

SAM. Yeah they are, but somehow he managed to tear his pajamas climbing 

through it. (Sam shows him the scrap of fabric.)  

DR. HARRISON. (Looking at scrap.) How in the world did he get it open? 

SAM. Beats me. Check the video feed, I’m gonna search the grounds. (Sam 

leaves. The Doctor starts flicking and tapping his iPad while walking Downstage 

Right. The lights fade down to a night time lighting and iPad illuminates the 

Doctor. The audience now sees the footage being acted out upstage behind the 

Doctor as he reviews it. The audio from the iPad plays over the stage speakers. A 

split second flash of blue light at the window as it opens. Joe climbs in going in 

reverse. He stands for a beat in front of the open window. Another flash of blue 

light at the window and it is closed now. Joe stands at the window mouthing 

words then backs away, turns, sits on the bed and mouths words alone. The 

Doctor squints at the playback.) 

DR. HARRISON. What? (He stops the rewind and Joe is frozen on the bed. The 

Doctor taps play and Joe starts talking, he lip syncs with track. His voice is 

barely audible in background. The Doctor fumbles with the volume until the 

entire audience and he can hear better.) 

BLUE DRAGONFLY. (Through Joe.) Go to the cul-de-sac. Find the path. We 

will find you there and guide you in what must be done. (The Blue light moves 

towards the window. Joe stands and faces the window.) 

JOE. I’m Afraid. 
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BLUE DRAGONFLY. Everyone is afraid but we continue forward. (The 

window unlocks loudly. Joe moves on to the bed and pushes the window. He pulls 

himself into the window frame and crawls through. The window, lit by blue light, 

closes itself and the light flies away. Upstage goes dark. Appearing to peer 

through the audience in a vacant, big eyed stare is the lit Dr. Harrison.) 

DR. HARRISON. (Slowly.) Cul-de-sac? (Eyebrows pop up in understanding still 

bug-eyed. Quietly.) Tammy. (BLACKOUT.)   

 

 

 

 

 

 

ACT III 

 

SCENE 2 

 

Lights come up on the woods as Dr. Harrison stumbles onto stage 

swatting at a horse fly buzzing around him, we hear the constant sound of 

cicadas and periodic buzzings. He has an agitated fit and finally sits down 

on a rock using a handkerchief as a swatter. Sam comes onstage shortly 

after, dressed in full Combat gear holding an AR15. 

 

DR. HARRISON. They’re everywhere. 

SAM. There you are doctor, I’ve been looking for you. The Sheriff’s office is out 

here, won’t be long now. (The Doctor continues to be pestered by flies.) Looks 

like Santana finally SNAPPED. Hmmph, Vigilante Prima Donna… 

DR. HARRISON. What did he do?  

SAM. Apparently, early in the morning before sunrise he broke through a gate 

and under cover of darkness, he destroyed the majority of the construction 

equipment onsite at the development nearby. Same company that built what’s her 

name’s cul-de-sac. 

DR. HARRISON. (Mumbled.) Tammy. 

SAM. Luckily nobody got hurt except a security guard trying to save the 

Backhoe. Santana did manage to set back the construction company about 500k 

and a quarter’s worth of productivity. 

DR. HARRISON. It’s difficult to imagine two patients, though suffering from a 

similar affliction, somehow syncing up their delusions. 

SAM. What do ya mean Doc? 

DR. HARRISON. I mean, doesn’t it strike you as odd? That they should be 

engaged in their own different fantasy realms yet somehow Joseph is continuing 

his friend’s narrative as if he is living her life forward…these are the same 

woods, he’s repeating the same things Tamara was in her sessions. It’s exactly 

the same delusion. (Dr. Harrison swats the fly missing franticly and obviously 

frustrated. Sam walks up to the doctor and slaps the doctor’s back abruptly. All 
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insect sounds stop. The horsefly is dead. Sam looks at the dead bug guts on his 

hand and rubs the mess between his fingers emotionless.) 

SAM. Sometimes. (Wipes fingers on pants.) People make bad decisions. About 

subjects they don’t even realize they are deciding on. All we’re doing is trying to 

Find their way back, right? But, if they don’t accept the help…if they’re 

unwilling to come back, what are we supposed to do? 

DR. HARRISON. (Beat.) Follow orders I guess. 

SAM. (Smiles.) I guess. (the doctor looks back at Sam.) 

DR. HARRISON. (Surprise.) Where’d you get all that gear? Won’t the police… 

SAM. I guess you didn’t read my file, I read yours. I was in the military. (Sam 

grins ear to ear beneath highly reflective aviators.) Shiiiiiit. Most of these cops 

are my friends! Heh Heh. (Sam touches his earpiece, listening momentarily.) 

LOOK! Stay around here okay? Don’t go too far, they picked up his trail. (Sam 

giddy, exits cocking his rifle and raising it to his shoulder he creeps off 

crouching, looking through the scope and humming the main guitar riff from 

Beat It. Dr. Harrison stands motionless in silence for a moment. Slowly his eyes 

shift to the ground in contemplation. The wind blows and a windchime sounds 

from behind him. He looks in the direction of the sound. There’s a chime from 

another direction, then from the crowd, from the front of the theatre, from the 

sound board. Dr. Harrison is drawn by each chime eventually wandering off 

stage and away from crowd. BLACKOUT.) 

 

  

 

 

 

 

ACT III 

 

Scene 3 

 

Lights come up on Joe’s room, he’s asleep towards the wall, covered 

almost completely. The door opens and in walks the doctor. 

 

DR. ALVAREZ. (Cheerily.) Good Morning! (Sets food and a file folder down.) 

There’s no need to leave this shade drawn. (Dr. Alvarez lets the light in. Joe rolls 

more towards wall.) I’ve got your breakfast here, I decided to bring it in. Since 

this is our first meeting together, I thought it’d be nice to have brunch as well. 

You’ve been in here for a little while now, haven’t you? It doesn’t seem like 

you’ve gotten much help…My name’s Dr. Alvarez, as your new counselor I’m 

pleased to be able to be here and help you work through the issues you’re having. 

(No response from Joe.) We found you out in the woods that surround a certain 

housing development, the same housing development involving a fellow former 

resident from here, captured by police in the same woods. Who I also understand, 

(She looks through the file.) is…no longer with us, I’m sorry for your loss. (Joe 

sobs for a moment towards wall. Dr. Alvarez continues somewhat sing song.) 
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The administration had me drive all the way down from upstate to try and better 

understand what’s going on here. (She grabs a piece of toast and while munching 

she leaf’s through the papers.) Apparently from what it says here, there are 

nature spirits luring you into the woods and telling you to do things. They told 

you to escape, to get away, right? (No response.) You know, throughout time 

spiritualists believed they spoke to the other world; Shamans, Medicine men, 

Witches, all of them would get into induced states to do just that. (She flips 

through the file further and takes a sip of Java.) Everyone’s toxicology is good. 

So the only induced states may be caused by increased agitation due possibly to 

certain individuals refusing medication. (She looks up from the file towards Joe.) 

Either way it doesn’t explain mass hallucination, so we can rule all that out. 

Somehow, someway you’re pushing yourself into an ecstatic state via your manic 

episodes and experiencing these hallucinations. In your mind the fact that you’re 

sharing portions of your hallucinations with others must reinforce the 

hallucination’s validity but that doesn’t negate the probability that you are 

fantasizing and living out another residents fantasy solely because you were told 

the plot. (No response. Dr. Alvarez takes another bite and sits audibly munching 

in silence. She takes a big sip of java, swallows, wipes her mouth and sits back, 

legs crossed, file on lap. The doctor suddenly leans forward as if sharing gossip.) 

The thing is. The thing that’s confusing me, and frankly everyone concerned is, 

how these residents are not only having the same hallucinations but are also 

moved to escape mysteriously and wind up in the same place. Baffling. (She 

flicks crumbs off her lap.) A glance at your history and I see why they hired you, 

best in class…but for one of the staff to seemingly contract a mental illness, a 

noncommunicable illness mind you, from a resident under his care is quite 

disturbing indeed. Wouldn’t you agree Dr. Harrison? (Joe rolls over and it’s Dr. 

Harrison.) 

DR. HARRISON. (Sorrowful, sobby.) How’s Joe? Is Joe OKAY? What 

happened to Joe? 

DR. ALVAREZ. Mr. Santana’s body was found by the police. (Door opens in 

walks a bald orderly in red scrubs with his back to them and audience, he cleans 

some and leave.) About five miles out in the Halpatiokee preserve. Right where 

the police found you three days later, wandering incoherently at first, then very 

expressly about dragonflies. They were forced to taser and sedate you. You were 

remanded here and that’s when they sent me. (Orderly comes back in as 

Harrison speaks.)  

DR. HARRISON. (Agitated.) WAIT! They SHOT him?! THEY KILLED 

HIM?!?! (The Orderly that is now clearly the shaved Sam, he restrains Harrison 

by grabbing him and laying some weight on him.) 

SAM. (Grinning his signature grin and leaning in closely.) That’s right prince 

valium. (Sam makes clicking sound and mimes pulling the trigger click, click, 

with his downstage hand. BLACKOUT.) 

 

 

 


