
[START EXCERPT] 
SCENE FOUR 

SAMUEL stands unsteadily in the bathroom, holding a towel around his chest. ERROL waits outside, just in case. 

Samuel:  (Struggling to move his fingers.) Can… help? 

Errol:  (Poking his head around the door.) Sorry? 

Samuel:  Help, please? 

Errol:  Oh. Oh, well, yes, of course, if you don’t mind. 

ERROL comes into the bathroom, hangs up the towel on a hook, and then very gently takes off SAMUEL’s 
underwear. Then he takes the other man’s arm as SAMUEL carefully steps into the bath and slowly sits down. He 
sighs. ERROL turns off the taps and kneels beside the tub. The two men stare at each other. 

Errol:   I used to have a bathtub exactly like this one when I was growing up. Me and my two   
brothers would all sit in together like peas in a pod. Our mum would then go down the line 
washing our hair whilst we held these little fruit flannels to our faces squealing like children 
do as the water dripped down our backs. She used to always use this battered old plastic 
measuring jug to wash our hair with. Funnily enough, the same measuring jug she’d put 
beside our beds when we were feeling sick so that we could throw up into it. And look at me 
now,  just about in my thirties and with my own measuring jug that never leaves the 
bathroom. And for what reason? I don’t put it on my bedside table when I’m sick, I don’t use 
it to make potions in with shampoos and bubblebaths like I did as a kid, I don’t use it to wash 
my hair. I think the only thing that it’s actually made use for is catch a few spiders here and 
there, and one time a mouse. But I guess there’s a first time for everything, shall I help you get 
all the mud out of your hair? 

Samuel:  Please. 

Errol:  (Grabs the jug and sits on the end of the bath to begin washing SAMUEL’s hair.) I used to 
always dread the day our school would hand out letters for us to take to our mums about an 
outbreak of nits. Immediately, the three of us would be put into the tub once more, just a few 
centimetres of water at the bottom, and then this time, without the jug, she’d go down the line 
with that bloody nit comb. I can still feel it sometimes scraping across my scalp. The three of 
us would be squirming as she pulled out the nits or shivering in the cold before or after our 
turn. It was always so cold. There was a silence during those times, a silence that then 
continued when we got too big to share baths and mum grew more distant from us. I always 
told myself from then on that I’d never turn into my mother, but look at me now, jug in hand 
and washing your hair. Don’t worry, I won’t get the nit comb out, that is at least one thing I 
didn’t pick up as a habit in buying. There, I think that’s all pretty clean now. How about the 
rest of the mud, can you manage? 

Samuel:  I don’t know, it hurts. 

Errol:  It hurts? Where abouts? 
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Samuel:  These (he holds up his hands and tries to wiggle his fingers). 

Errol:  I see, well keep them under the water, try tucking them under your thighs, there, that should 
be better, they’ll probably take a while to warm up properly.  

Samuel:  I’m sorry. 

Errol:  Ah, nah, there’s nothing to be sorry for, really. I’m glad I found you when I did. You probably 
won’t believe it but I got a call out to go searching for a silver otter that had been seen nearby 
where I found you. I hope you weren’t caught up in all the hearsay about it? Not out hunting it 
yourself? 

Samuel:  No. 

Errol:  (Begins to flannel the mud off SAMUEL.) Well, I can’t say I condone your lack of preparedness 
whilst out on the moor, but at least you weren’t out chasing fairytales… May I ask what you 
were doing out there? Or did you just happen to get lost off one of the trails? 

Samuel:  I was looking for Penlewes. 

Errol:  Penlewes? Never heard of it, sounds like a place in Cornwall or something. 

Samuel:  It’s supposed to be near here. 

Errol:  Where did you hear about it? 

Samuel:  Just this story… 

Errol:  A story? So you were out chasing fairytales then? I guess you’ll fit right in here. 

Samuel:  Not a fairytale. 

Errol:  It’s okay. You don’t have to explain. Just as long as you’re safe and warm now. Where did you 
come from? 

Samuel:  Sidmouth. 

Errol:  Oh? So you drove down then, did you park nearby? 

Samuel:  I walked. 

Errol:  From Sidmouth to the moors? But I didn’t find a backpack or anything, you were hardly 
prepared for a trek like that, what were you thinking? 

Samuel:  A pilgrimage. 

Errol:  (Sighing.) I see.  
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Samuel:  Do you think me mad? 

Errol:  Yes, absolutely I do. No wonder the state you’re in now.  

Samuel:  There were times I thought I was mad too. 

Errol:  So there is some sense in there then.  

Samuel:  But I was certain I’d find it. 

Errol:  The place you read about? 

Samuel:  Yes. 

Errol:  I don’t even know what to make of it all. Is this because of the cold? 

Samuel:  I question that myself. Perhaps you’re right, it sounds ridiculous now I’ve said it out loud. 

Errol:  It does. But strangely enough, it’s not the most absurd thing I’ve heard today. Right, I’ve got as 
much of the mud off as I could. You can tackle your finger nails when you’ve got the feeling 
back in your fingers. I think it’s time we found you some clothes and got some food and drink 
in that stomach of yours. Are you alright getting out? 

Samuel:  I think so. 

Errol:  Let’s grab the towel. (He turns to take the towel off the hook, but then decides to get a fresh one 
from the linen closet. When SAMUEL steps out of the bath, ERROL wraps the towel around 
him.) I’ll lay some clothes out on my bed for you and start on dinner. 

Samuel:   (Grabbing ERROL’s wrist before he leaves.) Thank you. Really. 

Errol:  Sure. 

Both exit. 

SCENE FIVE 

ERROL enters from the back of the stage and heads into the kitchen, he reheats the casserole that the vicar had 
brought in, and then makes some toast for himself. SAMUEL enters in ERROL’s clothes and sits down at the sofa. 
He checks his phone to see if it’s working, then moves to fold his dirty clothes, from the back pocket of his trousers, 
he pulls out a waterlogged book. ERROL brings the plates of food into the living room and places them on the 
table. 

Errol:  Ah, you can dry that on the hearth if you’d like, hopefully the ink isn’t too ruined. The pages 
will definitely curl though. I’ve a few bird spotting guides that look just like it. 

Samuel:  This was my map. 
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Errol:  Your map? You really weren’t prepared for this pilgrimage were you? 

Samuel:  Seems not. 

Errol:  Which book is it? 

Samuel:  It’s a collection of short stories by Cador Vellacott. 

Errol:  A well known author? I don’t think I’ve heard of him. 

Samuel:  Little is known about him really.  

Errol:   And you’re sure it’s set in Devon… it just sounds— 

Samuel:  Absolutely certain. It even talked about this place. 

Errol:  Lustleigh? 

Samuel:   (Leaves book upended on the hearth to dry, looks at the plates.) Is the toast for… 

Errol:  The toast’s for me, I thought you would do better with the casserole. God knows what’s in it 
though I’m afraid, the vicar’s wife made it, thought I was going hungry in this place. 

Samuel:  You sure? 

Errol:  Definitely. Please, eat up. 

Samuel:  And these clothes, what’s this? (He points to the company logo.) 

Errol:  Ah, yeah, sorry it’s my old uniform before they provided us with something a little more 
hardy. I thought it looked around your size. 

Samuel:  What do you do? 

Errol:  I guess I’m a bit like a ranger? I document and keep track of the wildlife in this area, and 
work on rewilding schemes. I run tests on the environment, try to keep it all in good health, 
that sort of thing. 

Samuel:  Sounds very fulfilling. I guess you know the land around here pretty well. 

Errol:  I do. Sometimes I feel like I understand the animals of the area better than the people, to be 
quite honest. 

Samuel:  Mm? 

Errol:  I was designated this location, this house even, from my company three years ago. When I 
first arrived, I was somewhat outcast from the village because I was rude enough to lock the 
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front door everyday without fail. They didn’t think it was necessary, took it as some sort of 
insult to their respectability or something. So I started leaving it unlocked. But these people 
just walk in and out as if the house is theirs. Sometimes they knock, sometimes they claim to 
forget… And they’re all religious nutters, or at least so I thought, but now I think they just go 
to church every Sunday, sit in with the vicar for tea, have clubs in the church grounds every 
week just to give them something to do. As if God was just a vehicle to catching up and 
ensuring that they weren’t forgotten by the village. Honestly, some of the things that come out 
of these people’s mouths, like this silver otter malarkey, spirits of the night, pixies even. It’s as 
if this village is stuck in the land before Christianity. Sometimes I catch myself almost 
becoming one of them, getting sucked into the bustle of these people’s lives, and I have to 
actively draw myself away from it all, to retreat back into my cottage. But then, once again, 
they take it as an offence, and so the cycle begins. At least out there, on the moors, in the wild 
grasses, the animals keep themselves to themselves, they give me my space as long as I give 
them theirs. Sometimes, they’re curious, but just as quickly they flee into the shadows. That’s 
what I was used to with people too. Logical actions from logical animals. Nothing strange, 
nothing too… well at times it’s otherworldly. 

Samuel:  Like from a fairytale? 

Errol:  Exactly. Well, as much as they would like to believe it, of course. 

Samuel:  I sometimes believe these things too. 

Errol:  You were found in a bog with a book as a map during one of the worst predicted storms of 
the decade, searching for a place that shouldn’t exist… 

Samuel:  I guess I was wrong about it. 

Errol:  What about this book made you believe in it? 

Samuel:    It’s hard to explain. 

Errol:  You’ll have to meet Mrs. Johnson, I’m sure she’d understand. 

Samuel:  And you don’t? 

Errol:  It’s been a long day, I’m tired, a lot has happened and I guess my patience for the mythical is 
thin is all. 

Samuel:  I’m sorry. This casserole was lovely though, I appreciate you giving it me. 
  
Errol:  Not at all. I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be short with you… 

Samuel:  I understand, it’s not like you wanted a burden like myself sitting on your sofa this evening. 

Errol:  I’m glad you’re okay. It’s not a burden at all. 

Samuel:  Should I phone a taxi or something to get back? 
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Errol:  (Beat.) No, there won’t be any coming out here at this hour. You can stay the night on the 
sofa, and I’ll drive you back to Sidmouth tomorrow morning.  

Samuel:  That’s really generous, but I couldn’t possibly overstep— 

Errol:  —really, it’s fine. You’re a decent, if woefully misguided, man.  

Samuel:  You don’t really know me though. 

Errol:  I guess not.  

Samuel:  You saved my life. There’s a certain something about that which makes it feel like maybe we 
know each other better than we should. 

Errol:  You might have something there. Minor, or major, I guess if you think about it, intimacies 
that bring two people together says more about themselves than words ever could. Though I’d 
like to think anybody in my position would do the same. 

Samuel:  I’m not sure they would though. Perhaps the people around here would think me some sort 
of bog spirit come as a portent of the soon-to-be. 

Errol:  I bet you’re the bloody pixie that Mrs. Johnson was convinced she saw. 

Samuel:  He writes about pixies, you know. 

Errol:  Hm? 

Samuel:  Cador Vellacott. He’s a few stories in that collection about pixies. 

Errol:  Perhaps he is from around this neck of the woods then. 

Samuel:  Could I read you one of his stories? They’re not very long. 

Errol:  Well… I don’t know if it’ll be my cup of tea. 

Samuel:  But I think it’ll help you understand. 

Errol:  Understand? All this spirit stuff you keep mentioning? 

Samuel:  Why I came here. 

Errol:  (Unconvinced.) Sure, go ahead, then. 

Samuel:  (Goes to grab the book.) The pages are slightly stuck together, but it’s still readable… I’ll just be 
extra careful. There’s this one story in particular, in fact, it’s the first story I read of his, the 
reason I sought out this collection, it’s called The Hart of Salcombe Hill. 
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Errol:  The Salcombe Hill near Sidmouth? 

Samuel:  You know it? 

Errol:  The hill, yes. We used to holiday in Sidmouth every year when I was young, before the 
silence… 

Samuel:  I live on the hill, just above Fortescue. 

Errol:  Close to home then. 

Samuel:  Indeed, ready? 

Errol:  Go for it. 

SAMUEL tells the story of the white hart on Salcombe Hill. The tale is reminiscent of fairytale and folklore and 
should be delivered as if following the tradition of oral storytelling around a campfire. As such, the approach to 
telling this story should be devised within the rehearsal space and explored creatively to see how best to bring it to 
life on stage so as best to capture the mood and tone, especially in how the story can organically develop during 
the run of performances too. The basic structure of the story follows a character called Samuel Wolfe who is 
haunted by the visions on Salcombe Hill of a white hart. After a restless period of time, Samuel Wolfe, half 
crazed, prepares to hunt the white hart. He tracks it in the woodland, across the length of the hill, and down to 
the River Sid. Eventually, one evening, he sees the stag from his manor house window, he picks up his shotgun 
and leaves into the wild night to chase it. At long last, he finally has the white hart in sight, and he shoots. With a 
roar, the stag falls and dies. After a few moments, Samuel Wolfe walks to find the body to collect as a trophy, 
however in the patch of grass in which the stag died, lies the pale body of a woman called Katherine O’Farrell. 
The story ends, SAMUEL closes the book. 

Errol:  A haunting story. You know, for a moment there I almost forgot where I was. 

Samuel:  Haunting, yes. It’s haunted me since its publication. 

Errol:  It must have really made an impact on you. 

Samuel:  No, more than that, you don’t understand. 

Errol:  Understand what, though? It’s a story… 

Samuel:  My name is Samuel Wolfe. That house… that’s my house. 

Errol:  Oh come on, surely it’s just a spooky coincidence, maybe the author knew your family lived 
around there, I mean, if it’s a manor house then I’m sure people know of your name. 

Samuel:  The woman at the end of the story, Katherine O’Farrell, she was the mum of one of my school 
friends. It’s been driving me crazy. 

Errol:   I see, well that certainly does sound uncomfortable, is this author from Sidmouth then? 
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Samuel:  Nobody really knows, but that’s not it, it’s not just uncomfortable, there’s so much more to it 
than just that. See here, at the start of this book, the publication date for that story is August 
2007, to be exact it was published on 9th August, 2007. On the 10th, the morning after, 
Katherine O’Farrell, the real one that is, was found just outside of Fortescue, on the hill, dead. 
She had been gored by what was finally put down as a stag.  

Errol:  Come on… this can’t be— 

Samuel:  —It is. Truly. You see, less than a year before this event, my father died in very similar 
circumstances. He went out one evening for a walk, the same as he always did. It was late, but 
I had learnt to never question him or where he was walking. So I went to bed, not even aware 
that he hadn’t returned, or that he wouldn’t. I was alerted the next morning, whilst getting 
ready for sixth form. These two police officers just arrived at my door. Two women. I don’t 
know why, but that was what stumped me in that moment, as if my brain didn’t want to 
acknowledge that the police were at my door because something was wrong, no, it focused on 
the fact that it was two women wearing these ridiculous costumes, I was confused. They asked 
if I was Samuel Wolfe, and if they could come inside, so I tried calling for Dad. I called over 
and over, getting more worked up with his lack of response. The police women came in 
anyway, they tried to calm me down, tell me that my father wasn’t home, that I should sit 
down and listen to them. So I did, and they told me that his body had been found that 
morning by a dog walker. He was still being examined at that point, they hadn’t yet decided if 
it was a murder case or not, but the coroner then put it down to a tragic accident involving 
what must have been a large stag. His torso was gored, from his stomach to his shoulder. 

Errol:  Samuel, I’m so sorry. 

Samuel:  Everything happened so fast, the funeral, the reading of the will, the inheritance, my 
grandmother moved in to look after me and the house because I was obviously so in shock. 
That time was a blur, I dropped out of sixth form for the rest of that year, it had just started 
see, and I could hardly function. Then the rumours started to spread, sightings of a white 
stag, and that that was the beast that had killed my father. These rumours were everywhere, 
and I became obsessed. Just like he did in the story. It haunted me just as it did him. I wanted 
to learn everything about white stags, about their stories, their history, why there would be 
one on Salcombe Hill of all places, how big they got, why it would kill my father. There wasn’t 
a lot of information out there, but a few forums online spoke about them. And then I came 
across an article in some literary magazine or something. Discussing the short stories of 
Cador Vellacott and a short interview with the author himself. And there he was, announcing 
his own interest in the history of the white hart and its role in British culture. The story was 
then to be published by the magazine that summer. I bought every single edition of that 
magazine from May onwards just waiting to read the story, to see what else I could learn, 
what Vellacott himself might have known that I didn’t. And then I read that. The next 
morning, the news of Katherine. It felt as if I had been thrown into an ocean of ice water. 
Nothing felt real anymore, and yet everything felt slightly too real. I couldn’t cope with it at 
all. I didn’t cope, not for a while. It was almost as if I had to rebuild my entire life from 
scratch, and I wasn’t even sure what was real and what wasn’t. I acted as if this story didn’t 
exist, as if I had imagined it as part of my grief for my father and for Katherine. That helped 
somewhat. I grew up, things started falling back into place, I tried to move on from the 
incident. Then last year, it was announced that this publishing house was going to publish a 
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collection of all of Vellacott’s short stories, including one new story that hadn’t been published 
before. It shook me, brought everything back, and I was counting down the days for this 
publication, just to see if this story was there, if it was real. Last week, the book was released. 
And lo and behold, the story was there. But in some strange way, it was comforting to read, 
like meeting an old friend. I don’t know, I can’t explain it. And there were all these other 
stories too, ones about pixies, other ideas, old stories, some of them ten, twenty years old. I 
did some digging, looking into reviews, fans of Vellacott’s work. He’s almost got this cult of 
followers. There are these stories from the readers themselves about how they read a story 
that within days was reflected by their real lives, stories like mine. People believed that he was 
some sort of oracle, writing premonitions of the future that would find the readers who 
needed to read the particular story. I know it probably sounds ridiculous to you, but I believe 
it. Maybe it’s just a foolish fantasy, or maybe it’s to make me feel better about the deaths of my 
past, but thinking that Vellacott had seen it coming, had tried to warn me maybe, there was 
comfort in that. And so, at the end of the collection was his newest piece. A story about a 
flood and from it the creation of the town of Penlewes. It’s here, I’m sure of it. Vellacott must 
have predicted it. The rain? Surely this is it, the start of the flood. And right next to us, 
somewhere out there, on the edge of the moor, that’s where I’m going to find Vellacott, and 
that’s where I’ll find peace… in Penlewes. 

Blackout 

SCENE SIX 

It’s still raining. SAMUEL is asleep in his underwear on the sofa from the night before. Enter MRS JOHNSON 
from the front door. 

Mrs Johnson:  This bloody rain! Good morning, Errol!! I just stopped—ahh! (She sees SAMUEL and holds 
her handbag close to her) You’re not Errol. 

Samuel:  And you don’t live here? 

Mrs Johnson: Do you?! 

ERROL comes rushing from down the stairs, putting on a thick cardigan to cover his nakedness. 

Errol:  Mrs. Johnson! 

Mrs Johnson: Well… well, what’s all this then? 

Errol:  I wasn’t expecting any visitors this morning, is it Butterscotch? 

Mrs Johnson: No. Sorry? Butterscotch? He’s fine, I just wanted… 

Samuel:  Sorry, I should probably duck out, desperate for a wee. (He exits for the bathroom) 

Errol:  So what brings you in so early. 
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Mrs Johnson: The red Volvo, some Swedes or something. Geraldine’s quite the mess and I wondered. But 
I’m sorry, there was a rather strange looking man here in quite the state of undress. 

Errol:  Ah yes, your pixie. 

Mrs Johnson: My pixie? 

Errol:  Stranded in the bogs last night. A little bit of a rescue mission. I think that it was most likely 
he that you mistook for a pixie. 

Mrs Johnson:  Really, Errol, I’ve never quite understood your sense of humour. 

Errol:  Not a joke, Mrs. Johnson. A far more likely explanation— 

Mrs Johnson: —But is this really quite appropriate? In our little village… 

Errol:  I’m sorry. Is what appropriate? 

Mrs Johnson:  Well, this (she gestures at him holding his cardigan to preserve his dignity)… and that (she 
waves vaguely to where SAMUEL exited.) 

Errol:  Not quite sure what you mean here, but you were mentioning something about Geraldine… 

Mrs Johnson:  I mean, I understand that such things happen, but really should be kept in the privacy of one’s 
own home. 

Errol:  This is the privacy of my own home. And some Swedes? 

Mrs Johnson: Well, I know that, but perhaps best kept in the bedroom, behind closed curtains, or even 
better one of the B&Bs in a bigger town, somewhere a bit more out there, like Totnes or 
something. 

Errol:  I am fairly certain the curtains in my bedroom are closed. And I seem to remember that you 
came in here uninvited. Is Geraldine okay? 

Mrs Johnson: And you know there are children living just next door to me. Is it really right? 

Errol:  Is it really right for Swedes to be driving red Volvos? 

Mrs Johnson: What on earth are you saying, Errol? 

Errol:  To be quite honest, I haven’t the foggiest. 

Enter SAMUEL, still in his underwear. 

[END EXCERPT]
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