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a non-descript office. a woman at a desk. she looks out. smiles. beat. another woman 
walks in, adjusting her hair so it’s just right. a bag in her right hand. 
 
MARGOT: i’m back now. 
 
DIANE: alright. (Diane stands, and moves away from the desk) you weren’t gone 

very long. 
 
MARGOT: didn’t take very long. sometimes, things just go…(puts bag under desk) 

right.  
 
phone rings. 
 

i’ll get it. (picks it up) Mortigon, Elwer and Smitty. (beat) uh-huh. (beat) 
they prefer you meet them in person. (Diane is starting to walk away, 
Margot put her hand over the receiver, then, to Diane) thanks, Diane. 

 
DIANE:  no problem, Margot. anytime. 
 
MARGOT: keep that in mind. (smiles, back to phone) well, how’s about if we pencil 

you in for 2 tomorrow afternoon. will that work? 
 
William enters, looks around. this is perhaps not what he expected. Margot sees him, 
holds up one finger. William nods. 
 
  uh-huh, okay, how about 3? 
 
Margot points over to the coffee. William shrugs. Margot shrugs too. during the 
following, William looks around. a little confused, a little uncertain of what to do. his 
mind is otherwise preoccupied. 
 

well, do you want to leave him a voicemail? (beat) i can write it down if you 
like, but i assure you, Mr. Mortigon is very good at checking his--(beat) uh 
huh. let me get a pencil. (to William, hand over receiver) okay, this may 
take a minute longer. 

 
WILLIAM: (in an “i know you’re on the phone whisper”) that’s fine. maybe i’ll just 

have some coffee. 
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MARGOT: please. (to phone) i’ve got it. go ahead. (she writes it down) yep. (beat) 
alright. (beat) uh-huh – 7831, right. thank you. i’ll pass this along. (hangs 
up) what can i do for you? 

 
WILLIAM: i don’t have an appointment. 
 
MARGOT: do you want to meet with someone? an appointment is usually important 

for that. 
 
WILLIAM: it’s not anyone whose name is on the sign. 
 
MARGOT:  i’m not sure to what you refer. 
 
WILLIAM: i need the Blue Moth. 
 
MARGOT: oh. the Blue Moth. 
 
WILLIAM: i need him for something. i need to see him right away. 
 
MARGOT: you can’t. 
 
WILLIAM: i can’t. how can i get word to him? 
 
MARGOT: you can tell me what your problem is and i will get it to the Blue Moth. 
 
WILLIAM: i’d rather talk to him in person. 
 
MARGOT: there aren’t office hours. that’s not actually how this works. do you think 

the Blue Moth is just sitting back there in one of these offices, waiting to 
meet with people? have you ever tried to sit in an office chair with a cape?  

 
WILLIAM: well, i haven’t heard of a superhero with a secretary. 
 
MARGOT: neither have i. 
 
WILLIAM: so it’s new day for all of us.  
 
MARGOT: sure. 
 
WILLIAM: listen, i need to get word to him. 
 
MARGOT: to talk to the Blue Moth, you need to talk to me. 
 
WILLIAM: this is uncomfortable for me. 
 
MARGOT:  imagine how i must feel. 



copyright by james w. moore  3 

 
WILLIAM: what can i do? 
 
MARGOT: you can ask yourself, “is this a problem i would like the Blue Moth to deal 

with, or shall i just move on and try to deal with it myself?” 
 
WILLIAM: you are a…i hope you’ll forgive me…a hardass. 
 
MARGOT:  i am indeed a hardass. that’s what i’m paid to be, and it’s a title i embrace 

fully. have you asked yourself yet? 
 
WILLIAM: alright. it is something i would like the Blue Moth to deal with. 
 
MARGOT: and what does that mean you’ll be doing? 
 
WILLIAM: talking to you. 
 
MARGOT: that’s right. was that so hard? 
 
WILLIAM: um… 
 
phone rings.  
 
MARGOT: one second. (picks it up) Mortigon, Elwer and Smitty we’re busy call back 

in 5 minutes. (beat, then in response to the question) as a heart attack. 
(hangs up, then, to William) what is your need? 

 
WILLIAM: well, it’s kind of urgent, actually. my daughter has been kidnapped. 
 
MARGOT: oh my. alright. (she grabs a blue sheet of paper from a drawer in her desk) 

where did you last see her? 
 
WILLIAM: on her way to school. i got a message from her cell phone. 
 
MARGOT: show me your phone. 
 
WILLIAM: alright. 
 
MARGOT: i want to see when the call came in.  
 
WILLIAM: (shows the phone) here you go. 
 
MARGOT: alright. (takes it) 
 
WILLIAM: oh! 
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MARGOT: i’m triangulating the signal.  
 
WILLIAM: you’re…? 
 
MARGOT: got it. i know where they have your daughter. (tosses him the phone) 
 
WILLIAM: and you’ll pass this along to him? 
 
MARGOT: the Blue Moth will take care of your daughter.  
 
WILLIAM: thank you. and thank him for me. 
 
MARGOT: the Blue Moth does not need thanks. or recognition. that’s not what drives 

the Blue Moth.  
 
WILLIAM: alright. (beat) should i wait here? 
 
MARGOT: you should not wait here. please leave. (she’s picking up the phone) 
 
WILLIAM: oh. uh, thank you. okay. thank you. 
 
MARGOT: we’ll be in touch. 
 
William leaves. Margot watches him leave. she presses a button on her phone. Diane’s 
voice comes over. 
 
DIANE:  yes, Margot. 
 
MARGOT: i need to take my lunch early. cover for me? 
 
DIANE:  you got it Margot. be right there. 
 
hangs up the phone with a finger, then removes it. dials another number. 
 
MARGOT: (after a beat, a steely killer of a voice we haven’t yet heard) i just wanted 

you to know that i’m going to find you, i’m going to get back the girl, and if 
you’re nice, i won’t kill you. if there’s a bruise on her, you’ll wish for death.  

 
hangs up as Diane enters.  
 

(back to normal voice) oh, Diane, thank you so much. (Margot reaches 
under the desk, grabs the bag) 

 
DIANE:  you’ve taken a lot of breaks this week. 
 
MARGOT: (back to normal voice) family in town.  
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DIANE:  oh, yeah. i know how it goes. 
 
MARGOT: i’m sure you do. back in an hour. 
 
DIANE:  you always are. good luck. 
 
MARGOT: i’m not the one who needs luck, today. 
 
Margot walks off, determinedly, as she reaches into her bag and pulls out a blue part of 
her outfit. Diane stares after her. the phone rings. Diane reaches for it… 
 
end. 
 
 


