
Characters 

 

Narrator (M/F)  -  The storyteller 

Fish (M/F)   -  An enchanted fish 

Kevin Stanyard (M)  -  Melanie’s boss 

Melanie (F)   -  The Angler 

 

It is intended that this script is performed as a monologue; one actor performing all characters.  It could 

alternatively be played by more than one actor with an onstage or offstage narrator. 

 

 

  



Scene 1 – River bank 

 

Narrator:   Somewhere, there is a pub; it might be called the Wagon and Horses, the Queen’s Head, the 

Carpenters Arms or even the Toad and Turnip. Outside the walls may be half timbered, of white 

pebbledash, hard blue brick or shiny tile. The name of the pub may have been changed, the 

insides knocked about, landlords come and gone. What is certain, is that inside this pub, there is 

a snug or failing that, a corner where friends keep up with the latest gossip, acquaintances 

exchange views and strangers confide.  You may think when the heavy doors are bolted at the 

end of the day, the stories depart with their speakers into the night air; that nothing remains; this 

is not so. Once spoken or even thought, they enter the patina that builds up with the heat and 

light and smoke on the horse brasses, the old photographs, the oak beams, the mirroring behind 

the bar.  Some stories are from the present, some have been around for aeons.  

 

Narrator:  The Anglers Catch stands in a pretty village, much prettier now that limestone quarrying has 

ended and the site given over as a nature reserve. Now, willow dripping paths meander between 

the water filled craters, home to moorhen, mallard, visiting Canada geese and fishermen. The 

nature reserve is at the smart end of the village and residents with ambition, plot their course 

towards it.   

      

A large plastic fish hangs outside The Anglers Catch. It is purely representative of the fish in 

question you understand, which was bigger, stronger and the very devil to land. But there is a 

limit on the size of fish one can suspend in mid-air near to a public space. Fishy tales however, 

are happily unfettered by local authority regulations, and can easily extend a mile or two each 

way.     

      

Melanie was a regular at The Anglers Catch. She’d loved fishing since being taught as a child 

on holiday how to bait a string, and suspend it over the harbour wall to catch crabs. She didn’t 

really care about such things as smart ends, and was quite happy in her flat overlooking the 

industrial estate where she worked. Mind you, if anyone had offered her the choice between her 

flat or the fine house Kevin Stanyard, her boss lived in, overlooking the islets and archipelagos 

of the old quarry, she wouldn’t have hesitated. 
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As union representative at Stanyard Components, some people might have found this 

surprising, but Melanie had nothing against money. What she was interested in was fair play. 

Many an evening she’d sat beside the lake with her sandwiches, flask and tin of maggots, 

watching the western sky turn pink and a colour like liquid gold upon the water’s surface, 

reflecting that fishing was not unlike being a union representative. For both you needed 

patience, perseverance and strategy. Negotiating with her boss Kevin Stanyard required all 

these qualities, for he was casual when it came to things like working temperatures, laissez faire 

expecting people to do tasks they weren’t hired for, and surprised when they didn’t abbreviate 

their tea breaks as he did when there was a rush job on.  

      

With these thoughts, she felt a tug on her line. It was a strong tug and unlike the usual ‘pray 

excuse me’ type tugs from small fry. So strong was it, that in her attempts to reel it in, she was 

being dragged into the water. About to regretfully cut the line, she observed that in its efforts to 

free itself, the fish was making occasional leaps. Timing its next jump with a mighty tug on her 

line, they both went flying.   
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Scrambling from the water, she found a large fish gasping and writhing on the bank. With 

rainbow scales, turquoise fins and golden eyes, it was unlike anything she’d ever seen. 

Contemplating what to do with it, words issued from the fish’s pink lips.  

 

Fish:   Don’t kill me and I will grant you one wish of your heart’s desire. 

      

Narrator:  One wish of her heart’s desire! This was the sort of thing that happened in fairy tales! One wish. 

The fish had her fixed with its beady golden eye, and as she rummaged mentally for a good 

wish, it occurred to her that it reminded her of someone.  There was something a little crafty 

about the eye, as if it was holding something back.  She could almost hear it saying, 

 

Kevin:  This is my best offer, take it or leave it. If you hold out for more, it only hurts all of us.  

 

Narrator:   Smiling because she had caught the fish out, she lifted it with difficulty with both arms, and 

staggered to the keep net. In the keep net, the fish submerged to breathe, then re-appeared, 

regarding her sorrowfully. It was a look she knew well. It seemed to say, 

 

Kevin:   You’re killing me. You’re taking the cloth off my back!  

      

Narrator:   Melanie said, 

 

Melanie:  Forgive me if I’m wrong, but in fairy tales, isn’t the usual number of wishes three? 

 

Narrator:   The fish blinked and went under water again. Melanie thought, just like Kevin Stanyard, going 

off in a huff and leaving you to stew in your own juice.  Well it could stew in its own juice. She 

took a tuna sandwich from her bag and bit into it. As if it had been observing her, the fish 

popped up and said,  

 

Fish:   Two wishes. This is my final offer. 

 

Narrator:   This time it did not go below. Melanie avoided eye contact; it leaves the other party unsure of 

your strength of feelings.  

 

Melanie:  I know my rights. Three wishes, or you’ll be in my sandwich tomorrow. 

      

Narrator:   The fish appeared to shrug its shoulders, and say,  

 

Kevin:   On your head be it if we go bust tomorrow. 

 

Narrator:   but in reality, it murmured, 

 

Fish:   Very well. Release me and tell me your wishes. 
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Narrator:   Melanie wondered if she could trust it, but in negotiations there had to be give on both sides. 

Freeing it, she was just turning wishes over in her mind like a tombola drum, when the fish 

muttered,  

 

Fish:    Make your mind up. You might have all day, but I haven’t. 
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Narrator:   She could have kicked herself; she was clean out of bargaining positions.  Through the trees she 

caught sight of her boss’s house. Property was always a good investment.  

 

Melanie:  I’d like to live in a fine house overlooking the nature reserve, like my boss. 

 

Narrator:   Giving a little laugh, she added,  

 

Melanie:  His will do.   

      

Fish:    Second wish, 

 

Narrator:  the fish said testily. Kevin Stanyard spoke sharply like that, when he had to concede something. 

Money, she thought, if in doubt ask for money. 

 

 Melanie:   I’d like to be financially secure without working.   

      

Fish:    Last wish 

 

Narrator:   it said, turning tail, starting to swim away.    

      

Melanie:   Er, um, er, 

 

Narrator:  said Melanie, struggling to choose wisely. Then catching sight of her reflection in the water, 

called,  

 

Fish:    And I’d like a fabulous new outfit. 

 

Narrator:  She was annoyed at wasting her last wish, but was being pressurised. Several feet from the 

shore the fish turned and said,  

 

Fish:    I’m a fish not an industrialist. 

      

Melanie:   Give me my wishes!,  

     

Fish:    I’m a one wish fish. 

      

Melanie:   You promised!  

 

Fish:    You shall have them, plus one more. 

      

Melanie:   One more? 

 

Narrator:   This didn’t sound like Kevin Stanyard. 

     

 Fish:   Because you ask so much of me, things may not be straight forward. If you ever want to return 

to your former life, you too must offer and have a wish accepted. I’ve had to stretch things a bit. 

      

Narrator:   Watching the line of rings disappear on the golden water, she stared at her reflection. Instead of 

wax jacket and wellies, she was wearing a shimmering rainbow coloured dress, with turquoise 

sleeves. She looked fantastic, long and trim, but surely something was wrong? Instead of being 

vertical, she was horizontal, and she was getting very short of breath. She wriggled in the mud 

in desperation. Hearing footsteps approaching she swivelled and saw Kevin Stanyard on the 

footpath above. He stopped, stared, and then tentatively approached her. Bending over her, he 

said 

 



Kevin:  Oh my! Oh, my beauty! You shall have a fine aquarium, and come and live with me in my 

house overlooking the islets and archipelagos of the nature reserve, where you will want for 

nothing! 

  

Narrator:   With a rising tide of panic, Melanie realised that her three wishes had been granted.  She was 

going to live in a grand house, have financial security and own a wonderful new outfit. She 

recalled with horror the fish’s words,  

 

Voice of Fish:  I’ve had to stretch things a bit.  

 

Narrator:   But all was not lost. She had the extra wish hadn’t she? If she made it and he accepted it, she 

could return to her former life. She gasped,  

 

Melanie:  Release me and I’ll grant you one wish of your heart’s desire. 

      

Kevin:   An enchanted fish! 

 

Narrator:   exclaimed her boss, then noticing her distress, carried her to the keep net where she breathed 

her fill in its muddy depths. When she surfaced, Kevin Stanyard gazed into her golden eyes. 

What a glorious creature he thought. But as he stared, there was something, a gleam he seemed 

to recognise. In fact, the more he looked, the craftier the eyes appeared. He considered the deal 

the fish had put to him. He’d saved her life, for he felt sure it was a her, and what had she 

offered him in return - one measly wish. This fish was definitely keeping something under the 

table. He put his hands in his pockets, and said,  

 

Kevin:   Normally, in fairy tales, I believe three wishes is the accepted number?   
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