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OUT OF GOLD 

OUT OF GOLD 
By Brian Feehan 

 
SYNOPSIS: A man visits a doctor because he believes that he is turning 
into straw. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(TWO MEN) 

 
PATIENT..............................................Rumpel Stiltskin. Rumpel appears 

smaller than the doctor. He is pale, 
intelligent and a bit of a pain in the 
neck. 

 
DOCTOR ..............................................Tall, pompous, superior. 

 
SETTING: 
The set is of a doctor’s office and can be done simply with an office desk 
and chair, with another chair placed in front of the desk. If a more elaborate 
setting is wanted, an oriental rug can be added along with diplomas and 
citations on the walls. 
 

PROPS:      
o A gold cigarette lighter 
o Cigarette 
o A file folder with papers 
o A pair of latex gloves 
o A pen that “clicks” 
o A prescription pad 
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Lights up on the interior of a doctor’s office. A desk is present. A chair 
sits in front of it. A male patient stands in front of the desk – pale skin, 
blonde hair, nondescript clothing. The doctor sits in his chair. He 
holds a cigarette in one hand and flicks a gold cigarette lighter with 
the other. 
 
PATIENT:  Please don’t  
DOCTOR:  I’m sorry…it’s a nasty habit, I’ve been trying to quit. 
 
He puts away the cigarette. 
 
PATIENT:  No, it’s not the smoke…or the smoking. I rather like it, 

actually. No, it’s the flame I was objecting to. 
DOCTOR:  The flame? 
PATIENT:  Any open flame. I’m terrified. Because of the thing. 
DOCTOR:  The thing? 
PATIENT:  Mmm hmmm. The thing. My problem? Why I’m here?  
DOCTOR:  Yes, about that – what seems to be the trouble? 
PATIENT:  I’m turning into straw. 
 
Pause. 
 
DOCTOR:  I beg your pardon? 
PATIENT:  I’m turning into straw. 
DOCTOR:  I’m sorry, what was your name? 
 
He searches through a file on his desk. 
 
PATIENT:  Rumpel Stiltskin. 
 
The doctor reacts. 
 
PATIENT:  I know, it’s ironic…or sardonic…one of the two. Possibly 

both. 
DOCTOR:  Your name is Rumplestiltskin? 
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PATIENT:  Yes. But not all one word as you might think. It’s Rumpel 
– new word – Stiltskin. 

DOCTOR:  I see. Well, then, Mr. Stiltskin… 
PATIENT:  Please, call me Rumpel. But not “Rump.” Never “Rump.” 

You can imagine, with a name like Rumpel, the amount of teasing 
one could get as a child – children can be so cruel. Intolerable, 
really. I suppose I should be angry with my parents, but with a last 
name like Stiltskin, your options are limited. Don’t you agree? 

DOCTOR:  Yes…I…yes. Please, sit down. 
PATIENT:  Thank you. 
DOCTOR:  So, you believe that you are turning into straw. 
PATIENT:  I don’t believe, I know what I know, and I know this to be 

so. 
DOCTOR:  And what evidence has led you to this conclusion? 
PATIENT:  You mean physical evidence? 
DOCTOR:  Yes. 
PATIENT:  Yes, of course…well, to begin… (He indicates his hair.) 

…this used to be brown. Not Hershey’s dark chocolate brown, but 
mocha latte brown…or the color of caramel apples after the 
caramel has cooled. Now it’s…well, you can see for 
yourself…plain as day…it’s like golden raisins floating in a pool of 
buttermilk. And it feels like, well, straw. I cannot shed a single tear. 
And there are… (He looks down towards his crotch.) other things. I 
shudder to think what will happen next. 

 
He does. 
 
DOCTOR:  Mr… 
PATIENT:  Please. 
DOCTOR:  Sorry, Rumpel…you are mistaken. It is physiologically 

impossible for a human being to turn into straw. 
PATIENT:  I know. So you can understand my distress. Since there 

are no documented cases, there is no known cure from what I can 
understand, from the research I’ve done, and of course, there’s 
very little funding at the national level. 

DOCTOR:  But… 
PATIENT:  I know what I know, and I know this to be so. 
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DOCTOR:  What does your family have to say? 
PATIENT:  No family. 
DOCTOR:  Co-workers? 
PATIENT:  I’m between positions. 
DOCTOR:  I see…well…why don’t I take a look… 
 
The doctor stands to move closer to Rumpel, while putting on a pair 
of plastic gloves. 
 
PATIENT:  (Reacting.) No! I can’t let you touch me… 
DOCTOR:  You can’t? And why not? 
PATIENT:  Static electricity. Sparks. This carpet is quite thick, and 

well, as you can imagine, being made of straw makes you very 
aware of static electricity. (An afterthought.) And horses… 

DOCTOR:  If I can’t touch you, then how am I supposed to examine 
you? 

PATIENT:  Observation.  
DOCTOR:  You can’t expect me to make an accurate diagnosis solely 

through observation. 
PATIENT:  Yes, I can. 
DOCTOR:  No, you can’t. 
PATIENT:  Yes, I can. 
DOCTOR:  No, you can’t! 
PATIENT:  Galileo didn’t have to touch the sun to conclude that the 

earth revolved around it and not the reverse, which had been the 
widely held belief for centuries. Surely if he could deduce 
something that changed the way all humans view the universe 
merely through observation, you should have no trouble in using 
the same scientific technique to deduce that I am turning into 
straw. 

DOCTOR:  But that… 
PATIENT:  I know what I know, and I know this to be so. 
 
Pause. 
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DOCTOR:  All right. Let’s assume that, based on my “observation,” 
you are, in fact, turning into straw. Since, to my knowledge, this 
has never occurred before and therefore there is no known 
antidote, the most that I can do for you is offer something to ease 
your pain. You can have this filled downstairs… 

 
He begins to write out a prescription. 
 
PATIENT:  Pain? No, there’s no pain. 
DOCTOR:  No pain? 
PATIENT:  No. You really aren’t very observant, are you.  
 
The doctor bristles. 
 
PATIENT:  I don’t believe that I have exhibited any outward signs of 

discomfort. People have slept on straw for centuries, haven’t they? 
Still do in many parts of the world, I would imagine. So no, there is 
no pain. At least not physical. Not yet. I anticipate that there may 
be some emotional scarring from the societal backlash. But those 
are the kinds of things that make us stronger…at least that’s what 
I was always taught to believe. No, it’s not physical pain that 
bothers me. 

DOCTOR:  Then what are you afraid of? 
PATIENT:  It’s not about fear, either, really. I mean, we’re all afraid of 

something, I suppose, heights or spiders or the dark. For me, it 
was enclosed spaces. If I had to choose now, my fear would be of 
fire, as I’ve mentioned; sun through a magnifying glass, static 
electricity, any open flame…oh, and spontaneous combustion. It’s 
not as rare as you might think. And being made of straw would 
make one much more susceptible to it – don’t you think? I mean, 
in your professional estimation, wouldn’t you agree? 

DOCTOR:  I…don’t know. 
PATIENT:  I would say that for a doctor, you offer very few opinions. 
DOCTOR:  (Impatient.) I’m sorry, but I have many other patients to 

see. Perhaps you would like to consult with another… 
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PATIENT:  A second opinion? Yes, I might. I do have that option, and 
it is one that I may exercise. But surely I would need a first opinion 
before I can pursue another. Even someone with limited powers of 
observation as yourself would have to concede me that point – on 
this issue. 

 
Pause. The doctor picks up a pen and clicks it several times. A 
decision is being made. 
 
DOCTOR:  All right. Let’s get on with this, then. Ah…when did you 

begin to notice this change? 
PATIENT:  It was two...no, three weeks ago. 
DOCTOR:  Only three weeks? 
PATIENT:  Yes, I can remember because that was the day the new 

phone books arrived. And I never know what to do with the old 
ones, do you? So it was a day full of flux.  

 
He corrects what the doctor is writing. 
 
PATIENT:  Variance and flux. And then this… 
DOCTOR:  I see… Has anything happened in your life recently to 

make you think…to have caused this phenomenon to occur? 
PATIENT:  Phenomenon..yes, that is a good way to describe it. Of 

course, if what you’re implying is that something “phenomenal” 
must be at the root of this…I can’t say I recall anything out of the 
ordinary…except for the phone books… 

DOCTOR:  “Phone books.” Yes, I see. So three weeks ago, you 
were… 

PATIENT:  Just a man. An ordinary man like any other. Like yourself, 
I’d daresay. Made of flesh and blood and bone. Of course, that is 
merely an assumption on my part. That you are made of flesh and 
blood, I mean – not the reference to your being ordinary, although 
through my observation, I would assume that to be the case. 

DOCTOR:  (Forcing a smile.) Yes, well, we all know what happens 
when you “assume.” 
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