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Scene 3





Light up. The sky is evening red.






LEANCE is clothed, though clearly in extras. HIS 





feet are uncovered, the right one tied 
in an 






improvised cloth bandage. HE sits on the trunk, 





which has been pulled up to the table. Some food 





has been spread, including a mug of soup. 






SHADFIELD is seated on the other side, in the 





chair. HE is eating bread.






SHADFIELD






 (Happy.)

He was a Frenchman. Back in '22 he thought he could improve on the old system with prisms, circular prisms, set around a single lanthorn. The four sides make a housing called a cathedral, with the flame in the middle. Isn't that lovely? Cathedral. With the flame in it, like the Ark. It's a beautiful design. (Confidentially.) More so than the average eye can see. I don’t mind saying. No one sees real beauty in our age. It hasn't a place in the world. 


(Light from the Lantern Room passes across them, illuminating the Watch Room 
briefly. LEANCE looks up, not understanding.)






LEANCE

What’s that light?






SHADFIELD

Look, I've been telling you. It's a first-order occulting lamp. Seven feet ten inches in height. First order. There's a mechanical interior that burns whale oil. It doesn’t actually turn. The lens is on a rotating base. 

Are you listening to me?






LEANCE

I can’t feel me feet.






SHADFIELD

Sorry? You can't . . . ?






LEANCE

Me feet, man. I can't feel em. It's like they're gone.






SHADFIELD

You had a bad wound on that one, I tried to clean it . . . can you move them? Your toes?
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(LEANCE tries; the toes move slowly.)






LEANCE

Ay, they move. An I can see the little divils there on the ends of me legs, can’t I? Only they don’t have a bite of feelin in em. Neither one.






SHADFIELD

But you aren't touching them. I mean, how can you tell?






LEANCE

You touch em, laddie. Give it a poke.






SHADFIELD

I should think you can scratch your own feet.






LEANCE

Nah, me hands are goin now, too. 


(HE holds HIS hands up before HIM; fear is coming into HIS voice.) 

I can't feel me blessed . . . I'm disappearin. It's no good.






SHADFIELD

I don't know what you . . . you aren't making any sense. You must understand that. 


(LEANCE begins to weep quietly.)

Look, look . . . look, you're all still there.


(SHADFIELD leans over and touches LEANCE's hands. This is difficult for HIM 
to do.)

Look. All right? I can feel you there just fine. Cold as a couple of rocks in the surf, but you're there. So it's all right, you aren't going anywhere. Are you all right? Are you back again?






LEANCE

Where is this?






SHADFIELD






 (Resigned.)

Another spell, was it? I've told you three times now. Do you recognize me? You keep kind of . . . 

going away somewhere.


(LEANCE does not respond; HE looks angry and baffled.)

My name is Laben Shadfield. You're in a lighthouse. You’re on an  island. This is the 
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SHADFIELD (Cont’d)

Keystone Light, at mouth of the Chesapeake, built in ‘54 and rebuilt in ‘56. Maryland territory. It stands one hundred ninety two feet seven inches tall, has a rare octagonal footprint, and can be perceived, under optimum conditions, for a maximum of twelve miles out. (HE gestures stage right.) Bay. (Stage left.) Sea. Now, do you think you can remember this time?






LEANCE 





            (Rubbing head.)

Ah, sweet Jesus.






SHADFIELD 






(Cold.)

I’ll thank you not to take that name in vain.


(LEANCE stares, surprised.) 

I pulled you out just before you got to the rocks, and that's all I know. Except that it's a blessing for you that the morning was fair. A fit man couldn't swim long out there, much less a man in your . . . in this . . . condition. And please don't ask me how you got to be paddling around in the surf, because you never told me.






LEANCE

Nah?






SHADFIELD

Well, you raved, but I'll be damned if I know what about. A ship made out of thunder and a battle in the clouds. Very dramatic.






LEANCE

A ship, then?






SHADFIELD

Yes, and great wars in the sky, and you fought in them. I actually believed you meant some of it until you began describing your captain. Coal-black skin, goat's hands, a tongue with a bee's stinger on the end. (Gestures to HIS tongue.) Look, if you yourself don't know where you came from, I don't know how I can help you. 


(Hands HIM the mug.)






LEANCE 

This is familiar.
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SHADFIELD

Should be. You've been throwing it up all day.


(LEANCE drinks.)

Slowly, now, or it's just going to come right back.






LEANCE

's good.






SHADFIELD

Part of my job is to keep the place scrubbed. You’ve already given me twice the work I’ve had since January.






LEANCE

Laben.






SHADFIELD

Yes! That's it. Now you're coming back. 






LEANCE

Laben. Bless ye.






SHADFIELD






 (Embarrassed.)

All right. You are welcome. It's only onion soup.






LEANCE 






(HIS mind clearing.)

's not lemons.






SHADFIELD

You remember that?






LEANCE 

Ay. Lemons. Salt junk. Dry. Terrible . . . dry.






SHADFIELD

What else? Try to remember.






LEANCE

Worms. Worm castles.
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SHADFIELD

Worm castles?






LEANCE 






(A biting motion.)

Hardtack. Gets the maggot below decks, eh? (Pause.) Below deck.






SHADFIELD

You are a sailor.






LEANCE

Sailor? (Thinking.) Nah. Planter. Lemon trees. I can see em. 

I can smell em, sure. In the sun. Up there in the sun.






SHADFIELD

You're a planter?

(A banging sound is heard. LEANCE leaps up, terrified.)






LEANCE

What's that? Is someone comin?






SHADFIELD

It's the tower door, at the bottom of the stair. The sea wind blows it, it makes the door swing. There's no one here. There's no one here but us. Sit down. 


(LEANCE sits.) 

You were saying. About being a planter.






LEANCE






 (Agitated.)

When I have to be. I don't mind.






SHADFIELD

You don't mind what?






LEANCE

The land. The . . . earth. It grows.






SHADFIELD






 (Sensing the change.)

All right. Perhaps you should just rest now.
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LEANCE

I try not to think of it, man. But the thought comes just the same. What if it were to stop, that? What if it stopped comin back?






SHADFIELD

Rest now. A little more soup . . .


(LEANCE knocks the mug to the ground and grabs SHADFIELD.)






LEANCE

What if we dinna deserve it? The land! What if the land were to go? And it was just water . . . all water . . .!






SHADFIELD

Let go of . . . ! Let . . . you must . . .






LEANCE

You're tryin to kill me! I know!


(HE staggers around the room fiercely, looking for a way out.) 

Where am I? Is this a prison? Am I in the lib? 






SHADFIELD

Damn it, you're in a lighthouse. This is a lighthouse! I saved you!






LEANCE

You . . .?






SHADFIELD

Will you please lie down? Sit down. Sit down.






LEANCE 






(Tragic.)

You made me?






SHADFIELD

Yes, I made you out of a kettle of bluefish and a madman.


(HE helps LEANCE lie on the blanket.)

Now sleep. You're off your head.






LEANCE 




(Lying down, still holding onto SHADFIELD.)

I saw him, man. With clouds behind him.
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SHADFIELD

Who? That captain again? Maybe he was up in the lemon trees.






LEANCE

They lifted him into the sky. He was ridin in the sky like somethin . . . like somethin flyin . . .






SHADFIELD

Sleep. Just sleep. Sleep.






LEANCE

I canna. If I sleep, I'll see him. I canna sleep.






SHADFIELD

You must sleep.






LEANCE

I canna, not like that. I canna.






SHADFIELD

Then you must rest. It's all right, whatever it is, it's all right. You're with me. Just be still. 






LEANCE

Talk to me, man. Say somethin.






SHADFIELD

Say . . . ?






LEANCE

So I know I'm here. So I know.






SHADFIELD

What can I say?






LEANCE

Anythin. Just words.






SHADFIELD


(Pause; struggling for anything he has memorized. HE begins to recite, 

soothingly.)

In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth . . . the earth was without form and void, and darkness was on the face of the deep. And the spirit of God was moving over the face of the waters . . . and God . . . and God saw him that the light was good, and 
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SHADFIELD (Cont’d)

God separated him the light, from the darkness. God called him the light Day, and the darkness he called Night.

And there was evening and there was morning. One day.






Light down as SHADFIELD speaks. 






The sound of the seabirds is heard.






(End of Scene 3)


