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A lighthouse.


 


 


Time


Possibly the future, possibly the past.
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ACT ONE


Scene One


Choral music. Sombre and ominous.


A single light picks out a woman stood centre stage. She is HELEN.


HELEN’s body is bruised and bloodied, particularly around her wrists and ankles, and she has scratch marks all over her.


A group of men walk slowly on to the stage and stand observing HELEN with an almost religious devotion.


HELEN. Tell me a story.


Beat.


Tell me. A story.


Beat.


No? Then I’ll tell you mine.


Beat.


They came from across the sea when I was but a little girl; one who would sit and play and tangle her hair in wreaths of ringlets. They came with gifts. They came with smiles. They came with HIM.


Beat.


I felt his cold eyes upon me. My father knew. No one knows an evil man’s mind better than another evil man. He poisoned everyone with his words. I was intended for another, but I knew that he would make me his. It was simply a matter of time.


Beat.


I was dreaming when they came for me, dreaming that I had angel wings, that I could ﬂy far and away and above and up. My dreams took me far above their pitched tents and battlements, away from him and his men of clutch, of ﬁst; men of angry promises.


Beat.


But in the darkness they came and I was awakened, stolen and like a wretched animal, dragged through the desert, not screaming; silent. Or rather, screaming in silence and when ﬁnally we reached this place, his face was no surprise to me.


Beat.


But soon another shall come. And so I wait. And in moments of peace, precious and rare that they are, I think of days gone by. Of a little girl who sits and plays and tangles her hair in wreaths of ringlets and dreams of having angel wings. She isn’t anyone, but she is everything. Everything to men of nothing.


The music fractures and distorts; it becomes heavy, rhythmic, militaristic.


The music grows and incorporates a soundscape of shouts, screaming, panic, terror, war.


Blackout.











 


 


Scene Two


A lighthouse.


The sound of the ocean.


The music cuts out and lights snap up on two mendressed in military attire.


JACOB paces, a book in his hand, smokingheavily.


IVAN sits, drinking.


Mufﬂed noise, like stiﬂed cries, come fromabove them.


They both look up.


A pause.


JACOB. You gonna do something?


IVAN. Like what?


The men look at each other.


JACOB. I’ll call them again.


IVAN. There’s no word.


JACOB. You’re sure?


IVAN. Has the phone rung since the last time I checked?


JACOB. No.


IVAN. Well, there you have it then.


JACOB. Right.


IVAN. Why don’t you sit down.


JACOB. Why are you so obsessed with sitting down?


IVAN. I’m hardly ‘obsessed’.


JACOB. You never used to be a sitting-down type of bloke. Certainly not at a time like this.


IVAN. A time like what?


JACOB. A time like this.


IVAN. Well, I’m just… giving it a go. A trial run.


JACOB. Right.


IVAN. Yeah.


JACOB. And?


IVAN. And what?


JACOB. And, what’s it like?


IVAN. Sitting down?


JACOB. Yeah.


IVAN. It’s comfortable, isn’t it.


JACOB. Right.


A pause.


The conversation has taken a somewhat peculiar turn.


IVAN. Well. War’s a peculiar business.


JACOB. It is.


Beat.


I’m just surprised to see you looking so… composed, is all, Ivan.


IVAN. Composed? I’m just taking a load off. Good for the feet. Personally, I can’t comprehend people who stand up all the time. Not when there’s a perfectly good seat to sit on.


JACOB. Oh no?


IVAN. A great leader was once asked what the secret to living a long life was. He said, ‘Never stand up when you can sit down and never sit down when you can liedown.’


JACOB. Hmm.


IVAN. You see them, though, don’t you. Five people in the whole place, seats aplenty and they’re stood. God gave us our own portable cushions in the shape of the humble buttocks, yet still some people stand there all vertical and… stood. To me that’s just fucking madness, Jacob.


JACOB. I suppose so.


IVAN. But that’s just me.


Pause.


IVAN looks pointedly at an empty chair.


JACOB slowly sits in the empty chair.


JACOB (getting up suddenly). Maybe I should go up there.


IVAN (sharp). JACOB!


JACOB stops.


You’re not going up there.


JACOB. Oh no?


IVAN. NO. You’re not going up there.


JACOB (sotto). Look, I appreciate everything you’ve done for me but…


IVAN. I’ll explain everything in good time, but for now… just do as I say.


JACOB puts his cigarette out.


IVAN ﬁnishes his drink.


Sit down.


JACOB. No.


IVAN. Have a drink.


JACOB. No.


IVAN. Have another cigarette then.


A pause.


JACOB. Alright.


JACOB lights another cigarette.


IVAN pours another drink.


IVAN. You smoke too much.


JACOB. Yeah, well, you drink too much.


IVAN. Oh is that so?


JACOB. Yes, it is.


IVAN. We all have our vices.


JACOB. It would seem so.


IVAN. But then… maybe it’s your thing, eh? The smokes. Maybe that’s your… hobby.


JACOB. It’s a cigarette, not a fucking yo-yo.


IVAN. The mouth on him. To a superior ofﬁcer.


JACOB. With respect, sir, I’ll stop smoking when you’ve stopped sweating single malt.


IVAN goes to say something but stops.


He pours a little water into his whisky glass.


IVAN. Touché, fuckpig.


JACOB. Fuckpig?


IVAN. Fuckpig.


JACOB looks a little bit hurt.


JACOB. That’s a bit strong.


IVAN. Everyone has to cope.


IVAN looks at his glass of whisky.


In their own way.


JACOB. Right.


IVAN. As I say… we all have our vices.


JACOB. Mmm.


(Gesturing upstairs.) Even her?


They both look up.


IVAN. We’ll ﬁnd out soon enough.


Beat.


What you reading?


JACOB tosses his book to IVAN. IVAN looks unimpressed. He squints.


(Reading.) ‘We that stood idle when evil deeds were done. Now we are sullen in the black mire of acedia.’


IVAN looks up at JACOB.


Comedy, is it?


JACOB (thinking). Of sorts. I’ll let you know.


IVAN. Can’t wait.


IVAN goes to read more of the book.


Eyesight’s bad. Must be the light.


JACOB. Must be.


IVAN (squinting). Could be the size of the print, though…


JACOB. Could be the attritional ageing process.


Beat.


I can see for miles.


IVAN. Oh really?


JACOB. Yep.


IVAN. Can you see this?


IVAN sticks two ﬁngers up.


JACOB. That’s not very nice.


IVAN. Awfully sorry. The ‘attritional ageing process’ has made me somewhat cantankerous.


Beat.


You wait till your eyes start to go.


JACOB smiles.


Here, I knew a chap once. Went on to do… terrible things. Became a fascist. A dictator.


JACOB. A fascist dictator then?


IVAN looks unimpressed. JACOB shrugs.


IVAN. We served together before he was… as infamous as all that. He was a regular soldier. Spit and polish, just like us. Anyway, he and I wound up at a medical facility together. He had mild gas poisoning, I had a… relatively innocuous but somewhat concerning virus…
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