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THE LIGHTHOUSE

FPARTI
PROLOGUE - THE COURT OF ENQUIRY

The Scene is set in the courtroom, Edimburgh,
maving back to on board the Lizshthouse
Compissioner's slup, and to the steps leading to
the lighthouse door.

THE THREE PROTAGONISTS

fcome o tha frond of the octing areg,
and direcely eddress the oudience:
tagatdter

From the records of a Couvrt of Enguiry into the
unnatuzzl disappesrance of three lishthouse-
keepers from the Fladda Isle Lighthouse, by the
Lighthouse Board, Edinburgh, with evidence from
officers of the Lighthouse ship, who went to
Fladda on their normal round of lighthouse
duties; with provisions, and the relisf,

HORMN SOLD

CEFICER L

Mosir, our passage was difficult. Visibility was
reduced as we approached the Sound, deswn to less
than-a calile.

1t all started when we met a sudden eddy, and the
vessel tool g vielent sheer, Then we entered a race,
where none had ever been, with the tdal stream
againat the gale and the swell, In the vielence and
vonfusion, we could not take soundings {or the
sharp uncven rocks helow, But we knew we had 1o
miake across the stream, but we had not the power
te fight i Sometimes we thought we heard the

Ln

toghorn, bue it seemed o cote from all over the
place, and confused us worse.

QFFICER 2 {fram hish)
et up into the wind.
Make to port,

OFFECER 3 {fram highl
We must flood the after hald
Stand by to lower the langboat,

Gudden cal)

OFFICER 3
Wehave eleared Hell Point,
Suddenly slack water, so {lat, black.
Uncarny, vou can hear the creak of the
blackbacks' wings; they loom, big as ravens,
through the mist. The surprise storm - the stream
running where none ever did —a gurse is on our
tourney. This calm 1s more nerve.racking than
the stormm.

OFFICER 1
Lock ow astern)
A lighe!
Acrriangle of lights!
Three lights, white -
Three more lights, red, lashing, whire; then red,

They've gone, lost in the mist.
HORM SOLO

CHETFICER 2
Mo sir, | did not see the lights, Oaly-he saw them.
He said 1t was the Angel of Death. It sounds lilke
it was a stormesignal, but T don't know where
from. There's no lighthouse
near Hell Poine, Bot T heard the foghom.




FIORM-50LO

UFFICER 3
Mo sirn there 15 no foghorn thére, Bur we all heard
it, though from different places. Mo, [ cannot
explain.

OFFICER 1
The dawn wasa bilge-grey smudge in the
blackness. At last the masts parted, and we saw
the lighthouse, a black finger on the
herizon, with no light flashing, and the s¢aa dead
cxpatise of fead.

In silence the ship peeted a steely furrow from the
shate.grev flatncss, opening and closing an oily
glit. The dawn was a corpse-grey scowl,

CIFFICER 2
Mo-one spoke as we came alongside the
lighthouse jecey.

OFFICER 3 {am high)
Slow ahesd! Hard-a-pore!

LFFICER ]
Notasound, noc even the mew of 4 gull, or the
faint plash of suef]

DFFICER 3 fran baghy
Mudships! Half astern!

OFFICER 2
The hush of our breath and the boom in our veins
Tod loud a sound in that place,

QOFFICER 1
Below the jewty, as we went ashore, three black
sellies calmly wartched us, a long, soft stare of
silent witness, cold as the sea, remiote.

Ly

DFFICER 2
Lsaw no sellies, bat lned on dhe ail, theee grear
searfs, hlack as a hale, ohserving us coldly,
without any {ear, their clawed wings spread wide,
heavily carved on the silver-grey
air, heraldic, looming,

OFFICER 3
I saw no scarls; but across our path came three
black giblbiestails erect, proud and sleekas
panthers, not the lighthouse tabbies we had s2en
betore, but wilder, sinewy beasts,

OFFICER 1
Mo lighthouse keepers came down to meet us,
eager for letters and news.
Slowly we climbed the steps to the lighthouse
door, The silence pressed in our ears, High up
above, we saw the door vawning mutely open.
Our fooesteps thudded muffled, dead; no friendly
faces appeared in welcome, no cutstrerched
hands, but fingers of mist, clammy, unnatural,
reached down from the tower towards us, pressing
i on us with fear and foreboding,

IThe three officers aren feontef the
lighthowse daer)

OFFICER 2
o slowly, softly now, There's sn eerie chill in
the air
Whv ate the keepers éo quiet? They must be
albill,

QFFICER 2
Something is moving inside. Talke care! Easy
!
Look! Rats! Black rats! Curse them! A plague of
rats over the doorsill, Over our feet!



OFFICER )
The rats have gone.
Lee's look inside, but be careful. This feels
uncanny, Theair is too close.

ey go insidef
HORN S8OLO

OTFFICER |
Yes; sir; it smelt badin there, Rotten; evil,
The table was ser, for three, The oatcakes were
mouldy; the rats had been at them, There was
nohody.

HORMNSOLO

OFFICER 2
Tes, sin the table was set. A chairwas
ovEertured.

HORRN SOLO

OFFICER 3
Mosi the table was set; all ddy. The meal had
not been cleared. Naothing was amiss, except that
a-chatr was lying on its baclk

HORN SOLO

OFFICER 3
I did not examime it sir, but T thinleit was
damaged, And a cup had been broken,

ALL THREE QFFICERS jrogether)
The bunks were made, and tidy. All wasin
shipshape onler, cleanand neat. The lantem was
vritn andl polished, the oil-esecvoir full,
But though we lonked avervwhere, of the three
iighthouse-keepers there was no trace.

L

HORMN S0LO

OFFICER |
The chairwas on ks back, gir.
Yes, a back leg was broleen,
It could have been pushed over, in haste

HORKM SOLO

OFFICER 2
Cin its side, sir. Mo sin, not broken, but the chair
had been shoved in haste, I'd say.

HORN SOLG

OFFICER 2
Yes sir a cup had been broken,

HORIN SOLO

QOFFICER 2
It was on the {loor,

HORMS0OLO

COFFICER A
Yessir, the chair hid been knocked Backwards
and avertarned, A front leg was braloen.

HORN S0LO

DFFICER &
Yes sin a cup had been smashed; it was on che
talle.

ALL THREE QFFFICERS jtagather
It locks as if one keeper stood up from the table,
suddenly and pushed nver o chair and broke his cup,
We suggest he could have been called out
urgently, by another keeper 1o the aid of the third,



indifficulties down at the jetty, and then they
were ail three sweptaway. A bar waz bent down
thers, most likely by anuncommon powerful
wave, It must have been a fow days before, by the
state of the oatcakes on the table. Bur everything
was well kept, and cared for. We could

lind nothing wrong, except as we say,

{Thay corte forwdrnd, gs ot the opening)

The court of enguiry judged the disappearance of
the three hghthouse-keepers due ro death by
misadventure, recording an open verdict,

1t wasg hard tofind men to replace the three dead
Theplace now had a bad nane; no ane wanted to
live there, for weels and months on end,
imprisomed with memaories, ghosts, echoes.

ALL THREE QFFICERS (together)

The lantern went automacic, the quatters wete

abandoned, sealed up, blind.

The lighthouse is now automatic, empty.

The lighthouse is now automatic.

The lighthouse is now abandoned, its ghosts are

shut in, seiléed in, tight

The lighthouse is now dead, excepr forits rabot

lantern.
{Tha Jameern of the ighthousa ashes
Its “aueomanic” signal, 4t fiest very
faintly, b slowly tncragsing ia
brightenags to fiell serenged, during the
Hmal measiel)

EMD OF FTROLOCUE
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PART II
[Z} THE CRY OF THE BEAST

The scene 15 set inside the lighthouse, The three
Hghthouse-keepers are ar tabie.

ARTHUR
In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of
the Holy Ghost. Amen.
Oh God, beam forth that light and wuth which
brought us into Your tabemacle and sancouary,
Bless the fruit of the vine and the bread we break
as # sign of the lulfilment of Your kingdom,
And protect us sgainst the hand of any thar betray
the Son of Man, at this table. fmen.

BLAZES
You know, Arthur, there isa't any fruit of the
wimenit's rea.
And no bread: it's catcakes, already stale and
hard.
We've been here for months, and even your fine
graces can’t bless o meal when it's the same old
nosh rught after night.

SANMDY
And be thankful for thar, God just go on keeping
the Heast from the door. We've been stormbound
for weeks now heyond our termy, but at least we
can still edt.

ARTHUR
1f you have faith, and doubs not, whatsoever you
ask in praver, believing, vou shall receive. Let us
pray for deliverances,



BLAZES
Arthur, you're a sinnet same as Sandy and me,
who uses the Book tojustify the Teast in him, and
put us in our place, So cnough of this holy talk—
it cuts no ice, we know you wa well.

SANDY
Give over, you two, Leta man eat his pilchards in
peace:
lilazes, let's have a game of erib, T know it's too
sinful for Arthur, bus he can say a prayer for us.

ARTHUR
Many ate my adversaries, vet have | not swerved
trom Thy testimuonies,
It istime to light the lantern, beaming forth as s
hight from God across the dark seas of sinfulness,
o gulde even the maost depraved Beast towards
holy salvarion.

(He climbs glofrpnd Tights the
fantern—ir hes a different signal from
the “outomstic” one ¢! theéend of the
Prologue. He whisties dhetune of
“Etornal Faiker Strang 1o Sdve™)

{Sandy aod Blozes stard chair pame)

SANBY
Tour degl,

BLAZES
Three tor last,

THE VIICE OF THE CARDS
(takern by Avthur alofl ansesn)
The wheel af fortune chums
From the rmad seas of chaos
Coronation, degradation,

SAMNDY
Tweo tor hus heels.

THE VOICE OF THE CARLDS
Triangle of effulgent light,
Baining meeors, red and white,
Whose solar iridescence
Fails to penetrate the night
4 4 casteway-loose on the dewp,

SANDY
Ten pips,

BLAZES
Filteen, twio,

THE VOICE OF THE CARDS
in the uncertain light of a pallid moon
The eye shapes empty chimera,

SEAMDY
Fifteen, four

BLAZES
One for hisnob.

THE VOICE GF THE CARDS
As ligheming strilees the sea-girt tower
The lamp's shulfed aur
I1s & waddershin roue.

SANDY
Four fifceens, eight; two pairs, four; three
sequences of three, nine; toral, twenty.one.

THE VOICE OF THE CARDS
Three times seven in s madeap dance,
The world blazes destruction.



BLAZES
Two fifteens, four: & pair, two; bwo sequenges of
thres, six; and a flush, three; tocal, fifteen

THE VOICE OF THE CARDS
Black legs rooted deep in earth
His fish-seales skim the water.
The devil's bat-wings beat the air,
His face flames crocked laughter.

SAREY
Lase card, thirty-one:

THE ¥YGICE OF THE CARDS
The focl in trivmph bestrides the world,
All forms and rsnks inverted,
While bediam trinmphs and mooncalves bay,
At God hamself cormupted,

SANIIY
You fiddled it | saw that slip.

ELAZES

That's a liz, vou with your eyes all over miy cands.
¥ ¥

ARTHUR irsrurming from lgttng the dantem)
For Christ's sake, Blazes, bath of you, warch it.
You're far down the gadarens slope o depravity
anal wanton godlessness,

BLAZES
Listen to him, all putfed up with hiswindbag
self-righteousness. But I could tell you o few
things about him ...

SANDY
Rlazes, that's enongh: We're all too close in this
prison to keep any secrets, but you can at least be
reasonable and keep up appearances, orwe'll

firtish up raging beasts in a cage, gating each other,

Come on, Firebrand, we nced.a change of tack.
How abiout singing us a song, 1o cheer us up.

BLAZES
I'll sing you a song, by God. Nut you must both
then sing, alterwards, in your turn—and then we
shall see whois King, who the Devil, and who the
Fool amongst us.

(A5 they move 1o 8 new aoting ared,
the lizght-house Teinern fades, and the
rew greais slovely litug)

O] BLAYES SONG
{accompanied by fiddle; banjo and boanes)

1) When 1 was a kid our street had a gang
That was the toughest inall the land.
We rnled wich fist and razor and chain,
Tiil 2ll the city tremibied ar the mention of our
name,

-

But our parents were much better than us,
For when they had a fight they really got bust,
With police and rruncheons and hospital cases,
And beautiful patterns all over their faces,

3

They had something we could only crave,

Which gave them strength and made them brave:
From a little hrown bottle they poured liquid fice,
Which boosted them up with revolutionary ire:

4

When they got drunk you had better look out,
As tor nothing they'd get vatey and land you s
clout;

But often they'd get merry and you could sty up
all mighe

Taking care to hide when they started to fight,



i

My farher spent most of his dnie inside —
And in thas face T ook considerable pride,
But when ke came home, he drove us up the wall,

For, Inspired by the bottle, he found fault in us all.

6| Then he used to tie me to the chair,
And burn me with cigpies on my bum bare,
And when my ma screamned at him to stop,
He cloblered her about the head unil e made
her drop.

Bow when I reaclied the age of eleven,
Having i cash was not my idea of heaven,
For basic neads vou could Lift what you liked,
But vou needed cash to look specially bright,

L

['d heard the old womaen, who lived up the stairs
Unloading on my mither all her waes and cares.
Cine day T overheard her, when she said

That sl Kept a bag of money hidden under her
Lved.

Y Solare one night, when they were oot on the toon
i crept up the stairs and ineg her room.
Bt when she appeared at the bedroom door,
[ knocked her over, on to the floor

t0] Then she ler out 8 banshee shoue,
So Thit her on the head, unel T'd knocked her oue,
But she puked up blood with a gurgle and plop,
Sa Istamped upon her face until I'd made her
EtOp.

1 Trook the bag of money down to our flag,
And then the palice came in, and found it under
thé mmat.
They grabbed hold of my dad, and cracked Kim on
the lug,
And carted him away, and stuck him 10 the jug.

21

13| Three months later he was hung by the neck,
And my mither lost her reason, and became a
total wreck,
And Iwept sore when they were shoved
nndérground,
Thanking Christ who had kept me safe and sound.

13} All through my life Ttook care w ignore
The expression of that old womasn slowly
smothered in her gore.
And the moral of my tale cannot fail to teese -
I vou're both clever, and lucky, vou can do just
what you please.

SANDY
Bravo, Blazes—you falr bring the old womman to life.
ARTHLUR
Mlter asong like that, a b of exorcism mughe be
in order.
37 SANDY'S 50NG

{aceompanied by cello pnd out-of-tune upright
piang}

Oh, my love, I dreamoof vou,

Your hair of gold, vour eyves so blue.
Oh that you held me in vourarms'
I am transparted by vour charms.

T i meadow sweer, 1noa secret valley,
Resting on my stafl, I muse and tamy,
East Teome to where my love doth lie,
Aqvd #ll my senses sense dety.

From my sleep, so deep, 50 long,
By the cock; crowing loud, T am aroused—
My deeam 15 tlows.



HANDY
Ch! my leve [vearn for you.

ARTEFILR

In # meadow sweet,

ELAZES
Fromm my sleep, from my sleep,

SAMNDY
Your hair of gold,

ARTHUR
In-a secrcr valley,

BLAZLS
So deep, so deep,

SANIYY
Your eves so biue,

ARTHUR
Resting on mv staff,

ELAZES
50 long

ARTHUR

I muse and tarry

SANDY
Oh! that vou held me

ARTHUR
tast

BLAZES
b the cocle

[

=

SANDY
i your grms!

ARTHUER
T come

BLAZES
crowing loud, crowing loud,

SANDY
1 am transported

ARTHUE
tor where my love daoth lie

BLAZES

I am aroused

SANDY
by your charms, by vour charms.

ARTHUT
and all my senses sense defy

BLAZES
My dream 15 Hown,

BLAZES
You're 4 dark horse, Sandy, God knows what
yvou've heen up to.
May your dreams come true.

ARTEHILIR
Pdons kaow what vour song means, but I
disapprove,
Anvway, here's someching with uplife, {ora
change.



faccompanied by clariner, horn, trusmpet, Praise, praise the Lord,

WS e AR e 7} There died about three thousand,
11 This bethy God, oh Israed, Smitten by the 5“"3‘:'5]_:

Made with & graving tool. Ere Moses déemed this was enough

Set high upon an altar, Aronement to the Lord,

Prociaiming His new rule:
8| But though the Calf was rround to dust,
1) Bring to the new God worship, And G:od piled high the slain,

With sacrifice thereunta, Ihe I?EtrLT-Er i not ended -

Dancing and vaotive offerings, The Calf will rise again

The richest vou can show.
N 9 The golden tmage slesps awhile,
3t The Gelden Calf will save you Craving incarnation,

From all adveesiey, And will return, a raging bull,

But wreathe His necl with garlands, Wreaking blind destruction.

And praise His name alway.
SANDY and BLAZES
SAMNDY and BLAZES Praise, praise the Lord.

Praise, praise the Lord. . - _ _
L0 But God set each againse his son,

And ¢ach dpainst his brother,

1" The Lord of Hosts, right jealous, +y S-L.md :i‘E‘E.ier the sinful day
Sent Moses. full of trass, The Calf shouid break asunder.
Tosmite the Calf asunder _ _

And grind the gold to dust. L1} S praise the Lord in all Hiswarks,
Who purges from His herd
51 The mughty Lotd, in wrath, All who sin against Him,

Waxed hot against his people, In thought, or deed, or word

And thought those wholly ta consume, ;
Whose ways were sé¢ in evil. BLAZES
Well done, Arthun nothing like a bit of old blood

6! He took the sons of Levi, and thunder.

Andardercd them toslay -
Every man his brother SANDY o fumself)

Ard his neighbour seraight away, If Blazes is King, then L am the Fool, but Arthur s
both Fool and Devil, or perhaps all chree, by turn.
Preserve us from both the Golden Calf of his
imagination and his jealous God,




ftor the athers)
While we've been singing our songs, the mists
have come down. They are twisting thick around
the rocle 1t is time to start the foghom,

ARTHUR
Thank God the walls of the tower are thicl, and
preserve us from the brunt of that sound.

{He cltmby ro the fightroom and starts
the foghorn)

HORN 50LD

ARTHUR {to himgell)
The ery of the beast across the sleeping world,
One night, that cry will be answered, from the
deep,

Sy
The sea1s much wilder tonight. The mists are
creeping into the tower; it smells of cold sea-
graves in here, of zea-wrecks, of sea-death.

BLAZES
The shadows are jumping, long and jagged. What
is that — by the door? Christ! It manst be the fog
and the storm! We've been here too lang. You
start imaginimg things,

SANDY
Reeliel seall b here, any day nows It must ke Te's
lseer longer than ever before.

BLAZES
The seu is getting worse, Listen to that. There it
15 again— by the door. It's only a heap of oilskins.
Mol —it's getting up—rising from the floor. 1t's
coming here— it's moving in, cless,

{he rrics 1o toke his eyes away)
Mo, Twon't look, [ean't look, It’s her. The old
woman with that streaming face. She's stazing at
me; She wants her damned purse hack: Don't
touch! Her hands on my face! Her blood running
into my eyes|

Get off, you hag Thaven's gor it, It's gone, You're

dead, huried.

{he Iakis roward the deor)
MNa, you two. You can't come 1, not in hege! Our
muother, worm-chewed, Father, your throat, Get
back, into that frozen graveyard, They have
touched me, laid their hands on me, cursed mie.
Gangrene freezing all myy veins: They are calling
me, through che storm, down o the jerty. They
have a boat,

BANDY
Theyare coming mn at thedoor. 1 don't know who
they are, but they want me, want me to go with
them, to sail wway, into the night. Faces, Faces [
knwsw, from deep in the past,

There is my sister, sitting at the table, She 1sa
girl again, My dream—swas it her?— had
forgotten. Mo, it is not her, mot any more. Thank
God, 1thas tumed away,

Na, thisemm’t be trie. 1 will nat beale It's him,
that how: the boy ar the manse, dead and forgotren
these twenty-odd years,

vy senrad)
Mo, T didn't, we didnt, That preaching minister.



panicked)
and that damned prying schooliescher. I must go
with him, the boy, away, into the night. Liold. He
will fargive, if T go with him, now, out inte the
riiglie,

BLAZES
furiaelv)
The room 15 bull of ghosts, called oot by the
fophom, from the depths, the depths of the sea

SANDY
therrifiad)
We thoughe they werg safely drowned. They want
us; they need us, They have to take us back, away
with them, into the blackness,

ARTHUR
(rettarming from the lightroom, singing
a ceagead “Hyin®)

The Beast 5 called out from his grave
Deep helow the tide,

Andd he shall claim those with his sign,
That mark we cannaot hide.

{recitativa drammatico)

I see Him moving scross the waters, 2 Golden Calf
full of eves, to claim his servanes, whe have not
the seal of righteousiess upon thewr foreheads.

W shall drink of the wine of the wrath of God,
wlw haveanade an image to the Beast, and
weorshippoed o,

Woe are snsiedd in s trap bevween the claim of the
last and the wrath of the avenging God. But in our
distress we dhstingueshed not the Beast from God.

25

Call on all your ghosts, an army of ghosts, w
defend us from the might of the Beast

{he gradually assumes himsel!
characeenistics of the Beast)

from afar, the theee eyey of the Besst
approach, evar Brighters white and rad
Tights, Mashing, bacoming eventually
arpall-blinding dazzle)

{Glgzes and Sandi full in behind
Arthur, g5 he moves slowly lowards
the doar)

ARTHUR
The unly cure is to kill the Beast in the name of
Goel, toostrike him before he claims us o his
own, then the wrath of the Lord shall not wax hot
apalnst us,
{all three jgin n 4 “hymn™ before the
intelerobledazzle of the approaching
lighet

ARTHUR
From lowest depths of woefub need,

BLAZES
To God we send our plea,

SANMIY
T tarn: His wrath against the Fiend,
In conflidence tharwe

Quar vacillating spirit bared
In combat, face to face
With Antichrist, will now be spared,

Towiash in divine grace,



