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                                                       FOOTSTEPS IN THE SEA

                                                                 A Drama

                                                                    By 

                                                           John C. Maxfield 

SYNOPSIS:

      ANDREW MORE, in his forties, made a deathbed promise to his father to carry on the family business. But ANDREW really had a different mindset, like studying the arts and sciences, and learning to play the cello against his father’s wishes—and getting abuse because of it. For this he suffered a trauma in one arm which subsequently withered.

     JULIA, ANDREW’s wife, who was a practicing psychiatrist, retired to raise the children, ROB and KATE, is a bit anxious about the difficult period of transition her family is passing through: whether they will retain the business or sell it and move on. Even her husband’s marital responses are less forthcoming.

     But now they arrive at their vacation spot by the sea, an automatic lighthouse and outbuildings—which they own—and JULIA discovers  that ANDREW is drained of vitality due to sleep privation: he imagines there is a menace in sea waiting to harm him when he is off guard.

     ROB and KATE arrive at the light to join their parents, and soon become aware of their father’s sleep problem. But ANDREW, not wanting a pall to fall over their happy stay, strives for normalcy. Unfortunately, events catch up to this heir to a discount chain fortune: in a moment alone he sees some overwhelming presence rise out of the sea to threaten him. JULIA uses what aids she deems appropriate from her medical bag. But suddenly, in a critical moment, she is called away to the beach where daughter KATE is pulled from the surf near to drowning—while ANDREW, alone, is forced to confront his nautical demon, which bears some portents of his father. Defiantly he goes head to head with this evil visage from the grave, driving it back into the sea, as JULIA and their rescued daughter witness his moment of triumph.

     JULIA notices that ANDREW can now use his withered arm again, and guesses that they will sell the business for an untroubled future. Happily, ANDREW excuses himself for a moment and returns with his cello to begin playing “The SWAN” by Saint-Saens. All are enraptured. Then JULIA gasps at what she sees on the deck beyond the doors: seaweed and huge footprints.

                                                       END

                                                   CHARACTERS:

ANDREW MORE                        in his forties

JULIA MORE                              ANDREW’s wife, in his forties

PAUL BARTILDA                        property manager, also in his forties

ROB MORE                                ANDREW & JULIA’s son, about seventeen

KATE MORE                              ANDREW & JULIA’s daughter, on verge of thirteen

TEDDY BARTILDA                    PAUL’s son, about sixteen

LITTLE BOY

SHELDON BERKLEY               “Shelly”. Corporate attorney

VERONICA                               ROB’s friend, about seventeen

MISS TORMEY                        ANDREW MORE SENIOR’s secretary

HULKING FIGURE of a man

EFFECTS: Thunder storm, Mist to enshroud HULKING FIGURE; Sound of a cello playing “The Swan” by Saint-Saens.

                                              FOOTSTEPS IN THE SEA

                                                   (Crosscurrents)

     THE LIGHTHOUSE IS STILL A FUNCTIONING BEACON FOR SHIPS AT SEA, THOUGH IT IS NO LONGER MANNED BUT AUTOMATIC. THE BUILDING, ONCE THE LIGHTKEEPER’S HOME, IS NOW PRIVATELY OWNED AND USED AS A SUMMER PLACE BY THE MORES. THE BOILING OCEAN ABUTS THIS BUILDING, WHILE A BEACH IS ACCESSIBLE ON THE RIGHT, SLOPING AWAY TO THE WATER. A WALKWAY WITH BENCH IS IN THS VIEW.

     THE LIVING ROOM OF THE HOUSE IS FURNISHED WITH CASUAL BUT STURDY PIECES OF FURNITURE INCLUDING A WET BAR. THE FOCUS OF THIS ROOM IS A PAIR OF DOORS WHICH OPEN TO A DECK OVER THE SEA.  THE STREET ENTRANCE IS THE FARTHEST DOOR ON THE LEFT OF THE SCENE. TO THE RIGHT OF THAT IS AN ARCHWAY THAT LEADS OFF TO OTHER OARTS OF THE HOUSE. ON THE EXTREME RIGHT IS A SIDE EXIT TO THE BEACH.

AT RISE:  THERE IS NO ONE ON THE SCENE. A SHIP’S HORN IS HEARD DISTANTLY, SEEMINGLY ANSWERED BY THE CRIES OF SEAGULLS. A CAR IS HEARD DRIVING UP OUTSIDE AND ANDREW AND JULIA MORE COME IN. THEY ARE JUST ARRIVING AT THE LIGHT FOR THE SUMMER. THEY CARRY LUGGAGE. BOTH ARE IN THEIR FORTIES. PERHAPS JULIA, A STRAWBERRY BLONDE, SHOWS HER AGE LESS THAN ANDREW AS SHE APPEARS MORE ALIVE. HE IS TALL, LEAN, STUDIOUS, NOT A TYPICAL BUSINESSMAN TYPE. HE HAS A WISHERED RIGHT ARM. SHE, A PHYSICIAN, PRACTICED PSYCHIATRY FOR SOME YEARS AND TOOK AN EARLY RETIREMENT.

THEY COME BUSTLING IN WITH THEIR LUGGAGE.

                                                     JULIA  (with spirit)

Oh, thank God for the light. Let’s open the deck doors right away and let in that delightful ocean breeze!

                                                      ANDREW

Julia, you say that every year.

                                                      JULIA

Do I? Oh, Andrew!

                                                       ANDREW (opens deck doors)

Without fail.

                                                        JULIA       

Boring! Boring!

                                                        ANDREW

No, dependable.

                                                        JULIA

Predictable you mean. You’d think a psychiatrist would show more imagination.

                                                        ANDREW (kidding

A psychiatrist with imagination is dangerous.

                                                       JULIA (scoffing)

Hah!

                                                       ANDREW

Anyway, it helps to know what you’re thinking for a change.

                                                                                (She goes and embraces him)

                                                      JULIA

All right. What am I thinking now?

                                                      ANDREW

Sex.

                                                     JULIA

The kids will be here on Saturday. This is our only time alone.

                                                      ANDREW (like warm)

Oh, that’s right.

                                                     JULIA

OH, your enthusiasm is incredible!

                                                     ANDREW

Oh, Julia, it’s not my lack of enthusiasm—

                                                    JULIA

All right, all right. You are worried about selling, aren’t you?

                                                   ANDREW

No—well—yes. I mean I didn’t really take Rob and Kate into account.  Maybe they would like a say whether to sell or not.

                                                   JULIA

I don’t think our kids would have the slightest interest in operating a discount chain.

                                                    ANDREW

Well, I wouldn’t want it to be their only goal in life, but—

                                                    JULIA

What would you do then?

                                                    ANDREW

First I’d like to set up a fund for the homeless, and trusts for you and the kids—

                                                    JULIA

You’re a good man, Charlie Brown. But I mean you’re not going to sit on your duff, if I know you.

                                                    ANDREW

No. I’ve not quite decided yet. (facetiously) I may learn to scuba or go sky diving.

                                                   JULIA

Oh, sure. Let me double your insurance first.

                                                   ANDREW

What would you want to do?

                                                   JULIA

More volunteer work, some traveling maybe.

                                                   ANDREW

The world is your oyster. Go for the pearl.

                                                   JULIA

Right. So long as it’s a joint venture. In the meantime—( makes a grab for his luggage too)

                                                   ANDREW

No, I’ll do that. (sways suddenly, nearly falling)

                                                   JULIA

Hey! What’s the matter?

                                                      ANDREW

Oh, nothing, just tired, I guess. I haven’t been sleeping               

                                                    JULIA

I never heard you.  Why didn’t you tell me? I would have given you something to help you sleep.

                                                    ANDREW (impulsively)

No! I don’t want to’ take anything. I don’t want to –

                                                    JULIA

--sleep? You do not want to sleep?

                                                    ANDREW

Yes. Something is—this thing—it stalks me when I sleep.

                                                   JULIA

Andrew, what are you saying? Are you having a recurring dream or nightmare?

                                                   ANDREW

Take your pick. I can’t seem to shake it.

                                                   JULIA

When was the last time you saw Charles?

                                                  ANDREW

Oh, I was afraid you’d ask me that. I saw him finally and he took some tests.

                                                  JULIA

And?

                                                  ANDREW

I don’t know yet.

                                                 JULIA

When was that?

                                                 ANDREW

Last week.

                                                 JULIA

Did you call him?

                                                 ANDREW

No, but I will.

                                                 JULIA

What are you waiting for? (exasperated) Oh, you’re like a little boy sometimes. If I weren’t around--  I’ll call Charles and find out what’s what. (grabs for the bags again) Meanwhile—(hefting bag) What didn’t you bring? Is there anything in here?

                                                  ANDREW

Oh, it’s enough.

                                                 JULIA

For the whole summer? Oh!

                                                                                        (JULIA goes off to their bedroom. 

                                                                                          ANDREW goes to the deck doors                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   

                                                                                           And looks out at the sea)

                                                ANDREW (to himself)

Like a little boy—

                                                                                          (his very thought makes manifest a

                                                                                           LITTLE BOY standing on the balcony.

                                                                                           He climbs the steps and joins the BOY

                                                                                           A MAN appears in the opened street 

                                                                                            Door. He is PAUL BARTILDA, the 

                                                                                            Property Manager. He knocks and 

                                                                                             Calls)

                                                    PAUL

Hello! Andrew!     

                                                                                            (ANDREW sees his visitor. He

                                                                                              Comes in from the deck. The

                                                                                               BOY vanishes)

                                                  ANDREW

Paul! Come in! Come in! (goes and shakes his hand) How are you?

                                                  PAUL

Oh, fair, fair. I thought I saw your car here last week. Anything wrong?

                                                 ANDREW

No, not at all. How is your boy?

                                                PAUL

Well, he’s out of the rehab center, but—

                                               ANDREW

You’re worried.

                                              PAUL

Honestly, yes I am.

                                             ANDREW

I know it’s hard, Paul, but you’ve got to hope that this time it sticks.

                                            PAUL

They say it’s tough for a growing kid to be without a father, but without a mother’s just as tough.

                                          ANDREW

Sure. Her death caught the boy at a tender age, that’s for certain. Now, perhaps, he’ll realize that drugs are an escape, not a solution.

                                         PAUL

He’d better. God! What is happening t this generation?

                                        ANDREW

Yes. It seems to be finding new ways to punish itself, doesn’t it? What crime did it commit, I wonder?

                                       PAUL

Beats me. The worst I ever did was to learn about life in the back seat of a car/

                                     ANDREW (laughs)

I wasn’t that fortunate.

                                      PAUL

Oh, here I am rattling on, when I should be welcoming you back to the light.

                                       ANDREW

Thanks, Paul, and it’s a welcome sight after customers and cash registers ad complaints.

                                      PAUL

Well, you enjoy it. You’ve worked hard for it. Oh, I heard you might sell the chain. Is that so?

                                       ANDREW

Yes, I might. I think it may be time to do something else.

                                       PAUL

Are you going to stay on here if you do?

                                        ANDREW

I don’t know. I haven’t decided yet.

                                       PAUL

Well, if you need anything, give me a yell.

                                     ANDREW

Thanks for stopping by, Paul.

                                                                                   (PAUL goes.

                                                                                     ANDREW goes to a stereo and puts on

                                                                                      a recording. The strains of Debussy’s

                                                                                       Le mer  begin to weave their nautical

                                                                                        spell in the room. He glances out at t

                                                                                         deck. It is empty

                                                                                          JULIA comes in. She carries one of 

                                                                                           ANDREW’s dress shirts)

                                           JULIA

Who were you talking to?

                                             ANDREW

It was Paul Bartilda, the Property Manager.

                                             JULIA

How’s his boy?

                                             ANDREW

Okay for now.
                                             JULIA

That’s Debussy’s Le Mer you’re playing. Aren’t you sweet.

                                             ANDREW

I like it too.

                                            JULIA

I don’t think I’d have married you if you didn’t.

                                             ANDREW

Very funny. And what are you doing with that shirt of mine?

                                              JULIA

Oh, yes. Did you leave this here last year? And there’s some other things—

                                               ANDREW

No, Julia, last week.

                                               JULIA

Last week? Why, I thought you went to Chicago.

                                               ANDREW

I didn’t. I came here.

                                              JULIA

But—but you distinctly said—

                                               ANDREW

I didn’t want to worry you.

                                               JULIA

Worry me? You came here to the light instead of going to Chicago—and you didn’t want to worry me?

                                                 ANDREW

I came here to do some thinking.

                                                 JULIA

About what?

                                                 ANDREW

Oh, us—our kids—the business—the future—

                                                 JULIA

Andrew More, the Second, do you mean to say that you—

                                                    ANDREW

Don’t, Julia. I think that title is pretentious, affectatious. I can’t stand it! My father was trying to perpetuate a dynasty, not a family. It’s as bad as the chain’s slogan: “Get MORE for your money” How awful! How Crass! I couldn’t possibly give  a lifetime to such banality!

                                                     JULIA

Somehow I couldn’t see you doing that either.

                                                      ANDREW

Oh, how I hated Miss Tormey for that. If she wasn’t my father’s secretary I’d have belted her for persisting in that title when she knew I detested it. I wanted to choke her!

                                                       JULIA

Well, thanks for warning me. But I think it was your father’s way of carrying on the business. Didn’t you make a deathbed promise to do so?

                                                        ANDREW

Yes, I did. But I plead insanity or something, being his direct heir. What could I say? I think it’s unnatural for a man to think of earthly gain when he’s facing eternity.

                                                        JULIA

Was the business the real reason for the divorce?

                                                        ANDREW

I once thought so, but lately I’ve been thinking it was something else as well. It broke my mother’s heart.

                                                        JULIA

She died in a year, didn’t she?

                                                        ANDREW

Yes.

                                                        JULIA

Perhaps you never forgave your father for that.

                                                       ANDREW

Oh, what can you say about stupidity except to excuse it?

                                                       JULIA

Hmm. Well, I started with your shirt and ended up with your father. Somehow I think it isn’t about either. It’s about us, isn’t it?

                                                      ANDREW

Perhaps it is.

                                                      JULIA

 The therapy—it isn’t working—all those months?

                                                        ANDREW

Julia I couldn’t love you more.

                                                       JULIA (fearfully)

What does that mean?

                                                       ANDREW

Well, it’s not the therapy that—

                                                       JULIA

Andrew, you’ve discovered you’re a homosexual?

                                                        ANDREW

Julia, I am not a homosexual. It’s –

                                                       JULIA

 My God! It’s another woman!

                                                       ANDREW

No! No! How can you say that? Let me get a word out, will you?

                                                        JULIA

Then what? Even the kids suspect something.

                                                                                                (ANDREW approaches the deck 

                                                                                                 overlooking  the sea.JULIA fo_

                                                                                                 ows him warily.The sea 

                                                                                                 breezes wash over them)

                                                        ANDREW

Look out there, that great ocean. You remarked to me once that the sea was the only unchanging thing that there is.. When all else fails, or gets too much to handle, there was always that immensity that would minimize problems—like looking at the stars. I still believe that. But in this dream—or whatever the deuce it is I’m having—I see something else out there, something as ancient as the sea itself. It seems a human presence. Yet it isn’t. It’s larger than human dimension. In my dream it approaches on the water. Coming near, it reaches out to me!

                                                        JULIA

Andrew—the same dream over and over?

                                                        ANDREW

Repeatedly. What is it? Why do I have such a dream?

                                                         JULIA (embraces him)

Oh, my dear, I don’t know. But we’ll try to root it out. So this is what’s been bothering you all along?

                                                          ANDREW

Is it a premonition of death?

                                                            JULIA

No, no, don’t make an assumption like that. It could mean many things. Let me look into it. (Laughs) At least I know it’s not the perfume I wear or how I am in bed that’s troubling our marriage.

                                                            ANDREW (fervently)

Julia, you’re the dearest thing in my life.

                                                                                            (Two young people come in from

                                                                                              The street, having just driven up

                                                                                               To the Light.

                                                                                               One is ROB MORE, the son, 

                                                                                               who is personable,intelligent,car                                                                                                   

                                                                                               ries a tennis racquet; the other is

                                                                                             KATE MORE, the daughter who is

                                                                                                Pretty, starry-eyed; & carries a 

                                                                                              Caged cat whose name is YANNI

                                                            ROB

Hi!

                                                            KATE

Hi! Hi!

                                                           JULIA

Rob! Kate! What are you doing here? I thought you were coming up Saturday.

                                                           ROB

No. I said after the last class Friday. Don’t you remember?

                                                           ANDREW (kidding)

You don’t listen, Mother.

                                                          KATE (peevishly)

Rob didn’t want me to bring Yanni. Can you imagine?

                                                          JULIA

Oh, Rob!

                                                          ROB

Oh, I don’t care. He’s just a pest in the car, that’s all. She does have that carrier.

                                                          KATE

OOOh! I don’t like him cooped up so much.

                                                          JULIA (with outstretched arms)

Come.

                                                                                                 (Both ROB & KATE dutifully                          

                                                                                                   receive their parents’ 

                                                                                                   embrace)
           

                                                              ANDREW

We could have met on the road, even come up together.

                                                              ROB

Be a little awkward, Dad, with only one car up here. A game later, Dad?

                                                             ANDREW

Sure. Say, I hope Paul had the court cleaned after the winter. I forgot to ask him.

                                                             ROB

How is Ted doing?

                                                             ANDREW

He’s been wrung out clean again. It’s up to him now.

                                                             ROB

The guy’s got a bolt loose somewhere to get messed up like that.

                                                              ANDREW

Compassion, my dear son, compassion. There but for the Grace of God—

                                                              JULIA

I think it’s right to feel repulsed.

                                                              ANDREW

Of course. I only meant—

                                                              ROB

I think I feel a repulsive compassion. Okay?

                                                              ANDREW

Right

                                                              KATE

Aren’t you happy to see us?

                                                             JULIA

Kate, of course we are.

                                                             ROB (swinging racquet)

My backhand’s going great, Dad, but I’ll play you left hand. No advantage.

                                                             ANDREW  (chuckles)

Pretty sure of yourself. How are your grades?

                                                             ROB

Oh, I’ll pass.

                                                             ANDREW

And after graduation?

                                                               ROB

I think I’d like to backpack around Europe for a bit, maybe into Greece and Turkey.

                                                               ANDREW

Sounds like a lot of walking.

                                                               KATE

Oh, can I go with you, Rob? Please! Please!

                                                               ROB

No. They don’t allow sisters with pesky cats.

                                                               KATE (dances around)

Oh, please! I’d like to dance the waltz in Vienna (dances waltz), the –czardas in Hungary (dances gypsy dance); oh, and the gig in Ireland (dances Jig), and—and in Spain--? What dance do they do in Spain? Quick!

                                                               ROB

The one that kills roaches!

                                                              JULIA (scolding)

Rob!  It’s the Flamenco, Kate.

                                                               KATE (dances)

Yes, yes! Isn’t it wonderful how they’re all so cool?

                                                               JULIA

My dear, you’ll never be guilty of ethnic bias.

                                                               ANDREW

That’s for sure.

                                                                KATE

Then can I go backpacking with Rob, please?

                                                                JULIA

No, Kate, you’re too young yet.

                                                                KATE

But these are my best years. My mind is like a sponge! I’ll soak up everything in the world!

                                                                ROB (nauseated)

I think I’m going to throw up!

                                                                JULIA

Your father and I will take you to Europe with us.

                                                                KATE

When? When?

                                                                JULIA (looking to ANDREW for help)

Well, first we have to decide about the business.

                                                                KATE

Oh, darn!

                                                               ANDREW (to ROB)

So what will you do after Europe?

                                                               ROB

Several things I’d like to try. First, I’d like to take some post-graduate courses in the humanities. Then—Di d you know what you wanted to do right off?

                                                              ANDREW

No. I didn’t have that luxury. I was sucked into your grandfather’s business before I could think. Twenty years of my life just went phitt!

                                                             ROB

How awful!

                                                             ANDREW

If I sell, it’s not only because I want out, but you kids never seemed to take much interest in the business. You were always kind of underwhelmed by it.

                                                             ROB.

If all I wanted to do was make money, I would have sounded my horn when I knew. But I don’t care that much about it—but you deserve congratulations for its success.

                                                              ANDREW

Not me. It was your grandfather’s pet—obsession, I should say. But of course you can afford to be magnanimous about your view of it now because you have the world of pursuits to choose from.

                                                               ROB

Thanks to your sacrifice.

                                                              ANDREW

No. That’s as it should be. Finding your place in the world makes it all worthwhile.

                                                             JULIA (to KATE)

And what about you, young lady?

                                                             KATE

Whatever Rob says is okay, as long as I can keep my cat.

                                                              ANDREW(laughs)

Oh boy, you’d make a great stockholder, Kate. Well. I’d better change if I’m going to do tennis.

                                                              JULIA

Wait a minute. Do you feel up to anything so strenuous?

                                                              ANDREW

I’ll be all right.

                                                             ROB

What’s the matter, Dad?

                                                             ANDREW

Oh, it’s just—

                                                            JULIA

Your father hasn’t been sleeping nights.

                                                           ROB

Uh—Dad, maybe we’d better not then. I can just—

                                                           ANDREW

Hey! It’s not my heart, you know. I’ll just do a short game with you.

                                                           ROB (hesitates)

Okay—I’ll go easy on you.

                                                           ANDREW

Don’t you dare! (goes out to change)

                                                           ROB (to Julia)

Is he okay?

                                                            JULIA

Just don’t let him overdo it. Maybe it’ll help him to sleep.

                                                             ROB

Well, I’d better get our bags. (goes out)

                                                              JULIA (sitting on sofa, to KATE)

Come and sit. (cradles  KATE and the CAT)

                                                              KATE

Do you think I’ll ever grow up, Ma?
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                                                              JULIA

Of course you’ll grow up. It takes time. But I hope you don’t lose that special thing in you that makes you different, that incandescence,

                                                              KATE

Incan—What’s that?

                                                             JULIA

That bright, burning flame.

                                                              KATE

Rob says I’m naïve.

                                                              JULIA

Oh, what does he know? He’s a man.

                                                               KATE (giggles)

That’s funny, Ma. Dad’s a man too, you know.

                                                              JULIA

I know! But that’s different. You father is mature—most of the time.

                                                              KATE

And Rob isn’t?

                                                             JULIA

He’s on the threshold.

                                                             KATE

The doorstep?

                                                            JULIA

Yep.

                                                                                 (ROB comes back in with his and

                                                                                   KATE’s luggage, sets KATE’s down 

                                                                                   As he sees them cuddled on the sofa)

                                                            ROB

Quality time?

                                                             JULIA

Girl talk.

                                                             KATE(coyly)

Oh, my dear brother, would you bring my bag to my room, please?

                                                            ROB (nauseated)

Oh, God! (picks up KATE”s bag and goes)

                                                            JULIA (laughs)

I think what your brother meant was: “Yes, I’d be happy to take your bag for you”. But young men of his age find it hard to say nice things. It isn’t macho. It’s only when they’re older that the softer responses come—especially around the opposite sex.

                                                           KATE

Why is that?

                                                           JULIA

It’s called becoming a man.

                                                           KATE

 Do girls do those things too?

                                                         JULIA

No. What they do is different. They spend half their time making themselves as pretty as possible—and the other half fighting off the guys they attract!

                                                         KATE

It sounds like a losing battle.

                                                        JULIA

It is, and you’ll love every minute of it. (pause) Let’s go out onto the deck and enjoy the sea breeze.

                                                        KATE

Okay. Come on, Yanni.

                                                                                 (They get up)

Oh, I forgot. I didn’t feed Yanni this morning. Let me get something for him.

                                                        JULIA 

Okay.

                                                                                (KATE takes her cat out to feed him.

                                                                                  JULIA goes out to the deck.

                                                                                   ANDREW and ROB re-appear, dressed

                                                                                    For tennis, both with racquets)

                                                         ROB

Are you sure you feel up to it, Dad?

                                                        ANDREW

Sure, I do. There’s nothing like exercise to get the kinks out.

                                                         ROB (humorously)

I thought you left those back home.

                                                         ANDREW

Hah! You don’t get rid of kinks so easily.

                                                                                      (They go off right by the side door.

                                                                                         A YOUNG MAN appears in the 

                                                                                         opened 

                                                                                        street door. He is rather slender but

                                                                                         muscular, like one who has been 

                                                                                          working out. He is a drug-addiction

                                                                                           survivor. He is TEDDY BARTILD

                                                                                           the Property Manager’s son)

                                                         TEDDY(knocks on opened door & calls)

Hello! Hey Kate!

                                                                                              (No answer, he sits down 

                                                                                               In doorway to wait

                                                                                                 KATE comes in to re-join her 

                                                                                                  Mother)

                                                          TEDDY(seeing KATE)

Hi, Kate.

                                                           KATE (startled)

Oh! Teddy! (breathing hard)

                                                            TEDDY

Did I scare you?

                                                            KATE

I guess you did. I had no idea you were there.

                                                            TEDDY

Sorry.

                                                            KATE

Oh, that’s all right. I’ve been scared before.

                                                           TEDDY

I wanted to see if you were here yet.

                                                            KATE (giggles)

Yes, we are.

                                                            TEDDY (feeling foolish)

Yeah, I guess I can see that.

                                                            KATE

Want to come and sit on the deck with us?

                                                            TEDDY

Naw. I was just going by.

                                                            KATE

Let’s walk out on the beach then.

                                                                                         (They go out toward the beach)

You’re out of the hospital now?

                                                            TEDDY

Yeah. I’m here walking with you.

                                                            KATE (giggles)

I guess I can see that. You going to be all right now? (waves at mother on deck)

                                                                TEDDY

Well, sure. What do you mean? (picks up stone and skims it out on the water)

                                                                 KATE

You’re not going to take any more of that junk?

                                                                TEDDY

No! No, Kate. I didn’t—I—I never wanted to take that stuff. I don’t know why I—(picks up another stone)

                                                                KATE

Why did you take it the first time?

                                                                TEDDY

I don’t know.  I guess I didn’t think there was anyone who cared.

                                                                KATE

Didn’t you care?

                                                               TEDDY

Yeah. I knew it was wrong, what it would do to me. But it was a world I thought might be better than this one—where people—

                                                              KATE

Your father cared for you.

                                                              TEDDY

I know he did, but it wasn’t enough. It wasn’t—well—you know—

                                                              KATE

Your mother?

                                                              TEDDY (no reply)

                                                               KATE

I cared.

                                                               TEDDY

You did? Well—well—if I knew that—

                                                               KATE

Heck, you might have asked me.

                                                               TEDDY

Yeah, I might have. But the way it happened I—

                                                               KATE

Well, it’s over now. You’re kind of born again into this world. It isn’t so bad really.

                                                               TEDDY

No. it ain’t—isn’t—not when someone you—

                                                                KATE (ecstatically)

Oh, is there anything as lovely as the New England Coast after the cold winter, when it puts on its dress of green with the red, pink, and blue blossoms—and the briny smell of the sea with the gulls swooping and hollering. You don’t have all that in that world of drugs.

                                                                TEDDY

No. It was all blinding lights and dark shadows, and uglies chasing you. There was nothing pretty, no flowers or sweet-smelling things—no—soft hand (softly)—no love.

                                                                 KATE

Well, sure. Drugs don’t kiss you goodnight, they kiss you goodbye.

                                                                                                  (They move down the beach           

                                                                                                     out of view.

                                                                                                      ANDREW and ROB  return 

                                                                                                       from the tennis court and

                                                                                                       slide onto a bench to rest)                                                                                                            

                                                          ANDREW (breathless)

Let’—let’s sit a minute. Whew!

                                                                   ROB

I hope –it wasn’t—too much for you, Dad.

                                                                    ANDREW

Oh, I’ll survive.

                                                                   ROB

Teddy didn’t waste any time coming over, did he?

                                                                   ANDREW

Try to give him the benefit of the doubt, if you can. He needs to build up his self-esteem again.

                                                                   ROB

No problem, as long as he doesn’t make Kate lose hers.

                                                                  ANDREW

Oh, we’ll be watching that. Don’t worry. (slaps ROB on the knee) God! I envy you!

                                                                   ROB

You do? Why?

                                                                    ANDREW

You’ve got your youth, your health, and the whole world before you! I remember I read all the books I could lay my hands on. I wanted to know everything, go everywhere. I think the novelist Thomas Wolfe said it best for me: “We knew we were young and would never die”. (soberly) Of course all my dreams were ground up in the discount mill by an aggressive father.

                                                                 ROB

Why couldn’t you break away?

                                                                 ANDREW

I don’t know. I guess I was like Hamlet, torn between decency and a want of self-confidence. Yes, there are people who lead in this world, and those who follow. But there are others in between who don’t run with the pack, which constantly look for the courage to strike out alone to chart some new course. I don’t know, I may have missed that voyage.

                                                                ROB

Have you made p your mind to sell yet? (bounces ball to ANDREW)

                                                                ANDREW (catches ball)

No, I haven’t.

                                                                 ROB

But Dad, this is your chance to pick up your life again.

                                                                ANDREW (bounces ball to ROB)

It—it may be too late.

                                                                ROB ( catches ball)

Time. “The bird of time has but a little way to flutter—and the bird is on the wing”

                                                                ANDREW

Hey! You know your Rubaiyat, all right!

                                                                ROB (bounces ball back to ANDREW)

Hah! It just popped out of nowhere!

                                                                 ANDREW (bounces ball to ROB)

No, it didn’t. We were talking about time, and it does stop somewhere up the pike.

                                                                 ROB (reluctantly)

Dad, I—is there something going on between you and Ma?

                                                                 ANDREW

Nothing for you to be concerned about, Rob.

                                                                 ROB

I had to ask. Sorry.

                                                                ANDREW

Don’t be. In your place I would want to know too. Your mother is all the world to me, and that’s the way it will be always.

                                                               ROB

Well, it’s just that I’ve noticed a little tension between you lately.

                                                               ANDREW

Oh, I have a problem sleeping nights.

                                                              ROB

Do you know why?

                                                              ANDREW

Oh, it’s crazy. I have this dream—or nightmare—or whatever whenever I sleep. It terrifies me.

                                                              ROB

Jeepers! Can Ma help you?

                                                              ANDREW

Oh, I’m sure she’ll come up with something. Don’t worry about it. I’ll be fine,

                                                              ROB

Well, I’ll tell you, after graduation, if you haven’t, you can count on me to be around till you’ve pinned this thing down.

                                                              ANDREW

No! I don’t want any sacrifices from my children. One generation of that is enough.

                                                              ROB

But Dad, there’s no sacrifice. I give up nothing by putting things on hold. I couldn’t go away and worry about you.

                                                              ANDREW (lightly)

Yeah, I can see it now: a call from Paris at $12 a minute.

                                                              ROB(bounces ball to ANDREW)

Who can say everything in a minute?

                                                              ANDREW )catches ball)

See what I mean? (looks up at sky) Hey! I think we’re in for a bit of weather.

                                                                                              (The sky is darkening as a 

                                                                                                Thunderhead rolls in. They

                                                                                                 Head toward the house. KATE

                                                                                                 And TEDDY follow them)

                                                               ROB

Hi, Ted. What’s up?

                                                               ANDREW

Ted, you’d better come inside till this storm is over.

                                                                                               (They go in. JULIA comes infrom 

                                                                                                 The deck)

                                                                JULIA

Teddy, how are you feeling?’

                                                                 TEDDY

Fine, Mrs. More.

                                                                  JULIA

Well, I’m glad you all had the sense to come in out of the storm. Even the lighthouse lit up.

                                                                  ANDREW (whimsically)

It thinks night has come.

                                                                  ROB

I’d like to go up into the light to watch the storm.

                                                                  KATE

Oh, yeah!

                                                                  JULIA (fearfully)

Oh, I don’t know.

                                                                  ROB

It’s perfectly safe, Ma. It’s all enclosed. Who wants to go?

                                                                  KATE

Me!

                                                                  ROB

Want to go, Ted?

                                                                  TEDDY(elated)

Sure.

                                                                ROB

Let’s go, then, before the storm breaks.

                                                                                         (ROB, KATE, and TEDDY leave  to

                                                                                           Climb into the light as rain begins

                                                                                            To splatter against the windows)

                                                                 JULIA

What do you think of Teddy hanging with Kate?

                                                                  ANDREW (preoccupied)

Eh? (goes and closes the deck doors) You’re concerned?

                                                                  JULIA

Yes. I’m afraid of the bad influence.

                                                                   ANDREW

I am, too, but I think the boy shouldn’t be shunned forever.

                                                                   JULIA

But Kate’s at risk.

                                                                   ANDREW

Perhaps. Perhaps not. Look at it the other way: Kate might be a good influence on him.

                                                                   JULIA

Kind of—take the place of the mother he lost?

                                                                   ANDREW

Well—up to a point.

                                                                   JULIA

Most males enjoy that kind of attention.

                                                                    ANDREW

Depends on the male, I suppose.

                                                                     JULIA

Well, he’s not a young man without character, so I’m not all that worried. It’s a fine line a parent walks, though: to restrict here, to let go there, till the child finds the right footing.

                                                                     ANDREW

I think we’ve done well up to now, better since your early retirement.

                                                                    JULIA

I agree. But what’s Rob going to do with his life?

                                                                    ANDREW

I give him—oh—a year. Let him get the wanderlust out of his system. He’ll knuckle down to something.

                                                                    JULIA

Aren’t you worried about his going off like that to parts of the world that are strange to him?

                                                                    ANDREW

Of course. But don’t you remember in Greece, all those young people jogging along the roads, and swarming  over the ancient temples with their packs. It’s the best education in the world, the kind you never get from books or lectures. (joyfully) For just a little while, to be a free spirit wandering the world. Lord! That’s the pinnacle!

                                                                     JULIA (amused)

Well! You can certainly wax poetic about it! I think you’ve got some wanderlust left yourself.

                                                                      ANDREW (with nostalgia)

Oh, you never lose all of it, unless it’s blunted by some--  Why, I grew up loving the sea—and wound up hating it. It was all over the finding of horseshoe crabs.

                                                                        JULIA

Horseshoe crabs?

                                                                         ANDREW

They’re about as big as a dinner plate. You turn them over and their belly is lined with pockets. I read in an old book that sometimes you could find ancient coins in those pockets. So, in my child’s curiosity, I begged my father to help me look for those horseshoe crabs. It was only after we caught one—with no coins that my father realized what I was after. Why, he roared with laughter and told me that the only way to get coin in this world was to work your ass off for it. It was the last thing we ever did together.

                                                                          JULIA

Oh, my dear, how sad.  But I think you handled the rejection pretty well.

                                                                          ANDREW

I wonder.

                                                                          JULIA

While you were playing tennis I called Charles.

                                                                         ANDREW

Oh?

                                                                         JULIA

He’s been trying to reach you, but you don’t return his calls.

                                                                          ANDREW

Oh, well—

                                                                          JULIA

Andrew, what are you afraid of?

                                                                                          (ANDREW makes no response im

                                                                                           mediately, but seems drawn

                                                                                           to the mounting storm outside)

                                                                          ANDREW (hyptotically)

Listen to the sea, wild, fearsome, angry! As if it had intelligence, sought vengeance. How similar to my dream. The only thing missing is—

                                                                                         (The deck doors blow open with a  

                                                                                           bang from the force of the gale

                                                                                            pushing out of the sea.

                                                                                            Two figures appear out of 

                                                                                            the tempest: the young BOYand a 

                                                                                            MAN of enormous build. The BOY

                                                                                           is terrified as the MAN tries to lay

                                                                                           hands on him.This frienzied activity

                                                                                           becomes  a frozen tableau of hor

                                                                                          ror apparently unseen by JULIA)

                                                      ANDREW(drawing back in fear)

Dear God!

                                                      JULIA

Andrew! What is it?

                                                       ANDREW (tries to go to the BOY’s defense)

                                                        JULIA

Andrew, no! (tries to hold onto him)

                                                                                            (The gale and the sea noises                             

                                                                                              Increases to deafening pro-

                                                                                              portions)

                                                          CURTAIN

                                                                   (Rip Tide)

 SCENE:      THE LIGHTHOUSE LIVING QUARTERS

AT RISE:      JULIA IS SITTING AND READING. THEREIS SOFT MUSIC PLAYING IN THE 

                     BACKGROUND. THE DECK DOORS ARE NOW OPEN TO THE NOW-

                     GENTLE  BREEZES.

                     JULIA PUTS HER READING ASIDE AND CLOSES HER EYES, AS IF SOME  
                     UNBIDDEN EMOTION IS ATTEMPTING TO OVERWHELM HER. SHE DIGS

                     FOR A TISSUE AND DABS AT HER EYES>

                     KATE COMES IN FROM THE BEACH.

                                                             KATE

Hi, Ma.

                                                            JULIA

Well, my pet, did you enjoy your swim?

                                                            KATE

Yeah. You know, Teddy’s a pretty good swimmer. But he shows off a lot.

                                                            JULIA

Don’t encourage him. He may go too far.

                                                            KATE

I won’t. Is grandma coming to visit us this year?

                                                           JULIA

Your grandma is not able to travel this year, and Grandpa must stay with her.

                                                            KATE (a bit put out)

Oh, heck!

                                                           JULIA

That’s what I say. I’d like to see them too. I could use my mother’s pearls of wisdom right about now. But New England’s a long way from Ohio when you don’t feel well.

                                                           KATE

Is Daddy home yet?

                                                          JULIA

Nope. I expect he’ll be along any time now. Have you seen your brother?

                                                          KATE

Yeah. He’s hanging out with the guys. I hope Daddy’s feeling better today.

                                                          JULIA

Well, he passed all his physical tests.

                                                          KATE

Do you know what else is wrong?

                                                         JULIA

I’m not sure. I think it’s an inner conflict he’s trying to work out.

                                                         KATE

Couldn’t you help him?

                                                        JULIA

I thought it best is he saw a doctor outside the family.

                                                           KATE

I’m just beginning to see the world through my own eyes ‘steada Daddy’s eyes and yours. If anything happened to Daddy I don’t think I’d want to live anymore.

                                                         JULIA

Kate! Don’t talk like that! It isn’t something your father can help.

                                                         KATE

I know, but—

                                                        JULIA

Your father is a human being, not a god. He has feelings  and he has failings like any other mortal.

                                                        KATE

Oh. I wish I were grown up so I could understand.

                                                         JULIA

Well, your mother is grown up—and a doctor of psychiatry as well—and I don’t understand it all. We learn all we can, but there are limits. You take stabs in the dark, then, and hope you hit the right buttons.

                                                                                     (ROB comes in. His expression is 

                                                                                      dour, hangdog)

(to ROB) There you are mine kinder.

                                                         ROB

Hi.!

                                                        KATE (to JULIA)

You called Rob a child!

                                                        JULIA

Rob knows it’s an expression of affection. He’s not a child any longer.

                                                        ROB

Right. I’ve grown up fast, worrying about Dad.

                                                        JULIA

We all are. Rob, I’m so glad we can all pull together so we can get through this.

                                                         ROB

If it’s just a dream, can’t Dad just tell himself it’s nothing and get his life back—and his sleep?

                                                        JULIA

It isn’t that easy, Rob. There’s a reason why this is happening, and it may not yield to easy logic. It seems outside the pale of sense. Perhaps we may have to make a leap of faith and see beyond it, and learn its purpose.

                                                         ROB

You think he’s in good hands?

                                                         JULIA

Dr. Brachman is a very good analyst.

                                                          ROB

Well, at least I’m glad that you’re taking it calmly.

                                                         JULIA (caught off guard)

Rob, if I appear calm It’s a façade I dare not let the world look behind. Otherwise—I wouldn’t be able to—(breaks into sobs).

                                                                                           (ROB and KATE go and comfort 

                                                                                             JULIA. JULIA wipes her tears 

                                                                                             away and gets up.

                                                                                               She goes to the  deck

                                                                                               doors and looks out)

                                                           ROB

What is really wrong, Ma?

                                                           JULIA 

I’m—I’m afraid for your father—his mind. I’ve seen so many people with similar symptoms.

                                                            ROB(fearfully)

You mean, this may be the beginning of a serious—

                                                            JULIA (whirling around)

No! I vowed I wouldn’t do this. I said I have to be strong—to help your father work through this. We all love him, and certainly he loves us and needs us now. Perhaps in your young minds you see him running away, but he isn’t really.

                                                            KATE (distressed)

Is everything going to be different now, not a family?

                                                            JULIA

Oh, my dear, of course we’ll still be a family. Nothing will change, (self-recriminating) except my making it all worse by my--   No, we’ll always be here for you and Rob—always.

                                                                               (ANDREW comes in, carrying a bouquet of

                                                                                 flowers. He appears cheerful but it is 

                                                                                 forced.

                                                                                  He is followed by PAUL BARTILDA who 

                                                                                  Carries a small travel bag which he sets 

                                                                                      Down)

                                                                 ANDREW

Hello, everyone.

                                                                  EVERYONE

Hi! Hi! Paul—Mr Bartilda—etc

                                                                   PAUL

Mrs More—guys—

                                                                   ANDREW

Thanks, Paul. Your driving was a big help to me.

                                                                     PAUL

Glad to do it anytime, Andrew.

                                                                     ANDREW

Can I offer you a cold one?

                                                                     PAUL

No, Andrew. I’m sure my office phone is ringing off the hook so I’d better skedaddle. Thanks anyway. Goodbye, all!   (goes)

                                                                     KATE (rushes into her father’s arms)

Oh, Daddy!

                                                                    ANDREW

Hey! Do I see tears in my little girl’s eyes?

                                                                    KATE

I thought you were never coming.

                                                                   ANDREW

Never’s a long time. But here I am, Katydid. I’ll always be nearby.

                                                                    KATE

Katydidn’t—you promise?

                                                                    ANDREW

I promise. But you remember our little game. We haven’t played that since you were a little snip of a thing. That old cricket must have thought we forgot all about him.

                                                                    KATE

I didn’t forget. You did.

                                                                    ANDREW

Yeah. That’s when I got so deep in your grandfather’s business I forgot a lot of important things. (gives bouquet to JULIA) For you, dear. (kisses her)

                                                                   JULIA

Oh, Andrew, how beautiful.

                                                                    ANDREW

I’m expecting Shelly in a bit, just have to go over some stuff.

                                                                     JULIA

He’s always welcome, Andrew. .You know that.

                                                                     KATE

Who’s coming, Daddy?

                                                                     ANDREW

Sheldon Berkley, our attorney.

                                                                     KATE

Oh, uncle Shelly!

                                                                     ANDREW

Right.

                                                                     ROB

How did the session go, Dad?

                                                                      ANDREW

Well, I’m learning more about myself than I ever knew. But I’m not going to be an overnight success at it.

                                                                      ROB

So hang in there, Dad. (looks at watch) Hey! I’d better hurry. I’ve got a date.

                                                                       JULIA

Oh? Have we met her yet?

                                                                   ROB

I don’t think so.

                                                                     KATE

‘’She’s got red hair, and she’s a movie star!

‘

                                                                                          (JULIA & ANDREW are amused)

                                                                   ROB (laughs)

Jeepers! You can’t get away with a thing around here. Actually, Veronica’s had a bit part in a movie. She’s here doing Summer Stock.

                                                                   JULIA

She’s ambitious.

                                                                  ROB(dashing away to get ready)

Later!

                                                                  KATE

Well, now that you’re home safe, Daddy, I’m going to  have ice cream with Teddy, then hang around the beach.

                                                                  ANDREW

Okay, Katydid.

                                                                  KATE (going in to change)

Katydidn’t.

                                                                  ANDREW (calling after her)

Katydid!

                                                                  KATE (calling off the scene)

Katydidn’t!

                                                                  ANDREW (laughing)

You can’t win.

                                                                   JULIA

So how are you, my dear?

                                                                 ANDREW

Julia, what do you say we look for another summer place?

                                                                  JULIA

You don’t like the light anymore?

                                                                   ANDREW

I don’t know. It’s kind of hard for me.

                                                                   JULIA

You associate this place now with those dire feelings you have?

                                                                    ANDREW

I guess I do. This was really my father’s vacation spot, although God knows if he ever enjoyed it, what with his nose always in reams of print-out listing the mounting profits of all the stores.

                                                                    JULIA

What a pity.

                                                                    ANDREW

Yeah. I used to sit in the light with the sea for company. Now I can’t escape thoughts of those lonely times.

                                                                     JULIA

Do you think that by leaving here you can get away from them?

                                                                      ANDREW

I don’t know.

                                                                      JULIA (takes him by the arm)

Come.

                                                                                                    (JULIA leads ANDREW to the

                                                                                                      Opened deck doors)

Look out there. Don’t you still see the beauty in all that? It’s what we both loved from the beginning.

                                                                    ANDREW(anxiously)

I want to very much. But my nightmare seems on the verge of becoming real.

                                                                    JULIA

Andrew , you can’t turn imagination into reality just like that. If you left here before you got rid of this dream it would continue to haunt you. We have to dig it out somehow, make it go away. Fight it, Andrew!

‘

                                                    ‘               ANDREW

I don’t think I’m strong enough. It’s too powerful for me. Once I am in it’s clutches, nothing can save me.. Nothing!

                                                                                                 (JULIA embraces him comiser-

                                                                                                  atingly.

                                                                                                   ROB & KATE pass through,                        

                                                                                                  -saying their good-byes,

                                                                                                   KATE asks 

                                                                                                    ROB:)

                                                                     KATE

Will you drop me off at the SCREAMING CREAM?

                                                                      ROB

Okay. But they ought to do something about that name for an ice cream spa.

                                                                                                     (They go out)

                                                                      JULIA

Isn’t it nice to be so young and innocent?

                                                                      ANDREW

That’s the way the world begins. Then you get caught up in life’s little deceits. They call it maturity. Then the first thing you know—

                                                                       JULIA (interrupting)

When you were a child, what did you like to do most?

                                                                        ANDREW

Play the cello. I think I told you once.

                                                                        JULIA

I thought I remembered that. Well, surprise! Surprise! I got you one.

                                                                        ANDREW(incredible)

What? You did!

                                                                         JULIA

I did. Just look in your closet.

                                                                         ANDREW(overwhelmed)

Oh, Julia, how wonderful of you! I wouldn’t have had the courage.

                                                                         JULIA (suddenly taken aback)

Oh, my God! Your arm! I forgot! Oh!

                                                                        ANDREW

It’s okay! It’s okay! I’ll find a way.

                                                                         JULIA

How could I have been so stupid?

                                                                         ANDREW

You weren’t stupid at all. It’s a beautiful gift. Who knows ? It may even bring my arm back to life. But just to look at it—and know that I once drew upon those strains that touched my –my 

heart’s core. Oh, please forgive my effusiveness!

                                                                        JULIA (despondent)

When the years of therapy couldn’t? Oh!

                                                                        ANDREW

I told you I’d find a way.

                                                                         JULIA

Did you have many lessons?

                                                                          ANDREW

Sure. My mother took me to a music professor. I guess I was eight. And he gave me a cello, a small one, and started to teach me.

                                                                         JULIA

How long did you study?

                                                                          ANDREW

I think it was about six years before my father put a stop to it.

                                                                           JULIA

It figures. You never picked it up again?

                                                                           ANDREW

Only when he was out of the house. But I got caught one day and he smashed it over the back of a chair. Anyway, my mother was suffering abuse over it.

                                                                          JULIA (sudden thought)

Your—father—

                                                                           ANDREW

Yes?—

                                                                          JULIA 

Do you suppose--?

                                                                         ANDREW

Julia, what?

                                                                         JULIA

Perhaps you do feel some guilt over selling the business since it was a deathbed promise.—and somehow you have made that guilt into this thing that seems to threaten your life.

                                                                         ANDREW

Oh, Julia, how would I know? You’re asking  do I think it’s my father who is seeking revenge?

                                                                           JULIA

Do you?

                                                                             ANDREW (throws hands up)

I don’t know.

                                                                             JULIA

You may have buried the connection somehow.

                                                                             ANDREW

My God! What did people do before Freud?

                                                                             JULIA

Live lives of quiet desperation like Thoreau, I suppose. Do you think Dr. Brachman can help you?

                                                                              ANDREW

I have a feeling he’ll never get to the bottom line.

                                                                             JULIA

Don’t be impatient. It takes time to peel away layers of the subconscious. You can’t do it overnight—unless you’re very lucky.

                                                                             ANDREW

What is your opinion of this dream?

                                                                            JULIA (shakes head, makes no reply)

                                                                             ANDREW

Why knows me better than you?

                                                                            JULIA

I don’t want to confuse you.

                                                                             ANDREW

You couldn’t possibly confuse me more than I am already.

                                                                            JULIA

Well—I have been giving it some thought: Your dream has both positive and negative elements in it: You see this—this creature coming out of the water, but water is a symbol of birth or rebirth. Yet the creature is an evil omen, stopping that process.

                                                                            ANDREW

So what does that mean?

                                                                           JULIA

Perhaps you wish to begin your life anew, not a life your father deigned for you. That’s why you’re thinking of selling the business. But your father reaches out to you from the grave to demand your loyalty. That is what you must deal with.

                                                                          ANDREW

How? In God’s name, how?

                                                                          JULIA

You must confront him, stand up to him.

                                                                           ANDREW

Do you know what you’re asking?

                                                                                                    (The doorbell, sounding like a 

                                                                                                      FOGHORN bellows)

                                                                           JULIA (annoyed)

Oh that doorbell. It’s enough to scare you out of a year’s growth.!

                                                                                                    (ANDREW goes to the door 

                                                                                                     and opens to SHELDON                                                                                                                                             

                                                                                                    BERKLEY, the corporate

                                                                                                    attorney.

                                                                                                    SHELLY is a dapper dresser

                                                                                                    In his fifties. He hasWall

                                                                                                      Street smarts and is affable.

                                                                                                     He carries an attaché case 

                                                                                                      And a bouquet of flowers)                                                                                                                                 
                                                                            ANDREW

Shelly, I had a hunch it was you.

                                                                            SHELLY

Gad! I almost forgot how to find this place. If it wasn’t for that lighthouse I’d still be beating the bushes.             

                                             (They shake hands)

                                                                         SHELLY

How are you, Andrew?  I’ve seen you look better.

                                                                         ANDREW

Apprehensive.   

                                                                         SHELLY

Well, I can’t say I blame you. Julia! (goes to her) 

                                                                         JULIA

Dear Shelly, you’re looking well.

                                                                         SHELLY

Oh, I thrive purely out of habit. Julia, you get more beautiful every year. For you, my dear. (gives her bouquet)

                                                                         JULIA

Shell, how sweet. (smells blossoms)

                                                                        ANDREW

Gosh! I think we’re going to run out of vases.

                                                                       SHELLY (eyeing both of them)

Oh-oh, did I make a “fox pass” or something?

                                                                       JULIA

No, not at all. It’s just that Andrew brought home a bouquet for me, too. It’s enough to turn a girl’s head.

                                                                     SHELLY (humorously)

Well, any time you want to swap for a new guy, Julia, I’ll be waiting outside you door.

                                                                    JULIA

Oh now my head is swimming. (starts to go out for a vase). I’ll leave you tw alone for awhile. You’re going to have lunch with us, Shelly.

                                                                     Shelly  

Thank you, Julia. So, Andrew, what’s the latest?

                                                                    ANDREW

A drink?

                                                                   SHELLY

Yes, Scotch-rocks will be fine.

                                                                                       (ANDREW goes to the wet bar and  fixes 

                                                                                         drinks)

                                                                   ANDREW

Did you drive?

                                                                  SHELLY

No, I took the Corp jet and a rental. It’s quicker.

                                                                 ANDREW

I can put you up

                                                                 SHELLY

Thanks but I’ve got an engagement. It’s important.

                                                                ANDREW (bringing over drinks)

Oh-oh, sounds like a woman.

                                                               SHELLY

You guessed. I’ve been a bachelor too long, Andrew. I want to see if there’s still any gal out there who thinks I’m desirable.

                                                              ANDREW

Well, you’ve still got all your hair. So I don’t think—

                                                              SHELLY

Why says?

                                                              ANDREW

You don’t?

                                                              SHELLY

I’ve been wearing a rug for years now.

                                                               ANDREW

You sure fooled me.

                                                                                                   (They sip their drinks)

It’s incredible how the years fly by.

                                                              ANDREW

Hah! Sometimes I think that time is speeding up.

                                                              SHELLY (looking around)

This is a great old place. Your father used to go out on that deck and scream at the wind like it worked for him. Then come in and scream everybody present into a corner.

                                                             ANDREW

Don’t remind me.

                                                            SHELLY

He was a violent man, all right. It’s hard to believe he’s gone only six months.

                                                              ANDREW

You two got along pretty well, didn’t you?

                                                               SHELLY

Yes—when we stuck to business. When we didn’t, that was another story.

                                                             ANDREW

I understand.

                                                             SHELLY

He was one of a kind. No matter what he touched he pocketed or destroyed. He was a buccaneer. He was ruthless, to put it bluntly. But if it wasn’t for him--   I don’t know how we got through the 80s without the company winding up on somebody else’s stock roster.

                                                             ANDREW

Maybe nobody else wanted us.

                                                            SHELLY

Au contrare, everybody did. We had many a close call, what with hostle takeovers and the like, but Andrew More always had a White Knight up his sleeve to satisfy the stockholders with a better premium. You wouldn’t believe some of the arbitrageurs, brilliant young turks just out of college, jousting with the windmills of business. Their “Saturday Night Specials” were frightening. But Andrew More fought them to a standstill.

                                                             ANDREW

That’s why he was successful, I suppose.

                                                             SHELLY

Everybody was afraid of him. I think that’s why I put my life on hold. (pause) What about you? Are you going to sell or not?

                                                            ANDREW

I haven’t decided yet, Shelly.

                                                            SHELLY (snaps open attaché case)

We could go to auction within hours of your decision. There’ll be no end of high bids. But the pressure is on, Andrew. Already corporate raiders are at work. We lost two top execs already. Our scouts are out trying to replace them.

                                                            ANDREW

What were they afraid of?

                                                           SHELLY

Oh, losing their jobs over a buy-out, or new policy: you know, lean and mean from the top down. Take your pick. Andrew, I’ve watched you for a lot of years. You did as good a job as any man I’ve seen. And I know you did it out of—what?—respect for your father? An admirable quality in a son. But I also know your heart wasn’t in it. You weren’t built for it. You don’t have the stomach. Get out, Andrew. You step into your father’s place now, they’ll eat you alive! Take the money and run!

                                                          ANDREW

I,’m doing a lot of thinking about it, Shelly.

                                                                                    (SHELLY shoves papers at ANDREW

                                                                                     With a pen)

                                                          SHELLY

These are proxies. I’ll need them signed just in case.

                                                          ANDREW (scans and signs paper)

That language looks familiar.

                                                           SHELLY

It should. It’s Miss Tormley’s.

                                                           ANDREW(bothered by a sudden memory)

Miss—Tormley’s?

                                                           SHELLY

Yes. Why?

                                                           ANDREW

Oh, nothing. Nothing.

                                                            SHELLY (lightly)

What do you do when you run out of electric bulbs, borrow one from the lighthouse?

                                                             ANDREW (a dry laugh)

Actually, lighthouses have quite a history to them.

                                                              SHELLY

What did they do before electricity?

                                                              ANDREW

How was luminosity measured?

                                                              SHELLY

Oh—Candlepower, of course.

                                                               ANDREW

Candles were the first feeble light up there. Then came oil from petroleum and whales, and so on. But even electric had its drawbacks—till a lense  that polarized light was developed by the French phyisicist Fresnel. It threw that light miles upon miles out to sea. This building was actually the lightkeeper’s living quarters. Now the light is automatic, in very little need of maintainance.

                                                              SHELLY 

There you go. I knew you’d know all about that. (nostalgic) Maybe we missed something not living then.

                                                              ANDREW

Well, life was austere, but I think you were more at the core of existence. Now technology is taking over. Maybe someday we’ll have lost the human touch.

                                                               SHELLY

Yeah, like Voicemail.

                                                               ANDREW

Maybe we’re headed in the wrong direction.

                                                                                                     (JULIA enters)

                                                               JULIA

Lunch, you two!

                                                               SHELLY

Sounds good.  I don’t remember having breakfast this morning.

                                                               ANDREW (under his breath)

Men!                                                       

                                                                                                      (SHELLY looks at 

                                                                                                        ANDREW,

                                                                                                         Puzzled)

                                                              JULIA

Men! No wonder they die earlier than women.

                                                                                                       (ANDREW and SHELLY         

                                                                                                         enjoy a hearty laugh.

                                                                                                         JULIA eyes them archly.                   

                                                                                                           They go out                                                                                                                        .                                                                                                                                                                                                       

                                                                                                           Outside ROB and

                                                                                                           Veronica

                                                                                                            stroll up from the beach.

                                                                                                             VERONICA is blonde

                                                                                                              attractive. She limps

                                                                                                              over to a bench )

                                                               ROB

Sit and I’ll take that sand out of your sandal.

                                                                                                            (VERONICA sits on 

                                                                                                              a bench.

                                                                                                               ROB undoes her 

                                                                                                               sandal

                                                                                                                And shakes it out)

There you are, Veronica, as good as new.(holds onto her foot) Hmm. What a small foot you have. So delicate, like a dancer’s.

                                                                VERONICA

Oh, don’t look at them. My nail polish is chipping.

                                                                 ROB

Actually, I look for the toes beneath the polish anyway.

                                                                VERONICA

Oh, I bet you say that to all the girls.

                                                                ROB

No, only to girls who feed me straight lines like that. (lets go her foot)

                                                                VERONICA

So you don’t think that beauty is skin deep?

                                                                ROB

I can’t measure beauty that way. I think it comes from inside and shines through.

                                                                VERONICA

You know, I never thought of it that way.

                                                                 ROB (sits beside her)

To tell the truth, I never did either—till just now. (looks at her adoringly) But I think it’s true.

                                                                                           (They study each other with

                                                                                            interest)

I envy you. Already you’re out in the world doing something.

                                                                 VERONICA

Well, not exactly. I have to finish college yet.

                                                                 ROB

You can’t have much to go.

                                                                 VERONICA

I’ve got a year. Thank you for helping me with my lines, by the way. I like Wilde’s plays

                                                                  ROB

No problem. You’ll do fine. Being Gwendolyn Fairfax is a good part. That;s what’s important.

                                                                  VERONICA

So is being Earnest.

                                                                                                  (They both enjoy a good

                                                                                                    Laugh)

                                                                   ROB

What got you interested in theatre?

                                                                  VERONICA

I really can’t remember what it was. Ever since I was small I made up little skits to play before my parents and company. It seemed a compulsion to do so. Looking back on it now, I guess I only wanted attention.

                                                                   ROB

Isn’t that what most actors want?

                                                                   VERONICA

I suppose. I’m going to do it for a while, then sit back and ask myself, is this what you really want?

                                                                  ROB

Will you know when the time comes?

                                                                  VERONICA

You mean, will I be swept away with my own success or—

                                                                  ROB

Whichever comes first?

                                                                  VERONICA

No.

                                                                   ROB

No? Uh—what was my question?

                                                                                                           (Laughter)

                                                                    VERONICA

Have you ever thought of acting?

                                                                   ROB

No, at least not till I started watching you.

                                                                   VERONICA

And now?

                                                                   ROB

It’s kind of scary, having all those people looking at you, listening.

                                                                  VERONICA

Sure it is, but if that didn’t bother you, you wouldn’t be able to give your best. It’s a kind of tension between you and them that brings alive the character you’re playing.

                                                                ROB

Sounds like you could write a book about it.

                                                               VERONICA

Oh, there I go, boring! boring! boring!

                                                               ROB

No, interesting.

                                                               VERONICA

You are.

                                                                ROB

I am? Well, don’t spread it around. I’ve got a reputation to protect.

                                                                                                        (Laughter)

                                                               VERONICA

So this is your own private lighthouse.

                                                                ROB

Well, we share it with the ships at sea occasionally.

                                                               VERONICA

I think it’s a lovely spot. I’d like to—Would you let me bring my easel and paints here one day to see if I can get it on canvas?

                                                                ROB

You paint, too?

                                                               VERONICA

Not  like Picasso, I assure you.

                                                                ROB

You put me to shame with your accomplishments. You come here anytime. I’ll alert the family.

                                                              VERONICA

Now you see my problem: I’m into a lot of things, and have no desire to settle into any one of them just yet.

                                                              ROB

Right. Okay. Keep picking them up and laying them down. You’re bound to strike one you can’t let go of. But how does it all ride with your parents?

                                                             VERONICA

Funny, they said the same thing you just did: I’ll settle on one sooner or later.

                                                             ROB

See, what did I tell you?

                                                            VERONICA (laughs)

Oh, you’re incorrigible!

                                                             ROB (Looking off)

Oh-oh. Here comes my sister, Kate, and her boy friend. Watch out!

                                                             VERONICA

What? Are you afraid of your own sister?

                                                             ROB

Oh, she says the most outrageous things sometimes, embarrassing things. I don’t want to lose your friendship.

                                                                                          (KATE & TEDDY come up from the

                                                                                            Beach)

                                                             KATE

Hi, y’all!

                                                             VERONICA

So you have your ice cream?

                                                             KATE

Sure did, and was that ever good!. I’m glad we have ice cream in this world. Imagine what it would be like without it?

                                                            VERONICA (amused)

I can’t bear to think about it.

                                                            TEDDY

That’s like not having pizza either.

                                                            ROB

Now we’re getting desperate.

                                                           VERONICA

I guess we really appreciate the finer things enough,

                                                           KATE

Well, it’s not all that—I think a baby’s smile is better than any of those.

                                                           VERONICA (impressed, glances at ROB)

Now you’re on the right track, Kate. Those other things are not as important.

                                                            KATE (smiles)

I like you

                                                            VERONICA

I like you, too, Kate. (pause) Well, Rob, I have to head back. (gets up)

                                                           ROB(gets up)

I’ll walk you. 

                                                           VERONICA

Good-bye, Kate. Good-bye Teddy.

                                                            KATE & TEDDY

‘Bye. ‘Bye.

                                                            KATE

Don’t be a stranger.

                                                            VERONICA (smiles)

                                                                                                (ROB & VERONICA go off right)

                                                            TEDDY

How about a swim now?

                                                            KATE

Yeah, we’ll cool off, ten sit in the sand. First I want to look for horseshoe crabs

. My Dad says that sometimes you can find old coins in their pockets.

                                                           TEDDY (incredulous)

Old coins?

                                                                                              (They go off down the beach.

                                                                                                 Over at the house JULIA &

                                                                                                  ANDREW enter scene)

                                                           JULIA

I must admit, Shelly looked a little puzzled over lunch.

                                                           ANDREW

It’s a form of pressure for me to decide about the stores—even from Shelly, and he wanted proxies.

                                                            JULIA

Do you have something in mind for him if you should sell?

                                                              ANDREW

Oh, of course. He’d  be well fixed.

                                                           JULIA

 He should have stayed longer.

                                                          ANDREW

He had an engagement. I offered to put him up, but he wouldn’t hear of it.

                                                          JULIA

That’s a long way to travel , all on a day.

                                                          ANDREW

Oh, he’s used to that, hopping about to the stores and all. But I think he’s got marriage on his mind.

                                                          JULIA

How do you know that?

                                                          ANDREW

From our conversation.

                                                         JULIA

Well, I’m glad of that. He needs to settle down.

                                                         ANDREW

He’s been barnstorming across the country for a lot of years now. Say, that was funny about the flowers.

                                                         JULIA

You goose! It would have been all right if you hadn’t made a point of it.

                                                          ANDREW

Oh, I knew he’d appreciate the humor.

                                                                                (Here begins a deep bass sound)

                                                          JULIA

Did he offer any advice as to what you might do

                                                          ANDREW

He says to get out, that I could never replace my—(listens)

                                                                                         (There is a deep sound heard

                                                                                            Only by ANDREW.It grows louder

                                                                                             And louder)

                                                            JULIA

What?

                                                            ANDREW

What is that?

                                                            JULIA

What is what?

                                                            ANDREW

That—that sound. Don’t you hear it?

                                                           JULIA (listening)

I don’t hear anything. Can you describe it?

                                                            ANDREW

It’s a deep droning—ominous—frightening!

                                                             JULIA

Where does it seem to be coming from?

                                                             ANDREW (in the grip of terror)

From the ocean.

                                                             JULIA

Andrew, listen to me: when you were small, did your mother tell you stories at bedtime?

                                                              ANDREW


Yes—she did.

                                                              JULIA

What were they about?

                                                              ANDREW

I—don’t know—gods and giants and—

                                                               JULIA

Well, she was Norwegian—were they Norse myths?

                                                               ANDREW

I—guess so.

                                                               JULIA

Remember Ymir, the giant race of the Jotuns, and how the Aesir destroyed him when he was old?

                                                               ANDREW (shrugs)

                                                               JULIA

You’ve got to slay the giant, Andrew. Give me your hand. We’re going to do this till we get it right.

                                                                                                        (JULIA takes ANDREW to   

                                                                                                        the  deck doors)

What do you see out there, Andrew?

                                                               ANDREW

Nothing.

                                                              JULIA

Exactly. Because there is nothing. Just the ocean.

                                                              ANDREW

But—but I know it’s out there trying to—

                                                              JULIA

It isn’t. It doesn’t exist. It’s only in your imagination. No! I won’t give you up to this, Andrew. You are willing this thing on yourself. Why?

                                                               ANDREW

I—I think I’m going mad.

                                                                JULIA

No.! I won’t let you! That’s the easy way out—the coward’s way—demands nothing of you. It’s a refuge from your father. Is that what you want? No. don’t give up your humanity! Fright it! Fight!

                                                                  ANDREW (frantically)

With what? With what? Give me something to defend myself!

                                                                   JULIA

Open your eyes and see. This fixation—this—this Lorelei—it’s leading you to destruction!

                                                                   ANDREW

Ah! No—out there—beneath the waves—peace—there is peace!

                                                                   JULIA

No! You listen to that and you will die! And with what you’ve given up already, you’ll not have lived at all! Do you hear me, Andrew?

                                                                   ANDREW (beginning to see her logic)

Julia! –Julia!

                                                                     JULIA

Do you love me, Andrew?

                                                                     ANDREW

Yes!--Yes, I love you!

                                                                     JULIA

Then live, my darling. Live! Close your ears to that siren’s call. Close your mind to what’s out there! Think o me! Think of your children!

                                                                                     (The YOUNG BOY runs into the room 

                                                                                       from the deck,scampers around des-

                                                                                        perately,as if looking for a place to 

                                                                                        hide. He sees no place and darts out

                                                                                        out again)

                                                                     ANDREW (to BOY)

Wait! Don’t go! Wait!

                                                                                       (JULIA believes ANDREW is  hal-

                                                                                         Lucinating. She drags him to the

                                                                                         Lounge)

                                                                      JULIA

I’m going to give you something to quiet you, Andrew. Lie down, Andrew. (pushes him down)

                                                                                        (JULIA hurries out to get medication.

                                                                                         The BOY runs in again, terrified. 

                                                                                          He is pursued by a HULK of a MAN.

                                                                                          Close behind in the pursuit is a 

                                                                                          WOMAN. The pursuers pause and

                                                                                           Have an exited exchange which is 

                                                                                           Too subdued to be understood.

                                                                                            For a moment the BOY is too

                                                                                              frightened to move. Then they

                                                                                               advance on him and he runs off.

                                                                                                JULIA returns with a hypo. She 

                                                                                                 Finds ANDREW staring wildly)

                                                             JULIA

Andrew! What are you staring at? What do you see?

                                                             ANDREW

Ghosts!—Ghosts!

                                                                                                (JULIA administers the hypo

                                                                                                  Containing a sedative to

                                                                                                   ANDREW)

                                                               JULIA

Close your eyes now, Andrew. You are going into a twilight sleep. When I count to five you will begin a journey back to the time and place when you felt most threatened. But you will hear me. Do you understand, Andrew?

                                                              ANDREW (lethargically)

Yes—

                                                              JULIA (counting)

One—two—three—four—five. Where are you now, Andrew?

                                                               ANDREW

It’s dark.

                                                               JULIA

You can’t see anything?

                                                               ANDREW

No. Smell—

                                                               JULIA

You smell something?

                                                                ANDREW

Yes.

                                                                 JULIA

What is it like?

                                                                  ANDREW

Moth balls—

                                                                  JULIA

You are in a closet?

                                                                  ANDREW (doesn’t answer)

                                                                  JULIA

Why are you in the closet, Andrew?

                                                                 ANDREW

Hiding.

                                                                   JULIA

What—Who are you hiding from?

                                                                    ANDREW

Father.

                                                                    JULIA

Why are you hiding from him?

                                                                     ANDREW (excitedly)

Miss Tormey—

                                                                     JULIA

Your father’s secretary?

                                                                      ANDREW

Miss Tormey! Miss Tormey!

                                                                      JULIA

Andrew, what happened that you had to hide?

                                                                       ANDREW

I—I saw them—

                                                                        JULIA

You saw them? What did you see? What were they doing?

                                                                        ANDREW (tearfully)

They—they were in Mother’s bed—

                                                                         JULIA

Having sex?

                                                                         ANDREW

Naked—flogging with whips—bloody—uggh!

                                                                           JULIA

Leather? The culture of the damned? How in the name of--? What depravity!

                                                                            ANDREW

I opened—they saw me—

                                                                             JULIA

What did you do?

                                                                             ANDREW

I ran! They ran after me! I hid in the closet!

                                                                             JULIA

What happened when they found you?    

                                                                            ANDREW 

Father—hurt me—twisted my arm—

                                                                             JULIA

Your arm?    

                                                                               ANDREW

He said if—if I ever told anyone what I saw—he’d kill me!

                                                                                                (The droning stops abruptly)

                                                                               JULIA

Oh, my poor dear. You’ve kept this secret all these years, even after your mother was in her grave. It was just too much for your battered soul and invaded your dreams.

                                                                                               (Suddenly out on the beach 

                                                                                                 There is a flurry of activity

                                                                                                  Along with the urgent blowing 

                                                                                                   Of whistles and people run-

                                                                                                   ning to the breakers. Some-

                                                                                                    one is in trouble in deep 

                                                                                                    waters.

                                                                                                     JULIA hears the commotion, 

                                                                                                      but she knows it is crucial 

                                                                                                      not to let her attention be 

                                                                                                       diverted from ANDREW)

Andrew, move your right arm.

                                                                                                      (ANDREW struggles to

                                                                                                        move his withered arm

                                                                                                         but cannot.

                                                                                                        On the beach an inert form 

                                                                                                         Is carried out of the water

                                                                                                         And attempts are made to 

                                                                                                         Resuscitate.

                                                                                                         TEDDY bursts in through

                                                                                                          The beach access door)

                                                                     TEDDY (excitedly)

Mrs. More! Mrs More! Come quick! It’s Kate!

                                                                      JULIA (excitedly)

Kate? What is it? What’s wrong?

                                                                      TEDDY

She went in over her head—and got panicky. They’re working on her.

                                                                      JULIA

Oh, my God!

                                                                                                      (JULIA spends a moment in 

                                                                                                      Indecision: whether to leave

                                                                                                      ANDREW or not at such a

                                                                                                       critical point in his catharsis

                                                                                                       Yet she must go to KATE)

Andrew, stay where you are. I’ll be right back.

                                                                                                        (JULIA & TEDDY rush to

                                                                                                          The beach.

                                                                                                          ANDREW appears  to 

                                                                                                           Awaken suddenly as a 

                                                                                                           Wind pushes into the 

                                                                                                           room through the deck

                                                                                                           doors. This is followed

                                                                                                           by a MIST. Out of the 

                                                                                                           MIST a huge figure

                                                                                                           emerges and advances

                                                                                                           on the recliningANDREW

                                                                                                           appearing larger and lar-

                                                                                                            ger as it does so)

                                                                 ANDREW(throws feet to floor) 

So this is what you wanted?: my complete destruction! Why not? You took my youth and destroyed that. You took my mother and destroyed her. And you want more? (springs up) No! It’s over! You are twisted and evil! Your visage is ghastly!

                                                                  HUGE FIGURE (cries out in agony)

                                                                  ANDREW

No! You chose the path your life would take and tried to choose mine as well. You forget: each man must choose for himself. And this is the choice you’ve made. Look what your soul has become? In the name of all that’s decent, I order you begone! (advances toward the figure) Go! I forgive you for the harm you’ve done, but I’ll light no candles to your memory. Go back to the dark world that made you. I banish you from my dreams and leave you to God and his judgement! Go! Go! GO!

                                                                                                      (Up the path from the beach

                                                                                                        Come TEDDY carrying a

                                                                                                        Whoozy KATE,JULIA,ROB

                                                                                                        And PAUL)

                                                               JULIA

‘How did it happen?

                                                              TEDDY

I  Went to get soda. Kate was going to wade.

                                                                  ROB

I’ saw what was happening from the boardwalk. Teddy moved so fast after Kate I could not ‘believe it.

                                                                  TEDDY

Something told me to look back, and I could see she was in trouble.

                                                                    JULIA

Teddy, I am so glad, so glad!

                                                                    ROB

She looks pretty whoozy yet.

                                                                   KATE (mumbles something)

                                                                   PAUL

Ted, I am proud of you. And they want you to try out for the rescue team next year.

                                                                   TEDDY

Yeah, I know. Thanks, Dad.

                                                                   KATE

Ma, Daddy—needs us.

                                                                   JULIA (startled)

What? How do you know?

                                                                    KATE

I know. Hurry!

                                                                                         (They all come into the house.

                                                                                           They see ANDREW out on the 

                                                                                            deck, seemingly about to throw

                                                                                             himself into the sea)

                                                                   JULIA(to ANDREW)

Andrew! Wake up when I count to three! You will wake up! One—Two—Three!

                                                                                          (ANDREW turns to them, his face

                                                                                             a blank)

                                                                    KATE( slipping to the floor)

Katydid! Katydid!

                                                                  ANDREW (looks at Kate and smiles)

Katydidn t!

                                                                   KATE (rushes to embrace him)

Katydid! Katydid!

                                                                   JULIA

Andrew, What were you doing?

                                                                   ANDREW joyfully, waving his arms)

Why, I was just dumping an old giant into the sea. He won t be trashing my dreams anymore.

                                                                    JULIA (astonished)

Your arm! You’re using your arm!

                                                                   ANDREW (with conviction)

Yes, I am. Stay here, all of you. I’ve got a surprise. (goes  to bedroom out of view)

                                                                     KATE

What did Daddy mean, what surprise?

                                                                     JULIA

Patience, girl, patience.

                                                                           (ANDREW emerges again with the cello

                                                                           That JULIA had bought. He sits and begins

                                                                           To play THE SWAN by Saint-Saens.

                                                                           They all listen for a moment. Then Julia

                                                                            Whispers:)

Well, I can tell you that your father  has already begun a new life.

                                                                     ROB

And you re a hero, Ted.

                                                                     TEDDY

There was no way it was going down any different. I knew I had to do it. Then I saw it really mattered. It felt good. Dad, you won t have any trouble with me anymore.I’ve found something in the world to hang onto.

                                                                     PAUL (embracing his son)

Spoken like a man, Ted. Your mother would be proud.

                                                                       (At a point where ANDREW is to complete a 

                                                                         passage of THE SWAN, he is interrupted

                                                                         by a gasp from JULIA at what she discovers 

                                                                         on the deck:)

Oh! How did this seaweed get here—and these enormous footprints?

                                                     CURTAIN

