CREATURE AND DELACEY

De LACEY plays guitar alone. The CREATURE is suddenly in the cottage.

De LACEY: Have you come here to rob me?
CREATURE: No.

De LACEY: To hurt us?

CREATURE: No.

De LACEY: Then sit and have some breakfast. I am not—
CREATURE: I am not-

De LACEY: You must be hungry.

CREATURE: No...

De LACEY: You sound hungry.

CREATURE: I...am.
De LACEY:: Then, eat.
De LACEY slides a plate of bread to CREATURE.

De LACEY: Sit and eat, my son.

CREATURE: Son?

De LACEY: I hear such pain in your voice. Might I touch your face?

CREATURE: You mustn’t.

De LACEY: My eyes have forsaken me. Please allow these old fingers to see you.

Please. I want to know what you look like.

CREATURE: I am...hideous.



De LACEY: You are not.
CREATURE: How can you say that? You are without sight.
De LACEY: I can hear you. May 1?

De LACEY extends his hand.



