

Scene 4



A cave. Marines enter, swords drawn. 



Fitz-Percival brings up the rear, with 



Miranda and Bassanio.



ALENÇON

Most rank and foul is this damn'd cave.  Choose carefully thy foes; the townsfolk yet may be prison'd here.



MIRANDA

That smell...  'Tis not decay of cave, and I can feel the course of power here.  And yet, I dread...  Sir, did not Paganini say the blades you wield are forg'd from layers of silver and cold iron?



FITZ-PERCIVAL


(Nods)

That silver doth low devils bring lower,

And iron could bind fast e'en Oberon.

The metals pure do weaken magic's hold,

Disperse it fast as chaff in raging wind.



MIRANDA

Lord, we stand within the heart of the isle itself!



FITZ-PERCIVAL

What say thee?



MIRANDA

Fitz-Percival, this realm is enchanted quite.  'Tis a land forg'd of magic force- Sycorax, my father Prospero, the fey.  All have built it to a place of power.  And to disrupt that would imperil us most dear- know thou what 'twould mean to cut out its heart?



BASSANIO

Oh, aye!  'Twould be a race only, between the 'splosive force of volcano and the drawing up of the sea itself, sinking this isle as another Atlantis!



MIRANDA

'Tis not a race I care to witness, my lord.



FITZ-PERCIVAL

Oh, most fine!  Hell and damnation!


(Pause, considers)

Alençon!



ALENÇON

Oui, mon capitane?



FITZ-PERCIVAL

There can be no blades, nor clashing steel within this place.  Order all men's sharpened weapons bound within their sheaths.



ANTARO

Are we then to triumph through reasoned discourse?



FITZ-PERCIVAL

Use but the Grecian fire.



ALENÇON

Alack, mon cap-



FITZ-PERCIVAL

Follow my commands, and question not!



ALENÇON

Well and good, my lads, thy ears deceive thee not.  Any man's sword that I see drawn here shall find it as welcome he had drawn forth in a church, hear ye?  


(Murmurs of dissent)

Tempt not my wrath.  Now, proceed again!


(The marines proceed. Antaro finds a body. It stirs)



ANTARO

Hold!  One is here that lives!



MEYER
Fear not, my lady!  Thy rescue is at hand!



VILLAGER

Mercy... slay me...



MEYER

Nay, mistake us not!  We art thy countrymen, and shall free thee of this place!



VILLAGER

Slay me...


(Confusion. Villager begins to choke. Miranda, 


recognizing what is to come, clutches her chest)



TORRES

What devilry is this!


(The Villager cries out. A fairie arm bursts from her)



ALENÇON

Grecian fire, this instant!


(Paganini attempts to use the fire- it fails. Villager 


is withdrawn. Unsettling sounds begin to occur- crys, 


and chitterings, and laughter)



ALENÇON

From whence comes this sound!



PAGANINI

From... hell and damnation, from all sides as one!



FITZ-PERCIVAL

Alençon, contain this misfortune, the very shadows do seem to move!



MIRANDA

Lord Fitz-Percival, withdraw this squad!  No place of safety remains in this cavern!



FITZ-PERCIVAL

Cease thy prattle, wench!


(Figures begin to move in the shadows, unseen. They 


strike. Meyer is taken, with a scream)



PAGANI

Meyer?  Meyer!



TORRES

Havoc!


(Swords are drawn, sounds of pitched battle. The stage 


is obscured by shapes, sounds, and shadows)



FITZ-PERCIVAL

Whose blades do I hear?  No blades, no steel, by your allegiance to me!



PAGANINI

They flow from the walls themselves!



ANTARO

Show no soulless beast mercy!




FITZ-PERCIVAL

Alençon, by God, Grecian fire!  Strike forth most heartily!



ALENÇON

My Lord, where stand you-


(A fairie gets Alençon)

AHHH!  Pour l'amour de la pitie, pas je! La douleur est trop grande!



FITZ-PERCIVAL

Alençon?  Alençon?!



PAGANI
They have him!



MIRANDA

Withdraw, Fitz-Percival!  Damn thy eyes-



FITZ-PERCIVAL

Silence, thou slattern, or I shall silence thee myself!


(Uncertain again)

Pagani?  Paganini?  Torres!


(Miranda brains him with a rock. He falls. Bassanio 


looks on in horror. She drops the rock)



MIRANDA

Fall back!  All men, most quickly withdraw!



BASSANIO


(Nods. Hoists Fitz-Percival to stumble-walk position)

Withdraw!


(All fall back)
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