Where Hope Springs Eternal, Promises Few

Where Hope Springs Eternal, Promises Few
A tale of medieval e-romance

It just wasn’t to be

Players
Harry
Bold (or is that italics?) Knight of the Round Dinner Tray (one of those with a built in bean bag)

Francesca

Queen of the Court, usually busy

Lucilia


Friend to Queen Francesca, also usually busy

Wilson and Graydon
Knights of the Round Dinner Tray

Francesco Trotti
Harry’s Steed

The Servers

Benevolent Highwaypersons

Other Horses

Miscellaneous Equine Quadripeds

Harry has had enough. Attractive, intelligent, interesting, but shy. Francesca just doesn’t have enough time. Harry knows he’s got a lot going for him, but finds that it takes time to show. Francesca’s too busy to even think about it. Harry yearns for the girl that gives him the space he needs to come out of his shell. Francesca will give space, provided it doesn’t take more than a few minutes.

A match made in heaven? Only the internet dating agency can tell. Prepare for more than a slice of artistic licence, and enjoy.

Act 1 Scene 1

Harry is distracted. His exploits as horseman and all round fairly talented soul seem to have gone un-noticed by the court (where court = women). Aside a failing campfire, he shares his frustrations with Wilson and Graydon, fellow Knights.

 Harry

How do you gain



Recognition fair



When all honour that resides within



Can be hidden from view by an exterior shy



So cruel and deceptive



That it does imprison



So senseless and wasteful



That it does confine



To fallow so enduring

Wilson

From an outermost grey



Does emerge the most wonderful butterfly



Beneath the thickest layer of ice



Does swim the finest fish



Through a solid surface



Does grow the gentlest flower

Harry

I know you speak sense



But spring has been less kind

Graydon
Where petals throw down the gauntlet to spring



Flora bears witness to summer from afar



Autumn seizes the tired



Winter consumes

Wilson

The summer rose outlives the snowdrop

Graydon
The sunlight warms the breeze

Wilson

And while fades the crocus with the April showers

Graydon
Rivers still head to the seas

Harry

Yea I fear the seasons entrap me with their beauty



The psiren’s call from its August shores



Has steered me from my April course



Once so true



Tomorrow’s perfection now yesterday’s fantasy



Empty retrospect my guide

Wilson

Give not space to your fears and despair



Clarity is borne of an inner smile



Which binds you to your path

Graydon
Your beacon fails not

Harry

Ah, sweet Knights



Without your wise words I would be less the man I am now



Without your fine counsel, I am but lost

Wilson

We speak from our hearts, Sire

Harry

Truth becomes you



May inspiration tread a similar path

Wilson

In its own good time

Harry

Not always does patience walk with loyalty



I know this



I have felt it leave my side



With it many dreams



Hand in hand with the ebbing reality



Two swans in flight

Two mountain peaks

Two hares at play

Sweet Knights, I see the completeness of nature

Balanced, eternal, satisfied

And I, to what do I owe this precedented emptyness?

Be it my hope that another soul walks lost?

Or my fantasy?

Graydon
Heaven’s breath does mingle



With Earth’s fine essence



Without searching

Wilson

Each union is sacred



What’s for you will find you

Graydon
While nature’s music plays carrot to your heart



And the path so bare plays stick to your soul



Rest a while

Wilson

We shall shoulder with you this burden heavy



Trust in our destiny we may build as we do bridges, let us cross together 

What’s for you will find you



Without searching

Harry looks into the fire.

Harry

The flames are failing



I can sense their sorrow



Lethargy slows their frantic dance



Their joy but a breathless whisper

Graydon
They have served us well



Our guardian and warmth in this cold hour

Wilson

Should I stoke the flames?

Harry

Let the fire die



It has served us well

Graydon stares into the fire

Graydon
One friend departing



Many others remain



Sire, our courage be with you

Wilson

Aye

Harry

Aye, and mine be with you

They fall into a deep sleep, more commonly known as ‘exit stage’. 

Act 1 Scene 2

Queen Francesca and Lucilia are in the garden. Queen Francesca is tired, she laments over her lack of spare time with her devoted devotee, Lucilia.

Francesca
Alas poor overtime, I know you well



Too well 

Lucilia

************

Francesca
Fine words do you tell



But as I walk the path of doing



Less time do I have to reflect

Lucilia

This garden provides all we need



Yet in these seats we remain



A walk would lighten our spirits



Tempted?

Francesca
With what little time we have



Your suggestion is fine

They shoot round the garden admiring the flowers, briefly

Lucilia

Tulips aplenty



What a fine display this year

Francesca
My eyes filled with delight



My diary with appointments

Lucilia

And the crocuses



Such splendid perfume

Francesca
She holds one to her nose



Such a delightful camouflage



For the scent of endless duty

Lucilia

And of the fountain



Where stillness turns to movement



Its powerful quietness comes to life



To return to the pond



Where it lies still once more

Francesca
I empathise with such monotony



Yet yearn to understand rest



Be it not for commitment



I too would find quiet 

Lucilia

The ivy flourishes this year

Francesca
Spreading and multiplying like the very work I am beset by

Lucilia

We look set for a good fruit harvest

Francesca
Perhaps by late summer I will have time to indulge

They return to their seats, but do not relax into them

Francesca
For your tireless words I am grateful



Without you, all I do would be work



Yet my life longs for change



No longer can I honour my pledge



No longer can I offer such diligence



Without comfort



Without a shoulder so close



So true



As I tire of my lot I tire of my life



There are days when the space inside pains me



And leaves me no choice

Lucilia

Your circumstances betray



What leaves you so cold?

Francesca
My path is unmarked



I know not where I am led



I see not where I tread



I have no time for thought



No time for, anything



Lucilia, do I yearn for a window in my schedule



That may let enter a beam of sunlight



And render my life illuminated

Lucilia

The ray of opportunity



Shall not pass thee by



Where our caseload lays us waste



Intention be



That pastures bare



Do not tempt our soul



But should there grow the finest rose



It will take our gaze

Francesca
And distract me from beckoning tasks



For but an instant



With what do I tend to its petals?



Its need no greater than mine



Its desire no stronger



Yet it can see much further

Lucilia

I will be your eyes



Your spare time



Your searching heart



Trust requires but a second



Invest this brief moment in me

Francesca
To a return on my time

Lucilia

And your faith

Exit stage
Act 1 Scene 3

Harry and the Knights have reached some woods. They pause while their horses rest. Wilson and Graydon speak together quietly. Harry is in the bushes, if it doesn’t contradict theatre hygeine guidelines. It may also be worth noting that costumes should try to arrange quick-removing armour otherwise this next bit will have to last a lot longer than I can script.

Enter Wilson and Graydon

Graydon
Sigh, how sad it be when the light we know remains solely in our view



Oh for eyes attuned as our own



That it may shine beyond



The veil we seek to break

Wilson

You can lead a man to wisdom



But you may not make him think

Graydon
It is we who need to think 

Wilson

Why does the horse refuse



But the final fence?

Graydon
Why does the poet strain



To complete the final verse?

Wilson

Why does the orchestra fall apart



During final rehearsal?

Graydon
Wilson, the power lies with us



We must set this ball in motion

Wilson

Action 

Graydon
Influence beyond our words

Wilson

Direction

Graydon
Our guiding light

Wilson

Knowledge

Graydon
The spoils of experience at our disposal

Wilson

Wisdom

Graydon
The spoils of failings past



Wilson, from where we stand can this journey start



Our old friend depends on our belief



The spoils of battles won

Wilson

The seeds of battles future



Wherein lies the greatest of challenges



The struggle with oneself

Graydon
From here can we build



Wilson, I have a plan…

They move in close and whisper to each other for a few moments…

exchange a few nods…

and then part once more

Wilson

Yea, a muscle I could not pull



Not even in mounting my fine mare



Are you not asking too much?

Graydon
Wilson, you misunderstand

They get back together, Wilson nodding more knowingly this time

and part

Wilson

Inspiration does become you



What forms our very first step?

Graydon
He looks around 

Thoughtfully  Observe the spider  he points



Short pause



Herod’s surrender shall be our persistence



Miss Moffat’s fear our courage



A spell we shall weave



No corner be left



No loft too high



No cellar too low



No book too old



No bridle hung too long



Wherever there is space to crawl



The silken thread of our plan shall be lain



We shall seize each opportunity as in it flies



Whether curious, desperate or short of time



No matter how long we need persevere



Short pause



Observe the spider…



Duty-bound



Yet content



Its home, its source, its comfort 



Its web

Wilson

Its web?

Graydon
Our devotion shall glisten with the morning dew



Our bond adhesive



Just like the web

Wherein lies the answer 

Wilson hears Harry returning

Wilson

I trust in you as you do in me



You have my word of silence

Graydon
We must prepare a fire



Help me with yonder trunk



That we may have fuel, and a seat

Wilson and Graydon move across the stage to drag a log over to the fire area, and…

Wilson

Where best we place this?

Graydon
pointing to the place where they saw the web



Here, we shall put it right here

They place the log onto the web (alas, this pun was intentional)

Wilson

The web



How you enliven me

Graydon
As too we shall Sir Harry

Wilson prepares the fire

Enter Harry
Harry

My friends I see light in your smiles



Of true awakening long forgotten



Of passion rekindled



And trust ************



Graydon
The light you see



Has origins far



Yet origins near



Our closest ally



Yet a distant stranger

Wilson

The light that shines forth



Is just a single brush stroke



On the most dominant portrait

Graydon
The light that lies hidden



Does not do so by choice

Wilson

With but our command



Its journey can start

Wilson lights the fire

Graydon
With but your command



Its journey becomes yours

Wilson starts to tend to the fire

Harry

Alas the very light you speak of fades with the evening sun



I am to the light as Canute to the tide



Doubt I do not that my soul shines through



Yet fear it becomes scattered



Frustrated and feeble



My fragile heart bruised by those in whom I have sought comfort



And identity

Wilson

Canute did not fail to control the tide



His desire was to control how others saw him



The tide obeyed



His mission fulfilled

Graydon
Each person coming into your life



Is an ambassador of your own self-worth



They will treat you as you treat yourself



See you as you direct



Each kind word you receive is but a compliment from you



Each scathing remark, mere self-criticism



Order the flowing tide to retreat



Frustrated you shall be



Yet ask its ebbing comrade



Subservience you shall see

Wilson

Taking control of our lives requires not the right answer



But the right question



Not the right command



But such delivered in the right way

Graydon
Wilson and I have been thinking

Harry

On what, sweet Knights?

Wilson

Our questions are wrong



We have been asking in the wrong way



At the wrong time



To the wrong people

Graydon
As if in the wrong language

Harry

While this makes sense



The right question comes not soon enough



For me to gain clarification

Graydon
Wilson and I are comrades to your determination



Your faith



Your spirit

Wilson

We are to seek ways of introducing these qualities to ignorant eyes



Those so blind they cannot hear



The sound of flowing water



Of bird-song



Of the sweetest aria

Harry

My excitement rises



Yea with it walks my bewilderment



With what can I prise their interwoven fingers apart?

Wilson

Your patience

Harry

My friends, with my patience jousts my frustration



The balance so fine



Mastery of the lance is becoming the domain of my fears



My patience tired and lame



But for a steed like Francesco to take the weight



Yea my life barely takes the strain of the very saddle that is the empty space



Caused by my unbridled brooding

Graydon
It is good that you do not settle



For the low salary offered by life’s production line

Wilson

It is good that you aspire to greater rewards



What lacks is the trust that you will reap them

Graydon
And the insight to know where to look



What’s for you may find you



Without searching



But with the map Wilson and I are drawing



***************

Harry

Then my patience and I are with you

Exit stage

 
Act 1 Scene 4

Francesca and Luclia are busy. (I thought about writing a scene in here just for the horses, to give it some variation, but then I remembered, you can lead a horse to the theatre, but you cannot make it act.) So, on with the show.

Lucilia

This parchment just came for you



For the urgent attention of



Please reply, recycle, circulate

Francesca
And yet it’s confidential



Like the secrets of love



Those we all know, all share, yet will not tell



Not even each other



Lucilia

There must be a sender



Enlightenment without source



Numbers constantly withheld



How this annoys me

Francesca
And how can we take such junk seriously?



She throws it aside



************



****************

Lucilia

And of this one?



A riddle



WWW



Pure and simple



Nothing more



Nothing less

Francesca
We have no time for this



Appointments await



What do we have lined up for today?

Lucilia

************

Act 1 Scene ?

Lucilia has deciphered the code. WWW marks the spot! 

Lucilia

Dear Francesca, fair tidings I bring

From angelic messengers

Our most natural friends

Francesca
My curiosity begs you explain



My scepticism holds its peace



With my tired and fading optimism



The casting vote falls to my impatience



Continue 

Lucilia

Excited
The riddle is solved

I can tell to you

What mystery links

Each W

Francesca
Wow!

Lucilia

Not quite



But how

Francesca
How indeed?



Are you sure of all this



Just another flyer



Without wings



I will hear you out



But stand to be convinced

Lucilia

Why, without wings



Wings are not required



The world you will see



Without moving



Without wings

Francesca
But how?



How?



And what does it mean?

Lucilia

I see letters beneath my crystal ball



Which when lightly touched



Respond to my call



I see images showing me the way



Which flicker and change



Become big, become small



I see empty spaces asking advice



I see shapes, banners, scrolls and all

Francesca
You refresh me

Lucilia

Our search has led us here



The engine of our heart refuelled



Once more can we explore life’s path



Which links our history with our dreams

Francesca
Ah sweet dreams



My favourites



But with this revelation



What options are available



With this window?



How do I become restored?

Lucilia

I will share with you this information

she offers her a biscuit



Cookie?

Francesca
Forbidden

Lucilia

Even for me?

Francesca
I’ll allow them for you

Lucilia

Heartfelt thanks, Francesca



But I still have news

Francesca


Francesca
There shines forth the angels’ light



What fine therapy



This is proving to be



And opportunity is becoming me

Lucilia

Parchment fine



Imparted to you



Requires but a login

And profile true



Through statements you make



They do ask you to say



You’re free from commitment



And tobacco this day



And should you then wish



The poem to change



Your secret is ask’ed



Your words rearranged

Francesca
Without burden I shall accept this toil



A journey of discovery



Let it be 

Both log on to the web, middle ages style.

Act 1 Scene 5

Our bold Knights set out on horseback towards Forest Green. They have no idea where it is, but have heard of the football team and think it sounds a bit Robin Hood.

Wilson

Sire, knows thee of encryption?

Harry

My knowledge it stops



At the point it doth start

Graydon
Behold the sky

Wilson

Behold the stars

Graydon
Behold the secrets

Wilson

Behold the answer

Harry

Sweet Knights, you confuse

Graydon
Beneath each twinkle



Lies a letter



Each constellation gives access



A world of opportunity

Wilson

And what thinks you, Sire?

Harry

Impress’ed be

They too are about to log on to the web, middle ages style, when…

…out spring the Servers!

Wilson

The Servers!

Server 1
Click and deliver



Your money or your love-life



Where hope springs eternal



Promises few

Server 2
Three moons to stake your case



With portrait free



Parchment clear



Is entrusted to thee



Where hope springs eternal



Promises few

Server 1
Fair winds will inform thee



When interest arises



Where hope springs eternal



Promises few

Harry

Sweet Knights, I beseech you defend me



My honour is threatened



The thoughts of the wise



I yearn to receive

Wilson

While guarantees few can be made in this instance



The light that doth guide you



Faileth to break



It gives no conclusion



It’s a chance you must take



Where hope springs eternal



Promises few

Graydon
Catchy that one innit?

Harry

Where hope springs eternal, promises few?



Wherein lies this destination?

Wilson

Pray let us guide you

They do log on to the web, middle ages style.
End of Act 1

Act 2 Scene 1

Francesca and Lucilia are busy.

Francesca
And do shine down fair sunbeams



My life calls with clarity



The course I am choosing



Renders me occupied

Lucilia

This fine weather lights more than the meadows



Where rivers take their course to the sea



Surface water can be seen to glisten



Each confluence gives yet more choice

Francesca
Already float to me



Water lilies plenty



My course it is true



But the banks they do widen

Lucilia

Then out with the old



Make room for the new



Let silt take its course from each eddy

Francesca
Yea space must be created



Doth thee know how to proceed?

Lucilia

This vessel attractive shall suffice

They put the beans on to soak.

Act 2 Scene 2
Harry and the Knights have reached a small stone circle a short distance from Forest Green.
Harry

Rest here we shall



Francesco has the strength of a bionic cow



Yet the stubbornness of an olde combine harvester



I fear his strength doth wane



Rest here we shall

Wilson

My fair steed finds temptation in yonder meadow



But a few more strides we shall

Graydon
Aye. Flowers wild, red, blue and violet



Like messages gleaned from the almanack

Harry

In a turn of fate



News can be reported



Two parchments brief



Their words few



Open my eyes

Wilson

May their focus shine on



May dilation treat thee kindly

Graydon
Decide thee not



Appraisal not commitment

Wilson

As fall the acorns



As graze the deer



Not each parchment will tempt thee



Not each message seem clear

Graydon
And as parchment doth gather



Much will fall to the floor



You may not wish to open



That which to you seems poor

Wilson

But when one doth take your notice



Reply you may do



But as do fall the acorns



We will not promise you

Harry

Sweet Knights, I bid you fair gratitude

They set a small camp fire and sift through the masses of medieval emails Harry has not actually been getting, but artistic licence can be a wonderful thing, in the right places.

Act 2 Scene 3

Francesca and Lucilia are enjoying the sun.

Lucilia

This fine weather doth provide



As opening gate



As unbolted door



A path into life

Francesca
Yea parchment lies unanswered



Speaks you fair



Yet my mind doth wander

Lucilia

La vita viene prima di tutto (life comes first)



Quando ti chiama il momento giusto (when the right moment calls)



Lo saprai (you’ll know it) 



Peuvent attendre

Francesca
Thank you, fair Lucilia



Wait they shall

Act 2 Scene 4

Harry and the Knights haven’t budged an inch.

Graydon
When hurry becomes you



Slow pace takes your hand



The plough is seen to stray



Where make haste the farmer

Wilson

Perhaps it could be that each message disappoints thee



Perhaps it could be that each answer is plain



Yet while few are the visits to the palace of wonder



Within lies the true path, pray let us ride on

Harry

Sweet Knights, ride on we shall

The language of love has no online translation guide

C u l8er
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