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PERSONAE
In order of appearance

Arthur The King

Guinevere The (ueen, his wife

Lencelot premier of all Arthur's knights
Lord of Astolat A noblemen

Torre hie son

Leveine his younger son

Elaine his young deughter

Dumb serving man

Houmil .

Chorues of couttiers, lorde and ladiee of the realm
Vivien lady of the court

¥odred Nephew of the Queen

Degonite, the HKing's jester
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LANCELOT & ELAINE

ACT 1.
Secene 1.  The Palace by the River

The seene takes place near the Queen's bower where Arthur, Lencelot
and Guinevere are all three talking.

Arthur Are you so sick, my Queen, you cannot move to these

fair jousts?
Guinevere | Yee, Lord, ye know it.
Arthur Then will ye miess the great deedes of Lancelot, and his

prowess in the lists, a sight ye love to look on.

( The Queen's epes tuwrn to Lancelot. He thinks he reads their
meening - 'Stey with me, I am eick, my love is more than many
di”@ﬂd.’o ) :

Lencelot S8ir King, mine eancient wound is hardly whole, end lets
me from the saddle.

( Before the Xing goes out, he looke both at Lencelot and his
Queen but says not a word. )

Guinevere To blame, my lord Sir Lancelot, much to blame! ihy
go ye not to these fair jousts? The knighte are half of
them our enemles, end the crowd will murmur 'Lo the shameless
ones, who take their pastime now the trustful Zing is gone!'

Lancelot (vext at -
having lied in vain) Are ye so wise? ye were not once so wise, my Queen, that

summer, when ye loved me first. Then, of the crowd ye took
no more account than of the myriad cricket of the mead, when
ite own voice clinge to each blade of grass, and every voise is
nothing. As to kiiights, them surely can I silence with all
ease. But now my loyasl worship is asllowed of all men; many
a bard, without of”ence, has linked our namee together in his
lay, Lancelot the flower of bravery, Guinevere the peerl of
beauty; and our knighte at feast have pledged us in this

(1)
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union, while the Xing would lieten emiling, How then? 1is
there no more? Hae Arthur spoken aught? or would yourself,
now weary of my service and devolr, henceforth be truer to

- your feultleses lord?

( Guinevere breaks into a little scornful leugh )

Guinevere

Lancelot

Cuinevere

Arthur, ny lord, Arthur, the faultless King, that passion~
ate perfection, my good lord - but who can gesze upen the Sum
in heaven? He never speke word of reproach to me, he never
hed & glimpse of mine untruth, he cares not for me: only here
to-day there gleamed a vague suspleion in his eyes: some
meddling rogue haes texpered with him - else rapt inthis fancy
of his Table Round, snd ewearing men to vowe lmpossible, to
make them 1like hineelf: but, friend, to me he ie sll fault
who has no fault at ell: for vho loves me must have & touch of
earth; the low sun makes the colour: I sm yours, not Arthur's
as ye know save by the bond,

An therefore, hear my words: go to the jousts; the tiny
trumpeting gnat can break our dream when sweetest; and the
vernin voices here mey buzz so loud - we scorn them but they

.t’-ngc

Acd with what fece, after my pretext made, shall I appear,
9 Queen, at Cemelot, I before a King who honours his own word
as if it were hie Cod'e?

Yee, & morel child without the craft to rule, elee had he
not lost me: but listen to me, if I must find you wit: we
rear 1t said thet men go dowsn before your spear et a touech, buk

knowing you are Lancelot; your great name, this conquers: hide

it therefore, go unknown, Win! by this kise you will.

(Guinevere Kisses Lencelot)

And our true King will then allow your pretext, O my Knight, as

all for glory; for to speak him true, ye know right well, how
meek soe'er he seem, no keener huater after plory breathes.
He loves it in hisz mighte more than in himeelf: they prove to
him his work,

Win and return!

GURTAIN

(2)
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LANCELOT & ELAINE

ACT 1.

Scene 2. The Benguet Hall at the Castle of Astolat

The curtein rises and finds Lord istolat seated at table with his two
sons, Torre and Lavaine, also Lancelot. Elaine and their dumb cerving van are
welting on them,

Lord of Astolat Whenee comest thou, my guest, end by what name livest
between the lipe? for by thy stete and presence I might guess
thee chief of those, after the King, who eat in Arthur'e halles.
Him have I see: the rest, his Table Round, known as they are,
to me they are unknown,

Lancelot Known em I, and of Arthur'e hall, and known, by what I
by mere mischance have brought, my shield. But since I go to
joust as one unknown at Cemelot for the diemond, ask me not,
hereafter ye shell know me - and the shield - I pray you lend
me one, if such you have blank, or at least with some device

not mine,

Lord of Astolat Here is Torre's: Hurt in hie first tilt was my son, Sir
Torre. And so, God wot, his shield ie blenk enough. Hise ye
can heve,

Torre Yea, since I cennot use it, ye may have it.

Lord of A (leughing) Fie, Sir Churl, is that an answer for a noble knight?

Allow him! but Lavaine, my younger here, he is so full of

lustihood, he will ride, joust for it end win, end bring it in
en hour, and set it in this demsel's golden hair, to make her |
thrice as wilful as before, |
Leveine Ney, father, my good father, sheme me not before this noble
knight for nothing. Surely I but played on Torre: he seemed !
so sullen, vext he could not go: e jest, no more! for, knight
the maiden dreemt that some one put this diemond in her hand, ¢
that it was too elippery to be held, and slipt and fell into

some pool or stream, the castle-well, belike; eand then I said
if I went and if I fought end won it (but ell waes jest and joke
among ourselves) then must she keep it sefelier. All was jest.

But father, give me leave, an if he will, to ride to

(3)
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Cemelot with this noble knight: win shall I not, but do my
best to win: young as I am, yet would I do my best,

So ye will grace me with your fellowehip o'er theese waste
downs whereon I loet myself, then were I glad of you as guide
an? friend: end you shall win thie diemond, - as I heer it is
a fair large diamond, = if ye may, and yleld it to this malden
if ye will,

A fair large diemond, such be for Queens and not for simple
maids.

If what is fair be but for what is falr and only queene
are to be counted so, resh were my judgment then, who deem this
meid might weer as fair & jewel as is on earth, not vieolating
the bond of like to like.

a silence Flaine gives Lancelot & long loving look.
men eppears agein with more dishes for the teble., Lord
seeing Lancelot looking st him, expleins as follows- )

Ten years ago, the hesthen csught <nd reft him of his
tongue. He learnt end warned me of their flerce deeing against
my house, and him they ceught end meimed: but I, my eons end
little daughter fled from bonds of death and dwelt among the
woods by the great river in o bostran's hut, Dull daye were
those, till good Arthur broke the Pagen yet once more on Badon
hill.

0 there, great Lord, doubtless, you have fought. 0 tell
ue - for we live apart - you know of Arthur's glorious wars.

I have fought with Arthur in the fight which ell day long
reng by the white mouth of the violent Glem: And in
the four loud battles by the shore of Duglas; that on Basea;
then the war that thundered in end out the gloomy eskirts of
Celidon the forest; eond sgain by castle Curnion, where our
glorious King had on his cuirass worn our Lady's lead, carved
of one emereld centered in & sun of silver raye, that lightened
as he breathed, ind et Ceaerleon I helped his lord,
wvhen the strong neighinge of the wild white Horse set every
gilded parspet shuddering; And up in AgnedsCathregonion
too, and down ilie waste sand-shores of Trath Treroit, where
many & heethen fell: ind on the mount of Badon I myself

(4)




Lancelot (cont,) beheld the Xing charge at the head of all his Table Round, end
all hie legione erying Christ and him, end bresk them; and I
saw him after stend high on a heap of slain, from spur to plume
red as the rising sun with the heethen blood, and seeing me,
with & great voice, he sried, "They are broken, they are broken"
For the King, however mild he seems at home, nor ceree for
triumph in dur mimie wars, the jousts - for if hie own knight
cast him down, he laughs seying, hie knights are better than
he - yet in this heathen war the fire of CGed fills him: I
never saw his like: there lives no greater leader.

Eleine Save your great self, fair lord.

Lancelot But now we must awsy, the dismond joust awaits us.
This shield my friend, where 1is 1t7

( Flaine bringe him the shield)

Elaine Fair lord, whose name I know not - noble it is, I well
believe the noblest - will you weer my favour at thies tourney?

Lencelot Nay, fair lady, since I never yet have worn favour of any
sdy in the liste. Such is my wont, as those vho know me
know. ' '

Elaine Yea, so, then in wearing mine needs must be lesser likeli-

hood, noble lord, that those who know should know you.
( Short pause )

Langelot True, my child. Well, I will wear it: fetch it out to
met what is 117

Elaine | A red sleeve broidered with peerls.

(Elaine goes to fetch the favour Returns and binds it on
Lencelot's helmet)

Lancelot {emiling) 1 never yet have done so much for any maiden living

(Lavaine brings Lancelot the shield. Lancelot gives his one to
Eleine)

Do me this grace, my child, to have my shield in keeping
till I come.

(3)
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Elaine A grece to me, twiee to-day. I em your equire!

Lavaine Lily maid, for fear our people call you lily maid in
esrnest, let me bring your celour back (he kisses her)
Once, twice, thrice: now get you hence to rest.

(Lenecelot Xisses his hend to her end with Laveine he goes out.
Eleine wetches them go, then turne snd takes the shield in her

arms., )

CURTAIN

TOURNAMENT MUSIO

(6) .
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LANCELOT & ELAINE

St e et N

Scene 3. The Hermit's Cave
The following is Tennyson's description of the Cave-;

The hermit "had scoop'd himself
In the white rock a chapel and & hall .
On megsive columne, like o shoreclif cave
and cells and chembers: ell were fair and dry;
The green light from the meadows underneath
Struck up and lived along the mulky roofs;
And in the meadows tremulous aspen-trees,
And poplars made & noise of fal!ing showers.’

Lancelot is seen lying in one of the inner chembers in the ceve while
Levaine is oubeside sttending to things for him,

Eleine and Torre ride in on horse beck, Flaine immedietely recognicees
her brother, Levaine.

Elaine ° Laveine, Lavaine, how fares my lord, Sir Lancelot?

Levaine | Torre and Elaine! why here? Sir Lancelot! How know ye
my lord's neme is Lancelot? |

(The hermit hesring voices appeares on stage)

Flaine From Sir Gewain, He gave me this {she shows Lhe dinuond)
whiceh our lord, Sir Lencelot won.

Hermit Gewein, Gawein, Modred's brother! The people spesk not
| well of them, 'Tis seid they mock both the Ling and our lord
here, Neay, they sre not Arthur's men; from now on, Arthur
ie slone, but for our lord here.

|

Eleine My lord, my lord!

Hermit - Pesce child, he sleepeth., Doest know of his great wound
given to him in thie last tournament? Thy brother here was
with him when he fell and if it were not for him he would be
ag ¢arth heneath the grass,

(7)
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(Eleine looke round and seee the favour she gave Lancelot still on
hie helmet. Torre wanders off in a cueer mood towards stables)

Flaine

Hermit
Flaine
Hermit

Levaine (shuddering)

My sleeve, tho' carved and cut and half the pearle away,
still bound to his helm!

The lanog-head here
Ah, my sweet ord, “ir lancelot.
e dread him if he drew it, my lord would die.

That great, marvelllous shriek, ghastly groan and half his
blood bursting forth and down he sank for the pure pain and
wholly swooned away,

‘e bear him in and staunched his wound and there in deily
doubt whether to live or die, for meny a week now hid from the
wide world'e rumour by the grove of poplare with their noise of
felling showere and ever-tremulous sspen trees, he lays,

begine to move, ilaine goes towarde him, utters a dolorous ery,
herself and then murmurs)

Your prize, the diamond, sent you by the King, Sir
Gawain, being sent with others by our King to look for thee
came though late to Astolat. He told ue thet thou didet win
the diamond but parted from the joust hurt in the side, He
deemed I knew full well where my great knight was hidden so left
his quest with me, the diemond also,

(Elaine kneels by the corner of hie bed and laye the diemond in his open
hand. Lancelot kisses her forehead. Tennyson says 'she slipt like

Jermit
(Lencelot
controle
Elaine
water to
Leneelot
Elaine

the floor?,)
Alas, your ride has wearied you. FReet must you have,

No rest for me, nay, for near you, feir lord, I am at rest,

CURTAIN

(8)
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LANCELOT & ELAINE

_S_c ene 10 The Tower

The seene tekes place in Elaine's room in the Tower. ©She ies robing
hergelf in her festal garments and es she does so she murmure to herself.

Elaine

Vain, in vein: it cennot be. He will not love me: how

then? must I die? Must I die?

Him or death; desth or him, Desth or himj him or death.
If I be loved, theze are my festal robes, if not, the

vietim'es flowere before he fall.

(Enter Lancelot)

Lancel ot

I do beseech ye, fair maid, ask of me some goodly gift for
thyself or thine and do not shun to espeak the wish most near to

your true heart; such sgervice have ye done me that I make my

will of yours and Prince end Lord sm I in mine own land, and

(Flaine turne pale., Lancelot seeing that ehe witholds her wish speaks)

Eleine

Lancelot

Elaine ( euddenly and
passionately)

Lancelot

Elaine (innoecently
extending arms)

Lencelot

-Ehine

D@lty no ionger, speek your wish, seeing I go to-day.

Going? and we shall never see you more. /nd I must dile
for want of one bold word.

Speak, that I live to hear, is yours,

I have gone mad. I love yout let me die.

Ah, sister, whet is this?

Your love, your love to be your wife,

Had I chosen to wed, I had been wedded earlier, sweet
Elainet but now there ncver will be wife of mine,

No, no; I care not to be wife, but to be with you still,
to see your face, to serve you and to follow you through the
'“ldc
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Lencelot Nay, the world, the world, all ear and eye, with such a
gtupid heart to interpret ear and eye, end such a tongue to
blare its own interpretetion - nay, full ill then should I
quit your brother's love and your good father's kindness.

Elaine Not to be with you, not to see your face -~ alas for me
then, my good days are done,

Lencelot Nay, noblé maid, ten timee nay! This 12 not love: but
love's first flash in youth, most common: yee. I know it of
mine own self; end you yourself will smile at your own self
hereefter, when ycu yield your flower of life to one more fitly
yours, not thriece your age; end then will I, for true you are
end sweet beyond mine old belief in womanhood, more especially
should your good kanight be poor, endow you with broad lend and
territory even to the half of my realm beyond the seas, so that
would meke you happy: furthermore, even to the death, ae
though ye were my blood, in all your guarrele will I be your
knight., This will I do, dear demsel, for your seke, and more
then thie I cannot,

(While he is epeaking, Elaine turns deathly pale and stands motionless.
Lencelot bows and goes towerds the door)

Elaine (alone). Of all thie will I nothing.

(Elaine felle in a swoon. Pauge, She comes to and sings
'the song of Love and Death' )

Sweet is true love tho' given in vein, in vein;
And sweet is death who puts an end to pein:
I know not which is sweeter, no, not I.

Love, art thou sweet? then bitter death must bet
Love, thou art bitter; sweet is death to me.
0 love, if death be eweeter, let me die.

Sweet lovo; thet seems not made to fade away,
Sweet death, that seems to make us loveless cleay.
I know not which is sweeter, no, not I,

I fain would follow love, if that could be;

1 needs must follow death, who calle for me;
Cell end I follow, I follow! 1let me die.

(10)




(Enter Lord of Astolet and Elaine's two brothers Torre and
Laveine)

Elaine Sweet brothers, yesternight I seemed a curious little
maid again, as heppy as when we dwelt among the woods, end
when ye used to teke me with the flood up the great river in
the boatmen's boat. Only ye would not pass beyond the cape
that has the popler on it: there ye fixt your limit, oft re-
turning with the tide. And yet I cried because you would not
pase beyond it, and far up the shining flood until we found the
palace of the King. And yet ye would notj; but this night I
dreamed that I was all alone upon the floed, end then I sald,
"Now shall I have my will!®: and there I woke, but otill the
wish rem=ined. So let me hence that I may pass at last beyond
the popler end far up the flood, until I find the papelee of
the King. There will I enter in among them ell, end no men
there will dare to mock me; but there the fine Gawain will
wonder et me, and there the great Sir Lencelot muse at me:
Gewain, who bad a thousand farewells to me, Lancelot who coldly
went, nor bad me ones end there the {ing will know me and my
love, and there the Queen herself will pity me, end all the
gentle court will welcome me, end after my long voyesge I shsll
rest.

Lord of Astolat Pesce, 0 my child, ye seem light-headed, for what force
is youre to go so far, being sick? and wherefor would ye look
on this proud fellow again, who scorns all?

Torre I never loved him: sand I meet with him, I care not howso-
ever greet he be, then will I strike et him and strike him

down, give me good fortune, I will strike him dead for this
discomfort he hath done the house.

Elaine. Fret not yourself, dear brother, nor be wroth, seeing it
' is no more Sir Lencelot's fault not to love me, than it is
mine to love him of all men who seems to me the highest,

Lord Astolat | Highest? Daughter, I know not what you eall the highest; |
' But this I know, for all the people know it, he loves the

Queen, end in open shame: snd eh. returns his love in open
ghame; if this be high, what ies it to be low?

Sweet father, all too faint and sick am I for anger:
these are slendersj never yet was noble man but made ignoble
tulk, He makes no friend who never mede o foe. But now it

(11)




Eleine (cont.)

(speaking to
Lavaine )

Levaine

Eleine

(The letter)

(to her father)
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is my glory to have loved one peerless, without etcin; so let
me pase, my fether, howsoe'er 1 seem to you, not all unhappy,
heving loved God's best and greatest tho' my love had no return
Yet secing you desire your child to live, thanke, but you work
egainst your own desire; for if I could believe the things you

gay I should but die the sooner.
I bescech thee write as 1 devise a letter, word for word.

Is it for Leneelot, ie it for my deer lord” then will I
bear it gladly.

For Lencelot and the Queen end ell the world, but I myself
must bear it.

Most noble lord, Sir Lenecelot of the Lake, I, sometime
czlled the Meid of istolat, come, for you left me taking no
ferewell, hither, to take my last ferewell of you. 1 loved
you end my love hed no return and therefore my true love hae
been my desth, And therefore, to our Lady Guinevere, end to
gll other ladies, I make moan: prey for amy soul and yield me
burial., Fray for my soul, thou teoo, Sir Lancelot, es thou

art a knight peerless.

0 eweet father, tender end true, deny me not, ye never yet
denied my fenciee - this, however strange, my latest: lay the
letter in my hend &2 little ere I die and close the hend upon it.
I shall guard it even in death., /‘nd when the heat is gone
from out my heart, then teke the little bed on which I dles for
Lencelot'e love, end deck it like the Jueen's for richnees and
me slso like the Queen in all I heve of rich and lay me on it,
tnd let there be prepared a chariot-biler to take me to the
river, and a barge be ready on the river, clothed in black. 4
go in etate to court to meet the Queen, Then surely I ehsll.
speak for mine own gelf. And none of you can speak for me so
well., And therefore, let our dumb o}ld man elone go with me to
thet pelace, to the dooors, ind, nw, sweet father, go cell
the ghostly man hither end let me shrive me clean and die.

(A silent scene. A priest is fetched end .fter hie duties have been
performed Flaine dies) ~

SCENIC CURTAIN

(12)
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PANORAMA MUSIC

The eurtain 1ifts again and the scene is chenged to the river.
The barge is seen waiting by the bank with the dumb men in attendance.
Flaine's bier is then carried by her fether end two brothers towards it.
They place her body in the barge and in her right hand she holds e 1ily end

in her left the letter. The barge then moves slowly away.

CURTAIRN




LANCELOT & ELAINE

ACT 2.
| Seene 2. Palsge by the River
The same scene as Scene 1 Aet 1. The Queen is 2lone on the

baleony. A moment leter Lanecelot enters.

Lencelot Queen, Lady, my liege, in whom I have my joy, take what I
had not won execept for you, these jJewele end make me happy,
making them an ermlet for the roundest arm on earth or necklace
for 2 neck for which the swan's is tawnier than her ecygnet's:
these are words : Your beauty is your beauty end I sin in
spesking, yet O grani my worship of it worde es we grant grief
tears. Such egin in worde perchance we both ecan parden: but
my Queen, I hear rumowrs flying thre' your eourt. Ouwr bond,
ag not the bond of man and wife, should have in it an sbsolute
trust to make up the defeet: let rumours be: when did not
rumours fly? these, as I trust that you trust me in your noble-
nese, I may not well believe that you believe.

Jueen It mey be, I am quicker of belief than you belief me,
Lancelot of the Lake, OQOur bond is not the bond of man and wife.
This good is in it, whatece'er of ill, it ecan be broken essier.
I, for you this many e year have done despite and wrong to one
who ever in my heart of hearte I did acknowledge nobler. What
ere these! Diamonde for me! they had been thrice their worth
being your gift had you not lost your own. To loyal hearts the
value of all gifte muet vary es the giver's, Not for me! For
her! for your new fency. Oaly thie grant me, I pray yow
have your joys apart. I doubt not that however changed, you
keep so much of what ie graceful: and myself would shun to bresk -
those boundes of courtesy in whieh as Arthur's Cueen I move and
rule: so csnnot speek my mind. /An end to this! A strange
one] yet I take 1t as imen. So pray you, add my diemonds to
her pearle, deck her with these, tell her she shines me down:
en armlet for en erm to which the Queen's is haggard, or =a
necklace for a neck O ae much fairer - ag a faith once fair was
richer than these di:monde - here not mine - nay, by the mother
of our Lord himsslf, or here or mine, mine now to work my will -
She ehall not have them. |

(Queen throws the dismonds into the stream. At the same time the barge
with Elalne appears. Queen retires into palace followed later by

(14)
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" (Lencelot. Stage is graduslly filled with courtiers, lords and 'adles
of the realm who gaze at the on-coming barge) :

Chorus Yhat 1s it? (Geze st the dusb w n) He 1is enchanted,
cannot speak - and she, look how she sleeps - the fairy Queen,
so falr? Yea, but how pale! what are they? flech and
blood? or come to take the King to fairyland? for some do
held our Arthur cannot die, but that he passes into fairyland.

(Pnter Arthur with knighte. The dumb men riees and points to letter
in "laine's hend. Arthur eilently tekes the letter, breake the seal

and reads it.)

Arthur Most noble lord, Sir Lenecelot of the Lake, I, sometime
call'd the meid of Astolat, come, for you left me teking no
ferewell, hither, to tske my last ferewell of you. I loved you
end my love had no retwrn and therefore my true love has been
my desth., And therefore to our lady Guinevere, and to all
other ladies, I make mosn: Pray for my soul and yield me
burial. Pray for my soul, thou teo, Sir Lancelot, as thou

art & knight peerless.

(Chorus look frem Arthur to flaine end weep)

Lencelot My lord liege Arthur, and sll ye that hear, know that for
- this most gentle maiden'e death right hesvy em I3 for good she

wee true, but loved me with a love beyond all love in women,
whomsoever I have known. Yet to be loved melkes not to love |
egainy not for meny years, however it hold in youth. I swear |
by truth end knighthood that I gave no cause, not willingly,
for such love; to thie I e¢-1l my friends teetimony, her
bretheren, her father who himself besought me to be plein and
blunt, end use, to bresk her passion, some discourtesy sgainst
my neture: what I could, I did. I left her end I bade her no .
farewells tho', hed I dreemt the dameel would have died, I
nightlhln put my wite to some rough use end helped her from
herself.

Queen Ye might, at least, have done her so much grece, falr lord
as would have helped her from her death.

Lencelot Queen, she would not be content save that I wedded her,
which could not be. Then might she follow me thro' the world,
she askeds it could not be. 1 told her that her love wae but
the flash of youth would darken down to rise hereafter in a
stiller fleme toward one more worthy of her -« then would I,
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Lencelot (cont.) more especially were he, she wedded, poor, estate them with
laerge land end territory in mine own realm beyond the narrow
seas, to keep them in ell joyancet more than this I could not;

this she would not and she died.

Arthur Lencelot, my Lencelot, thou in whom I have most joy end
most affience for I know what thou hast been in battle by my
side, end meny 2 time have watched thee at the tilt strike
down the lusty and long practised kmight, and let the younger
and unskilled go by to win his honour end to make his name, and
loved thy courtesies end thee, a men made to be loved; but now
I would to God, seeing the homeless trouble in thine eyes, thou
couldst have loved this maiden, shaped, it seems, by CGod for
thee elone, end from her face, if one may judge the living by
the desd, delicately pure and mervellously fair, who might
have brought thee, now e lonely man wifeless and heirless, noble
{esue, sons born to the glory of thy name and feme, my knight, |
the great Sir Lencelot of the Lake,

Lencelot Fair she was, my King, pure, as you ever wished your
knights to be. To doubt her fairness were to want an eye, to
doubt her pureness were to went a heart. Yes, to be loved if
what ie worthy love could bind him, but free love will not be

bound.

Arthur Free love, so bound, were freest. Let love be free;
frec love 1 for the beet: end after hesven on our dull side of
desth, what should be best if not eo pure 2 love élothed in so
pure & loveliness? yet thee, ehe failed to bind, tho' being
as I think unbound ae yet and gentle as I know, .

0 my knight, it will be to thy worship as my knight end
mine, as head of all our Teble Round, to see the® she 1s buried
worshipfully. Let her tomb be costly end her image thereupon
and let the shield of Lancelot ay her feet be carven, end her
1ily in her hend. And let the story of her dolorous voyage
for all true hearts be blszened on her tomb in letters gold end

azure!

(The barge moves off stage followed by all. Darknese falls.
Leneelot enters alone)

Lencelot | Ah simple heart and sweet, ye loved me, demeel, eurely
with a love far tenderer then my Cueen's. Pray for thy soul?
Ay, that I will, Parewecll too - now at last - farewell, fair
1ily.
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PON2 &9

Lencelot (eont.) Why did the King dwell on my neme to me? line own neame chames

| me, seeming & reprosch, For what am I7 what profite me my -
neme of greatest knight? I fought for it end have it: Pleasure
to have it, none; to lose it, pain; now grown a part of me
but what use in it? To make men woree by meking my sin known?
Or sin séem less, the sinner seeming great? Alae for Arthur's
greatest knight, a men not after Arthur's heert! 11 needs must
break these bonds thet so defame me: not without she wills it:
‘would T if she willed it? nay, who knows? but if I would not
then may God, 1 prey him, send a sudden angel down to seize me
by the heir end bear me far, and fling me deep in that forgottien
mere, emong the tumbled fragments of the hills,

Queen (enters) Lencelot, forgive me; mine was jeslous love.
Leanecelot That ie love's curse; pese on, my Queen, forglven.
.ueen. 0 Lencelot, get thee hence to thine own lend, for if thou

terry we shall meet egein end if we meet again some evil chance
will make the smouldering scandal break and blaze before the
people and our lord the King. I half foresee that he, the
subtle beast, Modred will track our guilt until he find, and
mine would be for evermore a neme of scorn.

I cennot front in hall or elsewhere Modred's narrow foxy
face heart-hiding smile end gray percistent eye. The Powers
thet tend the soul, to help it from the death that cennot die
end save it in extremes, begin to vex end plegue me, Ieny &
time for houre, besides the plecid bresthings of the King, in
the dead night, grim faces come and go before me or a vegue
spiritual feer - 1ike to some doubtful noiee of creaking doore,
heard by the watcher in a haunted house, that keeps the rust of
murder on the walles - hold me awake: or if I sleep, I dream an
awful dresm; for then I seem to stend on some vast plain before
a setting sum end from the sum there swiftly makes at me a
gheetly something and its shadow flies before it, till it touch-
es me and I turn - when lo! wmy own, that broadening from my
feet and bleckening, eswsllows all the lend and in it far cities
burn and with a cry T wake,

And 8ll thies trouble does not pass but growe; till even
the clear face of the guileless King, and trustful courtiers
of household life, become my bane,

0. Lancelot, if thou love me get thee hence,

(They go towards the bower. Music gives impression of a medness of
farewells. Love scene, no words. Yeantime, Vivien brings
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( Modred to the Queen'e epartments end shows him the couple in the
bower embracing. They then rush to the bower end ery out)

Vodred | | Traitor, come out, ye are trapl at laest.

(Lencelot goes quiekly towards Vodred, hurle him headleng. Modred
lies motionlese for a moment, his knights then terry him off stage)

Queen The end ie come end I em shemed for ever.

Lencelot ‘Mine be the shemej mine waes the einj but rise and fly
to my strong castle overseas: there will I hide thee till my
1ife shall end, there hold thee with my life egainst the world.

Lueen Lencelot, wilt thou hold me so? Nay, ‘riend, for we heave
taken our ferewells, Would God that thou couldet hide me from
myself! Vine is the echeme, for 1T wae wife end thou unwedded:
yet rise now end let us fly for I will drew me into senctuary

pnd bide my doom,
her

(Lencelot goes for her white horee, soatal\thareon end they kise)
Queen Too late, too lete.

( both exit )

(Stege derkene. Arthur enters end looks to the Queen'e balcony but
finds it without light. He moves a few paces and comés across some=
body sobbing et his feet. It ie his jester)

Arthur Ythet ert thou?
Jester (sobbing) I em thy fool snd I ehall never make thee smile again.
CURTAIN
THE FND

(18)




	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00001
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00002
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00003
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00004
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00005
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00006
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00007
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00008
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-00009
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000010
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000011
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000012
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000013
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000014
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000015
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000016
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000017
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000018
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000019
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000020
	G1.5 Lancelot_Elaine_Syn-000021

