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Loving Ophelia
By Katherine Knowles

1. GRAVEYARD - NIGHT

A BELL TOLLS.  

THE STAGE IS DARK.
CHRISTINA ENTERS HOLDING A CANDLE.

A VOICE WHISPERS ON THE COLD WIND, GHOSTLY, UNREAL.
VOICE (LIZZIE)
(INTONED ON A NOTE)

Lighten our darkness we beseech thee Oh Lord, and by thy great mercy, defend us from all perils and dangers of this night. That we, being free from the fear of our enemy may pass our time in rest and quietness.

Rest and quietness? (Giggles) Rest and quietness. Perils and dangers of this  - Night.

CHRISTINA HOLDS OUT HER HAND, AND RELUCTANTLY, DANTE GABRIEL JOINS HER. IN THE LIGHT OF THEIR COMBINED CANDLES, WE CAN NOW SEE A COFFIN, CENTRE STAGE.

DANTE REACHES OUT HIS HAND TO THE COFFIN AND FALTERS.

DANTE GABRIEL

I can't.

CHRISTINA

(PRAYING)

Lighten our darkness we beseech thee Oh Lord.  

CHRISTINA GOES TO THE COFFIN HERSELF.

DANTE GABRIEL

No.  I don't want – I’ve changed my mind.
CHRISTINA

And by thy great mercy -
DANTE GABRIEL

It isn't right! We must not do this. It’s practically grave robbery. No. I mean it. I’ve changed my mind. I won’t!
CHRISTINA

Get a hold on yourself.
CHRISTINA REACHES OUT HER HAND. THE LID CLATTERS TO THE FLOOR.

DANTE JUMPS.

DANTE GABRIEL

For God's sake!

CHRISTINA

(PRAYING LOUDER)

Defend us from the perils and dangers of this night. Liberame Dominae de mortair eternal -
DANTE GABRIEL
Stop this! It’s, it’s - a violation! I can do more work. Better work. Please, Christina, we shouldn’t disturb her! 
CHRISTIN TURNS ON HIM, ANGRY.

CHRISTINA

It is too late now! And this is quite dramatic enough without you – well. It’s been long enough. You know.
DANTE LOOKS AWAY FIRST.

DANTE GABRIEL

And yet; to see her again? Just one more time - 
And yet. What if she’s changed? She will have changed! No. We mustn’t disturb her!
CHRISTINA

This is not about her! You know why. 

SHE WALKS ON
DANTE GABRIEL
I – I can’t, Christina, I can’t -
HE TURNS AWAY. 
CHRISTINA TAKES A DEEP BREATH.

VOICE (LIZZIE)
Defend us from the perils and dangers of this night.  The perils and dangers.  Peril.  Danger. 

SHE REACHES INSIDE THE COFFIN.

VOICE (LIZZIE)
Night. 

ALL THE CANDLES ARE BLOWN OUT.

2 CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - NIGHT
CHRISTINA IS SITTING AT HER DESK WRITING BY CANDLELIGHT. 

CHRISTINA

We had to wait until the last of the mourners had left the graveyard – we didn’t want anyone to see, to talk - so it was evening when we approached the grave.  I felt a horrid sense of the reality of things, in which any imagination seemed out of place. The freshly dug earth, the shock of the coffin, the darkness – yes. Any imagination seemed out of place. 
Where sunless rivers weep

Their waves into the deep

She sleeps a charmed sleep

Awake her not. 

But my mind was soon busy with the thing itself, and not thoughts of the thing.  I believe that the task was important.  Necessary.  The Lord knows I truly believe that.  No desecration, or even intrusion as my brother thought. Her soul was long gone. And the task was necessary. It was. 

But I too faltered when the time came.

I noticed her hair first.  Clouds of it.  Red, but dimmed by dust, in waving masses.  Her hair was beautiful. Even dusted with dirt, it was beautiful. So I looked only at the curls of hair at the edge of the coffin, not looking, not yet looking to the centre. Why is it, I thought, that hair should grow on, when there's only worms to see it, crawl in it, slide and slime through it, reeking corruption? And there were worms! One of them had buried right through the note book, right through the leather, right through the paper. Just in time. Still, her hair was beautiful.  "Tresses of Aurora" my brother said.  But she was no Aurora.  It was a painted beauty that bewitched, a Goblin beauty - a beauty that tempts, tricks, manipulates and never fulfils. Vanity! Consider the lilies of the field, how these grow. Solomon in all is glory was not arrayed as one of these. 
But.

Is it vanity? Is it vanity always to hold your face up to the world and say; “Look at me! Look at my face?” And is it vanity to hold up your writing to the world and say, “This is art, This is truth, And I made it? Though God’s Grace, maybe? Even … though God’s Grace?
Is it vanity?

CHRISTINA CLOSES HER WRITING BOOK. 

Only the word of the Lord endureth forever. There are higher things, and time is short.
BLACKOUT. 

3 THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS - NIGHT

DANTE GABRIEL ENTERS THE STUDIO, HOLDING A CANDLE.
THE STUDIO IS FILLED WITH FRAMES, SOME EMPTY, SOME WITH STRETCHED WHITE CANVAS THROUGH WHICH SHADOWS CAN BE SEEN AND UPON WHICH IMAGES CAN BE PROJECTED. 

CHRISTINA SITS AT HER DESK, LIGHTS A CANDEL AND WRITES. OCCASIONLLY SHE GLANCES OVER INTO THE SCENE AS THOUGH SHE CAN IMMAGINE WHAT’S GOING ON, WITHOUT ACTUALLY BEING THERE.
DANTE HOLDS THE LIGHT UP TO WHAT SEEMED TO BE THE COFFIN.

IT IS ACTUALLY A TIN BATH.

DANTE GABRIEL

Is anyone here?  Hello?

SILENCE, THEN

WITH A SPLASH, AN AUBURN HAIRED WOMAN SITS UP FROM THE BATH.

DANTE JUMPS.

LIZZIE

Only me!  Are you nearly done?

DANTE GABRIEL

I'm sorry!  I didn't realize.

HE TURNS TO GO.

LIZZIE

Who are you?  Where's - 

DANTE GABRIEL

Honestly, I'll go. I was going to paint, but I’ll go -
LIZZIE

Don't go on my account.
DANTE GABRIEL

If you're certain. 

LIZZIE

Where's Millias?  Can we have more light?

DANTE GABRIEL

How foolish of me -

HE LIGHTS THE OTHER CANDLES IN THE STUDIO.

DANTE LOOKS CAREFULLY AT THE SKETCH THAT MILLIAS HAS MADE OF ELIZABETH – SHE IS POSING FOR HIS FAMOUS DROWNING OF OPHELIA PICTURE.

LIZZIE

How's it coming? 

DANTE GABRIEL

Beautiful. 

HE RECITES

DANTE GABRIEL

There is a willow grows against a brook, that shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream, - the detail.  Minutely observed.  But the shadow here?  Now is that right?

LIZZIE

What? 

DANTE GABRIEL

Ophelia.  That is, you.  There with fantastic garlands did she - you - come, of crow flowers, nettles daises and long purples - beauty in the ordinary.  Weeds, really.  He really knew how to see. 

HE LOOKS AT THE PAINTING CLOSELY, TOUCHING THE OILS WITH HIS FINGER, EXAMINING THE TEXTURE DELICATELY, LIKE A LOVER.
DANTE GABRIEL

Luminous. Brilliant. 
LIZZIE

Who are you?

DANTE GABRIEL

Gabriel Dante Rossetti. 

LIZZIE

I know you.  Gabriel like the angel?

DANTE GABRIEL

Gabriel like the painter, Dante like the poet.

LIZZIE

I'm Miss Siddall.  Elizabeth Siddall to my friends, Lizzie to great friends.  Model, obviously.

DANTE GABRIEL

Obviously.

SHE HALF GETS OUT OF THE BATH TO SHAKE HANDS.  THE MATERIAL OF HER DRESS IS QUITE SEE-THROUGH.  DANTE IS EMBARRASSED.

HE SHAKES HER HAND AS THOUGH IT WERE A LIVE WIRE AND BACKS AWAY.

DANTE GABRIEL

Pleased - 

LIZZIE

Is it Tennyson?

DANTE GABRIEL

What?

LIZZIE

Tennyson?  What you said - it sounded like The Lady Of Shallot.  I’ve read it, you know. It was in the newspaper that someone had wrapped the butter pad in. Anyway, it sounded like that.

DANTE GABRIEL

It's Shakespeare.

LIZZIE

Oh.  I've heard of him too. I read all the time. Well, not all the time. Sometimes I’m pretending to be drowned in a bath, and other times I’m making hats, both of which occupy a person most prestigiously.  Can I go do you think?  Or will Millias come back?

DANTE GABRIEL

I don't -

LIZZIE

It's just it's getting cold.

DANTE LOOKS MORE CLOSELY AT THE BATH

DANTE GABRIEL

That’s because the fire’s gone out! He had no business leaving you!

LIZZIE

He's a Great Artist.

DANTE GABRIEL

I wouldn't leave a model like that!

LIZZIE

You're not in the Royal Academy. Are you? I would know.
SHE STEPS OUT OF THE BATH. 

SHE LOOKS AS THOUGH SHE'S GOING TO FAINT.

DANTE GABRIEL

Miss Siddall! 

DANTE HOLDS HER AND HALF CARRIES HER TO A CHAIR.

LIZZIE

Stood up too quick, I expect.  I'm alright.

DANTE GABRIEL

You're frozen!

ELIZABETH'S WHITE DRESS GAPES AT THE BREAST.  DANTE CAN'T HELP BUT LOOK.

DANTE GABRIEL

Um - 

LIZZIE LOOKS HIM IN THE EYE AND TIGHTENS THE RIBBON.

LIZZIE

Thank you. 

AWKWARDNESS. 

DANTE GIVES HER HIS JACKET.

LIZZIE

You're too kind.  Honestly, I'm fine.  There's no need for a fuss.

DANTE GABRIEL

I'll speak to him.  This is disgraceful.

LIZZIE

He is an artist! The real world is not important to an artist. 
CHRISTINA

(from the study)

She said. But she meant, an artist must take everything that he can, feed on everything that he can, suck other people dry. The artist is a vampire sucking the model dry, stealing her body, making it another’s body. That is not Miss Siddall now. That is Ophelia. Trust her to know that. 
LIZZIE

Being left in a cold bath? That’s nothing. A girl like me can't expect better.

DANTE GABRIEL

You can, Miss Siddall.

LIZZIE

Elizabeth.

DANTE GABRIEL

Elizabeth.

SLOW FADE TO BLACK, COVERED BY MUSIC. 

4 CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - NIGHT

CHRISTINA IS SITTING AT HER DESK.

CHRISTINA

It is good to at last to find the time to reply to your letter, my dear brother.  
SHE LOOKS DOWN AT THE LETTER THAT DANTE HAS SENT TO HER

DANTE

My dear sister! Painting, talking - don’t tell father - drinking! The Life! You must come to London at once and join our merry band. You can’t paint for fudge, I know, but you can write a bit, and if all else fails, you can read us improving literature and look decorative! Oh do say you’ll think!
CHRISTINA

I think that someone should stay here for father’s sake. His eyes are so dimmed now that he needs me to read to him and to take dictation for his book.  Thankfully, that task is nearly completed, and his life's work will be printed for all to see!  Great excitement, of course!  I would visit you if I can make arrangements with my pupils, but as you can imagine, it is not so easy for me to achieve. 

We are all cheered to know that your painting is progressing.  I’m glad the money was enough to buy the canvass that you need. I had no idea they could be so expensive! William says paint on wood – it’s cheaper, but he’s only joking of course. Let me know if there’s anything else you need so that I can save in good time.
SHE LOOKS BACK TO THE LETTER THAT DANTE HAS WRITTEN TO HER.

DANTE GABRIEL

And news! What news! I have found the face. The face. My dearest sister, in that moment, when I looked at her, my destiny was defined.  I felt a spirit begin to stir  / within my heart, long time unfelt till then.
CHRISTINA THINKS ABOUT THIS.

CHRISTINA

It is the inspiration you dreamed of. 
DANTE GABRIEL

Beatrice.
CHRISTINA
Her eyes knew more of rest and shade / than a deep water even. / She had three lilies in her hand / And the stars in her hair were seven.  

Now that you’ve found a muse, I’m certain that you’ll be able to fully express that which I know you have inside you! This year, I pray, you will show the world the worth that we know you posses.  It will be worth being a governess for such an end. Your sister, Christina.
LIGHTS DOWN IN THE STUDY, UP IN THE STUDIO. 

5 THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS - NIGHT

CHRISTINA IS STILL AT HER DESK. SHE LOOKS INTO THE SCENE AS IT PROGRESSES.

ONE FRAME IS NOW DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF THE BATH, SO THAT IT FRAMES LIZZIE.  SHE IS "DROWNING".

DANTE GABRIEL WALKS INTO THE STUDIO AND SEES HER. 

DANTE GABRIEL

Millias?

NO REPLY. 

DANTE GABRIEL

Again? It's beyond!

HE LOOKS MORE CLOSELY AT LIZZIE.

DANTE GABRIEL

I said, it's beyond.  Miss Siddall?  Elizabeth?

HE RUSHES OVER TO THE BATH AND STARTS TO "RESCUE" HER. 

LIZZIE WAITS UNTIL DANTE IS HALF CARRYING HER AND THEN THROWS HER ARMS ROUND HIS NECK.

LIZZIE

My hero!
DANTE GABRIEL

Are you alright?  I thought you were -

LIZZIE

Good, aren't I!
SHE SPLASHES HIM.

DANTE

Why you – 

HE SPLASHES HER BACK.

A WATER FIGHT ENSUES. LIZZIES PULLS DANTE INTO THE BATH. MUCH GIGGLING.

DANTE

You asked for that!

LIZZIE

I did no such thing. If you want to go splashing around playing the hero …
SHE GETS OUT OF THE BATH AND WRAPS HERSELF IN A SHAWL. 

DANTE GABRIEL

I though you might be dead.  You looked dead!  Where is that fool of an artist now?  For all that’s he’s my friend and brother I’ll say it; the man’s as much common sense as a gadfly!

LIZZIE

He'll be back.  Did I really look dead?  I was trying to feel like a dead man looks.  Do you know what a dead face looks like?

DANTE GABRIEL

No. 
LIZZIE

I do.

DANTE GABRIEL

Lizzie!

LIZZIE

What? I do!

DANTE GABRIEL
How deliciously gothic of you. 
LIZZIE

I’ll give you gothic. There was a man who lived in my street. Used to help me across the road when I was little, scared me even then. Some kind of premonition.  Is that the word for it?  He was hanged for the murder of 5 girls in Southwark.

DANTE GABRIEL

Good God!
CHRISTINA

(from the study)

It sounds possible, but is it true? Or is it just another layer of story? Another veil of narrative to perfect the creation of her character? Playing the part so perfectly. Is she so artful?
AS LIZZIE TALKS SHE MOVES ONE FRAME BEHIND ANOTHER TO CREATE THE SHADOW OF A GIBBET, AND ENACTS A DUMB SHOW OF HER STORY. 
LIZZIE

I went to see the drop.  He stood of the platform for what seemed like an age while the crowd shouted and jeered at him.  Then the rope was slipped round his neck, and I could see the back of his head, bowed forwards as the knot dug into his hair.  And suddenly, there was a snapping sound, and his body slumped into the hole. A gasp from the crowd! And then the only sound was creaking as the groaning rope rocked his body to and fro to and fro.
SILENCE.

LIZZIE

Ta Da!

SHE WAITS FOR DANTE TO LAUGH, BUT INSTEAD HE WALKS OVER TO HER, SERIOUS.

DANTE GABRIEL

I would like to paint you.

LIZZIE

I would like that.  I would like to paint you.

DANTE GABRIEL

Do you paint?

LIZZIE

No. 
DANTE GABRIEL

Oh.

LIZZIE

I’ve never learned.
DANTE GABRIEL

Perhaps I could – yes. I will teach you.

LIZZIE

I didn’t mean – I wasn’t asking – Look, Mr Rossetti, people like me don’t paint. Paint and canvass costs money, I know that, and besides, living in an ironmongers is not the greatest studio. It’s pretty noisy and crowded at home. 
DANTE GABRIEL

All the machinery?

LIZZIE

Nah, mainly the noise is my sisters!
DANTE GABRIEL

Then if you cannot paint at home, it is certain that you must come here.
LIZZIE

That's a funny thing to say.  It is certain that you must come here.

DANTE GABRIEL

Italian.  Sometimes it breaks through.  La lingua bella. 
LIZZIE

Pardon?

DANTE GABRIEL

Italian is a beautiful language. 

LIZZIE

It sounds very romantic.

DANTE GABRIEL

It is the language of lovers.  The poetry of love

(IN ITALIAN)

LIZZIE SHEDS THE BLANKETS AND TURNS TO LOOK AT DANTE. 

LIZZIE

I would love to come and paint here if you mean it.

DANTE GABRIEL

Oh. I mean it.

TO BLACK. 

6 CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - NIGHT
CHRISTINA SITS AT HER DESK WRITING A LETTER.

CHRISTINA

My dear Gabriel, If you feel that you have time for a pupil, certainly it seems to me to be a good thing to do.  But talent such as yours must be given the time and space to create, and not be burdened by worldly things.  If Miss Siddall - is it proper for you to call her Elizabeth? - is as good a model as you say she is then I am glad of her part of the bargain. Of course you were teasing to ask whether I would mind for my sake – I am more than happy not to sit about and be sketched and scrutinised. William says of the sketch that you sent us that Miss Siddall is a most beautiful creature with an air between dignity and sweetness. He also thought that she had “large, perfect eyelids.” Sometimes I wonder about artists.

"Tall and golden Lizzie stood, / like a lily in a flood".  
Scribblings such as this  - I do not say writings, amuse me. And I think that will have to be enough. As for the P.R.B. – though poor Raphael, it does seem harsh to single him out as the most theatrical scientist of the bunch - there’s no use in pulling me in with William into a brotherhood. For one thing; brotherhood, and that’s precisely how it should be. For another, and this is the most important argument, I have no intention of singling myself out for publication, or indeed any public reading whatsoever. William, undeterred, has found a pseudonym for me; the politically minded Miss Ellen Allyn if you please! Imagine what one could become with a name like that. Certainly one for mother’s scrap books.  In spite of this encouragement, I must conclude; it is not modest in a woman to do such things.  
Besides, I believe you to be the poet as well as the artist of the family. 

Miss Siddall would surely agree with me that especially as the selection for the Academy draws near, the last thing you need is another distraction from your work.

You must not worry about money, or fears of the body or cares of the heart. So for my part, I will set to teaching with as glad a heart as you would expect from your loving Christina.

CHRISTINA STANDS UP AND WALKS AROUND THE DESK.
But at night, when the house sleeps, then I am free to do as I please. Write as I please.
The stars rise,

The moon bends her arc,

Each glow worm winks her spark.
I have begun a children's poem, which seems to me to be the kind of work that a woman artist should consider. It is certainly proper for a woman to write to amuse children. A worthy thing to do. Quite correct. Not vanity. I am sure of it. Besides, who is to hear it? I shall not publish it, so where is the harm?

Morning and evening

Maids heard the goblins cry

Come buy our precious fruits, come buy come buy -
SHE STOPS HERSELF, ALMOST EMBARRASSED TO HAVE SPOKEN. AFTER A MOMENT, SHE SITS AGAIN AT THE DESK.
CHRISTINA

(excited and trying to control it)

Only a children’s poem. No harm in that.
SHE PICKS UP A PEN AND BEGINS TO WRITE.

LIGHTS DOWN. MUSIC OVER
7. THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS – EVENING

DANTE GABRIEL AND LIZZIE ARE PAINTING CANVASSES WITH WHITE.

DANTE GABRIEL

The varnish makes it shine, you see?

LIZZIE

It seems like a lot of fuss over nothing to me. The canvas was white when we started, and it’s still white now. Even more white. When do we start to paint?

DANTE GABRIEL

This is the start of painting. The white ground. It makes the paint luminous. Layers of translucent colour, some thinner, some thicker, and the painting glows with light. This is the light. 

HE CHECKS HER CANVASS

DANTE GABRIEL

Here, try to keep the layer even. Smooth. 

HE TAKES HER HAND TO GUIDE HER BRUSH. AFTER A MOMENT HE REALIZES THAT HE’S HOLDING HER HAND. 

DANTE GABRIEL

Oh. 

HE LETS HER HAND GO. 

LIZZIE SMILES AND PICKS UP HIS HAND WITH HER OTHER HAND AND PLACES IT BACK ON TOP OF HER PAINTING HAND. 

LIZZIE

That’s better. 

DANTE GABRIEL

(Concentrating on the painting) Then we draw the outline onto the white, and fill in the part we’ll be colouring with a wet wash of white. And the light will shine through the paint and make it brilliant. Like a fresco daubed on plaster. You see?

LIZZIE

I see you.

SHE TURNS AWAY FROM THE PAINTING, THEIR HANDS STILL TOUCHING ON THE PAINTBRUSH. 
DANTE GABRIEL
I see you too. 
HE THINKS FOR A MOMENT
DANTE GABRIEL

I wish you would not model for anybody else. 

LIZZIE

I know.  

THEY STAND LOOKING INTO EACH OTHER’S EYES AS THE LIGHTS FADE.

8. CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - NIGHT
CHRISTINA SITS AT HER DESK, LOOKING AT A BUNDLE OF LETTERS. SHE UNTIES THE RIBBON, AND SMOOTHS ONE OUT TO READ IT. FOR A MOMENT, SHE SMILES. THEN SHE REPLACES THE LETTER, FOLDING IT CAREFULLY. AS SHE SPEAKS, SHE RETIES THE RIBBON.

CHRISTINA
Have you forgotten how one Summer night

We wandered forth together with the moon?

Have you forgotten how you praised both light

And darkness; not embarrassed, yet not quite

At ease?

The first few weeks of love are the sweetest weeks. When the future seems bountiful and endless. All our talk was of painting and love and poetry and love and music and love. 

It seems so long ago. 

And now James has left the church as he once left me. And is an artist once more. 

And I? Am more alone. 
There is work. And there is prayer. And there is duty to family, and to what is right. And there is faith, and there is hope, and there is charity, or even love, after a fashion. Work and duty and prayer. 

Life is short, and there are higher things, and to be – distracted – might be the biggest sin of them all. 

So I am alone. 

But that is all. 

SLOW FADE TO BLACK
9. THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS - NIGHT

LIGHTS UP.

DANTE IS PAINTING OVER THE PICTURES WITH BLACK PAINT, DESTROYING THEM.

LIZZIE WALKS INTO THE ROOM. 

DANTE GABRIEL

What? Go away.
LIZZIE

What are you doing?

DANTE GABRIEL

Painting. 

LIZZIE

Am I early?
DANTE IGNORES HER AND CARRIES ON DESTROYING HIS WORK.

LIZZIE STANDS IN FRONT OF ONE OF THE FRAMES. 

LIZZIE

I posed for three days for that!  

DANTE GABRIEL

Go home.

LIZZIE

No.  Stop this at once.

DANTE GABRIEL

I am painting.  I do not wish for company. 

LIZZIE

You promised! I walked all the way!

DANTE GABRIEL

Then you will have to walk back.
LIZZIE

May I at least catch my breath.

DANTE GABRIEL

If you must.
SHE SITS, COUGHS A LITTLE, DISTRACTING DANTE FROM HIS DESTRUCTION.
DANTE GABRIEL

I’m busy! Can’t you see? I must be busy always from now on. I will not have time for you.

LIZZIE

Of course. Fine.  If you do not want me then there are plenty of artists who do. Hunt. Millias.
DANTE GABRIEL

Why are you still here?
LIZZIE

I'll go.

COUGHING ON AND ON
DANTE GABRIEL

Are you -

LIZZIE CLUTCHES A CHAIR TO SUPPORT HERSELF.

SHE WHEEZES TO SILENCE.

LIZZIE

Good night.

SHE STARTS TO GO.

DANTE GABRIEL

Stop.  You can't go like this.  You're not well.

LIZZIE

You’re far too busy to worry about me.
DANTE GABRIEL
Stop. 
LIZZIE

I feel cold. Why can I never get warm?
DANTE GABRIEL

Here.

HE GIVES HER HIS JACKET AND LEADS HER TO A CHAIR. 

LIZZIE

My mother said I shouldn't go out in the cold.  Its raining, you know.  But I'm used to that.  She was worried about me all day.  If we could afford a doctor, she would have called one, she said.  And I said, I cannot let Mr Rossetti down.

DANTE GABRIEL

I'm sorry.

LIZZIE

I didn't want to let you down.

DANTE GABRIEL

I'm so sorry.

LIZZIE

Why don't you want me here?  What's the matter?
DANTE GABRIEL

Nothing.

LIZZIE COUGHS AGAIN.

DANTE GABRIEL

Shall I call a doctor?

LIZZIE

Tell me what's wrong?

DANTE GABRIEL

It's foolish.

LIZZIE

You can tell me.

DANTE GABRIEL

It's nothing, I said.

LIZZIE

Your family?  Have you had bad news?  

DANTE GABRIEL

Miss Siddall -

LIZZIE

Elizabeth.

DANTE GABRIEL

I do not wish to -

LIZZIE

Please.

DANTE WALKS AWAY. 

DANTE GABRIEL

The Academy.

LIZZIE

You weren't selected?  That's all?
DANTE GABRIEL

It matters to me. 

LIZZIE

Evidently.

DANTE GABRIEL

The rough canvas weave, the delicate touch of oil slick on brush, nothing but waste! Painting after painting. Precise, accurate work, turned down. For what? No reason!
LIZZIE

Well what do you care? If you want to be in the Academy you have to paint them what they want. You told me; pyramid composition, one strong light source and one weak light source and no more Mary looking scared out of her wits at the annunciation and the Holy Family actually working in a carpenters. You can’t have it both ways. 

DANTE GABRIEL

I want people to like the work and Buy It. Is that too much to ask?
LIZZIE

Maybe people don't want exact paintings of things.

DANTE GABRIEL

Then people are fools! 

LIZZIE

You paint “real life”, what you see in the world and in nature, but people can see that for themselves.  You don’t paint what things mean.

DANTE GABRIEL

What would you know?

LIZZIE

Nothing.

DANTE GABRIEL

Then you cannot tell me what to do!

HE RIPS THE COVERS FROM THE FRAMES.
LIZZIE

Stop it!

DANTE GABRIEL

I'll do what I like! 

LIZZIE

There's no need to shout at me!

SHE STARTS COUGHING AGAIN.

SHE RETCHES, STRAINS, AND THEN IS SILENT.

LIZZIE

(QUIETLY)

There's no need to shout at me.

DANTE GABRIEL

No.

LIZZIE

You know what you see.  You find a flower, note it, measure it, how tall is it?  How wide?  How many petals does it have?  You make a recipe and draw from it. And you light each petal with sparkling sun. 
DANTE GABRIEL

I make it accurate. 

LIZZIE

But that is not what the flower is at all. What it means. I know nothing about painting, I know! But I’ve lived in the city all my life, and I know more about a flower growing in a pavement crack, or out the side of a wall – how important it is – than anyone, I bet.
SHE STARTS COUGHING AGAIN.

LIZZIE

You paint the sight of things, but that’s not what things are. Long grass? What’s that look like really? upright lines! That’s all, if you don’t paint the sound of the wind in it, or the way it smells after a heavy dew in the morning. An apple? That’s round, just a ball to look at, if you don’t paint the clean taste of it and the touch of its smooth tight skin. And every apple means temptation. If it doesn’t, what is a painting of it for? 

Looking at things isn’t just about the shape and the colour and the measurements. I don’t know nothing about painting, I know! But I reckon looking at things is all caught up in what they remind us of, and what they remind us of is the really important thing about seeing them at all.
SHE WALKS OVER TO DANTE, CLOSE, TOO CLOSE, BUT HE DOESN’T MOVE.
DANTE GABRIEL

I'm sorry I shouted.

LIZZIE IS STANDING VERY CLOSE TO HIM NOW.

LIZZIE

How can you ​paint what you don't feel? 

SHE REACHES UP, AND SLOWLY MOVES HER LIPS TOWARDS HIS.

THEN SHE KISSES HIM
LIZZIE

Tell me, Dante, how would you paint that?

SHE TURNS AND WALKS OUT OF THE STUDIO.

DANTE REMAINS STANDING.  
HE STARTS TO REPAIR THE DAMAGE THAT HE HAS DONE, RIGHTING FURNITURE, WASHING BRUSHES ETC WHILE CHRISTINA SPEAKS.

THE LIGHTING STATE DOESN'T CHANGE IN THE MAIN AREA. 

10. CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - NIGHT

CHRISTINA

The knowledge of senses is a vital knowledge for an artist, but how can an artist learn such things?  In my own little poems I am aware that the closer I touch upon the sensual experiences of the world, the more worldly I am in danger of becoming.  Lord protect me from the perils and dangers of this night!
I look up and see the far-off city beyond the hills, a gleaming strand of mansions in a watered land.  The haven of starry Heaven.  The sun before it's light and beauty is dim.  Time is short and there are higher things.  
How is one to be close to the sensual world around without aligning the soul to it as well?  How can an artist describe worldly things and not fall when he begins to listen and to look?

DANTE EXAMINES HIS BRUSH.  HE FEELS THE BRISTLES ON HIS PALM.  HE TOUCHES IT TO HIS FACE - IT'S SOFT.

HE TOUCHES HIS FINGERS TO HIS LIPS.

CHRISTINA

Laughed every goblin when they spied her peeping.

Came towards her hobbling, flying, running, leaping.  
Puffing and blowing, chuckling, clapping, crowing, 
clucking and gobbling, mopping and mowing.

Full of airs and graces, pulling wry faces, demure - grimaces!

CHRISTINA STEPS INTO THE STUDIO – THOUGH SHE DOES NOT REACT TO DANTE, NOT HE TO HER.

CHRISTINA
Helter Skelter, hurry scurry.

CHRISTINA LOOKS INTO THE FRAMES AND POINTS TO IMAGES THAT BECOME BOLDER AND CLEARER. 
CHRISTINA

Look at our apples russet and dun,

Bob at our cherries, bite at our peaches, citrons and dates,

Grapes for the asking,

Pears red with basking out in the sun.

CHRISTINA RUNS BACK TO HER DESK AND SHUTS THE BOOK WITH A BANG. THE FRAMES ARE BLANK AGAIN.
CHRISTINA

Enough!

DANTE LOOKS INTO HE FRAMES AS THOUGH LONGING FOR THE IMAGES TO RETURN. 

CHRISTINA

The knowledge of senses is a vital knowledge for an artist. But how can an artist learn? Time is short and there are higher things. I must not loose sight. Protect us from the perils and dangers of this night.

SLOW FADE TO BLACK MUSIC OVER.
11. THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS - NIGHT

DANTE IS IN THE STUDIO LOOKING AT HIS BRUSHES BUT NOT PAINTING.
LIZZIE WALKS INTO THE STUDIOS HOLDING A BAG.

LIZZIE

I have a gift for you.

DANTE GABRIEL

It's late!  I didn't expect you.

LIZZIE

Here.

SHE OPENS THE BAG AND TAKES OUT A POMEGRANATE.

LIZZIE

Smell it.

DANTE GABRIEL

What is it?

LIZZIE

A pomegranate.  

DANTE GABRIEL

You bought it?

LIZZIE

Almost.

DANTE GABRIEL

You stole it?

LIZZIE

What does it matter?

DANTE GABRIEL

Take it back!

LIZZIE

No!

DANTE GABRIEL

It was wrong to take it –

LIZZIE
Are you sure?
SHE HOLDS UP THE POMEGRANATE FOR DANTE TO SMELL.

LIZZIE

What can you smell?

DANTE GABRIEL

Sweet smells.  Sugar.  I can smell sugar.

LIZZIE

Not good enough.  Here.

SHE TAKES A KNIFE OUT OF THE BAG AND CUTS IT. 

LIZZIE

It smells like rubies.

DANTE GABRIEL

It looks like rubies.

LIZZIE

It smells like them too.  And it smells of golden plates and Eastern banquets "from silken Samarcand to cedar'd Lebanon". That’s Keats, you know. See I do read the books you buy me. Try.
DANTE GABRIEL

Alright.  It smells of nectar, it smells of the sun, heavy and hot, 
LIZZIE

(LAUGHING) That’s it. It smells of and syrups and ices 
DANTE GABRIEL

And sand dunes and the promise of starry nights.
LIZZIE

Taste it.

SHE HOLDS UP ONE HALF TO HIM, FEEDING HIM.

HE IS AT FIRST UNSURE. 

LIZZIE

Go on.  Taste it.

SHE PUTS IT TO HIS LIPS.

HE TASTES IT. 

JUICE DRIPS.
DANTE GABRIEL

Eating jewels! Eating bubbles of scent!
LIZZIE PUTS DOWN HER HALF OF THE POMEGRANATE AND LICKS HER FINGERS. 

LIZZIE

Just look at it.

DANTE LOOKS AT HIS HALF. 

LIZZIE

What can you see now?

DANTE GABRIEL

A Kiss.
HE PULLS HER INTO HIM.
LIZZIE

You thought that was good, just you wait till you try this!

SHE REACHES INTO HER BAG AND PULLS OUT AN OYSTER.

BLACKOUT. 

12. CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - NIGHT
CHRISTINA

Pomegranates.  ​Po - me - gran -ate.  The release of the lips – ​“Po” soft like a kiss.  Softer still – “me”.  “Gran” - a hard noise to surprise the ear, textured and round, and “ate” - like taking a bite into something cool, “ate”, juices in the mouth.  Pomegranate.  Soft, kiss, hard, textured, surprise, bite, cool. The complexity of the word, the exoticism of the image.  The taste of the word in the mouth.  Perfect.

SHE STARTS TO WRITE AGAIN.

CHRISTINA

Raise me a dais of silk and down / Hang it with vair and purple dyes, / Carve it in doves and pomegranates,/ and peacocks with a hundred eyes.

SHE THINKS.

CHRISTINA

Pomegranates.  Yes.

13. THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS - NIGHT

DANTE AND LIZZIE WALK INTO THE STUDIO SLIGHTLY DRUNK AND CARRYING A BOTTLE OF CHAMPAGNE. 

LIZZIE

The women show their legs!  My mother was right!

DANTE GABRIEL

Amazing.  I never thought we'd fit through the window.
LIZZIE

The excitement’s half the fun.

DANTE GABRIEL

Half the terror.
LIZZIE

Glad we did it?

DANTE GABRIEL

Of course.

LIZZIE

Not the best view in the house, but certainly the cheapest one!

DANTE GABRIEL

It was like watching a giant painting forming and reforming.  A painting of the music.  They dance what the music sounds like.  Actually painting sounds!
HE STARTS TO HUM THE MUSIC THEY HAVE JUST SEEN, AND DANCES LIZZIE ROUND THE ROOM.
LIZZIE FLOPS INTO THE CHAIR.

LIZZIE

What a night!  I've never had champagne before.

DANTE GABRIEL

Well, we didn't pay for the tickets!

LIZZIE

Ballet tastes like champagne! 

DANTE GABRIEL

Didn't get any work done, though.  The Maccrack commission will have to wait till morning.
LIZZIE

Not tomorrow! You promised to take me to Kew.
DANTE GABRIEL

I’m late already.
LIZZIE

Then later won’t hurt. 
DANTE GABRIEL

I have to work! You understand?

LIZZIE

I understand.

DANTE IS RELIEVED.

LIZZIE

I shall go with Hunt instead. He says I look like an angel in the new painting. I’m sure he’s like to spend some more time with me -

DANTE GABRIEL

Lizzie, please. It was due to be finished yesterday! It’s important.

LIZZIE

Going to the zoo was important too. Would you have missed the wombats for the world?

DANTE GABRIEL

Not for a thousand worlds. 

LIZZIE

Besides, the painting will be better for it.  This is making you better. 
DANTE GABRIEL

I suppose.

SHE PASSES THE BOTTLE TO DANTE 
LIZZIE

Kew! We could go by boat! Only drops left! Give me your hand. How would you paint this?
SHE POURS SOME CHAMPAGNE ONTO HIS HAND.

DANTE GABRIEL

I would paint – bubbles, ballet –
LIZZIE BENDS HER HEAD TO HIS HAND AND LICKS THE CHAMPAGNE UP.
LIZZIE
Shame to waste it.

THEY SHARE A VERY HOT LOOK. DANTE MOVES AWAY FIRST.

DANTE GABRIEL

Are you tired?

LIZZIE

No.  Yes.  May I sleep here for a while?  It's nearly morning and I can walk home.

DANTE GABRIEL

Won't your family worry?

LIZZIE

I don't think they'd even notice.

DANTE GABRIEL

Oh Lizzie!  You poor old Guggum, you.

LIZZIE

You're sweet.  I do feel safe here.

SHE SETTLES ON THE CHAIR.

LIZZIE

Good-night.

DANTE GABRIEL

Good morning, you mean.

LIZZIE

I shall dream of champagne.
DANTE GABRIEL

Then I shall have to make more money!
DANTE WATCHES HER SLEEPING, THEN TAKES OUT CHARCOAL AND STARTS TO SKETCH HER.
LIZZIE

I do feel happy when I’m with you you know. 

DANTE GABRIEL

I know. 

LIZZIE

I should be happy to be with you always. 

DANTE THINKS ABOUT THIS FOR A MOMENT. LIZZIE CLOSES HER EYES. HE RELAXES AND BEGINS TO DRAW AGAIN.

LIGHTS FADE, MUSIC OVER.

14. CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - NIGHT

CHRISTINA IS READING A LETTER.

CHRISTINA

How nice, dear brother, to finally receive some correspondence. 

DANTE GABRIEL

I am afraid you will guess, before reading this letter, what it is likely to relate to.  I am in very great difficulty for money.

CHRISTINA

Of course.

DANTE GABRIEL

Oh, by the way, you must read Wuthering Heights if you have not already.  I do believe that it is set in Hell, only it seems people and places have English names there.

CHRISTINA

When do I have time to read novels?  Father is worse – he cannot see at all now, and Mother worries so, and of course there is teaching.

DANTE GABRIEL

Please don't forget - but I know you wont - as soon and as much as you can manage, like a brick.  I have an awful lot of claimants, not to speak of utterly unavoidable expenses here.  And Lizzie has been rather more ill of late, and must be kept warm and quiet.

CHRISTINA

Oh, really.
DANTE GABRIEL

How painful to think that her soul was never to bloom, but after hardly escaping from degradation and corruption! How sad if her bright hair had been left to fade in that dark house where she was born.

CHRISTINA

She is the daughter of an iron monger, is she not?  From the way you describe her one imagines you rescued her from a life of sordid slavery in a brothel!

DANTE GABRIEL

She is so good to me and so good for my painting.
CHRISTINA

So good for your painting that you have not finished either of your commissions this year? So good for your painting that I have had to pay the money back? So good for you that you have not been to church once this Summer? So good for you that you have not been home to visit us for a year? Gabriel, our father is not well. Time is short and there are higher things.

DANTE GABRIEL

The days flash by here. So much to see and do. All of it perfect to paint! Lizzie is my muse. Without her there could be no painting at all! Words cannot express how grateful I am to her. So you see how important it is that I can pay for doctors when she is ill? 

CHRISTINA
Without her there could be no painting at all?
CHRISTINA CRUMPLES UP THE LETTER.

CHRISTINA

Hear now a curious dream I dreamed last night / Each word where of it weighed and sifted truth.

I stood beside Euphrates while it swelled / Like overflowing Jordan in it's youth; / Till out of myriad pregnant waves there welled / young crocodiles.

But one here was that waxed beyond the rest

LIZZIE STEPS INTO THE LIGHT, AS SHADOWS MENACE BEHIND THE FRAMES
CHRISTINA

Wore Kinglier girdle and a Kinglier crown, / Whilst crowns and orbs and sceptres starred her breast. / All gleamed compact and green with scale on scale, / but special burnishment adorned her mail, / And special terror weighed upon her frown. / So she grew Lord and master of her kin, / But who shall tell the tale of all their woes? / An execrable appetite arose / She battened on them, crunched and sucked them in. / The luscious fat distilled upon her chin, / Exuded from her nostrils and her eyes.

While still like hungry death she fed her maw.

Gorged to the full.

Slept.  Tears.  Wept.

LIZZIE

Crocodile tears. 

CHRISTINA

What can it mean?  You ask.  I answer not for meaning, but myself must echo What?

CHRISTINA TURNS TO DANTE. 

CHRISTINA

She will destroy you, brother. I fear it. She will leech the life out of you, drain the colour from your paintings, unravel the words from your poems, let you idle and waste until you have nothing left inside you, and then, having sipped every last drop of blood from your empty body, having licked the last globule of glistening fat from your grey bones, she will leave you with a draw full of pencil sketches of her, over and over again that you cannot sell and have not taught you anything.

And I will have worked for nothing, sacrificed for nothing. And have written, myself, nothing! 
I tell it as I see it on the spot. 

15 THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS - NIGHT
THERE IS NOW A LITTLE BED IN THE CORNER OF THE ROOM. 

LIZZIE IS POSING FOR DANTE.  SHE IS WEARING NOT VERY MUCH; AND DRAPED IN A RED TOGA-ESQUE CLOTH. HER CLOTHES ARE PILED ON THE BED. 
HE PAINTS FOR A WHILE, YAWNS AND STOPS
DANTE GABRIEL

Alright, I think that’s enough for tonight. My shoulders ache, and you’ve been standing for hours.

LIZZIE STANDS BEHIND HIM.

LIZZIE

Let me rub your back. And then you must give me my lesson. It’s only fair.
SHE STROKES HIS BACK
LIZZIE

Nice?

DANTE GABRIEL

You know it is.

SHE PUTS HER FINGER GENTLY ON HIS NECK.

LIZZIE

The ridges of my finger catch on your stubble.  Your hair is soft, your skin is warm, I can feel your pulse. I would paint this feeling if I could.
HE IS LOOKING INTO HER EYES.

SHE TAKES HIS HAND AND PLACES IT ON HER BREAST.

DANTE BREATHS IN WITH A GASP. 

LIZZIE

What can you feel?

LIZZIE MOVES HER LIPS CLOSER TO HIS NECK WHERE HER FINGER IS.

DANTE GABRIEL

I can feel your breath on the skin of my neck.  I can feel your heart beating. 
LIZZIE KISSES HIS NECK.  SLOWLY, SEDUCTIVELY.

DATE GASPS.  HE PULLS LIZZIE TOWARDS HIMSELF AND STARTS TO KISS HER BACK.

SHE BREAKS OFF.
LIZZIE

It could always be like this.

DANTE GABRIEL

You know why I can’t –

LIZZIE

You can do whatever you want.

DANTE GABRIEL

Tell that to my father.

LIZZIE

If you would only let me meet your family. William likes me, I know that, and I’m sure I would get them to love me –

DANTE GABRIEL

Not again. 

HE TURNS AWAY.

LIZZIE SITS ON THE BED AND WAITS. EVENTUALLY HE TURNS BACK TO HER.

LIZZIE

Don’t fight.

DANTE GABRIEL

Don’t pout. 

HE KNEELS BY THE BED AND KISSES HER.

LIZZIE

Don’t stop. 
SHE PULLS HIM CLOSER.
DANTE GABRIEL

I have never -

LIZZIE

I know.

SHE KISSES HIM AGAIN. 

DANTE GABRIEL

We mustn't -

LIZZIE

I know.

SHE MOVES HER HANDS DOWN HIS BODY. 

SHE LOOKS UP AT HIM.
LIZZIE

Just think. It could always be like this. 
DANTE GABRIEL

I have never seen anything more beautiful in my life. 

CHRISTINA ENTERS THE STUDIO DRESSED IN BLACK.

CHRISTINA

Is anybody there? Hello? Is anybody there?
HE JUMPS AWAY FROM LIZZIE.

CHRISTINA WALKS FULLY INTO THE ROOM 

DANTE GABRIEL

What are you doing here?  Why didn't you write to let me know you were coming?  I wasn't expecting -

CHRISTINA

No.  I can see that.

DANTE GABRIEL

Um, this is Lizzie, um, that is, Miss Siddall.

LIZZIE STANDS UP.
LIZZIE

How do you do?

CHRISTINA

Your - model?

DANTE GABRIEL

She is, yes.

AWKWARDNESS.

LIZZIE

Excuse me.

SHE COLLECTS HER CLOTHES AND STARTS TO GET DRESSED.

CHRISTINA IS SHOCKED. 

CHRISTINA

Would you like us to give you a moment?

LIZZIE LOOKS ROUND

LIZZIE

What?  
CHRISTNA

A moment? To dress?

LIZZIE

Oh, um, yes, of course.  Sorry.

CHRISTINA LEADS DANTE ASIDE.

DANTE GABRIEL

I seem to have a habit of working late.

CHRISTINA

A young girl in the studio at ten o clock at night?  Do people in London consider that proper?

DANTE GABRIEL

An artist knows no time.

CHRISTINA

Still, I do think -

DANTE GABRIEL

Look at this.  My new painting.  

DANTE SHOWS HER.

DANTE GABRIEL

What do you think? What a Guggam is Lizzie!  Isn't she?  Look!

LIZZIE

I think it's one of Dante's best. 

CHRISTINA

But this is not the commission. 

DANTE GABRIEL

No it is not. 

CHRISTINA

Oh.

DANTE TURNS THE PICTURE AROUND, OBVIOUSLY HURT. FOR A MOMENT NOBODY SPEAKS.

DANTE GABRIEL

Why are you here?

CHRISTINA

Gabriel, we must talk.
LIZZIE, NOW DRESSED JOINS DANTE AND CHRISTINA AT THE PICTURE.
CHRISTINA

In private.
LIZZIE

Gabriel!  How funny to hear you called that!

CHRISTINA

Why, pray, should that be funny?

LIZZIE

Not funny, I mean, more strange.  Everyone here calls him Dante.

CHRISTINA

Gabriel is a name to be proud of. It is his father's name.

LIZZIE

I've heard so much about your family.  And about you.  It's lovely to meet you at last.  I feel sure that we shall be great friends.

CHRISTINA

Gabriel?
SHE GUESTURES HOPING HE’LL ASK LIZZIE TO GO SO THAT THEY CAN TALK. HE DOESN’T.
LIZZIE

Dante read me one of your poems, the Goblin one.  I though it was very entertaining. He said that I was the Lizzie in the story.
CHRISTINA

It was a coincidence, I'm afraid. 

DANTE GABRIEL

It’s so Lizzie, very lifelike - Lizzie's very confident, aren’t you? Like the Lizzie I the poem -
CHRISTINA

An accident, I assure you.

LIZZIE

Oh. 

CHRISTINA

I did not know that Gabriel was in the habit of reading aloud poems sent to him in private correspondence.

DANTE GABRIEL

You don't mind me telling Lizzie, surely!

LIZZIE

They're very nice.  Everyone here is amused by them.

CHRISTINA

Everyone is laughing at me?
ANOTHER AWKWARD PAUSE.

DANTE GABRIEL

Why did you come here?

CHRISTINA

I have some news that I did not wish to put in a letter.

LIZZIE

How exciting!  News!

CHRISTINA

Private news.

DANTE GABRIEL

I have no secrets from Lizzie.

CHRISTINA

It is not good news.
SHE HOLDS DANTE'S HANDS. 

CHRISTINA

Oh Gabriel, it is not good news! Our Father died this afternoon.

DANTE'S FACE REGISTERS SHOCK.  HE TURNS AND STARTS TO WALK OUT OF THE STUDIO. CHRISTINA TRIES TO PUT HER ARMS ROUND HIM.

CHRISTINA

Gabriel. It is so lonely.

HE WALKS PAST HER, BRUSHING OFF HER TOUCH.
LIZZIE FOLLOWS HIM.
LIZZIE

I’ll – I’d better -
CHRISTINA IS LEFT ALONE.  ANGRILY, SHE WIPES AWAY A TEAR. 

CHRISTINA

My father stands at Heaven's Gate. My Father. 
SHE TAKES THE COVER OFF ONE OF THE FRAMES. LIZZIE STANDS BEHIND IT, SMILING. 

Every evening, working for him, writing for him. All those words. I don’t begrudge them. Not a single one. But still. All those words. And now, he is gone. And I can write – I am not sure what. Something else. My Father stands at Heaven’s Gate. 
(To Lizzie in the frame) By all the gifts we took and gave, / this life is long, but yet it ends, / repent and purge your soul and save.

CHRISTINA KNEELS AND PRAYS.

CHRISTINA

Time is short and there are higher things. Life streams away from us, gushing like black blood staining the white stand on which we stand. Every drip of it is precious beyond the dreams of avarice. Why would a man watch a moment drip, drain away unlived, un-tasted? Why would a man offer his blood and say suck me drink me, take me. I have no need of this. What would I want to live for? What would I want to paint for? 
One face, again, the same face, and again. No real pictures, just one face, again, again. No movement, no progression, but still, again, again.

Because when a vampire sucks, when a vampire seduces, the man longs, aches, to be seduced. The blood is willingly offered in the swoon of the bliss of the moment. The soul of the artist drips away. “Feeling” itself, is more important than writing about or painting about feeling. And, time is short. I must live so that I can write about it, but I cannot live too much or there will be no time. Ev’n though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I shall fear no evil. Defend me from the perils and dangers of this night.
BLACKOUT. MUSIC OVER 

16. CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - DAY

THE MAIN AREA OF THE STAGE REMAINS BLACK. 

DANTE, WEARING A BLACK ARM-BAND IS IN CHRISTINA'S STUDY WHEN SHE ENTERS.

CHRISTINA

I have spoken to the chaplain. The flowers are in the church, you will accompany the coffin with William, and I will wait with Maria and Mother in the church. Everything is organised, I hope.

DANTE GABRIEL

So it seems.

CHRISTINA

Do you have your Bible?
DANTE NODS.
DANTE GABRIEL

How was mother this morning?

CHRISTINA

Much the same.

DANTE GABRIEL

And Maria?

CHRISTINA

Is not much changed.

DANTE GABRIEL

And William?

CHRISTINA

Grieved. As we all are. Are we not?

DANTE REGISTERS THIS SNUB. 
CHRISTINA HANDS HIM A TELEGRAM.

CHRISTINA

This arrived for you. 

DANTE STARTS TO OPEN IT. 
CHRISTINA

Surely it can wait until after the service!
DANTE LOOKS AT IT.
DANTE GABRIEL

Her letters have not persuaded me before, and surely it is too late now. 
CHRISTINA

Your mind should not be distracted. Today of all days – Father is dead!
DANTE GABRIEL

He is my father too.
CHRISTINA

Of course.
DANTE GABRIEL

I am here, am I not?
BEAT

DANTE GABRIEL

And she is not here. 

CHRISTINA

You know how father felt.

ANOTHER MOMENT.
CHRISTINA

The last thing to organise is the headstone. Are you certain that –

DANTE GABRIEL

Yes.

CHRISTINA

You will concentrate on the design? If you’re too busy -
DANTE GABRIEL

I said I would do it.
CHRISTINA

He must have a headstone as soon as possible.

DANTE GABRIEL

Yes.
CHRISTINA

There is the money. You will keep it safe?

DANTE GABRIEL

I will.
CHRISTINA

You will not be - distracted?

DANTE GABRIEL

Miss Siddall is no more deserving of your anger than I am of your mistrust.
CHRISTINA

No?

DANTE GABRIEL

No.
CHRISTINA

I pray so.
SHE WALKS OUT.

DANTE LOOKS AFTER HER SADLY.

THEN HE OPENS THE ENVELOPE AND READS THE TELEGRAM
THE PRE-RAEPHALITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS. - DAY

LIZZIE WALKS INTO THE STUDIO. SHE PAINTS HIGH BLUSH ON HER CHEEKS, CHECKING IN A MIRROR. 
NEXT SHE ARRANGES HERSELF ON THE BED. PERFECT.

SHE HALF SMILES.
BLACKOUT. 

CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - DAY

DANTE GASPS IN HORROR AND RUNS OUT OF THE STUDY.
DANTE GABRIEL
Lizzie!
HE RUSHES OUT OF THE ROOM
17.  CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY - NIGHT

VERY DARK.

CHRISTINA LIGHTS A CANDLE AND STARTS TO WRITE.

SHE GIVES UP.

CHRISTINA

To seduce a man away from his father's funeral!  It is not to be tolerated!  It is hardly to be believed! 

THE STUDIO IS DIMLY ILLUMINATED - FULL OF PICTURE FRAMES AND LOOMING CANVASSES. LIZZIE IS LYING ON THE BED WHERE WE LEFT HER.
THE PICTURE FRAMES CONTAIN WOMEN IN BEAUTIFUL POSES.

CHRISTINA WALKS THROUGH THE STUDIO AND HOLDS HER CANDLE UP TO THE PICTURES.

THEN SHE LOOKS AT LIZZIE ON THE BED. SHE IS SMILING.
CHRISTINA

Ill?  Crocodile!  Morning and evening men heard the goblin's cry

LIZZIE SITS UP AND SMILES AT CHRISTINA.
LIZZIE

Come buy our orchard fruits, come buy, come buy.

CHRISTINA

By day she woos me, soft, exceeding fair. / But all night as the moon so changeth she;

LIZZIE
Loathsome and foul, with hideous leprosy / and subtle serpents gliding in her hair.

CHRISTINA

By day she woos me to the outer air, / ripe fruit, sweet flowers, and full satiety.

LIZZIE
But through the night she grins at me, / a very monster void of love or prayer.

CHRISTINA

By day she stands a lie; by night she stands / in all the naked horror of the truth

LIZZIE
With pushing horns and clawed and clutching hands.

CHRISTINA

Is this a friend indeed that he should sell / His soul to her, give his life and youth, / Till his feet cloven too, take hold on hell.

LIZZIE RE-ARRANGES HERSELF ON THE BED.
LIGHTS DIM, SOUND CUE. 

DANTE GABRIEL V.O.

My dear sister, I know that you will be glad to hear that if anything Lizzie seems a little better.  I have known her for several years and always in a state hardly less variable than now. Nevertheless, she says it is a comfort to have me near her and she is stronger when I am there.  I have been delayed in my designs for the grave, but I will start work on them tomorrow morning, or, if Lizzie needs me, I shall start on them the day after tomorrow. Or at any rate, soon, and without further ado. Dante. Gabriel.
I8. THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS - MORNING.

SUN RISES INTO THE STUDIO FOR THIS FIRST TIME. 

LIZZIE IS SLEEPING IN THE DAWN LIGHT.  

DANTE IS DRAWING HER IN CHARCOAL.

DANTE GABRIEL

More death-like, more beautiful and more ragged than ever.  Her hair in waves, so.  Her lips - the top lip curled - as if it strove to kiss itself!

HE STROKES HER HAIR.

DANTE GABRIEL

You have been mine before - How long ago, I may not know, / But when at that swallow's soar your head turned so, / some veil did fall.  I knew it all of yore.

HE SITS NEXT TO THE BED.

DANTE GABRIEL

What happens to the souls of people when they die?  My Father's soul?  My soul?  Your soul?  I know what will happen to your soul.  I have a fancy that the soul becomes a bird when it is freed from the binds of the body, and can soar into the sky, to the sun.  You, lying there like Ophelia, your soul will become a dove.  Can you hear me Ophelia?  A dove.

LIZZIE

(SLEEPILY)

If Ophelia drowned in a river, wouldn’t her soul be more likely to become a duck?

DANTE TAKES HER HAND, SMILING.

DANTE GABRIEL

You're awake.

LIZZIE

I missed you.

DANTE GABRIEL

How do you feel?

LIZZIE

I'm better when you are here.

DANTE GABRIEL

Then I'll stay here.

LIZZIE

I've been thinking and dreaming and thinking.

DANTE GABRIEL

Do not tire yourself.

LIZZIE

With dreaming?

DANTE GABRIEL

With worrying.  The doctor says you must stay quiet. Here. 
HE CAREFULLY FEEDS HER A SPOONFUL OF MEDICINE (LAUDANUM).
LIZZIE

I would be calm if I knew that you will not leave me again.

DANTE GABRIEL

I won't leave you.

LIZZIE SITS UP. 

LIZZIE

I wish you would marry me.

DANTE GABRIEL

Lizzie, please!
LIZZIE

You could marry me if you wanted to. There’s nothing stopping you.

DANTE GABRIEL

My family –
LIZZIE

Your father is dead! That’s not the reason. You think you’re better than me!  
DANTE GABRIEL

I cannot afford to support a wife.  A Family.  I can't even support myself!

LIZZIE

But if you had money

DANTE GABRIEL

Adam woke besides his wife. / O Love, bring me so!  For strife, / Force and Faith / Bring me so not death, but life!

LIZZIE

Don't joke.

DANTE GABRIEL

Don't frown. 
HE KISSES HER. 

SHE PULLS HIM ONTO THE BED NEXT TO HER AND CUDDLES CLOSER.
LIZZIE

I need to tell you something.  I met Ruskin.  A few weeks ago.  He knew who I was - you must have told him.  I showed him a painting and he liked it.

DANTE GABRIEL

You showed him - Lizzie!  You angel!  I couldn't get him to look at one myself - a women's touch!  Did he like it?

LIZZIE

He wrote a day or two ago. Yes, he liked it very much.

DANTE GABRIEL

At last!  Which one did you show him?  Not that it matters.  You look so beautiful in all of them!

LIZZIE

Dante.  I'm so sorry.

DANTE GABRIEL

You said he liked it.

LIZZIE

He did.  But it was one of my painting that I showed him.  Not one of yours.

DANTE GABRIEL

Your paintings? 

LIZZIE

He has offered to give me £150 for all the paintings that I produce next year.  He says I should go somewhere warm to do it though - it would be better for my health.

DANTE GABRIEL

And you agreed?

LIZZIE

I agreed because, think!  It will be a new life for us!  We can marry!

DANTE GABRIEL

And live off him?

LIZZIE

It's sensible.

DANTE GABRIEL

It's disgraceful!  What were you thinking? 

LIZZIE

Why shouldn't I sell my paintings?
SHE GETS UP
DANTE GABRIEL

You are a woman.  It isn't right for a wife to support her husband!

LIZZIE

Wife? Ha! You've never minded before. I know what you think. I’m a model. No angel in the house. Body for rent. You’re not the only one, Dante, With my body in your mind, in your pictures. And now! I might just have the talent to be better than you. Some cheap model better than the great Dante Gabriel Rossetti? -
HE SHAKES HER BACK ONTO THE BED.

DANTE GABRIEL

Fine!  Let us be married.  I'll book the passage to Algeria - hot enough for you - and we shall live on pomegranates for the rest of our days.

LIZZIE

Stop it!

DANTE GABRIEL

Scared of earthquakes?

LIZZIE

I -

DANTE GABRIEL

Algeria then.  Paradise. Catch a wild wombat and keep him as a pet and live in a castle built of gold.
HE LETS GO OF LIZZIE. SHE CATCHES HER BREATH.

LIZZIE

Can't you be pleased?  I thought that you might be.

DANTE GABRIEL

I thought you were too ill to get up.

LIZZIE

I can't stay here now.

SHE UNCORKS THE MEDICINE AND TAKES A SIP FROM THE BOTTLE. 

VERY SLOWLY SHE STARTS TO WALK OUT.

SHE STOPS, LEANS AGAINST ONE OF THE FRAMES AND COUGHS.

SHE RETCHES AND WHEEZES.

DANTE DOESN'T MOVE.

LIZZIE RECOVERS AND WALKS TOWARDS THE DOOR.

ONCE AGAIN, SHE TAKES A FEW STEPS THEN LEANS AGAINST A FRAME FOR SUPPORT, COUGHING.

SHE TAKES ANOTHER SIP.

DANTE TAKES A STEP TOWARDS HER.  HE WANTS TO HELP HER, BUT CAN'T BRING HIMSELF TO DO IT.

LIZZIE TURNS.

LIZZIE

I will be leaving for France in a week.
DANTE GABRIEL

Don’t go. 
LIZZIE

Come with me. 

DANTE GABRIEL

Stay here and marry me, if that’s what you want. Fine. We’ll be married. Use the damn money to buy a white dress.

LIZZIE

I hope you miss me. 

SHE WALKS OUT.

SLOW FADE. 

19. CHRISTINA ROSSETTI’S STUDY – DAY

CHRISTINA

Miss Siddall went to France. And Gabriel missed her. At first he wrote to her. Letters, Valentines, and then he tried to hate her. And then, and then, he tried to forget her. 

And that was worst of all. 

20. THE PRE-RAPHAELITE BROTHERHOOD STUDIOS - DAY
LIGHTS UP – DIMLY – IN THE STUDIO. 

CHRISTINA ENTERS. SHE TRIPS ON SOMETHING. A BOTTLE. IT CLATTERS OVER THE FLOOR. SHE PULLS A SHEET FROM THE WINDOW AND SUNLIGHT FLOODS INTO THE ROOM. 

IT’S A MESS. BOTTLES LITTER THE FLOOR. CANVASSES ARE SCATTERED TO THE WINDS. PAINTS AND BRUSHES LIE ON THE FLOOR. 

SHE BEGINS TO CLEAR THE BOTTLES UP.
LIZZIE ENTERS. FOR A MOMENT SHE WATCHES CHRISTINA. EVENTUALLY SHE SPEAKS. 
LIZZIE

What do you want?
CHRISTINA

Thank you for coming. Believe me, Miss Siddall, I would not wish to distress you for the world.  But if you are certain that you wish to see - we two were nearly sisters, were we not?

LIZZIE

You're very kind.

CHRISTINA

My brother is - easily distracted. The actress, Miss Ruth Herbert.  Have you heard of her?

LIZZIE

Of course!

CHRISTINA

I believe she is - popular entertainment.

My brother thought that he would paint her portrait, and I for one was glad - she was prepared to pay him for his trouble.  He wrote to me, where is it?  Ah, yes

SHE TAKES OUT A LETTER. 

DANTE ENTERS AND BEGINS TO PAINT
DANTE GABRIEL

Oh!  She has the most varied and highest 
expression I ever saw on a woman's face, besides abundant beauty.

CHRISTINA
He painted her, Miss Siddall.  And none better than you know what that entails. A new Beatrice, he called her. A new Beatrice. 
CHRISTINA PICKS UP THE LAST BOTTLE AND LINES IT UP IN THE CORNER. 
LIZZIE LETS OUT A STRANGLED SOB.

CHRISTINA

And with the portrait money in his pocket, he looked for yet another Beatrice. He spent some on drink, some on the theatre, some on other pleasures.
DANTE PAINTS.
DANTE GABRIEL

Creature of poignant thirst / And exquisite hunger, at the heart love lay / Quickening in darkness, and the bonds were -  burst.

CHRISTINA

You can see her here, Miss Siddall.

LIZZIE

(Whispers) No.

CHRISTINA

And the others he met, I know not when or where.

LIZZIE

God, no!

CHRISTINA

Do not take the Lord's name in vain, Miss Siddall. 

DANTE PAINTS, WILDLY.

DANTE GABRIEL

With one laugh of satiate bliss / the wearied man rests one minute above / the wearied woman, no more urged to move / in those long throes of longing, till they glide / now lightlier clasped, each to the other's side.
LIZZIE TURNS AWAY.

LIZZIE

I cannot look!

CHRISTINA TAKES THE COVER OFF A FRAME. DANTE SCRIBBLES BLACK OVER THE FACE.
LIZZIE

Guinevere.  Me.  But wait -  She no longer has my eyes!

LIZZIE UNCOVERS ANOTHER PICTURE. 

LIZZIE

Beatrice.  With my body and another's face!

LIZZIE UNCOVERS ANOTHER PICTURE.

LIZZIE

Not my face!
DANTE PUTS DOWN THE BRUSH AND LEAVES THE STUDIO AS LIZZIE BEGINS TO CRY. CHRISTINA WATCHES HER FOR A MOMENT UNSURE AS TO WHAT TO DO. EVENTUALLY SHE TAKES HER HAND.
CHRISTINA

A toy in blood / A violet in the youth of primy nature, / Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting, / The perfume and suppliance of a minute; / No more.

DANTE WALKS INTO THE STUDIO.

SILENCE. 

HE TAKES IN THE CARNAGE. 

DANTE GABRIEL

When the door was open, I should have guessed. 

LIZZIE

I was your Ophelia.

DANTE NODS. 

DANTE GABRIEL

I did love you once.

LIZZIE

Indeed my Lord.  You made me believe so.

DANTE GABRIEL

You should not have believed me.  I loved you not.

LIZZIE WALKS OVER TO HIM, STANDS VERY CLOSE.  SHE PUTS HER FINGER VERY GENTLY ON HIS NECK, AS SHE HAS DONE BEFORE.

LIZZIE

I have something to tell you.

DANTE GABRIEL

It's been a long time.

LIZZIE

It has.

DANTE GABRIEL

Why are you not in France? 

LIZZIE

I have seen a doctor.  He told me I am dying, Dante.  I am dying.

SHE STARTS TO CRY.
DANTE LOOKS AT HER HORRIFIED, THEN HE HOLDS HER, KISSING HER.
CHRISTINA STANDS ALONE.
21. CHRISTINA ROSSETTI'S STUDY/ STUDIO
CHRISTINA SITS AT HER DESK, WEARY.

CHRISTINA

What would I give for a heart of flesh to warm me through, / instead of this heart of stone ice-cold whatever I do; / hard and cold and small, of all hearts the worst of all.

SHE STANDS UP AND WALKS TO THE FRONT OF HER DESK HOLDING A LETTER

CHRISTINA

My brother married Elizabeth Siddall.

SHE READS

DANTE GABRIEL

I have hardly deserved that Lizzie should consent to it but she has done so, and I trust, I may still have time to prove my thankfulness towards her.
ELIZABETH WEARS A FRAME COVER AS A VEIL. SHE AND DANTE KISS.
CHRISTINA

What would I give for words, if only words would come; / But now in its misery, my spirit has fallen dumb; / Oh Merry friends, go your way, for I have never a word to say.

SHE FOLDS UP HER LETTER.

CHRISTINA

She wasn't dying, of course.  Not then.  All part of the story, the character she played so well. The most perfect artifice she ever created was herself. And within months they announced that they were expecting, "one to wear the coronet".

LIZZIE SITS ON A ROCKING CHAIR NURSING A “BABY” – THE ROLLED UP FRAME COVER.
LIZZIE

(SINGS)

Oh wind, where have you been, that you blow so sweet?  Among the violets, which blossom at your feet.

CHRISTINA

But the baby was born dead.

THE VOICES REACH OUT OF THE FRAMES AND PULL THE BLANKET AWAY FROM LIZZIE.  THERE IS NO BABY IN IT.  LIZZIE SCREAMS AND ROCKS TO AND FRO, TO AND FRO.

CHRISTINA

What would I give for tears, not smiles but scalding tears, / to wash the black mark clean, and to thaw the frost of years, / to wash the stain ingrain and to make me clean again.

To wash the stain ingrain and to make me clean again.

LIZZIE

Clean again.
SHE LIES DOWN ON THE BED AS THE LIGHTS FADE TO EVENING. 

DANTE ENTERS THE STUDIO. 

DANTE GABRIEL

Sleep sank them, lower than the tide of dreams,
And their dreams watched them sink and slide away.

Slowly their souls swap up again through gleams

Of watered light, and dull drowned waifs of day.

Till from some wonder of the woods and streams 

He woke, and wondered more; for there she lay. 

HE GETS INTO THE BED BESIDES HER, HOLDING HER CLOSE. 

BUT HE KNOWS SOMETHING”S WRONG.

DANTE

Lizzie?

HE STROKES HER. NOTHING. HE SHAKES HER. NOTHING.

ON THE FLOOR HE SEES THE EMPTY MEDICINE BOTTLE.

DANTE

Lizzie? Lizzie!

HE FALLS ON THE BED, HOLDING HER. SOBBING. WILLING HER TO COME BACK TO LIFE.

DANTE

Lizzie! No!

THE LIGHTS FADE IN THE STUDIO.
CHRISTINA

And then she did die, of course.  Laudanum, opium. 
SHE WALKS INTO THE EDGE OF THE STUDIO AND PICKS UP THE BOTTLE. SHE HIDES IT AWAY IN HER POCKET.

CHRISTINA

A terrible accident, of course. The doctor was most understanding. Even if the gossips were not. 
The curtains were half drawn,
The floor was swept / and strewn with rushes,

Rosemary and may / lay thick upon the bed on which she lay.
And as he turned away, came a deep silence,

And I knew he wept.

SHE WALKS AWAY.

DANTE ENTERS THE STUDIO WITH A BUNCH OF UNRULY WILD HERBS AND FLOWERS. 
DANTE GABRIEL

There's Rosemary.  That's for remembrance, and here is pansies, that's for thoughts.  There's fennel for you and columbines.

HE STEPS BACK, AND WALKS AROUND THE STUDIO COLLECTING CANVASSES, PAPERS, AND NOTEBOOKS. 

HE PLACES A NOTEBOOK IN HER HANDS, AND COVERS HER WITH DRAWINGS AND PAINTINGS. 
DANTE GABRIEL

Pictures and poems.  For you.  About you.  Written when you were ill and suffering.  Written away from you when I might have been with you.  Pray you, love, remember.

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK ON THE EMPTY STUDIO.
22. CHRISTINA’S STUDY / STUDIO – NIGHT

Christina lights candles – lots of them.

CHRISTINA

They say that suicides never rest.

Even when we consecrate them to the ground, they say, suicides never rest. 
I don’t believe it, of course. Of course. In the dark, they say the restless dead rise from their graves and seek out the living, drawn to the warmth and the life. They return from the distant land. My brother longs to hold her hand and begs her to stay, but she will not stay and she will not be forgotten. Séances, spiritualists, pentagons, ouija boards, crystal balls … he searches into the darkness.
In the dark I sometimes think that I can see her eyes watching me. I prefer the light. 
She haunts his work. In painting after painting. Every face of every model, every whore, every street slut, is her face. And she leads him into her darkness – leads him into that silent land. He calls out to her, a voice in the wilderness, and, capricious in death as in life, she will not speak.

A SOUND

CHRISTINA

What was that?

SHE WALKS INTO THE STUDIO, LOOKING INTENTLY AT THE FRAMES IN THE LIGHT OF HER CANDLE. ELIZABETH SMILES BACK OUT OF EACH PICTURE.

CHRISTINA

Protect us from the perils and dangers of this night! 
LIZZIE WALKS OVER TO CHRISTINA, LOOKS HER IN THE EYE AND BLOWS OUT THE CANDLES ONE BY ONE.

CHRISTINA

One face looks out from all his canvasses

One self same figure sits or walks or leans

We found her hidden just behind those screens

That mirror gave back all her loveliness.

A queen in opal or a ruby dress,

A nameless girl in freshest summer greens,

A saint, and angel; every canvass means

The same one meaning, neither more nor less.

He feeds upon her face by day and night

And she with true kind eyes looks back on him

Fair as the moon and joyful as the light.

Not wan with waiting, not with sorrow dim,

Not as she is, but was when hope shone bright;

Not as she is, but as she fills his dreams. 
And time passes. Years pass by. 

AT THE BACK OF THE STUDIO, DANTE ENTES WITH A CANDEL.
DANTE GABRIEL

(Hopeful) Lizzie?

HE HOLDS THE LIGHT UP TO THE PERSON’S FACE. 

DANTE GABRIEL

Christina? What are you doing here?

CHRISTINA

What are you doing in the dark?
DANTE GABRIEL

I like the dark!

CHRISTINA

You need the light to paint.

DANTE GABRIEL

I can paint her in the dark. Even when I close my eyes, I can see her. 

CHRISTINA

You must get on with your work.

DANTE GABRIEL

This is my work.
CHRISTINA

You must open the curtains to the light and paint again. 

DANTE GABRIEL

I am going blind. I will not paint again. 

CHRISTINA

It is time to wake up. You must finish the commission, and you must finish it now. You’ve spent the money. Your creditors have been to the house, Gabriel. You have bills that you have not paid, money that you must give back. You must get down to some work.

DANTE GABRIEL

Can you lend me –

CHRISTINA

I cannot. If you had not thrown your work away! Buried it.

DANTE GABRIEL

It belongs to Lizzie. It is her work, she inspired it and I have given it to her. I love her. I have given it to her!
CHRISTINA

Do you not also love me? You say your work belongs to her because she inspired it, but it also belongs to me. My work has paid for it. My art and writing have been sacrificed for it. I have given up all hope in my own work so that I can support yours. Do your paintings and poems not also belong to me? Do you not also love me? Your sister?

DANTE GABRIEL

Of course.

CHRISTINA

It is wrong for your works to be buried in the ground. It is wrong! They must be recovered so that people can see them.

DANTE GABRIEL

Recovered?

CHRISTINA

Recovered! Dug up, exhumed. Recovered.
DANTE GABRIEL

I cannot – Lizzie is dead. The work is dead with her. There is no possibility – She is dead! Buried in a Christian burial. She is in the dark.
CHRISTINA

Then you must not follow her shadow into the silent land. You need your work back. The world needs your work back. You are an artist. It belongs to the world. You must come back to the light. 
DANTE LOOKS AT HER FOR A BEAT.

CHRISTINA

You know that Elizabeth loved you as an artist. She would not have wanted your art to die with her. She could not have wanted that! Think of her if you will not think of me. Of what she would have wanted.

CHRISTINA TAKES DANTE’S HAND AND LEADS HIM AWAY.

23. GRAVEYARD - NIGHT
A BELL TOLLS.

VOICE (LIZZIE)
(INTONED ON A NOTE)

By thy loving great mercy, defend us from the perils and dangers of this night.

That we, being free from the fear of our enemy may pass our time in rest and quietness.

Rest and quietness? (Giggles.) Rest and quietness. Perils and dangers of this - Night.

CHRISTINA AND DANTE ENTER HOLDING LIT CANDLES.  DANTE STANDS BACK. 
CHRISTINA

We had to wait until the last of the mourners had left the grave yard, so it was evening when we approached the grave.  I felt a horrid sense of the reality of things, in which any imagination seemed out of place.  A body three years buried should remain so.  

VOICES

Remain so.

CHRISTINA

But an artist has a duty to the world.  Especially a great artist like my brother.  We had all sacrificed so much, worked so hard for him to be able to work, and I would not rest until that work had been recovered, however grim the task.

VOICE (LIZZIE)
Pass our time in rest and quietness.

Quietness. Rest and quietness. 
CHRISTINA

I knew that I would have to take the papers from the grave.  I had to.  I could not let anyone else see her like that – that skull had a tongue in it and could speak once. I could not have others speaking about her to my brother. It was a – delicate – situation. 

Inspiration in an artist is a strange thing.  You must understand.  My brother panted and painted Elizabeth on canvas after canvas.  Every model looked, on canvas, like Elizabeth.  He dreamed all his life of finding a muse, a mythical beauty - and he woke to find that it was her.  I couldn't let him see her now.

VOICE (LIZZIE)
Decayed. Perished. Putrid 

CHRISTINA

But it would be no shock to me - I had known it from the start. I thought, in death, she will look honest. It would have been so easy to destroy her then, in my brother’s mind. But what if that also destroyed his mind? What then?
DANTE GABRIEL

I cannot look.  I cannot bear it!
If I do this, I will see her.  I will always see her. And then when I paint her I will paint her as I see her. She will be putrid, corrupt, perished. Her skin will hang from her flesh in fragile shards. Her flesh will creep along her bones with worms. Her bones will tear yellowing through her oozing flesh.

I cannot look! I cannot bear it. To see her rotten will destroy her.

CHRISTINA LOOKS INTO THE COFFIN. SHE REACHES HER HAND IN AND TAKES OUT A SHEAF OF PAINTINGS AND PAPERS.

SHE TURNS TO DANTE PROFOUNDLY SHOCKED.

CHRISTINA

She looks as beautiful as she was the day she died.

A PROJECTION OF MILLIAS’S OPHELIA PAINTING ILLUMINATES THE COFFIN.

BLACKOUT.

Loving Ophelia by Katherine Knowles.


