Serenoid

Scene |

Xaven, blind, feeling her way in the room, thunder and lightning outside. She is exhausted.
Corrie, initially unaware of her presence, lying in the corner, half upright against the wall,
playing the violin.

Recit (Xaven)
Where am I? Hello? | hear music but where does it come from? Is there somebody here?
(Corrie stops playing and observes the intruder)

Can you hear me? My eyes are broken. You see, I’'m blind without them. | have to fix them to
get home! Hello?

Why did it stop? Why did you stop? (Repeat that, ever more urgently) (Corrie is about to
answer but is interrupted)

Why is there nothing but darkness?

Aria (Xaven, stops her search in resignation)

Darkness, darkness.
| always come back to darkness.
| always come back to darkness.

Quiet, quiet,

Inside and out

The yawn of a pit

Bared deep within me.

Piercing judgement

What do they see, looking down? What?

They are the blind ones, they are the blind ones
I’'m screaming to drown

In the quiet.

| Chose the light in defiance.

Am | a mere moth to the flame?
Unfixable and deluded.

Weak and burnt.

Alive within but dead to the world.
What am | doing here?



Recit:
C: (repeats)
What am | doing here?

X:

Gasps). Hello? Hello who's there?

C:

I’'m here!

X:

Who are you?

C:

| am not sure! But my legs are broken and | cannot move. Just like your eyes are broken and
you cannot see. Are we the same?

X:

No! | couldn’t feel you in the room. Are you injured?

C:

| am broken! Can you not feel it? (slightly indignant) You are touching my leg.

Xaven withdraws her hand in an apology, then tentatively reaches out again.
X: Your skin is so cold! Why?

C: All of me is cold, inside and out. Like the metal parts here, scattered on the ground. Why
does your mind hurt so much?

X: (feeling around to dodge the question, then gasping because she can feel the screws) | can
feel the parts! If | could see them too, | could use them to fix this (touch her leg again).

C: | can see the parts. If | fix your sight-machine, you could use them to fix me!

Scene 2:

Day, the chorus as Xaven’s colleagues who, like her, work in the nearby village.
Chorus: Where is she? Have you seen Xaven? She went out in the storm last night!
Merton: She went out in the storm? She’s not come back?

Chorus: She’s not come back, where is she? We should go out and look for her!
Merton (aside):

Her gift is unbeaten!

| cannot match her skilful hands.
However hard | work, Whatever | attempt.



Inspiration springs to life underneath her fickle fingers

and the parts that work together grow a soul.

Who can measure up to someone who defied her destiny?
The hardship she was dealt and so she laughed into its face!

| am a shadow.

A shadow, swallowed by her light.

| hate her.

She has taken my spot in the sun!

Chorus: (with M) She’s not come back, where is she? We should go out and ... Look!

Xaven joins the scene.

Chorus: Where were you? Oh Xaven! You went out in the storm last night!
Xaven: The thunderstorm destroyed my vision and | was lost in the woods!
Chorus: Are you injured? Can you see?

Xaven: | can see. There was a...(interrupts herself) it’s repaired.

Chorus: The talent! She fixed herself! She fixes everything! She could fix the world, if she set
her mind to it!

Exit Chorus with Xaven, repeating the last lines in a mood of relief.

Merton:

She could fix the world if she set her mind to it!

(he repeats fragments of the aria because he’s losing it)
Who can measure up to someone...

The hardship she was dealt...

Whatever | attempt....

What is she?

| hate her!

She has taken my spot in the sun.

How could she do it? How? Unseeing put the parts together that mended the light of her
eyes. Whilst the thunder and rain were raging.

(Interrupts himself)

Maybe she had help? Maybe she’s hiding something! What was she doing in the woods?



Scene 3

The House in the dawn. Corrie, alone, waiting for Xaven to arrive. She plays the violin, her
melody and improvisation growing ever more sophisticated, but then interrupts herself to
sing, only interspersing her song with small motives from the violin tune.

| wonder. Why did they leave me?

| remember being fond.

| wonder. Why did they leave me?
They told me, | was made to be cold.

Little human children

Laughing like the sunlight, like ripples on a brook
Broken human children

Devastated by the hands that loved them,

Cries of agony, a broken clockwork heart.

| remember weeping.

Falling on my knees.

Pleading for forgiveness, darkness came upon me.

| woke and | could not move.

And the shock in their face when they recognised...

was the pain in their eyes when they turned...

To leave me. Broken.

In darkness.

Enter Xaven, who has been standing there for a while and overheard maybe the last verse.
X: Good morning, my dearest friend!

C: Good morning —the sun comes up when | see your face.

X (smiles): It’s been two weeks of sunshine for you then. | will see that you dance in it soon...

C: | bask in its healing light each day. My limbs of steel are softened by it. And my clockwork
heart runs faster. (she reaches out to touch Xaven'’s cheek)

X: You will dance in it soon, | promise. | heard you sing to yourself earlier. Will you ever tell me
your story?

They share a moment. Instrumental interlude in which Xaven goes back to work and Corrie
watches her. Then she starts to sing.

C:



Darkness, Darkness,
| woke up surrounded by darkness.
Two flames in the night were the first thing | saw.

She hesitates. Xaven gives her a nod.

A workshop, then a parlour.

| was led by friendly hands.

| lived the life they gave me.

They taught me the song that | repeat.

They taught me the song —it’s all | ever knew.
| served them, and | loved them,

played with their little ones.

They were each others’ cogwheels,

like the ones that give me life,

Surrounded by light and family,

They knew | could never have warmth.

| was never a wheel in the body of their unity.
Content with observing.

X joins in with the duet:

Surrounded by warmth and family,
They knew that | lived in the darkness.

| was never a light in their body of unity.
Helpless, a burden...

(This is where they realise they have things in common.)

C: They left me. Suddenly. They ran.
X: | left them. Ashamedly, | ran.

C: The moment | became warmer,
The moment | fit in they resented me.

X: The moment | could see them was the moment
They put me on a pedestal for my skill.

Both: As much as | want to, as hard as | try.
I'll never be one of them, as hard as | might try.

A moment. Corrie is considering something.

C: Xaven, in the village— (looking to Xaven for confirmation.)
You have a world. Don’t they know you?

Xaven scoffs. Corrie persists.



C: Your heart beats as theirs do. Can they not see you?

X (incredibly bitter):

To light my own way, | throw a spark.
My brilliance lights up their faces.
The people gasp, the people clap,
They love when | amaze them.

They think it comes easily—

Who am | to deny them my mind?

Corrie is pained.

X: To light my own way, | threw a spark.
A struggle from the moment | was born.
| am blind, but they do not see.

My heart and pain evade them.

It never came easily—

Who am | to them, if not my mind?

A beat.

Corrie begins tentatively, with growing sweetness.
C: It's been long years since | held a hand so tender.
So long since a sweet word graced my ear.

| remember being fond.

| remember being needed. Tell me, is needing so wrong?
You did not ask, but | will answer:

What are you to me?
What are you to me?
Are you—"?

Corrie, growing sheepish, in fact does not answer. Instead, her answer is conveyed by an
unspoken moment of warmth between the two.

Scene 4:

Xaven working on Corrie. She looks up. (bigger orchestration as a contrast to the quiet ending
of scene 3, hopeful and joyful even?) Make her and Corrie work together? “Spanner.
Screwdriver. Etc / Corrie hands her the instruments she asks for)

X: It is finished. (She stands up and reaches for Corrie’s hand. Corrie looks incredulous and
carefully attempts to move a limb before reacting to the invitation. She finally stands wobbly,
takes first steps and gradually becomes more excited and elated).



C: 1 can move! | can walk. | can dance!
Suddenly, she is downcast.

Duet:

C: | owe you my freedom, my friend.
But my wish to spend it with you
must not hold you back.

My heart, it cannot bleed.

So this is goodbye.

X: But why...?
C: My heart, it cannot bleed. You must find connection with the likes of yourself

X: But we are alike! You helped me see again. | helped you walk again. Don’t you see?
We have grown together!

C: | cannot grow. You can heal, | can only be fixed.
And fixed, | will ever be.

(X: It’s not true)

A fixed point in time,

| have no life, | have a span.

| have no soul, | have a spark.

(X: I have seen you)

As much as you're able to fix me,

You will never see me grow.

X: Don’t say that!

C: This is goodbye. You know it is. All of me is cold. Not even you can fix this.

X: What if | want you as you are?

C: (firmly) This is goodbye.

Silence. They stare. Xaven breaks the glance and casts her eyes down.

X: (bitterly) | suppose it is.

Xaven walks out slowly, looking back over her shoulder, waiting for Corrie to change their
mind. Corrie doesn’t move, their eyes are downcast. Only when Xaven disappears from her
sight, she sings.

C:
Darkness, Darkness, (sobs in the choir going back to the machine noises as reverse from



Scene 3)

Always a spark in the darkness.

| can feel it! Between the flywheels and springs

Of my limbs, between the wires and the screws, | am alive!

But she doesn’t understand.

| hurt the people | love.

That’s why they left me.

That’s why they...

She is interrupted as Xaven storms back in, holding a piece of sheet music.
X: You're alive! | can prove it! (Spoken/Shouted?)

C: This is madness!

X: Look!

(Hands over the sheet music. Corrie reads it and looks confused.)

C: What do you mean to say?

X: It’s your melody, your music! The one | first heard you play.

It’s the melody, the music, but these notes are not the same.

You’ve changed it, you've ...

Corrie takes the sheet out of her hand, puts it on the floor and plays the original melody, a
simple tune like a nursery rhyme, which is clearly linked to her improvisation but it becomes
clear that she has expanded on the material.

Don’t you see?

They made you from metal,

From screws and from cogwheels,

You took all those pieces like notes

And composed the symphony of a soul. The soul that lives within you.

C: What do you mean to —

X: You’re alive! You can grow!

Your improvisation will prove it.

Creative decisions, free will of your own

C: That’s why they left me! (Darkness motive)

X: You're free! (C: That’s why they broke me!, also in darkness motive)
Don’t you feel it! Don’t you feel?



Aria(Reprise)

Darkness, Darkness,

Always a spark in the darkness. (mirroring the first rendition)
| can feel it! Between the flywheels and springs,

A heart that I've learnt to treasure,

A soul that | learnt to love.

X: Alone in the darkness, an impossible light.

Embraced with kindness, a safe haven in night.

My dearest friend—

(Perhaps Xaven closes some distance. Corrie is becoming at ease again)
(finally, she does:)

C: Alone in the darkness, an impossible light.

Unafraid of my brokenness, you parted my night.

(both drawing nearer now)

X: Steel skin, as soft as a whisper
C: Your eyes, a new kind of sight (double entendre)

X: Your melody changed me
C: You’ve returned me to life

X: Your warmth in my hands—
C: 1l am warmed by your hands—

(reaching an emotional climax, finally getting it out!)
X: I'm yours!

(a moment of tension post-declaration. Corrie is attempting to accept this.)
C:..How can you be sure?

X: As sure | know the sun by its heat on my face.
(a beat.)

C: You have seen me inside and out. (X: You have seen me inside and out.)
All that | have is yours. (X: Take what you would from me.)

(very sweetly)
X: | love what you inspired in yourself
C: The sun comes up when | see your face.

(directly repeating her line from earlier, as weighty as her version of a love confession)



X: The flywheels and wires of yourself

We fit together. (perhaps linking hands)

(both drawing closer)

(A moment of near-touching, perhaps almost a kiss, but Corrie pulls back)

C: But you don’t understand!
| hurt the people | love.

X: We all hurt the people we love.

They kiss.

Merton (aside).

This is it! This is her secret!
She has created this machine and it’s alive! (same as “grow a soul”)
How did she do it?

This is it!

| will take it. End her life and tell them,

She never returned from the woods.

Lost in the darkness she was born with.

The place in the sun is mine! She will never take it again!
This is it, | will take it and they will think,

That | built it. | will rise. It’s where | belong, I'll rise!

Merton steps on the rug

They fight. The house comes down.

(Darken the stage, spotlight on Xaven'’s visual aid/device she built for herself which is now
broken. Metaphorically, this was the thing she built to make herself “the same” and “fit in”,
she believed it would help her connect. Now that she has opened herself and found
connection, she still has the skill and knowledge to build a new one, but if she chooses to, it
happens out of a different context and from a place where she is connected already and it’s
merely a possible expansion of her world as an act of generosity to herself if she wants it.)



Corrie and Xaven in the woods.

e 33 “together! The skies are open” - warm dreamy focus CS

Together.

The skies are open, the air is alive.

We will leave this place, find a new life, be reborn as one
From the darkness.



