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                      by Stephen DeCesare       Copyright 1999 
 
    Our story begins in 1142 in a monastery.   Stage is broken into two parts, monks will be on the lower level 
singing: 
   
Monks:     KYRIE ELEISION. KYRIE ELEISION.  KYRIE ELEISION. 
                  CHRISTE ELEISION. CHRISTE ELEISION. CHRISTE ELEISION. 
 
When the singing is complete, lights will shine on the upper level where an old Abelard is at a desk.  He is 
writing at his desk, but then directs his comments to the audience.   
 
Abelard--    
There are times when example is better than precept for stirring or soothing human passions;  And so, you, “Ghosts 
of the future”, may judge for yourselves whether the course of the events that will be presented to you tonight are 
grounds for damnation or salvation.  I do ask that you do not judge neither hastily or harshly, for one day, too, you 
must account for your life’s actions on your day of judgement. Like a good storyteller should, it is always best to 
start at the beginning.  The true story of this episode I now want you to know from the facts, in their proper order, 
instead of from hearsay.  I had always held myself aloof from unclean association with prostitutes, and constant 
application to my studies had prevented me from frequenting the society of gentle-women:  indeed, I knew little of 
the secular way of life.  Perverse Fortune flattered me, as the saying goes, and found an easy way to bring me 
toppling down from my pedestal, or rather, despite my overbearing pride and heedlessness of the grace granted me, 
God’s compassion claimed me humbled for Himself.  I arrived in Paris around 1117, and there was at the time a 
young girl named Heloise.  (softly to himself) Heloise. 
 
Fade out and lights up on Paris, 1117 where the whole town is buzzing and hopping around.  It is here where 
we meet Heloise and her friend, Aveline.  Abelard enters during the song with his twelve students.   
 
Chorus:         LISTEN TO THE SOUNDS OF PARIS; 
                      THE CITY WHERE LOVE COMES ALIVE. 
                      WHISPERING WORDS OF INTRIGUE AND OF LIFE. 
                      LIKE MUSIC, IT IS ALL AROUND US. 
                      GENTLE AND FLOWING AND FREE. 
                      YOU’LL NOT ESCAPE HER ENCHANTING MELODY. 
                      THERE’S NO BETTER PLACE THAN PARIS 
                      WHERE A LOOK CAN TURN INTO ROMANCE. 
 
                      PARIS; THERE’S NO PLACE THAT I WOULD RATHER BE. 
                      PARIS IS WHERE LOVE CAN RUN WILD AND FREE. 
                      NO MATTER IF YOU’RE YOUNG OR OLD, 
                      WITH A HEART FULL OF LEAD OR OF STONE, 
                      PARIS, WITH ITS MAGIC WILL TURN IT TO GOLD. 
                      PARIS! 
 
Heloise---      EVERY DAY’S THE SAME IN PARIS. 
                      IT’S ALWAYS THE SAME OL’ ROUTINE. 
                      EXCITEMENT IS USUALLY FAR AND BETWEEN. 
                       
Aveline---      OH, HELOISE, YOU ARE TOO MUCH A DREAMER. 
                      A WOMAN TODAY IS NOT FREE. 
                      HER ONLY HOPES ARE TO BE SOMEONE’S WIFE. 
 
 

 



 

Heloise---       THERE’S MORE FOR A WOMAN THAN MARRIAGE. 
                       SHE’S A PERSON WITH A LIFE ALL HER OWN. 
 
Chorus---       PARIS; THERE’S NO PLACE THAT I WOULD RATHER BE. 
 
Heloise---      I CAN THINK OF ONE.  MAYBE EVEN TWO. 
 
Chorus---       PARIS IS WHERE LOVE CAN RUN WILD AND FREE. 
 
Heloise---       THEN YOU HAVE TO GO TO CONFESSION. 
 
Chorus---       NO MATTER IF YOU’RE YOUNG OR OLD, 
                      WITH A HEART FULL OF LEAD OR OF STONE, 
                      PARIS, WITH IT’S MAGIC WILL TURN IT TO GOLD.  PARIS! 
 
The following is underscored 
 
Abelard---      
To entertain doubts on particular points will not be unprofitable.  For by doubting we come to inquiry, through 
inquiring we perceive truth, according to the Truth Himself. “Seek and you shall find,” He says, “Knock and it shall 
be opened to you.” 
 
Heloise---      
Aveline, who is that? 
 
Aveline---      
Who? 
 
Heloise---      
The one who thinks he’s Christ. 
 
Aveline---      
Oh, well that’s Peter Abelard. 
 
Heloise---      
The philosopher?  Certainly knows how to draw a crowd.  I wonder what he’s saying that everyone thinks is so 
special? 
 
Aveline---      
I’m sure whatever it is, it doesn’t concern you or me.  (chasing after her)  Heloise! 
 
Chorus----     PARIS; THERE’S NO PLACE THAT I WOULD RATHER BE. 
                      PARIS IS WHERE LOVE CAN RUN WILD AND FREE. 
                      NO MATTER IF YOU’RE YOUNG OR OLD, 
                      WITH A HEART FULL OF LEAD OR OF STONE, 
                      PARIS, WITH IT’S MAGIC WILL TURN IT TO GOLD.  PARIS! 
 
Gerard---     
So Master Abelard, are you saying that everything that we have ever been told isn’t the truth?  Not to trust what God 
has told us? 
 
Abelard---    
No.  Trust and believe in what God has told us.  For He is the “Ultimate Truth”. I’m saying be careful of what you 
read because there are errors made.  That it’s all right to question and find the answers for yourselves.  Such as in 
Matthew, “He took,” it says, “the thirty pieces of silver, the price of Him that was prized, as was written by the 
prophet Jeremias.”  But we do not find it in Jeremias at all.  Rather it is in the book of Job.  You see then that... 

 



 

 
Heloise---     
Excuse me, Master Abelard.  But the passage that you are referring to, is in Zacharias, not Job. 
 
Abelard---(thinking a minute)   
Yes, you are right.  (To others) See, this proves that even a learned teacher can make a mistake.  So even more if 
the Gospels themselves are corrupted by the ignorance of scribes, we should not be surprised that the same thing has 
sometimes happened in the writings of later Fathers who are in much less authority.  Believe in the Gospels, my 
friends, just don’t believe everything that people tell you, as gospel. 
 
This statement has caught the attention of Alberic and the clergy.  Abelard knows they are listening and he 
looks up as he sees them leave, mumbling to themselves.   
 
Abelard---   THERE IS A PLACE THAT LIES SOMEWHERE DEEP INSIDE YOUR MIND. 
                    THAT GIVES YOU THE POWER TO JUDGE FOR 
                    YOURSELF ON WHAT YOU SHOULD BELIEVE. 
                    HER NAME IS REASON.  SHE STANDS FOR FREEDOM. 
 
                    WE WERE NOT MEANT TO ONLY LISTEN TO THOSE IN AUTHORITY. 
                    THEY SAY THAT THEY’RE LEARNED AND MAKE YOU 
                    FEEL THAT THEIRS IS THE ONLY WAY. 
                    I TELL YOU THAT THEY’RE WRONG.  I’LL TELL YOU HOW THEY’RE WRONG. 
 
                    JUST REALIZE THAT YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
                     FOR IT IS WHAT YOU BELIEVE THAT MAKES YOU WHO YOU ARE. 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
 
                     YOU HAVE TO BE JUST LIKE A WINDOW;  OPEN TO IDEAS. 
                     DON’T KEEP IT CLOSED ON ONLY ONE; 
                     OR YOU WILL BE ENSLAVED TO JUST ONE 
                     POINT OF VIEW.  THERE ARE MANY POINTS OF VIEW. 
   
                     TRUST IN YOURSELF AND TRY TO EXPLORE ALL POSSIBILITIES. 
                     THEN YOU WILL FIND THAT ALL THE ANSWERS ARE DEEP WITHIN YOUR HEART. 
                     SO LET REASON ENLIGHTEN YOU.  LET IT INSPIRE YOU. 
                       
                     BELIEVE ME WHEN I SAY, 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
                     FOR IT IS WHAT YOU BELIEVE THAT MAKES YOU WHO YOU ARE. 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
 
                     THERE IS A FREEDOM THAT YOU JUST WON’T BELIEVE. 
                     WHEN YOU TRUST IN YOURSELF, YOU’LL SET YOUR SPIRIT FREE. 
                     THE WAY IT’S MEANT TO BE! 
 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
                     FOR IT IS WHAT YOU BELIEVE THAT MAKES YOU WHO YOU ARE. 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
 
Dance number 
 
 
 

 



 

Chorus:        YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
                     FOR IT IS WHAT YOU BELIEVE THAT MAKES YOU WHO YOU ARE. 
                     YOU HAVE TO BELIEVE IN YOURSELF AND IN YOUR HEART. 
 
Heloise:        THE WORDS HE SAYS SOMEHOW THRILLS ME. 
 
Aveline:        THIS BEHAVIOR’S UNBECOMING OF A LADY. 
 
Abelard:        I WONDER WHO CAN SHE BE. 
 
Heloise 
& Abelard:     BELIEVE IN YOUR HEART! 
 
During the song, he can’t take his eyes off of Heloise.  After song, Heloise and Aveline leave.  Abelard stares 
into the direction where she left and then says: 
 
Abelard---   
That’s enough for today.  We’ll reconvene tomorrow at the same time at the school.   
 
He then calls his servant, Guibert, over to him. 
 
Abelard---   
Guibert, see if you can find out who that young girl is. 
 
Guibert---    
Master, that’s Canon Fulbert’s niece, Heloise.  They don’t live very far from the school. 
 
Abelard---    
Really? Then go and see if you can arrange a meeting between Canon Fulbert and myself.  Tell him that I am 
interested in teaching his niece and that it be of her interest if I could stay in his house for whatever sum he wishes. 
 
Guibert---   
Yes, sir.  (He starts to leave)  What if he asks why he should take you into his house? 
 
Abelard---    
Tell him that my household cares are hindering my studies and the expense is more than I can afford.  And give him 
this.  (Gives him a bag of coins)  This might encourage him just a bit.  And make sure it gets into Fulbert’s hands 
and not the hands of one of your prostitute friends. 
 
Guibert---     
Yes, sir.  (He starts to leave) 
 
Alain---(pulls him aside for a second)    
What was all that about? 
 
Guibert---     
I think our Master has fallen victim to the noonday devil.  (He leaves) 
 
Alain leaves confused 
                  
Abelard---  OH, WHAT IS THIS BURNING DEEP INSIDE OF ME?! 
                   EMOTIONS OF LOVE;  FEELINGS OF ECSTASY. 
                   THEIR ALL FOR A WOMAN WITH HEAVEN’S SWEET NAME. 
                   THEY CALL HER HELOISE.     
 

 



 

Abelard:      HELOISE.  I HAVE A NEVER SEEN A GIRL LIKE YOU. 
                    YOU HAVE TO BE A PERFECT DREAM COME TRUE. 
                    AN ANGEL’S WISH COME TO EARTH JUST FOR ME. 
 
                    WELL IT SEEMS YOU HAVE STIRRED A FEELING IN MY HEART. 
                    LIKE ALL OF CUPID’S DARTS HAVE FOUND THEIR MARK. 
                    AND ALL I KNOW, AS OF NOW, YOU MUST BE MINE. 
  
                    FOR YOU STOLE MY HEART AND EVERYTHING ABOUT ME  
                    IS YEARNING FOR YOUR TOUCH, YEARNING FOR YOUR LOVE. 
                    IT CRIES FOR HELOISE.  HELOISE:  THE SONG OF ANGELS! 
                    AND IT’S I WHO WILL WRITE ALL THE WORDS 
                    UPON YOUR HEART.  OH, HELOISE. 
 
                    HELOISE.  I WILL FIND A WAY TO MAKE YOU MINE. 
                    A FINE YOUNG LOVER YOU WILL BE FOR ME. 
                    TO TOUCH YOUR FLESH AND KISS YOUR LIPS WILL BE MY JOY. 
 
                    I DON’T SEE ANYONE MORE QUALIFIED THAN I. 
                    FOR LOOKS AND CHARM ARE NOT IN SHORT SUPPLY. 
                    AND WITH THIS FIRE IN MY HEART WE’LL BE AS ONE. 
 
                    FOR YOU STOLE MY HEART AND EVERYTHING ABOUT ME  
                    IS YEARNING FOR YOUR TOUCH, YEARNING FOR YOUR LOVE. 
                    IT CRIES FOR HELOISE.  HELOISE:  THE SONG OF ANGELS! 
                    AND IT’S I WHO WILL WRITE ALL THE WORDS 
                    UPON YOUR HEART.  OH, HELOISE. 
                     
Guibert enters 
 
Guibert---       
Master.   
 
Abelard---      
Guibert what is the word? 
 
Guibert---       
It has all been arranged.  Tomorrow after Vespers, Canon Fulbert has agreed to meet with you. 
 
Abelard---      
Thank you, Guibert.   Now return home.  Tomorrow is going to be a red-letter day.  
(Guibert leaves.) 
                    
                   AND NOW IT ALL BEGINS THIS FIRE THAT BURNS WITHIN ME 
                   WILL FINALLY MEET THE SOURCE 
                   AND ONLY WILL BE QUENCHED WHEN I’M NEAR  
                   HELOISE.  HELOISE!  I’LL BE YOUR LOVER; 
                   LYING NEXT TO YOU RIGHT WHERE YOU SLEEP. 
                   BUT FOR TONIGHT, I’LL DREAM OF HELOISE!  
                   HELOISE!    
                   HELOISE!  
                     
                    
                                          
                                                                         
    

 



 

                                                        Scene 2 
In the garden of Fulbert’s house.  Abelard and Guibert accompany him.  Obviously, Fulbert has accepted the 
offer because Guibert is carrying in loads of Abelard’s books, crossing the stage to put them into the house.  
Fulbert enters SR and Abelard SL.   
 
Fulbert---    
We finally meet.  You must be Peter Abelard. 
 
Abelard---    
Canon Fulbert.  Very nice to meet you. 
 
Fulbert---     
Likewise.  I’m sure the accommodations will tend to your needs? 
 
Abelard---    
I’m sure they will. 
 
Fulbert---    
Now, before you get started I want you to know that Heloise was spared no expense for her education.  She was 
educated at the convent of Argenteuil and exceeds in letters. That’s why I am sure that my niece will profit from 
your teaching, that is why I give you complete charge over her, so that you can devote all your leisure time left after 
your school to teaching her by day and night.  If you find her idle, I want you to punish her severely.   
 
                      YOU MUST BE FIRM. 
 
Abelard---      I WILL. 
 
Fulbert---      SHOW HER WHOSE BOSS. 
 
Abelard---     DON’T WORRY. 
 
Fulbert----     FOR IT’S THE ONLY WAY SHE’LL TREAT YOU WITH RESPECT.  FOR SHE IS YOUNG. 
 
Abelard---      I.... 
 
Fulbert---      FULL OF IDEAS. 
 
Abelard---     I REALIZE THAT, SIR. 
 
Fulbert---     SHE CAN BE HEADSTRONG, BUT I KNOW THAT SHE WILL LEARN. 
        
                    SHE MUST BE TAUGHT OF THE FINER THINGS OF LIFE. 
                    FROM THE BASICS TO HOW TO BE A WIFE. 
                    FOR HER CHILD WAYS MUST NOW BE PUT ASIDE. 
                    SHE MUST GROW UP AND LEARN TO BE A BRIDE. 
 
                    FOR IT IS SIMPLY A FACT OF LIFE. 
                    IT IS ALSO A MATTER OF WHOSE WRONG OR RIGHT. 
                    AND THOUGH MY NIECE NOW WILL HAVE TO FACE THE TRUTH. 
                    A MAN WILL TELL HER WHAT TO DO. 
 
Abelard---  BUT WHAT OF HISTORY, MATH’MATICS, AND ALL THE FINE ARTS. 
                   SHOULD THEY BE ALL INCLUDED IN TEACHING HELOISE? 
 
 

 



 

Fulbert---   BY ALL MEANS, INCLUDE THEM;   
                   BUT THE MAIN THING SHE MUST LEARN: 
                   THAT WOMEN’S LOT IN LIFE IS HOW TO PLEASE A MAN. 
 
Abelard---     
Such as? 
 
Fulbert---   LIKE HOW TO COOK, CLEAN AND MAYBE EVEN SEW. 
                   ALL THE THINGS THAT YOUR AVERAGE WOMEN KNOW. 
                   SHE MUST LEARN THAT HER MAN WILL BE HER KING. 
                   THAT FOR HIM, SHE WILL DO MOST ANYTHING. 
 
                   SHE MUST BE SCHOOLED IN THE ART OF SPEECH. 
                   AND FOR A WOMAN, I KNOW, THIS IS HARD TO TEACH. 
                   THEIR TALK IS USUALLY ‘BOUT CHILDREN AND OF LOVE. 
                   TWO SUBJECTS MEN NO NOTHING OF. 
 
                   FOR YOU SEE, IT IS MY PLAN THAT WHEN SHE WEDS 
                   IT WILL BE A MAN OF MY DESIGN. 
                   ONE WITH STABILITY AND A FAMILY TREE THAT WILL 
                   BRING HONOR TO HER AND TO ME. 
                   THAT’S WHY MONSIEUR SHE MUST BE TAUGHT WELL 
                   HOW ELSE WILL SHE KEEP HER MAN? 
 
Abelard and 
Fulbert---        SHE WILL BE TAUGHT OF THE FINER THINGS OF LIFE. 
                      SO THAT SHE CAN BECOME A DOTING WIFE. 
                      SHE WILL LEARN THAT HER MAN HAS FINAL SAY;          
                      SINCE CREATION, IT’S ALWAYS BEEN THIS WAY. 
 
Fulbert---       AND WHEN THE DAY COMES TO BEAR AN HEIR, 
                      I JUST PRAY AND HOPE THAT IT WILL BE A BOY. 
                      AND IF SHE WANTS OR JUST OUT OF LOYALTY 
                      SHE’LL NAME HIM AFTER ME.   
                      SHE’LL NAME HIM AFTER ME! 
 
Fulbert---    
Come, it’s time you met Heloise. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

                                                       Scene 3 
We see Heloise and Aveline in Heloise’s study room talking. 
 
Aveline---     
Well, I say, he’s full of himself.       
 
Heloise---     
How can you say that? 
 
Aveline---     
Look at how he struts around.  He walks as if he farts roses. 
 
Heloise---(laughing)   
Well, I think he’s brilliant.  And anyone with his recognition and reputation should walk around with some air about 
him.  In any case, I think you’re being very judgmental.  That’s probably why you’ve never been married. 
 
Aveline---      
And what is that supposed to mean? 
 
Heloise---      
Face it, Aveline, if your love life passed before your eyes it would be a very short parade. 
 
Aveline---      
I’ve never married because I have always been waiting for that special kind of man who will treat me in that special 
kind of way.  You know, that perfect “Mr. Right.”  But, at this stage in my life, I realize that I’ve pushed so many of 
them away, I can’t even attract “Mr. Wrong.” 
 
                     OH, HOW DOES A WOMAN GET A MAN? 
                     WHO KNOWS HOW LONG AND HOW HARD I’VE TRIED. 
                     IT SEEMS LIKE FOREVER, SO MAYBE I’LL NEVER BE A BRIDE. 
                     THE ONES THAT I WANT, I CANNOT HAVE. 
                     FOR THEY ALL ARE MARRIED, OR INSANE. 
                     BUT WHEN I DO GET ONE, 
                     I’LL MAKE SURE THAT HE DON’T GET AWAY. 
                      
                     OH, I WANT A MAN.  A MAN OF MY VERY OWN. 
                     SOMEWHERE THERE’S ONE OUT THERE 
                     WHO WILL CURE MY BEING ALONE. 
                     FOR I HAVE BEEN ONE TO BE PICKY. 
                     IT TOOK A LOT TO JUST TURN MY HEAD. 
                     BUT NOW AS IT STANDS, I WILL SETTLE FOR ONE 
                     WHO’S BREATHING INSTEAD. 
                     
                     I WANT A MAN.  FOR LOOKS DON’T MEAN MUCH TO ME. 
                     IF I GET A HANDSOME ONE  YOU WON’T HEAR A PEEP OUT OF ME. 
                     THERE’S ONLY TWO QUALIFICATIONS: 
                     HE’S MALE AND PRODUCES A PULSE. 
                     AS LONG IT’S A MAN, I WON’T CARE ABOUT ANYTHING ELSE. 
                      
                     I’VE ALWAYS DREAMED OF MY WEDDING.  
                     I KNOW HOW I WANT IT TO BE. 
                     IT ALL HAS BEEN PLANNED.  EACH DETAIL FROM A TO Z. 
                     I’VE PURCHASES THE THINGS THAT I’LL NEED. 
                     I’VE HAD THEM FOR OVER TEN YEARS. 
                     NOW ALL THAT I NEED IS A MAN WHO WILL VOLUNTEER!                      

 



 

                    OH, I WANT A MAN.  DEAR GOD, PLEASE SEND ONE TO ME. 
                     I CAN’T WAIT NO LONGER OR I’LL DRY UP LIKE THE DEAD SEA. 
                     I KNOW CHASTITY IS A VIRTUE. 
                     BUT IT IS NOT FOR THIS BROKEN HEART. 
                     OH, I WANT A MAN.  JUST A MAN I CAN CALL MY SWEETHEART. 
 
Enter Fulbert, Abelard and Guibert.  Guibert spies Aveline and he likes what he sees.   
 
Fulbert---    
Ah, Heloise, here you are.  I would like you to meet Peter Abelard, your new teacher.  Peter Abelard, this is my 
niece Heloise and her servant friend, Aveline. 
 
Abelard---   
Nice to meet you again, Heloise. 
 
Heloise---    
Likewise.  (She kisses his hand) 
 
Fulbert---    
Have you met? 
 
Abelard---   
Briefly, the other day in the square. 
 
Fulbert---    
Splendid.  This works out well then.  Now, Heloise, Master Abelard will be teaching you in his spare time when he 
is finished at his school.  I expect you to mind him and do whatever he tells you. 
 
Abelard---    
Yes, uncle. 
  
Fulbert---     
Fine.  Aveline, please take Abelard’s servant to the guest rooms where they will be staying. 
 
Heloise---     
They will be living here? 
 
Fulbert---     
Yes.  It makes for more opportunity for Master Abelard to teach you in whatever spare time he may have and living 
here will able him to concentrate on more serious subjects.  Actually, why don’t you start now?  At least, get 
acquainted with each other. 
 
Heloise---     
I’d like that very much. 
 
Abelard---    
I think it would be...beneficial. 
 
Fulbert---    
Splendid.  Oh, Heloise, it gives me such pride to see you under such a master. 
 
Guibert coughs at that last statement and Abelard glares at him out of the corner of his eyes..  
 
Heloise---    
I’m sure there will be many things Master Abelard can teach me. 
 

 



 

Fulbert---    
Aveline. 
 
Aveline---   
Yes, Canon Fulbert.  (All exit except Abelard & Heloise) 
 
Abelard---   
So, Heloise.  Tell me something about yourself. 
 
Heloise---     
Not much to tell.  My life is dull compared to yours.   
 
Abelard---    
My life isn’t that exciting. 
 
Heloise---     
I think it is.  Being able to travel where you want, meeting interesting people, and so learned:  Philosopher, 
theologian, poet.  You just amaze me. 
 
Abelard---    
I appreciate the flattery.   
 
Heloise---     
It’s not flattery, it’s the God’s honest truth.  But it does make me wonder how such a profound thinker as yourself 
has come to situate yourself here. 
 
Abelard---     
To be honest, it’s because of you.  You astonished me in the square yesterday.  You seem so different from anyone I 
have ever known. 
                     
Heloise---      
How? 
 
Abelard---     
Well, if I read you right, your smart, witty, graceful, and above all, very beautiful.   
 
Long pause for they are enraptured in each other’s eyes. 
 
Abelard---      
Heloise, do you know the eyes are the window’s of the soul. 
 
Heloise---       
Yes. 
 
Abelard---      
What do mine tell you? 
 
                    IF YOU COULD LOOK IN MY EYES THEN YOU WOULD KNOW MY LIPS SPEAK OF LIES. 
                    WHEN I WOULD SAY THAT I’M TOO GOOD FOR YOU, THAT YOU’RE NOT FOR ME. 
                    IF YOU COULD READ MY HEART, THEN YOU WOULD KNOW RIGHT FROM THE START  
                    THAT YOU DO MAKE ME FALL.  PLEASE DON’T DO THIS TO ME. 
                
                    SO WHISPER IN MY EAR WHAT I REALLY WANT TO HEAR. 
                    PLEASE DON’T STING MY HEART.  YOU KNOW IT’S LOVE MY BABY. 
                    HEARTSTRINGS NEVER BREAK.  GIVE ME MORE THAN YOU CAN TAKE. 
                    PLEASE DON’T STRING MY HEART.  FOR I’M IN LOVE MY BABY. 

 



 

 
Heloise---    IF YOU COULD READ IN MY MIND, THEN YOU WOULD KNOW YOU’RE ONE OF A KIND. 
                    AND DO YOU FEEL FOR ME THE SAME WAY AS I DO FOR YOU. 
                    IF YOU COULD HOLD MY HAND JUST LIKE THE WAVES COME ON THE SAND. 
                    JUST LET ME HAVE ONE KISS RIGHT UNDERNEATH THE MOON. 
 
                    AND WHISPER IN MY EAR WHAT I REALLY WANT TO HEAR. 
                    PLEASE DON’T STING MY HEART.  YOU KNOW IT’S LOVE MY BABY. 
                    HEARTSTRINGS NEVER BREAK. GIVE ME MORE THAN YOU CAN TAKE. 
                    PLEASE DON’T STRING MY HEART. FOR I’M IN LOVE MY BABY. 
 
Abelard---   DON’T YOU KNOW JUST HOW I FEEL WHEN I’M LONGING FOR YOU.   
                    I HAVE A LIFE THAT HAS EVERYTHING THAT’S BETTER FOR TWO. 
 
Both---        SO WHISPER IN MY EAR WHAT I REALLY WANT TO HEAR. 
                    PLEASE DON’T STING MY HEART.  YOU KNOW IT’S LOVE MY BABY. 
                    HEARTSTRINGS NEVER BREAK.  GIVE ME MORE THAN YOU CAN TAKE. 
                    PLEASE DON’T STRING MY HEART. 
                    FOR I’M IN LOVE MY BABY. MY BABY.  MY BABY. 
 
The lovers kiss.  Fade out.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

                                                            Scene 4 
     In Abelard’s new room, the next day.  Guibert is sorting things, getting them in order for when Abelard 
returns.  Aveline enters. 
 
Aveline---    
Good morning. 
 
Guibert---(stunned)   
Hello. 
 
Aveline---    
Is your master here? 
 
Guibert---    
Ah, no...he just left to go teach your mistress. 
 
Aveline---     
Oh, alright.   (She starts to leave) 
 
Guibert---     
Uh...I’m Guibert.  We met yesterday. 
 
Aveline---(turns)   
That’s nice.  (Starts to leave again) 
 
Guibert---     
What’s yours? 
 
Aveline---(turning again)   
Aveline.   
 
Guibert---     
Where’s your room? 
 
Aveline---     
It’s the last locked door on the left.  Why? 
 
Guibert---     
Well, I was thinking that since Abelard and I will be here for a while, we should get to know each other a little 
better. 
 
Aveline---     
What kind of a woman do you think I am? 
 
Guibert---      
I didn’t it mean it like it that.  (Gives look of “yeah, right”) I just meant that, in time, you could get to know me and 
my good qualities, (he moves closer) and I can get to know yours.   (Looking at her breasts)   
 
Aveline---      
You are a different breed, I’ll give you that. 
 
Guibert---      
Different as opposed to what? 
 
 

 



 

Aveline---    
Well, all the people that I know are very formal.  They’re afraid to say what’s on their mind.  But not you.  It must 
be from all your time serving Master Abelard. 
 
Guibert---    
Actually, it’s the other way round.  Abelard got it from me. 
 
Aveline---    
Oh, really. 
 
Guibert---   
Yeah, really.  He’d still be teaching in that old monastery if it wasn’t for me.  I said, ‘Peter, you’re a man of great 
charisma.  With my brains and your looks, we can really go places.’  And the fact that girls throw themselves at his 
feet is a nice added incentive as well. 
 
Aveline---(laughs)  
And what are you supposed to get out of all this? 
 
Guibert---    
Well, seeing that Master Abelard is all too busy with his studies to associate himself with women, I take over where 
he leaves off. 
 
Aveline---    
You’re a very amusing and entertaining fellow, though I suspect not all together truthful. 
 
Guibert---    
Well, maybe some of what I said isn’t true, but that still doesn’t change the fact of how wonderful a guy I really am. 
 
                     THE WONDERFUL ME.  THERE NEVER WILL BE A MAN AS WONDERFUL AS ME. 
                     THE WONDERFUL ME.  I’M HAPPY TO SAY THAT I’M AS WONDROUS AS CAN BE. 
                     THE WONDERFUL ME!  SOON PEOPLE WILL SEE THAT I’M PERFECTION AT ITS PEAK! 
                     THE WORLD WILL SOON SEE THERE IS ONLY ME!  THE WONDERFUL ME! 
                      
                     THE WONDERFUL ME!  FOR SEE, NOW-A-DAYS PEOPLE SEE ME AS SECOND RATE! 
                     THE WONDERFUL ME!   
                     FOR ONE OF THESE DAYS THEY’LL KNOW I’M NOTHING LESS THAN GREAT! 
                     THE WONDERFUL ME!  I NEED ONLY WAIT FOR I KNOW THAT MY TIME WILL COME! 
                     CAUSE I’M NUMBER ONE!  THERE IS ONLY ONE!  THE WONDERFUL ME! 
                       
                      DON’T THINK IT IS POMPOUS, ARROGANT OR EVEN EGOTISTICAL. 
                      IT’S JUST THAT I AM BETTER THAN YOUR AVERAGE CITIZEN. 
                      WHEN I WALK DOWN THE STREET, NO ONE CAN HELP TO STOP AND STARE AT ME! 
                      THEY ALL DROP THEIR JAWS!  THEY ALL STAND IN AWE OF ME! 
                      
                      THE WONDERFUL ME!  IT’S EASY TO SEE THAT I AM FAR ABOVE THE REST! 
                      THE WONDERFUL ME!  I NEVER COULD BE A MAN WHO WENT FOR SECOND BEST! 
                      THE WONDERFUL ME!  IT’S EASY TO SEE I’M PERFECT AND I’M ALWAYS RIGHT! 
                      THEY’LL SOON SEE THE LIGHT. 
                      THE BRIGHT SHINING LIGHT:  THE WONDERFUL ME! 
                      YOU’LL SOON SEE THE LIGHT.  THE BRIGHT SHINING LIGHT: 
                      THE WONDERFUL ME! 
 
After song, they both start to laugh when Aveline hears herself singing: 
 
                      
 

 



 

Aveline (voice over):       I WANT A MAN.JUST A MAN I CAN CALL MY SWEETHEART! 
 
Aveline---(talking to God)   
Is this the best you could do?!  Oh, no, no, no, no.....(She leaves) 
 
Guibert---(standing dumbfounded)   
What happened?  (Chases after her)  Aveline!  Aveline! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

                                                       Scene 5 
     One of Heloise’s “lessons” in Fulbert’s study hall.  They are kissing passionately.   
 
Abelard---    
We better get back to your lessons. 
 
Heloise---     
This is part of my lessons.  Now I know what Solomon means when he wrote: “Your love is better than wine;  The 
taste of honey is on your lips, my darling;  your tongue is milk and honey for me.”   
 
She grabs him and kisses him some more. 
 
Heloise---     
I think it is one of the most beautiful passages I have read. 
 
Abelard---    
Well, I kind of lean towards the one that reads (touching her in the specific places that he now mentions) “Your 
lips are like a scarlet ribbon;  how lovely are they when you speak.  Your neck is like the tower of David, round and 
smooth.  Your breasts are like gazelles, twin deer feeding among the lilies.  How beautiful you are, my love;  How 
perfect you are.”   
 
They start to kiss when Fulbert enters 
 
Fulbert---     
So, how are the lessons going? 
 
Abelard slaps Heloise 
 
Abelard---    
Heloise, if you will not heed my instruction, why do I bother to teach you?! 
 
Fulbert---     
Is there a problem, Master Abelard? 
 
Abelard---    
Nothing that I can’t handle, Canon Fulbert.  Sometimes it just takes a hard hand to drive the lesson home. 
 
Fulbert---     
I apologize for interrupting.  Please continue.  (Fulbert exits) 
 
Abelard---    
Oh, my love, I am so sorry. 
 
Heloise---     
Don’t worry about it.  Your blow was as sweeter than any balm could be. 
 
Abelard---    
Heloise, I was saving this for later, but I want to give it to you now. 
 
Heloise---     
What is it? 
 
Abelard---    
A little something I wrote in your honor.  
 

 



 

Heloise---     
A love song!  Sing it for me. 
 
Abelard---  BELL’ AMOUR,  FOR YOU’RE MY LIFE, MY ANGEL;   
                  A JEWEL:  RARE AND REFINED.   
                  YOU ARE THE ONE I’VE BEEN WAITING FOR. 
                  TO YOU I PLEDGE MY LIFE.  MY HEART IS YOURS FOREVER; 
                  FOR NOW YOU HOLD THE KEYS THAT WILL CONTROL MY TRUE HAPPINESS. 
 
                  FOR WHEN WE KISS IT SEEMS LIKE WE’RE IN HEAVEN 
                  AND THE WORLD HAS MELTED ALL AWAY.   
                  AND IF I DIED IN YOUR ARMS TONIGHT I’D BE WITH YOU ETERNALLY. 
 
                  YOU ARE LOVE.  I SEE IT GLEAM IN YOUR EYES.  YOU JUST CANNOT BE REAL.   
                  NOTHING ON EARTH IS PERFECT AS YOU ARE. 
                  SO TAKE MY HAND MY LOVE.  LET’S LOVE THE NIGHT AWAY. 
                  LET’S BOTH MELT INTO ONE.  NO MORE A DREAM.  COME BE MY BELL’ AMOUR. 
 
Heloise---(taking song from him)  FOR WHEN WE KISS IT SEEMS LIKE 
                 WE’RE IN HEAVEN AND THE WORLD HAS MELTED ALL AWAY. 
 
Abelard---  AND IF I DIED IN YOUR ARMS TONIGHT 
 
Both---     I’D BE WITH YOU ETERNALLY. YOU ARE LOVE.   
                I SEE IT GLEAM IN YOUR EYES.  YOU JUST CANNOT BE REAL. 
                NOTHING ON EARTH IS PERFECT AS YOU ARE. 
                SO TAKE MY HAND, MY LOVE. (They take each other’s hands) 
                LET’S LOVE THE NIGHT AWAY.  LET’S BOTH MELT INTO ONE. 
                NO MORE A DREAM.  COME BE MY BELL’ AMOUR! 
 
                The lovers kiss.  Fade out.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

                                                          Scene 6 
   A few weeks later.  Abelard’s school where his students are anxiously awaiting for him to arrive. 
 
Gerard---         
Well, he’s late again. 
 
Philippe---       
Well, if what I’ve been hearing is true, I’d be late too if I was him. 
 
Louis---            
It’s a good thing that Canon Fulbert doesn’t believe a word of it. 
 
Gilles---            
The way he talks about them, you’d think they were both going to be canonized. 
 
Alain---            
And that doesn’t bother you? 
 
Philippe---       
What? 
 
Alain---            
All this deception.  Ever since he has been “teaching” Canon Fulbert’s niece, we’ve been pushed by the waist-side. 
 
Gilles---           
I think it’s about time Abelard sowed his oats.  It’ll be good for him. 
 
Gerard---         
Yeah, but then afterwards we’re “privileged” to hear all those damned love songs of his. 
 
Louis---            
Bad enough we hear them in here, but they’re all anyone is singing now-a-days.  It makes ya wanna throw-up. 
 
Alain---            
Don’t you think we should do something? 
 
Gerard---          
I say, no.   
 
Philippe---       
This is a passing phase.  He’ll come around sooner or later. 
 
Gilles---           
Wouldn’t you just love to be a fly on the wall and see what their doing? 
 
Gerard---          
Don’t you know.  (taking Louis who pretends to be Heloise)  Right now he probably has taken Fulbert’s niece in 
his arms and saying something, sophisticated.  (in Abelard type voice) Ah, Heloise, you are like the morning dew 
that kisses the flower on a bright, spring morning. 
 
Louis---(as Heloise)   
Oh, Master Peter, you send me. 
 
They all laugh except Alain 
 

 



 

Gerard---         COME FLY WITH ME TO CASBAH WHERE WE WILL SAIL ON AN OCEAN OF LOVE. 
                         COME FLY WITH ME TO CASBAH   
                         WHERE DIAMONDS AND DREAMS ARE MIXES THEREOF. 
                          
Philippe---       COME FLY WITH ME TO THE CASBAH 
                         WHERE ALL MEN CAN SEE A GODDESS COME TRUE. 
                         COME FLY WITH ME TO THE CASBAH, 
                         WHERE ROSES AND RUBIES ARE ALL FOR YOU. 
                          
Louis---            CAN YOU SEE THE LOVE I CAN GIVE? 
                         AND THE WAY WE SHOULD LIVE:  CHAMPAGNE EVERY DAY! 
 
Gilles---           CAN YOU FEEL THE WORLD AT YOUR FEET? 
                         YOUR LIFE SOON COMPLETE.  OH, WHAT WILL YOU SAY? 
                          
All Four---      COME FLY WITH ME TO THE CASBAH, 
                         WHERE WE WILL GLIDE ON THE SUNSHINE OF DAY. 
                         COME FLY WITH ME TO THE CASBAH, 
                         WHERE THOSE WHO WANT YOU CAN ONLY BUT PRAY. 
 
The students dance with the psudo-Heloise. 
                          
All Four---        COME FLY WITH ME TO THE CASBAH, 
                          OH, PLEASE TELL ME JUST WHAT I WANT TO HEAR. 
                          COME FLY WITH ME TO THE CASBAH, 
                          WITH YOU SO CLOSE I JUST WANT TO BE NEAR. 
                          WITH YOU SO CLOSE I JUST WANT TO BE NEAR. 
 
Abelard enters 
 
Abelard---      
Sorry I’m late.  What’s going on?  You guys deciding on a change of life style or something? 
 
Alain---          
No, they’re making a mockery of you, like you are against logic and reason. 
 
Gerard---       
Alain.... 
 
Abelard---     
What’s that supposed to mean? 
 
Alain---         
What do you think the whole city is blind to what you and Fulbert’s niece are doing?! 
  
Philippe---    
Alain, shut the hell up! 
 
Abelard---     
No, this is a school where I taught you to speak your mind and to question what your see and hear.  If you have a 
problem with me, then discuss it with me like a gentleman outside.  Gentlemen, we will back shortly. 
 
They walk outside 
 
Abelard---     
What’s on your mind? 

 



 

 
Alain---         
What is going on with you and Canon Fulbert’s niece? 
 
Abelard---     
What’s going on is that I am her instructor. 
 
Alain---         
About books or in the bed?! 
 
Abelard---     
Frankly, Alain, I don’t see where any of it is any of your damn business. 
 
Alain---      
It is my business when all you have done for the past few months is to straggle in here late with about as much 
enthusiasm as watching fruit grow rotten, your lectures are merely repetitive and all you can seem to teach us is 
about love.   
 
Abelard---   
As for my teaching, I do owe you and the rest of them my deepest apologies for that.  But for as my personal life, it 
is no one’s affair but my own. 
 
Alain---      
Some affair.  Love and science do not mix! 
 
Abelard---   
Let me put it another way, as is my relationship with Fulbert’s niece only concerns her and me, so, am I to presume 
the same with you and your sexual relationships with certain, male companions.  (Alain is speechless. Abelard 
starts to go inside the school)  Remember, Alain, “take the plank out of your own eye, and then you will see clearly 
to remove the speck from your brother’s eye.”  I’ll see you inside. (He goes into the school leaving Alain with his 
thoughts.) 
 
Alain---      HOW DID HE KNOW THIS ‘BOUT ME?  HOW COULD HE DO THIS TO ME?! 
                  OF ALL THE PEOPLE IN THE WORLD WHO LOVE HIM; 
                  OF ALL THE PEOPLE WHO WOULD DO THINGS FOR HIM; 
                  IT’S ME WHO ALWAYS HAVE BEEN THERE; 
                  TREATING HIM AS IF HE WAS A GOD!  I NOW SEE DIFFERENT. 
 
                 YOU ARE NOW A PHONY TO ME.  YOU ARE JUST A SWINDLER TO ME. 
                  I SEE THAT ALL THE WORDS YOU PREACH MEAN NOTHING. 
                 THEY’RE ONLY FILLED WITH YOUR BLIND AMBITIONS. 
                 YOU PREACH ONE THING AND DO ANOTHER. 
                 SO YOU CAN ATTAIN WHAT YOU DESIRE.  WELL, THE PARTY’S OVER! 
 
                 I’LL EXPOSE YOU FOR THE FRAUD THAT YOU REALLY ARE! 
                 AND FOR THOSE WHO FOLLOW YOU: 
                 THEY’LL LEAVE YOU IN THE DUST! 
                 YOU WILL BE THEN LEFT TO TEACH THE CREATURES OF THE EARTH. 
                 COUNT ON ME TO STILL BE THERE;  BUT JUST TO WATCH YOU FALL. 
 
                 WHO’S GOING TO SAVE YOU?  NOT ME! 
                 WHO WILL PROTECT YOU?  NOT ME! 
                 WHEN PEOPLE HEAR OF THE DISGRACE YOUR CAUSING; 
                 JUST WATCH HOW QUICKLY THEY WILL TURN THEIR FACES. 
                 INSTEAD OF PRAISES, YOU’LL BE MOCKED. 
 

 



 

Alain---     LAUGHED AT AND DESPISED BY ALL THE WORLD.    
                 YOU HAD IT COMING! 
 
                 THEN YOU’LL HAVE TO CRAWL BACK TO ME! 
                 ON YOUR KNEES YOU’LL CRAWL BACK TO ME! 
                 AND YOU’LL EXPECT ME TO SHOW YOU MERCY;  
                 TO HELP RESTORE YOU TO THE FAME THAT YOU KNEW. 
                 I’LL ONLY TURN MY FACE AWAY. 
                 LAUGHING AS YOU CRY OUT MY NAME.  BUT THERE IS NO ONE TO HEAR! 
 
                 YOU WILL SEE THEN, ABELARD, WHO’LL COME OUT IN THE END. 
                  I WILL GLADLY TAKE YOUR PLACE WHEN ALL IS SAID AND DONE. 
                  I WILL TEACH THE MULTITUDES THE TRUE PHILOSOPHY. 
                  THEN THEY ALL SHALL WORSHIP ME, WHILE YOU’RE A JADED MEMORY. 
                  
Guibert enters with Abelard’s books.  He is about to go into the school. 
 
Alain---      
Guibert.  Guibert, can you come here for a minute? 
 
Guibert---   
Alain, I don’t have your money right now, but... 
 
Alain---      
It’s not about that.  Not really.   
 
Guibert---   
Well, then make it quick.  Abelard is probably already mad that I’m late with his books. 
 
Alain---     
I wouldn’t worry about that.  Especially not after you hear the business proposition that I would like to offer you. 
 
Guibert---    
What is it? 
 
Alain---      
Now you have probably heard the stories about Abelard and Fulbert’s niece... 
 
Guibert---   
I may have heard something. 
 
Alain---     
Well, I would like to dispel any of those rumors that are circulating...to protect Abelard’s reputation and that of the 
school and you are the only one that can help me. 
 
Guibert---   
How? 
 
Alain---      
I would like you to gather information about Abelard and Fulbert’s niece;  Find out what the real story is. 
 
Guibert---   
I don’t know.  That just sounds so...dirty.  I could however, make an exception for maybe...50 besants? 
 
Alain---       
What?!  You owe me about that in gambling debts. 

 



 

 
Guibert---   
Then call it even, and you got yourself a deal. 
 
Alain---       
Deal.  (They shake hands.  Guibert runs off with the books into the school while Alain finishes his song) 
 
                 NOW THE HOUR HAS BEGUN FOR MY PLOT TO BEGIN. 
                 ABELARD, YOUR TIME HAS COME.  IT’S TIME THAT YOU MUST FALL. 
                 ALL I HAVE TO DO IS WAIT FOR MY TRAP TO BE SET. 
                 WHEN HE COMPREHENDS WHAT’S HAPPENING, 
                 IT ALL WILL BE TOO LATE!  WILL BE TOO LATE!  
                 WILL BE TOO LATE! (Laughs hysterically) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

                                                      Scene 7
In Heloise’s room that night. 
 
Abelard---    
Heloise, it’s just that the rumors that I have been hearing about us, are getting too hot now.  Your uncle will find out 
about us sooner or later, if he hasn’t already. 
 
Heloise---     
I would rather not see you because of the disgrace I may be bringing to your name than because of my uncle or 
anyone else for that matter. 
 
Enter Guibert sneaking behind their locked door. 
 
Abelard---    
Do you think I want this?!  I only think we should consider it because of the shame I am bringing you. 
 
Heloise---    
You do not shame me.  What would is if we could not be together because of other’s jealousy and callousness. 
 
Abelard---    I FEEL YOUR LOVE.  IT TOUCHES MY VERY SOUL. 
                    YOU ARE SUCH A PART OF ME;  IT’S LIKE WE WERE MEANT TO BE. 
                    THOUGH WE SHOULD HIDE ALL OUR FEELINGS FROM THE WORLD; 
                    WHAT WE SHARE IS PURE AND RIGHT;  IT’S LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 
                     
                    SO WHAT CAN WE DO?  A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN. 
                    AN OCEAN FULL OF DOUBTS AND FEARS,  
                    AND WIDE AS THE OPEN SEA. 
                    OR CAN IT BE TRUE;  A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN. 
                    I KNOW THAT WE ARE WORLDS APART, 
                    BUT LOVE MAKES OUR WORLDS ONE. 
                    THAT IS THE KEY.  THERE IS NO DOUBT, 
                    A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN FOR YOU AND ME. 
 
Heloise---     I FEEL YOUR PAIN.  THE PAIN CUTS US BOTH IN TWO. 
                     IF WE GO OUR SEPARATE WAYS THE NIGHTS WILL BE LONGER DAYS. 
                     BUT IF I DARE, IT WILL MEAN THE END FOR US. 
                     I DON’T WANT TO SAY GOODBYE.  I WON’T EVEN TRY. 
                     
                     SO WHAT CAN WE DO?  A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN. 
                     AN OCEAN FULL OF DOUBTS AND FEARS, 
                     AND WIDE AS THE OPEN SEA. 
                     DON’T LET IT BE TRUE; A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN. 
                     I FEEL MY EMOTIONS GETTING AWAY FROM ME. 
 
Heloise---    YOU HOLD THE KEY.  THERE IS NO DOUBT, 
                     A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN MEANT JUST FOR ME. 
 
Both---        THERE’S A KISS THAT IS MEANT JUST FOR ME. 
                    A KISS FROM AFFECTIONATE LIPS. 
                    A KISS THAT HAS ONLY ONE REASON: 
                    TO ANCHOR NIGHT’S TWO PASSING SHIPS. 
                    
                    BUT WHAT CAN WE DO (WHAT CAN WE DO?) 
                    A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN.  I KNOW IT’S OUR EMOTIONS, NOT JUST A FANTASY. 
                    OR CAN IT BE TRUE?  (CAN IT BE TRUE?) 

 



 

                    A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN? 
                    THOUGH WE ARE FROM TWO DIFFERENT WORLDS,      
                    OUR LOVE JOINS US AS ONE. 
                    THAT IS THE KEY!  THERE IS NO DOUBT, 
                    A KISS ACROSS THE OCEAN:  FOR YOU AND ME.   
                     
Start of the ballet.  Love scene between Abelard and Heloise where it will explain how the two will break 
away from natural convention and fly into each other’s arms where they will eventually end up in bed 
together. 
 
It will start with Abelard’s students on SL and Aveline, Fulbert and nuns on SR with dancing Abelard and 
Heloise in the middle.  Both sides will see Abelard and Heloise dancing together, having fun, and eventually 
kissing.  Both sides break them up and bring them to their prospective sides.  The students almost yearn for 
Abelard’s words while Alain will yearn for Abelard himself - even with some suggestive actions that Alain 
will be giving to Abelard that they should make love to each other.  Heloise will be taunted by Fulbert, 
Aveline, and the nuns from her past.  Then the two sides will start dancing around feverishly about the two 
until Abelard and Heloise break free and join in the middle.  The families, students fade away.  Alain reaches 
out one final time to Abelard, but is ignored and Alain mischievously goes over to Fulbert, put his arm 
around him and they talk on the way out, but before they do, Alain shoots a glance over to where the now 
Guibert is, motioning him to keep an eye on the lovers.  The lovers then go into their love dance.  You then see 
Guibert spying on them and watching them go into bed.  Ballet ends.  Guibert runs into the garden from SR 
where he sees Aveline sitting crocheting SL on a bench.  He is running to tell what he has seen to Alain until... 
 
Aveline---     
Guibert.  Where are going in such a hurry? 
 
Guibert who by now is very horny from watching what has happened between Abelard and Heloise, tries to 
think of an excuse and maybe have a better idea of his own. 
 
Guibert---    
Actually, I was coming to see you. 
 
Aveline---   
That’s good, because I’ve been meaning to apologize for the way I acted when you first got here.  Running away 
from you and all that. 
 
Guibert---   
That’s all right. 
 
Aveline---   
Now what did you want to see me about? 
 
Guibert---   
Aveline, you know how when two people are thrown together by chance that sometimes there’s a spark between 
them that gets ignited and rises into a burning flame that only be quenched by endless passion mixed with countless 
screaming outbursts of lust and ecstasy?  (pause to give Aveline a chance to give a look of utter confusion)  
Screw it, I want you, I mean...I love you! 
 
Aveline---   
What?! 
 
Guibert---    
I love you! 
 
Aveline---    
When did this all come about? 

 



 

 
Guibert---(looking down at crotch)    
Actually, it just recently came up.   
                   
Aveline---    
We hardly know each other. 
 
Guibert---   
Give me about eight minutes and I’ll change that. 
 
Aveline---   
What about all of Abelard’s so-called left-overs? 
 
Guibert---    
I haven’t been with anyone in months since Abelard and Heloise have been doing the bone dance.  C’mon, let’s you 
and me strike up a band section of our own. 
 
Chasing her. 
 
Aveline---    
Guibert!  Are you drunk? 
 
Guibert---     
Yes, I’m drunk with your beauty, and now I want to get totally smashed with your kisses on my lips.  
 
Aveline---      
Oh, my God... 
 
She starts to run again, but Guibert grabs her 
 
Guibert---         COULD I BE A LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU 
                         THAT I LOVE LOOKING IN YOUR EYES. 
                         COULD I BE A LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU 
                         WHEN YOU SMILE, IT BRIGHTENS UP THE SKIES. 
                         WOULD I BE LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU 
                         THAT THE BIRDS SING JUST FOR YOU. 
                         WOULD I BE A LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU 
                         I’LL COMPLETELY LOVE YOU THROUGH AND THROUGH. 
                          
                         FOR ONE BRIEF MOMENT IN ALL OF TIME BEAUTY WAS CREATED; 
                         NOW WON’T YOU BE MINE. 
                         THE ANGELS DID MORE THAN MAKE A DREAM COME TRUE. 
                         NO, NOTHING CAN TOP GOD’S CREATION OF YOU. 
                         
                         COULD I BE A LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU 
                         THAT YOU’RE LOVELY WITHOUT A DOUBT. 
                         COULD I BE LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU 
                         YOUR BEAUTY FLOWS FROM INSIDE-OUT. 
                         WOULD I BE A LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU, 
                         YOUR BEAUTY TAKES MY BREATH AWAY. 
                         WOULD I BE LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU, 
                         WITH YOU, I’D LOVE TO HIT THE HAY. 
                          
                         FOR ONE BRIEF MOMENT IN ALL OF TIME BEAUTY WAS CREATED; 
                         NOW WON’T YOU BE MINE. 
                         THE ANGELS DID MORE THAN MAKE A DREAM COME TRUE. 

 



 

                         NO, NOTHING CAN TOP GOD’S CREATION OF YOU. 
                          
                          TONIGHT, IT IS OURS. 
                          NO ONE EXISTS, THERE’S ONLY YOU AND ME.                          
                          IF YOU BE THE LOCK AND I BE THE KEY, 
                          I SAY, LET’S START A FAMILY TREE. 
                          OH, MADEMOISELLE, 
 
                          I DO KNOW A SPOT THAT IS THE VERY BEST. 
                          SO PLEASE COME WITH ME, AND THEN YOU WILL SEE 
                          I’LL LOVE YOU ABOVE ALL THE REST! 
 
Guibert finally catches her and dances with her. 
 
                         COULD I BE LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU 
                         THAT YOU’LL NEVER BE LOVED LIKE THIS. 
                         COULD I BE A LIAR WHEN I TELL YOU 
                         I’LL DIE IF I DON’T GET ONE KISS. 
                         SO WILL YOU COME WITH ME AND SEE 
                         HOW A REAL MAN CAN MAKE LOVE. 
                         SO WILL YOU COME WITH ME AND SEE 
                         THAT TONIGHT WE TWO CAN BE AS ONE.  
                          
                         FOR ONE BRIEF MOMENT IN ALL OF TIME BEAUTY WAS CREATED; 
                         NOW WON’T YOU BE MINE. 
                         THE ANGELS DID MORE THAN MAKE A DREAM COME TRUE. 
                         NO, NOTHING CAN TOP GOD’S CREATION OF YOU. 
                         NO, NOTHING CAN TOP.  NO, NOTHING CAN TOP, 
                         NO, NOTHING CAN TOP GOD’S CREATION OF YOU 
 
The two start to wildly make love when Fulbert enters and catches them in the act. 
 
Fulbert---         
Oh, my God!   
 
Guibert and Aveline---(shocked)   
Canon Fulbert! 
 
Fulbert---         
What do you two think you’re doing!   Where is your Master? 
 
Guibert---        
He’s with Heloise.  (Realizing what he just said and jumps in front of him)  But I wouldn’t go in there if I were 
you. 
 
Fulbert---        
Why?  Are you afraid of what might happen when I tell him just what you two have been up to?  Aveline, I’m 
especially ashamed of you! 
 
Aveline---        
Well... 
 
Fulbert---         
Get out of my way! 
 
 

 



 

Guibert---         
I can’t let you do that. 
 
Fulbert---      
Get the hell out of my way you stupid, good-for-nothing serf! 
 
Guibert---(moving slowly out of the way and somewhat cocky)   
Whatever you say Canon Fulbert. 
 
Fulbert---(going up towards Heloise’s room)   
Master Peter!  Master Peter!  (opens the door and spots them in bed)  Oh my God!  No!  No!!!!!!!!!!! 
 
He runs out of the room, pushing Guibert to one side and tripping over Aveline, falling from the stairs onto 
the floor, unconscious.  Everyone rushes to his side.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 


