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Prologue.

Time. Immediately after the Ice Age when Britain was still part of the continent of Europe.

The Waves enter.

Over and under! Over and 0n!

The sun comes up and the night is gone;

Come sisters! Let us shake up the face of the sea!

Let us put on our jewels and comb out our hair 

And choose our robes with extra care!

Let us dress in rich colours with mantillas of lace 

Which fall onto the shoulders and show up the face

(Grouped round a rock, they dress, comb their hair and pass a mirror

from one to the other)

With eddies and races, now plaited, now curled,

Let our fathoms of beauty be known to the world;

Let the winds carry the fame of the waters

And the price of the Sea King's virgin daughters.

The Sea King enters and tells his daughters that while resting in a cave the idea came to him that, if he could cut a channel between this projection of land and the continent, he would

save a great deal of travelling and time and he has come to meet the son of the land, the Briton, to make him a proposal.

So now that you realise the point of this meeting

Will you call to the landman and give him my greeting.

Waves.

Son of the land! leave the lambs to the sheep!

Come down to the sand! leave the fields where you reap! 

Briton. Tell me, Waves of the Sea, what your king requires?

What have I got that he desires?

Waves  Passage and tide rights! 0 son of the land!

Briton.  I am only a shepherd that watches the Downs

And wraps the lambs when a cloudlet frowns;

I am only a ploughman behind the ox

Claiming tilth from reeds and rocks;

I am only a man that clings to the land

And the words of the sea I can't understand 

The Sea King.

Your peninsular here is not only unsightly

But a tiresome obstruction. I would carve a channel

From the west to the east

Through the chalk which in time you'll not miss in the least,

Sever the neck from sea to sea

Setting the base of the triangle free,

A short-cut between the north and my western ocean. 

Briton.

You’d leave you an island flung out from the main

Wrenched from the breast where I long have lain?

Sea King.

           I'd make you an island! and make you a man!

For if you concur in this admirable plan

You will not only grow up and become independent

But I will assure you protection and peace.

Will you accept and strike this down?

            Twenty miles of your chalk estates

The least that would warrant the working of straights

And the holiest feast of the years will be

The day that the man kept tryst with the sea.

 Briton

It is hard, 0 king, to decide so soon

On a change that is great as a flight to the moon;

T         It  is hard to resist, yet hard to make sure

           Tell me how long this pact will endure? 

            Sea King.

           As long as God sustains the opinion

That the whole of the globe is the sea's dominion. 

Briton.

Then that will be forever or later?

   for nothing on earth can ever be greater. 

    Waves.

   You will never regret! You will soon rejoice

At the shape of the set; and the fall of the choice

For the island that trusts in the might of the sea

Will grasp the earth and shake it free!

Briton

Take my land, 0 king

Twenty miles from shore to shore. 

Sea king.

        Waves of my body! advance where we stand!

        Measure the reach and claim the land.

The Waves start digging but stop when the landman accuses them of cheating, of taking too much but when the length of a nautical mile is explained and a compromise is reached, they dig again.

Sea King.

Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! I like this man.

I will take him and teach him the full sea-span

Of a full sea-mile. Come hack daughters, and rest.

I will give him a sail to set and test.

He shall learn to rig and trim and splice

And cling to the yards with a grip of a vice,

Be given the dog-watch and haul the keel,

Fasten a hatch and be strapped to the wheel

And then I will take him away with me

And show him the roads and paths of the sea 
        Waves.

We will take him to sea! We will launch his boat. 

Sea king.

Man of the Isle! I will make you a sailor!

The soil shall no longer be your gaoler!

Let the old men till and the women reap,

Let the children glean and the babies sleep.

Come away! come away! come away with me

Turn from the land and take to the sea 

Briton.

Lay me a keel; never withdraw;

Take me and teach me the craft and the law;

Give me wealth and give me power;

To the door of the future  give me the key;

I will come! I will come! I will come to the sea!

 Sea King.

I will bring you adventurous blood from the north

To harden the oak of your going forth;

From the south I will bring you laws, thoughts and equations

The treasures of less favoured nations;

I will furnish your house from the earth's archives

And I'll give you as well my daughters for wives. 

        Briton

Lie by my keel; and lie by my shore;

Love and reject not the skin nor the core;

And I will be true till the axe fells the tree

Now let me embrace my brides of the sea. 

Waves

Draw up the sheets of the nuptial bed

So white and fine, in the temple spread;

Cover the host of the priest's oblation

And screen the world from the consummation;

The seed of the two shall none resist,

Crown the brow with a wreath of mist

Veil the shrine and stitch the key,

T'is the marriage night of the Isle and the Sea

Act I Scene I. Coronation Day. May 1911. Outside Westminster Abbey.

The West Door can be seen above the heads of the crowd which, held back by a cordon of police and a line of soldiers waits for King George and Queen Mary to emerge after their crowning. Lamp-posts are festooned with boys, window-sills, walls, niches and roof4ops are hung, draped and decorated with people.

This, the opening scene of the modern drama, is a picture of England at the beginning of our century; a picture of Great Britain and the Empire on 'the holiest feast of the years', the coronation of their king - a hundred million years maybe, from the day when the isle 'kept tryst with the sea'. All the promises and prophecies have been fulfilled; a rich and powerful nation appears before us, greatest of the empires of the world and the crowd which throngs beneath its shrine together with their sons and brothers from the four quarters of the globe, are the sum, and substance of its Common people; each one fashioned by the sea, upright, steady, humorous, kindly, obstinate and brave, whose forbears sailed away to make those promises come true and upon whom, now, the power and glory rest

Ml classes, all races, all colours. all creeds pass across the stage; occasionally a grumbling word from a business-man, a scuffle with an Irishman, the passing of a band of Suffragettes reveal for an instant the underlying troubles and struggles of the nation but, generally speaking, the mood of the crowd is one ofjollity, humour and infinite confidence

When the guns in Tower Hill and in all the cities of Britain and the Empire have fired their salutes and the Church bells are ringing round the world in one great peal of unison and thanksgiving, the King and Queen, with their train, appear before their people on the steps of the Abbey. Hats go up and cheers. 'God Save the King' strikes up and reverently the crowd lifts its voice in faith, hope and praise. Then the King and Queen enter the gold coach and the great procession forms up and moves away.

For the rest of the day the streets are thronged with people - hurrying, sauntering, idling,

 rollicking - until night comes, the light fails and a lamplighter enters. He pulls each chain,

A

thrusts his hooded flare up to each mantle and the soft yellow light of the old gas lamps illumines the scene; the streets begin to empty, a coster cart rallies by noisily, its feathered, pearly occupants singing gaily as it passes; two sailors, the last of all the stragglers, come and go; on the steps of the West Door two urchins sleep

1st Sailor. So the watch is changed mate 

 2nd Sailor. Aye ,Aye! Eight bells! and a man from the quarter-deck goes to the helm. 

 1st Sailor. The King's watch! And all's well!

(The Waves enter)

We have seen him crowned! The Fifth of his Name!

And time is wound to a sash of fame;

The Sceptre and Orb we have seen him take

And the thirst of the earth we have seen him slake.

He ascends the throne which is greater than any

On a pillow of stone he will dream for the many

And speak with the voice which is given to kings

Of the bond which extends through the gamut of things (They divide into four parts)

From fabulous cities like hanging sky-baskets;

From praries and lakes that pour wealth from their caskets;

Across from the rising half- blown west

We have brought full ships to touch his breast. 

        (They come from the east, the west and the south)

Break, sisters, break! Break again in your joy!

For today did the whole world bend its knee

To the King of the Isle that is wed to the Sea.

The Sea King.

All that I promised he has now received

We have ranged the waters and tapped for the earth

As blindmen tap the curb for its worth;

When his sail has been stripped from it stalk like a petal

He has never turned back nor abated his mettle;

We have sworn on the anchor and sought for the Grail

Of tenuous life on the harbourless trail

Waves.    Break, sisters, break! break the words of the hymnals!

Let the organ4ofts shake; clash together like cymbals

Break we our praise on bended knee

T'is the crowning day of the Isle and the Sea!

Act I. Scene 2.

The King's room in Buckingham palace.

Two elder statesmen, in the confidence of the King, enter with Major Humphrey Barnacle, an equerry. He leaves them and they talk.

Lord Landsdowne. The news this morning brings it all to a head. He must now call for a Dissolution or demand a Referendum.

Lord Esher. If he assents he will be dismembering the Empire. If he dissolves Parliament on his own initiative there will be civil war - and out of civil war 4evolution. An alarming dilemma!

Lord Landsdowne. Perhaps. But in view of the news from the Curragh what have we to fear from civil war. The army is with us and Wilson will come out with the main of it 

Lord Esher. How strange it is that Ireland, bound so close should give us so much trouble.

Lord Landsdowne. I would willingly let Ireland go for all the good it does us. It's the other things bobbing on the surfaces of life today - liberalism, Fabianism, Socialism - that we fight; not raw rag- picking Ireland. Since Lloyd George compelled the King to cut our veins and turn us into staring wax-works, I maintain our power reverts back to the crown and, though the Welshman laughs, we still have wits enough to tip the King to use it. Lord Esher. Which will be deemed unconstitutional.

(The King enters. The two statesmen are greeted cordially.)

  The King   You have the news from Ireland?

   Lord Esher  We have, indeed, Sir It is grave but good.

   The King.  Good in a  sense, yes, although it in no way helps the situation and my

    position is  as difficult as ever.

Lord Landsdown. If I may contradict you, Sir, your position is at last made clear to you.

The King.   To me, this mutiny of officers at the Curragh merely precipitates the hour of

decision. You know that I am seeing Asquith this morning?

Lord Esher. We know that, Sir. And he will ask for the Assent.

Lord Landsdowne.

Carson is impregnable in Ulster, Sir,

Bonar Law and Halsbury, pocketing

Their prudence, side with him and publicly

Aver that you can revive and exercise

The veto; the mutiny today is proof

The Army has defied the government

And will not march on Ulster;

For thc  pcople and the Empire we can vouch;

Thc Curragh camp has givcn you your answcr.

.

The King.

If I give them the Assent

And the Irish Home Rule Bill comes into force

I shall unseal that door which lets in foreign draught,

Ideas, and rough accents from the streets

Which should be kept shut.

If I refuse, assume unconstitutional powers,

Throw out the Bill and play the despot,

I likewise risk the Crown and the estates of England.

Lord Esher.

Sir, one way is wrong; the other so difficult

That no one but Your majesty would dare to choose it.

Lord Landsdowne

Sir, the mandate once more lines the crown!

You can dismiss your ministers ,dissolve Parliament,

Send out a proclamation to the people and on a platform

Of Emergency and Royal Prerogative. issue

The parish writs for new elections - and the nation

And the Empire  will approve.

Do not scruple. Rule us, Sir!

The King.

Flout the Constitution, lock  the gates of Westminster

And risk another Runneymede!

Do you really believe I should?

Lord Esher..

To rescue greatness Sir, you must risk greatly.

      (The King rises. They go. Sir Charles Cust, an old friend and Equerry-in-Waiting enters)

The King.(dreamily) Charles...

Sir Charles.

Yes, Sir...?

The King.

Do you remember the first day

We went to sea together? and

In the ward4oom, when we'd talked of dogs

And guns and partridge drives and made good friends,

You said to me, your father' II be the king

Some day' and I replied, yes, but never me

'Ihank god! I'm just the second son and I

Can be a sailor!' Ihen Clarence died

Sir Charles. I do, Sir,

The King.

There’s a tough breeze blowing in the Solent now.

And Brittania, luffing hard, a starb7d hccl,

And fighting for thc hclm, can put thc Nccdles

Well abaft her beam in a single tack.

I am a sailor, Charles, and a damned good one!

But I'm a damned bad king.

Sir Charles.

She snuffs about! Take the helm, Sir, And navigate this other grand unruptured barque.

        (The Prime Minister, Mr Asquith and Mr Lloyd George enter. The King rises from his desk and greets  

           them politely but coldly)

The King.

You come to discuss the news from Ireland?

Mr Asquith.

Yes, Sir. We take a grave view of what has happened

A mutiny among the forces of the Crown

Is treason, Sir, and in any other circumstances

The offenders would be tried and condemned.

But rumour has it that they drum the orders

Of the King - in defiance of the peoples' government.

You know, Sir, what faction means? The republican

And  monarchic issues flung out for resolution

In the tearing miseries of civil war.

The King.

And so you conic to ask for the Assent which

In accordance with the  Constitution as

II has been worked in modem times - I am

Obliged to give.

(After a long and acrimonious discussion, he rises. Asquith, distraught, also rises and Lloyd George.)

The King.

You shall have my answer - today.

(They move towards the door. On reaching it, Asquith turns).

Sir, the country waits.

(Sir Charles re-enters) 

The Archbishop is here, Sir.

The King   (brought abruptly back to the day's cares)

The Archbishop! Oh, yes ,yes. bring him in

At least he is a friend who'll shuffle something

Else off his withers.

Sir Charles.

Welsh Disestablishment, Sir.

The King.

Lloyd George washed back.

(Dr Cosmo Gordon Lang, Archbishop of Canterbury enters. The King greets him

warmly. They talk of Church affairs. Then the Archbishop reports upon his audience

with the Prince of Wales in his rooms in Oxford. The prince's friends and lifc-stylc

of which he disapproves!

No cushioned rites, no folded prayers, no Word

No Grace, no Church –no God!

Should all this be allowed to touch the coming

Manhood of your son – and England’s future king?

           (He ends by assuring the King that when the Home Rule Bill comes up before the House of Lords

             the Bishops will obstruct it once more.

.   The Queen enters and says how happy David is at Oxford.)

The King.

He will be leaving Oxford soon.

The Queen

He still has another year there.

The King.

That is my decision - which the Archbishop approves. 

     (The Queen is shocked and bewildered.)

(Musingly) I have stepped the quarters of my deck

Until I knew the very caulking and

The number of its seams; I have stared into

The fog until its luciferic whiteness

Seared my eyes; and pictures, prodded up

From sailor' graves, came through onto the stretchered canvas;

I have reckoned by my log, I've hugged my compass,

And I've sounded all the shallows and the deeps,

I have listened to the men to get my bearings –

And still I did not know where I was cast

And then, a skiff of tender wind came by

And fluttered for an instant in the mains'I of my mind

And jerked tile helm a few degrees;

And how it lay me did I set my course

And entering my cabin, I knew that god would do tile rest. 

     ( Fully conscious again)

I shall not give them the Assent today.

I will call a conference in the palace

Of representatives from all the camped 

And scowling parties  and I shall preside myself

And although this is an absolute departure

From all precedent and practise,

I shall not infringe the Constitution

Nor offend within the State; and I

Shall see if a constitutional monarch may

Not still be king enough to save his country's

Honour and its peace... and David must leave Oxford.

(The Queen looks startled and unhappy. A gleam of satisfaction lights the face of the Archbishop before he bows his head and his lips move in prayer)

Act I. Chorus to Scene 2. The Waves enter.

We have heard what he said; we have seen what he saw,

And faith has fled to his open door;

On the shingle bells let us beat out a song

And sweeten the air - for something is wrong.

The Sea King enters.

Thoughts and ideas which travel by air

Have blown over my head and caught in the hair

Of  those who swing in a town-barred cage

And work at machines for a weekly wage,

Who have never seen grass, nor built in a tree

Nor pecked in the earth, nor made love to the Sea;

And these troublesome pains have upset have upset for awhile

The health and the looks of my favourite Isle. 

           (The mists enter)

Mists.

Rolled from the north, losing weight in our hurry,

Begging lifts from the winds and grown whiter with worry,

We heard through the Air that the isle was in trouble

That some corn had been cut and burnt down to the stubble;

We will empty the dew of our hearts on the fields

And moisten the parch that has blistered the wealds;

In a quilted house, laved and kissed,

Drink of the calm that drips from the mist

Act I. Scene 3. Short comedy

th

Time.  11.30 pm on August 4th 1914.

Place. A corridor in Buckingham Palace.

Augusta, Duchess of Dartington, Lady-Waiting to the Queen, enters and walks majestically along. Major Barnacle, Equerry to the King and an unctuous, self-important person enters. They gossip for awhile - then pause.

Major Barnacle

How exhausting it is having to wait up for this wretched Ultimatum. In  any case, we can't go to war until tomorrow morning and it's long past the time when I'm usually in bed. Duchess.

I shouldn't mind a little war one bit. It would make something else to talk about at dinner. I just haven't got another clever thing to say about Ireland. It's been altogether over-talked. 

Major Bamacle.(looking at his watch)

My dear Duchess, it will be midnight in twenty minutes. I must be ready. At my post.

If it does expire  I shall be needed.

        (They stroll along)

Duchess .

I'm afraid it will all come to nothing and I shall have to go to Scotland after all, and pretend I love the moors and adore the smell of heather and sit on tartan all the time and be woken by those ghastly pipes and have to drink their horrid water that hasn't any alkhali and think of something new to say about Ireland 

Major Bamacle.(whispers) There's the Prince!

Duchess. I thought he was with them in the drawing room.

Major Barnacle. He has his hat on. He's slipping out into the garden.

Duchess. An assignation!

Major Barnacle. I must find out.

(With their eyes popping out, they hurry along.)

Act I Scene 4

Time. ~ 1914.

Place. The drawing room on the first floor of Buckingham Palace

The King and Queen, the Princess Royal ,the Archbishop and other personages and Sir Charles Cust are waiting for the Ultimatum to expire. They talk, tell jokes and laugh nervously

The King

If the army has to fight in France.

Shall we have Ireland, like a frayed

And spiteful woman on our backs? Or can

I gamble on the weather and profit from

The storm and once again refuse them the Assent?

Lord Esher.

A foreign war ,Sir, not too near to be

Upsetting, yet near enough to be exciting

Would show that even Liberals, when the cards

Have turned the play onto their private takings,

Can be more careful than humane.

And as for Ireland - a handsome garrison

In Dublin would keep her amorous and quiet;

While a successful war would renew the stanchions of

The monarchy and unroll the Constitution

Less sensitive and touchy

The Queen.

However far away, or right, or quickly over,

War is the savage breaking out

Of all the human passions

And there is nothing we can do but trust

In God and remember to be faithfiil  to our oaths.

Archbishop.

Those words, Ma'am, are indeed commendable.

The King.

So long as the majority put all their faith

And pride in the Constitution as it is,

So long must we cherish and deliver it

With all our little works and trinkets to

Our sons - stronger than we found it.

      (Shouting can be heard)

The Queen. There’s that shouting again

Lord Derby.  The crowd is collecting 

      (Sir Charles goes to the window .The King looks at his watch)

The King.

Three minutes more!

Each one stooping with the weight

Of sixty seconds worth of Hope and the cross

That Adam made to stretch the figure of Despair.

Once, kings went to wars, often of

Their own distempered making; now, they're left

Behind, left with the women to keep their places

Spread, to wait, to weep until the men return.

Give me a ship and once out beyond the straits

Into the roads and sailing tracks

That English keels have furrowed

And I will hoist my standard!

(Big Ben chimes out. All become tense. Then the tolling of midnight)

The Ultimatum has expired!

The Queen.

There may have been an answer. We can't be sure yet.

(Lord Stamfordham, the King's secretary, enters.)

Lord Stamfordham.

A message from the Foreign Office, Sir.

The Ultimatum to Germany expired at midnight without reply.

The King.

We are at war!

The Queen.

Our dear, dear country!

Archbishop.

Almighty God Who has never ceased to furnish us Thy mercies and Thy favours,

we beseech Thee to look down upon Thy sorely troubled people and to bestow once more

Thy blessing and assistance in this their darkest hour of need. Amen.

General murmur. Amen. (A pause)

The King.

Anything else, Henry?

Lord Stamfordham,

Yes, Sir. The Prime Minister, the Foreign Secretary and the Chancellor have left Downing

Street and are on their way. Mobilisation Orders have gone out and troops are already

moving. Reports from Brussels state that the German Army continues its advance into

Belgium and that the fortress of Liege has fallen.

That is all for the moment, Sir.

The Queen. (Aside to Lord Stamfordham)

Has David been with you?

Stamfordhain.

No. Ma'am, I thought he was up here.

(The prime Minister, Mr Asquith, the Foreign Secretary, Sir Edward Grey and Mr Lloyd George enter)

The King.

I congratulate you, Asquith, on your statesmanship. An d you, Grey, upon your

Splendid lead to parliament At what time was the Declaration sent?

Sir Edward.

The Declaration was despatched at one minute

After midnight, Sir; French mobilisation

Is complete and troops are moving towards

II

The frontier; despite most brave resistance from

The Serbs and Croats, the Austrians continue

Their advance through Serbia; Russian troops

Press southwards rapidly and contact on

The eastern front should be gained

At any moment; the ponderous German Army

In the west which pivots upon Switzerland

And stretches north up to the sea, wheels

with hideous velocity through Belgium.

'The lamps are going out all over Europe'

(They all talk until the door bursts open and the Prince of Wales enters)

The Prince

(Impulsively) Father!

The King.

(Severely) Where have you been, David? Your mother has been worrying.

Prince. Out, sir.

The King.

Out where?

Prince.

Just out, sir.

The King

That is no answer. You leave us on our way up from the terrace without saying

What you mean to do, and then return upon your pleasure with an explanation

Like that. Answer me, David, where have you been?

The Prince

Sir,

I have been out in the streets among the people,

Pushed and pressed, waiting for the news to break,

Listening to the things which they were saying

And feeling as they feel; and when it came,

Waving and cheering and right below these windows

Calling out for you

They were cursing, bragging, crying and praying

And I was proud to be among them

The King

Have you not learnt, David, that you cannot

Go out into the public streets like that?

The Prince

But this is war-night, sir

The King.

When discipline grows tighter than before.

You are not quite yourself now. You had better

Go to your room

The Prince.

Father, 1 want to go to France with

The Expeditionary force; and not just on

The staff behind the lines but with the troops

Out at the front. I want to fight!

The King.

Preposterous! Your life is not your own; you have

To do what your country prescribes for you;

Must I tell you once again that the heir Apparent

May not fiddle with his leisure nor

Be feckless with his life!

The Prince

I')

I know! I know! But what does it matter

When I have four brothers  - the Succession

Will not be in danger!

The King.(growing more and more angry)

Your fighting, David, will be done at home

Where I do mine.

The Prince.

Father, let me go!

I only ask what kings and fathers have always

Granted with a kiss and blessing.

On the forcing fields of France, the Richards and

The Henrys and the Edwards plucked their names

And fenced their thrones and worked the pomp

And primacy of England; let me go

And try to do the same!

The King.

To your room, David!

(The prince darts to the windows and flings them open again. The shouts of the crowd enter the room and in the distance, Above the clamour, the singing of Elgar's 'Pomp & Circumstance March' can be heard)

The Prince.

Listen!

They thunder out an anthem like the lusty bowmen

Round the camp-fires before Agincourt and Crecy;

They raise their hands and faces as

The levies raised their muskets and waited

For their captains to unleash the fire at Blenheim;

And they'll march to the drums and fifes with their Colours

Just as gamely as their forbears marched to Waterloo

And they're calling for their king to reach them love

And splice their courage as they've called on every

Stormy birth-night of our history - and for their

Prince to go with them.

The King.

You will stay and play at soldiers here by me.

Ranting heroics like some long-haired acting scamp

Upon a stage! Were you younger

This pretty passion could be cooled out of

Your system by a handsome thrashing.

Get back to the school-room and learn the alphabet

Of discipline and service once again

And then wait until your orders come. Don't try

To issue them yourself.

The Prince.

And I thought, this time, you would be pleased (He turns to the Prime Minister)

What do you think the country would say, Mr Asquith?

Asquith.

I fear, sir, it would be more grieved than pleased

To see you risk your life - so promising and precious –

In modem war.

The Prince.

Will anyone in England ever answer ‘yes’?

The King.

To your room, David.

The Prince.

No, sir! I shall go to Lord Kitchener!

He's a soldier and will understand and let me go.

Sir Charles. (standing near the windows)

The people are still waiting

    (The King walks out onto the balcony. The Queen follows

     A roar from the crowd. The first bars of  ‘O God our Help in Ages past’ is sung

     fading into the distant playing  of  ‘Rule Brittania’.)

Final Chorus to Act I.

Time. Immediately following the last scene.

The Waves and the Sea King are discovered asleep On the horizon a light as of a great

conflagration can be seen. The noise of distant gun-fire, the playing of Rule Brittania and the shouting of the crowds disturbs them.

lst Wave (half awake)

Wind be still! Shade that light!

In summer we all like to sleep at night. (She sleeps again)

d

2nd Wave. (waking)

Did you say war? Or have l been dreaming?

3rd Wave

Is somebody quarrelling? I thought I heard screaming! 

.

1st Wave

Mothers are fearful and lovers are sighing,

And the old give advice and the children are crying!

2nd Wave.

Summer was gay when we went to sleep, What has made her hide and weep?

(Now fully roused, the Chorus divides)

 1stPart.

She has been caught and held and raped!

2nd Part

The passions of men have all escaped

1st Part.

Their gods are telling them all to win!

2nd part

The sphinx should tell them how to begin.

Full Chorus

For Peace has broken away from Law

And the
whole of the earth has gone to war! 

(The Sea King wakes)

SeaKing.

What is all this great commotion?

Is my wife, the Moon, upsetting the Ocean?

lA

I was just dreaming while you were all singing 

That she had become so cosy and clinging

(He grumbles on about his unrequited love until his daughters interrupt him)

 1st~ Wave.

Father, you've been grumbling like that for a thousand years

2 nd  Wave.

While you have been sleeping the world has caught fire

 1st   Wave.

And the whole of the earth has gone to war!

2 nd Wave.

The clocks have stopped! Get out of your bed!

Sea King

I knew that would happen sooner or later

When the Isle had grown great and someone was jdalous

. (He draws himself up)

Men of the Land and waves of the Sea!

Be it known that I hold the strategical key!

Fetch my horses and fetch my crown,

Fetch my trident and sceptre down!

I will rally the seas from pole to pole

And set my traps on rock and shoal,

I will nip the waves with an after-squall

And fling them higher than China's wall

And my capital strength and design shall be

For the isle that has ever kept faith with me!

So away to the war my turbulent daughters!

Full Chorus.

Push for a place; and dive to the front

Think of the past; of the size of our love;

Like the sail to the mast; like the hand to the glove;

Think of the nights that we've lain together

Think of the seed that our love has scattered;

Think of the vows which have crossed our lips

And the faith that is stowed in the holds of ships!

(They divide and tell how they will bring their sons from all quarters of the globe)

Although it is wrong, there's joy in a fight,

When love is strong and we are right;

For it stirs up streams that we thought were wrung

And we flow as we did when we were young

(The Sea King tells the long, tumultuous story of the world and the final story of

 invention which has reduced his domination)

I'll fight with the earth and I'll fight with the air

And I'll turn if I must on the solar pair,

Till the name of the world is Ichabod

And to end it all I will fight with God!

So take leave of your joys and make ready to struggle,

On, daughters, on for the Isle and the Sea!

Full chorus.

Faster, still faster! Spreading wreck and disaster!

Sea King.

To a pardon or truce we will never agree!

On, daughters on, for the Isle and the Sea!

Full chorus.

Strip the land of its life! Break the backs of the ships!

Split open, suck down, crush the good with the bad,

For the year has struck and the world is mad!

Break on the past! and break on tomorrow!

The new will be cast out of joy and sorrow!

If the leaves shake down from the solar tree,

Break till they fall for the Isle and the Sea!

Act II, Scene 1.

Time. 10.50 am. on November 11 th 1918.

Place. Outside Buckingham palace. It is a foggy autumn day.

Some wounded Tommies in hospital blue, a few children and several women loiter

before the railings waiting, as they always do, for the King and Queen to pass in or out

A policeman strolls up and down; a squad of W.A.A.C's march smartly by. They are all

hoping for an Armistice.

Many of the Coronation Day characters reappear; but now, a grim strained look is in every face. Each man or woman serves, or has served; they stroll by on a few god-given hours of leave from the mud and blood-soaked trenches of Flanders, they hobble in on crutches ; are guided blind, come nerve shattered; or bent and broken with grief All are the same - yet all are changed; for all have lived through fire and tribulation and those for whom we still wait -are dead. These are the common people of Britain after four years of war

(Ma. hurries on, flustered. She is in black. A medal is pinned to her coat.) 

Policeman.

G'mornin', mother 

Ma.

'as 'e bin out yet?.

 Policeman 

Not as yet, mother

Ma. 

That late lam I thought I'd miss 'im. Such a pile of washin' I 'ad this mornin' ,an' that stuff what Mr Lloyd George calls soap! Lor' bless me, can I make it lather.

(Susan and John enter. He is blind.)

Susan,

Now we're in front of the Palace, dear. There's quite a crowd waiting for a glimpse of the

King and Queen. Most of them are in hospital blue. There's a poor man without any legs -in

a wheel-chair. (she looks into his face to see if this has taken him out of himself at all) Shall

We stop until the King come out? . They say he's aged a lot.

John. (wearily)

Just as you like, Susan.

Ma.

I come 'ere every day, mum.

Susan.

Do you?

Ma.

Every day, Mum, in the 'ope of seein' the King, God bless 'im. 'e knew my poor Bert, 'e did.

E' thought a lot of 'im. 'E give 'im a medal before 'e was killed. 'e was only eighteen, mum,

'an 'e was orl I 'ad an' when the King do come bye ‘e  allus looks at me an' raises 'is 'and to

'is cap an' salutes me. This is the medal, mum. (She holds it out)

Susan.

It's the Military medal.

(Fragments of talk as the characters pass or press against the railings. Aussies,

Americans, spinsters with their knitting, Jocks with their souvenirs, eccentrics with their

information. After a long wait the paper-boys enter shouting)

Boys

Armistice signed! Fighting stops! End of the war!.

(People are kissing, hugging, crying, flinging up their caps, dancing, mad with excitement

Crowd.

The end! Its over! Peace! Lloyd George has won the war! The end...!

A voice.

Where's 'is Majesty?

Another.

Call for the King!

Crowd.

The King!

A voice.

And Lloyd George!

Crowd.

Lloyd George! The King! The Queen!

Voices.

And the Prince! We want the Prince!

Crowd.

The Prince! We want the Prince!

Voices.

They're opening the windows! They're coming out"

(The King & Oueen enter, followed by Mr lloyd George and the Prince

There is cheering and shouting and singing. When the crowd finally

dissolves the Waves enter and speak one by one)

We can hear the noise of a falling crown! 

The heart has burst and the foe is down;

With shoulders pressed to the giving wall 

 Onto the body the victors fall!

Stumbling up to acclaim the day

 Tired as the dead who have slept away

Life is rubbed till the soul is raw

And the earth itself can fight no more

Full Chorus.

From passion's rout we have gained release

We
can drink like babes from the breasts of peace

 (Chorus divides)

The bells ring out! The people sing!

With  thankfiil voice they call the king

Yet wonder if they're dreaming still

The dream the waking bugles kill.

The guns are quiet! The sky is blue!

The pulses riot! The dream's come true!

They break the strain of sorrow's lease

To pick the promises of peace.

Sea king.

May their bilges rot! And their bulkheads leak!

If the men on the decks have become so weak!

We have stopped too soon! we should fight still more

We haven't got half what we want from the war!

(He rages about the League of Nations and the new soft politics) 

For a peace that is real we should conquer them quite
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Seize their land and hold it fight

But power and plenty fatten the brain

And here we go shouting that we have won

When, in truth, our troubles have just begun.

(A long meditation on goodness and the God of love)

This American peace is a gloomy affair!

Of the senses of men I begin to despair;

I don't know whether to rise in bulk

Or take to my bed and simply sulk.

What excursion can I make,

For who will now a warning take?

(After another philosophical musing)

Well! Peace is peace and we have got it!

Bake it' boil it, hang or pot it!

Cook it well or eat it raw,

A dish that's bad will lead to war!

But while it curdles in the pan

I'd better tidy what I can.

(he looks critically about)

Corpses floating round unburied,

Ugly when their souls are ferried

To that yellow sandy beach,

The only one that I can't reach

At my feet a slimy skull,

And there a rusty scum-grown hull,

Tangled heaps of shattered steel,

There a mast and there a keel,

Decks that were once were scrubbed so white,

Oozing with a scaly blight,

Turrets leaning through the gloom

Drink the waters of their doom,

Lying all about my bed

Things that battled - dead, all dead!

Castles sucked into eclipse,

Wreckage of ten thousand ships!

(He rumbles on about the tragi-comedy of nature)

Well! Since I'm loathe to work or weep,

I'll choose again - and go to sleep!

Full Chorus.

The paint has peeled; and colours have faded;

Doors that were sealed have been invaded;

And troubles spring up rank and new

In the garden where but kisses grew

(The Sea King wakes and jumps up)

Sea king

Dear me! I quite forgot to turn!

A trifling act of world concern!

Why! If I spoil their calculation

I'll lose my tidal reputation!

And if my wife should ever know... (The moon peeps up over the horizon)

And she's rising now! I must go.. I must go...

Full Chorus.

Those who return are first perplexed,

Then growing stern seem hitter vexed,

For the happy coign they fought to keep

Is gone with those for whom they weep

     (They roll away line by line)

 O   where is the lad behind the plough

And the trees that should be leafy now?

O where are the lanes that double in mirth

And where is the lovely English earth?

They are cut and covered and come uncurled

And stolen away by the changing world 

For bad is the point where they touch, alas,

Where Ages come - and Ages pass;

And heavy the hearts of the Isle and the Sea

For peace is not what it ought to be.

Act II. Scene 2.

Time.l0.45 One morning in 1919.

Place. The Equerry's room in Buckingham Palace.

.

Major Barnacle - now Colonel Barnacle - is discovered seated at one of the desks writing busily. Presently he pauses, takes a large silver-backed mirror from a drawer and studies his face; then, he takes a small comb from a pocket and combs his moustache ; very satisfied, he rises pompously, holds the mirror in his left hand and a manuscript in his right, bows to an imaginary audience and begins a rehearsal of the speech which he is to deliver at a girls' school Prize-giving that afternoon.

 There is a noise outside the door. Flustered, he slides back onto his chair; thrusts the mirror and manuscript into a drawer and pretends to be writing busily. The Prince of Wales peers round the door and then enters, carrying a ukulele.  He is waiting for his interview with the King at 11.30.

The Prince.

You all alone? I thought I heard voices?

 Colonel Barnacle.

Must have been in the next room, Sir. 

The Prince.

More looking-glass oratory, Colonel?

 Colonel Barnacle.

Indeed, Sir, no I do not need to rehearse my speeches.

 The Prince.

I caught you once.

 Colonel Barnacle.

I beg your pardon. Sir, never! The occasion you refer to was a sheer misunderstanding. I was putting the pin back into my stock. That was all.

The Prince.

And opening a Church fete at the same time! I thought you had a room of your own now that you're a colonel?

Colonel Barnacle.

I move into my new office next week, Sir. I spend a little time there every day, trying my desk in different positions and. er. looking out of the window so that the change will not come too suddenly. A new room is like a new pair of boots, Sir, all style and stiffness and no trodden comfort! Ha! Ha! Ha!  A little proverb? Ha! Ha!

The Prince.

I'm looking for Louis.

Colonel Barnacle.

He should be back at any moment, Sir.

(The Prince puts one foot on a chair and strums on the ukulele

(the Colonel continues writing but soon a pained expression comes over his face.)

The Prince

Aren't you feeling well?

Colonel  Barnacle

Quite well sir, thank you.

Of course I have my lumbago, Sir, from time to time. I shall always have the war to thank for

that. When your father was visiting Headquarters they put me in a damp bed and not even a

hot water bottle.

(The Prince strums on and the Colonel looks more and more martyred)

Sir.. .1 am writing letters...

The Prince.

I guessed that.

Colonel Barnacle

but I find it very difficult...

The Prince.

You've been doing it long enough.

Colonel Barnacle.

difficult ,Sir, to concentrate while you are playing that instrument ,Sir.

 (the prince goes over to the Colonel's desk and sits on a corner of it)

The Prince.

I'm sorry you don’t like it.. I'll bring my bagpipes next time. Why don't you use a typewriter?

Colonel Barnacle.

A typewriter, Sir! In the Palace! Only clerks and shop people use such things!

The Prince.

Well, I've got one and I'm getting rather good at it. (He strums on - and then stops) Who

are you wring to? (he picks up the top letter from a pile) What are these?

Colonel Barnacle.

Letters from the people, Sir

(He glances through several, then reads one of them carefully).

The Prince (reading)

.1 'aven't 'ad no work since I was demobbed. .me wife's died of consumption and me kids is sick... where's the 'omes for 'eroes we was promised? 'omes for paupers is what we get... its time 'as you was orl lined up an' done away with like the Russian one an' 'is lot...

(The Prince turns the page and reads silently)

Colonel Barnacle.

I shall send that one over to the Home Office with a copy to Scotland Yard. The man is mad -and dangerous.

The Prince.

Mad!

If we had fought against a storm which held

Us out at sea for four rough desperate years,

Our strength maintained by love for what we'd left

And hoped, one day, we would recover,

If we had poured our blood onto the waters,

Enough to drop them back and save our lives

And then, when at last we made for port,

We found the storm had washed it down.

Would we not be dangerous?

I will answer it myself. (glancing again at the letter)

Limehouse. I will go and see the man.

(He puts the letter in his pocket and moves away from the desk)

Colonel Barnacle.

Sir, that would be most unwise. And the King will be very annoyed

If
his business is not conducted through the proper channels and I am responsible...

The Prince.

Yes. If you tell him Meddlesome interference it will be called.

(He strums on moodily .until  Lord Louis Mountbatten..

 enters. They talk about a party they are going to that night, a

new fox-trot,  a woman the prince is having an affair with and the trip the prince wants to take to limehousee)

Lord Louis.

Must you go on this jaunt to Limehouse, David?  Another act of interference. It's a bad part. The dockers are on strike and

there's been rioting.

Colonel Barnacle.

Very unwise, indeed. As I have just been saying, the King and the government would be

most annoyed and as I am responsible for that letter I shall have to explain to the King. (He looks at his watch and rises)

With your permission, Sir, I must be going. Perhaps, Sir, the Dominions will provide you

with some pleasant perils.

The Prince. (sharply)

What have you heard?

Colonel Barnacle.

The news which you will hear this morning from the King

That your Empire tours are definitely planned.

Lord Louis.

He's really going? When?

The Prince.

So, once again, when I have discovered

Some rough consenting piece of ground which I

May work, I am removed and despatched to a new school

But I  have learnt enough and want to settle;

My work is here, in England's shocked bewildered

Streets. Why should I travel?

(the Colonel turns at the door before going out)

Colonel Barnacle.

I forgot to tell you, sir, that the Archbishop

Is with the King - now. (he goes)

The Prince.

He always has the last laugh.

Wherever the Archbishop goes he leaves

The holy road behind him strewn with penances

And pitchforks. And whoever passes next, must either

Crawl upon his knees or rocket straight 

To Hell ; and I always come after him.

Processing on the level of his gaiters. (He talks on about his troubles)

Lord Louis. (looking at his watch)

It's twenty past.

The Prince

Why do I have to go? Why should I watch

The clock and wait outside his door

To be fed, when I'm received, with stuffed gossip

Addled arguments and stale prayers

All computed and compounded

In the kitchens of His Grace?

What if I let him send for me?

Lord Louis.

There'll be hell to pay - and you know it.

 (They talk on and raise their glasses.)

Lord Louis

To your World Tours!.

The Prince.

To the fellow in Limehouse!

(Lord Louis rises, picks up his watch and returns it to his pocket) Lord Louis.

Time, David!

Act II. Scene 3. Comedy.

Time. A flash-back to the moment when Colonel Barnacle, vexed and

spiteful, left the Equerry's Room.

Place. A corridor in Buckingham.

Augusta, Duchess of Dartmgton and Lady Beatrice Fitzdallianc enter talking.

Duchess.

I assure you, Beatrice, that it dropped from the upper to the lower intestine as suddenly and as painfully as a social climber.

(They talk on about their ills and operations and the Palace scandals until Colonel Barnacle

enters in great haste.)

Duchess.

Why such unwholesome haste? Think of your health, Humphrey.

Colonel Barnacle.

I have to receive the Prime Minister

Duchess.

Is that all! That dreadfull little Welshman! I thought it must be something important.

Colonel Barnacle,

He's due in the main court now.

Duchess.

Let him wait there while you stop and talk to us.

Colonel Barnacle

Duchess! You know I can't do that.

Duchess.

Of course you can, Humphrey. You take these upstart politicians much too seriously. Now tell

us all the news

Colonel Barnacle.

Really, Duchess, I must tell you later.

Duchess.

Just five minutes now. I know there's something interesting to come,

(They drink up the news of the Prince's latest love affair, his Empire tours and swoon round the Archbishop when he comes)

Lady Beatrice. (looking  wistfully after him when he is goes)

The dear good man. How fortunate we are to have him constantly at Court,.

Duchess

I can't imagine why, but he always makes me wish that my son, Peregrine, looked just little

like my husband and less like his papa.

Lady Beatrice.

Augusta, dear! You say such dreadfull things. (They walk on)

Act II. Scene 4.

Time. Overlaps the two preceding scenes.

Place. The King's room in Buckingham Palace.

(The Archbishop has just left and the King is sitting alone writing at his desk. Presently, Sir Charles Cust enters. The King continues without looking up.)

Sir Charles

The news, this morning, is disturbing, Sir. The railwaymen, the miners and now the bakers

out on strike. The whole country is on the rise - like the leaven the bakers put into their bread.

The King (dreamily)

Yes, I know... Charles!

I'm going to have Brittania rigged again!

She's been laid up in the yards unpainted and

Uncaulked, like some discarded blowsy woman –

For five years; we're older, both of us,

It's true, but not too old to slip the closet

Closeness of the land and with her mast

Erect, seams tight, sails tucked and hatches down,

Split the waiting waters and put out

To sea again: to have my feet on

Her deck and my hands on her wheel, to watch

Her canvas fill and feel her timbers race,

To love her as a man can love a boat.

It was not my fault I left her when I did...

Sir Charles (surprised)

You've not talked about the sea, Sir, for

A long time: I thought the war had helped you to forget.

The King.

The sea will never let men go, Charles.

You're a sailor - you should know that.

Sir Charles.

I think I do, Sir.

The King.

When war broke out I could have tossed my crown

Onto the royal pyres of burning Europe,

I was so mad to be afloat again! but

Duty kept me here and, as time went on,

Work and anxiety  weakened me and wore away

All passion, until. by the end, I had

Become a ponderous landsman, reconciled

To cautious jokes and constant views:

But not for long: desire came back, thank God!

Sir Charles.

Whenever I regret, Sir, the sailor

England lost, I remind myself that she

Has gained a great king.

The King.

No, Charles.

Love sees large and so miscalculates

The size of all its heroes: a sailor measures

By his compass and his sextant - not by his heart.

I am not a great king-but a good king

And there are many leagues of heavy sea

Between 'em: but you're a damned old landsman now,

Like I am: our eyes are filled with dust

And not with flying foam and stars; we're blind

And take our bearings by feeling for our comforts,

Affections and familiar ground - we must take care

That we are not lost.

(Sir Charles takes a small pocket compass which hangs on a chain from his waistcoat.)

You forget, Sir, that I always carry both

A heart and a compass: and lodge them where

They'll work together and keep each other right.

The King.

The devil an' you do, Charles!

You old navigating dog! you'll beat

Me through St James's, and in the shoals

Of Westminster you'll see me go aground...

(Colonel Barnacle enters straight from his meetings in the corridor followed by a talk with the Archbishop)

Ah, Colonel! Come in quick, man, and stop

Two sailors wasting their country's time. What is it?

(He reports the Prince's intended expedition to Limehouse, his love affair and other crimes)

Colonel Barnacle.

The Archbishop is hoping that the Prince's travels...

The King.

Why in the name of Hell and Bloody Mary

Have I got me such a silly-headed scamp?

My eldest son should bring me joy

And be the light of my reign -instead,

He fill me with foreboding....

(The clock strikes the half hour and the Prince enters. Colonel Barnacle slips away)

Ha! There you are at last! Why

The hell are you so late?

The Prince.

It is just half past eleven, Sir.

The King.

Half past my biscuit! I've been sitting here

For twenty years listening to reports

Of all your flights and fooleries and waiting

For the entrance of your senses and

I've waited long enough! you're going to sail

With me if I have to jack you up the mast

Or hang you round my quarters like a cabin-boy.

D'you understand me now or must I swab

The decks and swill the scuppers down again?

The Prince.

Yes, Sir.

The King.

What's this I hear about a married woman?

The Prince.

I  love her.

The King.

Bah!

Even those damned Greeks, adulterers

Themselves, objected once and fought

For seven years to bring a bitch back to

Her husband's bed - I never know her name:

The face that launched a thousand ships, as some

Fool poet wrote - that's why I remember her

And this woman must be baled.

And what's this I hear about an expedition

To Limehouse? you think: that you can

Feed a rat by playing the rat yourself...

The Prince.

But, Sir, you don't understand...

The King.

There is no 'but sir' on the quarterdeck.

Understand! I understand the mutinous complexion

Of a bilious and disordered bowel:

And I also understand the way to purge you!

The sea shall be your physic, boy! as big

A dose as I can mix you! And when this levelling

Infection is flushed out I'll have you back

And hear you name the graven articles of kingship

And the glory of the crown

(While the King is still speaking, the Prime Minister enters and waits. He now goes forward, bows and shakes hands.)

I am sorry to have kept you standing. I've been

Speaking to my son again about all this damned

Socialism and his meddlesome interference in politics - as

Distasteful to your government as to myself.

Lloyd George.

Distasteful to some members of my government but not

To me, Sir. In a time of discontent when the

Sanctity and usefulness  of  the Throne are being

Ouestioned, the closer it can associate itself with

The people - the better. The popularity of His

Royal Highness with the working classes and

Particularly with ex- service men is, in my opinion, Sir,

A very valuable addition to the weapons of the Crown today.

The King.

To hell with your opinion!

You pre-war Liberals are the fathers of

The ruddy little Socialists today who scream

For jam and cake and try to tip the table of the nation.

I will fight everyone who wants to change

The structure of the State - even if

I am deposed or have to abdicate

And I'm damned if my own son is the prime defaulter.

I've had enough of youth ; it lasts too long

And when its ailing, costs too much; it's time

That he was rid of it and I've decided to accept

The plans your government has made

For him to tour the Empire.

Lloyd George

I am very glad to hear that, Sir.

But we Liberals are as much concerned as you are, Sir,

To quiet the angry yelp of peace and halt

The power which, from the east, fords the Vistula

And Rhine and even foils the English Channel:

We also, are resolved to shore and fortify

The ancient structure of this kingdom and

I venture to believe that the inclinations

Of his Royal Highness do not compromise

The Crown but promise to redeem it.

He is a Galahad! And England is fortunate

To have such a prince - at such a time.

The King.

Bah!

The devil take your tinkling oratory!

You've talked yourself from Wales to Westminster

And when you've passed through Windsor may

You talk on down to hell!

(He speaks of the occasions when the Liberals failed to preserve the structure

 of the State; reducing the power of the Lords ; the Irish Home Rule Bill)

When you could have saved the Romanoffs -you washed your hands

And when the crowns of Austria and Prussia fell - you laughed.

For all their enmity and weakness, they held the sceptres of

Antiquity, they housed the faith and fealties

Of Europe - they were cousin kings.

(The prince  rises and retreats to the door.)

The King.

Don't forget to pitch that gaby plan across your gunwale

And to pipe that woman off.

The Prince.

No, Sir. (he goes)

The King.

He hasn't even got the guts to stand

Upon the ledge of his offences and

Answer back; he topples off it

Like a pigeon that's been shot.

Lloyd George.

His Royal highness never wants for courage, Sir,

But his sense of duty to your Majesty

Makes any protest - hard.

The King.

His sense of duty only frets him when I roar.

(He rises and scarcely conscious of the Prime Minister, paces up down, thinking aloud)

Why do sons and fathers plough so that

Their furrows cross and gracious land is drawn

With weals of grief? is it the misfortune

Of contrary and determined natures, or

The commandment of the spirits which ruled at

The different seasons of their birth? If this

Is true, then sons and fathers

Squad the frowning factions of our time

And on my strength or weakness, on my lessons now,

The crown of England will depend.

When death who fights against me, too, writes

'Finis' to it all, will you support

The furnished circlet of a king, my son?

Or will you fling it back into the foaming

Vestry of the sea from whence it came?

(He pauses and then comes abruptly back into the present)

Devil take me but I must be ill

Or drunk to reel into this maudlin mood

Over that damned distempered boy.

(He moves towards the door leading out onto the terrace)

Let's take our business outside. This room is too hot

Lloyd George.

This is weather to be out of doors, indeed, Sir

The King.

Weather to be out at sea...

Act II. Scene 5.

Time. When the Prince is dismissed by the King in the last scene.

Place. In the corridor outside the King's room.

The Prince.

Every time, before I go in there,

I mean to stretch my strength to his - and I never do.

Is this weakness in myself- or in my purpose?

Why have I always teased the temper of

My father and torn up the chances of his friendship?

Out of all my brothers, all my fellows

And the officers and friends of court and state,

What makes me see, think and act - alone?

Feel awkward, bored, rebellious within my station

And happy in the company of rough,

Despised, embittered men? What make me drive

My team of talents down this crooked and

Ungrateful path? There is no virtue in

Being different and how can I be sure

That to be different isn't wrong and yet,

The noble rules of my father

Shock, shame and repel me: what is wrong in me

And to what end am I being led?

(He sinks onto a seat and takes his head in his hands. The Waves enter)

The Waves.

We were listening then: we heard what he said:

The troubles of men he, too, must tread:

And heir to a throne that must carry a gap,

Between two worlds he was born in a trap.

We have seen him pale: we have heard his sighs;

In a ship so frail his purpose lies:

For try as he will to tread them down,

The troubles of men will be his crown.

(A long declamation on God and creation, good and evil, saints and saviours, love and hate, the old and the new. The prince stirs)

But hush! He knows what we are saying!

Philosophy is so dismaying!

And we've forgotten where we started.

The Isle is old with a stubborn shore,

The Isle is tired from the strain of war,

The world streams forth to the new-starred age,

But the Isle lies asleep on a dusty stage.

And fathers frown on foreign sons

Evading ground where the present runs

And sons their heritage despise

For England shuffles in disguise.

But soon the ice will leave the lake,

The birds will return and the isle will wake

And strike till errors pale and pass

And laughter shines in the flooded glass.

And the faith which soars while trouble heaps

Flies to the figure of him who weeps:

Son of the King - yet cottage lad,

He
is England's knight! he is Galahad! (The Prince starts - then rises and comes forward)

The Prince.

Galahad!  he called me Galahad! (The Waves surge round him)

Take him away! away to the sea!

Take him to play where the spirit is free!

Teach him the rules which the Isle has obeyed

And show him the world which the Isle has made!

Look not to the east! look not to the west!

Where the gulls cry least the fishing is best!

But look where the Isle has sailed between

And rendered to God a beneficent mean!

Come away with us, love! come away to the deep!

Leave your troubles above! If they're real they will keep!

And sleep in our arms till our kisses agree

And
your manhood is gained from the love of the sea.

 (The Waves close round him)

Act III. Scene 1.

Time. 11.40. one night in the year 1922

Place. Outside the gates of a factory in a rough district of the east end of London 

(The throb of machinery is heard. A gas lamp bums in the squalid street and beneath it a group of youths are gambling with a dice box. They throw down their last pennies and then their strange possessions)

!st Youth.

Pssst! Here comes the coppers!

2nd youth

What d'we care?

£RD YOUTH

Put 'em away. We’re not goin  ter take a walk  with the pigs and miss the fun ternight. 

(The dice-box is hidden. The youths relapse into a sullen silence as two policemen enter and walk slowly past looking sheepishly to right and left. When they have passed the game is resumed.)

221!1!nd Youth

Stinkers! See 'em look at us? Feelin' nervous I bet. They know somethin's goin' ter '.appen ternight. (another six falls up.)

1 st Youth.

Aw! Damn me eyes. I should'a kep it. Me luck's clean out. (A woman enters) 

Woman.

Luck did yer say, lad? 'oo believes in luck any more? First time my 'ubby got turned off  an' we was livin' on love and fresh air we says it were bad luck: next time we says it were bad times ; but after that we reckoned it were bad company an' the sooner some folks got took down, the sooner we'd feel a regler bit 'uv somethin in our bellies. Did yer say as yer worked 'ere lad?

lst youth.

Naw. I aint 'ad no work sin' I left school - cept fer three weeks once – then  alf of us got put off  _ cuttin' down, they said.

Woman.

Aw, don' I jes know. Cuttin' down men, cuttin' down wages, industry aint payin an' them share-olders drivin' round in carriages... but there ‘s better days comin', lad. . jes trust them others... yer know 'oo I mean... an' its goin' ter begin right 'ere ternight.

(small groups have been gathering. Another woman enters) 

 Woman.

'ave they come out yet? woman.

Come out! It's as quiet as a bloomin' cathedral.

2nd woman.

I come ter git my man...I don' want 'im  ter  git mixed up in no more trouble... the last time 'e

got locked up for three months...what'll me an' the kids do if 'e gets jugged agin...?

1st Woman.

What'll you an' the kids do if 'e don't? its all the same, aint't it?

2nd woman.

That's what 'e says, proper Red 'e is...

(An agitator has been moving from group to group)

Agitator.

This aint common trouble, Missus... this'll be the most glorious night in th' istory of

England... when the wage slaves of capitalism will carry forward the fight for freedom. 

(Hisses and voices. The police! The agitator moves to another group.)

Agitator.

The police is our brothers tonight

(The two policemen re-enter and walk past with deliberate steps. The crowd surges forward. the agitator pushes through them to the factory gates and jumps onto a  box.)

Agitator.

Comrades of the revolution! In a few minutes the whistle will blow but instead of the new shift going on - the new order of the revolution will go on... (Roars from the crowd) Tonight, the day of the workers has come (roars) the wage slaves of England will follow in the footsteps of their Russian brothers and seize power (roars) all ownership wilt pass to the proletariat and there will be no more misery and hunger...

(The factory whistle screams. A roar rises from inside - echoed by another roar from the crowd. The gates open and the workers pour out. Flares illuminate the scene. A  strike leader jumps onto a box)

Strike Leader

Comrades! The workers of the world go forward together towards the classless State of the New Order (roars) our capitalist masters say that it was the war that lost us our jobs and cut down our wages. We fought the German workers. - .we stood up to our waists in the mud of Flanders... millions of us died.. and why did we do it?. - the German soldiers were our brothers... it was the capitalist masters who made us fight. Forward, brothers (cries of 'police')... The police are our brother and they will march with us tonight.

(A troop of police enter led by an officer) 
Officer.

Public meetings are not allowed in the streets where they will obstruct the traffic. Will you all disperse to your homes. (Yells stones are thrown) If you refuse to go peacefully I shall have to order my men to advance and make arrests.

Strike leader.

Come on then!

(The officer orders his men forward and advances himself. They hang back.)

 Officer.

Come on, men have you forgotten your duty? Will you side with these ignorant misguided men who don't know what they are doing?

(There is pandemonium. The police and the crowd fraternise. The cry of 'soldiers'! and a detachment of troops enter).

Officer - in- Command.

I order you to disperse to your homes.

(Roused to anger, there is a roar from the crowd. Missiles fill the air.

(The Officer turns to the troops.)

 Officer.

One round of blank - rapid.

(A crash of rifle fife. Red banners are waved. The crowd sings the Internationale. The troops advance, the Officer armed with only a swagger stick. Angry hand-to-hand fighting until the crowd is slowly driven back. And the Wave Chorus enters)

Chorus.

They are burning stocks; they are trampling beds;

Advancing clocks: and breaking heads;

They are stamping out the place of barter

And tearing up the nation's charter!

They are rrobbing kings: and raping churches:

And pulling things from off their perches

They are cutting out the goose's liver

To feed the fishes in the river.

They sing a song of herded men;

For every wrong they farrrow ten:

They tread the fawn into the mud

And dip their banners in its blood!

    (The waves become aware of bodies lying on the ground Some pick themselves up and creep away)

But who are these? Lords of class?

Or just the lees left in the glass?

Out of Egypt do they guide us?

Or do they only dream beside us?

    (A woman enters and goes from body to body, kneeling finally beside one whom she tends

 and then helps up and off)

A woman comes: the woman sobs;

What terror numbs? What promise throbs?

Does she seek a hallowed Cross

Or just her man from out the dross? 

   ( The Chorus moves away)

O what shall we do? 0 where shall we turn?

When a mutinous crew have let the ship bum!

Shall we rise and extinguish the ship, crew and all

Or wait for their God to answer a call?

But if He is busy, asleep or away?

Or annoyed that the Isle forgets to pray?

If His horses are tired and he comes too late/

Or the calls conflict on the air of Fate?

O what shall we do? 0 where shall we turn?

If we should fail ,too, it will sink by the stern!

We must rescue the Man from the snouted Herd

And recover his talents of Thought and Word.

     (They turn and ride slowly away)

O mists of the north! Chaste breathe of the sea!

Come and whiten the wrath which the night sets free!

And finger the air with beams that heal.

      (The Waves leave as the Mists roll on.)

Mists.

Along the beach and up the cliff

Across the fields in a silver skiff,

Wrapping the village in milky sheets,

Then over the roofs and into the streets

Filling the air with cups that wink

And spill their balm for the town to drink,

We hold a screen and stroke the eyes

Till visions on the muslin rise:

We travel away when our gifts are spent

Leaving a world which is more content. (

     They roll away. Bodies on the ground stir.)

!J1stst British Working man.

What bloody mischief 'ave we all bin up to?

What drink got down into our stomachs, mate?

This is the kind'a  fuss them foreign fellars

Fancy an' we read of in the pipers -Not the kind'a thing we'd do oursel's

What was it we was shoutin' an singin' an wantin'?

What is it that we really 'opes ter get?

If there's somethin' wrong at 'ome an' we must change it

An' everybodys sweatin' out a way,

Ter start a riot aint the thing ter do!

We know it aint! We got more sense!

For 'owever many shindies knocks the top off

The world will still put masters over men:

An 'owever many wrongs is out in England,

If we aim in too much 'urry - they'll come in:

We know it, mate! We learnt it in our milk!

Talkin's 'ow we do things - never fightin'

For talk tells the other fellar's view,

An' when we got it, we can see it an we shifts

Our own ter meet it - till when two men sees

Tergether every view looks twice as pretty

An' the seein's twice as easy on the eye:

There'll be changes comin', yes, as big as 'ouses,

But there not in no great 'urry - fer they all

Got ter grow before they bloom - but when

They do come ter buddin' every flower

Will 'ave a root -For that's the way that England 'as 'em made.

2nd12n2mdnd Working man. (rising)

Best be gettin'' ome, mate. Its come on foggy.

(He feels his head) I lost me cap an' me 'eads

quite damp..

(the first man also rises , puts his arm round the other’s shoulder and together they go

1ST working man

I  aint a powerful talker and I don’t talk much ,

An I aint good at figuring things out,

But when I knows a thing I says it

An I goes on sayin it too –for what I knows I knows is Gorspel truth.

Act Ill. Scene 2.

Time. The middle of October 1922.10 pm.

Place. The house of the Marquess Curzon of Kedleston in Carlton House Terrace.

Lord Curzon enters nervously, pulls a bell then paces up and down until a footman comes.

Footman.

You rang, m'Lord?. Lord Curzon.

Joseph, I am expecting three gentlemen. When the Lord Peel, Sir Arthur Griffith-Boscawen and Mr Baldwin arrive, show them in at once. But if anyone else calls or telephones or if enquiries of any sort are made - I am out tonight.

Footman.

Very good, m'Lord

(Lord Curzon paces to and fro again, sits down, paces again, looks at his watch -showing

every sign of great mental tension and excitement. The footman returns with a tray of

drinks which he sets down on a table.)

Lord Curzon,

Joseph?

Footman.

M'Lord?

Lord Curzon.

Will you be at the front door to open it immediately the bell rings. I don't want the gentlemen

to be kept waiting outside one instant

Footman.

Very good m'Lord.

Curzon.

And Joseph!

Footman.

M'Lord?

Curzon.

Are there any loiterers outside? Any inquisitive ill-mannered women . any importunate

persons of the press?

Footman.

I can't say m'Lord. I haven't looked out, m'Lord.

Curzon.

Then do.

Footman.

Very good, m'lord.

(The footman goes Lord Curzon waits, even more nervous and impatient

footman returns) 

Curzon.

Well?

Footinan

No one at all before the door, m'Lord. Only an unemployed man has begun to sing out in the road.

Curzon.

Mendicants are not allowed in Carlton House Terrace. Go and tell him to remove himself to another street. And if he refuses telephone the police... no, no. don't do that. I don't want policemen here either... merely threaten him. 

Footman.

Yes, m'Lord. (He opens the door, then turns) er. shall I give the man something, m'Lord?

Curzon.

Certainly not We should have him here again tomorrow night with all his friends.

Footman.

Very good, m'Lord. (He goes)

Curzon.

That I was ever party to this plot

Must never be suspected - while the fuse

Is creeping towards the barrel

I must act with all properness:

When it finds the powder and explodes

And the tattered idol of the mob - the tricky

Welshman - falls, I must appear shocked,

My clothes from the cellars of conspiracy

Unstained, my hands - when the gloves are off,

Clean of all complicity

(A knock on the door and the footman enters with Sir Arthur Griffith-Boscawen) 

Curzon.

Good evening, Arthur. Did anyone see you arrive?

 Sir Arthur.

Good God no! It's an inky black night and a bit foggy.

 Curzon.

How very fortunate. When a group of Cabinet Ministers begins meeting separately 'the death tick can be heard in the rafters'. But we’ve got to be exceedingly careful. If this ever leaked out...

Sir Arthur.

Its time the death rattle was heard by the whole country. I've just come from the House. The Prime Minister's speech at Manchester has just about exploded the patience of our Party The utter impudence of it! Claiming to have taken the only road to peace - which was your work, when for months he's been lying and dodging and twisting and straining his very guts to embroil us in an Anglo-Turkish war. And as for the country! Strikes, lock-outs, riots, split from end to end, on the very brink of revolution - and all he does is feed the fuel of misgovernment.

(Footman re-enters with Mr Baldwin and soon after, with Lord Peel. Mr Baldwin has come from his constituency in Worcestershire . In a long speech he describes the beauties of the countryside and also the distress and the dissensions.. Curzon rises and goes to the table. They raise their glasses)

Sir Arthur.

Aren't you drinking with us?

Curzon. (Pouring a medicament into a small glass)

This is mine.

Sir Arthur.

I forgot. Rotten luck.

Curzon

I can still pledge and drink the toast

Baldwin & Griffith-Boscawen.

To our Party! And the end of the Coalition!

(They discuss the political situation and how to get rid of Lloyd-George)

 Lord Curzon.

What action, if any, have you three considered taking?

 Lord Peel.

I don 't think we can frame any definite course of action at present, George. Everything is so uncertain... more than uncertain... explosive. But as we watch events, such action as we find it opportune or expedient to take can be concerted and whatever support you may need at any moment you can count on us.

You have been the brake upon the Prime Minister's irresponsible and criminal excursions into foreign affairs, you have been his chief adversary both within the cabinet and without, and as such you have become the object of all his malice and intrigue. It is but natural, therefore, that we lesser rebels look to you and place ourselves at your service.

Curzon.

You look to me for action?

 Sir Arthur.

We want to act with you.

 Baldwin.

Unless one of us acts soon Lloyd George will not only have destroyed his own party and the great l9~ century Liberal tradition but he will have destroyed our Party too, and then, when he has brought the country down to a state of ruin and raging anarchy, there will be no power left to repair the damage. His is not only a remarkable character - it is more. I would call it a 'dynamic force': and such a force is a very terrible thing. It can secure prodigious benefits for the world as we saw during the war - and it can destroy without being right. It is destroying now - and it is not right. It must be destroyed itself.

(There is a pause for this speech impresses)

 Curzon,

Gentlemen, I think we understand each other

       (They go. The footman comes back)

Did anyone see them leave, Joseph?

Footman.

No one saw them, m'Lord, and the fog has got still thicker. Is there anything else, m'Lord?

Curzon.

When that employed man sings again in the Terrace - give him this. (Hands him a coin)

Footman.

There are so many of them m'Lord.

Curzon. (startled)

Then give it to the first one who comes

Footman.

Very good, m'Lord Is there anything else, m'Lord?

Curzon.

That is all, Joseph. I shall be working late, tonight.

(Joseph goes. Curzon paces the length of the room and then stands, excited)

I am the brake... his chief adversary... they look

To me for action; and if they look to me for action

Now, they will soon look to me for

The leadership! And if the party is returned to power -

The premiership! that for which I've built

My life! stripped and trained my youth

And stinted it of every pleasure, kept

My middle years enslaved, fought sickness and

Perpetual pain, even married to help get me

To that end which now, at last, I see - I almost touch!

And why need I have feared so much the claims

Of other men when I have been Viceroy of India

And now am Foreign Secretary... only I have it all!

Administrative ability, political adroitness,

Vision, breeding and integrity: there's no one else!

Bonar Law, more sick than I: Austen,

Hypnotised by the Welsh demagogue,

F.F. and Robert Horne

John, Arthur, Charles - all little men:

And as for Stanley Baldwin! pooh! he should

Have stayed in Worcestershire with pigs and ploughs

And crop rotations - not try to harvest what

He cannot sow in subtle Westminster!

To carry each decade our country finds

The man however barren seems the ground.

And-I am that man!...oh...

(Pain overcomes him and he drops into a chair and taking some pills from his pocket, waits. Then he moves.)

I must get to work.

(He drags himself up and across to his desk and drops into the chair before it)

 So much to do. And I mustn't stop. I dare not stop.

Work... (he turns over papers)... work... (he takes up a pen)... work...

ACT III Scene 3. Comedy.

Time October 2Oth 1922. About 10 am.

 Place. A corridor in Buckingham Palace.

The Duchess of Dartington and Lady Beatrice Fitzdalliance enter.

I)uchess.

My dear, I really think I'll have to ask the Queen to allow me to retire. My strength is just not up to it. After a day like yesterday - out with HM from after breakfast until tea-time - well, I could do it once, but now I'm quite done up. Quite done up.!

Lady Beatrice.

I so agree with you, Augusta.  HM's programmes and the correspondence and responsibility -I can scarcely sustain it all myself. I am nothing like so strong as I was.

Duchess.

A month on duty and a month off is not good enough .1 need at least two months off to allow me to recover from every one on Even now, this very minute, I just feel that I can't move another step. Let's sit down.

(They sit and discuss their enfeebled condition, their need for extra nourishment - and a drop of gin from time to time - until Colonel Barnacle enters.)

Colonel Barnacle.

Ladies, ladies, have you heard the news? (Both ladies sit up avidly)

Together.

No! what is it, Humphrey?

Colonel Barnacle.

The Coalition has fallen! A new government is being formed and Bonar law is the new Prime

Minster!

Lady Beatrice.

Good gracious

Duchess.

Thank heaven! I'll never have to talk to that tiresome little Welshman again! Tell us all

about it, Humphrey?

(He recounts what happened in the House the night before)

Duchess.

So Bonar Law has destroyed the Coalition! What a wonderful man!

Colonel Barnacle.

My dear Duchess, I beseech you! Not a bit of it! That's the amazing part of it! It wasn't Bonar

Law  all...

Lady  Beatrice.

Good gracious!

Duchess.

Who was it?

Colonel Barnacle.

a most powerful speech was made by... Stanley Baldwin... Bonar Law supported it. And it

was that speech which turned the vote! (They chatter about the politicians)

Lady Beatrice.

Will Lord Curzon still be Foreign Secretary? He's such a dear. Poor man, he suffers so.

Colonel Barnacle.

Yes. He remains. But shall I tell you something else? Almost a little secret?

Together.

Yes. What is it?

Colonel Barnacle.

They say he was expecting to be the new Prime Minister and that he's dreadfully disappointed

they say - he cried

Lady Beatrice.

Poor dear.

(They rise and walk slowly along in search of a drop of gin or coffee and some cakes to

calm their nerves after the overwhelming news)

Duchess.

What a huge relief it is to know that Lloyd George has gone at last.

Lady Beatrice.(spitefully)

HRH will be sorry. He likes him

Duchess.

Trust HRH to always like the wrong people - Prime Ministers, down-and- outs, Americans or

Colonials.

Lady Beatrice.

Yes. Ever since his tours he hasn't had a single English friend. All Americans, Australians or

rude wild people from some uncouth outpost. Those tours were a great mistake - they didn't

cure his Socialism and they made him Empire-mad as well. I'm so sorry for the poor Queen.

she is worried to death. She never wanted him to go.

Colonel Barnacle.

Indeed, yes! But what I find most difficult to bear is when he appoints these people to his

Household. You know who I mean - this major Metcalfe, his new equerry. I am compelled to

be in constant liaison with him and... well you understand. he isn't one of us. The

Archbishop was only saying this morning what a deplorable influence he has upon HRH

Lady Beatrice.

Exactly! All this drinking and dancing and steeple-chasing.

(Colonel Barnacle hurries away to Chelsea to have his portrait painted)

ACT III. Scene 4.

Time. The middle of May 1923. Midday

Place. A small town in one of the distressed areas of the north of England.

A school has been turned into a soup kitchen. The schoolroom has been cleared and trestle tables stand in a line for serving. Primus stoves have large pans on them and on the old drum stove which belches forth smoke, another cauldron is cooking. Two women and a girl are seen stirring the pans.

Mrs Hornchurch.

Can't ye do summat wi' that fire, Maggie? Us'll be late again an ye know how mad they git

 Maggie.

Nay, Mrs Hornchurch, th'east wind be up ter blowin'. When I was a kid 'ere, teacher never lit fire when east wind were blowin'. Us were allowed ter sit on our 'ands. Taties be quite hard yit.

(They chatter about their troubles, their grievances and the failings of the government. At 12 o'clock the people begin thumping on the door. They open it, the crowd surges in and a queue forms. The Prince of Wales, Major Metcalfe and an official arrive. The Prince watches first from a gallery, asking questions about the town, the distress and the unrest from the official. He then comes down. There is a moment of astonished silence - and then a cheer. The official introduces Mrs Hornchurch. They crowd round him)

The Prince.

You are doing a splendid job, Mrs Hornchurch

A man.

Sir, you visited our section on the Somme in '16.1 got took in a photograph wi' you, Sir.

Would yer like ter see it, Sir? (he stretches it through the crown) I allus keeps it wi' me, Sir (The prince takes the photograph and examines it closely)

The Prince.

Yes. I remember that tour. Your division had had a rough time.

 Another man

You visited my lot in hospital, Sir, in '18 - after the retreat. You told us we'd done well, Sir. We wus thinkin' we'd done bloody bad but when you told us that, Sir, we all felt champion.

 Another man.

When are things goin' ter get better, Sir? We didn't think when we wus all in France that it were goin' to end this way - did we Sir?

The Prince.

I can't answer that question, my friend. I wish I could. But I want to tell you this. I want all of you to know this - I have tried already to help ex-servicemen  wherever  I could but what I have done was nothing. Now that I have seen what I have seen today I shall not only speak for you in the councils of those who are trying to improve things, but I shall make your problem my problem. Don't build your hopes on me - I may achieve little -but I shall never stop, for what I have seen today makes me ashamed to be an Englishman.

(A roar of cheering, hands are thrust out - with both his own he takes them.)

Crowd.

God bless you, Sir,! God bless you for coming! Now we've got a friend, Sir. God bless you!

The Prince.

Now we must all get on with it. God bless you all.

Act III. Scene 5.

Time. May 2l~ 1923. 2.lSpm.

Place. The King's room in Buckingham Palace.

The King and Lord Starnfordham enter talking. The King sits down at his desk.

Lord Stamfordham.

Mr Baldwin will be here at 3 o'clock, Sir.

The King.

Poor Curzon! Disappointed again. I'm sorry for the man. And the choice was hard enough. Brilliant, experienced, all the right attitudes and internationally known yet, out of tune somehow and too ambitious and unpopular... and this other man: untried, unknown and mediocre with a steady, safe, temporizing character. With no one else at the tape, a poor choice for any punter!.. .1 forgot to tell you that David asked to see me today. Charles told him to come at half past two. I'll see that he leaves before Baldwin arrives. I'm expecting the Queen now - for a few minutes. Lord Stamfordham goes. The King writes for awhile, then lays his pen down.

The King.

How little does the choosing of a new

Prime Minister disturb my day when still,

The worry of my son wrecks my whole life.

Prime Ministers come in and out; one error

And they are dismissed ; the man falls and suffers;

The damage that he's done is tidied up

By his successor ; the country grunts relief,

Turns back to work and soon forgets - and the game

Goes on

But we are born into our jobs, fit

Or unfit, paraded to the platform ; if we

Default, we're covered and remain - but

The country falls and suffers : there is no

Safeguard against our conduct but that which we

Impose upon ourselves : if we could fail

And be dismissed - it wouldn't be so bad... (He looks at his watch)

May's very late.

(At that moment the door opens and the Queen enters. The King rises)

Ah, there you are, my dear. You must go before he comes.

The Queen.

Why not let me stay? You always see him alone, lose your temper and never get anywhere

with him. You only torment yourself

The King.

My dear, I know, and I wish you could. You have much more influence with him than I have.

But I couldn't let you. He'd think I was afraid of him and sheltering behind you.

The Queen.

Nonsense! I won't let him think that. And besides, doesn't this steeplechasing concern me?

Surely I have a right to express my fears, too? Let me stay. I am sure I can make the interview

more easy for you.

The King.

AIright, May, I'll give in this time. And I want you with me - God knows how much.

   ( He crosses the room, passes behind her chair and puts his hand on her shoulder)

The Queen.

What is he coming about? He's never asked to come before. Usually you send for him.

The King.

I don't know what he wants. Something damned ridiculous, you may be sure. Another thing

that I am going to tell him is that he has got to get rid of this man, Metcalfe. I saw the

Archbishop this morning and I am quite convinced now that, not only is he the wrong type,

but he is a bad influence as well.

The Queen.

You will have trouble over that, George. David is most attached to him.

The King.

He's attached to all the bloody bastards who surround him. The whole lot are rotten!

Drinking, jazzing. copulating...

The Queen.

George dear! You must restrain yourself

The King.

I'm sorry, May. But... oh.. .1 am so worried. (A knock on the door) 

The Queen

There he is. Don't worry. I'll make it alright.

The King.

Come in! (The Prince enters. He looks surprised to see his mother - half annoyed, half

pleased)

Your mother is here, David, because she has certain things to add to what I have to say.

The Prince.

I am sorry, mother, because I have things to say which will hurt - and I don't want to hurt you

as well.

The Queen.

It is better, David, that I understand

And share the troubles which distress you both;

And a woman - and your mother - can perhaps take

Away a little of the rancour: I don't believe

That either of you know how much it has

Hurt me, throughout these years, to see you both

Disputing and estranged.

The Prince.

I have thought about you, mother.

The Queen.

But not enough to make you part with even

One discordant fancy or  opinion.

The Prince.

To do so would mean disloyalty to myself

The Queen

You put loyalty to yourself before

Loyalty to your parents.

The Prince.

I must. Or else I should live falsely.

The Queen.

That is the modern way. What we call duty -You call falseness ; We talk but we might

both be deaf- for we can never hear  each other.

The Prince.

A new and different world is being born.

Mother, and the young must run to serve it with

Their homage and their lives; if they don 't

Then all that men have worked for, and fought for,

And hoped for will sink into the bitter grave

Of stillborn ideals.

The King.

Dammit boy, don't talk such bilge!

I've no time to stand and listen to

Such ranting rot. We'd best get on with it.

The Prince.

You make it so hard, mother, for me

To say what I have come to say.

The King.

I don't find it hard to tell you what

you've got to hear.

The Prince.

Please, Sir, I asked to come. Let me speak first.

The King.

The devil will you. I'm not used to being

Asked for an interview, then told when I

May speak; this damned new world is adding

Impudence to all its other bloody

Bitch-born vices!

The Queen.

He has something on his mind, dear,

You'd better let him  tell us.

The King.

Oh... very well, May.

Let him have it - no good will come of it

The Prince.

Sir, last week I was in the north.

l visited a soup kitchen.

Did you know, sir, that there are men who've not

Had work for several years? Did you know, sir,

That they sell their beds, their coats, that women

Sell their wedding rings - for food.

Did you know, sir, that schools are closed because

The children are too sick and weak?

That infants die of cold and that

They line up for soup, a hunk of bread,

A cup of tea? that want and misery

Are spread over regions great as counties!

Here! In England! Now!

You couldn't - or you'd do something!

The King.

Blast you, boy! we all know that there is

Poverty in places - but generally

It's their own fault ; they won't work or else

They're no good when they do, and anyway

Its not my business nor is it yours: you have

A job with clearly laid down duties ; and 

When you step outside them you exceed

Constitutional law and all this slop-eyed meddling

In affairs must stop - and I want an answer!

Will you stop? Or are you determined

To defy me, undo the work of my whole reign

And make the Crown contemptible?

I want an answer! I've had enough!

The Prince.

Sir, I have come today to give my answer.

I mean to rouse the conscience of the nation

To the desperate problem of its unemployed

The new world needs a new design of prince

And a social revolution requires a social crown

I shall dedicate my life to that demand.

If I am wrong - then I will go: renounce

My right to the Succession and make my home

In one of the Dominions.

That, Sir, is my answer!

(The King's fury. He is then told that he must give up steeplechasing and get rid of Metcalfe).

The Prince.

The little things, the little happinesses

Taken one by one away ; but as

My purpose is the only thing that really matters,

For your sake, mother, I agree.

Your orders I accept, sir; my resolution stands.

I mean to be a man as well as a prince!

The King. Get out! (The Prince bows and goes)

Impudent young devil! telling me where I have failed!

The Queen.

He didn't mean it like that dear; you must

Control yourself or you'll be ill:

He has been caught by all this post-war wildness

He'll settle down; his heart is good ; he means well

And he was always dreadfully stubborn.

The King.

There's more to it than that: his popularity

Has gone to his head! He wants to be

A little Caesar! he'll end by being a bloody fool!

My son! (he breaks down) Oh. May, how will it end?

(She tries to strengthen and comfort him. There is a knock. She moves swiftly away as Lord Stamfordham enters).

Lord Stamfordham.

Are you ready to receive Mr Baldwin, Sir?

The King.

Yes... yes... of course. Bring him in.

(The Queen moves back to him. They kiss and she hurries away. Lord Starnfordham returns with Mr Baldwin. The King rises wearily. Baldwin bows and they shake hands)

The King.

I am glad to be the first to congratulate you, Mr Baldwin.

Baldwin.

I am deeply grateful and profoundly moved, Sir.

The King.

I don't think you expected to be 'sent for'?

Baldwin.

I was surprised, Sir.

And may I assure your Majesty, that I

Shall always do my utmost to justify

Your confidence and pray that you will not

Be disappointed.

The King.

Curzon, I'm afraid has been hard hit.

Baldwin

He has, Sir; and he is not to be decried

Al

If he believes his claims are more credible

Than mane.

The King.

I used the fact that he is in the Lords,

 As my excuse,  of course, but in these convulsive

Times his opinions, although laudable,

Are too extreme to make him safe

Baldwin.

For all his regalness and ambition,

His life has been devoted to the country

And I propose offering him the Foreign Secretaryship

Again. I hope this pleases you, Sir.

The King.

Yes. I am glad.

You have been called to power, Mr Baldwin,

At a very inauspicious time ; the rocks

And shoals that lie before you, I fear you'll find

Very difficult to navigate

(An immediate rapport. A naval man and a countryman. The political situation)

The King.

How can we destroy the spirit of

Unrest and disobedience which, blown from Russia,

Lodges like a scurvy in a ship?

Baldwin.

There are two ways of destroying ; force is one

And conversion is the other ; the first sheds blood,

Evokes more force embitters and hardens:

A nation has stepped back in order to go on

And more good than bad has been destroyed.

The second seeks the causes of revolt

And embracing what is good in them, stops

The drift apart and blunts the point of the

Aggression ; wise societies convert

And offer terms which make a marriage ; the one

Sustains the other and the best in both

Becomes the new; so revolutions come and pass,

Not through a holocaust but by consent.

The King.

You believe, then, that we do face revolution?

Baldwin.

This century must see the rising of

The last estate - the common man:

And whether he comes truculent or calm,

Rejects the past altogether or founds

His policy upon tradition - depends on us.

(They talk on until the King confides his worries about his son. And Baldwin talks about his son)

Baldwin.

I ,too, Sir, have a lost rebellious son,

He fought all through the war and suffered

In five outrageous Balkan prisons;

We thought him dead: he has returned: he still

Is dead to me and to my wife.

He lives in a slum in self-imposed obscurity

And want: he writes inflammatory pamphlets

And speaks at revolutionary meetings;

Occasionally he comes, not through the front door

But down the area steps and through the kitchens;

The servants are his friends and in the proletarian

Social scale, his family are beneath him.

It is not youth, Sir, but the diabolic

Article of Change that cuts this blessed

Land in two!

The King.

Thank you, my friend, for telling m all that

It makes my own distress - easier to bear.

Baldwin.

Should His Royal Highness step too far into

My dusty province then, with your consent,

I will endeavour to persuade him to retreat.

       (The King presses the bell.)

The King.

I shall need that help, Mr Baldwin.

But now you have given me new confidence

And strength and I hand the country over,

Knowing that you will keep it as I'd have

It kept – faithful  to itself, illustrious

Abroad, secure at home

Baldwin

Thank you, sir, but I still need your prayers.

(Lordstamfordham enters and Baldwin goes. The King sits down at his desk and takes up his pen and bends over his papers. Then looks out of the window.)

The King

The wind's sou'west and a strong tide's running,

The yachts at anchor dance in the bay,

She fights for the helm but my hands are cunning;

My lips taste salt from the flying spray.

The sails are reefed but she's half heeled over

An I'll not slack the boom as yet,

She could race like this from Cowes to Dover;

I cannot smoke and my clothes are wet

The sun's in my eyes but I laugh when they show me

A herring dropped and an angry gull

For the sound that I love is the sound below me.

The knock of waves on a hollow huli.

We're running still and the tide is turning,

Did ever a man so love to roam?

From the kiss of the wind my skin is burning,

Desire is fed by the touch of the foam,

For the sea and a boat my heart is yearning;

It is only a crown that keeps me at home.

(He turns back to his papers and takes up his pen again)

ACT III. Scene 6.

Time. About 2am the next morning. 

Place. A house in Mayfair.

A ball is in progress. A jazz-band.  With grim concentration, the dancers go through

the steps and movements of the 'shirumy'. The skirts are short and there are many Eton

Crops. These are the 'Bright Young People' of the 1920's. Among the dancers, the

Prince of Wales can be glimpsed - and his equerry, Major Metcalfe.

Presently, the young hostess, assisted by her smiling husband, mounts a chair, stops the Band and makes an announcement.

Young Hostess.

Darlings! Peter and I have got a simply marvellous surprise for you! We've organised it ourselves!

 Its  scrumptious!. Can you guess? We're all going on a treasure hunt!

      (Cries of delight as they rush for the doors. The players are given supper and asked to wait until they

        all return and want to dance again. Players and butler fraternise and talk)

ACT III. Scene 7.

Time. Dawn the same morning. 

Place. A street near St James's Palace.

(There are no houses in this street, only the garden walls of the Palace and Marlborough

House. A lamp-post is stage centre. A policemen crosses slowly. The sound of an approaching taxi. When it is close the following conversation can be heard.)

lst Voice.

Stop! Stop you blistering blighter you! (A grinding of brakes) Why didn't you stop before? 

2ndVoice.

Because you told me to drive to Cleopatra's Needle.

1st Voice

Then why didn't you?

2nd Voice.

Because you've just told me to stop.

1st Voice.

And a damned bad stop it was - nearly pitched me out of the window.

 (Major Metcalfe enters unsteadily followed by the taxi driver)

So now we've stopped have we? and this is Cleopatra's Needle! An'pon my word there she is, the little flusey! (He reels towards the lamp-post) Come into my arms my little bit of Nile! 

   ( He flings his arms round the lamp-post and strikes his face)

 Hey! Not so quick off the mark you bloody little bitch! Give a chap a chance!

Taxi driver.

What about my fare, Sir.

(Drunken conversation with the helpful taxi driver until the Prince of Wales enters. He walks steadily but carefully.

Prince.

Why, Fruity old man, what the hell are you doing here?

Taxi driver.

Thank gawd!

Metcalfe

David! Dear darling man! This is well met!

Taxi driver.

It's yer Royal  ‘ighness! I was driving this gentleman when 'e asked me ter stop sudden. Sir,

I was tryin' to find out where 'e lived, Sir.

The Prince.

You did well, my friend. I'll look after him now. We are near the palace?

Driver.

It's there on the left, yer Royal 'ighness, an' your entrance is just round the corner. I'll

drive you, Sir.

Prince.

No thanks We can walk. You may go, my friend. (gives him some money) 

    (The driver retires reluctantly)

Fruity, you're as drunk as hell.

Metcalfe.

Yes, David... as hell.

Prince.

So am 1.1 didn't want that driver to know. D'you think he did?

Metcalfe.

Never worry, David... never worry about anything. It just isn't worth it.

    ( They talk drunkenly about the hunt)

The Prince.

Come on, Fruity. Let's get home. We've got to work today... work... d'you hear? Round the

corner, did he say?

Metcalfe.

I feel so happy that I want to sing. Just one little song, old man, and then we'll go.

The Prince.

No. Come on.

Metcalfe.

I tell you - I must. (Sings)

O why did we have to have a war?

We could have done without it!

They promised paradise and more

But I begin to doubt it!

For there isn't a king

That worth a thing

They've all of 'em abdicated!

And there isn't a girl

That's left with a curl

They're all bobbed and emancipated!

For God has closed the blooming door

And we couldn’t do much about it;

Perhaps we should have spoke before

So now I'm going to shout it!

There isn't a job

That's worth a bob

They 've all been dissipated!

And there's nothing new

That's really true

Old England's been deflated.

Prince.

Shut up, Fruity, for God's sake. We'll have a crowd round us soon. Come on, we've got to

make an early start. Can't you understand? You'll be no use to me for hours. Where did you

learn that song?

Metcalfe.

Don't be angry with me, David .1 thought you'd like me to sing to you. Picked it up from one

of your pals in one of the God damn awful places you take me to... a damn good song damn

good. Shall I sing it again?

The Prince.

No, keep quiet for awhile. (He walks a few paces away)

I'm drunk but I can still hear the sounds

I want to stifle; still see the things I fear.

I'm drunk but I still know that I am fastened

To my branded frightened self, still know

That I'm surrounded - yet alone.

The eyes of hungry children, jugs and bowls

Held out for soup; the swinging columns that

Are now the beaten queues; my father's voice;

The walls of hard ungiving faces and thin

White hands that clasp a dangling crucifex.

Close crushing island; young nations with

Great generous plains; old statutes but young anger

And hot disruptive tremors of revolt;

The drink, the saxaphone, the tasteless love;

The cheers that tempt, the handshakes that betray

The poor rejecting spirit so longing to

Receive; the flight of native happiness.

I'm drunk and all these rise up from infernal

Places: I could drink more - and down them;

Or less and try to live with them; be Lord

Of my own history!

Not torrn by the grief that's in between. (He turns back to his friend)

Fruity! (Silence) fruity!

Metcalfe.

Dear man, how good to hear your voice. I must have been taking a little nap. Nothing like

forty winks to aid digestion.

The Prince.

Fruity, there's something that I've got to tell you.

Metcalfe.

Tell me. Tell me everything, dear boy. In me you've got a sympathetic friend.

The Prince.

Fruity, you've got to go.

Metcalfe.

But I'm trying to, dear boy, been wanting to for hours.

The Prince.

Go altogether. Go back to India and rejoin your regiment. The Archbishop says you're not

the right type and my father's given the order.

Metcalfe

Well I'm damned! rotten old devil! Archbishops ought to be abolished. No good

anyway... but wait till I'm sober and I'll....

The Prince.

Shut up, Fruity! The whole town'll hear you. (They stumble away)

Metcalfe.

Never worry, old man, never worry about anything... it just isn't worth it

Final Chorus to Act III. 

The  Sea King, despondent, is seated before a low table loaded with sumptuous dishes  of fish 

 and a goblet of wine .On the ground  beside him is a pile of empty oyster shells, fish bones and other remnants of the meal. 

Sea King.

My  wife’s away, the weather’s vile,

My daughters fuss around the Isle, 

The Air was rude to me this morning, 

Bragging, blowing taunts and scorning
Every habit I hold dear –

He gets more uppish every year

Life has grown so full of worries,

Everybody strains and hurries 

To replace the ancient skipper 

By a beardless red-haired nipper

And a pesky yelling crew 

 Which calls it better because new, 

For everyone to own the boat 

And sail it by a general vote

With rudder fixed and hard to port

Heeling Left in circles caught.    

Even the dreamy cuttle-fish 

Who, smiling, waited for each dish 

To drift into his open mouth 

Now grabs a rock and races south 

…….

And crabs that used all day to bask 

Upon a rock and nothing ask 

But to be left alone to sleep 

Now start awake  and wildly weep:

Each mounts a ledge and lifts its claws 

And with a husky  voice  implores 

The workers of the sea to rise, 

Shake off their chains, lift up their eyes,

All this I find immensely trying, 

But I suppose its no use sighing 

For the jolly careless past 

When I was lord of vast

Hot. dark   submerged  lands 

………

Then, with a mighty mocking laugh

God cut my property in half 

And raised up land of wombing earth 

From which a man was given birth 

…….

On days  when I’m depressed like this 

There’s only one thing can dismiss  

The dismal figure of defeat –

It is to sit me down  and eat! 

But even that now disappoints –

Ten dozen oysters, several joints 

Of roasted  walrus, half a pail 

Of sturgeons eggs, some jellied whale,

A sucking bear in seaweed sauce, 

And for an intermediate course,

Shark’s  liver fried in otter oil 

Garnished in a moving coil 

Of eels alive, so fat, so raw, 

And after that an albacore 

…….

And lastly, just some polyps sliced 

And beaten up in foam and  iced! 

How little I can  really touch,

I used to eat four times as much.

    (Enter 1st, 2nd and 3rd Waves)

1st Wave. 

Father, when you’ve finished eating 

We will give you news and greeting. 

Sea King. 

My child, I’ve hardly had a thing!

My appetite has taken wing. 

    (They report on the state. and appearance  of  England. Enter 4th and 5th Waves.)

4th Wave.

I ventured though the heavy doors 

Of chambers where they make the laws;

I crept into the heavy rooms. 

I stepped into the heavy smoke 

Where gaunt excited people spoke 

Of altering the ways of man 

According to a fancy plan:

I stole into a common  house

Where, in  the kitchen having tea  

A family could not agree

The father sided with the mother,

The sons and daughters with each other: 

………

And the basis of all life was split. 

5th Wave.

Within a royal room I hid.

Tremendous persons came and went 

Upon imperial business bent 

They asked the King if he approved,

He answered – but his lips scarce moved;

They asked him then to sign his name;

He signed – yet scarce perceived their claim:

The Bill, the Cabinet report,

:The tasks, the pageantries of Court,

The pride and pleasures of his reign 

Were turned upon his mind in vain;

From every subject except one 

His mind had fled – fled to his son!

……….

The boy had wandered out of range 

Where princes had no right to be:

He sought the poor, the discontented,

The hopeless and the dispossessed

 Whole regions which had grown depressed;

To them he was a Galahad 

In sacred, searching armour clad!

But to his father  - disobedient, strange, uncouth 

Revolutionary youth!

They differed, quarrelled, struck and parted,

Each hating each – yet broken hearted.

The very throne  itself  was split. 

Full Chorus.

O what is the cause

Of all this strife?

O what are the laws 

Of human l?

O why has  power discarded grace/

And why does pain distort the face 

O who will mend the broken Isle?

How will it end, this bitter trial?

Will beauty ever rise again? 

And harmony  restore the twain?

Sea King.

Hush, daughters!  Calm your sudden fears!

You’re old enough in solar years

To know…

That fair follows rough – then rougher still 

The winding way: All ‘s one! 

The three extensions must be run,

And  Man, had he historic sense

Would follow faithfully the path.

         (The Waves divide)

1st Half.  About two hundred years ago

              There came as quiet as a fall of snow 

2nd Half. A creature from a groundless  place 

              Brought in a dreamer’s travelling case:

1st Half. In an English field it fed 

              And grew in strength till it was led

2nd half. Into the nation’s market place 

              And purchased for the island race.

1st Half. The gentry stared, the rabble shouted 

              To see a beast so heavy snouted,

2nd Half. So big of belly, hard of bone,

              Weighing near two hundred stone,

1st half.  Fresh to harness, barely tame, 

             Spitting spark and soot and flame,

2nd Half. Roaring  like a  sou’west gale,

              Quivering from head to tail,

1st half.  And when it plunged and roared and bucked 

              The people yelled and jumped and ducked!

              …….

2nd Half. Western Man, in love with Earth 

               Unsatisfied with servant birth

1st half.   Created for his high demesne 

               The omni-operative Machine!

                ……..

2nd Half. The animal was put to work!

               It made no attempt to shirk,

1st Half.  To sleep, to ask for pay, 

               Nor did it keep the Sabbath Day. 

2nd half.  It nothing took – its life it gave,

              It was, indeed, the perfect slave!

      (The story of the machine follows. – its benefits and its evils)

1st Half.  Natural economic laws       

              Began to claim effect from cause,

2nd Half.  Competition, boom and slump

              Tariff walls and trading dump,

1st half.  Monopoly, inflation – more!

             Unemployment, chaos – war! 

2nd Half. The simple slave which Man created 

             And to his service dedicated 

1st half. Had grown beyond  his holding hand 

             Beyond his power to understand, 

2nd Half. And altering the social world 

             Had from a second  Eden hurled 

1st half.  Its maker to the brink of grave

             With slave as master – master slave. 

Full Chorus,  No wonder then that change must come!

                (Enter 6th Wave.)

Several. 

Sister! Why are you so late?

6th Wave.

The party didn’t end till eight.

Several.

What party? 

6th Wave

You know. The party that he  went to.

Several.

Who went?

6th Wave. 

The boy! The prince! 

Others. 

Did he dance  his cares away? 

6th Wave..  They danced till two, then stopped the band 

                  And on a crazy frolic planned

                  Rushed into the silent street 

                  With shouts that shook the very stars

                  They jumped in taxicabs and  cars 

                  And roared about the city’s ways 

                  Like chasers on bank-holidays.

                  Lamps were twisted , gates were bent,

                  No pillar-box but had its dent 

                  They charged the railings of the park 

                  On statuary they left their mark: 

                  Incautious cats were pit to flight 

                  And policemen had a busy night.

                  …….

                  In folly, fecklessness and farce 

                 These children of a fallen class

                  Light with the embers of  their star 

                 The wilderness in which they are:

                  ……..

Several.    Tell us what he did and said?

Others.      What time did he get to bed?

6th Wave.   He danced, he drank, he joined the brawl,

                 He didn’t get to bed at all.

Several.   What did he seek? What did he find? 

                What ills were hanging on his mind?

6 Wave.   From the clawing beast he could not  slay 

                 He believed that he could run away;

Several.    Tell us more. Tell us what lies in the mind of a boy?

6th Wave.

                Circled by a monstrous wall,

                Close, and wide as it is tall

                With neither door nor square of glass

                A mind so shuttered, drawn and tied 

                Might  grow up deaf and dumb and blind:

                But no! struck by  words he cannot see,

               Jerked by thoughts that don’t  agree,

               Wanting matters out of range 

                Pulled by feelings that are strange,
                Slowly, as with blind precision, 

              Steps the prisoner from his prison:

              Once outside, like Adam hurled,

              He runs to clasp the waiting world 

              And on himself he tries to take 

              The sorrows that will bend and break 

              Him with their largeness and their weight

 er          For in the body of the State

              Lies the iron of dissolution

             Worked by endless revolution.

Waves.

             Revolution! Revolution!

Sea King. 

             Yes, yes! I’ve heard! 

             Once is enough for any word!

             And that one stinks and looks like bones 

             Before  they’re picked as clean as stones:

             Why do you bring me all these tales 

             Of trouble that weigh down the scales 

             So low that I am weighed down, too, 

             And don’t know what to think or do;

             And just when I was at my dinner! 

             Every day I’m getting thinner! 

Waves.

             Father dear, don’t get upset,

             When things get rough draw in your net ,

             The holes sew up, the old sail patch,

              The better for tomorrow’s catch.         

ACT IV .Scene 1 

    Time.  The evening of Sunday May 2nd 1926.

     Place.  The Cabinet  Room in No.10 Downing Street 

A Cabinet Committee, which includes Mr Winston Churchill and Lord Birkenhead, is negotiating with the TUC over the coal dispute and threatened General Strike. 

This Committee has been called by the Prime Minister, Mr Stanley  Baldwin, to a meeting on the eve of the strike. The Ministers are standing about, waiting to begin. The Prime Minister and one of  his Ministers stroll in from the terrace.. 

Prime Minister.

Such a lovely night. A pity to come in. We’re  having  a wonderful spring. No late frosts to catch the fruit buds. They’ll be able to start the hay soon. 

Minister. Yes. The weather’s marvellous.

Prime Minister

It’s  good when they can get it in early otherwise  it runs on into the harvest with no rest in  between for the men. That is one of the advantages of this new silage idea. You can cut it sooner and even cart it green. 

Minister.

I know nothing about farming ,SB. I must confess,  my interest in the soil is limited to the condition of the turf  for the spring meetings at Newmarket. 

    (The last Minister arrives and they take their places at the Cabinet table.)

Prime Minister

This meeting may be fairly brief, gentlemen, but as, unhappily, the crisis breaks tomorrow, I thought it well that we should meet upon the eve of action and undiscernible events to examine the situation  one again and make certain of our minds. First,  there has been no reply to our letter.

Churchill.

They won’t withdraw the strike notices, so they can’t reply.

Minister.

But we must still consider the possibility that they will

Another.

And the further possibility that they will then accept the formula. 

Churchill.

They are determined to put their strength to the test. And if they win the first round – they will go on.

Another.. 

They won’t  win. We are prepared.

Lord Birkenhead

We must be more than prepared.  We must be ruthless. After all, it’s a challenge to parliament 

Another.

It is. They refuse to accept the report and constitutional methods of settlement and try to get their way by holding the whole  country to ransom. It’s revolution! 

Prime Minister.

Gentlemen,  shall I now review the chief events leading up to the present moment in this sharp and dangerous dispute?

All.

Yes. yes. Go ahead, SB. Certainly.

Prime Minister

For many years the coal industry  has been going from bad to worse until last year, running at a heavy loss and unable to pay the high wages of the old agreements, the coal owners gave the miners a month’s  notice and demanded lower wages. The TUC immediately demanded a  national strike in support of the miners. The only  way to save the country from this was for the government to pay a subsidy to the industry for a period of nine months while an enquiry was being made respecting the whole future of the country’s coal . This also gave us time to prepare for a struggle should a compromise and solution not, in the end, be found, 

     (Murmurs of approval as he continues his account and ends…)

If the TUC desire  the upholding of the ancient constitution of this  country the they have it in their power to do so by acceding to the eminently reasonable demands in our letter and by accepting the formula of continued discussion which has been offered them. If not, if they are ready to set themselves up as a new governing  authority and challenge parliament then we, as her ministers and servants, will accept that challenge (Hear, hear)  and tomorrow, at midnight, the first round of revolutionary struggle will  have opened in this otherwise  sensible, good tempered land.

A Minister.

We’re all prepared. I hope we do fight it out and smash them once for all and stop the running rot that drags the country down..

Prime Minister.

Gentlemen, I am a man of peace. And however quick and seemingly complete the results by force may be, I am sure that the suffering  they cause and the bitterness they leave behind must, in time, turn  such victories to defeats.. No. The English genius lies in being able to avoid the useless and expensive miseries of conflict, in being able, instead, to bring the two opposing sides together and so bind in one the factions that would otherwise have split and wrecked the land. Gentlemen, it is for us to practice and uphold today that great tradition.

Churchill.

That is all very well, SB. I believe in peace as much as you do but I also believe that  there are occasions in history when to fight is the best, in fact the only way of preserving peace.

     (They continue discussing the rights and wrongs of force in a revolutionary  situation. The  

       meeting then breaks up telling jokes and  with  cheerful talk about the Grand National 

       and the start of the cricket season. The Prime Minister goes  to the open doors leading out             .      onto the terrace and gazes out into the light summer night and soliloquises upon the  

       beauty of England, the  Empire and his own rise to power. Mrs Baldwin enters)

Mrs Baldwin

What is the news? Have they accepted?

Prime Minister.

Not yet. Everything is still uncertain.

Mrs Baldwin..

If they don’t, I suppose you will have to give way again – to save the country from  a strike?

How despicable they are.

Prime Minister. 

That would save us from the  clash but I’m not sure if, a second time, it would be  wise..

Mrs Baldwin.

But how else can you avoid it?

Prime Minister.

Perhaps we shall not try to avoid it.

Mrs Baldwin

Oh, my dear!  Let everything be stopped and the country torn in two!  You, who hate and fear the very thought of conflict!

      (He talks about himself, his power and position – and goes on…)

Prime Minister.

I do not know; yet there it is; the firm 

Conviction that in the moment when the world 

Is rising up and breaking, I am here

To hold that quarter which is England

And prevent it falling also into two 

Destructive parts and if I think it necessary 

I shall experiment tomorrow night – with force.

I do not know. I may decide myself….

Or something may decide me.

Mrs Baldwin

Dearest.

Prime Minister.

But whatever I do – pray God it may be right.

   (He puts his arm round her and they go… A few minutes later, three TUC  delegates are shown into the room by the butler)

Butler.

If you will wait a few minutes, gentlemen, I will tell Sir Ronald that you are here..(He goes)

       (They talk uneasily to each other until Sir Ronald, the PPS, enters)

Sir Ronald,

Good evening, gentlemen.

Delegates.

Good evening, Sir Ronald.

2nd Delegate.

We’ve come to see the Prime Minister about that letter.

Sir Ronald

I’m afraid the Prime Minister has gone to bed.

    (Consternation)

1st delegate.

My godfathers! It’s only  just gone eleven.

3rd Delegate.

 This meeting may determine the while course of things.

Sir Ronald.

I will go and tell him that you are here..

     (After a long wait he   returns)

I am very sorry, gentlemen, but the Prime Minister has gone to bed.

2nd Delegate..

But we know that.

3rd delegate.

You told us that before.

1st delegate

 We said as’  ow ‘e needn’t trouble to dress.

2nd Delegate.

Isn’t he coming down?

Sir Ronald.

That is the position, gentlemen. The prime Minister has gone to bed.

1st delegate.

You mean ‘e won’t see us..

3rd Delegate.

At the most critical hour in ‘istory – the Prime Minister goes to bed.

2nd Delegate. 

They want a fight – an’ they shall ‘ave it.  (They go) 

ACT  IV. Scene 2.

    Time.   Morning of May 4th 1926.

    Place..  A corridor in Buckingham Palace. 

Lady Beatrice Fitzdalliance entere very perturbed.

Lady Beatrice.

Augusta! Augusta! 

     (Colonel Barnacle enters from the opposite side)

Oh, Humphrey!  Have you seen Augusta? I’ve been searching for her everywhere. I’ve looked in her office, her bedroom, the library, the throne-room and the green-house.

Colonel barnacle.

Calm yourself. Calm yourself, my dear lady Beatrice.  I heard from one of the footmen that the Duchess returned to her bedroom some two hours ago to fetch her Bible. He heard it from a coachman who heard it from her maid.

Lady Beatrice

Her Bible!  But how terrible, Humphrey! I know something awful must have happened. I’ll go and look in the Chapel and you go and look in the lake.

    (They both hurry away in different directions. A few minutes later the door opens slowly  

      and the Duchess enters  - reading)

Duchess.

“But the righteous live forever,

And in the Lord is  their reward,

With His right h and shall He cover them 

And with His arm shall he shield them…” 

It has come! It has come! I knew it would! I always said it would! The Last Day! When the trumpet  shall sound and the Earth be given up to lamentation! But I am ready. I have been reading for two hours and in the Lord is my reward. My seat in heaven is reserved – among the aristocracy, of course -  and the righteous live forever. I might have had a lot to explain but my end will get me out. If I must go earlier than I meant, then what I lose down here I shall gain in glory there……

     (Colonel Barnacle and Lady Beatrice enter breathless)

Both.

Augusta! Duchess! 

Lady Beatrice

Augusta, dear!
I’ve been hunting for you everywhere. .

Colonel Barnacle.

And I began to drag the lake.

Duchess.

It has come! It has come!

Lady Beatrice.

What do you mean, Augusta?

.Colonel Barnacle

What has come, dear Duchess?  You have given us such a fright

Lady Beatrice.

We were sure that something terrible had happened to you..

Duchess.

The Last Day! When the  trumpet shall sound and the earth be given up to lamentation. Prepare yourself, Humphrey. Ask yourself if you will enter heaven with the righteous?

Colonel

But tell us what has happened, dear Duchess.

Lady Beatrice

Yes, tell us. Do tell us.

Duchess.

You don’t know what has happened?

Both.

No. No

Duchess.

The revolution!

Lady Beatrice..

Augusta dear, what do you mean?

Duchess.

I mean just what I say. The revolution! It started last night at midnight. The whole country has stopped. Can’t you hear the silence? First we shall starve and then be led in tumbrils to the 

guillotine. But if they come for me now – I am ready. I have  read all through  Ecclesiasticuc, a bit of Solomon, half Maccabees and Luke. I’m starting now at the beginning 

Colonel Barnacle, 

.But, my dear duchess, your fears are quite unfounded. The strike is going splendidly. Volunteers in all the essential services, the police steady and troops ready to appear wherever there is trouble. Mr Baldwin has organised it perfectly. They say he’ll break them in a week. So, dear Duchess, you needn’t upset yourself like this. Come and have a little drink.

Duchess.

I don’t drink any more,  Humphrey – only goats milk And all I eat is locusts and wild honey. I have taken up religion. At critical moments in life .we all turn to it. It is a well-tried solace, and practical, too; for it gets the servants warned in heaven, the bed aired and a hot meal ready.

     (They gossip about their friends and the Colonel reports that the King is going to stop the Prince of Wales from flying. “He has no right to risk his life”)

Colonel Barnacle.

Come now, ladies: shall we go? (They move off) I’m thinking of that drink.

Duchess.

Stop! Stop! I can’t . I have forgotten something!

    (The others turn round to see what she has left behind )

My religion!

Colonel Barnacle.

Come, Duchess, everybody’s honest here. You can leave it while you’re gone and pick it up when you return.

Duchess.

D’you  think an extra chapter will make up for just one? One little one? One teeny weeny one?

Colonel Barnacle.

Of course it will, Duchess. Half a chapter will be good enough. Now come before you forget anything else.  (They move off)

ACT IV. Scene 3.

   Time.    May 12th 1926.

    Place.   The drawing room leading out onto the balcony in Buckingham Palace  - 

                 overlooking the Mall 

      (Two footmen enter, one is old and one young, They go to the windows and pull up 

        the sun blinds)

Young Footman.

They say the strike is over

Old footman.

Very likely. Look sharp with those  windows. Their Majesties have left their rooms.

Young footman.

They say the government has won.

Old footman.

It’s none of your business who’s won.  Be careful how you roll that blind.

      (The young footman persists in talking. The old footman warns him again

        about  his ‘undesirable political disposition’)

Young footman.

There’s a big crowd outside, Mr Jenkins.

Old footman.

Thompson! Position!

     (They  march to points on either side of the  open door and stand stiffly waiting until the 

       King and Queen, the Archbishop, Lady Beatrice and Sir Charles Cust enter)

The Queen.

They say that students are unloading ships

And bank clerks  down  at Billingsgate are weighing

Out the fish.

   (Sir Charles goes to the windows)

The King.

The silence is the strangest thing;

No trains, no buses and no heavy traffic;

No ships and tugs and launches whistling 

Up and down the Thames: no distant sound of busy

Cranes and drills and engines; a hush lies over 

London – a city full of people but no work.

Archbishop.

And may I add, Sir, no God.

Church attendances were disappointing.

Sir Charles.

There’s a large crowd already, Sir.

The King.

 They are as pleased as we to have it over.

The Queen.

They turned their revolution into a glorious

Holiday: working in their gardens

And allotments  picnicing upon 

The commons, boating on the rivers . and

Bathing in the ponds; every day 

The parks were full. And now it’s over 

And they’re glad to get back to their work.

The King.

I think we must be lenient, Dr lang,

To get through it without trouble was

A ticklish thing: and if picnics did it 

And not churches – it may be  matter for 

Regret but not complaint
Archbishop.

Do not think me lacking. Sir, in gratefulness,

I but express the sad discomforts of 

My office.

The Queen,

Which we share with you – as you well know

The King

How soon will Baldwin get here, Charles?

Sir Charles

He should be here  now ,Sir His car is probably 

Held up  by the crowd.

The King.

I knew that chap would do the job.

Sir Charles.

You picked  a proper skipper, Sir

  ( The King. laughs happily until the Prince is mentioned when his manner freezes. Mr

 Baldwin is then announced. He shakes hands with the King, the Queen and the Archbishop)

The King. (holding onto Baldwin’s hand0

Congratulations, Mr Baldwin

Baldwin.

The news will be announced officially in a few minutes

The King.

You will appear on the balcony with us..

   (The King slaps him on the back and talks happily for a few minutes)

Prime Minister. 

I can now assure  your majesties 

That the threat which has lain, since the end

Of the war, like an assassin in the shadows,

Has  today been removed: the attempt 

Made by the unions to usurp the instrument 

Of government has been defeated and their power

Has been broken: although the country 

Is still divided, the danger of upheaval 

Is over; it remains now but to heal 

The strains and, wasting neither time nor words

On rancour or recriminations, go forward

To the building of a happier future.

The Queen.

You have been splendid, Mr Baldwin

Archbishop.

And God has been merciful again.

The King.

You have saved us from what has caught

So many others. You have my heartfelt thanks.

Prime Minister.

To do something good for England and to win

Your thanks. Sir, is the utmost an Englishman can ask.

    (The King takes the  PM aside.)

The King.

I want to speak to you before my son  comes.

I’ve sent for him. He must appear with us 

Before the people.

You know about his sending money to

The miners’ fund?

Baldwin. 

I do, Sir.

It was very unwise: the crown must not take sides.

The King.

Exactly. But shall I speak to him about it now?

the Archbishop says I must, but as the strike 

Is over, I thought I’d overlook it. 

Baldwin.

I am sure you are right ,Sir,

Reproof will only make him still

More active and I’d like to have the country 

Undisturbed while I clear things up 

The King.

 I shall take your  advice this time – and say

Nothing: not because I feel like sparing him 

But because…I must confess to you…I am tired.

For sixteen years I’ve sat a throne as once 

I’d hoped to sail a ship and I’ve not dropped

My anchor once because my ship’s a throne –

A throne without a shore.

It is no wonder that  I am feeling old.

Baldwin.

Sir, I am sorry to hear this. 

The King. 

What worries me now, even more than the present 

Tumult, is – what will happen after? 

How will the new king shape when I am dead? 

Baldwin.

Sir, why don’t you take a rest? You could

Be  rid of these depressions and forebodings;

As for the prince, your son, I still believe 

That when his youth is spent and when he feels 

The pressure of the crown, with his energies

And talents and all the rich investments of 

Your reign, he will prove that he is worthy of

His father and his country – he will also 

Be a great and greatly honoured king.

The King.

My friend, I want your promise; when my reign

Is over and so long as you have power,

Will you watch him, check him, turn, and try

To guide him –see that he does thr right thing.

Baldwin.

Sir, I promise.

     (The King .takes the Prime Minister’s hand. At this moment hooters. whistles, sirens,

 motor car horns and shouting break out in a great pandemonium of noise)

The Queen.

The nine  days silence broken by a very bombardment of sound.

The King. 

David should be here. He’s late as usual.

     (The door opens and the Prince of Wales bursts in)

Prince of Wales

The strike’s been broken! The Unions 

Gave way, the government has won and 

The miners are betrayed!

The King.

You know quite well that by this victory 

The country has been saved from revolution.

Baldwin.

We had no other choice, Sir. We had  to break 

The Unions before they broke the country.

Archbishop.

By god’s mercy, all that we hold good 

And gracious has been saved from destruction.…

The Queen.

David, dear, do be reasonable.

Prince. of Wales.

Saved from revolution! Delivered from

Destruction! Victory for a parliament

That’s just a comfortable headquarters 

For the brotherhood of property: a church

That’s just a playground for ambitious prelates;

And a crown that is out-dated – while men still stand 

And rot and women sell their wedding rings! 

That is the victory which, like a company 

Of executioners, you meet to celebrate! 

The King.

David! How dare you!.

Archbishop.

May god forgive your Royal Highness the wicked

Suffering you inflict, the impious

Affront to your noble father.

Baldwin. 

It is not only we, Sir, who have worked

And praised this victory: listen to the people

Who have also come to sanction and proclaim it.

Prince of Wales.

Yes! listen to them! The craven crowd!

   (The Queen weeps)

Archbishop.

Dear God, but this is monstrous!

Baldwin.

Anarchy is not the invigorating thing, Sir,

That some people think. You do not understand 

The dangers that surround us and the risks that you would take.

The King

Will you stop this fearful folly  and appear

With me and my First Minister

Upon the balcony before the people.

Prince of Wales.

No, Sir,

     (The King sinks onto a chair with the Queen and the Archbishop supporting him)

Baldwin. (to the Prince)

I advice you to retire, Sir.

Sir Charles (from the window)

The people are getting impatient, Sir. 

The King.(rising)

We must go to them. 

   (He is helped across the room by Sir Charles and the Archbishop. The Prime Minister follows. The Queen pauses as she passes the prince )

The Queen.

Afterwards, you will be sorry, David,  if 

The last years of your father’s life are

As troubled and unhappy  as those that reach 

Across his reign.

Prince of Wales (brokenly)

Mother.

The King. (from the window)

Are you coming, May?

   ( She turns stonily aside and goes to the window. The King,. the Queen and the Prime 

   . Minister step outside. There is a thunder of cheering. The Prince listens until ‘God Save

     the King’ rises faintly on a distant wind, and when it swells, taken up by the voices of

     the crowd, he rushes from the room in despair)

ACT IV. Scene 4.

    Time.    Immediately following the last scene.

     Place.   The Prince of Wales’s room in Buckingham Palace.

      A footman opens the door and the Prince enters much disturbed. 

Prince of Wales.

Bring me a drink, Armstrong..

Footman..

Very good, your Royal Highness. 

    (He goes. The prince paces up and down until he returns)

Is there anything else, Your Royal Highness?

Prince of Wales.(absently)

No.    (The footman goes and the prince pours himself a drink. Soliloquy follows

He collapsed: seemed to shrink and couldn’t speak:

His stiff, harsh, invincibility  - broken:

All my life I’ve wanted to have the strength

To face him, be his equal and now that I

Have got it – I am killing him.

I hate him but I don’t want to kill him:: and yet,

What can I do? I’ve set my life upon 

A track which carries my generation to

Its undetermined end; I’m on it, of it,

In it, and even if I wanted to

I couldn’t stop: it is the law by which

The old is always hateful and classes

Murder  kings, people murder classes

And sons murder fathers – in a cruel endless

Movement of revolution and patricide.

So what I do is not done by me –

But by the law

……….

I just wish that I could know how it will end:

Will it be easier when I’m king – or worse?

I shall have more power but even more

Malign and dreadful problems: if only

Someone else could  be beside me when

They come – just one assured and steady friend.

     (The  scene fades and the Waves enter and cover him)

Waves

    The top is reached; the rope is cut:

    The word is preached: both ends are shut;

    He’ll make an epic of his stay

    And then he’ll have the price to pay

    .

      The old is struck: the past is shaken;

    But the horse will buck before it’s taken;

    The fathers will shake up the dice

    And cast a son for sacrifice.

    He stands alone: beyond, above;

    He’s never known the ways of love

    And when he finds that steady friend 

    He’ll find the love that is his end.

    The time’s awry; the earth is sour;

    A king will die and take his power;

    A king will reign and fall and groan;

    Another king will mount the  throne.

ACT IV. Scene 5..

     Time.    Some time later.

     A coal valley in South Wales.

It is a dark cold winter afternoon.. The wheel at the top of the pit-shaft is in the foreground, beyond it a slag heap with the live coals glowing down its sides and beyond again, the buildings and machinery of the colliery. At the top of the steep desolate slope is the village.

A flight of stone steps, cut in the hill-side, links the village to the colliery 

The Prince of Wales has come to the valley. He has been talking to the people in the village  at the top, visiting the old and the sick in their houses. Now he is climbing down the steps and

people are waiting to see him and when he reaches the bottom, they surge round  him.

Many voices.

Speak to us Sir. Speak to us.

Prince of Wales..

Men and woman! Friends! You have let me come into your valley. You have let me look into your lives. And I have seen such things and I have seen so much that, for the moment, I can say little. Only this. That something must be done. And I promise you that something will be done.

      (There is an outburst of cheering and  praying and  weeping which finally resolves into a 

        great hymn-like song, sung in many parts.)

All. 

    The road to the  valley is broken and rough

     As  soon as it leaves the town,

    Neither man nor beast is strong enough

    And none pass up or down.

    The trees in the valley are cut and gone 

    And the roots are left to rot,

    And the turf  that was sweet to walk upon

    Is withered away and forgot:

    The birds in the valley have left their nests

    And the eggs are fallen out,

    The sheep have dropped on the barren crests

    And their bones are scattered about;

    The flowers in the valley are torn and trod

    And the streams are filled with rust,

    The vale that was made by the hand of God 

    Is turned to a furrow of dust;

    A furrow that’s deep and dark and long

    Like a great cathedral nave,

    Dug for a fold that did no wrong 

    But were laid aside in the grave:

    T’is written down in the sacred book

   That faith must suffer pain;

    What the Lord had given, the Lord than took,

    And the Lord will give again!

      (During the singing the Prince has touched his eyes with his handkerchief)

Prince of Wales.

You can rely on me. I will not let you down,

Many voices.

God bless you, Sir.

    (He moves on, the crowd following him.) 

ACT IV. Scene 6.

   Time. A year later.

   Place.  Colonel Barnacle’s dressing-room in Buckingham Palace.

The Colonel is discovered in full-dress uniform kneeling in the middle of the room. His servant, Peters, is standing over him with drawn sword.. He is to receive a knighthood  and is

rehearsing for the investiture 

Peters. (clearing his throat)

Are you ready, Sir?

Colonel B.

Quite ready.

Peters.

One..two..three…

Colonel B.

No, no, no. It’s not a race. It’s an investiture. Just begin naturally.

Peters.

Very good, Sir. (He clears his throat again) Quite natural, Sir. Now!  What is your name?

Colonel B.

No, no. It’s the Lord Chamberlain who says that 

   (Peters leaps to one sude, putting the sword down on a chair) 

Peters.

Blimey, I will keep forgetting.

Colonel.

Don’t say that vulgar word in my presence, Peters. How often must I tell you? 

     (The rehearsal continues. His new long boots pinch and he sends Peters to the boot room

       for his old ones. Left alone he tip toes in his stocking feet to the mirror and admires him

       self. When Peters reappears, staggering under the weight of long boots, he sidles away

Peters.

 You’re not the piture you once was, Sir. You didn’t ought never to ‘ave allowed that protuberance to form in front, Sir, spoils every uniform you’ve got, to my way of thinkin’

Colonel B.

I wasn’t looking at myself, Peters. You were such a long time I had to walk about the room to keep my feet warm..

Peters.

Of course, Sir, I don’t blame you, We all likes ter get our feet warm now an’ then. Warm feet makes a warm ‘eart, don’t it. Sir? (Referring to the boots) There’s a lot more in the boot room

But this is all I could carry. I’ll set ‘em all out for you ter ‘ave your pick

    (The Colonel sits down while Peters  arranges the boots in a circle round him)

Colonel B.

Peters, it’s a wonderful thing to be made a knight. I can’t help feeling proud and happy.

Peters

Of course it is, Sir. Like getting’ yer first stripe. Gives yer such a lift as makes yer want ter brag an’ get boozed up.

Colonel B.

I don’t brag  and I should never want to get boozed up, Peters – but I feel as though I might like to sing.

Peters.

Go right ahead, Sir. I’m sure I’ve no objection. It would do yer a power of good. An’ I like a bit of music meself sometimes. I’ve always said this palace  is too quiet.

Colonel B.

I feel so happy, Peters, I really think I might.

Peters.

Don’t ‘esitate, Sir. There’s nobody but me’ll  ‘ear yer, an’ I won’t  say nothing. Yer know yer can always trust me.         .

Colonel B.

Indeed, I have a very good voice. I was told once that it bore comparison with Caruso’s.

Peters.

 It’s only a little encouragement yer want.Sir.

       (With a sublime expression, he breaks into song,)

Colonel B.

      How jolly it is to fly a kite

      To strike a light,

      To have a fight,

      But its jollier still to  be a knight!

Peters

An’ then get tight.

Colonel B.

 Be quiet, Peters.

Peters.

Sorry, Sir, but you do put temptation in me way.

Colonel B

      Boots, boots, beautiful boots!

      Boots for day and boots for night,

      Boots so glossy and sleek and bright,

      Boots that are my heart’s delight;

      Boots for the great   occasion!

Peters.

Carry on, Sir,. That’s real good.

Colonel B.

      It’s a wonderful thing to get your pay,

      To find your way,

      To be asked to stay,

      But the gorgeous thing is to get a K!

  .  

      Boots, boots, beautiful boots!

      Boots  for night and boots for day,

      Boots so trim and smart and gay,

      Boots for which a man would pray:

      Boots for the great occasion!

Peters.

Go on, Sir, go on. You’ve reel talent, you ‘ave, Sir

Colonel B

 Enough, Peters. This levity is unbecoming to the dignity of His Majesty’s  most notable equerry and a man about to receive  a knighthood. To work now. Which of all these boots shall it be? 

      (On Peter’s advice, he finally decides.)

Colonel B.

I feel like another song now, Peters.

Peters.

Don’t be discouraged, Sir. Wiv your talent you’ve reely no call ter be.

Colonel B.

      The cat will purr,

      The dog will stir,

      The tongues will whirr,

      As soon as I become a sir!

      Boots, boots, beautiful boots!

      Red and white and brown and yellow,

      Tasty  boots to warm a fellow,

      Vintage boots so old and mellow

  (Peters joins in)  

      Boots, boots, beautiful boots

      Boots for the great occasion!

Peters.

Go on, Sir! That’s great!

      I looked and came,

      I married a dame,

      I rose to fame,

      And there’ll soon be a handle to my name!

      Boots, boots, beautiful boots!

      Boots that coo like a sucking dove,

      Boots that fit like a perfect glove,

      Darling boots for a man to love

      Boots, boots, beautiful boots,

      Boots for the great occasion 

(There is so much singing and jollity that Peters forgets to tell the Colonel that he must change quick or he’ll be late for the drawing-room)

Colonel B.

Dear me! You ought to be ashamed of yourself,  Peters. Such negligence

If it wasn’t for the fact that you were with me in South Africa……)

Peters.

It’s me memory again, Sir. If I don’t get you the sack one of these days I’ll be surprised.. I’ll put this ere pack of boots away an’ then I’ll be back an’ change yer.

     (When he is gone the Colonel goes straight  to the mirror. With  sweep of his cocked hat 

       he bows to himself.  “Good morning, Sir Humphrey.” Peters returns and smiles good-

      humouredly to himself.)

ACT IV. Scene 7.:  

     Time. The summer of 1931 

      Place.  The Prince of Wales’s room in St James’s Palace.

           (The Prince and Lord  Mountbatten, his equerry, enter talking)

Lord Louis.

When did you meet her?

Prince of Wales

Last week at a party after she’d been presented at Court and then again last night. Her 

husband has a business over here. But intelligent! She knows more about the social 

condition of England than I do!. When I told her about my trips to the north and down

to Wales she said she’d like to go on one of them with me. An American! and a woman!   

taking such an interest! I said that I didn’t see why it couldn’t be arranged.

Lord Louis.

You’re working fast. And what about the husband?  Is he interested in the social condition 

of England, too?

Prince of Wales

Don’t be so damned sarcastic, Louis.  You just wait until you meet her. She’s  a beautiful

and intelligent woman – the first one I’ve ever met and she coming here today to hear about 

my work. Will you stay and meet her and then clear out and come back afterwards and tell me

what you think.

Lord Louis.

Alright. I’ll stay  and inspect the wondrous American for you. The Solomon among women! 

The Helen of the New World. But get this clear, old boy, I’m not fighting another Trojan War

for you

      (The Prince goes on talking about her then, realising that she is late for her royal appointment – laughs delightedly. No one has ever dared to be late before. When she is  

announced, she advances gaily  across the  room,. 

Mrs Simpson.

Hullo,  Prince! My, but what a lot of  passages and stairs this old palace has got. And no 

elevator! I’m all out of breath  with walking and climbing. You ought to get one of

our American firms to fix you up with a couple of elevator shafts. You must wear yourself out 

clambering about. 

Prince of Wales.

Yes, I ought. I’m so sorry you’ve had such a journey getting here.

Mrs Simpson.

Am I supposed to curtsey to you every time I see you? Only in public, I guess, to keep up 

tradition. I just  couldn’t manage with any more than that!

Prince of Wales.

I can’t either .but I have to. May I introduce my cousin, Lord Louis Mountbatten..

     (She asks what they were laughing about and, when told, laughs, too. She tells Lord

      Louis that her first husband was n the US navy and amusing naval talk follows until

      at a sign from the prince, he goes. And she grows serious.

Mrs Simpson.

I’m talking too much. I want to. hear all about  you and  the wonderful work you are doing.

Prince of Wales.

I’m not doing much, I’m afraid. I’m not allowed to.

Mrs Simpson.

Oh, but you are. The way you run around the country putting hope into the hearts of those

poor people. And the speeches that you make and the letters that you write and the trouble that

you stir up afterwards. To watch the way you shake and vex those old half-dead bolonies – is

wonderful.

Prince of Wales.

Then you really think I am doing some good? You  don’t think I am just meddling and doing

harm, in fact, as they all tell me. With  no real power  and place  in which to act and everyone 

against me, there’s  no other way for me to do it. I must meddle.

Mrs Simpson.

 And don’t you ever stop!  When the world is on the march and this old self-complacent

country is too fat and stuck to move, you’re the only  man with vision, courage, and power 

enough to stand out in the front and pull it on.

Prince of Wales.

Your encouragement is wonderful.

Mrs Simpson.

You need more friends – to hearten and stand by you.

Prince of Wales.

Just one would be enough.

Mrs Simpson

Yes. Maybe just one. (Pause). And now I must be going (She gets up)  I must set out on that 

long trip to the front door. But I guess it will be better going down than coming up.

Prince of Wales.

I will come with you.

Mrs Simpson.

I’m sure that’s not allowed.  It might destroy the Constitution. What would the Privy Council 

Say. But I’d like it all the same..

    (Overcome and speechless the Prince opens the door and they  go. Very soon, Lord  Louis

      enters)

Lord Louis. (To footman)

His Royal Highness has gone to dress, I suppose?

Footman.

His Royal Highness is showing Mrs Simpson to the door. My Lord.

Lord Louis.

Showing  her to the door?

Footman

To the front door, my Lord.

    (He walks up and down the room until the Prince returns)

Prince of Wales.

I hoped you’d be here, Louis. Wasn’t I right? Isn’t she marvellous?

Lord Louis.

I hear you took her to the front door.

Prince of Wales

Of course I did.

Lord Louis.

You have servants.

Prince of Wales. .

Dammit! D’you think I’d let a servant conduct her through my house and shut the door when 

she goes? A woman of such feeling, such strength – and so beautiful and kind I never knew 

that a woman could be like that. I thought they were all hard, shallow and dishonest. And 

now I’ve found one that is straight and proud and defiant. A woman who could sit in  council

 and could rule. A woman who could love. But you haven’t told me what you think?

Lord Louis.

You’ve scarcely given me the chance. But now I will. I think she is magnificent – but fatal.

Prince of Wales.

   Fatal! Yes. That’s the word!

   She was born to dress in silk, to wear

   A star upon her brow and bear the weight

   Of many rings, to rise and cross the seas

   So that her path and mine – converge:

   And I will kneel to take the Mystery that

   She brings and once I have it in my hands 

   I will never let it go, but with it ride

   The tempest or throw the world and all its works away.

Lord Louis.

 You’re crazy!  Haven’t you got enough trouble without taking on a woman like that! Pull 

yourself together, man.  And look at the clock! You’ve got an engagement! If you get there

at all  you’ll be an hour late. Come on.

    (He marches to the door and opens it)

Prince of Wales...

Clocks! Engagements! What do I care!  Crowns! Countries! Duties!  What do they matter?

I am in love!

     (He stumbles out and Lord Louis, closing the door behind him, goes too.)

Act IV. Scene 8.

   Time.  About eleven o’clock one night at the end of January 1936. 

   Place.  Mrs Simpson’s  sitting-room in her house in Regent’s Park. 

       (An open door discloses an ante-room beyond in which, on an upright chair, a maid 

        is sitting – asleep. Presently a bell rings. The maid does  not stir. It rings again, 

       longer and louder. She still does not stir.Mrs Simpson can be heard shouting angrily) 

Mrs Simpson.

Do I have to ring all night? Am I 

Supposed to wait upon myself? Are there 

No servants in this house? Or must I fetch 

Them from the attics and the basement and beg 

Them to attend me? 

        (The maid wakes with a start as Mrs Simpson enters)

So that is it! asleep! 

        ( She sweeps into the room with the maid following abjectly) 

While I make ready to receive their King – 

My servants sleep 

Maid.

 I beg your pardon, madam, 

I didn’t mean to fall asleep, madam. 

It’s with so many parties, madam, and waiting 

Up for His Royal Highness….. 

Mrs Simpson.

His Majesty you mean! 

Have you been sleeping there a week not 

To know the King is dead – the Prince is King!                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              

     (She goes to the fireplace  and pulls the bellcords on each side and they jangle through  

     the house. After a splendid soliloquy  she jangles the bells again) 

I won’t have any sleeping in this house tonight.

    (Servants come hurrying in in various states of dress and undress)

Must I teach you poor impervious 

English fools when to sleep – and when to wake? 

That night’s the precious portion of the day 

And that your King comes here to receive 

Its puissant mark before he reigns? 

Get dressed, all of you, and down below, 

Each side the door in two straight rows, stand 

Till he comes –  stand till he goes….. and  after he has gone…

      (She goes to the window)  

And in the morning, waste n o time, 

Clean up and call the tradesmen early, then start 

Preparing for the night. I shall give another party 

To celebrate in private what in public we must mourne.

       ( she  gives her orders) 

And let the bills run up into the careless sky –

For when I entertain a monarch 

I will do it like a queen.

   (She looks out of the window again)

He’s come! 

   (She sweeps into the middle of the room)

Poke the fire! turn up the lights! turn that chair round 

One of you run up and fetch me a handkerchief.

   (The servants scuttle in all directions) 

Get moving, can’t you! you English act 

Like cows in front of headlights.

    (She stops them)

Come back! See to my dress. And bring me a mirror. 

Is my hair alright behind? Does that line show in my neck? 

Maid.

The powder hides it, madam.

Mrs Simpson.

Then go.

     ( A few minutes pass. Then King Edward VIII enters. He is dressed in the scarlet 

       uniform of the Welsh Guards. He looks sad and worried but on seeing her, lights up 

       with joy, crosses the room rapidly and takes her in his arms.)

The King.

My  darling.

Mrs Simpson.

It has come at last.

The King. 

At last. 

Mrs Simpson.

Did he speak to you before he died? 

The King.

He was too weak.

I would have asked him to forgive me all 

The sorrow that I’ve caused; it was too late.

I held his hand for awhile but he didn’t  

Know me and at the end I wasn’t there. 

We were waiting downstairs but when 

They called us, he had gone. 

Mrs Simpson.

Even in his death he  had to leave you 

Hindered and unhappy.

The King.

With sorrow and foreboding still tearing at 

His heart – I let him go. I sent him.

Mrs Simpson.

No. That is not right. 

You were born in different worlds that could 

Not meet except to quarrel; you could not change 

Your fate and change yourself.

His suffering, and your own, were demanded by

Our time and now you are left to feel 

Remorse as well.

The King. 

When he was alive, thwarting and 

Reprooving me – I hated him:

Now that he’s dead I only  feel how much 

I loved him; if we can be brought to hate 

Those whom we love –who are we then? ourselves?   

Or just the  helpless actors of our time?

Can I deny the things I’ve done and fix 

Them on my time? Can I say 

I didn’t kill him – it was my time?

Mrs Simpson.

Yes. You must. Our  time is greater than ourselves

And  to move it must destroy ; you had to sacrifice

His love for the advancing of your people.

The King. 

My people!

For so many years I’ve waited, hoped

Drawn pictures in my mind and prepared myself 

To say those words – those two words: and now

That I can say them – they frighten me. I ought 

To work and wait still longer, reign patiently and soundly 

Like my father until I can say them naturally: 

I’d like to reign as grandly as he did, 

Hold steady and accepted views and follow 

All his straight, uncompromising courses; 

I’d like to please, not disappoint him where 

He’s gone: but I have no patience and 

My views will always be unsteady and 

Unacceptable: I can never 

Please him -  even when he’s dead. 

Mrs Simpson. 

Your father is not dead; he lives in all 

The fathers and you will have to struggle with 

Him still: in his death he may be stronger than 

He was when living. 

The King.

I shall have to do my duty as a man 

And as a king: I must stand beside 

The sons who are murdering their fathers 

So that my country can move on.   

Mrs Simpson.

God help  you.
The King. 

He  has helped me already. He has sent me you. 

     (He embraces her again) 

My darling, without you I would never have 

The strength to do the things I’ll have to do. 

I’d sooner die than be alone again. 

Mrs Simpson.

So long as you need me I will be….

The King 

….beside me…

Mrs Simpson

….beside you. 

The King.

I shall always need you beside me. 

      (With tender words she praises and encourages him – and ends) 

When the business of your reign is sometimes set 

Against you: when failures and defeats, shocks 

And disappointments come….

The King. 

… you will be beside me. (He smothers her with kisses) 

I am not worthy of you…not worthy… 

     (He tears himself away from her, hurries to the door and kisses his hands to her) 

My angel! 

Mrs Simpson. (Kissing her hand to him) 

God keep you. (She sits down) 

….’you will be beside me’….

How often has he said that – and now when he 

Ascends the throne and my divorce

Comes through…will it be true? And why 

Do I want it to be? When I first came over here,

I was curious but contemptuous of kings 

And with our casual habits of marriage and 

Divorce – quite satisfied:  but now,

I fear for the consequences of my easy ways 

Because I want to be beside him: because 

I’ve come to like  kings! because I have 

Been trimmed and tamed, turned upside down 

By England – until I’ve even come to hope 

That I’ll be England’s  - queen. 

Oh, why do I never stop in time.? 

Why do I go and on until  

I can’t turn back? In the past I would 

Have broken out of such a trap: 

I drown in its proprieties and suffocate 

In all its high performances and beat 

Upon its doors, yet every time a door

Is opened I cling more dearly to 

Its golden bars….’you will be beside me’… 

    (She pauses) 

And what of him?  The King! Not only am  

I caught inside the cage of an alien 

Ambition but I’m tied by something else  that I 

Have learnt in England  - pity! 

Standing alone in the cold expanse of majesty 

I give him friendship; striving alone in the pits 

Of human enterprise I give him comfort and

Encouragement: and for the craving hunger of 

His heart I give him love – and now, he cannot 

Live without me and I cannot leave him.

And with my impulsive, careless and 

Unfettered freedom gone, I must sit 

Here doing my duty like the canting, constipated 

English character that I’ve become.

(She rises irritably and pulls the bellcord. Presently a crowd of servants  enter) 

Butler. 

You rang, madam?

Mrs Simpson.

What on earth is this crowd?

Butler.

You told us to wait up for His Majesty, madam. 

Mrs Simpson.

His Majesty left hours ago.

Butler.

You told us to wait up after His Majesty had left, madam.

Mrs Simpson. 

Nonsense! Get off at once, all of you, and get to bed. 

Butler.

Thank you, madam. Good-night, madam. (They turn to go)

Mrs Simpson,

Wait! I shall not give that party tomorrow night. 

It would not be quite proper

Butler. 

Very good, madam 

Act IV. Scene 9.

    Time.   Immediately following the last scene 

    Place.  In the middle of the great hall stands the catafalque upon which lies the coffin 

               of King George V. At each corner, an officer of the Royal Household stands 

               on guard. The hall is lit by giant candles. A multitude of people files slowly 

               past. ‘Abide with me’ is being played on the organ. 

        (Presently the new King and his three brothers advance slowly to the catafalque and 

         change positions with the Guard. The crowd moves by unnoticing. After a while 

        the Waves enter and the lying-in-state scene becomes ringed by the colours of the  

       sea) 

Wave Chorus. 

      He lies asleep; the fifth of his name; 

      His people weep and come to claim 

      The last of every common right, 

      The death-dance on the leaving night. 

      When morning breaks; and the music stops 

      When the stage shakes and the curtain drops; 

      They’ll open the vaults of his release 

      And let him go away in peace.

      With an eager mind and a step so light; 

      His grief behind: his cares in flight:

      He’ll  ask ‘which way can heaven be?’ 

      And where they point he will find the sea. 

      The time is late: and your reign is run; 

      The world won’t wait; and your work is done:

      You brought an epoch to its height: 

      You could not keep the match alight. 

      For a new age springs from desperate cells: 

      A new note rings on the ancient bells: 

      Time for the slaves to be set free! 

      Come away old King, come back to the sea! 

               (The Sea King enters) 

Sea King. 

      I find this death is most upsetting: 

      When I’d succeeded in forgetting 

      All the troubles of my reign, 

      My age, and that oppressive pain 

      Which I feel sitting in my hair 

      Each time I look up at the Air: 

      Just when some hopefulness had grown 

      He dies and leaves a doubtful throne.

          (The Waves  draw his attention to the mourning crowds  and this historic day.) 

      If my power is lifted by the Air 

      And the new King’s minded to declare 

      That our pact is broken or diminished, 

      Then I am sacked and history’s finished. 

Waves. 

      Dear father, everything has changed 

      Since that treaty was arranged 

      Long  long  ago when you were young 

      And from the ice the Isle had sprung. 

      The world rejects the tree of power 

      And searches for a tiny flower 

      Whose seed fell from the sky above

       And tended, will grow into Love.

Sea King.

      I’ve heard all that before; 

      But to change at my age is a bore. 

         (He sits down and broods moodily. The Waves turn once more to the Lying-in – 

          State.) 

Waves. 

      See where he stands! Will touches will! 

      With trembling hands he struggles still! 

      The body’s in a different place, 

      But not the force behind the face. 

      He bows his head: and standing stiff 

      Looks down with dread from the rim of the cliff;

      In mingled fires of love and hate 

      They still fight out their primal fate. 

      And while he waits he thinks of her:

      His fear abates and his spirits stir; 

      She’ll put ascendance in his hand 

      Then tie him up with a votive band. 

      The moves are mixed: and the end is strange: 

      The pattern’s fixed and will not change; 

      A son is sent with gifts of joy 

      For God to exalt and then destroy. 

      A clarion voice: and a mighty leap: 

      The fabulous choice to reach and keep:

      Dream of a new celestial city!

      Oh, the pity of it and the pity, 

        (The Sea King  complains once more about his changed situation and the Waves 

         launch into a long paean over the beauty of England. 

Waves. (Last verses) 

      O what a land to reach and rule! 

      O what a grand unruptured school!

      Change will come and alter names 

      But never succeed with deeper claims.

      And he knows, too, when he must submit; 

      That the new-made shoe the foot must fit: 

      And he mounts the throne with a single stride 

      And lifts the crown with hope and pride

      And forgetting the weight of fear and pain, 

      Dreams of a great and useful reign, 

      So weep for him now while the Church bells ring!

      The King is dead!  Long live the King!

ACT V. Scene 1.

   Time.  Soon after the King’s accession

   Place.  Lord Barnacle’s room. 

   Presently Lord Barnacle enters in a state of extreme agitation. He sits down at his desk,

   then gets up and struts up and down the room, pausing before  a mirror to gaze at 

   himself, then sits down again and picks up the palace telephone. 

Lord Barnacle.

Get me Lord Feathers, please. 

Hullo! That you, Joey? How’s everything? Good. Yes, splendid!  

What! What! So many changes, did you say? Yes…yes…to be sure.
Inevitable I suppose with the new reign

Have I heard anything? Good Lord no. 

HM and I have had our little differences in the past but..er..well, we understand 

each other and..er..er..well, he just couldn’t do without me.
Couldn’t run a show like this with untrained troops, could he? 

What!  have I heard any rumours about you? 

Of course not, old boy. Your position’s safe.  

Whole thing would crash without us.  

What! Jack dismissed with six months salary? Dear me, dear me.

Must have a talk about all this. ‘bye 

     (He puts down the receiver and gets up more agitated then ever.) 

I must tell someone. 

     (He sits down again and once again picks up the telephone, then changes his mind 

      and rings the bell and sends for Peters. He enters breathlessly) 

Peters. 

Oh, Sir, you called me right in the middle of pressing that new robe of yours an’ if I 

leaves it lying damp the silver threadin’ in the badge’ll tarnish , an’  the irons is just 

right fer curlin’ up the ostriches an’ I must get that spot of nap  on yer ‘at  ter sit straight.
Oh, Sir.

Lord Barnacle.

How many times, Peters, have I told you not to call me ‘sir’ any longer.
Peters

I’m sorry, m’Lord , but you know the condition of me memory an’ you are in too much of a ‘urry. Yer wants everything’ at once, Sir. Its not a year since yer was madw a Lord. After 36 years calling you ‘sir’, ‘ow can I be expected  to make the change so soon? an’ 

its enough ter make any chap ferget  ‘is own identity ter  be called away in the middle of ‘is morning’s work – especially when he’s overworked like I am. The work is too ‘eavy for one, Sir, an’ two servants is the proper number for the social position.  Ter ‘ave only 

one is a flamin’ reflection on yer dignity, m’Lord 

Lord Barnacle.

Enough, Peters, we will speak about that another time. 

Peters.

That’s the answer yer always give 

Lord Barnacle 

Peters . I have called you here to speak about something very serious 

Peters.

Will it take long ter say, Sir. The last time you called me in here yer took an hour telling  me…

Lord Barnacle. 

Peters! 

Sorry, m’Lord. 

Lord Barnacle.

Peters..er..we may be changing our quarters soon. 

Peters.

What, shift our rooms to another part of the palace just when you’.ve got the colour of the

walls to your likin’. Very h’inconsiderate of the King, I calls that. 

Lord Barnacle. 

Peters, we may be leaving the Palace altogether. 

Peters. 

Jesus! ‘ave you got the sack, too! Then me surmises was right. 

Lord Barnacle.

Well, I wouldn’t put it I that vulgar way but…that is the situation. And what do you mean…’have I got it, too’ and ‘you were right. 

Peters.

Why, didn’t yer know? Everybody in the palace is getting put off. Nearly all the servants 

is goin’, especially the old ones. But they’re getting’  6 months wages and pensions and 

‘ouses, some of  them. An’ between you an’ me. Sir, somes as pleased as a pack of punters. A rare new broom, ‘is Majesty is, Sir, sweepin’ up all the old  dead sticks an’ 

the uncut  vines what’s bin  droopin’ off  the walls for a quarter of a century. 

Lord barnacle.

Peters! 

Peters. 

 Beg pardon, m’Lord, no offence meant, m’Lord (pause) …shall I carry on, m’Lord? 

Lord Barnacle.

Yes, yes. go on.

Peters.

As to the gentlemen and ladies, Sir, well…now that you’re on the leaving list, too, I’d say

that almost everyone of ‘em ‘ad got their tickets ( he runs through a lot of names) an’ ‘er 

grace, the Duchess, the lady Beatrice, Lord Feathers…

Lord Barnacle.

Lord Feathers? 

Peters 

Why, yes, sir, e’ was one of the first. ‘is servant’s got ‘is heavy stuff away already.

Lord Barnacle.(breaking down and sobbing)

Ingratitude, Peters. The ingratitude of princes. We’ve had our little differences in the past – 

but not enough to merit this.

Peters. (Patting him on the shoulder).

There, there, Sir. You mustn’t take on like this, sir. It won’t seem so bad when its over. 

It’s the moment of leaving the regiment whats painful. But yer soon perks up an’ everybody’s got to retire sometime. (giving him a poke in the ribs ) An’ yer’ve  got that 

baronetage. Yer should thank yer lucky stars yer scooped that up in time. ‘e cant take that back!  An now yer can take yer ease in the ‘ouse of Lords an’ maybe yer’ll even get ter be Lord Chancellor. Oh, sir, this ain’t  nothin’ for an officer an’ gentleman to be put out abart.

Lord Barnacle. (still  sobbing) 

Oh, Peters, you can’t understand. To have a great career cut short like this. And this room that I’ve sat in for so long. The House of Lords is a very pleasant place and I like those red leather seats…but, oh Peters…this room.

Peters.

Ferget it, sir and carry on thinkin’ about theme red seats…. 

      (There is a commotion outside the door and the Duchess and Lady Beatrice burst in.

        The Duchess is carrying a valise with all sorts of surprising things spilling out of it) 

Duchess. 

Humphrey! It’s the end of everything! The Russians will jump out of all the cellars and 

the sewers! England will be ruined!. We’ve been sacked!

Lady Beatrice. 

Only six months notice and a Civil List pension.

Peters. (aside to Lord Barnacle)

Don’t ferget them red seats, sir.  (He slips out) 

Duchess.

I shall leave for one of the Dominions and there make sure that all our great traditions 

and perfect way of life will be preserved forever. I have begun to pack. I shall take 

everything! Everything! I’ll not leave him one cracked chamber pot of my family  

 possessions! He shall reign over wreckage and his Court shall be composed of vulgar 

Americans and common, low, unspeakable and futile persons. 

     (Lord Barnacle confesses that he has been sacked, too, and a long , petulant 

      conversation follows which Lady Beatrice arrests)

Lady Beatrice

I’ve heard that the chef, M Poupart, has also been dismissed And they say that  she’s  had 

a hand in this. 

Duchess.

I would’nt  be surprised to hear that she’s had a hand in a great deal more.  

Lady Beatrice.

She’s having a new cook brought from Paris and putting American stoves in the kitchens. 

Duchess,

She was seen last week in a milliners shop ordering hats in the style of the Queen’s. 

Lady Beatrice. 

They say that she’s having her linen embroidered with crowns  and on the roof of her 

London house, having a flagpole fixed.

Duchess,

She is ruling the Empire, it seems to me.

Lord Barnacle. 

You know that she is getting her divorce?

Both.

Oh! 

    (While this bombshell is being digested, the telephone rings)                                                       

Lord Barnacle.

Barnacle speaking. Oh, good morning,  Archbishop. Yes, yes, as busy as usual but never too busy for you, my friend. You’re in the Palace? Seeing the dear Queen. What! What 

was that? It is, indeed. Most disturbing. Never thought we should live to see such things 

did we? Have you time to come in for a few minutes? The Duchess and Lady Beatrice are here. They’ll be delighted, too.  (Rings of)                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    

Lady Beatrice.

Does he know about us? 

Lord Barnacle.

I believe so.

Lady Beatrice                                                                      

Perhaps he will intercede with the King?

Duchess.

He doesn’t know how fortunate he is to be unsackable. I really understand now the advantages of the religious life. And I could still return. It is never too late. In fact, from what I hear – the later the better. All the saints were sinners first. 

Lady Beatrice

Augusta!

     (The Archbishop enters. His visits are extolled and an animated conversation follows 

      during which they recite their wrongs and vilify – that woman.) 

Lady Beatrice.

Could you, perhaps, intercede for us with the King? Just a word from you could alter everything.

Archbishop.

I could do so, lady Beatrice, and I will. But I much doubt if any word of mine now will influence the course of things. With resentful and ungoverned heart the King is bent upon undoing and rejecting all the works and preceptors of his noble father. I am like yourselves –dismissed though not displaced. 

Lady Beatrice.

Oh, how monstrous! How abominable!  God will punish him. Will surely punish him. 

Duchess. 

God is apt to take so long. If I were a little younger I might wait….

Lord Barnacle.

Can we do nothing  at all ourselves, Archbishop?

Archbishop.

God will show us what to do and how to do it. (He rises) I must leave you now, dear friends, and go to pay the respects which are due to the sovereign of this once  glorious realm. Magni nominis umbra.

     (They all rise) 

Lady Beatrice.

How you have restored our wretched spirits, Archbishop. And you will speak to him about us, won’t you?

Duchess.

I think I will postpone my sailing. It would be rather troublesome shipping my estate abroad and then shipping it all back. 

Act V. Scene 2.

   Time. Immediately after the last scene.

   Place. The King’s office in Buckingham Palace – once a small waiting room on the 

   ground floor. 

       The King is at his desk. An equerry enters.

Equerry.

The Archbishop is here, Sir.

The King. 

Bring him in, please, Godfrey. 

     (The Archbishop enters and he goes. The King rises and steps forward to meet him –

       politely but coldly . They shake hands. 

Won’t you sit down.

Archbishop.

Thank you. Sir. (They both sit) 

I am happy to observe that Your Majesty enjoys good health in spite of the heavy load 

of sorrow and unaccustomed duties which these tragic days impose. 

The King. 

My health has never given me any trouble.

Archbishop.

For myself I have scarcely had the strength to continue with my daily tasks. Only the 

knowledge that God was giving me the power to comfort and console the dear brave 

Queen, your mother, has enabled me to drag my heavy spirit forward and maintain, at 

least in public, some small semblance of composure.

The King.
 I am very glad that you are able to help my mother. 

Archbishop.

I have just come from several very dear friends. It is sad to hear,  Sir, that so many are

about to leave the Palace. It must be hard to dismiss such old and faithful members of

your father’s Court – hard also to replace them.

The King. 

It is the  King’s  prerogative to choose and change his staff.

Archbishop.

The King’s prerogative but not, may I venture to say, Sir, his usual practise.

The King.

I choose to be unusual. 

   (The Archbishop sighs and there is a short pause)

Archbishop.

In paying my respects as holder of the See of Canterbury and Primate of all England, 

may I express my deep regard for the person of Your Majesty and the confidence with 

which I shall sustain my holy office.

The King.

You needn’t worry that I should ever interfere with the exercise of your proper duties 

as my Primate  

   (The Archbishop sighs again.) 

Archbishop. 

Out of this present darkness, Sir, I am already looking forward into the sunshine of a 

great and splendid reign which I, as an instrument of God may help to contrive to the

admirable pattern of your noble father’s.

the King. 

Pattens can seldom be repeated. And it is wiser not to try.

       (The Archbishop sighs more deeply and there is a longer pause.)

Archbishop.

Sir, I much regret that we have known each other better.

The King .

Don’t you think it is a little late for such regrets? 

Archbishop.

All misunderstandings and the ravages they cause can be scattered  by the loving hand of

God

The King. 

Have there been misunderstandings?

Archbishop.

We have met so often in the past, Sir, at moments which have cast me for a part which 

then seemed uncongenial and restrictive. But now that the years have withered up the 

natural lawlessness of youth  and you, yourself, are fenced and cumbered by the titles and taxations of the highest office, I shall be disappointed, Sir, if you do not reconsider those green misreckoned judgements which still dispose your mind and vex our friendship. I myself am ready to forget their hurts and, in God’s name, to forgive. 

The King. 

If you really think. Archbishop,  that  the king will be different from the prince, you make a great mistake. My judgements were never based on misunderstand but on unpleasant facts which I cannot forget and for which I do not feel the need of your forgiveness.

Archbishop.

Sir, you compel me farther than I’d meant t go. With your permission, Sir, I must be still more forthright.

The King.

Go ahead.

Archbishop.

As your father’s spiritual adviser and his friend  I received his deepest and most disquieting confidences and the subject of our intimate discourse, as you may know, was frequently yourself. But what you do not know, Sir, is, that when your father named your faults and condemned your conduct, how often did I try to justify your actions and moderate his heart. It is no wonder that being  conscious of my merit, I am so anxious  for  the friendship of my King. Mens sibi conscia recti.

The King.

These righteous revelations are more offensive than convincing. As to our friendship – I think we’d better leave that to take its natural course.

   (The King rises and the Archbishop rises)

Archbishop.

I am mortified and sorrowful to have my approaches to Your Majesty spurned.

The King.

If you had come by a straighter and less tangled path you might not have failed. (He rings the bell on his desk) I also find this audience useless and uncomfortable.

Archbishop.

As ambassador of God and primate of England, may I advise you, Sir, to give more time

to Holy Church and more attention to your prayers, looking to the safety of your soul and of your kingdom….

The King.

I have heard all that before, Archbishop! We are where we have always been with  nothing new to say. It will be better for the future when we are forced to meet if we have the sense not to repeat what we already know. If our relations must be bad – they need not be boring.

Archbishop.

You are mistaken, Sir. I do not repeat myself for what to the Prince seemed old and blunted from useless casting is, to the King, new and sharply pointed. (The Equerry enters) But as you say, Sir, things must be allowed  to take their natural course. And now, as I am only boring to Your Majesty, may I beg permission to retire.

    (He bows imperceptibly, makes the sign of the Cross and retires muttering).

Gravis ira regum est semper. Nitor in adversum…

    (With suppressed anger the King watches him go, then drops onto his chair in anguish) 

My father scarcely dead and in his grave and another father rises in his place.One by one I see them advancing. Must I kill them as they come? If I don’t they will surround me - and

take her. No! I’ll never give her up! I’ll kill them all – or go!

Act V. Scene 3.

    Time.   Evening. The summer of 1936. 

    Place.   Ballure. The Archbishop’s house in Scotland.

      After what was always something of a royal progress northwards, staying at great  

      houses on the way, the Archbishop has arrived once again for his annual retreat 

      in the house where he has his cell.

      A thin ascetic figure in a robe of coarse material, resembling a monk’s habit, is seated 

      at a supper table. Food is before him but he does not eat. He reads from the Bible and

      every now and then pauses to meditate. His expression is tortured. Presently, the door 

      opens a crack and Mrs McGregor looks in . Crestfallen, she surveys the scene an 

      instant and then enters. 

Mrs McGregor.

Och, an’ your Grace is again unmindful of the guid food. And there was I sitting an’ waitin’ for the bell to ring an thinkin’ for sure that the fat young trout brushed with mace and cooked in butter that Mr McGregor took fresh fra the loch this morning had been tempting to your Grace at last,

    ( She takes away the uneaten dish, he rises, crosses himself, makes the sign of the  

      Blessing and goes to his cell. Angus, her husband enters. They discuss the desperate 

      situation, sure that the devil has got into him to pester and starve him. ‘It has never  

      been like this before’ they say, and concerned for his  ‘puir frail body’ they fear that

      he’ll not  be with  them many days.  ‘T’is a saint he is’ – they conclude.)

The light fades and the scene changes to the cell, a small bare room with stone walls and 

a simple altar at one end, a crucifix hanging above it and a prieu-dieu before it. The Archbishop is upon his knees.

Archbishop. 

Father, father, have mercy on me, Father!

Hold me, hold me close, torture me no more! 

Give me strength to stay by Thee and do Thy will.

All day I strain to reach Thee and by night  I fall exhausted

At Thy feet and blinded by my tears 

Stretch out my hand to touch Thee, look up into 

Thy face and feel Thy arms about me, and die, 

Die to the world, die joyfully into life 

With Thee – and then, when I go to lie 

Upon my bed, the sleep which  should be sweet 

And calm is filled with hideous alarms,

And I wake in the darkness to find myself  alone, 

Wrenched from Thy breast, flung back to where I was,

A miserable offender thirsting for 

The old rank earthly things, honour,  place 

And power – a desperate gulf between me  and 

Thyself. And then it all begins again. 

Oh father, father, how long must this go on? 

Almost half a century ago You called me,

Showed me the vision of Thy Kingdom,

Gave me the blessed treasure of Belief,

But as soon as I had answered thee – I went away.

Each year, like the sick and weeping Prodigal,

I came back to Thee here to cast my shameful.

Worthless and repentant self into 

Thy loving arms: and then I went again. 

If I am so weak why did you ever

Call me, and split me like a broken ship 

Whose  sail and rudder are at odds

Or, was the call – delusion? and I have climbed 

And lived in palaces and stood by kings 

Shaking with an idiot shame and the  reeking  

Effluents of hypocrisy: and is the whole, vast,

Built-up , celestial world just a dream,

Belief a sad, stale comforting deformity – and I

Am kneeling now before the trappings of 

A prosperous profession and a non-existent God 

In an ecstasy of  madness, malingering and mockery. 

     (He leaps up and tears away the altar cloth. The candles crash to the floor and he 

      is left in the fading light coming in from outside. Then he falls on his knees again.)

No! No! come back, my God, come back 

I had rather be the sinner that I am

Upon the burning road to hell, than roam 

In the trackless latitudes of unbelief. 

Forgive me, Father!  I disobey Thee   

But I do not doubt: this shoddy thing, this poor,

Rent, disappointing soul is Yours 

To save such fragments as are left: 

Take it, Father, I implore You! 

Take it quick before I’m dragged  

From Thee again to face a new temptation – 

The greatest of them of all: O father, save me from it now!

For if, to avenge a sequence of affronts 

And regain my power behind the throne – I send

The King away – I shall be damned indeed! 

Alike in Thy Kingdom  by thee and the company 

Of saints and in the temporal estimates 

And histories of my country and by the poets 

Who will come to tell the tale.

Almighty God, father of all Mercies,

Save me from the sin that has already 

Been committed, deliver me, this time,

From the crucifying destiny of men.

    (He prays silently for awhile and then  cries out ) 

Father, Father, have mercy on me Father! 

Hold me,  take me, do with me what Thou wilt 

But keep me from the future of myself!

And Thou, the Son, Lord Jesus, pity me while I wait.

     (He prays silently, then cries out again) 

Father! Father! this time I will not leave Thee!

ACT V. Scene 4

Time. Evening October 20th 1936.

The Prime Minister's study in No.10 Downing Skeet.

The PM is sitting in an armchair reading from a large 

volume and waiting for Geoffrey Dawson the Editor of 

The Times. The butler enters with some more books.

Butler.

The books you sent for, Sir

Prime Minister. (without looking up)

Thank you. Put them anywhere. when Mr Dawson comes bring him straight up.

Butler.

Very good, Sir.

(The PM reads on awhile, then gets up and walks restlessly up and down the room, then goes to the window, draws the curtains apart and stares out.)

Prime Minister.

“....when my reign is over and so long

As you have power, watch him, check him, turn

And try to guide him - see that lie does the right

Thing... the right thing”   I never thought

That I would have to keep that promise - so soon;

And in a matter so delicate to touch,

With so many dangerous edges, and with

A likely issue I can hardly bear

To think about: of all the country's business

which, through these rough disturbing years,

I've carried to a safer point composed

With some advantage, left usefully alone

Or somehow stumbled through - this will be

The hardest and most painful and perilous.

I only wish I might avoid it: persuade

Her to leave England for awhile, see

The King crowned, retire myself and leave

The whole affair to my successor when,

The worse for waiting, it comes up again:

How easy - and how impossible! 

see that he does the right thing...

See that I do the right thing.

Keep my promise to the old King

And as the young King's First Minister,

Execute my desperate ....... 

(The butler brings Mr Dawson in.)

Prime Minister.

Hullo, Geoffrey

(They stand over their drinks talking about the war in Spain, then come to the point of their meeting and sit down)

Dawson.

Well?

Prime Minister.

Yes. I'm afraid so.1 didn't ask him directly and he advanced nothing but I think I learnt everything.

Dawson.

And the hearing other petition next week? Prime Minister.

He refused to try to stop it, said it would not be right for him to influence another person just because she was the King's friend.

Dawson.

Six months from next week, at the end of April next year, she will be free: a fortnight later he will be crowned. in those two weeks he means to many her?

Prime Minister.

I am quite sure of it.

Dawson.

Pah! is he quite mad or else so vain that he believes his meddling and romantic popularity are strong enough to set that cheap, crude, twice Divorced, adventuring American upon the throne of England!

Prime Minister, He is in love. Dawson.

Ugh! Have forty years of special and expensive training not taught him that the King must love discreetly or by permission of his subjects!

Prime Minister.

He never took much interest in his training - least of all his father's.

Dawson

He was troublesome enough as Prince of Wales - as King he'll be the plague of all his governments and a liability, when not an outright danger, to his country. If only it had been the second son - the Duke of York.

Prime Minister.

Yes. he conforms exactly to his father's pattern. It is strange how many times in history the second son has reigned.

Dawson.

And why not again?

(The PM starts slightly. The two men. look at each other and fall silent)

Prime Minister.

Well, what am I going to do next?

Dawson.

Dawson.

With the world press screaming out excitedly, the British press maintains its long unnatural silence. Even the case next week will be reported without comment. But after that, no amount of respect for the

throne and deference for the feelings of the King will hold it in

An explosion of the King's affair will follow which could break the last remaining links

with the Dominions, split the country' up and down and sweep your government away.

Prime Minister.

I see and fear that too arid, to do him justice - so does he.

Dawson.

The issue is very simple. Either he gives her up or else - he goes.

Prime Minister.

The issue may be simple but the way to its resolving will be appalling.

Dawson.

Yes. I do not envy you. All that I can do is to support you in my columns. The one good thing about it is that you are here to do it.

(They rise)

Prime Minister.

Look at all these books . Royal Marriages Acts!

Dawson

I shall find an opportunity of seeing Hardinge. His position at the Palace makes him useful

and I believe he'll be reliable.

Prime Minister.

He has a very difficult job.

Dawson.

Have you seen the Archbishop lately?

Prime Minister.

No. not since he returned from Scotland. Have you?

Dawson.

Yes. (The PM looks at him questioningly - he pauses)

He would refuse to crown him.(The PM looks startled. Another pause) Good night, SB. (He goes. The prime Minister gets up and walks up and down the room)

Prime Minister.

Are they all wanting to destroy him? have all

Their old resentments and anxieties

Turned them into virtual regicides?

And am I to be the executioner?

Before I start I'd better know what I

Am doing - if I, myself really want

To try to save him, or, if I am also hoping

To be rid of him?  (He drops his head into his hands)

ACT V. Scene 5.

Time. The middle of November 1936. 

Fort Belvedere. The Octagonal Room.

The door opens and Sir Walter Monckton is shown in by the butler. Butler.

I will inform His Majesty that you are here, Sir Walter,

(A few minutes later the King enters and shakes hands warmly) The King.

It was good of you to come at once, Walter. Something Extraordinary has happened and

I want you to help me. Read this letter. It came last night. (Sir Walter reads it) Sir Walter.

This is certainly an unexpected blow, Sir. The King.

As my private secretary, Alec Hardinge has every right to send me letters, and if there is a crisis impending in the Cabinet, it is his duty to give me warning. But what I cannot understand is the coldness and formality and the threats that are in it and, worst of all, his

daring to suggest that I send Mrs Simpson abroad at once. Walter, where does all this come from? Has Baldwin written it If so, he has got me just as wrong as every other thing he touches.

Sir Walter.

It is difficult to say how many persons have inspired, written or approve it, Sir. The PM has certainly been one of them

The King.

He says the Cabinet met yesterday, and if the government resigns I shall find it impossible. to form

another. And with the press about to break its silence, the situation is so dangerous that the only thing that I can do is to send her away. Walter, this is their ultimatum! The skirmishing is over and the fight is on.

Sir Walter

I think you are right, Sir.

The King.

Tomorrow I am leaving for another tour of Wales but I had to have it out with Baldwin before I go. And so, I have sent for him. He'll be here in half an hour. And this is what I want from you. in my

negotiations with the government, will you take Hardinge's place? It is impossible for me to use him

any longer. And I have no one else with your skill whom I can trust. I know that I am asking you a lot. Sir Walter.

Sir, I am honoured to receive your confidence and most anxious to serve you. The King.

Thank you. I knew you would. And now I shall see Baldwin and tell him that if and the government object to my marrying Mrs Simpson as I now assume they do, then I shall go.

(Sir Walter understands but deplores the King's decision and still hopes for a third way) The King.

I shall show this letter to Mrs Simpson now. I have been keeping it to myself until I had seen you. She

has been staying the week-end with me here. She is prepared for difficulties, of course, but not for what seems coming.

(Sir Walter goes. The King re-reads the letter)

The storms of the past which seem so petty now

Have all been collected and blown up

Into this - the final monstrous one.

The crime that I commit now is so

Outrageous that all my fathers, in and out

The grave can use it to indict me: haul

Me up for a new brand of beheading –

Not just for waiting to marry as I like

But for not being the kind of king they want:

The trap is sprung and I am in it.

They say that all men - even heroes fear

What they do not know: kings fear it, too. (door opens)

Butler.

Your Majesty, the Right Honourable the Prime Minister.

(They shake hands, sit down and the PM talks about the King's garden and his own in

Worcestershire. The butler re-enter with a tray of decanters.)

Prime Minister.

Are you not drinking with me, Sir? The King.

I have made it a rule never to have my first drink of the day before seven o'clock. But don’t let that worry you. You know why I have sent for you, Mr Baldwin - because I

understand that you and several members of your Cabinet are afraid that a constitutional crisis will develop over my friendship with Mrs Simpson.

Prime Minister.

Yes Sir "What is so disturbing to us, Sir

Is the prospect of the King marrying someone

Whose former marriage was dissolved by divorce:

You will not need me to point out, Sir that

The king's wife is the Queen: and,

In case you should believe that opposition

On these grounds comes solely from myself

And those around me, I can assure you, Sir,

That the people of this country would view such

A startling and irregular proposal

With the same disfavour

Although divorce is widely practised today

It is, at the same time, much deplored - not only

By the Church: and people would not care

To see their own fallibility approved

By the King... .who should embody in himself

All the ancient virtues and so give

His people something honourable to see

And inspiring to hold on to.

(A long discussion follows)

The King.

But what's the good of talking? Let us get back

To the point - which is.- ,That I am not

Allowed to marry as I choose.

Prime Minister.

No, Sir. Your duty as King is to marry

As your country wills.

The King.

I am expected to serve my country from

My life's beginning to its end, with no

Provision made for resignation or

Retirement, and through it all I am denied

The support of the woman that I love.

Prime Minister.

Unhappily. You are, Sir. Kings are as

Familiar with their loneliness as with

her greatness.

(Caught and threatened, the King argues bitterly)

Alright. And now you shall have my answer.

I am quite decided in my mind

That I cannot stay alone and carry out

My duties as a king; I am quite

Decided that I must marry Mrs Simpson:

And if I cannot marry her and remain

Upon the throne - I am quite decided

In my mind - to go.

Prime Minister.

Sir, that is most grievous news which I

Am unable to comment upon now.

(He goes. The King rings the bell.) Butler.

Your Majesty?

The King.

Armstrong, will you find Mrs Simpson and tell her that I am free now.

(He waits nervous and restless. When she comes he kisses her hand and leads her to a chair)

Darling, you have been quick.

Mrs Simpson.

Armstrong met me on the staircase. I saw

The PM leaving from my window. What

A quaint old rustic character he is!

(She laughs gaily and goes on making jokes about the Prime Minister. They both

laugh while he pours her a cocktail and a whiskey for himself)

The King.

We will drink before we start even

If it means breaking my golden rule - the first

Of all the good rules that you made me make.

Mrs Simpson.

But, darling, I'm not ready.

The King.

We don't leave for London yet

But we've something to get through first.

Mrs Simpson.

What is it, David?

You've been keeping something from me.

The King.

Yes. Read this. It will tell you everything.

(He hands her Hardinge's letter which she reads half to herself and half aloud)

Mrs Simpson.

“...the serious situation which is developing over

Your Majesty's intentions towards Mrs Simpson....

the resignation of the government...” .the silence of the press

will not be maintained. . only a matter of days before the

outburst... only step which holds out any prospect of avoiding

this dangerous situation is for Mrs Simpson to go abroad

at once and I would beg Your Majesty to give this

proposal your earnest consideration before it becomes inevitable

Does this mean just what it says?

 (She reacts angrily. The King tries to explain everything)

What reasons do they give for objecting to

Your marriage? Am I not grand enough? am I

Too bold and barbarous for England?

The King.

Darling, you must not say such things; they

Have jumped upon the only thing they can -Your divorce: there's nothing else; the Church

Has fetched them that - and the Church is

The Archbishop; I knew he'd make my marriage

Difficult but I never thought he'd dare To use it as a trap.

Mrs Simpson.

The only trap that I can see is the one

That I have fallen into: you led me to

Expect that we should marry and I divorced

My husband and now it seems you had

No power to promise this.

As soon as you announce your intention

The whole of England rises like a prudish,

Hypocritical tribe of vigilants

To stop you, and after years of sacrifice

And unrecognised devotion, I am sent

Ignominiously away.

The King.

But, my darling, I would never send you away.

Whatever is the outcome of the struggle

I shall marry you: how can you so mistrust me

when you know that I cannot live without you.

Mrs Simpson.

How can you, if England has said 'no'?

The King.

Of course I can.

I've had Baldwin here to day to tell him

That if I cannot marry you - I shall go.

Mrs Simpson, (Aghast)

Go? What do you mean?
The King.

If they are stronger than I am and

You have to go away, I shall go with you -Abdicate, and let me brother, Bertie, have the Throne.

Mrs Simpson.

Abdicate! (She gets up and walks away from him)

The King.

I'd give it all up willingly for you.

Mrs Simpson.

You must never do this, David.

The King.

But I mean to.

Mrs Simpson.

You have your country - your duty to your people.

It is impossible!

The King.

I have thought about all that.

Mrs Simpson.

You have been preparing all your life for this

You would be useless and absurd if

You stopped being a king.

The King.

Without you, I would be useless and

Absurd if I went on being a king.

Mrs Simpson.

You are crazy!

(She continues to argue and protest.)

The King.

My darling, you still don't understand how much

I love you: if you did you would not try

To keep me on a throne where you are not beside me.

Mrs Simpson.

Beside you! I could never be beside you

On any throne that's built and patented

In England: that was just a funny joke:

The first of all your light deluding promises.

Will you break them all?

The King.

Not all, I could not keep them all

Without you be nothing of me left

With which to keep them.

Mrs Simpson.

That is just the pitiful excuse

Of insincerity and weakness. (He begs and pleads and she threatens)

    if it is weak and insincere

To step down into a void of uselessness and

Exile with the sound of tears and anger

Ob1oqy and triumph ringing in my head

As they ring round the world then I have

Lost the power and virtue of a man

  until I'm nothing else but my own outrageous love.

Mrs Simpson.

Oh, how obstinate you are.

The King

You are angry and impatient with me and

Oppose my only course with bitter words;

But I know that you are doing it for my sake,

That you would sacrifice yourself to keep me

Where you think I ought to stay - and so

I do not mind. I love you even more. 


(He takes her in his arms and kisses her)

I shall be alright, my sweet, don't worry

Any more: I shall still wear a crown

And sit upon a throne, and you will be

Beside me in a kingdom whose law

Is carried round the earth by a multitude

Of officers and whose pleasure is

The grandest of them all. (He kisses her again)

Are you happier now, my darling?

Tell me that you love me - then we must go.

I must not be late in London for my mother.

I am going to her tonight and I shall ask her

To receive you but first, tell me that you love me

Mrs Simpson. (In a remote and frozen tone)

I love you.

(He kisses her gently and goes)

Mrs Simpson.

A cold and skilful laugh has broken up

My clever dream and I sit among

The flying pieces feeling like a fool.

Why do women go on believing in the promises

Of men? And why did I ever work for

The promise of a throne when a pent-house

In new York and a villa in Miami are worth

All the choking history and the sanctimonious

Palaces of England. I could have saved

My energy and time.

And now, I am cheated of my prize and fobbed off

With a man whom I can neither put back where

I found him, nor shake off and run away from.

I am caught by his promise and the sly, cruel

Righteousness of England; I must get out!

I cannot stand this gentlemanly island any longer,

This tight, smoothe, contemptible enclosure

And this royal consumptive love

I must get out! I must get out!

And England shows no charity! So why should I?

Why should I generously remove the troublesome

Dyspeptic king she does not want!

I am not a stoic English matron

But a common, uninhibited divorcing Yank

And I will save myself (The King comes back)

The King.

Darling, shall we go? I will take you home first, And come later to tell you how my mother is feeling.

Act V. Scene 6.

Time. Later the same evening.

Place. Queen Mary's sitting-room in Marlborough House.

Presently the door opens and Queen Mary enters followed by the King. She walks slowly across the room to a chair by the fire.

The Queen.

I believe you have something to tell me, David?

The King.

Yes. I found it hard to sit waiting all through dinner.

The Queen.

We shall not be disturbed here.

The King.

Although I have never talked to you

About it I think you know already what

It is; and I want to be the first to tell you

What I mean to do. You know that

For several years I have been in love

With Wallis Simpson:

I could not marry her for she was married already,

But next year she will be free.

It has taken me a long time to find

The woman with whom I want to share my life,

But I know that I have found her now and so,

I mean to marry her.

The Queen.

The woman that you marry will be Queen!

The King.

Yes.

The Queen.

Does the government accept her?

The King.

No.

The Queen.

Then how can you marry her?

The King.

I have told Mr Baldwin today

That if I cannot marry her and remain

Upon the throne - then I shall abdicate.

(The Queen looks shocked. The King pauses)

It' you knew her you would understand.

She is so beautiful and clever and charming.

I am not worthy of her.

The Queen.

Give up the throne of England for a woman!

The King.

Will you meet her? May I bring her here?

The Queen.

A wife must increase the comfort of

A king but she is not an absolute

Necessity of kingship: and between

A crown with comfort and a crown without

There is no such thing as choice.

The King.

According to the rigid rules of virtue

I agree, there is no choice: but according to

The powerful and contrary laws

Of actual life - there is.

The Queen.

Your father left the throne honoured and secure.

The King.

I know.

The Queen.

In a dangerous time when kings were being discarded,

By his sacrifice and labour and the faultless pattern

Of his life, he made the monarchy in England

A structure of strength and precinct of repute

And reverence.

The King.

I know. But it is just his indefatigable

Work that has caused my own dilemma

He raised the throne so high that it is sacred

And his children arc expected to be gods!

The Queen.

David!

The King.

I am sorry, mother. I should not have said that.

But how can I repeat the pattern of

My father? I am a new man, in

A new world, with new ideas, and if

I do not fit the throne he built, I

Must either alter it or go!

1The Queen.

David!

The King.

And just to marry as I choose I

Should have to turn it upside down.

The Queen.

David, I beg you to control yourself

This outburst does dishonour to the Crown

And to your father's memory.

The King.

I am sorry: but you start up in me again

The crazing fight between my duty and 

My love - and press into the pain.

The Queen.(softening)

She must b a remarkable person.

The King.

She is! Let me bring her here.

The Queen. (stiffening again and rising)

This conversation has made me very tired.

The King.

I will leave you flow to rest, but if only you

Would say that I could bring her here and you

Could meet her - then you would understand.

The Queen.

I would not presume to tell the King

What he should do: I can only pray

That, like his father and his forbears, he

Will know and do his duty.

(He bows to her and goes. She takes up her needlework)

Act V. Scene 7.

Time. An afternoon during the first week of December 1936. 

Place. The Archbishop's study in Lambeth Palace.

The door opens and a young chaplain brings Mr Dawson in.

James.

The Archbishop should be here very soon, Mr Dawson. The conference ended half an   hour ago but it’s always difficult for him to get away at once - and there is the traffic.

Mr Dawson.

How is the Archbishop?

James.

Still not at all well. We are very worried about him. He hasn't been himself since he came

back from Scotland. His spirit is troubled. He seems to fear something, Mr Dawson. And 

we can do nothing to help him.

(They talk until the Archbishop enters and dismisses James)

Archbishop.

Forgive me, dear friend, for keeping you waiting. My car was held up by the traffic and I

sat nursing my impatience. (he pauses) There was a large crowd outside the House of

Commons when I passed.

Dawson.

There have been crowds at the Palace and outside No.10. all day.

Archbishop.

A king's party forming?

Dawson.

Yes.

Archbishop.

A dangerous development.

Dawson.

If encouraged by the King it could split the country and lead to civil war.

Archbishop.

Do you believe that the King will encourage it?

Dawson.

It would provide him with the means - the only means ~f getting his own way.

Archbishop.

Then you believe that a Party formed to support the King which the King himself Supports

would prevail?

Dawson.

Every element of discontent would rally to it, Baldwin's skilful, unifying work would be

undone and the revolutionary compulsion of the century which we think we are so cleverly

avoiding could overtake us after all - in such an irrelevant and unnecessary way.

Archbishop.

A very great temptation.

Dawson.

I am reluctant to drag you from those high and blessed places where I know your spirit longs to stay.

But what else can I do, Archbishop? We, who cannot climb above the world need the help of those who

can. Through you we hear the voice of God and in our works can, at least, try to carry out His will.

Archbishop.

God speaks direct to all His children. As Primate of England, I am always there to serve her, to

communicate His will to those best able to discharge it. Proceed, dear friend. 


(Dawson goes over the whole course of things and Baldwin's conduct)

Dawson.

The position at this moment is extremely critical. SB needs your spiritual encouragement and political advice. At first, he was certain of his course. He struck swiftly and powerfully in each direction, checked every counter move and held the initiative entirely   when the storm broke, he was master of events and had the King outmatched completely. Then he began to blunder and fail and now, as support for the King increases, he remains inactive - overcome by doubt. Unless he acts at once it will be too late to act at all.

Archbishop.

The King's case will be removed from our hands to the peoples'. Dawson.

Exactly.

Archbishop.

And if he doesn't act - there is no one else who can. Dawson.

Only you.

Archbishop.

No. The Church must not be implicated l must always remain - behind. Baldwin must see this through... The danger I fear most is, that dismayed by the turmoil he has caused, the King will change his mind. Tell Baldwin that the time for talk is over and he must send the King away. He must be hurried off the throne while the noise is distracting - for such an opportunity may never come again.... Married or unmarried, he is unfit to occupy the sacred throne of England - and he must go. Say that God and the Archbishop have decided.

(An expression of triumph is on Dawson's face as he rises)

Dawson.

I will go straight back to Downing Street. (He takes the Archbishop's hand reverently in both his own and goes to the door) I will see that we are rid of him.

Archbishop.

God's will be done. (Dawson goes)

"And Caiaphas the high priest rent his garments saying, He hath spoken blasphemy, what further need have we of witnesses. He is worthy of death... and they led him before Pilate and the chief priests and elders began to accuse Him saying, we found this man perverting our nation and forbidding to give tribute to Caesar and saying that he himself is Christ, a king. But when Pilate, having examined him, found no fault touching those things whereof He was accused, the chief priests and the elders persuaded the multitude, and they cried out saying, away with Him, destroy Him"

I have tried to be a saint and leap into 

The arms of God; but the higher that I leapt 

Each time the lower did I fall: and now 

I shall not leap again: for I have committed 

The sin that was in me, the high priest's sin:

I have crucified a king who calls himself 

The friend of man....

In the abiding struggle that divides 

The modern world, my character is fixed.

The weeds by the road grow high and strong and then 

Make way for the seeds to come up, but men stay on 

And stand where the shoots appear:

And I have stayed and stood and crucified 

What is to come.

ACT V. Scene 8.

Time. Immediately following the last scene.

Place. The Prime Minister's study in No.10 Downing Street.

(The Prime Minister is sitting at his desk in a despairing attitude There is a confused

 noise of shouting outside. Then the words come clear.)

Crowd.

We want the King!. We want the King!

Let the King come back to London! We want the King!

A voice.

The King wants to marry the woman 'e loves!

Crowd.

And why shouldn't he?

(The Prime Minister jumps up)

Prime Minister.

Let someone else go on! I have arrested,

Prosecuted and convicted; let someone else

Do the sentencing: let someone else decide!

When I began, I did not know that I

Was meaning to get rid of him: I believed

That I was trying hard to save him: then,

When the commotion came, I suddenly

Perceived what I had done: that I had thrust

Him, like a helpless beast, into the ultimate

Position and could not - and would not -pull him back.

I do not want to destroy him: I only want

To save my work - the unity and permanence

Of England.

They will say that I have driven him away:

but he made me: I had no choice: the old things and

The new provoke each other and between fathers and

Their sons there is no understanding.

But I cannot go on! I've done enough!

I cannot bind and execute a king.

Someone else must do it! someone else must go on!

Crowd.

We want the King! We want the King!

Let the King come back to London!

We want the King!

(There is a sharp rap on the door and Mr Dawson comes in.)

Dawson.

How long has this been going on? why don't

You order the police to move them? I could

Hardly get through. There must be hundreds.

I'll go myself and get them moved

Prime Minster.

No, Geoffrey, you can't do that.

Dawson.

But you can't stand this shouting.

It's bad enough to have them standing round

The door. And they're causing an obstruction.

You have every right to get them moved.

Prime Minister.

And they have every right to stand there shouting.

Dawson (exasperated)

Then let's move to another room.

Prime Minister.

I have tried the other rooms. This one is

The best. You will get used to it. (Dawson sits down)

Dawson

You needn't worry any more. It

Is absolutely clear that he must go.

Prime Minister.

I know that he will go but someone else

Must decide and do it.

Dawson.

"God and the Archbishop have decided"

Those were the words which he asked me to repeat to you.

Prime Minister.

Then let the Archbishop do it! let

Him go on! It is as much a matter for

The Church as for the government.

Dawson.

He also told me to tell you that you

Must see this through.

Prime Minister.

I can't do any more! My doctor says

That if I do not rest I shall break down.

Dawson.

You cannot rest nor can you break down

Until this is settled. (more gently) SB, I know you're ill

And I know how you deplore the need to do it. but,

It's your job and only you have

The skill and influence to do it.

Prime Minister.

There are plenty of skilled and eager executioners

At hand. I can't do any more, I tell you

Someone else must go on.

Crowd.

We want the King! Let the King come back to London!

Let 'im marry the woman 'e loves! We want the King!

Dawson.

There's the King's Party forming in the streets.

If the King supports it - or even if

He doesn't - it will divide the country

Once again, re-open all the roads

To anarchy and revolution and

Your stabilising, unifying work

Will be undone. He must be sent away

Before this grows

Pull yourself together, SB, and get

Rid of him before they get rid of you.

Prime Minister.

I once had an eider son whom

All unintentionally, I must

Have driven out: and now I will

Not drive his son away as well! (There is a long pause)

Dawson.

Supposing he should change his mind, give

Her up, and stay? Have you considered that?

Prime Minister.

Not likely.

Dawson.

I believe you may be wrong.

When he began he believed his popularity

Was so great that he could do

Just what he liked; the tumult has upset him

And the violent attacks upon himself'

Have been a painful shock; it is conceivable

That, after all, he may retract.

Prime Minister.

He is determined to marry her.

Dawson.

Are you also quite sure that she is still

Determined to marry him? a broken prince

In exile, stripped of all his gilt. may

Not seem so desirable a match

As a king upon his throne.

Prime Minister

She abandon him?

Dawson.

She is no different from every other

Member of her sex.

Prime Minister.

If I thought that he might stay....

Dawson.

You would then have a disappointed, cross

And dangerous monarch on your hands for life.

Prime Minister,

Impossible!

Dawson.

On my way back from Lambeth I dropped into

My office for a moment to see if any news

Had come in: my men who &e watching at

Fort Belvedere, report that she is leaving

England tonight. There are different ways of interpreting

This information but the fact that she has left him

And Will not be behind him - might change the situation.

Prime Minister.

I must go and see him again ; he

Must wrestle with himself and I must help him:

We must settle this together -and settle it at once.

(Dawson gets up and walks slowly to the door then comes back and grips his hand in both his own)

Dawson.

Good night, S13, and may God preserve you. (}4e goes)

Prime Minister.

"When my reign is over and so long as you Have power, watch him, check him, guide him, See that he does the right thing"

Crowd.

We want the King! We want the King!

Let the king come back to London!

And let him marry the woman he loves!

God save the King - from Baldwin!

(He gets up and walks resolutely out of the room)

ACT.V Scene 9

Time Evening of the same day 

Place. Mrs Simpson's bedroom at Fort Belvedere.

(The room is in a state of chaos. There are trunks and cases and clothes everywhere. All is hurry and fluster. The maids talk as they pack. Soon, there is a noise outside.)

Maid.

There she is.

(Mrs Simpson enters and slams the door behind her)

Mrs Simpson.

This house is no better than a smafl4owii hotel.

Not an empty spot to stand in, a bunch

Of cheesy guests in every room... ate you

Packing everything I've got? didn't tell you

That I have to travel light?

Maid.

Yes, madam. But you ordered all this.

Mrs Simpson.

Just enough to tide me over

A few days until I can get back

Into some shops. Stop it! I cannot bear

The sound of tissue paper

Maid.

But, Madam, the trunks have got to be ready

By ten o'clock.

Mrs Simpson.

Stop it, I said! And get out of this room!

The trunks will be ready when I am

And I must have five minutes by myself. (They all go)

Why do I never do it? never say

What 1 have to say when I am so crazy

To get out of this fantastic nightmare:

Have I grown weak as well? Do I want to see myself

Pull a king down from his throne? or,

Am I clinging to the vapid glories of a ghost?

No! something else is stopping me:

Some kind of love I wasn't made for, a pitying

Kind that holds and maddens and I don't want.

In the black and burnt-up minutes that are left

I will speak and get out - and if he stays

On his cursed throne and breaks, I shall

Not care for when I am hurt - I hurt back. (She rings the bell. A maid re-enters)

Give me my travelling things and then ask His Majesty To come to me.

(She sits down at her dressing table and before the mirror, slowly and abstractedly puts on her hat. The King enters)

The King.

Darling.

Mrs Simpson.

Before I go I have something that 1 want to tell you.

The King.

I have a thousand things and I cannot bear

To let you go.

Mrs Simpson.

You must. You're not to keep me.

The King.

Of course you must. I would not keep you.

I do not blame you for leaving me;

I cannot protect you from the unkind attacks

Which I have brought upon you; it is best

That you leave me to fight it out

With my own people by myself: when

It is settled I will bring you back - or follow you.

Mrs Simpson.

David, I do not... I have never...oh!

Why is it so difficult...?

The King.

Go on dearest. Nothing should be difficult

With us and won't you change your mind and stay?

Mrs Simpson.

No! I can't say what l have to say....

I have never been like this before and I

Must getaway- before I go mad.

(A knock on the door and Lord Brownlow enters)

Lord Brownlow.

I am sorry, Sir, to have to interrupt

And hurry you, but as we were

Already late in starting. I telephoned

The shipping offices. They say that they cannot

Hold the steamer after one o'clock.

That means that unless we leave at once

We cannot hope to reach the coast in time.

Mrs Simpson.

I am ready.

Lord Brownlow

I will send the servants up to fetch the baggage. (He goes. Desperately the King embraces her.)

The King.

Will you promise me that you won't

Do anything to lose or break our love?

Mrs Simpson.

I... promise.

Tell England that I came lawless and

Unconquerable and that I go - altered 

And utterly subdued.

ACT V Scene 10.

Time. Two days later. Evening.

Place. The King's study at Fort Belvedere. 


Presently the King and Sir Walter Monckton enter.

The King.

I'm going to live in here until its over.

The other rooms are unbearable without her.

Sir Walter.

I understand, Sir. And this room has the telephone.

The King.

Why does Baldwin have to come out here again?

Didn't I make it clear enough yesterday

That I would go? can't lie leave me

In peace until I give my final word?

I said I'd not be long: he brought me all

The adverse news, we went through all the arguments

And as soon as he got hack he made a statement

In the House which set everyone

Attacking me again: what more is there

To say or do? I'm going to stop him.

Sir Walter.

That would not be wise, Sir.

The Cabinet met again this morning: he must

Report their conclusions and besides,

He is already on his way.

The King.

He comes to turn all the screw a little tighter.

Sir Walter.

There's not much more that he can do now ,Sir.

Public opinion will soon take control.

Th King.

If he had let me do that broadcast I could

Have had half the country on my side

A week ago: but now, there is

Absolutely nothing I can do.

Sir Walter.

You must leave the 'doing' to your friends. Sir.

The King.

I cannot speak or move without

Infringing the Constitution.

Sir Walter.

Time and your friends are working for you.

The King.

No. Time is against me, too,

For I dare not keep her waiting.

Sir Walter

Churchill will come with some ideas for action, Sir.

The King.

When he spoke after Baldwin in

The House last night, they howled him down.

Sir Walter

The moods and tempers of the House will not

Deter him; he has challenge Baldwin on

The grounds of improperly provoking

A constitutional crisis and threatening the

Hereditary principle for political ends

And he will carry that challenge from

The House out to the country.

The King.

What would happen if I gave

My support to the King's party?

Sir Walter.

You would infringe the Constitution.

The King.

And if I did?

Sir Walter.

You would split the country and probably

Provoke a revolution.

(The telephone rings. Sir Walter answers it)

Hullo, Buckingham Palace.? This is Fort Belverdere. Sir Walter Monckton speaking. An

Urgent message from His Majesty's solicitor. Yes. I will take it down. "Mrs Simpson's

Solicitor, Mr Goddard left London by air last night and, after being held up by bad

weather, has arrived in Cannes" I will inform His Majesty at once.

The King,

What's he gone for? She has no legal business except her divorce. She must have sent

for him.

Sir Walter.

Oh no, Sir. I'm quite sure he has been sent from this end

The King.

How are you so sure?

Sir Walter

I don 't know anything about Mr Goddard but I know that some of your friends are

trying to get in touch with Mrs Simpson.

The King.

Some of my friends?

Sir Walter

Yes, Sir. Some who are working desperately to keep you as their king (Hoping to persuade her to renounce him)

The King.

How many are on their way to Cannes? And who are they?. (I he names several)

Perry Brownlow?

Sir Walter.

Yes.

The King.

The man I chose myself to escort and stay with her.

Sir Walter Yes, Sir

The King.

So that is how my friends are helping me

To save my throne! by slinking off like foxes

In the night to pounce on her - frightened,

Alone, already hunted and in flight.

I suppose they have instructed Mr Goddard to

Persuade her to withdraw her divorce case 

From the courts and so, by putting her

Beyond my lawful reach, they believe

They will solve my dilemma and blow out

The crises! Are they all fools or have they never loved?

Sir Walter.

It was something that we had to try to do, sir

The King.

She mustn't see this man.

Get me the Villa Lou Vie.

Sir Walter.

Yes, Sir. (He takes up the telephone)

I want the special line to France. You'll call me back?

The King.

He may have seen her already and if

Pie told her it would keep me on the throne

She would do anything he asked: 1 may

Have lost her already!

My friends may have succeeded in depriving me

Of that which my enemies, with all

Their malice, have never tried to touch

The love that is my life

Sir Walter

We made a mistake, Sir..

The King.

She may not be there; she may be on]

Her way to America...China.... anywhere:

I may have to search for her..

(The telephone rings. Sir Walter answers and hands it to the King. He begs her not to li~en to Mr Goddard or to anyone else)

   I'll have something definite to tell you very soon

I'll ring you again in the morning - and

you won't do anything without consulting me?

You promise that? God bless you.(He puts the receiver down)

So that's alright. So long as she consults me first

they can't do any harm.

Sir Walter.

Mr Churchill has arrived, Sir. (He enters)

The King

I am so glad to see you, Mr Churchill.

Churchill.

It is an honour ,Sir, to wait on you

The King.

I want to thank you for all that you've been doing

For me especially for your stand in

The House last night.

Churchill.

1 am quite accustomed to being roughly

Handled, Sir, and I always take it

As the natural hazard of the game of democratic

Politics: but last night it made me sad

And angry, Sir, for I would not have believed,

Had I not evoked it with my speech,

That the house of Commons could be as fickle and

As foolish as a rough, ungrateful mob upon The streets.

For a quarter of a century, you have been

The gifted son, the cherished friend and future

Sovereign of the British nation and when,

Last week, I pleaded for time and patience in

This dismal passage of Your Majesty's

Distress, they cheered me last night, they

Howled me down.

The King.

Until yesterday, I thought parliament,

The press and the country were swinging round

To my support.

Churchill

Yesterday, the campaign was resumed;

Your enemies are now determined to dismiss you.

The King.

And what action will you take now.?

Churchill.

Sir, I shall remove the painful argument

Away altogether from your person

And carry it where it belongs into

Precise and legal places. I shall continue

To attack the government for manoeuvring

A crises where, in fact, no crisis need

Exist Your Majesty will not be free

To marry until five months have elapsed;

In that time a lot may happen and

They have no legal right to anticipate

An insoluble dilemma and force

Your abdication now on grounds of

A Constitutional hypothesis.

The King.

Then I would be crowned with everything

Unsettled and my mind full of discord

And desires at variance with the rites

And meaning of the ceremony.

Churchill.

In five months, Sir, the situation may

Have changed altogether.

The King.

I am not sure that I can wait five months

Churchill.

Sir, I beg you to hold on. You

Must not be stampeded, nor must you

Give up hope, nor must you lose your patience

And throw your cause away.

The King.

It is too late to play for time; and

1 have my reasons, as well as Mr Baldwin,

For wanting to have it settled now.

Churchill.

Now Sir, would be calamitous!

If you cannot wait five months, at least

You must wait until the first prepared

Attacks have spent themselves

And then allow your friends to counter attack.

You are at war, sir And must conduct yourself

According to its stratagems.

The King'

I had hoped that you would tell me of

Some way that I could break the deadlock now:

But all that you can say to me is wait.

Churchill

Is the Crown of England and the lands

And dominions embroidering a quarter of

The Earth with bright and splendid ornaments

Linked by the grand subservient sea, not worth

Some waiting, Sir'?

The King.

I cannot wait.

(Churchill pleads in every way)

Churchill. (Finally)

Will duty not oblige some waiting, sir?

The King.

I have told you that I cannot wait.

Churchill.

I can do no more, Sir, I take my leave

Disappointed and filled with grief.

(The King remains alone for awhile. Then Sir Walter re-enters)

Sir Walter

Mr Baldwin is here, Sir. Shall I ask him to wait?

The King.

I'll see him now and get it over.

(The Prime Minister enters. Sir Walter goes)

I thought everything that could be said

Was said yesterday, or, are you bringing me

Some more disagreeable conclusions?

Prime Minister

As Your Majesty knows, the Cabinet met

Again this morning and it is my duty to

Infirm you of your Minister's extreme

Concern and to present you with their last appeal.

The King.

You know my mind, Mr Balsdwin, and I know yours.

Prime Minister.

It is our hope and humble prayer, Sir, that

You will change it.

The King.

I thought I had reassured you yesterday.

Prime Minister.

Sir, you are unjust, If I could

Persuade Your Majesty to remain upon

Your throne it would be the greatest act

Of my long public life, and the impending

Years of my retirement would be lengthened

And rewarded.

The King.

If you are now so anxious for me to change

My mind and stay, why have you worked so hard

To put me where I am?

Prime Minister.

Believe me. Sir? I am sincere in my

Desire to keep you here.

The King.

Why do you still worry? When I make up

My mind and give my word I do not alter it

Or go back on it.

(The PM argues the need to resolve the crisis; the injury being caused to the country)

I have told you that I will give you

My final word soon.

Prime Minister.

Your Ministers are hoping, Sir, that I

May be able to take back that

Decisive word tonight?

The King.

No.1 am not ready.

Prime Minister.

Then, Sir, they have asked if you will set

Some limit to this final period of consideration?

The King.

No. I will not submit to

The insult of a limit; is it not

Enough for you, that I shal1 abdicate?

Must you hurry me indecently away.

Prime Minister.

Sir, we only ask this for the country's sake.

The king.

Do you suppose that I am indifferent

To the country? It has always been

My clear intention to do nothing that

Would harm her interests, to go with dignity,

And leave the way smooth and easy for

My brother.

Prime Minister.

I will take my leave, Sir and most humbly pray

That Your majesty will come to know how much

I regret and grieve.

(He goes and Sir Walter returns)

The King.

What is the good of all this talking? For weeks

And weeks talking with my enemies and

Talking with my friends until

I can't stand any more! I am past

Hurting, helping - and past talking

Sir Walter.

You're worn out, Sir, why don't you go to bed

There's nothing more that you can do tonight. (The telephone rings. Sir Walter answers it)

Fort Belvedere. Sir Walter Monckton speaking. A call from Cannes?

(The king hurries to the telephone) The King.

Hullo. Darling? What is it..? Mr Goddard is with you now? . . You say that I must not abdicate and so you have decided to renounce me and leave France... but I mean to abdicate. I am going to abdicate. Whatever you do and wherever you go I shall follow

you.. No No My mind is made up and I am coming... You will wait? I promise you it won't be long... What? Baldwin sent Goddard to you? Good God! Well, send him back at once. And wait for me, darling I implore you.

(He puts the telephone down)

What game is Baldwin playing? With one hand

He is trying to keep me and with the other

He's still sending me away.

Where is the sense in it?

Sir Walter.

There is no sense left, Sir.

The King.

Leave me, Walter, and go to bed yourself

Sir Walter.

Call me if I can be of any use, Sir.

The king

I will (Sir Walter goes)

I am going, I know it, and yet I do not go

I clutch unlikely things, hold on to

Absurdities, draw up dishonest reasons, defy,

delay and lose my temper. Knowing that I

Shall go and that they are right and I am wrong:

I betray and disappoint, disregard

My duty and throw away my life, knowing

That I should stay and yet I go.

Why should love do all this?

Do we come here to be crucified, or do we come to live?

(He pauses)

If I wait much longer, suspended here

Between my life and my love, I

Shall lose them both, fall screaming into madness

And lose myself; lose myself? I had not

Thought of that; I could leave all

This business on my table and walk out of

This strident room into the quiet, unravished

Fields outside, avoid the splitting morbid

Choice - defy my sentencing.

No.! little unknown men can do such things

But not kings.

The love that is awakened by a startling

Visitation and lifts the breathless spirit

Off the common crowded road and

Flings over it and into it golden grains

Of knowing that increase through passion and

Through suffering until the flowing

Mystery itself is seen and glorified.

This love I know and I confess: this love

I choose, even if I'm wrong and

It has been turned into a punishment

For the fresh historic murder of my father.

I will go.

(He rings the bell and sends for Sir Walter who enters fully dressed) 

Sir Walter.

Sir?

The king.

You haven't been to bed?

Sir Walter.

No, Sir.

The King.

I have finally decided and I want you to go

To London now and tell Mr Baldwin

That 1 shall abdicate at once.

Sir Walter.

Won't you wait until the morning, Sir?

Not for myself-I don't mean that;

But this is not the best time to decide things.

The King.

You will go to London now

Sir Walter

Yes, Sir..

Act V Scene 11.

Time. Two o'clock in the morning of December 12th 1936.

Place. Portsmouth harbour where the destroyer Fury is berthed.

The Admiral-in-Command at Portsmouth and some members of his staff and of the King's Household are waiting on the quay. A naval rating stands at the bottom of the gangway. The captain of the ship waits on deck. After awhile, the sound of a car

arriving and drawing up is heard. Then the Duke of Windsor enters followed by Sir Walter Monckton. He says good-bye quickly to those waiting and then turns to Sir Walter.

Duke.

Good-bye and thank you, Walter.

Sir Walter.

Good-bye, Sir.

(He climbs the gangway and is received on board by the captain who conducts him to the bridge. The Admiral and the others watch from the quay.)

Captain.

Have I your leave to sail, Sir?

The Duke.

Yes. Let us go at once.

(The captain salutes and leaves him)

Here is the end of so much hopefulness

And promise, of so many gifts left

Unhandled or half used, so many favours

Given at the start and not returned,

So many opportunities for living and

Succeeding; it would be better to begin

With nothing and so have nothing to lose than

To begin with a fortune and see it thrown away;

So monstrous is the failure and we measure

And are measured only by the marks

Of our success: yet within

The greatest fortune lies the worm of failure

Working somewhere in the wood - and

To fail is as large as to succeed. (He pauses)

Here, in every place, our only company

Is our aloneness   and for some union that

Will heal and amend our condition

We will give up all our kingdoms

And suffer exile destruction and disgrace.

In the struggle which divides and desolates

The world, in which fathers crucify

Their sons and sons destroy their fathers

And from their broken forms change is

Invented - I have failed and fallen.

And from the shades which I have been sent to

…..I shall turn towards the north - towards England.

(The noise of the hawsers being cast off, the ringing of the engine-room telegraph, the throb of the engines as they gather power, the lap of waves and the rising wind are heard. The, mingling at first with these sounds, but growing louder and clearer until they rise above them, come the voices of England, blown by the wind and beating on the ship as it moves out into the open sea)

The Whole People.

He is gone! He is gone!

Archbishop

The strain is lifted and the long dissatisfaction is removed with the passing of a monarch

who was wilful and heedless and unfitted for his task.

The Church.

The Church is happy and relieved.

Dawson in the 'Times'.

He did not conduct himself according to our cherished traditions

The Queen.

My son! My son! You should have stayed and done your duty.

The Unemployed.

He said he would stand by us! But he has let us down.

His Friends.

We loved him and we want him back!

The Whole People,

Perhaps he will come back?

Archbishop.

He chose a way of life that was exotic, irreverent and sinful. He would not dedicate

himself to his high calling and my wanting words and exhortations found no response

inside his heart.

The Church.

He refused to receive the grace of God! He would have destroyed the sanctity and

Dishonoured the mighty symbol of his throne.

Dawson.

He was obstinate and headstrong, preferring the advice of raffish friends to the wise and

lofty counsel of his Ministers and prelates.

The Queen.

My son! My son! Why did you not follow in the strict and virtuous footsteps of your

father?

The Unemployed.

He said he would help us! He said he was our friend! But he has let us down.

The Whole People.

Perhaps it is best that he has gone!

……….

Archbishop.

How sweet it will be now to re-enter the Court and be restored to the friendship of my

King. For His unfailing mercy let us give thanks to God.

The Whole People

We could not have kept him! he was bound to go!

His Friends.

He would have been a great King! We know it! we are sure of it!

The Whole People.

Let us turn to the new King and get ready for his crowning!

The Church.

The Church is triumphant! May the lord our God be praised.

His Friends.

We will not forget him.

(The Waves surge on drawing the ship away in their arms until it disappears beneath the covers of the night)

The Waves.

He has had enough; his mind is scarred;

The tongues are rough and the hearts are hard.

They scourge him as they drive him out

To the hill of bitterness and doubt,

Where a silent multitude will shout.

once he rode to the highest place, 

The world bestrode with wit and grace; 

They ran and crowded to adore him; 

Now they sell their faith before him

The elders and the priests exult

With feasts and offerings that insult

The poverty and long lament

Which fill the houses with dissent.

(The long sad lament continues - and ends)

Let us weep for the King who goes to his doom

And will leave our love in the empty tomb:

Let us weep for ourselves and the law's decree

With tears that return and return to the sea.

He reached for the new: he was held by the past:

The claims fell die and he was cast

Where he must either fall or climb

Above the weakness of his time

To the choice among the snows

From the voice which only shows

Negation, failure and despair;

He fell as they fall everywhere.

The night is deep on the parting ground:

But there is no sleep; nor yet a sound:

The world waits up to hear and know

A beginning come, an ending go.

At the meeting place he stands

With an epoch in his hands,

The timber and the nails are fetched,

His arms are lifted and outstretched;

A last degree the ship is swung

And into the sea the crown is flung

Glittering with works and fame,

Into the sea from whence it came!

Now let us ride away to the past

Close to his side from the first to the last;

Leaving the other to rise and go on;

Lying together. let us be gone.

The sea falls back and the shores are left

Littered with wrack; sunk and bereft;

But nothing is raised that is not diminished;

It is lived, it is loved, it is written, it is finished.

EPILOGUE - SONG of the SKY.

Time. The end of an era.

Place. Earth and Sky.

Characters. Britons. The Queen of the Air. The Winds and Clouds.

The Sea King has been deposed in favour of the Queen of the 

Air And the Waves and Mists superseded by the Winds and Clouds.

The Clouds enter languidly and voluptuously. l~ Cloud. Slowly drifting:

2nd Cloud. masses shifting:

3rd Cloud. faintly sailing

4th Cloud. Finely veiling 

5th Cloud. Deeply moving:

6th Cloud. blindly proving 

All
 In the sky. 

1st Cloud. Slowly lifting:

2nd Cloud. masses shifting:

3rd Cloud faintly paling:

4th Cloud. finely sailing:

5th Cloud. deeply grooving:

6th Cloud. blindly moving 

All.    In the sky.

(They drift on talking about the sky, the birds, the sun, the ice & heat, protruding

peaks and themselves. 

1st Cloud. Slowly drifting,

2nd Cloud. faintly shifting,

3rd Cloud. blindly sailing.

4th Cloud. deeply veiling, 

5th Calmly keeping, 

6th Cloud finely sleeping,

All.     In the sky.  (They fall asleep)

(The Winds rush on laughing and screaming, waking and scattering them)

 1st Wind. Wake! Wake everyone!

wake and see how you can run! 

2nd Wind. Shame, shame on your sleeping!

Get up and be tumbling and leaping! 

3rd Wind. Roll, roll from your beds,

Roll over and stand on your heads!

4th Wind. Push, push them along,

Push them on top of our song! 

5th Wind. Ride ride on the gale.

Round on the limitless trail! 

6th Wind. Up, up to the day!

With no more neglect and delay!

All.
On, on let us fly

Sweeping and curling the sky!

(They sweep off as the Britons enter)

Man..

Look how the clouds are chased away

And tumbled about in disarray

When the winds come round on their tracks through the air

Faster than hundreds of horses could tear.

Woman.

To treat them so roughly seems a shame,

Or is it only an aerial game?

Man.

I'd like to travel about like that!

The earth is much too small and flat;

Everything's caught and kept too low

And trains and ships are much too slow.

Woman.

If we could travel from place to place

As fast and free as a bird in space,

On every Saturday afternoon

When the dishes were done and just as soon

As you'd got washed and I'd made up

And we'd poured ourselves an extra cup,

We'd set off through the boundless blue

To take tea with our friends in Siam or Peru:

And we'd see the sights and admire the views

And be home in time for the nine-o-clock news.

Man.

I'd not care where I had my tea,

I'd be off on my wings to see

How high and fast and far I could go

And how I could beat all the chaps below.

Woman.

That's all you think of- beating and winning:

You'd spoil it all from the very beginning.

Man.

You don't understand! What good would it do

Playing about having tea in Peru?

Wages lag while prices soar,

When there isn't a slump there's a strike or a war,

Our empire's gone, our trade gets less,

The country stews in a hopeless mess,

We've sunk to the place of a second4ate power

And things get worse from hour to hour.

But if I could fly I could change it all,

I could pick us up from a nasty fall,

I could get ahead, I could stop the drain,

I could win an empire over again.

Woman.

There you go - just the same;

When will you get cured of this empire game?

Would you want more trouble? Wasn't one enough?

I'm sick and tired of all that stuff.

(They go on arguing about power)

Man.

It may have passed away from me,

It may have shifted out of the sea

But I know where it is! It is there! (Points to the sky)

And I'm going to have it! I mean to fly!

I shall build a machine that will conquer the sky!

Woman.

Winning! conquering! getting ahead!

You arc using words that we though were dead;

And they'll act the same as they did before;

The words of power and the words of war

 (He goes on boasting and bragging while she still protests)

Man.

You can think what you like; you can fancy you're knowing

You can stay where you are for I am going. (He strides away)

Winds and clouds Stop in our racing!

Break and come down from your tumbling and chasing!

Fit me wings to a silver chair

And carry me up to the Lord of the Air!

(The Clouds come tumbling back, chased by the winds)

Winds, Winds! Winds and Clouds!

Let me join those tempestuous crowds:

I want to drive like a god through the sky

Take me with you and teach me to fly.

(One of the tail winds stops as the rest disappear) Wind.

Who are you did you say something?

Man.

Yes. I asked to see your King

And I asked you to teach me to fly.

(He says who he is and boasts of his greatness)

And that you know that I am I 

Carry me straight to the Lord of the Sky.

Wind.

You may have ruled the Sea;

God, himself, you may be;

But you're very out of touch, x  ~ can't be up to much,

For we have no lords up here,

They were costing us too dear,

Once we had a king

But he died at last in the spring

And then we elected a Queen. (The Woman draws near)

Man

A Queen!

What is she like? Is she young or old?

(He continues with his questions and then turns to the Woman) Man.

You'll not see her; I'm going up alone!

Woman

Can't I follow where you have flown?

Man.

You're only a woman, too dull and weak

To jump or climb to any peak

Woman

I know I'm a woman! But I'm not so weak

Nor so dull that I don't know how to speak.

And I'm going to see this Queen of the Air

And I'll tell her the tale of the world's despair

And I know that she'll listen and understand

And rise from her throne and hold out her hand

Man

She won’t want to hear about things like that:

Such a dreary tale would just fall flat

It is love that she waits for; the chance to live:

The love that only a man can give.

Woman.

I am going to come! I have stayed behind

Too long;

(The Winds approach again. Woman runs forward and Man leaps after her and 

grabs her but the Winds blow them apart.

1st Wind.

A path! Make a path for the Queen

Who rides through the sky to be seen.

2nd Wind.

Wake up! Wake up to the day!

Put the past completely away.

3rd Wind

Turn out, turn out from your houses

For the hopes that her coming arouses!

4th Wind.

Leap quick, leap onto the stage And enter the aerial Age!

5th Wind.

And rise, rise up on your wings

To fresh and fabulous things!

6th Wind.

And look on the face of the Queen

The woman who has never been seen.

All.

On, on let us fly

Crying aloud from the Sky.

(The Queen of the Air enters seated on a cloud. Winds and Clouds enter behind her)

Winds.

The winds and the clouds enfold her:

Look up, look up and behold her!

 (As the procession passes, man rushes to the foot of the cloud upon which she rides,) Man.

Stop! I am here! reaching up from below:

(He climbs the cloud and casts himself down on his knees before her)

O Queen of the Air! 0 Limitless Being!

O limpid heaven that I am seeing!

O world above the world 1 know

Where streams of purest virtue flow

O other life Untouched immense!

Undisturbed by form and sense!

0 breathless, bright and boundless Queen!

Leap life! into the great unseen.

Queen.

I thank you for coming and for your greeting.

Please give me the how and the why of this meeting.

Man.

I will tell you the story of my life

A marvellous tale of love and strife.

(He tells her the story of England and ends)

And here I am! Mere I've leapt!

Up the baffling grade I've stepped!

And here I kneel before my Queen -Woman that no man has seen!

The Queen.

This natural, rough, volcanic story

Of love and war and guiltless glory

Which 1 have just been over-drinking

Leaves me perturbed but clearly thinking.

Man.

Don’t think, my Queen! don't deform your face!

Thinking has no part or place;

I will do whatever you wish and ask

Perform the most alarming task!

I will fly beyond the march of the sky

Every cosmic law I will defy

Until I have found and mastered the All:

And then I'll return with my fabulous fleet

And lay the Universe at your feet

And with Divinity's book and rod

If I make you a Goddess - and I will be God!

Don't think, don't wait- just act your part

Let me love you now and then I will start. (Woman runs forward.

Woman.

No, no! don't let him go!

Your love, on him, do not bestow! 

(She tells her story and ends:)

You, who know and can break the chain,

Don't let him love like that again!

Man.

But, my Queen....

(The Queen waves him silent and replies with a long inspiring disclosure of their united works - and ends)

The Queen.

Life will double every hour,

Human nature stretch and tower,

Until the Earth. re-shaped re-dressed,

Her every art and grace expressed

Will be a place to magnify,

Her beauty hold within tile eye

And within the heart her reputation

For love and peace and exultation.

For this kind of glory

Come back, one day, and tell the story;

Let me hear, pass on, employ

A tale of love and peace and joy

(She makes a sign to the Winds and Clouds and the procession moves on through the sky.)

Woman,

We will return! Farewell great Queen!

Man

Woman that has now been seen!

1st Wind

on, draw her on through the sky:

On the wings of the wind let her fly

2nd Wind

Down the rays of the sun let her glide:

On her throne in the sky let her ride;

3rd Wind.

On, draw her on through the screen,

They have come, they have heard, they have seen:

4th Wind.

Let the stars look up and rejoice,

Let the air run away with her voice:

5th Wind.

On) draw her on to the tale

Where such glory and power will prevail;

6th Wind.

Through the echoes her words release

To the climate of love and of peace:

All.

On, on let us tear

Upholding the Queen of the Air! (The Winds blow on)

1st Cloud. Now unveiling,

2nd Cloud. Finely sailing;

3rd Cloud. Grandly sweeping,

4th Cloud. Large and leaping.

5th Cloud. Proudly holding,

6th Cloud. Love enfolding;

1st Cloud. To the leaving

2nd Cloud. Through the grieving:

3rd Cloud. Past the Ending

4th Cloud And the mending;

5 th Cloud. Spilled and thinning,

6th Cloud. To Beginning

All.    In the sky

(As the clouds melt away, Man and Woman turn towards each other and embrace; Man and Woman - the last and the first - the two in the one - the one in the All)
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