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Production Notes

Thisis a play basedon the novelpublished in1882by the Americanwriter
Mark Twain (1835 - 1910).

Casting

Tom Canty andEdward Tudor
Theactorsplayingthetwo boysmust,of courseJook alike andwould ideally
be twins, although not necessarilyidentical ones; both the play and the
original novel indicate that the boys do not look exactly alike.

LARGE CAST PRODUCTIONS:-

With an expansionof the roles of courtiersand paupersto aroundfifteen in
eachgroup and a large numberof thievesand prisonersa castof eighty or
more is quite feasible. Doubling up of roles and cutting down the size of
groupswill supportsmallerscaleproductions. Thereare plenty of rolesfor
bothgendersandall agesmanyof the namedpartsareneithergendemor age

specific.

SMALL CAST PRODUCTIONS:-

The play can be performedwith a castof just fourteen,comprisingthe following

roles:

NOoO O~ WNPRE

8.
9.

.EDWARD TUDOR

. TOM CANTY

. BOY: HUMPHREY MARLOW: CHILD (Act 1 Sc. 12)

. NAN: PRINCESS ELIZABETH

. BETH: GIRL: LADY JANE GREY

. FATHER ANDREW: ROYAL PHYSICIAN: MILES HENDON.
. JOHN CANTY: KING HENRY VIIl:1st GUARD (Hendon Hall)

ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY
WILLIAM PHIPPS: CONSTABLE: 2nd GUARD (Hendon Hall)
SERVANT: 1st GUARD (Palace & Guildhall): HUGO: HUGH

10.2ndGUARD (Palace& Guildhall): EARLOF HERTFORD:

STEPHEN: 1st VILLAGE CONSTABLE: CLERGYMAN

11. LORD CHANCELLOR: BOATMAN: HERNHERMITRESS

1st VILLAGE CONSTABLE: JAILER
12. MRSCANTY:HERMIT/HERMITRESSEDITH 13.LADY-IN-



WAITING: LADY FLEMING: LADY NORFOLK:
WOMAN: MARY
14.LADY-IN-WAITING:STALLHOLDERBOATMAN'SNIFE:
CATHERINE PARR

All performergwith the exceptiorof theroles of TOM and EDWARD)alsoplay the
PAUPERS etc. with lines distributed as appropriate. There should be a
minimum of six in eachgroup. Somelines in the final scenewould need
deleting/reassigningsit is impossiblefor all thesecharacterdo be on stage
at the same time as those roles being doubled.

Historical Characters

A numberof the charactern the play areactualhistoricalfiguresandthefollowing
brief biographiesmay influence casting decisions and help the actors'
portrayal. The agesgiven arefor whenthe play is set;the weekseitherside
of the death of King Henry VIl in 1547.

Edward Tudor (Prince of Wales / King Edward VI) - age 9.

Sonof Henry VIl andJaneSeymour the King's third wife. Janedied twelve days
after giving birth to Edward. Edwardwas a precociouslygifted studentof
Latin, Frenchand Greek. He was nine yearsold when he succeededis
father and died from tuberculosis in 1553 aged sixteen.

Princess Elizabeth- age 14.
Seconddaughterof Henry VIII, shesucceededo the throneof Englandin 1558as
Queen Elizabeth | following the death of her sister Mary.

Thomas Cranmer (Archbishop of Canterbury) - age 58.

Archbishop under Henry VIII and Edward VI, he oversaw the Protestant
Reformationbutfell from favourduringthe Catholicregimeof Mary. Onher
orders, he was burned at the stake in Oxford in 1556 for promoting
Protestantism.

Lady Jane Grey- age 9.

Edward'scousinand born within daysof him, in 1538. Edwardnominatedher as
his successoshortly beforehe died. Sheruled for only daysin 1553before
beingoverthrownby Mary. Shewasexecutedhe following yearat the age
of sixteen, an innocent pawn in Tudor power-struggles.



CATHERINE PARR - age 35.

Sixth andlastwife of Henry VIIl, sheborehim no childrenbuttook a keen
interestin the educatiorandwell-beingof thosehe alreadyhad. Shesurvived
him and remarried after his death.

Princess Mary - age 31.
Ruled Englandas Mary | from 1553 - 1558, returningthe countryto Catholicism
after the death of Edward.

Edward Seymour (Earl of Hertford & Duke of Somerset) - age 47.

The brotherof JaneSeymour he wasthe Protectorof Englandduring the minority
rule of EdwardVI. He wasimprisonedandexecutedn 1552 after his rival
the Duke of Northumberland gained control of the government.

King Henry VIII - age 55
One of England'sgreatestmonarchs,he was famed as an athlete and scholar.
However,this storyis setat the endof his life by which time he wasbloated

and ill.



LIST OF CHARACTERS
In order of appearance - Act .

The London Poofgroup of eight or more, M/F)*
The Tudor Courfgroup of eight or more, M/F)*
Acrobats and musiciar{/F)*

John Canty Tom's father

Lord Chancellor

Two Ladies-in-Waiting

Mrs Canty -Tom's mother

Tom Canty -a London pauper

Boy

Girl (on streets of London)

Beth- Tom's sister

Servant{M/F)

Lady Fleming Edward's nurse
Edward Tudor the Prince of Wales

Dr William Phipps -Edward's tutor
Father Andrew a cleric, Tom's tutor
Two guards (outside the Palace)

King Henry VIII - Edward's father
Catherine Parrwife of King Henry VIII
Royal Physician

Earl of Hertford -Edward's uncle

Lady Jane GreyEdward's cousin
Princess ElizabethEdward's half-sister
Humphrey Marlow Edward's whipping boy
Stallholder(M/F)

Child (M/F)

Boatman

Boatman's wife

Two guards (outside the Guildhall)
Constable

Messenger

Miles Hendon a country squire



Act Il

*the script allows for flexibility in casting these parts - in terms of male/female,
young/old, and in numbers of performers needed to play them; in productions
requiring a small cast, some of the "named" roles can be played by members
of these groups. More suggestions for casting the play are included at the or
pages 73-74.

Princess Mary Edward's half-sister
Lady Norfolk -a noblewoman
Archbishop of Canterbury

Stephen Miles Hendon's servant
Hugo -the leader of a gang of thieves
Thieves(group of seven, M/F)*
Strangei(M/F)

Hermit (M/F)

Woman

Two village constables

Lady Edith -Hugh Hendon's wife

Ann - Lady Edith's maid

Hugh Hendon Miles Hendon's brother
Two guards (at Hendon Hall)
Prisonerggroup of eight or more, M/F)*
Jailer

Girl (at Coronation)

Setting: London and the surrounding countryside

Time: 1538 (opening scene) and then 1547

Set: With a play whose action switches between a number of locations, it is
assumed that the set will be minimal - although various backdrops (depicting
the skyline of medieval London, a grand palace etc) may be used to suggest
changes in scene.






THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER

by Andrew Beattie

ACT |
SCENE 1 - THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER
A bare stage.

(Enter THE PAUPERS.They form up on onone side of the stage as THE
COURTIERS enter on the other leaving a distinct, clear space between them

[The opening narrative, which follows, should be delivered seamlessly as if one piece of text

First Pauper: This tale we set before you ....

First Courtier: .... was told to us by one who learned it from his father ....

Second Pauper-... who in turn heard it from his father ....

SecondCourtier: andso on, backandstill further back, the fathersretelling it to
their sons ...

Third Pauper: .... preserving it for generations to come.

Third Courtier: It may be history ....

Forth Pauper: .... it may only be a legend ....

Fifth Pauper: .... a tradition.

Forth Courtier: It may have happened ....

Fifth Courtier: .... it may not have happened ....

Fifth Pauper: but it could have happened.

Sixth Pauper: In the ancientcity of London,on a certainautumndayin the second
quarterof the sixteenthcentury,a boy wasbornto a poorfamily by thename
of Canty, who did not want him.

(The PAUPERSmMOoveto standin a tight circle, as if crammingroundto look at a
newbornbaby,whois held by MRSCANTY ,a middle-agedvoman.Thereis
the sound of a baby crying).

Seventh Pauper:Another hungry mouth to feed!
Eighth Pauper: Another thin little body to keep warm!

(The soundof a sharp slap; the baby stopscrying. JOHN CANTY,Tom'sfather,
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speaksiow from the midstof the group, huddledamongsthem,affordingthe
audience no clear sight of him).

John Canty: Don't want none of your bloody noise disturbing this household!
(LORD CHANCELLOR enters, on the courtier's side of the stage).

Lord Chancellor: On the sameday anotherEnglishboy wasbornto arich family
by the name of Tudor, who DID want him.

(The membersof the court huddle as if theytoo are standingaround a newborn
child. A baby cries openly and does so throughout this next exchange).

Lord Chancellor: Lady Shaw! Lady Woodstock!

Lady Shaw: (excitedly)Lord Chancellor!

Lady Woodstock: Sir!

Lord Chancellor: (responding reciprocally)it's a boy?

Lady Shaw: It is, Sir.

Lord Chancellor: The King will be informed at once! And the child is healthy?

Lady Woodstock: Hear him crying for yourself, Sir!

Lord Chancellor: And your mistress, the queen?

Lady Shaw: (anxiously) Alas, Sir.......

Lord Chancellor: Shewill recover. PraiseGodthatsherecoversto bearthe King
asecondson. And athird, anda fourth! We mustgive thanks.(Louder)Let
all England give thanks! Our Kingdom is blessed today!

(Both groups give a loud cheer; hats are thrown in the air. A peal of church bells).

First Pauper: The King granted everyone a holiday, and high and low ....
First Courtier: Rich and poor ....

Second Pauperfeasted and danced and sang ....

Second Courtier: And celebrated for days and nights together.

A London street.

(The group of PAUPERSand COURTIERSsuddenlymingle, forming one unified
street throng. ACROBATSand MUSICIANS appear; there are banners,
streamers, music and noise. Sellers of food and drink ply their trade.
Suddenlyoicesrise abovethethrong. A PAUPERBOY sitson the shoulders
of a COURTIER thusraising him high abovethe crowd. At the oppositeside
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of the stage,a RICH BOY of similar agefrom the court hasbeenraisedon to
the shoulders of one of London's PAUPERS).

Young Courtier: (on shoulders ofa PAUPER)Let's give a cheerfor England's
future King!

Young Pauper: (on shoulders o£OURTIER)RIich or poor,it doesn'imattertoday!
Let's celebrate the birth of the Prince of Wales! Hip hip!

Crowd: Hurrah!

Pauper: Hip hip!

Crowd: Hurrah!

Pauper: Hip hip!

Crowd: Hurrah!

(They freeze. There is a sudden change of mood).
First Pauper: But the celebrations didn't last long.
(The sound of a bugle call).

Second PauperShhh! A messenger from the palace ....
Messenger(FIRST COURTIER) (moving through the throng) The Queen! The
Queen is dead!

(Sound of a single, slow drum beat - offstage).

First Pauper: TheKing's beloved,JaneSeymourhaddied of the painandeffort of
providing him with the son he longed for.

(Thecrowd, asone,lower their hatsand standin sombresilenceas a coffin draped
in a coat of arms and carried on a bier is processed in front of them).

Third Courtier: Evenasthe peoplemournedall talk in Englandwas of the baby
thatJaneleft behind,who waschristenedy the Archbishopof Canterburyin
the name of Edward Tudor.

Fourth Courtier: The noisy creaturelay wrappedin silks and satins,unconscious
of all this fuss, and not knowing that greatlords and ladies were watching
over him.

Third Pauper: But there was no talk at all aboutthe other baby, Tom Canty,
wrappedin his poor rags,exceptamongthe family of paupersvhom he had
just come to trouble with his presence.



(The group of COURTIERSand PAUPERS separate; the MUSICIANS and
SELLERSf food disappear;the stageis divided- the court on oneside,and
the poor on the other - with an open space between them).

SCENE 2 - TOM'S EARLY LIFE

(MRSCANTYand her daughterNAN standto oneside of the group of PAUPERS,
scrubbing washing in a bowl on a table).

Sixth Pauper: Let us skip a number of years.
Mrs Canty: My boy Tom! How he's grown in all that time!

(TOM emergedrom the group with another PAUPER, playing at sword-fighting
with wooden swords).

SeventhPauper: (speakingas 'fight' continue¥. Hah! "All thattime?!" The merest
blink of an eye!

Eighth Pauper: Hundredsof years,our city's beenhere! London won't hardly
notice the likes of us ....

Seventh Pauper: Scrapinga living in this foggy cesspiton the banks of the
Thames.

Nan: A living? Some living!

Mrs Canty: (calling) Oi! Tom! Where are you? There's work to be done!

(At this TOM strikesawaythe swordof his opponentwhich clattersto ground.The
boy falls to his knees Anotherchild - A GIRL - is watchingfrom the crowd,
and moves forward).

Tom: You have lost your sword. | will be merciful.

Girl: (scornfully) "Merciful!" Who d'you think you are Tom Canty?

Tom: (He 'knights' his opponent)Arise, my good knight! You are the faithful
servant to a Prince.

Girl: (laughing nastily)A prince! Don't make us laugh!

Mrs Canty: (calling again) Tom! (turnsto NAN) | expecthe'sdown by theriver
again. You'll have to go and fetch him, Nan.

(NAN headsoff while TOM glancesat the boy and girl; nowtheyare bothlooking

4



at him scornfully).

Girl: (with contempt)Listen Tom Canty! | can hear your mother calling you.
Boy: (with similar contempt)Your mother,the Queen!She'scalling from the palace
window!

(Ignoring them, TOM throws his sword down and movesto sit cross-leggedtentre
stage, facing the group of PAUPERSwith his back to the group of
COURTIERS.He opensa book, covershimselfwith a blanketand placesa
lighted candleon the floor nextto him. He beginsto read, straining his eyes
in the dim light drawing the blanketaround himself. The BOY and GIRL
dissolveback into the crowd as NAN and BETH reappear,watching their
brother contemptuously).

First Pauper: (spoken alongside the actiod)s games didn't last long though.

Second PauperGrew up fast, Tom Canty did!

Third Pauper: Fanciedhimselfasa prince! But noneof the other childrenwould
play along.

Nan: (with contempt)So he turned to story books instead ....

Beth: While his sisters clean and scrub and beg ....

Mrs Canty: And his parents do nothing but argue and fight!

(JOHN CANTYnow emergedrom the group of PAUPERS while Tom'sSISTERS
dissolveback into the samegroup. JOHN CANTY sits on a woodenstool,
providedfor him by his wife. He drinks from an ale bottle and is rather the
worsefor wear - thoughnot amusinglyso. MRS CANTY continuesto scrub
the washing).

Mrs Canty: We've no food in the house. Nothing at all.

John Canty: What's that useless boy doing?

Mrs Canty: He was out beggingall morning. Got nothing, he said, not evena
crust.

John Canty: He's lying! (threateningly) He's with his books!

Mrs Canty: (frightenedly) Search me, | don't know where he is!

John Canty: That dreamerwill be rubbing his wounds'till Christmas,if | catch
him!

Mrs Canty: Our Tom, all his readingand knowledge,he'll make somethingof
himselfoneday! He'll be ateacheror alawyer! He'll keepusin food until
we die!

John Canty: (scornfully) He'll keep dreaming, and we'll all die hungry!
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(He retreatsback into the group of PAUPERS. TOM remainsseatedthroughout
this, reading quietly, with the blanket drawn tightly around him).

Mrs Canty: (calling) Tom, you'd bettercomedown from there! (Nervously)He's
on the prowl! Your father!

(TOM glancesup from his book,thengoeson reading. MRSCANT Yretreatsback
into the group of PAUPERS).

First Pauper: Tom'sattic wasright at the top of the housewherehelived, in Offal
Court, off Pudding Lane ....
Second Pauper-... one of the smallest and foulest dwellings in all London.

(Lights up on the COURTIERS).

First Courtier: Ha! The poor of this city deserve nothing more.

SecondCourtier: (addressinghe PAUPERS)You shouldbethankfulfor whatthe
good Lord has provided you with!

Third Pauper: How little you know, with your grandhousesyour gardensyour
music!

(Lights down on the group of PAUPERS).

SCENE 3 - THE PRINCE'S EARLY LIFE

(The LORD CHANCELLORLADY FLEMING andWILLIAM PHIPPSnowemerge
andtalk quietly, standingapart from the rest of the group. LADY FLEMING
is Edward's nurse).

(Softlute music. A SERVANTenterscarrying coloured pastrieson a silver tray.
EDWARD TUDOR rusheson carrying a sword. Not looking where he is
going, he collides with the SERVANT).

Lord Chancellor: Your Highness!
Edward: Oh!
Servant: No matter, my Lord, my fault entirely!
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(EDWARD looks at the SERVANTwithout expression- and helps himselfto a
pastry).

Lord Chancellor: You have finished your lesson with Sir Richard?

(EDWARD waves his sword around in the air fighting an imaginary opponent).
Edward: Yes, | won as usual!

Lord Chancellor: (indulgently) Congratulations!

Lady Fleming: (coming forward) You have torn your coat.

Edward: (ignoring her) Not a bad result, considering he's been on four crusades!
Lady Fleming: (looking at the tear on his jacket)ook at that.

Lord Chancellor: (disappointedly)My Lord, have you been careless?

Phipps: After being warned yesterday!

Lord Chancellor: (to servant)See that Edward's whipping boy is punished for this!

(The SERVANT nods briefly to him and goes).

Phipps: That'll teach you!

Edward: It was only a little tear.

Lord Chancellor: (to EDWARD)You will seethe boy later on and apologiseto
him for your behaviour.

Edward: | shall certainly seehim! | will tell him that a whipping is too harsha
punishment for tearing a coat.

Lord Chancellor: My Lord, if | might be allowed to say .... (hesitantly) Your
attitude is disappointing.

Phipps: And not becoming of a Prince!

Lady Fleming: Perhaps His Majesty is over-tired?

Edward: Yes!Perhaps am! (Sulkily) I won'thaveany morelessongoday.| shall
take a book of Greek poetry and read it in the garden.

Phipps: A splendid idea!

Edward: (curtly) And if | feel tired, | will go to sleep, under a tree.

Lord Chancellor: My Lord, your father the King wishesto seeyou later this
afternoon.

Edward: Fetch me when it is time, then. You know where | will be.

(EDWARDmMmovesoff. He sits centrestage,facing the COURTIERSand beginsto
read a book. TOM CANTYand he are now back-to-backthoughneitherboy
is aware of the other's presence).

Lord Chancellor: (dismissing LADY FLEMING)Thank you, Lady Fleming.
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(She curtsies briefly and goes).

Phipps: (scoffing) Sir Richard lets the boy win every time ....

Lord Chancellor: Wouldn't you?

Phipps: (doubtfully) And that's supposedto teach the boy something about
swordsmanship?

Lord Chancellor: Worried it keeps him away from his Greek and Latin?

Phipps: His fatheris one of the mostlearnedmenin Europe.He expectsthe same
of his son.

Lord Chancellor: Dr Phipps, | take it you know just how ill the King is?

Phipps: | do.

Lord Chancellor: | think that soonwe will be preparingthe boy for much more
than sword fights and Latin translation.

(They exit. Lights down slowly on the group of PAUPERSand COURTIERS,
dissolvingto a singlepool of light, centrestage. TOM and EDWARDstill sit
cross-legged and back to back).

SCENE 4 - THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER
(The PAUPERS and COURTIERS watch the two boys, as the lights change).

Sixth Pauper: And so they sat with their books ....

First Courtier: Edward Tudor, heir to the throne of England ....

SeventhPauper: .... and Tom Canty, heir to a stalelump of breadfor his supper
that night; if he's lucky....

Eighth Courtier: .... and a good hiding from his father if he's not!

(Exeunt save TOM and EDWARD who speak their lines unaware of the other).

Edward and Tom: (together) One day ....

Tom: (brightly) I might meet a real Prince, like the one in this book.

Edward: (gloomily)! will escape this rotten palace.

Tom: (sadly)But what will he think of me?

Edward: (shuttingthe bookandthrowingit acrossthefloor in front of him) Armies
and battles. | don't want to know about them.

Tom: (sadly)My poor manners, my muddy feet dirtying the floors of his palace!
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Edward: | wantto playin themudby the sideof theriver. | wantto belike normal
boys!

(Simultaneouslyfrom opposite sides of the stage, the boys' tutors, WILLIAM
PHIPPS and FATHER ANDREW, enter).

Phipps: My Lord Edward! There you are! I've been looking for you everywhere!

Father Andrew: (simultaneously) Tom Canty! Thereyou are! I've beenlooking
for you everywhere!

(The stage is divided in half, as the two independent conversations take place).

Tom: | was hiding from my father.

Phipps: (to EDWARD)You are sitting in the furthest corner of the gardens.
Tom: He's going to beat me again!

Phipps: One might almost suspect you of hiding!

(PHIPPS picks up the book EDWARD has thrown away and flicks throughit as
FATHER ANDREW continues his conversation with TOM).

Tom: A whole morning outside the Guildhall and all | got was a farthing!
(He tries to give the coin to FATHER ANDREW - but he refuses it).

Father Andrew: Tom, this is for your poor mother.

Tom: (offendedBut it's for teaching me.

Father Andrew: Teachingyou is God'swork. Besides,| get paid by the parish.
Give it to your mother, then your father won't hit you.

Tom: He will, he'll find another reason.

Father Andrew: (ruefully) Thatbelt of his! He'll wearit outraisingthe dustfrom
the seat of your breeches with it!

(TOM drawsup two chairs, as PHIPPSfinishesflicking throughthe bookand talks
to EDWARD).

Edward: Does my father want to see me now?

Phipps: I'm afraid he's busy.

Edward: He's always busy.

Phipps: When he does,he wishesto talk to you on mattersof state,entirely in
French.

Edward: | think he wants me to speak better French than the King of France!
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Father Andrew: (taking the book off TOMYell me what you're reading.

Phipps: (to EDWARD)Did you not like the book?

Tom and Edward: (together) Stories again.

Tom: They're fantastic!

Edward: They don'tinterestme. Takeit away. (pause)Dr Phipps,could | go to
school?

Phipps: (shocked)To school? Why, Edward, there would be other boys there.

Edward: | know. That's why | want to go.

Phipps: You mustlearnto like beingby yourself,Edward.You will find it alonely
businessyou know, beingKing. (shuttingthebook). It is afine afternoonto
be sitting in the gardens!Your nursewill comeandfind you just assoonas
theKing is ready.| think sheis worried thatyou might be comingdownwith
another fever.

Edward: (sourly) Of coursesheis! It's her reasonfor hangingaroundme all the
time, like everyone else does.

(EDWARDsits on the floor facing the audienceas PHIPPSbowsand goes,taking
the bookwith him. SimultaneouslyfOM talks with FATHERANDREW who
has been flicking through his book).

Father Andrew: You read fast, Tom. Already | must find you another book!

Tom: Don't tell my father.

Father Andrew: Oneday,whenyou aretoo bigfor him to hit you, | will makesure
he knowswhata goodstudentyou are. Thatyou'veevenlearnedsomelLatin,
like the boys who go to school!

Tom: Do princes go to school?

Father Andrew: What a curiousquestion.Schoolsare for the sonsof merchants
and lawyers. A prince would be taught by his own tutor. A learned man ....

Tom: Like you!

Father Andrew: Me?I'm nothingbut alowly priest. Now the Princeof Wales...|
hear that he has one of Oxford's cleverest Doctors of Philosophy to teach him.

Tom: Sometimes wantto meeta prince.Or evenbe one.And live in anenormous
palace.

Father Andrew: You've beenreadingtoo many stories,Tom. The inside of your
headis turningto custard! Nexttime | will find you a book aboutscienceor
mathematics, something that won't go giving you grand ideas.

Tom: | can still dream, though, can't I?

(BETH rushes in).
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Beth: Tom! Our father's on the lookout for you!

John Canty: (offstage,angrily) Tom Canty! Are you up in that attic again,you
miserable wretch?

Father Andrew: Maybe we won't have a lesson today, Tom.

(He bustlesTOM out of theroom,wholeavesust asJOHN CANT Yenterscarrying
his belt, ready to give TOM a beating).

John Canty: Where is he?

Father Andrew: Put your belt away, John Canty.

John Canty: Beth! Where's he gone?

Beth: (flustered)Father .... | ....

John Canty: (He finds TOM'Sbookwhich he wavesin FATHERANDREW'Sace;
threateningly) You're goingto stopfilling thatboy'sheadwith stuff he never
needs! D'you hear me?

Father Andrew: (with contempt)The whole of Offal Court can hearyou, John
Canty. And whenyou hit the boy, they have everesstrouble hearingyou
then!

John Canty: Beth, go to your mother. I'm going out, to look for your lousy brother.

(He exits with BETH).

Father Andrew: (he movesthe chairs back and continuesruefully) Yes, Tom
Canty, you can still dream.

(FATHER ANDREW leaves and for a moment, EDWARD is alone on stage).

SCENE 5 - TOM'S MEETING WITH THE PRINCE

(TWO GUARDSappear,standingcentrestage;they act as narrators for the first
part of the sceneThefirst facesTOM, asif barring his way, the secondfaces
EDWARD asif protectinghim. Betweerthemwe mustimaginean enormous
gate- the entranceto a palace- perpendicularto the front edgeof the stage,
and deadcentre. TOM reappearsin his "half": the division between'rich"
and "poor" still remains clear).

Guards: (together)That afternoon ....
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First Guard: Tom walked for miles through London ....

Second Guard..... Prince Edward sat for hours in the Palace gardens ....

Guards: (together).... alone and unhappy.

Tom: (looking around) don't recognise this place.

First Guard: This is the Palaceof Westminster.The home of King Henry the
Eighth.

Tom: (turning to him)King Henry the Eighth? And Prince Edward Tudor?

(EDWARDturns his headas he hearshis namementionedHe rises,andlookspast
the soldiers, through the "gate" they are guarding. The SECONDGUARD
sees that EDWARD is looking through the gate at TOM).

Edward: | heard someone say my name.
SecondGuard: (to EDWARD)Someurchinoutin the streetmy Lord. No needto
bother yourself.

(The boys catch sight of one another).

Edward and Tom: (together)There'sa boy the other side of the gates.Standing
there on his own. A boy of my own age.

Tom: (sotto vocepurely that can't be him .... a real Pringé¢ runs forward).

First Guard: (knockshim flying) Not sofastbeggaroy! (He looksasif heis about
to kick TOM back to the ground as he rises).

Edward: (shouting at the guardylo!

First Guard: (bowing nervouslypir?

Edward: How dare you treat a boy like that!

First Guard: (bowing nervously$ir, it is for your protection.

Edward: (softly) I'm sorry, boy. This man claimsto be actingin my name.(He
pushes past the guards to talk to TOM through the ga&ed.you hurt?

Tom: (rising) | .... I'm fine.

Edward: What do they call you?

Tom: (stunned) Tom Canty, my Lord.

Edward: Well, Tom Canty, your coat has been torn and | fear it's my fault.

Tom: (horrified at the suggestioh no ! No, my Lord!

Edward: (to the GUARDS)Openthe gateand let him in! (Theydo so and TOM
enters)You look hungry.(to the GUARDS)Fetchthis boy somethingto eat,
somechickenlegswill do, | think, andsomefreshwater.(Pause)Well? Get
on with it then!

Guards: (flabbergastedMy Lord, right away.(Theyclosethe gatesand moveoff,
bowing obsequiously).
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Tom: Are you really the Prince of Wales?
Edward: My guards treated you badly. | will have them put in chains for the night.
Tom: Weren't they just doing their job?
Edward: (surprised)You forgive themeasily.(pause)Give me your coat. Sit with
me here.
(TOM sits taking off his coat and passingit to EDWARD.Thereis the soundof
birdsong).

Edward: My father gave me this garden as a birthday present.

Tom: (amazed by his surrounding$} so quiet.

Edward: (sadly)I'm the only one who ever comes here.

Tom: You could sit here all day and read; no-one would disturb you!
Edward: (examiningthe coat) It's funny, both of us havetorn our coatstoday. |
will have a servant take this coat to the palace and get it mended.

Tom: Is the palace yours too?

Edward: It will be one day(He rises to call a servant).

Tom: My Lord, you mustn'ttroubleyourselfwith my coat, my sisterswill mendit
for me .

Edward: (sitting back down againyou have sisters?

Tom: Two. Nan and Beth.

Edward: | also have two sisters. Elizabeth and Mary. But | hardly ever see them.

Tom: Don't they sleep in the same room as you do?

Edward: In the sameroom? Of coursenot! | havea wholewing of the Palaceall
to myself.(Disbelievingly)Don't tell me ....

Tom: My whole family; we have only one room.

Edward: Don't you fight with your sisters?

Tom: Sometimes. But if my father's hit me, they let me sleep between them.

Edward: (shocked)Your father hits you?

Tom: He drinks, you see.

Edward: I'm gladyou havesistersto look afteryou. My older sister- Mary - well,
she'snot much fun. She thinks anyonewho laughsforms a pact with the
devil! Shedismisseser servantsf they so muchassmile! Are your sisters
like that, with their servants?

Tom: Servants! In Offal Court! We don't have servants!

Edward: But who helps you get dressedin the morning? And chooseswhich
clothes you are to wear?

Tom: No-one! We wear the same clothes every day!

Edward: (stunned)The thoughtof it! | will seeto it thatall of the residentsof -
where did you say - Offal Court - are decently clothed. After I've done
somethingaboutyour father. Perhapd shouldput him in the Tower, like my
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father did with Anne Boleyn! You've heard of her, | take it?

Tom: My Lord, I'm afraid | haven't.

Edward: My sisterElizabeth'smother.My father had her executedwith a silver
sword. You must have heard of my father.

Tom: Oh, yes, we all know King Henry.

Edward: You speak well; for a pauper, | mean. Can you read and write?

Tom: Our parishpriest, FatherAndrew, hastaughtme. But | don't have enough
time for reading. | must beg for food, you see, for our family.

Edward: Beg? But that's awful! | always imagined ....

Tom: What?

Edward: Well, how wonderful it would be to live in a place like Offal Court.

Tom: (incredulously)Wonderful?

Edward: What about - the Punch and Judy shows?

Tom: The performing monkeys are funnier!

Edward: The games by the river bank?

Tom: Therearesomeboysl oftenplay with there.We duck eachotherin the water
and cover each other with mud!

Edward: | saw you once!

Tom: From the Royal Barge?

Edward: Yes!

Tom: We all waved!

Edward: | waved back. My father went mad!

Tom: There must have been a dozen ships.

Edward: It was a royal pageant. There were a hundred!

Tom: Covered with gold and fluttering banners and brilliant lights.

Edward: It's actually quite boring, you know. The boat journey takeshoursand
then at the end of it, there'ssomebanquetor other, with lots of Lords and
Earls, all talking about politics.

Edward and Tom: (together)If only | could live like you ....

Edward: Just for a day.

Tom: A morning .

Edward: It would besuchfun. (He sniffstheair). | smellchickenlegs! My guards
are coming backiHe begins to remove his coat quickly).

Tom: What are you doing?

Edward: Here - my hat. Try it on.

(TOM cautiouslytakesoff his cap and puts on EDWARD'Shat, while EDWARD
puts on TOM'S coat - which he is still holding - and passes his own to TOM).

Edward: It fits! Putmy coaton; youwill beaPrincefor aday,andl will watchthe
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Punch and Judy shows in Offal Court.
Tom: But ....
Edward: | command it! Prince Edward of Wales has spoken!
Tom: How long will you be?
Edward: Only a couple of hours. Shoes as well!

(TOM slowly putson EDWARD’Scoat. Theyexchangeshoesand are soonfacing
each other).

Edward: It's almost as if | were looking in a mirror.

Tom: A mirror?

Edward: Haven'tyou realisedhow alike we look? You havethe samehair asme,
the same eyes. Listen to our voices, don't we sound the same?

(The GUARDS return with plates laden with chicken legs).
First Guard: My Lord Edward!
(EDWARD turns round. But the GUARDS ignore him, and approach TOM).

Second Guard:Your chicken legs!

Tom: (glancing hesitantly at EDWARBZ) - of course.

First Guard: (to TOM)Should we serve your guest out here, in the garden?

Edward: (to TOM) Actually - I've changedny mind. (awkwardly;to the GUARDS)
I'm not ashungryasl first thought.But .... they do look nice ... maybethey
will tempt the Prince of Wales!

(He bowsto TOM. TheGUARDSmmediatelyturn and offer the plateto TOM, who
takes a chicken leg, greedily - and another; the GUARDS watch him,
mystified).

Edward: The Prince has said you should unlock the gates for me.
(The GUARDS glance at TOM, who is still busy gorging on chicken legs).

Tom: Oh! Yes!

Edward: He commands it!

Tom: Oh - yes - | mean - | command it!

First Guard: Very well, Sir.

Tom: But treat the boy kindly as he goes! As if he were a prince!
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(The GUARDSopenthe gate and EDWARD passeghrough. The GUARDSbow
deeply- too deeply- as EDWARDheadsout throughthe gates.Thetwo boys
briefly look at each other through the gates; the GUARDStake up their
positionsagain. LADY FLEMING approaches OM from the otherdirection,
with the LORD CHANCELLOR).

Lord Chancellor: Ah! There you are! At last I've found you.
Edward: (to TOM)Which way is it to Offal Court?

(TOM pointsandturnsasthe LADY FLEMING curtsiesbriefly in front of him. With
a backward glance, EDWARD heads off).

Lady Fleming: My Lord, you are quite all right?

Lord Chancellor: Thereis sometrivial disturbanceoutsidethe gates.l should
ignore it.

Lady Fleming: (putting her hand to his foreheadpu look quite pale.

Lord Chancellor: Do you feel unwell?

Tom: I'm not sure.

Lady Fleming: Thankfully it is time for you to go inside.

Lord Chancellor: Your father is ready to see you.

Tom: (shocked and dazedl)y father ?

Lord Chancellor: You must come with us. If it pleases you, Sir.

(TOM stuffssomechickenlegsinto his coatpocketand handsthe emptyplateto the
GUARD and thenin a dazefollows the LORD CHANCELLORand LADY
FLEMING offstage. The GUARDSlook at eachotherquizzicallyand headoff
in the opposite direction).

SCENE 6 - TOM'S TROUBLES BEGIN

(SomeCOURTIERSare fussingover an ornatethrone, fluffing up the cushionsand
polishing the gold and wood).

First Courtier: (shocked)rhe manners of the young master!

SecondCourtier: Snatchedhosechickenlegs off the platelike he wasa boy off
the street!

Third Courtier: And stuffed them in his pockets for later! That's what | heard!

16



First Courtier: His manners have always been so impeccable!
Second Courtier: His father's insisted on it!

First Courtier: Something's come over him!

First Courtier: What can be the matter?

(More COURTIERSenter, on cue, at the beginningof their line. Theyare setting
up bowlsof fruit andtrolleys of cakesasa mid-afternoorsnackfor the KING.
The two GUARDS have returned).

Fourth Courtier: What can be the matter?

Fifth Courtier: Have you heard the latest?

Sixth Courtier: (from another directionThe latest?

Fifth Courtier: Prince Edward is ill.

Second Courtier: I?

Fifth Courtier: He'sgonemad,someonesaid. Theboy doesn'knowwho heis any
more.

Courtiers: (together)How strange!

Guards: (together)How strange!

(The LORD CHANCELLORenters, surroundedby more COURTIERS He goes
over to the GUARDS).

Lord Chancellor: You don't know anything about this, do you?

Guards: (together)Us, Sir?

Lord Chancellor: You two were the last to see the boy in his normal condition.

First Guard: Perhaps it was the chicken legs he had.

Lord Chancellor: The chicken legs?

First Guard: | thought they smelt a bit strange.

Second Guard:They might have gone off!

Lord Chancellor: NonsenseThey were so fresh that the chickenwas practically
still clucking!

First Guard: Clucking, Sir?

Second Guard:Very well, Sir.

First Guard: As you say, Sir.

Guards: (together)Nonsense!

Sixth Courtier: The King! Make way for the King!

(A flourish of trumpets pffstage KING HENRYVIII enters;heis bloatedandill. He
is supportedby his wife CATHERINEPARRand attendedby DR PHIPPS
and the ROYAL PHYSICIAN. The GUARDSand COURTIERSstand to
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attention. KING HENRY VIik placed centre stage on the throne.)

King: Now then, Physician, tell me what you make of it all

Royal Physician: Well - if your majestywill forgive me - | needto be reminded
about the exact nature of the boy's condition.

King: (with a sigh) This afternoonl called for my sonto be broughtto me. He
seemed - how would you say, Dr Phipps?

Phipps: In a daze, your majesty. His nurse diagnosed a mild fever.

Physician: That woman does fuss him.

King: He failed to recognise me! Me, his own father! | took him to Catherine.

Catherine Parr: And the boy claimed he wasn't the Prince of Wales....

King: ....butthathe wasa pauperof lowly birth! A commonpieceof verminfrom
the streets!

Physician It sounds a most extraordinary delusion, your Majesty.

King: | askedhim a questionin Latin. He knowsLatin very well, andhe answered
the questionvery well. Thenl spoketo him in Frenchandthe boy lookedat
me blankly, saying he had never heard the language!

Catherine Parr: | haveoften talked with him in French.He speaksthe language
almost fluently!

King: Physician, people are saying he is mad. What can be the cause of all this?

Physician: (at a loss) Are we CERTAIN it wasn'tthe chickenlegs? Supposing
theyHAD goneoff? We shouldtry themon someoneelseto seeif the effect
is the same.

Lord Chancellor: Ah, yes! YOU perhaps.

Physician: (suddenly worried)Me, Lord Chancellor?

King: Or areyou goingto throw in the towel, asyou usuallydo, andjust sayyou
don't know what the problem is but perhaps the boy merely needs some rest?

Physician: (backtracking)That'sexactlywhat| wasaboutto suggestA restwould
DEFINITELY be in order.

King: (anger rising) Yes, and that's just what you said to the boy's mother,
momentsafter shehaddeliveredhim. "Get somerest,my dearlady, getsome
rest". Therestshegot wasGod'seternalrest! If | hadn'tlistenedto you then,
she might still be alive!

Physician: (nervously)Your majesty | assure you ....

King: Catherine knows about children. What do YOU say?

Catherine: Give him some fresh air. Take him hunting at Windsor!

King: A-ha! A realsolutionatlast! Gethim out of the schoolroonfor awhile. You
overwork him, Dr Phipps.

Lord Chancellor: I've told him that myself, Sir!

King: Musicandpoetryis all very well, butthere'satime enoughfor thatwhenhe's
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better. In the meantimehealthyexercisas boundto curehim. But - until he
is better- hearthis: anyonewho speaksabouthis illness will be speaking
againstthe peaceandorderof the realm.They will pay the standardpenalty
for treason{(He calls for a drink frona servant).

King: A drink, a drink .... water .... support me!

(The ROYAL PHYSICIAN approaches but HENRY waves him away).

King: Notyou! Catherine ....

Catherine: (Sheapproachesand supportshim). My Lord .... you mustn'tlet this
terrible business trouble you ....

King: (recoveringa little) He is my sonandEngland'sheir. Godwill notallow his
condition to be permanent.

Lord Chancellor: Your instructions will be carried out immediately, sir.

King: (bitterly) Of coursetheywill! (coughing)Evenif he'sdying, the King's will
is law.

(The PHYSICIANIeapsto supporthim. One of the COURTIERSannounceshe
entranceof TOM CANTY, LADY FLEMING andthe EARLOF HERTFORD.
TOM is now dressed in royal finery).

Sixth Courtier: His Royal Highness, the Prince of Wales!
(The COURTIERS bow or curtsey as appropriate; CATHERINE PARR curtsies).

King: Ohstuff andnonsenséo yourbowing! Theboy needgo beleft in peacenot
be fawned over by you all day. Go and do somethinguseful! Get him
something to eat, why don't you!

(He shoosthem away; they scurry off; only the KING, TOM, THE EARL OF
HERTFORD, LADY FLEMING and CATHERINE PARR are left on stage).

King: Now tell me, Lord Hertford, is my son getting better?

Earl of Hertford: He is, Sir. In fact, | was just making it clearto him, asyou
yourselfsaid,thatyour majesty'swill is law. And thatyour will atthe present
time is that Edward ceases in his current, rather unfortunate delusion.

King: Quite so. Edward, one day the law will be your will, too.

Tom: Yes, Sir.

King: | know that you will governEnglandwisely. (He strugglesoff his throne).
Here,why don'tyou sit down?(TOM sits) Hmm! You seemquite at home
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there!Perhapgyour memoryis returning? Comeon, Catherinel feelin need
of anap.This afternoonhasbeensobusy.| will leavelLord Hertfordto keep
instructing Edward as to my wishes.

(TheKING and CATHERINEexit. TheEARLOF HERTFORDbowsdeeplyasthey
go).

SCENE 7 - TOM RECEIVES INSTRUCTION

(TheEARLOF HERTFORDremainswith TOM and LADY FLEMING - in a more
relaxed state, now the KING has gone).

Earl of Hertford: (straighteningup) .... which are,if | mightbe sobold asto repeat
them one final time, that you are to keepyour infirmity hidden,until it is
passed.

Lady Fleming: You will stop denying that you are the true Prince of Wales.

Earl of Hertford: You will makeno furthermentionof this placeyou talk of; Offal
Court.

Lady Fleming: Do you understand?

Tom: All right.

Lady Fleming: (correcting him) ‘Yes | do, Uncle".

Tom: (weakly)Yes | do, Uncle(He bows his head, briefly).

Earl of Hertford: Do not bow your headto me,your Majesty. It is | who bowsto
you.

Tom: Oh, of course.

Lady Fleming: Your fatheris keenthat you make every effort to rememberthe
namesandfacesof thoseyou knewbeforeyou werebesetby this unfortunate
condition.

Earl of Hertford: Starting with this afternoon's visitors.

Tom: (shocked)isitors?

Earl of Hertford: The Lady JaneGrey and the PrincessElizabeth are waiting
outside.(He heads for the door).

Tom: (to himself)The Princess Elizabeth. His sister. MY sister, | mean.

Lady Fleming: Edward,your conditionwill upsetthem.You mustremembehow
much they love you. Try to convince them that you are getting better!

(TOM sits backin his chair, looking dazed;LADY FLEMING crossego the EARL
OF HERTFORDwho is with the PRINCESELIZABETHand LADY JANE
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GREY, both young girls. They have just been shownin by the LORD
CHANCELLOR who has a COURTIER with him).

Earl of Hertford: (nodding to theml.ady Jane. Princess Elizabeth.

(Thegirls crossoverto whereTOM sits, centrestage. The LORD CHANCELLOR
andthe EARLOF HERTFORDnNod briefly to LADY FLEMING, who stands
awayfrom TOM on onesideof the stage and thenthemselvesit to oneside-
as if listening, behind a door).

Lady Jane Grey: Edward! | haven't seen you in weeks! You remember me?

Tom: Of course! My sister, Elizabeth.

Lady Jane Grey:No, | am your cousin, Jane .... and THIS is Elizabeth.

Elizabeth: Don't worry yourself too much.

Lady Jane Grey: It is your illness that has made you forget.

Elizabeth and Jane:(together)We understand.

Tom: You are .... you're very kindpause)You seem uncomfortable standing up.

Elizabeth: (shockedMy Lord! Surely you are not suggesting that we sit down?

Lady Jane Grey: No-one sits in your presence. It is unheard of!

Tom: Well then, | command you to sit down.

Lady Jane Grey: (exchangingglanceswith ELIZABETH) Well, if the Prince
commands it...(They sit down).

Elizabeth: My Lord, | saw you reading in the garden, earlier today.

Tom: You are trying to help me get my memory back ....

Lady Jane Grey: What were you reading, my Lord?

Tom: Some Latin.

Lady Jane Grey: Ah, so your lessons with Dr Phipps are coming on well?

Elizabeth: He is a wonderful tutor isn't he?

Tom: Yes, he is .... (rememberingwhat Father Andrewtold him) He is one of
Oxford's cleverest doctors of philosophy!

Lady Jane Grey: You are beginningto rememberthings! Your fatherwill be so
pleased.

Elizabeth: But Edward,whenour fatherspoketo you in Frenchtodayyou saidyou
didn't understand him.

Tom: Yes! |find .... that | can remember only my Latin.

Elizabeth: Your illness is playing funny tricks on you!

Lady Jane Grey: But you mustn't let it show.

Elizabeth: Particularly not tonight.

Tom: Tonight?

Elizabeth: (reminding him)The Lord Mayor's reception at the Guildhall.

Tom: Reception? At the Guildhall?
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Elizabeth: A glorious pageant of ships beforehand! On the river!

Tom: A river pageant with the boats lit up, and hung with banners?

Lady Jane Grey: Yes!

Tom: People watching from the banks!

Elizabeth: It will be a glorious occasion. Oh it's good to seeyour memory is
returning.

Lady Jane Grey: We'll be coming too.

Elizabeth: We'll look after you. You'll be fine.

Lady Jane Grey:To tell you the truth, these occasions are often rather boring.

Tom: Yes. Lots of Lords and Earls, talking about politics.

Elizabeth: That'sjust whatyou saidafterthe lastone! My Lord, you'renot asill as
we feared!

(TOMyawns)

Lady Jane Grey: All you needis somerestandyou'll be right backto your usual
self!

(Enter the LORD CHANCELLOR and the EARL OF HERTFORD; the girls rise).

Earl of Hertford: My Lord, it sounds as if you are getting better!

Lady Jane Grey: He will be better still after he has slept awhile.

Earl of Hertford: He will haveall the rest he requires! (He signalsto LADY
FLEMING to take TOM out).

Lord Chancellor: (To ELIZABETH)So, what do you think?

Elizabeth: My brother is clearly not himself.

Lord Chancellor: Not himself? You mean he's somebody else?

Earl of Hertford: (triumphantly)Ah-ha! Treason! You heard what the king said.

Lord Chancellor: Calmyourself,Lord Hertford. The Princesss only fourteen.|
think you know what she means.

Elizabeth: (nervously)Sir, forgive me.

Lord Chancellor: What the girl means is, we must keep encouraging him.

Earl of Hertford: Precisely.Princess Elizabeth....Lady Jane....thank you.

(TheGIRLSexit. TheLORD CHANCELLORandthe EARLOF HERTFORDtalk in
hushed tones as some COURTIERS set up a table, piled with food, close by).

Lord Chancellor: Well?
Earl of Hertford: (resignedly)There are somesignsthat his madnesamight be
leavinghim - but notenough. Meanwhile,his fatheris nearingthe end,andit
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will be left up to us to pick up the piecebleg(turns to go).

Lord Chancellor: (calling him back) Lord Hertford! (He looks around to check
nobodyis listening). Whatl meanis, haven'tyou noticed? The boy hasbeen
changed by his madness, not just in his manner and speech....

Earl of Hertford: Treason! Again! You heard what the King said!

Lord Chancellor: It's plain for anyone to see!

Earl of Hertford: Madness can do the strangest things.

Lord Chancellor: The boy actually LOOKS different.

Earl of Hertford: (scoffing) Are you suggestingthereis an IMPOSTORin our
midsts? Why, the boy is evenwearingthe samecoat he tore this morning!
(Drawing the LORD CHANCELLORto oneside) An impostor- if therewas
one- would claim all thetime thathe wasa Prince! Yet herewe havequite
the opposite.OUR Princedenieshis royal positionwheneverhe can! And -
anotherthing - if the boy we haveis animpostor,whereis the real Prince?
No, it's quite clearthe boy is my sister'ssongonemad,andthere'sno moreto
it. Not anotherword - or you'll be expressing/our doubtsto the King! (The
table has been sby the COURTIERS])s it ready?

First Courtier: Itis, sir!

Hertford: (to COURTIERSastinghis eyeover the sumptuougood) A spreadfit
for a Prince!

Second Courtier: Fit for a KING Sir!

(A flourish of trumpets,offstage. The EARL OF HERTFORD and the LORD
CHANCELLOR exit).

SCENE 8 - TOM'EIRST ROYAL DINNER

(At the soundof trumpets,the row of COURTIERSstandto attention behindthe
table, piled high with food. Thereis a place laid only for one. TOM is

brought in by a COURTIER and led to his place. TOM moves to sit down).

First Courtier: (shockedgir....
(TOM stands back up again, looking round mystified as grace is said).

SecondCourtier: For what we are aboutto receive,may the Lord makeus truly
thankful. Amen.
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Third Courtier: No-onesitsin the presencef the Princeof Wales. But, if | might
be allowedto remind His Majesty, not eventhe Prince of Walessits in the
presence of Gad

(TOM sits down nervously.The FIRST COURTIERpulls back his chair for him,
whilst the SECOND COURTIER fastens a napkin round his neck).

Tom: (overawed)Thank you. Your fastening is very expert.

SecondCourtier: Sir, it is my privilege! My family haveheld the postof Royal
Napkin Providersto the Princeof Walesfor two hundredyears. (TOM looks
too carefully at the napkin).You areexaminingit closely,my Lord....itis not
to your satisfaction?

Tom: It's fine.

Third Courtier: Takeit away! Fetchanother! The Princeis not happywith his
napkin!

(BeforeTOM can protest,the napkinis whiskedawayand anotherprovided,as the
FIRST COURTIER pours some wine which he gives to the FOURTH
COURTIERwhotastesit andnods;thenthe THIRD COURTIERpourssome
wine from the same bottle for TOM).

Tom: (quizzically)This man is served before | am

Third Courtier: He is the Royal Taster,Sir. He ensuresyour foodanddrink are
not poisoned.

Tom: Ah. (pause)Does someone want to kill me?

Second Courtier: We must be wary of the Spanish, Sir.

Third Courtier: And perhaps the French, too.

Fourth Courtier: As for the Scots...

SecondCourtier: It is normal,Sir, for everythingto passthelips of a Royal Taster
before it is passed to your own. Have you forgotten?

Third Courtier: We have been warned that your majesty is....?

Fourth Courtier: How shall we say?

Tom: Out of his mind?

Third Courtier: A little muddled perhaps.

Fourth Courtier: In need of reminding how things are done.

Third Courtier: About who everyone is.

Fifth Courtier: | amthe Lord Darcy, First Groomof the Chamber. Thatis why |
helped dress your majesty for dinner.

Tom: Ah, yes.

Sixth Courtier: | am the Lord Chief Butler.
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Seventh Courtier: The Lord Great Steward, Sir!
Eighth Courtier: The Lord Head Cook, Sir!
Tom: Your meal .... this food. I've never seen so much!

(As he preparesto tuck in, various COURTIERSeap to his commandand pass
things to him as he reaches for them).

Tom: Remind me, how many servants do | have?

Third Courtier: Three hundred and eighty-four, Sir.

Tom: (shocked)hree hundred and eighty-four!

Third Courtier: It is not enough?

Tom: What do they all do?

Third Courtier: They cater for your every need, Sir.

Tom: Supposing | want a hugeplate piled high with cakesand pastries- in the
middle of the night?

Third Courtier: Then one will be prepared by the Head Cook, and brought to you!

Tom: Supposing | want to....see a Punch and Judy show?

Third Courtier: (a little uneasily) Then the Lord Chief Stewardwill engage
London'shestPunchand Judyman,andmakehim give a showin the Palace
just for you!

Tom: It's no fun watching Punch and Judy on your own

Third Courtier: My Lord, you would surely not want a rabbleintruding on your
enjoyment?

Tom: (He pauses and sits very stiljupposing....| have an itchy nose?

Courtiers: (muttering amongst themselvés) itchy nose?

Tom: Who deals with that?

Fourth Courtier: (turning to FIFTH COURTIER)That is somethingfor the First
Groom of the Chamber to deal with!

Seventh Courtier: The Prince's Nursemaid!

Fifth Courtier: (Turningto SEVENTHCOURTIER)No, The Lord GreatSteward,
surely?

Tom: Perhaps | should scratch it myself?

Third Courtier: (shockedMy Lord!

Fifth Courtier: The thought of it!

Tom: Perhapghereshouldbe a newly-createdost? Nose-scratcheto the Prince
of Wales!

Third Courtier: (indulgently)My Lord, an excellentsuggestionl shall seeto it
myself. (pause)Do you have an itchy nose, Sir?

Tom: | did. Butl don'tanymore. You spenttoolongtalking aboutit! (Muchto the
COURTIERStelief he goesbackto his meal. He picksup a turnip). What's
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this?

Eighth Courtier: That, Sir, is a turnip.

Tom: Ah. | haven't seen one before.

Eighth Courtier: A wonderfuldelicacy,importedfrom Holland! As yetwe don't
grow them in this country.

(TOM tastes the turnip; he doesn't like it).

Eighth Courtier: It is not to your liking?

Seventh Courtier: Only the very best turnips are selected for His Majesty.

Tom: THAT'S one of the BEST?

Third Courtier: Fetch His Majesty another turnip!

Tom: No! Don't worry, | won't be having another one.

Third Courtier: (with a slight bow)Very well, Your Majesty. As you please.

Eighth Courtier: Your illnesshasdonefunny thingsto you, Sir. Previously,you
loved turnips....

Third Courtier: ( TOM is stuffing some nuts into his pockethut hated nuts

Tom: Ah. | thoughtl'd try themlater. To seeif I've changedny mind. I've heard
these are sold on the streets of London .... a whole bag for a farthing!

Third Courtier: Indeed. Does this mean you have finished your meal, Sir?

(TheFOURTHCOURTIERpassesim a bowl of water. TOM takesonelook at it
and drinks the water. He sees people looking at him, flabbergasted).

Tom: That's nice! It has a funny taste.

Third Courtier: Sir! It is rose water, made from scented rose petals.

Second Courtier: You use it for cleaning your fingers.

Tom: (stunned)But they'renot dirty! And evenif they were, what'swrong with
water from a well?

Third Courtier: (shocked at the notiorom awell?

Fifth Courtier: What an amusingotion!

Tom: Isn't that where it comes from?

Third Courtier: Sir, the water is provided by the Groom of the Royal Water.

Tom: (wearily) Of course.

Second Courtier: It is the finest there is!

Tom: (he handsthe bowl back,looking unimpressed)He still bringsit from awell
though, doesn't he?

(KING HENRYenterswalking with greatdifficulty, bentdoubleovera stick. He is
very irritable and breathlessand his arrival surpriseseveryonen the room.
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He is again supported by his wife, CATHERINE PARR).
Third Courtier: Sir! (The COURTIERS bow)
(Stunned, TOM stands immediately, then basvghe KING moves centre stage)
King: (He standsand surveyshe scene)Yes! An unannouncedisit! | havecome

to seemy sonaboutanimportantmatterof state. In private! (With a flourish
he sends the COURTIERS away).

SCENE 9 - THE QUESTION OF THE GREAT SEAL

(The COURTIERSleave, taking with them the remainsof the food. The KING

speaks with TOM, who slowly straightens up from the deepest bow possible).

King: So, | see you haven't forgotten how ta eat
Tom: No, Sir, | have had no difficulty with that.
King: (to CATHERINEHelp me sit.

(TOM helps him sit down; the KING is obviously surprised and flattered).

King: Ah Catherine! Seehow well the court hasbroughthim up? He thinks to
bring his old fathera chair. (Catchinghis breathand speakinghento TOM).
And what about everythingelse? Are you beginningto rememberthings
again?

Tom: I'm feeling .... a little less muddled.

King: Good. | hopeyou'renot listeningto Hertford and the Lord Chancellortoo
hard.

Tom: They told me | must do everything they say!

King: Theyarefools. You will still be aboy, whenyou becomeKing. They will

try to take advantage of that! Promise me you will watch them like hawks!

Tom: | promise, Sir.

King: At leastthere'sone man you won't have to worry about. The Duke of
Norfolk loses his head tomorrow.

Tom: He is going to be executed?

Catherine Parr: For treason! Against your father!

Tom: What treason did he commit Sir? If you don't mind me asking?
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King: I'll letyouinto a secretimy boy. He hascommittedno specifictreason. But
heis a powerfulmanand| wantto getrid of him. And atlastan opportunity
presentstselfl However,thewarrantfor his executionneedso haveonit the
mark of the Great Seal.

Tom: The Great Seal?

King: That is why | have come to see you. You had it last.

Catherine Parr: The Lord Chancellor was teaching you to use it last week.

Tom: It must be my illness, Sir. | have completely forgotten.

King: (angerrising suddenly) Damnthis ilinessof yours! Edward,look mein the
eye. Do you know where the seal is?

Tom: Truly | don't Sir! Is it .... in a pond, somewhere?

King: (incredulous)n a pond?

Tom: Well a pond is where | would look for a giant fish.

King: A giant fish? (Seeingthe joke) Ha! The Great Seal! A giant fish!
Catherine.... he's playing a GAME!

Tom: I'm not Sir! | swear.

King: (irascibly) You've beengiving us the runaround! You haven'tlost your
memory at all!

Catherine: (soothing)Now now, dearhusbandseehow irritable you are getting ?
| can see the boy is telling the truth!

Tom: My mother's right, Sir. It's not a game, and | haven't seen the seal.

King: (suddenly shockedour mother?

Tom: The .... the Queen.

Catherine: My sweet boy, | am your father's wife but | am not your mother!

King: Your mother was Jane Seymour and she died just after you were born.

Tom: My mother's dead?

King: Her funeralwasone of the greatesiprocessiond.ondon hasseen!Shewas
greatlyloved asa Queenandasawife. Shewould have beenvell lovedasa
mother, too.

Tom: | haveoften heardpeopletalking of a greatfuneral processiorthroughthe
streets. It was a couple of weeks after | was born.

King: Shedied from the pain of giving birth to you. Her sacrificewas England's
glory. She gave the country a future King!

Catherine: (calming him)Sir....

King: Ah, my wife doesn'twant me gettingover-tired. Is it time for my afternoon
nap?

Catherine: Sir, you have already had it.

King: Well | shalltakeanotherone! (CATHERINEhelpshimto stand)SeeEdward,
that one dayyou take a wife like Catherine. Loyal and generouskind to a
man in his forgetful old age.
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Tom: I'll try my best, Sir.

King: You aregettingbetter. | canseethe colourin your cheeksreturning.(He is
displayinghis frailty andwalking slowlywith a stick; slowly, he makego exit
with CATHERINE).

Catherine: Edward,you must comeand readto me. In French,this afternoon,
whilst your father is sleeping. | will send for you.

(TOM watcheghe two of themgo andthenpulls a nut from his pocket. He is about
to try to crackit openbutis disturbedby the entranceof a boy, HUMPHREY
MARLOW, and a SERVANT).

Servant: Sirl
Tom: (Hurriedly he puts the nuts awaylNow what?

Servant: Humphrey Marlow craves your attention! Will you receive him?
Tom: (wearily) Go on, then.(The SERVANTexits. HUMPHREYMARLOWbows)
Who are you?pause) You... (awkwardly)You may stop bowing now.

Humphrey: (rising) Sir, surely you remember me?

Tom: | don't. I've beenill, you see. You'll haveto remindme. You areoneof my
servants?

Humphrey: Sir, | am Humphrey Marlow! Your whipping boy!

Tom: (confusedMy what?

Humphrey: My Lord, you will surely rememberthat this morning you tore your
coat? During your lesson in swordsmanship, with my own father.

Tom: Did I?

Humphrey: You did Sir, andyour uncledecidedthat| shouldbe soundlywhipped
as a punishment for your carelessness.

Tom: You .... be whipped for something that | did? | don't understand.

Humphrey: My Lord, your memoryreally hasgone. Let me explain. No-oneis
everallowedto hit you, asyou are the Prince of Walesand your personis
sacred. Soon the occasionghatyour behaviourmeritsa whippingit is | that
receives it.

Tom: What on earth for?

Humphrey: (shrugs)To make you feel guilty | suppose.

Tom: That doesn't seem fair!

Humphrey: My Lord, it is entirely right and properthat anotherboy is always
punished in your place.

Tom: Well why should it be you?

Humphrey: | am your whipping boy! It is my profession and my livelihood!

Tom: Whatanextraordinaryway to makea living! And haveyou beenwhippedfor
my carelessness?
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Humphrey: Not yet, your good Majesty. The punishmenis dueto take placethis
afternoonBut | wonderedf | might be sobold asto remindyour Gracethat
you promisedto intercedeon my behalf,sayingthata whippingwastoo harsh
a punishment?

Tom: | will speak to my uncle right away!

Humphrey: Ah! You HAVE remembered.

Tom: No-one will be allowed to beat you.

Humphrey: Your Grace, | thank you.

Tom: Remind me; what else have | done that you have been whipped for?

Humphrey: Sir, just last week,you madetwo mistakesin your Greektranslation,
for which | received six strokes.

Tom: Six?

Humphrey: Your tutor expects much of you, Sir.

Tom: It must have hurt.

Humphrey: (rubbing his behindyir, you can't imagine.

Tom: No. | think | can.

Humphrey: | couldn'tsit downfor threedaysafterwards! But | ama professional,
| don't let it worry me, and it's an honour to serve you.

Tom: Still, I will be more careful next timg€pause)l'm sorry.

Humphrey: (surprised)My Lord?

Tom: What?

Humphrey: Well,wheneveryou've said that before it's never soundedas if you
actually meant it.

Tom: Well | do meanit! And to makeamends] will invite you to dine with me
tonight, at supper, as my guest! That way | won't have to eat on my own.

Humphrey: Sir, you are generous, beyond worde bows, as if to go).

Tom: No - wait - don't go(pause)You seem surprised?

Humphrey: Well Sir, forgive me, up until now you haverarelyagreedo acton my
behalf.

Tom: From now on you will find me a generous master.

Humphrey: (hesitating)Why - thank you.

Tom: Aren't you pleased?

Humphrey: Well Sir, if you are generousall of the time thenl amruined. | will
have no livelihood left in the palace! | will have to seek service elsewhere.

Tom: Well, then,| haveanidea. You saidyour fatherteacheshim .... (corrects
himself)teaches ME swordsmanship.

Humphrey: Why yes,Sir; he hastaughtmetoo beforehe enteredoyal service. He
was a crusader; one of the most fearless, it is said.

Tom: I'm feeling out of practice. You will no longerbe my whipping boy. | will
employ you as my fighting teacher!
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Humphrey: (overwhelmedsypir, it is an honour.

Tom: We shall go into the gardenthis afternoon. You can show me all the
techniquesyour father hastaughtyou. | will be.... Richardthe Lionheart.
You will be defending the gates of Jerusalem!

Humphrey: (delightedand amazed) Your illness haschangedyou for the better,
Sir.

Tom: | want you to be my friend.

Humphrey: Sir | can't. | am a servant.

Tom: | command it.

Humphrey: (bowing nervouslypir, if you command it.

Tom: You cantell meall aboutlife in the palace;aboutwho everyones. Help me
get my memory bacKpause)lt's quite lonely being a Prince you see.
Humphrey: Yes,you havesaidso before.But my Lord, until now you havenever

said that you needed a friend.

Tom: (He empties the nuts from his pockefge my servants fed well? Be honest.

Humphrey: | think so. I've never worked anywhere but the palace.

Tom: Would you like some nuts? Help yourself.

Humphrey: Sir, | have only ever seen such things on the Prince's dinner table!

Tom: Well that's where they came from! Try one.

Humphrey: We need something to crack them open with.

Tom: | havejust thething! | foundit in my room, earliertoday.(He retrievesthe
Great Seal- a large, heavy bell-like objectwith a flat base- from behind
the table). This will do.

Humphrey: What is it?

Tom: | don't know. But - the Prince of Wales commands it to be a nut cracker!

Humphrey: Well then it must befThey crack nuts happily together).

SCENE 10 - THE RIVER PAGEANT

(Song - "Pastime With Good Companye', [ whosecompositionis attributedto KING
HENRY VIll]. When it is finished the lights come up on a group of
COURTIERSand PAUPERS watching the Royal Pageantgo past. It is
eveningand someof the crowd carry lanterns. Thereis the soundof oars,
cutting the water. As the crowd forms, TOM and HUMPHREYexit and the
stage is set, behind the crowd, for the scene that follows this one).

First Courtier: (as the music end§ee how the river is ablaze with light!
First Pauper: The bridges decked out with coloured lanterns.
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Girl Pauper: (excitedly)l can see them! | can see them! The boats are coming!

Third Pauper: A file of barges draws up to the steps of the great palace.

Second Courtier: Forty of them!

Third Courtier: More! Fifty!

Fourth Courtier: Therearebannersandstreamersfashionedrom arrasandcloth
of gold, and emblazoned with coats-of-arms.

Fifth Courtier: This one,the emblemof England. This one now, the King's own
standard. And there - the coat of arms of the Prince of Wales!

Crowd: (together)The Prince! The Prince! The Prince!

Sixth Courtier: Thereare dancersand musicians.A songis heard,composeddy
the King's own hand.

Fourth Courtier: A carpet is unrolled.

SeventhCourtier: Attendantdine eitherside,resplendenin gold andcrimson,as
the Prince leaves his Palace and is welcomed onto his own Royal Barge.

(A flourish of trumpets).

Sixth Pauper: The river pageant has begun!

Fifth Pauper: From the Palaceof Westminsterto the Guildhall, all Londonlines
the banks, straining for a view.

Seventh Pauper: In one boatis the sergeantof the city guard;in the next, the
Knights of the Bath, eachwith white lace on his sleeve;thenthe judges,in
their scarlet robes ....

Eighth Courtier: Then the parties of the Spanish Ambassador,The French
Ambassador, The Representatives of his Imperial Majesty, the Tsar of Russia.

First Courtier: The Dukes of Somerset, Northumberland, Kent, and Buckingham.

SecondCourtier: (announcing)The high and mighty, the Lord Edward, Prince of
Wales!(applause erupts).

Eighth Pauper: And Tom Canty,the heroof it all, stepsinto view on the prow of
the ship, and bows his princely head.

First Courtier: He wearsa doubletof white satin, powderedwith diamondsand
edged with ermine ....

SecondCourtier: .... andover it a mantleof white cloth-of-gold, lined with blue
satin, set with pearls and precious stones.

Third Courtier: Whereverlight falls upon him jewels respondwith a blinding
flash.

First Pauper: Oh Tom Canty, born in a hovel, bred in the guttersof London
familiar with rags and dirt and misery, what a spectacle is this!

(The CROWD exits and a cross-fade signals the commencement of the next scene).
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SCENE 11 - THE PRINCE'S TROUBLES BEGIN

(The lights changeto indicate another changeof time and location. In a busy
Londonstreeta STALLHOLDER- oneof the PAUPERS standsover a cart
ladenwith vegetablespeoplequeueup to buy producefrom her. Theytalk
as they are served,each leaving the sceneafter they have paid for their
purchases. Inthe queue is NAN, Tom's sister).

First Pauper: Such a wonderful occasion.

Second PauperMore satin and lace that you'd ever set eyes on!

Third Pauper: How fine the young prince looked.

Fourth Pauper: (hnudgingNAN) Hey, Nan,your brotherTom, whathewould have
given to be on one of those boats with their Lords, High and Mighty.

Nan: We don't know where Tom is.

Fourth Pauper: He'll have his headin a book somewhere! Tales of Kings and
Princes!

Nan: Lost in dreamland, our father says.

Fifth Pauper: Perhaps he's run away to become a servant in the royal household.

Fourth Pauper: Hah! If he's lucky he'll get to clean the Palace latrines.

Third Pauper: Or be the Prince's whipping boy!

Fifth Pauper: If he'slucky he'll rid himself of JohnCanty,onceandfor all, that's
for sure.

(Theyare so busytalking they haven'tseenEDWARD- dressedn TOM'Sclothes
and looking like him - saunter boldly up to the cart and pick an apple off it).

Stallholder: Hey! What d'you think you're doing?

First Pauper: There's a queue here!

Nan: (shocked)lfom! (EDWARD has taken a bite from the apple).

Stallholder: (angry)Are you going to pay for that apple?

Edward: (puzzled and outrageday?

Nan: (haranguing)Our father's looking for you!

Stallholder: (crossly)A farthing, that'll be.

Edward: (ignoring the stallholder) Our father? (scoffing) My father is at this
moment in the Palace, talking with the French Ambassador!

(The STALLHOLDERS laugh, mocking him).

Stallholder: (She grabs EDWARD'S arnWhere's my money?
Edward: (He takesanotherbite from the apple Getoff me! (shakingher off) The
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Prince of Wales doesn'tpay! You will show proper respectfor the future
King of England!

Fifth Pauper: "Proper respect!"

Fourth Pauper: It's one of his games again!

Third Pauper: You make us laugh, Tom Canty, you and your make-believe.

(Thereis more mockinglaughter as JOHN CANTY,who has beenwatching the
scenefor sometime, comesup behindEDWARDand collars him. BETH is
with him. He is in a filthy mood).

John Canty: So! Foundyou at last, you uselesspiece of vermin! I'll warrant
you'vebroughtnothinghomefor your poormotherandme! (He snatcheghe
apple as EDWARD wriggles free from hird)n apple, is that all?

Edward: You should bow, before speaking to me!

John Canty: Don't play games with me, boy! I'll break every bone in your body!

Edward: You will do nosuchthing! You will take me to the Palace right away,
and to my real father!

John Canty: (confused)he Palace? Your real father?

Fourth Pauper: Tom Canty'sgoneproperlymad,John. He thinks he'sthe Prince
of Wales!

John Canty: He does,doeshe...(He grabsthe struggling boy again, holding him
so he cannot speak).

(FATHER ANDREW enters and approaches).

Father Andrew: John Canty, leave the boy alone!

Second Pauperfather Andrew! No! Be careful!

John Canty: You! You're the causeof this madness! Putting ideasinto his head
from all that learning!

(He lashesout and FATHERANDREWfalls to the ground. A coupleof PAUPERS
run to his aid.

John Canty: Nan! Beth! You'd betterbe coming homewith me. (He thumps
EDWARD whois still struggling,on the headthenpickshim up and putshim
over his shoulder). Nan! Beth! Home! You heard!Or you'll get thesameas
your brother!

(JOHN CANTY leaveswith BETH and NAN in tow. MeanwhilesomePAUPERS
drag thelifelessbody of FATHERANDREWoOnN to the vegetableseller'scart
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and leave, hastily, with it).

SCENE 12 - THE PRINCE IN THE TOILS

(TheCANTY'Shousein Offal Court. MRSCANT Ystandsby a basin,scrubbingand
cleaning.Sheis startled by the shoutsand cries of EDWARDbeing beaten
offstage. JOHN CANTY enters,dragging EDWARDwith NAN and BETH
following meeklybehind. JOHN CANTY half-throws the hurt, upsetand
frightened EDWARD to the ground).

John Canty: Don't worry about him, he's beenknockedabouta bit, that's all!
Look! He's stolen an apple for us!

(EDWARDstill hasthe appleand heiis trying to struggleto his feet MRSCANTY
comes up to try and support him but is pushed away).

John Canty: That's right lad, stand up, you can tell us again who you are!

Edward: (dazedly) I've told you, | am Edward,Princeof Wales! What'smore,my
personis sacred, andho-oneis everallowedto hit me. | will seethatyou
hang for this!

John Canty: Will you! Well, I'll take you to the scaffold with me for company!
(EDWARDIooks at him, dazed).Beggingand theft! Capital offences,they
are. Both of them(He bites into the apple).

Mrs Canty: Oh John,the poorlad. All his booksandreading,it's finally senthim
mad!

Edward: Goodlady, your sonisn'tmad.He s in the Palaceas| havesaid. Takeme
there, to my father the King, and you will get him back.

Mrs Canty: (despairingly)Tom, pleaseshakeoff this horrid dream.Look mein the
eye. I'm your mother!

Edward: You aren't. My mother is dead. | have never seen you before in my life.

(MRS CANTY withdraws, distressed).
John Canty: (sarcastically)Nan! Beth! Whereare your manners?How dareyou

standin the prince'spresence! On your knees,pauperscum,and show him
the respect he deserves!
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(The girls go down on their knees. JOHN CANTY laughs, mockingly).

Nan: (nervous)ather please!

Beth: It's truewhatyou say.He'smad, but he'sbeenlike this before. Let'sall goto
bed, so that he can sleep it off.

Nan: He'll be himself again tomorrow!

John Canty: (grabbingEDWARDby his collar) Sohewilll And tomorrowhe'll go
begging,andbring backtwo pennies- no less,mind - sothat| canpay the
half year's rent. Or we'll all be out of this place, on our ears!

Edward: Leave me alone! | tell you for the last time; | am the King's son!

(JOHN CANTY is about to hit him again but MRS CANTY intervenes).

Mrs Canty: No John! You've hit him enough,andit's doneno good. There's
another way. Let him sleep, like Beth said.

(Lights go down; they have been extinguished in the streets outside).

John Canty: (consideringhis wife's proposal)You're lucky, boy! It's too dark to
hit you properly, now the lights in the streetare out. If you'restill like this
tomorrow you'll all know about it. Now to bed, the lot of you!

(A flurry of activity asthe family preparefor the night: eachhassomeblanketsand
choosesa cornerin whichto beddown.MRSCANTYblowsout a lamp that
sits nearby. EDWARD stands there motionless).

Mrs Canty: (pleadingly) Tom please seewhat he'll do to usall if you go onlike
this?(She hands him some bed clothes).

Edward: Makethebedup for me! (Shedoesso,and helpsEDWARDInto it). | will
lie down - but | will not sleeg(He falls asleep almost at once).

Mrs Canty: (watching EDWARDBeth? Beth? Are you awake?

Beth: Yes.

Mrs Canty: Will he get better?

Beth: Better? He can't get better.

Mrs Canty: What do you mean?

Beth: Can't you see? He's not Tom.

Mrs Canty: What are you talking about? Of course he's Tom!

Beth: He'sdifferent. Seetheway he'ssleeping,on his side,with his mouthclosed.
Our Tom has slept on his back since the day he was born, never on his side!

Mrs Canty: His madness has done strange things to him.

Beth: It's as if he's another boy entirely!
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Mrs Canty: How can he be?

Beth: All this talk of being the Prince of Wales...

Mrs Canty: Beth, he'salwaysbeena dreamer. No, he'smy own son,gonemad,
otherwisewho elsewould he be?(scoffing)The Princeof Waleshimself, here
in Offal Court?

(Their conversationis interruptedby a knockingat the door. JOHN CANTYwakes
and stumbles to the door).

John Canty: Who's that?

Child: (outsidedoor) Sir - openthe door - | have an urgentmessagdor you!
(JOHN CANTYopensthe door. The CHILD standsthere breathless). Sir - |
was sent to tell you, Sir - the man you struck earlier today - Father Andrew ...

John Canty: What of him?

Child: He's dead Sir! Given up the ghost Sir! And the justices are after you Sir!

Mrs Canty: God have mercy!

Child: They have charged you with murder Sir!

John Canty: (turnsto the room) We mustleaveat once.Up with you all! We're
leaving! (He rapidly removesthe coveringsfrom the beds of NAN and
EDWARD).Outof bed!Now! Mind yourtonguesall of you! Our nameisn't

Cantyanymore,it's ..... Hobbs. We will throw them off the scent! Stick
closeto me. If we areseparatedwe will meetby the southgateof London
Bridge!

(Thereis a rush, asthey prepareto escapewith their belongings.A number of
PAUPERSappear- their narration providingthelink to the nextscenewhich
again takes place on the streets of London).

SCENE 13 - THE KING IS DEAD: LONG LIVE THE KING
(PAUPERS emerge, carrying torches to create a street scene outside the Guildhall

First Pauper: The Canty family burst suddenlyinto the midst of a multitude of
singing, dancing, and shouting people.

SecondPauper: A line of bonfiresstretchedasfar asonecould see,up anddown
the Thames.

Third Pauper: London Bridge was illuminated ....
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Fourth Pauper: .... Southwark Bridge too ....

Fifth Pauper: .... while athick rain of dazzlingsparksfrom fireworksfilled the sky
with coloured lights.

Sixth Pauper: On theriver, the glorious pageantvasreachingits end. The Royal
Bargehaddeliveredits preciousprincely passengeto the Guildhall, for the
Lord Mayor's Banquet.

(Thereis musicand noiseandin the distancethereare flashesfrom fireworks. The
darkenedstageis filled with people; someare carrying lanterns. JOHN
CANTYis leadinghis family throughthe throng, holding EDWARDtightly by
the hand while MRSCANTYhelpsNAN and BETH. Theyare stoppedby a
burly BOATMANand his WIFE. PAUPERS gatherround sensingthe start
of a scuffle).

Boatman: Hey .... hey.... not sofast.... what'syour businessvheneveryoneelseis
celebrating?

John Canty: Out of my way.

Boatman's Wife: You must drink to the Prince of Wales!

(JOHNCANTYis startled,but keepsa tight grip on EDWARD A large two-handled
bowl has been thrust in front of him).

Paupers:A drink! Make him drink!

Boatman: We will not let you pastuntil you haveshownthe properrespecto His
Royal Highness.

Boatman’s Wife: Drink, man, or we will drop you in the river and feed the fishes!

(Reluctantly JOHN CANT Ytakesthe bowl with both handsanddrinks.He is forced
to let go of EDWARD who slips away into the crowd).

John Canty: The boy's gone! Catch him someone!

First Pauper: The Prince wasted no time.

Second PauperHe dived among the forest of legs about him and disappeared.

Edward: (emergingthroughthe crowd and speakingto a PAUPER)Which way is
it to the Guildhall?

Pauper: You'll neverget a glimpse of the Prince of Walesthere,the crowd'sten
deep!

Edward: Tell me!

Pauper: Follow this roadstraight. But you'rebetteroff watchingfrom Southwark
Bridge ....(EDWARD has gone)
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Edward: (re-emerging by some GUARDIS)}this the Guildhall?
First Guard: Itis, Sir.

Edward: Let me in! | am the Prince of Wales!

Second Guard(bemusedlyyir, the Prince of Wales is inside!
Edward: He is an impostor! | am the true Prince of Wales!

(A small crowd has gatheredto watchthis strangescene. Amongthemis MILES
HENDON, a country squire).

First Guard: An impostor?

Second Guard:Hark at him! His big words!

(The CROWD begin to laugh at him, pushing him and joshing him. MILES
HENDON comes forward).

Fourth Pauper: Throw him from London Bridge!

Miles Hendon: Leave him alonefHe hides EDWARD behind him).

First Guard: (calling) Constable!

Constable: (approaching)is there trouble here?

First Guard: This boy wants to gain access to the Guildhall, Sir.

Miles Hendon: It's all right Constable poyish spirits, that'sall! The celebrations
have gone to his head!

John Canty: (emerging from the crowd)HERE you are!

(MILES HENDON has drawn his sword. JOHN CANTY stays back).

Constable: And who are you, Sir?

John Canty: Why, | am the boy's father.

Edward: He's not! He's lying!

Constable: (confusedlyandreferring to MILESHENDON)I thoughtthis manhere
was his father?

(JOHN CANTY movesto take EDWARD; he backs off after MILES HENDON
intervenes).

Miles Hendon: Not so fast!
(A flourish of trumpets; there is a hush. A MESSENGER addresses the CROWD).

Messenger: Listen alll | come with a solemn messagefrom the Palace of
Westminster! The King is dead. By the grace of God, Long live the King!
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(A murmur goes through the crowd; someone shouts).

First Pauper: At last, the reign of blood is over!

Second Pauperiong live Edward, King of England!

Crowd: Long live Edward, King of England!

Edward: But that's me!

Third Pauper: (shoutingfrom another part of the CROWD) There he is! John
Canty, the murderer of Father Andrew!

Fourth Pauper: Constable! Arrest that man for murder!

John Canty: (to CONSTABLERIr, | am not JohnCanty,my nameis Hobbs. This
is my son Jack!

Fourth Pauper: He's lying! He's John Canty, sure as night follows day!

John Canty: (to EDWARDYack! Come with me!

(The CROWD push JOHN CANTY onward and is soonon his heels- led by the
CONSTABLE. MILES HENDON is left with EDWARD).

Miles Hendon: Are you all right?
Edward: (dazedly) am King!

(Thereare still somePAUPERSaround, who sneerat him, nastily. One of them
mimespicking up a stone,from the ground; he 'throws'it at Edward'sfeet.
EDWARD jumps out of the way, just in time).

Fourth Pauper: Ha! Long to reign over us!

Miles Hendon: Leavehim be, you've had your fun! (to EDWARD)You'd better
come with me. It's not safe for you here!

Edward: But ....

Miles Hendon: (holding out his hand) | haven'tintroducedmyself: Miles Hendon.
And you're Jack | believe?

Edward: (shakinghis hand,in a daze)No! I'm notJack,I'm Tom! No....I'm ....|
don't knowwhol am.

Miles Hendon: Well whoeveryou are,| seemto haverescuedyou! Comeon,
before any more stones come flying in your direction!

(Anotherstonewingsits waytowardshim. MILESHENDONI|eadsEDWARDaway
as the CURTAIN FALLS).

END OF ACT I
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ACT I
SCENE ONE THE PRINCE AND HIS DELIVERER

TheTabardInn in Southwark. The stageis still dividedasit wasat the openingof
Act I. This scene takes place in the 'poor' half of the stage.

(EDWARDsleepssoundlyon the floor, wrappedin blankets. MILES HENDONSits
close by, on a stool. As the scenebegins, his servant, STEPHEN,enters
noisily with a plate of food).

Miles Hendon: Sshh! The boy is sleeping. Put it next to him for when he wakes.

Stephen:(doing so)Does he still think he is King of England?

Miles Hendon: Look at the peacefulexpressioron his face. | hopehis troubles
have left him.

Stephen:You don't think it is a gamiaen, Sir?

Miles Hendon: | think it is anillness causedby onetoo many blows to the head
from that vile father of his. Hobbs, did he say his name was?

Stephen:lIt's not Hobbs,Sir, it's JohnCanty. Everyoneknowshim. He changecis
name because he's on the run. Killed a man, people were saying.

Miles Hendon: He seems a nasty piece of work, whatever his name is!

Stephen:Will you be travelling today, Sir?

Miles Hendon: | can'tstaya daylongerin London. But | can'tleavethe boy to the
mercy of that mob; so it looks like he'll have to come with me.

Stephen:(leaving)! will ensure that your horses are prepared, Sir.

Miles Hendon: Stephenjf heis not cured,thenwe will haveto play alongwith
him. Humour him; that might help him to get better.

Stephen: You meanwe should addresshim as "Your Royal Highness,Prince
Edward' Sir?

Miles Hendon: Not at the moment.'Jack'will do. It's what his fatherwas calling
him. Althoughhe seemedo be sayinghis namewas'Tom',too. | think there
might be moreto this curiousboy thanmeetsthe eye,althoughl wish | could
say what!

(STEPHEN leaves, just as EDWARD wakes and stretches and looks around).

Miles Hendon: Good morning! There'swine and smokedham for breakfast. Is
anything wrong?

Edward: (dazedly)Where am 1?

Miles Hendon: The TabardInn in Southwark. Have a look out of the window!
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You can see London Bridge.

Edward: An Inn? London Bridge?

Miles Hendon: | brought you here last night.

Edward: You rescued me from all those people!

Miles Hendon: You werelucky. You werecausingalot of troubletelling everyone
you were the King of England!

Edward: Thank Godsomeoneealized | was though!

Miles Hendon: | thoughtyou seemedin needof a friend. You stood up for
yourselfwell. I've alwaysadmiredsomeonewith couragethat'sthe soldier
in me, | suppose.

Edward: (realization dawning)¥ou think I'm making it all up don't you?

Miles Hendon: Some food and a rest will put you right!

Edward: (rubbing his eyes)here's mud on my face!

Miles Hendon: You'll find a well in the yard outside if you want to get clean.

Edward: A well? Wateris usually broughtto me by the Groom of the Royal
Water!

Miles Hendon: | see. Atthe moment he's not here...

Edward: What about that jug of water over there? Fetch it for me - and a towel!

(MILES HENDON fetchese DWARDthe water and towel and placesit in front of
him. Throughoutthe scenehe is both bemusedand annoyedby EDWARD
and generally humours him, with a gentle hint of mockery in his voice).

Miles Hendon: Anything else?
Edward: | can't use the water Itthe jug, can I?

(After a moment'shesitation, MILES HENDON poursthe water into the bowl and
thenpasse€£DWARDthetowel. EDWARDkneelsandwashesis facebefore
realizing something is wrong).

Edward: You are sitting in the presence of the King!

Miles Hendon: (with mockerySo | am!

Edward: | could send you to the Tower!

Miles Hendon: (standing)Happy now?

Edward: What's your name?

Miles Hendon: | introducedmyselfto you lastnight, but you haveforgotten. (They
shakehands).Miles Hendon,sonof Sir Walter Hendon,the FourthBaron of
Hendon Hall.

Edward: I've never heard of you.

Miles Hendon: | admitwe arenota powerfulfamily, butin our little cornerof Kent
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- well, every body knows us there.

Edward: | wentto Kent oncewith my father,to a place called Dover. He was
looking at all his warships there. It was a bit boring really.

Miles Hendon: My houseis nowherenearDover. It's right outin the countryside
surroundediy woodsand orchards. It's wherel grew up andit's wherel'm
going today!

Edward: It sounds nice - but it can't be nicer than the Palace of Westminster.

Miles Hendon: No, | suspecit isn't. But it's beensevenlong yearssincel waslast
there. I've beenabroadfighting in Europemainly. | can'twait to seetheold
place again!

Edward: Who were you fighting?

Miles Hendon: Whoeverl waspaidto. | wasamercenarya paidsoldier.(Showing
him his scars) Here,a scarfrom when| fought for the Frenchagainstthe
Spanishand here,anotherscar;this one from when| foughtfor the Spanish
againstthe French. | servedin the armiesof two Dukes,threePrincesand
four Kings.

Edward: Were you ever captured?

Miles Hendon: | was nearly executed - twice!

Edward: It sounds as if Hendon Hall would have been much safer!

Miles Hendon: Soit would havebeen.But | couldn'tstaythere.l wasbanished/ou
see, by my father.

Edward: Banished?

Miles Hendon: | fell in love with a girl - my cousin,Edith. Sheis rich andvery
beautifulbut my fatherhad agreedthat sheshouldmarry my brother,Hugh.
He told me to leave England so that | would not prevent Hugh marrying her.

Edward: Did your brother - Hugh - love this lady, Edith?

Miles Hendon: Not as much as | did.

Edward: And now?

Miles Hendon: My father is dead. | am returning home to claim Edith as my bride.

Edward: What will Hugh say?

Miles Hendon: Not much.(He drawshis swordto showhe meansbusinessand it
hovers under EDWARD'S nose).

Edward: | was going to be married once.

Miles Hendon: Really?

Edward: To Mary Queen of Scots.

Miles Hendon: Indeed.

Edward: My fathertold mel would marry herwhenl wassixteen. But shemarried
the King of France instead.

Miles Hendon: Well young Sir, it soundsas if both of us have beerunlucky in
love.
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Edward: You have beemnluckier. Your hearthasbeenbrokenandyou havebeen
away from England too long. Give me your sword and kneel in front of me.

(MILES HENDON kneels and EDWARD 'knights' him).

Edward: | dub youSir Miles Hendon,of HendonHall. You arethe mostfaithful of
my knights. Tell me, what special privilege do you claim?

Miles Hendon: The right - the right to sit in the presence of the King of England!

Edward: Your wish is granted!

Miles Hendon: (sitting backdownon the stool) And nowmy Lord, you mayfinish
your breakfast. We will leave in an hour.

Edward: For the Palace?

Miles Hendon: For Hendon Hall!

Edward: Well, | won't be coming with you.

Miles Hendon: Therearewoodsandfields there. You couldride or go hunting;all
the things | usedto do when| wasa boy! The freshair would clear your
head!

Edward: | have to prepare for my coronation!

Miles Hendon: You haveto getbettermy friend. | can'tsimply throw you backout
on the streets.

Edward: My people will cheer me on the way to the Abbey.

Miles Hendon: | think the last thing 'your people' will do is CHEER you!

Edward: I'm supposedo be meetingthe Archbishopof Canterbury- right this
minute!

Miles Hendon: Well he'll just haveto be keptwaiting. Besidesyou can'tmeetthe
Archbishop of Canterbury in those clothes, can you?

Edward: You're right, | can't! You should buy me some new ones!

Miles Hendon: That'swhat | wasaboutto suggest! | don'twantyou getting mud
all over HendonHall. There'san excellenttailor | know who hasa shopon
London Bridge What haveyou been doing to get so muddy?

Edward: Playing on the river bank!

Miles Hendon: (dubiously)An odd thing for the King of England to be doing.

Edward: BaronHendon,yesterdayl was lucky enoughto seehow the peopleof
Englandreally live. But now, my fatheris deadand| really mustreturnto the
Palace. You will be rewarded handsomely for rescuing me.

Miles Hendon: (hesitantly)Yes, well, when| havereturnedfrom my tailor's, then,
if you still wantto returnto the Palaceyou canperhapsexplainto me how
you come to look as you do now.

Edward: | will. It's a long story.

Miles Hendon: In the meantimeyour hamis getting cold. | won't be long. My
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servant, Stephen, is around if you need anything.

(MILES HENDON goes, leaving EDWARD alone on stage busily finishing his
breakfast. After a fewmomentsa mancomesn. Heis HUGO, the leaderof
a gangof thievesandvagabonds.JOHN CANTYis with him but hangsback,
watching the scene from a distance).

Edward: Are you Stephen?

Hugo: (cautiously)Yes.

Edward: Sir Miles has gone to London Bridge to buy me some new clothes.

Hugo: He sent me to fetch you. You must meet him by the South Gate.

Edward: Why?

Hugo: He needs to - to know the size of jacket that you require.

Edward: Sir Miles really haspoor mannersyou know. It would have beerbetterif
he had come for me himself. Still, no matter, you may take me to him!

(Theygo out oneway. EDWARDcatchessight of JOHN CANTYand realizeshe
has beentricked, just as MILES HENDON and STEPHENcomein another
way. MILES HENDON carries a small package of newly purchased clothes).

Miles Hendon: (talking busily) If we leave now we will be able to makeit to
Greenwich for lunch(looking around)The boy? Where has he gone?

Stephen:He was here just a moment ago.

Miles Hendon: This is that vile Canty's doing! Where will they have gone
Stephen? You must help me find him. Comeon, there'snot a momentto
lose! (They head off frantically).

SCENE 2 - THE REIGN OF BLOOD IS ENDED

(Cross-fadeo the'rich' side of the stageand the RoyalPalacewhereTOM CANTY
sitson a throne,in hisroyal finery, nibbling somechickenlegs. He is sharing
the plate with HUMPHREY MARLOW who sits by him. The LORD
CHANCELLORapproacheswith a noble woman,LADY NORFOLK, and
Edward Tudor'shalf-sister, PRINCESSMARY.The SERVANTstandsto one
side).

Lord Chancellor: My Lord.
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Tom: (wearily) Back to discussing my coronation | suppose.

Lord Chancellor: The Archbishop of Canterbury would like to speak with you.

Tom: This woman is the Archbishop of Canterbury?

Lord Chancellor: No Sir, this woman is Lady Norfolk. She won't keep you long.

Tom: What does she want?

Mary: (curtsies)Her husbandthe Duke of Norfolk, wasrightfully sentencedo be
executed by our father, King Henry, before he died.

Humphrey: You remember my Lord, you said he spoke to you about it.

Mary: She is here to beg for clemency.

Lord Chancellor: A formality; the sentence will be carried out this afternoon.

Lady Norfolk: Sir, if you please.My husbancdcommittedno treasonTherewasn't
even a trial!

Lord Chancellor: The Archbishop IS waiting Sir.

Tom: (curtly) Let him! | will hear what this woman has to say.

Lady Norfolk: Sir, if you have it in your heart to show mercy ....

Tom: (He confersquietlywith HUMPHREY).Goodlady, your husbandwill notdie
today.

Lady Norfolk: (shockedpir - by God's blessing you are merciful indeed.

Tom: He will be released from the Tower and a proper trial will be arranged.

Mary: This is most irregular Sir!

Tom: This womanis right to protest. My fathertold me there'sno evidenceher
husband was guilty.

Lord Chancellor: Sir...

Tom: | command it! The King's word is law!

Lord Chancellor: Very well. (To SERVANTHave word sent to the Tower.

Tom: (to LADY NORFOLK)ou seem surprised by my judgement.

Lady Norfolk: It is more than | could ever wish for, Sir.

Tom: Humphrey! You were on the streetsof London yesterdaywhen it was
announced my father was dead. What was the crowd shouting?

Humphrey: "The 'Reign of Blood' is over!" | heardthem chantit over and over
again!

Tom: And so, Lady Norfolk, no more blood will be shed in my father's name.

Lady Norfolk: God bless you again, Sir.

(She departs with the SERVANT following a nod from the LORD CHANCELLOR).

Mary: Sir, | must be allowed to say how damaging these actions are!
Tom: To show mercy is a sign of strength, not weakness!

Mary: You are disregarding England's ancient and traditional laws!
Tom: They may be ancient and traditional but they are also cruel.
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Mary: | heardthis morning you let a man go completelyfree after he had been
sentenced to hang for the charge of theft.

Tom: The only evidence against him came from a witch!

Mary: Who you also freed!

Humphrey: She was only nine years old!

Mary: She had sold her soul to the Devil!

Humphrey: Shewasmad! Shedidn't know what shewas doing and her mother
was mad too. It was plain for all to see! My master did the right thing.

Mary: They were both sentenced to be drowned.

Tom: But now, by the King's will, theyarestill alive. | sentthemto live in a holy
convent.

Mary: Do you know how many thieveswere executedunderthe goodly reign of
our father?

Tom: | dread to think.

Mary: Seventy-two thousand!

Tom: And how many had stolen because they had nothing to eat?

Mary: That doesn'tmatter. They sinned against God and againstthe laws of
England too.

Tom: Is it true that you think laughingis a sin? That you forbid your servantso
smile, in case they form a pact with the devil?

Mary: Who told you that?

Tom: Madam, you must not question the King!

Mary: God is insulted by laughter.

Tom: Well then,go andaskHim to provideyou with a humanheart.(Tothe LORD
CHANCELLOR)See my sister out pleagéle does so).

(TOM and HUMPHREY pick up their swords. HUMPHREYis TOM'Steacheras
they fence tentatively).

Mary: (drawing the LORD CHANCELLORaside) The King is clearly mad. His
illness hasn't left him!

Lord Chancellor: PrincessMary, his father'slaw still stands.| could considerthat
treason And anyway,he is muchbetternow. (He returnsto TOM, busynow
in a slow 'practice' swordfight).

Tom: This must be a better life for you, Humphrey.

Humphrey: Sir, it is! It is only now thatl havestoppedbeingyour whipping boy
that I've realized what a rotten profession it is!

Tom: I'm glad to have you as my trusted adviser.

Humphrey: Sir, | hope you will be able to call me your friend too, as you wished.

Lord Chancellor: (somewhatexasperated)Sir, if | might interrupt your game,
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thereis muchto be done. Your fatheris to be buriedin four days'time and
there is the matter of your coronation to be dealt with.
Tom: (putting down his swordh four days! Won't he go off?

(LORD HERTFORD brings on a coronation robe for TOM to try on).

Lord Chancellor: Go OFF! Sir, your father'sbody is beingattendedo by skilled
embalmers. He's not like some common pauper, buried the afternoon he dies!
Tom: No, of course(To LORDHERTFORDashetries ontherobe) Thatone'stoo
tight, fetch anothefPause; to LORD CHANCELLORYhere is he now?

(The SERVANT shows in THOMAS CRANMER, the ARCHBISHOP OF
CANTERBURY)

Lord Chancellor: He's lying in state, Sir, in the Chapel Royal. Archbishop
Cranmer, | apologize for our lateness.

Archbishop: It doesn'tmatter.In fact Lord Chancelloryour mentionof the Chapel
Royal leads me to invite His Majesty to pray there with me.

Lord Chancellor: After we've gone through the arrangements for the coronation.

Tom: Very well, perhaps we can do that in the garden.

Archbishop: A very fine idea, your Majesty. | know how much you like it there.

Tom: Humphreycan cometoo! We cango onwith our sword-fightinglesson,
afterwards. Isn't that a fine idea as well, Humphrey?

Humphrey: It is, Sir. In fact lately, your Majesty, all your ideashave beerfine
ones!(They go).

SCENE 3 - FOO-FOO THE FIRST, KING OF THE MOONCALVES

(A changeof lighting to indicate a shift in sceneandtime. 'Greensleevéscan be
heard. In a wood,outsideLondon,a companyof thievesand vagabonddas
gathered. There is birdsong and the sound of the wind in the trees).

First T hief: (drunkenly)A song! Play us another.

Second Thief:(growling) If he plays another, I'll wrap the thing round his neck!

Third Thief: Oh lay off him and let him play!

Fourth Thief: (strumminga musicalinstrument)Therewasa womanin our town,
in our town did dwell. Sheloved her husbanddearly, but anotherman- he
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loved she...

(SECONDTHIEF lungesat musicianwho kickshim backbut stopsplaying. JOHN
CANTY enters, dragging EDWARD whom he throws to the ground).

Third Thief: Well if it isn't John Canty!

Fourth T hief: Welcome stranger, want a beer?

Fifth Thief: Thatyour boy, JohnCanty? Lasttime you wereherehe wasn'tmuch
taller than a tree stump.

John Canty: (takes beer)t's not Canty any more.

Fifth Thief: You on the run?

Hugo: (enters)He killed a man in London.

Fifth Thief: Accident, I'll bet.

John Canty: (ignoring him)I'm John Hobbs now; Hobbs

Hugo: The boy's Jack.

Fourth T hief: | thought he was called Tom.

John Canty: He'sJacknow!

Third Thief: (peering at EDWARDIs he any use to us?

John Canty: He'll prove himself, given time.

Sixth Thief: There'smenroundtheseparts,John,canstill rememberyour thieving
from when you were a boy.

Third Thief: (nudging EDWARDIs Jack Hobbs going to do his old man proud?

John Canty: He ranawayfrom me. Got himselfsomefine gentlemarasa friend.
(scoffing)l was loyal when | was a boyHe kicks TOM)

Hugo: (intervenes)ohn,he'shada long journey. All day trussedup in a sackin
the back of a cart.

Fifth Thief: Poor mite, find him some water.

Third Thief: Bet he made a fuss!

Second Thief:(drunkenly)He needbeer,not water!

(All laugh and scoff as FIFTH THIEF gives water to EDWARD).

Third Thief: Doesn't say much does he?

Sixth Thief: Where's his gentleman friend?

Hugo: We gave him the slip. | fooled the boy by pretendingto be the man's
servant.

Fourth Thief: (incredulously)He fell for that?

Third Thief: The boy's too dim to be a thief.

Hugo: Needs training up, that's all.

Sixth Thief: Hey Jack! What can you nick?
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(EDWARDIooksat him blankly as the THIRD and FOURTHTHIEF gatherround
him threateningly).

Fourth Thief: Couldyou takea pig from a farm underyour coat? Cut its throatto
stop it squealing?

Third Thief: (He lifts his shirt to showweltsacrosshis back).Seethat? Whipped
through three towns for stealing | was, 'till the blood ran cold!

Fourth Thief: Look, no ear! Cut cleanly off as a punishment for begging!

Third Thief: It's a crime in England, you know, to be hungry.

Fourth Thief: Let's drink! To English law!

(All raise their bottles and cheer - "To English Law").

Edward: (to SEVENTH THIEFThere is a mark on your cheek.

Sixth Thief: Ha, it talks!

SecondThief: (forcing bottleto EDWARD'Sips) Getsomeof thatdownyou. Talk
some more.

Edward: It's the letter "S".

Sixth Thief: And it can read, too!

SeventhThief: "S" for "Slave", boy. | was caughtbeggingthreetimes. Had this
brandputon me. A hotiron againstmy cheek,sothatmy sinswereclearfor
everyone to see.

Third Thief: He's on the run now, like your old father.

Seventh Thief:Know what'll happen, when they find me?

Sixth Thief: Hanging's the punishment for runaway slaves.

Edward: No! He won'tbe hanged(to the SEVENTHTHIEF) I'm goingto seeto it,
that the law is changed!

First Thief: Changed? Who are you thinking you can change the laws of our land?

Edward: | am Edward, King of England.

(They fall about laughing).

First Thief: Listen to him!

Third Thief: How much beer has the manikin had?

John Canty: My son is a dreamer, ignore him.

Edward: (to JOHN)I AM the King, asyou'll find outto your cost. You murdered
a man, and will hang for it!

John Canty: How dare you!

(He makes a lunge for EDWARD but is pushed back by the FIRST THIEF).
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First Thief: Not sofastJohnHobbs,leavehim be.(To EDWARD) And asfor you,
you will not makethreatsagainstanyonehere. Pretendto be the King, if
that'swhat makesyou happy. We are badpeople- all of us- but noneis so
bad as to be a traitor to their King, as you are.

Second Thief:Hear, hear! Long live Edward, King of England!

Thieves: Long live Edward, King of England!

Edward: (He is completelyblind to their mockery).l thankyou, my good people.
(They laugh again).

Third Thief: He really IS mad!

Seventh Thief:Boy, | should drop it. Choose another title.

Fifth Thief: How about Foo-foo the First, King of the Mooncalves!

Fourth Thief: Yes! Longlive Foo-footheFirst, King of the Mooncalves(Theyall
laugh again, repeating this over and over).

Second Thief:Crown him!

Third Thief: Robe him!

Fourth Thief: Sceptre him!

Fifth Thief: Throne him!

(Astheysaythis, EDWARDiIs draggedontoa barrel, whereheis "crowned"with a
tin basin,"robed" in a tatteredblanket,and "sceptred"with an old iron bar.
The THIEVES gather round the barrel, kneeling).

Sixth Thief: Be gracious to us sweet King.

SeventhThief: Spit on us, so that our childrencantell the story to their children,
and be proud forever!

First Thief: Warm us with your gracious rays, O flaming sun of sovereignty!

Hugo: That's enough!

SecondThief: Showusthe groundyou havestoodon, sowe caneatthe dirt your
noble feet have touched!

Hugo: (Startingto removethe basinand blanketfrom EDWARD)The boy doesn't
needthis! Let's seeif the poor, mad creatureis any useto us. All of you,
leavenow. Seewhatwe canall bring back. I'll stayhere,with the boy, and
see what he's good for.

John Canty: Don'tlet him out of your sight. He'sasmadasheis stubborn. I've lost
him twice already!

(One by one the THIEVES gradually go, until EDWARD is left alone with HUGO).

Edward: | won't beg.
Hugo: You've been begging all your life, on the streets of London.
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Edward: Is that what John Canty told you?

Hugo: I've known your father since we were boys. We grew up together, here.

Edward: He's not my father. He's a liar.

Hugo: You've told him that have you?

Edward: Several times.

Hugo: Well you're braver than | thought. I'll make a good thief of you yet!

Edward: Take me back to London.

Hugo: Is His Majesty getting cold?

Edward: His Majesty will watch you swing for this!

Hugo: You won'tbeg,you won't steal;perhapsomeattentionfrom your fatherwill
help you change your mind. Meanwhile, you can be the decoy, while | beg!

Edward: On second thoughts hanging may be too good for you.

Hugo: Watch! Herecomessomeone.l will pretendto haveafit. Whenthe person
comesrunning,you fall to your knees,andwail, andsaythatl amyour poor
afflicted brotherandyou will keepon wailing until a pennygetshandecdover.
Got that?

Edward: You can wail all you like. | won't do anything.

(A STRANGER approaches. HUGO immediately pretends to have a fit).

Stranger: Oh your poor soul, here let me help you.

Hugo: Oh, you aretoo kind. My brotherherewill tell you the agonyof thesefits |
keephaving. Pleasea penny,to buy somefood; thenyou canleaveme to
my SOrrows.

Stranger: A penny,of course!(He handssomecoinsto Hugo). Comeon, lad ....
help me to carry your brother to that house.

Edward: He's not my brother.

Stranger: Who is he, then?

Edward: A beggaranda thiefl He'sgot your moneyandhe'spickedyour pocket
too. Hit him with your stick, if you want to cure him! Then he'll squeal!

Hugo: (snarling) Why, you...

Edward: (triumphantly)Ha!

Hugo: Your father warned me about you! He'll give you such a thrashing ....

Edward: (to the strangeriCatch him! He is a dangerous criminal!

Hugo: (dodginghis would-becaptors)You watchout, boy! I'll be dealingwith you
later.(He exits).

Edward: (deflatedlyYhank goodness he's gone! But now what do | do?

Stranger: (suspiciouslyWho are you,exactly?

Edward: If | told you, you wouldn't believe me.

Stranger: Try me.
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Edward: Edward Tudor, King of England.

Stranger: (edging away)ou're right. | don't.

Edward: Where am 1?

Stranger: In a forest!

Edward: | needa bedfor the night. Somefood too. You couldn'thelp me, could
you?

Stranger: Help someboy | meetin the forest who claims to be the King of
England, and whose friend robs me and pretendsto be insane?(edging
further away)Are you mad?

(There is the sound of thunder).

Edward: Please? It's starting to rain.

Stranger: There's a hut over there, through the trees. A hermit lives there.

Edward: A hermit?

Stranger: Almost asmadasyou, heis! Spenttwenty yearsliving on nothingbut
mushrooms and pond water, they say! You'll get on well with {i®.exits).

SCENE 4 - THE PRINCE AND THE HERMIT

(In anotherpart of the stagethe HERMIT - male or female- has appeared.lt is
dressedin filthy clotheswith a long sheepskircloak, and is very old and
haggard.The creatureis kneeling,in somesort of meditation;nextto it is a
skull, an open bookand a lighted candle. EDWARD movesover to it and
stands on tiptoe, as if looking through the window of the HERMIT'S hut).

Edward: That'shim! I'm in luck! (He mimesknockingon the door; the HERMIT
looks up, surprisedby the suddenvisitor, and screams)Er .... | don'tmean
you any harm.

Hermit: A visitor!

Edward: (nervously)Yes.

Hermit: | neverhave visitors!

Edward: (bolder)Can | come in?

Hermit: If you do you mustleaveyour sinsbehind,for the groundon which you
standis holy! (EDWARDentersand the HERMIT looks at him quizzically).
Who are you?

Edward: | am the King.
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Hermit: How wonderful!

Edward: Who are you?

Hermit: Why, | am an archangel!
Edward: Oh - that's very interesting.

(The HERMIT welcomes EDWARD and sits him down on some shabby blankets).

Hermit: You seek sanctuary here?

Edward: Yes, until it stops raining anyway.

Hermit: You sayyou aretheKing. But clearlyyou havethrownasideyour crown
and clothed yourself in rags!

Edward: (sighing)Yes. It's a long story.

Hermit: (ignoring EDWARD) You have devoted yourself to holiness; clearly!
Consideryourselfmorethanwelcome! You will be at peacehere No-one
will everfind you or makeyou returnto the emptyandfoolish life which God
hasmadeyou abandon.Hereyou will meditateon the delusionsof theworld
and eat nothing but roots and crusts.

Edward: Roots and crusts? Hmm - do you have anything to drink?

Hermit: (holding out a beaketjlere.

Edward: What is it?

Hermit: The finest pond water mixed with pus from my own warts and blisters.

Edward: (unimpressed) think I'll havesomelater. Perhapst will tastebetterwith
someof thoseroots and crustsyou were talking about. (pause)How long
have you been an archangel?

Hermit: Thereis awein your face,l cansensét! | wasmadeanarchangebn this
very spot,five yearsago,by angelssentfrom God. Their presencdilled this
placewith anintolerablebrightness. They walked with me in the courtsof
heaven. Touchmy hand. Go on. You aretouchinga handwhich hasbeen
clasped by Abraham, Isaac and Ja¢phuse)Who did you say you were?

Edward: The King.

Hermit: But Henryis King!

Edward: He's dead. He was my father.

Hermit: (suddenlyangry) It washe who mademe homelessou know. Turnedme
out into the world, after my monasterywas closed.(He grabs a knife and
continues nastily). was going to be Pope! | was told it in a dream!

Edward: You can't be an archangel and the Pope!

Hermit: Why not?

Edward: (lamely)lt's a full time job, | expect, being Pope.

Hermit: Sayyour prayerssonof Henrythe Eighth! Praythe Prayerfor the dying!
You will pay dearly for what your father did! (He throws a hood over
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EDWARD preventing him speaking).

Miles Hendon: (He entersand mimesknockingfuriously at the door). Openup!
Open up!

Hermit: It wasa goodlife you know, in that monastery..the companionshipthe
beer!

Miles Hendon: Open up!

Hermit: (He ties EDWARD up, immobilising him, before moving to the door).
Who's that?

Miles Hendon: My name is Miles Hendon. Where is the boy?

(EDWARD swings round as he hears the familiar voice).

Hermit: Boy? What boy?
Miles Hendon: (drawing his sword)'ve been told you have him.

(The HERMIT doesnot allow MILES HENDON into the hut. MILES is clearly
suspiciousand tries to seepastbut the HERMIT keepsmovingfrom side to
side thus preventinghim from espyingthe wriggling and trussedform of
EDWARD)

Hermit: He went on an errand.
Miles Hendon: An errand?
Hermit: Picking mushrooms.

(HUGO, JOHN CANTY and two of the THIEVES appear in the darkness,in
another part of the stage).

Miles Hendon: You're lying! He wouldn'tgo onan errandfor anyone,let alone
youl!

Hermit: Ah, but | am not anyone. | am an archangel!

Miles Hendon: An arch...

(One of the THIEVESfalls over, makingan horrendousnoise. The others'sshh'
him).

Miles Hendon: What was that?

Hermit: What was what?

Miles Hendon: | heard a noise over by that tree. Is that where you're keeping him?
(He thrustshis swordat the 'undergrowth’but finds nothing).He'sgot lost in these
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woods. Which way did he go?
Hermit: (pointing in opposite direction to JOHN CANTM)at way!
Miles Hendon: You're coming with me to look for him.
Hermit: Am I?
Miles Hendon: I'm not letting you out of my sigh(They exit).

(JOHN CANTY and HUGO now enter the hut and approach the wriggling
EDWARD).

John Canty: Have they gone?
Hugo: | think so.
John Canty: Is that him?

(HUGO rips the hood off EDWARD from behind. EDWARD is unable,
momentarily, to see him).

Edward: Miles!

Hugo: Wrong!

John Canty: John Hobbs and Hugo!

Edward: Where's Miles Hendon? | heard his voice.

Hugo: Forget him. You're coming with us, there's work to be done!

John Canty: Thieving and begging!

Hugo: And this time we won't let you out of our sight!

Edward: No! | won'tgowith you! Where'sMiles Hendon? Sir Miles | mean;he's
one of my knights..(He is silencedas HUGO puts the hood back over his
head and he is dragged, kicking and screaming, offstage).

SCENE 5 - AVICTIM OF TREACHERY

(Someof the THIEVESre-enterwith a bundlewhich theythrow to eachother as if
trying to getrid of it. EachTHIEF deliverstheir line astheycatchthebundle
before throwing it to the person delivering the next line).

First Thief: The boy's mad!

Second Thief:Why won't he ever do what we say?

Third Thief: He got the thrashing of his life from John Canty!
Fourth Thief: A lot of goodthat did.
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Third Thief: He's no use to us. Let's get rid of him!

Fourth Thief: No, he'll report us to the sheriff.

First Thief: Let's hang him upside down from a tree all day long!

Fourth Thief: But he can't beg and steal if he's hanging from a tree!

First Thief: What shall we do with him?

Third Thief: What shall we do with him?

Sixth Thief: (Entersdragging EDWARDon with him). What SHALL we do with
him?

(The THIRD THIEF throws the bundledown in front of EDWARD. A WOMAN
appears at the same instant with two VILLAGE CONSTABLES).

Woman: That's him! That's the boy who stole my pig!

Edward: | haven't stolen anything!

First Constable: (Examinesthe bundlelying in front of EDWARD) This is your
pig, madam?

Woman: It is!

First Constable: Well it would appear that this boy has been caught red-handed!

Miles Hendon: (enters)Just a moment.

Edward: Sir Miles!

Second ConstableDo you know this boy Sir?

Miles Hendon: Hashe beenaccusef stealing? This mattershouldbe dealtwith
by the courts.

First Constable: That's just where | was about to take him!

Miles Hendon: You were about to hang him from a tree with no proper
investigation!

First Thief: He is a thief and a beggar!

Edward: Speak for yourself!

Miles Hendon: He is no betteror worsethan any of you. (pause)Good woman,
how much was your pig worth?

Woman: Why Sir .... around three shillings | would say.

Miles Hendon: Would you swear to that price on oath?

Woman: Sir, | would.

Miles Hendon: Are you awareof the penaltyfor theft of somethingoverthe value
of eight pence?

Woman: Sir, | fear ....

Miles Hendon: It is deathby hanging. Would you condemrthis poor unfortunate
boy to that fate?

Woman: Lord, what have | done?

Miles Hendon: | would guessthat he haseatennothing today; but that you have
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eaten plenty.
Woman: Well it is quite a thin pig, now | think about it.
Miles Hendon: You would care to reconsider the price it is worth?
Woman: Eightpence perhaps.
Miles Hendon: Then this boy need not die.
First Constable: He will be publicly flogged!

(The SECONDCONSTABLHIrags EDWARDoff and prepareshim for a flogging.
The THIEVES jeer).

Miles Hendon: I will buy the pig off you Madam. Here is eightpence.

Woman: Eightpence? It is worth three shillings!

Miles Hendon: But you swore, on oath, it was was worth only eightpence!

Woman: To save the boy's life!

Miles Hendon: So you lied on oath! Constable! This woman has broken an
ancient English law.

First Constable: Has she?

Miles Hendon: Sir I'm sure,evenasvillage constableyou'd havesometrainingin
legal matters? Enoughto know the law of 'Cur mihi non pares,stultior es
guam asinus'?

First Constable: Oh! Of course, yes.

Miles Hendon: So you, like me, know that the punishmentfor breaking that
particular law is DEATH!

(FIRST CONSTABLE takes hold of the WOMAN)

Woman: Oh...1I...

Miles Hendon: Although, the samelaw statesall chargesaredropped;if the guilty
party dropsthe original accusation(He givesher back the bundleand puts
his money away).

Woman: On secondthoughtsl wasa little too far away perhapsto sayfor certain
that this boy was the thief.

Miles Hendon: Hereis your pig. Go andsellit atthe marketandgeta goodprice
for it. (The WOMANEexits). All chargeshave beerdropped. The boy is free
to go. Thereis no showfor you to seenow! (Murmursof displeasureas the
CROWD begins to disperse) If you want to hang some real thieves...
(addressing CONSTABLES)st look around you.

(Exeunt the THIEVES pursued by the CONSTABLES).
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Edward: You saved my life again.

Miles Hendon: You might even say 'thank you' this time!

Edward: A King never thanks his subjects.

Miles Hendon: Ah, you haven't given that up then?

Edward: That law you mentioned...

Miles Hendon: 'Cur mihi non pares, stultior es quam asinus'?

Edward: You made it up, didn't you?

Miles Hendon: | never thought my schoolboy Latin would prove so useful!

Edward: "Why do you not obey me? Am | more stupid than an ass?"

Miles Hendon: That'sa perfecttranslation.(surprised)How do you know any
Latin?

Edward: My father would speakto me in Frenchon Tuesdaysand in Latin on
Fridays.

Miles Hendon: (wearily) Of course!

Edward: If he werestill alive he'dmakeyou a Lord for rescuingme. On TOP of
me making you a Knight. How did you know where to find me?

Miles Hendon: Someonegold me you were with that strangecreaturein that hut.
We wentinto the woodsto look for you but | camebackandfollowed those
thieves who took you away.

Edward: | won't be hanging around with them in a hurry!

Miles Hendon: (ThrowingEDWARDa bundle)This time | won'tbeletting you out
of my sight!

Edward: What's this?

Miles Hendon: The clothes | went to buy for you on London Bridge.

Edward: Oh yes, | never told you my size.

Miles Hendon: Let's hopetheyfit then. I'm not going backto changethem. And
now, back to my inn for some food and then, to Hendon Hallley exit).

SCENE 6 - AT HENDON HALL

(LADY EDITH is sitting quietly, reading; sheis a beautiful richly-dressedvoman.
Her maid ANN enters in a flap).

Ann: Lady Edith! Oh mistress.....

Lady Edith: Ann, whatever is the matter?

Ann: A manat the door, your Ladyship,askingto seeyou. Someond recognize
from years ago!

Lady Edith: Who is it?
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Ann: Your Ladyship, The man is your husband's brother, Miles Hendon.

Lady Edith: It can'tbe! Miles is dead! He waskilled in Spain,long beforel
married Hugh.

Ann: Your Ladyship, the man at the door is no ghost!

Lady Edith: My husbandeceiveda letter. "With regret,your brotherhasdied on
the field of battle, serving his cause with courage and honour".
(incredulously)And now, hereis somedeludedsoul, yearslater, pretending
to be him.

Hugh Hendon: (LADY EDITH'S husband and MILES'S brother, ent&di}h.

Lady Edith: Good husband...the man at the door?

Hugh Hendon: | have spoken to him.

Lady Edith: What can he want?

Hugh Hendon: A shareof the house- of our money. No doubt he'sa scam
merchant of some kind, who wants to trick us. Ann! Tell him to go away.

Lady Edith: No! | want to meet him!

Hugh Hendon: What, a common fraudster?

Lady Edith: It's raining, he'll be soaked. Ann, show him(&NN exits).

Hugh Hendon: (nastily) You dreamof his returneverydaydon'tyou? Thathewill
ride into HendonHall on a white horseandfulfil the vow you madeto him
when you were sixteen.

Lady Edith: Hugh, all this was long ago.

Hugh Hendon: Your fatheralwayshatedMiles. You hadno choicebut to marry
me. But you haven't stopped dreaming, have you?

(ANNenterswith MILESHENDONand EDWARDwhois nowdecentlyclothedand
has a sword at his belt).

Miles Hendon: Lady Edith. (Sheturns her headaway, recognizinghim instantly).
You recognizeme, | canseethat you do. My brotherhere- he refusesto
accept that | am Miles.

Lady Edith: We received a letter...

Miles Hendon: A mistake!(Looking at HUGH HENDONA forgery maybe!

Hugh Hendon: Edith, don'tupsetyourself.(To MILES) Sir! You area liar andan
impostor. Get out of my house!

Miles Hendon: YOUR house! You know thatthis is rightfully my houseandthat
Edith is rightfully my wife!

Hugh Hendon: I'll call the guards.

Miles Hendon: Let me speak to her properly! Letrsee who | am!

Lady Edith: (nervously)Sir, | swear | don't know you.

Hugh Hendon: Ann, whataboutyou? You haveworkedhereasa maidsincel was
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a boy.

Ann: (timorously)Sir, | swear this man - he's not your brother, Sir!

Miles Hendon: You think I'm maddon'tyou? | canseeit in your faces. Edith,
how can | persuade you?

Edith: (almostwhispering)Listen, stranger. My husbands a powerfulman. You
are claiming his title and possessions.He will not look on you kindly for
that.

Hugh Hendon: Leave now, while you can!

(EDWARD draws his sword. HUGH regards him with contempt).

Hugh Hendon: And who might you be?

Edward: | am Edward, King of England.

Hugh Hendon: And | am ChristopherColumbus!(laughing) Putyour swordaway,
Edward King of England. You might hurt someone with it!

Edward: This man saved my life.

Hugh Hendon: (drawing his sword).et him save it again then!

Edward: He is who he says he is!

Hugh Hendon: Oh yes!(contemptibly)Your Royal Highness!

(Theyskirmishbriefly until EDWARDflicks the swordfrom his amazedpponent's
hand).

Hugh Hendon: You can fight well.

Edward: My teacher was one of England's greatest crusaders.

Hugh Hendon: You are as big a dreamer as this fraud.

Edward: (He thrustshis swordat animaginaryopponent).He foughtthe Saracens
at the gates of Jerusalem.

Hugh Hendon: (calling) Send for the Captain of the Guards!

Lady Edith: Hugh, no!

Hugh Hendon: (angrily) Quiet woman! You have nothing more to say!

Miles Hendon: Edith, one last time...l beg of you!

(HUGH shoveshim out of the way; EDWARDitries to intervenebut HUGH fights
him off)

Edward: You will hang for this!

(Two GUARDSMENenter,disarmEDWARDand MILES HENDONand prepareto
take them away).
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Hugh Hendon: Takethesetwo fraudstersawayto prison. This manclaimsheis
my brother and the boy thinks he is the King of England! They will be
flogged and kept in the cells for as long as | think necessary!

(EDWARD and MILES HENDON are bundled away).

Hugh Hendon: Well, how like my brotherhewas,in appearanceandhow like the
King the boy was! Don't you agree, Edith?

Ann: (nervously)My Lord, you have actually seen the King?

Hugh Hendon: We were at a banquetat the Guildhall in Londona few daysago.
Edith rememberswhat the boy looked like. He cameinto the building a
Prince and left as King, hearinghis father had died. You havea sisterin
London, Ann. She will be able to see him crowned.

Ann: Sir, she will.

Lady Edith: Ann - leave us please.

(ANN curtsies and exits).

Lady Edith: It WAS your brother, you know it was!

Hugh Hendon: It wasn't my brother, any more than the boy was the king.

Lady Edith: | recognized him; Ann recognizes him too!

Hugh Hendon: Why did she not say then?

Lady Edith: Why d'youthink? (HUGH HENDONtouchesher; sheflinchesaway).
He was right, that letter we received, you forged it!

Hugh Hendon: How dare you!

Lady Edith: And nowyou'vecondemnedim andthat poor boy, whoeverhe was,
to some wretched prison.

Hugh Hendon: You've been reading too many stories.

Lady Edith: ThankGodmy fatheris nolongeralive. If hesawfor himselftheman
you have become...

Hugh Hendon: Edith! TheboywasobviouslynottheKing, eventhoughhelooked
very like him. By thesametokenthe manwasobviouslynot my brother. He
had donehis researchpeentold by someonewvho knew him that he looked
like him, simply to stealfrom us andto upsetyou. Now, isn'tit time you
stopped dreaming?

(He leadsher backto her seat,and putsa bookin her handswhich sheopensbut

shelooks neither at the book nor at HUGH HENDON Insteadshe stares
into the middle distance as the scene ends).
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SCENE 7 - IN PRISON

(A JAILER entersjangling his keysand pushinga group of prisonersin front of
him. One of the prisonersis EDWARD. He remains standing as the
remainder settle down in the communal cell).

Jailer: (nastily) Comeon thenyou scum,you've had your fun! Thatwasa good
show you saw just then! Now get back to the cells, all of you!

Edward: | never want to see anything like that again.

Jailer: You will, boy - and worse besides!

Edward: How long did it take for those poor women to die?

Jailer: Who can say; you can't see anything through all that smoke...

Edward: | saw the look on their faces. It's a horrible way to kill someone.

Jailer: The older one was a witch. She deserved that and more.

First Prisoner: She'll be in hell, now!

Second Prisoner:Still burning - for eternity!

Edward: How did people know she was a witch?

First Prisoner: It didn't rain all summer,the crops were wrecked;that was her
fault!

Second PrisonerThen she caused a pox that wiped out all the animals!

Edward: But droughtsanddiseasecould be causediy anything;why blamea poor
old woman?

Third Prisoner: (exasperatedph, take him away, jailer. Do us all a favour!

Edward: Doesn't anyone care about all this injustice?

Third Prisoner: How much longer will we have to put up with him?

Jailer: That'sfor HughHendonto say.In the meantime]'ve got the boy'sfriend to
deal with.(exits uncurling a whip)

Edward: My friend hasbeensentencedo six lashesAll becauséis brothercalled
him an impostorin his own house!The filthy liar! It's HIM that shouldbe
flogged not Miles!

First Prisoner: What about you?

Edward: I'm going to get four.

Second Prisoner:You'll beg for mercy!

Edward: | won't. | won't beg for anything!

SecondPrisoner: You told me your personis sacredand no-one'sallowedto hit
youl!

Third Prisoner: (mockingly)You shouldhavea whippingboy! To takethelashes
for you!

Edward: Back home in the Palace, | do!

Third Prisoner: Ah! You're the one who keeps claiming to be the King of England.
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Edward; | don't claim to be the King, | am. Being flogged won't change that.

Third Prisoner: Of course.Seehim over there? Thinks he'sJulius Caesar!And
her? She thinks she's Catherine of Aragon!

First Prisoner: You shouldcountyourselflucky. You've just gota FLOGGINGto
deal with.

Edward: Are they goingto burnyou at the stakethen, like thosepoor womenwe
just saw?

First Prisoner: No. They'll hang me. It's quicker, but the end result's the same.

Edward: What did you do?

First Prisoner: What'sit matter? Look aroundyou. Do you think anyonehereis
guilty of anything?

Edward: If someone's going to be hanged, there should be a proper trial.

SecondPrisoner: A trial! You expectthingsto befair? | found a hawk, that had
escapedrom it's owner. | took it home,thoughtit wasmine, but the sheriff
took one look at me and said | stole it.

First Prisoner: We'll be side-by-sideon the gallowsboy, the day after tomorrow,
waiting for the ropes to tighten around our necks.

Edward: It's inhuman!

Second Prisonerit's English law.

Edward: Then it shames our country.

(The JAILER enterswith MILES HENDON who is in agony after being flogged.
HUGH HENDON is with him. EDWARD stands).

Miles Hendon: Sit down. | took your lashes for you.

Hugh: Your friend did a noble thing. He got ten, instead of six.

Miles Hendon: A flogging would havekilled you. | couldn'thave watchedthat
happen.

Edward: (genuinelyhumbled) | won't ever forget what you have done. (pause)
Thankyou. | will makeyou my Lord Chancelloroneday.(He helpsMILES
HENDON to sit).

Hugh: Still dreaming,l see. It's strangethey saythatthereal King hasgonemad,
too.

Edward: The real King?

Hugh: Do you know the latestgossipfrom Londonis thathe'ssparedhelife of the
Duke of Norfolk? King Henry was going to have him executed for treason!

Edward: He had no trial, like us. It was the right thing to do.

Hugh: (quizzically) This curiousboy really is wise beyondhis years. | find his
knowledgeof royal affairs almost- unsettling.(boasting)It may interestyou
to know that | am going to the coronation, tomorrow.
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Edward: Tomorrow?

Hugh: | will be at the banquetafterwardstoo! Perhapd will evencomebackan
Earl. The Lord Protector has dropped a hint.

Edward: What Lord Protector?

Hugh: The Earl of Hertford!

Edward: Since when has he been Lord Protector?
Hugh: Sincelast week! He will rule Englanduntil his mad little nephewis old
enough for his feet to touch the ground when he sits on the throne!
Edward: Heis afool! My father'salwaystelling me. (to MILES) This cannotbe
allowed to happen. We must go to London!

Hugh: (patronizingly)How nice! A visit to London, to see the King!

Jailer: Should | free them now, Sir?

Hugh: No. Tomorrow morning. Give them one more day.

Edward: (shockedAnother day?

Jailer: Very good, Sir.

Hugh: | mustbe off. | have beempromisedaroomin the palacetonight,sol canbe
in good time for tomorrow's ceremonigxits)

Edward: No - | must get to London, before that boy is crowned instead of me.

Miles Hendon: Not now, let me rest!

Edward: (takinga letter from his coat pocket) I've written a letter! You musttake
it to Sir Richard Marlow, at the palace.

Miles Hendon: (recognising the name%ir Richard Marlow?

Edward: My sword-fightingteacher.The letter'sin French,Latin and Greek, so
he'll know it's from me.

Miles Hendon: | know a Richard Marlow.

Edward: Big fellow, a scar here, across his eyebrow. From fighting the Saracens!

Miles Hendon: We foughttogetherin Spainfor a while. He hasa son,aboutyour
age.

Edward: Humphrey!

Miles Hendon: How on earth do you know his name?

Edward: He's my whipping boy!

Miles Hendon: Your - give me that{He snatches the letter from EDWARD).

Edward: When Sir Richard readsthat, he'll realisewhat a dreadful mistake has
been made.

Miles Hendon: (reading) This Latin, the French,it's perfect;the Greekis perfect
too! This letter could never be written by a simple boy from the streets.

Edward: That's who they'll be crowning King of England tomorrow, though!

Miles Hendon: (dazedly)ls it true...are you really Edward Tudor?

Edward: Both of usknowwhatit's like, don'twe, to havepeoplenot believewe are
who we say we are...
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Miles Hendon: (to himself)it all fits. In London they think the King is mad!

Edward: That's not the King! That's a boy from Offal Court!

Miles Hendon: From where?

Edward: They must have beertreating him like a prince. | wonder how he's
doing?

(EDWARDand MILES exit. The prisonersstandin a line acrossthe back of the
stage).

SCENE 8 - CORONATION DAY

(Cross-fadeto the Palace. TOM is with the LORD CHANCELLORand LADY
FLEMING).

Tom: (to himself,and simultaneouslywith the last line of the previousscene) |
wonder how he's doing?

Lord Chancellor: My Lord, is anything the matter?

Tom: Oh, nothing. | wasjust thinking abouta boy | know... (correcting himself)
KNEW!

Lord Chancellor: You were talking to yourself!

Lady Fleming: Surely your majesty's illness is not returning?

Lord Chancellor: Today,of all days! Whenthe crowdsaretendeep,all theway to
the Abbey!

Lady Fleming: How pleasedthey will be, to cheertheir King on his way to be
crowned.

Tom: Yes, I'm sorry.I'm quite all right, really. (Recovering) | askedyou to bring
some prisoners to the palace.

Lord Chancellor: I'm glad you rememberedPause) They are here.

Tom: | will see them now.

(TOM and the LORD CHANCELLORturn to the prisoners,who still standrigidly
in a line, and are "inspected" by TOM).

Lord Chancellor: My Lord theKing intendsto markthe day of his coronationwith
anamnestyof prisonersYou have beemroughthereasrepresentativesf the
five thousandnen,womenandchildrenwho have beerreedfrom prisonsup
and down the land.

First Prisoner: My Lord, your generosityis overwhelming. (He bowsdeeplyto
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TOM).

Lord Chancellor: The King hassaid his rule will be a generousone. Go and
proclaimhis Godly mercyon the streetsof London! The Peopleof England
want to see their King crowned!

(The PRISONERSNovea coronation chair into position, centre stage,and then
form part of the assembleatrowd at the coronation,which beginsto gather
from this point. TOM, the LORD CHANCELLORandLADY FLEMING exit.
Thesceneechoeghe start of the play asthe stagefills with COURTIERSnd
PAUPERS:zachof whomenterin turn and delivertheir line astheydo. They
occupy separate halves of the stage; "rich' and "poor". We are in
Westminster Abbey and the coronation is about to take place).

First Pauper: The doors to the Abbey were opened at three in the morning ....

Second Pauper-... so that poor, untitled folk could fight for a seat.

Third Pauper: The galleries were lit with torches.

Fourth Pauper: It is somethingwe will seeonly oncein our lives: the coronation
of a King!

First Pauper: Outside, the streets are already thronged with people ....

Second Pauper-.... waving banners and streamers, coloured crimson and gold.

Fifth Pauper: At daybreakthereare fireworks over the Tower of Londonandthe
Abbey bells start ringing ....

Sixth Pauper: .... andwe watchthe rich asthey arrive, dressedn their satinand
lace and velvet.

(There is a peal of bells; the COURTIERS now start to fill their side of the stage).

First Courtier: The ladies are resplendent in different colours ....

Second courtier:.... and frosted with diamonds which glitter like stars.

Third Courtier: Somewrinkled, white-haireddowagersanrecallthe crowningof
King Richard the Third, and the troubled days of that forgotten age ....

Fourth Courtier: .... but othersare still beautiful young girls, with beamingeyes
and fresh complexions, who wear coronets studded with jewels.

Fifth Courtier: Then there are Earls and Barons ....

Sixth Courtier: .... Dukes and Bishops ....

Seventh Courtier: .... Ambassadors from Europe, and Princes from the Orient.

Eighth Courtier: Together, they await the arrival of the King ....

First Pauper: .... who arrivesat the door of the Abbey at ten o' clock, splendidly
dressed, on a white horse, whose rich trappings reach almost to the ground.
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(TOM enters,dressedn his coronationrobes;thereis a flourish of trumpets.The
LORD CHANCELLORand the EARL OF HERTFORDfollow behindhim at
a respectfuldistance. A youngGIRL approachesTOM, and kneelsin front
of him).

Girl: Welcome, 0O King! As muchasheartscanthink; welcome,again,asmuchas
tongues can tell. God thee preserve, we pray, and wish thee ever well.

(Thereis a generalshoutfrom the crowd, as TOM goesto sit on the coronation
chair, flanked by the LORD CHANCELLOR and the EARL OF HERTFORD).

Crowd: The King! The King! The King!
Tom: And all these wonders and all these marvels are to welcome me. Me!

(Anotherflourish of trumpets.The ARCHBISHOPOF CANTERBURYapproaches
him, accompaniedy a youngBOY who carries a crown on a velvetcushion.
TheyreachTOM. The ARCHBISHOROf CANTERBUR Yakesthe crownand
placesit aboveTOM'Shead,readyto crown him. At that momentEDWARD
enters).

Edward: (shouting)Stop!l forbid you to placethe crownof Englandon the headof
that fraud!

(There is a gasp from the crowd. Several GUARDS leap to pull EDWARD back).

Tom: (Stands)Leave him alone! He is the King!

Earl of Hertford: Seize that boylThe GUARDS hold EDWARD firmly).

Tom: No! Don't touch him!

Edward: Let go of me! (struggling)l am Edward,King of England,andmy person
is sacred.

Tom: What he says is true!

Lord Chancellor: (frantically) The King is ill again! Fetch his nurse!

Earl of Hertford: No! The Royal Physician!

Lord Chancellor: There will be no coronation today. Clear the Abbey!

Tom: (firmly) If youstill sayl amtheKing, thenyou mustlistento whatI'm telling
you. (He moves forward}-or the last time, | order you to let go of that boy!

(The startled GUARDS let him go. TOM addresses EDWARD).

Tom: It IS you!
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Edward: Of course it's me!

Tom: You'veturnedup justin time. (He kneelsin front of EDWARD).O My Lord,
the King, let poor Tom Canty be the first to swear faithfulness to you.

Edward: Ah! Some proper respect at last!

Tom: (rising) You saidyou'donly be gonea coupleof hours!(He beginstaking off
his magnificent robe)rhis is yours, | think.

(He handsthe robe overto EDWARDwho putsit on. Asthe action continuesthey
exchange more of their clothes).

Lord Chancellor: (To TOM)My Lord.

Edward: Yes? | think you mean me.

Earl of Hertford: What's going on?

Edward and Tom: (together) Therightful King of Englandis preparingto ascend
his throne.

Lord Chancellor: But ....

Tom: We exchanged clothes. That morning in the Palace gardens.

Edward: It was meant to be a game!

Lord Chancellor: A game?

Edward: You got to play at being a prince.

Tom: And you got to play in the mud besidethe river, by the looks of things!
(Pause)That'swhy everyonethoughtl'd lost my memory.l haven'tthough.l
really AM Tom Canty, from Offal Court. All this time, you've beentreating
the wrong boy as a Prince.

Earl of Hertford: | don't believe you. This is a plot! By the French!

Lord Chancellor: Or the Spanish!

Earl of Hertford: Or the Scots! We will have the Abbey cleared.

(The GUARDSstepforward, swordsdrawn, encircling the group at the centre of
the stage).

Edward: No. Thereis no needfor any of that. Whatyou'vejust heardis true. Ask
me a question if you needproof of who | am. Onewhich only the true King
can answer correctly.

Lord Chancellor: Don't be absurd,this boy is the real King, isn't he? (Theboys
have now exchangectlothes,and the LORD CHANCELLORdoesn'tknow
who to address).

Earl of Hertford: No, that's the one who says he's a boy from the streets.

Lord Chancellor and Earl of Hertford: (together)We don'tknow who anyoneis
any morel(They hastily huddle together and talk).
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Earl of Hertford: Lord Chancellor, | think we should take up the boy's offer.

Lord Chancellor: History would never forgive us, if we made a mistake now.

Earl of Hertford: Ask him a question!

Lord Chancellor: Very well then(to EDWARDWhere is the great seal?

Edward: That'seasy!Gointo my rooms. Look in thefar left handcorner,andyou
will seea brassnail. Presst firmly andadoorwill fly opennearby. Thatis
where the seal is kept.

Earl of Hertford: You area cleverboy, to know of that particularsecrethiding
place.

Lord Chancellor: But unfortunately, we know about it too, and the seal isn't there!

Earl of Hertford: We've looked!

Lord Chancellor: This is all a tissue of lies! Seize this impostor!

(The GUARDS move forward again. They seize TOM).
Lord Chancellor: Not him! This one!
(The guards seize EDWARD and start to drag him away).

Tom: No! Wait!

Lord Chancellor: What?

Tom: The great seal. Is it a large object, with letters and engravings on it?

Earl of Hertford: Yes!

Tom: | know whereyou putthat! | foundit whenl wasin your rooms! Castyour
mind back to that afternoonwhen we exchangectlothes. You must have
come out into the garden to read?

Edward: | hadjust finished my fighting lessonwith Sir Richard. | sawthe seal
lying around and couldn't be bothered to put it away properly.

Tom: (trying to get him to remembeYpu hid it somewhere!

Edward: Of course! In the headpieceof a suit of armour! The one outsidemy
rooms, which my father gave to me for my birthday!

Tom: And that's where you'll find it!

Lord Chancellor: Well go and look then, someone!

Earl of Hertford: (He nodsto the BOYwhowasholdingthe crown.He rushesoff).
If it's there ....

Lord Chancellor: .... this boy must be who he claims to be!

Earl of Hertford: What have we done?

Lord Chancellor: What will become of us?

Boy: (returning with the sealJhis is it! It was where he said it would be!

Earl of Hertford: (takesseal and declareshesitantly)Long live the King! (with
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more confidencd)ong live the King!

Crowd: Long live the King!

Lord Chancellor: Throw this boy into the tower!

Edward: (drawing his swordNo!

Lord Chancellor: My Lord, do you intend to kill him, here in the Abbey?

Edward: On the contrary.Tom Canty! Kneelin front of your King. (Knighting
him) I dub youSir ThomasCanty,Earl of .... wherewould you like to be Earl
of?

Tom: Um - Offal Court, please!

Edward: Earl of Offal Court,andLord High Marshallof the City of London.Now
(He sits on the throneghall we get on with it?

Lord Chancellor: Very well. But no-oneno-onein this Abbey, will utterawordto
anyoneof what they have seenheretoday. This is somethingwe DON'T
need in the history books.

Edward: (The ARCHBISHOP prepares to crown hiiit - there is one last thing.

Earl of Hertford: What now?

Edward: (to TOM) How did you know wherethe GreatSealwas? Had you been
using it for something?

Tom: Um - yes.

Edward: What?

Tom: (sheepishlyYo crack nuts with.

Edward: Really? | thought as much. I've used it for that, too.

(Thereis a flourish of trumpets;the ARCHBISHOPof CANTERBURYsolemnly
crownsEDWARDand thenturnsto the audience- and now assumesherole
of narrator).

SCENE 9 - EDWARD AS KING
(Lights fall to a single spot, in which EDWARD sits, crowned King of England).

Archbishop: (narrating) The reign of King Edwardthe Sixth becameknown asa
merciful one for those harshtimes. If somevisiting dignitary arguedwith
him, saying...

Dignitary: (one of the COURTIERSir! you are far too lenient!

Archbishop: He was able to come down from his lofty throne, and reply ....

Edward: Whatdo you know of suffering? | know, andsodo my people. Haveyou
everspenttime with thieves? Beenkeptin a prisonwith commonvillains?
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You know nothing of injusticelHe moves to stand at the front of the stage).

Archbishop: Soonafter the coronation,Sir Miles Hendonwas madea Duke and
retainedthe royal privilege of being allowed to sit in the presenceof the
King.

(Enter MILES HENDON. He kneelsin front of EDWARD,who "knights™ him with
a sword).

Miles Hendon: To think .... this was my "pauper"! That | thoughthe had never
known anythingbut ragsfor clothesand offal for food! And therewasme,
wanting to make him respectable{Looking up at EDWARD)Haven'twe
done this once before?

Edward: Yes, but this time it's for real.

Archbishop: Hugh Hendon,unmaskedas the forger of the letter announcinghis
brother'sdeath,desertedhis wife and was never seenagain. Through his
generousspirit, the King allowed Miles to marry Edith in the splendid
surroundings of Westminster Abbey.

(Enter LADY EDITH. SheembracesMILES HENDON. A peal of weddingbells.
Applausefrom the assembledcrowd. EDWARD throws confetti over the
couple).

Archbishop: Tom Cantywasgivena specialtitle: theKing's Ward. He lived in the
Palace,as he had always dreamedhe would. He grew up to be one of
England'smostseniorlawyers,andthe ownerof oneof the grandeshousesn
London. Whenhe passediy onthe street,the glorious clotheshe wore led
people to say ....

First Pauper: As good as royal, he is!

Archbishop: .... and whisper to one another ....

Second PauperDoff your hat! It is the King's Ward!

(TheTWOPAUPERSaisetheir hatsto TOM, still seatedandretreatbackinto the
crowd, as MRS CANTY enters with NAN and BETH).

Mrs Canty: Tom sawthathis motherandsisterswerewell caredfor. He'salways
beena goodboy, my Tom. | knewhe'dmakesomethingof himself! All that
reading and learning when he was young!

Nan: And look at us. Big houses and fancy clothes, like our brother.

Beth: Who'd have thought it! Just look where Tom Canty's dreaming got him.
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(JOHN CANTY and HUGO now enter, with HUMPHREY MARLOW).

John Canty: John Canty, not surprisingly, was never seen or heard of again.

Hugo: He and | went on thieving and robbing as we had done when we were boys.

John Canty: Neverknowing that oncewe taughtthe King of Englandto begand
steal.

Humphrey: Humphrey Marlow, formerly the whippingboy to Prince Edward
Tudor, was appointed the King's Armourer, and Captain of the Palace Guard.

Beth: And so ends our story.

Earl of Hertford: It may be no more than a legend.

Nan: A tradition.

Mrs Canty: It may have happened.

Humphrey: It may not have happened.

Archbishop: But - it could have happened.

(Cross-fade to a single spot which gradually focuses on TOM and EDWARD).

Tom: What are they talking about? Of course it happened!
Edward: You were just getting used to being King. Weren't you?
Tom: All those servants.
Edward: | still haven't figured out what they all do.
Tom: | saw you yesterday. You put on some scruffy rags, and went outside.
Edward: | wentfor awalk, to Offal Court! | sawagainhow my peoplelive. None
of this would have happened, if you hadn't changed places with me that day.
Tom: It was your idea! You made me do it!
Edward: Aren't you glad we did though?
Tom: We wouldn't be friends, otherwise.
Edward: No. You're right. We would never even have known each other existed!
(They shake hands - as the play ends).

CURTAIN
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