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Characters 

JAMES III, King of Scots 

MARGARET, Queen of Scots, originally Danish 

JAMIE, the eldest Prince, future James IV, thirteen to fifteen years old 

ROSS, the middle Prince, eleven to thirteen years old 

JOHN, Head of the Privy Council 

COCHRANE, a lord of the court, twenties  

RAMSAY, the King's personal servant, twenties  

DAISY, a laundress, twenties 

SANDY, the King's younger brother 

ANNABELLA, the King's paternal aunt 

PHEMY, a younger lady of the court, fifteen years old 

TAM, a member of the household, sixteen years old 

A CHOIR, MEMBERS OF THE COURT and  

PARLIAMENT, SOLDIERS, GUARDS, etc. 
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ACT ONE 

The Great Hall, Stirling Castle 

A dance. Various members of the Scottish court whirling on the dance floor. JAMES III and DAISY 

are sitting out of the dance watching MARGARET dancing. MARGARET is very lavishly dressed 

with a lot of jewellery. 

DAISY. She's really well dressed, isn't she?  

JAMES. Who? 

DAISY. The Queen.  

JAMES. Yes. 

DAISY. Maybe too many jewels... but that's beautiful on her, isn't it? That colour. 

JAMES. Wonderful with her eyes. 

DAISY. Aye. The King still goes to her room, you know. You can see why. 

JAMES. Yes. 

DAISY. That's who I'm waiting to see. The King. They say he's beyond gorgeous. 

JAMES. Do they?  

DAISY. My friends do. 

JAMES. You've got friends here? 

DAISY. Aye. They got me a place here. It's fine, you know, it’s like a proper appointment. Lady of 

the wardrobe. I mean, I do the clothes. I love clothes. 

JAMES. They're what distinguish us from animals. 

DAISY sucks in her breath. 

DAISY. Oh, that's clever. You're clever. 
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JAMES. Thank you. 

DAISY. My name's Daisy by the way.  

JAMES. Pleased to meet you, Daisy.  

DAISY. So do you know the King? 

JAMES. Very well. 

DAISY. What's he like. Is he gorgeous? 

JAMES. Well, you see... the thing is... I am the King! 

DAISY laughs.  

DAISY. Aye, sure.  

JAMES. No, really. 

COCHRANE sweeps past, joining the dance. 

COCHRANE. Not dancing, Your Majesty? Come on!  
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JAMES. In a minute. 

DAISY is horrified. 

DAISY. Oh, sweet Mary Mother of God! 

JAMES. I'm so sorry, Daisy... I should have let you know but... 

DAISY. But... no one told me and you weren't announced or... 

JAMES. No, no, I didn't do the coming-in-with-the-trumpets thing or...You see it just seems a bit... 

showy, all that. Don't you think? I just feel... well, all that pomp. It kills conversation, doesn't it? 

She stares at him for a moment. 

DAISY. Oh God.  

JAMES. What? 

DAISY. It's really you and you're here.  

JAMES. Yes. 
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DAISY. Talking to me! 

JAMES. Well, I hope I'm not a disappointment.  

DAISY. Oh my God. No! Sorry. I can't believe I'm actually talking to you. 

JAMES. I'll dance with you if you like.  

DAISY. Oh my! Yes! 

JAMES. Why don't you wait over there and I'll find you for the next dance. 

DAISY hurries off as the dance finishes. MARGARET joins 

JAMES. And how is the French Ambassador? 

MARGARET. I think I've reassured him you're committed to the alliance. Next time don't make fun 

of his shoes, not to his face anyway. Who was that? 

JAMES. I think she works in the laundry. 

MARGARET. Were you doing the ’I'm just a shy, bashful common man' routine? 

JAMES. That's a very malicious description.  

MARGARET. It's what it looked like. 

JAMES. It always works. 

MARGARET. For a day or two, then the real you sort of shoulders its way out, doesn't it? 

JAMES. I had you in love with me for at least a year. 

MARGARET. Oh, I'm still in love with you, dearest. It's an affliction, like a club foot. I just drag it 

around after me and can)' on. 

JAMES. That's sweet. 

JOHN shouts through the room. 
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JOHN. As we are summoned by our King and by God, the Three Estates of Scotland are hereby called 

to service! 
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JAMES. And here we go. 

He kisses MARGARET swiftly and follows JOHN as all the men present process into and take their 

place in the Three Estates. 

The Great Hall, Stirling 

JAMES has put on formal robes and sat himself on a throne facing his parliament. A sense of a great 

crowd of men around him, individual voices will shout out of this. 

JOHN steps forward and starts to read out the agenda of the parliament. 

JOHN. May it please Your Majesty, your graces, my lords and all here present. His Majesty's 

Parliament will this day debate the following matters. 

One: The request of His Royal Majesty that taxes shall be raised to fund his pilgrimage to the holy site 

of Amiens. 

SANDY, the King's brother, is the first to mutter from the parliament. 

SANDY. Och, not this again... 

JOHN. Two: The pressing matter of renewed aggression by the English Navy on our merchant 

shipping disrupting our trade and causing great deprivation amongst the people of the country... 

SANDY shouts again. 

SANDY. They can have war if they like! Bloody pirates! 

Some assent. 

JOHN. Three: The matter of the promise made, at our last parliament, by His Royal Majesty when he 

vowed to us that he would, in future, be bound by the counsel and advice of 
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the Three Estates of Scotland. He also promised us that he would resume the operation of the crown 

courts and pay the crown officers that administer them. His failure to do so is creating violence and 

anarchy throughout the realm! Which forces us, my lords, your graces, forces us... 

There is growing uproar under this speech. JOHN is trying to shout over it... 

One LORD and COCHRANE are shouting in support of the King. SANDY, another LORD and a 

BISHOP are shouting against them. All these shouts cut over each other and are repeated (and 

embellished upon). 

COCHRANE- Where's your respect, eh? Where's your loyalty? You're bloody traitors, the lot of you! 

SANDY (trying to get his attention). James, James, James...Can you see what we're coming to here!? 

Can you not just put a stop to this? 

BISHOP. You made a promise before God, before God, King James! 

JOHN (shouting over the hubbub) … which forces us to bring the matter again before this parliament 

in the hope that it may finally be resolved … Quiet! QUIET! Let the King speak! 

Everyone falls silent, waiting on JAMES. He has remained unmoved throughout this. 

JAMES. That wasn't on the agenda I approved.  

JOHN. What? 

JAMES. That last bit, promises and that, I never said that was to go on the agenda. 

JOHN. It seems wise to your Privy Council... 
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JAMES. You're supposed to advise me what to put on the agenda, aren't you? Not stick things on there 

because you're all in love with the sound of your own voices... 

SANDY. You made a promise, James... 

JAMES (cutting over him). No. Not doing that. Take that one off and we'll talk about taxes. 
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LORD ONE. You tell them! 

JAMES. My pilgrimage, my holy pilgrimage, bishop, to the shrine at Amiens, for which I require sixty 

thousand pounds... 

SANDY (cutting over him). Aw, come on, James, no one's that holy... 

JAMES stares him down for a moment, then he gets up and exits. 

JOHN. Your Majesty...  

LORD. Where's he going? 

Uproar again, lines shouted over each other. 

COCHRANE. There's the answer you deserve. 

LORD ONE. He's not your dog, you know! Don’t you try keeping him on a lead! 

LORD TWO. You are breaking your covenant with the Estates!  

SANDY. Oh, get back here, you arse! 

In the sudden silence one LORD's shout rings out clear. 

LORD THREE. Sandy, what are you going to do about this? What are you going to do? Because I'm 

ready! 

A few cries of assent. SANDY is just shaking his head. Not engaging with this. 

JOHN. Quiet! Parliament is adjourned until this afternoon at the King's pleasure! 

A bell sounds. They all exit. 
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The Garden 

ROSS and JAMIE are play-fighting. PHEMY seems to be doing her nails. ANNABELLA seems to be 

sunbathing. MARGARET sits with a sleeping baby in her lap. JAMES collapses next to her, 

exaggerated exhaustion. 

JAMES. God, I loathe parliament.  

MARGARET. I like it. 

JAMES. You would. 

She looks down at her sleeping son. JAMES watches her. She looks up and sees him watching. She 

smiles. 

MARGARET. What?  

JAMES. Just... 

He doesn't know how to finish the sentence. 

MARGARET. What? 
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JAMES. You surprise me. You do.  

MARGARET. Yes? 

JAMES. Let's go inside. 

MARGARET. James, I've just got him off to sleep. 

JAMES. Leave him on the grass, he'll sleep fine on the grass. (Indicating ANNABELLA.) She'll watch 

him. (To ANNABELLA.) You'll watch him, won't you, Aunt Annabella? 

ANNABELLA looks up and stares at him but says nothing. 

JAMES pulls at MARGARET. Come on. 

MARGARET. Family time!  

JAMES. What? 

MARGARET. You promised me family time. We can find each other later. 
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JAMES. I might not want to later. Who knows? (As she reacts.) Oh, don't look like that! I'm being 

honest. I said I was being honest. You said you wanted me to be honest! 

MARGARET. And now I don't want you at all.  

JAMES. Yes, you do. 

MARGARET. Someone should say no to you, James. Someone should start. You'll thank them in the 

end. 

JAMES. Do you think? Doesn't seem likely. Leave the baby. Come on. It's a baby. It's not going to 

run off anywhere, is it? 

MARGARET. Jamie has a present for you. Jamie? 

JAMIE stops.fighting with ROSS, reluctant. 

JAMIE. I didn't bring it. 

MARGARET. Yes, you did. It's in your bag, go and find it to show your father. 

JAMIE exits. ROSS trails after him. 

JAMES. Did you know that the skin there, between your breasts, has tiny tiny hairs on it, like the 

bloom on a pink rose... 

MARGARET. I can't say I've ever studied it that closely.  

JAMES. Well, you should. When were we last together? 

MARGARET. Two months ago. Nice to know it was memorable. 

JAMES. Two months is an eternity. It's been so long I've forgotten. It'll be like the first time all over 

again. 

MARGARET. You're a bastard, James.  

JAMES. But you missed me. 

MARGARET. I don't even like you.  

JAMES. I don't care. 

He kisses her. 



 

7 

203 

JAMIE and ROSS are back. JAMIE is holding a piece of paper. MARGARET gently pushes JAMES off 

her, indicating the boys. 

MARGARET. Jamie's written a poem for you.  

JAMES (surprised). Has he? 

MARGARET. It's beautiful. (Coaxing JAMIE.) Show him, Jamie! Go on. 

Shyly JAMIE offers the poem to his father. JAMES looks at it. 

JAMES. You wrote this yourself?  

JAMIE. Yes. 

MARGARET. It took him weeks. 

JAMES (reading). This isn't for me. It's about your mother. (To MARGARET.) It's for you. 

MARGARET. Yes, but...You inspired him. 

JAMES. How do you make that out? 

MARGARET. You... But you love poetry. That's why he wrote a poem! To please you! You're always 

talking about the poets you love, the work you' re sponsoring... 

JAMES (interrupting). Aye, but I don't make an arse of myself writing the stuff, do I? And I tell you, 

if I did, I'd do better than this adolescent pap. (Showing her line.) Look at that! Look! Doesn't even 

scan. 

He throws the poem back at JAMIE. 

You leave poetry alone till your balls have dropped or till you can buy some decent lines. 

JAMIE picks up his poem and exits. 
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(To ROSS.) Well, what are you hanging about for? Have you got a sonnet you want to assault me with 

as well? 

ROSS. No. 

JAMES. No. Good boy. I like you. Go and find yourself something sticky and indigestible. 

JAMES gives ROSS a coin. ROSS takes it and exits. 

MARGARET is settling the baby by ANNABELLA and getting up. 

I'll see you upstairs in a minute. 

MARGARET. I'm not coming with you, James, I'm going after Jamie. You've upset him. 

JAMES. How can you make me wait after two months apart? Margaret, I need you. 

A pause. JAMES kisses MARGARET.  

Good, I'll see you up there. 

He exits. MARGARET looks at ANNABELLA and PHEMY.  

ANNABELLA. The wee man's safe with us. 

PHEMY. If it's the way you're feeling, it's the way you're feeling. 

MARGARET. I hate the way I'm feeling. I hate it.  
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ANNABELLA. Oh, I've been there. I have. 

MARGARET exits. 

PHEMY starts to sing. 

Robin sat on a good green hill  

His sheep all he could see  

Merry Makyne said him till’ 

Robin please pity me 

For I hae loved you loud and still  

These years two or three, 

I've loved in secret noo if you will  

Touch me or see me dee.' 
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ANNABELLA gathers up the sleeping baby and carries him off. PHEMY exits with ANNABELLA. 

MARGARET enters, she is a wee bit dishevelled and is very happy. She's surprised to see JOHN. 

MARGARET. Lord John, Did the King ask to see you? 

JOHN. I need a word. 

MARGARET. I don’t think he's expecting you. 

JOHN says nothing. 

Well, he'll be here shortly. Drink? 

JOHN. I'm no thirsty. 

MARGARET. That's alright. It's very good wine.  

JOHN. I'm fine. 

MARGARET is getting herself a drink. 

MARGARET. It sounds as if you had a rather turbulent session in parliament this morning. 

JOHN. That's one way of putting it.  

MARGARET. Word of advice?   Don't patronise him. I know he's annoying sometimes but it's because 

he cares. He gets passionate about his ideas, he's a remarkable man. Just give him that respect. Before 

you open your mouth and start scolding him. 

JOHN. He was behaving like an arse. 

A beat. 

MARGARET. Well. That was blunt. You' re quite right then, we shouldn't waste any of the King's 

wine on you. 

SANDY enters under this, MARGARET turns to him, delighted with the distraction. 

Sandy! 

He kisses her on the cheek. 
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SANDY. Look at you, you look fantastic! 

MARGARET. I don't, I was running so late today. James is on his way. 
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She pulls a face, indicating JOHN, drops her voice. (Quiet.) Do you know what he wants? 

SANDY (quiet). I can think of a few things.  

MARGARET. He's rude! 

SANDY. Aye, he's definitely that. 

JAMES enters with COCHRANE. RAMSAY trailing behind. COCHRANE is carrying a bottle. 

COCHRANE. It's the real thing, I'm telling you, from Graves. Here... 

COCHRANE pours for him. 

MARGARET. James? Your Majesty? Your Privy Counsellor is waiting. 

JAMES tastes the wine. 

JAMES. Man, that's good. 

COCHRANE. Listen, I can get you any amount. Whatever you want. 

JOHN moves closer to them. 

JOHN. Your Majesty... 

JAMES. Yes, yes, John, in a minute...  

COCHRANE (placating). Just give us a minute.   (To JAMES.) I think that's better than the 1474. 

JAMES. I think this might be a great wine. Do you think? You know what I mean by a great wine? 

One that evokes memory... 

COCHRANE. That's it! That's it! You close your eyes and you can see the weather on the day the 

grape was picked. You can smell the sun on the wet earth and feel the breeze. 
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JOHN. Your Majesty, we need to discuss the afternoon session of parliament... 

JAMES. Mother of Christ, I'll be with you in a moment! Just make a start will you! 

JOHN. So how do you want me to do that?  

JAMES. Do what? 

JOHN. Make a start on parliament business without the King's attention? 

MARGARET. Does this look like a Privy Council chamber? What were you thinking of anyway, 

bringing your business here? 

JAMES (to COCHRANE). Let me taste the first one again. 

MARGARET. Is anyone else allowed an opinion or is this a private wine tasting? 

COCHRANE. Sorry, Queen Margaret, here you go. 

He pours her some. 

JOHN. There are urgent matters that require... 

JAMES (cutting him off). This is urgent. This is urgent. My wine merchant has to send word to Leith 

today before the next high tide or this whole vintage might go south to the King of Spain. Do you want 

the King of Spain to get better wine than me, John? 

MARGARET. We all know what Lord John wants, don't we? We all know his opinions. He's so open 

with them. I think he wants to learn a bit of patience and a few manners. 



 

10 

JOHN exits. JAMES and COCHRANE are delighted, 

COCHRANE clinking his glass off MARGARET's.  

JAMES. This is why I got them to send me a Viking.  

MARGARET. This wine tastes muddy. 

COCHRANE (tasting). She's right, I'm definitely not liking the first one so much. 

JAMES. Earthy? I thought earthy. 
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MARGARET and COCHRANE speak together. 

MARGARET/COCHRANE. Muddy. 

JAMES. Let Ramsay have a taste, he's drooling on his boots there. 

COCHRANE fills RAMSAY's glass and SANDY’s. 

SANDY. Just tastes like red wine to me. I'll have a drop more though. 

COCHRANE. I think we can get them down to four for a barrel for the Graves vintage. 

JAMES. Ramsay, run down and tell them I'll buy the shipload... Off you go! Quick! 

RAMSAY exits as JAMIE enters. 

What's he doing here?  

JAMIE stops dead, mortified. 

MARGARET (rebuking him). James! 

She guides JAMIE over. 

Come on, sweetheart, it's alright. 

He needs to spend time with you, James. 

SANDY. And I need to see my nephew! My God, look at the size of you! 

He claps JAMIE in a hug. 

How're you doing, Jamie? 

JAMIE. Great, thanks. 

JAMIE is beaming, delighted to see his uncle. 

SANDY. Have you been practising?  

JAMIE. A bit. 

SANDY. Wait, I brought you something... hang on... 

SANDY produces a football. 

We can have a kick about later, see how you're getting on. 
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COCHRANE. Let's see? Oh, I can still do this, give it here. 

COCHRANE, SANDY and JAMIE start playing with the ball, moving it between them using hands and 

feet. 

RAMSAY is back on, breathless. 
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RAMSAY. I've done it. You'll have the wine by tonight. Do you need anything else, Your Majesty? 

JAMES. Probably, just wait, don't pester me. 

(Quiet, to MARGARET, indicating JAMIE.) I don't want him here. 

MARGARET. How can he understand the business of being a king if he never sees you with your 

court? This will all be his work one day. 

JAMES. Anticipating my death. Nice.  

MARGARET. I just meant... 

JAMES. Well, there' s not a lot of work going on, is there? Ball games. That's what we’ve got going 

on. 

RAMSAY. I could find the musicians.  

MARGARET. You could find the Privy Counsellors.  

JAMES. Oh, funny. 

(Calling.) Cochrane, Sandy! Stop that, my party, my games. Come over here. 

They do so. 

Make yourself comfortable, come on. You need to help me out. There's an awful lot of talking going 

on in that parliament of mine. 

SANDY. Well, whose fault's that?  

JAMES. Sorry? 

SANDY. Can I just ask you something? What the hell is so special about Amiens? That's the third 

time you've been banging away at us, trying to get money for that expedition. (Won't happen, by the 

way.) What's at Amiens? 
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JAMES. You've been. 

SANDY. Aye, that's why I'm asking! 

COCHRANE (as if it's obvious). The cathedral, man!  

SANDY. You want to go and look at the cathedral? What for?  

COCHRANE. Inspiration. 

JAMES. Cochrane and I are planning a cathedral for Scotland. 

SANDY. Sixty thousand pounds' worth of inspiration, eh? Great. 

JAMES. Anyway, I thought we could have our own debate.  

MARGARET. James, it's too hot for arguments. 

JAMES. Not argument. Debate. About love.  

SANDY. What? 

JAMES. You'll have heard of it, Sandy, I'm sure. What is the highest form of love? 

SANDY. We know that. We're taught that... 

JAMES. Leaving God out of it. Just this once. The highest form of earthly love: Is it the love required 

by duty? A child's love for its father, maybe. The love you can't help. Slicing through you like 
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lightning. 

RAMSAY (abrupt). Yes. 

The love that... 

When you can't help it. It takes you over. 

RAMSAY is instantly deeply embarrassed. 

JAMES. Well, Ramsay has voted. Cochrane? 

COCHRANE. I'm not playing your games, King James. I know your games. 

JAMES. Going to have to press you, Cochrane. 
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COCHRANE. I love my work. What can I tell you?  

JAMES. So, the King's service? Is that work? 

COCHRANE. Never that. 

MARGARET is getting up. 

JAMES. Margaret? Where are you going?  

MARGARET. I'm bored with this game.  

JAMES. You haven't played it yet. If you had to choose, Margaret. The love of a mother for a child or 

a woman for her lover, which is best? 

MARGARET. The one that doesn’t ask you to choose.  

JAMES. Oh! Good answer! Jamie? Same question. 

JAMIE. I…I don't understand the question. 

JAMES. And I thought we were buying you a decent education.  

Brother Sandy! 

SANDY. Yes? 

JAMES. Do we believe in brotherly love, Sandy? Brother Alexander? 

SANDY. Well, I hope we do!  

JAMES. So do I. So do I. Where are we putting it? Above the love for a father? 

SANDY. Ooooh … Same? 

JAMES. Alright. …. above the love for a child? 

SANDY. Eh …. same again, maybe a wee bit lower. 

JAMES. A man for his lover? 

SANDY. Oh, higher than that. For sure. 

JAMES. Higher than you'd put your love for any creature that gripped you under the sheets. You love 

me more than that? 

SANDY. You know I do! 
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JAMES. So have you betrayed many of your lovers?  
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SANDY. Eh? 

JAMES. Cheated them? Lied to them? Conspired to have them killed, maybe? 

SANDY. What... 

JAMES (driving over him). Because I've got a strong suspicion you might be plotting all that against 

me, Sandy. 

SANDY. No! 

JAMES. No? You speak against me in parliament. You've got a very cosy little gang there with all 

your neighbours. What else are you all talking about when you're not shouting me down? 

SANDY. What lies have you been listening to? 

JAMES. You know what? I don't even like you, Sandy, never did.  

COCHRANE. James... this isn't the time. 

SANDY (to COCHRANE). Oh, so this is your doing, is it? 

(To JAMES.) If you’ve let the likes of him fill your head with poison there's nothing more to say, is 

there? You think I'm a traitor. 

JAMES. I know you are, Sandy. And what's more, I bet I'll have the proof of it soon. 

SANDY. Well... once you get an idea in your head there's no shifting it, is there? I'll need to go... 

(To MARGARET.) Sorry, Margaret.  

MARGARET. No, Sandy, just wait... 

James! Come on! What has he done? 

JAMES. You think I don't know my own brother?  

SANDY. See you next time, Jamie. 

SANDY exits. JAMES shouts after him. 

JAMES. Traitor! 
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JAMIE. It's not true!  

MARGARET. Jamie! 

JAMIE. He's not a traitor! 

JAMES goes to hit him. MARGARET restrains JAMES, furious. 

MARGARET. Stop it! Don't you dare hit him! 

JAMES turns on her, terrifyingly angry. 

JAMES. Get your hands off me!! Everyone is shocked, JAMES is lost in himself, trying to hold it 

together, breathless with rage. 

COCHRANE (to MARGARET, gentle ). Leave him. It's alright. 

You just need to know how to handle him. 

JAMES is still really agitated, holding it in. COCHRANE goes to him, speaking quietly. 

That's enough, you've done enough, just let it cool down now. 

JAMES. Fuck off, Cochrane. 
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COCHRANE. So I will if you don't look me in the eye and remember yourself. Come on. You don't 

want to let this out. You want to keep yourself together. 

JAMES. I'm fine. 

COCHRANE. You're great. You said your piece. You've told him you know what he's up to. 

JAMIE. Don't kill him! You can't kill him!  

JAMES. Actually, you know I can. Being the King.  

MARGARET. Stop it, James! 

MARGARET has pulled JAMIE to her. 

JAMES. Choices, Margaret. It's all about choices. 

(To COCHRANE.) Let's go and see if there's any of the good stuff left up in our room, shall we? 

Ramsay, find the musicians. 
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JAMES and COCHRANE exit. 

A sound starts in the Three Estates, the stamping of many feet. It grows louder and louder. 

MARGARET. What's that? 

RAMSAY. The parliament. They want him to come to them. They're waiting for him. 

MARGARET. Tell them the King is busy. Tell them to be quiet! 

Tell them to go home! 

RAMSAY exits. MARGARET is comforting JAMIE. ROSS enters and stands watching. 

(To JAMIE.) He isn't angry with you, he’s angry with his parliament, you understand that, don't you? 

ROSS. Mum? 

MARGARET (ignoring ROSS). Jamie? 

ROSS. Mum? Jamie's taken my horse, it's not fair.  

MARGARET. Not now, Ross. Jamie, look at me... 

JAMIE pulls away and exits. 

ROSS. Mum? 

MARGARET. Oh, for God's sake, Ross! Will you never learn to see when you' re not wanted! 

ROSS runs off in the opposite direction to JAMIE. 
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The Queen's Room, Stirling Castle / The Tower Room, Night 

MARGARET is reading documents, sitting at a table strewn with paperwork. 

At the same time we see JAMIE sitting looking out at the night sky in a bare room. 

ANNABELLA enters, carrying a drink. She’s surprised to see him. 

ANNABELLA. What are you doing here? This is my place. 

JAMIE doesn't answer her. 

JAMIE. I just... 
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ANNABELLA. Have you been crying?  

JAMIE. No. 

ANNABELLA. No. You don't want to be doing that. It does you no good.  

JAMIE is starting to leave. 

JAMIE. I'm sorry. I didn't know it was your place. 

ANNABELLA. Oh, stay, stay if you like. It's no my place really, is it? Whole castle will be yours one 

day. 

JAMIE. I just wanted somewhere quiet. 

ANNABELLA. Me too. I should've known better. There's no place in Scotland you can get away from 

conversation. 

JAMIE. You could go up on top of the mountains. 

ANNABELLA. Aye, but with my luck I'd still hear someone talking at me. 

JAMIE. Who? 

She doesn’t answer, just taking a drink. 

God? 

ANNABELLA. Maybe. 

JAMIE. Ghosts? 
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ANNABELLA. More than likely. 

Are you hearing anything? 

JAMIE. No. Just you. 

ANNABELLA. Good. Let's just sit quiet then. 

They watch the sky. 

In MARGARET's space JAMES enters, in a hurry, restless. 

JAMES. I want a choir. 

MARGARET (absorbed in figures). Yes?  

JAMES. I want a choir to follow me everywhere.  

MARGARET. Doing what? 

JAMES. Well, the way I see it, but tell me what you think, there are elements of... discomfort, in almost 

every waking moment. Reminders of human frailty. Moments of... bestial vulgarity. I'd like to... 

cushion... every moment with something beautiful. With music. 

A pause. MARGARET writes. 

MARGARET. So are you going to take them with you when you have a shit? 

JAMES. What? 

MARGARET. Because that is a vulgar moment of human frailty, one of the most vulgar. 

JAMES. I see... fine, yes, alright... 

MARGARET (cutting him off). And I don't think they'll fit in there with you. You could get one 
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choirboy in with you maybe, but you know how people would talk... 

MARGARET writes. 
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JAMES. I thought we could have them behind a screen in our bedroom, dearest. To distract me during 

the most vulgar, the most unpleasant of my royal duties. 

MARGARET says nothing. JAMES registers her expression. 

Oh, that wasn’t funny, was it? What is it? Margaret? …  Margaret, come on, look at me. 

She does so. 

What? 

MARGARET. What do you think!? 

JAMES realises. 

JAMES. Oh! I was angry. 

MARGARET. Yes! 

JAMES. Did I frighten you?  

MARGARET. Do I look frightened?  

JAMES. What then? 

MARGARET. You disappointed me, James.  

JAMES. Oh, no no no no no. Never that. 

JAMES turns away, struggling with his feelings. 

JAMIE. Why does he hate me? 

ANNABELLA. It makes him angry to think about you sometimes. 

JAMIE. Why? 

ANNABELLA. Because you're the end of him. If you live.  

JAMIE. But I'd never harm him! 

ANNABELLA. No. But you're what's coming next. 

JAMES. I'll try and be more patient with the brat. I'll try. Alright? 
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MARGARET. Thank you. 

ANNABELLA. His mother loved him so dearly, you know, like her most precious treasure. It was 

cruelty. You shouldn't love a child like that unless you can promise to live for ever. I let all my children 

run away from me like water. But, here I am. Still alive. What a cruel joke life played on me there. 

Just stay away from him, Jamie. As far away as you can. 

JAMIE. But Mum's always wanting to be with him.  

ANNABELLA. I'll talk to her, alright? 

MARGARET. Do you ever think about your father?  

JAMES. Sometimes. 

He was... energetic. Always kicking something, throwing something... rushing around... 
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He loved football. Football and fighting. I think I was too slow for him... too... 

Well, you can only run so fast when your legs are just the length of a twig. 

He was... noisy... huge voice... huge laugh. That mark on his face. 

(Shows her.) Didn’t scare me. Kids get used to anything, don't they? 

My mother... my mother was my whole world... When I think of her face now... Christ, she was so 

young... 

She had me crowned on the battlefield. I didn't really understand that my father was dead. Then I 

thought... will I have to see him dead? 

Mum was shaking when she led me out. I could feel her hand vibrating. 

They were all kneeling in this mud and there were puddles... puddles of blood on the muddy ground. 

They did the coronation right where the fighting had been fiercest so... 

219 

I was looking at these pools of blood... I'd heard people saying that a gun had exploded and ripped him 

apart... 

I thought, is that my father’s blood? 

It might have been. It might have been, of course. 

Then they put this heavy metal crown on me and I was King. 

MARGARET (quiet). Poor little boy. 

He looks at her, reads the compassion on her face. 

JAMES. Ah, you do still love me, don’t you? 

MARGARET. You won't settle for less, will you? From anyone.  

JAMES. No. 

They kiss. After a moment MARGARET goes back to her work. 

ANNABELLA. What do you see? What can you see out there? 

She’s indicating the window. 

JAMIE. Just the dark. 

ANNABELLA. Me too. Why do we need to see more of that? Here, try this. 

She offers him her drink. 

JAMIE ( drinks ). What is it ? 

ANNABELLA. It's uisghe beatha, a wee bit of sweet wine and a rind of orange. Sometimes I drop a 

bramble in it. Come on, I'll show you how to make it. 

She leads him off. 

JAMES. Are you sure you're not a bit jealous?  

MARGARET. Of whom ? 

JAMES. The Countess of Atholl, perhaps? 

The Duke of Buccleuch? 

MARGARET. The Duke of Buccleuch ? Really? 



 

18 

JAMES. You' re surprised ? 
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MARGARET. I'd never have guessed. 

JAMES. He was surprised too. Astonished. Quite cross with himself. 

But there you have it. 

A very large, angry moth... and a very, very bright flame. Poor Buccleuch. 

MARGARET. Yes indeed. 

Poor Buccleuch. 

JAMES. It's Cochrane, isn't it? 

MARGARET gives him her full attention again. 

MARGARET. No. 

JAMES. Isn't it? 

MARGARET (wanting to mean it ). Cochrane is a brilliant man. You understand the same things. You 

describe the buildings you want and he can make that stone dream real. There's no one else you can 

talk to like that. He's a good man. 

JAMES. Yes. I think so. 

And he gets it, doesn't he? The value of the things that matter... those skinflints in the Estates... sitting 

on my taxes... 

We may have to sell something. 

MARGARET. Why? 

JAMES. To pay for my choir.  

MARGARET. No. 

JAMES. What do you mean, no?  

MARGARET. We can't afford it. 

JAMES. I think you've forgotten who you're speaking to.  

MARGARET. I asked to see the treasury papers. 

JAMES. Why? 
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MARGARET.  Because someone has to start helping you! 

(The papers.) Have you looked at these? 

JAMES. God, no. 

MARGARET. There is no money, James.  

JAMES. A choir, Margaret, a few singers.  

MARGARET. How many? 

J AMES. A small choir.  

MARGARET. How many? 
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JAM ES. Only forty or so...  

MARGARET. No. 

JAMES. Are you telling me, are you presuming to tell me, I can’t afford music? Scotland can’t afford 

music? 

MARGARET. James, you can’t afford to annoy people like this any more. 

JAMES. People? 

MARGARET. Everyone! The entire nation!  

JAMES. They're my subjects. 

It doesn't matter how much I annoy them, does it? What are they going to do? Stop me being King? 

MARGARET. I imagine it's being discussed! 

They look at each other for a moment. 

I just... 

I worry for you. That's all. 

I worry. 

JAMES. Oh, don't do that, never do that.  

MARGARET. But... 

JAMES (cutting her off). Is that new? 
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MARGARET. What?  

JAMES. That... 

(Waves his hand.) What do you want to call it? Scarf? That on your shoulders. 

MARGARET (looking). Oh. Yes, yes, it is.  

JAMES. Can I see? 

She pulls the cloth free and hands it to him. JAMES is staggered at the beauty of the colour. It's red. 

Oh! 

MARGARET. I know.  

JAMES. Oh! 

MARGARET (laughing). I know! 

JAMES. HOW!? 

MARGARET. It's just madderwort.  

JAMES. It's not! 

MARGARET. It is. I found a little man who does something different with the root. 

JAMES. What? 

MARGARET. He won't tell me, he won't tell anyone. It's his living after all. 

JAMES. Bring him here and torture him till he tells you.  

MARGARET. No! 
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JAMES. Look at that. Look at that, that's red.  

MARGARET. That's red. 

JAMES. That's blood and wine and dying suns. 

MARGARET has pulled more cloth out. 

MARGARET. Look at his yellow.  

JAMES. Oh! 

MARGARET. I know! 
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JAMES. That is yellow. 

MARGARET. Summer broom in flower. Gorse buds.  

JAMES. I want it. I want both of them. 

MARGARET. I've bought all his stock. There'll be no more till next year. 

(Showing him.) He has this blue.  

JAMES ( grudging ). That's a blue.  

MARGARET. Yes. 

JAMES. It’s not a bad blue. I've seen much worse.  

MARGARET. It's a good blue. 

JAMES. But it's just a blue. I need the red.  

MARGARET. Well, it's mine. 

JAMES. You can give me the yellow.  

MARGARET. I'm not giving you any of it, James. 

JAMES. Half the yellow then and one length of the red. 

MARGARET. You can't have it.  

JAMES. No, you have to give it to me. 

MARGARET. Alright, alright but no choir. 

JAMES hesitates for a long moment. 

JAMES. Alright. No choir. 

He kisses her again. It gets more passionate. MARGARET breaks away. 

Tomorrow night, then. 

She hesitates, then she smiles. 

MARGARET. Tomorrow night. 
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The Queen's Room, the Next Night 

PHEMY and ANNABELLA are helping MARGARET get the room ready for a romantic night. 

MARGARET. I want you to stay a while tonight.  
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PHEMY. Eh? 

MARGARET. To eat with us. You're my dearest friends. The King always shares my company with 

his friends, I want to share mine. 

PHEMY and ANNABELLA look at each other. 

PHEMY. Well...  

MARGARET. What? 

PHEMY. If it's what you want...  

ANNABELLA. No. 

MARGARET. Annabella... 

ANNABELLA. No, I'm not doing that.  

MARGARET. But why not? 

PHEMY. You know I doubt he’ d even want us here.  

MARGARET. Yes, he would. 

You’re his aunt, Annabella! You barely see him. 

ANNABELLA. And what does that tell you?  

MARGARET. Oh, not you as well! 

She busies herself, angry with them. 

You know none of you ever consider how difficult it is for him. How lonely he must be. 

PHEMY. Oh, Margaret, don't!  

MARGARET. Don't what? 

PHEMY. Just... you always see things his way... that's not the way we see it. 

A beat. 
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MARGARET. Really? So how do you see it?  

PHEMY. Oh, don't make me tell you. We'll fall out.  

MARGARET. I want you to tell me. 

PHEMY. No, I love you, we're not going to do this.  

MARGARET. Annabella. Tell me. How do you see it?  

ANNABELLA. You need to break with him. He's dangerous.  

MARGARET. Dangerous? 

ANNABELLA. I've been meaning to say this to you for a while now. It's time. You need to cut him 

off. 

MARGARET. I won't cut him off! I love him! 

PHEMY. I loved him too! I did. You' re not crazy. He pulls it out of you. 

MARGARET. I see him clear. I do. 

ANNABELLA. Lassie, he's turned you inside out and made a glove out of you. For years. 
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A beat. 

MARGARET. Well …I suppose you won't be sharing supper with us, Princess Annabella. Don't let 

me hold you back. 

ANNABELLA (to PHEMY). I'll see you later. 

ANNABELLA exits.  

PHEMY. My cousin died.  

MARGARET. I'm sorry. 

PHEMY. The harvest failed and now meal's four shillings a bag and who's got that? Folk are starving. 

I can't eat dinner with him, Margaret. I can't. 

MARGARET. The King can't stop the crops failing. 

PHEMY. But he could do more, could he not? He could do something. 

MARGARET. This is what I mean. No. How can he? He's a king but he's just a man. Everyone wants 

him to make the 
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world perfect just because he looks as if he ought to be able to do it. 

Think how lonely that is for him, Phemy. I'm the mother of his children. 

I connect him to the world. 

I'd never turn away from him. 

I'm the only one who can reach him. 

A beat. 

PHEMY. Aye... mebbe. 

I'll tell them to send the dinner up when he comes. 

JAMES enters. JAMES and MARGARET start to make love. 

It's the next morning. RAMSAY and SERVANTS enter dragging baggage. 

MARGARET gets out of bed and looks out the window. 

JAMES. What are you looking at?  

MARGARET. Ramsay, with your bags. 

JAMES. Yes. I thought I was staying longer but... I need a change of air, a different view. 

MARGARET. Well... maybe we could travel with you.  

JAMES. Maybe. 

No. 

Wait until I call the next parliament. I'll have to come back then. 

You can come to that with me. You might like it. 

He kisses her and exits. 

MARGARET sits for a while, looking out the window as 

PHEMY sings again. 
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Robene, you must have heard them say  

In songs and stories old, 

The man that would not when he may  

Shall have not when he would. 

God help the soul that falls for you,  

I'd warn her if l could 

The first poor lass that goes with you 

In field or bank or wood. 

MARGARET exits during the song. 

PHEMY finishes her song and exits. 

The Great Hall, Stirling, Three Months Later 

JAMES processes in with MARGARET as the Estates assemble. 

JOHN. As we are summoned by our King and by our God, the Three Estates of Scotland are hereby 

called to service. 

A small CHOIR hurries in and groups itself behind JAMES. JOHN walks forward. He raises a 

ceremonial staff. 

May it please Your Majesty, your graces, my... 

He is cut off by the CHOIR bursting into song. The song builds to a dramatic pause/climax. JOHN 

raises his ceremonial staff to speak again, JAMES shakes his head, stopping him. 

The CHOIR sing something like - 

The King, The King, His Majesty,  

His Majesty Praise him, Praise him 

Fal-la-la la la-la  

Fal-la-la la la-la  

Fal-la-la la la-la  

Fal-la-la la la-la. 
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The CHOIR finishes on a crescendo, enthusiastically conducted by JAMES. 

SANDY. Oh, fuck this! 

SANDY exits,followed by the whole parliament. Over this, 

JOHN finally speaks. 

JOHN. Well, as parliament is dissolved, Your Majesty. The council needs to meet today. I will find 

you later. 

JOHN exits. MARGARET goes to JAMES. 

MARGARET. A cathedral is larger than any of us. A cathedral is the closest thing a mortal creature 

gets to seeing immortality. A cathedral is a great beast we build of stone that carries us inside it like a 

whale, swimming through the centuries towards the throne of heaven. 

JAMES. That's beautiful. 

MARGARET. That's how you explained it to me. So why aren't you explaining it like that to them? 

You idiot, James! You idiot! 
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These are the men you need if you ever want to raise an army! They're your only defence against 

invasion! 

JAMES. Oh, Christ in a bread basket, here we go again. Let England invade! I'll be delighted to 

surrender. Save a lot of time and money and all that wasted effort bouncing around waving our fists 

and kidding on we're not just a wee boy without a catapult facing up to a bear. 

Let England eat us and get it over with! What's the point! What's the point? Today, tomorrow, a 

hundred years from now? They'll do it one day, won't they? They’ re bigger than us! They've got more 

money! Face the reality, dearest! 

They're having us! Let's get it over with and get on with something that makes sense of our imminent 

plummet into an open grave! Like a wee madrigal, maybe. Can you sing one, darling? Can you do 

anything that's fundamentally useful? No. All you can do is tell me what I can't have. 

By the bleeding arse of the saviour, I wish I'd done the deal with a nice English princess. Then maybe 

all this carry-on 
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would be by and I'd have some peace to live to actually live a life that makes sense of God's creation. 

But what do I get? A fucking Norse coin counter. 

Oh... oh... and … sorry, I was forgetting your wedding gift 

to me, wasn't I? … and Orkney and fucking Shetland! 

MARGARET. You won't change, will you? Not in the face of threats, not in the face of reason… You 

just won't change. 

JAMES thinks about it. 

JAMES (pleased). That's true. Thank you.  

MARGARET. That's very, very dangerous, James. 

He exits. MARGARET moves into - 

The Queen's Room, Stirling 

MARGARET enters. ANNABELLA and PHEMY are playing cards. She is in a state. They can see she 

is. 

ANNABELLA. Good day in parliament?  

MARGARET. Don't start! Just... 

I want the room. 

ANNABELLA. We're in the middle of a hand.  

MARGARET. This is my room. I want the space.  

ANNABELLA. We'll be finished in a moment.  

PHEMY. Princess Annabella... 

ANNABELLA. I'm not sitting squashed in that wee room through there twiddling my thumbs. And 

it's raining outside. 

MARGARET. Will you give me some peace! 

JOHN enters with a GUARD.  

JOHN. Is he here? 
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MARGARET (last straw ). Oh God. 

ANNABELLA. And what do you think you're doing?  

JOHN. I need to speak to the King. 

ANNABELLA. You weren’t invited here! Get out!  

MARGARET. It's alright, Annabella. 

JOHN. I've the authority of parliament... 

MARGARET. Really? I don't believe you've ever mentioned that before. 

JOHN. I have the authority of parliament and I'm looking for the King. 

He nods at the GUARD who tries to move through to look in the adjoining room. PHEMY blocks him. 

MARGARET. And you think you'll find him in our bedroom?  

JOHN. Why? Whose bedroom should I be looking in? Archie. 

The GUARD tries to move forward again. 

ANNABELLA. Get him, Phemy! 

PHEMY pounces, she's got the man by the balls and the ear lobe. She shakes him, he screams. 

GUARD. Get her off me!  

JOHN. That's a crown officer.  

GUARD. Get her off me! 

MARGARET. Phemy, drop him! 

JOHN. She just assaulted a crown officer. 

ANNABELLA. He just trespassed on his Queen's privacy!  

JOHN. We have a duty to find the King. 

MARGARET. How does that work if the King doesn't want to be found? 

JOHN. The King swore an oath to be loyal to his parliament... 
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MARGARET. If you say the word parliament one more time I will let Phemy do whatever she likes. 

I'll help. 

The GUARD that PHEMY has captive screams again. 

Phemy, seriously, drop him. (A groan from the imprisoned GUARD.) Phemy!! 

PHEMY drops the GUARD. 

PHEMY. Thing is, Margaret, he'll go for me now, soon as his eyes stop watering. You canny let go of 

their balls once you've got them. That could get you killed. 

The GUARD is struggling to straighten up and breathe. 

GUARD. Oh, you're getting killed, sweetheart. You're right there. 

MARGARET and JOHN are squared up to each other. 

MARGARET. If you want a private conversation with me, Lord John, I will be happy to talk to you. 
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JOHN. Wait outside, Archie.  

GUARD. Aye but... 

JOHN (cutting him off). Wait outside. 

The GUARD exits. 

MARGARET. Princess Annabella, we need the room. 

ANNABELLA. Of course you do, Queen Margaret. Of course you do. I'm truly sorry to be in your 

way. 

ANNABELLA and PHEMY move to exit. 

But we'll just be next door. I'm sorry, Margaret. 

MARGARET. It's alright. 

They exit. 

JOHN. If you know where he is, if there's even a chance of getting him back to talk to his parliament 

today, he has to do 
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it. They're leaving. It'll be three months before we can assemble again. 

MARGARET. I don't know where he is. JOHN. Christ, what a mess. 

MARGARET. We have audited the treasury papers and the King has signed the urgent matters of 

foreign correspondence. 

She looks out papers and hands them to him. 

You had no business disturbing us like this. You've no right. 

No one cares about the business of parliament. As long as the rich men keep their land and their money. 

That's all any of you really worry about, isn't it? 

You don't even show up unless you think he's going to ask for taxes. 

JOHN. I've attended every parliament since I became entitled. 

MARGARET. Then you must be seriously starved of other distractions. 

JOHN. Make or change the law and you change the lives of every human soul in the country. That's 

what I see happening. 

MARGARET. And who cares? Most people don't care about the law. They want someone else to make 

it for them and then they never think about it unless they need something to complain about apart from 

the weather. 

JOHN. Oh, is that what you think of us? 

(Pointing at the page.) That's wrong. 

MARGARET. No.  

JOHN. Yes. 

MARGARET. No. 

You need to add the figures in from this column here, see? 

(Points.) And that's the total there. 
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JOHN. The King never even looked at these, did he? This is your work. It has to be. 
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MARGARET. Yes. I'm helping the King. 

JOHN. You're happy with that, are you? Doing his work while he What is he up to anyway? 

MARGARET. Oh, I'm sure whatever you're imagining will be far more entertaining than the truth. 

JOHN reads another page. 

JOHN. Well, never mind. As long as he's got someone sorting out his laundry, eh? 

MARGARET. What? 

JOHN. Oh, I think you know what I'm talking about. 

(Looking round him.) Have you got anything to drink in here? 

ANNABELLA enters moving fast. She glares at him. She gathers up a bottle and gives him another 

glare as she exits. 

Water's fine. 

As MARGARET still doesn't respond. 

Or not. I'm fine. 

MARGARET. Have you any other business here?  

JOHN. Why do you defend him? Why do you help him? 

MARGARET. Why don't you? You're a God-fearing man, aren't you? You’ve kneeled in the church 

and sworn to protect your King, haven't you? What's your word worth? What's your promise worth, 

my lord? 

JOHN. You tell me. Looks like you're the one juggling all the figures. 

MARGARET. I just help where I'm needed. 

And there's not much money here to count. So it's easy.  

JOHN. Maybe you could sell a necklace or two. Help us out. 

MARGARET touches her throat defensively. 

Not that one. That one suits you too well. 

A beat. 

What does he say about me? 
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MARGARET. Who? 

JOHN. The King. 

MARGARET. He says you’ve got no sense of humour.  

JOHN. He's wrong about that. 

MARGARET. So tell me a joke. 

JOHN. James Stewart is King of Scotland.  

MARGARET. That's not funny. 
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JOHN. No, it's not. 

What else does he say? 

MARGARET. Why would I tell you what my husband says? 

JOHN. Is he your husband? We're none of us very sure about that. 

A beat. 

This whole nation is like a house a few of us are trying to hold together with our bare hands. The 

weather's getting in... the door can't hold its lock... and there’s a stormy night coming. 

MARGARET. Yes. 

JOHN. If he's going to have favourites he needs to pick them better and give them less. It's like he's 

making a game of us all. Dancing about with some laundry maid in public when he won’t even come 

out to talk to his councillors. Do you know what I mean? 

MARGARET. Yes. 

JOHN. Can't you do anything about it?  

MARGARET. I'm trying. 

JOHN. Well... I suppose that's something. 

He gets ready to leave. 

You look better here, in your own room. 

MARGARET. Better than what? 
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JOHN. You look good. You look like a queen. 

You look like a bonny flower, a Marguerite, turning up to find the sun. 

A beat. 

MARGARET. Why would you say that?  

JOHN. Because it's true. 

You should always tell folk what your eyes see, it's important. See, I can't do jokes but I can do 

compliments. 

JOHN exits. After a moment, MARGARET follows. 

The Garden, Early Morning 

A riot of roses. JAMES stands alone in the garden, looking at the roses in the early light. 

His CHOIR begin to sing a capella, a haunting and beautiful song. 

JAMES looks at the singers, looks at the roses and the dawn. JAMES is moving and we realise he is 

directing the singers, conducting them, the song swells, JAMES moves amongst them, lost in the music 

as it builds and builds... 

SANDY enters. 

The music builds, it seems to stop. 

SANDY. What do you think… ? 

Another burst from the CHOIR. It stops. 
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Have you … ? 

JAMES holds up a hand, stopping him. Another drawn-out note from the CHOIR. 

They all wait. 
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Are you done? 

Another note. The song finishes. JAMES sighs deeply in satisfaction. Silence. 

JAMES (patient). Look at the roses, look at the sky, let the memory of the music settle... 

SANDY waits. 

SANDY. Are you done now?  

JAMES. Do you see those roses?  

SANDY. Aye. 

JAMES. Sandy, these were planted by our grandfather. James the First of Scotland planted them to 

delight his Queen. But he'll never have seen this. He planned it. He'll have looked at the little twigs he 

nurtured, he'll have looked at the few brave buds and imagined what we're seeing here, but he knew 

he'd die before those little rose trees ever grew into this garden. He planned it for us. For you and me 

and all the Scots coming after. Do you know what that is, Sandy? 

SANDY. No. 

JAMES. That's the generosity of a king. 

Do you see? 

SANDY. Have you been here all night?  

JAMES. Yes. But do you understand? 

SANDY. No one could find you, man, it was bloody chaos.  

JAMES. Sandy, do you understand what I'm saying? 

SANDY. Aye! Yes, it's a bonny garden. 

A beat. 

JAMES. There is no point in explaining. 

None. 

And I knew that. I knew that. 

Why did I even let that idea in my head? 
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SANDY. Is this why you sent for me?  

JAMES. What? 

Aye, you can go, forget about it. 

SANDY. I thought you were ready to make a deal.  

JAMES. A deal? 

SANDY. Aye. 

JAMES. A deal? With you?  
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SANDY. Aye. 

JAMES. Why would I do that? 

SANDY. Well. … you'll have to get yourself some support somewhere, sooner or later. 

JAMES. Right. 

SANDY. You want the truth, James? I've been holding them back. 

JAMES. Oh that's good of you. 

SANDY. There's some of them ready to kill you today.  

JAMES. Really? Do I have time to get some breakfast first? 

SANDY. But if they see I'm standing by you, if they see we're in this together... 

JAMES. Together? 

SANDY. Sharing the throne. 

JAMES. Oh, wouldn't that be cosy? The two brothers cuddled up together on one seat? 

No. 

Go away, Sandy, I'm done talking to you.  

JAMES tries to move off, SANDY stops him. 

SANDY. I can't hold them back much longer.  

JAMES. Why are you still talking to me? 

SANDY. What do I get out of loyalty to you, James? Why should I hold them back ? 
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JAMES. Because the alternative is treason. 

SANDY. So arrest me, brother. Call all your loyal friends to defend you. 

JAMES turns on him like lightning. Swiftly and efficiently he lays SANDY out. 

He holds SANDY pinned. 

JAMES. Wereny expecting that were you, little monster? 

No, no bugger ever does. Funny that. 

(Turns to the CHOIR.) Come on! Come on! A song of triumph and manly vigour. Quick now! 

The CHOIR exchange panicked looks then launch into something suitable. 

Treason! Treason! There's a king killer here! Treason!  

JOHN, the GUARD, MARGARET, JAMIE, COCHRANE, ANNABELLA, PHEMY, ROSS and LORDS 

from the Three Estates enter from different directions. They stop, taking in the scene, JAMES still 

holding SANDY. No one knows how to react. The CHOIR finish on a crescendo. 

(To the CHOIR.) Lovely. Thank you. 

(To JOHN, MARGARET and the rest.) So, my brother, Alexander, Duke of Albany, has admitted, in 

front of these witnesses... 

(Indicates the CHOIR.)... that he's been plotting against me. CHOIR murmurs. 

Well, Lord John, what does my Privy Council want? Are you going to arrest him or shall we just skip 

straight on to regicide and civil war? 
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JOHN hesitates for a moment, then he nods at the GUARD. The GUARD takes SANDY from JAMES 

and holds him. JAMES speaks close to SANDY's face. 

I will have your lands. I will have your titles and you will run, run, little brother, out of Scotland and 

never come back. Because if you do come back I am going to tear your 
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own entrails out your soft traitor's stomach and watch you eat them! 

JAMIE. No! No, just let him explain, let him... 

SANDY. Don't do this 

JAMES. And there it is. There it is. More treason.  

JAMIE. No, it's not treason... 

MARGARET. Jamie, be quiet! 

JAMES (to JOHN). Take my brother away. 

The GUARD exits with SANDY. 

MARGARET. James … he loves his uncle. We all did, you can't expect... 

JAMES (cutting her off, to JAMIE). Well, you're never getting this crown, laddie, you can forget about 

that idea. Do you all hear me? I put this son aside. 

MARGARET. Jamie is your heir. You can't change the law of God! 

JAMES. How do I know he's mine? 

I think you always fancied brother Sandy. In fact I'm sure of it. 

COCHRANE. James, come on now... 

JAMES. Shut the fuck up, Cochrane. 

JAMES turns back on MARGARET. 

(Indicating JAMIE.) I don't like him any more. At all. I like the other one. 

MARGARET. What ’other one'? 

JAMES (points at ROSS). Him. He should be King.  

MARGARET. He can't be! 

JAMIE ( upset, sincere ). I'm sorry, I'm sorry, Dad... 

You' re my father, I'll obey you. I'll try and be the son you want. 

JAMES studies him, considering a moment. 
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JAMES. No... no... no... you see I'm not buying it. I'm not. He's sleekit, this one. Tricksy. Like brother 

Sandy. I like the other one. 

(Points at ROSS.) And he's far nicer to look at. I like his face. 

MARGARET. But you can't just... 

JAMES (cuts her off). I'm supposed to be able to make the rules. 

Amn't I? Or what's the point? What's the point, Margaret? 

MARGARET. You simply can't do this. You can't disinherit your own heir. 
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JAMES (interrupts ). If you can think a thing you can do it. Try it. Go on, try it. 

You’re scared to try it. That's why I'm hated. 

Because I can imagine a larger world. 

It's why all the saints were persecuted when you think about it. 

MARGARET. If you do this. If you really try and do this, I will cut you off, Jamie and Ross and baby 

John will live with me and you can... 

JAMES. Not Ross. Ross wants to come with me. Don't you, Ross? 

ROSS (quiet). Yes. 

MARGARET. Ross... I know you love your father but you'll still see him and... 

ROSS. You love Jamie over me. 

MARGARET. No. No, I don't love any of you over the others. 

Whatever your father has told you.. 

JAMES (cuts her off). I didn't have to tell him anything. 

Everyone can see it. 

MARGARET. Jamie is the eldest. He has more responsibilities. 

He might sometimes get more of my attention but... 

ROSS. You gave him my horse. 
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MARGARET. That was … The horse was too big for you, Ross. 

ROSS. It was my horse. 

JAMES. And I'll give you a new horse. A bigger horse.  

MARGARET. James. Stop this. 

ROSS. I want to live with Dad.  

MARGARET. Then... 

(Falters.) Then we'll talk about that. We can... 

(Angry to JAMES.) I will never forgive you for this, James, and I am moving into my own household! 

JAMES. Fine. On you go. Hope you're paying for that yourself. 

Know why I'm skint, everyone? Know why the Scottish crown is skint? Her dad never coughed up 

what he owed for her dowry. 

You think we're poor.? This one was brought up in a fishbox. King of Norway and Denmark? He's 

living in a sand castle on an icy beach. 

MARGARET. But we were always rich in courtesy, even if I couldn’t pass that gift on, dearest. I've 

tried. 

JAMES. You've been very trying, madam. No doubt about it.  

MARGARET. And my dowry was paid in full. 

JAMES. Oh, aye, aye … what did we get? What did we get for you? Orkney and Shetland. Fantastic! 

Just what I always wanted! 
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MARGARET. You always bring that up! You always bring that up! Shetland is jewel of an island and 

if you can’t shift your lazy arse up north to see that for yourself, don't... 

JAMES (interrupts ). Oh, aye, right right, next time I want to watch bloody Danish cast-offs shagging 

their livestock and knitting socks out of herring I'll be straight up there! 

MARGARET goes to ROSS. She kisses him. 

MARGARET. It will be alright in the end, sweetheart, I promise, I promise, don't worry. 
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She turns on JAMES, cold now. 

Jamie, baby John and I will live in Stirling. You can have Edinburgh. 

JAMES. Stirling's got better ceilings.  

MARGARET. Edinburgh is your bloody capital! 

JAMES thinks. 

JAMES. Yes, but the rooms are cosier here... but then the company is better in Edinburgh... alright 

you can have Stirling but I get the tapestries. 

MARGARET. I hope they fall on you and suffocate you! 

JAMES. Nothing could be as suffocating as your presence, my angel. 

MARGARET. You can visit. Twice a year. When we do the accounts. 

JAMES. If I choose to visit.  

MARGARET. Naturally. 

JAMES. Fine then.  

MARGARET. Good. 

MARGARET exits in one direction, JAMES in the other. Everyone else just stands stunned, looking at 

each other. ROSS moves first, hurrying after his father, then JAMIE follows MARGARET. 

One by one the characters exit after either MARGARET or 

JAMES till only ANNABELLA and PHEMY are left. 

ANNABELLA. Smell those roses. 

It's a bonny day, a bonny, bonny day, let's make the most of this sun, Phemy, I doubt it'll soon be gone 

for good. 

PHEMY exits after MARGARET as ANNABELLA settles herself and turns her face up to the sun. 

End of Act One. 
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ACT TWO 

The Queen's Room, Stirling 

There is a big bathtub sitting on its own in the middle of the floor. 

PHEMY enters with a bucket of hot water, she is staggering, exhausted. 

ANNABELLA enters with a tent of cloth, she begins to fix it up on hooks round the bath. ANNABELLA 

is still in her nightdress. She looks at PHEMY. 

ANNABELLA. You never caried that up here yourself! 

PHEMY nods, too exhausted to speak. 

Well, what's that boy doing!? Get him up here! 

ANNABELLA heaves the bucket up and empties it into the tub. She hands it back to PHEMY, PHEMY 

trails out again. MARGARET enters half-dressed. She's tying her hair up or getting ready to get 

dressed, getting ready for the day. ANNABELLA sticks her hand in the water. 

One more should do it. 

MARGARET. You go ahead. I already had a washdown with the first bucket. 

ANNABELLA. Oh, Margaret, you never take the time for a soak these days. 

MARGARET. I want to get on. The King has sent me messages from the papal ambassador. I need to 

think how to advise him. 

ANNABELLA. You should advise him that if he's not going to treat you like a decent wife he should 

pay you a wage. 

MARGARET. I like being busy. 
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ANNABELLA is hidden behind the curtain as she gets in the bath. 

ANNABELLA. A wash in a bucket's likely better for your soul. Do you know, when I was in France 

when I was a girl, they didn't believe we washed in Scotland. 

ANNABELLA vanishes behind the bath curtain again. PHEMY labours in again with a young boy, 

TAM, helping her carry the bucket. 

MARGARET. Oh, the Princess Annabella's already got in. 

ANNABELLA (behind the curtain). Well, she can pour it in on top of me, can't she? 

MARGARET. She's got the boy with her.  

ANNABELLA. Which boy? 

MARGARET. Wee Tam. 

ANNABELLA. I'm sure he's seen a pair of tits. You've seen a pair of tits, haven't you, Tam? 

TAM is too mortified to answer. 

Well, if he's not it's about time he did. Come on, wee Tam. I'll no bite you. 

MARGARET. Don't let her tease you, Tam. 

ANNABELLA. It's alright, wee Tam, your next pair will be bonnier than these... 
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It's all uphill from here. 

TAM and PHEMY have gone into the bath tent. 

Open your eyes, Tam! I won't blind you! 

PHEMY. Watch! Watch, you're pouring it all over the floor! ANNABELLA. He won't look at me, 

Margaret! 

MARGARET. Leave the boy alone! 

PHEMY. Tam, you'll never get a decent shag if you're that feart of a woman's fanny! Come here. 
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Splashing and then TAM runs out the tent and straight for the exit. ANNABELLA and PHEMY are 

laughing. 

MARGARET is shaking her head. 

MARGARET. You're cruel. Cruel. 

PHEMY comes out of the bath tent. 

PHEMY (scorn). He spilt half the water on the floor! I'll get a mop. 

She exits. 

ANNABELLA sticks her head out of the tent so she can talk to MARGARET. 

ANNABELLA. I'm so pale. Too long inside. Am I pale?  

MARGARET. You look like a tree. 

ANNABELLA (surprised). What? 

MARGARET. A bonny tree. A bonny birch tree with silver bark. ANNABELLA. Well... thank you 

… I think. 

MARGARET. It's what I see. People should say what their eyes see, it's important. I love starting the 

day like this, with clean water and good conversation. I love it. Do you want flowers in there? 

ANNABELLA. Rose petals? MARGARET is looking. 

MARGARET. We're out, you could have the pine and birch … I love the smell of that on me... 

ANNABELLA. On you go. As long as I smell sweet. 

She ducks back in the tent. PHEMY comes back in. 

PHEMY. Lord John's come to see you, Margaret. He won't wait.  

ANNABELLA. Well, he'll need to. 

JOHN enters as she's speaking. 
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JOHN. Well, he can't. 

A shocked silence. ANNABELLA speaks from the bath tent. 

ANNABELLA. Is he out there? Is he standing out there?  

JOHN. Morning, Princess Annabella. 

ANNABELLA. Mother of God. 

She sticks her head out the tent to look. 
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MARGARET. Lord John, we're not receiving visitors.  

JOHN. I won't be in anyone's way. You just carry on.  

ANNABELLA. We might alarm you. 

JOHN. Princess Annabella, you could never do anything but delight me. 

ANNABELLA (to MARGARET). Great shoulders and a smooth, smooth liar... you know where we 

are, just shout. Phemy! Come and get me dry. 

ANNABELLA ducks back into the bath tent. PHEMY hurries in beside her. 

MARGARET. The King's not here. He won't arrive until...  

JOHN (cutting her off). Tomorrow. I know. I came ahead of him.  

MARGARET. You... Why? 

JOHN. Cut out the wee man. 

MARGARET. What? 

JOHN. I give him the papers, he gives you the papers, you do all the work and give them back to him, 

then he gives them back to me. That's how it works, eh? 

MARGARET....I suppose... Yes. 

JOHN. So let's save time. I reckon you and me can sort things out together. Quicker. Better. What do 

you say? We can do that, can't we? You and me. 

She says nothing. 

247 

I'll see you in the hall when you're done here. 

He moves to exit. 

You smell wonderful, ladies, you really do. 

A pause, MARGARET is still stunned. PHEMY and ANNABELLA come out of the tent, ANNABELLA 

wrapped in towels. 

ANNABELLA. No one would judge you. No one could. No one.  

MARGARET. I'm not going to ! (Breaks off again.) 

ANNABELLA. You're not going to go and work through all the treasury documents with him? 

MARGARET. No, I am ! 

I will do that. 

Why shouldn't I do that? 

ANNABELLA. o reason at all. 

PHEMY. It'd be stupid not to. He's come all this way.  

MARGARET. I have to... I have to look… What dress should I wear?  

PHEMY. The red. For sure. 

MARGARET. No, no! I have to look formal! I have to look... 

I need my jewels. 

She hurries off. PHEMY is calling off. 
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PHEMY. Tam! Come and get this water! 

TAM enters and sorts out the bath, getting it off. 

ANNABELLA. Should we go down after her?  

PHEMY. No. Why? 

ANNABELLA. I think he has a hard face.  

PHEMY. Aye! And then he smiles! 
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ANNABELLA. We shouldn't have let him in. 

PHEMY. She's a grown-up woman, Princess Annabella. She's safe enough. 

ANNABELLA. We should never let anyone in. It's never safe. 

PHEMY. But did you see the smile on her when she was running for her jewels. 

ANNABELLA. It's never safe. 

TAM is still clearing up. 

TAM. She's right. We shouldny be letting anyone in. There's plague. 

ANNABELLA. What? 

TAM. There's plague coming. Started in the docks at Berwick and they say it's moving through the 

town. 

PHEMY. Berwick's a long way off. 

TAM. This is the worst kind, they say, you don't know it but it's already in the air around you. You 

breathe it in at breakfast, you’re in heaven before you get your dinner. Folk just drop and die where 

they're walking. 

PHEMY. Stop it. You're frightening me. 

TAM exits. 

ANNABELLA. It may never come as far as Stirling. It'll depend on the wind. 

PHEMY. You've seen this before.  

ANNABELLA. Three times. 

I don't think it's too early for a wee drink, do you? 

PHEMY. Aye... go on then. 

They exit. 
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The Garden, Day 

JOHN is coaching JAMIE in fighting. MARGARET watches. 

JOHN. Practise that, you know what you're about now. JAMIE. Thanks. 

MARGARET. Go and get fed, Jamie. Tell them I'll eat later. 

JAMIE exits. MARGARET moves closer to JOHN.  

Thank you. 
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JOHN. Nae bother. I enjoyed it. He's good. 

MARGARET. I can see he learns everything he should but he needs this. He really needs this. 

JOHN. Course he does. He'll be King one day, eh? 

If you like … I could bring some men from my place to be with him, train with him, look out for him, 

you know? He's maybe ready for that kind of company. 

MARGARET. A guard of his own?  

JOHN.Aye. 

MARGARET. Yes. 

Yes. 

You're probably right. 

JOHN. If the King has no objection.  

MARGARET. I doubt he'll ever know. 

They're close together now. 

He knows very little of what we do. PHEMY enters, flustered. 

PHEMY. Margaret, the King's at the gate, he's come today.  

MARGARET. Oh. 

JOHN. Then I'll be on my road. But I'll see you soon? 
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MARGARET. Yes. 

Yes, I'd be happy to see you. 

She watches him exit, then follows. 

The Hall at Stirling, Same Day 

JAMES is waiting, MARGARET enters. 

MARGARET. Is Ross with you? 

JAMES. I expect so, someone usually packs him whether I want them to or not. 

That bastard from the Privy Council hasn't even sent me the papers. 

MARGARET. Really?  

JAMES.No. 

They never sent me a thing. 

MARGARET (floundering). No... he... I... no.  

JAMES. What? 

MARGARET. Nothing. 

He... I have the papers. They're ready for you. 

She offers them. He's studying her. 

JAMES. You look different. 

Have you changed your hair? 
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MARGARET. No. 

JAMES. You've got a lovely colour in your face. MARGARET. Thank you. 

JAMES. All flushed with the excitement of doing your sums, eh? So Lord John was here already, was 

he? 
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MARGARET. Yes. 

JAMES. Yes, I know he was. What a dull morning you must have had. 

Well, never mind. 

I've brought you something. A birthday present. 

MARGARET. But that's months away. 

JAMES. But I won't see you, will I? And I want to be here when you see this. 

JAMES is pulling on a covered mirror. 

MARGARET. Where's Cochrane?  

JAMES (casual). Oh, he's dead.  

MARGARET. What!? 

JAMES. As a coffin nail. 

MARGARET. But… what happened? When? 

JAMES. Never mind Cochrane. 

JAMES is pulling MARGARET towards the standing mirror. It has been covered with a cloth. 

It's from Venice. The glassworkers of Venice have discovered this extraordinary technique. They can 

make mirrors that reflect the real world, exactly as it looks, no distortions, no blurred shadows you see 

things exactly as they are. It's remarkable. No one's ever looked in mirrors like this before. 

Look at this. 

He guides her to stand in front of the mirror. He pulls the cover off. MARGARET has stepped back so 

she can't see her reflection, only his. 

MARGARET. Oh! 
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JAMES. Yes? 

MARGARET. That's you! That's exactly what you look like! 

That's what my eyes see! 

JAMES grabs her impatiently and pulls her so she is looking at her own reflection. 

MARGARET gasps in shock. She stares at herself for a moment. 

Is that... ?  

JAMES. Yes. 

MARGARET. That's me! 

She starts to laugh. 

JAMES. What are you laughing about? That's you! That's what you look like. That's what I see, that's 



 

40 

what everyone sees. 

MARGARET is laughing even harder, she points at the mirror. 

MARGARET. Look at her!  

JAMES. Look at you! That's you! 

MARGARET controls her laughter. She looks at herself, considering. 

MARGARET. James, this is making me so happy.  

JAMES. What!? 

Look at your face. Look how old you are. 

MARGARET. Oh, I thought I was much older than that!  

JAMES. Look at your skin! Look. 

He pushes in beside her, pointing at his own face and hers. 

Look at the holes! Look, tiny holes in your skin, look at the hairs, look at these lines, look, like the 

skin on porridge. Look how ugly you are. 

MARGARET. I thought I was much uglier than that. 
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I like this woman! Look at her! She's ready for a laugh, isn't she? I'd love to get drinking with this 

woman. I really like the look of her. Is that really me? 

JAMES. That's what you've come to. Yes. 

When I married you, you had skin like milk and rose petals and a mouth like a fresh berry. 

Pause. 

MARGARET. But you never told me that. No one ever told me that. That pretty girl is dead and gone 

and I never knew her. 

I like this woman. 

She notices his state. 

You thought this would upset me? That's what you wanted, isn't it? You wanted to taunt me? 

JAMES. No! No, I didn't! I wanted... 

I thought you would see it too. 

I thought you would feel it too. You usually... 

I wanted you to understand, you bloody aggravating woman! 

JAMES stares at the mirror for another angry moment, then he turns away from his reflection. 

MARGARET. James … yes, that is what you look like. That is what everyone has been looking at. 

But you've hardly been short of admirers, have you? 

JAMES. They're all idiots! To dote on that. 

He waves his hand angrily at the covered mirror. 

Or worse … worse, they've known exactly what they're up to, making a fool of me with their smooth 

skin and shining little faces... 

MARGARET. James. Everyone thinks you're stunning. You know that! 
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JAMES. No, I don't know that! I don't know that, I think you've all been lying to me. I've long suspected 

I'm surrounded by liars and now I know! 
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Jesus. If you don't understand that... Who am I supposed to talk to!? 

A beat. 

MARGARET. James? What happened to Cochrane?  

JAMES. The imbecile went drinking in the wrong bar. 

Maybe there wasn't a safe bar in the whole of Scotland. 

Maybe I shouldn't have made him Earl of Lennox. I don't think it was a popular appointment. Do you? 

And it looks like my critics are getting very confident. Very impudent. 

MARGARET. You're not safe.  

JAMES. No. 

Here's something you never thought you'd hear me say, Sandy was right. 

He was holding them back. And now he's gone. 

A beat. 

MARGARET. This is what you have to do –  

JAMES. Yes? 

MARGARET. Take back some of the lands and titles you've given to your friends. Give them to men 

who might support you. 

JAMES. No. 

MARGARET. Bring new men and women into your court, send your favourites away... 

JAMES. Don't use that word! I hate that word. 

Everyone I know interests me. Everyone provides different stimulation, different shades and tones to 

the day. 

Why would I favour one human soul over another? What kind of creature would I be if I did that? The 

baker is my favourite when I need fresh bread. My musicians are my favourites when I want music. 

You're my favomite when I need advice and you screw your face up in that earnest little scowl and 

start... 

255 

MARGARET (cutting him off). They're a provocation, James! 

If you keep people like . Daisy close by you, they think you're taunting them. 

JAMES. I am. How dare they tell me I should value their wealth, their mouldy family names, their 

ugly, bloody, history and fat estates over natural beauty and raw talent. 

He would have been one of the greatest architects in Europe. I miss him. It really hurts. It's horrible, 

Margaret. 

A beat. 

MARGARET. If they've killed Cochrane they've come very close. They could destroy you! 

JAMES (indicating mirror). Who cares, I'm too ugly to live. 
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Look. 

A beat. 

MARGARET. Most of us are much uglier.  

JAMES. The young aren't. 

MARGARET. Well... 

Time will fix that one, won't it? 

JAMES. They're like the waves of the sea. A tide rising and beating on our backs. 

DAISY and RAMSAY enter, each carrying something. 

What do you want!? 

They stop dead, look at each other, look at JAMES.  

RAMSAY. Your wine? 

DAISY. You wanted some white cheese. 

JAMES. No, I tell you what I want, I want to be left alone. 

They look at each other again and then move to exit. DAISY exits, RAMSAY waits, pointedly holding 

the door for MARGARET. After a moment JAMES notices him. 

What do you want, Ramsay! 

RAMSAY (looking pointedly at MARGARET). Sorry … you 

said you wanted to be alone. 
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JAMES. Piss off, you stupid little prick! 

RAMSAY exits, angry.  

Come back to Edinburgh.  

A beat. 

MARGARET. Will you change?  

JAMES. Don't be stupid. 

A beat. 

MARGARET. It's all about choices, James. 

JAMES (bitter again). Is it? Is it really? And I've had so many of those, haven't I? I don't remember 

choosing to marry you, Margaret, do you remember choosing to marry me? I'll just go and live in 

Tuscany, shall I? Make a wee pilgrimage to Rome and never come back. It's not like I'm imprisoned 

on the throne of Scotland or anything, is it!? 

(Points at the mirror.) Happy birthday, darling. Now you can watch your life slipping away moment 

by tedious moment. 

You see this is when I need the choir! We need beauty we can rely on! Music. Food and drink. 

I asked for wine and cheese, where the fuck are my wine and cheese? 

He heads for the exit, shouting. 

Ramsay! 
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Where's my bloody choir!? 

He exits. 

MARGARET uncovers the mirror and looks at herself again. 

JAMIE enters. 

He comes to see what she's doing. 

He laughs in delight. He touches his own reflection. He pulls faces, tries to startle his reflection. 
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JAMIE. Is that me?  

MARGARET. Yes. 

JAMIE stops clowning for a moment, just studying his reflection, taking it in. 

JAMIE. I look like him. My father. 

MARGARET (kisses him). You're lucky, you're going to break hearts. 

Will you see him this time? He's only gone to his rooms. 

JAMIE. Did he ask to see me? 

Her silence answers him. He turns away from the mirror. 

MARGARET. Promise me. Say it. 

JAMIE (sulky). He's still my father. I'll forgive him.  

MARGARET. Good, now will you bring me my jewellery box? 

He pulls it over. It's big. 

MARGARET is considering her reflection. She is wearing a lot of lavish jewellery. 

She takes off a necklace. Then she's pulling off more jewellery from her wrists, hair. 

All these lovely things I had made to brighten the long winters. All the jewels. 

She gives them all to him and looks at herself with nothing. 

Jamie … I thought I needed jewels. I thought they were my flowers. 

JAMIE. Flowers? 

MARGARET. I thought I was an old barren stick of a bush and I needed flowers to soften me. That's 

what I always thought. 

She stretches out her hand to her own reflection. 

I'm soft enough. I'm young enough. I like my face. 

JAMIE. I always think you're beautiful. 
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MARGARET. I'm not. I'm not at all, but it doesn't matter. I like my face, Jamie. I like her. 

(Points.) Look, she's not frightened of anything. JAMIE touches her neck. 

JAMIE. You've one left. 

MARGARET. Ah... this little gold cross was my first jewellery. 

My mother gave it to me. She tucks it into her dress. I'll put it next to my skin. 
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You know what I think, Jamie? I think who you are in just your skin is all you are. What you wear 

next to your skin should remind you of that. 

He doesn't know what to say to that. 

I'll put those jewels away safe. We might need them if your father decides he needs an orchestra. 

MARGARET is looking at her reflection. 

I like this woman. I don't know her but I like her. I don't know what she's going to do. 

I can't wait to find out what she's going to do. First she's going to find her darling boy Ross. Have you 

seen him? 

JAMIE. He was hanging about in the garden. 

MARGARET. Oh, go and find him, Jamie. I can't wait to see him. 

JAMIE hurries off. MARGARET considers herself in the mirror a beat longer, then covers it and 

leaves. 
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The Garden, the Next Day 

JAMIE is practising his moves in the garden. ROSS is stalking him. After a while JAMIE notices. 

JAMIE. I can see you there. 

ROSS stops trying to sneak up on him and moves closer. When he's close he launches himself at JAMIE. 

He has a knife. He tries to stab him. 

JAMIE. Fights him off easily. He pushes ROSS down and kicks at him. 

What are you doing!? What are you doing!? Give me that! 

He grabs the knife off ROSS. ROSS is hurting and very upset. Close to tears. 

ROSS. He told me to. 

JAMIE. You could have killed me!  

ROSS. He told me to. 

JAMIE. Who told you to? 

ROSS says nothing.  

Dad told you to kill me?  

ROSS says nothing. 

Dad told you to stab me? 

ROSS. He says stuff like that and then he says he doesn't mean it. I don't know what he means. 

I told him you'd be too strong for me. He says if I loved him I'd at least try. A pause. 

JAMIE. Well, I suppose you love him. 

ROSS. It's not nice in Edinburgh. I can't ride my horse and they won't feed me till I'm nearly asleep. 

It's always special food, 
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for the parties, it's too spicy for me but I'm not allowed to eat in the kitchen. Can I come home? 

JAMIE. No. 
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ROSS. Would Mum let me come home?  

JAMIE. Yes. But I won't. 

ROSS. He says you'll never be King.  

JAMIE. Why not? 

ROSS. Because one day I'll be big enough to kill you. 

A pause. 

I got a dog. He's grey, he's lovely. Do you want to see? 

JAMIE. No. 

The Queen's Room, Stirling, Later 

DAISY is led on by ANNABELLA and PHEMY. She is scared and hostile. 

DAISY. What? What? 

ANNABELLA. Queen just wants a word.  

PHEMY. No harm. 

MARGARET enters. They settle themselves round her. 

MARGARET is smiling, friendly. 

MARGARET. So. 

Daisy. 

Is that your real name? 

DAISY. Yes. 

MARGARET. Do you know why I asked to talk to you?  

DAISY. You can't get rid of me. You can't make me go away. 
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MARGARET. Why do you think I'm going to ask you to do that? 

DAISY. You can't do anything to me. I'm not going to eat your food and I'm not going to drink your 

drink. You can glower at me all you like. I'm not going anywhere. 

MARGARET. You think we're going to poison you? Why would we poison you? 

DAISY won't reply. 

Daisy, do you think you're beautiful? 

DAISY. Your eyes can answer that for you, can't they?  

MARGARET. I want to know what you think. 

DAISY. Like the Queen of Heaven.  

MARGARET. That's what you think. 

DAISY. That's what they tell me. Why would they lie?  

MARGARET. When did they start telling you that? 

Who was the first person that told you that? 

A beat, DAISY doesn't like this. 
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DAISY. My mother.  

MARGARET. How old were you? 

DAISY. I don't know! Small. I was always the pretty one.  

MARGARET. Prettier than your sisters? Did you have sisters? 

DAISY. I don't have to talk to you, you know. You can't make me. 

MARGARET. You didn't have sisters?  

DAISY. None that lived. No. 

MARGARET. Ah! So you were precious to your mum.  

DAISY. My mother's dead these five years. What's your point? 

MARGARET. You are very pretty. There's no denying it. I wouldn't take that from you. 

262 

DAISY. Well, you couldn't, could you? 

(Looks at ANNABELLA.) What are you looking at? 

(To MARGARET.) Your husband loves me. That's not my fault. 

MARGARET. Well, he loves a lot of people, Daisy, that's the thing. That's the problem, isn't it? 

You're very like him, aren't you? 

DAISY. Like who?  

MARGARET. My husband. 

DAISY (suspicious). What do you mean? 

MARGARET. Well... beautiful. For want of a better way of putting it. He's quite dazzling, isn't he? 

A beat. 

DAISY. Well... he's the King.  

MARGARET. And you love him. 

A beat. 

DAISY. Yes. 

He's the King. 

MARGARET. How old are you, Daisy? 

(As DAISY doesn't answer.) Do you know how old you are? 

DAISY. I'm seventeen. 

MARGARET. How old are you, Phemy?  

PHEMY. Fifteen, we reckon. 

MARGARET. Is Phemy pretty, Daisy?  

DAISY (shrugs). She's alright. 

MARGARET. Will she be prettier when she's seventeen? 

DAISY. Mebbe. If she gets some proper clothes and puts her hair about her. 
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MARGARET. When will she be prettiest? What's the prettiest year Phemy's ever likely to have? 

DAISY. Aw God, girl like her? 

(To PHEMY.) You're skinny and you've got that kind of soft look to you, eh? Like uncooked bannock. 

I reckon seventeen will be your year. See you make the most of it, eh? 

MARGARET. And you, Daisy? When will your year be? 

A beat. DAISY glares at her. 

DAISY. The worms will be eating your eyes before you ever see it, old woman. 

MARGARET moves to the mirror. 

MARGARET. I want to show you something … Phemy, help me. 

PHEMY helps her shift the mirror into the centre of the room. 

This is a new mirror. It was a present from the King. 

DAISY. He gives me jewels.  

MARGARET. Yes, I know. 

DAISY crosses to her. MARGARET takes the cover from the mirror. She stands in front of it. 

See? 

DAISY looks from the reflection to MARGARET. 

DAISY (laughs). Well, that's what you look like, sure enough.  

MARGARET. Now look... 

She gently pulls DAISY in front of the mirror. DAISY sees her own reflection. She goes very still, her 

eyes wide. 

After a moment PHEMY and ANNABELLA move in behind her. ANNABELLA makes a startled sound. 

PHEMY gapes for a moment, then she starts to giggle. 

DAISY. Oh. 

PHEMY. That's me!  

MARGARET. It is. 
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PHEMY. I've got blue eyes! 

MARGARET. Dark blue, like a summer dusk. What colour did you think they were? 

PHEMY. Plain grey! 

PHEMY doubles over laughing. ANNABELLA is still studying her reflection. 

ANNABELLA. Oh, I'm as old as that.  

MARGARET. I'm old too, look. 

ANNABELLA. Oh, you're still a plump fruit, I'm the last apple in the barrel! Oh... what a wonder, 

what a wonder you've showed me... the girl is gone. The girl is gone for good. I'm my own mother. 

She was a monster. I can terrify you all! 

ANNABELLA is laughing too. 
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DAISY still hasn't reacted. 

MARGARET. Daisy. 

DAISY (quiet). That's not right, that's not a proper mirror.  

MARGARET. Look at Phemy in the mirror. Look at Annabella. You can see that it is. 

DAISY just stares. 

You are very pretty, Daisy. 

Did you think you were more beautiful than that? As beautiful as the Queen of Heaven?  

PHEMY. You nearly are, you know. 

MARGARET. Do you think that woman in the mirror is as beautiful as the Queen of Heaven? 

DAISY doesn't answer. 

You are so like him. 

That's what you look like, Daisy, but you’ re the King's favourite. What does that tell you? 
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DAISY. That's not my real nose.  

MARGARET. Yes, it is. 

Do you think maybe sixteen was your year? Do you think maybe it's gone already? But you're still 

leading half of Scotland round by the nose, Daisy. Think about it. You are bringing them all to their 

knees, with that face. 

It's not your nose, is it? It's not your perfect mouth or your snowdrop figure. It's you. It's just you. 

So you see, Daisy, there's no rush. You can make a plan. 

You don't need to grab everything you can before your skin fades because, look, it's fading already. 

The King has given you jewels. I'll give you more. 

You can leave here and have a life, Daisy, a whole life. You don't need to be a king's mistress. Why, 

you're barely pretty enough for that but you're still managing it. 

What else might you manage? 

You could marry a duke. You could go to Paris and sell Scottish wool. You can still dazzle the world 

when you're older than me. Why settle now? 

DAISY turns to and fro, still staring. 

Do you really love him? 

DAISY. Yes. 

MARGARET. Then go away. If you love him, go away. 

I'll give you money now... 

DAISY (cuts her off). I don’t want your money! You can go to hell, you witch! 

DAISY runs off. 

ANNABELLA. It might have been better to kill her.  

MARGARET. How could I have done that? 
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ANNABELLA. My mother would have done that. Maybe I could do that for you? It looks like I have 

it in me. 

PHEMY comes to look. 

PHEMY. It's your eyes. I never saw that. There's terrible things in your eyes. 

ANNABELLA. I've seen terrible things. But I've done so little.  

MARGARET. What are you talking about? 

ANNABELLA. Two husbands put me aside and all my children flowed away from me like water to 

the sea and here I am back in the room I was born in. 

And it all comes round again... 

PHEMY. What? 

ANNABELLA exits without saying anything else. 

MARGARET follows her. 

MARGARET. Annabella? 

At the same time DAISY is dragging bags on in the King’s rooms, unpacking. 

Cover the mirror, Phemy. 

She exits. PHEMY takes off the mirror as we move into - 
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The King's Room, Stirling, Later 

DAISY is sitting crying and muttering to herself. She has pulled out a beautiful dress which she has 

spread, inside out, on her lap. She is scrubbing at its seams with something. 

RAMSAY enters. She startles, then glares at him for a moment. She goes back to scrubbing. 

RAMSAY. What are you doing?  

DAISY. I'm poisoning her dress.  

RAMSAY. Whose? 

DAISY. Hers! He wants to leave it for the bitch. A birthday present. Congratulate the old crone on 

still being alive. Well, I'll fix it. 

He comes to watch what she's doing. She's scrubbing harder. 

RAMSAY. What are you using?  

DAISY. Wormwood and copper salt.  

RAMSAY. Copper salt? 

DAISY. It kills rats, it should see her off.  

RAMSAY. Won't she smell it? 

DAISY thrusts the dress at him. He sniffs. 

Hmmm, maybe not. 

It won't kill her, you know. 

DAISY. It kills rats.  

RAMSAY. You said that. 
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You're an idiot. 

DAISY. Away and eat yourself. 

RAMSAY. Poisoned dresses are something out of children's stories. 

DAISY. It kills rats. 

RAMSAY. If you want to kill her, kill her! Put a knife in her. 
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DAISY (still working). I can't.  

RAMSAY. Why not? 

DAISY. I couldn't stab anyone.  

RAMSAY. So pay someone to do it. 

DAISY. They'd catch me. They'd hang me. 

RAMSAY. Then learn to live with the bitch because that will not work! 

He grabs the dress off her roughly and holds it against her skin. She screams and struggles. He pins 

her for a moment then lets her go. 

She looks at the place he touched with the dress, hyper breathing in panic. 

DAISY. You've killed me! 

RAMSAY. No. 

DAISY. Look! Look! It's all coming up red! You've killed me!  

RAMSAY. I've given you a skin rash. 

DAISY. You've killed me! 

RAMSAY. Then why aren't you dead!?  

DAISY. I'll die. I'll die tonight! 

RAMSAY. You won't. Because poisoned dresses only kill people in children's stories. You're a child. 

You're an idiot. 

Why does he love you! Why!? 

Pause. 

DAISY. Why does he love her? 

RAMSAY. That's duty. That's all that is. Duty.  

DAISY. He still loves her. 

RAMSAY. He hasn't slept with her in years. 
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DAISY. Oh, do you think? Is that what he tells you?  

RAMSAY. He doesn't even like her. 

DAISY. I don't like her. 

RAMSAY. Well, you can't kill her with that. 

He snatches it from her. DAISY is examining her injured arm. 
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DAISY. And I don't like you. He thinks you're ugly now. 

He only keeps you out of pity.  

RAMSAY. There's no pity in him. 

He keeps me because I love him. More than my life. More than anything in my life. I love him best of 

all. I'm the only person who does. 

DAISY. I'm not going back to Edinburgh with him. I'm done with the lot of you. I'm going to Paris. 

I'm going to be rich. 

You can do what you like. 

DAISY exits. RAMSAY shakes out the dress. Looking at it. 

JAMES enters. 

JAMES. Ramsay, can we get out of here yet? What are you doing with that? 

RAMSAY. It's … I was admiring it. 

JAMES. It's sweet, isn't it? It's a present for the Queen. I taught her to wear that colour, you know. 

RAMSAY. Did you? 

JAMES. She had no idea, it brings out the colour in her eyes. 

Whatever age does to her face she'll always have magnificent eyes. 

She'll know that's what I mean, she usually understands. 
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RAMSAY. Does she? 

JAMES. Well, come on! Wrap it up. And the jewels there. Take them to her women. Tell them she's 

to have them all on her birthday next month. 

(Moving off.) How long does it take to saddle a fucking horse. 

JAMES exits. Carefully RAMSAY starts to fold the dress. 

PHEMY comes to take it from him. RAMSAY exits as 

PHEMY turns into - 

The Garden, a Few Weeks Later 

A sunny summer's day in the garden. ANNABELLA seems to be looking for something on the grass. 

MARGARET takes the dress from PHEMY and holds it against her, twirling as if dancing. 

MARGARET. Can you believe I ever wore this colour? God, what was I thinking? 

JOHN enters. 

John! Hullo. We heard you arrive. Where have you been? 

JOHN. I was talking to Prince James. 

MARGARET. Oh good, he'd had enough of us today, hadn't he, Annabella? We've had a few glasses, 

Lord John, and I'm afraid we're getting a bit silly. 

ANNABELLA. You speak for yourself.  

MARGARET (to JOHN). It's my birthday.  
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JOHN. I know. 

MARGARET. Is that why you're here? What did you bring me for my birthday? 

JOHN. What do you want? 
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MARGARET. The King left me this... 

She considers it. 

Do you know, Phemy? I don't think I'll ever wear that. But I doubt it'll fit anyone else. Should we cut 

it up for remaking? 

PHEMY. Seems a shame. 

MARGARET. It's the colour of another time, when my head was full of fear and jealousy and poison. 

Burn it. 

PHEMY (shocked). No! You can't! 

MARGARET. I can. But make sure you never tell the King. 

She gives the dress to PHEMY. 

JOHN. I know he's the man for fashion but if you want the truth, I've always thought the King's taste 

was a bit. … gaudy. 

MARGARET. And you're so restrained, aren't you, Lord John? 

As she exits PHEMY sees something moving through the grass. 

PHEMY. Annabella! Annabella! There's a whole load of them scuttling off this way. 

ANNABELLA. Oh, Mary Mother of God, well, don't scare them! They're running fast enough as it 

is·. 

ANNABELLA hurries after PHEMY. 

MARGARET. We got these new birds. A birthday gift from Oslo. They’re so beautiful, John! Little 

fat... fat … fat chickens with a comb that goes like this. (Mimes a comb over one eye.) 

They wink at you! Seliously. And they can run! 

One of the hens was broody and this morning … fat little chicks everywhere. They won't be ruled by 

their mother. What's the news from Edinburgh? 

JOHN. All peaceful. For now. The King's barely left his rooms these last weeks. 

One of his favourites, that Daisy girl, has left him. 
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MARGARET. Oh! Don't move! 

She thinks she has seen a chick in the stones near him. She pounces. 

Did you see it! Did you see it! It ran. 

MARGARET is now very close to JOHN. 

I did that. I did. I showed her sense and she took it as a gift. She's gone. Gone! See what I can do? 

JOHN. Margaret, you can do more than that.  

MARGARET. I think you're right. 
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He kisses her. 

She doesn't push him away but after a moment she steps back, a little shocked, a little uncertain, 

watching him. 

What does that mean? 

JOHN. What do you think it means!? 

He steps towards her. She stops him. 

MARGARET. It'd be treason.  

JOHN. You're joking, aren't you? 

ANNABELLA crosses upstage, looking for chicks. Her search is unconvincing, most of her attention 

is on MARGARET and JOHN. 

Do you think he would care if you took me to your bed? Do you think he would even notice? 

MARGARET. Yes. 

I think he'd notice. 

ANNABELLA. Chick... chick... chick... 

MARGARET gives her a look, ANNABELLA exits. 

MARGARET. John... the reason I haven't taken you to my bed is that I don't want to. 

JOHN. Are you sure about that? 
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MARGARET. Yes. 

Otherwise I would have done it. 

I'm sorry. I just need to be honest with you. 

JOHN. Well, I'm not a child. And I'm not an idiot. And I know what's been going on here. 

MARGARET. Oh, God, I feel it. I feel it. You' ve no idea. And it's... seeing how you want me? 

There have been days when that was all that kept my back straight, otherwise I'd have shrivelled like 

a winter leaf... 

But that's madness. Madness. Why would I want to be mad? 

JOHN. I care for you, you stupid woman. Like he never did! 

You don't have to be frightened. 

MARGARET. I'm not. I'm tired of being frightened. I'm tired of being mad. I'm tired of bobbing about 

wherever my heart hurls me and I'm choosing to never do that again. 

I've looked in my own eyes now and I know who I am. Phemy sings about love all the time. 

When I tell Phemy about this she'll look at me as if I've said that I'm tearing off my face, as if I'm only 

going to be half alive for the rest of my days, as if this is the saddest, stupidest thing any woman could 

ever do. 

Phemy is fifteen years old and she thinks a new dress is life's greatest thrill. 

I have three living sons. Men I made. I have my work. 

You think I'd risk that just because I'm shaking at the thought of touching you? In a few months I won't 

even remember what that felt like. 
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JOHN. You're still sleeping with him.  

MARGARET. I'm sleeping alone. And I'm fine. 

JOHN. I don't believe you. He has Scotland. He has you. He doesn't value either of you. He doesn't 

deserve either of you. 
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MARGARET. He's the King. 

A pause. JOHN is processing all of this, getting more and more angry. 

The hawks might get these chicks if I don't find them... Will you help me look? 

JOHN. There's plague in the south again. They've closed the gates at Berwick. Just south of the border 

I saw cows howling in the byre with no one to milk them and children pulling at dead arms that'll never 

lift them again. 

God can take our lives in an hour, in a minute... and here you are, watching years pass, waiting. What 

are you waiting for, Margaret? 

MARGARET. I'm not waiting at all.  

JOHN. Nor am I. 

We're gathering. In Edinburgh. 

MARGARET. We? 

JOHN. All the men who love Scotland. 

And all the men that can be called to bear arms. 

MARGARET. An army. 

JOHN. I want to do this without blood, Margaret. I want you beside me. 

MARGARET. Oh, I see, I see...  

JOHN. What? 

MARGARET. There's more than one reason to want to take a queen to bed, isn't there? 

A beat. 

JOHN. Yes. More than one reason. But they're all good reasons. 

MARGARET. Were you planning on killing him before or after we had our night of passion? I'm glad 

marriage is on the table though. You'd need to marry me, wouldn't you? 
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JOHN. It needn't come to killing. 

But you want what I want. 

MARGARET. I just told you I didn't. 

JOHN. And I'm telling you I don't believe you. You say you've looked in your own eyes. Well, I'm 

looking in them now and I know what I see. 

MARGARET. You see what you want to see. 

ANNABELLA is back on. 

ANNABELLA. Are you needing us, Queen Margaret?  
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JOHN. Did she call you? 

ANNABELLA. We've got them all. I held them all safe in my skirt, every one. Now let's go inside. 

JAMIE enters with an armed GUARD on either side of him. 

JAMIE. Mum? Lord John says I should go to Edinburgh and talk to the parliament. What do you think? 

I think he's right, it'll be my parliament one day. 

MARGARET (to JOHN). What have you told him? 

JOHN. What he says. That he should come and talk to the parliament that'll be his one day. 

JAMIE. What should he have told me?  

JOHN. We call a parliament... 

MARGARET. Only the King can call a parliament! 

JOHN (ignoring this). The young Prince shows them he's willing to serve the Three Estates and this 

country. And you are standing beside him. And so am I. 

MARGARET. And the King?  

JOHN. That's up to him. 

MARGARET. And you said you wanted to do this without blood?! 

ANNABELLA. Leave the children alone! Leave the children alone! Leave us alone! 
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She's in bits, shaking, PHEMY comforts her. 

PHEMY. Annabella? Princess Annabella? What is it? 

JAMIE. Christ, what's all the fuss! Mum? I won't go if it upsets you. 

But I'm not a child. My father won't teach me to be a king. I need to learn for myself. 

JOHN. Hear him? He's nearly grown. 

MARGARET. Jamie, he wants to put you in your father's place.  

JAMIE. That would be for parliament to decide. 

MARGARET. Oh, listen to yourself, you stupid boy! You think civil war would be a great adventure, 

do you!? 

JAMIE. I'm not a stupid boy. I'm fourteen years old. I need my own court, my own men and my own 

household. I'm going to Edinburgh with Lord John. 

JAMIE exits. 

MARGARET calls after him. 

MARGARET. Jamie! 

He doesn't stop. 

(To JOHN.) You said you wanted to hold Scotland together. You said you wanted peace. 

JOHN. How can we have peace without a king? Your husband is no king. 

MARGARET. Give me one chance. Please! Let me talk to King James. 

JOHN. What good will that do?  

MARGARET. Let me try. 
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JOHN. You think you can bring him before his parliament and make him apologise to every man 

there? You think you can make him go down on his knees and swear he'll undo every wrong he did, 

give back all the land he's stolen, swear to keep all the promises he's broken... and better than that... 

make us believe him? You think you can do that? 
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MARGARET. Let me try. 

A beat. 

JOHN. Well... you can come and talk to him. No harm. 

He exits. 

ANNABELLA. Your bairn gone to be a man. You'll never win him back now. 

MARGARET. I will try. 

ANNABELLA. When they say they're men and pick up a sword with an edge, they're lost. They're 

gone. Make your heart a stone or it'll break like an egg. 

MARGARET. Phemy, we're going to Edinburgh. Will you help me get ready? 

PHEMY. Aye, Margaret. 

MARGARET exits, PHEMY is following, she sees something on the ground. 

Aw! He wasn't looking, eh? 

He trod on a chick. Wee thing. He's smashed it, the brute. 
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The King's Room, Edinburgh Castle  

MARGARET enters. She can't speak.  

JAMES. Margaret? What's happened? 

What are you doing here? What do you want? 

MARGARET drops to her knees and bows her head, stretching her arms out to him. 

MARGARET. Please.  

JAMES. What are you... ? 

Stop it! Stop that, it's horrible. Get up. 

She doesn't. He goes to her and pulls her up. 

Get up! 

What do you think you're doing? 

MARGARET. You won't help me but you have to. 

You won't want to help but you have to. You have to, James. Please. 

JAMES. Are you ill? 

MARGARET. It's not me. It's Jamie. 

JAMES is instantly cold. 

JAMES. Oh. Is it. 

MARGARET. They're making him into a weapon to destroy you. But that'll destroy him, James. It 
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will! 

JAMES. What are you telling me? 

MARGARET. I'm begging you. I'm begging you to save him.  

JAMES. Save him? Save him from his own treason? 

MARGARET. Yes! 

It's not... treason! 

He's just a boy, James! He's our boy! 

JAMES. If you say so. 
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MARGARET. No! Not now! Not this! Not now! 

He's your son. He's our son. 

JAMES. Don't ever, ever go down on the floor like that again. 

That was hideous. You were hideous. 

MARGARET. I don't care.  

JAMES. Well, I do! 

A beat. 

I don't even understand what you want. What do you expect me to do? 

MARGARET. Call a parliament. Let them tell you what they need. 

JAMES. Rule the way they like. No. No, I'm not their puppet and I'm not yours. No. 

MARGARET. I'm begging... 

JAMES. Stop that! I told you to stop that! 

A beat. JAMES is really upset, getting himself under control. 

MARGARET waits. 

I want you to answer something. I want you to answer honestly. 

MARGARET. Alright. 

JAMES. Who do you love best in the world? Who do you love above your life? 

MARGARET. You know the answer to that. 

My boys... But... 

JAMES (cutting her off). Yes! Yes! Your boys! Your boys! Not me! Never me since... Ever since that 

first mewling, bloody, slimy thing popped out of you it's been the same! 

It's all for them, isn't it? All for your sons. 
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Show me one human being on this earth that loves me above any other human soul. Just one! 

MARGARET. Oh, stop feeling sorry for yourself, you great wobbling lump of self-pity! It's pathetic. 

JAMES. Oh, thank Christ. She's back. You're back. Come here. 

He hugs her. 
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I missed you. Why don't you visit more often? 

MARGARET. Because you chose to make war on your own son, James, and now it might kill you 

both. 

A beat. 

I'm thinking about my sixteenth birthday. 

JAMES. Are you? 

MARGARET. Tell me what you remember best about that day?  

JAMES. That you finally stopped pestering me. 

MARGARET. We'd been married for years. I was a woman grown. I was getting old! 

JAMES. Well... what can I tell you. You always looked like you might have some growing left to do. 

Scrawny, stretched out thing. 

MARGARET. I thought you didn't want me to be Queen. Not really. 

JAMES. I can't say I haven't regretted it at times.  

MARGARET. I thought I was too ugly. 

JAMES. No, you were never that. 

MARGARET. I wanted to do my duty. To do everything I'd been told I had to do. 

JAMES. I know you did. You made my ears bleed! 

(Imitating Danish accent.)’I am your wife. Take me to your bed. Let me be your wife!' 

You started hitting me. 
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MARGARET. I did not! 

JAMES. I could show you the scars. 

MARGARET. And you wouldn't tell me when. You'd never tell them to prepare the bed. You waited 

till it was my birthday feast, you waited till they were all too drunk to notice us slipping away... 

JAMES. Aye, because otherwise the filthy buggers come and watch! 

MARGARET. You barred the door... 

And you were so... 

(Getting emotional.) You were so.. 

JAMES. Yes, I was fantastic. We know. Moving on.  

MARGARET. No. No. You were so kind. You were so gentle.  

JAMES. And fantastic... 

MARGARET (ignoring this). And everything they'd told me, everything they'd prepared me for … 

didn't even need to think about it. It wasn't duty. It wasn't duty, James. It was love. 

JAMES. Of course. Of course it was. 

MARGARET. And Jamie came from that. That was the seed that made him. That's why I love him, 

more than my breath. Because he's yours too. He's part of you too. 

A beat. 
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JAMES. What do you want me to do?  

MARGARET. Call a parliament. 

JAMES. Alright... 

MARGARET. Apologise to them... 

JAMES. Apologise? Apologise!? For what!! 
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MARGARET. For being a self-centred, self-pitying arse who's continuously abused his loyal, patient, 

long-suffering subjects! 

JAMES. Well, I'm not saying that. 

I'll think of something. 

Don't look at me like that! I'll do it. You know I can do it. 

MARGARET. Thank you. 

She goes to kiss his hand. He pulls it back. 

JAMES. Don't you fucking dare! 

He embraces her. A hug. 

JOHN enters. 

MARGARET breaks away from JAMES.  

MARGARET. The King is ready to summon a parliament.  

JOHN. Is that right? 

JAMES. Yes, yes, call them all in. They'll come galloping if they think there's a state dinner in it, won't 

they? 

MARGARET drops a formal curtsey. 

MARGARET. Do I have your permission to leave Your Majesty? 

JAMES. Are you going to keep this up all day? Because it is seriously tedious. Yes, go on, bugger off, 

but don't go far. I need to talk to you later. 

MARGARET exits. She throws a triumphant look at JOHN as she passes. 

JOHN. She's got a bonny colour in her face. She's as beautiful as an angel by the throne of God with 

that light in her face, isn't she? 

JAMES says nothing, watching JOHN, suspicious. 

That's just the way she looks after... 

He trails off, watching JAMES, mocking. 
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JAMES. After what? 

JOHN. Och … not for me to say. You'd know better than me, eh? Or you would have done once. Didny 

know what you had there did you? 

JAMES. What I have. 

JOHN. If you say so. 
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He holds JAMES’ gaze a moment then he exits. JAMES starts to dress for parliament, at the same time 

- 

The Great Hall/ Parliament Hall, Edinburgh 

PHEMY and ANNABELLA are dressing MARGARET for parliament. PHEMY holds MARGARET’s 

jewellery box, offering it to her. She refuses more jewellery.  

MARGARET. No. Just the necklace. 

ANNABELLA. You're shaking. A queen's never frightened. 

You're a queen. 

The procession into parliament. The Members of Parliament assemble. JOHN takes his place before 

the royal thrones. 

JAMES enters, dressed as a penitent. 

JOHN. As we are summoned by our King and by God, the Three Estates of Scotland are hereby called 

to service. 

JAMES (quiet, just to MARGARET). It was Lord John's idea that I should apologise, wasn’t it? 

MARGARET. It's the best thing, James, you know... 

JAMES (cutting her off). That's what I thought.  

MARGARET. James... 

JAMES (indicating JOHN). Shh! Parliament. Serious business. 
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JAMES. There's no agenda today, my lords. I'm just going to talk to you. I've been told, I understand, 

that I owe you all an apology. 

There's a story that's come to my attention, a few lines, a fable, with a moral, oh, how we love a moral, 

don't we, boys? A lion, trapped by hunters, is freed by little mice, they nibble through his ropes and 

set him free. 

Then he's a humbler, wiser lion, who understands at last that he really, really, really needs the little 

people... 

But you know what?... I really, really don't... 

He takes off his penitent clothing, revealing sparkling clothes beneath. 

Behold your King. 

This lion cannot be tamed and it cannot be tied down. 

It's time you finally realised what should have been blindingly obvious. 

This is who I am. 

This is how God made me. 

I was your opportunity to serve greatness and you blew it. 

God made me a king... but I can’t be the king of mice. Your tiny rodent brains couldn't even 

comprehend what I offered you. 

I was your glitter. I was your sparkle before the dark. My lords, this is a tiny glimpse of what you’ll 

be missing now. Hell mend the lot of you. 
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JAMES dips RAMSAY and pulls him into a prolonged and passionate kiss. 

Good luck finding someone else to govern Scotland the way you want. 

Whatever you do now... I'm finished with you. 

JAMES exits with RAMSAY. There is instant uproar. Utter fury. 
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In the middle of this, JOHN walks forward with JAMIE and stands ready to speak. 

As soon as MARGARET sees this, she strides forward and pulls the staff out of his hands. 

She bangs it on the floor, deliberate, determined blows. She keeps going till she has silence again. 

MARGARET. No, no, that's enough. We'll have no more of this. 

Men of Scotland? Lords of Scotland? Rulers of Scotland? God help us all. I'll send a message to the 

nations of the world, shall I? I'll them if they want to invade all they have to do is put on fancy dress 

and show their arses. You'll all just run around shrieking like a bunch of geese, won't you? 

Be quiet! Now! Be quiet and listen to me! 

(To JAMIE.) Jamie, sit down, will you, I'm talking. 

(As he hesitates. ) Jamie! 

He sits down. 

Well, if you've all finished having hysterics can someone remind me what you're supposed to be doing 

here? What was it again? Oh yes, ruling Scotland. In fact I think we just heard your King giving you 

specific instructions to get on and do that job any way you liked. So this is your plan, is it? To stand 

here howling obscenities? Is anyone going to attempt any parliamentary business or will we have 

another shouting session? It's time to do the job you came for, gentlemen. 

JOHN. And how do you think we can do that!? The King is head of his parliament. He's left us! We 

have no king! 

MARGARET. You have a Queen! 

I have the King's trust. I can take the King’s place! 

LORD. Aye, pillage some more of our gold, you'd like that, wouldn't you? 

MARGARET. Like it? Like it? Have you blown your nose and lost your brain? Who would want the 

job of ruling Scotland? I'm Danish, you ignorant, abusive lump of manure! I come from a rational 

nation with reasonable people. 
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You know the problem with you lot? You've got fuck-all except attitude. You scream and shout about 

how you want things done and how things ought to be done and when the chance comes look at you! 

What are you frightened of? 

Making things worse? According to you things couldn't get worse for Scotland! 

You wear me out, do you know that? You drive me mad. 

Would one of you please explain to me why it is I still love you so much? Would someone please tell 

me why a rational woman, born in a reasonable country, would rather live here and be your Queen 

than exist in quiet, happy, peace anywhere else on earth? 

I am the Queen of Scots. And no, I don't always like that. But I do love it. Always. 
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I was twelve years old when I came here. I didn't understand a word anyone said to me. I was 

frightened, I was lonely, I had no friends on this side of the North Sea. But you talked slowly till I 

understood. You showed me that the more frightened you are the better the joke you can tell about it, 

you taught me you can find friends anywhere you share food and drink if you just wait and see how to 

join in the conversation. By the time I was thirteen this was my home. 

You let me be. You let me grow. 

You taught who I am. 

I am the Queen of Scots. 

Shall I show you how well I learned that lesson? This is yours. 

MARGARET takes her box of jewels and spills them all over the floor. 

I am your Queen and these are yours. 

The comfort of community is warmer and softer than cold gold could ever be. I'm sorry that it's taken 

me nearly fifteen years to understand that, to understand how to be your Queen. I'm sorry I never told 

you any of this. I should have 
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known that the only way to let you understand how much I care, was to tell you exactly what I think 

of you. 

I've seen the worst of you, and you're murderous, miserable, men. You've seen the worst of me, I've 

been a proud, overdressed, self-centred woman. But the best in you pulls me above that, and the best 

in you, with my help, can sustain this parliament and this nation. 

I give you my jewels. I give you my self. I give you all I know. I wasn't even born here but I'm offering 

Scotland my life. I'm your Queen, I'm still here look at me. 

Am I not the Queen of Scots? 

A few calls of assent. 

Will you help me unite this country in peace? 

The assent grows. 

Will you help me make Scotland's law? Will you let me do all I can in her name? 

Gentlemen, will you help me rule? 

There are a chorus of ’Ayes' around the room. 

Then tomorrow we can begin. Together you and I will govern Scotland! 

There's a cheer and general applause. JOHN moves to 

MARGARET. Are you going to oppose me?  

JOHN.No. 

You were magnificent. 

MARGARET. Thank you. I've never been so scared in my life. 
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The Queen's Room and King's Room 

ANNABELLA and PHEMY are in the Queen's room, 
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ANNABELLA has a drink. 

JAMES is in the King's room, looking over the plans for his cathedral. 

Years have passed, ANNABELLA is watching as MARGARET conducts the business of the Three 

Estates, but this is a memory. 

ANNABELLA. That was a good day. A good, good day. Why can't it stop there? 

You held them back for a few years, Margaret. You bought us a few years' peace. You barred the door 

against war with your own arm. Here's to you. 

She raises her glass. 

MARGARET and parliament disappear. 

RAMSAY enters JAMES’s room. JAMES is reading a letter he's written. 

RAMSAY. Your Majesty... We're in danger. 

JAMES. Yes probably. (The letter.) I'm petitioning Rome to have her made a saint. She probably 

wouldn't want to be a saint. I couldn't think what else to do. I couldn't think how to give her anything 

else, now. 

RAMSAY. James, Your Majesty, are you listening to me?  

JAMES. She'd no business dying so quickly. She was strong. 

She was healthy... she... We could have had one more 

conversation. Just that at least. Who can I talk to now? 

RAMSAY. James... I'll always be here for you. My whole life...  

JAMES. You don't even understand my jokes! You just laugh!  

PHEMY. What's going to happen? What's going to happen now? 

ANNABELLA. Nothing you or I can help, Phemy. Nothing we can stop. We're two wee souls and the 

world is rolling over us. 

ANNABELLA shakes her head. She turns away. PHEMY follows. 
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RAMSAY. You have to get ready to defend yourself, Your Majesty. Please. They're going to bring 

war on you! 

JAMES. Are they? How staggeringly unimaginative of them. 

RAMSAY. The traitors are coming for you now. They're gathering round your son. We have to go 

now, Your Majesty. Please. 

JAMES. Yes, yes, alright. 

They're moving down. 

I won't run though. I won't. What's the point of that? 

RAMSAY. There's no time to run. They're on us. Their army is moving against us. 

JAMES. Seriously? 

RAMSAY. They're here! They’ re here now!  

JAMES. All of them? 
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RAMSAY. Every enemy you have! 

JAMES. That... must be quite an army. 

RAMSAY. We're outnumbered. They've cut off our escape. 

JAMES. Then it's today, isn't it? This is the time. No choice then, is there? There never was. 

JAMES and RAMSAY exit or move to the battlefield. 

The army is gathering, or better, if possible, the parliament is transforming into an army. JAMES and 

RAMSAY are on one side, a massed force, with JAMIE and JOHN at the back at the other side. 

JAMES is standing looking over at the opposing army. It's a bright, sunny day. RAMSAY stands behind 

him. RAMSAY is terrified, trying to hold it in.  

The sound of a huge army. Rhythmic shouting. Drums. Swords beaten on shields. 

(Wonder.) Listen to them. It's like a wave, ready to break. 
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RAMSAY. Oh, sweet Jesus. I won't leave you, I'm with you, I'll stay with you, James. 

JAMES kisses RAMSAY. 

JAMES. Run. Run, Ramsay. Live. Here they come! 

RAMSAY exits. JAMES puts down his sword and waits. 

JAMIE. Are you ready? Ready for my command. Charge!! 

The army breaks over him and he goes down. 

Then JAMIE is standing over his father's dead body. The scene transforms into - 

The Queen's Room, Stirling, Coronation Day 

JAMIE is looking at himself in the true mirror. 

Then he is facing the ghost of his mother, MARGARET.  

JAMIE. We needed you. 

I can't feel you when I pray. 

I can't see you. The mirror shows what’s really there. You're not there. 

I can't feel you! Where are you? Where are you?! Mum...! 

Slowly MARGARET moves away. JAMIE breaks down. 

I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I couldn't forgive him. I killed him. I'm sorry. 

MARGARET has gone. 

JAMIE starts to tear off his clothes. 

He picks up a spiked chain from the floor and starts to wind it round his body. 

ANNABELLA enters. 

ANNABELLA. What's that? 
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JAMIE. What you wear next to your skin tells you what you are. 

I'm a son who killed his father. 
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ANNABELLA. So is that what you're wearing for your coronation? 

JAMIE. Yes. 

ANNABELLA considers him for a moment. 

ANNABELLA. What about a shirt over it maybe? 

She gets it. He lets her put it over his head. 

Arms up... that's the boy... 

And something to keep you a bit warmer maybe? 

She puts more clothes on him, coaxing him like a child. 

And it is your coronation, maybe we should dress you up a wee bit, eh? You're Scotland today after 

all … maybe some gold? What do you say? 

She gets a box. 

There's only you and me who loved them enough to remember what they were, Jamie. If we don't carry 

that out into the world, where will it go? 

(Taking a ring out, admiring it.) Ah, this was my father's ring. Your great-grandfather. He would have 

loved you. He was a poet. 

Well, everyone knows that. You like the poetry, eh, Jamie? 

She puts it on his finger. 

Now … this was your great-grandmother's. Queen Joan. She was like your mother. Came hundreds of 

miles to be here and never left. Part of you now. Dark and light together. 

She puts another jewel on him. 

And you love the hunt and the football, that's my brother, your grandfather. We'll give you his chain 

here. And this was your grandmother's, oh, lovely Mary, a wee bit of France we'll pin on you. 

Does so. 
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You never heard a laugh like hers! She loved to laugh. You've got her smile I think. 

You know what your mother gave you. We'll give you a wee minding of her though, eh? 

She puts one of MARGARET's jewels on him. 

And now you can wear your father's crown. Now you're Scotland. 

JAMIE. I promised her I wouldn't make war on him. I promised her I'd forgive him. 

ANNABELLA. I know. But you didn't. 

And now you have to go out there and show them their King. 

That's what she'd want you to do now, to be King of Scots. Don't worry about what kind of king you're 

going to be. 

Scotland herself doesn't know what kind of nation she is half the time but I've learned that there's no 

sense being frightened of what you don't know. Time to walk out in the world again and find out. 

As he hesitates. 

Don't be scared, Jamie. It's not all on you. King or not, all you can do is what one wee soul can do. 

Just be one man and do your best. Scotland will do what Scotland does. 
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Love that. Trust that. Trust that and remember who you are. 

JAMES. Yes. 

ANNABELLA. On you go then, son. On you go. You can do it. 

The Three Estates fill up again. They start to stamp, a thunderous noise that grows and grows as 

JAMIE walks out into the floor of the parliament. 

One last deafening stamp. Silence. 

He looks at them, they look at him. Fade lights. End. 


