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Prologue
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1603, Reims Abbey. Lights rise to see SISTER MARY standing downstage in a nun’s habit.

SISTER MARY

(to audience)


Woe to thee, oh Scotland. Our Pictish mothers' tears like highland rain. For the queens of old are forgotten; their valour now seen as depraved. Where is your love for your queens, for Picts and Scots, Gaels and Brigantes? For fair Mary your queen—cast aside. And praised instead the Puritan's hateful hand. You drove the fairest queen far away to die disgraced on an English axe. Spilling the fairest and most Scottish blood of all. And with her died the Scottish heart: brave and free.
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(END OF SCENE)
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Act I: Queen of France, Queen of Scotland
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Act I, Scene I
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1553. Louvre Palace, Paris. Queen Mary’s private apartment. YOUNG MARY sits and plays her lute near a window overlooking the courtyard. 

YOUNG MARY

(singing in Scottish as she plays along on her lute)


DEPAIRTE, DEPAIRTE, ALLACE I MOST DEPAIRTE. FROM HIR THAT HES MY HAIRT WITH HAIRT FULL SOIR; AGAIN’S MY IN DEID AND CAN FIND NO REMEID, I WAIT THE PAN’S OF DEID CAN DO NO MOIR.



FRANÇOIS ENTERS stage left excitedly.

FRANÇOIS


Marie!  Marie! News from London!



YOUNG MARY


Quelles nouvelles?



FRANÇOIS


Your cousin, King Edward the Sixth!



YOUNG MARY


What about him?



FRANÇOIS


He’s dead!  He died of consumption three weeks ago.



YOUNG MARY

(crossing herself)


Poor lad!



FRANÇOIS


There is more, ma chérie.  Your cousin Lady Jane Grey, granddaughter of your great aunt Mary and the duke of Suffolk Charles Brandon, she is now imprisoned in the Tower of London!
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YOUNG MARY


For what crime?



FRANÇOIS


The king tried to override his father’s last will and testament by making her queen instead of Queen Mary.  For nine days she ruled as Queen Jane before the queen and her sister the Lady Elizabeth entered London to claim the throne officially.  As soon as Queen Mary arrived, all support for Queen Jane disappeared.



YOUNG MARY


The people have spoken!  Let us pray that through the wisdom of Queen Mary we might see England restored to the true religion.”



FRANÇOIS

(crossing himself)


In nómine Patris et Fílii et Spíritus Sancti. Amen.



YOUNG MARY


Amen.
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(END OF SCENE)
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Act I, Scene II
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1561 July. Louvre Palace, Paris. Queen Mary’s private apartment.  MARY SCOTLAND sits at her desk downstage as she pens a poem. MARY SETON busies herself upstage tidying the apartment. SISTER MARY stands downstage right near the audience.

MARY SCOTLAND

(writing)


‘En mon triste et doux chant. D'un ton fort lamentable, je jette un oeil trenchant de perte incomparable, et en soupirs cuisants passe mes meilleurs ans.’ My dearest love!  How will I ever live without you?  François!  François!  Why did you leave me?  How could you be so cruel, sweetheart?  First ma mère dies and now you so soon after!  Oh Mary mother of God!  Please, please, I beg you!  Help me! I am too young to be a widow!



MARY SETON

(rushing to her)


Ma reine!  I swear it will be alright!  You are loved here in Paris!



MARY SCOTLAND


Paris!  Can it be my home any longer?



MARY SETON 


It would be if not for your mother in law.





MARY SCOTLAND


Oui, c’est ça. I do not begrudge King Charles his crown; I did not bear François a son, there was no time!  But Queen Catherine de Medici; she is wrong to hate me just because her husband loved me!  Are all mothers in law so cruel to their son’s wives?



MARY SETON


Not that I have seen. But then again, we are all so young!  Do you ever wonder if our mothers were right to send us to France as little girls?




MARY SCOTLAND


King Henri the Second loved me, Mary, of that I am certain.  I grew up with François knowing that when we were old enough we were going to marry.  François loved me dearly and I loved him!  No, Marie, I have no regrets.  Besides, moving to Paris ensured no one was going to marry me off to anyone in London—least of all that heretic King Edward the Sixth!



MARY SETON


A great blessing!  I heard your cousin the king was a far greater heretic than his father!  King Henry the Eighth it is said kept the true religion in his heart and only broke away from Rome so he could marry that witch Anne Boleyn.  But his son King Edward—he truly believed in the heresies!



MARY SCOTLAND


Of all the English heretics, Edward the Sixth was the worst!  May he suffer eternity in hell for his crimes against the faithful!  Queen Mary tried to bring England back; now she is gone and her bastard sister sits the throne!



MARY SETON


Ma reine, you must go to London and take the throne from Elizabeth!  You are Queen Mary’s only legal heir!



MARY SCOTLAND


If I go to London to claim the throne, Queen Elizabeth will certainly kill me.



MARY SETON


Then we will go home to Edinburgh!  You are Scotland’s queen.  It is time to rule as queen.



MARY SCOTLAND


Yes ... you are right.  After thirteen years in France, it is time to go home!



SISTER MARY

(to audience)


Returning to Scotland proved difficult and dangerous. Together the wind, tides, currents, and rocky shallows of the English Channel seemed determined to sink Queen Mary’s small ship. Below decks Queen Mary prayed for the safety of all on board.  On deck, her dedicated crew battled the elements; carefully navigating to avoid Queen Elizabeth’s waiting fleet by sailing nearly twenty miles from the shore.  Finally, after five days and nights the shores of Leith harbour in Edinburgh greeted them to much rejoicing and relief.
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(END OF SCENE)
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Act I, Scene III
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1561 19th August. Leith Harbour, Edinburgh. Queen Mary’s royal ship is docked upstage. A ramp connects the ship to the nearby wood dock. MARY SCOTLAND and MARY SETON wait for an off-stage signal from the ship’s captain before slowly disembarking the ship together.  JAMES STEWART waits for them on the dock.

MARY SCOTLAND

(stepping onto the dock)


James! C’êtes vous?



JAMES STEWART

(kissing her hand chivalrously)


It is a great pleasure to see you again, my queen!



MARY SCOTLAND

(embracing him warmly)


I am so blessed you are the first to see me returned from France!



JAMES STEWART


We are family!



MARY SCOTLAND


How is your mother?



JAMES STEWART


She is well, thank you for asking.  How are you feeling?  When I heard about your mother, my heart ached for you.  We disagreed about religion, but she was a good ruler and she genuinely believed in me for which I owe her a great deal.



MARY SCOTLAND


You knew her better than I.



JAMES STEWART


Would you trade away one moment of your time in Paris?”



MARY SCOTLAND


Mais non! Je—



JAMES STEWART

(brushing away Mary’s tears)


You were so beautiful at your wedding, Mary.  Your love for him really showed.



MARY SCOTLAND


Pardonnez-moi.  It is not becoming a queen to cry so easily.



JAMES STEWART


Yes it is when the queen has lost her one true love.



MARY SCOTLAND


Do you think I will ever love like that again?



JAMES STEWART


I cannot say.  But if there is a way for you to find love again, it most certainly will come to you.



MARY SCOTLAND


Merci beaucoup mon frère!



JAMES STEWART


De rien. Now if you are done with life at sea may I suggest we return to the palace?  A grand party is waiting for you full of music, feasting, and dancing at Holyrood.



MARY SCOTLAND


Merci.
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(END OF SCENE)

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A PLAY IN
THREE ACTS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





