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MAGNA CARTA 1215

" THE MAGNA CARTA is a full-length musical play telling the story of the years
lead.i.nguptothesealingofmgnaCartaatRmmymde, near Windsor, in 1215.
Wemteltbecausewefeltltmstmetohlghhghtaneverrtvhoselegacy
offreedanmthmthelawrenamsmﬂlustoday, far beyond its own century.

-

We have introduced several real-life cha.ractersmtoourplot Scme others
are half-invented, and the rest are wholly invented.

'mehistorimlevaxtsdepictedaﬂreferredtoamfacmallyoorrect(meamr
oquuitajnewasataCrusade),hItwe'veusedamimginationandinsme
cases (Eleanor again) we've had a bit of fun with them.

E’ewofmrnwadaysareawareofthecamageamisufferingmﬂergmebyﬂm
people on the long road to Magna Carta. We've done our best to reveal this
aspectmtlmtletunglttaheoverthemodofhopemndllsanessenual
driving force throughout the show.

Wemakemapologlsforusmpr&sent-dayspeedmpattemsmthedlalogue
andplmtyofnndernbeatmﬂerhmngthems1c. We could have asked a

learned professor to translate the script into thirteenth century English

= axxibachedltmthpla:msong btrtwewantedtoreadmmttomraudlences,
not drive them away.

VheﬂlermexpeuencetheSMasastageperfonmnoe,acmloertproducuon
ormanyothecway,wernpeyulen]oyltasmﬁwemjoyedwntmglt..

e e e e bl el el i gl el

Welcome to RUNNYMEDE .

JGN'QU tRugss— | _
]ten'ytrowermusic@gmail.com TERRY TROWER and STEPHEN SYLVESTER
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WENDOVER:

WENDOVER BECOMES AWARE THAT BENEDICT IS LOOKING OVER HIS SHOULDER, INTRIGUED.

BENEDICT':

(READING) "In the year twelve hundred and four King
John had lost all of Nomandy and was called ILackland
by his people. He taxed the English barons heavily,
making much hardship for them and their peasants."

What are you staring at?

Your parchment. Does it really say all that?

Of course it does. It's a chronicle. Anyone in the
futurewilbeable‘toreaditamiknowwhathappened.
How the barons fought the brutal and bloody tyrant

KingJokmandforcedhimtosealourgreatd)artef
of freedam at Runnymede.

Ibegpardon,butwon'tthekingbeangzywithyou
far writing this?

I doubt it. He's dead.

I mean the new king.

Well, he's only ten years old. Iet's hope he'll read
the story and learn fram it.

It's beautiful. I wish I could read it.

(SLIGHTLY FIATTERED) Don*t they teach novices how
to read these days?

(SHAKES HIS HEAD) Only Latin. I can see one or two lLatin

words here - (POINI'SOU'I'VDRDSQN'I‘I—]EPAR(JEM]’I‘)
- there's one - there's another -

FONOER




GREENWAY:

FITZWALTER:

MOUNTJOY =

DE GAVRON:

POMEROY :

FITZWALTER:

FITZWALTER:

o)

« > 9

We're the ones he's ruining — we'll only be defending
curselves.

(SNIDELY) And our peasants - is that right, Fitzwalter?
As a matter of fact it is. You won't like this, Greenway,
but the peasants depend on us. When we suffer, they
suffer more. If we win a bit of freedam they'll get :

their share. What's wrong with that?

They'll use it against us, that's what's wrong with it.

THE BARONS AND KNIGHTS DEBATE THIS AMONG THEMSELVES UNTIL FITZWALTER SPEAKS.

(EXASPERATED) Ch, I give up. We came here to make plans
to deal with the king. I thought we'd be together and
strong for the first time in centuries, but just look at
us - muttering away like a lot of old women.

Hang on, Robert - we are together. It's just that
sane of us need reassuring.

There's a lot to gain if we win.
Andadamnsight more to lose if we don't.

Alright, I've had enough of this. Colleague barons, I
hardly need to remind you we're being taxed out of
existence. The king has used our money and our best and
bravest knights in a disastrous war. If we submit to him
he'll do it again. Stand up to him and we can change
thjngsfofalltime.noweagreeornot?Cmeon, tell me.

BARONS SHOUT THEIR SUPPORT, EXCEPT GREENWAY.

Greenway?

(MOODILY) Not much alternative, is there. /
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DE GAVRON:

ALT, TAUGH

FITZWALTER =

(- 20

ér

Yes there is. You can just sit and wait for the king to
strip you of everything you've got. Then you'll became
a peasant — if they'll have you.

GREENWAY: NODS MOODILY, DEFEATED, AND MERGES WITH THE CROWD.

(TURNING TO RNIGHTS' GROUP ON HIS LEFT) Noble knights,
what do you say? Will you stand ready to act when the
moment cames?

KNIGHTS NOISILY AGREE

SIR WILLIAM (A KNIGHT) TO THE BARONS: May I ask samething? We're all bound

FITZWALTER:

to our barons. What will you do if the king demands ow

service again?

Yes, that's a good point. Will you pay scutage to keep
us at hame?

Only if we can afford it - and not if the country's
threatened. We can't go too fast.

So there's no immediate action?
Robert?
No - how can there be? our purpose is clear but we're

not ready yet. All we can do is go hame - and watch
- and wait.

FADE UP INCIDENTAL MUSIC

KNIGHTS AND BARONS EXIT. LIGHTS FADE. SPOTLIGHT COMES UP ON PEASANT
MAN AND WIFE WHO HAVE ENTERED AND ARE STANDING DOWN LEFT FRONT.

FADE OUT INCIDENTAL MUSIC

MAN:

You hear that, wife? They'll watch and wait.

‘Twill make no change to our estate.
We slave away fram dawn to dusk



MAN: Shemdthesightaforeshedied—
pelieve me, wife, she prophesied
A future wondrous to behold.
1 know she wasn't very old
put ere she went peyond the veil
She saw it all -

WIFE: A likely tale!
There go our barons 'gainst the king,
But naught they do will ever bring

The lifting of our ancient curse-

BOTH: Pray God they don't just make things worse.

wHgis Majesty chose to reject it..."

ACT ONE SCENE TWO: JOHN'SG.)URI'FADECI]TWWNRIGHI'SPOT FADEUPCENI‘RE

-LIGBTII\EASI_A}GIU‘I (IN MONK'S C[HmFﬁ), FITZWALTER, PRIESTSANDBARONS

ENI‘ERANDGIOUPAROUNDJOHN, VmOEN]!ERSAI‘DSITSONADRAPEDG-IAIR(As
WR(NE)CENTRE(OPTIQIAL:AFEHOFHISKDUGHISCANBE]NATTENDANCE).
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FITZWALTER:

LADY FITZ:

FITZWALTER -

LADY FITZ:

GEOFFREY

-ﬂlingsarecc;tﬁngteahead.

I'm not letting him get away with this.

(BREAKING AWAY FROM IADY FITZWALTER) No, father,
He'll kill me. (GoING TO GEOFFREY) Oh Geoffrey, “
what he was l.ike—youknowhowhemademego with §

I couldn't Oppose him - he_'d have calleqd his

lord, I beg you to hold fire and jet his visit go
We're in terrible danger.

Geoffrey's right, Robert, Came with me - we'll
him and preteng nothing's happened,

share jt with your brother barons. 1've got a feeli

THEY EXIT.

Matilda - forgive me - 1 wasn't brave enough. ©h,
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POMEROY : Bouvines! The stink of it!

MOUNTJOY: John's given us nothing but humiliation.

BURGORNE : Bouvines! He led us there, he let the French destrow
our best people -

DE GAVRON: Our friends, our knights, slaughtered -

POMEROY : Heranfrunthefleld-ranfranBouvlnes-
GREENWAY - Bouvjnes—thefoulestdayinourhistory-thestm
of it's in my nostrils — »

DE GAVRON: BOINi_nes-Iwanttohmlitinthe}dng'sface—
over and over - Bouvines, Bouvines -
DEGAVRON'SREPEATEDSFDUTSOF" "'MERGEW.[THmOSEOF'HiEC’m

FITZWALTER:

(FLATLY, AFTER A PAUSE) You don't look very happy,
Robert.

Happy? Thatviperofamnhasmadeadealwithﬂn

Fope... Oh, you tell them, Langton, I'm too si'
(HE GOES TO STAND NEXT TO MOUNTJOY) N
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THERE IS A STUNNED SILENCE

3 GREENWAY :
LANGTON:

.5 GREENWAY :

1. MOUNTJOY :

A QUIET, RELIEVED RIPPLE OF AMUSEMENT ALIL ROUND

FITZWALTER:

4  mountioy:

FITZWALTER:

b/ & e

ag’s«’

I'm afraid it's true. Heusedhlsnewfavmxrw:l.ththe
Holyl-"athertomnhlssugportagaanstyw If you
take up amms aga_msthlmyoucwldbeexcxmmmlmted?

So the taxes he's taken from us canbeusedmpay
foreign mercenaries, with the Pope's blessing:é

Yes.

Well, I'm not having that. Rome can chuck me Gut
but I'm going to fight to keep my land.

Ican'tbelleveImsayJ_ngthls Greemway, but I o
agree with you.

And what about our people's freedam? That's the cause
that really links us.

Of course. If we don't win more freedam for the pecpis
we'll simply go from civil war to a peasarnt rebe] :

Iwanttotellyouhowunhappylamtobrmgnewstha‘*
leads to bloodshed. Itsnotmmynaturetooomkme
bloodshed. But the truth must be faced. Whether =
ormtyxmflghtthlsmantheremllbebloodshai.
Atleastyoucanglveltafuutegnposeandsto\p
hlsendlessrovnngcarnage.

Archbishop, I've meant to say this for some time.

. You're now the king's priest, but your sympathies are

mﬂmus.IﬂmﬂcweaJ.lrespectyourccxrmlmlent, but
1fther15ktoyourpos:.tlonlstoogreat—

No. I've borme this king long enough. He is unique,
nothing is beneath him TF thente o .~ — .
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FITZWALTER: 'menwé'reprodtohaweyouasaxrreligiomm
LANGTON: Thank you, Robert, I'm honoured. Well, gentlemen, X

candedicateyuzranuytoGod'sservice,butIcap‘t;‘
command you in battle. It seems to me you lack a
chosen leader.

MOUNTJOY ¢ I don't think so. (ALL LOOK AT HIM) Robert, it's
obvious. How can anyone else be at our head?

FITZWALTER: Me? You want me to lead you? What will you think
of me if I take you to defeat?

POMEROY : We've tasted defeat. We'll never forget Bouvines.

HE IS INTERRUPTED BY ANGRY SHOUTS OF "BOUVINES!™ "AVENGE BOUVINES!" ETC.

If we're defeated, you'll have done your best. We
all will.

FITZWALTER

Very well, if everyone's of the same opinion. But dex
friends, I warn you, the days that come will be like
darkest night in our minds. Some of us will suffer
wounds, same will perish. Whatever the outcane there
will be grieving women and fatherless children. We
challenge a base and unscrupulous enemy, merciless
(REMEMBERING MATILDA) and lecherous... (SHOUTS) But
we will prevaill Yes, of course I'11 lead you!

mmmm,mmmmmmmm
HIM ON THE BACK, SHAKII‘GE[SHMDANDWRDG, "THANK YOU, ROBERT",
"WELL. DONE", "WE'RE PROUD OF YOU",” EIC. »

MOUNTJOY : What shall we call you?

FITZWALTER: (_PUZZLED) Well - Fitzwalter, as usual. What else?




Northamptmcastleoverthere

They can't came out - they're shut up tight,

Besieged by Englishmen,.

That's right,
And here be sleeping close to hand
Our country folk, a goodly band
I grant you. But how fare the cattle
In a field that's set for batt]le?
How fare we?

Here jt be!
Iook,-husband-farasyoucansee,

The soldiers for the fight are geared.

T ke 0o
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FITZWALTER: Well, he keeps his crown. And he'll still have the
powerofthenmxarchybutheml'tbeabletoabuseit.
Master Langton, what's your plan?

=250

adoption of the Charter. Asymmanissaxthopeyou
willallwnetoactfreelyonyourbehalf.

FITZWALTER: That goes without saying. I admire your courage -
R MOUNTJOY : We all do.

AL, MURMUR AGREEMENT

FITZWALTER; ~ but we can't take anything for granted with that man.
LANGTON: I'm well aware of it. He has given me a pledge of safe
oonductandaslongasyoustandfinnlthim;hewill
honour it.
3 GREENWAY : We'll make sure he does.
LANGTON: Thank you. It'stimencmformetogotoh.im. I promise

You, gentlemen, I'11 do my best, whatever happens to me.

GREENWAY : Don'tworry,Maste.rIangtm—j_fheslicesyouupwe'll
deal with him.

LANGTON: (DRYLY) I'm much obliged.




. 25

_mm?m:
P semam A TONDON PUB GEOFFREY ENTERS RIGHT WITH AS MANY

!
;
}
]

';'mmms.mmammsmsmmmm

B
~Iondon's the place to be, lad. ﬂ
I've never been here before. ﬂ

- You don't know what you've missed. There's nowhere h.i:sg
it, (TO OTHERS) and we've been all over the placs,
haven't we? j

I wouldn't bave minded missing Northampton.:

GEOFFREY : You were at Bouvines? g
3RD. KNIGHT: We had to be. Sentbyourbaronstoflght for: th:ek.‘mg
ZND. KNIGHT: Got massacred for our trouble. I tell you what, I'm -
glad we've taken him on - he's the worst thing that ever]
I rohiie happened to this country.
l 1ST. KNIGHT: When you think of his brother - no comparison. g
I 2ND. KNIGHT: And his father. Theysayhewasagreatklng sameone ]

youcouldrespect

]

, 3
/ ;

GEOFFREY: What's funny about. her?

3RD. KNIGHT: Not to mention his mother.




JOHN

JOHN:

aAnd if T refuse?

The fighting wij) Continue,

favourab] e Position,

Don't you dare try to advise me
You have me by the taijj.

I Strongly

No, not here, but net far asay,

Sire,youarenotina

advise yoy —

Runnymede. :

v

- (PAusE) Alright,

R I'Venooption. Where and wheq
dotheywantmetomeetthen? I'mnothavingthenhereiz:

Windsor Castle. (CYNICRL) That at least I stj1) PoOssess.

A

B .
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WIFE: Ibwcmesthetime.

MAN: Now cames the time -
When all will change.

g

WILFE: What is our crime 2
That leaves us suffer all year round o E‘
While others prosper?
MAN: Have we found i
A cause, a day to change our lot? i
WIFE: They say be glad for what you've got, =
But we've got nothing. .
T
MAN: Here we stand a4
aAnd watch the greatest in the land i
At Runnymede in pomp and state E
Assemble to decide ocur fate.
BOTH: The river flows beside the field ;
Unmindful while the Charter's sealed. v

FADE DOAN LEFT SPOT. THE PEASANTS STAY IN POSITION. >
FADE UP DOWN RIGHT SPOT: ;
LINK TO ACT TWO SCEME FIVE:

WENDOVER IS WRITING AT HIS DESK u

WENDOVER : "On the fifteenth day of June in the year of our Lord
twelve hundred and fifteen King John kept his promise.®
(LOOKING UP) That in itself made history. (WRITING)
“HecanetoRunrgsgnedewherethebaronswereassarbled
The Great Charter, thehhgnaCa“ta,mspreparedand/lay
waiting for his seal. If he refused it, he knew the
days of his reign were numbered." S

\

\
WENDOVER RISES AND GOES TO THE ONSTAGE EDGE OF THE DOWN LEFT ARFA. -HE
GAZING OUT ACROSS THE CENTRE STAGE, WHERE RUNNYMEDE IS TO BE PREPARED. ALL
AVATTABLE SETTING IS GRADUALLY ASSEMBLED IN FULL VIEW AS HE SPEXAKS.
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FITZWALTER LOOKS OFF LEFT AND WAVES AN UNSEEN PERSON TOWARDS HIM.
FITZWALTER: And thank God, here's the ane to tell you.

GEQFFREY NOW LOOKS OFF LEFT TO SEE WHO IT IS. FITZWALTER SEIZES HIS CHANCE "__'
TO SLIP AWAY AND EXTT RIGHT. MATILDA ENTERS LEFT AND STANDS STARING ACROSS = |

AT GEOFFREY. i
[ .
METTILDA: ( STUNNED) Geoffrey? ¢
L
GEOFFREY : Matilda. My dearest, sweet Matilda. _,__j
-
THEY MOVE TO EACH OTHER AND HOLD HANDS. . J
L

I never knew you were here. I didn't dare hope...

MATILDA: And you - (TEARFULLY) I thought you were déad. There
was no word - just a terrible silence. And stories
of gruesame battles. I was sure you'd perished.

GEOFFREY : (HUGGING HER) None of my messages reached your hame.
And I could never find your father — at least then
he could have sent word about me to your mother.

MATTLDA: And I'd have known you were alive - but nothing
about your feelings for me.

GEOFFREY : They're the same. They'll never change. (HOLDING
HER FACE BETWEEN HIS HANDS) I kept a picture of you
in my mind but it was always fading, slipping away B
and back again, and I started thinking nobody could be
so beautiful and I must be making it up.

E-a

e

MATTLDA: Now you can see the real Matilda. Am I a disappointment?{

GEOFFREY : You? You are more lovely than I could ever remember. ¢
: I'm trying to believe you're here with me, the real you, =

and not my mind playing tricks again.

MATILDA: (KISSING HIM) You believe it now?



