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  INTRODUCTION

 Ive always had a soft spot for George III, starting all of forty years ago when I was in the sixth form at Leeds Modern School and reading for a scholarship to Cambridge. The smart book around that time was Herbert Butterfields The Whig Interpretation of History, which took the nineteenth century to task for writing history with one eye on the future, and in particular for taking as the only path through the past the development of democratic institutions. On the Whig interpretation historical characters got a tick if they were on the side of liberty (Cromwell, Chatham), a cross (Charles I, James II) if they held up the march of progress. Because he went in for active royalty and made some attempt to govern on his own account rather than leaving it to the Whig aristocracy, George III had been written up as a villain and a clumsy tyrant. This view Butterfield had helped to discredit, so a question on George III was thought likely to turn up in the Cambridge examination, which it duly did. Sitting in the freezing Senate House in December 1951 I trotted out my Butterfield and though I didnt get a scholarship, counted myself lucky to be offered a place at Sydney Sussex, that Christmas when the college letter came the best Christmas of my life.
 Before university, though, there was National Service to be got through, regarded at best as a bore but for me, as a late developer, a long-dreaded ordeal; it was touch and go which I got to first  puberty or the call-up. I served briefly in the infantry, then like many university entrants at that time was sent on the Joint Services Language Course to learn Russian, firstly at Coulsdon, then at Cambridge. So what I had dreaded turned out a happy time and, though I didnt realize it then, far more enjoyable than my time at university proper. However, I began to think that since I was now spending a year at Cambridge studying Russian the gilt was off the gingerbread so far as Cambridge was concerned and I might get the best of both worlds if I were to go to Oxford. This wasnt altogether the beady-eyed career move it might seem, in that I had a hopeless crush on one of my fellow officer cadets, who was bound for Oxford (that his college was Brasenose, then a mecca for rowing and rugger, somehow exemplifying the utter futility of it). Still, I suppose I ought to have been grateful; he might have been going to Hull  or even to Leeds.
 So now in the evenings, after wed finished our Russian lessons, I started to read for a scholarship again, biking in along Trumpington Road to work in the Cambridge Reference Library, a dark Victorian building behind the Town Hall (and gaslit in memory, though it surely cant have been). George III was about to make his second entrance. Sometime that autumn I bought, at Deighton Bell in Trinity Street, a copy of George III and the Politicians by Richard Pares, a book I have still, my name written in it by a friend, as I disliked my handwriting then as I do now. It was a detailed, allusive book, demanding a more thorough knowledge of eighteenth-century politics than a schoolboy could be expected to have, but I mugged it up. Like the good examinee I always was I realized that to know one book well is a better bet than having a smattering of several. A year in the army had made me more flash too, so this time I did get a scholarship, to read history at Exeter College, where I went when I came out of the army six months later.
 The Oxford history syllabus takes in the whole of English history, beginning at the Beginnings and finishing in those days at 1939. This meant that one didnt get round to the eighteenth century until the middle of the final year. Seeing that Pares, of whom I knew nothing other than his book, was lecturing at Rhodes House, I went along, to find it only sparsely attended, though curiously for a general lecture I saw that quite a few of the audience were dons.
 When Pares was brought in it was immediately plain why. Propped up in a wheelchair, nodding, helpless and completely paralysed, he was clearly dying. Someone spread his notes out on a board laid across his knees and he began to lecture, his head sunk on his chest but his voice still strong and clear. It was noticeable even in the eight weeks that I attended his lectures that the paralysis was progressive and that he was getting weaker, and I fancy that in the final weeks as he was unable to turn his head someone sat beside him to move his notes into his line of vision.
 Now the eighteenth century is not an inspiring period. Whether by the Whig interpretation or not, there are none of those great constitutional struggles and movements of ideas that animate the seventeenth and dramatize the nineteenth. The politics are materialistic, small-minded, the House of Commons an arena where a man might make a name for himself but where most members were just concerned to line their pockets. That Pares, with death at his elbow, should have gone on analysing and lecturing on what I saw as such a thankless time made a great impression on me, the lesson put crudely, I suppose, that if a thing is not worth doing, its worth doing well. As it was, these must have been the last lectures Pares gave  he died the following year  but when I found I was able to stay on after taking my degree to do research and teach a little and possibly become a don, the memory of those lectures cast for me a romantic light on what is a pretty unromantic profession.
 Pares kept cropping up in subsequent years. As the memoirs and letters of the twenties began to be published it turned out that as an undergraduate he had been one of the group round Evelyn Waugh and Harold Acton. But whereas most of that charmed circle went down without taking a degree, Pares his back on all that, took a First in Greats and was elected a Fellow of All Souls. Thirty years later, in December 1954, Evelyn Waugh wrote to Nancy Mitford: I went up to Oxford and visited my first homosexual love, Richard Pares, a don at All Souls. At 50 he is quite paralysed except his mind and voice, awaiting deterioration and death. A wife and four daughters, no private fortune. He would have been Master of Balliol if he had not been struck down. No Christian faith to support him. A very harrowing visit.
 My vision of myself pursuing an academic career did not last long, though as a postgraduate I was supervised by the medieval historian . . McFarlane, who had, incidentally, shared a flat with Pares when they were both drafted into the Civil Service during the war. McFarlane was a great teacher and yet he scarcely seemed to teach at all. An hour with him and though he barely touched on the topic of my research, I would come away thinking that to study medieval history was the only thing in the world worth doing. McFarlane himself had no such illusions, once referring to medieval studies as just a branch of the entertainment business, though when with the onset of Beyond the Fringe I eventually abandoned medieval studies for the entertainment business this did not make him any less displeased. The rest, one would like to say, is history. But of course what it had been was history; what it was to be was not history at all and when I began to read for this present play a couple of years ago, it was the first systematic historical work Id done in twenty years.
 In the meantime I found that George IIIs rehabilitation had proceeded apace. No longer the ogre, he had grown altogether more kindly, wiser even, and in his attachment to his people and his vision of the nation over and above the vagaries of politics he had come to seem a forerunner of a monarch of the present day. But it was a joke that made me think of writing about him  just as when a few years ago I thought of writing about Kafka, what started me off was a joke that Kafka had made on his deathbed. Dying of tuberculosis of the larynx, he was fetching up a good deal of phlegm. I think, he said (and the joke is more poignant for being so physically painful to make), I think I deserve the Nobel Prize for sputum. Nothing if not sick, it is a joke that could have been made yesterday. Less poignant, George IIIs joke also occurred during his illness. He had an equerry, Colonel Manners, who, bringing him his dinner one day, discovered the King had hidden under the sofa. A Jeeves before his time, Manners imperturbably laid a place for His Majesty on the carpet and put down the plate. He was retiring discreetly when the King said (still sous bergre), That was very good  Manners, the pun thought to signal a further stage in the Kings recovery. The anecdote hasnt found its way into the play but it did make me think that George III might be fun to write about.
 My interest in the Kings story had also been rekindled by reading some of the medical history that was being published in the 1980s, particularly by Roy Porter. Michael Neve and Jonathan Miller separately suggested that the madness of George III would make a play, and Neve lent me The Royal Malady by Charles Chenevix Trench, which is still the best account of the Kings illness and the so-called Regency Crisis. I also read George III and the Mad Business by the mother-and-son partnership Richard Hunter and Ida Macalpine, who first put forward the theory that the Kings illness was physical not mental and that he was suffering from porphyria. I found it a difficult book to read, convincing about George III himself but less so about the other historical cases the authors identified, the slightest regal indisposition seized on to fetch the sufferer under porphyrias umbrella.
 From a dramatists point of view it is obviously useful if the Kings malady was a toxic condition, traceable to a metabolic disturbance rather than due to schizophrenia or manic depression. Thus afflicted, he becomes the victim of his doctors and a tragic hero. How sympathetic this would make him to the audience I had not realized until the previews of the play. I had been worried that the climax came two thirds of the way into the second act, when the King begins to recover, and that there was no real dramatic development after that. What I had not anticipated was that the audience would be so wholeheartedly on the Kings side, or that when he does recover it would prove such a relief of tension that the rest of the play, in which little happens except that various loose ends are tied up, goes by on a wave of delighted laughter. The King is himself again means that the audience can once more take pleasure in his eccentricities, enjoy the discomfiture of the doctors until in a nice sentimental conclusion Mr and Mrs King are united in regal domesticity.
 Having been working on the play for a year or so I had eventually by April 1991 got it into some sort of order, when, knowing it was far from finished and in some despair, I put it through Nicholas Hytners door. Coming away from the house I felt rather like one of those practical jokers who arrange for an unsuspecting victim to be landed with a load of slurry. That Hytner was then enthusiastic about the script and with him the director of the National Theatre, Richard Eyre, cheered me so much that I forced myself to re-read it. No, I had been right; slurry at that moment it was. Later I discovered that Hytner had a gap in his schedule and Richard Eyre a gap in his, so that the script had come as the answer to both their prayers.
  Reading the play for the first time and knowing only a little of the period Nicholas Hytner had been surprised when the King recovered. With this in mind his first suggestion was that I should make the play more of a cliffhanger, relying on the fact that most people would know there was a Regency without quite knowing when it began, or that the Prince of Wales would have to wait another twenty years before he finally got his hands on the government. This was just the first of many invaluable suggestions he made and in the course of the next three months the play was completely reshaped. The role of a director at this stage of a play is more like that of an editor and, as other dramatists will testify, the directors who can fill this role are few and far between. I count myself lucky to have found such a collaborator.
 Though it began and ended much as it did in the finished version, the original manuscript meandered about quite a bit, so the two rewritings I did between April and August cut out a good deal in an effort to make the progress of the Kings illness and his recovery more clear. In August 1991 a reading of the text was set up in the National Theatre Studio, actors working at the National taking the various parts almost on a first-come-first-served basis, the purpose being for us to hear the text and see how it played. The only actor already cast was Nigel Hawthorne and it was plain from his reading how he would transform the part. That said, to sit and hear the play read, knowing it was unfinished, was both depressing and embarrassing, and I fear that some of the actors, who seldom see a play at this stage, must have wondered why we were bothering. However I then began a third rewrite which solved many of the problems the reading had thrown up and gave the play more dramatic thrust; this was the script we began to rehearse at the end of September.
 That we were able to rehearse for ten weeks was a great luxury, and one possible only in a subsidized company. However, in that time Nicholas Hytner had also to rehearse the new production of The Wind in the Willows, so it was Pitt and Fox in the morning, Rat and Mole (and Fox) in the afternoon. When at the end of the seventh week we were able to run the play, it was immediately clear that while the course of the Kings illness and recovery was plain and worked dramatically, the political crisis it brought with it lacked urgency. So the final bout of rewriting was only a couple of weeks before the play went on stage. I have never worked on a play where so much reconstruction has been required. That it was unresented by the actors, who by this stage in rehearsal are naturally anxious for a finished text, says a good deal both for their forbearance and for the atmosphere in which the rehearsals were conducted. Not since Forty Years On, which is, I suppose, my only other historical play, have I enjoyed rehearsals so much.
 One casualty of the rewrites was strict historical truth. In the early versions of the play I had adhered pretty closely to the facts: the Prince of Wales, for instance, was originally a more genial character than presented here and more reluctant to have it admitted in public or in the press that his father might be mad. However the play works only if the antipathy between father and son, never far below the surface with all the Hanoverian kings, is sharpened and the Prince made less sympathetic. In the original Fox, too, was a more ambiguous character and much troubled by his own lack of scruple, and the votes in the Commons were not so narrow, the Government majority never as low as ten. In other respects, though, events needed no sharpening, the Kings recovery for instance being only slightly less dramatic than it is in the play; certainly it took the politicians by surprise. This was because the Kings illness was such a political football that no one was quite sure what information was to be trusted, and even when the King was plainly on the mend the doctors could not guarantee that he would maintain the improvement (and there were some alarming lapses).
 In this process of recovery the what-whatting was crucial. This verbal habit of the Kings was presumably the attempt of a nervous and self-conscious man to prevent the conversation from flagging, always a danger in chats with the monarch as the subject is never certain whether he or she is expected to reply or when. The onset of the Kings mania delivered him from self-consciousness and so the what-whatting went; the King was in any case talking too fast and too continuously for there to be need or room for it. When he began to calm down and come to himself again he came to the what-whatting too, the flag of social distress now a signal of recovery. As Greville wrote, though not a grace in language, yet the restoring habits of former days prescribed a forerunner of returning wisdom.
 I have no experience of royal persons, some of whom I think may still what-what a little. Today, though, its easier. What royalty wants nowadays is deference without awe, though what they get more often than not is a fatuous smile, any social awkwardness veiled in nervous laughter, so that the Queen moves among her people buoyed up on waves of obliging hilarity. How happy we must all seem! Such tittering would have been unthinkable at the court of George III, reputedly the dullest in Europe, where no one laughed or coughed and where it was unthinkable ever to sneeze.
 Had the King insisted on such formality outside the court he would not have been as popular as he was. A stickler for etiquette at home, he and the Queen remained seated while his courtiers stood for hours at a time, drooping with boredom, but outside the court, often riding unattended, he would stop and chat with farm labourers, road-menders and anybody he came across. When they went to Cheltenham he promised the Queen, with a lack of formality that not so long ago was thought to be a modern breakthrough, that they would walk about and meet his subjects.
 One difficulty when writing the play was how to furnish the audience with sufficient information about the political set-up at the end of the eighteenth century for them to understand why the illness of the King threatened the survival of the Government. Nowadays of course it wouldnt, and the fact that there were seemingly two parties, Tories and Whigs, could mislead an audience into thinking that then and nowadays were much the same.
 What has to be understood is that in 1788 the monarch was still the engine of the nation. The King would choose as his chief minister a politician who could muster enough support in the House of Commons to give him a majority. Today it is the other way round: the majority in the Commons determines the choice of prime minister. Though it sometimes seemed like this even in the eighteenth century, a minister imposed on the King by Parliament could not last long; this was why George III so much resented Fox, who was briefly his minister following a disreputable coalition with North in 1783. All governments were to some degree coalitions and a majority in the Commons did not reflect some overall victory by Whigs or Tories in a general election. Leading figures in Parliament had their groups of supporters; there were Pitt-ites, Fox-ites, Rockingham Whigs and Grenvilles, who voted as their patron voted. A ministry was put together, a majority accumulated out of an alliance of various groups, and what maintained that alliance was the uninterrupted flow of political patronage, the network of offices and appointments available to those running the administration. In the play Sir Boothby Skrymshir and his nephew Ramsden are a ridiculous pair, but as Sheridan says (though the phrase was actually used by Fox), they are the marketable flotsam out of which a majority was constructed. At the head of the pyramid was the King. All appointments flowed from him. If he was incapacitated and his powers transferred to his son, support for the ministry would dwindle because the flow of patronage had stopped. If the King was mad it would not be long before the Ins were Out.
 As I struggled to mince these chunks of information into credible morsels of dialogue (the danger always being that characters are telling each other what they know in their bones), I often felt it would have been simpler to call the audience in a quarter of an hour early and give them a short curtain lecture on the nature of eighteenth-century politics before getting on with the play proper.
 The characters are largely historical. Margaret Nicholsons attempt on the Kings life was in 1786, not just before his illness as in the play, but it is certainly true, as the King remarks, that in France she would not have got off so lightly. As it was, she lived on in Bedlam long after all the witnesses to her deed were dead, surviving until the eve of the accession of George IIIs granddaughter, Queen Victoria.
 I thought I had invented Fitzroy but discover that in 1801 George III had an aide-de-camp of this name, who was later the heart-throb of the Kings youngest daughter, Amelia. He was generally admitted to be good-looking in a rather wooden sort of way, he had neither dash nor charm and seems to have been on the frigid side into the bargain, which describes our Fitzroy exactly. That he was playing a double game and was an intimate of the Prince of Wales is my invention.
 Greville is an historical character, his diary one of the most important sources for the history of the royal malady. However, Greville was not in attendance throughout as he is in the play. A fair-minded though conventional man, and clear-sighted where the Kings illness was concerned (and often appalled at its treatment), Greville along with the Kings other attendants was excluded when Dr Willis took on the case. Willis brought with him some of his own staff, presumably from his asylum at Greetham in Lincolnshire, and took on other heavies in London. In the play they appear only once, when the restraining chair is brought in at the end of the first act, but in fact they remained at Windsor and Kew in constant attendance on the King until Willis eventually went back north. This was not, as in the play, immediately before the thanksgiving service in June 1789, but some months later.
 The number of physicians attending the King varied. They were known as the London doctors to distinguish them from Dr Willis and his son. I have restricted them to three but there may have been as many as ten. Nor have I included Williss son, who was also a doctor and subsequently in charge of the King during his next attack in 1802.
 The pages who in the play bear so much of the burden of the Kings illness were probably older than I have made them, the youngest and kindest, Papandiek, being the Kings barber, with his wife another of those who kept a diary of this much journalized episode. Some pages were sacked when the King recovered because from the manner in which they had been obliged to attend on Him during the illness, they had obtained a sort of familiarity which now would not be pleasing to Him. However, these were not Papandiek and Braun. In the play depicted as a heartless creature, Braun was in fact one of the Kings favourites and still in his service ten years later. The other page, Fortnum, did, as is said, leave to found the grocers and in the seventies, I remember, one used to be accosted in the store in far-from-eighteenth-century language by two bewigged figures, Mr Fortnum and Mr Mason, who were actually two unemployed actors.
 I found the Opposition (an anachronistic phrase for which there is no convenient substitute) much harder to write than the Government. What can they do? Nicholas Hytner would ask, which is the same question of course that opposition politicians are always having to ask themselves, even today. Pitt, Dundas and Thurlow carry on the government; Fox, Sheridan and Burke can only talk about the day when they might have the government to carry on. And drink, of course. But, as the King says, they all drink. Pitt was frequently drunk before a big speech and on one occasion was sick behind the Speakers chair.
 With Pitt I had first to rid myself of the picture I retained of him from childhood when I saw Kordas wartime propaganda film The Young Mr Pitt. Robert Donat was Pitt, kitted out with a kindly housekeeper, adoring chums and maybe even a girlfriend. What there was no sign of was the bottle. At one point in the play he talks of when he was a boy, though boy he never really was, brought up by his father to be prime minister, destined always for the first employments. The son, the nephew and the first cousin of prime ministers, the only commoner in a cabinet of peers, perhaps he was arrogant but no wonder. Long, lank and awkward, he made a wonderful caricature, and if he was the first prime minister in the sense we understand it today it was because the cartoonists made him so.
 Pitts career ran in tandem with that of Fox, though Fox was the older man. Meeting the boy Pitt he seems to have had a premonition that here was his destiny. They are such inveterate and complementary opposites, Pitt cold, distant and calculating, Fox warm, convivial and impulsive, that they are almost archetypes, save or squander, hoard or spend, Gladstone and Disraeli, Robespierre and Danton, Eliot and Pound. Pitt had his disciples but Fox, for all his inconsistencies and political folly, was genuinely loved, even by his opponents (though never by the King). His oratory was spellbinding, as Pitt ruefully acknowledged (Ah, he said to one of Foxs critics, but you have never been under the wand of the magician.). Burke, whom posterity remembers as a great orator, was in his day considered a bore, his speeches often ludicrously over the top, and known as the dinner bell because when he rose to speak he regularly emptied the House.
  Fox had charm, even at his lowest ebb. I have led a sad life, he wrote to his mistress, sitting up late, always either at the House of Commons or gaming, and losing my money every night that I have played. Getting up late, of course and finding people in my room so that I have never had the morning time to myself, and have gone out as soon as I could, though generally very late, to get rid of them, so that I have scarce ever had a moment to write. You have heard how poor a figure we made in numbers on the slave trade, but I spoke I believe very well  and it is a cause in which one cannnot help being pleased with oneself for having done right. Baffled as to how to convey Foxs charm, I included much of this letter in the first draft of the play, the speech originally part of the much altered final scene. A danger this is becoming Foxs story, noted Nicholas Hytner, so I took it out again.
 I made Sheridan a man of business, a manager of the House, and he was certainly more canny than Fox, whom he regularly scolded and who, he always said, treated him as if he were a swindler. I began by peppering his speeches with self-quotation, which is never a wise move. I had done the same with Orton in an early draft of the screenplay of Prick Up Your Ears, and that didnt work either; one thinks too of all the movies about Wilde in which he talks in epigrams throughout. There was originally a parody of the screen scene in School for Scandal, in which the Prince of Wales and his doctor are discovered hiding from the King. It had some basis in fact but it was an early casualty. I give him two shots at explaining it but what I find hard to understand is why, having made a name for himself in the theatre, Sheridan should have wanted to go into politics at all. On the rare occasions I have talked to politicians, I have found myself condescended to because Im not in the know (political journalists and civil servants do it too). So perhaps that was part of it. Poor Sheridan never quite managed to be one of the boys, even in death. In Westminster Abbey Pitt and Fox are buried clubbily together, whereas Sheridan has landed up next to Garrick. His distaste for this location was another casualty of the final scene of the play. Of course what I really wanted to include but darent was the playwrights bane, a conversation (with Thurlow, it would be) beginning, Anything in the pipeline, Sheridan?
  Dundas was much older than I have made him but, dramatically, Pitt needs a friend or else he would never unburden himself at all. Thurlow, foul-tongued and lazy as a toad at the bottom of a well, was well known to be a twister. When he made the speech on the Kings recovery, quoted in the play  And when I forget my sovereign, may God forget me  Wilkes, who was seated on the steps of the throne, remarked: God forget you? Hell see you damned first!
 Queen Charlotte was every bit as homely and parsimonious as shes presented, stamping the leftover pats of butter with her signet so that they would not be eaten by the servants. Her name is preserved in Apple Charlotte, a recipe that uses up stale bread. I thought I had caught her rather well until Janet Dale, who was playing her, said that the game little wife was a part to which she was no stranger: not long ago it was the first Mrs Orwell and more recently Mrs Walesa; Have another cup of tea, Lech, and let Solidarity take care of itself  Solidarity, Animal Farm or porphyria, Im always the plucky little woman married to a hubby with problems.
 There are some fortuitous parallels with contemporary politics; and had the play been written before the downfall of Mrs Thatcher there would have been more. Pitts kitchen principles were not dissimilar to hers and one could see that Dundas having Willis redraft the bulletin while Pitt keep his hands clean is reminiscent of Mrs Thatchers conduct in the Westland affair. Nor was Pitts attitude to the arts unlike hers: Neither Porson as a scholar, nor Gibbon as an historian, nor Johnson as a lexicographer obtains a farthing from public funds. To Pitt literature, like linen and steel, is a commodity, the price of which must be fixed by supply and demand. Thinking that the Regency Bill must pass and that he faces imminent dismissal, Pitt says that he needs five more years. The audience laughs. But what politician doesnt? Pitt of course got them, but what he actually meant was five more years of peace, and these he didnt get. Mrs Thatchers fortunes were made by a war that came just in time, Pitts ruined by a war which (as Fox thought) should not have come at all. The audience applauds again when Pitt, reviewing his seemingly bleak future, says that having been prime minister he does not now intend to sit on the back benches and carp. This isnt an easy gibe at Mr Heath, for whom Ive got some sympathy; Pitt had always aspired to be prime minister, but on his own terms; in 1783 he had even refused the King an invitation to form a ministry because he was not yet ready; defeated, he would never have played second fiddle to anybody. Any account of politics whatever the period must throw up contemporary parallels. I think if I had deliberately made more of these it would have satisfied or pandered to some critics who felt that was what the play should have been more about. But it is about the madness of George III, the rest amusing, intriguing, but incidental. Mention of the critics, though, reminds me that one of the jokes when we were rehearsing the play was that it would take the audience ten minutes to reconcile themselves to the fact that it wasnt set in Halifax. Such jokes tempt fate and Im told that the critic of the Independent spent most of his notice regretting that it wasnt more Trouble-at-t-Mill.
 Though I have known sufferers from severe depression, I have had little experience of mental illness or of the discourse of the mentally ill, since depression, though it can lead to delusions, doesnt disorder speech. Of course, as Greville cautions Willis in the play, the Kings discourse is slightly disordered to begin with, not normal anyway, and his idiosyncratic utterance has to be established in the audiences mind before it gets more hurried and compulsive and he starts to go off the rails. Even then Willis has to tread warily because behaviour which in an ordinary person would be considered unbalanced (talking of oneself in the third person for instance) is perfectly proper in the monarch. Some of the contents of the Kings mad speech I cribbed from contemporary sources, such as John Haslams Illustrations of Madness, an account of James Tilly Matthews, a patient in Bethlem Hospital in 1810. Other features of the Kings mad talk, his elaborate circumlocutions (a chair an article for sitting in, for instance), are characteristic of schizophrenic speech.
 What was plain quite early on was that where mad talk was concerned a little went a long way; that while it is interesting to see the King going mad and a great relief to see him recover, when he is completely mad and not making any sense at all he is of no dramatic consequence. Since what he is saying is irrational it cannot affect the outcome of things, and so is likely to be ignored; thus an audience will attend to what is being done to the King but not to what he is saying. There was also a difficulty with the sheer quantity of the Kings discourse (on one occasion he was reported as talking continuously for nine hours at a stretch). Two minutes drivel, however felicitously phrased, is enough to make an audience restive, and though what the King is saying is never quite drivel, the volume of it has to be taken down to allow other characters to speak across him, subject sense taking precedence over regal nonsense. Of course speech is not the half of it, and without Nigel Hawthornes transcendent performance the King could have been just a gabbling bore and his fate a matter of indifference. As it is, the performance made him such a human and sympathetic figure the audience saw the whole play through his eyes.
 The final scene of the play proved the most difficult to get right. I knew from the start that the play must end at St Pauls when the nation gives thanks for the Kings return to health. As originally written the doctors emerged still quarrelling as to who deserves the credit for their patients recovery. Then Dr Richard Hunter, the joint-author of George III and the Mad Business, materialized in modern dress to tell the eighteenth-century doctors that they were all wrong anyway and that the King was not mad but suffering from porphyria. The discussion that followed was long and detailed, too much so for this stage of the play and made longer when the politicians emerged and started quarrelling too. Finally the King himself came out, found the doctors disagreeing over the body of the patient, and the politicians disagreeing over the body of the state, said to hell with it all and, taking his cue from Hunters futurity, described how he would eventually end up mad anyway.
 Nigel Hawthorne felt, I think rightly, that he couldnt step out of his character so easily and that if he did the audience would feel cheated. It was Roy Porter who suggested that Richard Hunters mother Ida Macalpine was as much responsible for George III and the Mad Business as her son and that in the interests of literary justice (and political correctness) she should be the voice of modern medicine. Accordingly I wrote the brief scene just before the finale where she explains to the sacked pages (who had been the only ones to take notice of the Kings blue piss) what this symptom meant. Whereas in a film one could deal with this explanation in the final credits I felt at the time the play opened the facts had to be set out and the matter settled within the play. Now Im less sure, though the scene has a structural function as it enables the King and Queen to nip out of bed and into their togs ready for the finale.
 One ending I was fond of, though it was determinedly untheatrical, and perhaps just an elaborate way of saying that too many cooks spoil the broth; still, its the nearest I can get to extracting a message from the play. The King and Queen are left alone on the stage after the Thanksgiving Service and they sit down on the steps of St Pauls and try and decide what lessons can be drawn from it all:


  KING: The real lesson, if I may say so, is that what makes an illness perilous is celebrity. Or, as in my case, royalty. In the ordinary course of things doctors want their patients to recover; their reputations depend on it. But if the patient is rich or royal, powerful or famous, other considerations enter in. There are many parties interested apart from the interested party. So more doctors are called in and none but the best will do. But the best arent always very good and they argue, they disagree. They have to because they are after all the best and the world is watching. And who is in the middle? The patient. It happened to me. It happened to Napoleon. It happened to Anthony Eden. It happened to the Shah. The doctors even killed off George V to make the first edition of The Times. I tell you, dear people, if youre poorly its safer to be poor and ordinary.
 QUEEN: But not too poor, Mr King.
 KING: Oh no. Not too poor. What? What?

 

  NOTE ON THE STAGING
When I was writing the play I had no notion of how it could be put on except that I knew there was a flight of stairs at the rear of the stage. I saw the King and court coming rapidly into view at the start, then hastening down the stairs towards the front of the stage where there was an attempted assassination  an opening that may have been suggested by the line-up of the cast at the start of Richard Joness production of Too Clever By Half. I could see the end too, a descent of the same stairs after the Service of Thanksgiving in St Pauls. How to stage the succession of scenes in between, scenes that were more like a script for a film than a play, I had no idea.
 Mark Thompsons solution was a flight of steps that ran the full width of the stage at the rear, in front of them a panelled wall with two doors that could either be flown in as one piece or slid on in two halves from the wings. In addition, wires spanned the stage on which were two sets of light curtains. These could be drawn across the stage to reveal one area while screening another and thus a scene could be set up behind the curtain while another was played in front of it, the scene change then simply a question of the curtain being pulled across, generally by one of the cast. Though this arrangement is invariably described as Brechtian by critics (Brechtian nowadays as two-edged a compliment as Shavian), I can imagine no better solution. It minimized the time spent on scene changes which with any more cumbersome arrangement would have added twenty minutes to the play.
 		   

  It will be obvious from this Introduction how much I owe to Nicholas Hytner. I would also like to thank the National Theatre staff director, Edward Kemp, the cast and production team, Anne Davies, Mary-Kay Wilmers and, for assistance with medical matters, Jonathan Miller, Roy Porter and Michael Neve
  		   

   Alan Bennett, December 1991
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  PART 1

 WINDSOR
 The curtain rises to Handels Music for the Royal Fireworks, the stage bare except for a flight of stairs. This spans the breadth of the stage and at the head of it, their backs to the audience, stand four PAGES.
 There is a shout off-stage from the EQUERRIES:
 Sharp! Sharp! The King! The King!
 and the PAGES come rapidly backwards down the steps as the KING and court climb the steep ramp at the rear of the staircase, so coming gradually into view. The KING and QUEEN pause briefly at the top, then come down the steps at a brisk pace, the pace as always set by the KING. GEORGE III is accompanied by his wife QUEEN CHARLOTTE, his son and heir the PRINCE OF WALES and his younger son the DUKE OF YORK. Flanking them are members of the government, PITT, DUNDAS and the Lord Chancellor, THURLOW.
 As the KING reaches the foot of the stairs MARGARET NICHOLSON, a soberly dressed woman, comes forward with a petition and kneels to await the KING. He halts the procession, takes the petition, whereupon, as the music hits a grinding discord, NICHOLSON STRIKES him.
  KING: What? What? Hey, madam, whats this?
(The KING falls back, and there is a moment of shocked silence, then turmoil.)
 EQUERRIES: Back! Back! Hold her! Is Your Majesty hurt?
 QUEEN: Sir! Sir!
 KING: What, what? No no. I am not hurt.
(FITZROY, an equerry, struggles with NICHOLSON, as the QUEEN embraces the KING.)
 NICHOLSON: I have a property due to me from the Crown of England.
 KING: The poor creatures mad. Do not hurt her, shes not hurt me.
 NICHOLSON: Give me my property or the country will be drenched in blood.
  KING: Will it indeed? Well, not with this, madam. Its a dessert knife. Wouldnt cut a cabbage.
 NICHOLSON: I have a property due to me from the Crown of England.
 KING: Quite so, quite so.
(NICHOLSON is hustled away.)
 QUEEN: You murderous fiend! (Embracing KING) Thank God I have you yet.
 KING: Hey, hey! Do not fuss, madam. The King has no wound, just a torn waistcoat.
 PRINCE OF WALES: One would consider that almost as vexing.
 KING: What was that?
 PRINCE OF WALES: I rejoice, papa, that you are unharmed.
 QUEEN: The son rejoices. The Prince of Wales rejoices. Faugh!
 DUKE OF YORK: Me too, pa. God save the King and so on.
 QUEEN: (Embracing him but looking at the PRINCE OF WALES) And he is fatter. Always fatter.
 KING: Fatter because he is not doing, what, what? Do you know England, sir?
 PRINCE OF WALES: I think so, sir.
 KING: You know Brighton, Bath  yes, but do you know its mills and manufactories? Do you know its farms? Because I do.
(There are subdued groans from the two brothers, who have had this lecture before.)
 KING: I have made them my special study. Ive written pamphlets on agriculture.
 DUKE OF YORK: Yes, sir.
 KING: Pigs, what.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Yes, father.
 KING: Stock. Good husbandry. Do you know what they call me?
 PRINCE OF WALES: What do they call you, father?
 KING: Farmer George. And do you know what that is?
 PRINCE OF WALES: Impertinence.
 KING: No, sir. Love.
 QUEEN: Affection.
 KING: It is admiration, sir.
 QUEEN: Respect.
 KING: What are your hobbies, sir?
  PRINCE OF WALES: Hobbies?
 QUEEN: Fashion.
 KING: Furniture. Do you know what mine are? Learning. Astronomy.
 QUEEN: The heavens are at his fingertips.
 KING: It is not good, sir, this idleness. That is why you are fat. Do not be fat, sir. Fight it! Fight it!
(For a moment the Royal Family puts on an appearance of unity as the church bells are rung to celebrate the Kings deliverance, and the KING acknowledges the crowds. Then the PRINCE and the DUKE are waved away and the KING turns to WILLIAM PITT, a long, unbending figure in early middle age.)
 You have had a lucky escape, Mr Pitt.
 PITT: I, Your Majesty?
 KING: Yes, you. What, what. Youre my Prime Minister. I chose you. Anything happens to me youll be out, what, what, and Mr Fox will be in. Hey, hey.
 PITT: I think theres no danger of that, sir.
(THURLOW, having been left in charge of the would-be assassin, now returns, as do the PAGES, bringing a clean waistcoat.)
 THURLOW: Your Majesty, the woman will be examined by the Privy Council and if she is mad she will be confined in Bethlem Hospital.
 KING: She is fortunate to live in this kingdom, hey? It is not long since a madman tried to stab the King of France. The wretch was subjected to the most fiendish torments  his limbs burned with fire, the flesh lacerated with red-hot pincers, until in a merciful conclusion, he was stretched between four horses and torn asunder.
(The KING is being helped off with his coat and as he raises his arms to enable the PAGES to undress him he too is outstretched. For a moment he seems to find it difficult to speak, as if he also is tortured (as indeed he will be). This uneasy moment is noted by the company and by the KING himself, but it passes and he is straightaway himself again.)
We have at least outgrown such barbarities. The lowliest subject in this kingdom could not be subjected to such tortures in the name of justice.

  As the KING departs at the end of the first scene PITT and DUNDAS remain behind, as do FOX and SHERIDAN.
  FOX: What has happened to this country, Mr Pitt? A despot escapes the knife and they ring their bells.
 DUNDAS: You would not want His Majesty killed, Mr Fox?
 FOX: I do not want anyone killed, sir. Still, if a few ramshackle colonists in America can send the King packing, why cant we?
 SHERIDAN: Hush, sir. You know you must not mention America to Mr Pitt.
 FOX: Forgive me, Mr Pitt. We must not remind you of your Whig youth.
(PITT ignores these taunts.)
 SHERIDAN: We are all Whigs until we are in government. Office makes Tories of us all.
 PITT: I am the Kings servant, sir, upon all matters.
 FOX: Except America.
 PITT: America, sir, is over.
(PITT and DUNDAS go.)
 FOX: And we are over too.
 SHERIDAN: No. Not if we persevere in the House.
 FOX: In opposition? Nag, nag, nag? The King and Pitt together, one might as well piss against a wall. No. I am not of an opposing temper. Had I been in government I could have done so much. Now Pitt has stitched himself into the flag and passed himself off as the spirit of the nation and the Tories as the collective virtue of England. Well, Im cured of politics, Sheridan.
 SHERIDAN: Of course you are.
 FOX: I shall turn my back on that rat-run, the House of Commons 
 SHERIDAN: Yes.
 FOX:  and that anal fistula of a king. Im going to read, but not newspapers, write, but not pamphlets, and let this fart- ridden pox-infested country sink into its sea of pus.
 SHERIDAN: Yes.
 FOX: Why do nice people never get the government?
 SHERIDAN: Foolishness?

 
 WINDSOR
 There is a burst of Handel as PITT enters with a despatch box. He is followed by the PAGES, one with a portable desk, another with an inkstand.
  PAGES: The King, the King.
(When the KING appears PITT bows deeply (as does everyone whenever the KING enters; the Court is of stifling formality). PITT then takes documents from the despatch box, which the KING reads and signs at the portable desk, all of which is covered by music. Meanwhile a handsome and disdainful equerry, CAPTAIN FITZROY, instructs a new equerry, GREVILLE, in his duties.)
 FITZROY: His Majesty is very fond of Handel, Greville, are you?
 GREVILLE: I am not familiar with his music, Captain Fitzroy.
 FITZROY: You will be. His Majesty does nothing by halves. If he is fond of a thing, be it Handel or mutton and potatoes, by God he will have it whenever occasion permits. His mode of life is simple and he is harnessed to routine. You will appreciate from what I have been saying that to be equerry to His Majesty is not the liveliest of situations.
 GREVILLE: I am anxious only to be of service.
 FITZROY: Quite so.
 KING: Married yet, Mr Pitt, what, what?
 PITT: No, sir.
 KING: Got your eye on anybody then, hey?
 PITT: No, sir.
 KING: More to the point  anybody got their eye on you, hey hey?
 PITT: Not to my knowledge, sir.
 KING: A man should marry. Yes, yes. Best thing I ever did. Queens a treasure. Not a beauty, not a beauty, but the better for it. Character what counts, eh, what, what?
 PITT: Nearly done, sir.
 KING: And children, you see. Children. Great comfort. Except they die, of course. Octavius, we lost. Lovely little fellow. Yes, yes.
(He looks at one of the warrants he is signing.)
 This fellow were putting in as professor at Oxford, was his father Canon of Westminster?
  PITT: Ive no idea, sir.
 KING: Yes, yes. Phillips, yes. Thats the father. This is the son. And the daughter married the organist of Norwich Cathedral. Sharpe. Whose son is the painter. Yes. And the other son is a master at Eton. And he had a niece who married somebody. (He tries to think whom.)
 PITT: Your Majestys knowledge of even the lowliest of your appointments never ceases to astonish me.
 KING: Whats happened to Fox?
 PITT: Retired to the country again, sir.
 KING: We must hope he stays there. Such a dodger. And too many ideas. Not like you, Mr Pitt. You dont have ideas. Well, you have one big idea: balancing the books. And a very good idea to have, what, what? The best. And one with which I absolutely agree, as I agree with you, Mr Pitt, on everything  apart from the place we mustnt mention.
(He gives PITT a sidelong look. PITT says nothing.)
 KING: We didnt see eye to eye over that, but we agreed to draw a veil over it. And Im only mentioning it now just to show that I havent mentioned it. You know where I mean, what?
 PITT: Yes, sir.
 KING: The colonies.
 PITT: Theyre now called the United States, sir.
 KING: Are they? Goodness me! Well, I havent mentioned them. I prefer not to, whatever theyre called. The United States. (There is a momentary hesitation on the words United States, as if the KING finds them difficult to articulate. Noted by the PAGES and the EQUERRIES and also by PITT, it quickly passes.) When I think about them  and Im not thinking about them in particular  but when people in Parliament oppose, go against my wishes, I still find it very vexing. Try as I can, it seems to me disloyalty.
 PITT: Your Majesty should not take it so personally.
 KING: Not take it personally? But Im King. This is my government. How else am I supposed to take it but personally?
 PITT: The Whigs believe it is their duty to oppose you, sir.
 KING: Duty? Duty? What sort of duty is that?
  PITT: The House is very quiet at the moment, sir.
 KING: Well, you must try and keep it that way, what, what? And well get a lot more done. Good night, Mr Pitt.
 PITT: Good night, Your Majesty.
(The KING is going. He stops.)
 KING: The Vicar of Lichfield.
 PITT: Sir?
 KING: Vicar of Lichfield. Thats whom the daughter of the organist of Norwich Cathedral married. Hmm. Good. Good. 
(The KING leaves, followed by PITT, and FITZROY resumes his instruction. A MAID with a warming pan crosses the stage.)
 FITZROY: Having risen punctually at six, His Majesty retires to bed punctually at eleven, though, since kings like to be ruled by clocks, it is all punctual. It is a regular succession of occupations chequered occasionally by the varieties of the moment. Some would and do call it dull 
 PAGES: Sharp! Sharp! The King! The King!
(The KING comes on, now in his dressing-gown but still reading and signing papers.)
 FITZROY:  but monarchs like their days populous and determined. To be idle or alone are pools in which they might glimpse themselves. To lead them past such pools and mitigate their solitude is the whole duty of courtiers.
(The MAID with the warming pan returns and the KING stops her.)
 KING: All done, hey? Bed warm, is it? What?
 MAID: Sir.
 KING: Got enough coal in, have you? (He opens the warming pan and looks inside, using his nightshirt to hold the hot handle.)
 KING: Know where this coal comes from, what?
 MAID: The cellar, sir.
 KING: No, no, Wales. Thats good Welsh coal, what. Off you go.
 FITZROY: His Majesty is nothing if not inquisitive, and interests himself in every department of the nations endeavours. His curiosity is benevolent, undirected. And infinite. (And from FITZROYs tone, infinitely wearing.) All in all, he is a most cultivated fellow.
 (There now appears the statuesque figure of the Queens Mistress of the Robes, LADY PEMBROKE, carrying a candlestick. Tall, distinguished (and around fifty), she is an impressive sight.)
 KING: Ready?
 LADY PEMBROKE: Sir.
 KING: You the new equerry, are you, what?
 GREVILLE: Your Majesty.
 KING: Greville, good, good. Well thats Lady Pembroke. Handsome woman, what? Daughter of the Duke of Marlborough. Stuff of generals. Blood of Blenheim. Husband an utter rascal. Eloped in a packet-boat. Yes. 
(All leave  backwards as ever  as LADY PEMBROKE conducts the KING into the presence of the QUEEN, before withdrawing herself. The QUEEN is in bed, knitting.)
 KING: Good evening, Mrs King.
 QUEEN: Good evening, Mr King.
 KING: When we get this far I call it dandy, hey?
 QUEEN: Indeed, Mr King.
 KING: Is it hot?
 QUEEN: No.
 KING: I am hot. Feel my belly.
 QUEEN: It rumbles, sir.
 KING: I ate a pear at supper.
 QUEEN: Two pears, sir. It is as tight as a drum.
 KING: Saving your presence I will try a fart.
(The QUEEN indicates he should get out of bed first. Grumbling he does so, but it is no use.)
 QUEEN: No?
(He shakes his head and gets back in again.)
Lady Townshend came to see me this evening.
 KING: Yes?
 QUEEN: Wanted to know if she could sit during the drawing room.
 KING: Sit  what on earth for?
 QUEEN: She is about to give birth.
 KING: So? You gave birth fifteen times.
 QUEEN: Yes, but I do sit.
 KING: Hmm, well, nothing wrong with standing. Its only two hours. What did you say?
  QUEEN: Told her she should stand.
 KING: Quite right. If everybody who is having a child starts sitting the next thing itll be everybody with gout, and before long the placell look like a Turkish harem, what, what. Cold fish, Pitt. Never smiles. Works though, oh yes. Never stops. Drinks, they say. But then they all drink. His father went mad. Doesnt show any sign of that. Pain in my belly now. Oh, Charlotte!
 QUEEN: Oh, George!
 KING: (He begins to cry out) Oh, oh!
(A curtain is quickly drawn across the scene as GREVILLE enters with SIR GEORGE BAKER, the Kings first physician.)
 BAKER: When did this bilious attack come on?
 GREVILLE: In the early hours of the morning.
 BAKER: Was His Majesty in pain?
 GREVILLE: Crying out with it.
 BAKER: I sent over some senna. Was that given to him?
 GREVILLE: Yes. The pain got worse.
 BAKER: Whereabouts was the pain?
 GREVILLE: Would it not be better to ask His Majesty that?
 BAKER: How long have you been in waiting? I cannot address His Majesty until he addresses me. I cannot enquire after His Majestys symptoms until he chooses to inform me of them.
 GREVILLE: Sir George. Whatever his situation His Majesty is but a man 
 BAKER: Youre the Kings equerry with radical notions like that? Good God. With any patient I undertake a physical examination only as a last resort; it is an intolerable intrusion on a gentlemans privacy. With His Majesty it is unthinkable. However, its probably only a fever  a tax our constitutions must pay for this dreadful climate.
(Shouts of The King! The King! Sharp! Sharp! The KING comes in.)
 GREVILLE: Here is your physician, sir.
 KING: Yes, Baker. A ninny, what, what. Tell him I am much better. I had a pretty smart bilious attack, very smart indeed, but it has passed.
 BAKER: Sir. Would it be possible to take His Majestys pulse?
  GREVILLE: Would it be 
 KING: Yes, yes. Here. Do it. Do it, sir, do it. Do not faff, sir. And firm, sir. Hold it, do not fondle it. This is the way you take a pulse, what? One two three four five six seven eight, what, what. Go on, go on.
 BAKER: Ive lost count, sir.
 KING: Now. Were you responsible for the senna, Baker?
 BAKER: I prescribed it for Your Majesty, yes, sir.
 KING: Then you are a fool, Baker, what, what?
 BAKER: Its just a mild purgative, sir.
 KING: Mild, sir, mild? Fourteen motions and you call it mild. I could have manured the whole parish. Where does it originate, this senna, what, what?
 BAKER: The tropics  Africa, America, sir.
 KING: America, ah! Well, I want no more of it. If two glasses of it can bring the King low, it could be the end of all government.
 BAKER: Two glasses! Your Majesty was only supposed to take three spoonfuls.
 KING: When did three spoonfuls of anything do anybody any good? Measure the medicine to the man, Baker. How is my pulse?
 BAKER: Its very fast, sir.
 KING: Good, good.
 BAKER: Your Majesty would probably feel better after a warm bath. A warm bath has a settling effect on the spirits.
 KING: You have one, then. Your spirits are more agitated than mine.
(The QUEEN has come in with LADY PEMBROKE.)
 FORTNUM: Her Majesty the Queen, Your Majesty.
 QUEEN: Well, Sir George, how is His Majesty?
 BAKER: His pulse is far too fast, Your Majesty.
 KING: Rubbish.
 QUEEN: Your Majesty works too hard. Perhaps we should have a holiday. Take the waters.
 KING: The waters, eh? Perhaps we should. Where do people go nowadays, Elizabeth, eh?
 LADY PEMBROKE: Bath, sir. Cheltenham.
  KING: Cheltenham, eh?
 QUEEN: The son goes to Cheltenham.
 KING: Well, so shall we. Progress through Gloucestershire. Loyal addresses, what? Keys of the city. People on every hand.
 Hooray, hooray! God save the King, what, what?
 QUEEN: Do not excite yourself, sir.
 KING: Take Elizabeth, of course. You know Cheltenham I suppose, what?
 LADY PEMBROKE: Yes, sir.
 KING: What do you think of it?
 LADY PEMBROKE: It is much resorted to by people of fashion, sir.
 KING: People of fashion, Mrs King. Do you hear that? Take a little house. No levees or drawing rooms, no talking to people we dont wish to talk to. Live like an ordinary couple. Mr and Mrs King. People of fashion!

 WESTMINSTER
 There is a flourish and music and the curtain is drawn to reveal FITZROY, GREVILLE and BAKER bang interviewed by THURLOW, DUNDAS, a refined Scot, and PITT, who as ever holds himself aloof from the proceedings.
  THURLOW: Gossip, gossip, gossip. Still, wed better hear the rest of it.
 FITZROY: Having left Cheltenham they lodged at Worcester, in the palace of Bishop Hurd, where the King rose before dawn, went round to the Deans lodgings, and by persistent battering on the door roused the Dean and commanded him to show him the cathedral.
 THURLOW: Well?
 BAKER: Lord Chancellor, it was still dark.
 PITT: His Majesty sounds in his customary rude health.
 BAKER: But the early rising? The visit to the Dean?
 DUNDAS: What time would you have him rise? Five? Six? Is there an hour consistent with rationality?
 THURLOW: Dammit, man, Mr Fox is seldom in bed by five. You doctors would have us all in Bedlam.
  GREVILLE: It is true His Majesty is an early riser.
 FITZROY: He walks about unattended by the court.
 THURLOW: At five in the morning? You should be grateful!
 BAKER: When he takes the waters, whereas others take a glass he dashes back several bumpers.
 PITT: Have we come to the end of this catalogue of regal nonconformities? Because I have heard nothing to suggest His Majestys behaviour is in any way unusual. It was after all a holiday. Now that he is back at Windsor he will doubtless settle down.
 FITZROY: He also harps on America. The colonies.
(At this PITT turns and looks, and there is a slight pause. PITT nods to DUNDAS.)
 DUNDAS: That will be all.
 (FITZROY and GREVILLE turn to go.)
 But Captain Fitzroy, for the strongest reasons, both foreign and domestic, a degree of discretion.
 THURLOW: Yes. Goddammit, man. Keep your mouth shut. Its all tittle-tattle.
(FITZROY and GREVILLE go.)
 BAKER: The colics not tittle-tattle. The sweats are not tittle-tattle, nor the pains in the legs. Though I have not been well myself lately.
 THURLOW: What do you think it is?
 BAKER: I may have caught a chill.
 THURLOW: Not you, man, His Majesty.
 BAKER: It may be that he has caught rheumatism in his legs and it has flown to his stomach. Or gout, of course.
 DUNDAS: He scarcely drinks.
 BAKER: Flying gout.
 THURLOW: I have been assured that the sovereign remedy for gout is to cut the toenails in hot water.
 BAKER: It may be.
 THURLOW: Gods teeth. Youre President of the Royal College of Physicians. You ought to know.
 BAKER: I did however venture to take his pulse. It has become languid.
(He absentmindedly takes THURLOWs.)
  THURLOW: Languid? What does that mean?
 BAKER: Well, yours you see is hard and wiry.
 THURLOW: And?
 BAKER: There are physicians who believe that we each have our fixed allotment of heartbeats, and that a hard pulse such as this one uses up that deposit of heartbeats quicker than a languid one.
 THURLOW: Good God, really? Then there is an economy here too. (He feels his pulse.) How do I slow it down?
 DUNDAS: You will keep us informed?
 BAKER: I am at Windsor every day. (BAKER bows to PITT, who ignores him. Leaves.)
 DUNDAS: At thirty guineas a time Im not surprised.
 THURLOW: Hard and wiry. Whats yours like?
 PITT: I cant believe that hes that ill. Baker makes out he is so that when in due course he recovers, Baker gets the credit. Ive done the same myself. Before we came in I said the nation was sick, deliberately predicted national bankruptcy, so that when the economy recovered, prosperity was put down to me. No, he is not ill.
 THURLOW: Well, I dont like it. Though there was a mysterious illness once before, in your fathers time. Government was at a standstill.
 DUNDAS: It was of no consequence.
 THURLOW: It was of no consequence because he recovered.
 PITT: It was of no consequence because the Prince of Wales was then a child of three. It was of no consequence because Mr Fox and his friends were not perched in the rafters waiting to come in. We consider ourselves blessed in our constitution. We tell ourselves our parliament is the envy of the world. But we live in the health and well-being of the Sovereign as much as any vizier does the Sultan.
 THURLOW: And the Sultan orders it better. He has his son and heir strangled. (He goes off, still trying to take his pulse.)

 
 CARLTON HOUSE
 The PRINCE OF WALES, the DUKE OF YORK, SHERIDAN, BURKE and the Princes physician, DR RICHARD WARREN, are listening to FITZROY, who is telling his tale here too and plainly much more at ease than in the previous scene, even lounging in a chair.
  FITZROY: His Majesty then downed three bumpers of the spa water. The effect on his system I will not venture to describe.
 PRINCE OF WALES: We are grateful for your forbearance, Captain Fitzroy. Well, Warren, what do you make of it?
 WARREN: Diagnosis is difficult unless I see His Majesty.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Youre not likely to. The King is more likely to go to my tailor than my doctor.
 WARREN: But I take the gravest view of his symptoms.
 DUKE OF YORK: (Reading the report) His Majestys discourse is sporadic. Whats that?
 SHERIDAN: Fits and starts, sir.
 DUKE OF YORK: Usual thing, you mean.
 FITZROY: He hardly sleeps.
 SHERIDAN: And is often in excruciating pain.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Oh. Poor pa. Theres no danger  is there? 
(WARREN says nothing.)
Dear me. Death, Fred.
 DUKE OF YORK: Gosh.
 WARREN: Or if not death a state of mind so tenuous as to make His Majesty unfit to govern.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Mad, Fred.
 DUKE OF YORK: Oh dear.
 SHERIDAN: Pitt will have to recall Parliament and if His Majesty is ill your Royal Highness must in due course be declared Regent.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Regent?
 SHERIDAN: King in all but name.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Regent. With all the powers?
 SHERIDAN: Yes.
 PRINCE OF WALES: And all the funds?
 SHERIDAN: Oh yes.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Wheres Fox? Wed better send for him.
  SHERIDAN: Bath. Lying on the conscientious bosom of Mrs Armistead.
 DUKE OF YORK: Bet thats sporadic. Fits and starts there, what.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Fred, please. Pa is ill.
 DUKE OF YORK: Sorry, Prin.
 SHERIDAN: It would be best, sir, if in this matter of His Majestys health we should be seen to disclaim any party advantage.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Quite agree. Quite agree. Why exactly?
 SHERIDAN: A month or so ago Pitt looked set for another ten years. Now we have a chance to turn him out because the King is ill, but we must not seem over-eager, lest we be thought unpatriotic or self-seeking.
 PRINCE OF WALES: A son who must  reluctantly  shoulder the responsibilities of a sick  who knows, possibly a dying father  that is hardly self-seeking.
 SHERIDAN: But it must be reluctantly.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Of course. A necessary duty; a task unshirked. No joy in it. No joy in it at all. Windsor would have to be entirely altered, of course. Its impossible as it is.

 WINDSOR
 The curtains have been drawn across the full width of the stage and the KING in his nightshirt begins to pull them back.
  KING: What is this? The King is unattended. Up with you. Papandiek.
 (PAPANDIEK rushes on in his nightshirt (a shorter version than 
the Kings). He is the kindest of the pages and the one with a 
genuine concern for his master.)
 PAPANDIEK: Whats the matter, sir?
(FORTNUM hurries in, still dressing.)
 KING: The matter is, sir, that it is morning. That is the matter. Morning is the matter. Not being attended to is the matter. And dont mutter. Or mutter will be the matter.
 PAPANDIEK: What time is it, sir?
 KING: What is that to you? The King is up. You attend on the King, not on the clock. When the King is awake, you are awake. It is four oclock. Six hours sleep is enough for a man, seven for a woman, and eight for a fool.
 FORTNUM: Then weve only had three. We didnt go to bed till one.
 KING: Is that insolence, sir?
 FORTNUM: No, sir. Arithmetic.
(The king tries to strike him.)
 KING: Whats your name?
 FORTNUM: Fortnum, sir.
 KING: Fetch me my breeches.
(Enter BRAUN.)
 BRAUN: Whats all this damned noise? Has the old boy rung?
 KING: Yes, he has rung. He has been ringing for half-an-hour. Lazy hound. Stir yourself, boy. Lazy, lazy, lazy. Find me my breeches.
 PAPANDIEK: I have them, sir.
(BRAUN goes off.)
 KING: What is your name, sir?
 PAPANDIEK: You know my name, sir.
 KING: Dont tell me what I know and dont know. What is it?
 PAPANDIEK: Papandiek, sir. Arthur, sir.
 KING: (Peering at him) Is it Arthur? And you?
 FORTNUM: Fortnum, sir.
 KING: Well, hold me, boys, hold me. Or I shall fall.
 PAPANDIEK: Its all this hurry and flurry, sir. If Your Majesty would just lift your leg.
 KING: I am the King. You lift my leg. Oh  oh  (He is falling over.)
 PAPANDIEK: I have you, sir.
 KING: Why do you shiver? I am not cold. I am warm. I am burning. No, I am not burning. It is my body that is burning. And I am locked inside it. Wheres that other rascal Braun? Hes not gone back to bed?
 BRAUN: Im here, sir.
 KING: Well, give me my shirt then. What shirt is this?
 PAPANDIEK: Your shirt, sir.
 KING: No. Its rough. Feel. Its like calico. Sailcloth. Its a hairshirt.
 BRAUN: Its linen, sir, and laundered yesterday.
 KING: How long have you been in my service?
 BRAUN: Your Majesty knows.
  KING: How should I know, sir, if I ask. (Shaking him.) How long?
 BRAUN: Three years, sir. And before that I was in the service of the Prince of Wales.
 KING: (Mutters) God help you.
 BRAUN: Those were the days. None of this four oclock in the morning game. And a drink now and again.
 KING: Do not talk of the Prince, sir. Who has put you up to talking of the Prince? Fortnum, have you sons?
 FORTNUM: I am not married, sir.
 KING: That will not save you. Fetch me another.
 BRAUN: Another what, sir?
 KING: Another shirt, sir. A softer shirt. Youve brought this up to scratch. Go, go.
(BRAUN goes.
PAPANDIEK and FORTNUM are putting on his stockings.)
 KING: Do not snatch and pull, sir.
 FORTNUM: I am not snatching and pulling, sir.
 KING: I am the King. You are pulling, sir.
 FORTNUM: Yes, sir.
 KING: Stop, you clumsy oaf. Arthur, you do it.
(FORTNUM stands aside as BRAUN comes back with another shirt.)
 PAPANDIEK: Your Majestys legs are tender.
 KING: These are not my proper stockings.
 PAPANDIEK: Sir?
 KING: They itch, too. I burn all inward. My limbs are laced with fire. But I will not give in to it. Have you said your prayers this morning?
 BRAUN: I started, sir, but I was interrupted.
 KING: Say after me  Our Father, which art in heaven 
(As the KING leads the pages in the Lords Prayer, the QUEEN and LADY PEMBROKE, still in their nightclothes, come anxiously down the stairs accompanied by GREVILLE, who is also half dressed, and BAKER.
 The KING suddenly catches sight of LADY PEMBROKE.) Oh God, my blood is full of cramps, lobsters crack my bones, there are stones in my belly. Oh, Elizabeth! 
 (He embraces LADY PEMBROKE and kisses her full on the lips.)
 QUEEN: Sir, we are in company.
 KING: Mind your own business.
 LADY PEMBROKE: You must rest, sir.
 KING: No. I am the King. I cannot rest. I must rule. Half the day gone already. There is much to do, there is government 
 PAPANDIEK: Government hasnt begun yet, sir. Government is in bed.
 BRAUN: Government is lucky.
(The KING rushes off. GREVILLE hurries after him, gathering up the PAGES.)
 GREVILLE: Follow, follow.
 QUEEN: Well, Baker, what is to be done?
 BAKER: His Majesty must be bled. If only he will keep still. Forgive me  (He is wanting to go after the King.)
 QUEEN: Yes, yes. Go! Mr Pitt must be informed.
(The QUEEN and LADY PEMBROKE are left alone. There is an awkward silence.)
 QUEEN: Elizabeth.
 LADY PEMBROKE: Maam.
 QUEEN: His Majesty is not himself.
 LADY PEMBROKE: No, maam.
 QUEEN: Something has got into him. He has been a faithful husband. Though he does not lack opportunity. What was your husband like  Lord Pembroke?
 LADY PEMBROKE: A fiend, maam.
 QUEEN: In what way?
 LADY PEMBROKE: In the usual way, maam.
 QUEEN: Elizabeth, if the King should pay you undue attention, it means nothing. You must try and ignore it.
 LADY PEMBROKE: Yes, maam.
(Pause.)
 LADY PEMBROKE: Maam.
 QUEEN: Yes? (Surprised to be spoken to.)
 LADY PEMBROKE: So must Your Majesty.
(The QUEEN looks less certain about this but they go as FORTNUM, coming on with a glass chamber-pot, runs into BRAUN.)
  FORTNUM: Look.
 BRAUN: What?
 FORTNUM: Its blue.
(He holds the pot up to the light and we see that the piss is dark blue. There is a hint of music which, though not quite the Lilac Fairy, should focus the attention.)
 BRAUN: Id call it purple. You and me, we piss plain. Kings piss purple.
(FITZROY enters.)
 FITZROY: What are you dawdling here for? The King is unattended.
 FORTNUM: Its this, sir.
 FITZROY: What?
 FORTNUM: The Kings water, sir. Its blue, sir.
 BRAUN: Purple.
 FORTNUM: Its been this colour since this business began.
 FITZROY: What business? Dont be insolent.
 FORTNUM: We thought it might be important.
 FITZROY: What is important is not to dangle about. Where is His Majesty?
Unattended, and half undressed. Thats whats important. Give me that.
(He takes the chamber-pot. The PAGES go off as BAKER enters, an apron on, ready to bleed the King.)
 Sir George  I  This is the Kings water.
 BAKER: Im not interested in his water. Im about to bleed him.
 FITZROY: Its blue.
 BAKER: So?
 FITZROY: It has been blue since His Majesty has been ill.
 BAKER: Oh God, another doctor. Medicine is a science. It consists of observation.
Whether a mans water is blue or not is neither here nor there.
(He goes, leaving the chamber-pot with FITZROY, who not knowing what to do with it eventually carries it off at arms length.)
 FITZROY: Well, theres one blessing. At least hes stopped all the what-whatting.

 
 WINDSOR
 PITT is sitting, going through his papers. DUNDAS stands waiting.
  DUNDAS: Half the trouble, to my mind, is that the corks too tight in the bottle. What is wanting with HM is a little quiet dissipation. A King and no mistress. Or anyone in a lofty situation. Its unheard of.
 PITT: It has been known.
 DUNDAS: Im sorry. (Sighing) But Im right, am I not? The man has to break out.
 PITT: Fifteen children seem to me to indicate a degree of conscientiousness in that regard.
 DUNDAS: Im talking of pleasure, not duty. Its so dull.
 PITT: Better a dull monarchy than a disreputable one. They are a devoted couple.
 DUNDAS: The bloom has at any rate gone off the Queens ugliness. Since she fell from her carriage and broke her nose shes quite handsome.
 PITT: I do not think the King appreciates that he cannot afford to be ill. I shall point out to him that if he is ill for any length of time the Government will fall. That is the best medicine.
(Enter THURLOW in a flurry.)
 THURLOW: I thought I was late. Then the King really would be mad.
 PITT: I would be obliged if you did not use that word.
 THURLOW: What word?
 PITT: Mad. He is no madder than the generality.
 THURLOW: Ive been in the City. The stocks are down again and they expect a run on the Bank. Some damn fool must have talked.
 PITT: Everybody talks. 
(FITZROY comes in, and through the door we hear a babble of excited German.)
 FITZROY: His Majesty sends his compliments and will receive you shortly.
 THURLOW: Any change?
(FITZROY disdains even to answer the question.)
 PITT: Captain Fitzroy. I sent a box of the most urgent papers requiring His Majestys signature. Has he dealt with them?
  FITZROY: No, sir.
(He goes back into the Kings room.)
 PITT: Some of them are a month old. Government is at a halt.
 THURLOW: You have been spoiled. A king never behind with his boxes. Thats half the trouble. Too conscientious.
 PITT: These are appointments, pensions, jobs. Votes. An ailing King means an ailing Government.
 THURLOW: So theres a lull in government. The country will be grateful. Theres too much damned Government.
(The door opens again and BAKER backs through it.)
 BAKER: I have every hope of a cure, Your Majesty.
 KING: (Off) Cure, you cretin? You couldnt cure a gammon ham.
 BAKER: No, Your Majesty.
 KING: (Off) Push off, you fat turd.
 BAKER: Yes, Your Majesty. No, Your Majesty.
(The door closes.)
Oh, Lord Chancellor, I should not have to put up with this.
 THURLOW: Why? Youre being paid.
 DUNDAS: How is the King?
 BAKER: The same. Worse. He varies. His tongue runs away with him. Thoughts that a well man keeps under he just babbles forth.
 PITT: Is he fit to be seen?
 BAKER: By whom?
 PITT: In public. He has to be seen or he will be thought dying and the stocks fall further.
 BAKER: Have they fallen again? Oh dear. My broker was expecting a run on the bank.
 THURLOW: Your broker, Baker?
 BAKER: Yes.
 THURLOW: And what were you doing with your broker, Baker?
 BAKER: Well, what does one do with ones broker? One has affairs.
 THURLOW: Not selling stock?
 BAKER: I may have sold a little.
 THURLOW: So it was you, sir.
 BAKER: Me, sir? No, sir! What, sir?
 THURLOW: Fool! Drivelling idiot!
  BAKER: Sir, I am President of the Royal College of Physicians.
 THURLOW: Yes, and Secretary of the Royal Institute of Blabbers. You have started a run on the Bank, sir.
 BAKER: Me, sir? No, sir!
 THURLOW: The Kings doctor sells his stock, ergo the King is not expected to recover.
 PAGE: Sharp! Sharp! The King! The King!
 BAKER: I am a poor man. I have my family to think of.
(PITT takes little notice of all this, but as the king is announced gathers up his papers and stands up. baker bolts from the room. FITZROY opens the door, but it is some moments before the KING comes through, legs bandaged and moving very slowly.
 KING: Mr Pitt? Mr Pitt? You see us suddenly an old man.
 GREVILLE: Will Your Majesty not sit down?
(FITZROY heaves a sigh of disapproval.)
 KING: The King never sits when seeing his ministers. Sits, no. Shits though, yes. They say I soiled my small clothes this morning. It is not true. Or it may be true. My flesh is on fire. I must quench it whatever way comes to hand. Dundas, yes? (Peers.)
 DUNDAS: Your Majesty.
 KING: The Scots one. Thurlow?
 THURLOW: Your Majesty.
 KING: Father was Rector of Ashfield. Brothers Bishop of Durham. Shaggy fellow. Yes. Why do you look at me? Do not look at me. I am the King. Speak, speak.
 PITT: Perhaps I can lay before Your Majesty some of the more urgent papers awaiting Your Majestys signature.
(The KING motions for them.)
 KING: Yes, Mr Pitt, I do not see so well. There is no mist here?
 PITT: No, sir.
 KING: Oh, my aching brain. What is this? (Looking at the paper) America, is it?
 PITT: No, sir. It is a warrant for the most urgent expenditure. I beg Your Majesty to sign it.
 KING: America is not to be spoken of, is that it?
  PITT: For your own peace of mind, sir. But it is not America. It is a warrant for 
 KING: Peace of mind! I have no peace of mind. I have had no peace of mind since we lost America. Forests, old as the world itself, meadows, plains, strange delicate flowers, immense solitudes. And all nature new to art. All ours. Mine. Gone. A paradise lost. The trumpet of sedition has sounded. We have lost America. Soon we shall lose India, the Indies, Ireland even, our feathers plucked one by one, this island reduced to itself alone, a great state mouldered into rottenness and decay. And they will lay it at my door. What is this I am reading? It is America. The words fly ahead of me. I cannot catch them in the mist.
 PITT: If Your Majesty would trust me, it would assist your ministers immeasurably if Your Majesty would just sign the warrants. It is most urgent, I assure you.
 KING: But I have to read them. I do not sign anything I do not read. I might be signing my own deposition. Is that why you are gathered?
 THURLOW: No, sir. We are your loyal servants, sir. In your present frame of mind 
 KING: What do you know of my mind? Or its frame? Something is shaking the frame; shaking the mind out of its frame. I am not going out of my mind; my mind is going out of me. 
(The KING begins to scratch himself or even to take off some of his clothes. He turns to leave.)
 KING: Go, all of you.
 PITT: Sir 
 KING: Go, go.
 PITT: I beg you, sir. Sir (Holding out the warrants for the KING).
 DUNDAS: William!
 PITT: I beg you. 
(PITT snatches a pen from PAPANDIEK, seizes the writing desk from FORTNUM and thrusts it at the KING. DUNDAS tries to restrain him and PITTs loss of dignity seems even to shock the KING.)
 KING: Beg me what?
  PITT: The warrants, sir. Your Majesty must try to be well  or  or  the Government will suffer.
 KING: The Go  Go  Government. 
(The KING takes the warrant, looks at it unseeingly, hands it to FITZROY and goes. The PAGES, smoothly but with an air of disapproval, recover the pen and writing desk from PITT and as FITZROY wearily hands PITT the unsigned warrant they all follow the KING out.)
 PITT: He can see  so he can read. He only has to sign.
 THURLOW: Being a lawyer, I have had some commerce with madness.
(PITT looks.)
I speak as I find. When I was a young man I was friend to one William Cowper. I saw him removed to a madhouse in St Albans. For all I know hes still there. Mind you, he was a morbid fellow. Poet.
 DUNDAS: What is it like?
 THURLOW: Like taking off ones braces.
 DUNDAS: There is consolation in it, you mean?
 THURLOW: For some. Were the King not in pain one might envy him. Saying what he likes.
(PITT takes a swig from a hip flask, such a regular feature of his behaviour it is not noted in the stage directions.)
 PITT: I have a great disrelish for absurdity. But I will not believe it. Let us have no more talk of madness. Because I do not believe it, do you hear?
 THURLOW: God give me patience! It is not what you believe. It is what Parliament believes. It is what the Prince of Wales believes. And it is what the City believes.
 PITT: That is true. So long an absence will be construed. The public will think him dead. The King must be seen. It need not be too severe a junket, but he must be seen.

 WINDSOR
 The curtains are drawn back and the full stage revealed, where a concert is in progress. The court is assembled, though only the KING and QUEEN are seated, the KING beating time to the music, which is, inevitably, Handel. The KING is now somewhat dishevelled, one stocking rolled down, the easier to scratch his irritated leg, the sores on which are plain to be seen. He scratches at his body too, feeling himself ever more uncomfortable in it.
  KING: (Shouting and waving his stick) Louder! Louder! Come on, sirs, give it some stick! Forte, forte. One two three, one two three, one two three.
(The music gets louder. The KING gets up.)
 QUEEN: Hush, sir. You are talking.
 KING: I know I am talking. They are playing. I am talking. Forte, fiddler, forte. That was Handel. I met him once. Ordinary looking fellow.
 Lord Thurlow, I have his harpsichord. Mr Pitt, Mr Dundas, Baker. Now, Baker would make me believe I have the gout. If I have the gout how could I kick the part without pain? You, sir! Kick it. Kick it, I say.
(FITZROY does so with maximum disdain.) 
Is that gout? No. (He goes on down the line.) Elbow people, knee gentlemen, bending persons, hand kissers.
(The KING has stopped in front of the prince of wales and DR WARREN.)
 PRINCE OF WALES: Your Majesty.
 KING: The Prince of Wales! What brings you to Windsor, sir?
 PRINCE OF WALES: I had heard you were ill, father.
 KING: Want to hump the old bird out of the nest, is that it, you great cuckoo? Get your fat hands on government, is that it?
 PRINCE OF WALES: May I present Dr Richard Warren, Your Majesty. Dr Warren is my personal physician.
 KING: He is personal physician to half of London. Well, you are not my physician, sir. No man can serve two masters.
 WARREN: I am a servant of humanity, sir.
 KING: Yes, and how much does humanity pay you? (How much does humanity pay him, eh, Greville?) You should tell your patient the Prince that he is too fat. Dont slouch, sir. Well, I am old and infirm. I shall not trouble you long.
  PRINCE OF WALES: I wish you good health, father.
 KING: Wish me, wish me? You wish me death, you plump little partridge.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Hush, sir.
 KING: Hush? Hush? You dare to keep the King of England from speaking his mind?
(The KING turns away from the PRINCE, then suddenly turns back and launches himself on him; there is turmoil as KING and PRINCE fall struggling to the floor, the KINGs hands at the PRINCEs neck.)
 FITZROY: The Prince has fainted.
 WARREN: Fetch some Hungary water. Give him air.
 (The PRINCE OF WALES is dragged to one side of the stage where WARREN and SHERIDAN try and revive him.)
 KING: I know your game, I know your game, he wants to see me put away.
 QUEEN: No, no, sir. It is something you ate. Come away, sir.
 KING: Fools, dont you see it? Then you will all be put out; first the King, then all his company.
(He is hustled out by GREVILLE and FITZROY as the QUEEN returns to appeal to PITT and THURLOW.)
 QUEEN: It is the son, Mr Pitt. This Warren, he knows nothing. He is doctor to the son. If you are wanting to kill the father get the doctor to the son. (To the PRINCE.) We know your game, Monster!
(The PRINCE is still on the floor being attended to by WARREN.)
 THURLOW: God, these foreign women.
 PRINCE OF WALES: He was like a wild animal. How am I?
 WARREN: Slight bruising, sir.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Slight? Good God. I feel Ive been hanged. And now having seen the King, what is your impression?
 WARREN: Wholly demented, sir. A palsy of the brain.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Do not say so, but I can believe it. Did you see his eyes? They were like blackcurrant jelly. Still, as heir to the throne I know that His Majesty bears a heavy burden. I fear the time is coming, Mr Pitt, when it is a burden we shall be forced to share.
(Government and Opposition are now in two groups with the PRINCE in the middle.)
 Ah, Baker, how is the King?
 BAKER: Still talking, sir, and the pulse is 104.
 THURLOW: Ah. Quite wiry still.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Then he is not in command of his senses?
 BAKER: Not at the moment, sir.
 WARREN: Nor likely to be, if I may say so, sir.
 PRINCE OF WALES: In that case, as his son and heir I must make the decisions concerning His Majestys health. Firstly, Sir George will in future be partnered by my own physician, Dr Warren.
 PITT: I must insist that this arrangement be subject to the approval of His Majestys ministers.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Insist? Approval? A sons concern for his sick father. What are we coming to?
 THURLOW: Your Royal Highness is right. This is a family matter.
 PRINCE OF WALES: I shall also consult the physicians as to whether, until his Majesty has recovered a right perspective, he should be separated from the Queen.
 WARREN: Her presence undoubtedly abets his illness, sir.
 PITT: I must point out, sir, that His Majesty has frequently expressed his desire never to be separated from the Queen.
 SHERIDAN: But the King is not himself, Mr Pitt. He does not know his own mind.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Mr Sheridan is right. And I know my mother. She puts wrong ideas into his head, and would interfere in his treatment. No. They are better apart. We shall see to it. Lord Chancellor. Mr Pitt.
(The PRINCE and company exit. AS PITT, DUNDAS and THURLOW leave, the KING comes hurrying down the steps pursued by the QUEEN, LADY PEMBROKE, FITZROY, GREVILLE and the pages. The KING has taken off his shoes and stockings, lest they get wet, and he lifts Lady Pembrokes dress for the same reason and drags her with him across the floor.)
 KING: I want a bag. A bag.
 QUEEN: What for?
 KING: The state secrets. I must carry them with me to the grave. London is flooded. We must take the children and flee to the higher ground. Save Amelia, Adolphus and little Octavius.
 QUEEN: Octavius is dead, sir.
 KING: Who killed him? His brother? He would kill me, I know. You too, Elizabeth.
(He touches LADY PEMBROKE.) You must not drown.
 QUEEN: Hush, sir. You are talking.
 KING: I know I am talking. Do not tell me I talk. I follow my words. I run after them. I am dragged at locutions tail. This ceaseless discourse precedes me wherever I go. Telling me I talk! I have to talk in order to keep up with my thoughts. I thought he had taken you.
 QUEEN: Who, sir?
 KING: The other George. The fat one. You were not in my bed. I thought you had deceived me with the son.
 QUEEN: Sir!
 KING: Still, Elizabeth comes to my bed, dont you, Elizabeth? 
(He embraces LADY PEMBROKE and clasps her to him. This is too much for the QUEEN.)
 QUEEN: Leave us! Leave us. You too, Elizabeth. And you, and you. All of you, out, all of you, out. (They go.) Now talk away.
 KING: Tell me, which of us do you prefer? He sneaks into your bed, I know. Well, do not flatter yourself, madam. He has many women. You are just one and not even the first. Fancy, his mother is not even the first of the sons women, think of that. The fat hands. That young belly. Those plump thighs. The harlots delight.
 QUEEN: Be still, sir. For pitys sake. Listen, George. Hear me. (She holds his mouth closed to stop his babble.) Do you think you are mad?
 KING: I dont know. I dont know. Madness isnt such torment. Madness is not half-blind. Madmen can stand. They skip! They dance! And I talk. I talk. I hear the words so I have to speak them. I have to empty my head of the words. Something has happened. Something is not right. Oh, Charlotte.
(FITZROY comes in, followed by LADY PEMBROKE.)
  QUEEN: Can we never be solitary? I told you to leave us. Go away, sir. His Majesty and I are talking.
 KING: Is it the floods? Have the waters spread?
 QUEEN: Hush, sir.
(The KING nods and puts his finger to his lips, as gentle and tractable now as a few moments before he was the reverse.)
 KING: Yes. Fitzroy is right. You are right to take precautions.
 FITZROY: I have been instructed by His Royal Highness to move Your Majestys lodgings, maam 
 QUEEN: Why? Where?
 FITZROY: It is to assist His Majestys recovery, maam.
 QUEEN: But I am the Queen.
 FITZROY: Your Majesty is not to have access to the Kings presence, maam.
 QUEEN: Not have access  You mean I am not permitted to see the King.
 KING: What is this not permitted? Not permitted?
 QUEEN: No, no.
 FITZROY: The contents of your apartments have already been transferred, maam.
(He leads the KING out.)
 QUEEN: No, George. Stop. What are you doing? Where are you taking the King? No. Stop. George. Your Majesty. George!
 KING: (Escorted out by FITZROY) The water is rising. We must all move. Find the children. Gather them together. The Queen must come too. She will drown if she remains.
 FITZROY: She will come, sir. She is coming.
 LADY PEMBROKE: Come, madam. I will show you where they have lodged us.

 WESTMINSTER
 Drs BAKER, WARREN and PEPYS assembled. THURLOW comes in.
  THURLOW: Good morning, gentlemen. I thought it would be useful to review the situation before any further treatment was undertaken. (Holding out his wrist to BAKER) Try my pulse, would you, Baker? (BAKER takes his pulse.) 
 Im here of course to represent the Governments concern and interest in this matter, but beyond that, as someone who has always had the well-being of the Prince at heart. Now, you, Baker, I know, and Dr Warren 
 BAKER: This is Sir Lucas Pepys, whom I have taken the liberty of consulting.
 THURLOW: The more the merrier. Are you familiar with His Majestys condition?
 PEPYS: I have spent a lifetime in the study of the anfractuosities of the human understanding 
 THURLOW: What?
 PEPYS:  the mind, sir, and its delinquencies. If it were possible I would value an early view of one of His Majestys motions.
 THURLOW: Yes? That could be arranged, couldnt it? How am I doing, Baker?
 BAKER: Still pretty wiry. Ninety.
 THURLOW: Hell and damnation, whats a man to do?
 WARREN: Oh, the pulse varies. It doesnt signify.
 THURLOW: Really? What do you think, Pepys?
 PEPYS: I agree. Ive always found the stool more eloquent than the pulse.
 THURLOW: Indeed? Now. What the devil is the matter with the King?
 WARREN: My diagnosis is that the gouty humour has settled on the brain. I would begin by prescribing regular doses of Jamess Powders to sweat it out.
 BAKER: I tried that. No effect.
 WARREN: I would then suggest emetics.
 BAKER: I tried that too. They made His Majesty very loose. So I then gave him some laudanum, which made him very constipated.
 PEPYS: Constipation? I dont like that. Has he been bled?
 BAKER: No expedient known to the most advanced medical opinion has been neglected.
 THURLOW: Well, whats the outlook?
 WARREN: Very grave. Unless the humour can be decoyed from the brain, His Majestys life, and certainly his sanity, is in the utmost danger.
  BAKER: I am a little more hopeful than that. Wild though His Majestys behaviour is, his discourse is at least consistent. It is the principle on which it is based which is in error.
 THURLOW: What does that mean?
 BAKER: It means that though His Majesty believes London is flooded, at least he knows that it is flooded with water.
 THURLOW: Well, what should it be flooded with?
 BAKER: Oh  turtle soup, porridge 
 THURLOW: God. What do you suggest, Pepys?
 PEPYS: An immediate purge.
(The meeting breaks up.)
 THURLOW: Warren?
 WARREN: He must be blistered.
 BAKER: I agree, but he will never submit.
 WARREN: He must be blistered on the back to draw the humours from the brain; and he must be blistered on the legs to draw the humours to the lower extremities.
 BAKER: What if he refuse?
 WARREN: Then he must be forced.
 THURLOW: The King? Forced?
 WARREN: Yes.
 THURLOW: Very well  but forced gently. Pepys. If I were able to furnish you with a sample stool, would you have time to cast an eye over it for me ?

 WINDSOR
 GREVILLE accompanies the KING, now in his dressing-gown, into the room where the blistering is to be done; a tray of burners and hot glasses waiting, a padded stool on which he is to be bound, and WARREN standing ready and gloved.
 
   FITZROY: Your Majesty, it is the physicians opinion that Your Majestys health would benefit from the application of blisters to your back and legs.
 KING: And it is His Majestys opinion that the physicians health would benefit by the application of blisters to their arse.
(The KING, seeing the fearsome preparations, turns back.)
 GREVILLE: Your Majesty knows the love and esteem in which I hold Your Majesty. I beg you to submit to this treatment.
(He bars the kings way.)
 KING: Oh, Greville, you too.
 WARREN: Bind him.
 FITZROY: No. This is the King.
 WARREN: Bind him, I say.
 FITZROY: No. Bandage him.
(The KING struggles with PAGES, who take off his dressing-gown and pull him across to the blistering-stool.)
 KING: No, no. Dont touch me, damn you. I am the King. Go, tell the Queen I am assaulted. The Queen, help!
 BRAUN: Lets have your robe then, sir. Off we come. Thats it.
 KING: I was the verb, the noun and the verb. Verb rules; subject: the King. I am not the subject now. Now I am the object, the King governed, the ruler ruled. I am the subordinate clause, the insubordinate George.
 PAPANDIEK: Easy does it, sir.
 FORTNUM: Come along, sir. Dont make it hard.
 PAPANDIEK: Let go, Your Majesty. Thats it.

  BRAUN: Down we go.
 (He is pushed face down on to the stool and pinioned, PAPANDIEK holding his arms and FORTNUM his legs, while BRAUN looks on with evident pleasure. The KING begins to pray.)
 KING: Almighty God, unto whom all hearts be open, all desires known and from whom no secrets are hid, cleanse the thoughts of our hearts by the inspiration of thy Holy Spirit that we may perfectly love thee and worthily magnify thy holy name. For the sake of Jesus Christ our Lord.
 (WARREN applies cups first to the KINGs back. The KING screams in agony.)
 Not my skin. Not my skin. No. No.
 (Then to his legs.) Oh Jesus help me. For pitys sake. I am the Lords Anointed.

 
 CARLTON HOUSE
 WARREN crosses the stage as the curtain is pulled back to reveal the next scene with the PRINCE OF WALES entertaining his friends. SHERIDAN is studying a list of MPs.
  PRINCE OF WALES: And then Baker examined him.
 WARREN: And when Bakers back was turned, the King took the chamber-pot and poured it over his head, saying, Now, Sir George, you are a knight of the chamber.
 PRINCE OF WALES: I must say hes more amusing mad than he ever was sane.
 WARREN: And also blue.
 FOX: Blue?
 FITZROY: Oh, for some reason his waters blue.
 FOX: Now what about support?
 SHERIDAN: Im gradually picking away at Pitts men and the uncommitted. We need to win over only a few dozen or so, but we must be patient; we shall lose support if we seem over-eager.
 FOX: But thats Pitts game. Spin it out.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Thats what I said.
 FOX: And we are over-eager, dammit. Im also in debt. And once Pitts out hell never get back in.
 SHERIDAN: Only if His Majesty recovers.
 PRINCE OF WALES: But hes not going to recover. Warren says so. Charles. Im not being unfeeling, am I?
 FOX: No, sir. We must think of the country.
 PRINCE OF WALES: Quite right. The throne, Fred! What fun!

 WESTMINSTER
 
  DUNDAS: I work it out that we still have a majority of around fifty.
 THURLOW: We would have more leeway if our boy was less arctic. Goddammit, why does he not unbend a little. Always on stilts.
 FOOTMAN: Sir Boothby Skrymshir.
 (SIR BOOTHBY is a fashionably dressed gentleman with a vacant nephew, RAMSDEN.)
  DUNDAS: Sir Boothby is Member for Berkshire.
 BOOTHBY: My Lord, sir.
 DUNDAS: Sir.
 BOOTHBY: I received the sad intelligence from my constituency yesterday of the untimely death of Colonel Banstead of the Dragoon Guards.
 DUNDAS: My condolences. He will be much missed.
 BOOTHBY: The Colonel was, as you know, an unwavering supporter of Mr Pitt and, incidentally, Steward of the Market of Newbury.
 DUNDAS: Was he?
 BOOTHBY: It occurred to me that you might be in some difficulty in finding a suitable replacement of the calibre of Colonel Banstead, and one name immediately sprang to mind. Ramsden. My nephew.
 DUNDAS: That I can fill the vacancy so readily is a great weight off my mind, but I fear your nephew will have to curb his natural eagerness a little while longer.
 BOOTHBY: Hear that, Ramsden? Rein it in, Ramsden. Rein it in.
 DUNDAS: His Majesty, as you may have heard, is a little indisposed, and is taking a short vacation from his boxes.
 BOOTHBY: This indisposition is of some gravity?
 DUNDAS: Oh no, no.
 THURLOW: Hes off-colour, man, thats all.
 BOOTHBY: Oh. Then we will take our leave.
 DUNDAS: But Mr Pitt can continue to be assured of your support?
 BOOTHBY: Oh yes. Other things being equal, of course. Though one mustnt keep Ramsden in suspense.
(As they leave PITT comes in.)
Sir!
(PITT is frozen-faced and makes no attempt to acknowledge them.)
 Sir.
(SIR BOOTHBY leaves, pulling RAMSDEN with him, clearly angry at the snub.)
 DUNDAS: That was the Member for Berkshire.
 PITT: Yes. What did he want?
 THURLOW: He wanted to be spoken to, for a start. Smiled on. 
 (PITT says nothing.)
 DUNDAS: He has the nomination for three other seats besides. Four votes in all, William, which we have just lost. It would help our situation if you endeavoured to be less distant. More convivial. It has been known to dine ones supporters.
 PITT: I am His Majestys chief minister. I am not running a chop house.
 DUNDAS: They gather to the Prince as pus to a boil. When Parliament resumes we will be faced with a group of eloquent and exasperated men.
 PITT: Against whom, unless the King recover, no amount of dining will avail. I hate the disorder of it. If only he could sign his name.
 THURLOW: We can delay no longer. As Lord Chancellor I must draw up a bill appointing the Prince of Wales Regent. If the King is mad there is no alternative.
 PITT: He is not mad. I will not have that word used.
 THURLOW: In the House, no  but here, between ourselves, goddammit.
 PITT: Here, or in the House, or anywhere. I do not admit the thought.
 THURLOW: Oh, very well. (Going) But he is mad, dammit.
 DUNDAS: When your father was ill, what form did it take?
 PITT: Why? What has that got to do with it? My father was mad, that was the form it took. (Pause.) But not this form. Not this form at all.
(PITT gathers up his papers, crosses the stage where the curtain is pulled back to reveal FITZROY.)

 WINDSOR
  FITZROY: He soils his clothes. Urine. Excrement. He talks filth, the slops of his mind swilling over. I am not a nurse. If His Majesty cannot regulate himself how should he regulate the country?
 FOOTMAN: Sharp! Sharp! The King! The King!
  FITZROY: I shall be relieved when it is ended  one way or another.
(The PAGES come in with the writing kit, followed by GREVILLE and the KING.)
 KING: Yes?
 FITZROY: Its Mr Pitt, sir.
 KING: Where? (Hauls himself to his feet.)
 PITT: Here, Your Majesty.
 KING: Stand close, Mr Pitt. Youll have to speak up, I dont see very well. There is a fog here and in my ears-ears-ears- ears 
(I have tried to suggest the Kings tendency to get stuck on a word or syllable, and not get off it, a kind of juddering speech that he cannot control, except by speaking very fast.)
 KING: You drink-drink-drink-drink. I smell it on your breath. Still a young man-man-man. No-no-no. I know-know-know   (He stumbles.)
 PITT: Would Your Majesty not prefer to sit?
 KING: Stand-stand-stand. Cant sit-sit-sit shit-shit-shit 
(PITT looks at FITZROY, who is aloof, GREVILLE, always the more humane equerry, intervenes.)
 GREVILLE: Sir!
(This stops the KING.)
You must interrupt His Majesty. It is the only way.
 PITT: I saw Your Majesty last week. I left some urgent papers.
 KING: Yes. Remember, remember. Remember you. Little boy. Father old. Mad once. Not mad, though, me. Not mad-mad- mad-mad. Madjesty majesty. Ma just just nerves nerves nerves sss. (He hisses into silence, but every silence costs him an immense effort, shaken as he is by unspoken speech.)
 PITT: Yes, sir. It will pass.
(The KING shudders into silence. FITZROY has his papers; they get scattered.)
 PITT: Parliament resumes tomorrow, sir.
 KING: Parliament, Parliament  Do nothing nothing nothing nothing Pitt Pitt Pitt do  nothing nothing. I am not mad mad mad  Cant see cant see mist mist missed Queen missed her, oh missed her Queen, gone gone gone 
  PITT: The doctors thought it best, sir.
 KING: (Instantly more agitated) Doc doc doc doctors doctortures doctormentors doctalk doctalk talk talk talk talk  
(The KING is howling helplessly, and he seizes GREVILLEs hand and puts it over his mouth. He is perhaps shitting himself too, because as greville helps him out of the room the KING clutches his dressing-gown behind him, a despairing and incontinent wretch. The PAGES and FITZROY follow expressionless as PITT, plainly shaken by the spectacle, puts down his papers; but as he is found by the spotlight, now addressing the House of Commons, he has recovered his composure and smoothly lies about his visit.)

 WESTMINSTER
  PITT: Honourable members would, I am sure, like to know that I saw His Majesty yesterday, and the only symptom of his disorder was a tendency to repeat himself and a wandering from one topic to another  a characteristic that is shared by most of the converse of polite society, which if judged severely would warrant the consignment to Bedlam of many in this House.
(Laughter.)
 FOX: Mr Pitts consoling pleasantries do not deceive this House. The King is incapacitated. In those circumstances I propose that unless the Prince of Wales be made Regent then this House has no confidence in His Majestys Government.


 DUNDAS: A majority of thirty.
 PITT: Thirty.
 DUNDAS: At least we have more time.
 PITT: Not enough. I saw the King again this afternoon. He did not know me. I was mistaken. He is mad. The next vote will not be so easy. We are finished.

 
 WINDSOR
    PITT alone. lady Pembroke floats in.
 LADY PEMBROKE: Mr Pitt.
 PITT: Yes? Forgive me. Lady Pembroke.
 LADY PEMBROKE: Mr Pitt, you are, I understand, dissatisfied with His Majestys doctors?
(PITT nods.)
 LADY PEMBROKE: Mr Pitt. My mother-in-law lost her wits, and a succession of physicians failed to recover them for her. However, there was one doctor who was confident of her return to health, and accordingly she was placed in his care.
 PITT: And is she recovered?
 LADY PEMBROKE: Entirely. Rides to hounds. Founded some almshouses. Embroiders round the clock. I have written down his name.
(She floats away. The curtains are drawn back to reveal the full stage as FORTNUM announces DR WILLIS.)
 FOOTMAN: Dr Willis.
(WILLIS is a homely provincial figure and looks less like a doctor  which he is  than a clergyman  which he also is.)
 PITT: (With a paper) Your name has been given me by Lady Pembroke as one of particular skill in the treatment of intellectual maladies. You cured her mother-in-law. You were a clergyman but now run an asylum in Lincolnshire.
 WILLIS: I prefer to call it a farm, sir. My patients occupy themselves in manual work and activities connected with the estate.
 PITT: Quite so. Though in His Majestys case manual work would hardly be appropriate. You have studied the reports on His Majestys condition?
 WILLIS: Yes. Interesting and very puzzling. (WILLIS has the reports, which he goes through.) 
No evidence of earlier attacks. No family history. And yet we have all these symptoms.
 PITT: Yes.
 WILLIS: Skin tender. Pains in the lower limbs. Talks continuously with varying degrees of sense.
 PITT: Well?
  WILLIS: And variously diagnosed. Ossification of the membrane. Rheumatism in the head. Flying gout. Oh dear me. Delirium with fever. Delirium without fever. Hard to say what it is. Cant even give it a name. Puzzling, very puzzling. No, Im bound to say Ive never come across a condition quite like this before.
 PITT: But I was told you were experienced in these disorders.
 WILLIS: I am.
 PITT: Yet youve never come across anything like this before?
 WILLIS: No.
 PITT: I was given to understand you might be able to cure His Majesty. It seems I was misled. Good afternoon, sir.
 WILLIS: Oh, I can cure him. Im just not sure what from.
 PITT: Are you certain?
 WILLIS: What about?
 PITT: The cure, man.
 WILLIS: Oh, no doubt about that.
 PITT: When? How long?
 WILLIS: Hard to say, but sooner rather than later, and provided I have certain undertakings. Authority over the patient.
 Access to him at all times.
(The QUEEN, who has been listening at the door, bursts in, pursued by LADY PEMBROKE.)
 QUEEN: No, no. I must speak.
 PITT: Dr Willis, madam.
 WILLIS: Your Majesty.
 QUEEN: Have you met His Majesty?
 WILLIS: No, maam.
 QUEEN: It is the same with all the doctors. None of them know him. He is not himself. So how can they restore him to his proper self, not knowing what that self is? Where do they look for it? The King is not mad. He is an angel of kindness and goodness.
 LADY PEMBROKE (Anxious lest they be discovered in the Kings apartment): Maam.
 PITT: You should also be aware, Dr Willis, that there are physicians in attendance who do not think His Majesty will recover.
  QUEEN: And who are not anxious that he should recover.
 WILLIS: He will recover, maam. I promise you.
(The QUEEN and LADY PEMBROKE leave. GREVILLE enters.)
 PITT: This is Captain Greville, the Kings equerry. Good day, Dr Willis. (PITT leaves.)
 GREVILLE: Dr Willis, Mr Pitt is anxious that the King should recover because his Government depends on it. I am anxious that the King recover, but that is because I love His Majesty. Before you meet him I should tell you that his manner is unusual. Abrupt, spasmodic, so that what might seem odd in an ordinary person, in him is normal, just his way.
 WILLIS: The state of monarchy and the state of lunacy share a frontier. Some of my lunatics fancy themselves kings. He is King, so where shall his fancy take refuge?
 GREVILLE: We do not use the word lunatic, sir, in relation to His Majesty.
 WILLIS: Who is to say what is normal in a king? Deferred to, agreed with, acquiesced in. Who could flourish on such a daily diet of compliance? To be curbed, stood up to, in a word thwarted, exercises the character, elasticates the spirit, makes it pliant. It is the want of such exercise that makes rulers rigid. So we must begin by giving him that exercise as we would exercise a horse, and break him as we would break a horse.
 GREVILLE: This is not some creature taught to show paces like a managed filly. This is the King.
 WILLIS: Whom I must cure.
(Sharp! Sharp! The King! The King! and a babble of talk outside announces the imminent arrival of the KING.)
 GREVILLE: One feature of His Majestys disorder was that having arrived at a word he found himself unable to leave it. That seems to be passing and now he simply talks without ceasing  yesterday four hours at a stretch. You must not be bound by etiquette  interrupt him.
 WILLIS: Etiquette? Never fear, Mr  Greville?  I am a doctor. I am not here to make myself agreeable.
(Accompanied by FITZROY, PAPANDIEK and BRAUN, the KING comes on, talking all the time, very fast and without pause. His legs are bandaged and a stained cloth is tied round his middle like a nappy. Nevertheless he is still wearing the ribbon of the Garter. He slowly circles 
WILLIS, looking at him keenly but with no change in his tone.)
 KING: (The speech begins offstage) Talking of land we saw the sea first when we were thirty-five. Five sevens are thirty-five, five eights are forty. We had been told it was blue, all the poets said it was blue, we read, we read, read, read, read it was blue, blue, and it wasnt blue, blue at all, grey, grey, grey. Werent we disappointed, its like everything else, you go see for yourself and its not the case at all. Sea not blue more of I dont know what colour it was when we went in, sea bathing, we couldnt bathe now, why? The water would soak into our skin. We leak. There are holes in our skin. We take in water. We would sink, founder. The doctors have made more holes so we would go to the bottom in an instant. 
 
 We can plough a furrow, you know, give us a field, a decent plough and we could plough you a furrow as straight as a ruler, straight as a ruler done by a ruler, and another beside it and another beside that until you had as pretty a ploughed field as you could find this side of Cirencester. Put us out of our kingdom tomorrow and I would not want for employment.
 WILLIS: I have a farm.
 KING: Give me the management of fifty acres and ploughing and sowing and harvest, and I could do it and make me a handsome profit into the bargain.
 WILLIS: I said I have a farm, Your Majesty.
(The KING stops, looks at him, then starts again.)
 GREVILLE: This gentleman, sir, has made the illness under which Your Majesty labours his special study.
 WILLIS: (To GREVILLE) Hush, sir.
 KING: A mad doctor, is it? I am not mad, just nervous.
 WILLIS: I will endeavour to alleviate some of the inconveniences from which Your Majesty suffers.
 KING: Inconveniences? Insults. Assaults. And salts beside rubbed into these wounds, sir. See. (WILLIS loosens the bandages to look at the sores on his legs.) I eat my meals with a spoon, sir. A pusher. George by the Grace of God King of England, Ireland, Scotland, Elector of Hanover, Duke of Brunswick. A pusher. By your dress, sir, and general demeanour I would say you were a minister of God.
 WILLIS: That is true, Your Majesty. I was once in the service of the Church, now I practise medicine.
 KING: Then I am sorry for it. You have quitted a profession I have always loved, and embraced one I most heartily detest.
 WILLIS: Our Saviour went about healing the sick.
 KING: Yes, but he had not 700 a year for it. 
(GREVILLE and the PAGES laugh but not WILLIS.)
Yes, but he had not 700 a year for it, eh? Not bad for a madman.
 WILLIS: I have a hospital in Lincolnshire, sir.
 KING: I know Lincolnshire. Fine sheep. Admirable sheep. There are pigs, too. Pigs can be very fine. Hay is the means of maintenance of the cow, grass of the sheep, oats of the horse, and pigs will eat anything. I have a fondness for pigs. But I know of no hospitals.
 WILLIS: We have cows and sheep and pigs also.
 KING: In the hospital? Are they mad too?
 WILLIS: My patients work, sir. They till the soil. They cultivate and in so doing they acquire a better conceit of themselves.
 KING: I am King of England, sir. A man can have no better conceit of himself than that.
(WILLIS suddenly takes hold of the KINGs shoulder, and the KING freezes. FITZROY, GREVILLE and the pages are plainly shocked and the KING rigid with anger. WILLIS deliberately looks the KING in the eye.)
 KING: Do you look at me, sir?
 WILLIS: I do, sir.
 KING: I have you in my eye.
 WILLIS: No. I have you in my eye.
 KING: You are bold, but by God I am bolder.
(The KING suddenly goes for WILLIS but WILLIS dodges and the force of the rush makes the KING fall down. He remains sitting on the ground, while WILLIS lectures him.)
  WILLIS: You can control your utterance, sir, if you would. I believe you can be well if only you will.
 KING: Do not look at me. I am not one of your farmers.
 WILLIS: Your Majesty must behave, or endeavour to do so.
 KING: (Still struggling) Must, must? Whose must? Your must or my must? No must. Get away from me, you scabby bumsucker.
 PAPANDIEK: Easy sir, easy.
 KING: (As they try to get him up) No, no. Leave me, boys. Let me sit upon the ground and tell  tell-tell-tell-tell  tell this lump-headed fool to shut his gob box. You spunk-splasher, you Lincolnshire lickfingers 
 WILLIS: Clean your tongue, sir. Clean your tongue.
 GREVILLE: Hush, sir.
 PAPANDIEK: Be still, sir.
 KING: I will not be still. I will be a guest in the graveyard first.
 WILLIS: Very well. If Your Majesty does not behave, you must be restrained.
(WILLIS opens the door and three of his servants, grim-faced and in leather aprons, wheel in the restraining chair, a wooden contraption with clamps for the arms and legs and a band for the head. The sight of the restraining chair momentarily silences the KING.)
 KING: When felons were induced to talk they were first shown the instrument of their torture. The King is shown the instrument of his to induce him not to talk. Well, I wont, I wont. Not for you and all your ding boys.
(The KING begins abusing them again, with a torrent of obscenity, as, quietly at first, but growing louder as the scene comes to its climax, we hear Handels Coronation Anthem, Zadok the Priest. One servant thrusts aside the protesting PAGES while the other two lift the KING up and amid the ensuing pandemonium manhandle him into the restraining chair.)
 You clap-ridden shit-sack. See them off boys! See them off! (As he is hauled to the chair) Goddam you. Ill have you all thrashed for this! Horse-whipped. Lie off, you rascals. Lie off.
Shut up, you sanctimonious piss-hole.
 FITZROY: This is unseemly, sir. Who are these bully boys?
  GREVILLE: You have no business, sir. His Majesty is ill.
 BRAUN: Go easy, my old love.
 PAPANDIEK: Steady, Your Majesty, steady. Leave off, leave off.
 FITZROY: I must inform His Royal Highness. This is a scandal.
 GREVILLE: Call off your dogs, sir. Who are these barkers?
 WILLIS: If the King refuses food he will be restrained. If he claims to have no appetite he will be restrained. If he swears and indulges in meaningless discourse he will be restrained. If he throws off his bedclothes, tears away his bandages, scratches at his sores, and if he does not strive every day and always towards his own recovery, then he must be restrained.
(Williss men stand back from the KING and we see that he has been strapped into the chair, feet and arms clamped, his head held rigid by a band round his forehead.)
 KING: (Howling) I am the King of England.
 WILLIS: No, sir. You are the patient.
(The Coronation Anthem finally reaches its climax and bursts forth in the chorus of Zadok the Priest, as the KING struggles, howling, in the chair, with Williss men lined up behind him.
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