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Scene 1

Gardiner on His Deathbed.

Gardiner:
[Very weak.]  So this is the way the world ends.  On a table in Tranent.  

The strange thing is, I can’t feel a thing.  You’d think all these wounds 

would be agony.  Maybe too much blood has already been lost.  ‘Come 

away, come away death.’  Where’s that from?  Don’t remember.  Does

it matter?  Not in the slightest.  It was the one that came up behind me

that did the most damage.  The one with the sickle on the pole.  He took  a slice out of me.  I saw his face.  Not a tooth in his head.  Contorted with hatred.  Like a wild animal.  But I must forgive him.  As a Christian.  And I do.  After all he’s sending me to Paradise. It was under the hawthorn tree that I fell.  They put me on a cart and pushed me up the hill here to the Manse. 

[raucous laughter from below]

The Jenkinson sisters tell me that there are Highlanders eating lamb downstairs.  Do they know I’m here I wonder?  Do they care? I’ve been here before.  
On my deathbed, I mean.  And I lived to tell the tale.  Not this time though, I fear.  Not this time.



All my family were in the army.  Well, not my mother naturally!  I 


suppose I never considered any other career.  When I was but a young 

lad, I fought in a battle at Ramilles in France.  I lay on my deathbed 


then.  A bullet entered my mouth, passed straight through my neck and 

out the other side.  I lay all night not knowing what my fate would be.  In 

the morning when the French soldiers came by, they were going to kill 

me but changed their minds due to my tender years.  They took me to a 

convent where kindly nuns nursed me back to health.



Having come so close to death, I resolved to make the most of life.  

When the regiment was disbanded I found myself in Paris and with time 

on my hands.  They called me ‘The Happy Rake’.  I thought I might find 

Paradise on earth.  Fool that I was.

[Music.  Lights.  The young Gardiner walks through the streets of Paris, looking eagerly in all directions.  He is approached by an imaginary Frenchman.  The old Gardiner appears still to be lying on the table.]

Scene 2

Chocolate and Snuff.

Gardiner:
[Stopping.]  Monsieur?  Une maison de chocolat?  What’s that?  A 


house made out of chocolate?  Non?  A house where you may drink 

chocolate.  I’ll give it a try.  Why not?  Pourquoi pas?

[There are three tables with appropriate chairs.  The props are pre-set on the tables.  Gardiner goes to the table where a cup of chocolate is set.  Also a snuff box.  He sits to drink.]

Gardiner:
Let’s hope it doesn’t bite!  

[He drinks.] 

 Gardiner:
Yes.  Pas mal!  Pas mal du tout.  



[He drinks the rest.  Savours the taste.] 

Gardiner:
Encore une tasse s’il vous pla(t Monsieur!  What’s in the little box I 

wonder?  

[He opens it.]  

Gardiner:
Qu’est-ce que c’est Monsieur?  This fine brown powder?  ‘Sniff’?  Do 

they really call it ‘sniff’?  The latest thing from England?  What’s it for?  

The product of tobacco, eh?  It elevates the senses?  Should I put it in 

my cup?  Non, non!  I sniff it up my nose?  Hence the name!  Put it on 

my hand.  Like this.  On the shelf between thumb and forefinger.  Then 

off we go!  [He sniffs.]  Most certainly it tickles.  Mmm.  A nice 


sensation!  But I must be careful not to sneeze?  Why’s that?  Better to 

be always on the verge of sneezing?  Is that not frustrating?  

[He sniffs again.]  



Gardiner:
Thoroughly agreeable.  

[Clearly he is on the verge of an enormous sneeze, building up.]  

Gardiner:
Clear the decks!  

[An enormous sneeze.  The powder scatters everywhere.]  

Gardiner:
Pardon, Monsieur, but I really couldn’t help it!  

[He laughs.]  

Gardiner:
It certainly helps you to see the funny side of things, does sniff.  Ce

n’est pas très amusant?  Pourquoi non?  It’s scattered on the floor?  Oh, so it is.  Ninety centimes worth?  Surely not.  Look we’ll pick it up!  

[He attempts to sweep it up with his hands.]

Gardiner:
Ninety centimes!  C’est pas possible!  I don’t have that kind of money.  

Sorry friend, it’s cut and run!  

[He runs through the streets.]

Scene 3

Gambling
Gardiner:
Ah!  What have we here?  It says ‘Jeux’.  Games?  What sort of games 

I wonder?  Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

[He approaches the gambling table spread with cards and piles of money.  We hear the croupier’s voice, recorded.]

Croupier:
Faites vos jeux, Mesdames et Monsieurs, faites vos jeux!  Rien ne va 

plus.

[We hear the roulette wheel spinning and the ball bouncing then coming to a halt.]

Croupier:
Num(ro onze.

Gardiner:
I see!  You can bet on a number, or red or black.  Given the small 


amount of money I have, red or black is the best option.  I’ll try red.  
[He places his notes.  The wheel spins again.]  

Gardiner:
Red!  I’ve doubled my stake.  Same again!

[The wheel spins again.]

Gardiner:
Red again!  Now noir!  

[The wheel spins again.]  

Gardiner:
C’est noir.  Maintenant rouge. 

[The wheel spins again.]

Gardiner:
C’est rouge.  Now to try an individual number.  Twenty-three.  


I’ll try twenty-three, but only a small amount of money.  

[The wheel spins again.]  

Gardiner:
Trent-trois.  Thirty-three.  No good.  One more attempt.  



Number thirteen.  Unlucky for some.  


[The wheel spins again.]  

Gardiner:
Numéro seize!  Sixteen!  I’m stopping while I’m still ahead.  I’ll try a 


change of game.  Cards - les cartes.


    



[The cards are laid out on the table.]



Gardiner:
Vingt-et-un!

[Gardiner concentrates hard.  He turns up a card and places his stake.]

Gardiner:
Encore une carte!

[He turns up a card and doubles his stake.]

Gardiner:
Encore une carte!

[He turns up a card and doubles his stake.]

Gardiner:
Encore une carte!

[He turns up a card and doubles his stake.]

Gardiner:
Encore une carte!

[He turns up a card .  He has five cards making exactly twenty-one.]
Gardiner:
Vingt-et-un!  J’ai gagné!  Vive L’Ecosse!  Perhaps there is a God after 

all!

[He starts to collect a huge pile of money.]

Gardiner:
What’s this?  Qu’est-ce que c’est Monsieur?  You accuse me of 


cheating? Je ne suis pas tricheur!  How dare you sir!  Draw your sword!  

Let us settle this matter here and now.

[He draws his sword and fights with an imaginary foe.  He wounds his enemy and leaves with the money, or most of it.]

Scene 4 

Drink
[Café atmosphere.]

Gardiner:
Bonjour Jean-Paul, mon vieux.  ça va?  La concurrance?  Qu’est-que 

c’est queça?  Oh!  The competition.  I had quite forgot.  Who can drink 



the most?  God or the Devil.  You’re God and I’m the Devil.  That 

seems fair.  The Devil has all the best tunes, I’ll tell you that.  Que veux 

tu?  Comme boire?  Le bon vin de la France?  Deux verres du vin, s’il vous plaît?  A votre santé! 

[Gardiner touches glasses with his imaginary friend.  He drains the contents of his glass.]  

Gardiner:
Encore du vin!  

[All the drinks can be pre-set on the table.  He drinks again.]  

Gardiner:
Une bouteille, s’il vous plat monsieur!  

[He pours from the bottle.]  

Gardiner:
Drink is certainly the devil’s brew.  How can you believe in God when 

there’s absolutely no evidence of his existence?  Wine proves the 


existence of God!  How do you work that one out?  It loosens the 



tongue and lightens the mood?  I’ll grant you that.  It warms the 

stomach and increases the flow of blood round the body?  I’ll grant you

 that.  It produces a sense of joie-de-vivre and conviviality abounds?  I’ll 

grant 
you that.  But after that stage, what then, what then?  It’s all guilt 

and remorse and melancholy.  It’s all gloom and darkness and 

blackness.  
Another bottle please!  What’s that?  From Pascal’s

 Pince-Nez you say?  No.  From Pascal’s Pensées.  The atheists 

objection - ‘But there is no light.’  Quite clever.  
When clearly there’s 

masses of light.  I understand but it is hardly convincing.  When a man 

turns to religion late in life he but makes an offering to God of the

Devil’s leavings.  But you’ve turned to religion early in life!  Ah!  You

have a joke for me Jean-Paul.  

[He listens for thirty seconds then laughs uproariously.]  

Gardiner:
The motto of the French navy?  Trés bon.  A l’eau!  C’est l’heure!  Hello 
sailor!  Excellent!  Excellent!  This calls for brandy!  Une bouteille du Cognac s’il vous plaît, patron.  What shall we sing tonight, mon ami?  
Good suggestion.  

[He sings loudly and drunkenly.]

  


Alouette, gentille Alouette,




Alouette, je te plumerai




Alouette, gentille Alouette,




Alouette, je te plumerai




Je te plumerai la tête




Je te plumerai la tête




Et la tête, et la tête




Et la tête, et la tête




O - o - o - o - oh 




Alouette, gentille Alouette,




Alouette, je te plumerai

Same format with:
Je te plumerai le nez






  les yeux






  le cou






  les ailes






  le dos






  les pattes






  la queue

[This builds into a list, which sometimes he forgets.  The singing of this song should be in marked contrast to the singing of the hymns later on.  He laughs.  He is pushed by Jean-Paul.]

Gardiner:
Hey!  Steady there!  Watch what you’re doing!  What’s the matter with 

you?  Don’t you start in on that Jean-Paul!  Let’s not go into the 


Prussian campaign!  I could drink you sous la table, mon ami.  Who will 

be the last man standing, Le Français ou L’Ecossais?  The God 

fearing man or the atheist?  Another brandy!  And for Jean-Paul. 

You’re my best friend Jean-Paul.  Did you know that?  

[Gardiner is now slumped at the table.]  

Gardiner:
It appears to me from where I’m sitting admittedly not a 

great look-out post that I am now conscious though grantedly only just and that you are unconscious Jean-Paul and therefore I formally declare myself to be the winner of the competition.  Je suis le agnant de la concurrance.  Vive L’Ecosse!  Vive la France!

Scene 5

Women
[Gardiner enters the bordello.  Hushed atmosphere.]

Gardiner:
Bonsoir Madame!  ça va?  Tres bien aussi.  And who, pray, is

performing for us tonight?  Jacqueline and Thérèse?  Delightful!  

Oh sorry!  I forgot.  Three francs.  I’m sorry.  

[He hands the money to Madame.  He moves a chair to the front of the stage and sits.  The ‘performance’  takes place behind the audience.]

Gardiner :
[To his neighbour.]  Not a bad crowd in here tonight.  I’ve seen it busier 

too.  You were here last week weren’t you?  Yes.  I thought I 

recognised you.  

[Piano music.]

Gardiner: 
By Jove!  Here come the girls.  And always so prettily wrapped!  All very 

dainty.  Very prim and proper.  Butter wouldn’t melt in their mouths.  At 



least throw your shawls aside!  That’s it!  That’s better!  [He laughs and 

applauds.]  Enleves la chemise Thérèse!  Bon, bon.  Good girl!  Now 

remove your corselette!  Quelle belle poitrine!  Wonderful!  Wonderful!  

Now Jacqueline kiss Thérèse!  Sur la bouche.  Good girls!  You’ve no 

idea how delightful that is.  Now time to remove your bloomers girls.  

Enlevez les culottes!  Slowly!  Slowly!  Now kiss again.  Sur les lèvres!  

Excellent!  Now move your right hand down Thérèse.  Lower!  Slowly!  

Lower!  Lentement!  That’s it!  Good girl.  Stroke her gently.  That’s it!  

Now kiss her there!  How exciting that is!  What bliss!  

[He stands and goes to Madame.]  

Gardiner: 
I can wait no longer, Madame.  Who is available?  Martine?  Occupée!  

Celeste?  Occupée!  Marianne?  Occupée!  Françoise?  La noire?  


Excellent!  Tell her the Major is here.  What is her room number?  


Numéro neuf?  Oh, sorry.  I forgot.  Five francs!  I‘m sorry.  

[He walks down the corridor to her room.]  

Gardiner: 
Françoise!  I shall start with her toes.  Kissing and licking them.  Stroke 

her smooth and supple calves.  Caress her silken thighs.  Feel her 


moistening crevices run wet with the juices of her excitement.  Touch 

gently with my fingertips the hills and valleys of her curving contours.  

Taste the sweet and musky scent of her tender treasure, the bearded 

clam, the mother of pearl paradise, the apricot and cream of her 


delicious quim.  Ah!  Numéro neuf.  J’arrive!  Bonsoir Françoise.  Let

me kneel at your feet and worship at the altar of your body.  

[He kneels, ecstatically, reminding us of prayer.]

Scene 6

Opium
[Gardiner fills a pipe.  It has a long stem and a small bowl.]

Gardiner:
‘Pack the opium tightly.’  That’s what Jean-Paul said.  ‘Then light it with 

a taper.’  Nothing  could be easier than that.  

[He lights the pipe.  Coughs and splutters.  He tries again.  Inhales the smoke.  He finishes the pipe.]

Gardiner:
Jean-Paul advised me to be near a chaise-longue in the event of my 

needing to recline.  ‘You will lose touch with reality,’ he said ‘and enter 

a world of dreams, where you will remember things you thought were

buried forever in your mind.’  The room is starting to spin somewhat.  I think I’d best be seated.  The perpendicular is no longer an option.  Oh yes!  That is exceedingly strong!  

[He lies down, closing his eyes.]  

Gardiner:
I’m floating in the air, like a bird above the ground, like a soaring eagle.  



I see the land, like a map, laid out before me.  I see Stirling Castle in 

English hands and Edward’s army approaching New Park, along the

old Roman Road.  But now they see pits, pits lined with spikes, that the

Scots have prepared.  And fearing a trap, they decide to go on the

longer route known as ‘The Way’ skirting Balquiderock Wood, which is 

exactly as Robert the Bruce has intended.  He can shepherd them into

the Carse of Balquiderock, a marshy paddock from which there can be

no escape, bounded as it is by the Pelstream on one side and the 

Bannock Burn on the other.  The Scots pikemen  advance slowly on

their quarry.  The English cavalry retreats in disarray.  Horses do not 

enjoy moving backwards.  Edward is cornered and frantic to escape.  A 

mad scramble for safety ensues.  Dead bodies and dead horses fill

both streams, forming a bridge for those desperate to get out, and the

streams turn to red, foaming with blood, and the tortured screams of the 
wounded and dying fill the air with clamour and terror.  

[He cries out.  He opens his eyes.]  

Gardiner:
So life like!  So real!  I was there!  At the battle. Now it comes upon me 

again.  

[He closes his eyes.]  

Gardiner:
I see Oliver Cromwell crossing into Scotland, marching on Edinburgh 

with sixteen thousand men.  But he has decided Edinburgh is too well 

defended and so he retreats to Dunbar in order to draw out the Earl of 

Leven.  But the Scots try to cut off Cromwell’s retreat to Berwick by 


positioning themselves on the Berwick road.  They take up another 


position on top of Doon Hill, a tactical blunder as no soldier would ever 

attack up a hill. But then Cromwell comes out of Dunbar and takes up 

position at Broxworth House on the north of the Broxburn.  So Leslie 

comes down from Doon Hill and re-deploys his men along the south of 

the Broxburn, most of them opposite nobody at all, as Cromwell has 

marshalled all his forces in a concentrated area well to the east.  Now 

Cromwell’s cavalry is thundering forward, horses wild-eyed, foaming at 

the bit and the Scots are scattered like chaff in the wind and in no time 

at all the road to Berwick is open and Cromwell can make his escape.  

And a thousand Scots lay dead or dying and Cromwell loses but thirty-

three!  Peace!  No more battles!  

[He opens his eyes.]  



Gardiner:
I see now that I am lying on a chaise in Paris.  But these battles are so 

vivid as they come before my eyes.  Oh no!  not again!   

[He closes his eyes.]  

Gardiner:
I’m floating in the air.  Once again.  Above a hillside.  A hillside sloping

 

gently down to the sea.  I am there. By the sea.  Riding on horseback.  I 
lead from the front.  My men are behind me.  We’ve asked for God’s 
blessing, but I know not where this place is.  And from the top of the hill, 
and over its crest, there suddenly appears rank upon rank of unruly 

soldiers, a frightening hoard of hairy men in kilts, charging forward, 

swearing raw oaths in a strange language which I can’t understand, 
wielding Lochaber axes and broadswords with scythes on sticks and 
sickles in hand and now they surround me and chop me to pieces.

Help me!  Pray help!  I can take it no more!  

[He opens his eyes.]

Gardiner:
The first was Bannockburn, the second Dunbar, but what was the third?  

It brought no recognition.  

[He closes his eyes.]  

Gardiner:
Where am I now?  A place of bliss?  The Elysian fields, a glorious 


garden, bathed in a blaze of heavenly light.  Soaked in a sea of peace 

and pleasure.  Consumed in a world of everlasting glory.  

[He experiences ecstasy.]

Scene 7

A Room with a Crucifix on the Wall
Gardiner:
I have rented this acommodation and I wait with delightful anticipation

to fulfil a secret assignation with a lovely lady.  Why secret you may

ask? Because the lady in question is married.  Not only that but her husband is a member of the nobility, albeit in a minor capacity.  ‘A mere Count’ is what I think she said!  ‘Les Liaisons Dangereux.’  The risk is enormous.  But thus are exotic spices added to the proceedings.

[He chuckles to himself, rubbing his hands.  There is a book lying on the table.  He picks it up.  Reads the title.]

Gardiner:
‘The Christian Soldier, or Heaven Taken by Storm’ by Thomas Watson.  

And in English too.
 [He opens the book.  Go special light effects and sound.  He closes the book, it stops.]
Gardiner:
What have we here?

[He opens the book again.  Same thing.  He closes it.  He opens it a third time.  But this time the crucifix is also bathed in celestial light.  Gardiner drops the book as he falls to his knees.  A voice comes from the crucifix.]

Voice:

Oh sinner!

Gardiner:
What’s this?

Voice:

Oh sinner!

Gardiner:
Is this an hallucination?  I’ve imbibed no substances for several weeks.

Voice:

This is no hallucination, James.  Did I suffer this for thee and are these 

the returns?

Gardiner:
What mean you?

Voice:

Think on it.  Is this how you repay me?  With a life of sin and 



indulgence?

Gardiner:
You are right!  Tell me more O Lord.

[The celestial light on the crucifix fades.]

Gardiner:
Do not leave me in the dark again.  Am I to face Eternal Damnation or 

may I yet be saved?  Answer me my Saviour!  May I yet be saved?

[He walks up to the crucifix.]

Gardiner:
Whence came that voice?  Clear as a bell.

[He kneels before the crucifix.]

Gardiner:
Forgive me Lord, Oh pray forgive me!  If ever You can.  For I am indeed 

a pitiful sinner and I am resolved to mend the error of my ways.  From 

this day forward I shall change my course forever and from now on lead 

an exemplary life.  I shall start here.  Tonight.  This very minute.  I shall 

not wait to know whether the lady comes or no, for I’ll not meet with her.  

It offends my new found moral sense and is an affront to You my 


Saviour..  Pray forgive me for I have indeed sinned.

[He leaves the room.]

Scene 8

Guilt
[He sits at the Chocolate and Snuff café table.]

Gardiner:
What a terrible life I have thus far led.  Full of sin and selfishness.  I 


have hitherto been weighted down by an unbearable burden, a burden 

of criminality and vice which I all too willingly picked up under the 


mistaken impression that it would bring joy and happiness.  I have acted 

selfishly and with untold greed and avarice, seeking to satisfy my 


worldly appetites and thinking only of my own puerile pleasures.  How 

weak was I?  How incurably shallow and silly.  A slave to sensation.  A 

victim of the Devil.  A feeble replica of a man unworthy to enter Thy 


House, O Lord.

Remorse

Gardiner:
How I regret my oafish behaviour.  Forgive me, O Lord, for my rank 


stupidity and all the callous things I’ve said and done, some of them 

admittedly when I was drunk or otherwise incapacitated.  I wish that I 

had never followed the path of the Happy Rake, for now I know that all 

along I was without true satisfaction and fulfilment.

Self-Loathing
Gardiner:
I am less than nothing  



Beneath contempt  



Lower than the lowest insect.  



I am less then nothing



Beneath your feet



A sorry soul that can’t compete.



Lower than the lowest worm



Think of me in wretched terms.



A grain of sand upon the shore



A tiny star midst millions more.



A puff of powder, a speck of dust



Less than nothing.  In God we trust.



To lick the floor I now commence



To crawl along in penitence.

[He licks the floor, reminding us of the spilt powder in the first Paris scene.]  

Scene 9

Bible Reading

[He moves to the gambling table where he reads the Bible.]

Gardiner:
Luke:  Chapter 15:  Verse Eleven:  A certain man had two sons.



Twelve:  And the younger of them said to his father, ‘Father give me the 

portion of goods that falleth to me.’  And he divided unto them his living.



Thirteen:  And not many days after, the younger son gathered all 


together, and took his journey into a far country, and there wasted his 

substance with riotous living.  [A pause.]



Fourteen:  And when he had spent all, there arose a mighty famine in 

that land; and he began to be in want.



Fifteen:  And he went and joined himself to a citizen of the country; and 

he sent him into the fields to feed swine.



Sixteen:  And he would fain have filled his belly with the husks that the 

swine did eat; and no man gave unto him.



Seventeen:  And when he came to himself he said ‘How many hired 

servants of my father’s have bread enough and to spare,and I perish 

with hunger!

 

Eighteen:  I will arise and go to my father and I will say unto him:  



Nineteen:  Father I have sinned against heaven, and before thee and 

am no more worthy to be called thy son.  Make me as one of thy hired 

servants.’



Twenty:  And he arose and came to his father.  But when he was yet a 

great way off, his father saw him and had compassion, and ran, and fell 

on his neck, and kissed him.



Twenty-one:  And the son said unto him, ‘Father I have sinned against 

heaven and in thy sight, and am no more worthy to be called thy son.’



Twenty-two:  But the father said to his servants, ‘Bring forth the best 

robe and put it on him and put a ring on his hand and shoes on his feet.



Twenty-three:  And bring hither the fatted calf and kill it, and let us eat 

and be merry.



Twenty-four:  For this my son was dead and is alive again.  He was lost 

and is found.’  And they began to be merry



Twenty-five:  Now his elder brother was in the field and as he came and 

drew nigh to the house, he heard music and dancing.



Twenty-six:  And he called to one of the servants and asked what these 

things meant.



Twenty-seven:  And he said unto him, ‘Thy brother is come and thy 


father has killed the fatted calf because he has received him safe and 

sound.’



Twenty-eight:  And he was angry and would not go in.  Therefore came 

his father out and entreated him.



Twenty-nine:  And he answering said to his father, ‘Lo these many 

years do I serve thee, neither transgressed I at any time thy commandment, and yet thou never gavest me a kid that I might make merry with my friends.



Thirty:  But as soon as this thy son was come, which hath devoured thy 

living with harlots, thou hast killed for him the fatted calf.’

  

Thirty-one:  And he said unto him, ‘Son, thou art ever with me and all 

that I have is thine.



Thirty-two:  It was meet that we should make merry and be glad.  For 

this thy brother was dead and is alive again and was lost and is found.



I say unto you that joy shall be in heaven over one sinner that 


repenteth, more than over ninety-nine just persons which need no 


repentence.’



I take that to mean that forgiveness is always possible.  ‘The parable of 

the prodigal son.’  There is still hope for me.

[He kneels to pray in the bordello area, perhaps, leaning on the chair from which he watched the ‘performance’.]

Scene 10

Prayers
Gardiner:
O, Lord, pray forgive me for my manifold sins.  Sins of the flesh, sins of 

selfishness and greed.  Forgive my drunkenness and debauchery, my 

drug taking and my lechery.  Such is Thy magnanimity and generosity 

that if Thee can find it in Thy heart to forgive, this humble sinner will 

forever repent and live by Thy glorious light, guided by Thy great 


example onto the path of eternal righteousness.

*



When my mind runs to God, I think I can bear anything, the loss of all, 

the loss of health, of relations, on whom I depend, and whom I love, all 

that is dear to me, without repining or murmuring.  When I think that 

God orders, disposes and manages all things  according to the counsel 

of His own will.  When I think of the extent of his providence, that it 


reaches to the minutest things, then, though a useful friend or a dear 

relative be snatched away by death, I recall myself and check my 


thoughts with these considerations:  Is He not God from everlasting, 

and to everlasting?  And has He not promised to be a God to me?  A 

God in all His attributes, a God in all His persons, a God in all His 


creatures and providences?  And shall I dare to say, ‘What shall I do?’  

Was not He the infinite cause of all I met with in the creatures?  And 

were not they the finite effects of His infinite love and kindness?  I have 

daily experienced that the instrument was, and is, what God makes it to 

be and I know that this God hath the hearts of all men in his hands, and 

the earth is the Lord’s, and the fullness thereof.  If this earth be good for 

me, I shall have it, for my Father hath it all in possession.  If favour in 

the eyes of men be good for me, I shall have it, for the spring of every 

motion in the heart of man is in God’s hand.  But God is all wise and 

everything is done by Him for the best.  Shall I hold back anything that 

is His own, when He requires it?  No, God forbid!  When I consider the 

excellency of His glorious attributes, I am satisfied with all His dealings.

*



O Lord, I thank Thee for sending me Frances Erskine who is soon to be 

my lawful, wedded wife.  She is a woman of great sensibility and 


character, intelligent, kind, forthright and virtuous.  She has agreed to 

be my life-long companion and the mother of my children.  My love for 

Frances is only eclipsed by my love for Thee, O Lord.  



May the Lord bless us and keep us.  



May the Lord lift up the light of His countenance upon us and give us 

his peace.  



Now and for evermore.  Amen.

*



Teach me, O Lord, to listen to my men, their cares and concerns, their 

anxieties and problems.



Teach me to put myself, as much as possible, in the place of another 

that I may see the world through another’s eyes.



Teach me self-sacrifice where once there was self-indulgence.



Teach me humility where once there was arrogance.



Teach me self-mastery where once there was only slavery to the 


appetites.



Teach me self-denial where once there was gluttony.



Teach me to live anew O God!

Scene 11

Hymn Singing
[This scene takes place in the drinking space.]

Gardiner:
Arise, my tenderest thoughts arise



To torrents melt my streaming eyes!



And thou, my heart, with anguish feel



Those evils which thou canst not heal.



See human nature sunk in shame!



See scandal poured on Jesus’ name!



The Father wounded through the Son!



The world abused - the soul undone!



See the short course of vain delight



Closing in everlasting night!



In flames that no abatement know



The briny tears forever flow.



My God, I feel the mournful scene



My bowels yearn o’er dying men



And fain my pity would reclaim



And snatch the firebrands from the flame.



But feeble my compassion proves



And can but weep where most it loves



Thine own all-saving arm employ



And turn these drops of grief to joy!

Another Hymn
Gardiner:
Jesus!  I love Thy charming name



‘Tis music to my ear



Fain would I sound it out so loud



That earth and heaven should hear.



Yea!  Thou art precious to my soul



My transport and my trust



Jewels to Thee are gaudy toys



And gold is sordid dust.



All my capacious powers can wish



In Thee most richly meet



Nor to mine eyes is life so dear



Nor friendship half so sweet.



Thy grace still dwells upon my heart



And sheds its fragrance there



The noblest balm of all its wounds



And cordial of its care.



I’ll speak the honours of Thy name



With my last labouring breath



Then speechless clasp Thee in my arms



The antidote of death.

Scene 12

The Address
[Colonel Gardiner’s address to the men on the eve of the Battle of Prestonpans.

Gardiner:
Are we all assembled?  Good.  Good evening gentlemen.



Would that we could attack the enemy now, before he settles himself.  

But General Cope sees it differently, and no doubt he has good 


reasons.  But there is no doubt that we will soon engage with the rebel 

army, or perhaps I should say the rabble army, for that is what they are!  

Whenever it happens, we must be prepared.  Go fearlessly into battle, 

then, gallant lads from ‘the Pans’.  Be proud to fight for your King and 

Crown.  You, Willy, with your mastery of your mount, the quickest of the

lot.  And Tom, with the strength of an ox, and a temper to match, not a

weak link among you.  Heroes to a man.  Hector and Andrew.  Davie

and Robert.  
Some of us, myself included, especially leading from the

front, as is my custom, will not perhaps live to tell the tale of these great 

events that shape our history.  But such is the reality of war.  At any

second any one of us might be cut down.  But rest assured that if Divine 

Providence ordains that you should meet your Maker, then rejoice, 

rejoice that your suffering on earth is nearly at an end.



Exert yourselves with courage in the service of your Colonel.  



Neglect no detail that might make you better prepared for whatever 


might befall you.



Remain alert to every possibility that surrounds you.



Assert yourselves with courage and with dignity.



Be not afraid and fight with all your might.



Let us pray together gentlemen.



As we will fight together.

[A prayer?]

Scene 13

Unlucky for Some
[Gardiner back on his deathbed as per Scene 1.]

Gardiner:
[With effort.]  So there you have it.



The complete picture.



It’s all in the scales.



And which is the heavier the good or the bad?



God will decide.  In Him I trust.



But one troubling thought occurs to me.  What if I got it all wrong and 

the whole thing was back to front?  In other words, I was nearer to God, 

the force of life, among the prostitutes and pimps of Paris, than in my 

later piety.  What have I said?  It’s the mind playing tricks.  That’s the 

Devil talking!  Remember what dear Doddridge has taught. To build a

soul strong enough to survive in the next world, self-denial and self-

mastery must be put into practice, constantly.



And talking of survival only five of my children have lived to this day.  

Eight have now perished.  What a tragedy!  But it’s a comfort to know 

that I shall soon be re-united with them. So much sadness to endure.



But much happiness as well.



Long summer days on the beach. Picnics in the woods.  Games of hide 

and seek in the garden at Bankton.  And always my beloved Francis 

with her gentle smile and winking ways.   I shall miss her above all others.



‘Come away, come away death.’  [Pause.]



‘Fly away, fly away breath.’



Maybe God is the Devil and the Devil is God?  Rien ne va plus.



I shall soon know.



I am ready to meet my Maker.

[He expires.]


