LYRICS
I'M A MOTHER!
Storyteller:
Let me take you way back, to 1461 AD.
When her husband was mad and she was Queen bee!
They had everything they dreamed...
(except France) Let’s move on!
The country was rejoicing for their infant son.
I know what you’re thinking – ‘What could possibly go wrong?’
Well, for starters rising taxes and their army won’t last long.
She had hopes for this land - to make it strong and stable!
But sadly for her, their leader wasn’t very able.
Tried to cover for her husband - Henry was his name but nothing could hide that he was totally insane!
This bloke Edward overthrew him and took his crown!
And I’m about to show you how it all went down...
She took her son and sought sanctuary in France.
You can bet her prince will get his inheritance...

You know what? This really isn’t my story to tell.
I’ll bow out.
Let’s hear it from the women who know
This historic tale all too well…
Female Chorus:
I’m a mother!
My child’s the best, forget the rest.
Ensemble:
Like no other!
She will not rest, ’til her son’s the best.
Female Chorus:
I’m a mother!
I'll see him crowned before I’m in the ground.
Ensemble:
Like no other!
She’ll stand her ground to see that he’s crowned.
Elizabeth Woodville:
In 1461 AD my first husband passed away.
May his soul rest in peace, Sir John Grey.
My family had been allied with Margaret of Anjou,
But with their enemies in power - I had to review.

Margaret of Anjou:
To cut a long story short, this girl charmed her way to power.
(Little did she know her sons would soon be in the tower...)
Her family and friends flooded the court,
But she wasn’t quite the English rose
the people had sought.…
When it comes to being queen there’s a 'je ne sais quoi';
Wait I know what it is - make sure you’re popular!
Edward fell in love with her, it was a dream,
’Til I befriended Warwick, made a hell of a team.
Elizabeth Woodville:
He’d kill my father, and imprison my bro.
Margaret of Anjou:
You stole my crown, you’ll get what you are owed.
It may take ten years, but trust I’ll be back.
Margaret of Anjou and Elizabeth Woodville:
I’ll just wait, and when it’s right I will attack!
Female Chorus:
I’m a mother!
My child’s the best, forget the rest.
Ensemble:
Like no other!
She will not rest, ’til her son’s the best.

Female Chorus:
I’m a mother!
I'll see him crowned before I’m in the ground.
Ensemble:
Like no other!
She’ll stand her ground to see that he’s crowned.
Margaret Beaufort, Margaret of Anjou and Elizabeth Woodville:
Seems to me, that in History,
Strong female leads are like buses.
The land is ruled by men
And suddenly then,
Three come along at once!
Margaret Beaufort:
In 1461 AD I had a son four years of age.
Gave birth when I was thirteen, on marriage number three,
while I was still teenage.
But don’t count me out just because I’m a younger female.
It takes strength and skill, and a woman’s will,
to see justice prevail!
You see I had been neither Margaret or Elizabeth’s ally.
I refuse to vouch for either side,
which apparently makes me
the bad guy...

By blood my son, Henry Tudor, belongs on the English throne!
It’s my job to ensure that he has it
when he is grown.
Female Chorus:
I’m a mother!
My child’s the best, forget the rest.
Ensemble:
Like no other!
She will not rest, ’til her son’s the best.
Female Chorus:
I’m a mother!
I'll see him crowned before I’m in the ground.
Ensemble:
Like no other!
She’ll stand her ground to see that he’s crowned.
Margaret of Anjou, Elizabeth Woodville and Margaret Beaufort:
For too long history’s hidden us away.
So we’ll fight to be heard, equal pay will have to wait.
It may take two hours, but trust we’ll be known.
By the end, you’ll love us...
Margaret of Anjou:
...like that French girl Joan!

Female Chorus:
I’m a mother!
My child’s the best, forget the rest.
Ensemble:
Like no other!
She will not rest, ’til her son’s the best.
Female Chorus:
I’m a mother!
I'll see him crowned before I’m in the ground.
Ensemble:
Like no other!
She’ll stand her ground to see that he’s crowned!

FORCED ME OUT OF ENGLAND
Warwick:
Dear Queen Margaret, please can we have a truce?
We’re both outsiders, we need one another.
Yes, we’ve not seen eye to eye, I make no excuse.
But if we team up, we can recover...
Margaret Of Anjou:
You took away my crown now you're back here?
Well, let me make something to you very clear.
You don’t cross me once and get away with it,
Not nice to be on the run, is it?
Well I know how you feel, but the situation’s ideal.
You need me, don’t you see how the tables have turned?
I’ll keep it real, well, you a done deal,
Unless I give you my word.
I was queen for sixteen years,
Then you came along and realised my fears!
You were my enemy and forced me into exile.
Gave my throne to Elizabeth Wood-VILE!
You split my family apart,
Made that Yorkist king! And
You treated me with no heart;
Forced me out of England!

Warwick:
Dear Queen Margaret, can’t you forget what’s between us?
Without me you have no chance of being queen.
Margaret of Anjou:
Ha! Last time I checked my son’s the rightful heir.
You’re the one with a bounty on his head hung in despair.
You seem to be confused - I’m the one with the power,
The one who can help you in your eleventh hour.
Warwick:
Dear Queen Margaret, I want your husband back as monarch,
My Yorkist loyalties have been forsook.
It is you and Henry the Sixth who should rule the land.
I’m being genuine, please understand.
Margaret of Anjou:
You split my family apart,
Made that Yorkist king! And
You treated me with no heart;
Forced me out of England!
How can I trust you? I need a caveat.
You have a daughter? Where that lady at?!
If my son, dear Eddie was to marry your girl,
Then maybe this agreement could just about work.
What? You thought you’d use me,
To get the crown for your own retrieval?

Please, the men don’t run this deal,
That’s so medieval!
I’ll keep your daughter here with me in France.
Don’t think about rebelling should you get the chance.
You wouldn’t hurt your child for power, would you?
Warwick:
I am at your service, I assure you.
Margaret Of Anjou:
Go! Return back home and
Make sure London is safe.
Once it’s all in your command,
We’ll restake our claim.
Good, it’s settled then,
You’ll make my husband the king and
Our children next in line.
I’ll be the Queen of England again!

WARWICK'S REBELLION
Anne of Beaujeu:
Edward and Elizabeth… they make me sick.
No wonder everyone’s rebelling left, right and centre - she has no business
being Queen, and I should know… I’m the King of France’s princess.
My name is Anne of Beaujeu,
Probably never heard of me before...
I was supposed to marry Edward the Fourth,
But then he went off with that Woodville whore!
Whilst Warwick was discussing Edward’s marriage in France,
Edward was convinced he'd found true love.
Sadly when you’re king there’s no such thing as romance...
The only thing you love is the Lord above.
I was the French princess that Edward rejected for her!
It will cost him his throne...
What a shame they’ve only had a daughter!
It should have been me. Me!
I should have been the Queen of England.
In this part of history,
It should have been me!
Margaret of Anjou:
I have a proposal 'bout the army at your disposal.
Earl of Warwick’s come back!
We want to launch an attack
On England, and Edward and his social climbing wife
We’ll need to know soon ‘cause it’s crucial timing’s right.

Come on little Annie, you know you want to hurt him!
You should have been his wife, take revenge for what he did!
Make your daddy, King of France, say yes - we’ll reimburse him!
Edward will be gone, his regime defeated.
Anne of Beaujeu:
This is my chance to avenge all the love I’ve lost...
You’re gonna know me now - time to show who’s boss!
It should have been me!
Margaret of Anjou:
Yes!
Anne of Beaujeu:
Me!
Margaret of Anjou:
Yes!
Anne of Beaujeu:
I should have been the Queen of England.
Margaret of Anjou:
Wait a min Anne of Beaujeu:
In this part of history
Margaret of Anjou and Anne of Beaujeu:
It should have been me!

Warwick:
Lord Stanley, Sir Henry Stafford,
I have brought you here to give you a proposition.
I hope you’ll hear me out.
Can’t you see that Edward’s now outstayed his welcome?
His wife and family take all your power.
You’ll get your lands back, if you join my rebellion.
So what do you say? This country’s better off without her.
Lord Stanley:
Your offer’s rather tempting,
I find myself accepting this underhanded pact.
Sir Henry Stafford:
A traitor to this country,
To put it rather bluntly,
To Edward you’re no match!
Warwick:
Henry the sixth should be back on the throne.
The Woodville girl must be overthrown!
Lord Stanley:
I am inclined to be allied.
Warwick
(to Lord Stanley):
Whatchugonnado? Whatcha-whatchugonnado?

Warwick
(to Sir Henry Stafford):
Your time’s run out, you must decide,
You have to put your wife aside!
Sir Henry Stafford:
I can’t support,
The way you’ve fought.
Warwick and Lord Stanley:
Whatchugonnado? Whatcha-whatchagonnado?
Lord Stanley:
I say yes.
Sir Henry Stafford:
I say… maybe. But not right now.
Warwick:
You are weak, Stafford.
Lord Stanley, you won’t regret this.

HENRY, IT'S ME
Margaret Beaufort:
When Warwick came to England with the king of France’s army,
Edward had to flee and leave his pregnant wife in sanctuary.
Warwick went about restoring Margaret of Anjou’s husband,
But with his mental state the days could be numbered
For Henry the sixth as our king once more...
For the first time in years I could be with my son,
Thanks to the rebellion that Warwick won,
Seeing Henry the sixth as our king once more.
Henry, it’s me. Don’t you see?
Your mother; no wonder you don’t recognise me.
We’ve been forced apart for ten years by civil war,
But rest assured I adore you.
Everything I do, I do so you stay safe.
Won’t be apart again I promise you.
Henry Tudor:
Mother, it’s me.
Don’t you see?
I know we want me to be the king’s successor
But why can’t I stay with you in England forever?

Margaret Beaufort:
You know there’s nothing more I want than to be with you.
Trust me, all this fighting, I hate it too.
Just want to raise you, protect you.
Heal you, feel you, direct you.
To mother you...
Henry Tudor:
Your time's run out.
You must decide.
You have to put your pride aside for me now.
Whatchugonnado? Whatcha-whatchagonnado?

MAKE ME THE VILLAIN
Margaret of Anjou:
Oh Eddie, how could I be such a fool?!
You must think I’m so hysterical, a working mum like me,
Being so pushy as to do what I’ve done.
Wait... Let me guess. You find me so dramatic.
Of course, that is the usual way you tend to describe my demographic.
Just fifty years ago, at Agincourt,
Henry the fifth took over France, although it wasn’t his before!
But that didn’t matter, he was England’s poster boy,
He made his country proud and he brought his subjects joy.
But what about the rebels that he burnt at the stake?
Or how he left his land in debt, is that the icing on the cake?
The tactics weren’t even his idea for God’s sake!
But he’s a man, with a plan, I’m sorry, my mistake.
Let’s take Richard the Lionheart, a famous crusader We’ll ignore the fact he’s a ruthless invader.
He’s eternally esteemed as a military titan
But caused bloodshed on three continents; yet I’m the crazy tyrant?
When a man invades, he’s a hero of society,
When I take back what’s mine you question my sobriety!
Sentencing to death? He’s principled, I’m cruel,
A woman with conviction? That’s not in the rules!

Make me the villain.
See if I care!
I know it’s not fair,
But it’s the story I’ve been given!
Say that I’m evil!
You’ve no other way to explain,
A woman who’s strong and medieval.
Even when you read the stories about Boudicca Granted, it’s impressive that they even included her She’s fiery, and emotional and full of anger,
Not stately and proper like the emperors around her.
Go ahead, shoot your words; try and put me down.
But I’m not just gonna be a queen who puts on pretty gowns.
I know, I know you think I’m out of line.
I’m overreacting, but don’t worry all is fine.
You look tired, it can take a while to adjust
To a woman in control; will the universe combust?
Men have led armies, it’s just the way you see me;
He’s decisive, I’m “feisty”Prince Eddie:
You’re so shrillMargaret of Anjou:
Precisely!

Prince Eddie:
Mother calm down, you’re being a bit rash.
This “taking back control” chat is absolute balderdash!
Margaret of Anjou:
Oh and tell me this, what makes him so much better?
He did exactly what I’ve done first; he was the trendsetter!
But because I’m a woman, you think I am aggressive.
Well maybe that’s so, but I call it impressive.
Edward the Fourth took my throne, home, everything!
Well revenge sure is sweet - now my husband’s the king!
Make me the villain.
See if I care!
I know it’s not fair,
But it’s the story I’ve been given!
Say that I’m evil!
You’ve no other way to explain,
A woman who’s strong and medieval.
15th March 1471,
After ten years of exile, I got back my crown.
I’ve done what I’ve done not for me but for my son.
His life is in danger ’til this civil war is won.

REVEREND, IS THAT YOU? / DO WHAT IS BEST
Elizabeth Woodville:
Hush now, my child, all will be okay.
The white rose will save the day.
There’s a strong man out there, looking out for you,
But I wish there was something I could do.
Why am I so helpless sitting here?
Life ruled by men, as I sit in fear.
I need control over my own fate,
‘Cause all I do now is wait.
Reverend, is that you?
Who’s there?
Edward IV:
Elizabeth!
Elizabeth Woodville:
Edward! Why have you come to this place?
Edward IV:
My son and heir’s been born, I had to see his face.
Elizabeth Woodville:
He’s perfect, he’s an angel, but this place isn’t safe for you.
Margaret of Anjou knows that you are in England.

Edward IV:
Elizabeth, it’s alright, Margaret’s in a conundrum.
Richard:
Relax, we’re gaining ground, all that remains is London.
Edward IV:
The people do not like her, they want us restored.
Richard:
We’re so nearly there, just one fight more.
Edward IV:
But it’s not over yet, she has nobles on her side.
Richard:
We’re not secure until Warwick has died.
Edward lV:
We’ve got to leave, soon she’ll reach our shores,
Elizabeth Woodville:
All we do is fight, we need to end this war!
Edward IV:
Richard, we must go.
It will be over soon, I promise. See you soon.
Sir Henry Stafford:
Thirteenth of April 1471,
Margaret Beaufort’s my wife, and Henry Tudor’s her son.
We are gathered in Barnet, for there’s a battle soon,
I know how to fight; the question is for whom?

Margaret Beaufort:
Life is full of choices that are hard to make.
You can listen to me, but risks are yours to take.
Do what is best, not what is right.
It’s a cut-throat world and you’ve got to fight.
Stand your ground, don’t be tame!
Be brave for my son.
To see him crowned we’ll take the blame,
To save what we’ve won.
Do what’s best for you, not just what’s good.
If the moral choice could be then it always would.
Sir Henry Stafford:
Whatever I choose, it’s the lesser of two evils.
I can only lose; both sides have been illegal.
I can only do wrong.
Whoever I support, may not be loyal to me.
In the royal court, I’ve fought for both sides priorly.
We just don’t belong!
Margaret Beaufort:
But in war, there’s a winner for a reason,
All the loser gets is treason, oh.
When you fight, forget what’s right,
and don’t lose sight of what is best.
Sir Henry Stafford:
I hope you’re right. Goodbye, Margaret.

RUNNING BACK TO ME
Margaret of Anjou:
Pushed him to fight, but have I pushed him out of sight?
Just wanna see him running,
Running, running.
Running back to me.
Margaret Beaufort and Elizabeth Woodville:
They fought for my child,
Margaret Beaufort:
So he no longer would be exiled!
Elizabeth Woodville:
Just wanna see him running,
Margaret Beaufort and Elizabeth Woodville:
Running running.
Running back to me.
Margaret of Anjou:
He asks why we cannot to our fate succumb,
But I know I’ll not rest ’til his birthright’s fulfilled.
I know what you’re thinking I’m a tiger mum.
But in this world it’s kill or be killed.

Margaret Beaufort:
How does a child grow up without a mother?
In battles like this it’s clear I’m looking over.
This won’t be the last, I know we’ll fight another.
I’ll wait for the day, til’ we meet at Dover.
Elizabeth Woodville:
A fall from grace, what could be worse?
Feels like I’m living under a curse.
What matters is my children are safe and sound.
Come back, please, I don’t care about the crown.
Margaret of Anjou, Margaret Beaufort and Elizabeth Woodville:
All I’ve done has been for him I swear...
Elizabeth Woodville:
Margaret , I’m so sorry
That I’ll take your pride and glory.
Oh Margaret please forgive me,
That your husband’s gone; I’m sorry.
Attendant:
M’lady…
Margaret of Anjou:
Any news?
Attendant:
M’lady, it was madness. Their weaponry was immense…

Margaret of Anjou:
Who won?
We outnumbered them and had the defensive position.
It should have been easy.
Attendant:
Your son fought bravely in the central battalion at Tewkesbury.
Margaret of Anjou:
What of it? Is Edward IV dead?
Attendant:
No… I’m sorry… but your son, Prince Eddie, he’s dead.

MOTHER YOU
Margaret of Anjou:
I only wanted the best,
So you could have your success.
Now you’ve been laid to rest,
I find myself starting to confess.
I did it for me, but it’s not me who’s paid.
Oh please, can’t you see how much I’ve prayed?
I brought you overseas so that we could invade.
If I’d known what would be, then I would have stayed...
If only I could turn back to yesteryear,
Then trust me; my intentions, they would be clear:
To raise you, to protect you,
To heal you, feel you, direct you.
To mother you... To mother you.
What would I give to be your mother one more day?
The people I’d forgive to see you one more day!
It’s all gone wrong!
I only blame myself.
Oh please, can't you see how much I’ve prayed?
If only I could turn back to yesteryear,
Then trust me; my intentions, they would be clear:
To raise you, to protect you,
To heal you, feel you, direct you,
To mother you... To mother you.
To mother you. To mother you.

IN THE HEART OF THE MEDIEVAL ERA
Women:
In a time when bloodshed rules supreme,
There’s no place for weakness in a queen.
Put a step wrong and you’re cruelly punished;
Like Margaret, who was forever banished.
Women:
Alma redemptoris mater. Alma redemptoris mater.
Alma redemptoris mater. Alma redemptoris mater.
All Men:
Her influence must draw to a close,
But her actions forever felt by those…
All:
In the heart of the medieval era,
Modern times are moving ever nearer.
But prejudice goes on becoming clearer.
Well now is the time to hear her!
In a world where you’re praised for showing no mercy,
And violence overcomes diplomacy,
Hold on tight and maybe you’ll just see
The power vested in she!
Women:
In a land caught in civil war,
It’s lost what we battle for.
But you must choose York or Lancaster
And say no more!

All:
Where men go off fighting,
And women keep biting their tongue.
Women:
But today we’re rewriting their stories unsung!
History’s been masculine,
But her story? Count me in!
Can’t you see, we all win,
When we’re all…
All:
In the heart of the medieval era,
Modern times are moving ever nearer.
But prejudice goes on becoming clearer.
Well now is the time to hear her!
In a world where you’re praised for showing no mercy,
And violence overcomes diplomacy,
Hold on tight and maybe you’ll just see
The power vested in she!
Women:
Pick red or white,
Select your side:
Lancaster or York.
For whom will you fight?
Men:
In a land caught in civil war,
It’s lost what we battle for...

Men:
But you must choose York or Lancaster,
And say no more.
Women:
Alma redemptoris mater. Alma redemptoris mater.
Alma redemptoris mater. Alma redemptoris mater.
Women:
In the heart of the medieval era,
Modern times are moving ever nearer.
But prejudice goes on becoming clearer.
Well now is the time to hear her!
Men:
Alma redemptoris mater. Alma redemptoris mater.
Alma redemptoris mater. Alma redemptoris mater.
Women:
In a world where you’re praised for showing no mercy,
And violence overcomes diplomacy,
Hold on tight and maybe you’ll just see
The power vested in she!
Women:
Choose York or Lancaster
And say no more.
Choose York or Lancaster
And say no more!

REJOICE!
Attendant:
His grace, King Edward IV,
Invites you to the Palace of Westminster on this historic day, 14h May 1471,
To celebrate his return to the throne!
Edward IV:
Rivals aplenty have come into this land,
To try and take my crown and throne by force.
Unfortunately for Anjou, it didn’t go as planned.
And now her son, well, God’s fate took its course.
Elizabeth Woodville:
Your courage means our son can now fulfil his birthright.
But what’s more is that he can grow up with his father.
Richard:
You must learn from this, Edward, keep your rivals out of sight!
Elizabeth Woodville:
Or you’ll lose your throne is that what you’d rather?
Edward IV:
That’s a matter for another day.
Now our foes are gone away!
All:
Rejoice! Rejoice!
Order has been restored.
Rejoice! Rejoice!
Justice served by the sword.

Edward IV:
What are we to do about Lord Stanley?
Elizabeth Woodville:
He betrayed you and fought with Warwick.
I am personally not a fan, me.
Edward IV:
Yes, that’s true, but his wife just passed away.
So now he is vulnerable, yet still powerful,
and he can’t be kept at bay.
If we make him steward of our royal household,
We can keep a close eye on him and bring him into the fold.
Dear Lord Stanley,
We’ve got a suggestion,
Which we pray you will accept without question.
Will you be my steward and join the royal council?
The past is the past, I assume you will forget all.
Lord Stanley:
I don’t know what to say, I wasn’t expecting this.
Of course I agree.
You won’t regret this!
All:
Rejoice! Rejoice!
Order has been restored.
Rejoice! Rejoice!
Justice served by the sword.

Elizabeth Woodville:
I knew we would be back in this palace!
Edward IV:
A triumphant day - let’s raise a chalice!
To us, to the kingdom and our baby son,
Already fit for king despite being so young.
Richard:
Dear Edward...
Edward IV:
Brother Richard!
To what do I owe this pleasure?
Richard:
I’m afraid it’s about old Henry the sixth, sir,
And making sure your son is really your successor.
Edward IV:
No… Whatever do you mean?
Has Henry escaped from the Tower of London?
Richard:
Not yet, but he could do if he can get enough support from
His Lancastrian allies with Margaret his imprisoned wife.
You may have the crown for now, but discontent is already rife!
Edward IV:
For my son I’ve done anything.
But for my crown, will I kill a king?

All:
Rejoice! Rejoice!
Order has been restored.
Rejoice! Rejoice!
Justice served by the sword!
Richard:
Once you have decided about Henry the sixth,
You can’t forget about the Tudor boy!
ALL:
Rejoice!
Rejoice!
Rejoice!
Rejoice!

DEAR HENRY
Margaret Beaufort:
Dear Henry, my darling boy,
It is I, your mother.
King Edward, he’s gonna write to you
And in his letter, he’ll say he’ll pardon you.
Don’t take it, he’s fakin’ it.
Go to Brittany!
Trust me, I wanted things differently...
But it’s best for you, you go away.
I will see you another day.
Don’t know when, don’t know how,
But these men, it’s their vow...
To see you dead, you’re a threat,
‘Cause the crown is really yours!
The aforesaid, new King Ed,
Needs to settle his old scores.
He is scared, unprepared,
For a rival to his throne!
He’s declared, you won’t be spared,
If you make your presence known
Oh, so now you go.

I hope you’re well.
I hope you’re doing good.
I really miss you...
Do you miss me too?
Well good luck,
See you soon.
Lots of love, Mum, x o x o.
King Edward won the battle and I fought for his side.
How come now I live in fear and my son is forced to hide?
I’ll miss Henry’s birthday, for as long as that king reigns,
But I know it’s the price we pay, for the blue blood in my veins!
Life is full of choices, that are hard to make.
Want him by my side but that would be a mistake.
Do what is best for him, though it feels wrong.
I must be determined to stay strong.
Edward thinks that power is a magnet,
When you happen to be born Plantagenet.
Well, I’ll make your poles repel, and I will tellWait, retell your story
With that magnet allegory;
I’m sorry, it’s just your narrative is way too gory!
Time to give the women all their glory
‘Cause your version’s been derogatory.
My child’s the best, forget the rest!

Women:
Like no other!
Margaret Beaufort:
I will not rest ’til my son’s the best!
Women:
She’s a mother!
Margaret Beaufort:
I’ll see him crowned before I’m in the ground.
Women:
Like no other!
Margaret Beaufort:
I’ll stand my ground, to see him crowned!

THE COURTSHIP
Margaret Beaufort:
Now my husband has died, I must remarry,
To stay on the right side.
I must stay allied.
Thomas Stanley - he must know I’m the right bride.
Lord Stanley, I don’t believe we’ve formally met?
Lord Stanley:
Lady Margaret, I am sorry to hear of your husband’s death.
Margaret Beaufort:
I’ll survive, I’ve suffered worse in days gone by.
Lord Stanley:
I’ve also lost my wife,
But let us relish in our good health!
Margaret Beaufort:
Since both our spouses died recently,
If we got together we could benefit equally.
Lord Stanley:
I’m not so sure; your son is a threat.
You’re ambiguous in war, and he is certainly no asset.
Margaret Beaufort:
That may be true, but trust me he is no harm.
Besides, he is in France so no need for alarm.
You have nothing in the South, but I own acres down here.
They’d surely fall to you if our marriage was cleared.

I’d be the perfect bride for you - from a family of honour;
A wealth of riches and we both have no interest in more children.
So what do you say, is it marriage number two?
Lord Stanley:
Okay. I do!
I like the way you smile,
But I prefer you have lands for miles and miles.
Margaret Beaufort:
I like the way you hold me,
But I prefer your hand in royalty.
Lord Stanley:
I like the way we’ll kiss at night,
But I prefer your lands from birthright...
Margaret Beaufort:
I like how you make me laugh,
But I’d prefer your job in his highness’s staff.
Priest:
I now pronounce you husband and wife.
Margaret Beaufort:
Our marriage was stable and thankfully my last,
We grew closer to Edward and Elizabeth, and did as they asked.
But seven years later, at the palace of Westminster,
Things took a turn for the worse, and matters were rather more sinister....

Margaret Beaufort:
Let me get you up to speed on the House of York.
Edward’s now got two boys - and not out of wedlock!
Henry the sixth, well, he gave up the ghost,
And I know who benefits from that the most...
That’s not the first time Edward’s been tyrannical.
He murdered brother George which was a bit radical.
Obviously I’m worried for my son Henry Tudor
Being hunted down by Edward’s men, according to rumour.

I CAN'T BELIEVE IT
Edward IV:
Dearest Anne, I know it's awkward that we meet like this,
But Henry Tudor’s in France and I’m in a crisis.
Anne of Beaujeu:
Many years ago I was due to be your wife,
And for years not a word, ’til a moment of strife.
‘Cause all I’ve ever been is a back-up plan.
You lot are all the same! Got a problem? Call on Anne!
There’s someone in your court who’s betraying you.
Someone who you’ve fought who is playing you.
‘Cause the boy you’ve sought is eluding me,
But you’re right, he is here, reputedly.
Edward IV:
Please I beg can you cooperate with us?
If I can just get him back, there need be no fuss.
Anne of Beaujeu:
Why’s it my concern if you are in danger?
For all these many years you’ve stayed a stranger!
If I were to help you, what happens to the Tudor child?
You killed Henry the sixth - I’ve made up my mind!

Margaret Beaufort:
I can’t believe it!
I can’t believe it!
That you tried to capture my son!
I should have seen it You didn’t mean it,
When you said he’d be left alone!
(To Elizabeth Woodville)
You! You!
I’m godmother to your daughter.
(To Edward IV)
You! You!
But you tried to send my son to the slaughter.
Edward IV:
Margaret can’t you see that people want to replace me
With your son Henry? I can’t let him roam free!
Margaret Beaufort:
I can’t believe it!
I can’t believe it!
My husband died so you could be king!
So now I stand here!

Richard:
He don’t want to hear!
Margaret Beaufort:
My husband died so I’m gonna sing!
He’s my only child, I want him out of harm’s way.
Elizabeth, you’re a mother, so what do you say?
Elizabeth Woodville:
(To Edward IV)
She’s a loyal ally, they fought by our side.
Standing nearby, in her I can confide.
Richard:
(To Edward IV)
Scheming and sly, for her own good she’s allied.
She’s Henry’s spy, keep this classified.
Margaret Beaufort:
I’m waiting...
Elizabeth Woodville:
Let him stay safe, what can one man do?
Richard:
Hunt him down and put him down or he’ll take your crown!

Margaret Beaufort:
I’m waiting!
Elizabeth Woodville:
Too many have died, too many have cried!
Elizabeth Woodville and Margaret Beaufort:
Seek peace not war!
Margaret Beaufort:
I’m waiting!
Richard:
Look what Warwick did; you’ve trod this path before!
Edward IV:
You have been a loyal friend to my wife, Margaret.
Your son is safe, but he must not return to this country.
Margaret Beaufort:
Five years passed without trouble. Then Edward fell ill and all would crumble.
Edward’s reign was rocky and blood had been shed,
But the palace was secure and security spread throughout the land,
With Richard as his right-hand man.
On his deathbed he looked back on a decade of peace,
Little did he know that soon would cease throughout the land
With Richard as his right-hand man.

SCARED TO LIVE WITHOUT YOU
Elizabeth Woodville:
Please don’t give up on me,
‘Cause it’s always been us versus them.
You give me reason to believe.
Now I know I can’t be alone again.
When this land’s ablaze with war,
You keep me from harm.
Scared to live without you,
‘Cause I can’t live when you’re not here.
Scared to love without you,
‘Cause I can’t love when you’re not near.
Now it’s clear, though it’s hard to hear,
My one fear is about to come true.
Edward IV:
You must look to the future, not to before.
You must help our children to stay free.
Now it’s them- not me- that you must care for.
It is time to move on and you must take the lead.
Both:
When this land’s ablaze with war,
You keep me/them from harm...

Scared to live without you,
‘Cause I can’t live when you’re not here.
Scared to love without you,
‘Cause I can’t love when you’re not near.
Elizabeth Woodville:
You mean the world to me...
Edward IV:
Keep our sons safe for me.
Elizabeth Woodville:
I know what I have to do,
Now that I’m leaving you.
Richard:
I'm sorry brother.

WRITE THE STORY
Margaret Beaufort:
Standing on the frontline,
You soon realise, that no-one’s your friend.
All seems fine,
’Til somebody lies, and you think it’s the end.
I’ve been defenceless for far too long...
Time to fix this mess and prove the critics wrong!
I don’t need a man to take care of me!
I just need a plan to prepare me!
Margaret Beaufort:
I must lead the way.
I must seize the day!
(Seize the day)
I can no longer hide
(Don’t hide)
I must decide
(Decide)
To be free...
All:
Wait and see!

Margaret Beaufort:
I’ll forget what they say!
But you’ll remember my name!
Even though I have cried,
Now I must try and see,
That I write the story!
I’ll fill the pages,
That’ll go down the ages!
I was courageous;
Performed on their stages.
Been to these places,
No matter what changes,
I will be famous For what I have done!
I must lead the way!
I must seize the day!
I can no longer hide.
I must decide to be free.
Wait and see!
I’ll forget what they say!
But you’ll remember my name...
Ensemble:
Margaret Beaufort!

Margaret Beaufort:
Even though I have cried,
Now I must try and see,
That I write the story!
Margaret Beaufort:
My moment to show you,
Why you will remember me
I’ll break through!
Ensemble:
You must lead the way!
You must seize the day!
You can no longer hide;
You must decide to be free.
Margaret Beaufort:
Even though I’m alone,
And the seeds have been sown,
There’s a desolate throne,
I’m gonna make it my own,
‘Cause I write the story.

WHATCHUGONNADO?
Margaret Beaufort:
Silly girl, I tried to warn you.
Silly girl, now you are too late.
Elizabeth Woodville:
(To Richard)
Is it true, what I’ve been hearing?
Richard:
Well that depends; what are you fearing?
Elizabeth Woodville:
Have you arrested my brother and son?
Richard:
They crossed the line, it had to be done.
Elizabeth Woodville:
Richard please, you’ve got the wrong men!
Richard:
They’ve proved disloyalty time and again.
Elizabeth Woodville:
Who’s in your ear? To us they’re devoted!
Richard:
There is no "us" - you’ve got other motives.

Elizabeth Woodville:
I’ve never had any intention but to stay loyal to Edward’s wishes.
Richard:
Please, your brother thinks I will try to cling onto power well, maybe he’s right.
Since Edward first laid eyes on you that day,
I’ve been in your shadow; never got my way.
You and your family have too much influence.
Keeping you around, it just don’t make sense.
Now it’s time to move on,
Before your dignity’s gone.
You’ve had a good run but it’s at an end,
No time for peace or to make amends.
Elizabeth Woodville:
You’ll rue this day,
I’ll get my way!
Richard:
Whatchugonnado, whatchu-whatchugonnado?
What can you do now that you’re powerless?
Your sons are locked up in the tower - bless!

Elizabeth Woodville:
Don’t hurt my sons,
Or we’re done!
Richard:
Whatchugonnado, whatchu-whatchugonnado?
Elizabeth Woodville:
(to Margaret Beaufort)
I find myself in a position that I cannot control,
Please help me.
If something happens to my sons I will not forgive myself.
What am I to do, whatta- what am I to do?
Margaret Beaufort:
(to Buckingham and Lord Stanley)
Can’t you see that Richard’s now become a tyrant?
You must betray him - we need a riot!
He’s not your friend; just an egomaniac!
You can bet that he will stab you in the back.
Lord Stanley:
You can’t be being serious,
Stop acting so delirious!
You’d endanger your son.
Put an end to these ideas,
Before Richard hears
And the damage is done!

Buckingham:
My family have been murdered,
Ambitions wrongly furthered.
Margaret Beaufort:
Leave the past behind.
Buckingham:
I’ll betray the constitution,
And cause a revolution…
Margaret Beaufort:
History will be kind!
To a father from a mother;
From one parent to another,
There’s not much time
To stop his crime Whatchugonnado, whatchu-whatchugonnado?
Buckingham:
I’ll join you in your crusade for peace,
So Richard stops and the fight can cease.
Margaret Beaufort:
Hope we’re not too late to save our children’s fate!
Whatchugonnado, whatchu-whatchugonnado?

Buckingham:
Discontent is brewing in southern counties like Kent.
I have affluent friends in Wales who are rich land-owners.
If they are able to see that their men would be well-spent,
Then maybe they could be our military donors.
Margaret Beaufort:
That’s fantastic news! Let’s hope it’s true what you say.
But my son Henry Tudor is currently in France.
He’s in favour with the treasurer, Pierre Landais,
Who could give him a fleet, for a naval advance.
Buckingham:
Oh is that your plan then, to get him the crown?
Margaret Beaufort:
At least he has a blood claim, my Henry Tudor.
Buckingham:
Well I guess that’s true, though the nobles will frown.
Margaret Beaufort:
If you don’t do this now, then he’ll betray you sooner!
Richard
(to Elizabeth Woodville):
You’ve had a good run but it’s at an end!

Elizabeth Woodville:
(to Margaret Beaufort)
I’ll save my sons, but I’ll need a godsend.
Margaret Beaufort:
(to Buckingham)
We’ve got the time to end his crimes!
All:
Whatchugonnado, whatchu-whatchugonnado?
Richard
(to Elizabeth Woodville):
Your sons will never leave that tower!
Elizabeth Woodville:
(to Margaret Beaufort)
You can try to scare me, but I will not cower.
Margaret Beaufort:
(to Richard)
This reckless hate won’t change our fate!
All:
Whatchugonnado, whatchu-whatchugonnado?
Whatchugonnado, whatchu-whatchugonnado?
Whatchugonnado, whatchu-whatchugonnado?

GHOSTWRITER
Richard:
You've got me thinking,
‘Bout how to make you fall...
Won’t catch me blinking,
‘Cause I won’t drop the ball.
Bewitched, at a fever pitch,
Got me looking every which way.
Dear child, we’re not reconciled,
So it’s gonna be a wild day.
All I’ve had to do, I’ve done it for you.
Everyone I’ve fought, was to keep you safe.
Everywhere I've walked, is ‘cause your father talked.
Destiny’s been your knife...
You’re the ghostwriter of my life.
Ensemble:
They’re the ghostwriters!
They’re the ghostwriters!
Richard:
You’re the ghostwriter of my life.

Ensemble:
They’re the ghostwriters!
They’re the ghostwriters!
Richard:
No point in praying,
I’m the shivers down your spine.
This land that’s fraying,
Is it yours or is it mine?
All:
Bewitched, at a fever pitch!
Got me looking every which way.
Dear child, we’re not reconciled,
So it’s gonna be a wild day.
Richard:
All I’ve had to do, I’ve done it for you.
Everyone I’ve fought, was to keep you safe.
Everywhere I've walked, is ‘cause your father talked.
Destiny’s been your knife...
You’re the ghostwriter of my life.
Ensemble:
They’re the ghostwriters!
They’re the ghostwriters!

Richard:
You’re the ghostwriter of my life.
Ensemble:
They’re the ghostwriters!
They’re the ghostwriters!
Richard:
You see me, dressed in black.
You feel me, staring back...
(whistles)
Richard:
All I’ve had to do, I’ve done it for you.
Everyone I’ve fought, was to keep you safe.
Everywhere I've walked, is ‘cause your father talked.
Ensemble:
The princes in the Tower; They’ve been overpowered.
(repeated)
Richard:
Now destiny is my knife,
I’m the ghostwriter of my life. (x3)
Now the prince is gone, time to be a king...

BABY GIRL, STOP YOUR CRYING
Elizabeth Woodville:
(To Elizabeth of York)
Baby girl, stop your crying.
It is time to start defining,
The means by which we can succeed.
Child of mine, I hope they come back.
But we can’t afford to lose track.
It is not an option to concede.
It may fall to you,
To see our family through,
The turmoil that ensues,
Now that Richard’s gone askew.
We’ll pray for your brothers,
And hope they return to their mother.
But if they’re gone,
You’re as good as any son to me.
If only I could turn back to yesteryear,
Then trust me; my intentions, they would be clear:
To raise you, to protect you,
Heal you and feel you, direct you.
My poor baby boys to mother you.

Please dear Lord, I’m lost for words.
How can I stay strong?
Without a sword, we’ll be ignored.
There’s so much to go wrong.
Women, in medieval Britain,
Find a way to fit in,
With their hand in marriage.
Could it be, that Herstory,
Has its place for you, with Henry?

IT WAS ME!
Anne Of Beaujeu:
My name is Anne of Beaujeu,
Probably heard of me once before.
Ruled on behalf of my little brother,
He took the glory and the fame therefore.
People across the land called me Madame la Grande.
For almost a decade I was queen of France.
But of me the history books are not very fond.
So before you dismiss me give me a chance!
Henry sailed across with two-thousand soldiers;
Five-hundred were his fans, but I gave him the other fifteen hundred!
It was me. Me!
I’m the woman you never read about
In this part of history,
I’m the queen that Henry needed now.
Buckingham had failed,
That ship had sailed.
The nobility were scared,
Nobody was prepared!
What could he do when mummy couldn’t help?
Oh I know - he’ll find another woman.
After this is done he’ll rewrite history himself!
And paint himself as the champion.

I am the one
On whom this war was won.
It was me. Me!
I’m the woman you never read about
In this part of history,
I’m the queen that Henry needed now.
Why has my story been lost through the mists of time?
Well you’re gonna know me now; now it’s in this rhyme!
I’m the woman you never read about!
In this part of history,
I’m the queen that Henry needed now.
Thanks to me, and my army,
Henry could contest king Richard’s throne.
It was me, just wait and see,
That peace was found and Richard overthrown.
I know what you’re thinking - I’m crazy!
And maybe you’re right.
But for too long history has been lazy,
And without me, Bosworth would have been a very different sight!

BOSWORTH
Richard:
Is this how my story will end?
Outwitted by two women.
Anne of Beaujeu:
With roses red and white, is peace in sight?
She's got the army she wished for, so to end this war.
Henry Tudor:
I don’t wanna fight, I don’t wanna fight.
I don’t wanna fight, I don’t wanna fight.
But roses red and white, roses red and white.
I’ll fight one time more so to end this war.
Margaret Beaufort:
(to Lord Stanley)
Let’s unite for the safety of our kingdom.
Let’s unite so there’s peace here for our children.
Lord Stanley:
Now’s the time I must decide,
With whom my army will side.
I can’t choose that monster Richard,
I will fight for Henry Tudor.

Elizabeth Woodville:
If only I could turn back to yesteryear,
Then trust me; my intentions, they would be clear.
Margaret Beaufort and Elizabeth Woodville:
Join hands with me tonight...
Margaret Beaufort:
Now Henry’s won,
And Richard’s died,
My son can take the throne
Elizabeth Woodville:
Beside his Yorkist bride.

SPOILER ALERT
Margaret Beaufort:
Spoiler Alert: Henry won.
He beat Richard on the battlefield and ascended the throne.
Elizabeth Woodville:
Let him rot on the spot!
Margaret Beaufort:
He left Richard to fester
At the bottom of a car park
All:
In Leicester!
Elizabeth Woodville:
But as you have seen, all is not what it seems.
He was merely a part of a bigger machine.
Margaret Beaufort:
Henry was king he spread propaganda.
As he had to unite a big fractured land, yeah.
Elizabeth Woodville:
He presented himself as a fearless hero,
Made himself a ten, and us women a zero.
He erased our story, took all the glory,
Thus condemning our history to damnation.

Margaret Beaufort:
It was I, who kept him safe, despite our tribulations.
Elizabeth Woodville:
It was I, found him a wife, and helped forge this alliance.
Anne of Beaujeu:
Don’t forget about me, and my military donations!
All 3 Women:
We’re the ones upon whom this man is reliant!
Priest:
Henry, do you take this woman to be your lawful wedded wife?
Henry Tudor:
I do, and hereby unite Lancaster and York.
Priest:
Elizabeth, do you take this man to be your lawful wedded husband?
Elizabeth of York:
I do, and hereby unite York and Lancaster.
Margaret Beaufort:
The couple had four children, mixing blood, white and red.
Margaret Beaufort and Elizabeth Woodville:
The dynasty we created has gone down in history!
Elizabeth Woodville:
With Henry’s ascension, medieval times ended.

Margaret Beaufort and Elizabeth Woodville:
Don’t forget what we’ve told you, this is our victory!
Ensemble:
It’s time to put our differences aside,
For the safety of our kingdom.
It’s time for us to forget our side,
So there’s peace here for our children.
Now that we have roses red and white,
We will fight no more.
Now that there is peace in sight,
We will end this war!
Margaret Beaufort and Elizabeth Woodville:
We’re stronger, together!
No peace without you here.
We’re Tudors, forever,
With peace there’s naught to fear.
Elizabeth Woodville and Yorkists:
Let’s unite, we know we could, For the greater good!
Margaret Beaufort and Lancastrians:
Let’s not fight, you know you could, For the greater good!
Ensemble:
Let’s join hands! We know we should, For the greater good.
Margaret Beaufort and Elizabeth Woodville:
Join hands with me tonight!

