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ACT I
SCENE 1
(Cue music: George's Theme) GEORGE walks to center stage. LONNIE MACALISTAR and BISHOP IAN URQUART are circulating among the audience.
GEORGE: Good evening. I am George Morrison. The men walking among you are Lachlan MacAlistar and the Most Rev. Ian Urquart. Lifelong friends of mine. 

They figure prominently in the story I'm about to tell you. It's a musical story, and you are no doubt expecting a grand opening number.

We don't have one because I don't dance. I don't dance because I'm dead. I died over a century ago, and that took a lot out of me. Nonetheless, we'll proceed.

In  my day, they’d say I came from dirt. Considering my current situation, I suppose that's more true today than it was then. But what they meant was, my family was dirt poor. Tenant farmers in the north of Scotland.

At the age of 8, I came to Edinburgh to work in the print shop of Mr. Charles Buchanan. Now, Uncle Charles and Aunt Elsbeth, as I called them, had no children of their own, and they took a shine to me, and that was my good fortune. And I was a hard worker and keen on business, and that was their good fortune. By the time Uncle Charles passed, Buchanan & Morrison was the largest print firm in all of Scotland. 

In the years since, well, I built warehouses and wagons that make the deliveries. And, well, I even supply my competition, so the shops I don’t drive out of business, I profit by. And when you have presses, and ink, and paper, it's a small to step hire people who can put words together, so now here I am, publisher of Edinburgh's largest newspaper. There's a bit of influence that comes with that.

Soon, I expect I’ll be in the House of Lords. Or, I would have been, had it not been for that technicality with me being dead. Still, that’s not so bad for a boy who came from dirt. I'm proud of what I've accomplished. (Cue music: Don't Wait for Tomorrow) Less proud of what I've failed to do. I suppose I should have planned better. 



DON'T WAIT FOR TOMORROW
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If I’d only known  

When I was a younger man

The lessons I’ve learned 

In this 80 year span



My best built bulwarks 

Are but castles of sand

Don’t wait for tomorrow

Not  for a sunrise  

That might never come

With a shift in the wind 

Your plans come undone



Your dreams for the next day 

Are just smoke in the air

Don’t wait for tomorrow

Spent all my time 

Looking ahead

Now I’ve missed the scenery 

And I’m at the end

If I were to start 

Over again

I’d take the same route 

I’d take every bend



But I’d savor the passing

The ups and the downs 

Not wait for tomorrow

Spent all my time 

Looking ahead

Now I’ve missed the scenery 

And I’m at the end

To lie in the field 

With my one true love

With the sun on my face 

And the clouds up above

Just feel her hair 

Brushing my cheek

Not think of tomorrow
GEORGE: Now, the story I’m going to tell to you, it’s true. Details, they get lost, then filled in, and patched over, as they are passed through time. But this story did happen, more or less the way you’ll hear it. I’m going to start by taking you back about 25 years from the time I last walked this Earth. 

Well, that’s it, then.
SCENE 2
Parlor, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. There is couch and a sideboard with a whisky decanter and two glasses. Thomas is sitting, reading.
(CUE TRANSITION MUSIC: The Crossing jig, short version)
GEORGE (talking over the music): We lived a grand house outside Edinburgh., we did.  By we, I mean myself, my son Thomas, and the house staff, who included a recently hired young maid. Her name was Violette Montressor. She was from France. This particular evening, it was a Friday, and Thomas and I were in the parlor. 

George moves into the parlor set.
GEORGE: A fine evening to you, lad.

THOMAS: Evening, father.

GEORGE: Were you all day at the plant, then?

THOMAS: Aye. We've a new apprentice, Donovan Campbell, I've been working with him the color shop. He seems to have a knack for it. We're thinking about mass production.

GEORGE: Ah, you're daft, lad.
The two begin perusing their newspapers. They turn their pages in unison.
THOMAS: This writer, Kinney, he's quite good, isn't he?

GEORGE: If you like that sort of thing, I suppose.

THOMAS: What does that mean?

GEORGE: He uses a lot of, well, words, doesn't he?

THOMAS: He's a bloody writer. What should he use? Signal flags? 

GEORGE: What I mean is (he ruffles back to the front page of his paper) like this, here. “The surrounding neighborhood is suffering from extreme excitement regarding the appearance of no less than 10 cases of trichiniasia, which are likely to terminate fatally.” What the hell is that?
THOMAS: Well, I think it's all very plain to a man with education. And quite frankly, your insensitivity to a community's suffering as so well expressed in Mr. Kinney's reporting leaves me utterly cold.

GEORGE: I wish it left you utterly speechless.
The two go back to reading. Violette, a housekeeper about 17 years old, enters the room, and refills the whisky decanters. Thomas eyes her over the top of his newspaper. Violette then stands, walks to the sideboard and lifts the decanter. Seeing that it is low, she opens a door in the sideboard, takes out a bottle and refills the decanter. All the while, Thomas watches her intently. George watches Thomas intently. Thomas sees George watching him and quickly buries his nose in his newspaper.
GEORGE: That will be all, Violette. You may retire for the evening.

VIOLETTE: Merci, Monsieur.

Violette leaves. George nonchalantly stands, move to Thomas, then quickly hits him with the rolled-up paper.
GEORGE: No! No! No! She's nae for you. She's staff.

THOMAS: Och! I din know what you're talking about.

GEORGE: The maid! And you pretending not to notice.

THOMAS: I notice she's new.

GEORGE: You were noticing more than that. 

THOMAS: I was looking at the fire.

GEORGE: Remember, lad, I was your age once, and I'm still not in the grave.

THOMAS: Father, you should be ashamed of yourself. She can't be more than 17, and you're an old man.

GEORGE: In the first place, I'm not an old man. And in the second place, you'll not be turning this on me, when you're the one with his hand in the cookie jar.

THOMAS: You're oot your nut.

GEORGE: Now son, I'm being serious here. You know I haven't minded you going to town every now and again. (Cue music: Captain of Industry) But comes a time when a young man such as yourself gets serious about establishing a name in business, and finds himself a marriageable lady of the proper class. That's what it means to become a gentleman in society today. A business magnate. A leading citizen.

THOMAS: A fart in a jar.

GEORGE: A captain of industry!

CAPTAIN OF INDUSTRY
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GEORGE:
I worry for you boy, my only son and heir  

The world is such a measured place, uncaring and unfair

Life is so much less romantic, excuse me if seem pedantic

Than you believe at tender years, and I have jaded with my fears

You must start to make your mark, from me set yourself apart

So as through life you make your way, people step aside and say



He is a captain of industry He bears burden well



He is a captain of industry A new knight of the realm

During the instrumental between verses…

GEORGE: Here, let me show you something. Now, this is the general ledger. And it’s a magical document. If you handle it properly, money comes out. Now, this is important!
THOMAS:
I worry for you father, saddled with your name

The world is such a joyous place, raucous and untame

You were once the young romantic, before your dealings were so frantic

You miss so much along the way the road you travel every day

Remember how it used to be, when you walked the docks down by the sea

And looked at tall ships in the bay, and dreamed of places far away



Now you’re a captain of industry You bear the burden well



You are a captain of industry A new knight of the realm
During the instrumental between verses…

THOMAS: Here, let me show you something. Now, this is a bottle of whisky. And it’s a magical elixir. It gives you the strength of 10 men, and it makes all women beautiful!

THOMAS: You needn’t tell me about whisky – I own the distillery!
GEORGE: 
Once the world was shaped by kings, and the armies they could bring

Today men like you and I, fight with balance sheets in coat and tie

THOMAS:
Me, I still have a little time to smell the flowers and drink the wine

And lie with my head on the grass, or in the lap of a willing lass

GEORGE:
Success requires sacrifice, calculation cold as ice
THOMAS:
I can well take what you say, and I know there will come a day

BOTH: 

I’ll be a captain of industry I’ll bear the burden well



I’ll be a captain of industry A new knight of the realm
GEORGE: Tell you what, son. You take the ledger and the whisky. You do a little work, you take a little drink. It helps the concentration.
THOMAS: But what if someone checks your work?

GEORGE: Nobody checks your work, son. You own the business!

THOMAS: Well, perhaps the sooner the better, father. I can diversify us out of this printing trade and into the real money. Textiles!

GEORGE: Och!
SCENE 3

Parlor, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. Lonnie MacAlistar is standing by the fireplace.

GEORGE: So, let me tell you about Lachlan MacAlistar. Lonnie. A friend from  childhood. We met when I first came to Edinburgh. At the time of the story I'm telling, he was my business agent. Now, it was a week after the fireplace incident, and Lonnie was at the house to finish up before we went to supper in Edinburgh. 

GEORGE: How was the day, Lonnie?

LONNIE: Oh, fine, Georgie. All is paid up now. You know those stories. (In a high-pitched, mocking voice) Must have lost the bill, (back to normal speech) or some such. Most made good as soon as I walked in the door. Mitchell, he was the exception. He tried to have a pair of his men throw me out his office. Big lads they were. Outweighed me by four stone each. It wasn't a fair fight. One of them got blood all over my shoes, the bastard. I told Mitchell he owed an extra pound to have them cleaned. He didn't give much argument at that point. 

GEORGE: Not with his two lads lying on the floor, I suspect.

LONNIE: Well, to be fair, only one was on the floor. The other happened to land in a chair. 

LONNIE and GEORGE toast. THOMAS enters. He is wearing a traditional kilt.
GEORGE: Good evening, Thomas.
THOMAS: Good evening, father. Uncle Lonnie!

LONNIE: Thomas. 

GEORGE: I must get my coat. Thomas, please entertain Mr. MacAlistar while I'm gone, or he's likely to break something.

THOMAS: We wouldn't want that, father. 

GEORGE leaves.

THOMAS: I didn't see you at the shop today.
LONNIE: It was collection day, Thomas.

THOMAS: Collection day.

LONNIE: Aye.

THOMAS: If you don't mind me asking...

LONNIE: A dangerous way to start a question, Thomas.

THOMAS: I'll risk it. How does a man get into that type of work?

LONNIE: Are you interested in a career, Thomas?

THOMAS: Well, I'm not sure that I look cut out for it. But, no insult intended of course, neither do you.

LONNIE: (Cue music: Get the Job Done) That can be a benefit, Thomas. Success in business is all about contradiction. Profit and loss. Security and risk. Charity and ruthlessness. Your father and me. He's the angel. I'm the bastard. Let me explain.

GET THE JOB DONE
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Business in this modern age

Can be such an awful mess

A gentleman such as yourself

Can't be caught up in things he might later confess

He needs an operator

Who knows the underside

Where pressure can be applied

I'm quick with the fix

I know the tricks

To get the job done

Way back in the lean old days

When I was just a little squirt

The village rough took a shine to my hat

Cornered me near the church and grabbed me by the shirt

But a kick to his shin

And a knee to his prize

They put tears in his eyes

You can't fight fair

Not out there

To get the job done

Get the job done

I'm the one to get the job done

Second to none

I'm the one to get the job done

Whether velvet glove 

Or an iron shove

I'll get the job done

You give a man half a chance

Give him time to do what's right

But when he's gone his last dance

I'm the one sent in here who'll put out the lights

I may not the part

But they find that they're mistaken

When the bones start breakin

Size don't mean nothin

If you don't see me comin

To get the job done

Get the job done

I'm the one to get the job done

Second to none

I'm the one to get the job done

Whether the velvet glove 

Or an iron shove

I'll get the job done
THOMAS: Again, no offense intended, but, don't you think that way of doing business is going the way of knee breeches? I mean for bad debts, we have courts and lawyers.

LONNIE: You best avoid lawyers, lad. Stay with a respectable class, like politicians and journalists. That'll do you better. 

GEORGE enters.
GEORGE: The carriage is waiting, Lonnie. We'd best be getting to it. Thomas, are you joining us?

THOMAS: Thank you, father. Actually, I was thinking I would take dinner at home. As you've told me so often, I need to be serious about work. I prefer to stay in and study some figures.

LONNIE: Figures?

GEORGE: Och. We have a new maid.

LONNIE: Oh, now I understand. 

THOMAS: I mean the books.

GEORGE: I'm sure you do. 

THOMAS (annoyed): Enjoy your supper.

GEORGE: Behave yourself, lad.

THOMAS: Off with you!

GEORGE and LONNIE leave.
SCENE 4

Kitchen, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh VIOLETTE is unpacking a box of produce. THOMAS enters.
THOMAS: Good evening, Miss Violette.

VIOLETTE: Good evening, Monsieur Thomas. May I get you something?

THOMAS: No. No thank you.

VIOLETTE: Very well. 

VIOLETTE continues unpacking the box. THOMAS watches, uncomfortably.

THOMAS: So, what are you doing?

VIOLETTE: Excuse me?

THOMAS: What are you doing?

VIOLETTE (incredulously): Mon dieu. I am unpacking a box, monsieur.

THOMAS: I can see that. I mean, well, don't you usually work upstairs?

VIOLETTE (sarcastically): Oh, I have many talents, monsieur. I can fill the whisky and unpack boxes. 

THOMAS: Valuable skills.

VIOLETTE: The delivery was late. We help where we are needed.

THOMAS: Perhaps I can help.

VIOLETTE: I prefer not. You will have me out of a job, monsieur.

THOMAS: Certainly not.

VIOLETTE: Certainly yes. You will be here, unpacking boxes. And I will be on the street, alone and cold ... 

VIOLETTE takes a turnip from the box and holds it up .
VIOLETTE: Like this sad little potato.

THOMAS: That is  a turnip.

VIOLETTE: A turnip? I see now. The loneliest of vegetables.

THOMAS: You're being silly. Let me help.

VIOLETTE: Monsieur, the box is now empty. You see, your offer has come too late to rescue me from this terrible fate.

THOMAS: Well, I do apologize. Now, I feel just useless.

VIOLETTE (a dismissive tone): Is this an unusual feeling for you?

THOMAS: What?

VIOLETTE: Merci for your offer of assistance, monsieur. And for your apology for being useless. They are tres tolérable. Adequate.
THOMAS : Adequate? I am quite stunned. I've trekked down here with only the noblest of intentions, only to be met with suspicion and turnips. How may I deliver a suitable apology?

VIOLETTE: Oh monsieur, it is against the rules for a girl to tell a boy how to apologize. In France, of course, we are born with this knowledge. But in this land, alas, you wear kilts. I can say that the beauty of the offering should be equal to the weight of the offense. And you should not delay. The weight grows with time. 

THOMAS: Then I'll say goodnight, Miss Violette. I apparently have work to do.

VIOLETTE: You do indeed. Good night, monsieur.
THOMAS leaves the kitchen and returns to the parlor.

(Cue music: Something There)
THOMAS: My lord, she is a difficult one. Still ...

VIOLETTE: Mon dieu. Such a silly boy. Still ...
SOMETHING THERE
© 2017 BAILEY
THOMAS: 
This time it’s different, unfamiliar ground



This girl is different, got me turned around



Between rhyme and reason, between earth and air



I turn and then I’ve found there’s something there



Something there, something there



Something there, something there



Something there, something there



Could it be something there

VIOLETTE:
What is it this time, I’ve not seen all before



This silly boy who’s wandered through my door



Tween honor and desire, hope and despair



I wonder could it be there’s something there,



Something there, something there



Something there, something there



Something there, something there



Could it be something there

During the instrumental, VIOLETTE continues her work, and THOMAS pours himself a drink. THOMAS looks down at his kilt, looks up in embarrassment. He exits and returns a few moments later wearing pants.
THOMAS:
This precious girl

unlike I’ve seen before

VIOLETTE:


This silly boy

wandered through my door

THOMAS:
Tween rhyme and reason

Earth and air

VIOLETTE:
 

Honor and desire

Hope and despair

TOGETHER:
But between you and me, now and forever,



I wonder could it be there’s something there,



Something there, something there



Something there, something there



Something there, something there


Could it be I’ve found there’s something there



Could it be I’ve found there’s something there
SCENE 5
Kitchen, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. THOMAS is scouring a pot.
GEORGE: That's how it started. Now, I didn't know about the turnip incident at the time. I just watched Thomas go stupid every now and again when Violette came into the room. I should have paid more attention to how much time he was spending in the kitchen.

VIOLETTE enters the kitchen.
VIOLETTE: Thomas, what are you doing?

THOMAS: I'm cleaning this pot. It is tremendously stubborn. I don’t know what you used it for.

VIOLETTE: Your socks. And then your lunch.

THOMAS: There, done! Clean as a whistle, see? And I've polished the silver as well.

VIOLETTE: You will have me out of a job, monsieur!

THOMAS: Mademoiselle, we have talked about this. Your job is in no danger. And the sooner your work here is done, the sooner you … don’t have to work. It’s a fine day. I’ve purchased a new carriage. It has two seats. I can use only one. It would be a shame to let the other go to waste.

VIOLETTE: That is not a proper invitation.

THOMAS: After the pot, and the silver, you’re going to make me work harder.

VIOLETTE: Oui.

THOMAS: Very well. Miss Violette, I would very much appreciate the pleasure of your company this fine afternoon on a carriage ride to Midlothian.

VIOLETTE: Seeing that my work is done, I accept.

THOMAS: Actually, you have one more box to unpack. 

VIOLETTE: It can wait.

THOMAS: It won’t.

VIOLETTE: How do you know?

THOMAS: It looks … perishable. Here. Open it.

THOMAS hands VIOLETTE a package. She opens it.
THOMAS: A shawl, in violet, to match your name. I don't want you catching a chill.

VIOLETTE: It is beautiful.

THOMAS: Let me bring the carriage around.  Five minutes.

(Cue music: Who is This Man)
WHO IS THIS MAN
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I wasn't looking for love here

Nothing prepared me for this

Playful distraction stole all my  fear

What kind of girl could resist?
But who is this man who diverts me

What kind of man owns my heart?

One with the power now to hurt me

If he should ever depart
This noble man’s reputation

Earns him the right to the best

Mine is a lowly vocation

Yet this strange man seems impressed

I am so blessed to discover

This man so handsome and kind

Now I’ll never look at another

They say that love makes us blind
When he is faced with all the contention

Will he stand strong and try to defend me 
Our love which breaks all of conventional rules 

Will he still be my man to the end?
During the instrumental, Violette admires the shawl, holding it tight, etc. She finally wraps it around her and twirls in joy.

This French maid’s heart lies a captive

Loving as only she can

With him my future’s attractive

But tell me, just who is this man
SCENE 6
Garden, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. VIOLETTE is waiting, carrying the folded shawl.

(CUE NEW MUSIC: Short version of the first part of "Hearts in Edinburgh," or Violette's theme. About 15 to 30 seconds to establish mood for the scene.)
GEORGE: There came a night, about six weeks later, when Violette and Thomas met in the garden. By then, Violette had every intention of ending the relationship. She was a level-headed lass. But Thomas – he always was a dreamer, and he had other plans.

VIOLETTE: Bon soir, monsieur.

THOMAS: A bonnie night, mademoiselle. But it pales by comparison to ...

VIOLETTE: Non, s'il vous plait. It is time for this game to end.

THOMAS: End?

VIOLETTE: I am a hobby for you, no?
THOMAS (shocked): Have I mistreated you? Tell me what I've done.
VIOLETTE: No. You have been a gentleman. But a gentleman like you does not ... he does not make plans with a girl like me.

VIOLETTE gives the shawl. back to Thomas. He takes it incredulously.
THOMAS: Don't be ridiculous.
VIOLETTE: It is you who is being ridiculous. Your pockets are filled with gold. People bow to you in the street. You have your choice of fine ladies, of porcelain dolls in silk. I cannot even read. I have nothing for you.
THOMAS: You remember that night in the kitchen. You, me and the cold, lonely little potato.
VIOLETTE: It was a turnip.
THOMAS: (Cue music: Je T'Aime Toujours) Precisely. I've never known a woman who could turn a conversation like that. Most men, they can't stand it. But it sets my mind alight. So don't tell me you got nothing for me. Don't insult yourself by saying you're a hobby. You, you're everything to me. 
VIOLETTE: But you know nothing about me.
JE T'AIME TOUJOURS (Duet)

© 2016 Bailey

THOMAS, (VIOLETTE IN PARENS)
I know a little, I know this

I know my heart is yours
Je sais un peu Je sais cela

Je sais que mon coeur est a toi
Je t'aime toujours

Je t'aime toujours

Je t'aime toujours

Ma belle fleur
Quand je t'ai vu, je savais

Tu ferais ma vie complète

Lumière de mes jours, étoile de mes nuits

Muse de mes rêves

Je t'aime toujours

Je t'aime toujours

Je t'aime toujours
Ma belle fleur
When I first saw you I knew then

You'd make my life complete

Light of my days, star of my nights

Muse of my dreams

Je t'aime toujours (How can I know)

Je t'aime toujours (How can I be sure)

Je t'aime toujours (Will this love grow)

Ma belle fleur (Will love endure)

During the instrumental, THOMAS wraps the shawl around VIOLETTE. He then steps back and offers his hand. She takes it, and the two dance slowly.
Je t'aime toujours

Je t'aime toujours

Je t'aime toujours

Ma belle fleur

Je sais un peu, Je sais cette

Je sais que ma vie est a toi

BOTH:

I know a little, I know this
I know my life is yours
THOMAS: I will have a lifetime to learn all of the wonders about you if you will consent to become my wife.
VIOLETTE: C'est fou. Your father. He will not approve.
THOMAS: I know a minister. He can marry us straight away. Tomorrow.
VIOLETTE: Tomorrow?

THOMAS: Yes, tomorrow. My father is in Glasgow this weekend. We'll marry and I'll tell him when he returns. He won't have a say if it's done. Then we'll have a proper honeymoon. On the continent. In France. I can meet your parents!
VIOLETTE: Not France. Someplace else.

THOMAS: All right. It doesn't matter. Whatever you want. Good night, my love.

VIOLETTE: Bon soir.

THOMAS begins to leave, but then turns.
THOMAS: It occurs to me ... you didn't answer my question.

THOMAS takes VIOLETTE's hand and gets on one knee. They lock eyes. After a short while, VIOLETTE nods slowly. THOMAS stands and the two kiss.
SCENE 7
Parlor, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh.
(CUE NEW MUSIC: The Bishop's theme, a variation on The Business of Religion. About 15 to 30 seconds, to establish new mood for the scene.)
GEORGE: Let me tell you now about the Bishop Ian Urquart. Another friend from childhood. We met when he was an altar boy in the High Kirk and Lonnie and I were delivering Bibles from the Edinburgh plant. We became like the Three Musketeers, we did. But I digress. I had been back from Glasgow for almost two weeks, and Thomas was making a visit to the ironworks in Falkirk. The boy was getting serious about business. Anyway, that morning, the good bishop called at the house, along with Lonnie.
LONNIE: Good morning, Georgie. Look who I found lurkin' in the entryway.

GEORGE: The Bishop Ian Urquart, as I live and breathe! 

URQUART: Good day, George.
GEORGE: To what do we owe the pleasure of your company, Ian? Not that you need a reason to drop by.
URQUART: Well, this is a delicate matter, but there's no way to put it delicately. I trust you didn't know about this, but you'd want to. Have a look at this.

GEORGE: Is this what I think it is, Ian?

URQUART: Aye. A marriage certificate. From a small church south of the city. All of the records proceed to the diocese office. We have a quite efficient bureacracy.

GEORGE: Can you believe it, Lonnie? Thomas has gone and gotten himself married. To the maid! And here, two weeks later, he's already skipped off to Falkirk. That poor lass. 

URQUART: George, there are remedies.

LONNIE: Should I pay a visit to the minister who performed the ceremony, Georgie? (In a more sinister tone) This Rev. Douglas?

URQUART and GEORGE (in unison): Oh God, no.

URQUART: What I mean, George, is that when two children who are obviously unable to comprehend the commitment that marriage represents participate in a marriage ceremony, God may not recognize that union, and annulment may be in order.

GEORGE: You can make that happen?

URQUART: I appear to be wearing the right uniform, do I not?

GEORGE: Well, that's it, then.

URQUART: Thy will be done!
(CUE NEW MUSIC: Short version of the first part of "Hearts in Edinburgh," or Violette's theme. About 15 to 30 seconds.)
GEORGE: Lonnie, we have not got much time. Find the girl and send her in. She canna be here when Thomas gets back from the plant this evening. It's for his own good. And hers.
LONNIE: Aye, Georgie.
LONNIE leaves.

GEORGE: I cannot imagine what goes through a young man's mind.
VIOLETTE enters.
VIOLETTE: You asked to see me, monsieur?

GEORGE: Aye, I did. I have become aware that a dalliance between my son and you has persisted for too long, and the time has come for you to leave the employ of this house. You have become a distraction.

VIOLETTE: But we are married. 

GEORGE: Yet he's said nothing about it to me.

VIOLETTE: Thomas said he would tell you when you returned from Glasgow.

GEORGE: I returned almost two weeks ago. What does that tell you?

VIOLETTE: The time has not been right.

GEORGE: And when will the time be right? He's in Falkirk now. Why did he not take you with him?

VIOLETTE: He said he would not appear proper.

GEORGE: It will never appear proper. You know that. He knows that. That's why neither of you has said a thing. That's why I had to find out from the bishop. But he will take care of this indiscretion. It will be washed away, like it never happened.

VIOLETTE (Crossing her hands on her belly): Some things cannot be washed away, monsieur.

GEORGE: Lass, you canna think this would work. My boy will meet a fine girl, high born, and forget about you. He knows his place. He's going to become a captain of industry. And you...

VIOLETTE: I am a maid. I come from dirt.

GEORGE: Yes. No. That's not the point. The point is that my boy saw his future, and he became intimidated, and then he saw you. You were ...

VIOLETTE: Délivrance.
GEORGE: Yes. Délivrance.
GEORGE: I think it would be best if you returned to France. Maybe to your parents. I'll have Mr. MacAlistar pay you a very generous severance. Perhaps when you get back, you can set yourself up in some type of shop. You needn't be a maid your whole life.

(Cue music: I'm More Than That)
VIOLETTE: Merci, monsieur, no. I will take my wages through the end of the month, but no more.  I do not sell délivrance. Or anything else.
I'M MORE THAN THAT (Bòheme)
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Throughout my life, I have always kept my dignity

True to my heart, trusting only in my self

No teacher's help. No path to guide me

I placed my hopes upon no - one else

No need to run. No need to hide

I'm more than that. I am more … bòheme

I thought this place was a place where I could find myself

But now it seems I am left to start again

But I'll survive. I will move on

I'm not the one you should place the blame

Please don't deprive me of my honor

I'm more than that. I am more  … bòheme

There's more to me than what you see

I'm strong, strong within my soul

I'll find my way. I won't betray

The love that I need to make me whole

(spoken)

I thank you for your concern Monsieur Morrison

But I can assure you I will be fine.

I only require the amount that I am owed.

I'm not a working girl, Monsieur Morrison, I'm a girl who works

If I must leave. Then I can leave

Although I know I'll never be the same

My heart will grieve, but you'll perceive

I'm more than that. I am more bòheme

VIOLETTE: I know my way, monsieur.
VIOLETTE walks to the door, then stops. She takes off the shawl., folds it neatly, and leaves it on the sideboard. She leaves.

GEORGE: Lonnie! Lonnie!
LONNIE: (close) What is it, then, Georgie?

GEORGE: Get her packed, and see she makes it out of Edinburgh. She can get the train to Folkestone, and then the ferry to France. We'll pay her through the end of the month. 

MACALISTAR: Right, Georgie. I'll take care of it.

GEORGIE: And put 50 sovereigns in her bag when she's not looking.

MACALISTAR (incredulous): 50 sovereigns?

GEORGE: The price of deliverance, Lonnie.
SCENE 8
Parlor, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh.

THOMAS quickly enters.

THOMAS: Violette?

He briefly looks around the room. He finds the shawl. on the table, takes and examines it curiously, and leaves, disappearing offstage for a few seconds. His footsteps continue to echo through the house, and doors open and close.

THOMAS (offstage): Violette? Violette?

THOMAS enters the drawing room, visibly perturbed. GEORGE enters shortly after.

GEORGE: She's not here, lad.
THOMAS: What are you talking about? 

GEORGE: Violette. I've sent her back to France.
THOMAS: You canna do that. 

GEORGE: And you canna go marry the maid simply because you see her tend the fire. 
THOMAS (frantic): Father, I should have told you, but … (then angry, holding the shawl up) You donnae what you've done.

GEORGE: I know exactly what I've done, and it was the only thing that could be done.
THOMAS turns away, pondering the shawl. He quickly turns to face GEORGE.
THOMAS : You bring her back.

GEORGE: That’s not the way these things work, lad.

THOMAS: Then I'll go after her myself.

GEORGE turns away, huffs angrily, and turns back.

GEORGE: You do that, lad. As a matter of fact, husband, go to your wife, in her native village, back in France, and retrieve her, and I'll pay the fare. I'll give this whole mistake my blessing. Now tell me, since you know each other so well, what is that village?

THOMAS: It's a small place.

GEORGE: A small place. It has a name, this small place?

THOMAS (throwing his hands up in frustration): How should I know? They all sound the same.

GEORGE: So, you say you don't know where your wife comes from, lad?

THOMAS: It’s not important.

GEORGE: When you choose a wife, things like this are important!

THOMAS (sticking his finger in George's face): Not if you love her, it isn't.

GEORGE (dismissively): Love. You should have asked me. 

THOMAS: So that's what this is about, is it? I should have asked you?

GEORGE: No! This is about our name. It's about our legacy.

THOMAS: It's your legacy, not mine.

GEORGE: This is about you acting like a spoiled child.

THOMAS: No. This is about you bringing her back, or I'll walk out that door and you'll not see me again.

GEORGE: Then walk.

THOMAS  storms past GEORGE toward the door. As he passes, GEORGE reaches to stop him, misses, and grabs the shawl instead. For a moment, they stare at each other in anger, both holding an end of the shawl. Then, THOMAS tugs the shawl to free it, but a small piece tears off in George's hand. 
THOMAS: You destroy everything you touch.

GEORGE stares at the piece of fabric in his hand and then looks at THOMAS.
GEORGE (scoffs): Textiles. 

THOMAS seethes with anger.
GEORGE: That's it then! 

GEORGE turns away. THOMAS storms out.
LONNIE enters.

LONNIE: I heard the row, Georgie.

GEORGE: Aye. I expect he'll be raising Cain in Edinburgh tonight. 

GEORGE walks to the secretary and opens a drawer. He looks as the scrap of torn shawl.
LONNIE: You want I should follow him? I can keep out of sight.

GEORGE: No. He'll stumble in tomorrow. Hungover, but wiser.

GEORGE tosses the scrap into the drawer and closes it.
SCENE 9
Haymarket train station, Edinburgh. THOMAS enters.

(CUE NEW MUSIC: To accommodate the mood and location change to the train station. Fervent, busy, to represent Thomas' anger,  fear and worry and the busy train station.  About 15 to 30 seconds.)
TICKET AGENT: What's your destination, lad?

THOMAS: I dinna know.

TICKET AGENT: Well, you'd best decide before you get back in line. Next!

THOMAS: Wait ... I'm looking for a lass.

TICKET AGENT: This a train station lad, not a hoorhouse.

THOMAS: No, I mean ... She was French lass, bound for Folkestone. The ferry. Yesterday.

TICKET AGENT: I've seen no such lass.

THOMAS: Damn.

TICKET AGENT: The only French girl I remember from yesterday bought a ticket to Glasgow.

THOMAS: Glasgow?

TICKET AGENT: That's what I said.

THOMAS: Then that's my destination. 

SCENE 10
Parlor, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. GEORGE is sitting. LONNIE is at the sideboard.
LONNIE: Still no sign of Thomas, Georgie. I've got a dozen men looking for him.

GEORGE: Then hire a dozen more. Or a hundred. It's been 10 months, Lonnie. 

LONNIE: Glasgow is a big city. And he wants not to be found.

GEORGE: To spite me.

The doorbell rings. George shifts in his chair.
LONNIE: Save yourself. I'll get it.

LONNIE leaves the room. LONNIE returns to the room. He is shaken.

LONNIE: Someone here to see you, Georgie.
GEORGE: Thomas?
GEORGE stands.

GEORGE: Is is Thomas?
VIOLETTE enters, holding THOMAS Jr. GEORGE is stunned.

VIOLETTE: I have come for Thomas. I have his son.

GEORGE approaches, tentatively. He reaches toward the baby's blanket. VIOLETTE turns away slightly.

GEORGE: Please?

VIOLETTE turns back. GEORGE steps closer and examines the baby. Then, he steps away.

GEORGE: I remember his father as wee bairn. That's him.

LONNIE: Do they all not look alike at that age, Georgie?

VIOLETTE and GEORGE both look at LONNIE, shooting daggers.

GEORGE (sharply): They don't all look like Thomas, do they?

LONNIE steps closer to VIOLETTE, eyeing the baby uncomfortably. His expression changes to wonder, and he steps closer.
VIOLETTE: His name is also Thomas. 

GEORGE: His father is not here. He left to find you months ago.

VIOLETTE looks at Lonnie.
VIOLETTE: I see you have no maid to answer the door. You may employ me until his father returns.

GEORGE turns his back to VIOLETTE and thinks a moment. He then turns to face her.
GEORGE: You will stay. But I'll not have the mother of my grandson working as a maid. 
SCENE 11
(Cue music: Crossing Jig. Music continues through dialog.) 
Public house, Glasgow. THOMAS is sitting alone at a table, drinking. There is a bottle and two glasses on the table. HERVEY enters and walks to the table.

HERVEY: Well, here he is, a sorry face if ever there was one.

THOMAS: Och, what do you know, Hervey?

HERVEY: I know I'm getting tired of dragging  you out of here every night.

HERVEY sits down.

THOMAS: Ten months in Glasgow. A year I've been searching for her. I'm breaking my back making bricks for a farthing a day, and she may not even be in this filthy city any more. 

HERVEY: Thomas, you're in the wrong city if you expect to strike it rich.

THOMAS (thinks a bit): You're right. I am in the wrong city.

HERVEY: You'll have no better luck in Edinburgh, or London. 

THOMAS: No, not Edinburgh, or London. America.

HERVEY: You're off your nut.

THOMAS: Och. You've seen the fliers. Good wages. Opportunity. I'll be a … captain of industry in no time. All the money I need to hire an army to find my wife.

HERVEY (scoffs): America. 

THOMAS: America.

THOMAS and Hervey drink, thoughtfully.

HERVEY: America may not be a bad idea at that. We'll go together. Thomas Morrison and Hervey Gridley on a grand adventure!
THOMAS and HERVEY toast, sloppily.

THOMAS: Still, it doesn't feel right, leaving the country without telling my father.

HERVEY: Then tell your father. Maybe he'll have a change of heart. Maybe he'll hire the army to find her, rather than have you do that crossing to America.

THOMAS: Aye. I suppose he deserves a chance.

SCENE 12
The Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. 

THOMAS and HERVEY enter the garden. HERVEY stops at the garden edge, but THOMAS creeps up to the door. He  raises his hand to open it, then stops. 

HERVEY: What are you waiting for?

THOMAS: I canna do it. I canna go back with my tail between my legs. I canna give him the satisfaction. I'll come back as a success but nothing less.

HERVEY: Then off with us if we want to catch that ship. HERVEY leaves. THOMAS turns to leave but lingers.

(Cue music: Sailor)
SAILOR
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THOMAS:
I've been a sailor lost at sea

Alone and drifting castaway

Distant ships too far from me

Clouds darker than I can say

I need a harbor, a place to call my home

Where I can rest my weary soul

So won't you tell me I've been brave

Despite the storms, I'm not broken
VIOLETTE enters the living room, rocking the baby.
I've wrapped my heart in anchor chain (Leaving here without you)
And placed it deep within the hold (Missing being around you)
Toughened skin against the rain (Facing life without you)
Turned my face to meet the cold (Feeling so alone)

THOMAS and VIOLETTE:
I need a harbor, a place to call my home

Where I can rest my weary soul

So won't you tell me I've been brave

Despite the storms, I'm not broken

During the instrumental, VIOLETTE sits on the couch. GEORGE enters the living room, makes himself a drink, and then looks at VIOLETTE cuddling the baby. He walks to her and stands behind the couch.
GEORGE: The wee one is quiet tonight.

VIOLETTE: He feels safe.

GEORGE: I'm going up. Do you need anything, lass?

VIOLETTE: Non. It is good.

GEORGE: Goodnight. (GEORGE pats VIOLETTE on the shoulder). He'll come back. I know he will.
VIOLETTE: Bon nuit. (After a pause) Papa.

GEORGE considers the comment, smile, and leaves..
THOMAS and VIOLETTE:
I need a harbor, a place to call my home

Where I can put the past to rest

So won't you tell me I've been brave

Despite the storms, I'm not broken
THOMAS:
I've been a sailor lost at sea
HERVEY (offstage): We've got to go!
THOMAS leaves. 

VIOLETTE, hearing something, gets up and opens the front door. Seeing nothing, she turns and sighs.

ACT II
SCENE 1

Cue music: New Beginnings. 
GEORGE: As you have figured out, Violette never did go back to her parents in France. Turns out, she was an orphan since 8. But she'd be too proud to tell me that. So when she left here … when I forced her to leave … she found work in Glasgow. And when it became obvious that she was with child -- because no house with good reputation will employ a single woman in that circumstance -- she found refuge with the Sisters of Mercy until she gave birth. And for their kindness, the sisters received an anonymous donation of 50 sovereigns.
When Violette returned, I believed we would find Thomas. They would be reunited, and, well, we could be a family. Our tale would end happily.

But I suppose those months in Glasgow were not good for Violette. She was already quite weak with consumption when she returned. I've had her to the best doctors in Scotland. They have nothing for her. 

Well, that's it, then.
SCENE 2
Parlor, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. VIOLETTE sits in the wingchair, cradling THOMAS Jr. LONNIE is fiddling with the camera and posing VIOLETTE.

GEORGE: Before Chistmastime, I decided to have a photograph taken. A family portrait. It seemed appropriate for the season. But I also felt an … urgency … to capture the moment. That's Lonnie at the camera. Did you think all he could do was fight? He's got an artist inside, just like all of us.
LONNIE: (Cue music: Portrait) All right, hold that pose.
VIOLETTE feels her hair with her free hand, to ensure it is in place. She inhales, then composes herself.

VIOLETTE: Oui.

LONNIE removes the lens cap. GEORGE and VIOLETTE are frozen, unaware of the song. LONNIE sings.
PORTRAIT 
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A child is born

A life begins

A family torn

A father’s sins 

Leaving the old ways

He says goodbye

Beneath the sky tonight

A portrait stares

A lonely room

A girl who cares

A boy too soon

Time to move on now

He lives alone

Beneath the sky tonight

Memories are like a portrait

Mirrors of our lives

Line the face with ageless features

Passing thru time

A man is king

But for a day

The children sing

Then gone away

Leaving the portrait

Looking down

Beneath the sky tonight

Memories are like a portrait

Mirrors of our lives

Line the face with ageless features

Passing thru time

So life goes on

Begins again

Another song

The same refrain

Leaving the portrait

Smiling thru

Beyond the stars tonight
LONNIE: That should make a fine portrait, Georgie. 

GEORGE: Thank you, Lonnie. I'll see you tomorrow, then?

LONNIE: Aye, bright and early, I'll be here with Ian. Goodnight,

GEORGE: Goodnight.

GEORGE walks to VIOLETTE.
GEORGE: You're tired lass. You should get to bed.

VIOLETTE: It's too early yet. And Thomas is … his teeth are coming.

GEORGE: Teething. You need a decent night's sleep. You should go up. Leave the wee one with me. I raised his father, and I can see to him just fine.

VIOLETTE: You are sure?

GEORGE: Of course, lass. Don't you worry. Off with you now.

VIOLETTE: Merci, papa.

VIOLETTE stands and transfers THOMAS JR. to GEORGE. VIOLETTE steps away. stops, turns back, and kisses THOMAS JR. on the forehead.

VIOLETTE: Bon nuit.
VIOLETTE leaves. 

GEORGE: Oh, wee lad, should be your father holding you. It's my fault that he's not. Someday, I'll tell you the story. Maybe he will, because he'll come back. But for now, here I am. And here you are, my … (a long pause as George considers and cue music) …  délivrance.

(Cue music: Son and Hair)
SON AND HEIR
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Was it God's hand that brought you to me?

Now out of this madness, I'm able to see

This was meant to be 
I was always a dreamer

And those dreams turned to visions

But I chose to forsake someone

Who was born in my care  
Now the son that I doted on

Is off wandering somewhere

He was driven away,

When his love I betrayed

My son and heir
Now a new age is dawning

For this family of mine

A whole new beginning

And a new chance to shine

God moves in mysterious ways

Maybe he heard my prayer

I knew at first glance

You were my second chance

My son and heir

There's an ocean between us

And a son lingers there

He is seeking a new life

In a new world somewhere
During the instrumental, GEORGE walks the stage, rocking the baby. 

GEORGE: Oh, wee one. I know it hurts. But I have just the remedy.

GEORGE walks over to the table with the whisky bottle, pops it open with one hand, and pours a small amount in a glass. He dips his finger in the glass, then swabs the baby's lips.
GEORGE: There, there. Just a touch on the gums. That'll do. Och, you're a true Scotsman, wee one.
Now I look into your eyes

And see hope for the future

The family of Morrison

Has indeed brought to bear

A new procreation

And there's new hope to share

And it's all down to you,

You were born to come through
My son and heir
As the song ends, GEORGE moves to a chair  with THOMAS JR. and falls asleep.
SCENE 3

Parlor, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. VIOLETTE enters to find GEORGE and the baby sleeping in the chair. She admires the picture, then leans close to GEORGE.
VIOLETTE (gently): Papa? Papa?

GEORGE fades back to consciousness and yawns.

GEORGE: Is it tomorrow?
VIOLETTE: Non. It is today.
VIOLETTE takes the baby from GEORGE, who stands and begins to stretch and crack his back, grunting in discomfort. VIOLETTE is holding Thomas Jr., fussing over him.
GEORGE (suddenly jolted back to consciously): Today!

VIOLETTE: This is what I said, Papa.

GEORGE: Yes, lass. I asked the bishop to come this morning. He'll be here any moment.

VIOLETTE: The bishop? 
GEORGE: Yes. I need him to set things straight with your marriage. Be a good lass, and take Thomas Jr. and get him changed.
VIOLETTE: Non, non, non. You, go wash. I will greet the bishop.
GEORGE: What?
VIOLETTE: Go, go. I will … prepare him for you. You will listen for when to return.
GEORGE looks at VIOLETTE doubtfully. 
VIOLETTE: You should not speak to him until he meets a sickly mother and takes such pity on her. 
VIOLETTE coughs dramatically.
GEORGE (emphatically): Right.
GEORGE leaves through the stage left door. VIOLETTE sits in Thomas' chair. She toussles her hair. Seconds later, LONNIE leads URQUART into the room.

LONNIE: Miss Violette?

VIOLETTE: Monsieur Lonnie, merci. Papa will be down very soon. I will see to Monsieur Bishop.
LONNIE (under his breath): Lord have mercy on you, father.
VIOLETTE: Monsieur Bishop, you will forgive me for not standing. 

URQUART crosses the room and takes her hand.
URQUART (smiling broadly): Of course, lass.

VIOLETTE: My sickness has left me so weak, it is all I can do to care for this little one. (She coughs to emphasize her point.)
URQUART: But you are doing a fine job. He is a picture of physical health. And spiritually … Tell me, has he been baptized?

VIOLETTE (weakly): Yes, Monsieur L'évêque. Before even I arrived here, at the abbey in Glasgow. I am a girl of faith. I honor all of the sacraments. I believe all of one's life events should be blessed by the church. Birth. Death. (In a decidedly heavier tone) Marriage.

URQUART stands up straight, noticeably uncomfortable. GEORGE bursts into the room.
GEORGE (shaking Urquart’s hand): The Most Rev. Ian Urquart. What an unexpected pleasure.

URQUART: You did invite me, George.

VIOLETTE (standing): I will leave you, messieurs. I must feed this little turnip.

GEORGE: Later, lass. 

VIOLETTE leaves the room. 
URQUART: So, George, why am I here?

GEORGE: That sounds like a crisis of faith, Ian.

URQUART: I think I know what’s going on.

GEORGE: Certainly, then, you can tell me how Scottish Episcopal Church may atone for its grave error. 

URQUART: Error?

GEORGE: In annulling the marriage of my son and his wife.

URQUART: I believe it was you who wanted the marriage annulled, George. I was standing right here when you said it.

GEORGE: All I said was, “That's it then,” You were the one who said, “I appear to be wearing the correct uniform.”

URQUART: It's a tidy mess you're asking me to fix, George.

GEORGE: Ian, I remember, well, it must be over 40 years ago now...

URQUART: Oh Lord.

GEORGE: … but it's fresh in my memory, as if it happened only yesterday.

URQUART: And here we go.

GEORGE: Koregaon. Do you know the story?

URQUART: I'm quite sure that I do.

GEORGE: Well, I’m going to tell you anyway. Eight hundred of us, from the Bombay Army, surrounded by 2,000 Peshwa warriors, and 25,000 more in the hills. Fighting for our lives. Holding off the onslaught for 12 hours. Myself, pinned behind a mud wall. I remember, a shadow rising over me, as the sun was setting, and I look up and see my good friend, a friend since childhood, he was a missionary who was following our ill-fated force, you know, and I remember looking up and seeing him standing up, in the heat of battle, to relieve himself. He was facing the other way, of course. But can you imagine that, Ian? In the heat of battle? Well, I suppose some things just won't wait.

URQUART: Lord save me.

GEORGE: And then, not more than 50 feet away, I see a Peshwa warrior taking aim at my friend, at my good friend. Did I mention, a friend since childhood? 

URQUART: That warrior gets closer every year.

GEORGE steps toward URQUART and recreates the scene. I leap up, and with my left arm, I push my friend, my good friend, aside. The Peshwa's shot misses my friend, my good friend, by inches, and rips into my chest.

URQUART: It grazed your arm, George.

GEORGE: Chest, arm, what's the difference. The point is, despite the agony, I raise my rifle and fire! The Peshwa lets out a mighty cry, and he crumples to the ground. 

GEORGE pats URQUART on the back and slowly steps away. URQUART looks away uncomfortably.
GEORGE: My friend, my good friend, my friend since childhood, told me on that day I saved his life. My good friend said he owed me forever. Since then, my good friend has risen quite far in the church. Maybe he can help us. Do you think we should contact my good friend, Ian?

URQUART: God dammit, George.

GEORGE: Wait Ian, I see him now. He standing right in front of me!

URQUART: All right, George, all right. You're exhausting. I’ll see what there is to be done. This is quite a mess, but clearly we have the grounds to restore this marriage. As for how to go about it, well, let’s remember the church is both a religious institution and a bureaucracy. (Cue music: The Business of Religion) Minor miracles happen, and paperwork goes missing every day. And I suppose the difference between the two is a matter of perspective.

THE BUSINESS OF RELIGION
© 2016 Gletherow
URQUART: 
Ever since the world began, with a woman and a man



There has always been a purpose for to execute God's plan



So we've taken up the task for the questions you might ask



Cause the church is in the business of religion

GEORGE:
With the plans if mice and men, some things are delicate, d'ya ken?



And I know that certain documents go missing now and then

URQUART: 
Oh I know just what you say when you're in the family way




Then the church is in the business of religion

BOTH:

Praise the Lord, who dies to save our souls



Deliver us from fire and brimstone, devil's burning coals



We must help to spread the word, that the law of God is heard



Then the church is in the business of religion

GEORGE:
Do you care for a wee dram, Ian?

URQUART:
Well, don't mind if I do

GEORGE:
Something to warm your bones on a cold day

URQUART:
Och, you're a true gentleman, George Morrison
During the instrumental break, GEORGE takes URQUART's glass and pours in a small amount. GEORGE turns to hand the glass to URQUART, who makes a rolling motion with his hand to indicate more. GEORGE pours a bit more, to which URQUART responds with the rolling motion. GEORGE pours a third times and URQUART responds with the rolling motion a third time. GEORGE huffs and simply hands UQUART the bottle, and they toast, GEORGE with the glass and URQUART with the bottle.

GEORGE:
Scan the papers, search the shelves



God helps those who help themselves



And I'm sure we'll find the things to serve the situation well

URQUART:
All is fair in deeds of love, with His guidance from above

During the 8-second“heavenly angels” break in the music, stage lights dim and a single spot shines down on GEORGE and URQUART, who quickly press their hands together and stare earnestly upward. URQUART has set his bottle down, but GEORGE is still holding his glass. Approximately 2 seconds in, without breaking his upward stare or hands pressed in prayer, URQUART nudges GEORGE with his elbow, and GEORGE quickly sets down his glass and returns to his pose. 
BOTH:

Then the church is in the business of religion

 

Praise the Lord, who died to save our souls



Deliver us from fire and brimstone, devil's burning coals



We must help to spread the word, that the law of God is heard



Then the church is in the business of religion
GEORGE and URQUART make their way to the rear of the stage.
URQUART: Now, on a completely different subject, George, have I told you that my office is in need of roof repair? I fear there are sections of it like cheesecloth. It leaks so badly that I fear records are being destroyed. 

GEORGE: A terrible shame, Ian. It would be an honor for me to fund a new roof.
GEORGE and URQUART exit.
SCENE 4

(Cue music: My Only One)
Garden, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. VIOLETTE enters, carrying the baby. She walks slowly around the garden and then sits on the bench. Through the song, she slowly makes her way back into the living room of the house.

VIOLETTE: Oh, Thomas.
MY ONLY ONE
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When I close my eyes I feel you

In this garden I still see you

Down on bended knee

Under a moonlit sky, you promised me

Our story'd just begun

I looked at you and thought I'd found

My only one

My only one

But now you're gone and I must go on

My only one
Another day I'll find a way

To brace my broken heart

And carry though the long hours

On the edge of falling apart

Now winter turns to spring 

To grace the trees with buds and blossoms 

I'll never see

My only one

My only one

But now you're gone and I must go on

My only one
There is a new life in my arms

With hope and happiness

I open my eyes and I still see you

Living in his face

After I am gone
My only one

You were my only one

But now you're gone 

My only one
My only one
As the music ends, VIOLETTE places THOMAS in the crib. She walks to the secretary, opens the drawer and takes out the scrap of shawl. She opens the desk portion,  takes a sheet of paper, laboriously scrawls something on it. She folds the paper, then wraps it in the scrap of shawl.
SCENE 5

(CUE NEW MUSIC: "Hearts in Edinburgh", short version..)
GEORGE and LONNIE are in the Garden. DR. ALEXANDER is in the parlor tending to VIOLETTE, who is propped up on the lounge. DR. ALEXANDER leaves the parlor and enters the garden. 
DR. ALEXANDER: I've given her laudanum, George. It should keep her comfortable. She'll be a wee bit drowsy, but you should talk to her.

GEORGE: I should let her sleep, then. I can see her in the morning, when she's rested.

DR. ALEXANDER: No, George. If you plan on talking to her, it should be now.  

GEORGE: Now?

DR. ALEXANDER: Now, George.
GEORGE: Well, that's it then.
SCENE 6
Parlor, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. GEORGE enters. VIOLETTE is sitting, cradling Thomas Jr. She is weak.
VIOLETTE: Allo, papa.

GEORGE: Hello, lass. How do you feel?

VIOLETTE: Je suis fatigue.

GEORGE: I know.

VIOLETTE: Very tired.

VIOLETTE: I'm sorry, papa.

GEORGE: What are you sorry for, lass?

VIOLETTE: I won't be here for you and our little turnip.

GEORGE: No, lass. I'm sorry. I'm sorry that Thomas isn't here for you. It's my fault. I stuck my nose in where I had no right to.

VIOLETTE: But you were right. I was just for the moment. He would … he did … forget about me. It's been more than a year. He's not coming back.

GEORGE: (cue music: If I'd Only Known) I think … I mean, if I'd only known ...

VIOLETTE: Don't trouble yourself. I have made peace with all this. Before I came here, my whole life, I had no family. Now, I have a father, and a son. If I'd only only known, I do not think I would had done things differently.

IF I'D ONLY KNOWN
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VIOLETTE: 
If I'd only known before this all began



If I'd known the man I thought I loved



Always was the man who wore his heart upon his sleeve



And I was just this passing phase to rise above

GEORGE:
If I'd only known the person that you are



If I'd seen beyond my own conceit



My eyes just could not see what only now seems oh so clear



A girl with dignity and grace,  a love so sweet





Pride can be a burden hard for us to bear



And sometimes comes before a fall when we can't find compromise

VIOLETTE:
Love alone can never save us from ourselves



When all we know is what we see right here in front of our eyes

GEORGE:
If I'd only known of all the pain I'd cause
VIOLETTE:
(don't blame yourself now)


Maybe it would all have turned out well


(you weren't to know how it would end)


Maybe if I'd seen beyond my own pretentiousness


(you weren't to know the complications)


And learned to understand the things I can't foretell



(sometimes it's hard to make amends) 
VIOLETTE:
If I'd known my heart could break so easily
GEORGE:
(you always did the best you could)


Maybe I'd have learned to take more care



(you never sought consideration ) 


But now there is a child to bring us comfort through the pain



(you gave us all a gift of life so precious now)


And now I pray you'll be the one who's always there



(Now I will be forever pledged)


Yes now there is this chance that we may live again

BOTH:

This child will be the hope we share for us all

VIOLETTE (giving George a letter): You must do this for me, papa. Take this. For your son, if he ever returns.

GEORGE: For your husband, when he returns.

SCENE 7
Rooming house, New England.
GEORGE: Lonnie discovered that Thomas had left for America four days after the ship set sail. And after that, the trail went cold. You see, we did have cell phones and the Facebook and cameras on every street. It was easy for someone to disappear if they wanted not to be found.

THOMAS is working on papers at the table. HERVEY is straightening his tie.
HERVEY: You're sure you won't join me in the saloon, Tom?

TOM: I've work to do.

HERVEY: All work and no play, you are.

HERVEY leaves the room but re-enters very soon after.

HERVEY: The landlady's daughter is in the hall, Tom. You'd best not answer ...

KATE brushes past HERVEY into the room.
HERVEY: Why, hello Miss Kate.

KATE: Are you two gentleman going out tonight?

HARVEY: He's working. But I'm off. HERVEY leaves.
KATE: You're working all the time Mr. Thomas. It's not healthy. What is it keeps you so busy?

THOMAS: Just my plans.

KATE (flirting): Sure, we've all got plans. You know what my plan is?

THOMAS: I'm sure you'll tell me.

KATE: I'm going to find a handsome man and marry him.

KATE (trying a little harder): There's a social on Saturday. Were you thinking of going?

THOMAS: No.
KATE: You might find a pretty girl and ask her.

THOMAS: I have a pretty girl.

KATE: Do you now? And where is she?

THOMAS: To be honest, I'm not quite sure. But she's the reason I'm here. To make a fortune so I can go back and find her. Every time something gets in my way, and there have been plenty of times that's happened since I arrived in this country, I think of her. I think of her waiting for me. I think of her love. And that gives me the strength to keep going.

KATE (insulted): So, that's quite the story. You're in America working on a plan I can't make heads or tails of so's you can do back to the old country and get a girl you don't know where she is? It's all quite romantic. It's also quite daft.

THOMAS: You sound like my father.

KATE: He must quite an intelligent man. Maybe I should hope to meet him at the social.

THOMAS: He wouldn't be caught dead at a social.
KATE: So you're saying he's actually more like you?

THOMAS: I'm nothing like my father.

KATE: Whatever you say, Mr. Thomas. I'll take my leave, now. Have a good night. Don't work too hard.

THOMAS: Dammit! Stupid girl. She doesn't know what she's talking about.

JUST LIKE HIM
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If there’s a trait you see in my face 

Don’t blame  inheritance, not in my case

I am my own man with my own plan

Still the romantic, I act on my own whim

Nothing  like him

Across the sea a girl waits for me

Her faith is strong her love is sure

As long as the sun rises in the east

My road goes on my heart is pure

And this will to build something more 

It’s all consuming but you’re assuming

That motivation is not external but within

I must concede 

I’m a bit like him

Across the sea a girl waits for me

Her faith is strong her love is sure

As long as the sun rises in the east

My road goes on my heart is pure

All work no play makes for Jack a dull boy

But I’ve no time for children’s games

Time is money and wasting either is sin

This realization chills me to the bone

I’m just like him

Across the sea a girl waits for me

Her faith is strong her love is sure

As long as the sun rises in the east

My road goes on … my road goes on 
SCENE 8
Garden, the Morrison mansion, outside Edinburgh. 

GEORGE: My Anna, my wife, she passed in April, and I buried her on a Sunday. Thomas was barely a year old. Violette passed in April, and we buried her on a Sunday. Thomas Jr. was barely a year old. It's odd, these little coincidences in life. 

I raised Thomas Jr. as my second son. And 17 years, they went by in a flash. I never told him the full story of his father's departure and my complicity. It's not that I was afraid to, but ... how do you bring that up in routine conversation? Well, maybe I was a wee bit afraid. But, on his 18th birthday, I reasoned, Tom was a man, and he had the right to know. 

It was a long conversation, and I'll spare you the details because you already know the story. I half expected that Junior would storm out of the house like his father had done 18 years before. But, well...

TOM is sitting, his jaw open, a blank stare. GEORGE approaches him.

GEORGE: Tom? 

GEORGE looks at him closely.

GEORGE: Tom? 

TOM (still staring blankly): So you're saying my father might be alive in America.

GEORGE: I don't know. 

TOM is deep in thought again.
GEORGE: Tom? Maybe I should have told you sooner, but ... 

TOM snaps out of his trance and jumps up.

TOM: Oh, no, pop. This is the grandest birthday gift ever.

GEORGE: It is?

TOM: It is. Maybe you're expecting me to be angry with you. Maybe I should be. But ever since I was a wee lad, I dreamed that one day, maybe, my dad would return. That he wasn't dead. That he was shipwrecked after some monstrous storm. And natives found him on the beach and made King of Tahiti. Then he and some warriors left the island in an outrigger canoe, and he captured Blackbeard's ship and became Lord of the Pirates. And he rounded Cape Horn in a gale, sank the Spanish Armada and wrestled the kraken single handed. And after he was made Master of the Seven Seas, he sailed his fleet into Glasgow and rode a gold carriage through Edinburgh to our front door. And you shook his hand and he knew me straight away. And now you tell me it may be true. 

GEORGE: I don't think any of that's true.

TOM: Well, I don't mean the made up stuff. But the point is, the news is grand. You were right to tell me now. I couldna do anything before. But now I can. I know you looked for him, but don't you see the difference? You always say I'm so much like him. I think like him. I'll go to America. I'll follow my heart, and it will take me right to him.

GEORGE: It's a huge country.

TOM: It canna be that big.

GEORGE: Have you looked at any of the maps we print?

TOM (shrugging begrudgingly): Ah... Well, there canna be that many Scotsmen in America.

GEORGE: Certainly no more than there are in Scotland.

TOM stands, walks slowly to stage left and places his glass on the sideboard. He is thinking again. After a few seconds, he turns back to GEORGE.

TOM: (cue music) You know I have to go to America.

GEORGE: I know. I knew before I told you. 

FINDING MY DESTINY
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TOM:

Who knows where journeys might end



Who knows what fate has in store



A wayfaring soul



A stranger with no aim or plan


I know I'll be traveling far



To places I've not seen before



But maybe I'll win



And maybe I'll find who I am


Finding my destiny



Finding my place in the world and just what in the world is for me



Finding my destiny



A spirit alive, I'll survive and contrive to be open and free
During the instrumental, GEORGE retrieves a letter and gives it to Tom.

GEORGE:  Your mother gave this to me to give to your father. Now, you give it to him.
GEORGE:
Well the man that you seek is our blood, he's the reason that drives you on



And he don't even know you exist, but I know you're a part of him

TOM:

All I know is that he is my father



Come what may I just hope he sees me as I am                                            
TOM:

The lady whose soul I came from



Is urging me on in my quest



I carry her love



I'm holding her heart in my hands

GEORGE:
And maybe she knows where you're bound



She'll follow you over the waves

TOM:

And maybe we'll win



Maybe she'll find where I am


Finding my destiny



Finding my place in the world and just what in the world is for me



Finding my destiny



Her spirit's alive, it survives and is driving my soul to be free


Finding my destiny



Finding my place in the world and just what in the world is for me



Finding my destiny

A spirit alive. I'll survive and contrive to be open and free
SCENE 9
Five years later, worsted mill office in Attleboro, Massachusetts. A small group of people looking for work has gathered at the office, waiting for the overseer to arrive. The MILL FOREMAN walks among them, talking. TOM enters and joins the group and approaches the MILL FOREMAN.

GEORGE steps into the spotlight at the front of the stage.

GEORGE: I saw Tom off from the same dock his father had left from 18 years before. He didn't have many clues. He did remember me telling him that his father said there was more money to be made in textiles than printing, so he made it his business to visit every milltown with a sizable Scottish population in New England. But there were a lot of those milltowns. They dotted every river. Attleboro. Norwich. Willimantic. Springfield. At first, he wrote a letter every two weeks, sometimes more than that, about how he met someone who thought he may have remembered seeing a man who looked like the picture. After five years now, the letters came less frequently. 

(Cue music: Sweat)
TOM: The mill is hiring, then?

FOREMAN: Aye, for those that can handle the work. For those that ...  know .. the work.

TOM:  I know the work, sir. It runs in my veins true as blood.
SWEAT
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TOM: 
I have wandered far always searching

Always searching, always searching

Following my star, always reaching

Always reaching, always reaching

Now I bend my back, never breaking (hoo hah, hoo hah) 
Never breaking, never breaking (hoo hah, hoo hah) 
FOREMAN: 
Comes the end of day, numb and aching (hoo hah, hoo hah) 

Numb and aching, numb and aching (hoo hah, hoo hah) 
FOREMAN: 
We built this town, laid each brick down

With our own hands, toil and tears

With our sweat (hoo hah) 
FOREMAN: 
Oil and iron, oak and leather

Always turning, always turning (horns, then hoo hah)  
Coal, fire and soot, wool and water

Always churning, always churning (horns, then hoo hah) 
The spindle and the spool, ever spinning

Ever spinning, ever spinning 

TOM: 

Sweat rolls down my face day’s just beginning

Just beginning, just beginning (horns, then hoo hah) 
BOTH: 

We built this town, laid each brick down

With our own hands, toil and tears

With our sweat 

During the instrumental, HERVEY enters and sits at table in the office. He arranges his papers carefully. The workers line up. HERVEY organizes his papers and waves the first worker to the table. They converse, the worker backs away from the table and stands tall, HERVEY looks the worker over, and then hands a sheet of paper to the worker. He does the same with the second, but waves the worker away. He repeats with the third and fourth.
TOM: 

I will wander far always searching 

Always searching, always searching (horns, then hoo hah) 
I’ll follow my star, always reaching

Always reaching, always reaching

BOTH: 

We built this town, laid each brick down

With our own hands, toil and tears, toil and tears

With our sweat (horns, then hoo hah) 
HERVEY: Next!

FOREMAN: That's you, boy.

TOM looks around and sees the line is gone. He approaches the table. HERVEY does not look up.
HERVEY: What's your experience?

TOM: Baler. Cardroomer. Quiller. Dyer. I've worked in a dozen mills in the last five years.

HERVEY: Sounds like you can't keep a job. Are you difficult?

TOM: Not at all, sir. You'll not find a harder worker. But I've been looking for my father.

HERVEY: You don't say?

TOM: Aye, sir. He came here from Edinburgh after falling out with my grandfather over my mother. 

(cue music: Hearts in Edinburgh)

PRODUCTION NOTE: The following dialog must be times so that lights fade at end of Hearts in Edinburgh Part I and next scenes opens as Part II begins. Basically, two lines of dialog per verse)
HERVEY pauses, thoughtful. 


HERVEY: Your mother?

TOM: My father married the maid, and my grandfather disapproved.

HERVEY stands. He scrutinizes TOM.
HERVEY: What's your name, lad?

TOM: Thomas Morrison. Junior. 

HERVEY's jaw drops and he stares blankly at TOM. He then shakes his head.
TOM: Are you all right, sir?

HERVEY: Lad ... I've heard your story before, and I believe I know your father. He's the man who owns this mill. Mr. Thomas Morrison.

Fade lights.

SCENE 10
(continuing music: Hearts in Edinburgh, part II)
THOMAS SR. is setting at a desk in the mill office, working GEORGE wanders on stage.
GEORGE (as the flute comes in on Part II): “I've heard your story before, and I believe I know your father. He's the man who owns this mill.” You might think it's a contrivance for the purpose of a good story, but that's how it happened. I canna say what led Thomas to that particular mill, coincidence or divine intervention. Maybe a son's heart, or a mother's hand. But there he was. So a meeting was arranged. 

GEORGE leaves as the music ends.

HERVEY and TOM enter. THOMAS SR. does not look up.
HERVEY (tentatively): Ah, Tom?

THOMAS SR. and TOM (simultaneously): Yes?
THOMAS SR. looks up and glares at TOM.
HERVEY: So this is the gentleman I told you about.

THOMAS SR.: Thank you, Mr. Gridley. I can handle things from here.

HERVEY leaves. THOMAS SR. looks back down to his desk. After an uncomfortable pause, TOM approaches the desk. 
TOM: I am ...

THOMAS SR. puts up his hand to silence TOM. He continues writing and signs his work papers with a flourish. He looks up. 
THOMAS SR: So, you are Thomas Morrison. Junior.

TOM: I am. You are ...

THOMAS SR: Not as easily fooled as Mr. Gridley, my foreman. You'd best be out of my mill and my town before the constable slaps the irons on you. We've no room for grifters here.

TOM: I'm no grifter. I've been searching for my father for five years.

THOMAS SR: And you can search ten more for all I care.

TOM: I have a letter. It's from my mother. Your wife.

THOMAS SR. takes the letter and eyes it with disdain.
THOMAS SR: That's your mistake lad. She couldn't read nor write. It should burn nicely, though.

THOMAS SR. tosses the letter on his desk..
TOM: Read it!

THOMAS SR: Did you not hear me? Get out!

THOMAS SR. sits down, picks up a paper and starts to read it.
TOM: Well, that's it then.

TOM storms out of the office. THOMAS SR. remains at his desk, a look of profound confusion on his face. 

(CUE NEW MUSIC: Piano version of My Only One. Time the dialog to pace so that Tom's last line comes as the song ends, allowing Thomas Sr.'s final line to give "breathing room" until Crossing begins. )
(during intro)
TOM stops outside the office. He looks up, toward heaven.
(intro completes)
TOM: I'm sorry, mother.
THOMAS SR. grabs the letter, gets up and follows TOM out of the office. 

THOMAS SR: What was that you said, just then?

TOM: I said, that's it then.
THOMAS SR: Now, that's funny, because that's the last thing my father said to me when I left Scotland. Who are you?
TOM: I'm Violette's son. Your son. Open the letter.
THOMAS SR. opens the letter and takes out the shred of purple scarf. He is stunned. 

THOMAS SR:  I gave this to her. And when I was leaving, my father, he ...  
THOMAS SR. unfolds the scarf, take out the paper and unfolds it.
THOMAS SR: The letter just says, “Je t'aime toujours.” (He sniffs back a tear) But she spelled “toujours” wrong. (Laughing and tearing at the same time) Because she never learned to write.

THOMAS SR. suddenly snaps out of his daze.
THOMAS SR: We've got to go. We've got to pack. We've got to get the first ship out.

TOM turns, clearly afraid of what is coming next.
THOMAS SR: What are you waiting for? We've got to go.

TOM: No. She's ... she's gone. She died a year after I was born.

THOMAS SR (reeling): Oh. Oh. What happened?

TOM: She'd been sick. For a long time. Pop cared for her.

THOMAS SR: Pop?

TOM: Pop. My grandfather. Your father. She called him poppa. They were very close.

THOMAS SR (in disbelief): Huh. It should have been me. I should have been there. I would have been here, what, near to two years? This mill was just up and running. Even then, I thought maybe I still had a little time. You know, my plan was, I'd come to America and make my fortune. Everyone was making a fortune here. Then I'd go back. Show your pop I was a captain of industry, as he used to say. And then, he'd admit he was wrong and we'd find your mother. And everything would be right. But a week turned to a month, and a month to a year, and before I knew it, 10 years had gone by. I'd no right to go back to her after 10 years. She'd have moved on. If I'd only known.  

TOM: What? You would have come back? Or not left in the first place? Mom would have died nonetheless.

THOMAS: But I could have been your father.

TOM: You can be now.

(CUE NEW MUSIC: Piano version of My Only One ends. )
THOMAS: Aye. I will be now. We won't wait for tomorrow.

(Cue music:  Crossing)
CROSSING
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Thomas Sr. :
Alone in New England the sun in my face

Here I will make my own way

A terrible crossing nine days at the rail

Been though hell and now I won't fail

Father I loved her you sent her away

And I will remember for all of my days

So sure of your station you thought her below

And thought I was bluster when I said I would go

George, joining:
Alone in this fine house I wander the halls

Wonder now was my name worth all

Raised as though my own child of that poor lass

Now he crosses seeking future and past

I know son you loved her I sent her away

And I must regret this the rest of my days

So sure of my station I thought her below

Now your son comes to you and bears my sorrow

During the mandolin solo, TOM reads a letter:

TOM:  Dear Pop.  I have found the Master of the Seven Seas. He is now a Captain of Industry with a fine mill. He has invited me to stay on. I believe he also wishes to see you again. We must make arrangements for your crossing, where you can see your son again, and also meet my new bride, Frances. We are already expecting a child, and if he is a son, we will name him George.
Thomas Jr.:
Alone in New England sweat and mill space

I will find my name and my place

Across the dark ocean a motherless son

Tell me of her for memories I've none

Thomas Sr.:
Know son I loved her I see her in your face

And I have thought of her for all of my days

And of your existence I never was told
But now you've come to me and made my life gold

All three:
Made my life gold 

Made my life gold
During the outro

TOM: I've been in this country for five years and still not seen a distillery. Tell me you've built one.

THOMAS: Aye, I have. You're a true Morrison. Let me take you for a dram.
Tom and Thomas exit. George moves to center stage.
GEORGE: I never did make that crossing. Tom's letter arrived two days after the Good Lord called me home. My penance, I suppose.

As George turns and hangs the photograph of Violette on the wall. He stands back and admired it, then turns back to the audience.

GEORGE: Well, that's it then.

George exits. Spotlight remains on the portrait.
(Cue music:  Crossing finale mix)
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