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A small library in Andrew Boyd's house in Edinburgh.  In the far wall is a fireplace, and to the right of it a high folding window.  Above the fireplace is a large oil portrait of Mary Stuart.


It is late on a summer evening, and the window is open, giving on to a garden terrace, under which the town lies in the moonlight.


Andrew Boyd, who is seventy years old, sits at a small table with a young man, John Hunter.  Boyd, wearing a black velvet coat and skull-cap looks as Charles the First might have done had he achieved a fuller age. Hunter is in evening clothes.  The date is 1900 or later.


Hunter: That's all. It's terrible.


Boyd: What do you propose to do?


Hunter: I don't know. What can I do?


Boyd: Did you merely want to tell me—or do you want my advice? 


Hunter: Andrew, the few grains of wisdom I have I've picked up from you.  At least, I think so.  Help me—if there is any help.


 ​Boyd: I don't know that I can guide your moods.  That's difficult always between men.  I can only try to tell you what I think. Is it worth while?


Hunter: Well?


Boyd: You and Margaret have been married five years, isn't it?  It's not long, but it's a good deal in young lives.


Hunter: Five years—yes.


Boyd: They have been happy years, haven't they?


Hunter: Perfectly, until this.


Boyd: And now—by the way, have you ever cared for any other woman?


Hunter: No.


Boyd: No. And now there's Finlay. I've always liked Finlay.  And his book on our Queen is the wisest word about her that I know.


Hunter: My God! It's funny, isn't it? Finlay on harlotry. I beg your pardon, Andrew.


Boyd: That's just it, my boy. Harlotry.  The word buzzes in your brain, doesn't it?  I wonder.  Do you want to understand at all—or do you just mean to be angry?


Hunter: It's easy enough to understand. 


 ​Boyd: No; never easy. It needs patience, and love.


Hunter: I understand, bitterly, because I love.


Boyd: It needs patience, and love.  And there must be no confusion of pride.


Hunter: What do you mean?


Boyd: There are women whose talent it is to serve. And some are great lovers.


Hunter: Margaret's love is wonderful.


Boyd: Have you lost it?


Hunter: What does that mean?  I tell you she loves Finlay.


Boyd: How do you know?


Hunter: She told me.


Boyd: It was not a secret that you surprised?


Hunter: No.


Boyd: Have you liked Finlay?


Hunter: I suppose so. Yes—it's the uglier for that.


Boyd: She told you at once?


Hunter: I think so.  Yes, I'm sure of that.


Boyd: Did she say anything of her love for you?


Hunter: That it was untouched by this.


 ​Boyd: Do you believe it?


Hunter: I don't know. How can it be?


Boyd: And some are great lovers. Do you want her love?


Hunter: That's absurd, Andrew.


Boyd: What is the most precious thing in the world to you? in your emotions?


Hunter: That is. You know.


Boyd: Or your sense of mastery in owning her?


Hunter: You can't refine things like that.


Boyd: But you must, or fall into the mere 
foolishness of life. You must answer yourself.
Do you want to enjoy her love, or do you want 
to dominate it?


Hunter: How can I believe that what she gives to Finlay isn't taken from me?


Boyd: But suppose it were true.  Suppose you had surety of that in your brain, that you could be certain in your heart that her love for him was no division, but a new thing—what
then?


Hunter: I can't be sure.


Boyd: You don't want to be sure.


Hunter: You are an old man, Andrew, and 
my best friend.


 ​Boyd: Yes, you are angry.  You are afraid.  You fear for your pride. And there is but one 
salvation. Perfect love casteth out fear.


Hunter: How could she?—how could she?  I 
was so happy always—that at least seemed safe.


Boyd: I was never married, but I have understood women.  Or I think so.  That's an old man's compliment to himself.  Men use them ill.


Hunter: But they can destroy us. Look at this.


Boyd: Yes, I know.  They can be wild in the 
wits, too. But not as you mean. And they have the better excuse, perhaps. I want you to see this, John. It is you that are in peril of sin
here, not she.


Hunter: But I have done nothing but love her.


Boyd: You have accused her. 


Hunter: She accused herself. 


Boyd: Accused? 


Hunter: Call it what you will. 


Boyd: Let us call it the right thing. 


Hunter: Well?


 ​Boyd: She did not accuse herself, I think. She trusted you, splendidly.


Hunter: That's oddly put, isn't it?  The trusting, surely, was mine.


Boyd: I think not, not at least as you see it.  What was it you trusted?


Hunter: Margaret's devotion.


Boyd: Her love of you, you mean? 


Hunter: Yes, that.


Boyd: Has she betrayed your trust?


Hunter: What's the use of saying it over 
and over again?


Boyd: There's folly in it, my boy, and I want you to see it. I want you to see exactly where the betrayal is, so that whatever you do shall not be done blindly. You trusted Margaret's love. It is a wide thing, radiant, the capacity in her for loving?


Hunter: It made me a king.


Boyd: Very well. She gave her love to you, 
freely. I've seen it, and I know its richness. 
Suppose it had been a poor, mean thing, with 
no roots, subject to little, dark intrigues, lightly given and lightly taken away. Then this new interest, or any, would have been—what shall ​we say—a peccadillo—something to hide, wouldn't it?


Hunter: I don't know. Perhaps. I suppose so.


Boyd: But Margaret is not made for these
slight occasions, is she? You know that, or the
better man in you knows it. It is the insignificant heart that is furtive, not worth loving.  But Margaret hid nothing.


Hunter: I don't understand that part of it.  That she told me doesn't help the pity of it—but why did she tell me?


Boyd: I said. Because she loves you, and because she trusted you splendidly.


Hunter: Trusted me in what?


Boyd: To understand. That was beautiful homage to your love.


Hunter: What do you want me to believe?


Boyd (rising and moving to the portrait of Mary Stuart):  She, too, was a great lover. I am an old man, and I have enjoyed many things.  Life has been full, life here about me, and the life of history and the poets. And one has been as real as another. (He moves to the open window and looks out.) There in Edinburgh was ​lived the saddest of all histories, the tragedy of all such women who are unlucky in their men—Margaret's tragedy, perhaps.


Hunter: But your Queen—


Boyd: No, don't be impatient. Mary Stuart 
is in my blood, I know, but I am thinking of 
your trouble only, John. Have you ever reflected on the strangeness of that Edinburgh 
story—the confusion of it, growing and growing through the years?  History never so entangled itself. All the witnesses lied, and nearly 
all who have considered it have been absorbed 
in confirming this word, refuting that. And at 
the centre of it, obscured by our argument, is 
the one glowing reality, a passionate woman.  Beside that, the rest is nothing, but we forget.
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