
Henry the Eighth 
         This Was Your Life. 
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 Setting: Upstage, a backdrop with: 'This Was Your Life' printed on it. An empty 
row of chairs, stage left. Enter Digby Climpson. He carries a microphone, a book, 
wears conservative clothes and horn-rimmed glasses. Upstage right is a large man 
with his back towards the audience, eating a huge meal. 

 
Digby: Good evening everybody. Digby Climpson here in Westminster Abbey. 

The year is 1547 and tonight our special guest is His Royal Highness 
King Henry the Eighth of England. Now, if you're all very quiet, we'll 
surprise him right now. 

 
 Digby moves quietly over to Henry who is still eating. 
 
Digby: Your Highness? 
 
Henry: ( Grunts ) 
 
Digby: Digby Climpson here. Lovely to see you. 
 
 No reaction from Henry. 
 
Digby: Your Highness, right now you're on national television and Henry the 

Eighth...(dramatic pause)...THIS WAS YOUR LIFE! 
 
 
 
 
 Two sign holders come running out from the wings, waving about big 

applause signs. Henry is completely disinterested. He continues to eat as 



two stagehands pick him up and carry him around to the other side of the 
table so that he now faces the audience. 

 
 Digby: Now, Henry are you ready for this? 
 
 During the remainder of the play, Henry continues to eat like a pig, 

although he does look up occasionally. In the background violins begin to 
swell. 

 
Digby: Henry, you are born in 1491 the son of Henry the Seventh and Elizabeth 

York. You are a handsome, spirited, intelligent boy, good at archery, 
horse riding and certainly no slouch when it comes to your studies. 

 
V.O. Put that chicken leg down, Henry. Your studies come before your stomach. 
 
 Henry momentarily drops what he is eating. 
 
Digby: You recognise the voice of course. Yes indeed it's one of your teachers, 

John Skelton. 
 
 Applause signs. Enter John from stage right. He is dressed in leotard and 

frilly shirt. He looks like a courtier from the Tudor period. 
 
Digby: John, we've heard a lot about him, but what was Henry really like as a 

young man? 
 
John: Oh, Digby he was marvellous, simply Marvy. What couldn't he do? He 

could speak French, Latin, Italian, Spanish; he could play the lute, play 
the harp, write poetry and oh, he was so handsome. A lovely, lovely boy. 
Wouldn't hurt a fly, would you Henry? I'll say this about him though, he 
always made time for the good things in life- food and women. And, dare 
I say it, Digby? He's had enough helpings of both. 

 
Digby: Thank you, John Skelton. 
 
 Applause signs. An usher takes John to a seat. 
 
Digby: Marvellous stuff, isn't it Henry? 
 
Henry: (Grunts) 
 
Digby: In 1509, your father, Henry the Seventh, dies and leaves you to the tough 

business of being king. Fortunately, your father has ruled well and the 
crown is strong. Still, you have your problems and it is necessary to have 
good ministers to advise you. 

 
V.O. Anyone for tennis? 
 
Digby: Yes, Henry, you guessed it- it's your main minister from 1526 to 1540- 

Thomas Cromwell! 



 
 Applause signs. Enter Cromwell in old-fashioned tennis gear. 
 
Digby: Now Tom... you don't mind if I call you Tom, do you? 
 
Cromwell: Yes. 
 
Digby: (without missing a beat) Thomas, why the tennis outfit? 
 
Cromwell: Well, I've just been playing tennis, actually. Beat Cardinal Wolsey in 

straight sets. Could never do that to you though Henry, could I. Too good 
for me was old Henry. Probably still give me a good run for my money. ( 
Aside to audience) Actually, we were all too scared to beat him. ( He runs 
his finger across his throat) 

 
Digby: What about Henry as a leader? 
 
Cromwell: Oh, goodness gracious me, he had lots of good ideas. Cleaning up the 

monasteries, looting the Catholic churches, starting up The Church of 
England. All good money raisers, eh Henry? 

 
Henry: ( Grunts) 
 
Cromwell: Ha, ha. Lovely man. Lovely man. 
 
Digby: Was there anything Henry did that didn't please you? 
 
Cromwell: Well, yes- sort of. I wasn't too pleased about being executed in 1540 
 
Digby: Oh, yes. What was that all about? 
 
Cromwell: Well, England needed to make friends with Germany at that time, so 

I arranged for a young princess called Anne of Cleeves to be his fourth 
wife. 

 
Digby: Why did he behead you for that? 
 
Cromwell: Well, you've heard of Elle Mcpherson? 
 
Digby: Yes. 
 
Cromwell: well, Anne of Cleeves didn't look anything like her. If you look at the 

definition of ugly in the dictionary, there's a picture of her. She's coming 
on later, you'll see what I mean. 

 
Digby: Thomas Cromwell- thank you. ( Shakes Cromwell's hand) Thomas 

Cromwell, ladies and gentlemen. 
 
 Applause signs. Cromwell is taken to his seat. 
 



Henry: (Burps) 
 
Digby: Henry, by 1526 your first wife, Catherine of Aragon has not been able to 

produce a son for you. She has given birth to one daughter, Mary, but to 
make sure that the throne of England stays in the hands of The Tudors 
after your death, you must have a son. So, after twenty-four years of 
marriage, you decide to divorce Catherine. The Pope refuses to let you 
do this, so you decide to defy him and break away from the Roman 
Catholic Church. You divorce Catherine, form the Church in England, ( 
later to become known as the Church of England ) and become head of 
that church. 

 
V.O. Eh, 'enry ! You gotta no respect eh? 
 
Digby : Yes, Henry, we've flown him all the way from Rome to be with us 

tonight- ladies and gentlemen- The Pope! 
 
  Applause signs. Enter The Pope. Background music swells up. (What's- a -

Matter  You?  by Joe Dolce c 1981 would be perfect) Music fades. 
 
Digby: Your Holiness, what is your opinion of Henry? 
 
Pope: He's a eata too much and a he's a not a good a Catholic boy. He's gotta da 

big a beard and he thinks he's a so smart eh? He's a big a fat a smart a 
boy, eh? Eh, 'enry, if your a so smart, 'ow come your English eh? 

 
Digby: Please, Your Holiness- this is Henry's special occasion. 
 
Pope: (To Digby-very angrily) What's a matter you, eh? You just a like a 'im, you 

gotta no respect, eh? (Points at Henry)Look at 'im. He's a gotta no 
respect for the Catholic Church, he's gotta no respect for me. He's gotta 
be the big a protester, he's a gotta be the big a Protestant. But you be 
careful 'enry or me and my boys we come around and we make a you an 
offer you can't refuse. 

 
 The Pope turns on his heel and exits , angrily, stage left. 
 
Digby: Uh, The Pope, ladies and gentlemen. 
 
 Applause signs. 
 
Digby: Henry, after you divorce Catherine, you immediately marry one of your 

pretty house maids. 
 
V.O. : Oh, Henry, I lost my head over you. 
 
Digby: Yes indeed, Henry, it's your second wife, Anne Boleyn 
 
 
 Applause signs. Enter Anne Boleyn, escorted by an usher. She 



 carries a sign and has no head. 
 
Digby: Welcome, Anne. Anne, you were very fond of Henry, weren't you. 
 
Anne: (Holds up a sign which reads: Yes.) 
 
Digby: And he was fond of you? 
 
Anne: (Holds up the same sign.) 
 
Digby: He had you beheaded because he said you were being unfaithful to him. 
 
Anne: (Holds up the same sign) 
 
Digby: Was that true? 
 
Anne: (Turns the sign around. It reads: No) 
 
Digby: Then could you explain why he said this? 
 
Anne: (Holds up the same sign) 
 
Digby: Why is that? 
 
Anne: (Holds up the other sign which reads: Because I haven't got a head, you 

idiot!) 
 
Digby: I see. (Pause) Well, you and Henry must have a lot to talk about. 
 
 The usher turns Anne towards Henry. He continues to eat whilst  
 looking at her. There is a long pause. 
 
Digby: (Embarrassed) Ha, ha. Well, uh, thank you, Anne Boleyn. Anne Boleyn, 

ladies and gentlemen. 
 
 Applause signs. The usher leads Anne to her seat. 
 
Digby: How are you enjoying it so far, Henry? 
 
  Henry burps. 
 
Digby: Good man. Now, Henry, we have a special surprise for you. Here is a pre-

recorded video message from your father, Henry the Seventh and your 
mother, Elizabeth York. 

 
 A large cardboard box walks onto stage. Inside it are Henry and  
 Elizabeth. The front of the box is cut out to give the impression of a  
 television screen. 
 
Henry VII: Hello, son. 



 
Elizabeth: (Waving) Hello, Henry poos. 
 
Henry VII: Well, I suppose you're a big boy now. It's not easy being king, is it? 

Frightfully difficult business . All those angry nobles and 'ungry 
peasants, what? Haw, haw. 

 
Elizabeth: Have you got plenty of clean socks, Henry? 
 
Henry VII: Hope you haven't had any trouble with Spain. Damned nuisance 

those Spaniards. 
 
Elizabeth: And plenty of clean undies? 
 
Henry VII: Sorry we can't be with you but we've been dead for quite a while 

now I expect. Haw, haw. 
 
Elizabeth: Henry your father's too shy to ask you but are you still going out with 

that nice girl, Catherine of Aragon? Oh, I do hope so. 
 
Henry: Be quiet Elizabeth. Listen, Henry, we have to go now, son, but chin up, 

lad; congratulations on your big day; remember Bosworth Field. 
 
Elizabeth: And not to over-eat, Henry. 
 
Both: Bye, Henry. Bye, son. 
 
 Applause signs. 
 
Digby: Wonderful stuff, isn't it Henry? 
 
Henry: (Grunts) 
 
Digby: Yes, isn't it? But it doesn't stop there, oh deary me no. Your wife gave 

you a daughter, Mary. She is now thirty-one years old. Anne Boleyn gave 
you a daughter, Elizabeth, she is now fourteen and Jane Seymour, your 
third wife, finally gave you a son, Edward who is now ten. And Henry, 
you guessed it- here they are! 

 
 Applause signs. Enter Mary, Elizabeth and Edward. Edward wears an  
 aerobics outfit. 
 
Digby: Hell, Mary. What have you got to say about your father? 
 
Mary: I agree with The Pope. Burn the Protestants is what I say. Burn the 

heretics! Burn 'em all! When I become queen in 1553, after my sickly 
twit of a brother has a go on the throne, I'm gonna burn 'em all! Burn! 
Burn! Burn! Ha ha ha ha ha ha ! 

 
 Still laughing maniacally, she is escorted out by the usher. 



 
Digby: Elizabeth? 
 
Elizabeth: Well, dad, I'm gonna become queen in 1558, after Mary dies and I'll 

try to get things back in order for you. You've been a good king and I 
admire you , but honestly dad- six wives? I'm not gonna make that 
mistake. No, sir, not this chicken. I'm gonna stay single and play the 
field. They'll remember me as the 'virgin queen', but what they don't 
know, (she winks to the audience), won't hurt them. 

 
 She swings her hips from side to side as she walks to her seat. 
 
Digby: And finally, Edward. 
 
Edward: Dad, you went to a lot of trouble to get me, so I want you and 

everybody else to know one thing. I'm not sick, right? I feel fine! Look. 
(He does a couple of push-ups, jumps up and down on the spot e.t.c.) I 
know I'm gonna die in 1553 after only being king for six months, but 
honestly- I feel great! (He does a couple of cartwheels then falls to the 
floor and does not get up.)  

 
Digby: Edward, thank you. The Royal Children, ladies and gentlemen. 
 
 Applause signs. Stagehands drag off the fallen Edward. 
 
Digby: Finally, Henry, we have an extra-special treat for you. It's your fourth 

wife, the woman you married on Thomas Cromwell's advice after having 
only seen a painting of her, and a very flattering one at that- yes, it's the 
German princess, Anne of Cleeves! 

 
 Applause signs. Anne trips as she enters. She is very ugly and pimply. 
 
Anne: (Moving towards Henry with open arms) Oh, Henry! 
 
 Henry stops eating and looks alarmed. 
 
Digby: (Intercepting her) Anne. You were only married to Henry for six months. 

Why? 
 
Anne: Vell, I don't know. He didn't seem to like me for some reason. He said I 

vas not clean, vich iz not true. I vash at least vonce a year. 
 
Digby: Is it true that you are clumsy? 
 
Anne: (Angrily) No! (She slams her hand down on Henry's table and upsets his 

food.) Und he said I vas ugly too, vich if you look at me iz also not true 
(To audience) Is it? (Pause) Und he said cruel zings to me like: ' I did not 
marry zee woman, I married zee horse.' Und... 

 



Henry: (Extremely angry) Aaaah! Aaaah! Woman, you are the only thing that I 
can think of that puts me off my food. If anyone should have been 
beheaded, it should have been you! You are the ugliest, the smelliest, the 
clumsiest woman I have ever known! Be gone with you! 

 
 Anne runs off, crying and tripping over as she does so. On her way off, she 

knocks Thomas Cromwell off his chair. Henry turns his anger towards 
Digby. 

 
Henry: Now, you! Who do you think you are? You come into my chamber while 

I'm eating, you bring in that stupid book, (He grabs the book and throws 
it to the floor), you assemble this carnival of idiots and put me smack-
bang into the middle of a twentieth-century high school play Have you no 
respect for a king's privacy? Well? Have you? 

 
Digby: Well, I ... 
 
Henry: No, you haven't! And what's more what's this: This Was Your Life 

business? I'm not dead yet am I? 
 
Digby: You should be. You die in 1547. 
 
Henry: Oh, boy. You're really making me mad! I'm so mad! I'm so mad, I'm 

going to...I'm going to...I'm going to have a heart attack! 
 
 Henry grabs his chest and falls down dead. Digby turns to the  
 audience. 
 
Digby: Ladies and gentlemen. The king is dead. Long live the king! 
 
All: Long live the king! 
 
Edward: (Jumps onto the stage) That's me! 
 
 Everybody cheers. Sign off music swells beneath as guests mingle on  
 stage around Henry's dead body with the usher serving drinks. 
 As the curtain closes we hear: 
 
V.O. All This Was Your Life guests get to the studio however they can. 
 Digby Climpson flies kites and drives a hard bargain. 
 Henry the Eighth uses Rent-a-Crown. 
 This has been a mediocre production. 
 
 


