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'ÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɯɁ#ÙÐÕÒÐÕÎɯ2ÖÕÎɂɯÈÛɯ 

http://ancientgreece-earlyamerica.com 
 

BASED on 

,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÖÞÕɯÚÛÖÙÐÌÚɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÍÙÖÕÛÐÌÙɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÈÕËɯadventures, in 

New English Canaan  Éàɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯÖÍɯɁ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɂɯȹ+ÖÕËÖÕɯƕƚƗƛȺ 

(Scituate MA: Digital Scanning Inc., 2000 (ISBN 1-58218-206-X); 

 

on the biography  

Thomas Morton: The Life & Renaissance of an Early American Poet 

(2000: ISBN 1-58218-209-4): how  

ÈɯÙÖÜÎÏɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈËàɯ1ÌÕÈÐÚÚÈÕÊÌɯÓÈÞàÌÙɯÉÌÊÈÔÌɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ×ÖÌÛɯÈÕËɯÙÈÚÊÈÓȰ 

 

on Good News from New England and Other Writings 

on the Killings at Weymouth Colony 

(2001: ISBN 1-58218076-1): 

how The Pilgrims and Boston Puritans turned the frontier into a  ɁÞÐÓËÌÙÕÌÚÚȮɂɯÈÕË 

 

Mystic Fiasco: How The Indians Won The Pequot War 

(2004: ISBN 1-582-18775-4): 

Co-Authored/Illustrated by David R. Wagner.  

 
".5$1ȯɯɁ3ÏÌɯ,Èà×ÖÓÌɯÖÍɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɂ 

By CT artist/archaeologist David R. Wagner 
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MERRYMOUNT  

 

Production Precedents, Potentials & Ready Resources  
 

Dear Reader, 

 In 1970 the film Little Big Man claimed Oscars because it transformed mainstream 

understanding of General George Custer, and so our idea of The West. Dustin Hoffman and 

Chief Dan George, with a sharp comic script between their peoples, spoke truth to power as 

they entertained and turned  ÕÐÎÏÛÔÈÙÌɯÐÕÛÖɯÒÕÖÞÓÌËÎÌɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕÚɯÊÈÕɯÉÜÐÓËɯÖÕȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ

Merrymount: a true adventure comedy brings to the original West: the birth of New England as 

never seen before. 

 

 In April 2001, C-2/ -ɀÚɯAmerican Writers series registered 78 million households tuned 

in for readings of Pilgrim texts from Plimoth Plantation ( Boston Globe 4/15/01). Yet with decades 

of discoveries from archaeology to archive, what has been done with this fundamental 

 ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÏÐÚÛÖÙàȳɯ(ÕɯƕƝƙƖȮɯ,&,ɀÚɯPlymouth Adventure won a Special Effects Oscar for the 

ocean-storm endured by Pilgrim families: happy Native Americans chopped wood for them in 

the last 6 seconds of local color. This 4-season landscape from snowy mountains to wild 

seacoasts; a web of real personalities foundational to the national mind; the good -humored 

spirituality of Native life, the Pilgrims, the birth of Boston ---its best and most important 

elements virtually untouched on film.  

 

 Merrymount is a fast-paced Shooting-Script of 2 hours/30 minutes. Dances With Wolves 

(1990) had its flaws but this length was not one of them: its focus on human relationships and 

ÛÏÌɯÓÈÕËɯÞÈÚɯÊÖÔ×ÌÓÓÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÐÛÚÌÓÍȭɯ(ÕɯƕƝƝƕɯ!ÙÜÊÌɯ!ÌÙÌÕÚÖÕɀÚɯBlack Robe ×ÙÖÝÌËɯÛÏÌɯ-ÖÙÛÏÌÈÚÛȿÚɯ

visual appeal but played the myth of self -ËÌÚÛÙÜÊÛÐÝÌɯɁÚÈÝÈÎÌÙàȭɂɯ(ÕɯƕƝ92, Last of the Mohicans 

ÚÌÛÛÓÌËɯÍÖÙɯ"ÖÖ×ÌÙɀÚɯÑÜÝÌÕÐÓÐÈɯÈÔÐËɯÛÏÌɯ$ÈÚÛÌÙÕɯ6ÖÖËÓÈÕËÚȿɯÔÈÎÐÊɯÓÈÕËÚÊÈ×ÌÚȰɯÈÕËɯƕƝƝƙɯËÖÜÉÓÌ-

ÍÌÈÛÜÙÌËɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÈÕËɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÞÐÛÏɯ#ÌÔÐɀÚɯScarlet Letter ÈÕËɯ#ÐÚÕÌàɀÚɯPocahontas. Whatever their 

disappointments, these films proved mainst ream audience interest in MerrymountɀÚɯÚÜÉÑÌÊÛÚȰɯ

and it will increase with annual run -ups to celebrating the 400th ÈÕÕÐÝÌÙÚÈÙàɯÖÍɯ3ÏÌɯ/ÐÓÎÙÐÔÚɀɯ

landing (1620). 

 

 Ɂ3ÏÌɂɯÍÐÓÔɯÖÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÖÙÓËɯÞÐÓÓɯÛÈÒÌɯÐÛÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÞÏÌÕɯÈɯÔÈÕà-sided drama woven straight 

from the r ecords brings this primordial - ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÓÈÕËɯÛÖɯÓÐÍÌȭɯ$ÝÌÕɯ/!2ɀɯƖƔƔƘɯÚÌÙÐÌÚɯColonial 

House, co-Ú×ÖÕÚÖÙÌËɯÉàɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯ/ÓÈÕÛÈÛÐÖÕȮɯÓÖÈÕÌËɯÐÛÚɯÙÌÚÖÜÙÊÌÚɯÛÖɯÈɯÕÌÌËÓÌÚÚɯɁÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌɯÍÖÙɯ

ÚÜÙÝÐÝÈÓɯÐÕɯÈɯÞÐÓËÌÙÕÌÚÚɂɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÙËɯÍÈÊÛÚɯÖÍɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯ×ÙÖÚ×ÌÙÐÛàɯÔÖÊÒ such 

ÔÐÚÎÜÐËÌËɯ ÔÌÓÖËÙÈÔÈȭɯ ȹ3ÏÌɯ ÞÖÙËɯ ɁÕÌÌËÓÌÚÚɂɯ ÐÚɯhis!) Set in 1628, House concludes that 

×ÓÈÕÛÈÛÐÖÕÚɯÕÌÌËɯɁÈɯÓÌÈËÌÙɯÞÏÖɯÊÈÕɯÏÜÕÛȮɯÍÐÚÏȮɯÈÕËɯÏÈÕËÓÌɯ(ÕËÐÈÕɯÙÌÓÈÛÐÖÕÚȭɂɯ3ÏÈÛɯÐÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯ

cultural cue. Typically his fact outdoes fiction, for that year found M orton arrested by The 

Pilgrims and marooned off the New Hampshire coast ---because of his success. If this is all we 

ÏÈÝÌɯÚÖɯÍÈÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÏÐÊÏɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÙÕɯÈÕËɯÛÌÈÊÏȮɯÛÖɯÌÕÑÖàɯÈÕËɯÉÌÕÌÍÐÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÖÜÙɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàȿÚɯÖÙÐÎÐÕÚȮɯÛÏÌɯ

ÑÖÒÌɀÚɯÖÕɯÜÚȯɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯof, laughter and insight and healing to be gained.  



 

 Young Morton went to school with the crowd from Shakespeare In Love, and his bold life 

ÔÈÙÒÌËɯ ÏÐÔɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÍÙÖÕÛÐÌÙɯ ÔÐÚÈËÝÌÕÛÜÙÌȭɯ 'ÐÚɯ ÊÏÈÙÔÚɯ ÈÙÌɯ ÛÏÌɯ ɁÉÙÐËÎÌɂɯ ÛÖɯ ÛÈÒÌɯ ÔÈÐÕÚÛÙÌÈÔɯ

America to an inspiring past anËɯÈɯÍÜÛÜÙÌɯÖÍɯÏÖ×Ìȭɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯÐÚɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈɀÚɯ%ÐÙÚÛɯ1ÈÚÊÈÓ---its first 

political outcast and first poet in English. His fun, compassion and wit bring us to see all sides 

ÈÍÙÌÚÏȭɯ-ÈÛÐÖÕÈÓɯ/ÜÉÓÐÊɯ1ÈËÐÖɯȹ2×ÙÐÕÎɯƖƔƔƕȺɯÊÖÕÊÓÜËÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÕÊÌɯàÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÐÔȮɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯɁÉÌÎÐÕÚ 

to look like our true, long -ÓÖÚÛɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÈÕÊÌÚÛÖÙȭɂɯ 

 

 Merrymount as a shooting-script is designed to get each simple shot that tells the story 

ÞÐÛÏÐÕɯƖɯàÌÈÙÚȭɯ$ÈÊÏɯÐÔÈÎÌȮɯÓÐÕÌɯÈÕËɯÚÊÌÕÌɯÐÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯɁËÐÙÌÊÛɯÛÏÌɯËÐÙÌÊÛÖÙȮɂɯÉÜÛɯÛÖɯÊÜÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛɯ

from the actual records, to show what really happened and how this world worked.  Every 

production -resource is here and ready. Merrymount requires only 3 sets: 1) forests and hills 

ÈÓÖÕÎɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÌÈȮɯ ƖȺɯ -ÈÛÐÝÌɯ ÈÕËɯÊÖÓÖÕÐÚÛÚɀɯ ÚÔÈÓÓɯÏÖÔÌÚɯ ÈÕËɯ ÝÐÓÓÈÎÌÚɯ ÓÐÒÌɯ ÛÖËÈàɀÚɯÈÛɯ /ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯ

Plantation and other sites, and 3) Sound Stage for simple interior scenes. Authentic Extras of all 

Ûà×ÌÚɯÚÛÈÕËɯÙÌÈËàɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÙÌÎÐÖÕɀÚɯÕÌÛÞÖÙÒɯÖÍɯ(ÕÛÌÙ×ÙÌÛÌÙÚ---even the ships.  

 

 Let this story unfold in your mind with hints from the simple realism, real -life characters 

and beauty here in the gallery of cutting -edge woÙÒÚɯÉàɯ#ÈÝÐËɯ6ÈÎÕÌÙȭɯ8ÖÜȿÓÓɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÏÖÞɯ

achievable Merrymount is. Go see the 30-minute film Witness ×ÙÖËÜÊÌËɯÉàɯÛÖËÈàɀÚɯ,ÈÚÏÈÕÛÜÊÒÌÛɯ

Pequots (at Foxwoods, CT) about the 1637 Massacre at Mystic. (Another view of that event here, 

/ÈÙÛɯƖȺȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙɯ-ÌÞɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɀÚɯÌÓÌÊÛÙÐÍàÐÕÎɯÝÐÚÜÈÓɯÐÕÛÌÕÚÐÛà---and an American story full 

of action and fundamental impact.  

 

 ƛƜɯÔÐÓÓÐÖÕɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÐÔÌȮɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÐÔÌȵɯ3ÐÓÓɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÈÚɯɁ,ÐÕÌɯ'ÖÚÛɂɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚɯ

Morton says, Drink And Be Merry --- 

 

 Your Wellwisher,  

 JACK DEMPSEY 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The True Story: Plot Outline/Summary  

--Part 1: pp. 7-75, Scenes 1-9-- 

 %ÙÖÔɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÈÙÙÐÝÈÓɯÐÕɯ-ÌÞɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯ,Èàɯ#Èàɯ1ÌÝÌÓÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯ

people and planters in 1627. How does a witty Elizabethan outdoorsman and lawyer take care 

ÖÍɯÚÐßɯÉÖàÚɯÞÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÈÓÓɯÔÈÙÖÖÕÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛÐÌÙȳɯ'ÖÞɯËÖɯÛÏÌàɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÛÌÙÔÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯ

American women and men stricken by plague, how do the tribes handle them? What longings 

for a home, friendships, romances and illicit trade bring new cooperative success in what Morton 

ÊÈÓÓÚɯɁ×ÈÙÈËÐÚÌɁ---and what will The Pilgrims of Plimoth Plantation do about this fast -rising 

ÙÐÝÈÓɯËÜÉÉÌËɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛȳɯ!àɯ,ÈàɯƕƚƖƛȮɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÙÈÐÚÌɯÈɯ,Èà×ÖÓÌɯÛÖɯÊÌÓÌbrate and 

ÎÙÖÞɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ×ÙÖÚ×ÌÙÐÛàȯɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÎÌÈÕÛɯÈÓÚÖɯÚÛÈÎÌÚɯ ÔÌÙÐÊÈɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯ×ÖÌÛÙàɯÈÕËɯËÙÐÕÒÐÕÎ-song, 

ÛÖɯÖÍÍÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÔÈÕÐÍÌÚÛÖɯÖÍɯÓÖÝÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯ4ÛÖ×ÐÈ---ÑÜÚÛɯÔÜÛÜÈÓɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛȭɯ ÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯ

working.  

 

--Part 2: pp. 76-146, Scenes 10-19-- 

 From PlÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯÈÕËɯ!ÖÚÛÖÕɀÚɯÈÚÚÈÜÓÛÚɯÖÕɯ×ÙÖÚ×ÌÙÖÜÚɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ/ÌØÜÖÛɯ6ÈÙɯ

and The Battle of Mystic, 1637. "È×ÛÈÐÕɯ,àÓÌÚɯ2ÛÈÕËÐÚÏɯÓÌÈËÚɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯÚÓÈ×ÚÛÐÊÒɯÊÈÔ×ÈÐÎÕɯÛÖɯ

foil Morton: they arrest, maroon and exile him, but he comes right back full of scathing  sense. 

 ÚɯÔÖÙÌɯ/ÜÙÐÛÈÕÚɯÍÖÜÕËɯ2ÈÓÌÔɯÈÕËɯ!ÖÚÛÖÕȮɯÏÖÞɯËÖɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÉÖàÚɯÈÕËɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÊÖ×ÌɯÞÐÛÏɯ

ÊÏÈÕÎÌɯÕÖÉÖËàɯÞÈÕÛÚȳɯ6ÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÚɯÞÏÌÕɯ!ÖÚÛÖÕɀÚɯ/ÜÙÐÛÈÕÚɯÏÖÐÚÛɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯÖÕ-ship like a cow, 

ÔÈÒÌɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯɁ×ÖÓÐÛÐÊÈÓɯÌßÐÓÌɂɯÈÕËɯÊÏÖ×ɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯ,Èypole to bring his boys and 

Native friends profitably to heel? Who cooperates, who resists, and how will old relations of 

family, love and trade survive? As Morton the lawyer wins his suit in court, the Puritan colonies 

find New England more than they can handle---ÈÕËɯÔÖÝÌɯÛÖɯÊÙÜÚÏɯÉÖÛÏɯɁËÐÚÚÌÕÛɂɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ

×ÙÖÜËɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯÛÙÐÉÌÚɯÐÕɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕȿÚɯÞÌÉȭɯ3ÌÕɯàÌÈÙÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ,Èàɯ#Èàɯ1ÌÝÌÓÚȮɯ3ÏÌɯ/ÌØÜÖÛɯ6ÈÙɯ

Ìß×ÓÖËÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɀÚɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÕÌÌËɯÌÝÌÙàɯÛÙÐÊÒɯÛÖɯÚÈÝÌɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȭɯ3ÏÌÐÙɯÉÌÚÛɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕȯɯÛÏÌɯ

/ÜÙÐÛÈÕÚɀɯÖÞÕɯÊÖÔÐÊɯÐÕÌ×titude.  

 

--Part 3: pp. 147-166, Scenes 20-21-- 

 %ÙÖÔɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÍÐÕÈÓɯÙÌÛÜÙÕȮɯÈÙÙÌÚÛɯÈÕËɯÉÈÕÐÚÏÔÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÊÙÌÛɯÚÜÙÝÐÝÈÓÚɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯ

and English-planter friends. !ÌÓÌÈÎÜÌÙÌËɯ*ÐÕÎɯ"ÏÈÙÓÌÚɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÌÕÍÖÙÊÌɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÓÌÎÈÓɯÝÐÊÛÖÙàȯɯÛÏÌɯ

English Civil War is nea r, and Morton (at 70) sails back to America. He still craves a home and 

family of his own and, hunting for old friends, discovers what the Puritans have done (and 

what they think ÛÏÌàɀÝÌɯËÖÕÌȺɯÛÖɯÏÐÚɯɁ×ÈÙÈËÐÚÌȭɂɯ ÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓÖÕÐÌÚɯÊÓÈÔ×ɯËÖÞÕȮɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɀÚɯ

fri endships and romances, rivalries and hatreds reach good and bad resolutions. Boston reviles 

Morton as a traitor and mocker: they arrest and jail him through a brutal winter. But Morton, 

ÞÏÖɯÛÈÜÎÏÛɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯɁÛÖɯÊÏÌÙÐÚÏɯÈɯÍÙÐÌÕËȮɁɯËÐÚÊÖÝÌÙÚɯÚÌÊÙÌÛɯÏÌÓ×ÌÙÚɯÐÕɯÛhe colonies: he escapes to 

ÑÖÐÕɯÚÜÙÝÐÝÐÕÎɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯÈÕËɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÐÕɯ,ÈÐÕÌɯɁÞÐÓËÌÙÕÌÚÚȭɂɯ3ÏÌÙÌȮɯÏÌɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÔÐßÌËɯ

family find a place to build their American dream anew.  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

MERRYMOUNT  

 

 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛȮɯÊÖÜÓËɯàÌɯÕÖÛɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÌɯÖÕÌɯÏÖÜÙȳɂ 
---Matthew 26:40 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



---PART 1--- 

SCENE 1 

Graphic: Massachusetts Bay, Spring 1625 

 

  ɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÎÖÓËÌÕɯÚÜÕɯÊÓÐÔÉÚɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÐÊɯÏÖÙÐáÖÕȭɯ6ÌɯÏÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯÖÊÌÈÕɀÚɯ

ÞÈÝÌÚɯÙÖÓÓȮɯÈÕËɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎÛÐÔÌɀÚɯÉÐÙËÚɯÈÕËɯ×ÌÌ×ÌÙÚɯÐÕɯÈÕɯÜÕÛÈÔÌËɯÍÖÙÌÚÛ-country. Morning 

sun shines on acres of tall green grass and peaceful estuary. 

 "ÖÜÕÛÓÌÚÚɯÚÌÈÉÐÙËÚɯÚÖÈÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÈàɀÚɯÎÙÌÌÕɯÞÏÐÛÌ-sandy islands. 

 In deep forest, a drinking stag looks up and listens. A red fox dashes into 

swampy thickets; and a Red-Tail Hawk lands atop a tree. It perches above the dunes of 

the wild shore, to watch what happens next.  

 

 A shallop or English trading -boat cuts the sunny waves. Gentleman THOMAS 

MORTON (a robust 45) sits amid his SIX YOUNG INDENTURED MEN, who manage 

the tiller and sail as MORTON sips fro m a silver brandy -flask, and points ahead to a 

beach. MORTON shrugs, not sure himself what to try, or where among the isles and 

ÐÕÓÌÛÚȱ 

 

 Atop a sand-dune, 3 NATIVE BRAVES track the boat. Behind them a group of 20 

NATIVE PEOPLE hurry each other along (Main  Cast, 12 Extras: BRAVES also total 20). 

The Young carry woven baskets of shellfish, eel-traps; Elders fuss over them. MANY 

 11.62ɯȹÈɯÉÈÙÌÊÏÌÚÛÌËɯÉÜÙÓàɯɁÞÈÙɯÓÌÈËÌÙɂȺɯÔÖÝÌÚɯÛÖɯÉÓÖÊÒɯ6., -ɯ.%ɯ3'$ɯ1."*ɯ

(or, ROCK) from the beach. ROCK (a stolid-faced Elder of 45 in turkey -feather robe) 

tries to slip past him.  

 

ROCK  

  Let go, Many Arrows. Any woman talks better  

  English than  you.  Look, our mighty Neponset    

 Massachusetts run from another lost boat. 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  Woman, it was talk did this to us. You are the only  

  one left me, of our entire family. Was it yesterday  

  we were a thousand people? Look what English  

  and their sickness do. 

 

 We see the crouched, hiding MAIN NATIVE CAST (incl. Elder couples SEVEN 

THUMBS and SWEET GRASS; BIG WOLF (on his shoulder a Beaver-Clan-tattoo) and 

spouse RIVER; WILLOW, wife of MANY ARROWS; and teens CRAZY BEAR AND 



LIKES THE FIRE (both with long green serpents scarred and painted into their 

forearms). All are grieving survivors  of massive epidemic. RIVER looks most shattered, 

ÍÌÈÙÍÜÓȯɯÏÌÙɯÚÒÐÕɯÚÏÖÞÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÙÚÛɯÉÓÐÚÛÌÙÚɯÖÍɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯɁ×Ößȭɂ 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  Does a War Leader hide? Do we run when your  

  Micmac cousins come south here, to steal your 

  corn? Trade for what, Rock? These bubbles in the  

  skin kill 9 of 10 of us. Grandfather Seven Thumbs 

  helps them hunt, they steal our children. Women  

  feed them corn all winter, spring they say we plot to  

  murder them. Not two years gone, they kill us for  

  talking -back to this, in our  country. They keep your  

  ÊÖÜÚÐÕɀÚɯÏÌÈËɯ×ÐÒÌËɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÖÍɯ&ÖËȭɯ(ÛɯÐÚ 

  there for us to see, with guns called murderers. A  

  ɁÍÓÈÎɂɯ ËÐ××ÌËɯÐÕɯàÖÜÙɯÊÖÜÚÐÕÚɀɯ6ÌÚÚÈÎÜÚÚÌÛɯÉÓÖÖËȭ 

 

 6ÌɯÚÌÌɯÈɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÙÖÛÛÌËɯÏÌÈËɯÖÕɯÈɯ×ÐÒÌɯÈÛÖ×ɯÛÏÌɯÑÌÙÙà-built roof and 

cannon-ËÌÊÒɯÖÍɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯ/ÓÈÕÛÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯÍÖÙÛȭɯ ɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÚÏÌÌÛɯÍÓÐÌÚɯÈÚɯÈɯÍÓÈÎɯÉÌÚÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈËȭɯ

1."*ɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯËÌÕÐÌÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÎÈáÌÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÈÛȭ 

 

ROCK  

  These English are not from that praying-English 

  ÍÖÙÛȮɯ,ÈÕàɯ ÙÙÖÞÚȭɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯÔÌÕɯÈÙÌɯÓÖÚÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛ 

  ÛÏÐÕÒɯÈÍÙÈÐËȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯËÜÔ×ÌËɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ3ÏÌÐÙɯÖÓËɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕ 

  Wall -of-Stone quit. Shipped home with his smelly  

  barrels of cod. They all come here because their country 

  is sick, but these we watch. These want to stay. Better 

  ÞÌɯÓÌÈÙÕɯÛÖɯÜÚÌɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ(ÍɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÌÈÊÏɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯ 

  starve, or get killed somehow. 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  Good! They die, and no more come. 

 

 

ROCK  

  There are Micmac who never bring trouble. The   

 English are this way. These are not English to  

  ÞÖÙÒɯÈÕËɯ×ÙÈàɯÈÓÓɯËÈàȮɯÓÐÒÌɯ2ØÜÈÕÛÖȿÚɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚȭɯ    

 These learn from the old comers. Boys and old  



  men, to salt fish on a beach. Grandmother said  

  these English, you can take a kettle or a knife,  

  just for a dance round their flower -pole. Such a    

 lonesome people. Our mothers married them in,  

  tied up their worst with trade. Many Arrows,  

  ÛÏÌÐÙɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯÞÐÓÓɯÚÛÜÔÉÓÌȭɯ 

  If trouble starts... 

 

 ,ÈÕàɯ ÙÙÖÞÚɯÚÐÎÕÈÓÚɯÛÏÌɯ!1 5$2ɯɁ&ÌÛɯ1ÌÈËàȵɂɯ3ÏÌàɯÚÏÈÒÌɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ

20 gather. The NATIVE CAST looks worriedly to Rock:  

 

ROCK  

  I am the last wife of our Sachem Chikatawbak.  

  Him you hear. He has Seven Thumbs watch these  

  English. They build no walls where they camp  

  our little hill. Not so starving -crazy. They walk  

  easy, hunt up deer and turkey...  

 

 We see (1) future Merrymount Hill with raw cabin -ÍÙÈÔÌÚȮɯ ÕÖɯ ɁÍÖÙÛɂȰɯ(2) 

MORTON, WALTER, EDWARD and GILBERT in worksleeves, gorging on turkey at a 

big outdoor table; (3) MORTON, his DOG Elizabeth, and gun -boy WALTER crossing an 

ocean of wildflowers.  

 

MANY ARROWS  

  8ÌÚȭɯ2ÖɯÛÏÌàɯÔÜÚÛɯÕÖÛɯÚÛÈàȭɯ.ÜÙɯÊÖÜÚÐÕɀÚɯÏÌÈËɯÚÈàÚɯ 

  so. Lost boys to make a mess of us! They fear guns,  

  we have no guns; and if we jump them with knives,  

  guns are too slow to save them. You think like them!  

  Go, ÍÌÛÊÏɯÔÖÙÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÕÌÌËȮɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÛɯ 

  home. Go, the guns, Woman of the Rock. Fetch a  

  new crazy husband, and you scare them away. 

 

 Even so, the 20 BRAVES press forward past them both... 

 

ROCK  

  Brothers, not first, this way. Look where the boat   

  runs. Squa Rock is the place to see what men  

  these are. We can put them to our needs. And  

  if they are slave-takers (she reveals an ugly  

  steel knife strung between her breasts)--- 



  Then, Many Arrows, yes. Make them all afraid.  

 

 The NATIVE CAST share worry for Rock, but they agree. LIKES THE FIRE gazes 

hard in study as ROCK calls up courage. MANY ARROWS and BRAVES shake their 

ÏÌÈËÚȭɯ1."*ɯÚÐÎÕÈÓÚȮɯɁ"ÖÔÌȭȭȭȭɂ 

 

 

SCENE 2 
 With rhythms of a grief -song, ROCK comes shaking a birch rattle along the ÉÈàɀÚɯ

ÚÈÕËàɯÚÏÖÙÌÓÐÕÌȭɯ2ÏÌɯÓÐÍÛÚɯÏÌÙɯÍÈÊÌɯÛÖɯ2ØÜÈɯ1ÖÊÒɀÚɯɁÕÈÛÜÙÈÓɯ×ÙÖÍÐÓÌɂɯÈÉÖÝÌɯÏÌÙȮɯÚÛÖ×ÚȰɯ

wipes tears and lifts her arms out to the Face... 

 

ROCK  

  .ÏȮɯ&ÙÈÕËÔÖÛÏÌÙÚȮɯÞÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÏÌÓ×ɯÜÚɯÕÖÞȭȭȭ 

 

 As ROCK SINGS, we see a thriving Native New England village by the sea, a 

broad round camp of well -made wetus (bark lodge-homes) amid Autumn/Harvest -

ÛÐÔÌɀÚɯÉÙÐÓÓÐÈÕÛɯÍÖÓÐÈÎÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÚÛȮɯÈÕËɯ(1) MANY ARROWS sits younger, relaxed as he 

wraps a new stone point to a spear, BOYS with them, and past their group stroll SEVEN 

THUMBS, SWEET GRASS, WILLOW. (2) BIG WOLF trades a mess of silver eels for 

chestnuts with NARRAGANSETT and NIPMUC EXTRAS. (3) RIVER, CRAZY BEAR 

and LIKES THE FIRE share shellfish with many TRIBE EXTRAS. (4) Dogs run playing 

across the whole prosperous village, and we see not a doorway without people. (5) Fat 

fish smoke over fires, new lodges stand half-ready, and (6) Bare-breasted WOMEN of 

all ages pour baskets of corn into huge woven bins, and it pours like gold through 

1."*ɀÚɯÈÕËɯ2 "'$,ɯ"'(* 3 6! *ɀÚɯÏÈÕËÚȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÚÏÈÙÌɯÈɯÚÔÐÓÌȭȭȭ 

 

 1."*ɀÚɯ2(-&(-&ɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÊÏɯÉÙÌÈÒÚɯÛÖɯÈÕɯÖ×ÌÕɯÚÖÉÉÐÕÎȭɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯ1."*ɯÐÕɯ

ragged terrified shape, her face black with ash-streaks as she stumbles alone in horror 

through the same village, but all is empty and winter -bare under dark sky. Corn and 

heaped vegetables rot, and ROCK trips on bones, skulls, corpses as she tries to scatter 

rats. Corpses in lodge-doorways show dripping sores. ROCK finds RIVER cowering in 

a lodge, but in the dark ROCK stumbles on a corpse beneath a mat. ROCK pulls it 

ÉÈÊÒȯÔÖÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÖËàɀÚɯÚÒÐÕɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛȮɯÈÕËɯ1(5$1ɯÚÏÙÐÌÒÚɯÈÕËɯÞÈÐÓÚȭ 

 1."*ɀÚɯÏÈÕËÚɯÊÓÜÛÊÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÙÊÏɯÙÈÛÛÓÌȮɯÛÙÌÔÉÓÐÕÎȭɯ ÓÖÕÌɯÖÕɯÈɯÓÖÎɯÉÌÕÌÈÛÏɯ2ØÜÈɯ

Rock, she nestles like a child in its craggy comfort. Her eyes catch movement down 

beach. Rock sits up and starts to sing again. 

 THOMAS MORTON and his SIX YOUNG MEN make their wary way up the 

shore. MORTON is a robust Elizabethan outdoorsman about 45, with Cavalier beard 



and long hair tied back under a jaunty soft hat, in bright patched clothe s incl. topboots, 

elegant sword/dagger belt and pistol, a satchel and powder-horn. His MEN are hardy 

servants in 20s: cleanshaven EDWARD GIBBONS wears all English clothes full of 

stitches, bearded WALTER BAGNALL wears all buckskins: JACK wears a misplaced 

ÚÊÏÖÓÈÙɀÚɯÚÏÈÉÉàɯÉÓÈÊÒȮɯÈÕËɯ&(+!$13ɯÞÌÈÙÚɯÖÓËɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌ-style 

headband. Youngest JOHN and WILLIAM carry along a trunk of trading -truck: they 

look schoolboy-ÚÊÈÙÌËɯÈÕËɯÞÌÈÙɯÈÞÒÞÈÙËɯÍÌÈÛÏÌÙÚɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÛÖɯɁÔÈÒÌɯ(ÕËÐÈÕɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɂȭȭȭ 

 EDWARD, WALT $1ɯÈÕËɯ&(+!$13ɯÊÈÙÙàɯÔÈÛÊÏÓÖÊÒɯÙÐÍÓÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÔÖÒÐÕÎɯɁÔÈÛÊÏɂɯ

ÙÌÈËàȮɯÈÕËɯÌàÌɯÛÏÌɯËÜÕÌÚɤÞÖÖËÚɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÍÖÓÓÖÞȭɯ-ÖÞɯÈÓÓɯÊÈÕɯÏÌÈÙɯ1."*ɀÚɯÚÖÕÎɯÈÕËɯ

ÙÈÛÛÓÌȭɯ,.13.-ɯÚÌÌÚɯÏÌÙȮɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÞÈÙàɯÉÜÛɯÎÓÈËȭɯ'ÌɯÚÐÎÕÈÓÚɯɁÌÈÚàɯÕÖÞɂɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÉÌÏÖÓËÚɯ

Squa Rock itself. ROCK falls silÌÕÛɯÈÚɯ,.13.-ɯÌÈÚÌÚɯÊÓÖÚÌÙɯÈÕËɯÖÍÍÌÙÚɯÈɯÚÔÐÓÌȭɯ1."*ɀÚɯ

hand moves to her breast. MORTON fumbles to doff his hat and give a manly bow.  

 

MORTON  

  Uhh, Good Day, Mother! Netop! Friend! Netop  

  Massachusett! That is of course if you be Netop  

  with that particular nation?  

 

ROCK  

  Netop? Netop Neponset Massachusett? 

 

MORTON  

  Yes, yes Mother, friends! Now, my name is Thomas  

  ,ÖÙÛÖÕȮɯÜÏÏȮɯ'ÐÚɯ,ÈÑÌÚÛàɀÚɯÎÌÕÛÓÌÔÈÕȮɯÈÛÛÖÙÕÌàɯÈÛɯÓÈÞ--- 

 

EDWARD  

  !ÙÐÓÓÐÈÕÛȵɯ àÌȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÛÏÌɯËÙÌÎÚɯÖÍɯÈɯÍÐÚÏ-barrel, HMS 

  Unity , dumped here by Captain Bastard Wollaston  

  and The Transatlantic Negligence Corporation.  

  ȹ,ÈÕÐÊɯÞÐÛÏɯɁÛÖÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÞÐÓËÌÙÕÌÚÚȭɂȺɯ6ÏÐÊÏɯ 

  ÞÈàɯÛÏÌɯ(ÕÕÚɯÖÍɯ"ÖÜÙÛȮɯÔÈɀÈÔȳɯ!ÐÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÞÈÓÒȳ 

 

MORTON  

  Did I tell you hold your tongue? Insult her and  

  ÞÌɀÙÌɯËÌÈË before you can shoulder that. (With  

  an eye to Rock, he scolds.) Indeed, I may cash in  

  the lot of your indentures down Virginia, with  

  those other unfortunate boys our Captain took off.  

  Jamestown means martial law, is that better than  

  making our own way of it here? Do I read you  



  the mail comes every ship? Go on, farm tobacco in 

  a swamp! Behave yourselves! Look smart! 

 

 The YOUNG MEN better their fearful disarray as ROCK smirks.  

 

MORTON  

  ȹ#ÐÎÚɯÖÜÛɯÈɯ×ÈÙÊÏÔÌÕÛȭȺɯ-ÖÞȮɯÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÐÚt of  

  Indian words the good Governor Bill Bradford  

  gave us at Plimoth. English first. Netop, Mother!  

  Where, are, your, people? 

 

 When ROCK gets the question, she has to fight back new tears; and MORTON 

takes a step nearer with an outstretched hand... 

 

EDWARD  

  #ÖÕɀÛɯÛÖÜÊÏȮɯ,Ùȭɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕȭɯ3ÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÔɯ×Ö×-  

  ×ÐÕÎɯÖÍÍɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÜÚɯ×ÓÈÎÜÌȭɯ"ÈÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÛÏÌÔȭ 

 

WALTER  

  And you know what about it, Edward errand - 

  boy? Maybe just leave her, Mr. Morton. Mark  

  ÛÏÈÛɯÙÖÉÌȯɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÊÓÖÚÌɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÊÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÈɯØÜÌÌÕɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ 

  They visit the old graves of the clan-folk. Like  

  under them shell -heaps we seen, as old as  

  Croesus. They must have been thousands, once. 

 

MORTON  

  Hmm. First, observe. I say that, and she cries. 

  Wonder if our competitor Saint Bill Bradford  

  gave us just the words to gum up our trade.  

  ȹ'ÌɯÎÙÐÕÚȭȺɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɀËɯËÖȭ 

 

 ROCK shakes her rattle for strength; and as MORTON feels a shiver up his spine, 

we see the same devastated village with MORTON stumbling over skulls and bones, a 

cloth over his mouth, eyes horrified...  

 

MORTON  

  Wait. My God. Remember your Ovid story,  

  that ancient Greek queen who got turned into  

  a rock---She lost all her children. Skilla, was it?  



  Niobe! Aye, Zeus kille d them all, for her boast how  

  beautiful they....Aye, that was all her sin. (Snaps his  

  fingers.) Gilbert, the Nectar. The brandy, boy!  

 

 MORTON takes the bottle (NOT his personal silver flask), uncorks it, shows it to 

Rock, and drinks: 

MORTON  

  Ahh, Mother, good medicine! Am -bro-see-ah, 

  Nektar, Aqua Vitae, Waters of Life? Now, Netop!  

 

 ROCK takes/sniffs the bottle; and then her hand pours the liquor out. MORTON 

purses his lips and tries for a wistful patience...  

 

EDWARD  

  .ÏȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÞÌÓÊÖÔÌȵɯ3ÏÈÛ was the only doctor  

  between Cambridge and the mudflats. Pounds  

  in beaver, that! We have had it. 

 

 

MORTON  

 Mother, what ails thee? Must be something we can do. 

 

 6ÌɯÚÌÌɯ1."*ɀÚɯÊÈÕÕàɯÌàÌÚȮɯÕÖÛɯÈÛɯÈÓÓɯÞÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÕÖÞȭ 

 

 

SCENE 3 

On the Neponset River, Massachusetts Bay 

 

 ROCK leads MORTON, his MEN and an ESCORT of BRAVES on forest trail to 

Neponset Village. Hand -ËÙÜÔÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÉÌÈÛɯɁ ÛÛÌÕÛÐÖÕɂɯÐÍɯÕÖÛɯ6ÌÓÊÖÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯ5(++ &$ɯ

EXTRAS look scornful/turn away ---ÛÏÐÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÐÚɯÊÓÌÈÙÓàɯɁ×ÖÚÛɯÌ×ÐËÌÔÐÊȭɂɯ3ÏÌɯ$2".13ɯ

includes MANY ARROWS, CRAZY BEAR, BIG WOLF; Elders SEVEN THUMBS, 

SWEET GRASS, RIVER, WILLOW; and LIKES THE FIRE follows up CHILDREN with 

baskets. 

 MORTON and MEN walk nervously amid BRAVES with their body -tattoos and 

paints, ruffs, scars, clubs and bows. At the Village, ROCK is met by MEDICINE 

WOMEN and MEN EXTRAS with smoky twists of sweet -grass: they waft spirals about 

her, wave bird -wings, sprinkle water and cleanse: then BRAVES and ENGLISH. 

 



JACK  

  (Bats away the gestures.) Westminster it is not. 

 

MORTON  

  ȹ ÓÓɯÚÔÐÓÌÚȭȺɯ6ÏàȮɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÐÎÏÛȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛ 

  ÐÕɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËȵɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÔàɯÉÖàÚȮɯÊÖÔ×ÓàɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ 

  fishermen said, comply with the local custom,  

  as ye do in Devonshire. A world to gain for  

  indulging the local hospitality. (He coughs/gags)  

 

EDWARD  

  (Enduring things.) That meat I smell? Christ, I  

  starve and I sweat lobster-grease. This be the  

  ɁÕÌÞɯÊÏÜÙÊÏɂɯàÖÜɯÛÈÓÒɯÈÓÓɯÉÓÖÖËàɯËÈàɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯàÖÜÙ 

  ɁÜÕÍÈÓÓÌÕɯÕÈÛÜÙÈÓɯ"ÙÌÈÛÐÖÕɂȳɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÉÜÐÓËɯÈɯ/ÈÙÛÏÌÕÖÕȮ 

  to the sea-ÞÖÙÔàɯÉÜÎÎÌÙɯËÜÔ×ÌËɯÜÚɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ'ÌÓ×Ȯɯ(ɀÔɯ 

  ÓÖÚÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÖËÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯËÙÜÕÒÌÕɯÓÈÞàÌÙȵɯɁ,ÈÚÚÈÊÏÜ- 

  ÚÌÛÛÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÈËÐÚÌɯÖɀÛÏÌÔɯ×ÈÙÛÚȮɂɯ.Ïȵ 

 

 MORTON and MEN follow ROCK into the main circle of lodges: most EXTRAs 

make warding -off gestures, back into doorways as others get on with summer jobs. 

Children , Elders watch a cook-kettle: people hoe side-gardens, shuck clams: bare-

breasted women work deer/black -bear carcasses... 

 MORTON crosses a spot of sunshine; and the shadow of a HAWK crosses his 

face. He looks up and the HAWK crosses the sun with open wing s, red tail: MORTON 

feels its power, he loves falconry, and looks around with pleasure. But he sees grouped 

empty lodges, campfires cold; a weaving-ÍÙÈÔÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÔÈÛɀÚɯÍÐÉÌÙÚɯÈÓÓɯÈÚÒÌÞȰɯÈɯ×ÐÓÌɯÖÍɯ

ɁÓÈÊÙÖÚÚÌɂɯÚÛÐÊÒÚȰɯÈɯÊÌËÈÙɯÍÓÜÛÌɯÏÜÕÎɯÖÕɯÈɯÓÖËÎÌ-post; dozens of spears, quivers, bows 

piled in a lodge, tools, bowls etc. Clearly, most of the Village has died. 

 MORTON, grave behind ROCK, approaches the MAIN LODGE. MORTON doffs 

his hat as MANY ARROWS and SEVEN THUMBS walk in through the lodge -flap---

which is paint ed with a great black Beaver. 

 .ÜÛɯÊÖÔÌÚɯ+(*$2ɯ3'$ɯ%(1$ȮɯÞÏÖɯÕÖËÚɯÛÖɯ1."*ɯÛÖɯɁÞÈÐÛɯÏÌÙÌȭɂɯ%(1$ɯÈÕËɯ1."*ɯ

embrace: FIRE is maybe 20, bare-breasted with a white shell necklace, deerskin skirt, 

muscular, bright -ÍÈÊÌËɯÈÕËɯÎÌÕÛÓàɯ×ÙÖÜËȭɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯ,$-ɯÕÜËÎÌɯÌÈÊÏɯÖther---JACK 

looks smitten, even in awe. 

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  Chikatawbak is pleased with my new mother.  

  I should be so brave! 



 

ROCK  

  We look at you, my new child, and many  

  things feel better. 

 

 JACK stares at FIRE, and young CRAZY BEAR bumps into him: 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  Scoo-áÈàɯÔÖÐȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÔÌËÐÊÐÕÌȮɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÉÖàȭɯ 

  #ÖÕɀÛɯÓÖÖÒɯÚÖɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌɯÞÌɯÛÈÓÒɯàÖÜÙɯÞÖÙËÚȮɯ 

  fisher-man. (He grins like a skull.) How else  

  get back the children you steal? (He holds  

  forth his serpent-scarred forearms.) She wears  

  this sign ÛÖÖȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÔÌËÐÊÐÕÌȮɯÚÏÌɯÈÕËɯÔÌȭ 

  Trade your trinkets and then Bon Voyage, eh? 

 

WALTER  

ȹÛÖɯÔÈÛÌÚȺɯ3ÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌàɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÌÔ×ÌÙÖÙɀÚɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚȵ 

 

 ROCK and FIRE enter the lodge leaving MORTON to wait: he looks about with 

interest, warmth, opportunism, and stirs  up his MEN to pull their trunk out into 

prominent Village space: 

 

MORTON  

  Come on boys wake up, show the wares, get  

  ÛÏÌɯÉÓÈÕÒÌÛÚɯÖÜÛɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÊÜ×ÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÛÏÌɯ 

  mirrors, Hello, Good Day! (A few EXTRAS pause,  

  stare and move on....) 

 

 Now from the main lodge comes an EXTRA NEPONSET Elder man with BEAR-

clan tattoo: then ELDERS each with a DEER, HAWK, BEAVER tattoo etc.; then SEVEN 

THUMBS, SWEET GRASS, MANY ARROWS come out; and last, SACHEM 

CHIKATAWBAK to their midst. His face/upper body bear ALL ÊÓÈÕÚɀɯÛÈÛÛÖÖÚɯÈÕËɯÔÖÙÌȭɯ

'ÌɀÚɯÈɯÎÙÈÝÌɯÊÓÌÈÙ-eyed man, 60s in a black wolf-pelt mantle, hide trousers with shell 

trim, copper earrings and gorget, crimson -painted eyes. Nobody, including 

"432' ,$*(-ɯȹ2ÈÊÏÌÔɀÚɯÔÐÕÖÙɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙȺȮɯÚÔÐÓÌÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÎÜÌÚÛÚȱ 

 

 MORTON  sees and stops the sales-appeals. He snatches a red blanket, puffs 

Ɂ&ÖÖËɯ+ÜÊÒɂɯÈÕËɯÔÈÒÌÚɯÞÈàɯÛÖÞÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯ2ÈÊÏÌÔȭɯ!ÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯÏÌɯËÖÍÍÚɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÛɯÈÕËɯÖÜÛɯ

falls a leather hood-and-bells used in Falconry-ÛÙÈÐÕÐÕÎȭɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÐÚɯɁÏÈÙÕÌÚÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ



ÞÐÓËÌÙÕÌÚÚɂɯÈÚɯ,.13.N stoops to tuck away the somehow-offensive thing:  

 

MORTON  

  Whup! A little present, that, should I manage  

   to trap and master one of your magnificent  

  American birds of prey. Am quite a sports - 

  man you know! Uhh... (He fumbles between  

  his hat, blanket and a half-bow, and sees  

  that nobody reaches for the present.) Thomas  

  Morton, at your service. Gentleman, son of a  

  soldier of The Queen, Agent for the Crowned  

  King of England James The First. And for The 

  Council for New Engla nd; and His Ex- 

  cellency, Sir Ferdinando Gorrr-hess. Perhaps 

  you speak English? I recall one or two of you,  

  ÍÙÖÔɯÈɯÚ×ÖÛɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯÎÖÖËɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɀÚɯÍÜÙ-trade. 

  He will be back, you understand. Cheek-a- 

  taw-back, I believe?  

 

 EDWARD covers his eyes... 

 

CHIKATAWBAK  

  Thomas Morton. It is not custom to trade  

  before smoke together. You must keep the  

  blanket. These things you people bring---Good  

  to have, but they make us die. So I speak now 

  for these people. You camp our little hilltop?  

 

MORTON  

  My word...  

 

CHIKATAWBAK  

  Our women know your fathers many years.  

  We wonder why it is so much for you, to speak  

  our words in our house. (Shrugs) So long as  

  you listen. Thomas Morton, our cousins live all  

  over this country. We know that where yo u English 

  want the fat furs, you trade what people want.  

  Maybe yonder north, at Kennebec, you get good  

  beaver for your Waters of Life. But here is  



  Neponset Massachusett. (He looks past Morton.)  

  Good guns your men carry. Look new. Bring  

  those for beaver. Hunt what you can eat, but no  

  furs until. (Smiles) Then, when our Micmac  

  cousins come south here to steal our corn, you  

  will be glad every man of us has one. 

 

EDWARD and JACK, come closer, exclaim: Guns? 

 

 

MORTON  

  Saw me coming, what? Well, my good Sachem.  

  6ÌɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÊÖÔ×Óàȭɯ!ÜÛɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯ 

  ÖÜÙɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ/ÙÖÊÓÈÔÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÛÏÈÕÒɯ&ÖËɯ 

  ÈÕËɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÓÈÞàÌÙÚȮɯÈɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯÞÖÙËɯÐÚɯÕÖÛɯÓÈÞȭ 

  But---Our King ye might say, asks us, well, not  

  to do that. You see, it, it spoils...spoils the trade... 

 

  ÕËɯ,.13.-ɯÚÌÌÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɀÓÓɯÊÈÓÓɯɁÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËȮɁɯÛÏÈÛɯÏÐÚɯ×ÙÖÍÐÛÚɯ

affect these people: he looks disappointed, self-embarrassed, and starts to think... 

 

CHIKATAWBAK  

  You do not know our words, so you can not know  

  the fear in names of old enemies. Narragansett, Pequot 

  ---But now, the people here, all my wives but one  

  die, of your bubbles in the skin. Our enemies begin 

  to have these guns. Even Pequot, our brothers on a  

  river so big you cannot say the name. Guns for  

  beaver and your camp. This we hear you call Indian  

  Giving. But here, it is just custom: something for  

  something. (Grins) We should give you our pretty  

  hill because you are English? Your holy-planter  

  brothers who build Plimoth tell us, No guns. We  

  know what it is we want.  

 

MORTON  

  (Daunted) Guns, eh? 

 

 Now we see LIKES THE FIRE and CRAZY BEAR: 

 



FIRE 

  (Feels stared-ÈÛȺɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÌàɯÚÌÌɯÞÖÔÌÕɯÈÛɯÏÖÔÌȳ 

  ,ÌÕɯÎÌÛɯÚÐÊÒɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÞÖÔÌÕȭɯȹ3ÖàÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ"ÙÈáàɀs 

  necklaces) Still, if you wonder too much about  

  new things, you can lose out... 

 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  Grandfather Seven Thumbs has the skin for  

  these people, seven thumbs thick. Many Arrows  

  says they bring no women because they mean war.  

  #ÖÕɀÛɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ.ÙȮɯËÖɯÛÏÌÕȵɯ'ÖÞɯËÖÌÚɯÈɯÔÈÕɯ 

  ×ÙÖÛÌÊÛɯÏÐÚɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȳɯ8ÖÜɯÓÌÈÙÕɯÚÖɯÍÈÚÛȭɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÈ 

  raven in the highest tree I know, drunk with  

  the sun, seeing all around at the same time... 

 

 FIRE loves CRAZY BEAR, but RIVER across the Village catches her eye. RIVER 

with furious eyes sits away from the GROUP around their big kettle, rejects attentions 

ÈÕËɯÎÓÈÙÌÚɯÈÛɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯ,$-ȭȭȭ 

 

FIRE 

  Her family was 37 people. Now Big Wolf  

  tries to be husband, in place of his dead family.  

  River---She is confused because she still sees  

  them here, behind the sunshine. (FIRE shivers.)  

  I feel their spirits too. (Turns from her sadness)  

  Look at that yellow -hair English all in black! Queer  

  they are, the most handsome looks the most sick. 

 

 CRAZY BEAR plays indifferent. MORTON lets the trunk fall shut amid his 

downcast MEN:  

MORTON  

  3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÖÕɯÖÜÙɯÖÞÕɯÍÖÙɯ6ÖÓÓÈÚÛÖÕɯÛÏÈÛ 

  ËÙÜÕÒȮɯÈÕËɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÛÈàȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ 

  contraband. Well, here at least we know the  

  devil. Do you know? I tru ÚÛɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÔÌÈÛɯÈÛɯ 

  ÛÏÌÐÙɯÞÏÐÔɯÕÖÞȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÐÕɯÈɯÚ×ÖÛȭ 

 

EDWARD  

  2×ÐÍÍÐÕÎȵɯ ÙÔɯÊÈÕÕÐÉÈÓÚȮɯÖÙɯÔàɯÏÌÈËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÒÐÕÎɀÚɯ×ÐÒÌȭ 



 

MORTON  

  Edward, dig out your ears. In English law, a pro - 

  clamation is not a statute. What you know, I  

  taught you. That gun is more like to kill you than  

  your man. They want guns to scare people with.  

  Other people, not us, boys... 

 

BIG WOLF  

  Psst! You Thomas Mor-on? I talk the Church of  

  English, aye, with good -neighborlies Bill Black - 

  stone, Sam Maverick---Ecoutez! If our Sachem  

  says No, my nephew Crazy Bear and me can  

  help you trap. (He shows off his BEAVER clan- 

  tattoo.) Ohh, big money! But Ecoutez! Only we  

  can make it safe for you, up country. The beaver  

  plantations, eh? Up country, ohh, Nip muc  

  savages! Tres dangereuse! ȹ'ÌɯÔÜÎÚɯɂÔÖÕÚÛÌÙÚȭɂȺ 

 

 MORTON looks around annoyed. And now, MORTON sits passing a stone pipe 

with ROCK and CHIKATAWBAK, with ELDERS in main lodge; a home of fine 

pelts, woodware and weavings, hunt and war gear, drums/flut es, tobacco, basketry, 

and scalp-locks hung up too... 

 

CHIKATAWBAK  

  (With tobacco savor) We have a cousin sends 

  this our best from the south beyond Pequot.  

  Now, Thomas Morton. We like that you talk  

  not from a book. With the guns, bring the  

  littl e tool, the press, to make bullets. The screw- 

  pins, to fix the locks on the guns. And much  

  match, to make the powder thunder.  

 

MORTON  

  The screw-×ÐÕÚɯÛÖɯÍÐßȱȭ3ÏÌɯÔÈÛÊÏȭɯ&ÈÔÌɯandȱ 

 

CHIKATAWBAK  

  (presents pipe to Morton) My voice is the voice  

  of these people. The land you may camp has great  

  ground broken for gardens. Those who broke it we  



  will not see again. That land bears the name of my  

  mother, Passonagessit. Her grave, we honor as theirs.  

  She will say if any more wild people dist urb her. 

  If you be different from your English who work and  

  pray all day, who killed over talk ---different we expect. 

 

 Morton gravely accepts the pipe, and smokes. 

 

 At last we see AN ENGLISH HAND draw back a leafy branch. The unseen 

owner watches MORTON, MEN and NATIVE WOMEN in the Village center, trying 

introductions and talk. The HAND shows scars, the CUFF bears faded soldier -

ÌÔÉÙÖÐËÌÙàȯɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÕËɯÖÍɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯ/ÓÈÕÛÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɯ,8+$2ɯ23 -#(2'ȭ 

 

 NATIVE NEW ENGLAND MUSIC rises in strong rhythm s of drum, rattles and 

voices: we see the summer-weeks that follow through this sequence of images: 

 ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÔÌÕɯ$#6 1#Ȯɯ6 +3$1Ȯɯ) "*Ȯɯ&(+!$13Ȯɯ).'-ɯȫɯ6(++( ,ɯÈÙÌɯ

ÏÈÙËɯÈÛɯÞÖÙÒɯÊÜÛÛÐÕÎɤÊÈÙÙàÐÕÎɯÛÐÔÉÌÙɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÎÙÌÌÕɯÏÐÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÏÖÜÚÌÚȮɯ×ÈÚÛɯÊÖÙÕɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ

knee-high. NEPONSET BRAVES with MANY ARROWS lounge after hunting and 

ÔÖÊÒɯɁÞÖÔÌÕɀÚɂɯÓÈÉÖÙȭȭȭ 

 SWEET GRASS and WILLOW ask RIVER to show MORTON, WALTER, JACK, 

EDWARD how to hill corn, train beans: LIKES THE FIRE shakes a rattle close by. 

JACK makes her a grass chaplet and she tries it on... 

 BIG WOLF, MORTON, WALTER crouch over a trap beside beaver dams in a 

woodland pond, and BIG WOLF demonstrates sprinkling musk -oil on the trap. He 

grins up and mimes a male-beaver sniffing love -scent. His hands clap shut like a 

trap... 

 MORTON, WALTER pull their first trap -drowned beaver out of a pond and 

ËÌÓÐÎÏÛɯÐÕɯÐÛÚɯÞÌÐÎÏÛȭɯ3ÏÌÕȮɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÏÈÕËÚɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÐÕɯÈɯÉÐÎɯ×ÈÙÊÏÔÌÕÛɯ

ledger-book---ÈɯÓÖÕÎɯÓÐÚÛɯÖÍɯÖÛÛÌÙȮɯÉÌÈÝÌÙȮɯÔÈÙÛÌÕȮɯÈÕËɯɁ/ÙÐÊÌÚɯ(Õɯ+ÖÕËÖÕȭɂɯ"ÓÌÈÙÓàɯ

BESIDE the ledger sit the hood, tether and bells that Morton hopes to use...and then 

,.13.-ɀÚɯÏÈÕËɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÜ×ɯÐÛÚɯÛÈÕÒÈÙËɯÖÍɯɁÊÓÈÙÌÛɯÚ×ÈÙÒÓÐÕÎɯÕÌÈÛɂɯÈÕËɯÓÖÞÌÙÚɯÐÛɯ

empty... 

 An ENGLISH SHALLOP rows in from a supply ship in the summer -green 

ÏÈÙÉÖÙɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÔ×ɀÚɯÏÐÓÓȮɯÐÛÚɯÊÈÙÎÖɯwooden gun -crates as MORTON and EDWARD 

watch from the beach with bales of furs. We see a crate cracked open and brassy 

new matchlock guns inside, white fuse -matches neatly coiled, gun-rests, shot, tools 

and oils etc. NATIVE and ENGLISH HANDS seize hold of these things... 

 6ÐÛÏɯÏÖÜÚÌÚɯɁÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɂɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒÎÙÖÜÕËȮɯ,.13.-ɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÞÖÙËɯËÐÙÌÊÛÚɯÈɯÓÐÕÌɯ

of MEN at training -day musketry. The line includes CRAZY BEAR beside 

EDWARD, BIG WOLF/WALTER, MANY ARROWS/ GILBERT, 



JACK/CUTSHAMEKIN. When MORTON shouts orders, all  fire; but only MANY 

 11.62ɀɯÎÜÕɯÍÈÐÓÚȭɯ'ÌɯÚÏÖÞÚɯÙÌÚÌÕÛÔÌÕÛɯÈÚɯ,.13.-ɯÍÜÚÚÌÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÐÔɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ

error... 

 MORTON in full gear manages to sit in a dugout -boat and gets paddle-coaching 

from MANY ARROWS onshore with BRAVES. MORTON has trouble, stands up in 

frusÛÙÈÛÐÖÕɯ ȹÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯ ,ÈÕàɯ  ÙÙÖÞÚɀɯ Ɂ2ÐÛȵɂȺɯ ÈÕËɯ ,.13.-ɯ ÍÓÐ×Úɯ ÖÝÌÙȭɯ ,.13.-ɯ

comes up indignant and doffs his soppy hat as they enjoy themselves... 

 JACK shows WILLIAM, JOHN, WALTER a beaver -ÛÙÈ×ɀÚɯÚÛÈÒÌɯÐÕɯÈɯ×ÖÕËȭɯ3ÏÌàɯ

haul in, the beaver is not drowned, and JACK must club it. JACK detests this: he 

wipes blood with angry shame, and JOHN/WILLIAM share looks about Jack as 

WALTER takes charge... 

 WILLOW, ROCK, SWEET GRASS wade back from the sea with a pair of lobsters 

ÌÈÊÏȯɯÛÏÌàɯɁÚÊÈÙÌɂɯ$#6 1#ɯÈÕËɯ) "*ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÈÕËɯthen we see them with 

ROCK beside a big sandy pit laid with hot stones for baking seafood. MORTON and 

MEN watch as ROCK coaxes RIVER to pass her down a big fresh sea-bass wrapped 

ÐÕɯÚÌÈÞÌÌËȭɯ1(5$1ɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÚÔÐÓÌÚȮɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÔÖÙÌɯɁÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɂɯÈÕËɯÊÖÖ×ÌÙÈÛes... 

 Now the ENTIRE CAST SO FAR sits around a good fire with empty clam and 

lobster shells, joints of venison, turkeys on spits and more. They all recline at ease, 

but look more weary than festive...  

 ,.13.-ɯÐÕɯɁÍÙÖÕÛÐÌÙɯ2ÜÕËÈàɯÉÌÚÛɂɯÙÌÈËÚɯ3ÏÌɯ!ÖÖÒɯÖÍɯ"Ömmon Prayer to his 

MEN before their big outdoor table and more -finished cabins. We can see TALL 

corn... 

 CHIKATAWBAK, ROCK, and ELDERS watch a round of musket -fire from the 

same improved FIRING -LINE of MEN ---but we see the shock of thunder in all their 

faces, and their hard-biting looks...  

 The MUSIC reaches its peak as ALL NATIVE CAST share a game of Rugby-like 

Ɂ%ÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɂɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ  ++ɯ $-&+(2'ɯ " 23ɯ ȹÐÕÊÓÜËÐÕÎɯ ÚÓÖÞ-pokes MORTON and 

CHIKATAWBAK). They fight for the fur -wrapped ball coming up a wide blue -sky 

beach with the goal -posts far behind: those are hung with presents, all good things 

ÞÌɯÚÈÞɯɁÓàÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛɂɯÛÏÌɯ5ÐÓÓÈÎÌȮɯÍÙÖÔɯÈÙÙÖÞ-ØÜÐÝÌÙÚɯÛÖɯÞÖÝÌÕɯÔÈÛÚɯȭȭȭ$ÝÌÙàÉÖËàɀÚɯ

ÏÈÝÐÕÎɯÍÜÕɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÔÐßɯÐÛɯÜ×ȭɯ) "*ɯɁÉÙÌÈÒÚɯÈÞÈàɂɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÓÓɯÉÜÛɯÎÌÛÚɯÏÐÛɯÉàɯ

CRAZY BEAR, who takes off with it. As CRAZY looks back he sees FIRE 

preoccupied with teasing the flattened Jack... 

 As the MUSIC fades, MORTON (looking even more seasoned to the life) and his 

dog Elizabeth sit at leisure amid of field of late -summer grass, his day-book open in 

his lap. He strokes the dog, toys with his quill, and we HEAR him thinking:  

MORTON  

 Look at us, Elizabeth. 20 years a down-at- 

 heels West Country barrister riding the  

 petty court circuit. Runt of the family, not a  



 scrap of land falls my way. A w idow I marry,  

 ÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÏÖÔÌȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÎÖÖËɯ+ÖÙËɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÏÌÙȭɯ 

 So why not, off to this New England on a 20- 

 pound investment. Now? As if we can refuse    

 "ÏÐÒÈÛÈÞÉÈÒɀÚɯ×Ð×Ìȭɯ.ÜÙɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙÚɯÛÜÙÕɯÈɯ 

 ÞÏÌÌÓɯÖÍɯ×ÙÖÍÐÛɯÍÖÙɯ2ÐÙɯ%ÌÙËÐÕÈÕËÖɯÈÕËɯÈɯÝÐ×ÌÙÚɀɯ 

 nest of aristocrats, pumping the country with  

 guns. The capital venture, built on illiterate  

 boys. Never did feel so well, though! We    

 breathe big here, eh? When did I live better, on  

 so few lies? (He takes out and fondles the hawk- 

 hood/harness.) I ÞÐÚÏɯ(ɯÏÈËɯÈɯÏÖÔÌȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞ 

 ÛÏÈÛɯÈɯÍÈÔÐÓàɀÚɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÖɯÈÚÒȭɯ"ÈÕɯÐÛɯÉÌɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÚÖÔÌ- 

 how, old man of the sea Odysseus, Aeneas of  

 the refugees of Troy? (He looks for falcons.)  

 God, these American birds. (Breathes, stretches)  

 Ohh, America is a woman in  your arms! (Writes)  

 God Save The King. And The Squa Sachem too! 

 

 

 

SCENE 4 

 Sunrise over the sea and islands, their FOLIAGE in Autumn color. MORTON 

ÚÌÛÚɯÈɯɁ!ÖÞɯ3ÙÈ×ɂɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÔÐÎÙÈÕÛɯÏÈÞÒɯȹÚÛÈÒÌÚɯÈɯ×ÐÎÌÖÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÖ×ÌÕȮɯÖÕɯÈɯÕÌÛɯÚ×ÙÌÈËɯÖÜÛɯ

and connected to a bent-back pole). We see the growing camp on Merrymount Hill by 

ÛÏÌɯÚÌÈɯȹÚÔÈÓÓɯÊÈÉÐÕÚȮɯÍÐÙÌÞÖÖËȮɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɀÚɯÊÖÖÒÍÐÙÌȮɯÉÐÎɯɁÒÌÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÓÌÎÚɂɯÌÛÊȭȺȭɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯ

baskets fat with corn, squash, beans wait storage. CAST below are packing for a trade-

trip, crouched in a  row: BIG WOLF and RIVER tighten bundled pelts, EDWARD and 

JACK stuff satchels with biscuit. MORTON comes out from his large central cabin in 

full dress, with GILBERT in buckskins.  

 

MORTON  

  (As GILBERT brushes him down) Watch my  

  falcon-trap, Gilbert. Some first take! This can 

  fetch you clothes if you like. Well, all? They pay  

  when London lays her lion -×ÈÞÚɯÖÕɯȿÌÔȭɯ(ɯ 

  knew that drunken imbecile fishing -captain  

  would botch another rendezvous! (His dog Eliz - 

  abeth jumps on him.) Good morning, Elizabeth! 



  Shall we have a grand walk, girl, see the sights  

  and visit the brave Christian Soldier puppy -dogs? 

 

 JOHN and WILLIAM bring the silver brandy -flask and a fat book. 

 

JOHN  

  %ÓÈÚÒɯÐÚɯÍÜÓÓȮɯÚÐÙȭɯ3ÏÖÜÎÏÛɯàÖÜɀËɯÞÈÕÛɯàÖÜÙɯ"ÐÊÌÙÖȮɯ 

  going to PlimÖÛÏȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÔÐÕËɯ6ÈÓÛÌÙɯÚ×ÖÛ-on. 

 

JACK  

  Gilbert, if that female Likes The Fire comes  

  ËÖÞÕɯÍÙÖÔɯ-Ì×ÖÕÚÌÛȮɯÚÈàɯ(ɀÔɯÖÕɯÓÖÕÎɯÑÖÜÙÕÌàȭ 

 

GILBERT  

  6ÐÓÓɯ(ȵɯ.ÏȮɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÔÖÙÌɯËÙÌÎÚɯ 

  of your churchy scruples with the lasses? Let  

  &ÙÈÕËÔÈÔÈɯÙÌÍÖÙÔɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÙÐÚÏȮɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÕÌÞɯ 

  world. Besides, Master says to make our guests  

  at home. Mind if I....? 

 

JACK  

  ȹ'ÌɯÚÕÌÌÙÚȮɯÍÓÐÊÒÚɯÈÛɯ&ÐÓÉÌÙÛɀÚɯÛÈÛÛÌÙÌËɯÉÜÊÒÚÒÐÕÚȭȺɯ 

  Pan, your thighs rub us raw. Take her. There are  

  no rules, here, Gilbert. No limits...  

 

 We see RIVER re-×ÈÊÒÐÕÎɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɀÚɯ×ÌÓÛ-bundles: 

 

 

RIVER  

  (ɯÊÖÔÌɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜȭɯȹ2ÌÌÚɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɀÚɯÕÌÞɯÚÐÓÝÌÙɯ 

  gorget pendant) Good boy for the English?  

  Used to be, you were home when you hunted 

  just to eat. What spell on you, the way you fawn? 

 

BIG WOLF  

  Do not scold in their ---Dear one, I promise,  

  guns are nothing, whatever Many Arrows says.  

  When the time comes, guns will not be power.  

  People I know. I think ahead of the English.  

 



RIVER  

  3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÖÍȭɯ(ɯÊÓÌÈÕÌËɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌÚÌȮɯ 

  I made them soft. I come with you, to make sure 

  àÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÈɯÍÖÖÓɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔȭɯ3ÖÖɯÔÈÕàȮɯ!ÐÎ 

  Wolf, we never took so many. How many English  

  ÊÈÕɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÉÌɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÈɯÏÈÛȳɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÉÈËɯËÙÌÈÔ 

  for th is. Another sickness. I am not like Willow!  

 

BIG WOLF  

  ȹ1ÖÓÓÚɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯÜÕËÌÙɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÎÈáÌȺɯ&ÖÖËȮɯ 

  you come, you carry. Also be quiet, or someday 

  I will make her another wife I care for, like  

  you. (RIVER glares.) You will see, good things, 

  good things we shall have! 

 

 They depart down -hill (MORTON/Dog, BIG WOLF, RIVER, EDWARD, JACK), 

take wooded seaside trail. As they pass, MANY ARROWS appears ahead. He lifts one 

open hand, new gun in the other. Then come WILLOW (in a new wampum necklace), 

SWEET GRASS, and CRAZY BEAR: 

 

MORTON  

  Many Arrows! And Willow, my my, this  

  costly wampum becomes you! Good Morning,  

  2ÞÌÌÛɯ&ÙÈÚÚȮɯÏÖÞɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÒÕÌÌÑÖÐÕÛȮɯÞÌÓÓȳɯ4Ïȭȭȭ 

  (Touches gun) Do you need this, now? 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  ȹ3ÖÜÊÏÌÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÉÖÖÒȺɯ6ÏÖɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌɯÈɯman 

  does not worry opinion? No, Thomas, Sweet  

  Grass and I go visit Nipmuc family up country:  

  then to Pequot. (Laughs) Yes, Thomas, to give  

  them a good see too. I send men other places, 

  just to make our Narragansett cousins think  

  twice to steal. (He reaches proudly for CRAZY  

  BEAR.) You know my adopted son, Crazy  

  Bear. Rock is right: it is for all of us to help  

  these with no families anymore. I think that  

  is why Rock likes you, Thomas. Your men look  

  fat and sleek. 

 



MORTON  

  Pequot, eh? On a map shown me once, that  

  was a name of fear. A nation most puissant,  

  and honorable. Listen, trim the heels of any  

  #ÜÛÊÏÔÌÕɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÙÐÝÌÙɯÞÏÈÛɀÚ-the-name? 

  Connecticut? Dutchmen make trouble faster  

  than we do. 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  (Nudged by RIVER) And you, take Willow my  

  wife, to learn better trade. River says Willow  

  behaves like drunk, when she sees shiny  

  trade-truck. Between men, Thomas? I took my  

  lovely Willow in a raid against Nipmucs up  

  country. Big family there.  So she tries to be  

  ɁÞÐÕÕÈàÛÖÖɂɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕɯÍÖÙɯÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎȭɯ( 

  ÛÌÓÓɯÏÌÙȮɯ(ɯÈÔɯÈÓÙÌÈËàɯ"ÏÐÒÈÛÈÞÉÈÒɀÚɯ1ÌËɯ 

  Chief, his War Leader. She has yet to run away! 

 

WILLOW  

  A woman likes what the country offers. Men  

  never think of tomorrow, what a fam ily is.  

 

MORTON  

  Really. 

 

RIVER  

  We should have what the country gave us. A  

  generation. (RIVER stalks off: ALL look after her)  

 

 Now a lively ELIZABETHAN MUSIC rises, and we follow MORTON/Dog, 

EDWARD, JACK, BIG WOLF and RIVER, MANY ARROWS and WILLOW, C RAZY 

BEAR and SWEET GRASS enroute. They (1) cross the tops of shore dunes; (2) ford a 

wide stony stream; (3) trudge across mudflats, then tide-marsh neck-high in 

sawgrass. And (4) as BIG WOLF leads along meadow trail, MORTON reads aloud, 

CRAZY BEAR watchinÎȭɯ3ÏÌÐÙɯÞÖÙÓËɯÐÚɯ ÜÛÜÔÕɀÚɯÎÖÓËɯÓÐÎÏÛȮɯÞÐËÌɯÚÒÐÌÚȮɯÉÐÙËÚȭȭȭ 

 

MORTON  

  Ɂ2ÖȮɯÓÖÎÐÊÈÓÓàȮɯàÖÜɯÚÌÌȮɯÔàɯàÖÜÕÎɯÍÙÐÌÕËȮɯÛÏÈÛɯ 

  Man is far from a state of perfection. But, for all  



  that, he is a little particle of perfection. The Universe,  

  seeing that there is nothing which lies beyond its  

  reach, is utterly perfect. How, then, can it lack  

  the most excellent of all endowments? Now, there  

  is nothing more excellent than reason, and 

  wisdom. Therefore, it is inconceivable that they  

  do not permeate the Universe. The Universe,  

  therefore, is endowed with Virtue; and conse - 

  ØÜÌÕÛÓàȮɯÞÐÛÏɯ6ÐÚËÖÔȰɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯ#ÐÝÐÕÐÛàȭȭȭȭɂ 

 

  Ûɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÓÈÚÛɯÚÌÕÛÌÕÊÌɯÍÙÖÔɯ"ÐÊÌÙÖȮɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔɯÊÙÌÚÛɯÈɯÏÐÓÓȭɯ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɯ

side he finds RIVER seated staring into the glory of sun on the water, the forest-foliage 

ÈÓÓɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÏÌÙȭɯ1(5$1ɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÈÕËɯÎÐÝÌÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯÈɯɁ6ÏÌÙÌɯÏÈÝÌɯàÖÜɯÉÌÌÕȳɂɯÉÙÐÎÏÛÌÙɯÓÖÖÒȮɯ

brief but there. Then she sees his offered hand, slowly she takes it and comes along. The 

company march the darkening h ills against a salmon and crimson New England sky.  

 At night -camp under a huge oak tree their small fire burns. MORTON sits with 

Elizabeth among pelts and packs, his back to the tree, exhausted. JACK pours cheap 

wine and EDWARD unwraps a cheese. NATIVE CAS3ɯÈÙÌɯɁÖÍÍɯÉàɯÛÏÌÔÚÌÓÝÌÚȮɂɯÏÖÓËÐÕÎɯ

ÏÈÕËÚɯÈÕËɯÛÜÙÕÐÕÎɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÚÐÕÎɯÈɯØÜÐÌÛɯÚÖÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯËÈàɀÚɯÌÕËȮɯÔÖÖÕɀÚɯÙÐÚÌȭɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ

% "$2ɯÛÜÙÕɯÉàȮɯÓÜÔÐÕÖÜÚɯÈÕËɯÊÈÓÔȭɯ$#6 1#ɯËÙÖ×ÚɯÊÏÌÌÚÌɯÐÕɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÓÈ×ȭ 

 

EDWARD  

  There. My feet ache. I told you business by boat. 

 

MORTON  

  8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÈàȭɯ2ÏÏȵɯ3ÏÈÛɯ 

  song is probably older than England. Eh?  

  "ÐÙÊÓÌÚȮɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÕȮɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÖÕȭȭȭȭ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÛÖÜÎÏÌÙɯ 

  tongue than Greek. 

 

EDWARD  

  1ÐÕÎɯ1ÖÜÕËɯ3ÏÌɯ1ÖÚÐÌȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÌÓÐÎÐÖÕɯÛÏÌÕȳ 

 

MORTON  

  No, no-no. But you can read, Edward. Says the 

  Prayer Book (as he draws knife/cuts cheese),  

  Ɂ.ÜÙɯ+ÖÙËɯÊÙÌÈÛÌÚɯÊÖÔÔÜÕÐÖÕɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯ 

  Himself and Mankind by acts of the body. A  

  ÔÈÕɀÚɯÈÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÈÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÖËÐÓàɯÚÐÎÕÚɯÖÍɯÏÐÚɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÜÈÓ 

  ÞÖÙÚÏÐ×ȭɂɯȹ'ÌɯÏÈÕËÚɯÖÜÛɯÊÏÜÕÒÚɯÖÍɯÊÏÌÌÚÌȮɯÛÖÚÚÌs  



  bits to dog Elizabeth.) 

 

 EDWARD sneers, as JACK reappraises Morton. ALL share two rabbits on spits, 

hard cornbread, drink. MORTON watches as MANY ARROWS wipes his gun down:  

MANY ARROWS  

  Thomas. I said no English will see it. Most  

  do not need to. 

 

EDWARD  

  How long can you hide the magic formula,  

  Mr. Lawyer?  

 

MORTON  

  They told you what they want for beaver. I told  

  you the law. Who sends us the guns, but  

  àÖÜÙɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ"ÖÜÕÊÐÓȳɯ3ÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯ 

  save souls? Peddle cod to French Catholics? 

 

JACK  

  Ahh, the voice of our elders. That your best lie? 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  This backwards way you talk. Is that what you  

  do for it? 

JACK  

  Do for what? 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  For...the broken world. The words inside  

  that are broken. They do not make one as I  

  remember. Like...a broken thing in your hand.  

  A bee caught inside the head. A hole, here (chest). 

 

JACK  

  (To the fire) In England I had no one. Here you 

  feel that worse. You dance. Holding hands... 

 

SWEET GRASS 

  (Puts an arm around CRAZY) Near our graves, I  

  bleed like River does. Thomas Morton, yesterday, 



  I was a girl holding a hundred hands watching  

  your ships go by. My father was such a player  

  of our ball -game that nobody ever, ever troubled 

  our village. Can you see, in that little thing, how  

  much is gone? 

 

 Flames flicker on them all beneath the great tree. SWEET GRASS looks most 

downcast: she begins to cut cheese and pass out more. 

 

SWEET GRASS 

  A person can feel so small. 

 

 The people eat and brood under the great fire-flickering tree.  

 In sudden broad daylight three fierce English mastiffs on chains bark in front of 

/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯ/ÓÈÕÛÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯ×ÈÓÐÚÈËÌ-wall and stout wooden gate. From within the roofed 

upper gun -ËÌÊÒɯ ÖÍɯ /ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯfort and church we see MORTON AND CAST 

È××ÙÖÈÊÏÐÕÎɯÓÌËɯÉàɯËÖÎɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏȮɯÈÕËɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌÔɯɁÖÝÌÙɂɯÛÏÌɯÍÈËÌËɯÔÐÓÐÛÈÙàɯÚÓÌÌÝÌɯ

ȹÚÌÌÕɯ ÈÉÖÝÌȺɯ ÖÍɯ " /3 (-ɯ ,8+$2ɯ 23 -#(2'ȭɯ  Ûɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÚÐËÌɯ ÐÚɯ /ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯ ÙÌÚÐËÌÕÛɯ

Wampanoag friend HOBBA -MOCK, as STANDISH alerts two other EXTRA GUARDS. 

 

STANDISH  

  Not him again!  

 

  Úɯ23 -#(2'ɯÚÕÖÙÛÚȮɯ,.13.-ɯÚÐÕÎÚɯ'ÌÓÓÖɀÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ&4 1#2ɯȹÞÐÛÏɯËÐÍÍÌÙÌÕÛɯ

Ɂ×ÐÊÒ-me-Ü×ɂɯÏÌÓÔÌÛÚɯÈÕËɯÎÌÈÙȺɯÊÙÖÞËɯÐÕɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÔȭ 

 

STANDISH  

  Watch your sides, you fools, did I tell you  

  about sappers? (Leans out over Morton  

  below) Your business! Get that bitch away  

  ÍÙÖÔɯÖÜÙɯËÖÎÚȵɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÊÜÙÚÌɯÛÖɯÛÙÈÐÕɯÛÏÌÔȮɯ 

  ÕÖÞɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÏÖÞÓÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯËÈàȵ 

 

 ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯËÖÎɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏɯÕÜááÓÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÏÈ××àɯÔÈÚÛÐÍÍÚȭɯ,.13.-ɯËÖÌÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÊÈÕɯ

but a mastiff jumps him and he scratches its ruff with gusto. Time to have fun:  

MORTON  

  Pleased to see your curfew over, Captain  

  Standish. Or is it? Those pagan French still  

  about? The gate, sir, ÚɀÐÓɯÝÖÜÚɯ×ÓÈÐÛ? 

 



STANDISH  

  (Thrusts out his gun -barrel) State your business,  

  ye book-toting sot! (His head pops out into view.)  

   ÙÌɯàÖÜɯÈÞÈÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÛɀÚɯ2ÈÉÉÈÛÏɯ$ÝÌȳ 

 

MORTON  

  Yes of course, but---It is? What day...Oh dear... 

 

 BIG WOLF steps up and drops fur -bundles with attitude.  

BIG WOLF  

  You scare your brothers when you eat wild meat.  

  6ÏÌÕɯÞÐÓÓɯÛÏÌàɯÛÈÒÌɯËÖÞÕɯÖÜÙɯÊÖÜÚÐÕɀÚɯÏÌÈËȳ 

 

 MORTON looks up at the piked head rotting in the sun.  

 

MORTON  

  "È×ÛÈÐÕɯ2ÛÈÕËÐÚÏɯÚÐÙȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÖÕÓàɯÙÌÎÙÌÛɯ 

  on all sides, you know that, and no trouble since.  

  No trade, either, what? My f irst visit your gov - 

  ernor served me egg salad, dainty dish in a  

  wilderness. Come, welcome your countrymen.  

 

STANDISH  

  Do you hear this palaver, men? Sir, you are  

  warned! Your business here! 

 

MORTON  

  (Smiling up with two fat bundles of furs high)  

  "È×ÛÈÐÕɯ2ÛÈÕËÐÚÏȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÔÈËÌɯÎÖÖËɯÈÛɯÓÈÚÛȵɯ-ÖÞ 

  I can ask your father for your hand, in marriage!  

 

 6ÌɯÍÈÊÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÈÕÒɯÎÈÛÌȮɯÏÌÈÙɯÙÈÛÛÓÌÚɯÖÍɯÊÏÈÐÕɯÈÚɯÈɯ&4 1#ɯÊÙÐÌÚɯɁ&ÈÛÌɯ.×ÌÕȵɂɯ(Ûɯ

moves a crack: STANDISH stands florid in his green felt hat, dark green suit, worn coat 

ÞÐÛÏɯÚÞÖÙËɤƖɯËÈÎÎÌÙÚȮɯÍÜÓÓɯÙÌËɯÉÌÈÙËȭɯ'ÌɯÓÖÖÒÚɯƜɯàÌÈÙÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÑÜÕÐÖÙȮɯÈɯÍÖÖÛɯÚÏÖÙÛÌÙɯ

ÛÏÈÕɯ ÈÓÓɯ ÖÛÏÌÙÚȮɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÙÌ×ÜÛÌËɯ ɁÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ ÊÏÐÔÕÌàȭɂɯ +ÈÕÒàɯ '.!! ,."*ɯ ÞÈÛÊÏÌÚɯ ÍÙÖÔɯ

ÉÌÏÐÕËɯÏÐÔȮɯÈÉÖÜÛɯƘƔɯÞÐÛÏɯÝÌÙàɯɁ×ÓÈÐÕɯÚÛàÓÌɂɯÉÜÊÒÚÒÐÕÚɯÈÕËɯÎÙÐÔɯËÌÔÌÈÕÖÙȭ 

 

STANDISH  

  -ÖÛɯÈÓÓɯÖÍɯàÖÜȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙȭɯ 

  (ɯÛÖÓËɯàÖÜȮɯ2ÈÉÉÈÛÏɯÚÜÕËÖÞÕɀÚɯÖÕɯÜÚȭɯ'ÌɯÞÖÕɀÛɯ 



  truck now, even if Allerton would ---Aargh.  

  ȹ/ÈÚÛɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕȺɯ8ÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÈÓÓɯÊÖÔÌɯÐÕȭɯ6ÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÐÚȮ 

  a yÌÈÙɯÖÍɯÛÙÈ××ÐÕɀȳɯ6ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯÛÖɯËÖȵ 

 

MORTON  

  (Breezing past) How exciting for you.  

 

STANDISH  

  Bloody trade. With me. Hobbamock, watch  

  them others! 

 

 23 -#(2'ɯÈÕËɯÛÈÓÓÌÙɤÖÓËÌÙɯ,.13.-ɯÚÛÙÐËÌɯËÖÞÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÓÖ×ÌɯÖÍɯɁ,ÈÐÕɯ2ÛÙÌÌÛɂɯ

Plimoth, the fort and church up behind them. They pass two rows of board or thatch 

houses with crude stock-pens, raised box-gardens, a sunflower or two, all this between 

sharp-staked wooden walls beyond which the Autumn foliage tosses and swirls. Two 

white -capped GIRLS crowd a window till an OLD MATRON shuts the blind. A hard -

looking YEOMAN pens in sheep as a horned goat trots freely by. Two YOUNG MEN 

drag fishnets up from the beach. MORTON and STANDISH share uneasy looks... 

 Inside one cramped house, EDWARD sits at table devouring corn mush and a 

ÏÜÕÒɯÖÍɯÉÙÌÈËȮɯÈÚɯɁ/ÐÓÎÙÐÔɂɯÔÈÛÙÖÕɯ,.3'$1ɯ'(&&(-2ɯÞÈÛÊÏÌÚɯÏÐÚɯɁÚÈÝÈÎÌɂɯÏÜÕÎÌÙȭɯ

JACK nudges a spinning-wheel, his back to a tiny window. Beside EDWARD sits 

TEMERITY HIGGINS, a gangly nearsighted youth of 20, like Edward but far less 

sophÐÚÛÐÊÈÛÌËȭɯ3ÖɯÏÐÔȮɯ$ËÞÈÙËɯÐÚɯÈɯÔÐÙÈÊÓÌɯÖÍɯɁÞÐÓËÌÙÕÌÚÚɯÚÜÙÝÐÝÈÓȭɂ 

EDWARD  

  Oh, bread, bread! Good to see you all,  

  Ɂ2ÛÙÈÕÎÌÙɂɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÈÔɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÕÎÙÌÎÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ 

   ɯÔÈÕɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÍÖÙÎÌÛɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÏÌÓ×ɯÏÐÔɯÐÕɯÈɯ 

  wilderness. You should let Temerity here  

  visit ÜÚȮɯÔÈɀÈÔȭɯ3ÌÈÊÏɯÏÐÔɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÕËȮɯÏÌɀÓÓɯÍÌÛÊÏ 

  you a fortune. Not so bad out there. Last  

  night? These traveling junkets Mr. Morton  

  likes, from his Devonshire days. We sang.... 

  'ÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÈɯËÌÊÌÕÛɯÞÈàȭ 

 

HIGGINS  

  3ÏÌÙÌȮɯÔÖÛÏÌÙȵɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÙÌÈËɯȿÌÔɯ2ÊÙÐ×ÛÜÙÌȮɯÛÏÌÔɯ 

  savages they keep tame. Mother, let a man  

  ÙÌÈÊÏɯÍÖÙɯ3ÏÌɯ+ÖÙËɀÚɯÏÌÓ×ȭ 

 

EDWARD  



  Aye! Your corn is near-×ÙÖ×ÌÙȭɯ!ÙÖÛÏÌÙɯ)ÈÊÒɀÓÓɯÏÌÓ×ȭ 

 

JACK  

  Some of your brethren are coming out and  

  walking up to the fo rt. So your Sabbath  

  begins? I think I might like --- 

 

EDWARD  

  -ÖȮɯÕÖȵɯ(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÖÍÍɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛȭɯȹ2ÛÜÍÍÚɯ 

  ÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȺɯ'ÜÏȵɯ3ÏÌÚÌɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏÌÙÚɯɁÚÐÕÎɯÉàɯ 

  ÕÖÛÌȮɂɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯ$ÈÊÏɯÖÕÌɯÚÐÕÎÚɯÈÛɯÏÐÚɯÚÖÜÓɀÚ 

  private pitch, straight to The Lord like in  

  the parish ȿÖɯ!ÌËÓÈÔȭɯ%ÐÙÚÛɯÛÐÔÌɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙËɯÐÛɯÖÕɯ 

  ship? Good God, the Devil jumped into the sea. 

 

 EDWARD laughs and just then in walks EDWARD WINSLOW with a careless 

ÒÕÖÊÒȯɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÛÈÓÓȮɯÞÌÓÓ-groomed Puritan gentleman about 40 (still younger than Morton) 

in a black suit/white collar, short black hair.  

 

EDWARD  

  (He withers and stands.) Mr. Winslow himself!  

 

WINSLOW  

  ȹ'ÈÜÎÏÛàȺɯ6ÏàȮɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÐÚÕɀÛɯ$ËÞÈÙËɯ&ÐÉÉÖÕÚȭɯ 

  Most we turn away quite by this hour. Mm. I  

  ÞÖÕËÌÙɯÊÈÕɯÐÛɯÉÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÓÓɯÖÍɯ&ÖËȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÈɯ 

  proposal. For a man religious as well as indus- 

  trious. Or, two men, with reasonable brains...  

 

 Now we see MORTON waiting seated in the cramped front room of GOV. 

6(++( ,ɯ!1 #%.1#ɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȮɯËÐÔɯÞÐÛÏɯÖÕÌɯÖÐÓ-papered window, small bookshelf, 

wash-basin, farm-tools on walls. Morton sits before a table with red carpet splayed over 

ÐÛɯÈÕËɯÖÕÌɯɁÌÓËÌÙɀÚɯÊÏÈÐÙɂɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙȮɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÐÛɯÈɯ×ÓÈÐÕɯÞÈÓÓɯÈÕËɯÉÈÊÒ-room door. 

On the table is an empty balance-scale: MORTON touches its vacant pans with a smile, 

shakes his head. 

 STANDISH brings out WILLIAM BRADFORD; but behind them we glimpse the 

ÎÙÈàɯ ÏÌÈËɯ ÖÍɯ /ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯ Ú×ÐÙÐÛÜÈÓɯ ÓÌÈËÌÙɯ 6(++( ,ɯ !1$623$1ɯ ȹÐÕɯ ÉÓÈÊÒɯ

robe/skullcap/white collar), in thought at a table by the back window with one ray of 

sunset-light on his Bible. BRADFORD lo oks at MORTON as STANDISH shuts that 

door: BRADFORD signals Standish out. BRADFORD sits, about 33 with black beard, 



ÚÏÖÙÛɯÏÈÐÙɯÉÈÓËÐÕÎȮɯÐÕɯÈɯÉÓÜÌɯÚÜÐÛɯÉÜÛɯÓÌÚÚɯɁËÙÌÚÚàɂɯÛÏÈÕɯ6ÐÕÚÓÖÞɀÚȭɯ!ÙÈËÍÖÙËɯÐÚɯƕƙɯàÌÈÙÚɯ

younger than Morton, weary and wary. BRADFORD sees  the scale-pans swing and 

stills them annoyed. 

 

BRADFORD  

  Well, Mr. Morton and your noble colleagues,  

  our supply puts no eggs before you this time.  

  With Sabbath upon us this is only the good- 

  ness of our elders. So, to it. We understand  

  you wish, for your entire burden, gunpowder?  

 

MORTON  

   ÏÏȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÖËɯÛÖɯÒÕÖÞɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÖÍɯÓÈÞɯÈÕËɯ 

  order is in the neighborhood. To hunt, man,  

  ÞÌɀÓÓɯ×ÜÛɯÔÌÈÛɯÖÕɯàÖÜÙɯÛÈÉÓÌÚɯÈÕËɯÍÜÙÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ 

  countinghouse. Come and see the quality, naught  

  but the fat upl and beaver. And every one of them 

  ×ÈàÚɯÈɯàÌÖÔÈÕɀÚɯàÌÈÙɯÖÍɯÓÈÉÖÙɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜÙÚÌÓÝÌÚȭ 

 

BRADFORD  

  Shot all the animals yourself, of course. 

 

MORTON  

  (Breezy) Oh, my share. Acquiring the right  

  trustworthy help is the game. Our bind  

  is steady gunpowder, and steady road to  

  ÔÈÙÒÌÛȭɯ6ÌɯÞÈÕÛɯÏÖÕÌÚÛɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚ 

  your good Christian hands and ships, sir. These  

  fishermen, a disgrace! Now, heaven forbid 

  that two gentlemen, in service of God and His  

  Majesty, need see eye to eye all the way to success. 

 

BRADFORD  

  &ÖËɯÈÕËɯ'ÐÚɯ,ÈÑÌÚÛàȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÈɯÒÕÈÊÒɯÍÖÙɯÚÜÊÏɯ 

  conjunctions. 

 

 !1 #%.1#ɀÚɯÖÞÕɯÏÈÕËɯÛÖàÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÊÈÓÌȭɯ(ÕɯÏÐÚɯɁÔÌÔÖÙàɂɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈÙÒɯ

insides of a crude plank-and-ÚÈÐÓɯÚÏÌÓÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÏÖÞÚɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÙÙÖÙɯÖÍɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÞÐÕÛÌÙȭɯ

YOUNGER BRADFORD, STANDISH, WINSLOW, BREWSTER, HIGGINS breathe 

frosty air as they work to nu rse and warm trembling -sick COLONISTS. BRADFORD 



covers a dead GIRL-CHILD and weeps: Dear God! Dear God! 

BRADFORD  

  We are here at all to help you because we  

  separate those things. That is to say, through  

  God alone. It is not clear you understand the  

  hardships. We few souls left have more debt  

  to our merchant -backers than you are worth.  

  We find Indians wanting corn, and these blasted  

  irregular fishermen trade them twice so many  

  bushels. Not for beads and mirrors, for ---useful  

  things. We are families, man. There can be no  

  going back. Rumors come to us---disgraceful, our  

  ɁÉÙÖÛÏÌÙ-$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɂɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÖËÚɯËÈàɯÈÕËɯÕÐÎÏÛȭ 

  #ÖɯàÖÜɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÞÖÔÌÕɯÈÕËɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕȳ 

  8ÖÜɯÈÚÒɯ×ÖÞËÌÙȭɯ8ÖÜɀÝÌɯÕÖɯÊÏÈ×ÓÈÐÕȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯÍÌÓÓÖÞɯ 

  Jack is a prison bastard, and fits more than one 

  ÚÏÌÙÐÍÍɀÚɯÕÖÛÐÊÌɯÖÍɯÙÜÕ-off indentured men. You  

  apparently helped them all dishonor contracts,  

  when your camp under Wollaston came to naught.  

 

MORTON  

  Precisely, a freebooter neither of us wants about. 

  Governor, no one can admire your achievements, 

  so very plain to see here, and assume that the 

  lack of a minister measures anything amiss? Scrip- 

  ÛÜÙÌɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ(ÍɯàÌɯËÖɯÕÖÛɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÚÐÕɯÓÐÌÛÏɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙȭɂɯ 

  Wait a moment. I meant--- 

 

BRADFORD  

  God and His M ajesty. Was that a Christian church  

  put men of conscience in chains? And still chains  

  them with pagan poperies, a Prayer Book  

  invented by clerics for a pension? We know  

  your mocking talk of us. We try and do our  

  ÉÌÚÛȭɯȹ'ÌɀÚɯÛÖàÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÌmpty scales 

  again, stops.) We are not at ease with your 

  request. Five years here just to build what we 

  are. We even slew the savages outright-against 

  us, and they---and you stumble into the prize...  

 



MORTON  

  Governor. You are young. We mean you well  

  ÈÕËȮɯ&ÖËɀÚɯÛÙÜÛÏȮɯÞÌɯÈËÔÐÙÌɯàÖÜÙɯÏÖÔÌÚȭɯ(ɯÈÔɯÈɯ 

  lawyer for the common law, and, between us, no 

  ÔÈÕɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÒÐÕÎɀÚɯÞÐÚÏɯÉàɯÌËÐÊÛȭɯ ÚɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÈÙÌȮɯ 

  ÚÐÙȮɯÓÌÛɯÛÏÌÔɯ×ÙÖÚ×ÌÙɯÜÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÊÈÚÏɯàÖÜɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÕÌÌËȮɯ 

  and a few influential sannups, the squaws of  

  these local people. To help repair---Well. Perhaps  

  that is just how we can serve... 

 

 BRADFORD hears, sighs, a cross of compromise in his face. He eyes the scales... 

 

 -ÖÞɯÞÌɯÚÛÈÕËɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯ2ÛÖÙÌ-House with its goods stacked wall to dim 

windowless wall. Over a barrel spread with beaver and fox -pelts stands ISAAC 

 ++$13.-ɯȹÈɯɁÔÐËËÓÐÕÎɯÚÖÙÛɂɯÐÕɯƗƔÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÏÈÙ×ɯÉÙÖÞÚȮɯÉÈÓËÐÕÎɯÊÖÔÉ-over, in shop-

ÒÌÌ×ÌÙɀÚɯÝÌÚÛȺȭɯ'Ìɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛÚɯ1(5$1Ȯɯ6(++.6ɯÈÕËɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɯÈɯÉÖßɯÖÍɯÛin trinkets:  

 

ALLERTON  

  (Quick eyes, facile) Now, Big Wolf is it? These  

  are precious metal: tin! All your leading Saga - 

  ÔÖÙÌÚɯÞÌÈÙɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÕÖÞȮɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÝÌÓàɯÔÈËÈÔÌɀÚ 

  wampum there. Good medicine. See it catch the  

  light? And these also, ladies, you can drill, or we  

  drill them for a small fee ---6ÏàȮɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÌÈÙÙÐÕÎÚȵ 

  Or look, pretty lures, for the fishies! Now you,  

  your very own selves, as our friends, can have  

  this whole box, for just the two (furs)...  

 

 BIG WOLF sees WILLOW nod and reaches for the box, but RIVER grabs it and 

slams it on a bench behind them: 

 

BIG WOLF  

  We can fish with them, woman! Up country  

  with your cousins, these are worth better things.  

  %ÈÐÙɀÚɯÍÈÐÙȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÒÕÖÞȵ 

 

RIVER  

  Ike Allerton, bring us your parchment and a  

  dirty feather. You like these furs? Make us  

  parchment for baskets of corn. (BIG WOLF  



  moans.) You and the other children bellyache  

  four weeks every Spring, with nothing left to  

  eat. Buy corn later, you pay like a fool.  

 

  ++$13.-ɯÓÈÜÎÏÚȮɯÊÓÈ×Úɯ1(5$1ɀÚɯÈÙÔȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÏÌɯÙÌÝÐÓÌÚɯÏÐÚɯÛÖÜÊÏȯ 

 

ALLERTON  

  .Ïɯ(ɯÉÌÎɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÈÙËÖÕȵɯ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÈËÔÐÙÌ--- 

  My, Big Wolf, your wife has a gift for it! And  

  ÚÜÊÏɯÈɯØÜÐÌÛɯÖÕÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÏÈÚÕɀÛɯÎÖÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÏÌÙȮɯÌÏȳ 

 

WILLOW  

  Show me nice dark cloth, no sailor duffel. Oh,  

  what is that? (She rushes over to bask in a full- 

  length mirror in a carved stand.)  

 

RIVER  

   ÙÎÏȭɯ-ÖÞɯÞÌɯÈÓÓɯÚÛÈÙÝÌȭɯ!ÐÎɯ6ÖÓÍȮɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȭ 

 

 BIG WOLF, hurt, touches RIVER. ALLERTON turns to WILLOW:  

 

ALLERTON  

  -ÖÞȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÖÕÚÛÙÖÚÐÛàȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÈÚÒɯÔÌɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯ 

  got over here. That should adorn some lucky High  

  2ÈÊÏÌÔɀÚɯÞÐÍÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÈßÌÚȳɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɀÚɯÉÌÚÛɯ 

  chop-chop! From Ike Allerton, you mark that name,  

  ÈÕËɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜÙɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȮɯÞÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜȭȭȭ 

 

 Finally ÞÌɀÙÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÑÜÚÛ-ÐÕÚÐËÌɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯÎÈÛÌȮɯÐÕɯÍÈËÐÕÎɯÎÖÓËɯÚÜÕÚÌÛȭ 

 

STANDISH  

  Hobbamock! Fetch those detachments 

  ÉÈÊÒɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÙÕȭɯ ÐÕɀÛɯ×ÐÓÎÙÐÔÈÎÌɯÛÖ 

  get back inside sundown. 

 

 23 -#(2'ɯÎÓÈÙÌÚɯÖÝÌÙɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯ×ÈÊÒÐÕÎɯÜ×ȮɯÞÐÛÏɯ$#6 1#ɯÈÕËɯ

JACK to bear two gunpowder kegs. BIG WOLF, RIVER and WILLOW wait to one side 

of BRADFORD and WINSLOW, who confer alone. ALLERTON brings MORTON a 

wet-ÐÕÒɯɁ(ȭ.ȭ4ȭɂɯ×È×ÌÙȯɯÛÏÌàɯÛÙÈËÌɯɁ2ÌÌɯ8ÖÜɯ+ÈÛÌÙɂɯ×ÈÛÚɯÖÕɯÉÈÊÒȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯ ++$13.-ɯ

rejoins BRADFORD. WINSLOW gives ALLE RTON a snotty look. 



EDWARD  

  ȹ3Öɯ) "*ȮɯÈÕËɯ!.3'ɯÎÓÈÕÊÌɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÞÈàȺɯ+ÌÈÝÌ 

  it to me, when. Come on, be not afraid. The Good  

  Book says a man prospers, doing right. Oh, shite  

  ÈÕËɯÖÕÐÖÕÚȮɯÏÌÙÌɯÊÖÔÌÚɯ3ÖÔɯÖɀɯ!ÌËÓÈÔȭ 

 

 TEMERITY HIGGINS brings bread with ÈɯɁÕÖÛɯÉÙÐÎÏÛȮɯÌÈÎÌÙɂɯÎÙÐÕȯ 

 

EDWARD  

  Why, thank you, Temerity! And who is this?  

  

 Young Puritan woman SARA comes up (22 in white cap, gray jacket, long dark 

skirt, apron, two round loaves in her hands):  

 

HIGGINS  

  3ÏÐÚɯÐÚɯ2ÈÙÈȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÚÌÙÝÈÕÛɯÖÍɯÖÜÙɯÎÌÕÛÓeman  

  Mr. Fells. They came here by shipwreck, huh!  

  Sara bakes good. We have to go in now. (Sing- 

  ÚÖÕÎȺɯ(ɀÓÓɯÝÐÚÐÛȭɯ(ɀÓÓɯÛÜÙÕɯÛÞÐÊÌɯàÖÜÙɯÛÙÈËÌȮɯ$ËÞÈÙËȭ 

 

EDWARD  

  ȹ&ÙÐÕÕÐÕÎɯÏÌɯÎÙÈÚ×Úɯ2ÈÙÈɀÚɯÓÖÈÝÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÖÛÏ 

  ÏÈÕËÚȮɯÚØÜÌÌáÌÚɯÛÐÓÓɯÚÏÌɯɁÎÌÛÚɯÐÛɂɯÈÕËɯlets go) 

  Thank you. For certain, Temerity! Bring a guest! 

 

 

SARA  

  Our mistress says you camp without the  

  walls tonight, Mr. Gibbons. And have a Sing  

  by the seashore? What is your favorite psalm? 

 

 $#6 1#ɯÎÜÍÍÈÞÚɯÐÕɯ2ÈÙÈɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ23 -#(2'ɯÚÛÙÐËÌÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÖɯ,.13.-ȮɯÞÏÖɀÚɯ

ÏÌÍÛÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÛÏÐÙËɯ×ÖÞËÌÙɯÒÌÎɯÖÕÛÖɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɀÚɯÉÈÊÒȭ 

 

STANDISH  

  Pity men cannot perceive their danger. 

 

MORTON  

  (ÕËÌÌËɯÚÐÙȭɯ"ÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÈÎÙÌÌɯÔÖÙÌȭɯ+Ðáȳɯ"ÖÔÌɯÎÐÙÓȵ 

 



 WINSLOW signals GUARDS to open the gate. As MORTON leads out, 20 

PLIMOTH  EXTRAS troop in exhausted from the fields with heavy tools, flanked by 

GUARDS with guns, halberds. A MAN has a wood gag in mouth, court -paper on chest, 

Ɂ6ÏÐÚ×ÌÙÐÕÎȭɂɯ$731 2ɯÓÖÖÒɯÛÞÐÊÌɯÈÛɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕàɯÉÜÛɯɁÔÐÕËɂɯ!ÙÈËÍÖÙËȭɯ3ÏÌàɯ

scatter to houses along MÈÐÕɯ2ÛÙÌÌÛȮɯÎÖɯÐÕȮɯÚÏÜÛɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯËÖÞÕȭɯ ÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÙÌÌÛɀÚɯÉÖÛÛÖÔȮɯÈɯ

DRUMMER and two ELDERS in black come uphill, with summons to services.  

 

MORTON  

  God save you, gentlemen! Evening, all! 

 

 SARA and HIGGINS feel the gate shut, the rattle of chains... 

 

SARA  

  2ÈÝÈÎÌɯÞÖÔÌÕɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕɯÈÞÍÜÓɯÓÐÍÌȭɯ(ÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÈÛ 

  true, Temerity.  

 

 ,42("ɯÙÐÚÌÚɯȹ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÛÜÕÌɯɁ)ÖÏÕɯ!ÈÙÓÌàÊÖÙÕɂȺȮɯÈÕËɯÈÚɯ,.13.-ɯÚ×ÌÈÒÚɯÞÌɯ

watch his company walk out into the seaside land with a vast crimson sky above them:  

MORTON  

  I must approve of the endeavors of my coun-  

  trymen, that have been studious to enlarge 

  ÛÏÌɯÛÌÙÙÐÛÖÙÐÌÚɯÖÍɯ'ÐÚɯ,ÈÑÌÚÛàɀÚɯÌÔ×ÐÙÌȭ 

  Whatever their church or governmental  

  practices, which I intend not to justify,  

  they do deserve some commendations. 

  Though it hath been but for  their own  

  profit, posterity will taste the sweetness of  

  it; and that very suddenly, I think...  

 

 ,.13.-ɀÚɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÊÖÕÛÐÕÜÌÚȰɯÈÕËɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɯ2$$ɯȹÔÈÛÊÏÌËɯÛÖɯÌÈÊÏɯÕÜÔÉÌÙÌËɯ

ÐÔÈÎÌɯÉÌÓÖÞȺɯÚÏÖÞÚɯÜÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÛÈÓÒÐÕÎɯÈÉÖÜÛȯ 

 

MORTON  

  But, the more I look (VISUAL  #1), the more I  

  like it. And, when I more seriously consider the  

  beauty of the place, with all her fair endowments,  

  I do not think that in all the known world it can  

  be paralleled. (2) For so many goodly groves of trees, 

  dainty fine round risin g hillocks, delicate fair large 

  plains, sweet crystal fountains and clear-running  



  streams (3) that even delight your senses when  

  you sleep. Fowls in abundance, fish in multitudes,  

  (4) full, ripe, pleasant grapes supported by the  

  lusty trees. And lilies, and (5) the Daphnean tree 

  ---It makes this land, to me, seem paradise. In mine 

  ÌàÌȮɯȿÛÐÚɯ-ÈÛÜÙÌɀÚɯ,ÈÚÛÌÙ×ÐÌÊÌȮɯÈÕËɯÔÖÙÌȭɯ(6) If this  

  land be not rich, then is the whole world poor.  

 

 VISUALS FOR ABOVE: (1) MORTON writes in his day -book beside his 

ÊÖÔ×ÈÕàɀÚɯËÙÐÍÛÞÖÖË-fire on a beautiful beach, blanket on shoulders, silver flask at 

hand: beside him BIG WOLF cracks a lobster-claw for RIVER, hands her meat. (2) 

MORTON with small telescope looks up a New England valley to Blue Hills country, 

hands it to WALTER. (3) A trio of dugout -boats full of LEAD NATIVE and ENGLISH 

" 23ɯ×ÈËËÓÌɯÈɯÙÐÝÌÙɀÚɯÉÌÕËɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÔÌÈËÖÞÓÈÕËÚȭɯ(4) MORTON with day -book under 

arm tastes fat grapes off the vine, given him by BIG WOLF, and MORTON admires the 

ɁÓÜÚÛàɯÛÙÌÌɂɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈÕÎȭɯ(5) MORTON plunges his face into huge white Rosebay 

Rhododendrons, tangled with honeysuckle; and (6) MORTON writes by the fire as 

above, smiling. THIS time, WILLOW in a new trade -blanket and CRAZY BEAR 

(shaking a birch-ÙÈÛÛÓÌȺɯ ËÈÕÊÌɯ ɁÏÐÎÏɯ ÚÛÌ×ɂɯ ×ÈÚÛɯ ,ÖÙÛÖÕȮɯ ÛÏÌÕɯ !(&ɯ 6.+%ȯɯ 3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯ

enjoying themselves. We see their fire grow smaller, smaller amid dark land and starry 

sky. 

 

 

SCENE 5 

  Ɂ+ÐÛÛÓÌɯ'ÈÙÉÖÙȮɂɯ/ÐÚÊÈÛÈØÜÈɯ1ÐÝÌÙɯ3ÙÈËÐÕÎɯ/ÖÚÛɯ 

    ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯɁ-ÌÞɯ'ÈÔ×ÚÏÐÙÌɂɯÊÖÈÚÛȮɯ2ÜÔÔÌÙɯƕƚƖƚ 

 

 JACK and EDWARD pilot MORTON in their trading -shallop toward a wild 

seacoast thick with daunting old -growth forest. As they near shore we see a crude new 

boat-ËÖÊÒɯÈÛɯÈɯÊÓÌÈÙÐÕÎȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÞÖɯÉÖÈÛÚȰɯÈÕËɯÈɯɁÓÖÕÌɯ×ÓÈÕÛÌÙɀÚɂɯÊÈÉÐÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÚÏÈÉÉàɯ

warehouse beside it. 

 JACK and EDWARD tie off their shallop. MORTON is helped from the boat by 

# 5(#ɯ3.,/2.-ȮɯÈɯÙÜÎÎÌËɯÕÌÈÛɯ2ÊÖÛÊÏɯɁÖÓËɯÊÖÔÌÙɂɯÐÕɯƘƔÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÙÌËɯÉÌÈÙËɤÏÈÐÙȮɯÞÖÖÓɯ

cap and mixture of buckskins/clothes; as are WILLIAM  JEFFREYS, a gaunt English of 

ƗƙȰɯ6(++( ,ɯ!+ "*23.-$ȮɯÈɯÎÙÈÝÌɯËÙàɯɂ"ÏÜÙÊÏɯÖÍɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɯÔÈÕɂɯÐÕɯÉÓÈÊÒɯÛÏÙÌÈË-

bare suit; and SAM MAVERICK, a cleanshaven 30 in red vest, mellow with always an 

Indian pipe in his teeth. They are survivors of broken colonies, shreÞËɯ Ɂ×ÙÖÛÖ-

8ÈÕÒÌÌÚȭɂɯ'ÌÙÌȮɯ,.13.-ɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÎÌÕÛÌÌÓȭȭȭ 

 



MORTON  

  Boys, you recall Mr. Jeffreys, Mr. Blackstone,  

  Mr. Maverick; and of course this is our redoubt - 

  able Scot, Mr. Tompson. Survivors all of many 

  ÈɯÕÖÉÓÌɀÚɯËÙÌÈÔȵɯ'ÌÈËÐÕÎɯÏÖÔÌɯÞÌɯÈÙÌȮɯÍÙom up 

  Kennebec country. My Walter does very well  

  there these days, very well. Had a late start, can  

  we shelter? Good cask of claret aboard. Now, 

  is this a gathering? What turns you bachelors 

  into a congregation? 

 

BLACKSTONE  

  ȹ2ÕÖÖ×ÐÕÎȺɯ2ÔÌÓÓÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÓÖÈËɯȿÖɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕɀɯÉÐÎȮɯ 

  undah them tahps. Half the Kennebec trade? 

  Fancy Mr. Winslow and the Guvnah be right  

  upset you snitched the main trade. 

 

MAVERICK  

  And when did our Saints of Plimoth take  

  out a patent against our living? Mark me,  

  brothers, them pilgrims learned their tricks  

  in Amsterdam, the years they hid there from  

  the King. Cute as a shit-house Dutchman. Tom 

  Morton, you snitch away them pelts. I seen you  

  trade people twice Plimoth corn for what -ye- 

  gotȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌɯ!ÐÓÓɯÎÜÝÕÈÏɯ!ÙÈËÍÖÙËɯ×ÈàÚȵ 

 

TOMPSON  

  ȹ2ÛÌ×ÚɯÜ×ɯɁÓÐÓÛÐÕÎɂɯÛÖɯ,.13.-Ⱥɯ.ÏȮɯÉÜÛɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÚÜÊÏ 

  ÈɯÞÌÌɯÕÈÛÐÖÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÈɀɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏȮɯ.ÏȮɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÖÜÙɯÎÙÈÕË- 

  mamas with us! (Spits) Thomas, how are ye.  

  3ÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯÉÌɯÔÖÝÐÕɀɯÔÌɯÖ×ÌÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ×ÈÙÛÚȮɯÖff  

  me island on your bay. Want to tell you why too,  

  but---Ye recall that Roger Conant fellow, another  

  2ÈÐÕÛɯÖɀɯÛÏÐÚɯ2Ì×ÈÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÈÐÛɯÈɯÏÖÖÒȳɯ3ÖÖÒɯ 

  ÖÝÌÙɯÈɯÏÌÈ×ɯÖɀɯ×ÐÓÐÕÎÚɯÈÛɯ"È×Ìɯ ÕÕÌɯÚÖÜÛÏɯÖɀÏÌÙÌ 

  ---and he calls it Shalom. Where does he think  

  ÏÌɯÐÚȮɯÕÖÙÛÏÌÙÕɯ2àÙÐÈȳɯ,ÈÕɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÊÈÛÊÏɯÈɯÚÕÈÎȭ 

 

 As ALL laugh, a scabrous HALLOO! comes from the cabin ---ÈÕËɯɁ, #ɯ) "*ɂɯ



OLDHAM comes out the door with pants half -on, a potbellied 45, black beard and wild  

eyes. OLDHAM sees Morton, laughs and hurries: his cracked glee hides a man of 

appetites... 

 

MORTON  

  Oh, melancholy God... 

 

JEFFREYS 

  Mad Jack Oldham! Never was right after  

  his trouble at Plimoth: that Standish cracked  

  his crown with a gun -butt, Un h! Our Mr.  

  3ÖÔ×ÚÖÕɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÊÖÔ×ÓÈÐÕȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÛɯ.ÓË- 

  ÏÈÔɀÚɯËÜÊÏÌÚÚɯÈÕËɯÒÐËÚɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÏÖÜÚÌɯÈɯÞÌÌÒ 

  now, on the mooch while he flounders about.  

  Better hide that claret, boys. 

 

OLDHAM  

  (All recklessness he comes up, shakes hands and 

  eyes the boat) 8ɀÖÓËɯ"ÈÕÈÈÕÐÛÌɯÉàɯ&ÖËȮɯÏÖÞ 

  ÈÙÌɯàÖÜɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕȳɯȿÓÖɯ$ËÞÈÙËȮɯȿÓÖɯ)ÈÊÒȵɯ+ÌÛɯÔÌ 

  look at this Utter Barrister, God bless a man packs 

  a pistol! Thine hogshead aboard there, cometh in 

  answer to my recent novena, against the drought   

 upon our land of bondag e. Mine own true thirst!  

 

MORTON  

  Uhh, we should take our rest, David. Early tide...  

 

OLDHAM  

  8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÛÏÌɯÛÐËÌȮɯÔàɯÍÙÐÌÕËȮɯÍÖÙɯÞÏÈÛɯ(ɯ 

  came to tell you. 

 

MAVERICK  

  About to warn you ourselves, Thomas.  

 

OLDHAM  

  (Desperate for drink, he capers about the dock  

  ÛÖɯÌÕÛÌÙÛÈÐÕȺɯȿ3ÐÚɯ(Ȯɯ&à×Úàɯ)ÈÊÒɯ.ÓËÏÈÔɯÚÐÙȭɯ8ÖÜÙɯ 

  future, for a good pussful? Poof! (Produces a 

  string of purple/white wampum) See this? Wam - 



  ×ÜÔȭɯ'ÌÈÙËɯÖɀɯ-ÐÈÕÛÐÊÚȮɯ/ÌØÜÖÛÚȳɯ3ÏÖÚÌɯÈÙÌɯÖÕÓà 

  two of the local nations crazy for this stuff.  

  6ÖÙÚÌɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÔÌɯÚÏÖÞÐÕɀɯÐÛɯÖÍÍɯÛÖɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙȭ 

  !ÓÖÖËàɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕȮɯÌÏȳɯ6ÌÓÓɯÚÐÙȮɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÙÐÕÒÌÛɀÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÖ 

  do more trade than you do, Mr. Morton, with  

  àÖÜÙɯÕÈÜÎÏÛàɯÎÜÕÚȭɯ-ÖÞȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÚÛÐÍÍɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÚÚÌÕ- 

  ger, sir, but God knows how you missed them two  

  Plimoth boats just through here. More teeth than  

  àÖÜÙɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÙÌÎÐÔÌÕÛȭɯ.ÕɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÞÈàɯÕÖÙÛÏȮɯÈàÌȮ 

  to clap iron on your own inside -ÔÈÕɯÖɀɯÛÏÌɯÕÖÙÛÏ 

  country? His Honor, Mr. Edward Ashley?  

 

 AS OLDHAM TALK S ON, we see a trashy old fishing-station in Maine country 

ÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÐááÓÌËɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÛÙÈËÌÙɯ ÚÏÓÌàȮɯɁÍÙÐÚÒÐÕÎɂɯÕÈÒÌËɤËÙÜÕÒɯÞÐÛÏɯƗɯÚÛÈÕË-offish 

ABENAKI WOMEN, around a small crude maypole. Of 10 ABENAKI BRAVES here, 

we see 3 out-cold or sick with drink, 2 ot hers firing wild guns, and 5 watch all, angrily...  

 

OLDHAM  [continues]  

  8ÖÜÙɯÚÌÊÙÌÛɀÚɯÒÕÖÞÕȮɯ,Ùȭɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕȮɯÈÕËɯÈÐÕɀÛ 

  old Guvnah Little -Bill writ his letters home to  

  ÛÏÌɯÔÐÎÏÛàɯ"ÖÜÕÊÐÓɯÖɀɯ-ÌÞɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËȭɯ ÚÏ- 

  ÓÌàɀÚɯÈÓÓɯËÖÕÌȭɯ3ÏÌÔɯ2ÈÐÕÛÚɯÈÐÕɀÛɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÈÓÓow 

  ÕÖÕÌɯÖɀɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÙÙÌÎÜÓÈÙɯÛÙÈËÌɯÕÖɯÔÖÙÌȭɯ8ÌɯÏÈÝÌɯÛÖ 

  ÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȮɯÚÐÙȮɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯÏÌÙÌɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌ 

  ÖÜÙɯÕÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯÔÖËÌÓɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÐÈÕÚȭɯ+ÐÒÌɯÐÛɯÖÙɯÕÖÛȮɯÉà 

  )ÌÚÜÚȵɯ'ÌÙÌÈÉÖÜÛÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÊÙÌÌËȭɯ-ÖÞȮɯÖÕ 

  ÛÏÌɯÙÌÈÓɯÐÕÚÐËÌȮɯÚÐÙȳɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛɯ(ɀÔɯËÙàȭɯ3ÏÌÔɯ"ÏÖÚÌÕ 

  Few have just set their own names to the company 

  Ú×ÙÌÈËÚÏÌÌÛȭɯ2ÌÌȳɯ2ÐÎÕÐÕɀɯÜ×ɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕÈÓɯËÌÉÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÐÎ 

  ÎÐÝÌÚɯȿÌÔɯÒÌÌÕɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÐÛȭɯ,ÈËÈÔɯ)ÈÊÒ 

  .ÓËÏÈÔɀÚɯÊÙàÚÛÈÓɯÉÈÓÓɯÚÈÐÛÏȮɯ#ÌÉÛÖÙÚɀɯ/ÙÐÚÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÛȭ 

  So mark how fast Mr. Ashley got religion! Sends 

  ÏÐÚɯÍÈÛɯ ÉÌÕÈÒÐɯÉÌÈÝÌÙɯÏÖÔÌɯÊÈÙÌɯÖɀɯ!ÙÐÚÛÖÓɯ"ÐÛàȮɯ 

  ÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖɯÏÌÓ×ɯÛÖɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÔ×ÈÕà 

  store. My friend? A flea in me ear says, quit 

  ÞÏÐÓÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÈÏÌÈËȭɯȹ1ÜÉÚɯÏÐÚɯÕÖÎÎÐÕȺɯ,ÈËɯ)ÈÊÒ 

  ÒÕÖÞÚɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÐÕɯÐÛɯÐÚɯɁÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɂɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÖÕÎÙÌÎÈÛÐÖÕȭ 

 

 MORTON turns, thinking. He signals EDWARD to serve a round.  

 



TOMPSON  

  6ÌɀÙÌɯàÖÜÙɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚȮɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚȭɯ8ÖÜɯÒÕÖÞɯÚÖÔÌɯ 

  #ÜÛÊÏɯ×ÈÕÛÈÓÖÖÕÚɯÚÖÓËɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯÈɯÉÜÚÏÌÓɯÖɀÛÏÐÚ 

  (wampum), up from New Amsterdam on Hud - 

  ÚÖÕȭɯ-ÖÕÌɯÖɀàÖÜÙɯÕÌÙÝÌɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàÚɯÖɀÛÏÌ 

  countryȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɯ(ÕËÐÈÕÚɀÓÓɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÜ×ɯÛÖ 

  feel heap-ÉÐÎȮɯÕÖÛɯÈɯÎÜÕɯÛÖɯÎÐÝÌɯȿÌÔɯÚÈàɯÞÏÈÛɯ 

  goes here. The old switch, eh? But you see, 

  Thomas, those Dutch came here to tell the lot 

  ÖÍɯÜÚȮɯ*ÌÌ×ɯ.ÜÛɯÖÍɯɁÛÏÌÐÙɂɯÊÓÈÐÔɯÚÖÜÛÏÞÈÙËÚȭɯ2ÖȮ 

  a Plimoth Separatist has nowhere but this way to 

  turn, north, to find any trade not mucked up...  

 

BLACKSTONE  

  /ÜÛÚɯàÖÜÙɯÊÈÔ×ɯȿÛÞÐßÛɯÈÕËɯȿÛÞÌÌÕȭɯ#ÈÝÐËɀÚ 

  ÉÙÐÕÎÐÕɀɯÏÐÚɯÜ×-heah. 

 

MORTON  

  Yes, yes. Edward, more around. Home in the morning.  

 

OLDHAM  

  No need to hurràɯÛÏÌɯÌÝÌÕÐÕɀȵ 

 

 $#6 1#ɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÈÛɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÖɯ) "*ȰɯÈÕËɯ) "*ɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÈɯÓÖÖÒɯÖÍɯɁ-ÖÞȳɯ

#ÖɯÞÌɯËÈÙÌȳɂ 

 

 

SCENE 6 

 -ÌßÛɯÉÓÜÚÛÌÙàɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÉÖÈÛɯ×ÓÐÌÚɯÏÖÔÌȭɯ'ÌɯÍÈÊÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÌÙÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯ

book, EDWARD at tiller, JACK on the lines. The shallop scuds between rocky main 

shore and a small pretty islet of dunes and trees. 

 

EDWARD  

  Cape Anne, sir! (Suddenly he crumples.) Help 

  ÚÐÙȵɯ,ÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÉÐÓÌȮɯÍÌÌÓÚɯÓÐÒÌɯ(ɀÔɯÉÜÙÚÛȵɯ.ÏɯÔà 

  God! Please, put in, that island! Ohh! 

 

JACK  

  +ÖÖÒÚɯÉÈËɯÚÐÙȵɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÖÚÌ clouds south! 



 

MORTON  

  What? Where? (and EDWARD moans louder) 

 

 MORTON and JACK haul in the shallop: EDWARD struggles along. MORTON 

drives a stake to moor the boat. JACK crouches down over EDWARD, then turns: 

JACK  

  Mr. Morton! Might be...good service to  the 

  "ÖÜÕÊÐÓɯÛÖɯÚ×àɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÖÜÛȭɯ ÚɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÚÐÙȭɯ 

  2ÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÝÌÙɯÛÏÖÚÌɯËÜÕÌÚɯÞÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜȳ 

 

MORTON  

  (Drives the stake full -deep) Splendid thinking,  

  )ÈÊÒȵɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯËÐÎɯÚÏÌÓÓÍÐÚÏɯÈÕËɯ(ɀÓÓɯÔÈÒÌɯÏÐÔɯÈɯÉÙÖÛÏȭɯ 

  Smell rain. The other keg, Jack, and put up a tilt  

  ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÐÓȭɯ'ÖÞɯÕÖÞȮɯ$ËÞÈÙËȳɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖÜÓËȱ 

  6ÌÓÓȮɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÐÚȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÕÈÔÌɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȮɯÏÖÞɀÚɯÛÏÈÛȭ 

 

 EDWARD glares at Jack. Soon, a sandy MORTON delivers pails of quahogs/ 

ÊÓÈÔÚȮɯ) "*ɯÍÌÌËÚɯÈɯÍÐÙÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÐÓÖÙÚɀɯÛÌÕÛɯÈÕËɯ$#6 1#ɯÍÈÒÌÚɯÚÐÊÒȭɯ,.1TON 

stirs a broth, feeds EDWARD some. Now they all roast and eat, suck the shells, grab 

more, nod together at the goodness: MORTON clinks his cup to theirs, smiles as they 

toast and laugh uneasily. JACK and EDWARD guzzle, but not MORTON.  

 A heavy bronze sun rises from the sea. MORTON walks along pewter-blue 

waves among the birds. A great HAWK swoops over on its hunt and he waves his hat...  

 ) "*ɯÈÕËɯ$#6 1#ɯÚÕÖÙÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÓÛȭɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÉÖÖÛɯÒÐÊÒÚɯ$#6 1#ɀÚȭɯ

3ÏÌÕɯ) "*ɯÐÚɯÒÐÊÒÌËɯÈÞÈÒÌɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯ$#6 1#ɀÚɯÚÕÌÌÙɯÈÛ him.  

 

 (ÛɀÚɯÕÖÞɯÈɯÉÙÐÎÏÛɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÕÛÌÙɯÖÍɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛȭɯ ÛɯÐÛÚɯÉÐÎɯ

ÖÜÛËÖÖÙɯÛÈÉÓÌɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÙÖÜÎÏɯÍÐÕÐÚÏÌËɯÊÈÉÐÕÚɯ6(++( ,ɯÈÕËɯ).'-ɯÚÐÛɯÍÐßÐÕÎɯ)ÖÏÕɀÚɯÍÐËËÓÌȮɯ

as GILBERT and WALTER chat. EDWARD and JACK at the cook-fire fry some fish 

together---and a pistol -shot knocks the pan away. EDWARD screams, JACK louder: 

 

EDWARD  

  Jesus, Indians! 

 

 ,.13.-ɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÏÐÓÓɯɁËÙÌÚÚÌËɯÍÖÙɯ×ÖÞÌÙɂɯÐÕɯÉÌÚÛɯÏÈÛɤÊÖÈÛȮɯÚÞÖÙËɯÈÕËɯ

dagger, second pistol in sash. He draws his sword... 

 

MORTON  



  8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÞÐÚÏɯ(ÕËÐÈÕÚȵɯOn your knees too, 

  Jack-Ass of the Mysteries. Let me explain 

  this thing indenture. (He cuts the air and  

  EDWARD cringes.) Tell us, which ear leaks so 

  much of your brains? 

 

EDWARD  

  .ÏɯËÖÕɀÛɯÊÜÛɯÔÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯ2×ÈÕÐÈÙËȮɯ,Ùȭɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕ--- 

 

MORTON  

  (Stamps his foot in anger) What is it? Too good 

  for us infidels? A bit of prosperity on Earth not  

  what you ---Oh, what did I expect then. Argh!  

  6ÈÓÛÌÙȮɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÙÜÓÌɯÜÕËÌÙɯ5ÐÙÎÐÕÐÈɀÚɯÊÖËÌȮɯ 

  ÔÈÙÛÐÈÓɯÓÈÞɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÐÛȳ 

 

WALTER  

  For treason-talk alone, a knife thr ough the tongue. 

 

JACK  

  Mr. Morton! The Council --- 

 

MORTON  

  Shut up. Gentlemen of the jury. They conspired to 

  ÔÈÙÖÖÕɯÔÌȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯÚÛÙÐÒÌÚɯÈÛɯÈɯÔÈÕɀÚɯÓÐÍÌȭȭȭ 

 

EDWARD  

  Sir, Plim---They make you smell Hell!  

 

MORTON  

   ÏÏȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÊÏÈ×ȭɯ-ÖÞȮɯÉÌÏÌÈËÐÕÎȳ 

  Nn, not to your station. What would it change?  

  Shoot you then. Did you pick some nice plots for  

  yourselves when you shook hands over mine?  

  Servants die over here all the time. 

 

 MORTON draws his other pistol, cocks and aims at JACK. EDWARD and JACK 

scream, JOHN/ WILLIAM also: MORTON fires in the air, and JACK and EDWARD 

collapse. 

 



 

MORTON  

  Our host Many Arrows says, A man gets one  

  warning. (He stalks off to his cabin.)  

 

WALTER  

  (Up to follow) Please, ye poor Saints,  

  2Ì×ÈÙÈÛÐÖÕȵɯɁ"ÖÔÌɯÖÜÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÈÔÖÕÎɯÜÚȭɂ 

 

 He leaves them panting---)ÖÏÕɯÈÕËɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔɯÛÖÖȭɯ(ÕÚÐËÌɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÊÈÉÐÕɯÈÚɯÏÌɯ

rummages we see three chairs and table, mattress on a hewn frame, upright trunk for a 

ÉÖÖÒÚÏÌÓÍɯȹ&ÌÙÈÙËɀÚɯ'ÌÙÉÈÓȮɯ,ÈÊÊÏÐÈÝÌÓÓÐȮɯ"ÐÊÌÙÖȮɯ!ÐÉÓÌȮɯ/ÙÈàÌÙɯ!ÖÖÒȺȰɯÊÈÕËÓÌÚ, bottles, 

casks, fowling-guns, a blue-ÚÈÛÐÕɯÏÈÕÎÐÕÎɯÞÐÛÏɯÌÚÊÜÛÊÏÌÖÕɯɁ"ÓÐÍÍÖÙËɀÚɯ(ÕÕɂȰɯËÙàɯÏÌÙÉÚȮɯ

ÖËËɯÙÖÊÒÚȮɯÛÖÖÓÚȮɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚȮɯÑÜÕÒȭɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÚÐÓÝÌÙɯÍÓÈÚÒɯÈÚɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÕËɯÚÓÈÔÚɯÈɯÊÜ×ɯ

down. He fights to pour. With two gulps he touches his mass of parchment s; sits, 

trembles, calms; sees WALTER, offers a chair. He pours... 

 

WALTER  

  8ÖÜɯÞÌÕÛɯÌÈÚàȭɯ'Ö×ÌɯÐÛɯËÖÕɀÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒ 

  to haunt you.  

 

MORTON  

  Argh! Those town -boys are terrified every 

  way. Yeoman Edward ran errands for land - 

  Ú×ÌÊÜÓÈÛÖÙÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÏÖÔÌȭɯ'ÌɀÚ a sheep eats men. 

  A few dispossessed families is room for his  

  ÎÌÕÛÐÓÐÛàȭɯ ÕËɯ3ÏÌɯ&ÖÖËɯ%ÈÛÏÌÙɯ)ÈÊÒɯ.ɀ+ÈÕ- 

  tern, our misguided mystic. The more he prays  

  ÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÌɯàÖÜɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÏÐÔȭɯ6ÌÓÓȭɯ3ÖÔÖÙÙÖÞɯÞÌɀÓÓɯ 

  shoot duck, you and I, and win them back with  

  good meat. Drink with your mighty Sachem.  

  8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÔàɯÉÌÚÛȮɯ6ÈÓÛÌÙɯ!ÈÎÕÈÓÓȮɯÈÕËɯ(ɯÚÏÈÕɀÛɯ 

  forget when I see Ferdinando and The Council.  

  &ÖËɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÌÕɯ(ɀÓÓɯÎÌÛɯÏÖÔÌȭɯȹ#ÙÐÕÒÚȺɯ'ÖÔÌȭɯ 

  I wanted to help you boys when Captain Wol - 

  laston started turning you into cash. Ferdinando  

  told me in the map -room, Virginia kills half of  

  you. Tobacco. I was born to be a father. I loved  

  the Master of Studies at law in London. Made it  

  his life to care for us, country scarecrows. When 



  I was a blade I thought a good wife would find  

  me. Then these sheep ate the bottom out of 

  $ÕÎÓÈÕËɯÍÖÙɯØÜÐÊÒɯÚÏÐÓÓÐÕÎÚȭɯ3ÙÜÛÏɯÐÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÌ 

  ÍÐÙÚÛɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÞÖÙËɯÈÕÎÙàȭɯ(ɯÏÜÕÛɯÛÏÈÕÒÚ 

  ÛÖɯÔàɯÍÈÛÏÌÙȭɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÊÖÔÌɯÉÓÖÖËɯÖÍɯÔàɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɀÚ 

  side, picked Ü×ɯÛÏÌɯËÌÝÐÓɀÚɯÛÖÕÎÜÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÔȮ 

  Devon market -crowds, the May-fairs. Be a  

  balanced man, they said. Take your books out  

  into the dusty sunlight. She gave me this silver  

  ÍÓÈÚÒȭɯ,àɯÔÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯ×ÌÕÕÐÌÚȭɯ!ÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ(ɯÊÈÔÌɯÐÕÛÖ 

  ÕÖɯÓÈÕËÚȭɯ/ÖÖÙɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏȵɯ(Ûɀs hard, to want a home.  

  Well (he pours), God bless, and my elder brother  

  Abel. Hear Hear, Walter: To the Ancients: 

  Ɂ!ÌÈÙɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯÔÜÚÛȮɯÍÖÙÌÉÌÈÙɯÈÚɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕȯɯ%ÌÈÙɯ 

  nothing, hope for nothing, turn always the  

  ÚÈÔÌɯÍÈÊÌɯÛÖɯÍÖÙÛÜÕÌȭɂ 

 

 MORTON drinks,  looks heartsore-lonely, sings. WALTER joins: 

 

Unite, and unite---Now, let us unite 

For Summer is a-ÊÖÔÐÕɀɯÛÖËÈàȮ 

And whither we are going, we all will unite 

In the merry morning of Maaayyyy... 

 

WALTER  

  First time I saw you, you were singing that. On  

  deck when I came aboard the Unity. ...Whither are 

  we going, Mr. Morton?  

 

MORTON  

  ȹÈɯÏÈÕËɯÖÕɯ6ÈÓÛÌÙɀÚɯÈÙÔȺɯ6ÌÓÓȱ3ÏÌɯÞhither 

  means, the grave. We ÈÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎȱÉÌàÖÕËɯÛÏÌ 

  wilderness. Home. 

 

 ,.13.-ɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÜ×ɯ6ÈÓÛÌÙɀÚɯÏÈÕËȮɯÈÕËɯÚÓÐËÌÚɯÈɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÔÖÜÛÏȭ 

 

 As NATIVE MUSIC rises to a lively rhythm, we see along the autumn -colored 

back of Merrymount Hill: broad, dense, withered gardens of hilled corn, beans, squash, 

pumpkins; from which ALL SIX Morton -servants lug the last harvest-baskets up to 

storage. Just now MANY ARROWS, BIG WOLF, CRAZY BEAR, SEVEN THUMBS, 



BRAVE-$731 2ɯÍÐÓÌɯ×ÈÚÛɯÞÐÛÏɯËÌÌÙȮɯÍÖÞÓɯÖÕɯ×ÖÓÌÚȯɯÛÏÌàɯÓÈÜÎÏɯÈÛɯɁÞÖÔÌÕɀÚɯÞÖÙÒɂɯÈÚɯ

CRAZY mimics a curtsy -bow... 

 JACK, soaked by cold rain, bangs on a Neponset Village lodge: FIRE answers 

without a smile,  bids him in. JACK expects welcome but goes inside, and there sits 

CRAZY BEAR warm and dry, eating. As FIRE sits uncertainly, CRAZY stares at Jack; 

ÛÏÌÕɯÏÌɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÈɯÞÙàɯɁÉÐÎɯÞÌÓÊÖÔÌɂɯÛÖɯÖÜÛËÖɯ)ÈÊÒɯÏÖÞÌÝÌÙɯÏÌɯÊÈÕȭȭȭ 

 WILLOW, RIVER and SWEET GRASS show WALTER, JOHN and WILLIAM 

how to parch chestnuts and corn. ROCK and CHIKATAWBAK come up and share 

some; and ALL see FIRE and JACK walk by arm in arm, deep in conversation... 

 , -8ɯ 11.62ɯÈÕËɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɯÞÈÛÊÏɯ,.13.-ɯÙÌ×ÈÐÙɯÈɯÎÜÕɀÚɯÛÙÐÎÎÌÙȭɯ6ÐÛÏɯ

ɁÛÏÈÛɯÊÓÌÈÙȮɂɯ,ORTON reaches for his self-made snowshoes, botches both. BIG WOLF 

pounds the table laughing, but MANY ARROWS points right to the problems...  

 MORTON, EDWARD, GILBERT, JOHN mount a snowy trail with trap gear. 

Again they pass a NATIVE GROUP (EXTRAS and MANY  11.62Ⱥȭɯ Úɯ'ÌÓÓÖɀÚɯ×ÈÚÚɯ

ÈÓÖÕÎɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÛÏÌɯ- 3(5$ɯÔÌÕɯÛÈÒÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÞÖÔÌÕɀÚɯÏÈÕËÚȮɯÊÈÚÛɯÖÕÌɯÈÙÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯ

them etc. WILLOW goes by in a new white -satin-trim blanket meant for a boudoir. But 

MORTON and MEN gaze, gaze on the women passing by... 

 From ambush aÓÖÕÎɯÈɯÚÕÖÞàɯÛÙÈÐÓȮɯ, -8ɯ 11.62ɯÈÕËɯ!1 5$2ɯÍÐÙÌɯÎÜÕÚɀɯ

warning -shots against NARRAGANSETT BRAVES---who drop stolen baskets of corn, 

ÛÏÌɯ×ÖÈÊÏÌËɯÎÈÔÌɯÖÕɯ×ÖÓÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÍÓÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÜÕÚɀɯÈÞÍÜÓɯÌß×ÓÖÚÐÖÕÚȭȭȭ 

 MORTON sits puffing between CHIKATAWBAK and SEVEN THUMBS i n their 

steamy sweat-lodge. Now, we see the Neponset Village where NATIVE EXTRAS play 

ÈÕËɯÞÈÛÊÏɯɁ2ÕÖÞɯ2ÕÈÒÌÚɂɯȹ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÏÜÙÓɯÚÔÖÖÛÏɯÚÛÐÊÒÚɯËÖÞÕɯÈɯÚÕÖÞàɯÛÙÈÊÒȺȭɯ6(++.6Ȯɯ

RIVER, ROCK enjoy: ROCK nudges RIVER in the fun. FIRE comes up to point: ALL 

turn and laug h at MORTON ---who bursts naked steaming-red from the sweat-lodge 

and up a snowy hill. With MUSIC at its rhythm -peak, MORTON skids down into the 

snow, washes himself with it, jumps up exultant, steaming and turning in place, 

turning. His frosty breaths floa t among icy branches that sparkle in the trees. 

SCENE 7  

 A winter sunset: CRAZY BEAR with his hunting -bow steals along through 

snow-patched sand-dunes, the windy grass dull gold...  

 +(*$2ɯ 3'$ɯ %(1$ɯ ȹÞÈÙÔɯ ÐÕɯ ÉÌÈÝÌÙɯ ÈÕËɯ ÙÈÊÊÖÖÕȺɯ ÚÛÖÙÔÚɯ ÖÜÛɯ ÖÍɯ -Ì×ÖÕÚÌÛɀÚɯ

deserted Village for the shore. We see only one smoke from a lodge behind her, and 

JACK comes out pulling on a black bearskin. 

 

FIRE 

  Normal people winter up country. They told me,  

  ËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÏÌàɯȹ×ÜÓÓÚɯÈÛɯÏÌÙɯÏÈÐÙȺȭɯ.ÏȮɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÊÈÔ×Ȯɯ 

  along our stream that talks all year! My cedar trees  



  ÛÏÈÛɯÉÌÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÚÕÖÞȮɯÞÏÌÙÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÞÈÙÔȮɯÈÕËɯ 

  breathe good air, and hear your heart. No! So I  

  stay here, freezing, because you have to live in  

  ÖÕÌɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɯɁ3ÌÈÊÏɯÔÌȮɂɯàÖÜɯÚÈàȭɯ8ÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÞÌɯ 

  have secrets to make a man like Many Arrows.  

  Then you want passion, and after that, you snore!  

  You forget what you wanted to know, and I get  

  an English look to hate me. So go home. I was 

  ÛÖÓËȵɯ3ÏÌàɯÛÖÓËɯÔÌȮɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÏÌàȵ 

 

JACK  

  Likes The Fire, Likes The Fire, hate you never!  

  (ɯÒÕÖÞȮɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞȵɯ(ɀÔɯÚÐÊÒɯÐÕɯÔàɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛȭɯ'ÈÓÍɯÈɯ 

  monk, half a pirate and all a nothing nowhere.  

  Wait! I try. I lose myself because your country  

  is so big, and your spirit....England is dead! I  

  conjure, I am what my life is, here, now ---Argh!  

  All English are liars! Kill all fanatics! This is  

  the wilderness....What am I... 

 

FIRE 

  Argh! I liked his hair.  

 

 FIRE climbs a dune, sits. Stars and planets shine. JACK below watches her 

breathe, then climbs; and she takes his head in her lap. 

 

JACK  

  -ÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÜÚɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÌɀÙÌɯËÖÐÕÎɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ 

  (ÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÍÜÊÒÐÕÎɯÔÖÕÌàȭɯ(ɯÍÌÌÓɯÚÐÊÒɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯ 

  ÛÐÔÌȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÔàɯɁÏÜÔÖÙȭɂɯ(ɯÞÌÕÛɯÛÖɯÈɯÊÜÕÕÐÕÎɯ 

  man in London once. My humor is Mercury,  

  cold, and dry, melancholic he said. Mer- 

  curies lose their bodies. I bought his book... 

 

FIRE 

  Our book we have for no money. The sky...is  

  the great river. See the millions coming out.  

  They flow across the great Forever, the Great  

  Mystery ---and all together, as they traveled  

  in life. I will travel with them one day. It is a  



  great comfort, Jack. Look. To be one of them... 

 

JACK  

  I watch Mr. Morton. He lives a prayer. America  

  can answer him. He wants just one beautiful  

  bird to come and grace his momentary life.  

  He wants his happiness to touch yours, for no  

  reason. Why do I rape everything? I must find  

  the world, Likes The Fire, the world without me,  

  that lives like him, happy, whole, like you,  

  beyond my grubby fingers! Can you even thin k 

  what a Prison is? The most horrible place---and  

  ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÖÕÌɯÊÈÓÓÌËɯ+ÖÕËÖÕȭɯ ɯÊÐÛàȰ 

  ÈÕËɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÐÔÈÎÐÕÌȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÉÖÙÕɯÐÕɯÈ 

  prison. All I remember is hunger...  

 

FIRE 

  (Stands up, stalks off) And my mother Woman  

  of the Rock has hopes for us. Who taught you not 

  to trust The Creator? I would burn a book that hurts.  

 

JACK  

  I wanted my life to mean something in  

  &ÖËɀÚɯÌàÌÚ---What? Wait, Rock said that,  

  about me? At least somebody thinks you 

  love me. And Crazy Bear. He has hopes too:  

  my head, your bed. Strong. An honest man... 

 

 %(1$ɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÚÈàÚɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÚÐÔ×ÓàɯÓÖÚÐÕÎɯÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛȭɯ) "*ɯÙÜÚÏÌÚɯÜ×ȮɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÏÌÙɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯ

and holds her as warmly as he can: 

 

JACK  

  Fire! Hear my heart then. I read bad books 

  because my masters told me not to. But they 

  were good books---Ficino, Mirandola, the  

  drinking songs, ÛÙÈÛÛÈÛÐɯËɀÈÔÖÙÌ. Sex and  

  Spirit one, I mean. Likes The Fire, imagine  

  what we can build here in each other.  

  Imagine---a kiss between us full of God,  

  Ambrosia,  Life-$ÛÌÙÕÈÓȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÊÖÜÕÛÙà 



  wants to be. Everything I know confuses me,  

  but not you! Most our men want wives, but they  

  ÞÖÕɀÛɯÚÏÐ×ɯÏÖÔÌȮɯÕÖÙɯ(ȭɯ+ÐÒÌÚɯ3ÏÌɯ%ÐÙÌȮɯÏÖÞɯËÖɯ 

  Americans marry? 

 

FIRE 

  There is much to confuse a person. Crazy Bear  

  is a medicine brother. He understands the offer- 

  ings, those together we make first... 

 

 JACK turns away. FIRE looks upward again, and all around:  

 

FIRE 

  Come, Jack. You are here. My mothers have  

  faced it. I want to live my days to their honor.  

  Look up there, yellow -ÏÌÈËȭɯ(ÛɯÐÚȱÛÖɯÉÌɯÐÕɯ 

  harmony with so much. Nobody is born with  

  serpents on their arms... 

 

 ) "*ɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÏÖ×ÌȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÞÈÓÒɯÖÍÍɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙȱ 

 

 2ÖÖÕɯÐÛɯÐÚɯÚÜÕÙÐÚÌȯɯ"1 98ɯ!$ 1ɯÊÓÐÔÉÚɯÈɯËÜÕÌɀÚɯÊÙÌÚÛɯÈÕËɯÉÌÏÖÓËÚɯÛÏÌɯÊÓÖÜËàɯ

coast. He gazes over wide empty waves and grasses, and slams down his bow and 

rabbits: 

CRAZY BEAR  

 All night. Where are they! Do I want to  

 know? Do I need to see him top her to  

 understand? These gnats, these English 

 are not going to die off, River! Fire  

 cannot want somebody whose hair is like  

 dry grass! (He weeps and rips up two tufts:  

 ÕÌßÛɯÏÌɯÒÕÖÞÚȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÙÌ-plant  

 them.) What did I hurt you for? Great  

 Mystery, free me! Help me to help! Let her  

 use me like a shield! 

 

The beach looks empty. 

CRAZY  BEAR 

 6ÌɯËÙÈÕÒɯÈÕËɯËÙÈÕÒɯÖÜÙɯÚÏÈÔÈÕÚɀɯÉÐÛÛÌÙɯ 

 waters till our stomachs cast up blood.  



 And you showed me my name! Nothing  

 can conquer this. She and I were born to  

 dream the world. A man alone breaks in  

 pieces! Oh, Likes The Fire, years and years! 

 What am I then. 

 

CRAZY BEAR sees a small neat pile of stones where people leave prayers. He 

ÍÐÕËÚɯÈɯÚÛÖÕÌȮɯ×ÓÈÊÌÚɯÐÛȮɯÉÜÛɯÎÌÛÚɯÈÕÎÙàɯÈÕËɯÒÐÊÒÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯ×ÐÓÌɯËÖÞÕȭɯ'ÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯ

believe his own behavior, writhes as if maddened by flies, wipes his eyes and 

makes two fists:  

 

CRAZY BEAR  

 The answer to pain is vision. If You will  

 not come to me... 

 

 Ɂ, #ɯ) "*ɂɯ.+#' ,ɯÎÈÛÏÌÙÚɯÏÐÚɯÊÓÈÔ-buckets and shoves his dory-

ÉÖÈÛɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÜËÍÓÈÛÚɀɯÚÏÈÓÓÖÞÚȭɯ'ÌɯÚÌÌÚɯÈɯÍÐÎÜÙÌɯȹ"1 98ɯ!$ 1ȺɯÙÜÕÕÐÕÎɯ

toward him, and gets his pistol,  cocks it behind his back as CRAZY approaches. 

Each raises one open hand.  

 

OLDHAM  

 &ÖÖËɯËÈàɯÕÖÞȮɯ-ÌÛÖ×ȭɯ-Ì×ÖÕÚÌÛɯÈÐÕɀÛɯàÌȳɯ 

 Jack Oldham, Netop Chikatawbak. Got  

 àÌÙɯ2ÈÊÏÌÔɀÚɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÛÖɯÊÈÔ×ɯÛÏÈÛɯÚ×ÐÛɯÖɀÚÈÕË 

 àÖÕËÌÙȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÖÖÙɯÞÐÍÌɯÈÕËɯàÖÜÕÎɀÜÕÚȭȭȭ 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

 (Sees the fear.) You carry Waters of Life for 

 Sachems. Not even Morton trades that, not 

 for three beaver. We know you, Mad Jack! 

 (Tries to look dangerous) Give me a keg of 

 Nectar? Six beaver. 

 

OLDHAM  

 A keg would kill a cast -iron Irish. You  can 

 lay your paws on six fat beaver? 

 

 "1 98ɯ!$ 1ɯÕÖËÚɯÎÙÈÝÌÓàȮɯÉÜÛɯÚÌÌÚɯÐÛɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȭɯ'ÌɯÚÌÛÚɯÏÐÚɯÍÙÌÌɯÏÈÕËɯ

on the knife at his side; but its strap snaps and he has to pick it up. OLDHAM 

sees smudges of his tears...  



 

OLDHAM  

 Well, tell you what. My  ÊÈÔ×Ȯɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈɯÉÖÛÛÓÌɯ 

 ÖɀɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÚÛȭɯ.ÕÌɯÉÖÛÛÓÌɯÖɀÛÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÒÌÎȭɯ 

 6ÌɀÓÓɯÔÈÒÌɯÈɯÕÐÊÌɯ×È×ÌÙɯÍÖÙɯÐÛɯÈÕËɯËÙÐÕÒɯ 

 to the deal. Six beaver by new moon, that 

 ÏÌÓ×ɯàÖÜɯÖÜÛȳɯ%ÈÐÙɀÚɯÍÈÐÙȭɯ 

 

 OLDHAM uncocks his pistol and shows it with a cracked laugh. CRAZY 

!$ 1ɯÓÖÖÒÚɯɁÐÕɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËɂɯÉÜÛɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÜÛȭɯ'ÌɯÍÓÐÕÎÚɯÏÐÚɯÉÖÞɯÈÕËɯÙÈÉÉÐÛÚɯ

in the dory and starts to shove along. 

 

OLDHAM  

 So what is your pagan name, anyhow. 

 

 

 

 

SCENE 8 

 The rolling forest -country of deep-inland New England fills with fat white 

snowflakes. A HAWK dives on a running vole. A BUCK with big antlers drives three 

Doe ahead of him, tosses his head. Faint NATIVE MUSIC of Ceremony rises, as now we 

ÚÌÌɯÈɯɁÉÖÛÛÖÔɂɯËÌÌ×ɯÉÌÛÞÌÌÕɯÛÞÖɯÏÐÓÓÚȮɯÈɯÙÖÊÒàɯÚÛÙÌÈÔɯÈÕËɯÕÐÕÌɯÉÈÙÒɯÓÖËÎÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ

smokes rising. NEPONSET EXTRAS do chores of Winter Camp. A Deer-Drive is on, 

with Ancestor -ceremonies too. But we see that six other lodges are empty. 

 CHILDREN point excitedly to deer -ÛÙÈÊÒÚɯÈÕËɯ1."*ɯÚÔÐÓÌÚȮɯɁÔÈÒÌÚɯÈÕÛÓÌÙÚɂɯÖÕɯ

her head. SEVEN THUMBS/SWEET GRASS open a lodge-roof to bright day. WILLOW 

and RIVER pound chestnuts in wooden mortars, pinch some out to the CHILDREN...  

 MANY ARROWS and BIG WOLF with EXTRA HUNTERS talk and point up a 

valley that narrows and down -slopes toward them. With them are MORTON and dog, 

ALL his men except JACK and EDWARD; Planters MAVERICK, BLACKSTONE, 

)$%%1$82ɯÈÕËɯ3.,/2.-ȭɯ Úɯ, -8ɯ 11.62ɯÚÐÎÕÚɯɁ#ÌÌÙɂɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÔȮɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɯ

gestures the layout of this Deer Drive using the valley as a trap. Now, ALL of these 

×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÊÏÖ×ɯÈÕËɯÛÙÐÔɯÉÙÈÕÊÏÌÚɯÍÖÙɯɁÍÌÕÊÌɂɯ×ÐÊÒÌÛÚȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÈÙÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÒɯÖÍɯÉÜÐÓËÐÕÎɯÈɯ

ÏÜÎÌɯɁ5ɂɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÝÈÓÓÌà-sides: others set up pine-ÉÖÜÎÏɯÏÜÕÛÌÙÚɀɯÉÓÐÕËÚɯÈÛɯ

the Kill -place. NATIVE CAST wear signs of ceremony, ashes on brows, fresh paint, 

blood-ÚÔÜËÎÌÚɯÛÖɯÈ××ÌÈÚÌɯÛÏÌɯɁ*ÌÌ×ÌÙÚɂɯÖr Spirits of the Game. MORTON and some 

wear holly -berries, pine-sprigs... 

 MORTON and SAM MAVERICK stroll the pretty stream, warm in their displays 



of furs, cradling guns. They pass NATIVE EXTRAS and CAST who dance, watch, shake 

rattles: an Elder MALE, before an antlered Deer-skull on a post, casts corn-meal on a 

smoky fire... 

 

MAVERICK  

  ȹ"ÏÌÞÚɯ×Ð×ÌȺɯ3ÏÌàɯËÖÕɀÛɯÈÚÒɯÌÝÌÙàÉÖËàɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌ 

  ÈÕɯÖÍÍÌÙÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÊÈÔ×Ȯɯ3ÖÔȭɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈɯ6ÐÕÕÈà- 

  too now, a man of substance. God bless, nobody  

  àÌÛɀÚɯËÖÕÌɯÚÜÊÏɯÈɯÛÙÈËÌȭɯ!ÜÛɯàɀÒÕÖÞȳɯ2ÈàɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ 

  people hand you such a profit for the Council  

  ÎÜÕÚȭɯ.ÏȮɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯÕÌÌËɯÛÙÌÈÛɯȿÌÔɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÕÖÞȭɯ 

  !ÜÛɯÍÈÐÛÏȮɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÎÜÐÓÛàɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÐÛȭɯ3ÏÌ 

  ÈÕÐÔÈÓÚȮɯàɀÒÕÖÞȭɯ6ÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÈɯÚÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯȿÌÔ 

  bloody in th e snow, Tom. Ships and tanners  

  ËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÊÈÙÊÈÚÚȭɯ!ÌÈÝÌÙɯÌÈÛÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÓÈÔÉɯÉÜÛɯ 

  ÛÏÌÚÌɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÌÈÛɯÐÛȭɯɁ6ÌɯÈÙÌɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯ!ÌÈÝÌÙɀÚɯ 

  !ÙÖÛÏÌÙÚȵɂɯÚÈàÚɯÖÕÌɯÈÛɯÔàɯÏÖÜÚÌȭɯ(ÔÈÎÐÕÌȵ 

 

MORTON  

  Mm. It was Seven Thumbs invited me. No  

  ÏÈÙÔȭɯ ɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÖÍɯÈÚÏÌÚɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÛÖÖ Catholic. 

 

MAVERICK  

  Those drums get into your bones. Feel that,  

  Morton. They breathe how we feel in church.  

  6ÏÈÛÌÝÌÙɯÐÛɯÐÚȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÖ××ÖÚÐÛÌɯÖÍɯ2Ì×ÈÙÈÛÐÚÔȭɯ 

  Did they smudge your sins away? Many  

   ÙÙÖÞÚɯÚÈàÚȮɯɁ#ÖÕɀÛɯËÖɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯÉÌÈÙɯÉÈËɯ 

  Ú×ÐÙÐÛÚȭɂɯ&ÖÛɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÚɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȮɯ3ÖÔȳ 

 

MORTON  

  Only for you, from this (his flask).  

 

 As MORTON and MAVERICK drink, we see: (1) MORTON in summer clothes 

ÊÓÜÉÚɯÈɯÛÙÈ××ÌËɯÖÛÛÌÙɯÛÖɯËÌÈÛÏȰɯȹƖȺɯ'ÌɯÊÙÈÔÚɯ ÜÛÜÔÕɀÚɯÍÈÛɯÎÙÈ×ÌÚɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÔÖÜÛÏȰɯȹƗȺɯ6Ìɯ

ÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛɀÚɯDeer-Skull pole, with smoky tobacco/sweet grass offerings; and (4) 

MORTON, here, turns back to gaze on this face of death and life... 

MORTON  

  My turn will come. Sam? Argh, just that Edward  

  Gibbons. I pay off his indenture, and he winters  



  at Plimoth.  Sent him there with a Christmas tip  

  that they should find their way up here. Separa - 

  ÛÐÚÔȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÌß×ÌÊÛɯÛÖɯÓÌÈÙÕȮɯ 

  huddled up around parched corn and Exodus.  

  Plimoth must be 180 souls now, across the Jordan... 

 

MAVERICK  

  Into The Promised Land! And a wail went up  

  among the Canaanites. Oh! Here, this came in  

  my Fall mail. (He digs out a pamphlet, we see  

  3(3+$ɯ/ &$ȭȺɯ'ÖÞɀÚɯàÖÜÙɯ%ÙÌÕÊÏȳɯɁ3ÏÌɯ 

  3ÏÌÈÛÙÌɯÖÍɯ-Ì×ÛÜÕÌɂɯÐÛɯÚÈàÚȭɯ ɯÔÈÚØÜÌɯÕÖɯÓÌÚÚȮɯ 

  by some French lawyer-planter name of Lescar- 

  bot. Look, it says they staged this here, 20 years  

  ago. Fancy! Songs, dances, revels. Them French,  

  they know the old red -/ÏÖÌÕÐÊÐÈÕɯÛÖÜÊÏɯÖɀÉÜÚÐ- 

  ness eh? All hail the well-greased palm of thy  

  neighbor. Under this sign, conquer ! 

 

 MORTON gazes on the Deer-Skull, on the pamphlet... 

 Amid the ONGOING MUSIC (Drums, Rattles, Keening Voices), we see SEVEN 

THUMBS and SWEET GRASS bring MORTON out from his friends, and along a path of 

snow-shadowed quiet. They pass mysterious low round burial hillocks, and between 

two great boulders carved with Serpent -eyes and mouths, EXTRAS make smoky 

offerings, gifts of thanks and appeal. MORTON grows grave, and takes off his hat as if 

ÐÕɯÊÏÜÙÊÏɯËÌÚ×ÐÛÌɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓËȱ 

 They lead MORTON up an incline that b rightens as they go. SEVEN THUMBS/ 

SWEET GRASS first reach a clearing at the base of a low hill: they join TWO CROWDS 

of EXTRAS, and many EXTRAS are NIPMUC, NARRAGANSETT and OTHER 

ɁÊÖÜÚÐÕÚȭɂɯ,.13.-ɯ×ÈÜÚÌÚɯÈÚɯ ++ɯÈÛÛÌÕËɯ1."*ɯȹÐÕɯÉÓÈÊÒɯÍÈÊÌ-paint, feather-mantle, 

ÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÈɯɁÚÛÙÈÕÎÌÙɀÚɂɯÓÖÖÒȺɯÈÕËɯ"'(* 3 6! *ɯȹÉÓÈÊÒɯÞÖÓÍ-robes, a startling white 

face with Clan-tattoos in red), at ceremonies here.  

 Light snow falls: The EXTRAS are filing past ROCK to give things, each one she 

lays within a small rocky crevice be hind her in the hillside. Tobacco burns all around. A 

PEQUOT MAN brings a polished Thunderbird of silver mica; others, exotic shells, locks 

of hair, bright -ÚÛÖÕÌɯÎÖÙÎÌÛÚȮɯÊÙÈÍÛÌËɯÉÖÞÚȮɯØÜÐÝÌÙÚȮɯÉÈÎÚȮɯÞÈÔ×ÜÔȮɯÈɯÊÏÐÓËɀÚɯÉÈÎɯÖÍɯ

chestnuts... 

 CHIKATAWBAK facin g the hill lifts both arms, cries out, shakes rattles hard: 

ROCK and OTHERS lift their palms to the hill with solemn clamor:  

 



ROCK  

  Powers, Mothers and Fathers, behold these  

  children! Your ways we shall see! Work with us,  

  Work with us, Work with us!  Every honor we have, 

  we give---Give you back! 

 

 MORTON shivers, shuts his eyes for a vision. ROCK waits. MORTON steps up, 

ÒÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÛÖɯÖÍÍÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÏÌÚÐÛÈÛÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÏÖÖËɤÉÌÓÓÚɯÍÖÙɯÏÐÚɯËÌÚÐÙÌËɯ'ÈÞÒȱ 

MORTON  

  This country gives us life. New life, every man  

  of us. (Turns in place once, arms high to all.)  

  Thank you, for this home! And now ---Well, it  

  seems not to be. With this, my friends, I thank  

  you; and God---The Great Mystery! 

 

 ROCK, CHIKATAWBAK look pleased: EXTRAS answer with a gentle rattling, as 

1."*ɯÏÈÕÎÚɯÖÕÌɯÚÛÙÐÕÎɯÖÍɯ×ÜÙ×ÓÌɯÞÈÔ×ÜÔɯÙÖÜÕËɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÕÌÊÒȭ 

  

 2ÜËËÌÕÓàɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÈɯÓÈÙÎÌɯËÈÙÒɯ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯÓÖËÎÌ---and follow wildly -dodging 

CRAZY BEAR as he fights to get away from MANY ARROWS, at him hard with a stick. 

BIG WOLF (face with ashes etc.) blocks the door with a big steel knife... 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  You dog, you dog, you steal? From a Neponset?  

  From the man made you family? (Stick breaks;  

  kicks him etc.) I never in my life kicked a man.  

  You dog, cry over a woman! In the sight of our  

  Dead you puke white man liquor? (He grabs  

  another stick.) People say you talk with the En- 

  glish Manitou. I am The Devil, his brother!  

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  ,ÈÕàɯ ÙÙÖÞÚɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛ---There was no other  

  answer, Big Wolf help! I can get your skins back! 

 

 MANY ARROWS is in rage but wipes tears off: BIG WOLF comes up to say 

$ÕÖÜÎÏȭɯ, -8ɯ 11.62ɀɯÉÖËàɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÌÛÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÊÖÔÍÖÙÛɯ"1 98ɯÖÙɯÞÏÈÛȭɯ'Ìɯ

ÚÌÌÚɯ!ÐÎɯ6ÖÓÍɀÚɯ!ÌÈÝÌÙ-tattoo, grabs and turns the big knife on him:  

MANY ARROWS  

  What about you, Greedy Gut! Why not sell them  



  the flesh of your family? (Pokes the tattoo) You  

  tried to help River, because you had nobody. 

  And now you find her too much in our world  

  for this new one you make with English. Stay!  

  Do I care, Greedy Gut? Only because I see you,  

  !ÐÎɯ6ÖÓÍȮɯÐÕɯÔàɯ6ÐÓÓÖÞɀÚɯÌàÌÚȭɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɯÓÐÝÌɯÚÐÕÊÌɯ 

  the first time I find you on her tongue --- 

 

BIG WOLF  

  Is it because you are Red Chief of all 20 Neponset 

  braves? Because I have cousins now to scatter you? 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  Because this moment I am merciful! (Throws knife,  

  it sticks in a post: now to CRAZY) You have men  

  to help you. You are always alone, why? If you  

  want her, challenge Jack and rip his scalp off.  

  What do you think this brings home? Pequot am - 

  bassadors outside. They can lift an arm and rule  

  their river to this sea. What do I say, Crazy Bear?  

  Ɂ.ÜÙɯÔÈÕàɯÉÙÈÝÌÚɯÈÙÌɯÏÖÔÌȮɯÓÖÝÌÚÐÊÒȳɂɯȹ$7(3Ⱥ 

 

BIG WOLF  

  (Fetches knife, steps over CRAZY) In you, I had a  

  son again. We all have our ways for---you called it  

  an empty thing, here (his chest). By time the ships 

  come back, I want six good beaver, like you took 

  from my stores. Seven, if you care what you did.  

 

 BIG WOLF walks out: CRAZY BEAR has hit bottom.  

 

 Now we see MORTON and ENGLISH CAST at log -seat lunch around a fire: 

JOHN and WILLIAM fill cups. NATIVE EXTRAS have circles too...  

 BLACKSTONE nudges MORTON to look yonder. We see a large upland 

hunting -lodge fit for Sachems. Before it, MANY ARROWS, SEVEN THUMBS, 

"'(* 3 6! *ɯ ÈÕËɯ 1."*ɯ ȹÐÕɯ ÛÏÌÐÙɯ ɁÉÌÚÛɂȺɯ ÞÌlcome delegations inside. Two 

NIPMUC MEN (with hair -knots, beaver mantles) go in; two NARRAGANSETT MEN 

(one with all -red face paint), and three PEQUOT males (wealthy, with Mohawk styles)...  

 Last to go in is Pequot Sachem TATOBEM: proud and muscular at 50, tattooed 

arms outside his moose-robe, showing his bright -silver gorget with Dutch heraldry at 



his collarbones, purple wampum. TATOBEM is every bit the reigning Supreme Sachem. 

BLACKSTONE  

  Bloody Whitehall. Look at Rock and Chikataw - 

  bak play the stringÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÚ×ÖÙÛɯÈÕɀɯÛÖÉÈÊÊÖȭɯ3ÏÈÛ 

  ÍÌÓÓÈÏɀÚɯÕÈÔÌɯÐÚɯ3ÈÛÖÉÌÔȭɯ/ÌØÜÖÛȮɯÞÖÙÚÛɯÖÍɯȿÌÔ 

  all twixt Mohawk and the sea. They run the Con - 

  ÕÌÊÛÐÊÜÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÉÈÕÒȮɯÈÕËɯ×ÓÈàɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÌÌ×ÐÕɀɯ#ÜÛÊÏɯ 

  ÍÖÙɯÉÖàÚȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÑÖÒÐÕɀɯÏÐÔȮɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚȭɯ8ÌɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ 

  ÖÓËɯ,ÈÚÚÈÚÖÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÛɯÔÌÕɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÏÐÚɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏȭɯ 

  Hear-tell 26 villages send that fellah what he  

  whistles. Mahk you the red -faced one? That was 

  ,ÐÈÕÛÖÕÖÔÖȮɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯÙÖàÈÓɯÚÖÕȭɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛȮɯÏÌɀÚɯ 

  -ÈÙÙÈÎÈÕÚÌÛÛȮɯÈÕËɯ/ÌØÜÖÛɀÚɯÖÓËɯÍÐÎÏÛÐÕɀɯÞÖÙËÚɯÛÖɯ 

  them. Now t ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÏÌÈÏɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÚÔÖÒÌȳ 

 

 ,.13.-ɯÛÈ×ÚɯÏÐÚɯÊÏÐÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯɁ-Ì×ÛÜÕÌɂɯ×ÈÔ×ÏÓÌÛɯÈÕËɯÎÈáÌÚɯÈÕÌÞɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ

Deer-Skull pole. WE now see ALL the above NATIVE LEADERS inside the great lodge, 

passing carefully a foot-long stone pipe carved with spiraling serpents...  

MO RTON  

  ȹ2ÛÈÕËÚɯÜ×ɯÈÔÐËɯÓÜÕÊÏȺɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏɯ 

  to learn. How many days this Connecticut.  

  How do they hold it together. How press it in  

  àÖÜÙɯÈÙÔÚȮɯÔàɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÓÐÒÌɯàÖÜÙɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÓÖÖÒɯ 

  over the last hill of wilderness, out of bondage  

  into ÛÏÌɯÓÈÕËȭȭȭ6ÏàȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈÕɯÐÕÚ×ÐÙÈÛÐÖÕɯÍÖÙɯ2×ÙÐÕÎȭȭȭ 

 

JEFFREYS 

  (Haggard in his coon-ÏÈÛȺɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛɯÐÛɯÈÐÕɀÛɯ%ÌÉÙÜ- 

  ary! (ALL LAUGH, as JACK joins them) What ho,  

  ÐÛɀÚɯ'È××àɯ)ÈÊÒɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȵɯ"ÖÔÌɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÉÓÖÖËÌË 

  a-ÏÜÕÛÐÕɀȮɯ2ØÜÈÞ-man? 

 

MORTON  

  -ÖÞɯÕÖÞȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÈÙÙàÐÕÎɯ 

  up the trade. Shave a shilling and you bring down  

  hordes of untamed mother -in-law. No Newgate  

  needed, boys. 

JACK  

  ȹ ÚÏÌÚɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÉÙÖÞȺɯ)ÌÍÍÙÌàÚȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯ 

  àÖÜÙÚȮɯÈÛɯÓÌÈÚÛȭɯȹ'ÌɯÔÈÒÌÚɯÈɯɁÑÌÙÒ-oÍÍɂɯÎÌÚÛÜÙÌȭȺ 



 

JEFFREYS 

  ȹ+ÈÜÎÏÚɯÈÚɯ ++ɯÞÏÖÖ×ɯÐÛɯÜ×Ⱥɯȿ+ÌÈÚÛɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ 

  ÚÏÌɯÎÖÌÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯËÈÙÒȵɯ-ÖɯÞÏÐÕÐÕɀɯÕÌÐÛÏÌÙȵ 

 

 The Deer-Drive starts. TWO GROUPS each of 25 people (CAST/EXTRAS) go 

opposite ways out of camp, BIG WOLF with one, MORTON/SEVEN THUMBS the 

other. Each hikes some miles quietly, then turns to clack sticks, sing and shout the way 

back; where MANY ARROWS with ALL GUESTS wait half -hidden, arms ready. Men 

show off the guns: men with bows watch them touch -light their fuses... 

 6ÌɯɁËÙÐÝÌɯËÖÞÕÏÐÓÓɂɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȮɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌɯÈɯÉÈËÎÌÙɯÈÕËɯÛÜÙÒÌàÚȮɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÎÈÔÌɯ

slip through pickets; but DEER like those above hear noise coming and turn down -

valley. Now we see MANY ARROWS and HUNTERS let rabbits and game through the 

#ÙÐÝÌɀÚɯɁ5ɂɯÍÖÙɯ!.82ɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÖÞÚɯÉÌÏÐÕËȭɯThe DEER begin to find themselves near the 

Kill -point, some bolt through, and MANY ARROWS fires his gun and drops the first. 

3ÏÌɯ#$$1ɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÚÓÈÔÚɯÛÖɯÌÈÙÛÏȮɯÛÖÕÎÜÌɯÖÜÛȭȭȭ 

 The Kill goes on: NATIVE LEADERS together here enjoy the plenty reaped by 

people, though PEOPLE are solemn and beckon ROCK with burning sweet-grass, 

before they butcher. And now, while ALL are taken with this, a SINGLE DOE bolts 

unlooked -ÍÖÙɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯɁ5ɂɯÈÕËɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÔÐËÚÛȭɯ/$./+$ɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÛÖɯÊÏÌÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯ

suddenly JACK (gun) and CRAZY BEA R (bow) are in a dead-heat after it. Each falls, 

ÔÖÊÒÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÍÈÓÓɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÛÌÈÙɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÖËÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯ#ÖÌȭ 

 We see the Doe trapped on a dead-end above a rocky waterfall. She jumps into 

boulders and breaks a leg, washes tumbling away. CRAZY BEAR screams frustration 

ÈÕËɯÍÐÎÏÛÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÙÜÚÏɯÛÖɯÍÖÓÓÖÞȭɯ) "*ɯÚÛÈÕËÚɯÚÛÈÙÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÛÌÙÍÈÓÓɀÚɯÊÙÜÚÏÐÕÎɯ

power.  

 

 

 

SCENE 9 

 The Winter waterfall changes slowly to a Spring -ÛÐÔÌɯÖÕÌȭɯ ÕËɯÕÖÞɯÞÌɀÙÌɯ

looking straight up into the sunny branches of an 80 -ft. pine ÛÙÌÌȭɯ6Ìɯ'$ 1ɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎɀÚɯ

ÉÐÙËÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÈɯÙÐÚÐÕÎɯÏÜÔÈÕɯÕÖÐÚÌÚɯÖÍɯÞÖÙÒɯÈÕËɯ×ÓÈàȮɯÈɯÉÙÖÒÌÕɯɁÞÈÙÔ-Ü×ɯÔÜÚÐÊɂɯ

ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÖÓË-English and Native trying together. We hear the chop -chop, chop-chop of two 

ÈßÌÚɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÙÌÌȮɯÈÕËɯÉÐÙËÚɯËÈÙÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÐÛÚɯÉÙÈÕÊÏÌÚȭȱ+(5$+8ɯ,42(C shows us these 10 

scenes: 

 (1) MORTON/SEVEN THUMBS chop at the tree amid a great mixed crowd of 

 ++ɯ" 23ɯÌßÊÌ×Ûɯ$#6 1#ȰɯÉÜÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÛÏÌɯɁ+ÖÕÌɯ/ÓÈÕÛÌÙÚɂɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÐÚɯÐÕɯÙÌÚ×ÌÊÛÐÝÌɯ

holiday regalia, paint, costumes as below. 



 (2) SWEET GRASS/WILLOW spill a huge basket of silver herring next to 

GILBERT and WILLIAM chest -deep in a baking-×ÐÛȭɯ6ÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔɯ).'-ɯÍÐÓÓÚɯÎÙÌÌÕɯɁÚÈÊÒɂɯ

bottles with home brew, as MANY ARROWS gives WALTER a prime rack of deer -

antlers... 

 (3) MORTON/SEVEN THUMBS keep chopping the Maypole -tree; 

 (4) FIRE and JACK burn sweet-grass around the antlers; 

 (5) MORTON at his cabin-table racks his brain for a poem-line;  

 ȹƚȺɯ 6 +3$1Ȯɯ ).'-Ȯɯ &(+!$13ɯ ÈÕËɯ 6(++( ,ɯ ÎÌÛɯ ɁËÙÈÔÈ-ÊÖÈÊÏÌËɂɯ Éàɯ

,.13.-ɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯɁÚÊÙÐ×ÛɂɯÐÕɯÏÈÕËɯȹ2ÌÌɯ3ÏÌɯ/ÖÌÔɯÉÌÓÖÞȺȭȭȭ 

 (7) The Maypole tree begins to fall, the CROWD screams and claps; 

 (8) WILLIAM tries on a big black Hobbyhorse costume with cone -hat and birch-

mask like a skull ---and GILBERT and WALTER look daunted by the mask; 

 (9) RIVER delights ROCK and CHIKATAWBAK with a big basket of P limoth 

ÊÖÙÕɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÒÌ×ÛɯÈɯàÌÈÙȰɯÈÕË 

 (10) CRAZY BEAR paints a fierce face on amid BRAVE EXTRAS as they hear the 

Maypole -ÛÙÌÌɀÚɯÊÙÈÊÒÓÌÚȮɯÚÕÈ×ÚɯÈÕËɯÊÙÈÚÏȭ 

 The tree falls like a groaning god. MORTON/SEVEN THUMBS meet where the 

mangled wood snapped-over. 

 

SEVEN THUMBS  

  First we asked pardon. Now Thanks, and for  

  Good Luck. (He anoints their brows with sap.)  

 

MORTON  

  (Bright with hope) Yes, my friends! We have  

  magic. And medicine. But understand. All this to  

  ÊÖÔÌȮɯÐÛɀÚ---not cure, but...comfort. Our promise, 

  that life will go on!  

 

 3ÏÌɯ"1.6#ɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÈɯÍÐÌÙÊÌɯÔÐßɯÖÍɯ'411 'ɯÈÕËɯɁ,ÈÕÐÛÖÞÞÈÒȵɂɯȹ!ÌÏÖÓËɯ ɯ

Wonder!). DRUMS resume both English and Native, and not without a dark note as 

ALL fall to dismembering the god, twist and hack off branches, roll and str ip bark to the 

yellow wood that bleeds. They leave the green TOPS on. ELDERS point CHILDREN to 

gather wood and bark for fires, as WOMEN gather boughs for festive lean -ÛÖɀÚɯÈÕËɯ

bowers... 

 The CROWD becomes a long serpentine procession bearing the Maypole along a 

seaside trail up to camp and cabins, MORTON, ROCK and CHIKATAWBAK in lead. 

#ÙÜÔÚȮɯÎÜÕÚȮɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓÚɯÉÖÖÔȮɯËÖÎÚɯȹÐÕÊÓȭɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚȺɯ×ÙÈÕÊÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÊÏÐÓËÙÌÕȮɯÙÈÛÛÓÌÚɯÈÕËɯ

voices and birds fill the air as EXTRAS carry baskets of clams, eels, chestnuts, pelts and 

goods to trade... 



 As the CROWD crosses the beach below camp-hill, THREE BOATS of 

FISHERMEN EXTRAS (5 men to 1 woman) beach and eagerly show off kegs, furs and 

more they bring as they join up. The CROWD mounts the hill up into camp: many 

hands tie flowers and greens in spirals along the Maypole, add colored rag-strip tethers, 

ÓÈÚÏɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÈÕÛÓÌÙÚɯÛÖɯÐÛÚɯÛÖ×ȮɯÙÌÈËàɯÛÏÌɯÏÖÓÌɯÐÛÚɯɁÉÌËȭɂɯ1."*ɯÈÕËɯ"'(* 3 6! *ɯ

ÊÐÙÊÓÌɯ ++ɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÙÈÛÛÓÌÚɯÈÕËɯÚÔÖÒÌÚȭɯ3ÏÌàɯɁÈÕÖÐÕÛɂɯÛÏÌɯÈÕÛÓÌÙÚɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ"1.6#ɯ

HEAVES!---and up goes the Maypole. It sways, and comes to solid rest straight-up, the 

branch-stumps like dripping breasts, flowers and tethers unfolding in the sun. We 

HEAR one great human shout, HOORAY!  

 

MORTON  

  !àɯ&ÖËȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯÚÌÈ-mark! Home! This is home! 

 

EDWARD  

  Those things fetch lightning, too.  

 

 MORTON turns to glare at EDWARD, just arrived from Plimoth (all clean 

clothes and short hair now), with servants TEMERITY HIGGINS and SARA. They smile 

as if at a job-ÐÕÛÌÙÝÐÌÞɯ ÉÜÛɯ ÈÓÓɯ ÓÖÖÒɯÛÏÐÕÕÌÙȯɯ 2 1 ɯ ÔÖÚÛȮɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÚÏÌɀÚɯ ÔÐÚÊÈrried an 

illegitimate child and been shamed. She looks wan, melancholy amid the spectacle as 

EXTRAS meet and greet in the background: 

 

 

EDWARD  

  No offense of course. Good luck, all, God bless!  

  (He puts an arm around HIGGINS and SARA.)  

  !ÜÛɯÛÏÌÕȮɯÞÏÖɯÕÌÌËÚɯÓÜÊÒɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÊÏÈÙÔɯ 

  ÈÕËɯÕÜÔÉÌÙÚȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯÎÖÖËɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯàÖÜ---Master. 

 

MORTON  

  Ahh, how Spring changeth the heart. Well, be  

  ÞÌÓÊÖÔÌȭɯ3ÏÖÜÎÏɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÍÐÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÞÖÙÒɯÛÖɯËÖ 

  in paradise. Most people bring things to share.  

  My lad y, are you well for the wilds, and May -time? 

 

HIGGINS  

  (As SARA looks down) She had to come. I mean,  

  Sara had a swolled-up belly and then ---I mean... 

 

EDWARD  



  2ÏÌɯÕÌÌËÚɯÏÌÈÓÛÏàɯÝÐÛÛÓÌÚȭɯ%ÖÙɯ&ÖËɀÚɯÚÈÒÌȮɯ3ÌÔÌÙÐÛàȭ 

 

MORTON  

  Of course, how kind of you to  translate. Walter!  

  'ÌÓ×ɯÖÜÙɯÍÐÙÚÛɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÓÈËàɯÛÖɯÍÖÖËɯÈÕËɯÙÌÚÛȭɯ(ÍɯÐÛɀÚ 

  ÐÕɯàÖÜȮɯÔÈɀÈÔȮɯàÖÜɀËɯÔÈÒÌɯÈɯÓÖÝÌÓàɯÔÈÐËɯÛÖɯÖÜÙɯ 

  Queen and Jack Barleycorn. Gather up, all! Rrrro- 

  gation-time! 

 

 2 1 ɯÍÐÕËÚɯÐÛɯÈÓÓɯÊÖÈÙÚÌɯÈÕËɯÚÏÙÜÎÚɯɁ,ÈàÉÌȮɂɯÎÖÌÚɯÖÍÍɯÐÕɯ6 +3$1ɀÚɯÊÈÙÌȭɯ!ÌÏÐÕËɯ

them MORTON fires a pistol high: The Revels are truly on! MUSIC rises: a deep Native 

drum -ÉÌÈÛɯÒÌÌ×ÚɯÛÐÔÌɯÞÐÛÏÐÕɯÖÓËɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɀÚɯÛÜÕÌɯɁ-ÖÞɯ(Úɯ3ÏÌɯ,ÖÕÛÏɯ.Íɯ,ÈàÐÕÎȭȭȭȭɂ 

 CROP-ROGATION takes this whole ENGLISH/NATIVE community in a wild 

paÙÈËÌɯɁÍÖÙɯÓÜÊÒɂɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛȯɯËÖÞÕɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÊÏɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛÚɯÉÖÈÛÚɤÊÈÕÖÌÚɯÖÍɯ

ÔÈÕàɯÒÐÕËÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÈÓÖÕÎɯÛÙÈÐÓÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÊÐÙÊÓÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÏÖÓÌɯ×ÓÈÕÛÈÛÐÖÕɀÚɯ,Èà-green crops, 

gardens and knee-ÏÐÎÏɯÊÖÙÕȭɯ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÊÏȮɯÏÐÚɯɁÏÖÙÕÌËɂɯ,Èà×ÖÓÌɯÝÐÚÐÉÓÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÏÐÓÓȮɯ

MORTON g ives out blessings (in new dark-green suit w/slashed sleeves, hat/boots, red 

sash w/all his arms, plus a rolled Parchment)---He swings a cup and bucket of sea-water 

over the passing crowd and laughs Repent, Repent and Be Purified! And this way, we see 

all ÛÏÌɯ" 23ɯÌÈÊÏɯÐÕɯÍÓÖÞÌÙÚȮɯÎÙÌÌÕÚɯÈÕËɯÐÔ×ÙÖÝÐÚÌËɯɁ,Èàɯ#ÈàɯÖÜÛÍÐÛÚɂɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÈÓÖÕÎȭȭȭȭ 

 First GILBERT with drum, JOHN with fiddle, FISHERMAN -EXTRAS with 

flutes/whistles/ bells; HOBBYHORSE/WILLIAM plays -dances all about the main group 

with an up -down/up -again daÕÊÌɯÚÛàÓÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÉàɯÊÜÚÛÖÔɯÐÚɯɁ+ÐÍÌɯÐÛÚÌÓÍȭɂɯ-ÌßÛɯÊÖÔÌɯ

-$/.-2$3ɯ !1 5$2Ȯɯ $#6 1#ɯ ɁÚÛÙÖÓÓÐÕÎɂɯ ÊÖÖÓÓàȮɯ , 5$1("*Ȯɯ !+ "*23.-$Ȯɯ

JEFFREYS and FISHERMEN EXTRAS (10 men, 2 women, 8 children) who enjoy and try 

the song (Fa la la la la...) in hearty French. Just in front of JACK and FIRE (below) walk 

other betrotheds sharing glory: WALTER and young ABENAKI BRIDE LITTLE MOON; 

and BIG WOLF with WILLOW (the richest ones here: He in a new blue overcoat, 

wampum in hair -lock; She in wampum, pewter Christian cross and a blue-velvet cape). 

3 NEPONSET EXTRAS in animal-masks pull the little wagon in which JACK and FIRE 

sit on greens, flowers, their sceptres green boughs: JACK is smeared all green as May 

Lord with leafy crown, green clothes: FIRE wears a woven mantle, bandolier of t urkey -

feathers across her breasts, flowers, wampum, shell, her face with Clan Tattoos in 

red/white/black and yellow. BOTH look amused, amazed, full of hope...  

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  Look at the gardens, Jack! These things I wear  

  come down from our mothers. R ock, and River  

  and all were there to dress me. From each one a  

  wish, a hope....Jack, I want to remember this! Let  



  us give it everything!  

 

JACK  

  And God bless, we will honor them. I believe he  

  can. I think Morton can make this work. (He  

  stands up) Great Kiehtan, burn the lies from my  

  soul! From today, this is how I pray. (Kisses FIRE  

  wildly.) Rejoice, ye Babel of broken nations, in 

  The Lord His Providence!  

 

 ALL CROWD cheer, sing, whoop it up, guns go off. We see old SEVEN THUMBS 

in th e crowd between CRAZY BEAR and MANY ARROWS:  

 

 

SEVEN THUMBS  

  Are you both my sons, and Massachusett? We  

  Neponsets do not fall apart over beaver. Not 

  while others join together around you. Crazy  

  !ÌÈÙȮɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯÉÐÎɯÐÚɯ!ÐÎɯ6ÖÓÍɀÚɯÏÌÈÙÛɯÍÖÙɯ 

  You. You are the chance for things to go right... 

 

 As CRAZY and MANY ARROWS nod, a gun booms...  

 

 !ÈÊÒɯÈÛÖ×ɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɯ'ÐÓÓȮɯ1."*ɯÈÕËɯ"'(* 3 6! *ɯÈÙÌɯɁÚÔÜËÎÐÕÎɂɯÛÏÌɯ

camp (big beer/wine casks and all) as RIVER comes up, SWEET GRASS after her... 

RIVER  

  Have you seen my husband today? Last  

  night he says divorce, today a new man.  

  (Spits) Tell that smelly wolf to let Willow chew  

  ÏÐÚɯ×ÌÓÛÚɯÚÖÍÛȭɯ1ÖÊÒȮɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÞÌɀË 

  get through this. I love that you two can believe.  

  Give Likes The Fire my big basket of corn! And  

  Willow take Greedy Gut, sells us for shiny metal!  

 

ROCK  

  (Watches RIVER go, SWEET GRASS after her.)  

  We cried this morning, dressing all our daughters  

  in the one. Now...I feel a great fall before my feet.  

  But I cannot see it... 

 



CHIKATAWBAK  

  Rock, hold on, and we gain a thousand kinsmen.  

  Oh, Fire is a daughter, swimming waters over  

  her head, for you. But River. What choice is  

  there? (to the Maypole) This is a strong sign of a  

  people. This is the way. He understÈÕËÚɯàÖÜȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯ 

  you, Rock, leading us. 

 

ROCK  

  (fondly) Since one afternoon at Squa Rock... 

 

 Now MORTON in all his glory with the rolled Parchment like a sceptre leads 

GILBERT/drums and the whole procession back up Merrymount Hill into camp. This is 

Ɂ&ÙÈÕËɯ$ÕÛÙàȮɂɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯËÙÜÔÚɤÎÜÕÚɤÊÏÌÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÙÈÊÒÌÛɯ ++ɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÊÙÌÈÛÌɯÈɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÊÐÙÊÓÌɯ

around the Maypole, HOBBYHORSE jumping as they set up log-thrones for FIRE and 

JACK. People lay greens and good wishes around them as BIG WOLF/ WILLOW and 

WALTER/LITTLE MOON  keep close to share the nuptials... 

 

MORTON  

Ɂ,ÈÒÌɯÙÖÖÔȮɯ,ÈÒÌɯÙÙÙÙÙÖÖÖÖÔɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÜÕÊÐÕÎɯÉÌÓÓàȵ 

First father of sauce, and deviser of jelly! 

Come, eat and drink, until thou dost nod--- 

!ÙÌÈÒɀÚÛɯÈÓÓɯÛÏàɯÎÐÙËÓÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÉÙÌÈÒɀÚÛɯÍÖÙÛÏɯÈɯÎÖËȵɂ 

 

 MORTON scans the circling faces, the sheer variety of about 100 Native and 

$ÜÙÖ×ÌÈÕɯɁÛà×ÌÚɂɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÔÜÚÐÊɤÙÈÊÒÌÛɯÉÌÎÐÕɯÛÖɯÍÈËÌȭɯ/$./+$ɯÈÙÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÌÈÊÏɯ

other, wondering what to expect this bright day...  

 

MORTON  

  Welcome, Netop, Welcome, Friends All!  

  Christ come on, Edward! (EDWARD brings  

  two big crowns of flowers: MORTON waves  

  the Parchment over seated JACK) Gentles! I  

  here present unto you, Barleycorn your king;  

  wherefore you are come this day, to do homage  

  and service. Are you willing to do the  same? 

 

 .-+8ɯ$ÜÙÖ×ÌÈÕÚɯÈÕÚÞÌÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÓÖÜËÓàȯɯɁ6$ɯ 1$ȵɂ 

 

MORTON  



  6ÌÓÓɯ)ÈÊÒȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÈɯÚÛÈÙÛȭɯ&ÌÕÛÓÌÚȵɯ(ɯÏÌÙÌɯ×ÙÌÚÌÕÛ 

  unto you, Summer, your queen; wherefore you  

  are all come this day to do homage, and ser- 

  vice. Are you willing to do the same?  

 

 MOST of ÛÏÌɯ/$./+$ɯÕÖÞɯÈÕÚÞÌÙȯɯɁ6$ɯ 1$ȵɂ 

 

 

MORTON  

  All Hail, Seed and Summer! May your union  

  be fruitful!  

 

 The CROWD cheers as MORTON hands JACK and FIRE each a crown: JACK 

crowns FIRE, she him, and they join hands. WALTER and BIG WOLF take and lift their 

BR(#$2ɀɯÏÈÕËÚɯÛÖÖȭȭȭ 

 

MORTON  

  (Beaming) And now, all, bring near your sick  

  ones, come close with what ails---Oh, damn... 

 

 As MORTON growls, the scabrous JACK OLDHAM and two mean -looking 

TRADER-ENGLISH shove into the circle. They and CREW-EXTRAS find places, eye the 

young girls in beaver and drinking -casks. DAVID TOMPSON brings up their rear and 

ÚÏÙÜÎÚɯÈ×ÖÓÖÎàɯÛÖɯ,.13.-ȭɯ.+#' ,ɯÚÛÈÙÛÚɯÊÓÈ××ÐÕÎɯÈÓÖÕÌɯÛÖɯɁÎÌÛɯÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÐÛɂȭȭȭ 

 ,.13.-ɯÉÌÊÒÖÕÚɯ&(+!$13ȮɯÈÕËɯ/$./+$ɯÎÈ×ÌɯÈÚɯ&(+!$13ɯÈ××ÌÈÙÚɯÐÕɯɁ-ÈÛÐÝÌɯ

#ÙÈÎɂɯȹÈɯÓÖÕÎɯskin over his head/body, face painted w/pox -sores and weep-lines), and 

sits hunkered in grief near the Maypole. MORTON opens his Parchment... 

MORTON  

  God help me, if there is a Power in the blessed  

  world. Yes! Every man who will, prime your  

  gun, and together let us shoot to honor the sun.  

  For good fortune in our friendship. At the ready!  

 

 PEOPLE nervously spread the circle as every MAN with a gun hurries to 

comply. MANY ARROWS/CRAZY BEAR share a faint cooperative look. CHILDREN 

whine... 

M ORTON  

  (with GILBERT ready) Now! Let me tell you a  

  story! Let us remember how we met our friends,  

  Woman of the Rock, great Chikatawbak! How  



  we feel, and what we hope for this beautiful  

  day. We shall call upon our ancestors, and  

  make this a day to remember. We shall feast  

  this day every year. And, when we tell our  

  children how we cared for each other--- 

 

EDWARD  

  Christ -a-mighty, Pericles, read the poem!  

  Folks are dry! 

 

JACK  

  Dog, put your tongue in your head!  

 

MORTON  

  Your Majesty...Your guns at my signal,  

  gentlemen! This is for great good luck and  

  must be done properly... 

 

 ,.13.-ɯÞÈÍÛÚɯÏÐÚɯÈÙÔÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÊÖÕÑÜÙÖÙȮɯÈÕËɯÈÊÛÚɯÖÜÛɯɁ3ÏÌɯ/ÖÌÔɂɯÞÐÛÏɯɁ(ÕËÐÈÕɯ

6ÖÔÈÕɯ&(+!$13ɂɯÞÌÌ×ÐÕÎɯÈÚɯ,.13.-ɯɁÌÕÊÖÜÕÛÌÙÚɂɯÏÐÔɤÏÌÙȭɯ,.13.-ɯÐÚɯtrying to 

ɁÙÈÐÚÌɂɯÏÌÙɯÛÖɯÕÌÞɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛÚȮɯÉÜÛɯÐÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÚɯÖÕÓàɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ/ÖÌÔɀÚɯÌÕËȰɯÈÛɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ&(+!$13ɯ

drops his costume of grief, and joins JOHN and MUSICIANS to beat rhythm on a 

ÞÈÚÏÛÜÉȱ 

MORTON  

Rrrrrise, Oedipus, and if ye can, unfold 

What means this whirlpool, Death, beneath the mold 

When woman, solitary on the ground 

Sitting and weeping her children is found?  

ȿ3ÞÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ&ÖËËÌÚÚɯÖÍɯÏÜÔÈÕɯÓÖÝÌÙÚɯËÐËɯÈÊØÜÈÐÕÛ 

Grim King James, Neptune, with her plaint, 

and made him send forth heroes, to the sound 

of trumpet loud! At which, those seas were found 

so full of shifting shapes, that this bold shore 

presented Woman a new paramour, 

as strong as Samson! And so patient 

As Job himself---Directed thus, by Fate 

To comfort Woman, so unfortunate. 

(ɯËÖɯ×ÙÖÍÌÚÚȮɯÉàɯ+ÖÝÌɀÚɯÖÞÕɯbeauteous Mother, 

3ÏÈÛɯÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÞÐÚÌɯÍÖÖÓɀÚɯÊÏÖÐÊÌ---for her, none other! 

$ÝÌÕɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÚÐÊÒȮɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÕÖɯÚÐÎÕ 



Till this our Revels heals her race---and mine! 

Oh, healer Asklepios, come! We know right well, 

 ÓÓɯÖÜÙɯÞÖÙÒɀÚɯÓÖÚÛȮɯÐÍɯÞÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯÏÌÈÙɯÏÌÙɯÒÕÌll --- 

3ÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛɯ$ÈÙÛÏɯ,ÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÊÈÓÓɯÕÖÕÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÞÐÛÏÚÛÈÕËȵ 

Aye, but that same Love points us this land, 

With Proclamation, friends! The first of May 

Shall here, at Merrymount, be holy day! 

 

  Úɯ &(+!$13ɯ ËÙÖ×Úɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÊÖÚÛÜÔÌȮɯ ÚÏÖÞÚɯ ÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯ ɁÊÜÙÌËɂɯ ÈÕËɯ ÑÖÐÕÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ

M42("( -2Ȯɯ,.13.-ɯËÙÈÞÚɯÏÐÚɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓɯÈÕËɯàÌÓÓÚɯɁ%(1$ȵɂɯ ÓÓɯ&4-2ɯ%(1$ɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯ

boom. PEOPLE cover ears and give a half-ÚÊÈÙÌËɯ'..1 8ȭɯ!ÜÛɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯ×ÐÚÛÖÓɯÏÈÚɯ

not fired. He tries again, nothing; and PEOPLE mutter at the sign of bad luck. 

MORTON hurls the gun down , stomps it--- 

 

MORTON  

  God fuck you, you ill -omened bastard! Spoil my  

  day, and no falcon either! Piss on Pizgah, I am 

  ÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÖÔÐÚÌËɯ+ÈÕËȵɯ+ÖÕÎɯÓÐÝÌɯ"ÈÕÈÈÕȵɯ(ÛɀÚɯ 

  in me, and you, and you---Here or nowhere!  

  Do you see that...(He sobs).... 

 

WALTER  

  There there sir, newfangled dog-locks do that, eh?  

  John, your fiddle, play! Gilbert, pound that tub and  

  wake up Edward. Chorus, Chorus! Come on  

  'ÖÉÉàÏÖÙÚÌȮɯÚÏÖÞɯȿÌÔɯÛÏÌɯËÈÕÊÌȭɯ$ÝÌÙàÉÖËàɯÕÖÞȮ 

  ÛÈÒÌɯÈɯÏÈÕËȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛ---Now turn, this wa y, this  

  ÞÈàȮɯÐÕɯÏÖÕÖÙɯÖɀɯÛÏÌɯ,ÖÖÕȮɯÈÕËɯ,ÈàÈɯ3ÏÌɯ+ÈËàɯÖÍɯ 

  Learning---Aye, there you go... 

 

 3ÏÌɯ/$./+$ɯÚÓÖÞÓàɯÛÈÒÌɯÏÈÕËÚȯɯÛÏÌàɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɯɁÛÖÜÊÏɂɯÏÈÚɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯÛÖɯËÖɯ

ÞÐÛÏɯɁ×ÓÈÎÜÌȭɂɯ!ÜÛɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ- 3(5$ɯÈÕËɯ$41./$ -ɯ' -#2ɯÊÈÜÛÐÖÜÚÓàɯÑÖÐÕÐÕÎȰɯÈÕËɯ

ALL begin t ÖɯÛÜÙÕɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÊÐÙÊÓÌɯÈÚɯ,.13.-ɯÙÌÊÖÝÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÚÛÈÙÛÚɯÛÖɯÊÓÈ×ɯÛÐÔÌɯÍÖÙɯɁ3ÏÌɯ

2ÖÕÎɂɯȹÉÌÓÖÞȺȭɯ).'-ɯÍÐËËÓÌÚȮɯ,42("( -2ɯÈÕËɯ&(+!$13ɯÉÌÎÐÕȮɯ$#6 1#ɯÚÏÖÞÚɯÈɯ

few morris -dance steps w/bells on legs. HOBBYHORSE reels, jumps around again... 

 

CHIKATAWBAK  

  What is that thing? It bothers me, but I like it.  

  (ÚɯÛÏÐÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÙÌÓÐÎÐÖÕȮɯÖÙɯÞÏÈÛȳ 

 



ROCK  

  Feels familiar. Merrymount, he said the name  

  will be. Look at all these people... 

 

 6 +3$1ɯÍÐÕÐÚÏÌÚɯÕÈÐÓÐÕÎɯɁ3ÏÌɯ/ÖÌÔɀÚɂɯ/ÈÙÊÏÔÌÕÛɯÜ×ɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ,Èà×ÖÓÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚɯ

MORTON begins to sing the first Chorus below. We also see (1) MANY ARROWS with 

gun among BRAVES as he looks with anger at his former WILLOW; (2) WILLOW takes 

his look with fear, touch es her jewelry with false calm, looks to BIG WOLF; and (3) BIG 

WOLF sees them both with fear. (4) MANY ARROWS glares across the crowd... 

 3ÏÌɯ"1.6#ɯÉÌÎÐÕÚɯÛÖɯÚÛÈÔ×ɯÈÕËɯÊÓÈ×ɯÛÏÌɯɁ2ÖÕÎɀÚɂɯÙÏàÛÏÔɯÈÚɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÚÖÕÎɯ

begins. More voices join in with each verse and Chorus: 

 

Drink and be merry, merry, merry boys, 

+ÌÛɯÈÓÓɯàÖÜÙɯËÌÓÐÎÏÛÚɯÉÌɯÐÕɯ'àÔÌÕɀÚɯÑÖàÚȯ 

Yo! to Hymen, now the day is come: 

About the merry Maypole take a room...  

 

Make green garlands, bring bottles out 

And fill sweet Nectar freely about: 

Uncover your head, and fear no harm, 

%ÖÙɯÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÎÖÖËɯÓÐØÜÖÙɯÛÖɯÒÌÌ×ɯÐÛɯÞÈÙÔȭ 

 

So drink and be merry, merry, merry boys... 

 

Nectar is a thing assigned 

!àɯÛÏÌɯ#ÌÐÛÐÌÚɀɯÖÞÕɯÔÐÕË 

To cure the heart oppressed with grief 

And of good liquors is the chief. 

 

So drink and be merry, merry, merry boys... 

 

Give to the melancholy man 

A cup or two of it now and then: 

This physic will soon revive his blood 

And make him be of a merrier mood. 

 

To drink and be merry, merry, merry boys... 

 

&ÐÝÌɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ-àÔ×ÏɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÍÙÌÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÚÊÖÙÕ 

Nor IrÐÚÏɯȻÊÓÖÛÏȼɯÕÖÙɯ2ÊÖÛÊÏɯÖɀÌÙ-worn: 



Lasses in beaver coats, come away, 

Ye shall be welcome to us night and day. 

 

To drink and be merry, merry, merry boys... 

 

 ,42("ɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯÌÓÈÉÖÙÈÛÌÚɯɁ3ÏÌɯ2ÖÕÎȮɂɯÈÚɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ(1) LIKES THE FIRE at 

ɁÍÈÕÊà-ËÈÕÊÌɂɯÞÐÛÏɯ1."*Ȯɯ6(++.6Ȯɯ26$$3ɯ&1 22Ȱɯ(2) RIVER looks on with hope 

struggling in her eyes; (3) SARA peers from a cabin-window, turns from the festivities; 

(4) WHOLE CAST lines up to lay green boughs etc. at feet of JACK and FIRE on their 

thrones; (5) the MAIN FEAST as people eat in groups, drink from casks, and soon (6) 

loll napping in the green shade; (7) MORTON sits amid a splendid picnic with 

CHIKATAWBAK, who feeds the dog Elizabeth; (8) We see a TRADE CIRCLE with 

MORTON, CHIKAT AWBAK, ROCK, BIG WOLF, and new guest the Narragansett 

Sachem MIANTONOMO, and some wary BRAVES earlier scared off by guns; (9) 

MAVERICK and TOMPSON help keep order among trading but raucous FISHERMEN 

and NATIVES. Guns, broken swords, weapons and FURS change hands, and the 

-ÈÙÙÈÎÈÕÚÌÛÛÚɯɁËÌÍÌÙɂɯÛÖɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɯÈÚɯɁÌß×ÌÙÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɂȰ 

 (10) Under a crimson-yellow sunset the WHOLE CAST shares a wild game of 

ɁÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɂɯÜ×ɯÈÕËɯËÖÞÕɯÈɯÔÐÓÌɯÖÍɯÛÖÙÊÏ-lit beach. Booms of guns split the night, 

laughter, drunken braw ls: see couples roaming arm in arm, hear ribald screams; (11) 

We see Merrymount Hill with a huge bonfire blazing amid a sea of smaller torch -lights. 

3ÏÌɯ ,42("ɯ ÔÖËÜÓÈÛÌÚɯ ÍÙÖÔɯ Ɂ3ÏÌɯ 2ÖÕÎɂɯ ÈÉÖÝÌɯ ÛÖɯ Ɂ3ÏÌɯ /ÈËÚÛÖÞɯ ,ÈàÌÙÚɀɯ 2ÖÕÎɂɯ

(below)...and 

 (12) Finally, we see dawn light and a huge bronze sunrise. Now, walking down 

Merrymount Hill toward it and the water, we see the WHOLE CAST come filing by 

two -by-two, each holding a torch high: their weary but gentle voices sing and repeat 

this chorus over and over: 

 

Unite, and Unite: Now, let us unite, 

For summer is a-ÊÖÔÐÕɀɯÛÖËÈàȰ 

And whither we are going, we all will unite 

In the merry morning of Mayyyy... 

 The procession of torches snakes its way down to the waterside; and one by one 

people enter the water and douse their torches, lift their arms in prayer, or play 

ÈÉÖÜÛȮɯÑÜÚÛɯÞÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÍÙÐÌÕËɀÚɯÈÙÔɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÞÈÐÚÛȱ 

 ,.13.-ɀÚɯÛÜÙÕɯÊÖÔÌÚȭɯ'ÌɯÌÕÛÌÙÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÈÛÌÙɯÓÐÒÌɯÈÕɯÌÕÙÈ×ÛÜÙÌËɯ×ÙÐÌÚÛȰɯÛÏÌÕɯ

ÏÌÚÐÛÈÛÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯÛÖÙÊÏȮɯÔÐÕËÍÜÓɯÖÍɯÔÖÙÛÈÓÐÛàɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯɁÉÈËɯÓÜÊÒɂɯÛoday. MORTON 

ÚÐÎÏÚȮɯËÖÜÚÌÚɯÏÐÚɯÛÖÙÊÏȰɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÚÖÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÚÖÜÕËɯÖÍɯÞÈÛÌÙÚȭɯ,.13.-ɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÛÖɯ

ɁÙÌÚÜÔÌɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÓËɂ---and suddenly, his whole face comes alive as he follows the 

flight of a magnificent Red Tail Hawk. It lands atop the Maypole. MORTON glows. 



As ÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÎÐÕÕÐÕÎȮɯÛÏÌɯ'ÈÞÒɯɁÑÜÚÛɯ×ÌÙÊÏÌÚɂɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÕɯËÈÞÕɯÓÐÎÏÛȮɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯ

happens next. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

---PART 2--- 

SCENE 10 
 !ÙÐÎÏÛɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɯËÈàɯÈÛɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛȯɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯ6(-2+.6ɯȹÛÈÓÓɤÉÓÈÊÒɯÚÜÐÛȮɯƘƔÚȺɯ

and ALLERTON (w/dark comb -over) face the Maypole and puzzle at the nailed-up 

Ɂ/ÖÌÔȭɂɯ'.!! ,."*ɯȹÓÈÕÒàɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÉÜÊÒÚÒÐÕÚȺɯÚÌÛÚɯËÖÞÕɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÉÈÎÎÈÎÌȮɯÓÌÈÕÚɯÖÕɯ

his hunting -ÉÖÞȭɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯ6(-2+.6ɀÚɯÍÐÕÎÌÙɯÚÒÐÔɯÓÐÕÌɯÉàɯÓÐÕÌɯÖÍɯɁ3ÏÌɯ/ÖÌÔɂȯ 

 

WINSLOW  

   ÓÙÐÎÏÛȮɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȭɯ,ÌÕÛÐÖÕÚɯɁ)ÖÉɂɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÈÕàÏÖÞȭ 



  6ÏÈÛȳɯ6ÐÛÏɯɁ"Ü×ÐËɀÚɯ,ÖÛÏÌÙɂȳɯ'ÌɯËÖÛÏɯÔÈÒÌɯ 

  love to this employment...  

 

 WINSLOW turns for service. ALLERTON knocks his pipe against a big cask and 

6(-2+.6ɯÐÚɯÚÊÈÕËÈÓÐáÌËɯÐÛɀÚɯÈÓÓɯÉÌÌÕɯËÙÜÕÒȭɯ6 +3$1ɯÈÕËɯ+(33+$ɯ,..-ɯÊÖÔÌɯÉàɯ

with fishing poles and fat trout on lines...  

 

WINSLOW  

  You there! Come here. You I know from the 

  north country. What is your name? Where is  

  your master? 

WALTER  

  Good day, sirs. Mr. Morton we just left  

  fishing, that way. Hello Hobbamock. Sit sirs,  

  break your fast with us...  

 

WINSLOW  

  (He stops hungry HOBBAMOCK and blinks  

  6 +3$1ɯÈɯɁ-ÖȭɂȺɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌÒɯÛÙÈÕÚÈÊÛÐÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯ 

  one---Big Wolf, of these parts?  

 

WALTER  

 (Takes a whisper from LITTLE MOON) Ohh,  

 Big Wolf? To be sure, he was here, about a  

 ÞÌÌÒȮɯÈÕËɯÈɯÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯÏÜÕËÙÌËɯÖÛÏÌÙÚȵɯ"ÈÕɀÛɯÚÈàȮɯ 

 ÚÐÙȭɯ,ɀÓÈËàɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÖÍÍɯÛÖɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɯ×ÓÈÊÌÚȭȭȭ 

 

WINSLOW  

  Yes, yes. Fetch your Master. Our scullion Sara     

 at least will honor the terms of her indenture.  

  (Looks around for Sara)... 

 

WALTER  

  6ÏÖɯÚÐÙȳɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÑÜÚÛɯÈɯÖÕÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏȮɯ 

  Bubb---(ɯÔÌÈÕȮɯ,ÈÚÛÌÙɯ'ÐÎÎÐÕÚȭɯ.ÏȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÙÜÕ- 

  ÈÞÈàɯÚÐÙȮɯÏÐÔɯ(ɀÓÓɯ×ÈÊÒȭȭȭ 

 

WINSLOW  

  (Too late) Actually, him you should keep...  

 



 MORTON sits fishing a quiet stream, dog Elizabeth by him and 6 trout. He is  

neat-bearded, barefoot, with long hair loose and his wampum necklace. MORTON 

stands, wipes hands, reaches out---but nobody wants to shake... 

 

MORTON  

  Well, how are you Mr. Winslow, Isaac? And  

  ÜÏȮɯ'ÖÉÉÈÔÖÊÒȳɯ6ÌÓÓȵɯ3ÏÌɯ+ÖÙËɀÚɯ#ÈàɯÙÌÚÛ 

  the weary. My Wal ter put some trout on for  

  àÖÜȳɯ&ÖÖËɯ&ÖËɯÛÏÌàɯÌÈÛɯÚÞÌÌÛȭɯ(ɀÔɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯ 

  service never is what it should be! 

 

WINSLOW  

  Sir, we travel north to Shalom, our fishing  

  station. We are here to retrieve a certain  

  woman under indenture. One Sara--- 

 

MORTON  

   Õɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÞÖÔÈÕȮɯÏÌÙÌȳɯ+ÈËȮɯÚÏÌɀËɯÉÌɯ,ÙÚȭɯÛÖ 

  six fishermen, if not myself! (Nobody laughs.)  

  I assure you I know of no such party. Howsome - 

  ever, gentlemen, we are about to begin lunch, 

  ÞÌɀÝÌɯÛÏÌɯËÈÐÕÛÐÌÚÛɯËÜÊÒȭɯ(ɯÍÐÕËɯÈɯÉÐÛɯÖÍɯÈɯÚÞÐÔ 

  healthful,  mornings here. And just today? I  

  come round a spit of rock and see a flock of 

  fowl, gentlemen, a mile long...  

HOBBAMOCK  

  Honk -onk. Geese. Eat. 

 

WINSLOW  

  Are you aware that your Walter does not call  

  you Master? Are you aware that close by this 

  place there are vulnerable women and children? 

 

MORTON  

  (Ushers them to camp) Must be a great comfort. 

  To think of it, did Caesar taming German tribes let  

  his men bring the wife and cradle? No doubt you find  

  something to it. Come now sirs, the guns. 6ÌɀÝÌɯ 

  just purchased new boats. Those infernal canoes! 

 



WINSLOW  

 Boats? You said to dine... 

 

MORTON  

 3ÏÌɯÚ×ÖÙÛȮɯàÖÜÕÎɯÔÈÕȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÖËɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȭɯ6ÏÈÛ 

 ÌÈÚÐÌÙɯ×ÙÈÊÛÐÊÌɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÚÜ××ÌÙɯÐÕȳɯ ɯÊÏÈ×ɀÚɯÖÞÕ 

 shot makes flavor. Live like a lord! I try to teach  

 that youth of yours did come here. The boys 

 style him Master Bubble. Off we go then! (MOR - 

 3.-ɯÊÓÈ×Úɯ'.!! ,."*ɀÚɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙɯÈÕËɯ'(2 

 delight with a hunt drags WINSLOW along)...  

 

 -ÖÞɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ,.13.-ȮɯËÖÎɯÈÕËɯ6 +3$1ɯÐÕɯÈɯÉÖÈÛɯÈÔÖÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÉÈàɀÚɯ

islands, both wit h guns. A far Boom makes MORTON stand/wave his arms to 

ÚÐÎÕÈÓɯɁ-ÖȮɯ-ÖÛɯàÌÛȵɂɯÛÖɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÈÏÌÈË--- 

 WINSLOW and ALLERTON stand with guns in their boat (turning round 

and round) and flap their arms in a struggle not to tip over ---as TEMERITY 

HIGGINS at the oars ×ÈËËÓÌÚɯɁÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÊÖÞɯÐÕɯÈɯÊÈÎÌȭɂɯ%ÈÙɯÉÌàÖÕËɯÛÏÌÔɯÈɯÍÓÖÊÒɯÖÍɯ

ducks escapes. 

 HOBBAMOCK, out ahead in a canoe, shoots an arrow and brings a duck 

down. Then we see MORTON and WALTER giggle as HIGGINS splashes 

WINSLOW with the oars, and WINSLOW shakes a gun back at him... 

MORTON  

 Spying bastards. Fancy that sot Mad Jack was 

 right. Their interest will cross us, he said, and  

 here they be. (A GUN booms again, and MORTON 

 ÓÈÜÎÏÚȭȺɯ ÏÏȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÊÖÖÒɯȿÌÔɯÊÖÙÕ-cakes! I fear these 

 desert nomads, Brother Hiram, but ---Why! 

 

 

 

SCENE 11 

 Merrymount, late summer night: MORTON and friends sit back from a 

ÔÌÚÚàɯÓÖÉÚÛÌÙɤÝÌÕÐÚÖÕɯÍÌÈÚÛɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÔ×ɀÚɯÉÐÎɯÛÈÉÓÌȮɯÛÏÌɯ,Èà×ÖÓÌɯÈÕËɯÓÐÛɯÊÈÉÐÕÚɯ

behind. ROCK has her arm around RIVER, as JOHN, WILLIAM, GILBERT and 

SWEET GRASS enjoy old CHIKA -3 6! *ɀÚɯÔÖÖËɯȹÏÌɯÕÖÞɯÞÌÈÙÚɯÈɯÚÏÈÙ×ɯÙÌËɯ

English coat): 

 

CHIKATAWBAK  



 The English eat well. But, mustard? Nnhh! And what  

 is this queer thing has me by the legs---A table! 

 

 3ÏÌɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÓÈÜÎÏȮɯÉÜÛɯÕÖÛÐÊÌɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÙÈÙÌɯËÈÙÒɯÔÖÖËȭɯ'ÌɯËÙÐÕÒÚȮɯ

pours, drinks ---and now SARA approaches (wan but healthier, in patched skirt, 

deerskin mantle). The friends make a space for her at table but SARA is 

intimidated...  

 

MORTON  

 6ÌÓÓȮɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÏÌÙɯÞÐÓËɯÔÈÑÌÚÛàɯ2ÈÙÈȮɯÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÉÙÈÝÌ 

 the bugs. Hot summer to lie in a cabin chaste as pie. 

 Made your plans? 

 

SARA  

 Well sir, not ---Not really, sir. Disagree you may,  

 there is a whipping -×ÖÚÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÒÌÚɯÖɀÔÌɯËÖÞÕ 

 /ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯÞÈàȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÐÛɯÞÙÖÕÎȮɯÚÐÙȮɯÈɯÔÈÚÛÌÙ 

 ÚÌËÜÊÌÚɯÈÕɯÏÖÕÌÚÛɯÚÌÙÝÐÕɀɯÎÐÙÓȮɯÖÕɯÚÏÐ×ɯÛÖɯ5ÐÙÎÐÕÐÈɯÛÏÈt. 

  ÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÈÚɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÊÏÐÓËɯÖÍɯÏÐÔȮɯÏÌɯÈÉÈÕËÖÕÚɯÏÌÙ 

 ÓÐÒÌɯÈɯËÖÎɯÖɀÛÏÌɯÞÖÖËÚȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌɯÌÝÌÙɯÉÜÛ 

 ÓÖÝÌËɯÔÌȭɯ(ɀËɯÓÐÒÌȱÛÖɯÈÚÒɯàÖÜȮɯÛÖɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÔÌɯÏÐÔɯÈ 

 ÓÌÛÛÌÙɯ×ÙÖ×ÌÙȳɯ,ÈÒÌɯÏÐÔȱȭ(ɯÍÌÈÙɯ(ɯÔÈàɯÞÌÓÓɯÒÐÓÓɯÔàÚÌÓÍȭȭȭ 

 

MORTON  

 Oh, stop! You sat indoors the week of Revels. How 

 many good men asked your company? Strong English  

 this, my friends. Shipwrecked, she even dared turn her 

 back on a despicable master. Well then, my Barren Doe. 

 You found your own way here. Put up your pipes, and  

 get on. Never could please an English bitch without an  

 estate in my pocket. And after all you still want a well - 

 heeled scoundrel to a poet in buckskin. Take your 

 ÚÌÕÛÐÔÌÕÛɯÍÙÖÔɯÖÜÛɯÔàɯ×ÈÙÛàȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌɯÌÕÖÜÎÏɯÖɀÛÏÈÛȭȭȭȭɯ 

 

  ÕËɯ,.13.-ɯÍÓÖ×ÚɯÉÈÊÒȮɯÉÖÞÚɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËɯÛÖɯÚÈàȮɯɁ(ɯÛÖÛally blew that, 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯ(ȭɁɯ"'(* 3 6! *ɯÓÖÖÒÚɯËÖÞÕȭɯ1(5$1ɯÏÈÚɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÌËȮɯÛÖÖȭȭȭ 

 Now, at dawn along Merrymount shore with its boats and dugouts, 

MANY ARROWS and CUTSHAMEKIN haul up a dugout heavy with furs. 

"432' ,$*(-ɯÚÓÈ×Úɯ, -8ɀÚɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙȮɯÏÌÈËÚɯÍÖÙɯÊÈÔ×---ÉÜÛɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ, -8ɀÚɯ

troubled look at the fur -bundles. The dry black face of a raccoon sticks out, a 



ÍÖßɀÚɯÍÖÙÌ-leg. MANY ARROWS sees a woman up-beach, a flower in her hair. He 

ÛÏÐÕÒÚɯÐÛɀÚɯ6(++.6ȮɯÐÚɯÏÈ××àȰɯÉÜÛɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÎÌÛÚɯÊÓÖÚÌȮɯÐÛɀÚɯ1(5$1ȭȭȭ 

 

MANY ARROWS  

 River! Our good woman looks well. Is everybody  

 alright? Crazy Bear stays up river to hunt up the rest of  

 his debt. Praise old Seven Thumbs his help. 

 

RIVER  

 Strong men need it. (Her hand reaches for his: she 

 lifts it to her face, where a tear hangs. She kisses his 

 honorable hand.) 

 

MANY ARROWS  

 ȹ'ÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯɁÚÞÖÖÕɂȺɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÚÛɯÛÐÔÌ 

 somebody did that. I was not brave, when Willow  

 left me. I think you and I have more between us... 

 

RIVER  

 You are a brave. But our enemies are shadows. I 

 turned my back, when all our sweet ones died. The 

 Dead turn me now, this way. We must make answer  

 to these people. In you I see a man to hold the worlds 

 together, with many arrows. Maybe you can use help...  

 

MANY ARROWS  

 ȹÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÚÖÉÚȭȺɯ(ÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàȭɯ'ÌɯÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛ 

 me now. There are angry people up country he can fall 

 in with. They die of Dutch kill -devil brandy, eat pig -meat 

 full of maggots. Crazy Bear said he made himself a slave. 

 He says it comes to us all. I tell him, Stay Calm...And then 

 I hear that Big Wolf tricks our cousins up country with fish - 

 hooks, clay pots that break in your hands. When our  

 people died, Crazy Bear went into my heart and The 

 Mystery made him my blood. He has a bad chance of 

 being right. That is my life; to see him find his way... 

 

RIVER  

 I paddle pretty good. Help me be useful...  

 



MANY ARROWS  

 You are. And you honor me. I want us to...talk again...  

 

 Now MORTON in his cabin -doorway laughs and waves a parchment-

letter, his silver flask in other hand as WALTER , JOHN, WILLIAM and GILBERT 

ÓÜÕÊÏɯÈÛɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÛÈÉÓÌȭɯ$#6 1#ȮɯÛÏÌɯÓÌÛÛÌÙɀÚɯÔÌÚÚÌÕÎÌÙȮɯÞÌÈÙÚɯÏÈÛɤÚÈÛÊÏÌÓɯÈÕËɯ

waits with quill/paper ready:  

 

MORTON  

 Hear-ye, Hear-ye! Seems our sanctified neighbors wish 

 ÜÚɯÛÖɯØÜÐÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàȭɯ3ÖɯɁÊÌÈÚÌɯÈÕËɯËÌÚÐÚÛɯàÖÜÙ 

 irregul ar practices in these parts to the defiance of His 

 ,ÈÑÌÚÛàɯ*ÐÕÎɯ)ÈÔÌÚȭɂɯ'ÖȮɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜȳɯ2ÈÐÕÛɯ/ÈÜÓ 

 running to the Romans! (Drinks) I assure you, boys, 

 ÛÏÌàɀÝÌɯÕÖɯÊÏÈÙÛÌÙȭɯ-ÖɯÓÌÎÈÓɯ×ÖÞÌÙÚȭɯ%ÖÓËɯÜ× 

 ÛÏÙÌÌɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÙÈÝÈÐÓȮɯÛÖɯÚ×ÈÙÌɯ!ÐÓÓɯ!ÙÈËÍÖÙËɀÚ 

 grandmama? Sir Edward of the winged foot, half -a- 

 crown  ÛÖɯÙÜÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ6ÙÐÛÌȯɯɁ ÚɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯàÖÜɯ 

 ÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÏÌÈÙËȮɯÛÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɯÐÚɯËÌÈËȮɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯËÐÚ×ÓÌÈÚÜÙÌ 

 ÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÔȭɂɯ 

 

WALTER and the others hardly dare laugh.  

 

EDWARD  

 -ÖÞɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÈɯ2Ì×ÈÙÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÚÐÎÕȮɯsir? 

 

 Now we see empty lodges of the Neponset winter -camp (Scene 8), but 

with the land late -summer green. JACK (barefoot, in deer-trousers/rough shirt, 

with half -beard/longer hair) sits musing on a hill above camp. He hears thunder, 

smells rain. LIKES THE FIRE and SWEET GRASS bear baskets of chestnuts: FIRE 

ÚÌÌÚɯ) "*ȮɯÛÏÙÖÞÚɯÈɯÕÜÛɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯÑÖÐÕɯÏÐÔȭɯ) "*ɯÛÖÜÊÏÌÚɯ26$$3ɀÚɯÏÈÕËȮɯÒÐÚÚÌÚɯ

FIRE... 

 

SWEET GRASS 

 (Tousles him) Just like your fathers when I was 

 a girl. You English take this life, look like this and  

 you want to hide out from shore. Why do you always  

 like where no people are? 

 

JACK  



 (ÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÈÛȭɯ!ÐÎɯ6ÖÓÍɯÚÈàÚɯ(ɯÛÙàɯÛÖɯÉÌɯWinnaytoo, 

 marrying in. He can keep the trade. You (FIRE) 

 ÚÈÐËɯÐÛɯÖÕÊÌȯɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÖɯØÜÐÌÛɯÏÌÙÌȮɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÏÌÈÙɯàÖÜÙ- 

 self. I never knew it was asking so much. So easy. I 

 feel full, and peaceful, doing nothing. Admiring the  

 ÎÖÖËɯ+ÖÙËɀÚɯÊÌËÈÙɯÛÙÌÌÚȵɯ3ÏÌàɯÚÏÐÕÌȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÌàȮɯÛÏÌà 

 stand there so slender, like women dancing in a line... 

 

FIRE 

 3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎȮɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯ!ÜÛȮɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯ2ÞÌÌÛɯGrass and I 

 like to go back now, with Rock and people at the  

 summer places. News for them, news for you Jack 

 ---We are going to have a little one! 

 

JACK is in shock as we hear a rumble of thunder... 

 

FIRE 

 And I had a dream. Remember I brought you near  

 the marshes, at night, and we walked with the light that  

 moves and flows and shines there? Then you under- 

 stood my name. And I saw that fire in my dream, that  

 you called Foxfire. That is a name, Jack! Boy or girl--- 

 

JACK  

 6ÏÈÛȳɯ ÚɯÜÚÜÈÓɯÐÛɀÚɯÐÔ×ÖÚÚÐÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÍÖÓÓÖÞȭɯɂ%ÖßÍÐÙÌɂȳ 

 Sounds like some do-good outlaw in a bad play.  

 6ÏàɯÓÌÈÝÌȮɯÞÏàɯÛÏÌɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÕÖÞȮɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÚÏÖÞȭɯ 

 How do you know this, Sweet Grass? Black arts... 

 

FIRE 

 -ÖȮɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯ6ÌɯÑÜÚÛȱÞÌɯÌÕÑÖàɯÌÈÊÏɯÖÛÏÌÙȭȭȭ 

 

 JACK gazes up. The sky thunders, and a drop of rain splats him in the 

face. 

 

 As we now see MORTON, this Graphic: 6ÌÚÚÈÎÜÚÚÌÛÛȮɯÖÙɯɁ6ÌàÔÖÜÛÏɂɯ

south of Merrymount: June 1628. (ÛɀÚɯÓÈÛÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɯÈÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÉÙÖÒÌÕ-down trading 

post (two houses with a fallen -down palisade between), as MORTON, dog 

Elizabeth, and WILLIAM JEFFREYS walk to a bolted outer door. JEFFREYS 

wears a sloppy shirt, breeches: MORTON a soft hat, loose coat, boots, fowling -



gun and 3 fat Grouse on a line; plus his sword/dagger belt, silver flask, satchel. 

We hear loud thunder as they hurry...  

 

MORTON  

 Good, just made the rain! Good old Weecha- 

 gaskas! Thine oysters eat sweet as a Westminster 

 spinster. So you call this Weymouth now, eh Bill?  

 8ÖÜɯÚÈÝÌËɯÞÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÓÌÍÛɯÖÍɯÐÛȭɯȿÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏȳɯȹ'ÐÚɯ#.& 

 sniffs by the door and seems alerted.) 

 

 

JEFFREYS 

  ÏÏȮɯÈɯÊÖÖÕɯÓÈÚÛɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÊÖÔÌɯÉÌÎÎÐÕɀɯÓÐÒÌɯÈÕɯ(ÕËÐÈÕȭ 

 

 MORTON eyes Jeffreys as he opens the door: MORTON doffs hat, goes 

in... 

 We see the crude interior (a cot, rusty tools, table under an open-shuttered 

window) as MORTON enters through a second inner door with a latch. And 

ÛÏÌÙÌɯÚÛÈÕËɯ$(&'3ɯ/+(,.3'ɯ$731 2ɯȹɁÈÔÈÛÌÜÙɯÚÖÓËÐÌÙÚɂȺȮɯÈÕËɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯ

steps CAPTAIN MYLES STANDISH,  his pistol and dagger out:  

 

STANDISH  

 You are under arrest. Take his arms. 

 

MORTON  

 (As they struggle) What ---arrest? How dare you. 

 What charge, what charge! You have no---Jeffreys my 

 witness! 

 

 JEFFREYS backs out, shuts the inner door. An EXTRA blocks it as the 

OTHERS strip Morton of gun and grouse, sword and all, his silver flask. 

3ÏÜÕËÌÙɯÉÖÖÔÚɯÈÕËɯÛÞÖɯ$731 2ɯÚÛÈÙÛɯÛÖɯɁÓÈàɯÖÍÍɂȯ 

 

MORTON  

 ȹɁ%ÌÌÓÚɂɯÓÖÚÚɯÖÍɯÚÞÖÙËɤÍÓÈÚÒȺɯ3ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÔà---I 

 am acting authorized ---I am the authorized agent 

 of Sir Ferdinando GÖÙÎÌÚȮɯ*ÕÐÎÏÛȮɯ'ÐÚɯ,ÈÑÌÚÛàɀÚ 

 Governor of Plymouth! The Council for New England --- 

 The Earl of Dorset---The Council... 

 



STANDISH grabs flask, finishes and flips it out the window.  

 

MORTON  

 ,ÌÙÊÌÕÈÙàɯÔÖÕÒÌàȵɯ.ÏȮɯàÖÜɀÝÌɯËÖÕÌɯÐÛȮɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕ 

 Shrimp--- 

STANDISH comes up and smashes MORTON in the face. 

STANDISH  

 2ÏÜÛɯÜ×ȭɯ6ÌɯÈÐÕɀÛɯÚÓÌ×ÛɯÛÞÖɯËÈàÚɯÞÈÐÛÐÕɀɯàÖÜȭ 

 3ÈÙÙÐÌËɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÖÜÚÐÕɀ-Ú×ÖÙÛȳɯ1ÌÈËÐÕɀɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÖÒ 

 ÖɀɯÛÏÌɯÍÖÙÌÚÛȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÈÓÓɯËÖÕÌȮɯ,ÐÚÛÌÙɯ$ß×ÌÙÛȭ 

 /ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÓÓɯ×ÜÛɯàÌɯÐÕɯÊÏÈÐÕÚȮɯ,ÐÚÛÌÙɯ&ÌÕÛÓÌÔÈÕ 

 with his sodo mites. (He shoves MORTON onto 

 ÛÏÌɯÊÖÛȭȺɯ-ÖÞɯÚÐÛȭɯ(ɯÈÐÕɀÛɯÈÉÖÜÛɯÛÖɯÔÈÙÊÏɯàÖÜ 

 ÛÏÌÙÌɯÙÈÐÕÐÕɀȭɯȹ3Öɯ,$-Ⱥɯ6ÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÖɯÔÜÊÏȳɯ8ÖÜȮɯÊÓÌÈÕ 

 us them grouse outside. (THUNDER) Christ, my gut.  

 (He goes to the keg for remedy.) 

 

 6ÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌɯÙÖÖÔɯÐÕɯÛÞÖɯÊÈÕËÓÌÚɀɯÓÐght as thunder and rain hammer 

down. MORTON sits on the cot with hands over face as STANDISH, MEN and 

JEFFREYS gorge and drink at table. JEFFREYS offers drink to MORTON; and 

,.13.-ɯ×ÓÈàÚɯɁ6ÖÌɯÐÚɯÔÌȮɂɯÞÈÛÊÏÌÚɯÛÏÌÔɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÏÐÚɯÍÐÕÎÌÙÚȭȭȭ 

 The same room in darkness with flashes of heat lightning: STANDISH, 

,$-ɯÈÕËɯ)$%%1$82ɯÚÕÖÙÌɯÐÕɯɁÍÓÖ×ɂɯ×ÖÚÐÛÐÖÕÚȮɯÖÕÌɯ&4 1#ɯÚÕÖÙÐÕÎɯÉàɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙȭɯ

MORTON lies awake, face-up, listening. He lifts his head; sits up; draws up his 

ÒÕÌÌÚȰɯÛÏÌÕɯÚÛÈÕËÚȮɯÚÌÌÚɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÈÍÌȮɯÈÕËɯÚÏÈÒÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯlaughter. Heat lightning shows 

him that STANDISH hugs his sword and other gear. MORTON sneers...  

 MORTON stands right beside the door -guard, lifts the inner latch, slips 

out, closes the door. He eases back the outside bolt and shuts that door behind 

him toÖȭɯ.ÜÛÚÐËÌȮɯÏÐÚɯËÖÎɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏɯÑÜÔ×ÚɯÖÕɯÏÐÔȯɯÏÌɯÙÌÊÖÝÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÉÖÛÏɯɁÌßÐÛɯ

ÓÌÍÛȭɂɯ!ÜÛɯ,.13.-ɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯÚÐÓÝÌÙɯÍÓÈÚÒɯÐÕɯÏÈÕËȮɯÓÐÚÛÌÕÚȮɯÚÓÈÔÚɯÛÏÌɯ

door, and runs... 

 (ÕÚÐËÌɯȹ2ÓÈÔȵȺɯ23 -#(2'ɯÚÛÈÙÛÓÌÚȮɯÞÙÌÚÛÓÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÎÜÕɯÈÕËɯÚÞÖÙËɯ

as his MEN go into tumult. ȹɁ6ÏÈÛȳɯ6ÏÌÙÌɯÐÚɯÏÌȳɯ.Ïɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÕÌȮɯÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÕÌȵɂ) 

JEFFREYS cowers, GUARDS slam into each other, STANDISH screams... 

 MORTON laughs as he scampers up dark trail; crosses broad marshlands 

ÜÕËÌÙɯÊÙÈÚÏÌÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÜÕËÌÙɤÓÐÎÏÛÕÐÕÎȰɯÞÈËÌÚɯÈɯÙÐÝÌÙɀÚɯsandbar and stops panting in 

mid -stream. He tries his flask (empty), looks back to curse Ye masterless whelps!---

laughs and departs from the obvious trail, up over weedy sand -dunes... 

 

 (ÛɀÚɯÔÐÚÛàɯËÈÞÕɯÈÛɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɀÚɯÔÈÐÕɯÛÈÉÓÌȭɯ6 +3$1ɯÈÕËɯ&(+!$13ɯÚÐÛɯ



ÎÙÖÎÎàɯÖÝÌÙɯÍÖÖËɯÈÚɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯËÖÎȮɯÛÏÌÕɯ'$ɯÉÜÙÚÛɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÖËÚɯÉÌàÖÕËɯ

the Maypole... 

 

MORTON  

 Thank God! Savages, Savages! Get all your guns in 

 here, no joke and powder too! (rushes into his cabin) 

 2ÈÝÈÎÌÚȵɯɁNi foi, ni loi, ni roiȭȭȭɂɯȹÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÍÈÐÛÏȮɯÓaw, king)  

 

 Inside his cabin (details Scene 6, a window each side of the door), 

MORTON primes his biggest new gun, a bright -ÉÙÈÚÚàɯɁÚÕÈ×-ÏÈÕÊÌɂɯÞÏÖÚÌɯ

flint -trigger he tries twice, chortling. On the table are his ledgers/books, a jug and 

3 cups, two big dishes of fat bullets. WALTER/GILBERT lug in a cask of 

gunpowder and MORTON points it to the rear floor. GILBERT rushes to 

barricade the door and WALTER primes older guns...  

 

WALTER  

 6ÏÈÛɯÛÙÐÉÌȳɯ6ÏÈÛɀËɯàÖÜɯËÖȳɯ#ÈÔÕÌËɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÈÞÈà 

 ÍÖÙɯ×ÌÓÛÚɯÈÓÓɯÔÖÖÕȭɯ(ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÞÈÐÛɯÛÖɯÏÌÈÙɯÛÏÐÚȱ 

 

MORTON  

 (Pouring) My dog safe? Your Dutch courage, boys. 

 

GILBERT  

 What is this? You said it would help us to know  

 these people--- 

 

MORTON  

 Alright, alright, recover your seasoning, men.  

 (ÛɀÚɯÛÏÖÚÌɯËÌÙÈÕÎÌËɯÌÝÈÕÎÌÓÐÚÛÚȭɯȹ#ÙÐÕÒÚȺɯ(ɯËÖ 

 not understand what they hope for, harassing the  

 ×ÙÖÍÐÛÚɯÖÍɯ3ÏÌɯ"ÖÜÕÊÐÓȭɯ1ÌÈÓÓàȵɯɁ1ÌÍÖÙÔɂɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌȮ 

 ÓÐÒÌɯÈÜÕÛÐÌɀÚɯ×ÈÙÐÚÏȭɯ3ÏÌɯ-ÐÕÌɯ6ÖÙÛÏÐÌÚȵ 

 

GILBERT  

 What now, Mister Morton?  

 

 

MORTON  

 ȹÛÖɯÌÈÊÏɯÈɯÊÜ×Ⱥɯ6ÌÓÓȮɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÚÜÙÌȭȭȭ 

 



 Now we gaze up Merry ÔÖÜÕÛɯ'ÐÓÓɯÈÛɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÊÈÉÐÕȭɯ6ÐÛÏɯÈɯÙÈÛÛÓÐÕÎɯ

clatter of gear and guns MYLES STANDISH careens across-camera as if ducking 

heavy fire. He takes cover behind a shoe-sized rock on the slope, preps his 

weapon, signals Come! Now he cocks his gun---Come on, already! TWO MEN start 

forward, MORTON fires and the bullet pings! off the rock near STANDISH. They 

duck back and STANDISH bolts too: a second Boom sends a bullet zzzip! just 

past him. In the cabin, MORTON and WALTER prime guns at a window each, 

while GILBERT guzzles drink...  

 

MORTON  

 Like my new snap-ÏÈÕÊÌȮɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕȳɯ+ÌÛɀÚɯÊÈÓÓɯÈɯ×ÈÙÓÌàȮɯ 

 ÈÕËɯ(ɀÓÓɯÓÌÛɯàÖÜɯÚÏÖÖÛɯÐÛȵɯ.ÕÊÌȱȭ6ÏÈÛȳ 

 

WALTER  

 Puh! He says, Surrender all your arms. 

 

MORTON  

 Ever hear of legal authority, lawful charges? 

 Ahh, you might ship me home, "È×ÛÈÐÕȵɯ ɯÔÈÕɀÚ 

 arms needful at sea, French about! Perhaps we 

 can speak? Come, show yourselves! Aye Captain 

 Shrimp, come walking up again like colts tailed  

 together at a fair. 

 

WALTER  

 Ship you home? Gilbert, get the pieces loaded--- 

 

 GILBERT faints. ,.13.-ɯÚÏÈÒÌÚɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯÕÌßÛȳɂɯ ÕËɯÕÐÕÌɯBooms 

ÈÕËɯÉÜÓÓÌÛÚɯÍÙÖÔɯ23 -#(2'ɀÚɯÔÌÕɯÙÐ×ɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÉÐÕȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯ,.13.-ɯÚÌÌÚɯÕÖɯÏÈÙÔɯ

he screams outside, Bloody Savages! But he sees friend DAVID TOMPSON 

strolling up Merrymount Hill...  

MORTON  

 'ÖÓËȮɯÐÛɀÚɯ3ÖÔ×ÚÖÕɯÍÖÙɯhis mail! David, away!  

 MORTON with best gun/pistol rushes outdoors: TOMPSON looks 

through the gun -smoke as STANDISH and MEN mount the hill in a horde, and 

×ÐÓÌɯ×ÈÚÛɯÏÐÔɯÍÖÙɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕȱ 

 

TOMPSON  

 3ÏÖÔÈÚȮɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÐÚȳɯ3ÏÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÛɯÞÈÚɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙ 

 Indian training -days---Oof! 



 

 STANDISH and SIX MEN take on MORTON: TWO MEN rush for the 

cabin. Here, the MEN wrestle MORTON down, one man sits on his chest and 

reaches back for a knife---but its scabbard breaks from his belt with it, and he 

tries to stab. TOMPSON swings his stick and whacks it away. Inside the cabin, 

WALTER sees all and rushes out with a gun---ÉÜÛɯÏÐÚɯÕÖÚÌɯÙÜÕÚɯÖÕÛÖɯÈɯÚÞÖÙËɀÚɯ

point. He falls back with a scream as TWO MEN burst in, see GILBERT on the 

floor, the guns, liquor etc. MORTON is on his back with bloodied face. A MAN 

on each arm, he looks crucified as he bellows from the green grass: 

 

MORTON  

 What is this!? 

 

 

SCENE 12 

 A Special Effect Whoosh! ÓÐÒÌɯÈɯÉÓÈÚÛɯÖÍɯÞÐÕËɯÚÈàÚɯÏÖÞɯÍÈÚÛɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯÐÚɯɁÖÜÛɂɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ

country ---and so MORTON thumps down on the same ÊÏÈÐÙɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÞÐÛÏɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯ

Governor BRADFORD (black beard, short hair, patched blue suit/lace collar); who 

ÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌÚɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒɯÚÛÌÙÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯƗƗɯàÌÈÙÚɯÛÖɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯƘƜȭɯ ÎÈÐÕɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒ-room 

ËÖÖÙɯÈÕËɯ$+#$1ɯ!1$623$1ɀÚɯÓÐÎÏÛȭɯ23 -#(2'ɯÚÛÈÕËÚɯÚÞÖÙË-out at BÙÈËÍÖÙËɀÚɯÙÐÎÏÛȯ 

 

BRADFORD  

  You again. Employment for locals, this? Sports,  

  bowling, frisking like fairies, or Furies rather. We  

  know your treasonous secret. You not only 

  ÉÙÌÈÒɯàÖÜÙɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ/ÙÖÊÓÈÔÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ8ÖÜɯÍÓÈÜÕÛɯÐÛȮ 

  lascivious, without fear of God, before women and 

  children. The country, sir, will not bear this --- 

 

MORTON  

  Mr. Bradford. I have tried to tell you. A Proclam - 

  ation is not law. The reason for that protects all 

  of us, sir. You people here chastise dead James 

  for making his o wn law. May I see the document 

  of your authority? Traitor indeed. You are in no  

  position to charge lack of patent, we work straight  

  for The Council. My advice to you --- 

 

STANDISH  



  'ÌÙÌɀÚɯÔàɯÛÐ×ȭɯȹ'ÐÚɯÚÞÖÙËɯÈÛɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÕÌÊÒȺ 

 

BRADFORD  

  Good heavens, put that away! Mr. Morton. At  

  least we peasants maintain some kind of order. 

  Does your London pettifogging conceive the  

  value of a compact among people? You are no 

  trader. A wild interloper. Our families come first --- 

 

MORTON  

  Well, at least you see your problem--- 

 

BRADFORD  

  And think ye can dance with these fiends, and  

  drink, and lie abed with them, that this is some - 

  thing Christian, going to last, man? We report  

  you, we complain to The Council --- 

 

MORTON  

  And nothing is done. Because nothing need be 

  done about ways of the country before our fathers 

  together. Do you notice how jolly -fat The Council 

  grows on us, sir? What does that tell you? 

 

 3ÏÌɯɁÈÕÚÞÌÙɂɯÐÚɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯWhoosh! and we see MORTON being dumped into the 

ÚÌÈɀÚɯÚÏÈÓÓÖÞÚɯÍÙÖm a Plimoth boat under STANDISH and TEN MEN. MORTON fights 

to hold on, grab supplies: a MAN snatches off his wampum -necklace. A graphic 

appears on-screen: 

3ÏÌɯ(ÚÓÌÚɯÖÍɯ2ÏÖÈÓÚȮɯÖÍÍɯÛÏÌɯȿ-ÌÞɯ'ÈÔ×ÚÏÐÙÌɀɯÊÖÈÚÛȮɯ)ÜÕÌɯƕƚƖƜ 

 

MORTON  

  Mind telling me the plan? Give me a 

  knife, a waterskin! Where are my flask and 

  sword, you petty bastards! Touch the plan - 

  ÛÈÛÐÖÕɯ(ɀÓÓɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯÙÖ×ÌɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯàÖÜÙɯ 

  necks! Moles! Ye cramped cretins! Captain 

  Shrimp! (He staggers ashore with nothing)  

  You fuckers. Bloody Odysseus! Yesterday I 

  was a king. (Sees nothing but 100 yards of 

  rocks, gulls, and empty ocean) Oh my God... 



 

 

 Now we see the dim inside of a Puritan New England church clearly under 

construction: a crude meeting-house with two aisles of log -benches, half-open sides. 

3ÏÌÚÌɯÍÈÊÌɯÈɯÙÈÐÚÌËɯ×ÙÌÈÊÏÌÙɀÚɯÓÌÊÛÌÙÕɯÜ×ɯÍÙÖÕÛȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÏÜÎÌɯ$àÌɯ×ÈÐÕÛÌËɯÖÕɯÐÛȭɯGraphic: 

 

Advance-Planters, Massachusetts Bay Company:  

-ÈÜÔÒÌÈÎɯ%ÐÚÏÐÕÎɯ2ÛÈÛÐÖÕɯȹɁ2ÈÓÌÔɂȺȮɯ"È×Ìɯ ÕÕÌ 

 

 We see about 25 YEOMAN LABORERS sing a hymn, including one PHILIP 

RATCLIFF (young, clean-cut) and EDWARD GIBBONS. Each man sings at his own 

Ɂ×ÙÐÝÈÛÌɯ×ÐÛÊÏɂɯÛÖɯ&ÖËɯÞÐÛÏɯÌàÌÚɯÚÏÜÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÔÈÕàɯÔÌÕɯÓÖÖÒɯÉÖÙÌËɯÈÕËɯ×ÌÌÒɯÈÙÖÜÕËȮɯ

including EDWARD and RATCLIFF...  

 EDWARD peeks to the sunny door, and up the aisle come BRADFORD, 

6(-2+.6ɯÈÕËɯ ++$13.-ȭɯ ÓÓɯÚÏÈÒÌɯÏÈÕËÚɤɂÓÈàɯÏÈÕËÚɯÜ×ÖÕɂɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÏÖÚÛÚɯÈÛɯÍÙÖÕÛȮɯÛÏÌɯ

tall waspy REV. FRANCIS HIGGINSON in black frock, Bible under arm; and REV. 

2 ,ɯ2*$+3.-ɯÛÏÌɯÚÈÔÌȭɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÓÌÈËÌÙÚɯÌÕËÜÙÌɯÛÏÌɯ8$.,$-ɀÚɯÚÐÕÎÐÕÎȭȭȭ 

 EDWARD seizes the moment. He shuts his eyes, resumes singing, then puts out 

his arms and sings louder, louder. He starts to shake, tremble, smile dizzily, and then 

ÚÛÈÙÛÚɯÏÖÞÓÐÕÎɯɁ'ÈÓÓÌÓÜÑÈÏȵɂɯȯɯÏÌɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÛÏÐÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÈɯÍÙÖÛÏÐÕÎ-fit on the floor, one that 

ɁÕÖÉÖËàɯ ÊÖÜÓËɯ ÍÈÒÌɯ ÖÙɯ ÌÕÑÖàȭɂɯ  ++ɯ ,$-ɯ ËÙÈÞɯ ÊÓÖÚÌɯ ÈÙÖÜÕËɯ $#6 1#ɀÚɯ ÍÖÌÛÈÓɯ

crouch... 

 

 

EDWARD  

  (Batting his eyes to fake bright light) Such 

  brightness, please, my eyes! Ohh, I knew! 

  Unworthy I am, but I knew the Lord would     

 strike me came I here! It was to be, here and 

  now, New Iz -Rye-$ÓÓȭȭȭȭ6ÏàȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÝÌÙà 

  gentlemen! Oh, theirs are eyes shake a sinner! 

  (RATCLIFF comes closer, AMUSED, amazed.) 

  Well at least some white men here stands for 

  3ÏÌɯ+ÖÙËȭɯ.ÏɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙÚȮɯ(ɯÚÈÞɯÐÛɯÐÕɯÈɯÍÓÈÚÏÐÕɀ 

  incantation ---These men, these strangers to 

  my eyes, dear brothers, these are the men that 

  ÞÈÓÒɯÞÐÛÏɯ3ÏÌɯ2×ÐÙÐÛȭɯ ÕËɯ(Ȯɯ×ÖÖÙɯ×ÈÎÈÕɯÖɀÛÏÌ 

  Maypole, The Spirit has its hands, its hands I 

  say, upon my heart! 

 



 1 3"+(%%ɯ ÐÚɯ ÙÌÝÖÓÛÌËȮɯ ÈÕËɯ ÚÏÖÜÛÚɯ Ɂ'ÈÓÓÌÓÜÑÈÏȵɂɯ ÈÚɯ Èɯ ÑÖÒÌȭɯ $#6 1# fakes 

offense: BRADFORD, WINSLOW and MINISTERS glare RATCLIFF down, and ALL the 

MEN take a sheepish look at each other---ÈÕËɯÛÏÌÕɯÚÏÖÜÛɯɁ'ÈÓÓÌÓÜÑÈÏȵɂɯÛÖÖȭȭȭ 

 Outside this place EDWARD rests, takes water under a tree. HYMNS continue 

inside, plus harangue from HIGGINSON, and BRADFORD watches the door. 

6(-2+.6ɀÚɯÚÏÈËÖÞɯÚÛÐÙÚɯ$#6 1#ȯ 

 

WINSLOW  

  Mr. Gibbons, we are aware of your past. As 

  well as of your experience, and efforts. Our  

  new brethren, of the Bay Company feel 

  your ---incident a fortunate one. But I speak 

  for others, men not persuaded by a single day 

  well -done. We seek your advancement... 

 

 -ÖÞɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ,.13.-ɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÈɀÚɯÏÖÙÐáÖÕȮɯÚÜÕÉÜÙÕÌËȮɯÉÌÈÙËÌËȮɯÚÜÍÍÌÙÐÕÎɯ

with thirst: in blazing sun he bites open a clam, squeezes it over his mouth for  a drop... 

 

 EDWARD in the shade sips his canteen, lies back: 

 

EDWARD  

  I believe you can count on me, Mr. Winslow.  

 

 MORTON sleeps crumpled on a bed of seaweed. He opens his eyes to the sea, 

and spots a large dugout-boat approaching. He stumbles out to meet CRAZY BEAR, 

who pours a water -ÚÒÐÕɯÖÝÌÙɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÉÓÐÚÛÌÙÌËɯÍÈÊÌɯÈÕËɯÔÖÜÛÏɯÈÚɯ1."*ɯÞÈÛÊÏÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ

BRAVES. The BRAVES jump out and caution MORTON, carry him back to shore. There 

MORTON gorges on bisket, ROCK and CRAZY BEAR seated over him on boulders. 

BRAVES unpack a trunk of items: a shirt, big bag of raisins, big jug, stout knife... 

 

ROCK  

  As you see, we heard, Thomas. Captain 

  Standish and his friends think maybe they  

  moved too fast, putting you here to die. Maybe  

  àÖÜÙɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ"ÖÜÕÊÐÓɯÓÐÒÌÚɯàÖÜɯÉÌÛÛÌr. These 

  things come from your planter -friends. Boys 

  ÈÕËɯÊÈÔ×ɯÈÙÌɯÞÌÓÓȭɯ-ÖÛɯɁÜÕËÌÙɯÈÙÙÌÚÛȭɂ 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  You people are trouble even to yourselves. 



  Well, we have come to help you. 

 

ROCK  

  Crazy Bear is saying something, Thomas. You 

  ËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÏÖÞɯhe has worked to make right.  

  How angry our men can become. In our back 

  country he was even asked to shoot a Dutchman 

  pushing up the great river. But this son,  

  Thomas---With medicine teachers there, he has 

  danced the back of a white serpent big as a moun- 

  tain. The Serpent teaches patience, the long  

  cunning that guides out of the trap...  

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  ȹ$ÕÑÖàÐÕÎɯ1."*ɀÚɯÏÜÎȺɯ3ÏÌɯ&ÜÐËÌɯÖÍɯÔàɯÚ×ÐÙÐÛ 

  gave me my name: it means the only one who 

  ÓÖÖÒÚɯÊÙÈáàȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌɯÞÏÖɯÐÚÕɀÛȭȭȭ 

ROCK  

  Maybe you boat-people should pray that way...  

 

MORTON  

  (Eats, rests) Bravo, Crazy Bear my friend. You 

  are on the way to real power. I too am having  

  a religious experience. Now help me out of it  

  ÈÕËɯÓÌÛɀÚɯÉÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÉÈÊÒ--- 

 

ROCK  

  Wait, Thomas. Plimoth men said you are 

  going home to your King and country.  

  Thomas, we need more of your Maypole 

  English. Chikatawbak is not well. The one  

  son left him is a boy. I know you understand  

  how a woman works to hold so much together.  

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  She holds us together even with Big Wolf. What  

  is a man who buys his power? Stinking blue  

  ÑÈÊÒÌÛȭɯ6ÐÛÏÖÜÛɯ1ÐÝÌÙɯÞÌɀËɯÏÈÝÌɯÕÖɯàÌÚÛÌÙËÈàÚ 

  and he takes a Willow to hang this wampum on.  

  I want to know how it is that people despise Big  



  Wolf, and every one want s his shiny things... 

 

ROCK  

  Thomas. Remember how happy our dances 

  and how much we paid for them. We know  

  how much goes into days like those. You 

  know how much can be lost, quick as a dream... 

 

MORTON  

  /ÓÌÈÚÌȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÉÌÌÕɯÔÖÕÛÏÚɯÖÍɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɯÏÌÙÌȭȭȭ 

 

ROCK  

  We all need you to go, Thomas. And bring  

  back civilized English. Till then these enemies 

  are willing to hurt us for power. We call you  

  Sachem of Passonagessit. But we cannot fight 

  Plimoth and their Wampanoags...  

 

MORTON  

  (In anguish at how much is gone, over already) 

  What about my family! I wanted a family...  

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  Think we paddle so far for strangers? Season 

  is over. Soon a fish-boat will come by. Thomas. 

  ȹ'ÌɯÚÛÈÕËÚɯÈÕËɯɁÉÜÊÒÚɯÜ×ɂɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕȮɯÒÐÊÒÚɯÈ 

  stone.) Look, how Rock holds you up upon the  

  ÞÈÛÌÙÚȭɯȹ+ÈàÚɯÈɯÏÈÕËɯÖÕɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÏÌÈËȭȺɯ4×ÖÕ 

  this rock, you will sink a church.  

 

 MORTON surrenders a painful smile...  

 

 And now we see the grizzly MORTON helped from a rowboat and up the side of 

a fishing-ship that rolls on September waves. JACK OLDHAM is comfortably on deck: 

he cackles and smokes a pipe watching, now tastelessly dapper, shaved and duded-up 

ÍÖÙɯɁ+ÖÕËÖÕɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɂɯÐÕɯÈɯÎÖË-awful green lumpy suit. SAILOR EXTRAS help the 

wretched MORTON up on deck. MORTON sees OLDHAM and w inces... 

 

OLDHAM  

  2ÔÈÓÓɯ-ÌÞɯ6ÖÙÓËȭɯ(ɯÉÙÐÉÌËɯȿÌÔɯÛÖɯÓÖÖÒ 



  for you. Jesus, Morton, ye smell like Lazarus 

  dug up fresh. (Turns in place) Look what a  

  bit of Christian credit can do with six beaver!  

  8ÖÜɀËɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÔɯÛÏÌɯÎÌÕÛÓÌɯÏÌÙÌȭɯȹ/ÈÛÚɯÏÐÚɯÝÌÚÛȺ 

  SorÙàȮɯÓÌÛÛÌÙÚɯÍÖÙɯ3ÏÌɯ"ÖÜÕÊÐÓȭɯ-ÖɯÏÈÙËɯÍÌÌÓÐÕɀÚȭ 

  (A SAILOR shouts and we see a 3-masted 

  ÝÌÚÚÌÓɯ×ÈÚÚȭȺɯ+ÖÙËɀÚɯ#Èàȵɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯSparrowhawk, 

  ËÜÌɯÍÙÖÔɯ+ÖÕËÖÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÔÖÙÌɯÖɀÛÏÌÔɯ,ÈÚÚÈÊÏÜ- 

  setts Bay Company folk. Serious bloody planters,  

  families, patent, ÓÖÊÒȮɯÚÛÖÊÒɯÈÕËɯ!ÐÉÓÌȭɯ&ÈÔÌɀÚɯÜ× 

  for the likes of us, eh? 

 

 ,.13.-ɯÎÈáÌÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÐ×ɯÈÚɯ2 (+.12ɯÊÙàȮɯɁ,ÈÒÌɯ6Èàȵɂ 

 

 

SCENE 13  
Merrymount, Autumn 1629 

 Bright -ÎÖÓËɯÍÖÓÐÈÎÌɯÚÏÐÕÌÚɯÐÕɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɯÚÜÕȭɯ3ÏÌɯ,Èà×ÖÓÌɀÚɯÏÖÙÕÚɯ×ÖÐÕÛɯÞÏÐÛÌɯ

clouds and blue sky over ÛÏÌɯÐÚÓÈÕËÚȭɯ ÛɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÔ×ɀÚɯÔÈÐÕɯÛÈÉÓÌȮɯ6 +3$1ɯȹÏÐÚɯÕÖÚÌɯ

healed) gives a lesson in gun-repair to CRAZY BEAR and BIG WOLF (as wives LITTLE 

MOON and WILLOW look on). Also here are JACK, GILBERT, JOHN and WILLIAM. 

Furs, wampum, gun -locks and tools lie with dis hes of a meal. New iron hoes/garden 

ÛÖÖÓÚɯÓÌÈÕɯÖÕɯÉÈÚÒÌÛÚɯÖÍɯÏÈÙÝÌÚÛÌËɯÊÖÙÕȮɯÉÌÈÕÚȯɯÈÕÖÛÏÌÙɯËÈàɯÖÍɯÛÙÈËÌȭɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯËÖÎɯ

Elizabeth mopes for the man they miss... 

 

BIG WOLF  

  So, Jack, soon you are a father. You like 

  your time -away from Mama and Baby. You 

  are not so good at business. Maybe Likes The 

  Fire is more wife than English enjoy? 

 

JACK  

  3ÈÓÒȮɯÛÈÓÒȭɯ2ÏÌɀÚɯÖÍÍɯÞÐÛÏɯ1ÐÝÌÙȭɯ-ÌÝÌÙɯÌÕÖÜÎÏ 

  talking. Of course women like River give you  

  the same grief. Want my wife to heel? Stick to 

  furs, Big Wolf. L ogic is not your game. 

 

BIG WOLF  

  Logs? Oh, Monsieur Jack. See the man I am 



  for family. (He shows his Beaver tattoo under  

  the fine blue coat.) Your beautiful child will be  

  another of my sons, says your wife. A child feels 

  good with many watching o ver. Shh! Listen, a 

  bear looks for lunch! Good price bear now. 

 

 2ÜËËÌÕÓàȮɯ3$-ɯɁ1$&4+ 1ɂɯÈÙÔÖÙÌËɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯ2.+#($12ɯÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÉÙÜÚÏɯ

ÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÈÔ×ɀÚɯÔÐËÚÛɯÈÕËɯÚÜÙÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÛÈÉÓÌ-group with guns, swords, halberds. Dog 

ELIZABETH growls and SOLDIERS chase her off. WILLOW makes BIG WOLF sit, and 

calms CRAZY BEAR... 

 " /3 (-ɯ).'-ɯ$-#(".33ɯÚÛÙÜÛÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÈÛɯÌÝÌÙàÛÏÐÕÎɯÈÚɯɁÌÝÐËÌÕÊÌȮɂɯ

a pasty man of 35 with pointed red beard, buffed armor -plate, helmet, ruff -collar, and 

weapons under his big dark cape: a rigid gangly man. Under his arm he holds a dark 

hard-shell case for documents (about violin-size). ENDICOTT turns/snaps fingers to call 

in ALLERTON, TEMERITY HIGGINS, REV. SKELTON and RATCLIFF. All of them 

except RATCLIFF (in civilian clothes) look eager ÍÖÙɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÏÈ××ÌÕɯÕÖÞȭȭȭ 

 ).'-ɯÕÜËÎÌÚɯ6 +3$1ɯÛÖɯɁËÖɯÚÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎȮɂɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖɯÊÏÈÕÊÌȭɯ2.+#($12ɯ

rummage the table and show ENDICOTT the gun -pieces... 

 

JOHN  

  6ÏàȮɯ(ɯÍÐËËÓÌɯÛÖÖȮɯ"È×ɀÕȵɯ3ÈÒÌɯÏÌÙɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌ 

  ÊÈÚÌɯÛÏÌÙÌȮɯÞÖÕɀÛɯàÌȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯàÌÈÙÚɯ(ɯÈÐÕɀÛɯ×ÓÈyed 

  a duet! Name your favorites...  

 

ENDICOTT  

  You still live because you look a fool. This is 

  the Charter, from King Charles, to this ground.  

  I am Captain John Endicott, the appointed gov- 

  ernor of this place now. Here on first order of  

  business and in good time! More than enough  

  to prove a charge. Sergeant-at -arms! See to 

  that pagan monstrosity (the Maypole). There  

  will be better walking here, I assure you all...  

 

RATCLIFF  

  Sir, Sir. Till we talk the corn, and beans? 

 

ENDICOTT  

  (Pulls ÈÞÈàȮɯËÙÈÞÚɯÚÞÖÙËȺɯɁ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɂɯÖÍ 

  New England is over! As of today, this place  



  stands within New Israel; and is henceforth  

  Mount Dagon, in testament to your philistine,  

  fish-ÛÈÐÓÌËɯÍÐÚÏÌÙÔÌÕɀÚɯËÌ×ÙÈÝÐÛÐÌÚȭɯȹ3Öɯ!(& 

  WOLF, CRAZY and WILLOW) You, yo u, off to 

  àÖÜÙɯËÌÕÚȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÊÈÓÓɯÈɯÛÙÈËÌ-meeting by and by. 

  Shoo, Shoo! 

 

 ALL at table look incredulous, do not move.  

 

WALTER  

  (Rises slowly: BIG WOLF touches him to go easy.) 

  (ɀÔɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÓÈÞÍÜÓɯÎÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÚÐÙȮɯÐÚ 

  The Council for New En gland, and our inden - 

  ture to our master. This plantation is pro - 

  ×ÌÙÛàɯÖÍɯ,Ùȭɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕȮɯÖÍɯ"ÓÐÍÍÖÙËɀÚ--- 

 

ENDICOTT  

  You are not spoken to. Sit! 

 

 As WALTER relents, SOLDIERS begin to chop at the Maypole. Leaves, garlands, 

petals begin to shower down with the blows...  

 

ENDICOTT  

  (ɀËɯÉÜÙÕɯÛÏÐÚɯ×ÓÈÊÌɯÈÕËɯÚÌÓÓɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÛɯÖÍɯàÖÜÙ 

  contracts. But alright then. Higgins, come here! 

  This is your proper Indian agent. (As ENDI - 

  ".33ɯÚ×ÌÈÒÚȮɯ6 +3$1ɯɁÚÌÌÚɯËÈÕÎÌÙɂɯÉÌÏÐÕË 

  him where the Maypole may fall, an d raises his 

  hand.) Yes, yes,you may ask questions in a 

  moment! You may not like Mr. Higgins quite.  

  But we do well -mean these changes. (Sing-Song) 

  Also, we come to learn from you old -timers. As 

  àÖÜɯÏÈÝÌɯÔÌÛɯÈÓÙÌÈËàȮɯÞÌɀËɯÓÐÒÌɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯÛÈÒÌɯÏÐÔ 

  up country, as your custom is. Let him learn.  

  ȹ6 +3$1ɯÙÈÐÚÌÚɯÏÈÕËɯÜÙÎÌÕÛÓàȭȺɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÔÈÒÌɯÐÛ 

  ÞÖÙÛÏɯàÖÜÙɯÞÏÐÓÌȮɯÌÝÌÙàɯ)ÈÊÒɯÖÍɯàÖÜȭɯ ÕËɯÞÌɀÓÓ 

  ÈÓÓɯÉÌɯÓÐÒÌɯÖÕÌɯÎÙÌÈÛȮɯÉÐÎɯÍÈÔÐÓàȭɯ6ÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÉÌ--- 

 

SOLDIER EXTRA  

  Look out, Captain Endicott!  



 

 ENDICOTT whirls, ducks aside ---and the Maypole (antlers, tethers and all) 

ÊÖÔÌÚɯÊÙÈÚÏÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÖÒÍÐÙÌɀÚɯÒÌÛÛÓÌÚɯÈÕËɯÚÛÖÕÌÚȭɯ1 3"+(%%ɯÈÓÖÕÌɯÓÈÜÎÏÚɯ

ÈÓÖÜËȯɯ$-#(".33ɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÕÖÛÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÈÛȮɯÈÕËɯ6 +3$1ɀÚɯÎÙÖÜ×ɯÚÐÛÚɯÔÌÓÈÕÊÏÖÓàȭȭȭ 

ENDICOTT  

  (ËÐÖÛÚȵɯ8ÖÜȮɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÙÌÈÒɯat my pleasure. Now, men... 

 

WALTER  

  (Quietly) Well, so long, mates. Without the  

  ÔÈÚÛÌÙȮɯÚÏÌɀÚɯËÖÕÌɯÍÖÙȭɯ!ÌÌÕɯÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÈÛ 

  ÕÖÙÛÏɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàȮɯ1ÐÊÏÔÖÕËɯ(ÚÓÌȭɯ+ÐÛÛÓÌɯ,ÖÖÕɀÚ 

  ÊÖÜÚÐÕÚɯÚÈàɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÞÌÓÊÖÔÌɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌÙÌȭ 

 

JOHN  

  ,ÌɯÞÐÛÏɯàÖÜɯÛÏÌÕȳɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÚÛÈàȳ 

  (WILLIAM nods as JOHN caresses his fiddle.) 

  God damn it. Here, Willy, Gilbert, you two keep  

  this for us, whoever stays on. Play it like I showed  

  ye. A part of us, to keep home a home. Blasted 

  blue-ÈÚÚÌËɯÈ×ÖÚÛÓÌÚȭɯ'ÌÈÙÛɀÚɯÉÓÖÖËɯÉÜÐÓÛɯÛÏÐÚȵ 

 

JACK  

  (With BIG WOLF scowling at him) We knew it  

  ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÈÚÛȭ 

   

 WILLOW reaches for this hand, that, but then draws back...  

  

 And now we see a large dugout-canoe headed up-river, with CRAZY BEAR 

paddling front, HIGGINS in middle with gear/traps/gun ɁÞÐËÌ-ÌàÌËɯÞÐÛÏɯÞÐÓËÌÙÕÌÚÚȮɂɯ

BIG WOLF paddling stern. Green country passes along the (upper Charles or 

Merrimac) river. Then these three carry gear along deep-woods trail. As they trudge 

and climb hills, HIGGINS falls behind. At a clearing CRAZY BEAR and B IG WOLF set 

their burdens down.  

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  (ɯÞÈÐÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÏÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÏÐÚɯɁÞÖÙÛÏɯÖÜÙ 

  ÞÏÐÓÌȮɂɯÜÕÊÓÌɯ!ÐÎɯ6ÖÓÍȭ 

 

BIG WOLF  

  (Hollers back down -trail) Hurry up Higgins!  



  Bad Indians all over, this Nipmuc country! See,  

  Crazy Bear, you tell them that, and they pay 

  better just to get home. Also, they keep out 

  ÜÕÓÌÚÚɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÈÙÖÜÕËȭɯȹ'(&&(-2ɯÊÈÛÊÏÌÚɯÜ× 

  ÈÕËɯÊÖÓÓÈ×ÚÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯ×ÈÊÒÚȯɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɯɁÉÌÊÖÔÌÚɂ 

  a cigar-store Indian.) Ungh! Good day voyage,  

  Higgins. Sleep here, heap good! Tomorrow, 

  the beaver plantations. No fire, eat cake. Ungh, 

  Nipmuc Cha-qua-kok, Cutthroats drink your  

  blood. Like this, eh? Heap bad good, eh? 

 

 HIGGINS looks around at the darkening woods. Soon, he sits in with a blanket 

over his head: BIG WOLF/CRAZY BEAR stare and pass a big knife with strips of deer -

meat. HIGGINS, disgusted with the service, smiles big and watches every move. 

-ÌÐÛÏÌÙɯ6.+%ɯÕÖÙɯ"1 98ɯËÐÚÎÜÐÚÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯËÐÚÓÐÒÌȭɯ'(&&(-2ɀɯÍÌÈÙɯÚÏÖÞÚȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌàɯ

laugh... 

 

HIGGINS  

  Well, uh ---(ɯÎÜÌÚÚɯ(ɀÓÓȮɯÜÏ---take my shoes off. 

  8ÌÚȮɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÎÖɯÈÕà×ÓÈÊÌɯÞÐÛÏÖÜÛɯàÖÜÙɯÚÏÖÌÚȮɯÞÏÈÛȳ 

   ÕËɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÈÓÓɯÎÖɯÛÖɯÚÓÌÌ×ɯÛÏÌÕȭɯ8ÌÚȮɯ(ɀÔɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÏÌÙÌ 

  if you need me. A man needs shoes, good shoes! 

  Friend, right?  

 

 !(&ɯ6.+%ɤ"1 98ɯ!$ 1ɯÛÈÜÕÛɯÞÐÛÏɯɁÉÖÎÌàɂɯÍÈÊÌÚȭɯ2ÖÖÕȮɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ"1 98ɯÈÕËɯ

WOLF snoring -asleep. HIGGINS sits up in the dark. And he up -and-bolts barefoot into 

the brush, which scratches till he screams. BIG WOLF/CRAZY BEAR sit up startled, and 

they start laughing...  

 

BIG WOLF  

  Oh no! Hey! Bubble! Higgins! Throw a rock  

  out ahead of him, like t o spook a deer your way... 

 

 CRAZY BEAR throws a rock, they shout more; but HIGGINS flees, screaming 

Avoyd, Satan, What have ye to do with me? through the woods. THE ROCK skips through 

trees above: HIGGINS screams Jesus! Arrows! and stops behind a tree. He takes his 

pants off, puts them over his head, and bolts into briars and deeper darkness, 

screaming... 

 

 



CRAZY BEAR  

  Oh, my face hurts! What now though, he  

  ÒÐÓÓÚɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍɯÈÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯÖÜÙɯÍÈÜÓÛȳɯ6ÏÈÛɯËÐËɯàÖÜ 

  scare him for? 

 

BIG WOLF  

  I told you! Listen, ÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÏÐÚɯÚÏÖÌÚȭɯ&ÌÛɯÏÐÚ 

  ÛÙÈ×ÚɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÉÐÚÒÌÛɯÈÕËɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÎÖɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÕËɯÛÌÓÓ 

  ÛÏÌÔȭɯ6ÈÓÛÌÙɯÈÕËɯ)ÈÊÒɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÌɯÐÚȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓ 

  ÉÌɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛȮɯÛÏÌàɀÓÓɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÜÚȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÊÖÜÓËɯÙÜÐÕɯÔÌȵ 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  Blast, let him fetch his packs home! If we go 

  back with no Hig gins--- ȹ'ÌɯɁÊÜÛÚɯÏÐÚɯÛÏÙÖÈÛɂȺȭȭȭ 

 

BIG WOLF  

  Crazy Bear, which of us has traded years now 

  with these people? You? The Serpent you danced 

  for healing in Pequot country is great Manitou,  

  and I am glad. But, the past... 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  ȹ*ÕÖÞÚɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÊÖÔÐng and takes up all their  

  burdens) As you say, oh my Elder! This tradition  

  you still like! Ho! Bubble!...  

 

 Back at Merrymount we see another bright day, but with the Maypole cut up in 

ÚÌÊÛÐÖÕÚɯÉàɯ ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÊÈÉÐÕȮɯÛÏÌɯÈÕÛÓÌÙÚɯÉÙÖÒÌÕɯÓÐÒÌɯÈɯ×ÈÎÈÕɯÚÛÈÛÜÌȭ GILBERT and 

WILLIAM sit morose with JACK (now barbered in all -black clothes again), as REV. 

SAM SKELTON (speckled gray head/skullcap, black frock) reads them The Bible. They 

ALL turn as BIG WOLF and CRAZY BEAR rush in, worried and worn -out... 

 

BIG WOLF  

  Bid Dubble Bubble Dack? I mean, did Bubble 

  ---Oh, sacre merd, did Higgins come home? 

 

 GILBERT/WILLIAM laugh. SKELTON slams The Bible shut...  

 

BIG WOLF  

  +ÐÚÛÌÕɯÛÖɯÔÌȮɯàÖÜÙɯɁ×ÙÖ×ÌÙɯÈÎÌÕÛɂɯÉÖÓÛÌË 



  camp two nights ago. He must be back. The 

  man is crazed in his brain!  

 

 &(+!$13ɯÈÕËɯ6(++( ,ɯÊÓÈ×ɯÏÈÕËÚɯÛÖɯÏÌÈËÚȯɯ) "*ɯÊÖÕÍÐËÌÚɯɁÛÏÌɯÚÛÖÙàɂɯÛÖɯ

SKELTON. SKELTON gives CRAZY BEAR/BIG WOLF a one-eyed look as he listens. 

!(&ɯ6.+%ȮɯÚÌÌÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÈÔÌɯÍÈÓÓȮɯËÙÖ×ÚɯÏÐÚɯÑÈÞȮɯÛÏÌÕɯ×ÜÓÓÚɯ'ÐÎÎÐÕÚɀɯ2'.$2ɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌɯ

bisket-bag. JACK takes the bag... 

 

SKELTON  

  (Disdains the shoes) And I suppose even a 

  madman would run off without his shoes?  

  (Takes up Bible) Do not imagine I stand here 

  alone. You will return Master Higgins. Or, I can  

  assure you, as this Word assures all England--- 

  If he come to harm, your wives and your  

  children will be destroyed.  

 

BIG WOLF  

  (In shock) But we go way back! Jack! 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  What? What did you say, you sick old sand -crab? 

 

BIG WOLF  

  Alright, alright! Make you a liar every way...  

 

JACK  

  (With bag) Reverend Skelton sir, let me be first 

  to agree, this (BIG WOLF) is not the most repu- 

  ÛÈÉÓÌɯ×ÌÙÚÖÕȭɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɯÚÌÌÔÚɯ'ÐÎÎÐÕÚɀɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɯÈÙÌ 

  here to the bisket... 

 

SKELTON  

  Nn. We can believe Cain, here, or---Yes yes, I 

  see. Though you, Jack is it? are no example in 

  these parts, whatever your wiser friend Edward  

  may excuse. (JACK lowers his eyes)... 

 

BIG WOLF  

  (He rips off a silver earring and hurls it at JACK.)  



  Ssssservant-boy! I am better than you! 

 

 CRAZY BEAR feints at SKELTON, and BIG WOLF lets him: 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  I ought to crack your skull open just for those  

  words! You come near my people---(To BIG 

  WOLF) And you take this? For blankets? 

  When the Pequot have trouble they answer 

  for a man. Find him yourself, Mr. Jesus! 

 

 As CRAZY stalks off, BIG WOLF fixes all his malice upon JACK--- 

 

SKELTON  

  (He breathes, smooths his frock, resumes at 

  head of table) Do you see now, dear brothers, 

  what we are trying to tell you?  

 

 At Neponset Village with EXTRAS at everyday activities,  WILLOW stands alone 

in a lodge-door, never more elegant. INSIDE is BIG WOLF (also dressed but drunk) 

with a bottle, as he watches rag-tag NATIVE and ENGLISH TRADER EXTRAS laugh, 

drink, weigh furs, snatch at wampum and coins that fall with dead clanks. WIL LOW 

looks out, sees LIKES THE FIRE (late-term pregnant), JACK and SWEET GRASS 

welcomed-in by RIVER. RIVER sees WILLOW, then turns away: their welcomes show 

6(++.6ɯÞÏÈÛɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÓÖÚÐÕÎȭ 

 

 -ÖÞɯÞÌɯÞÈÛÊÏɯ+(*$2ɯ3'$ɯ%(1$ɯÈÕËɯÖÛÏÌÙÚɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯ1(5$1ɀÚɯÓÖËÎÌȯ 

 

LIKES THE FIRE 

  Mother River! We come back to sit with you,  

  and on the way, people say the whole village 

  is in danger for a lost white man.  

RIVER  

  (ÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÕàɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÒÐÕËȳɯȹ2ÏÌɯÎÓÖÙÐÌÚɯÐÕɯ%(1$ɀÚɯ 

  glow, pats her big belly) The truth is, I ate the  

  man, just ÛÖɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÙÖÜÉÓÌɯÚÖɯàÖÜɀËɯÊÖÔÌɯÏÖÔÌȭ 

  Alright, I ask my tongue to behave, for you  

  (pats belly). I thought I could live alone! Let me  

  see under, I think you trick me in!  

 



 RIVER laughs, then almost sobs. FIRE hugs her; and JACK lays hands on both. 

He iÚɯɁÛÙàÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ×ÈÙÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÕÎÚɂ---and then he hears an outside commotion of voices 

and cheers, and backs away... 

 

 Outside, MANY ARROWS, SEVEN THUMBS and BRAVES troop into the 

5ÐÓÓÈÎÌɯÞÐÛÏɯɁ"ÈÓÔȵɯ"ÈÓÔȵɂɯÎÌÚÛÜÙÌÚɯÍÖÙɯ$731 2ȮɯÞÏÖɯÎÈÛÏÌÙɯÕÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÕÛÙÈÓɯÍÐÙÌ. 

RIVER, FIRE, SWEET GRASS, and ROCK help an ailing CHIKATAWBAK to come out 

too: 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  It is alright now, alright. My Sachem, Rock,  

  we found the lost English. They say all is well...  

 

 The CROWD grumbles, queasy with fear. A NEPONSET ELDER EXTRA calls 

out, No thanks to Big Wolf, Many Arrows! 

 

MANY ARROWS  

  Who counts the bites of bugs? (CROWD laughs, 

  moves to go) But---my friends. I leave again. 

  Because of more than one fool, our son Crazy 

  Bear....The heart you gave him, Massachusett! I 

  know what I am. A Red Chief. But Crazy Bear has 

  in him a white chief. A Peace Chief, like Chika - 

  tawbak. A man carries his people high, it gets him  

  ÏÜÙÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÚÈÞɯ"ÙÈáàɯ!ÌÈÙɀÚɯÏÌÈÙÛɯÞÐ×ÌËɯÊÓÌÈÕ 

  when he danced between the worlds. I think he  

  goes there again and I think we will need him  

  tomorrow. But Connecticut country has  

  trouble now. So I go to find him. Our son  

  belongs here---and so do we. 

 The CROWD gather closer to wish MANY ARROWS well...  

 

FIRE 

  ȹ3Öɯ1(5$1Ⱥɯ-ÖÞɯ(ɯÒÕÖÞɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÞÏàɯàÖÜȱ 

  approached him... 

 

RIVER  

  There is only one measure of a man. 

 

JACK  



  (Comes up chomping a stew-ÉÖÕÌȺɯ(ɀÔɯÖÍÍɯÍÖÙ 

  some oysters, if you two are going to chat beans 

  and bellies all day. 

 

 Now we see an English fishing-ship off the coast of Cape Cod. Its landing-boat 

with MORTON, ALLERTON and baggage rows in toward one big warehouse and a 

slovenly wooden quay. Graphic: Plimoth Plantation, Late 1629. ISAAC ALLERTON 

(fresh from London, with sa tchel) hops from the boat onto the dock, thanks Heaven; 

and turns to help MORTON, who climbs up in a new greatcoat, hat, boots, sword 

(clearly in best of shape). PLIMOTH BOYS, YEOMEN circulate around them. MORTON 

whispers to ALLERTON who nods and goes off ahead. MORTON revels in the 

sunshine, the air and country before him... 

 

GOVERNOR BRADFORD  

  Not you again!  

 

 BRADFORD (in shiny black suit/red sash) gapes: STANDISH too (in new 

brocaded coat with stagey epaulets), graying WINSLOW, with BUBBLE/HIGGINS a 

dirty yeoman now; and the well -ÏÌÌÓÌËɯ$#6 1#ɯ&(!!.-2ȭɯ3ÏÌàɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÉÌÓÐÌÝÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ

eyes: 

 

STANDISH  

  What are you doing here? State your business! 

 

WINSLOW  

  Since when are you spokesman? Mr. Morton, 

  our Mr. Allerton informs us that, for some  

  unimaginable reason, The Council For New 

  England retains your affiliation. Not even  

  rebuked! You rake, do you imagine some 

  simple resumption of your criminality?  

  What say you to purpose here? 

 

 MORTON stares back. Then ALLERTON returns; and, though shame-faced, he 

ÎÐÝÌÚɯÉÈÊÒɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÚÐÓÝÌÙɯÍÓÈÚÒɯÈÕËɯÚÞÖÙËȭɯ,.13.-ɯÓÐÎÏÛÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÑÖàȮɯÈÚɯÐÍɯÛÖÜÊÏÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯ

parents again. He simply smiles: 

 

MORTON  

  Cheerio... 

 



 With English WALKING MUSIC (lute/guitar/flute/drum) we follow MORTON 

ÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÛÙÐËÌÚɯÈÓÖÕÎɯ,ÈÚÚÈÊÏÜÚÌÛÛÚɯ!ÈàɀÚɯAutumn coastline. EDWARD his new -hired 

servant carries his fowling -gun and bags. (1) They pass through a wrecked fish-drying 

station that mars a beach with broken racks, shacks, garbage; (2) come up a river-bank, 

pass with heads bowed through a Native camp  strewn with human bones; (3) 

EDWARD sits by their campfire with a secret smile and covers MORTON with more 

blanket; and (4) MORTON reads a Wolf Bounty -parchment on a tree, signed Kaptin Ion 

Endycut, Akting Guv., etc., etc., Shalom. 

  Ûɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛ cabin we hear him angrily rummaging. MORTON 

comes out in shirtsleeves with precious Day-Book in hands. GILBERT and WILLIAM 

ȹÞɤ)ÖÏÕɀÚɯÍÐËËÓÌȺɯÓÖÖÒɯÕÜÔÉȮɯÚÕÌÌÙɯÈÛɯ$#6 1#ȭɯ,.13.-ɯÕÖÛÐÊÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÓÓÌÛ-holes in 

his cabin, and scowls at the chopped-up Maypole...  

 That late afternoon beside the ocean, MORTON, ROCK, and SEVEN THUMBS 

greet warmly. GILBERT accepts a shot turkey and goes off. The THREE walk the beach: 

ROCK  

  Chikatawbak hardly eats, Thomas. Sickness 

  is back some places. They cut our sacred tree. 

  DiËɯ(ɯÚÈàɯàÖÜɀËɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȳ 

 

SEVEN THUMBS  

  These new English knock down every stone 

  they see. Our land is old with stones, Thomas. 

  Our fathers and mothers left them there to tell  

  things. They talk. They heal people. Why do 

  they do this? Thomas, Sam Maverick and Bill  

  Blackstone say many more of these not-your - 

  English may be coming. 

 

MORTON  

  Their reform, their religion is to make us all  

  ɁÕÖÛɯÔàɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏȭɂɯ(ɀÔɯÛÖÓËɯÝÌÙàɯÓÐÛÛÓÌȮɯ2ÌÝÌÕ 

  Thumbs my friend. But at least, if this new  

  Company buys a charter from poor King  

  Charles, that should bring a governor, a real 

  governor. A bit of ---well, law and order. Now  

  where is my dear man David Tompson, he 

  saved my life! 

 

ROCK  

  Thomas, he died. The English winter-cough. 



 

MORTON  

  Ahh. And they say  my dear boy Walter is gone 

  north. God bless Great Wat and his bride! God 

  ÉÓÌÚÚȵɯ6ÈÐÛȭɯ,àɯËÖÎȮɯ$ÓÐáÈÉÌÛÏɯÔàɯËÖÎȱ 

 

ROCK  

  (Looks at SEVEN THUMBS disappointed.) Your  

  dog. Nursing wolf pups, somewhere.  

 

MORTON  

  Argh, England makes a man---Forgive me, my 

  friends. Yes of course, Many Arrows, and that  

  wild young buck who was twice my Jack. Crazy,  

  uh---He still with your young lady?  

 

ROCK  

  Yes. We lost Willow. Thomas, not one moon ago, 

  forty Abenaki braves came here in boats, to raid 

  for corn. L ike old times, but now they come with  

  guns, and better aim. They took Willow. They need  

  women. Pox and brandy kill them worse than here.  

  In time I know Willow can live well, they took her  

  to make family. But here, Willow took up English  

  things to---come out from among us. And all she 

  found was no-place. Big Wolf, now he is crazy. 

  Give him no drink, Thomas! He made his big love,  

  Willow, into something more worth stealing! How  

  can one people make this happen in another. Well 

  ---Tell us, Thomas, what friends you bring.  

 

MORTON  

  The only help I know ---(ɀÔɯÈÍÙÈÐËɯÐÛɀÚȭȭȭÚÈÓÛȭɯ+ÖÖÒȮ 

  almost no men you call my English can leave their 

  King just now. His enemies, like here, make 

  trouble every day. And, if our King falls, our  

  country. No ÖÕÌɀÚɯÓÈÕËÚɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÚÈÍÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯ( 

  mean---You must...settle down. With salt you can  

  dry more meat, preserve things, stay where you 

  are in winter, have no hard time every spring. If  



  these new English see you like ordinary people in 

  their own country , always in one place, farming 

  ÈÕËɯÚÜÊÏȮɯ(ɀÔɯÚÜÙÌɯÔÈÕà--- 

 

SEVEN THUMBS  

  We are not in their country! No winter camp?  

  What about firewood? Gardens get tired. You  

  ÏÈÝÌÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯÏÌÙÌɯÓÖÕÎȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÛÏÌ 

  Great Serpent-stones up country? That is not 

  ÛÏÌɯÌÝÐÓɯÖÕÌɯÐÕɯàÖÜÙɯÉÖÖÒȱ 

 

ROCK  

  ȹ3ÖÜÊÏÌÚɯ2$5$-ɀÚɯÈÙÔȺɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛ 

  time in my life Grandfather spoke across another 

  ÔÈÕɀÚɯÞÖÙËÚȭɯ6ÏÌÕɯÏÐÚɯÚÒÐÕɯÐÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÐÊÒɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȮ 

  you know how it goes. Salt. Salt... 

 

 

MORTON  

  My friends, dear friends, I am almost br---(broke). 

  Let me confess. I am nobody in England. A petty 

  lawyer. I have no power, no say, just a few clients 

  with big friends, who use me for pennies. But  

  this is my heart. I am here because I love this 

  place, as a ÏÖÔÌȭɯ ÕËɯàÖÜȭɯ3ÏÖÚÌɯɁÕÖÛɯÔàɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɂ 

  we call Puritans. They despise our home, as a place 

  of sin---So what can they possibly love here? My 

  $ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÚÈàȮɯɁ,ÈÙÙÐÈÎÌɯÈÕËɯ'ÈÕÎÐÕÎɯÊÖÔÌɯÉà 

  ËÌÚÛÐÕàȭɂɯ6ÏÌÙÌɯàÖÜɯÔÈÒÌɯàÖÜÙɯÏÖÔÌȮɯàÖÜɯÔÌÌÛ 

  your doom. Well, th ey may get rich, but they will  

  never be at home, because they have no answer 

  for death. (MORTON ponders himself, and takes  

  Ü×ɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÏÈÕËÚȭȺɯ!àɯ&ÖËȮɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÞÙÐÛÌɯÐÛȮɯÈ 

  memorial. To the taste of this air. To my friends,  

  my friends here with m e, and all that we were 

  beneath this sky, beside these waters... 

 

SEVEN THUMBS  

  #ÖÕɀÛɯÛÈÓÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÎÖÕÌȭɯ2ÖȮɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÛÏÐÕÒ 

  àÖÜɯ×ÖÖÙȮɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÐÛȭɯ2ÔÌÓÓɯÛÏÈÛ 



  turkey? Chikatawbak likes broth.  

 

ROCK  

  My visions. Did guns save Willow? But an old man 

  can hunt turkeys again. 

 

 At last we see all three, very small walkers holding hands on the beach beneath 

Ɂ ÔÌÙÐÊÈÕɯÚÜÉÓÐÔÌɂɯÚÒÐÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÈÙÌɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯÛÖÖɯÚ×ÌÊÛÈÊÜÓÈÙȭȭȭ 

 3ÏÐÚɯÚÒàɯɁÍÈËÌÚɂɯÛÖɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÕÐÎÏÛȮɯÔÐÓÓÐÖÕÚɯÖÍɯÚÛÈÙÚɯÉÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÓÖÕÎɯ3ÏÌɯ,ÐÓky Way. 

Many soft voices sing Ɂ&ÖËɯ1ÌÚÛɯ8ÖÜɯ,ÌÙÙàȮɯ&ÌÕÛÓÌÔÌÕɂ to one fiddle, as we come near 

,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛɀÚɯÏÐÓÓÛÖ×ɤÊÈÉÐÕÚȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÌÕÛ-over trees, deep snow to the doors, snug oil-

×È×ÌÙɯÞÐÕËÖÞÚɯÉÙÐÎÏÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÓÈÔ×ÚɯÈÕËɯȹÐÕɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÊÙÖÞËÌËɯÊÈÉÐÕȺɯÔÈÕàɯÊÈÕËÓÌÚɯÈÛ 

once. Christmas wreaths w/berries festoon the camp, and many footprints cross to 

,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯËÖÖÙȭɯ"ÓÖÚÌɯÉàȮɯÛÞÖɯÉÐÎɯÒÌÛÛÓÌÚɯÖÍɯÚÌÈ-chowder smoke, a half-eaten deer and 

ducks roast on spits (Ohh, tidings of comfort and joy) ȱ 

 Two English boats beach at Merrymount, and over the icy -caked bows come 

$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯ2.+#($12ɯÌØÜÐ××ÌËɯÓÐÒÌɯ$ÕËÐÊÖÛÛɀÚɯÔÌÕɯÉÌÍÖÙÌȭȭȭ 

 /ÌÖ×ÓÌɯÚÐÛɯ×ÈÊÒÌËɯÐÕÛÖɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÊÈÉÐÕɯÈÔÐËɯÊÖÜÕÛÓÌÚÚɯÛÐÕàɯÊÈÕËÓÌÚȭɯ,.13.-ɯ

and CHIKATAWBAK (thin, gay) sit opposite at table, ROCK between: others include 

WALTE R w/LITTLE MOON pregnant on his lap, JOHN/WILLIAM eager for the fiddle, 

GILBERT making toasts, SEVEN THUMBS, SWEET GRASS, FIRE (near birth now), 

RIVER, and ALL with a cup plus EXTRAS who crowd the floor. MORTON with silver 

flask holds forth from a scratchy  ×ÈÙÊÏÔÌÕÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÛÐÛÓÌɯɁ!ÈÊÊÏÈÕÈÓÓɯ3ÙÐÜÔ×ÏɂɯÓÌÎÐÉÓÌɯ

ÈÉÖÝÌɯÝÌÙÚÌÚȭɯ'ÌɯËÌÊÓÈÐÔÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÙÖÈËɯɁÎÏÖÚÛɯÚÛÖÙàɂɯÚÛàÓÌȭȭȭ 

 

MORTON  

  The Magi told of a prodigious birth/That shortly  

  should be found upon The Earth....(WE SEE 

  2.+#($12ɀɯ!..32ɯ14--(-&ɯ4/ɯ3'$ɯ'(++Ⱥ 

  ...Seven heads it had, and twice so many feet/ 

  And more, a fork -ed tail heaved up on high/  

  As if it threatened battle to the sky... 

 

 ,.13.-ɀÚɯÍÙÖÕÛɯËÖÖÙɯÒÐÊÒÚɯÖ×ÌÕȮɯÛÏÌɯÞÐÕËɯÒÐÓÓÚɯÊÈÕËÓÌÚɯÈÕËɯ/$./+$ɯÑÜÔ×ɯÜ×Ȯɯ

scream. WALTER pulls a pistol as ENDICOTT shoves in, frosty, sword out, with 

ÚÛÈÙÝÌËɯ2.+#($12ɯÓÐÒÌɯɁÓÖÉÚÛÌÙÚɂɯÐÕɯÈÙÔÖÙȭ 

 

WALTER  

  3ÏÌɯÏÌÓÓɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍɯÊÈ×ÛÈÐÕɯÈÙÌɯàÖÜȳɯ"ÖÜÓËɀÝÌɯÚÏÖÛɯàÌ--- 

 



ENDICOTT  

  Use that or put it down. This is a Sequestration!  

  That means every one of you is not a member 

  of the Congregation, and subject to confiscation of 

  nefarious uhh, items. (MORTON and ALL look  

  amazed, then laugh.) Sergeant At Arms! Find the 

  corn and take half. Not a capful more! You there, 

  hands off that carcass! 

 

MORTON  

  -ÖȮɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÞÈnt to be mistaken for thieves. 

  Do close the door, Father Time? 

PHILIP RATCLIFF  

  (shoves inside in ill -ÍÐÛɯÈÙÔÖÙȺɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÚÖÙÙà 

  ÚÐÙȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÍÌɀÚɯËàÐÕÎȮɯÚÐÙȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌ 

  all us indentureds dying! (ENDICOTT and MEN  

  shove RATCLIFF out but he clings to the door.)  

  He trucked away all our corn in September for a  

  ×ÐÓÌɯÖɀÍÜÙÚȮɯÛÖɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌɯÛÏÌɯ"ÖÔ×ÈÕàȵɯ3ÌÓÓɯ3ÏÌɯ"ÖÜÕ- 

  ÊÐÓȮɯÚÐÙȮɯÞÌɯÔÌÈÕÛɯÕÖɯÏÈÙÔȵɯȹ'ÌɀÚɯËÙÈÎÎÌËɯÖÍÍȭȺ 

 

ENDICOTT  

  Away, this madman! Well, he had that last right.  

  These winters killed  ÏÈÓÍɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯÎÖÖËɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭ 

  In a wilderness, we must be hard, to survive.  

 

MORTON  

  Close the door? 

 

ENDICOTT  

  My wife is fine! We shall see to this irregular living.  

 

MORTON  

  6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÛÏÐÕÒɯɁ2Ì×ÈÙÈÛÐÚÔɂɯÐÚȳɯ,ÌÙÙàɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛÔÈÚȭ 

 

 Outside, ENDICOTT slams the door and roof-ÚÕÖÞɯ×ÈÚÛÌÚɯÏÐÔȭɯ'ÌɯÚÏÖÜÛÚɯɁ&ÌÛɯ

ÜÕËÌÙɯÞÈàȵɂɯ Úɯ2.+#($12ɯÙÜÕɯÉàɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÈÚÒÌÛÚɯÖÍɯÊÖÙÕɤÉÌÈÕÚȮɯÏÌɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËȮɯÊÜÛÚɯ

and stuffs a chunk of venison into his mouth.  

 

 Inside the cabin, MORTON and ALL share bad looks... 



 

ROCK  

  Salt good for this? (MORTON winces)... 

 

CHIKATAWBAK  

  6ÏàɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÛÏÌàɯÑÜÚÛɯÈÚÒȮɯ3ÏÖÔÈÚȳ 

 

 

 

 

SCENE 14 

Massachusetts Bay, June 1630. 

 2×ÙÐÕÎȯɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯÈɯÞÐËÌɯÝÐÌÞɯÖÍɯɁ!ÖÚÛÖÕɯ'ÈÙÉÖÙɂɯÚÏÖÙÌÚɯÈÕËɯÞÏÐÛÌ-sandy, green 

islands, herons and sea-birds in the cobalt -blue shallows. 

 Alo ng shore-path with this view come MORTON, dog Elizabeth with puppies, 

JACK, and LIKES THE FIRE nursing a 6-month BABY BOY to be called WISHON. SAM 

MAVERICK strolls into them with pipe and half -needed cane. ALL greet and 

, 5$1("*ɯÚÌÌÚɯÛÏÌɯ! !8ȮɯÚÓÈ×Úɯ) "*ɯɁÎÖÖËɯÔÈÕȭɂɯ3ÏÌÕɯ, 5$1("*ɯÜÚÏÌÙÚɯÛÏÌɯ

group to come see something... 

 Now we see a fleet of 7 English ships at anchor (fishing-vessels, galleon-style 

merchanters). Small boats ferry PURITANS (middle -class, most in dark green/cloth 

collars) and supply -crates to a stony beach. There, fires burn, people sprawl or help 

each other, wait on line for soup. Men dig shelters, help with tents, a youth blasts away 

at shore-birds. Closer, we see a PURITAN FAMILY on their knees kissing sand, and 

FOUR BODIES under tarps. Horses painfully try their sea -legs. SIX PURITAN 

GENTLEMEN watch from a circle round a planted English flag. They are JOHN 

6(-3'1./ɯȹÐÕɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɀÚɯÙÌËɯÚÈÚÏȮɯÚÛÌÌ×ÓÌɯÏÈÛȮɯÔÌËÈÓÓÐÖÕȺȰɯ$-#(".33Ȱɯ3'., 2ɯ

DUDLEY, SIMON BRADSTREET, HENRY VANE, TWO EXTRA ELDERMEN. They 

talk and look around, queasy, uncertain of anything...  

 

MAVERICK  

  (Chews pipe as they watch) Had breakfast, Tom? 

  #ÖÕɀÛɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯÚÔÌÓÓɯÖɀÛÏÌÐÙÚȭ 

 

 But MORTON is watching a Red Tail Hawk climb the sky in slow spirals, 

ignoring the crows that squawk a t her tail and fall backward...  

 

MORTON  

  Oh dear God...Handsome thing, I never could... 



  What? Well, Sam. Those are not my English. Bill 

  Blackstone already asked could he hunt up fresh 

  ÝÐÛÛÓÌÚɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚÐÊÒȭɯɁ-ÈàȮɯÛÏÖÜɯÈÙÛɯÈɯÊÈÙÕÈÓɯÔÈÕȮ 

  not of the "ÖÕÎÙÌÎÈÛÐÖÕȭɂɯ'ÌÓ×ɯÔÌɯÈÎÈÐÕȮɯÞÏÈÛ 

  century is this? 

 

 

MAVERICK  

  6ÖÕɀÛɯÉÌɯÏÌÙÌɯÓÖÕÎȭɯ"ÈÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯȿÌÔɯÕÈÜÎÏÛȭɯ&ÖÖË 

  ÞÈÛÌÙɯÕÌÈÙȮɯÚÈàÚɯ(ȭɯ'Ô×Ïȵɯ8ɀÕÌÌËɯÓÐÔÌɯÛÖɯÔÈÒÌ 

  bricks---ÞÖÕɀÛɯÔÌÓÛɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÐÕȮɯÚÈàÚɯ(ȭɯ3ÏÌɯÓÖÛ 

  ÖÍɯÜÚȮɯ3ÖÔȮɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÕÖÛɯÖɀÛÏÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÊÖÔÔÜnion. 

  New Israel. We be without. Tobacco on you? 

 

JACK  

  ȹ Ûɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÕÜËÎÌȺɯ'ÌÙÌȮɯÈɯ×ÐÕÊÏȭɯ-ÌÞɯ(ÚÙÈÌÓȳ 

 

 LIKES THE FIRE does not like what she sees in the harbor below... 

 

MAVERICK  

  .ÏȮɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÛÏÌɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯ6ÐÚÏÖÕɯËÙÈÎɯÏÐÚɯ×È×ÈɯÈÉÖÜÛ 

  to all the smelly in-laws and outlaws? Marriage  

  ÈÕËɯÏÈÕÎÐÕɀɯÊÖÔÌɯÉàɯËÌÚÛÐÕàȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯÚÈàɯÚÖȳ 

  A-woochie-coo... 

 

MORTON  

  If this charter from our pious King Charles grants  

  them the land you say, to the Pacific? Must be 

  a proper governor... 

 

MAVERICK  

  6ÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÓÌÈ× to that conclusion. Old Blackstone says, 

  6ÌɀÙÌɯÈÚɯÎÖÖËɯÓÐÝÌɯÐÕɯ3ÜÙÒÌàɯÈÚɯÜÕËÌÙɯÛÏÌÚÌɯ"ÙÜ- 

  saders. Gonna build them a city on those three hills 

  ÜÚÌËɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ!ÐÓÓɀÚȮɯÖÓËɯ3ÙÐÔÖÜÕÛÈÐÕȭɯ!ÐÓÓɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÌàɯÎÖÛ 

  ÙÜÕÕÌÙÚɯÖÜÛɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÛÏÐÕÎȮɯÛÖÖȮɯ"ÈÓÓÐÕɀɯÍÖÙɯ×ÈÏÓÌàɯwith  

  every Sagamore wants grog and a kettle for the wife. 

 

MORTON  

  Really? They seem to have a plan--- 



 

 Now a Special Effect/Edit adds a Whoosh! like a whirlwind (as before); and we 

see a back-row view inside a SETTLER-crowded, hewn -timber Puritan mee ting -house 

(NOTE CAST-positions below). This building has gun -port windows and at front, a 

long table up on a dais; while behind the table stands a crude preaching-pulpit with a 

great Eye staring out. 

 

First Prosecution of a Defendant: Massachusetts Bay Colony, September 7, 1630 

 

 Inside this place Planters BLACKSTONE, MAVERICK and JEFFREYS share a 

log-bench (all 3 cough at times on pipes). By the head-table sit TWO COURT 

RECORDERS with quills/paper. And at table with stacks of books, scarlet draping, and  

GUARD -HALBERDIER at each end, sit the ELDERMEN seen above. They whisper, 

×ÈÚÚɯ×È×ÌÙÚɯÛÐÓÓɯ6(-3'1./ɯÉÈÕÎÚɯÈɯÊÈÙ×ÌÕÛÌÙɀÚɯÏÈÔÔÌÙȭɯȹ'ÌɀÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯƘƔȮɯÊÓÌÈÕ-shaven, 

short black hair, black velvet coat/white ruff, medallion, eyes limpid and cold.) 

DUDLEY, BRADSTREET and VANE (grayer gents with red bull -necks) assist, and 

ENDICOTT too (a martinet pleased as punch today). 

 WINTHROP nods to his right HALBERDIER: it is EDWARD GIBBONS under 

ÛÏÌɯÏÌÓÔÌÛȭɯ$#6 1#ɯÚÈÓÜÛÌÚɯÈÕËɯÏÈÚɯɁÛÏÌɯ×ÙÐÚÖÕÌÙɂɯÉÙÖÜÎÏÛɯÐÕ---MORTON in tousled  

dirty shirt, pockets out, in shackles between TWO SOLDIERS. EDWARD feigns making 

Morton presentable: 

 

EDWARD  

  Behave now, these chaps are for keeps! Got a 

  capital warrant on you!  

 

MORTON  

  A whatȱ 

  

 At table, DUDLEY reads a parchment, hands it along to WINTHROP; who 

begins to squint and doubt what he reads: 

 

WINTHROP  

  Now then, Mr., uh, Thomas More -ton, of Mount  

  ---is this Wollaston, Mr. Dudley? You stand charged  

  before the lawful court of His Majesty....(Reads 

  on: then whispers up/down the tabl e)...Into the 

  record, Joseph? 

 

 DUDLEY whispers, nods: WINTHROP the same to VANE, VANE to 



BRADSTREET, ENDICOTT and back with waggling wattles all...  

 

WINTHROP  

  (His gaze to RECORDERS starts them.) Ah-hm. 

  Mr. Thomas Morton. It is ordered by this Court  

  that you be set in the bilbows, and after, sent 

  prisoner to England. All your goods shall be seized  

  to defray charges of transport, payment of debts, 

  and to satisfy our Indians for a canoe you took. As 

  well your house, with the goods taken out, s hall be 

  burned to the ground, for their satisfaction, for many  

  wrongs you have done them. 

 

 VANE hands WINTHROP a dipped quill and WINTHROP signs.  

 

MORTON  

  ȹ+ÖÖÒÚɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÊÈÙÌÍÜÓÓàȺɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÕÖÛɯÉÌÌÕ 

  honored with your name, sir. That was a Cour t 

  Order, not a discovery or a trial. May I enquire...  

 

DUDLEY  

  (Snaps fingers to stop RECORDERS) Do not abuse 

  Court liberty to speak. You have done much  

  harm. The Court has ample testimony. 

 

MORTON  

  Sir, the Court itself records neither testimony  

  nor charges. Are men deported because they 

  owe money? This will be a crowded boat!  

  (NOBODY laughs.) Gentlemen, I am a barrister, 

  ÖÍɯ"ÓÐÍÍÖÙËɀÚɯ(ÕÕȮɯÈɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÈÎÌÕÛɯÖÍɯ3ÏÌɯ"ÖÜÕÊÐÓȭ 

  Good sirs, what hear we to a charge but---canoe- 

  rustling? I can ex×ÓÈÐÕɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÌÚÛÐÔÖÕàȱ 

 

 ALL ELDERMEN but WINTHROP pound the table: Hear the Governor, Hear the 

Governor! MORTON turns to his friends, who cower...  

 

MORTON  

  Gentlemen. Surely it is not consonant with  

  English law, to transport people out of the  



  country without some record of a charge  

  under statute? What precisely is the jurisdic--- 

 

 And with a Whoosh! we see Merrymount Plantation, cabins and all in flames 

against gray winter sky and sea. WINSLOW, ENDICOTT, DUDLEY, BRADFORD, 

EDWARD (as soldieÙȺɯÞÈÛÊÏɯɁ1$&4+ 1ɂɯ2.+#($12ɯÊÏÖ×ɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯÔÈÐÕɯÛÈÉÓÌȮɯÙÐÍÓÌɯ

trunks/boxes. Guns and bottles lie spread out as in a raid, along with junk from wading -

boots to sacks of corn, traps, a flea-market of gear and clothes. Flames roar, sparks fly... 

 MORTON sits chaiÕÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ,Èà×ÖÓÌɀÚɯÚÛÜÔ×ȮɯÚÏÐÝÌÙÐÕÎɯÐÕɯÑÜÚÛɯÏÐÚɯÚÏÐÙÛɯȹÐÛɯÐÚɯ

December), hands/feet locked in portable wood-ÚÛÖÊÒÚȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯËÐÙÛàȮɯÌÕÙÈÎÌËȮɯÛÌÈÙÚɯÞÌÛɯ

his face. But his look is dark glee, for he knows the law; and he burns his eyes into 

"'(* 3 6! *ɀÚɯÈÕËɯ1."*ɀÚȮɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÐÕɯËÐÚÉÌÓÐÌÍɯÞÐÛÏɯÙÜÕ-down BIG WOLF, 

SEVEN THUMBS, SWEET GRASS, LIKES THE FIRE and BABY (no JACK in sight)... 

 MORTON gives savage laughter as SOLDIERS use the stump as an anvil to crush 

his silver brandy -flask and break his sword before his eyes. A SOLDIER presents 

,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÚÈÛÊÏÌÓȮɯ×ÈÙÊÏÔÌÕÛ-pages, books and his torn-up Day-Book, and then feeds 

them into the fires. More SOLDIERS pull the cabins down. WINSLOW seizes two fat 

ÉÖÖÒÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÔȯɯÏÌɯÊÏÌÊÒÚɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÚ×ÐÕÌÚȮɯ"ÐÊÌÙÖɀÚɯDe Oratore and Macchiavelli, Il 

Principe/The Prince. He tosses Cicero into the flames and tucks the other in his coat... 

  ɯÍÐÕÈÓɯ6ÏÖÖÚÏȵɯÛÈÒÌÚɯÜÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÊÙÜËÌɯÐÊàɯËÖÊÒÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯÕÌÞɯɁ!ÖÚÛÖÕȮɂɯÕÖɯÔÖÙÌɯ

than lean-ÛÖɀÚȮɯÚÈÐÓ-covered holes, a locked storehouse. We HEAR a constant hammer-

sound of carpenters. An ice-caked shabby fishing-ship (The Whale) is taking on cargo. 

And a CROWD of PURITANS (men/women/children), plus JACK and SAM 

, 5$1("*ɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÈÚɯ,.13.-ɯÐÚɯÏÖÐÚÛÌËȮɯÛÏÙÈÚÏÐÕÎȮɯÐÕɯÈɯÊÖÞɀÚɯÏÈÙÕÌÚÚɯÖÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

ship... 

 

MORTO N  

  Every one of you witness, no man with a brain  

  let alone his rights takes ship in December, do 

  you see that, ye sheep-faced illiterates? You 

  remember Thomas Morton when your turn  

  comes! This is a death-ship! 

 

 As MORTON protests, MAVERICK and a ɁÓÖÞ-×ÙÖÍÐÓÌɂɯ) "*ɯÎÌÛɯÚÖÔÌɯËÐÚÛÈÕÊÌɯ

but keep watching, as EXTRAS go by on business... 

MAVERICK  

  ȹ"ÏÌÞÚɯ×Ð×ÌȺɯ ÏÏȮɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÓËɯÛÜÕÌȮɯ 

  Ɂ/ÖÖÙɯ3ÖÔɯÖɀɯ!ÌËÓÈÔȭɂɯ2ÛÐÓÓȮɯÈɯÊÏÈ× 

  ÚÏÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÛÈÒÌɯÏÐÚɯÊÏÈÕÊÌÚȭɯ1ÖÜÎÏɯÊÙÖÞËȭ 

  Me I plan to acquire a couple of Negroes. I 



  ÏÌÈÙɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÔÖÙÌɯËÖÊÐÓÌȭɯ3ÏÌÔɯàÖÜɯÊÈÕɯÉÙÌÌËȭ 

  More money. (JACK looks revolted.) Well, you  

  ÎÖÛɯÛÏÈÛɯÚÛÙÈ××ÐÕɀɯÉÐÛÊÏɯÈÕËɯÈɯÉÙÌÌËɯ×È×ÖÖÚÌ 

  ÊÏÖ××ÐÕɀɯàÖÜÙɯÞÖÖËȭ 

 

 Just now, TWO dessicated ELDERLY PURITAN WOMEN go by and give JACK 

severe looks. ) "*ɯÍÌÌÓÚɯɁÛÏÌɯ.ÓËɯ6ÖÙÓËɂɯÈÙÙÐÝÌËɯÈÓÓɯÈÙÖÜÕËɯÏÐÔȭɯ3ÏÌɯÏÈÔÔÌÙÐÕÎ-

sounds annoy and he turns to see a frame half-up: a house? A gallows? BOTH WOMEN 

turn and dig their disdain into him. JACK curses his half -ÞÖÖËÚÔÈÕɀÚɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚȭȭȭ 

JACK  

  Good day! What? Who? 2ÏÌɀÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎȭɯ"ÈÔ× 

  follower. Was in the vanguard, I was! Happens  

  too often back home, a decent man does some 

  handsome---or rather! Some homeless woman 

  the generous thing, and she turns round to 

  ÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÏÌɀÚɯÛÏÌȭȭȭÜÏÏȭȭȭ 

 

 JACK turns to get away; and sees BIG WOLF staring up at him, from where he 

lies drunk against sawn logs, vomit down his blue coat...  

 

BIG WOLF  

  2ÏÌɀÚɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÕɯàÖÜȮɯÚÌÙÝÈÕÛ-boy. When I get 

  Ü×ȱ6ÏÌÕɯ(ɯÎÌÛɯÜ×ȮɯÚÌÙÝÈÕÛ-boy.... 

 

 -ÖÞɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÝÌÙàɯÞÌÈÛÏÌÙ-beaten ship passing up into the English 

Channel, draws near a fortified harbor and city.  

 

Plymouth, England, Spring 1631: Seat of Governor Sir Ferdinando Gorges 

 

 At dockside, MORTON and WEAK SAILORS are all helped down -gangway by 

PORT EXTRAS. All are emaciated and ragged with full beards, scurvy -sores, trembling: 

$731 2ɯÞÌÈÙɯÒÌÙÊÏÐÌÍÚɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÛÏÌɯÚÏÐ×ɀÚɯÚÐÊÒɯÚÔÌÓÓȭɯ,.13.-ɯÐÚɯÏÌÓ×ÌËɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯ

ÉÌÍÖÙÌɯɁ3ÏÌɯ!ÖÚÚɂɯ2(1ɯ%$1#(- -#.ɯ&.1&$2ɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÐÚɯ (#$2ȯɯÈɯÔÈÕɯÖÍɯƙƙɯÞÐÛÏɯ

ÚÈÓÛɤ×Ì××ÌÙɯÉÌÈÙËȮɯÚÐÓÒɯÝÌÚÛɯÈÕËɯÙÜÍÍÚȮɯÈɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯÔÌËÈÓÓÐÖÕȭɯ&ORGES is shocked and 

moved when he sees MORTON and comes out from under his sun-shade: 

 

GORGES 

  3ÏÖÔÈÚȵɯ(ÚɯÛÏÈÛɯàÖÜȳɯ(ÛɀÚɯ%ÌÙËÐÕÈÕËÖȵɯ-ÐÕÌ 

  ÔÖÕÛÏÚɯÖÍɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÐÊȮɯÞÏàɯÐÕɯ&ÖËɀÚ 

  name? Did you bring ---Not one fur in that  



  hold? Fetch my physician. 

 

MORTON  

  !ÌÛÛÌÙȭȭȭÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÐÚɯÕÈÔÌȭȭȭ ÚÒÓÌ×ÐÖÚȭȭȭȭ 

 

 

SCENE 15 

 Slow NATIVE MUSIC helps suggest passage of time as we see CRAZY BEAR 

(four years older) trudging summer woodland meadow in worn furs but his look 

strong. A satchel, bow/quiver hang at his arm as he takes direction from the sun. We see 

him (2) wander the inÓÈÕËɯ"ÖÕÕÌÊÛÐÊÜÛɯɁÉÈÊÒÉÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɂȯɯ(3) ÏÌɯɁÚÔÜËÎÌÚɂɯÉàɯ

a night-fire; (4) walks in horror through another plague -destroyed village in Berkshire 

hill -country where he sees a Turtle-shell rattle painted with a Turtle -Clan design. (5) In 

deep winter hÌɀÚɯÉÌÐÕÎɯ×ÖÐÕÛÌËɯËÖÞÕ-ÙÐÝÌÙɯÉàɯÈɯ-(/,4"ɯ!1 5$ȰɯÈÕËɯɁÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÌÕɂɯÛÏÌàɯ

BOTH see a BAND of INLAND -TRIBE REFUGEES who look sick. Some BRAVES are 

healthy but angry, and many wear the Turtle -sign just seen... 

 We follow CRAZY BEAR more: (6) at prayer by a waterfall; (7) by another 

campfire lifting his Serpent -painted arms to the starry night. (8) He wanders through 

ÎÙÌÌÕɯ2×ÙÐÕÎɯÙÈÐÕȰɯÈÕËɯÚÜËËÌÕÓàɯÏÌɀÚɯÍÈÊÌ-to-face on a trail with INLAND BRAVES 

w/Turtle tattoos. They point to their war -clubs, and sign that CRAZY join them. CRAZY 

carefully declines---The BRAVES flash their anger and disappear... 

 At last one late-2ÜÔÔÌÙɯ ËÈàɯ "1 98ɯ !$ 1ɯ ÊÖÔÌÚɯ ÛÖɯ Èɯ ÏÐÓÓÛÖ×ɀÚɯ ×ÈÓÐÚÈËÌËɯ

village: PEQUOT FAMILY EXTRAS notice him warily.  

 

Weinshauks, Connecticut, on the Pequot (Thames) River, 1634: 

Village of Tatobem, Pequot Great Sachem and Father of Sassacus 

 !1 5$2ɯÓÌÈËɯ"1 98ɯÛÏÙÖÜÎÏɯÛÏÐÚɯÏÜÎÌɯÍÖÙÛɀÚɯÕÈÙÙÖÞɯÖÝÌÙÓÈ×-entrance---into a 

very rich, active PEQUOT VILLAGE. This is much like Neponset, but with far more 

WARRIOR MALES than all othe rs, and much Wampum on everybody, and many 

European tools/exotic goods about. CRAZY BEAR searches; and then we see MANY 

ARROWS (showing his 4 years of trail too) in talk with hard -looking PEQUOT 

BRAVES, plus the not-yet-Sachem SASSACUS (seen below). MANY and CRAZY see 

each other, and EXTRAS laugh as the two hug, shout and shove each other. Now they 

walk a slow path under willow trees...  

MANY ARROWS  

  Years, I make these journeys for you. I 

  looked so long for you, and you find me!  

  Ever see so many braves? 26 villages follow 

  this Tatobem. That was his great son Sassacus. 



  I see why you come to these places. I see the 

  things you want to restore at home. 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  I had many friends in braves. We learned that 

  ÉÌÐÕÎɯÈÓÐÝÌɯÐÚɯÝÐÚÐÖÕȭɯ-Öȯɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈÉÖÜÛɯwampum  

  and knives, parchment that says only you may  

  ÞÈÓÒɯÓÈÕËȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏàɯ3ÏÌɯ/ÖÞÌÙÚ 

  ask so much loneliness, Many Arrows. I left  

  People sick, hurt, and now they are here. I run 

  because I want to kill people who kill The Spirit,  

  for nothin g! I cannot find how to serve. She took 

  a Yellow-Head, and let be! But I am a Neponset 

  brave! I fight in strange country...  

 

 MANY comforts CRAZY, and guides him to sit by the river.  

 

MANY ARROWS  

  Everybody thinks fight is the only way. Except  

  you. I do not need to kill Big Wolf. You know  

  why. We think at home you are a Peace Chief. 

  I have a path; but your kind, each finds his own.  

  How many days have I learned, because you 

  were leading me---If a man cannot find in his heart,  

  is he not forever lost? We want you home, when 

  I finish here. Argh! Up and down, they told  

  me this Sassacus, that he is a spirit. And I thought, 

  that will be for you. But listen. Rock says, We were 

  the first to be shattered by the English. Now Rock 

  says no Narragansett, no Nipmuc either will  

  stop them. If we help keep Pequot strong, their 

  great River is our backbone. See? Then we Massa- 

  chusett can help ourselves. 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  You fight the Dutch? I was asked to kill some.  

 

MANY ARROWS  

  No! I asked Pequot help for you, and now we  

  fall in their trouble. (Moves closer) These Pequots 



  are at feud with Narragansetts more years than 

  we. All for this wampum. But Crazy Bear, they  

  both welcome Dutch and English. The whites  

  are sick for beaver. The Sachem here, Tatobem? 

  He opened their Connecticut to trade. His trade.  

  3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏàɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÍÖÙÛɯÐÚɯÉÐÎȭɯ3ÈÛÖÉÌÔɯÒÐÓÓÌË 

  a few Narragansetts creeping in to work old ties.  

  So, for that, some Dutchman kidnapped Tatobem. 

  They have him hostage now, on a boat up this 

  ÙÐÝÌÙȭɯ(ɀÔɯÚÖÙÙàȭɯ3ÖɯÎÌÛɯÏÌÓ×Ȯɯ(ɯÖÍÍÌÙÌËɯÐÛȮɯÛÖɯÏÌÓ× 

  them show numbers of men tonight. Sassacus will 

  pay ransom. Not kill them. I would.  

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  You go only to be seen, with your gun.  

 

MANY ARROWS  

  Morning, we go home.  

 

 Instantly  we see SASSACUS (near 60, richly robed) screaming in rage and grief 

before a night campfire council of PEQUOT ELDERS (male/female), at their large 

2ÈÊÏÌÔɀÚɯÓÖËÎÌȭɯ36.ɯÉÓÖÖËÐÌËɯ!1 5$2ɯÏÖÓËɯÐÕɯÊÓÖÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÏÌÈËɯÖÍɯ3 3.!$,ȮɯÈÕËɯÖÍɯ

MANY ARROWS. CRAZY BEAR gapes in shock... 

 

SASSACUS 

  (Raging up and down) Who shall I kill, that  

  put this Massachusett wanderer in the middle of  

  my orders? Who is so stupid still to think a Dutch  

  can tell Neponset from Niantic? Ohh, my father!  

  Cover him. How can they take ransom, and then... 

 

 SASSACUS unleashes a blood-ÊÜÙËÓÐÕÎɯɁ6ÏÈÛɯ(Úɯ3ÏÐÚȵɂɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÚÛÈÙÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈÒÌÚɯ

everybody duck. He recovers, and orders CRAZY BEAR into his lodge. Inside, we see 

much white/purple wampum in belts and baskets, on EXTRAS: lodge -posts show many 

scalps. CRAZY BEAR fights not to cry, as SASSACUS cooks a steel knife in fire: 

 

SASSACUS 

  (slices a bloody line down his arm, eyes blazing) 

  I am a spirit. When I bleed, this country bleeds. 

  This is tomorrow. This makes my heart feel better. 



  (He breathes, seeks out his best pipe.) Tomorrow 

  we kill these hairy people who fight for our river.  

  I smell Uncas too. A petty Mohegan who married  

  my sister. Five times I forgave him selfish insults  

  ÛÖɯÖÜÙɯÍÈÔÐÓÐÌÚȭɯ6ÌɯÞÐÓÓɯÈÕÚÞÌÙɯàÖÜÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɀÚɯËÌÈÛÏȭ 

  And, you know English. You will try the waters.  

  Wampum you will take to my brother, Mian - 

  tonomo, at Narragansett. Then to the English. 

  Make them understand: we kill according to the  

  law. We want trade. Killings like these...This is...the  

  the old feud. We shall make it up...  

 

 Now we see LIKES THE FIRE weep too, with ash-blackened face, as she enters 

the main Neponset Village lodge, where all wear the same. CHIKATAWBAK, ROCK, 

SWEET GRASS receive FIRE, JACK (a smudge between his eyes), and 5-yr.-old 

WISHON (long black hair, beads/no shirt, deer -trousers, moose-skin boots). He loves 

1."*ɀÚɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯ2ÈÊÏÌÔɀÚɯÈÙÔÚȭɯ3ÏÌɯɁÖÓËɯÉÓÖÖËɂɯÎÈáÌÚɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÕÌÞɯÔÐßÛÜÙÌȭȭȭ 

 

ROCK  

  Half the country black their faces for him. Who  

  now to hold against Boston? My husband tries. 

  This Winthrop likes big dinners. But not a feast.  

  He is angry that most beaver is gone, here to 

  Merrimac. Jack, do you hear? What will you do,  

  for your wife and child Wishon? For your clan?  

  Are you so much as we hold a poet? Or do you  

  sing on the shoulder of your drowsy captains?  

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  My mother, you need not hurt the man.  

 

ROCK  

  You have married us, Jack. What are you? Help 

  us make your new English think they need us.  

  Oh, my fierce brother! (more ash to her face)  

  What if I had not listened to Squa Rock? For all 

  we know, Jack, you people ruined the home 

  The Creator gave you. And fools like me---We mark 

  Èɯ×È×ÌÙɯÈÕËɯÚÈàɯɁ+ÌÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÓÈÕËɯÉÌɯàÖÜÙÚȮɯ-ÖÞɯ×ÓÌÈÚÌ 

  ÎÖɯÈÞÈàȮɯÐÕÛÖɯÐÛȭȭȭȭɂ 



 

SWEET GRASS 

  She hates you not, Jack. Today we stand in a 

  great shadow. (JACK bows his head.) 

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  (WISHON clambers on her.) I ask River where she 

  goes. She says, to old places where worry has no 

  farm. You, my boy, make me well while Uncle  

  Crazy Bear comes home. Do you think he and  

  Big Wolf remember our good day, when we all  

  held hands? That day brought Wishon to us... 

 

JACK  

  !ÐÎɯ6ÖÓÍɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙÚɯÔÌȭɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÏÐÔɯÈÛɯÔàɯÉÈÊÒȭ 

  (ɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÚÓÌÌ×ɯÐÍɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙɯÈɯÛÞÐÎȭɯ6ÐÚÏÖÕȮɯÚÛÖ×ɯÍÈÞÕÐÕÎ 

  and chop those branches I told you... 

 

 .ÓËɯ"'(* 3 6! *ȮɯÉÌÚÐËÌɯ1."*ȮɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÉÓÈÕÒÓàɯÈÛɯ) "*ȱ 

 

ROCK  

  (As WISHON ignores Jack) I know where Gilbert and  

  Willy hide. It sharpens my teeth to hear the English  

  worry now: their King may send Thomas Morton for  

  their governor. We should pray. Even Cutshamekin,  

  your own brother, husband, makes love to the new  

  Jesustown, Shalom. He takes a Jesus-name... 

 

 LIKES THE FIRE, tears on her face, looks down and we see (1) the green Serpents 

on her arms; (2) how roaring -strong MANY ARRO 62ɯÓÖÖÒÌËɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯ×ÓÈàÌËɯɁÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɂɯ

at the Revels; (3) MANY ARROWS young, making a spear as in Scene 2... 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  We know a great brother is dead, and not 

  where to find Crazy Bear. If he was near what 

  ÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȮɯÏÌɀÓÓɯÉÓÈÔÌɯÏÐÔÚÌÓÍȭɯ(ɯÉÓÌÌËɯÞÏÌn I 

  ÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÍɯÏÐÔȭɯȹ2ÏÌɯÚÛÙÖÒÌÚɯ6(2'.-ȮɯÛÏÌÕɯɁÚÛÈÕËÚ 

  ÏÐÔɯÜ×ɯÚÛÖÜÛÓàȮɂɯÈÕËɯÏÌÙÚÌÓÍȭȺɯ&ÖɯÈÕËɯÊÏÖ×ɯÛÏÌ 

  ÞÖÖËɯàÖÜÙɯÍÈÛÏÌÙɯÚÈàÚȭɯ6ÌɀÓÓɯÔÈÒÌɯÈɯÍÌÈÚÛȭɯ3ÏÌÕ 

  Mama fetch a man home. 

 



JACK  

  8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÞÏÈÛȳɯ'ÖÞȮɯÛÏÌɯÕÈÔÌɯÖÍɯÚÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒ-bog 

  Sagamore? The whole Connecticut is up in arms. 

  3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÈɯÊÈ×ÛÈÐÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÓÖÕÐÌÚɯÒÕÖÞÚ 

  ÞÏÌÙÌɯÏÌɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎȭ 

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  Winthrop gets lost a mile from his house, shall  

  I wait till they learn? Jack, I would take care of  

  things to help your family. This place under your  

  nose will help you. You tell Winthrop you live  

  ÏÌÙÌɯÛÖɯÚ×ÙÌÈËɯ&ÖÖËɯ-ÌÞÚȭɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÈÕàȮ 

  I get some. Will my man help us? 

JACK  

  And if I say Go, what am I?  

  

 JACK sees ROCK bearing down with that question. 

 

 At the BOSTON dockside with PUR ITAN and YEOMEN EXTRAS about, JACK 

OLDHAM in that god -awful green suit (soiled, but a fine beaver hat, carved pipe) helps 

FIRE in journey-dress down into his laden shallop. JACK, in buckskin mantle and old 

London blacks, is sullen, as WISHON makes-smiles aÛɯ%(1$ɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎȭɯ1(5$1ɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÛÏÌÔɯ

all courage-gestures, best she can. Her cheeks show new tattoos (red serpent, green star) 

born of her bonds with FIRE, who touches them farewell.  

 JACK hugs FIRE coldly. FIRE, RIVER embrace, pull in WISHON... 

 

OLDHAM  

  (As JACK pays him a wampum -ÚÛÙÐÕÎȺɯ ÐÕɀÛ 

  much for a body, but for the old times, eh? Like I  

  said, I take her far as my trade, Narragansett. Been 

  ÛÖɯ/ÌØÜÖÛɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÈÓÓɯàÖÜɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÔÌÕȭɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÈÐÕɀÛ 

  connived my safety there, yet. Cast! 

 

 The boat is sliding away. JACK whispers: (ɯÓÖÝÌËɯàÖÜȮɯÈÕËɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÉÌɯÉÈÊÒȭɯ8ÖÜɯ

fool. He squats down to WISHON, RIVER beside them ready to help: 

 

JACK  

  Now, Wishon. There comes a time every man 

  born must be one. Grandmother River here is the 

  best person in the world to help you. Because--- 



  your mother, out there, answers Great Spirit.  

  Wishon, I too. For the good of everyone. And then, 

  ÖÕÌɯËÈàȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÈÓÓɯÉÌɯÛÖÎÌÛÏÌÙɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÏÈ××àɯÈÓÓɯÖÍ 

  ÜÚɯÏÈ××àɯÍÖÙÌÝÌÙɯÈÕËɯÌÝÌÙȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÊÏÈ×ȭ 

  (JACK stands up quick, breathes, and runs--- 

  looks back once, and keeps running.) 

 

RIVER  

  6ÏÈÛȳɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌ---'Ìàȭɯ'Ìàȵɯ8ÖÜɀÓÓɯÈÕÚÞÌÙɯÛÏÐÚȵ 

  Dog! Dog! 

 And there stand old RIVER and 6-yr.-old WISHON on the Boston dock. He 

wraps his arms round her hips as PURITANS and burly YEOMEN str ide by on errands. 

 

 (ÕÚÐËÌɯ"'(* 3 6! *ɀÚɯÓÖËÎÌȮɯÛÏÌɯ2ÈÊÏÌÔɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÚÐÊÒȮɯÖÓËɯÈÕËɯÞÈÕȭɯ1."*ɯ

spoons him broth, and sees RIVER suddenly outside in mid-village, wildly haranguing 

FAMILY EXTRAS, who shy from her power:  

 

RIVER  

  The dog, the dog! He shall not liv e. Not fit for the  

  dirt! I got the Good News. I never needed death to  

  make me love! I spit you out! Who are these 

  ÚÛÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÍÖÙÌÐÎÕÌÙÚȳɯ/È×ÌÙÚɯÖÕɯÛÙÌÌÚȮɯɁ-Öɯ(ÙÙÌÎÜÓÈÙ 

  +ÐÝÐÕÎȵɯ-Öɯ3ÙÈËÌɯ6ÐÛÏÖÜÛɯ,ÈÎÐÚÛÙÈÛÌȵɂɯ ɯËÖÎɯÊÖÔÌÚ 

  ÞÏÌÕɯÏÌɀÚɯÊÈÓÓÌËȮɯÉÐÛÌÚɯÞÏÖɯÏÌɀÚɯÛÖÓËȭɯȹ2ÏÌɯÛÜÙÕÚɯÈÕË 

  ÓÖÖÒÚɯÚÛÙÈÐÎÏÛɯÐÕÛÖɯ1."*ɀÚɯÌàÌÚȺɯ2ÊÜÔɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÛÐËÌȵ 

  Wishon will know things deep as blood watch over  

  us. Here, right here, behind the sunshine! I tried, 

  Rock! Let him learn from you, not this grandmother!  

 

ROCK  

  Wait, what  happened, where is he? River! 

 

 JACK is plunging through crude streets of Boston ---mud and tree stumps, one-

room cabins, market-stalls, stock pens. He passes a gallows and stocks where a 

/41(3 -ɯ$731 ɯÔÖ×ÌÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÍÌÌÛɯÚÏÈÊÒÓÌËɯÜÕËÌÙɯÈɯɁ#ÙÜÕÒɂɯÚÐÎÕȭɯ Úɯ) "* goes by 

the man is hit by mud from a second EXTRA. JACK flees past the gate of the big 2-story 

log-house that is church, meeting-house and fort. Beyond, the land is a saw-works 

where pitch boils in tubs. Green forest looms behind, embattled and ignored...  

 ) "*ɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÈÕËɯÚÏÖÝÌÚɯÖ×ÌÕɯÈɯÛÈÝÌÙÕɀÚɯ×ÓÈÕÒ-door. He enters a place 

with low ceiling, log -tables: an obese BARKEEP serves grogs and sugar-pastries to 



CAPTAIN JOHN UNDERHILL (a grizzled officer of 40), and CAPTAIN DANIEL 

PATRICK (younger, armed to the teeth). A sharp Spanish-style helmet decks their table, 

and now JACK sees the place filled with a DOZEN seasoned motley-English 

,$1"$- 1($2ɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ ɁÚÌÙÐÖÜÚɂɯ ÎÜÕÚȮɯ ×ÐÒÌÚȮɯ ÚÞÖÙËÚɯ ÌÝÌÙàÞÏÌÙÌȭɯ #ÙÐÕÒÐÕÎɯ ÈÕËɯ

grumbling, they give JACK a derisive laugh in his co nfused half-and-half clothing...  

CAPTAIN PATRICK  

  There now, Captain Underhill. Ask God to send  

  men with a bit of the back -country, and ---What 

  are you, anyhow? 

 

 The MERCENARIES laugh. JACK jerks off his buckskin mantle. 

 

 

SCENE 16 
 We see the grand facades of Westminster amid 1630s London. 

Westminster: London, England, 1636: 

Hearing before the Royal Commission for Foreign Provinces 

 

 Three wigged, stony JUSTICES in red robes preside atop a High Court Bench in 

this court of marble pillars and high win dows. To their right (like a jury) sit 12 

COUNCILORS and ARISTOCRATS at both sides of the gray, scowling Archbishop of 

Canterbury WILLIAM LAUD in Anglican regalia and beaver hat. Before all these men 

at the Prosecution-table sit MORTON (healthy, confident,  ÐÕɯÉÈÙÙÐÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÌØÜÐ×ÈÎÌȺɯÞÐÛÏɯ

GORGES. At the Defense-table sits ferret-eyed ALLERTON and WINSLOW (in shabby 

but best black suit), as WINSLOW declaims before the Bench. ALL persons wear or 

show some kind of animal -fur.  

WINSLOW  

  ,ɀ+ÖÙËÚɯÏÈÝÌɯÏÌÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯ/ÙÖÚecution witnesses. 

  Ye have heard His Grace, Archbishop Laud on 

  ÖÜÙɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ-ÌÞɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɯ×ÖÓÐÊàȭɯ8ÌÚȮɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏ 

  Plantation stands flawed. And vulnerable. It  

  ÚÛÈÕËÚȮɯÔɀ+ÖÙËÚȮɯ×ÙÖÖÍɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÊÌÕÛÙÈÓÐÛàɯÖÍɯ&ÖËɯÛÖ 

  all Englishmen. Our beloved minister never was 

  permitted to succor our pilgrim spirits in savage  

  country. But consider: Does one surrender to a 

  heathen life, or stand as best one can? We cannot 

  afford to abandon wealth unmeasured to French 

  priests and corsairs, to Dutchmen eager to divest 

  ÜÚɯÉàɯËÌÍÈÜÓÛȭɯ"ÖÕÚÐËÌÙȮɯÔɀ+ÖÙËÚȮɯÛÏÌÚÌɯÞÐÛÕÌÚÚÌÚȮ 



  who find their church round a maypole: these  

  mercenary interlopers with indeed no higher  

  ÔÐÚÚÐÖÕɯÛÖɯ×ÈÐÕÛɯÖÜÙɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàɀÚɯÙÌ×ÜÛÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ,ɀ+ÖÙËÚȮ 

  we own the severity of correction meted out to  

  this unfortunate and disturbed Mr. Ratcliff...  

 

 As WINSLOW goes on, we see the Boston public scaffold and servant RATCLIFF 

ÏÌÓËɯÉàɯ2.+#($12ȭɯ&ÖÝȭɯ6(-3'1./ɯÈÕËɯ$-#(".33ɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÈÚɯÛÏÌàɯÊÜÛɯ1 3"+(%%ɀÚɯ

ears. He fights like an animal, shrieks in agony... 

 

WINSLOW  

  !ÜÛȮɯÔɀ+ÖÙËÚȮɯÖÕÓàɯÛÏÌɯËÐÚÈÚÛÌÙɯ×ÙÌÝÌÕÛÌËɯÉà 

  our action could prove the price of laxity in America.  

  Indeed, as exiles, we welcome new brothers. We 

  welcome any men, capable of the simplest laws 

  of civilization. (He bows, sneers at MORTON, and  

  retires to his table. The three JUSTICES confer).... 

 

GORGES 

  ȹÛÖɯ,.13.-Ⱥɯ3ÏÌàɀÓÓɯËÐÚÔÐÚÚȭɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖ 

  dismiss. God-damned Boston got their Charter 

  ×ÙÖÔÐÚÐÕÎɯ*ÐÕÎɯ"ÏÈÙÓÌÚɯ×ÙÖÍÐÛȭɯ-ÖÞɯÏÌɀÚɯÉÈÕÒ- 

  rupt, and where am I? Use that! What do we pay 

  you for!  

 

 3ÏÌɯ )423("$2ɀɯ ÔÖÝÌÚɯ ÚÜÎÎÌÚÛɯ ËÐÚÔÐÚÚÈÓȮɯ Ɂ-ÖÛɯ ÌÕÖÜÎÏɯ ÏÌÙÌȮɂɯ ÈÕËɯ + 4#ɀÚɯ

".4-"(+ɯ,$,!$12ɯÚÛÐÙɯÛÖɯÎÖȭɯ!ÜÛɯ,.13.-ɯÊÈÛÊÏÌÚɯ+ 4#ɀÚɯÌàÌɯÛÖɯ×ÙÖÝÖÒÌɯÏÐÔȭɯ

MORTON hand -charades a wedding-ÙÐÕÎȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÈɯÔÐÕÐÚÛÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÓÓÈÙɯÙÖÜÕËɯÏÐÚɯÕÌÊÒȭȭȭ 

CHIEF JUSTICE 

  Uhh, the Bench must advise the Council, that... 

 

ARCHBISHOP LAUD  

  Mr. Winslow! Do you consider this Council a band  

  of mercenary intruders? What say you to charge 

  that you performed marriages there without a  

  minister. Baptisms, Last Rites, while such are 

  expressly illegal. How does a colony proceed to 

  cut ears from a man who demands a simple debt? 

 

 6(-2+.6ɀÚɯÊÏÈÐÙɯÚÊÙÌÌÊÏÌÚɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÛÈÕËÚȯɯ,.13.-ɯÎÐÝÌÚɯÈɯÚÈÝÈÎÌɯÎÙÐÕȭɯ ɯRap! 



of the gavel and a Special Effects/Whoosh  slam a Fleet Street prison-door shut on the 

horrified WINSLOW...  

 

 6ÐÕÚÓÖÞɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯɁÍÈËÌÚɯÐÕÛÖɂɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÍɯ&ÖÝȭɯ).'-ɯ6(-3'1./ȮɯÞÏÖÚÌɯÉÙÖÖËÐÕÎɯ

ÌàÌÚɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯÙÌÍÓÌÊÛÌËɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÕËÖÞɀÚɯÚÌÊÖÕË-ÚÛÖÙàɯÝÐÌÞɯÖÍɯ!ÖÚÛÖÕȿÚɯÊÈÉÐÕÚȭɯ(ÕɯÝÌÓÝÌÛɯ

vest/medallion he stares down at the platform where Ratcliff suffered. He sees 

SOLDIER-GUARDS below. One is now-Lieutenant EDWARD GIBBONS, receiving 

CRAZY BEAR like a friend: CRAZY wears facial -ash and a heavy, rich mantle of 

purple/white wampum, his sign as ambassador of Pequot Sachem Sassacus. EDWARD 

and CRAZY enter the buiÓËÐÕÎɯÉÌÓÖÞɯ6(-3'1./ɀÚɯÚÛÌÈËàɯÎÈáÌȯ 

 

VICE -GOV. JOSEPH DUDLEY  

  (At conference-table, a big letter in his hands) 

  John. Governor Winthrop. The King and Council  

  would have to send troops. They cannot send for 

  the charter back, tear down your work. What is 

  this, one letter from that ridiculous nobody Morton,  

  ÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÏÖÞɯÔÈÕàɯÖÍɯ&ÖËɀÚȳɯ#ÖɯÕÖÛɯÓÌÛɯàÖÜÙ 

  family fear another day. No sheriff will cut your  

  ÌÈÙÚɯÍÖÙɯÈɯ1ÈÛÊÓÐÍÍɀÚȮɯÛÏÐÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯÐÚɯÈɯËÙÜÕÒȭɯ6Ì 

  shall fortify the islands, John. Humiliation -days. 

  )ÖÏÕȮɯ(ɯÏÌÈÙɯÍÙÖÔɯ"ÖÕÕÌÊÛÐÊÜÛɀÚɯ'ÖÖÒÌÙɯÛÏÌàɀÝÌ 

  a loyal Indian about. Uncas, I think. Out to play  

  us for his Pequot game. 

 

WINTHROP  

  ȹ3ÜÙÕÚȮɯÚÊÈÕÚɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÖÔɀÚɯÊÏÌÈ×ɯÊÈÙ×ÌÕÛÙàɯÛÙÐÊÒÌË 

  ÖÜÛɯÐÕɯÉÙÈÚÚɯÈÕËɯÙÌËɯËÙÈ×ÌÙàȺɯ(ÛɀÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÏÈÛɯ,ÖÙton 

  has this way, of---We burn his house, and our people 

  ÍÙÌÌáÌɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÞÖÙÚÛɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÐÕɯÈɯÚØÜÈɀÚɯÈÎÌȭɯ.ÜÙɯÕÌÌË 

  ÐÚɯÞÏÐÛÌɯÔÌÕɯÚÌÈÚÖÕÌËɯÛÖɯÛÏÐÚɯ#ÌÝÐÓɀÚɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàȭɯ6ÌɯÊÈÕ 

  ÚÊÈÙÊÌɯÍÐÕËɯÖÜÙɯÞÈàȭɯ,ÌÕɯÐÕɯÈÙÔÖÙɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÊÈÛÊÏ 

  Pequots in swamp. Word I do have sayÚɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌ 

  slipping away, in scores. (He drops into his head- 

  ÊÏÈÐÙȮɯÊÙÜÔ×ÓÌÚɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÓÌÛÛÌÙȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÛÜÊÒÚɯÐÛɯÈÞÈàȭȺ 

  Another visitor from the infernal regions. Do not  

  smile, at all. This one wears our capital concern. 

 EDWARD knocks and brings in CRA ZY BEAR, both grave. EDWARD salutes, 

states that This is Ambassador from Great Sachem of the Pequot, Sassacus. As WINTHROP 

has CRAZY sit, WINTHROP sniffs liquor off EDWARD:  



 

WINTHROP  

  Lieutenant Gibbons. Indeed, one of our old -time 

  traders made good. How many fines have you  

  paid, Edward, for your drinking? (EDWARD shows 3  

  shaky fingers.) It is four. The benefits you derive from  

  your usefulness are about to expire. Go, keep this side 

  of the door. Sir, your message. Our Boston does not 

  drink to bacco. 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  (Scared of the whole place and cold faces, spooked 

  ÉàɯÛÏÌɯÊÏÈÐÙÚɀɯÊÈÙÝÌËɯÓÐÖÕ-heads and claw-arms) I bring  

  good news. Sassacus, Sachem of 26 villages,  

  sends his full consent to plant your people on 

  the Connecticut. There will be no more trouble 

  to your river -towns. Only, Sassacus is a governor. 

  He must answer murder of his family. I come  

  today also from Narragansett. Sassacus and Mian- 

  tonomo, together, ask you send them both your 

  best trader. This I wear is promise of wealth in  

  our peace. The Sachems listen, sir. 

 

WINTHROP  

  That was fair English, Mr. Vice -Governor. We are 

  ÊÖÕÚÛÈÕÛÓàɯÈÔÈáÌËɯÉàɯàÖÜɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭɯ-ÖÞȭɯ6ÌɀÝÌ 

  just the trader for that part, and when time comes,  

  him you shall know by a mantle of scarlet. However.  

  We have the terms we want with Miantonomo. He  

  promises us Narragansett guides, when war comes. 

  But how unfortunate, young man, that Sassacus 

  deceives you. He says nothing of his murder of 

  our good English traders on the Connecticut, Messrs. 

  Stone and Norton. Boston and Hartford say yes to peace. 

  Yes to trade. But he must deliver the murderers. And,  

  500 fathom of wampum, 40 beaver, 30 otter; and six 

  Pequot children, as hostage to his behavior. Clear? We 

  want peace. We serve The Prince of Peace. But peace 

  only with order.  

 



CRAZY BEAR  

  Children? Sir, Sassacus has spoken to those killings. 

  He must answer for his father, and his people. (He points  

  to his own face, then stops, unsure.) With us, family--- 

 

WINTHROP  

  Excuse me, young man. What tribe are you? 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  ȹ%ÓÜÚÛÌÙÌËȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÚÌÌÚɯ6ÐÕÛÏÙÖ×ɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞȰ 

  and he tests the water.) I am Pequot. 

 

WINTHROP  

  Ah, I knew it. Lieutenant! We have our message. 

  This is not a negotiation, so see our guest to what- 

  ever it is a Pequot eats, before he takes our words 

  on. Good Day. Dismissed. 

 

 $#6 1#ɯÓÈàÚɯÈɯɁ!ÌÛÛÌÙɯ&ÖɂɯÏÈÕËɯÖÕɯ"1 98ɀÚɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙȮɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÍÜÔÌÚȭɯ!.3'ɯÎÖɯ

out; and WINTHROP returns to his window, to see EDWARD consoling CRAZY below.  

DUDLEY  

  (ɯÏÖ×ÌɯÞÌɯÚÏÈÕɀt too anger them. 

 

WINTHROP  

  (gazing out) Yes. But, seeing we have, and that 

  we will, let it keep more of Boston right here.  

  This crazed firebrand Roger Williams, Hooker  

  gone already with his Connecticut newcomers. They 

  prate of God till they smel l green pasture. We must 

  hold them together, Joseph. Or what was this for? 

  &ÐÉÉÖÕÚȮɯÏÐÔɯ(ɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯÞÈàɯÈÛɯ'ÜÛÊÏÐÕ- 

  ÚÖÕɀÚɯÛÖÖȭɯ.ÏȮɯ(ɀÝÌɯÈɯÑÖÉɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÚÌÈÚÖÕÌËɯÓÐÌÜÛÌÕÈÕÛȭ 

 Suddenly we see a snowy English palisaded fort near the icy bank of a river: its 

center is a high mound with two mounted cannon firing, and an English flag. We hear 

shouts, gun-shots, whoops, cannons boom... 

 

Pequot Siege of Saybrook Fort on the Connecticutt River, Winter 1636 

 

 EDWARD (bundled, bearded, a rag-tag soldier) ducks the Zip-Pang! of Pequot 

bullets at his crack in the palisade. REGULAR SOLDIERS cower as 50 arrows rain 



down, and shout Cover the gate! Open up for relief! EDWARD manically primes his gun 

and turns with others to the gate. FOUR ENGLISH COLONIST-MEN, and JACK, come 

running with guns/swords and odd body -armor up the last yards from their river -boat. 

6ÏÖÖ×ÚȮɯÚÏÖÛÚȮɯÈÙÙÖÞÚɯÈÕËɯÚ×ÌÈÙÚɯÊÏÈÚÌɯÛÏÌÔȱ 

 And now we see CRAZY BEAR on the wooded hillside near this fort , with 25 

PEQUOT and NIANTIC braves, some of whom wear the Turtle -sign seen before. ALL 

ÌÕÑÖàɯ"1 98ɀÚɯÚÏÖÜÛÚɯÐÕɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏȯ 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  Your mother has a turkey -neck! (he flaps, cackles) 

 

 Inside Saybrook Fort, EDWARD sees JACK and grabs him aside: 

 

JACK  

  &ÖÖËɯ&ÖËȮɯÓÖÖÒɯÈÛɯÜÚȵɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÕÖɯÙÌÓÐÌÍȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚ 

  "È×ÛÈÐÕɯ,ÈÚÖÕɀÚɯÔÌÕɯÊÖÔÌɯÚ×ÙÐÕÎȮɯÈÓÓɯÈÔÈÛÌÜÙÚȭ 

  Hartford ---Stratford -on-3ÏÈÔÌÚɯÐÛɀÚɯÕÖÛȵɯ!ÓÖÖËàɯ 

  Hooker just had to leave for God and beaver. How  

  did we get here, Edward? Time to get out! 

 

EDWARD  

  (BOTH jump as both cannons Boom.) Bit of a walk! 

  Mason, another greenhorn like that Underhill,  

  and our sergeants at arms old Standish, Endicott! 

  Jesus, some relief. Gardener the chap running this 

  ×ÓÈÊÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÈɯ,ÖÏÌÎÈÕɯÍÙÖÔɯ,ÈÚÚÈÊÏÜÚÌÛÛȭ 

  Mason slaps his Indians with yellow paint. If it  

  rains, do we shoot them? (Zip-Pang!) Sassacus they 

  ÚÈàɯÐÚɯÍÈÓÓÐÕɀɯÈÕàÏÖÞȵ 

JACK  

  (ɯÏÈÛÌɯÛÏÐÚȭɯ6ÌɀÙÌɯÚÊÜÔɯÔÌÙÊÌÕÈÙÐÌÚȮɯ$ËÞÈÙËȮɯÚÖɯÛÏÌà 

  ÓÌÛɯÜÚɯÉÙÌÈÛÏÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɀÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÔÌȮɯÈÕË 

  then some. I was hid up these river-ÛÖÞÕÚȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜ 

  men know the savages there took sides with us? 

  Then we threw them out! Threw out the locals! ( Zip- 

  Pang!) Merry Christmas, Feast of Fools! 

 

 A SOLDIER goes down nearby with an arrow in his collarbone.  

 

EDWARD  



  SomeboËàɯÏÌÓ×ɯÏÐÔȵɯ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÔÈÒÌɯÛÏÐÚɯËÜÕÎÏÐÓÓȮ 

  )ÈÊÒȭɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯƙƔƔɯ/ÌØÜÖÛɯÖÜÛɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯ×ÓÈÕ 

  ÊÖÖÒÐÕÎɯÛÏÖÜÎÏɯÈÕËɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÌÛɯÏÖÛɯÏÌÙÌɯÊÖÔÌ 

  Ú×ÙÐÕÎȮɯÐÕɯÊÈÚÌɯàÖÜɯÈÐÕɀÛɯÛÏÌɯÔÌÛÛÓÌȭɯ,ÐÈÕÛÖÕÖÔÖ 

  lost 700 Narragansetts to plague this year. What 

  wou ld you do, take the poxy English side? Take 

  2ÈÚÚÈÊÜÚɀɯÏÌÈËȮɯàÖÜȮɯÔÌȮɯÛÏÐÚɯ4ÕÊÈÚɯÈÕËɯÈÓÓɯÜÚ 

  second-rates? Or pull every savage together and 

  hang our scalps? Welcome to safety, Jack! And 

  ÎÙÖÎɀÚɯÖÕɯÙÈÛÐÖÕȭɯ2ÏÐÛÌȵɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯÎÖÕÌȮɯÛÏÌɯÖÕÓàɯÖÕÌ 

  makes out ÐÚɯ,ÈËɯ)ÈÊÒȵɯ ÐÕɀÛɯÞÌɯÛÏÌɯËÐÙÛɯÖÕɯȿÌÔȭ 

 

JACK  

  (Face pressed to palisade) This is the Bedlam I came 

  from. Ohh, someplace a man can hear himself---Dear 

  God, in Thy Providence... 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  (HEARD outside) Ahoy, English! Have you fought  

  enough? You let women, children alone, we let yours!  

  Hey English? 

 

EDWARD  

  8ÖÜɯÓÌÈÝÌɯÛÏÌÔɯÈÓÖÕÌȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯàÖÜɯ)ÈÊÒȳ 

 

JACK  

  You savages will soon find out!  

 As this Scene ends, we see: (1) ,.13.-ɯÖÜÛɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯàÖÜÛÏɀÚɯ6ÌÚÛɯ"ÖÜÕÛÙàɯÞÐÓËɯ

heath with two fowling guns and se ÝÌÙÈÓɯËÖÎÚȮɯɁÔÈÕÈÎÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÌÕÑÖàɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÐÍÌɯÎÖÌÚɯÖÕɂȰɯ

and (2) GOV. WM. BRADFORD at his Plimoth gate, anguished, Bible in both hands, 

ÛÙàÐÕÎɯÏÐÚɯÉÌÚÛɯÛÖɯÚÔÐÓÌɯ&ÖÖËÉàÌɯÛÖɯÞÏÖÓÌɯ/(+&1(,ɯ% ,(+($2ȮɯÞÏÖɯÚÌÛɯÖÜÛɯÍÖÙɯɁÌÓÉÖÞɯ

ÙÖÖÔȭɂ 

 

 

SCENE 17 

Weinshauks on the Pequot River,Village of Great Sachem Sassacus 

 (ÛɀÚɯÈɯÉÙÐÎÏÛɯ2×ÙÐÕÎɯËÈàɯÞÐÛÏɯ/$04.3ɯ$731 2ɯÈÛɯÛÈÚÒÚɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÏÐÓÓÛÖ×ɯ

×ÈÓÐÚÈËÌËɯÝÐÓÓÈÎÌȭɯ(ÕÚÐËÌɯÐÛÚɯÎÙÌÈÛɯÓÖËÎÌɯȹÛÏÌɯÙÐÊÏÌÚÛɯÞÌɀÝÌɯÚÌÌÕȺȮɯ2 22 "42ɯȹƚƔȮɯÐÕɯ

silver, wampum and a feather mantle) paints his eyes deep red before 20 ELDERS, as a 



hand-drum beats slow. EXTRAS bring LIKES THE FIRE in before all of them. FIRE 

bows her head, waits without smile as the ritual ends.  

SASSACUS 

  My family, your words will come true. (smiles.)  

  You must be bad news, the first person I see as 

  our word means war. Not another Massachusett  

  in trouble. (Aside) Bring the other.  

 

 CRAZY BEAR and LIKES THE FIRE see each other again. They can hardly 

contain themselves. The PEQUOTS enjoy this after their council just now, but CRAZY 

ÈÕËɯ%(1$ɯÒÌÌ×ɯÐÛɯɁÉÙÖÛÏÌÙɤÚÐÚÛÌÙɂɯÉÌÍÖÙÌɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯÎÙÌÈÛɯ×ÓÈÊÌȭɯ ÕËɯÚÖɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ

shock: 

 

SASSACUS 

  (Lifts a war -club) Who is this Captain Endi - 

  cott, Massachusetts, comes to punish and burn 

  our gardens up and down my river and islands?  

  Your Massachusett brother Cutshamekin led 

  him his way. I am a spirit. Serpents on your  

  arms. Last time they saw my mountains, we 

  bled. Now, only English.  

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  Spirit, I am good news, for the joy you put in  

  two hearts today. I bring the other too. May it help.  

  I came to your country to find this one, on a boat  

  of the trader Jack Oldham. The man Boston gave 

  a red mantle for trading, because he learns the ways 

  ÛÏÌàɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÓÌÈÙÕȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯ,ÈËɯ)ÈÊÒ---(ÛɀÚɯÚÛÙÈÕÎÌɯÛÖɯÓÐÒÌ 

  a man and wonder why. Spirit, as we passed Block 

  Island, six Niantic strangers jumped our boat, to rob  

  Mad Jack. They cared nothing for these troubles--- 

  They killed him for wampum. And Boston says this  

  makes war: they will kill all the Pequot for Oldham,  

  and for two captains years ago. 

 

SASSACUS 

  Yes. We are to send them children, too. Massa- 

  chusett, we thank you for this gratitude. But  

  on your words and more, we are decided to... 



  help the English learn. Now, listen. Our hated  

  old kinsman, Miantonomo ( ELDERS LAUGH), 

  took 200 Narragansett braves out to punish Niantic  

  for Mad Jack. We sent 200 fathom wampum: a good 

  blood-price, for nothing evil from this house. This we  

  do all the time, and Boston sends Endicott. Shot 

  people drying fish. Stabbed women through that he  

  ÊÖÜÓËɯÊÈÛÊÏȭɯ6ÌÓÓȮɯ,ÈÚÚÈÊÏÜÚÌÛÛÚȮɯÛÌÓÓɯàÖÜɯÞÏÈÛɀÚ 

  good for you. We killed -back 12 English in their 

  gardens up-river. We know they look to hurt  

  us now, with soldiers who fight the English way.  

  For that, we have a plan. Our kinsman, that smelly,  

  ugly, dim -brained Miantonomo (ELDERS ENJOY) 

  ---He makes himself useful. He will pass just the right  

  help to Boston, by a sad-face English squats his land. 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  I watched their soldiers practice. It makes no sense, 

  thi s drill, march! Six arrows to a shot. A rabbit wears  

  them out. 

 

SASSACUS 

  Show us your arms. (CRAZY does so; then FIRE.) We 

  have helped each other. Now we send you home, 

  where those are needed. Do only that, and you can 

  help us another way that easy. Nnn, maybe not. 

  (ELDERS SMILE.) Massachusett, we ask you to take 

  home some of our women and children. Three, four  

  families, as your Nipmuc kinsmen, or Wampanoag.  

  This other cousins do. Let them live as Massachu- 

  setts, till war is done. (FIRE/CRAZY NOD.) The people  

  to take, you will find at Missituc, close by this our  

  red village. In our honor, these Missituc people  

  give you our strength ---so long as they live there. 

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  We have...a great deal of room. 

 

 Now CRAZY BEAR and  LIKES THE FIRE are alone in bright-green forest with a 

loud stream nearby. They cover each other with kisses... 



 

CRAZY BEAR  

  Anywhere I could see a star, I had my strength, 

  because of you. Do you know what I am. I  

  am your champion...  

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  You never hated me for trying to do the big thing  

  as our mothers did. You made your heart big as the 

  world. I have a son, named Wishon. Your name he 

  knows. When I had to find you, I thought Jack still  

  ÈɯÔÈÕɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÒɯÉÌÚÐËÌɯÔÌȭɯȹ2ÏÈÒÌÚɯÏÌÙɯÏÌÈËȮɯɁ'e 

  ÞÈÚÕɀÛȭɂȺɯ(ɯÊÈÕɯÓÖÝÌɯÖÕÓàɯÛÏÖÚÌɯ(ɯÏÖÕÖÙȭ 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  The world was not so sick when we were small.  

  But how well I feel, how well, Likes The Fire --- 

  in you the honor, and the hope of our fathers... 

 

 They make love as the sun begins to go down. In time, both notice the light and 

rise to resume the trail to Missituc village, as Sassacus said. Climbing trail, they watch 

ÛÏÌɯÚÜÕɯÚÐÕÒÐÕÎɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÐÊȮɯÐÛÚɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÖÕɯÞÈÛÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯ,àÚÛÐÊɯ1ÐÝÌÙɀÚɯÔÐÓÌ-wid e inlet 

below them. Graphic: ,ÐÚÚÐÛÜÊȮɯÖÙɯɁ,àÚÛÐÊɂɯ5ÐÓÓÈÎÌȮɯ,ÈàɯƕƚƗƛ ȱ 

 They climb further to this smaller palisaded Pequot village, smokes rising from 

within it. SIX PEQUOT BRAVES suddenly meet CRAZY and FIRE on this trail. They 

talk, and CRAZY stops at MàÚÛÐÊɀÚɯÌÕÛÙÈÕÊÌȯ 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  Wait. Likes The Fire, one of us can take these people 

  out of here and home. I, well... 

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  8ÖÜɯÕÌÌËɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÖÚÌɯÉÙÈÝÌÚȮɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ(ɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÈÛ 

  in your face! Why, Crazy Bear. Sassacus knows you 

  are not for what is coming. There is no fight yet  

  like this one... 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  You know these people fight our war. Massachu- 

  ÚÌÛÛÚɀɯÞÈÙȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÖÝÌÙȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÖÜÙ 



  broken back. My father -gone, he tells me, Help 

  ÛÏÌÚÌɯÞÏÖɯÏÌÓ×ɯÜÚȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯÈɯÚÔÈÓÓɯsafe thing, to help 

  their numbers. The new English think me Pequot!  

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  That makes you safe? Crazy Bear, these people--- 

  This is enough. Argh! (She blocks her ears.) 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  If we help them, just make this place a decoy, and 

  kick English down the hill ---we really will bring  

  Pequot home. Not to please Elders. To be them. 

  Likes The Fire, I owe it---They brought me you.  

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɀÚɯÐÕɯÞÖÙÚÌɯÛÙÖÜÉÓÌȭ 

 

 -ÌßÛɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎȮɯÈÎÈÐÕɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌɯ,àÚÛÐÊɀÚɯ×ÈÓÐÚÈËÌȮɯ%(1$ɯÈÕË CRAZY say goodbye: 

%(1$ɯÍÈÓÓÚɯÐÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÌÙɯƖƔɯ/$04.3ɯ6.,$-Ȯɯ"'(+#$-Ȯɯ$+#$12ɯȹÞÐÛÏɯɁÙÌÍÜÎÌÌɂɯ

faces), and CRAZY goes with THREE BRAVES.  

 %ÖÙɯÈɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȮɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯ"1 98ɯ!$ 1ɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌÔɯÐÕɯÈɯɁ'ÜÕËÙÌËÚɂɯÊÙÖÞËɯÖÍɯ

PEQUOT BRAVES at Weinshauks: they cheer as they hear 2 22 "42ɀɯ×ÓÈÕɯÈÕËɯÚÌÌɯÏÐÚɯ

lifted mace... 

 

 JACK comes crashing out of dense Spring forest, lost and found, Heaven-grateful 

to find his way to the deserted Neponset winter -camp among inland hills. Disheveled 

in his helmet/pick -up gear (w/gun and pistol), h e sheds things as he runs down to camp 

(I found you! Oh God in Thy Providence!). But he stops, looks, then gathers his arms and 

creeps in... 

 

 RIVER is watching from bushes above camp as JACK enters. RIVER shuts a fist 

as if around his heart, then lifts a broken English sword. But, also hunting JACK is BIG 

6.+%ȮɯÙÜÐÕÌËȮɯÚÜÐÊÐËÈÓȯɯÏÌɯÌßÜÓÛÚɯÐÕɯÓÜÊÒɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯ) "*ɯÍÙÖÔɯÊÈÔ×ɀÚɯÖÛÏÌÙɯÚÐËÌȮɯÈÕËɯ

stalks forward, pistol in hand...  

 (ÕɯÓÈÛÌɯËÈàÓÐÎÏÛȮɯ) "*ɯÉÙÐÕÎÚɯÞÈÛÌÙɯÛÖɯÈɯÓÖËÎÌȮɯÔÈÒÌÚɯÈɯÍÐÙÌȯɯÏÌɯɁÚÛÙÐÒÌÚɯÈɯÓÐÎÏÛɂɯ

with flint to dry punk, and says aloud, These people taught me this. Lord, can I get her back? 

Out in the fading light, BIG WOLF and RIVER are each working closer from oppos ite 

sides of the lodge... 

 -ÐÎÏÛȯɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɯÙÜÚÏÌÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÓÖËÎÌȮɯÈÕËɯÊÜÙÚÌÚɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÖÕÓàɯ)ÈÊÒɀÚɯÎÌÈÙȭɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯ

) "*ɯÚÕÈ××ÐÕÎɯÜ×ɯÔÖÙÌɯÞÖÖËɯÈÛɯÊÈÔ×ɀÚɯÌËÎÌȭɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɯÏÐËÌÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÛÏÌɯÓÖËÎÌ-



door (a deer-hide on wood -frame). In darkness, he rests his pistol-barrel on its rawhide 

Ü××ÌÙɯɁÏÐÕÎÌɂȭȭȭ 

 1(5$1ɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÓÖËÎÌɀÚɯÍÙÖÕÛȯɯÚÏÌɯÛÏÐÕÒÚɯÐÛɀÚɯ) "*ɯÚÏÌɀÚɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÔÖÝÐÕÎɯ

the door. Both hands to her weapon, she forces herself on. RIVER reaches the door, BIG 

WOLF cocks his pistol---and RIVER swings herself around to stab through the pulled -

ÉÈÊÒɯËÖÖÙȭɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɯÚÊÙÌÈÔÚȮɯÚÏÖÖÛÚȯɯÛÏÌɯÉÜÓÓÌÛɯÊÖÔÌÚɯÖÜÛɯ1(5$1ɀÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÈÕËɯÒÕÖÊÒÚɯ

her flat. Inside, BIG WOLF is nailed to the door by her sword, and falls in the darkness.  

 At the gunshot JACK at prayer whips around with knif e out. He creeps back, 

ÚÌÌÚɯ1(5$1ɯÈÕËɯËÐÝÌÚɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯÓÖËÎÌɯÍÖÙɯÈÙÔÚȰɯÈÕËɯÍÈÓÓÚɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯ!(&ɯ6.+%ɀÚɯÊÖÙ×ÚÌȭɯ

) "*ɯÈÓÔÖÚÛɯɁÊÈÕɀÛɯ×ÜÓÓɯÍÙÌÌɂɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÉÖËàȮɯÚÛÜÔÉÓÌÚɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌɯÉÜÛɯÊÈÕɀÛɯØÜÐÛÌɯÙÜÕȭɯ

He tries to touch RIVER... 

 

JACK  

  I did not do this. Not. No t. Oh God, in Thy ---Aarrggh!  

 

 JACK rips his hair, fetches his gear, and runs clattering off into darkness. Above 

the trees, a vast night sky of stars. 

 

 

SCENE 18 

 "'(* 3 6! *ɯÐÚɯËàÐÕÎȭɯ6ÐÛÏɯÕÐÎÏÛɀÚɯÚÛÈÙÚɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯËÖÖÙɯÖÍɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ-Ì×ÖÕÚÌÛɯ

lodge, we see ROCK bent over him as she bathes, caresses and comforts him. He runs 

his hand through her strong black -ÎÙÈàÌËɯÏÈÐÙȭɯ ÚɯÛÏÌɯÏÈÕËɯÍÈÓÓÚȮɯÞÌɯɁÍÈËÌɯÛÖɂɯ2×ÙÐÕÎɯ

day at a many-tiered waterfall, that roars and roars as ROCK presides at the funeral. 

ALL NEPONSET VILLAGE  CAST/EXTRAS stand along the falls as his body, wrapped 

in fine grass mats, is given to the waters. His son, JOSIAS (age 10) watches between 

SWEET GRASS/SEVEN THUMBS, who take up his hands: he has long hair tied back, 

deer trousers and calico trade-shirt, wampum and tin cross. JOSIAS braves a farewell 

smile to his Sachem father. ROCK, apart, gazes into the waterfall where the white water 

thunders on the stones. 

 The thunder becomes a glowering sky above the Boston Bay islands. A shallop, 

laden with GOV. JOH N WINTHROP and his party (in steeple -hats/capes), hurries to 

beach at (GRAPHIC: Castle Island, Boston Bay). Along are DUDLEY, ENDICOTT, the 

ÕÌÞɯ"È×ÛÈÐÕɯ$#6 1#ɯ&(!!.-2ɯȹËÙÜÕÒȺȮɯÈÕËɯ) "*ɯÐÕɯÍÙÌÚÏɯÊÓÌÙÐÊɀÚɯÉÓÈÊÒÚȭɯ.ÕɯÛÏÌɯ

island facing open sea, a sizable mud-brick fort reinforced with log -timber is under 

construction by 20 mixed SOLDIERS and YEOMEN. Thunder booms, as SOLDIERS 

work along a row of 6 ship -ÊÈÕÕÖÕȮɯɁÛÜÙÕÌËɯÜ×ÖÕɯ$ÕÎÓÈÕËɂɯÈÕËɯÐÛÚɯÛÏÙÌÈÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÐáÌɯÛÏÌɯ

colony-charter. YEOMEN saw logs, haul barrows of mu d-brick, mortar them in...  

 WINTHROP leads through a Halberdier -HONOR GUARD: CAPTAIN PATRICK 



salutes welcome. PATRICK shouts ahead, 1ÌÈËàɯÍÖÙɯ&ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɀÚɯ(ÕÚ×ÌÊÛÐÖÕȵɯWINTHROP 

ÛÈÒÌÚɯ#4#+$8ɯÈÓÖÕÎȭɯ2ÐÊÒÓàɯ$-#(".33ɯÛÙÈÐÓÚɯÈÍÛÌÙȮɯÚÕÜÉÚɯ$#6 1#ɤ) "*ȰɯÞÏÖɯɁÍÈÓÓɯ

behÐÕËɂɯÛÖɯÛÈÓÒȭ 

 

WINTHROP  

  Joseph I could shake a fist at Boston. My poor wife 

  ÐÚɯÚÖɯÚÐÊÒȭɯ"ÈÕɯ(ɯÛÌÓÓɯÏÌÙɯÕÖÛɯÛÖɯÞÖÙÙàȮɯÛÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɯÞÖÕɀÛ 

  hang me? Where Good Witch Hutchinson the healer? 

  Listen to me, a civil servant once: the King is wrong, 

  he does not know this place. He cannot take it back, 

  over malcontents! I shake my fists both ways, one 

  at my King. (Squints ahead) Have you met the new 

  captains? This Captain Underhill is a fist to swing  

  ÈÛɯ/ÌØÜÖÛÚȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÜÙÕɯàÖÜÙɯÉÈÊÒɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÔÖÛÏÌÙȭ 

 

EDWARD  

   ÙÎÏȮɯÓÌÛɯÛÏÌÔɯÎÖɯÖÕȮɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯ3ÏÐÕÒɯ(ɀÔɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯ×ÜÒÌȭ 

  2ÛÖÔÈÊÏɀÚɯÎÖÕÌȭɯȹ'ÌɯÚÛÈÎÎÌÙÚȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÚ×ÖÙÛÚɯÕÌÞɯÙÈÕÒȭȺ 

  Like it? Promoted for Connecticut service. (He 

  ÓÈÜÎÏÚȮɯÚÐÊÒÌÕÚȺɯ(ɀËɯÉÌɯ,ÈÑÖÙȮɯÉÜÛɯÛÏÌàɯÊÈÜÎÏÛɯÔÌɯÚÛÐÍÍȭ 

  You get about, eh reverend? Heap big low profile.  

  (JACK helps him, silent.) Why then? You could be 

  6ÐÕÛÏÙÖ×ɀÚɯÕÌÞɯÔÈÕȮɯÙÜÕÕÐÕɀɯÏÖÔÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈ×ɯÖÍÍ 

  1ÖÎÌÙɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔÚɯÈÕËɯÏÐÚɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÈÛɯ1ÖÎÜÌÚɀɯ(ÚÓÈÕËȭ 

  (ÛɀÚɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÜÚɯ×ÓÌÕÛàɯ/ÌØÜÖÛɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÎÖÖË 

  ÓÌÚÚÖÕȭɯ'ÜÏȵɯ&ÖÝɀÚɯÏÈËɯÈɯƖ-year sulk since Morton 

  wrote him love -letters. (Sing-song) Charlie wants 

  ÏÐÚɯÊÏÈÙÛÌÙɯÉÈÊÒȮɯÈÕËɯ&ÖÝÕÈÏɀÚɯÌÈÙÚɯÉÌÚÐËÌɯÐÛȵ 

 

JACK  

  (As they watch WINTHROP meet UNDERHILL  

  to inspect all.) Another fort. To keep out pirates,  

  and/or His Majesty.  

 

EDWARD  

  (vomits in real pain, sneaks drink from a black  

  ÍÓÈÚÒȭȺɯ8ÖÜɯËÖÕÌɯÎÖÖËȮɯÍÌÛÊÏÐÕɀɯÛÏÈÛɯÔÈ×Ȯɯ)ÈÊÒȭ 

  I hear it comes of our one Indian friend, Mianto - 

  ÕÖÔÖȭɯ*ÕÖÞɯÞÏàȳɯ3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÌÕËÐÕÎɯÔÌɯÞÐÛÏ 

  4ÕËÌÙÏÐÓÓɀÚɯÔÌÕȮɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÒɀÚɯÎÖÛɯƘƔȮɯÈÕËɯÛÏÈÛɯ,ÈÚÖÕ 



  with his painted Indians is for Hartford. Not one  

  ÖÍɯÜÚɯÒÕÖÞÚɯÛÞÖɯÛÙÌÌÚɯÖɀÛÏÐÚɯ/ÌØÜÖÛɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàȵɯ6Ïà 

  am I laughing? Do you know, Morton wrote a book  

  ÖÕɯÜÚȳɯ(ÛɯÏÌÓ×ÌËɯÏÐÔɯÞÐÕɯÐÕɯÊÖÜÙÛȭɯ(ɀËɯÒÐÓÓɯÍÖÙɯÈ 

  read. I thirst for it, in this sanctimonious shit -hole! 

 

 Thunder booms over the Bay as JACK helps doubled-up EDWARD and they 

both fear being seen thus. JACK helps EDWARD limp on... 

 

 

EDWARD  

  Imagine Morton back Vice -Governor! He can teach 

  at the college these blue-arsed angels just got up. 

   ɯÍÜÊÒÐÕɀɯÊÖÓÓÌÎÌȮɯÔÈÕȮɯÈɯÔÐÓÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÖɀÛÏÌɯ"ÏÈÙÓÌÚ 

  swamp. Morton Vice -Gov! Christ, with him who  

  needs kill -devil? 

 

JACK  

  A college? I wonder could I get in, study Divinity,  

  (ɀÝÌɯÙÌÈËȭȭȭȭ!ÖÚÛÖÕɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯÔÌɯÈɯ6ÐÓÓÐÈÔÚɯÚÖÙÛɯÖÍ 

  a sort... 

 

 Thunder brings on a heavy rain. As it starts we see WINTHROP storming 

downhill straight for JACK (with DUDLEY/ENDICOTT, and UNDERHILL behind):  

WINTHROP  

  You there! Come here. Seasick again? (EDWARD 

  nods.) You be silent. This is Captain Underhill.  

  He reports desertions to me, and I brought you  

  here to be identified. Your service in Connecticut  

  was not indenture but martial enterprise. Are you  

  aware of the rope the law puts around your neck? 

  (JACK, dumbstruck, sinks to one knee) 

 

UNDERHILL  

  ,ÈÚÖÕɀÚɯÙÌ×ÖÙÛɯÚÈÐËɯÚÌÝÌÙÈÓɯrunoffs, Guvnor. Now I  

  ÚÌÌɯÛÏÐÚɯȹ$#6 1#ȺɯÊÏÈ×ȮɯÏÌɯËÖÕɀÛɯÓÖÖÒɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌɯ)ÈÊÒÚ 

  (ɯÏÈËȭɯ2ÏÈÔÌɯÛÖɯÏÈÕÎɯÕÖÞɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÞÖÙÒɯÖɀÛÏÌɯ+ÖÙËȭ 

 

WINTHROP  

  Nn. Well, Captain Underhill ---turn every hand to it.  



  (He pushes past ALL down -hill to leave with an  

  almost elated step: DUDLEY catches up, WINTHROP 

  ÛÜÙÕÚȭȺɯ%ÌÌÓɯÛÏÌɯÙÈÐÕȮɯ)ÖÚÌ×Ïȳɯ(ÚÕɀÛɯÐÛɯÎÖÖËɯÛÖɯËÖɯÛÏÈÛ 

  for people? The fort...I feel the way we felt washed up 

  here 7 years ago. The Pequot shall be bread for us. 

  Bread for us... 

  

 !ÜÛɯÈɯ2.+#($1ɀÚɯHo! breaks in: the mud-brick fort is melting in this heavy rain 

(because, as said, they refused advice to add brick-lime). We see its bricks dissolve in 

×ÓÈÊÌȮɯÐÕɯÔÌÕɀÚɯÏÈÕËÚȯɯÉÜÓÞÈÙÒÚɯÚÈÎȮɯÛÏÌÕɯÛÐÔÉÌÙÚɯÚÓÐ×ɯÈÕËɯÊÙÈÚÏȭɯ2.+#($12ɯÈÕËɯ

8$.,$-ɯÛÈÒÌɯ/ 31("*ɀÚɯËÌÚ×ÌÙÈÛÌɯɁ%ÐßɯÛÏÈÛȵɯ'ÖÓËɯÛÏÈÛȵɂɯÖÙËÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÊÓÈÔÉÌÙɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ

muddy fray to shore things up. But the cannon -deck collapses, men founder in rubble 

and muck as lightning and thunder crack and boom. WINTHROP grits his teeth:  

 

WINTHROP  

  ȹ1ÈÐÕɯ×ÖÜÙÚɯËÖÞÕɯÏÐÚɯÏÈÛɀÚɯÉÙÐÔȭȺ Bread for us.... 

 

 

 

SCENE 19 

Narragansett: Seat of Sachem Miantonomo, late May 1637: 

Captains Mason & Underhill assault Pequot Connecticut 

 

 Bright May: A column of ENGLISH PLANTERS -turned -soldiers (their gear and 

weapons all different) marches out from t his open seaside village into rolling sunny 

ɁÉÙÖÒÌÕɯÍÖÙÌÚÛɂɯÊÖÜÕÛÙàȮɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯ ÛÓÈÕÛÐÊɯ.ÊÌÈÕɯÍÈÙɯÛÖɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÓÌÍÛȭɯ6ÈÛÊÏÐÕÎɯÛÏÌÔɯÎÖȮɯ

ÚÏÈÒÐÕÎɯɁ&ÖÖËɯ+ÜÊÒɂɯÍÐÚÛɯÏÐÎÏȮɯÚÛÈÕËÚɯ2ÈÊÏÌÔɯ,( -3.-.,.ɯȹÈÚɯÌÈÙÓÐÌÙȮɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÈÓÓɯ

red paint): about 25 NARRAGANSETT BRAVES flow around him to flank the English 

march-column on its way. MIANTONOMO turns away half -ÓÈÜÎÏÐÕÎȱ 

 "È×ÛÈÐÕɯ).'-ɯ, 2.-ɯȹÛÈÓÓȮɯ×ÖÙÛÓàɯÈÛɯƘƙȮɯÉÌÈÙËÌËȮɯÙÌËɯÓÌÈËÌÙɀÚɯÚÈÚÏɯÖÝÌÙɯÏÐÚɯ

gear), with UNDERHILL at the head of their column, looks back to see the Sachem turn 

ÍÖÙɯÏÖÔÌȭɯ4-#$1'(++ɯÎÐÝÌÚɯ, 2.-ɯÈÕɯɁ ÙÎÏȮɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÞÖÙÙàɂɯÊÓÈ×ɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÈÊÒȯɯ

MASON halts their column and signs UNCAS to join him up front.  

 UNCAS---about 35, a sly-eyed and muscular MOHEGAN Sachem in deerskin, a 

beautiful wolf -mantle---leaves his 20 MOHEGAN BRAVES (with yellow paint -splashes 

on heads) to join MASON/UNDERHILL. Back in the sweaty nervous column of men, 

including BUBBLE/HIGGINS with arms, JACK and EDWARD rest with guns/heavy 

packs, JACK with a keg of gunpowder. Both watch UNCAS point routes as he guides 

the captains: 



 

EDWARD  

  Look at these greenhorns up front, do they know  

  this Uncas? Why should he guide us proper, be- 

  ÊÈÜÚÌɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯ,ÖÏÌÎÈÕɯÞÈÕÛÚɯÛÖɯÙÐÚÌɯÖÕɯ2ÈÚÚÈÊÜÚɀ 

  fall? The man is brother-in-law to the beast. Tell 

  you Jack, this walks into something bad. 75 of us, 

  and these cousins all in together. Look at Mason, 

  ÐÕɯÊÖÕÛÙÖÓȮɯÈÓÓɯƗɯàÌÈÙÚɯÖÍɯÏÐÔɯÍÖÙÛÐÍàÐÕɀɯ'ÈÙÛÍÖÙËȭ 

  Professionals. Fine, if this is Saxony. 

 

JACK  

  (ɀËɯÍÌÌÓɯÉÌÛÛÌÙɯÐÍɯÏÌɯÓÌÛɯÜÚɯÞÈÐÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÖÚÌɯƘƔɯ!ÖÚÛÖÕ 

  chaps, with Captain Patrick. Now we have to meet  

  them, after victory, with our escape -boats on some 

  ÙÐÝÌÙɯÞÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÍÐÕËȳɯ6ÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÙÈÐÕɯÍÖÙɯÈÔÉÜÚÏ- 

  war. I feel watched. Go find out something.  

 

EDWARD  

  How dry I am. 10 years this month it was May  

  Day. Wish he was up front.  

 

 EDWARD makes way up the sweaty, scared column of resting English, and sees 

NARRAGANSETT BRAVES pass the other way, home with haste. As EDWARD 

ÙÌÈÊÏÌÚɯ, 2.-ɯÈÕËɯ4-#$1'(++Ȯɯ4-" 2ɯÐÚɯ×ÈÛÛÐÕÎɯÉÖÛÏɯÊÈ×ÛÈÐÕÚɀɯÚÏÖÜÓËÌÙÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯ

ÓÈÜÎÏȱ 

 

UNCAS  

  Narragansetts! Too afraid of Pequots ahead. I 

  think some will stay and fight. But Uncas ---Uncas 

  ÞÐÓÓɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÓÌÈÝÌɯàÖÜȭɯȹ'ÌɯÛÈÒÌÚɯ,ÈÚÖÕɀÚɯÏÈÕËȮɯ 

  touches it to his yellow -paint brow.)  

 

MASON  

   ÏÏȮɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÎÖÖËɯÖÕÌȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯÐÚɯÐÛȮɯ&ÐÉÉÖÕÚȭ 

 

EDWARD  

  Beg pardon, sir. The men---They do want to be 

  ready. Can you give us a bit of the plan, sir. I 

  ÔÌÈÕȮɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÈÛɯÊÖÜÕÊÐÓȮɯ,ÐÈÕÛÖÕÖÔÖɯÚÈÐËɯÐÛɀÚ 



  ÉÌÚÛɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÉàɯÚÌÈȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈàȮɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÞÈÛÊÏÌËɯÌÝÌÙà--- 

MASON  

  Go, Uncas, good man! Soon we crush your enemies. 

  (He waits till Uncas goes ahead.) Bloody wolf. What? 

  Ye farmer, by sea is what they look for. That red-faced 

  cuss back there thinks us children. Well, our own  

  inside-man, that outsider Williams picked his brains.  

  This way, catch them napping i n the rear. (Wipes his 

  ÚÞÌÈÛàɯÉÜÙËÌÕÌËɯÉÙÖÞȭȺɯ.ÜÙɯ4ÕÊÈÚɯÚÈàÚɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÍÖÙÛ 

  chock-ÍÜÓÓɯÖÍɯ/ÌØÜÖÛȮɯÈɯËÈàɀÚɯÔÈÙÊÏɯÖÕȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌȮɯÞÌɀÙÌ 

  going to hurt them. This Wolf -chap is in for surprises. 

  Trust him, Tosh! Go, just tell them not to shoot his  

  men marked yellow, who will help.  

 

UNDERHILL  

  Not today, anyhow. Gentlemen, rise to the enter- 

  prise. On! 

 

EDWARD  

  (grumbles) Never saw a village with a rear.  

 

 LIKES THE FIRE and PEQUOT FAMILIES with her climb a wooded trail 

eastward along a hillside, fro m which they can see the Atlantic far and bright. ALL 

ÉÌÎÐÕɯÛÖɯÚÛÖ×ɯÈÕËɯÓÖÖÒȰɯÍÖÙɯÈɯÔÐÓÌɯÉÌÓÖÞɯÛÏÌàɯÚÌÌɯÈɯÉÙÈÝÌɯȹÐÛɀÚɯ4-" 2ȺɯÓÌÈËÐÕÎɯÛÏÌɯ

English column (flag flying) westward. Everybody starts to laugh, to stifle their 

"'(+#1$-ɀÚɯÊÏÌÌÙÚȭȭȭ 

 

PEQUOT WOMAN, L ITTLE OWL  

  (About 50, handsomely attired beside FIRE)  

  3ÏÈÛɀÚɯ2ÈÚÚÈÊÜÚɀɯÉÙÖÛÏÌÙ-in-ÓÈÞȮɯ4ÕÊÈÚȭɯ.ÏȮɯÏÌɀÚ 

  more than a rascal, that one. Sassacus near-kills  

  Uncas twice a year for taking our men his own  

  ÞÈàȭɯ3ÖËÈàɯÏÌɯËÖÌÚÕɀÛɯÔÐÕËȵɯ2ÌÌɯÛÏÌɯàÌÓÓÖÞ-heads 

  at their sides? As Pequot as my Mohegan aunt. 

 

LIKES THE FIRE  

  I hope they look out for my man. Oh, my! He  

  ÚÏÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÈÓÙÐÎÏÛɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÈÓÓȭɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÌɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏ 

  realize how many ---3ÏÌàɀÙÌɯÚÖɯÍÌÞȵ 

PEQUOT WOMAN, BRIGHT STAR  



  ȹ%(1$ɀÚɯÈÎÌȺɯ+ÖÖÒȮɯÓÖÖÒȵɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÕÖÛɯÛÏÌɯÎÖÖË 

  way south to Missituc. That way goes west, 

  ÈÙÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÝÌÙɀÚɯÏÌÈËȭɯ3ÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛɯËÖÖÙȵ 

 

THREE PEQUOT BOYS  

  Trap them on the riverbank! Chop them up  

  good! Gack! Unh! 

 

LITTLE OWL  

  3ÏÈÛɯÞÖÜÓËɯÉÌɯÕÐÊÌȭɯ3ÏÌÕɯÛÏÌàɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÞÙÌÊÒ 

  our villa ge. But we need a decoy of what 

  ÛÏÌàɯÓÖÖÒɯÍÖÙȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯÔàɯÚÖÕɯÐÚȮɯÐÕÚÐËÌ 

  the wall. Welcome, English. Weeg-waman... 

 

BRIGHT STAR  

  Yours with the 50 braves waiting in there?  

  Honor. What a lovely surprise!  

 

PEQUOT BOYS 

  6ÌɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÏÖÔÌɯÛÖÔÖÙÙÖÞȵɯ6ÏàɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÞÌɯÎÖ 

  watch! Let us! 

 

 We see a wild May night with a big full moon. Graphic: May 26, 1637: Pequot 

Village Missituc. Inside Mystic Fort, 50 PEQUOT BRAVES and CRAZY BEAR sing 

around a bonfire to raise hell -racket, pound hand-drums, beat logs, eat and enjoy as 

they can. CRAZY offers them his fiercest dance and holds out his Serpent-tattooed 

ÈÙÔÚȯɯ ÈÛɯ ÛÏÐÚȮɯ ,àÚÛÐÊɀÚɯ 2ÈÊÏÌÔɯ , ,.'.ɯ ÜÕÞÙÈ×Úɯ Èɯ ÚÔÈÓÓɯ ÉÌÈÜÛÐÍÜÓɯ ÉÓÈÊÒɯ ÚÛÖÕÌɯ

engraved with a spiral -tailed Serpent in gold -red ochre. The BRAVES behold, cover 

their faces, drop hands and scream, ready to give all in battle. Some kiss the stone (sign 

of their Guiding Spirit to the Other World)...  

MAMOHO  

  (Prime 40, a rich wampum headband) Time 

  you go, Massachusett. See you outside with 

  everybody. (He shuts a ɁÛÙÈ×ɂɯÞÐÛÏɯÏÈÕËÚȺ 

 

 

CRAZY BEAR  

  But in here you trap yourselves. Sachem, why 

  not hit them with hundreds when Uncas brings  

  them down along your river -side? 



 

MAMOHO  

  6ÌɯËÖɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÍɯÞÌɀÙÌɯÚÊÈÙÌËȭɯ4ÕÊÈÚɯÑÜÚÛɯÚÌÕÛɯÞÖÙË 

  that, if you can believe it, the English are asleep, 

  so tired, at the big rocks a mile from here. Now,  

  this is our glory, out. (BRAVES LAUGH.)  

  Brothers, when he goes, close both entrances 

  with brush. Make smokes, fires! Another sing...  

 

 Dawn: we see MASON, UNDERHILL and their ENGLISHMEN waking up atop 

Ɂ/ÖÙÛÌÙɀÚɯ1ÖÊÒÚɂɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÔÐÚÛȭɯ4-" 2ɯÓÖÖÒÚɯËÖÞÕɯÈÛɯÊÜÙÚÐÕÎɯ, 2.-ȭɯ1ÖÜÚÛÐÕÎɯÈÓÓɯÛÏÌɯ

men, MASON/UNDERHILL have looks for UNCAS; and EDWARD for the CAPTAINS; 

but neither wants their blunder talk ed out, and they Shhh! yet hurry the men to the 

attack. JACK ditches the keg of gunpowder. As they clamber down and ALL form up 

ÕÌÈÙɯÛÏÌɯ,àÚÛÐÊɯ1ÐÝÌÙɀÚɯÌËÎÌȮɯÞÌɯÚÌÌɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÐÕÛÌÚÛɯÚÔÐÓÌÚɯÖÕɯ- 11 & -2$33ɯÈÕËɯ

MOHEGAN faces... 

 Now, CRAZY BEAR crouches well -hid den on Mystic Hill above the riverbank, 

with simply -uncountable PEQUOT BRAVES either side, behind and everywhere. They 

ALL have a splotch of yellow paint on their heads. As ALL peer down on the sunny 

waterside-approach to their Village, they hear (clack, rattle, cough, clack) and then see 

ÛÏÌɯ$-&+(2',$-ɯÊÖÔÌɯÊÏÈÙÎÐÕÎɯÉàɯȹɁÚÐÓÌÕÛɂɯÈÕËɯÞÐËÌ-eyed) along this open path for 

the Hill, swords/pistols out, halberds lowered, fumbling with matchlock -guns, the flag 

high as more and more charge on. JACK and EDWARD half-cling to each other. The 

ɁàÌÓÓÖÞÌËɂɯ ,.'$& -2ɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ 4-" 2ɯ ÍÖÓÓÖÞɯ ÍÜÓÓȰɯ ÉÜÛɯ ÏÈÓÍ-way past, MOST 

NARRAGANSETTS pause, dally, run as they look up toward where death should have 

come... 

 The PEQUOT LEADER SAMM (a mean-eyed bruiser with notched club) signs 

for 20 BRAVES to chase the Narragansetts. The BRAVES slip off, and ALL share 

Ɂ&ÖÖËɂɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ$-&+(2'ɯÊÏÈÙÎÌɯÖÕȭɯ ++ɯÞÈÐÛȰɯÈÕËɯÚÖÖÕȮɯÛÏÌàɯÏÌÈÙɯÈɯÛÙÌÔÌÕËÖÜÚɯ

Boom... 

 2 ,,ɯÚÐÎÕÚɯÏÐÚɯ!1 5$2ɀɯÞÏÖÓÌɯÏÖÚÛɯÛÖɯÊÓÐÔÉɯÛÏÌɯ'ÐÓÓɯÉÌÏÐÕËɯÛÏÌÔȮɯÛÖÞÈÙËɯÛÏÌɯ

ɁÉÈÊÒɂɯÚÐËÌɯÖÍɯ,àstic Fort. CRAZY (with bow) keeps up silently through the green 

trees, over boulders. Gunfire ahead at the Fort grows sporadic, then hotter... 

 The PEQUOT BRAVES spy out from 30 yards that half the ENGLISH (about 30 

men, JACK there) stand at guard round thÌɯ%ÖÙÛɀÚɯÌÕÛÙÈÕÊÌɯÛÏÐÚɯÚÐËÌȯɯÐÛÚɯ×ÈÓÐÚÈËÌɯÐÚɯ

simply too huge for their numbers. The other 30 -odd ENGLISH are already inside with 

MASON/ UNDERHILL, and we hear shouts and shots in there. SAMM signs ALL to 

Ɂ'ÖÓËȭɂɯ2ÜËËÌÕÓàɯÛÏÌɯÖÜÛÚÐËÌ-ENGLISH, fumbling to re -load, cringe to hear from 

inside one terrifying PEQUOT war -cry; a ragged Boom-Boom of guns sounds, then 

screams as the fight inside turns hand-to-ÏÈÕËȱ 



 One wounded ENGLISH, then ANOTHER helped by TWO, then ANOTHER 

helped by ONE, limp out with bloody head s and arms. As these outside-ENGLISH 

bunch together under arrows from front and back, we see black smoke start to pour out 

above the Village-palisade. EDWARD rushes out, his head gashed: 

EDWARD  

  ,ÈÚÖÕɯÚÈàÚɯ&ÌÛɯ.ÜÛȵɯ(ÛɀÚɯÉÓÖÖËàɯÌÔ×ÛàɯÌßÊÌ×Û 

  those bastards! 

 

 Great flame and smoke erupt inside: as it does, the ENGLISH, MASON, 

UNDERHILL, HIGGINS, ALL are driven out, swinging or shooting wildly at PEQUOT 

BRAVES, who also burst out past them, or are cut down by lucky strokes. (JACK makes 

no effort.) 

 As some Fort-BRAVES rush into the trees past CRAZY and SAMM, SAMM gives 

the sign; and dozens more PEQUOT ARCHERS let fly, volley after volley that rains 

down on the ENGLISH with their backs to the Village -wall. SIX ENGLISH take arrow -

wounds. OTHERS call for powder , help, Jesus, mother; and Which do we shoot, sir? 

 

UNDERHILL  

  Got to head west, Pequot River, the boats! 

 

MASON  

  What? That way is Sassacus, and a long day 

  ÖɀÛÏÐÚȵɯ4ÕÊÈÚȵɯ,ÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÎÖÕÌɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÏÌÓ×ɯÍÖÙɯÜÚȭ 

  Argh ---The river cuts off our way back!  

 

 

UNDERHILL  

  Where then! Back to the Rocks, and hedgehog? 

  /ÈÛÙÐÊÒɯÞÖÕɀÛɯÍÐÕËɯÜÚɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌÙÌȭɯ8ÖÜɯÛÖÓËɯÏÐÔ 

  /ÌØÜÖÛɯ1ÐÝÌÙȮɯÕÖÛɯ,àÚÛÐÊȵɯ8ÖÜɯÚÈÐËɯÞÌɀËɯÏÐÛ 

  ÉÖÛÏɯÍÖÙÛÚȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÈɯÑÌÚÛɯÍÖÙɯÛÖËÈàȵ 

 

MASON  

  We killed our share in there! Only two of ours  

  dead, anËɯÖÕÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ'ÐÎÎÐÕÚɯÚÏÖÛȵɯ3ÏÐÚɯÞÈàȮɯÓÌÛɀÚ 

  put our backs to the nearest water. Did they 

  club our man with that powder?  

 

EDWARD  

  (Dazed bloody, held up by JACK amid arrows)  



  This way, lovely!  

 

UNDERHILL  

  Here they come! Form up, volley, move that  

  wayȵɯ"ÏÙÐÚÛȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÓÐÒÌɯÛÏÌàɯÒÕÌÞɯÞÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÊÖÔÐÕÎȭȭȭ 

 

 4-#$1'(++ɯÏÌÈÙÚɯ2 ,,ɀÚɯÏÐËÌÖÜÚɯÊÙàɯÛÖɯ"ÏÈÙÎÌȮɯÈÕËɯÕÖÞɯÛÏÌɯ/$04.32ɯ

surge by CRAZY BEAR in the dozens. SOME fall shot: MOST dodge and charge their 

way right into hand -to-hand fight with MANY ENGLISH, who struggle to clear the 

%ÖÙÛɯ ÈÕËɯ ÔÖÝÌɯ ËÖÞÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ 'ÐÓÓɀÚɯ ɁÉÈÊÒɂɯ ÞÖÖËÌËɯ ÚÐËÌɯ ÍÖÙɯ ÛÏÌɯ  ÛÓÈÕÛÐÊȭɯ 3ÏÌɯ

$-&+(2',$-ɀÚɯÏÌÈËÚɤÉÖËÐÌÚɯÛÜÙÕɯÔÖÙÌɯÛÖɯÌÝÌÙàɯÚÐËÌɯÛÏÌɯÍÜÙÛÏÌÙɯÛÏÌàɯÏÈÊÒȮɯÉÓÜÍÍɯÈÕËɯ

ÏÜÙÙàɯÈÞÈàɯÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÖÕÓàɯɁÙÌÈÙȮɂɯÛÏÌɯ%ÖÙÛɀÚɯÞÈÓÓɯȹÚÛÜÊÒɯÞÐÛÏɯÚ×ÌÈÙÚɯÈÕËɯÈÙÙÖÞÚ)... 

 As this running fight drags seaward across Mystic Hill, PEQUOTS are shot or 

stabbed dead, carried off wounded: they club and bloody almost every ENGLISHMAN. 

But more than once, we see an ENGLISH go down but the BRAVE run off with a rage-

cry; and a SE".-#ɯÙÜÕÚɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯɁÛÖÜÊÏɂɯÛÏÌɯÍÈÓÓÌÕɯÞÐÛÏɯÈɯÞÌÈ×ÖÕȮɯÈÕËɯËÈÚÏɯÖÍÍɯÈÎÈÐÕȭȭȭ 

 At last we see MASON/UNDERHILL in flight down a Hill path to a stony beach 

where fish dry on racks, a few wild swordsmen and halberds fanned out in front of 

them. At their backs walks  4-" 2ɯÐÕɯÈɯÎÜÈÙËɯÖÍɯ,.'$& -2Ȯɯ×ÖÐÕÛÐÕÎɯÖÜÛɯɁÎÖÖËɂɯ

Ú×ÖÛÚɯÛÖɯÚÏÖÖÛɯ$ÕÎÓÐÚÏɯÎÜÕÚɯÈÛȭɯ6ÌɯÏÌÈÙɯÍÌÞÌÙɯÈÕËɯÍÌÞÌÙɯÎÜÕÚɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯÛÏÌàɀÙÌɯÕÌÈÙɯÖÜÛɯ

of powder. MASON, UNDERHILL splash out into the shallows and rake the seacoast 

for boats, as volleys of arrows splash down from PEQUOT hundreds closing in...  

 

MASON  

  (Waving arms to the sea) Here, Patrick, here! The 

  ÚÔÖÒÌȵɯ ɯ×ÐÓÓÈÙɯÖɀÊÓÖÜËɯÉàɯËÈàȵɯ8ÌɯÉÓÐÕË-Irish  

  ÉÐÛÊÏɀÚɯÉÈÚÛÈÙËȵ 

 

 CRAZY BEAR and PEQUOT BRAVES cheer to see how it goes; but they also find 

dead friends with great bullet -holes blown out their backs. Together they charge close 

to the tree-line. They see 30 ENGLISH standing knee-deep out in the waves, in a volley-

line round the CAPTAINS: the rest lie in wounded groups on the stones, where UNCAS 

and MOHEGANS  lob guarding -arrows and spears back up the hill. PEQUOTS, CRAZY 

!$ 1ɯÛÖÖɯÓÖÉɯÈÙÙÖÞÚɯÐÕÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÈÐÙȮɯÚÏÖÜÛɯÐÕÚÜÓÛÚȭɯ!ÜÛɯ4-#$1'(++ɀÚɯÚÞÖÙËɯØÜÐÊÒ-points 

ÛÏÐÚɯÚÖÜÙÊÌɯÖÍɯ/$04.3ɯÍÐÙÌȭɯ'ÐÚɯ,$-ɀÚɯÎÜÕÚɯÉÖÖÔȭɯ!ÜÓÓÌÛÚɯÙÐ×ɯÛÏÌɯÛÙÌÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯ

them takes CRAZY BEAR down.  

 6ÐÛÏÖÜÛɯÚÖÜÕËȮɯÞÌɯÞÈÛÊÏɯ, 2.-ɯÈÕËɯ4-#$1'(++ɯÈÕÎÙÐÓàɯÞÈÝÌɯ/ 31("*ɀÚɯ

BOATS in to this shore---and the MEN, no longer pelted, exult at their luck to be 

spotted by the smoke of burning Mystic, above/behind them. JACK rips an arrow from 

his arm and hurls iÛɯ ÉÈÊÒȭɯ6ÏÈÛɯ ÞÌɯ'$ 1ɯÐÚɯÛÏÌɯÝÖÐÊÌɯÖÍɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯ&.5ȭɯ6,ȭɯ



BRADFORD, reading his History: 

 

!1 #%.1#ɀÚɯ5.("$ 

  Many of our men returned so fresh, that they  

  confessed themselves ready for another such 

  business. Very few escaped. The captains reported 

  that they destroyed at least 500 at this time. They 

  said it was a fearful sight to see them frying in the  

  fire; and the streams of Pequot blood quenching the 

  flames; and horrible was the stink and the stench. 

  But the victory seemed a sweet sacrifice, and they 

  gave the praise thereof to God; Who had wrought  

  so wonderfully for them, thus to enclose their  

  enemies, and give them so speedy a victory---over 

  so proud and insulting an enemy.  

 

 

 

---PART 3--- 

SCENE 20 

Autumn 1643 

 Sunrise pours over the Atlantic horizon. A 3 -masted English ship makes for 

/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɯ'ÈÙÉÖÙȭɯ ɯ1ÌËɯ3ÈÐÓɯ'ÈÞÒɯÚÖÈÙÚɯÛÏÌɯÚÌÈÊÖÈÚÛȮɯÈÕËɯÓÈÕËÚɯÈÛÖ×ɯÈɯÊÈÉÐÕɀÚɯÛÏÈÛÊÏÌËɯ

peak. It pauses, as if to watch---but suddenly flies.  

 3'., 2ɯ,.13.-ɯÞÈÛÊÏÌÚɯ2 (+.12ɯÏÌÈÝÌɯÏÐÚɯÛÙÜÕÒɯÜ×ɯÖÕÛÖɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚ pier 

ÍÙÖÔɯÛÏÌÐÙɯÉÖÈÛȭɯ'ÌɀÚɯÛÏÐÕÕÌÙɯÉÜÛɯÙÖÚàɯÈÛɯƚƛȮɯÐÕɯÈɯÏÈÕËÚÖÔÌɯÍÖÙÌÚÛ-green suit and cape, 

rings, a beaver hat and long Cavalier hair, leather satchel with a black document 

tube/case sticking out. MORTON takes a big view of American morning skies above the 

 ÜÛÜÔÕɯÍÖÓÐÈÎÌȭɯ ɯ/$04.3ɯ!.8ɯÚÛÈÙÛÚɯÛÖɯÚÛÙÜÎÎÓÌɯÞÐÛÏɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɀÚɯÛÙÜÕÒɯȹÈɯÉÖàɯÞÌɯÚÈÞɯ

with FIRE above: now 8 years older, with shaved head and clothes half skins, half 

cloth). MORTON accepts and gives the BOY a coin first. 

 MORTON (wary but elated to be ba ck) strolls down the pier with the BOY 

laboring behind. They pass along a line of staring PURITAN FAMILY EXTRAS waiting 

with their baggage to board another ship for England. They include REVS. SKELTON 

and HIGGINSON, who each stands reading his own Bible; and the dessicated, scowling 

,12ȭɯ '(&&(-2ɯ ȹ!ÜÉÉÓÌɀÚɯ ÔÖÛÏÌÙɯ 2ÊÌÕÌɯ ƘȺȭɯ .%%("$12ɯ ×ÙÖÊÌÚÚɯ ÛÏÌÐÙɯ ×È×ÌÙÚȭɯ  Úɯ

MORTON passes, PURITAN WOMEN look down, and a defeated -looking FATHER 

ÚÕÈÛÊÏÌÚɯÈɯÊÖÖÕÚÒÐÕɯÊÈ×ɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÐÚɯ2.-ɀÚɯÏÌÈËȭ 

 MORTON smiles his way along saying Bon Voyage, Bon Voyage now; but suddenly 



he suffers a dizzy-spell and the PEQUOT BOY brings the trunk to prop him up. 

MORTON clings to it, gazes at the BOY---but in place of the boy, we now see BIG 

WOLF, as he first looked (Scene 1). BIG WOLF smiles, and offers a fat bunch of green 

grapes across the trunk; and to Morton he says their name, Wey-no-MIN -e-ash.... 

 ,.13.-ɯÓÖÖÒÚɯÉÈÍÍÓÌËȮɯÈÍÙÈÐËȮɯàÌÛɯɁÞÐÓÓÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÎÖɯÈÓÖÕÎɂɯÈÕËɯÙÌÈÊÏÌÚɯÖÜÛȭɯ6Ìɯ

see the PEQUOT BOY waiting gently as PURITANS look away at papers, Bibles, the 

sea. MORTON resumes best he can. HÌɯÔÈÒÌÚɯÏÐÚɯÞÈàɯÜ×ɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯɁ,ÈÐÕɯ2ÛÙÌÌÛɂɯÖÍɯ

tradesmen, farmers, wives, NATIVE PORTERS and laborers in calico with short hair, 

crosses round their necks. In the details of small herb-gardens, antlers over a neat 

house, he still admires a home.  

 MORTON lu ÕÊÏÌÚɯÈÛɯÈɯÛÈÉÓÌɯÐÕÚÐËÌɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯËÐÔɯ3ÈÝÌÙÕɯȹÍÜÓÓɯÖÍɯÞÏÐÛÌ-male 

YEOMEN EXTRAS; with wolf -pelts and Native war -trophies on the walls). MORTON 

eats bread/cheese, apples. The door opens: EXTRAS step aside and doff their hats for 

GOV. WILLIAM BRADFORD and EDW  1#ɯ6(-2+.6ȮɯÞÏÖɯÌÕÛÌÙɯɁÈÓÓɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚȮɂɯ

both in their 60s with short gray hair and beards, in clothes fine but behind -the-times. 

 MORTON looks up, an old man afraid (he put Winslow in prison), and tries to 

tuck away his long hair. Then he sees the black document-tube on his table, and 

MORTON resumes with a big bite of apple as his foes come thumping over to him:  

 

BRADFORD  

  You again. Thirteen years. Papers, documents? 

  +ÌÛÛÌÙÚɯÖÍɯÙÌÍÌÙÌÕÊÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÖÜÙɯÎÖÖËɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯÙÖÛÛÌÕ 

  court, no doubt!  

 

 WINSLOW pulls a royal Charter from the tube. BRADFORD pauses. 

 

MORTON  

  (Sipping water) Read it. Charter, from His Ma - 

  jesty, to be delivered by me as counsel, to Aga- 

  menticus. Little trade -entrepot some miles north, 

  ÎÖÖËɯ6ÌÚÛɯ"ÖÜÕÛÙàɯ×ÌÖ×ÓÌȭɯ ÓÚÖɯÏÌÙÌȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɀÔɯ 

  afraid sealed for others, gentlemen, letters patent 

  under the Earl of Warwick, other good men of  

  Parliament affiliation. (He sees BRADFORD/ 

  WINSLOW steaming.) It all goes simply to take,  

  if we can, some of these political thorns from 

  your sides, gentlemen. Settle them where they 

  ÞÖÕɀÛɯÉÖÛÏÌÙɯàÖÜȭɯ+ÐÒÌɯÛÖɯÍÐÕËɯÔàÚÌÓÍɯÓÖËÎÐÕÎ 

  ÍÖÙɯÞÐÕÛÌÙɯÍÐÙÚÛȭɯ"ÈÕɯ×ÈàȮɯÔÖËÌÚÛȭɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯËÙÐÕÒȮ 

  ËÖÊÛÖÙɀÚɯÖÙËÌÙÚȵɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÚÏÖÖÛɯÈÚɯÌÝÌÙȭɯ,ÌÈÛɯÍÖÙɯàÖÜȭ 



 

WINSLOW  

  You have hung like a shadow for years over 

  every decent God fearing family of us. Are you  

  aware that your patron in tyrrany, Bishop Laud,  

  is now in the Tower of London, begging our  

  leaders in Parliament for his life? (Points outside 

  toward ships) Those people are risking voyage 

  home to defend even your English rights. Does  

  your King want civil war? What poor mother  

  Plimoth has suffered, you can scarce imagine. 

  Why, we even hanged three Englishmen who 

  murdered a savage. That satisfy your liberality?  

 

MORTON  

  What? Chaps, King Charles has granted good 

  +ÈÜËɯÏÐÚɯÏÌÈËȭɯ,ÖÙÌɯÛÈÚÛÌÍÜÓɯÛÏÈÕɯ/ÈÙÓÐÈÔÌÕÛɀÚ 

  ÙÖ×ÌɯÈÕËɯËÐÚÌÔÉÖÞÌÓÐÕÎȭɯ!ÐÚÏÖ×ɯÛÖɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯÉÓÖÊÒȭ 

  Or what are friends with crowns for?  

 

 WINSLOW and BRADFORD look baffled as ever... 

 

MORTON  

  May I suggest, since my lawsuit has extin- 

  guished quite legally all charter to this  

  country, that we simply abide, till this  

  national tragedy of Briton against Briton  

  is done? You should know, the courts grant 

  me 200-pounds damages against Boston. I am 

  content to wait the royal governor to come... 

 

WINSLOW  

  We want no more serpents in our garden, 

  Mortonites, Gortonites, Diggers, Anabaptists,  

  Familists, fornicators, Antinomians, heretics,  

  lunatics---We have crushed your friends, from  

  /ÌØÜÖÛɯÛÖɯàÖÜÙɯɁ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛȭɂɯ2ÈÚÚÈÊÜÚȮɯ,ÐÈÕ- 

  tonomo, Williams, Hutchinson, gone, their  

  names trod under. Go on, like the rest, out there 

  to line your pockets --- 



 

BRADFORD  

  (Stops WINSLOW) We do not impugn your  

  high-ÊÖÜÙÛɯÍÙÐÌÕËÚɯÈÚɯÈÕàɯÖÍɯÛÏÐÚɯɁ%ÈÔÐÓàɯÖÍ 

  +ÖÝÌȭɂɯ!ÜÛɯ(ɯÈÔɯÎÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɯÚÛÐÓÓȭɯ6ÐÕÛÌÙɯÏere, old 

  man, there will be no Royalist agitations. We 

  ÞÈÕÛɯÕÖɯÉÓÖÖËÚÏÌËȮɯÈÚɯÖÜÙɯÔÖÛÏÌÙÓÈÕËɀÚɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÖ 

  see before The Rapture. (Turns to go) And, 

  whatever you may write in a book, sir, our  

  worship here is never compulsory.  

 

 Suddenly MORTON sees àÖÜÕÎȮɯÊÏÐ××ÌÙɯ6 +3$1ɯ! &- ++ɯÐÕɯ!1 #%.1#ɀÚɯ

×ÓÈÊÌɯÈÕËɯÊÓÖÛÏÌÚȰɯÈÕËɯ6 +3$1ɯÚÈàÚȮɯȿCourse not! Not unless you want to eat! 

MORTON  

  ȹ+ÖÝÌɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÌàÌÚȮɯÊÖÕÍÜÚÌËȺɯ2ÖÜÕËÚɯÎÖÖËȱ 

 

 Now we hear/see the PLIMOTH CONGREGATION at church -services in the 

fort, with shut  gun-ports/bare walls, long benches before a pulpit with staring eye. 

!1 #%.1#ɯÈÕËɯ6(-2+.6ɯÓÌÈËɯÈÛɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÈÚɯÈÓÓɯÚÐÕÎɯɁ ɯ,ÐÎÏÛàɯ%ÖÙÛÙÌÚÚɯ(Úɯ.ÜÙɯ&ÖËɂȯɯ

MEN/WOMEN and CHILDREN are separated, all in wraps, with frosty breaths as each 

sings at his/her own pitch.  MORTON, tall gray HOBBAMOCK, and bored ENGLISH 

BOYS stand at the back amid this musical mayhem, and share a look of pain... 

 In January sunshine MORTON walks and revels in the icy marshes and gold-

grassy dunes near Plimoth, a fowling -gun and three shot ducks strung on his back. 

MORTON stumbles onto CAPT. MYLES STANDISH, skinny and gray, his coat garish 

with brocade and epaulets, a big blunderbuss on his arm. STANDISH fumes, hand on 

hip, and signals MORTON off his land. MORTON turns away laughing...  

 Spring ÐÚɯÊÖÔÌȯɯÞÌɯÏÌÈÙɯÉÐÙËÚɯÈÚɯ/ÓÐÔÖÛÏɀÚɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÎÈÛÌɯÙÈÛÛÓÌÚɯÖ×ÌÕȰɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɯ

stands MORTON ready to leave in green suit, with satchel and walking -stick. He gazes 

ÖÜÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÎÈÛÌȮɯ ËÐááàȮɯ ËÈÜÕÛÌËȮɯ ÉÜÛɯ ÉÙÐÎÏÛɯ ÛÖɯ ÚÌÌɯ ÏÐÚɯ ÉÌÓÖÝÌËɯ ɁÞÐÓËÌÙÕÌÚÚɂɯ ÈÎÈÐÕȭɯ

!1 #%.1#ȮɯɁÖÓËɯÈÕËɯÈÓÖÕÌɂɯÐÕɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌȮɯÐÚɯÚÌÌÐÕÎɯ,ÖÙÛÖÕɯÖÜÛȭȭȭ 

MORTON  

  Spring again! Well. Without service or mount  

  (ɀÓÓɯÚÌÕËɯÍÖÙɯÔàɯÛÙÜÕÒȭɯ3ÏÈÕÒɯàÖÜȭɯ"ÏÌÌÙÐÖȭ 

 

BRADFORD  

  The hand that scribbled Canaan, that pack of pagan 

  lies? (He disdains the handshake) 

 

 MORTON shru gs, walks out, the gate slams. He feels himself alone, but looks up 



ÛÖɯÚÌÌɯÈɯÏÈÕËÚÖÔÌɯÙÌËɯÊÈÙËÐÕÈÓɯÖÕɯÈɯÉÙÈÕÊÏȭɯ,.13.-ɯÞÏÐÚÛÓÌÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÐÙËȿÚɯØÜÐÊÒɯ

whistle, and walks...  

 MORTON walks a rutted mud -road along the sea at his right (headed north). He 

ɁÏÖÓËÚɯÍÖÙÛÏɂɯÏÐÚɯÈÙÔÚɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÓÈÕËɯÈÚɯÛÖɯÈɯÞÖÔÈÕȭɯ!ÜÛɯÕÌßÛɯÔÖÔÌÕÛȮɯÏÌɯÚÌÌÚɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÔÖÙÌɯ

than hills covered with sawn -off tree stumps. His face shows shock and guilt as he 

looks into the sun: 

  

MORTON  

  (ɯÏÌÓ×ÌËɯÛÖɯËÖɯÛÏÐÚȭɯɁ+ÌÛɯ3Ïàɯ'ÈÕËȭȭȭÉÌɯÈÎÈÐÕÚÛɯÔÌ 

  and my fatherɀÚɯÏÖÜÚÌȱɁ 

 

 The shadow of a Red Tail Hawk crosses the sun. MORTON sees it and, thrilled 

ÉÜÛɯÐÕɯËÐÚÛÙÌÚÚȮɯÛÙÐÌÚɯÛÖɯÏÜÙÙàɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÐÛȭɯ!ÜÛɯÏÌɯÊÈÕɀÛɯÒÌÌ×ɯÜ×ɯÈÕËȮɯ×ÜÍÍÐÕÎɯÉÌÚÐËÌɯÈɯÛÙÌÌȮɯ

suddenly sees MANY ARROWS young and strong (as in Scene 2). MANY ARROWS 

holds forth his a rms, but their flesh is horribly chewed with burst plague -blisters. 

MANY ARROWS says, WE-sau-ASH-au-mitch. His wistful look changes and he finger -

slits his throat, saying: CHA-qua-kok! ȹÞÖÙËÚɯÔÌÈÕɯɁ×ÓÈÎÜÌɂɯÈÕËɯɁ"ÜÛ-3ÏÙÖÈÛÚȵɂȺȭȭȭ 

 MORTON (sleeping outdoors)  sits bolt-upright in darkness, not knowing if he 

wakes or dreams. We watch him feed his fire, handle his document-tube for comfort, 

and gaze up into vast night sky... 

 Next bright morning MORTON walks the same rutted road as horsemen, rattling 

wagons go by on business. Debris, litter lie all over (rotten wood, gapped fence, papers, 

ÉÙÖÒÌÕɯÞÏÌÌÓÚȺȭɯ,.13.-ɯÞÈÓÒÚɯÛÐÔÐËÓàɯÜ×ɯÛÏÌɯ×ÈÛÏɯÛÖɯ6ÌàÔÖÜÛÏɀÚɯÚÔÈÓÓɯÔÈÐÕ-cabin 

door (from Scene 10, his first arrest). The gaunt gray planter BILL JEFFREYS answers 

ÈÕËɯɁÚÛÈÙÛÚȮɂɯÛÏÌÕɯÏÈÊÒÚɯÈɯÚÔÖÒÌÙɀÚɯÊÖÜÎÏɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÚÌÌÚɤÌÔÉÙÈÊÌÚɯ,.13.-ȯ 

 

JEFFREYS 

  ȹ'ÈÎÎÈÙËȮɯƖɯÛÌÌÛÏȮɯÛÐÊÒÓÌËȺɯ6ÏàȮɯÐÍɯÐÛɯÈÐÕɀÛ---No 

  ÏÈÙËɯÍÌÌÓÐÕɀÚȳɯ'ÖÓËɯÖÕɯÕÖÞȵɯȹ'ÌɀÚɯÉÈÊÒɯÞÐÛÏɯÈ 

  little book.) You old Canaanite! Look here, a 

  copy of your god -damned New English Canaan. 

  Fine title, Tom! Come in, you have to sign her 

  before the round. Hee-Hee! (Hack-'ÈÊÒȺɯ"È×ɀÕ 

  2ÏÙÐÔ×ɯÐÛɯÊÈÓÓÚɯ2ÛÈÕËÐÚÏȮɯÛÏÈÛɯÖÓɀɯ(ÕÑÜÕɯ$ß×ÌÙÛȵ 

  "È×ɀÕɯ+ÐÛÛÓÌÞÖÙÛÏɯ$ÕËÐÊÖÛÛȵɯ)ÖÚÏÜÈɯ6ÐÕÛÏÙÖ×ȵ 

  !ÈÕÕÌËɯÐÕɯ!ÌÈÕÛÖÞÕȮɯàÖÜɯÈÙÌȵɯ#ÖÕɀÛɯÛÌÓÓɯÈÕàÉÖËà 

  I goÛɯÖÕÌȭɯ"ÖÔÌɯÖÕɯÐÕȮɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÌÝÌÕɯÊÈÙÌɯÞÏÈÛɯÐÛ 

  ÚÈàÚɯȿÉÖÜÛɯÔÌȭȭȭ 

  ÕËɯ ÕÖÞɯ ÞÌɯ ÚÌÌɯ Èɯ Ɂ2ÜÕËÈà-ÉÌÚÛɂɯ /41(3 -ɯ "1.6#ɯ ȹ,ɤ%ɯ ÍÈÔÐÓà-groups) 

leaving and milling about their whitewashed steeple -church overlooking the coast. 



Many MEN (YEOMEN in groups distinct from GEN TLES) light up pipes right away, 

cough, button coats that reveal guns too. NATIVE MEN (Massachusett, Narragansett, 

Pequot, all in European haircuts/clothes) wait to drive wagons, brush the horses. 

MORTON and JEFFREYS stroll away to sit under a great tree. JEFFREYS packs and 

puffs his pipe. MORTON pats his back as he coughs: 

 

MORTON  

  8ÖÜɀÙÌɯÙÐÎÏÛɯÖÍɯÊÖÜÙÚÌȮɯ!ÐÓÓȭɯ(ɯÚÏÈÕɀÛɯÎÐÝÌɯ!ÖÚÛÖÕ 

  the least cause against me. The Crown, my own 

  ÉÈÊÒÌÙÚɀɯÊÌÕÚÖÙÚɯÉÜÙÕÌËɯÔÖÚÛɯÔàɯÉÖÖÒÚȭɯ/ÙÐÕÛÌËɯÐÛ 

  cheap in Amsterdam, and the imbeciles mistook it  

  ÍÖÙɯÚÖÔÌɯ/ÜÙÐÛÈÕɯÉÙÖÈËÚÐËÌȭɯ.ÏȮɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÙÐÊÏȵɯȹ2ÐÎÏÚȺ 

  (ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÚÌÌɯ,ÌÙÙàÔÖÜÕÛȭ 

 

JEFFREYS 

  Posted Keep Out now. Some clan name of Adams. 

 

MORTON  

  6ÌÓÓɯ(ɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÈÕɯ(ÕËÐÈÕȭɯ#ÌÈÙ-dear, Bill. Listen. I 

  need your heÓ×ɯÑÜÚÛɯÛÖɯØÜÐÌÛÓàɯÊÐÙÊÜÓÈÛÌɯ6ÈÙÞÐÊÒɀÚ 

  message: champion land to be had north and south 

  ÖÍɯÏÌÙÌȭɯ+ÌÎÈÓɯÛÐÛÓÌȮɯÚÖÜÕËɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯ*ÐÕÎɀÚɯ!ÌÕÊÏȮ 

  ÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯ×ÓÈÕÛÐÕÎȭɯ3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÔàɯÉÜÚÐÕÌÚÚɯÕÖÞɯȹÓÖÖÒÚ 

  around, touches his tube), and my protection. I won  

  in court,  ËÖɯàÖÜɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËȳɯ!ÜÛɯÐÛɀÚɯÎÖÐÕÎɯÛÖɯÉÌ 

  war on Charles. Piety plenty, tact he has none. 

  'ÈÚÕɀÛɯÎÖÛɯÛÞÖɯ×ÌÕÕÐÌÚɯÛÖɯÎÖÝÌÙÕȮɯÓÌÛɯÈÓÖÕÌɯÈɯÊÖÓÖÕàȭ 

 

JEFFREYS 

  ȹ'ÈÊÒÐÕÎȺɯ8ÌɯÔÜÚÛɯÉÌɯÈɯÍÖÖÓɯÛɀÊÖÔÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÏÌÙÌɯÈÛɯÈÓÓȵ 

 

MORTON  

  Been a fool before. I love this place. My word!  

 

 6ÌɯÚÌÌɯÞÏÈÛɯ,.13.-ɯÚÌÌÚȮɯÈÕËɯ'$ 1ɯ)$%%1$82ɀɯ6.1#2ɯȹÉÌÓÖÞȺȭɯ(ÛɀÚɯ×ÖÙÛÓàȮɯ

bearded, bald JACK showing off a smart suede suit/lace ruffs, beside his 2-horse, 2-

bench buggy with its own fancy -cloth frills, cozy cushions etc. On the backseat sit 3 

dour, pasty CH ILDREN (a BOY w/darting looks; GIRLS with eyes down). JACK beams 

ÈÕËɯÙÜÉÚɯÏÐÚɯÙÌËɯËÙÐÕÒÌÙɀÚɯÎÐÓÓÚȮɯÈÚɯÏÐÚɯÞÐÍÌɯ2 1 ɯȹÍÙÖÔɯ/ÈÙÛɯƖȺɯÐÚɯÏÌÓ×ÌËɯÜ×ɯÛÖɯÏÌÙɯÍÙÖÕÛɯ

seat by a NATIVE WOMAN -SERVANT, whose back is to us: SARA looks brittle despite 



a hooded cape of white silk, clumsy high muddy shoes, and she glances about with a 

black eye badly powdered-over. JACK takes a pistol from his belt, sets it on the seat and 

climbs aboard oblivious to SERVANT. JACK coughs, SERVANT climbs on; and we see 

that Her face cannot be more like that of LIKES THE FIRE. JACK cracks his whip and 

the horses start away... 

 

)$%%1$82ɀɯ5.("$ 

  3ÏÈÛɀÚɯÏÐÔȮɯ3ÖÔȭɯ,Ùȭɯ)ÈÊÒɯ2ÈÞàÌÙɯÕÖÞȮɯÞÐÛÏ 

  ×ÙÖ×ÌÙÛÐÌÚɯÙÌÈÓɯȿÕɯÜÕÙÌÈÓȭɯ,ÈËÌɯÈɯÒÐÓÓÐÕɀɯÐÕɯÍÐÙÌ- 

  ÞÖÖËɯÏÌɯËÐËȮɯÍÖÙɯ!ÖÚÛÖÕɀÚɯÕÌÞÊÖÔÌÙÚɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÛÏÈÛ 

  squaw ÖɀÏÐÚɯÙÜÕɯÖÍÍȭɯ'ÜÏȵɯ.ÓËɯ)ÈÊÒɯÊÈÔÌɯÏÖÔÌ 

  from Pequot and burned his books. Oh, your Ed  

  &ÐÉÉÖÕÚɯÐÚɯÈɯËÌÊÌÕÛɯÚÖÛȮɯËɀàɀÒÕÖÞɯÏÌɀÚɯÈɯÉÓÖÖËà 

  &ÌÕÌÙÈÓɯÕÖÞȳɯ!ÜÛɯÔàɯÔàȮɯ)ÈÊÒȭɯ ÐÕɀÛɯÞÌɯÛÏÌ 

  ËÐÙÛɯÖÕɯȿÔȮɯ3ÖÔȵɯ)ÈÊÒɯÏÈËɯÈɯÉÙÌÌËɯÉàɯÛÏÈÛɯÚØÜÈÞȮ 

  àɀÒÕÖÞȮɯÉÌɯÓÐÝÐÕɀɯÛÏÌÚÌɯàÌÈÙÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÖÓɀɯ&ÐÓÉÌÙÛ--- 

 

MORTON  

  (Face alight) Gilbert? Walter? Where! (JEFFREYS 

  hacks again yet still puffs his pipe) Put that down  

  and tell me where. Bill!  

 

JEFFREYS 

  ȹ/ÜÙ×ÓÌȺɯ1ÖÊÒɀÚȭȭȭÖÓËɯÝÐÓÓÈÎÌȭȭȭ 

 

MORTON  

  (With new strength for questing) Rock. Woman 

  of the Rock... 

 

 MORTON alone again walks the road under big New England skies, blue sea at 

his right, marsh and estuary. More tree-stumps cover the stripped land, seagulls fight 

over road-trash. A top-ÏÌÈÝàɯ ÞÈÎÖÕɀÚɯ #1(5$1ɯ ÞÏÐ×Úɯ ÏÖÙÚÌÚɯ ÈÕËɯ ÊÈreens past 

MORTON, going his way...  

 ,.13.-ɯÞÈÓÒÚɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÌÈÙÚɯÖÕɯÏÐÚɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ6ÌɯÚÌÌɯ1."*ɀÚɯÍÈÊÌɯÈÚɯÏÌɯÍÐÙÚÛɯÚÈÞɯÏÌÙɯ

(Scene 1), with tears of her own; and her eyes as she once came to rescue marooned 

Morton (Scene 11). MORTON pushes himself up coastal road, at sunset. Next we see 

ÏÐÔȮɯÐÛɀÚɯÚÜÕÙÐÚÌȰɯÈÕËɯÏÌɯÊÏÌÞÚɯÉÙÌÈËɯÞÈÓÒÐÕÎȮɯÚÔÐÓÐÕÎɯÍÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÊÖÉÈÓÛɯÞÈÛÌÙÚɯÈÕËɯÎÙÌÌÕȮɯ

white -sandy isles of Boston Bay at hand, white herons on the mudflats, ducks, swoops 

of gulls. The few trees are alive with jays, tiny yellow finch es; a hummingbird...  

 MORTON, old, tired and wobbly at the outskirts of Boston, fails to wave down 



the DRIVER of a wagon heavy with firewood. A sign on its rickety ear says Jack 

Sawyer, Esq. 

 Ahead of MORTON, about 12 PURITAN SCHOOLBOYS (ages 7-8, middling -

class w/books) come romping across this rural crossroads outside Boston. The BOYS 

stop at the public gallows where 3 PIRATE CORPSES hang by their necks in chains. The 

BOYS spin the corpses, laugh and read the paper warrants; then move on to fling mud 

at two SAILORS who sit bent in real pain with their necks, hands and feet in public 

stocks, a sign posted Drunk and Disorderly. MORTON waits till the BOYS move on; 

and then he takes out a tiny silver flask, and gives each crying-grateful SAILOR a small 

drink.  

 

 MORTON walks again; but grows dizzy and takes a knee at the roadside. He 

hears a horse and SIX SOLDIERS running; and suddenly Puritan senior-officer JOHN 

$-#(".33ɯÐÚɯÉÈÙÒÐÕÎɯÐÕÛÖɯ,.13.-ɀÚɯÍÈÊÌȭɯ$-#(".33ɯÐÚɯÎÙÈàɯÈÕËɯÚÈÓÓÖÞɯÞÐÛÏɯÉÓÈÊÒɯ

teeth, a shrunken lit tle head too small for his Spanish-style war helmet:  

ENDICOTT  

  By, God---Are you him?  

 

MORTON  

  Wh...What? 

 

ENDICOTT  

  (Eager SOLDIERS at his sides) Arrgh! I said, 

  have you seen a brown cow! Consorting with  

  a wanton man, much younger? 

 

 MORTON is unable to process this. Suddenly this whole scene disappears; and 

we see RIVER, seated peaceful on an Autumn hillside (as in early Scene 4). Here, RIVER 

holds a tiny owl cupped in her hands, and says, Ko-KO-ke-HOM .... 

 MORTON is looking up, lost and frightened. SOLDIERS laugh, and move to go: 

ENDICOTT  

  6ÏàɯËÖɯ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÏÐÔȳɯ8ÖÜɯÞÈÛÊÏɯÛÏÌɯ 

  &ÖÝÌÙÕÖÙɀÚɯËÖÊÒÌÛȮɯÉàɯ&ÖËɯÞÌɀÓÓɯÚÛÙÌÛÊÏɯÕÌÊÒÚȭ 

  ȹ'ÐÚɯÌàÌÚɯ×Ö×Ⱥɯ6ÈÐÛȭɯ8ÖÜȭɯ8ÖÜɀÙÌ--- 

 

 And with a Special Effects/Whoosh! as before, we find ourselves up close to the 

Rap!-Rap!-Rap! ÖÍɯÈɯÏÌÈÝàɯÞÖÖËɤÉÙÈÚÚɯ)ÜËÎÌɀÚɯÎÈÝÌÓȭɯ(ÛɯÚÐÓÌÕÊÌÚɯÈɯÙÌÚÛÓÌÚÚɯ".413ɯ

GALLERY of PURITAN MALE, YEOMAN MALE, and NATIVE MALE/FEMALE 

EXTRAS. 

Boston, September 9, 1643 




