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M ERRYMOUNT

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 OPT T UOEUI wbOUOwWwOOOPOI ET T w Ol UPEEOU W
Merrymount: a true adventure comedyings to the original West: the birth of New England as
never seen before.

In April 2001, C-2 / - Aménisan Writersseries registered 78 million households tuned
in for readings of Pilgrim texts from Plimoth Plantation ( Boston Globd/15/01). Yet with decades
of discoveries from archaeology to archive, what has been done with this fundamental

Ol UPEEOwT BUUOUa yRlyrhobtu Adpektlirdvan, adSpegibl Effects Oscar for the
oceanstorm endured by Pilgrim families: happy Native Americans chopped wood for them in
the last 6 seconds of local color. This 4season 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 fastpaced 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
Ul wWOEQEWPEUWEOOXx] 00D OT wb O whackiRokexi WA (I GEwuhuN N huw ! QWWDE 11
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i T EQUUI EwUT PUwWwUOUDOI usSedidi uette® OF lwuy DB hhantaiNd@iqved their
disappointments, these films proved mainst ream audience interest in Merrymounz Uw UUE NI E U U«
and it will increase with annual run -ups to celebrating the 40ah EOOP YT UUEU A wOil w371 1 w,
landing (1620).
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House coUx OOUOUI EwEaw/ OPOOUT w/ OEOQUEUPOOOWOOEDI EwbUUL
UUUYDYEOWPOWEWPDOET UOT UU> whkPT 1 OwUI T wi EUEsudhEEUUW O
OPUT UPEI Ew Ol OOEUEOE 8 w o3 hid) usdr ihU1528, Rddde icdicubded Watw B U w
x OEOUEUDPOOUwWOI 1 Ew?EwWOl EET UwbT OWEEOwWT UOUOwWI DUT OwWE
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 diis success. If this is all we
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Young Morton went to school with the crowd from Shakespeare In Lowend his bold life
OEUOI Ewl POwi OUwi uoOUPI Uw OPUEEYI OUUUI 6w' PUWET EUO
America to an inspiring past anE wEwi U0UUT woOl wi Ox1 dw, OUG@sD Uw Ol U
political outcast and first poet in English. His fun, compassion and wit bring us to see all sides
Ei Ul UT w- EUDPOOEOwW/ UEOPEWIEEPOwWw®p2xUDOT wl YYNAWEOOEO

Merrymount as a shootingscript is designed to get each simple shot that tells the story
PPUI POwl wal EUUBWSEET wbOET T OwODPOl wWwEOEWUET Ol wbUwbO
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

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 woU OUWEa w# EYDPEwW6 ET Ol U w8 OUs OO
achievable Merrymountis. Go see the 3@minute film Witnessx UOEUET EwEa wUOEEaz Uw, E|
Pequots (at Foxwoods, CT) about the 1637 Massacre at Mystic. (Another view of that event here,
/ EUCDwIl A6 w8 GU z2p0uGudE BDEDE Y IUUuL O1 E U y-ard arbAhéerieayt Btanyfll Owb O U1 C
of action and fundamental impact.

AWwODPOODOOwWxT Ox Ol wOOOPwWUOO! Ul DOT ow( Uz UwUDOI Ow(
Morton says, Drink And Be Merry ---

Your Wellwisher,
Jack DEMPSEY



The True Story: Plot Outline/Summary
--Part 1: pp. 7-75, Scenes 19--

%UOOwW3T OOEVUw, OUUOOZUWEUUDYEOwWDPOw-1 Pws OT OEOE WU
people and planters in 1627.How does a witty Elizabethan outdoorsman and lawyer take care
Ol wUPRWEOaUwPT 1 OwlOT 1 azUl wEOOWOEUOOOT EwOOwUT 1 wi UBO
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
UDPYEOQWEUEEI Ew, 1 UUaAO0OOUOUYy W! aw, Eawht | AOwrat®ahd OO0z Uw i
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working.

--Part 2: pp. 76-146, Scenes 1ad19--

FromPIDOOUT ZUWEOEwW! OUUOOZUWEUUEUOUUwWOOwxUOBUXxI UOU
and The Battle of Mystic, 1637." Ex UEDOw, a0l Uw2 UEOEDPUT woOl EEUwW/ OPOO!
foil Morton: they arrest, maroon and exile him, but he comes right back full of scathing sense.
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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--—-EQEw OOYIT wUOWEUUUT wEOUT w?EHE
x UOUEw- EUPYI wUOUPEI UwbOw, OUUOOsUwpkPl Edw3l Owal EUVUWE
I BRxOO0OEI UOWEOEwW, 1 UUaOOUOUzUwxl OxOl woOi | Ewl YI UawUUDPE
/ UUPUEOUZz wonithdelE OOPE wb Ol x

--Part 3: pp. 147-166, Scenes 221--
and English-planter friends. ! 1 O1 ET U1 Ul Ew* DOT w" T EUOI UWwEEOz Owl 61 OU
English Civil War is near, 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 UT T az YT WEOOI AwUOwl PUwWw?xEUEEDPUI 62w UwUl T wE
friendships 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,
PT OWUEUT T OwOUT T UUwW?PUOWET T UBUIT w Eha toldries: Eed@apeEt® UEOY T L
NOPOwUUUYDYDOT w- EUPYI WEOEwWS$ OT OPUT wi UPI OEVUwDOw, EE
family find a place to build their American dream anew.



M ERRYMOUNT
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---Matthew 26:40



---PART 1---

SCENE 1
Graphic: Massachusetts Bay, Spring 1625

wl Ul E0wl OOET OWUUOWEOPOEUWOUUWOT wUT T wWwEEUOuU
sun shines on acres of tall green grass and peaceful estuary.
"OUOUOI UUwUI EEPUE UwU Gandyusthds. uEEaz Uwl UT T Quwbi
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 from a silver brandy -flask, and points ahead to a
beach. MORTON shrugs, not sure himself what to try, or where among the isles and
pOOI OUo

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, eettraps; Elders fuss over them. MANY
11. 62w@EWEEUI ET 1 U0l EwWEUUOaAW?PEUWOI EET U? AwOOY
(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 Beave€lan-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,
T EUIUOOwli T UwUuoPOwUT OPUWUT T WEUUUUODWEODPUUI UUwWOI
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 lbibbles 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 Kkill us for
talking -back to this, in our country. They keep your
EOUUPOzUwWiI T EEWxDPOl EwUx wOOwUT I bUwWT OUUIT wod
there for us to see, with guns called murderers. A
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ROCK
These English are not from that praying-English
Ul POOwWEI UEPES w31 1 azVUl weEUOxT Ewll Ul w3l 1D
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
Pl wOl EUOWUOwWUUIwil EEGS wlil wDiOwBHdda z OOw
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
POUOWEOEwWx UEAaWEOOQWEEaAaOwWODPOIl w2g@UEOUOs Uwi
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,

2 N A N =

If trouble starts...

, EQaw UUOPUWUDPT OEOUWUT T w! 1 5%$2w?&1 0wli EEan
20 gather. The NATIVE CAST looks worriedly to Rock:

ROCK
| 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, huntup deer and turkey...

We see (1) future Merrymount Hill with raw cabin -l UEOI UOw O@uw 21 OUL
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
81 UBw20wlUT T awOUU0wOOUwWUUEaBw. UDUWEBUUDO?
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,i 1 UET wOOUI whpT E0wpbP]l wEOOZ OwOI 1 EOWOEOT wU]
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
ITTEEUBwWL. "*wUDT OEOQUOwW?" OO1 6666~

SCENE 2

With rhythms of a grief -song, ROCK comes shaking a birch rattle along theE E a z U w
UEOCOEawUl OUIl OPOT w21 1 woOPi UUwi T Uwi EET wl0Ow2@gUEw
wipes tears and lifts her arms out to the Face...

ROCK
. T OW&UEOEOOUT T UUOwWPOOZzZU0wadbUwi il OxwlUUwbOOP

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 -
UPOI ZUWEUDOODEOU wi (O)OBNYTARRQWS itz ybungelr, relaxedEas keO wE O E w
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. "*zZUwWEOCEwW2 "' $, wzuwi BOBUSGwW3T 1l awlUl EUI WEwWUOD
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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
EEEOCO0OOUUWOI wUT 1 wEOEAaZUwWUOPOWEOOI UwbpbUT wbUOWE
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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

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

look schoolboy-UEEUI EWEOEwbP] EUWEPOPEUEWI 1 EUT T UUWEUWDI
EDWARD, WALT $ 1 WEQE w&( +! $13wWEEUVUawWOEUET OOEQWUDI
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Squa Rock itself. ROCK falls sii OUwEUw, . 13. - wl EUI UWEOOUI UWEOE w

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 ifyou be Netop
with that particular nation?

ROCK
Netop? Netop Neponset Massachusett?

MORTON
Yes, yes Mother, friends! Now, my name is Thomas
, OU0OOOwWUT T Ow' PUw, ENT UUazU0wi il O0UOI OEOOWE

EDWARD
l UPOOPEOUnw al Owbibgrmel]HMET 1T wEUIT T UwOi wEwi b
Unity , dumped here by Captain Bastard Wollaston
and The Transatlantic Negligence Corporation.
@, EOPEwPPUT w?2UOOWOUET whbDOET UOI UUB2 Aw6 1 B
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MORTON
Did I tell you hold your tongue? Insult her and
Pl z Ul ldforelydti can shoulder that. (With
an eye to Rock, he scolds.) Indeed, | 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 | 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
p# DT UwOUUWEwWxEUET Ol @&fd Aw- OpPOwTl 1 Ul zUwOT E
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
OszUOUEIOw U w, OUUOOG wW3T T wOEUUwWOI wlUl
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WALTER
And you know what about it, Edward errand -
boy? Maybe just leave her, Mr. Morton. Mark
UT EVUWUOGETl owUT 1T zUWEOOUT WEUWUT T awEOOT wUOw
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. | say that, and she cries.
Wonder if our competitor Saint Bill Bradford
gave us just the words to gum up our trade.
@ 1 wi UPOUSAwW3T EUzUwPT EVw( zEWEOS

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-seeah,
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
. T OwUT 1 Ul z UwEBEwapthed@iybeion, w3 1 EU
between Cambridge and the mudflats. Pounds
in beaver, that! We have had it.

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

61 wUI T wl."*ZUwEEOOGawl al UOWOOUWEVUWEOOwWPI T xb

SCENE 3
On the Neponset RiveMassachusetts Bay

ROCK leads MORTON, his MEN and an ESCORT of BRAVES on forest trail to
Neponset Village. Hand-EUUOU wUT 1 Ul wET EQw? UUI OUPOO?» wbi wbH
EXTRAS look scornful/turn away -0 DPUwx OEETl wbDUWEOI EUCaw?xOUU0wI
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
@ OOwUOPOI UBAwWGT a0Ow) EEOOwWadUz Ul wubpi T UOwW
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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 | smell? Christ, |
starve and | sweat lobster-grease. This be the
201 PwET UUET 2 waOUwWUEOOWEOOWEOODOEaAaWEEa w) E
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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 cookkettle: 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 wings, red tail: MORTON
feels its power, he loves falconry, and looks around with pleasure. But he sees grouped
empty lodges, campfires cold; a weaving-l UEOT wbpDPUT wEwWOEUz Uwi PET UUw
2O0EEUOUUI » wUUDE OUOwWE w Epogt @dzend 0Odpeais,ugliver§) baw O w E w O
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.

UOWEOOTl Uw+(*$2w3' $ww(1$0wbhi OwOOEUwWOUOwW1. " *

embrace: FIRE is maybe 20, bardreasted with a white shell necklace, deerskin skirt,
muscular, bright-l EET EWEOQEwT 1 OUO0awxUOUES w, .tHek--JACKUw, $- u
looks smitten, even in awe.

LIKES THE FIRE
Chikatawbak is pleased with my new mother.
| 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
Scocda Ea wOOPd w21 1 zUwOI EPEDPOI Owbi PUI wedaduw
fisher-man. (He grins like a skull.) How else
get back the children you steal? (He holds
forth his serpent-scarred forearms.) She wears
thissign UOO6 w6l z Ul wOl EPEDPOI OwUT T wEOEwWOI
Trade your trinkets and then Bon Voyage, eh?

Qu

WALTER
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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
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 EOEOUz wUEUUOOU WEC
"1 zUwE wl Wyed man, BGIinEalblack woltpelt mantle, hide trousers with shell
trim, copper earrings and gorget, crimson-painted eyes. Nobody, including
"432' ,%*(-wWpP2EET 1 OzUwOPOOUWEUOUT T UAOWUODPOIT Uw
MORTON sees and stops the salesmppeals. He snatches a red blanket, puffs
2&00EwW+UEO? WEQCEWOEOI UwPEAWUOPEUEWUT T w2EETT 061
falls a leather hood-and-bells used in Falconry-OUEDODPOT w6l wUI T wUOT bUwW?



PDOEIT UOI UU->Nstbapsaitp tuck 8way the somehow-offensive thing:

MORTON
Whup! A little present, that, should | 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? | recall one or two of you,
f UOOWEwWUx OUwOi wOUtthdd. OOEw" ExUEDOz Uwi UU
He will be back, you understand. Cheek-a-
taw-back, | 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 | 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.
61 ZEwWOPOI wUOOWEOOxOadw! U0wadbUlwUI T OwlT 1 UI
OUUw* DOT zUw/ UOEOEOEUDOOS w( wOl EOOwWUT EOOwW
ECEwW$ O1 OPUT wOEPaAl UUOQWEwW* DPOT zUwbPOUEwWPUwO
But---Our King ye might say, asks us, well, not
to do that. You see,it, it spoils...spoils the trade...
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affect these people: he looks disappointed, selfembarrassed, 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
(FeelsstaredE U A w# OOz OwU0T T awUl | whpOOI QWEUwi 601 vy
, T Owl 1T OwUPEOQwWPPUT OUUwsOO0T O wp3d3 OalwkpbUT w
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.
#0007z UwOOOOWEUwWUT 1T O6w. UOWEOwWUT 1T Onw' OpwEO
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raven in the highest tree | know, drunk with
the sun, seeing all around at the same time...

FIRE loves CRAZY BEAR, but RIVER across the Village atches her eye. RIVER
with furious eyes sits away from the GROUP around their big kettle, rejects attentions
EOQOEwl OEUI UwEUwW, OUUOOzUw, $-666

FIRE
Her family was 37 people. Now Big Wolf
tries to be husband, in place of his dead family.
River---She isconfused because she still sees
them here, behind the sunshine. (FIRE shivers.)
| 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

3T EUzZUwWUT EVUBwWHT zUT wOOwOUUwWOPOwi OUwe OOOE
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contraband. Well, here at least we know the

devil. Do you know? Itru U0 wUT 1 O w61 z Ul wOl EVWE Uw

OT 1 PUwPT POwOOPEwW3T 1 azUl wbOWEwWUxOUB

EDWARD
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MORTON
Edward, dig out your ears. In English law, a pro -
clamation is not a statute. What you know, |
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? | talk the Church of
English, aye, with good -neighborlies Bill Black -
stone, Sam Maverick---Ecoutez!lf 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 dangereused' | wOUT Uw? OOOUUI UUBG 2 A

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 screwx DPOUwUOwi PR6 6 3dndwOEUET 6 W&E DI w

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-

NATIVE NEW ENGLAND MUSIC rises in strong rhythm s of drum, rattles and
voices: we see the summerweeks that follow through this sequence of images:

, OUUOOzZUwOl Ows#6 1#0w6 +3%$10w) "*Ow&&(+! $1:
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knee-high. NEPONSET BRAVES with MANY ARROWS lounge after hunting and

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 chalet 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
EI OPTT OwPOwPUUwPI PTTUO8wW3T1T OOwPl wUI T w, . 13. -
ledger-book--—-Ew OOO0T wOPUUwWOI wdOUUI UOWET EYTI UOwWOEUUIT O«
BESIDE the ledgersit the hood, tether and bells that Morton hopes to use...and then
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empty...

An ENGLISH SHALLOP rows in from a supply ship in the summer -green
I EUEOUWEawUT 1 wE Evsderlgun -da@Od3 MORT OMidhd 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...
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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
11.62zwl UOwi EPOUG W' T wUT OPUwWUI Ul OUOI OUWEUw,
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
frus UVEUDPOOwW wET EPOUUwW , EQaw UUOPUzw?2bPUnR? AwEOQD]
comes up indignant and doffs his soppy hat as they enjoy themselves...

JACK shows WILLIAM, JOHN, WALTER a beaver-UUE x z UwUUEOI wbOwWE w>
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
lEET owUT T Aaw?2UEEUI 2 w$#6 1# withed Bvaldee themunttb UT w U1
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 sedass wrapped
POwUI EPIT T Ew1(5%31wWEOCOOUUWUOPOTI UOwWOOEOUWE WEDC

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...
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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 Rugbylike
?2%OOUEEOQO? wbbhUT w ++w $- &+ ( 2pokes" MOGRIQN (aidOE OUE B
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
Pl wWUEPwW?0abOl wEEOUU? wdl B Yu5WIOUWDED i OGN 1U@UOOUEE WU
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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 downat-
heels West Country barrister riding the
petty court circuit. Runt of the family, not a



scrap of land falls my way. A w idow | marry,
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So why not, off to this New England on a 20-

pound investment. Now? As if we can refuse

"1 DOEUEPEEOZUwxBDx] dw. UUwWUT OUOET UUwUUUOuwW
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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.) IPPDUT w( wi EEwWE wl 001 6 w( wEOOz UwoOOOP
UT EUwEwWl EOPOaZUWOUET wUOWEUOS w" EQwPUWET w
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
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and connected to abent-back pole). We see the growing camp on Merrymount Hill by
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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 herlion-x EP UwOOQuws 1 08 w( w
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
%OEUOwWPUwi UOOOwWUPUBwW3T OUT T UwadUZEwWPEOUW
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JACK
Gilbert, if that female Likes The Fire comes
EOPOQwi UOOw-1 xO0UI UOwUEaw( zOwOOwoooT wNoOU

GILBERT
6 DOOw(nw. T Ow) EEOOwWPT EUzUwUT PUwWUTT OOwdOU
of your churchy scruples with the lasses? Let
SGUEOEOEOEwWUI I OUOwWUT T wxEUBUI Ow) EEOOwWPUZ U
world. Besides, Master says to make our guests
at home. Mind if I....?

JACK
@ T wUOI T UUOwi OPEOUWEUW&DPOET UUzUwWUEUUT Ui
Pan, your thighs rub us raw. Take her. There are
no rules, here, Glbert. No limits...

We see RIVERrex EEODP O1T wOOT woi wdurfdésu6 . + %z Uwx1 OU0U

RIVER
(WEOOI wbpPUT wadUBwp2i 1l Uw! (&w6. +%z Uwdi pwU
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, | promise,
guns are nothing, whatever Many Arrows says.
When the time comes, guns will not be power.
People | know. I think ahead of the English.



RIVER
3T EUzUwPT EVw( wPEUWEI UEPEwWOI dw( wEOl EOI Ew
| made them soft. | come with you, to make sure
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Wolf, we never took so many. How many English
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for this. Another sickness. | am not like Willow!

BIG WOLF
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you come, you carry. Also be quiet, or someday
| will make her another wife | 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 (RASS, and CRAZY BEAR:

MORTON
Many Arrows! And Willow, my my, this
costly wampum becomes you! Good Morning,
2Pl 1 Ow&UEUUOwWI Oz UwWUT T woOl I NOBPOUOwPkI 00y
(Touches gun) Do you need this, now?

MANY ARROWS
@3 OQUET I Uw, OUUOOZzZUwm@anOO0OA w6 T OwUOOEwWOT wEw
does not worry opinion? No, Thomas, Sweet
Grass and | go visit Nipmuc family up country:
then to Pequot. (Laughs) Yes, Thomas, to give
them a good see too. | 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. | 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
#UUET Ol OWEOOOT wihe-Bahe?UD Y1 UwbT EUZ U
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? | took my
lovely Willow in a raid against Nipmucs up
country. Big family there. So she tries to be
?PDOOEaAUOO? wi 1 Ul OWUUET wEwWx1 UUOOwi OUWUUE
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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. They1) 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,
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MORTON
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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 -
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side he finds RIVER seated staring into the glory of sun on the water, the forest-foliage
brief but there. Then she sees his offered hand, slowly she takes it and comes along. The
company march the darkening hills 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 CAS3 wEUIT w? O | wEawUT 1 OUI O°
I EOEVWEOGEwWUUUOPOT wWEUWUTT awUPOT wWEW@UBDI OwUuOOT wt
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EDWARD
There. My feet ache. | told you business by boat.

MORTON
8OUWEOOzUwWUI T wUT T wOEGEwWUT EVwPEaAd w21 1T nws3
song is probably older than England. Eh?
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tongue than Greek.
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EDWARD
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MORTON
No, no-no. But you can read, Edward. Says the
Prayer Book (as he draws knife/cuts cheese),
?. UUw+OQUEWEUI EUIl UWEOOOUOHPOOWET UPIT 1 Ow
Himself and Mankind by acts of the body. A
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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. | 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. | told

you the law. Who sends us the guns, but
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save souls? Peddle cod to French Cathbcs?

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

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

JACK
(To the fire) In England | had no one. Here you
feel that worse. You dance. Holding hands...

SWEET GRASS
(Puts an arm around CRAZY) Near our graves, |
bleed like River does. Thomas Morton, yesterday,



| 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
/| OPOOUT w/ OE OU Ewab &hd stalituwodsd€nbyate& Fiom within the roofed
upper gun-E1 EOw Oi w /f@tpadd OHurgh) we see MORTON AND CAST
ExxUOEET DOl wOl EWEAWEOT w$OPAEEI Ul OWEOQOEwWPIT wUI I
Ul T OWEEOYI AwOiw" /3 (-w,8+%2w23 -#(2'6w Uuw
Wampanoag friend HOBBA -MOCK, as STANDISH alerts two other EXTRA GUARDS.

STANDISH
Not him again!
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STANDISH
Watch your sides, you fools, did I tell you
about sappers? (Leans out overMorton
below) Your business! Get that bitch away
f UOOWOUUWEOT Unw( Uz UwWwEWEUUUT wOOWUUEDPOwWUIT
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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, sirUz DPOwY?0U0Uwx OEPU



STANDISH
(Thrusts out his gun-barrel) State your business,
ye book-toting sot! (His head pops out into view.)
Ul waOUwWEPEUI wUT E0wPUZ UWw2EEEEUT w$Yly

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.
61 1 OwbpbPOOWUT T AawUEOI wEOPOWOUUWEOUUDOZ Uwli

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

MORTON
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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)
"ExUEDPOwW2UEOEDPUT Ow( Yl WwOEET wi OOEWEUWOEU
| can ask your father for your hand, in marriage!
61 wi EEl wUOiI 1l wEOEOOwWT EUI Owi 1l EVUWUEOVUOI Uwoi wETl
moves a crack: STANDISH stands florid in his green felt hat, dark green suit, worn coat
PPUT wUPOUE~YI wEETTT UUOQwi UOOwUI EWETI EUEB W' 1 wOOOC
Ul EOWEOOwWOUT T UUOwWUTT wUI xUUT Ew?20PUUOTI wETI POOI -
EIl T DOEwl DOOwWE E GUOEBXYwid®ID TurYu BJREPUOD OUWE OE wi UB(
STANDISH
- OUWEOOWOTl wadUbs w8 OUzOOwWI EYT wOOWUIT T wOT T w
(WUOOEwWaOUOW2EEEEUT wUUOEOPOZzZUwWwOOWUUB w' 1



truck now, even if Allerton would ---Aargh.
o/ EUO0w, OUUOOAWS OUWEEOZ UWEOOQWEOOT wbO3d w6 1
ayl EUwWOl wOUExxPOzy w6l wi EYT wUOWOUET wUOOWE QG

MORTON
(Breezing past) How exciting for you.

STANDISH
Bloody trade. With me. Hobbamock, watch
them others!
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Plimoth, the fort and church up behind them. They pass two rows of board or thatch
houses with crude stock-pens, raised boxgardens, 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
T UOOwWOI WEUI EEOQOWEUW?/ POT UPO? wOEUUOOW, . 3" $1w' (&
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
sophDbUUPEEUI ES w3 Qwl POOWSEPEUEWPUWEwWOPUEEOT wOi w?
EDWARD
Oh, bread, bread! Good to see you all,
WOEQWEOI UOz Uwi OUTT Owx1 OxO01 wil Oxwi bOwbO
wilderness. You should let Temerity here
visit UUOWOEZEOB w31 EET wi POwUT | wOEOGEOwI I z OO0 w
you a fortune. Not so bad out there. Last
night? These traveling junkets Mr. Morton
likes, from his Devonshire days. We sang....
"1 zU0wl OUwEWET E1 OUwPEa®G
HIGGINS
3T T Ul OwOoOUT T Unw( wEEOwWUI EEws 1 Ow2EUBxUUUI
savages they keep tame. Mother, let a man
Ul EET wi OUw37T 1 w+OUEzUwi 1 Ox6

EDWARD



Aye! Your cornisnear-x UOx 1T UG w! UOUT I Uw) EEOZ7OQuwi | Ox 6

JACK
Some of your brethren are coming out and
walking up to the fo rt. So your Sabbath
begins? | think | might like ---

EDWARD
-O00wlOOnw( wOl EOOwWPI zUI wOi Il wUUOUEDPT T U8 wp2U
I POUI O Aw' UT w3 T 1 Ul w/ OPOOUT T UUwW?UDOT wEa
OOUI O2 w) EECBWSEET wOO! wUPOT UwEUwWT PUwWUBUO
private pitch, straight to The Lord like in
the parishs Ow! 1 EOEOC8 w%uPUUUwWUDPOT w( wi il EUEWDUwO
ship? Good God, the Devil jumped into the sea.

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

N A~ e oA N

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

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

WINSLOW
@ EUTTUaAwW6T aOwbi wbUwbPbUO7z7 UWS$SEPEUEW&PEEOD
Most we turn away quite by this hour. Mm. |
POOEI UWEEOQwWPUWET wOT T wbPOOwWOI w&OES w61 7Yl
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 (++( ,w!l #%. 1#z Uwl OU Upapered wirdowp bl baokshelf,w O b O
wash-basin, farm-tools on walls. Morton sits before a table with red carpet splayed over
DUWEOGEwWOO! w?1 OEIl Uz UwWET EPU>? wi OUwUT i-rac&n@asbi. UOOU Ou
On the table is an empty balancescale: MORTON touches its vacant pans with a smile,
shakes his head.

STANDISH brings out WILLIAM BRADFORD; but behind them we glimpse the
TUEaw TT1TEEw Ol w / OPOOUT zUw UxDPUPUUEOwW Ol EEI Uw
robe/skullcap/white collar), in thought at a table by the back window with one ray of
sunsetlight on his Bible. BRADFORD looks at MORTON as STANDISH shuts that
door: BRADFORD signals Standish out. BRADFORD sits, about 33 with black beard,



Ul OU0wi EDPUWEEOEDOI OwPOWEWEOU]I wUUDPUWEUUWOI UUw?
younger than Morton, weary and wary. BRADFORD sees the scalepans 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
I TOwbPUzUwl OOEwWUOWOOOP WEWOEOWOI wOEPWEOE
order is in the neighborhood. To hunt, man,
Pl zOOwx UUwWOl E0wOOwWwadOUUWUEEOI UWEOQOEwWI UUUw
countinghouse. Come and see the quality, naught
but the fat upl and beaver. And every one of them

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
OEUOI U8 w61 whEOUwWI 001 UOWEUUDPOI UUOWEOGEwWUI
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 sacess.

BRADFORD
&OEWEOEwW PUw, ENT UUa6w8OUZzZYI wWEWOOEEOwI OU
conjunctions.

11 #%. 1#z70woOpPOwi ECEWUOaUVUwPDUT wUTT WUEEOI 8 w(
insides of a crude plank-and-UED OQwUT I OUT UwUO0T E0wUT OPUwWUT T wi OUU
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
PEUOHOI OPUT » WEEOUUWUT T whOOEUWEEAWEOEWOD
#OwaOUwWUOETI UUUEOEwWPT zYIl whpOOI OwEOEWET POE
8OUWEUOwWx OPET UBw8OUzYI wOOWET ExOEPOS w31 E
Jack is aprison bastard, and fits more than one
UT T UDI T z U wd¥ddebtiEddménl Yow U O
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
OUUT wUEaAaUOwW? (1l wal wEOwWOOUwPIT OOOwWwUDPOwWODPI U
Wait a moment. | 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
ET UUB6 wep' 1 ZUwlpg@ddds ubDUT wOT T wl
again, stops.) We are not at ease with your
request. Five years here just to build what we
are. We even slew the savages outrightagainst
us, and they---and you stumble into the prize...



MORTON
Governor. You are young. We mean you well
EOCOEQwW&OEzZUwOUUUT QOwbkPl weEOPUIT wadUUwl 601 UB
lawyer for the common law, and, between us, no
OEOwi OUWEwWOPOT zUwbPbPUT wEawl EPEUBW UwUT PO
UPUOWOI DwUT T OwxUOUxT UwlUUBw( Uz UWEEUT waodu
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...

oA N A s

windowless wall. Over a barrel spread with beaver and fox -pelts stands ISAAC
++$13. - upEW? OPEEODPOT wUOUU? wbOwt yunuite shapl wUT E U>
Ol I xT UzUwYT UUABwW' 1T wxUI Ul O0U w1 (5 $nitridke:( + +. 6 WEOE

ALLERTON
(Quick eyes, facile) Now, Big Wolf is it? These
are precious metal: tin! All your leading Saga -
OOUI Uwbkbil EUWUT 1T Ul wOOPOWODPOT wlT T wodYI 6awd
wampum there. Good medicine. See it catch the
light? And these also, ladies, you can drill, or we
drill them for asmallfee -6 T a OwUT 1 az Ul wi EVUUDPOT Un
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.
EPUZz Uwi EPUBwW3TT awdl YI UwOOOP,

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. - wOEUT T UOWEOExUw1(5%$17ZUVUWEUOOWEUVUOWUT

ALLERTON
T w(wETI T waOUUwWwxEUEOGARW( Uz UwNUUUOWUT EVw( w
My, Big Wolf, your wife has a gift for it! And
UUET wEw@UDPI OwoOOl 6wl E0wlI EUOz Uwl OUwbOUOwW

WILLOW
Show me nice dark cloth, no sailor duffel. Oh,
what is that? (She rushes over to bask in a fult
length mirror in a carved stand.)

RIVER
UTT6w- ObwbkPl WwEOOWUUEUYI dw! BT we OOT OwUT 1 7

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

ALLERTON
got over here. That should adorn some lucky High
2EET 1 OzUwbbPi 1l w6l EOWEEOUUWERT Uy w$ OT OEOE
chop-chop! From Ike Allerton, you mark that name,
EOQOEwWUIl OOwadUUwx] O6xO0l OwbO6Oz UwaduBsBdE

Finally P1 z Ul wEBGOBREUWOODPOOUT zUwl EUI OwbOwi EEDOI

STANDISH
Hobbamock! Fetch those detachments
EEEQuwi UOOwWUT T wEOUOBw POz UwxbDOT UPOETT wlob
get back inside sundown.

23 -#(2' wl OEUI UwOYI Uw, . 13.-zU0wxl OxO0l wxEEO
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-DOOwW? (6. 6462 wxExI UowUT T AawUUEET w?221 1 w8OUw+EU
rejoins BRADFORD. WINSLOW gives ALLE RTON a snotty look.



EDWARD
@3 O0w) "*OwEOEwW! . 3" wi OEOCEI w, OUUOOzUwbEaXA
it to me, when. Come on, be not afraid. The Good
Book says a man prospers, doing right. Oh, shite
EQEwWOOPOOUOWI T Ul wEOOI Uw3 OO0wbz w!' i EOEOG

TEMERITY HIGGINS brings bread with Ew? OOUWEUDT T UOwl ET 1 U2 wl U

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
ST DPUWPUW2EUES w21 I grduUl UYEOUwWOI wOUUwWiI 1 OU
Mr. Fells. They came here by shipwreck, huh!
Sara bakes good. We have to go in now. (Sing
UOOT Aw( z00wyYPUPUBwW( zOOwUUUOWUPPET wadUUw

EDWARD
P& UDPOOPOT wil wl UEUxUW2EUEZUwWOOEYI UwkpbUT w
I EOEUOwWU@UI T &4l Uwless@Q)wUT T w?T 1 OUwbU? wEOE w
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#wli Ui T EPUWPOW2EVUEZ UwiEED Gu,2.31 3 .#-( Quw muilud
ITTTOUDPOT wUT T PUWUT PUEWxOPET UwOl T wOOUOW! ( &w6 . + %z

STANDISH
Pity men cannot perceive their danger.

MORTON
( OET 1 EwUPUB w" OUOEOZ UWET UT 1 wOOUI dw+bay w"



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,
261 DPUxT UPDOT 62w$731 2wOOOOwWUPPETI wEUwW, OUUOOZ Uw
scatter to houses along MEDOw2 UUIT T OUOwl OwhOOwUT U0wUT pOT UWEO
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
2EYET 1T wpOOI Owl EYI WEOQWEPI UOWOPI 1 6w( UOz Uw
true, Temerity.
, A2 (" wUPUT Uw s O1 OPUT wUOUOBT w?) 01 Ow! EL
watch his company walk out into the seaside land with a vast crimson sky above them:
MORTON
| must approve of the endeavors of my coun-
trymen, that have been studious to enlarge
Ul 1T wUOIl UUPUOUDT UwlOi w' PUw, ENT UUazUwl OxbPUI
Whatever their church or governmental
practices, which | 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, | think...

Ol aEOU

, . 13.-z2UwYOPEI weEOOUPOUI UOWEOEWDPT ECwb] w2$d
POET I wEl OOPAwWUT OPUwWUUwWPT EVwWi 1 ZUWUEOODPOT WEEOUU

MORTON
But, the more | look (VISUAL #1), the more |
like it. And, when | more seriously consider the
beauty of the place, with all her fair endowments,
| 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) tull, 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

lal OwsUPUw- ECUUI zUup)IESUT Ux DI ET OWEOEwWOOU
land be not rich, then is the whole world poor.

VISUALS FOR ABOVE: (1) MORTON writes in his day -book beside his
EOOx EOa z Uw-td)diabealtifuEbeach, blanket on shoulders, silver flask at
hand: beside him BIG WOLF cracks a lobsterclaw 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
" 23wWxEEEOI wEwWUBYI Uz UuwE I(4DNQREDNIMEH dbyGbodkiutderOb OE O E
arm tastes fat grapes off the vine, given him by BIG WOLF, and MORTON admires the
200U00awUlUIl 1T 2 wb®) MORTON plungesthis Eacel iriounuge 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-UEUUOI AWEEOET w?2T PT T wUUI x2 wuwxEUUOwW, OUU(
enjoying themselves. We see their fire grow smaller, smaller amid dark land and starry
sky.

SCENE 5

2+PUUOI w EUEOUO>? w/ PUEEUEQUEW1DPY] UWSUEED
OOwUT T w?2-1T pPpw EOxUT PUI 2»wWwEOEUUOW2UO601 Uwhut

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
boatE OEOWEUWEWEOI EUPOT OwbPPUIOWUPDQUEDEBBEDOOEDBD WIE
warehouse beside it.

JACK and EDWARD tie off their shallop. MORTON is helped from the boat by
# 5(#w3.,/ 2. -OwEwWUUTTIT EwOl ECUW2EOQUET w? OOEWEOOI
cap and mixture of buckskins/clothes; as are WILLIAM JEFFREYS, a gaunt English of
tkOQw6e (++( , w!+ "*23. -$OwWEwWI UEY] wEUaw?2"FUUET w(
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, shrep Ew ? x-UOU O

B8EOOI T UB~2w' T Ul Ow, . 13. - wuwOOOOUWEOOOUUwWI 1T OUI 1 066



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
EwOOEOI ZUwWEUI EOnw' Tomi® O1T wi OOT whi wEUI Owli
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
P2 00O0xDOT Aw2 01 OOUWOPOT WEWOOEE wWs OwUudOoil Ui
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 shithouse Dutchman. Tom
Morton, you snitch away them pelts. | seen you
trade people twice Plimoth corn for what -ye-
gotb w3 T 1T Ul zUwOOOaA wWwOOT w! POOwWI UYOET w! UEET OC

TOMPSON
P2 Ul x UwUxw? OPOUDPOT 2wlUOw, . 13. - Aw. | OWEUUw
Ewbi I wOEUDPOOwWT 1 Ul wEz w/ 6BDOOUT Ow. T Qw61 z YI
mamas with us! (Spits) Thomas, how are ye.
3T POOwW( WET wOOYDPOz wlOl whixi UEUDPOOwWUx wUT T Ul
me island on your bay. Want to tell you why too,
but---Ye recall that Roger Conant fellow, another
2EPOUwWOz wUT PUw2i1 xEUEUPOOWEEO7Z UWEEPUWE wi
OYT UwEwWl T ExwOz wuxpPOPOT UWEUwW" ExT w 001 wuodU
---and he calls it Shalom. Where does he think
T whbUOwWOOUUT 1T UOw2aUPEYy w, EOWEOUOEOz UWEEU

As ALL laugh, a scabrous HALLOO! comes from the cabin-—-E OEw?, #uw) " * 21



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, Unh! Our Mr.
300xUO0OwbpbOO7ZUWEOOXxOEPOOWEUUWI T zU0wWl O0w. O
Il EOZUWEUET I UUWEOQEWOPEUWDPOwWI PUwl OUUI wE wk
now, on the mooch while he flounders about.
Better hide that claret, boys.

OLDHAM
(All recklessness he comes up, shakes hands and
eyesthe boat)8 z OOEw" EOEEOPUI wEa w&OEOwi Op
EUIl waOdUlw, OUUOOY ws OOWSEPEUEOwWs OOw) EEOn w+
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
80OUzUI wel T POEwWUT | wUPET OwOawi UPT OEOQwi OUw
came to tell you.

MAVERICK
About to warn you ourselves, Thomas.

OLDHAM
(Desperate for drink, he capers about the dock
UOwl OUI UUEPOAwWs 3 PUw( Ow&axUaw) EEOQw. OET EO
future, for a good pussful? Poof! (Produces a
string of purple/white wampum) See this? Wam -



xUO6w' Il EUEWOz w- PEOUPEUOW/ I gUOUUYy w31 OUI w
two of the local nations crazy for this stuff.

6 OUUI WwEOOwWUT 1T wUPOT wUT OpPPOz wbPUwWOIi I wOOwWI E
I OOOEawET POEUI OOwl T ywel OOwUPUOwWUT pUwOUD
do more trade than you do, Mr. Morton, with

AO0UUWOEUT T Uawl UOUB w- OPOWEOOZ OwUUDT 1 wOT 1
ger, sir, but God knows how you missed them two

Plimoth boats just through here. More teeth than

AadlUwoOOUT T UzUwWUIT 1T POl OUBw. OwlUT T PUwWPEaAwWOO
to clap iron on your own inside -OE Ow Oz wUT 1 wOOUUT

country? His Honor, Mr. Edward Ashley?

AS OLDHAM TALK S ON, we see a trashy old fishing-station in Maine country
EQEwUI T wiubpaaol Ews Ol OPUT wUUEET Uw UT ofisnOw ?i UE
ABENAKI WOMEN, around a small crude maypole. Of 10 ABENAKI BRAVES here,
we see 3 outcold or sick with drink, 2 ot hers firing wild guns, and 5 watch all, angrily...

OLDHAM [continues]
g8 OUUwWUI EUI UzUwOOOPOOW, UBw, OUUOOOWEOEWED
old Guvnabh Little -Bill writ his letters home to
OT 1T wOPT T Uaw" OUCEPOwWOz w-1 bw$ O1T OEBES w UI
Ol aZUWEOOWEOOI dw3iT 1 Ow2 EPOUUWEDP Oz Owl 60T
OO0l wOzwlUT E0wWPUUI T UOEUWUUEET wOOwWOOUI 6 ws
UOEI UUUEOGEOQwWUDUOwW/ OPOOUT zUwl 1 Ul wgEl EEUUI
OUUwWOEUDPOOZUwWOOET Ow" T UPUUPEOUB w+DOI wbUw
YT UUUnw' 1 Ul EEOUUUOQWUT E0ZUWE wOI PWEUI 1 E8 w
UT 1 wUl EOwPOUPET OwUPUyw" T UPUUwW( zOwEUAG w3
Few have just set their own names to the company
UxUIT EEUTTIT U6 w2l 1 yw2bhDl OPOz wUxwxi UUOOEOQuWE
I DY Uwsl OwOl 1 OwbOUI Ul UUOWEOOz UwbUG w, EEE
So mark how fast Mr. Ashley got religion! Se nds
I PUwi ECw EI OEOPWEIT EYI Uwl 001 wEEUI wOz w! UD
EOQOEwUT EUZUwWOOWI 1 OxwUOw/ OPOOUT wEUwWUT 1T weod
store. My friend? A flea in me ear says, quit
PT DOl wadUz Ul wET 1 EEBwpl UEUVUWI PUwOOT T DPOA w,
O0O0PUWUT | wxEPOwWPUwPUwW?pPHPUT OUU? wUT ECWEOO

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



TOMPSON
61 zUl waOdUUwi UPbI OEUOwW3T OOEUB w8 OUwOOOPwWUO
#UUET uwxEOUEOOOOUWUOOEwW/ OPOOUT wEWEUUT I Ouw
(wampum), up from New Amsterdam on Hud -
UOOG w- 001 wOzadbUlUwoOI UYIl wi OUwOT T whpEaUwbz U
countryd w3 T 1 awi BT OUI w( OEPEOUZ OOWUEOI wUT DU wC
feelheapE DT OWOOUWE Wl UOwUOwl Yl wsl OwUEawbl EU
goes here. The old switch, eh? But you see,
Thomas, those Dutch came here to tell the lot
Ol wOUOwW* 1T 1 xw. U0wWOi w?2UT 1 PU2> WECEPOWUOUUT b
a Plimoth Separatist has nowhere but this way to
turn, north, to find any trade not mucked up...

BLACKSTONE
/] UO0UwaOUUWEEOxws UPPRUWEOEwWs UPIT 1 OB Ww#EYDE
EUDPOT POkeanl DU wU x

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

OLDHAM
Noneedto hurra wUOT T wi YI 6Oz
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SCENE 6
-T ROWEOUUUI VawET Ul UOOOOwW, OUUOOZUWEOGEUwWxOP
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
UPUnw, UUUOWET wEDPOI Owi 11 OUwOPOT w(zOwEULUUU

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

JACK
+OO0OOUWEEEwWUDUD wdudsisedhlz O wOD Ol wUT OUI



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
"OQUOEPOwWUOwWUxawlUl PUwx OEET wOUUBw Uwbkli z UI
21 1T whpT EUZUwWOYI UwUT OUT weUOl Uwbp OOz bwaobdUy

MORTON
(Drives the stake full-deep) Splendid thinking,
) EEOnw+1 Uz UwEDT wUi 1 001 PUT WEOEwW( Z OOwWOEOI
Smell rain. The other keg, Jack, and putup a tilt
Ol wUOT T wUEDPOG w' OPwWwOOPOWSEPEUEY w( il wadUuwUI
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EDWARD glares at Jack. Soon, a sandy MORTON delivers pails of quahogs/
EOEOUOw) "*will EVUWEwWI DUIT wET T OUT wUOT T wioRBOOU U7
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...

) "*WEOQEwW$#6 1#wUOOUI wUOET UwUT T wOUPOUB W, . 1
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(UZUwOOPWEWEUPT T OwUUOOI UWET Ul UOOOOWEUWUOT I
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as GILBERT and WALTER chat. EDWARD and JACK at the cookfire fry some fish
together---and a pistol-shot knocks the pan away. EDWARD screams, JACK louder:

EDWARD
Jesus, Indians!

, . 13. - wEOOI UWEEUOUUWU
dagger, second pistol in sash. He draws his sword...
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MORTON
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JackAss 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
. T WEOOZ UWEUUO WOl wOPOIl WEwW2xEOPEUEOW, Udw, O

MORTON
(Stamps hisfoot in anger) What is it? Too good
for us infidels? A bit of prosperity on Earth not
what you ---Oh, what did | expect then. Argh!
6 EOUI UOwPT EUZUwWUT T wUUOI wUOETI Uw5bPUT DOPEZ
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WALTER
For treason-talk alone, a knife through the tongue.

JACK
Mr. Morton! The Council ---

MORTON
Shut up. Gentlemen of the jury. They conspired to
OEUOOOwWOl w3l E0wUUUPOl UWEUWEWOEOZUwWODI |

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

MORTON
T T6w3T 1 Ul ZUWEwWI OOEWET Ex6w- OPOwWEI T 1 EEDO
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,
21 x EUEUD OO nwdd iHd Qu@iUwuud 6 -

He leaves them panting-—-) OT OWEOE w6 POOPEOwWUOOS w( OUPET w,

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

EOOOUT T Of wp&l UEUEzZUw' 1 UEEOOwW, EEET DE Yoote@POw" DE
casks, fowling-guns, a blueUEUD OQwl EOT POT wbDUT wli UEUUET T OOw?"

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
8OUwPI OUwl EVa6w Oxl wbUwWEOO7z UWEOOI WEEEO
to haunt you.

MORTON
Argh! Those town -boys are terrified every
way. Yeoman Edward ran errands for land -
Ux1 EUOEUOUUWE &dhdepudat®®dnd w' 1 z U
A few dispossessed families is room for his
T1O0UPOPUabw OEwW3T 1 w&OOEWWEUIT | Uw) EEOQw. 7 +
tern, our misguided mystic. The more he prays
Uil wOOUTl waOUwWPEUET wi DOd w6l 006 w3 OOOUUOP W
shoot duck, you and I, and win them back with
good meat. Drink with your mighty Sachem.
80UzUI wOawEI UUOwWB6EOUI Uw! ET OEOOOQWEOE w( wU
forget when | see Ferdinando and The Council.
&EGOEwWOOOPUwWPLI 1T OQw(zOOwl 1 Owi 0061 6 wp#UDOOUA W
| 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. | was born to be a father. | loved
the Master of Studies at law in London. Made it
his life to care for us, country scarecrows. When



| was a blade | thought a good wife would find

me. Then these sheep ate the bottom out of

$01 OEOEwWI OUWPUPEOWUI POOPOT U w3 UUUT wbUOw
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side, pickedUx wUT T wEl YPOz UwUOOT Ul wi U6OwUi 1 60
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

OOWOEODEUS w/ Ohardyfo @antadanien w( Uz

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

Abel. Hear Hear, Walter: To the Ancients:

' EUWEUwaObUwOUUUOwi OUI El EUWEUwaObUwEEODDO
nothing, hope for nothing, turn always the

UEOI wi EET wOOwi GUUUOBI 6~

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

Unite, and unite--Now, let us unite
For Summeris& OODP Oz wUOEEa O
And whither we are going, we all will unite
In the merry morning of Maaayyyy...

WALTER
First time | saw you, you were singing that. On
deck when | came aboard the Unity. ...Whither are
we going, Mr. Morton?

MORTON
PEwl EOCEwWwOOwW6 EQUI UpitheuEUOA W6 T OO63T 1 wh
means, the grave.WeE Ul wil ODPOT 6 E1 a OO0OE wUI |
wilderness. Home.
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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. Justnow MANY ARROWS, BIG WOLF, CRAZY BEAR, SEVEN THUMBS,
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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;
UT 1T Owl 1 wi YTl UwWEwbUaw?EDT wbi OEOOI » wUOWOUUEOwW) E
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...
, -8w 11.62wWEQCEwW! (&w6. +%WPEUET w, . 13. - wUI xE
? Ul E U w EGRTENUrenehes, for his selfmade 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. 62A6w Uw' 1 000z
EOOOT weEl UPI 1 OwUT 1 O0OwUiT T w- 3(5%5wlOl OQwUEOT wlUT 1T B
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 aO 00T wWEwWwUOOPawUUEDPOOwW, -8w 11.62wEC
warning -shots against NARRAGANSETT BRAVES---who drop stolen baskets of corn,
UT 1T wxOEETT Ewl EOTl wOOwx OO01 UOWEOE wi O1 T wUOT 1T wi UOUZ
MORTON sits puffing between CHIKATAWBAK and SEVEN THUMBS i n their
steamy sweatlodge. Now, we see the Neponset Village where NATIVE EXTRAS play
EOQOEWPEUET w?2200pbw2OEOI U2 wpxl OxO1 wli UUOwWUOO6OUT wU
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...

D

deseted 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,
EPEOzUwUT T awpx UOOUWEUwWI 1 Uwl EPUAG wW. T OQwbk b
along our stream that talks all year! My cedar trees
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breathe good air, and hear your heart. No! So |

stay here, freezing, because you have to live in

OO0l wxOEEIT 6w?31 EET wOl O wabOUwUEaAadwsOULwUI b
have secrets to make a nan like Many Arrows.

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

You forget what you wanted to know, and | get

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

UOOEnw3T 1l awUOOE WOl OWEPEOz UwUT 1 an

JACK
Likes The Fire, Likes The Fire, hate you never!
(woOOPOW( wOOOPLW( ZOWUPEOWPOwWOawUxPUPUB w
monk, half a pirate and all a nothing nowhere.
Wait! | try. | lose myself because your country
is so big, and your spirit....England is dead! |
conjure, | am what my life is, here, now ---Argh!
All English are liars! Kill all fanatics! This is
the wilderness....What am I...

FIRE
Argh! | 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
- 001 wOl wlUwOOOPUwWPT EUwbI zUI WwEODOT wi T Ul 8
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UPOI dw( UzUwbhaw?T UOOUB~» w( whbl OUwUOWEWEUDBO
man in London once. My humor is Mercury,

cold, and dry, melancholic he said. Mer-

curies lose their bodies. | 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. Itis a



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

JACK
| 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 | rape everything? | 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
Ul EOzZUwPbOUPET wEOOUT 1 UwdOl WEEOOI Ew+ OOEOO
EOEwIl YI OwUT E0waOUwWEEOzZ UwPOET POI 6 w( wh EUw
prison. All | 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? | would burn a book that hurts.

JACK
| wanted my life to mean something in
& O E z U-wWhat? 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$zVwi EEl wUEaUwWUT T zUwUDOxO0awoouUDOl wbOUI L
and holds her as warmly as he can:

JACK
Fire! Hear my heart then. | read bad books
because my masters 6ld me not to. But they
were good books---Ficino, Mirandola, the
drinking songs, UUE UUE UBeignd EOOU I
Spirit one, | mean. Likes The Fire, imagine
what we can build here in each other.
Imagine---a kiss between us full of God,

Ambrosia, Life-$ U1l UOEOS w31 EUz UwbkpT E0wUT PUWEOUOUU



wants to be. Everything | know confuses me,

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

POOz UwUT bx wi 001 OwOOUVUw( dw+DOT Uw3T 1 wwbUI O
Americans marry?

FIRE
There is much to confuse a person. Crazy Bar
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. | want to live my days to their honor.
Look up there, yellow-I 1 EES w( UwbPUO UOWET wbOuw
harmony with so much. Nobody is born with
serpents on their arms...
) "*wUEOI Uwl Ox1 OWEOEWUT T awbPEOOWOI | wOOT 1 0T 1
2000wphpUwhbUwlUOUPUT 6w"1 98w!$ 1wWwEOPOEUWEWE
coast. He gazes over wide empty waves and grasses, and slams down his bow and
rabbits:
CRAZY BEAR
All night. Where are they! Do | want to
know? Do | 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:
Ol RO0wi T woOOOPUOwlant z UwlOUabOl wlOdwUI
them.) What did | hurt you for? Great
Mystery, free me! Help me to help! Let her
use me like a shield!

The beach looks empty.
CRAZY BEAR

waters till our stomachs cast up blood.



And you showed me my name! Nothing

can conquer this. She and | were born to
dream the world. A man alone breaks in
pieces! Oh, Likes The Fire, years and years!
What am | then.

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

i POEVUWEWUUOOI Owx OEET UwPUOWEUUWT T UUWEOT Ua wl
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...

2, #w) "r*ouw. +#' , wl bltkels drid shiovedhis EH@yE O
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toward him, and gets his pistol, cocks it behind his back as CRAZY approaches.

Each raises one open hand.

OLDHAM
&SOOEWEEaAa wOOPOwW-1 UOxBw-1 xOO0UI ODweDOzOwaly
Jack Oldham, Netop Chikatawbak. Got
al Uw2EET T OzUwOl EYl wWOOWEEOxwUIl E0wUxPUwOzZ
Aa00EIl UOwPDUT wOT T wxOOUwkPDIi 1 wEOEwWadUOT zUOD

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 98w!$ 1wOOEUwWI UEYI OaOwEUUwWUI 1 UwbUwbU
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 EEOx Ow( z YI wEWEOUUOI w
OzwUOT T Wl UUBw. Ol WEOGUUOT wOdzUT EVwPUWODPOI w
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to the deal. Six beaver by new moon, that
TTO0xwadlwbdUUy wHEPUz Uwi EPUBS w

OLDHAM uncocks his pistol and shows it with a cracked laugh. CRAZY
1'$ 1woOOOUw?DO0woOYI Uwl PUwi il EE?2 WEUUWEEOz UWEE
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
Ull WEW?EOUUOO> WET T xwEI UPTT OQwUPOwWT DBOOUOWEWUOI
smokes rising. NEPONSET EXTRAS do chores of Winter Camp. A DeerDrive is on,
with Ancestor -ceremonies too. But we see that six other lodges are empty.
her head. SEVEN THUMBS/SWEET GRASS open addge-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$82wWEOEwWS3. , /2. -8w Uw, -8w 11.62wUbl OUw?
gestures the layout of this Deer Drive using the valley as a trap. Now, ALL of these
x1 Ox Ol wET Ox wE OE w UIUGBIWREWxEDED Il Wwd wBQBRWUT EUT wUT |
TUTT w?52wbkbU0l wOT I-<desEdthérdetup) pinekud ETCIOLA U OU]I UUz WEO
the Kill -place. NATIVE CAST wear signs of ceremony, ashes on brows, fresh paint,
blood-UQUET I UwUOWE x x| E WUliSpirits ofl tha Bame] MORTOM »aunad Gome
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 corrmeal on a
smoky fire...

MAVERICK
" T 1T PUwxDxl Aw3dT T aweEOOz UWEUOQuwI YI UAEOEAa WO
EOQOwOi i1 UPOT wEUwWPPOUI UWEEOXxOwWw3 006 ws OUzZ UI

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

al Uz UwEOOI wUUET WEWUUEET w! U0wazo000PY W2 E
people hand you such a profit for the Council
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' U0wi EPUT Ow( wUT pOOwWUT T azUl wi UPOUVUaAawWEEOUU
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bloody in th e snow, Tom. Ships and tanners
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MORTON
Mm. It was Seven Thumbs invited me. No
I EUOBw wUOUET wChthokeUT 1 UwbUOz OwlOO

MAVERICK
Those drums get into your bones. Feel that,
Morton. They breathe how we feel in church.
61T EOI YI UwbUwbhUOwWPUzUwWUOT T wOxxOUDPUT woOl w2
Did they smudge your sins away? Many
UUOPUWUEaAUOQwW?# OO0z UWEOWUT PUwPi wadUwWEIT EU
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MORTON
Only for you, from this (his flask).

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

Ul T wUT I wDeerHSkull gdle, wilhusmoky 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. | 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 -

UPUOOwW( wEOOzUwWOOOPwWI OPwUT T awi BRxT ECwUOOwWO
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+%w/ &$6AwW ObzUwadUUw%»UI OET yw?31T 1 w
3T 1T EOUTI woOl w-1T x0001 2 wbUwUEaAaUdw wOEUGUI wb
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 theoldred-/ | O1 OPEPEOwWUOUET wOzZz EUUD
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
DOWET UUET wEI UxPUT wUI 1 wEOOED®G

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
PEOUUPOUB?2w, . 13. - wxEUUI UwEUw -paintufedinerimarifley1 . " * wq
EOOOUUWEwW?RUUUEOT 1 Uz U2 wOOOOK wivkes a Stdrtling whe 6! * w
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-UU0OO01 wi OUT 1 UUOWEUEIT Ul EWEOPUOwW@UDPYI UUOuU
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,
OO0OPUwWPT EQwUOWOI i1 UOWEUUWI 1 UPUEUT UwkpDUT wli 1 wod

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, | thank

you; and God---The Great Mystery!

ROCK, CHIKATAWBAK look pleased: EXTRAS answer with a gentle rattling, as
1. " *wl EOT UwoOOl wUUOUDPOT woOi wxUUxOl whEOXxUOQWUOUOBE W

2UEEI OCawpki zUI wbOUDPEIT w E-and blbdl wildE EHodging- EUD Y I
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.) | 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. | am The Devil, his brother!

CRAZY BEAR
, EOa w UU O bThefewis®Oather

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

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

$O00UTTBw, -8w 11.627wWwEOCEaAWEDNI UOZzUwOOOPWLIT T OT1
Ul T Uw! BT w6 {aldo,gldhs brd EiMd thé 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 | care, Greedy Gut? Only beause | see you,
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the first time | find you on her tongue ---

BIG WOLF
Is it because you are Red Chief of all 20 Neponset
braves? Because | have cousins now to scatter you?

MANY ARROWS
Because ths moment | 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 ouside. They can lift an arm and rule
their river to this sea. What do | say, Crazy Bear?
?. UUWOEOQAa WEUEYI UwEUI wi 601 OwOOYI UPEOY 2 w

BIG WOLF
(Fetches knife, steps over CRAZY) In you, | 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, | 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,
"t (* 3 6! *wEOEw1."* w ¢pbBand felegatibns InGide Do A w b |
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 stingUwbP DUT wUx OUUWEO7 wWUOEEEEO3 W31 EU
i1 OOETl ZzUwWOEOI wbUW3EUOEI O6w/ 1 gUOUOwWPOUUU
all twixt Mohawk and the sea. They run the Con -
OOEw, EVUVUEUOPUZzZUwl OUwOI OQwET T POEwW! PUw/ 0O
Hear-tell 26 villages send that fellah what he
whistles. Mahk you the red -faced one? That was
, DPEOUOOOOOOWEOOUT T UwUOAEQwWUOOGwW" T UPUUOW
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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
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to learn. How many days this Connecticut.
How do they hold it together. How press it in
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JEFFREYS
(Haggard in hiscoon-l EVAw" T UPUU-wPUWEDOz Uwwl EUU
ary! (ALL LAUGH, as JACK joins them) What ho,
PUzUw' Exxaw) EEOQwWlI POUI Ol nw" OO0 wOOwi 1 OwEO
al UOUDPOz®an2 UEDP

MORTON
-OpwOOPOWPUZ UWE Wl OOEwWUT POT wUT T awl EYT wOE
up the trade. Shave a shilling and you bring down
hordes of untamed mother-in-law. No Newgate
needed, boys.

JACK
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JEFFREYS
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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...
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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
#UDPYIl zUw?52 wi OUw! . 8TheudEBRI beginB®findJthemdelved A=Erdtha
Kill -point, some bolt through, and MANY ARROWS fires his gun and drops the first.
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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-l OUwW i UOOwWUT T w?252 WEOEWUT UOUT T wUT 1 PUwODPE!L
suddenly JACK (gun) and CRAZY BEAR (bow) are in a dead-heat after it. Each falls,
OOGEOUWUT T wOUT T UzUwi EOCOWESEWUT T awlUl EUwbOUOWUT 1
We see the Doe trapped on a deadend above a rocky waterfall. She jumps into
boulders and breaks a leg, washes tumbling away. CRAZY BEAR saeams frustration
ECQEwi PTTOUwWwDLOUOWUT T wEUUUT wOOwi 66066PJdw) " *wUL
power.
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SCENE 9

The Winter waterfall changes slowly to a Spring-UDP Ol w 001 dw OEw OOP U
looking straight up into the sunny branches of an 80-ft. pine UUT I d w61 w' $ 1 wUxL
EPUEUWEOGEwWUT I OWEwWUDPUDPOT wi UOE Ow O Ob WixuuwddiuwE 6 o
UT E U zBdglish énl Native trying together. We hear the chop -chop, chop-chop of two
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scenes:

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

++w" 23wlIREI xOw$#6 1#OWEUUOwWI YT OQwUTT w?2+001 w
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-x DPU8 w6 DUT wUT T OQw) . " - wi DO
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 sweetgrass around the antlers;

(5) MORTON at his cabin-table racks his brain for a poem-line;
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(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
EOUOwWUT T zUwOl xOwEwal EUOWEODE

(10) CRAZY BEAR paints a fierce face on amid BRAVE EXTRAS as they hear the
Maypole-OUT | zUWEUEEOOI UOwUOExUwWEOEWEUEUT 8

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
EOOI Owud die,but...comfort. Our promise,
that life will go on!

S3TTw"1.6#wli DYl UwEwWIi DI UET wOPR WOl w' 411 ' wEC
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-U 0Oz Uw E OE w
bowers...
The CROWD becomes a long serpentine procession bearing the Maypole abng a
seaside trail up to camp and cabins, MORTON, ROCK and CHIKATAWBAK in lead.
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 camghill, 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,
OEUT wUT T wi Ul EDWEOUOTI UUwUOwWwhPUUwWUOxOwUI EEawUT 1
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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
I a4 w& O E O wU-ndkl obhel Ehis is ihdine!

EDWARD
Thosethings 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 jobDOUT UYDPI PWEUUWEOOwWw OO0O6O0Ow Ul pO@iedJanw 2 1 uw
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.)
L O0wU0T 1T O0Owbl OQwloOi 1 EUWOUEOQwPT T UT wUOT T UI zUw
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MORTON
Ahh, how Spring changeth the heart. Well, be
Pl OEOOI w3l OUTT wadUzOO0wi POEwWUT 1T Ul zUwbOU
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. | mean,
Sara had a swolled-up belly and then ---1 mean...

EDWARD
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MORTON
Of course, how kind of you to translate. Walter!
"1 Ox wOUUwi PUUUVwWS$ 01 OPUT wOEEaAawUOwi OOEWEOE
POwaOUOwWOEZEOOwWaOUZz EWOEO]I WwEwWOOYI OawbEDE
Queen and Jack Barleycorn. Gather up, all! Rrrro
gation-time!
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them MORTON fires a pistol high: The Revels are truly on! MUSIC rises: a deep Native
drum-E1 EQwOIl I x UwUDOI wbPUT POWOOEwWS 61 OEOCEZUwUUOT w’
CROP-ROGATION takes this whole ENGLISH/NATIVE community in a wild
paUEET w?21 OUwOUEO? WEUOUOEwW, 1 UUaOOUOUOWEOPOwWUOuU
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gardens and kneel DT T WEOUOB w. OwUIT | wEI EET Owl PUw?T OUODI E
MORTON gives 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 seawater
over the passing crowd and laughs Repent, Repent and Be Purifieéihd this way, we see
al0il 1T w" 23wl EET wbOwi 0O0P1 UUOwWT Ul 1 OUWEOCEwWDOXxUDYD
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 daOEl w UUa Ol wUT EVwEaAawEUUUOOwWwDUw ?
-$/.-2%3w!1 5%20w $#6 1#wPAU0UOOODOT »w EOOOOAO
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 animatmasks 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 | 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, | want to remember this! Let



us give it everything!

JACK
And God bless, we will honor them. | believe he
can. | think Morton can make this work. (He
stands up) Great Kiehtan, burn the lies from my
soul! From today, this is how | 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 the 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
T EUOwW( wOOOPwi OPWEDPT wbUw! BT we 6OO1I zUwi | EU
You. You are the chance for things to go right...

As CRAZY and MANY ARROWS nod, a gun booms...

| EEOWEUOxw, 1UUadouOolw' POOOwWL. " *wEOEwW" ' (*
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
I BUwxT OUUwUOi U8 w1 OEOOwW( whPEOUI EwUOWET ODPI
get through this. | 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...l feel a great fall before my feet.
But | cannot seeit...



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 understE OE Uwa OUS w( Uz Uw
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
? &EOEwW$ OUUAO? WEOEwWPDPUT wEUUOU¥T UOUYET I 1T UUWEOE wl
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
?, EOl wudbOOO0w, EOTl wluuuuoOO600wi OUwWUT T wE
First father of sauce, and deviser of jelly!
Come, eat and drink, until thou dost ned
| Ul EOZ UVDWEOOwWUT awl PUEOTI UOWEOEWEUI EOZ

MORTON scans the circling faces, the sheer variety of about 100 Native and
$UUOxT EOQw?2Uaxl U wEUwWUT T wOUUPEYUEEOI UwEITI T POwUC
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! |
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?

.- +8w$UUOx1 EOUWEOUPI UOWEUUWOOUEOaow?6%$w 1%

MORTON



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?

MOSTofUT T w/ $./ +3wOOPWEOUPTI UOw?6%w 1%$n~

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(C#%$2zwl EQEUwWUOOBE66

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
Ul UUT UwExOOOT awlUOw, . 13. -06w. +#' , WUUEUUUWEOE x x

# UET 2 w gsEuo@edids haad/body, face painted w/pox -sores and weeplines), 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, - whpEI OUwWl PUWEUOUWODPOI WwEWEOONUUOUOWEOE
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drops his costume of grief, and joins JOHN and MUSICIANS to beat rhythm on a
PEUI UUEG
MORTON
Rrrrrise, Oedipus, and if ye can, unfold
What means this whirlpool, &ath, beneath the mold
When woman, solitary on the ground
Sitting and weeping her children is found?
s3PEUWUT T w&OEET UUwWOI wi UOEOwWOOYIT UUwWE
Grim King James, Neptune, with her plaint,
and made him send forth heroes, to the sound
of trumpet loud! Atwhich, 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 himseH-Directed thus, by Fate
To comfort Woman, so unfortunate.
(WEOwxUOI 1 U beautebus Methery | z UwO P Ow
3T EQuwl 1 Ul z UwE-dopHarJrionaiothe@ Oz UWET ODPEI
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Till this our Revels heals her raeand mine!
Oh, healer Asklepios, come! We know right well,
37T 1T wi Ul EOW$EUVUOT w, OUT T UZUWEEOOWOOOT w
Aye, but that same Love points us this land,
With Proclamation, friends! The first of May
Shall here, at Merrymount, be holy day!

Uw &(+! $13w EUOxUw T PUw EOQUUUOI Ow UT OPUw T PO
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boom. PEOPLE cover ears and give ahaftUEEUI Ew' . . 1 86 w! OUUw, . 13. -2
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, | am
POwWUT T w/ UOOPUI Ew+EOEnw+O0T wobPYIl w" EOEEOn
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
" OEEal OUUIl OwUl Obws 1 OQwUOT 1
UEOI wE wl E O E-Nowtlri thiz weauyUtld 1 U
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Learning---Aye, there you go...
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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.
(UwUT PUw, OUUOOzUwUI OPT POOOWOUwWPT EUY



ROCK
Feels familiar. Merrymount, he said the name
will be. Look at all these people...

6 +3%1wiPDOPUT T UwOEDPODPOT w231 1 w/ Ol OzU~» w/ EUVEI
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...
3TTw"1.6#wWEIT DPOUWUOWUUEOXx WEOEWEOExwWUT 1T w?220
begins. More voices join in with each verse and Chorus:

Drink and be merry, merry, merry boys,

+1 UOWEOOwa OUUWET OPTT UUWET wbOw' adl 0z
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 yourhead, and fear no harm,
%OUwWl 1 Ul zUwl OCEwWOPZUOUWUOWOIl | xwb(
So drink and be merry, merry, merry boys...
Nectar is a thing assigned
lawUOl T w#l1 DPUPI Uz wOPOwWODPOE
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...

&PYIT wOOwWUT T w-a0xT wUOlI EUzUwi UT'T wi UOGO
NorrDBUT wgEOOUT gwod®OUwW2EOUET wOz1 U



Lasses in beaver coats, come away,
Ye shall be welcome to us night and day.

To drink and be merry, merry, merry boys...
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struggling in her eyes; (3) SARA peers from a cabinrwindow, turns from the festivities;
(4) WHOLE CAST lines up to lay green boughs etc. at feet of JACK and FIRE a 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
- EUUET EOQOUI OUUWRET T T U?2wl0O0wW! (&w6. +%WEUwW?I BRxI UOw
(10) Under a crimson-yellow sunset the WHOLE CAST shares a wild game of
21 OOUEEOO? wUx w EOE w El® beban. Baor@sDad hus Gsplituttie Onigl, |
laughter, drunken braw Is: 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.
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(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 summeris& OODP Oz wUOOEEaO
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
EEOQUUOwWNUUUWPEUET POT wl EET wOUT 1 UwbpPUT wEwi UDI C
, .13, -zZU0wUOUUOWEOGOI Ubw' T wi OUT UUwUTT wkPEUI Uu
UBTT UOWEOUUI Uwi PUWUOUET OWEOEwWUT 1T Ul ZUWEwWUOOU
U1 UUOT w U i-andi suddenty Ehis whole face comes alive as he follows the
flight of a magnificent Red Tail Hawk. It lands atop the Maypole. MORTON glows.
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happens next.

---PART 2---

SCENE 10
' UPT T OwUUOOI UwEEawEUwW, TuuadobuOlow/ OPOOUT 7
and ALLERTON (w/dark comb -over) face the Maypole and puzzle at the nailed-up
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WINSLOW
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love to this employment...

WINSLOW turns for service. ALLERTON knocks his pipe against a big cask and
6(-2+. 6wbPDUWUEEOEEODP&l EwPUZUWEOOWET |1 OWEUUOOB wt
with fishing poles and fat trout on lines...

WINSLOW
You there! Come here. You | 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$1wWEwW?- 062 Aw6il wUli |l OWUUEOUEEUDPOOwWPHU
one---Big Wolf, of these parts?

WALTER
(Takes a whisper from LITTLE MOON) Ohh,
Big Wolf? To be sure, he was here, about a
Pl 1 OOWEOEWEWEOUXx O wi UOEUI EwOUT 1 UUnw" EOQZ
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WINSLOW
Yes, yes. Fetch your Master. Our scullion Sara
at least will honor the terms of her indenture.
(Looks around for Sara)...

WALTER
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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
UT Ow' OEEEOOEOYy w61 O0nw3iT 1l w+OUEzUw#EawUl U
the weary. My Wal ter put some trout on for
A0Uy W& OOEW&OEwWUT T awl ECwUPT 1 U8 w(zOwWEI UED
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
Ows$ O1 OPUT whPOOEOOWI 1 Ul yw+EEOQwWUIT I zEwWEIT w,
six fishermen, if not myself! (Nobody laughs.)
| assure you | know of no such party. Howsome -
ever, gentlemen, we are about to begin lunch,
Pl zYIl wOT 1 wEEPOUDPI UVDWEUEOS w( wi DPOEWEWEDPUwW
healthful, mornings here. And just today? |
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, theguns.6 1 z Y1 w
just purchased new boats. Those infernal canoes!



WINSLOW
Boats? You said to dine...

MORTON
3T T wUxOUUOwWwaodoUuUOT wOEOOwWPUzUwT OOEwi GUwadu
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shot makes flavor. Live like a lord! | try to teach
that youth of yours did come here. The boys
style him Master Bubble. Off we go then! (MOR -
3. -wEOExUwW" . 't , . "*zUwUl OUOEIl UWEODOE W' (2
delight with a hunt drags WINSLOW along)...

-ObpwpbkPl wUITTw, .13.-0OwWEOT wWwEOEWG6 +331wbDOweE
islands, both with guns. A far Boommakes MORTON stand/wave his arms to
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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 atthe oars x EEE Ol Uw? OP Ol WwEWEOP wPOWEWEET I 62 w
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

OEUT TUBAwW T 1T Owbicaked!Oied hed®© ws i OWEOUOD

desert nomads, Brother Hiram, but---Why!

SCENE 11
Merrymount, late summer night: MORTON and friends sit back from a
Ol UVUawOOEUUI UrYI OPUOOwWI 1 EUDWEOwWUT T wEEOxZz UL
behind. ROCK has her arm around RIVER, as JOHN, WILLIAM, GILBERT and
SWEET GRASS enjoy oldCHIKA-3 6! *zUwOOOEwmi 1 wOOPwPI EUL
English coat):

CHIKATAWBAK



The English eat well. But, mustard? Nnhh! And what
is this queer thing has me by the legs--A table!

3T 1T wi UPl OEVUWOEUT T OWEUUWOOUPET w, . 13.-zU
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
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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-x OU U wi OUwUT 1 wOP Ol Uwbdz O wedpr O
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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

Uil OUPOI OU0wi UOOWOUUwOawxEUUadw6l zYI wi OOU
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Now, at dawn along Merrymount shore with its boats and dugouts,
MANY ARROWS and CUTSHAMEKIN haul up a dugout heavy with furs.
"432' ,$*(-wUOExUw, -8zU0wU-BUO&GPUQWI I ®EUwWS
troubled look at the fur -bundles. The dry black face of a raccoon sticks out, a



i OR z Yag.IMANY ARROWS sees a woman up-beach, a flower in her hair. He
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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. Shekisses his
honorable hand.)

MANY ARROWS
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somebody did that. | was not brave, when Willow
left me. | think you and | have more between us...

RIVER
You are a brave. But our enemies are shadows. |
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 | see a man to hold the worlds
together, with many arrows. Maybe you can use help...

MANY ARROWS
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. | tell him, Stay Calm...And then
| 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
| paddle pretty good. Help me be useful...



MANY ARROWS
You are. And you honor me. | 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
OUOET WEUwWUT I PUWUEEOI dws$#6 1#0wU0i T woOl UU0I Uz
waits with quill/paper ready:

MORTON

Hear-ye, Hear-ye! Seems our sanctified neighbors wish
U0wl0OwgUpPUwUT T wEOUOUUaABwW3OwW?EI EUI wEOEWE
irregul ar practices in these parts to the defiance of His
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running to the Romans! (Drinks) | assure you, boys,
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grandmama? Sir Edward of the winged foot, half -a-
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WALTER and the others hardly dare laugh.

EDWARD
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Now we see empty lodges of the Neponset winter-camp (Scene 8), but
with the land late -summer green. JACK (barefoot, in deertrousers/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
Ul T Uw) "*OwUl UOPUWEWOUUWEOSEWUTT awNOPOwi OB
FIRE...

SWEET GRASS
(Tousles him) Just like your fathers when | 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
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marrying in. He can keep the trade. You (FIRE)
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self. I never knew it was asking so much. So easy. |

feel full, and peaceful, doing nothing. Admiring the
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stand there so slender, like women dancing in a line...

FIRE
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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...

face.

FIRE
And | had a dream. Remember | 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 | saw that fire in my dream, that
you called Foxfire. That is a name, Jack! Boy or gir}--

JACK
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Sounds like some do-good outlaw in a bad play.
61T awolOl EYI OwbT awl0Tl T wOUT T UU0wOOPOwWaObUwWEOO?
How do you know this, Sweet Grass? Black arts...
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JACK gazes up. The skythunders, and a drop of rain splats him in the

As we now see MORTON, this Graphic: 61 UUET UUUI U0UOwOUw?6I

south of Merrymount: June 1628.( Uz UwOEUIT wEIl Ul UddwinGrédingc OwUT B U
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, bodt, fowling -



gun and 3 fat Grouse on a line; plus his sword/dagger belt, silver flask, satchel.
We hear loud thunder as they hurry...

in...

MORTON
Good, just made the rain! Good old Weecha
gaskas! Thine oysters eat sweet as a Westminster
spinster. So you callthis Weymouth now, eh Bill?
S8OUWUEY!I EwPT EOUWPEUWOIl I OwoOi wbUBd ws OPAEEI U
sniffs by the door and seems alerted.)

JEFFREYS
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MORTON eyes Jeffreys as he opens the door: MORTON doffs hat, goes

We see the crude interior (a cot, rusty tools, table under an openshuttered

window) as MORTON enters through a second inner door with a latch. And
OT 1 Ul wOUEBEWS (&' 3w/ +(, .3" w$731 2wp?EOEUI UL
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 blockdt as the

OTHERS strip Morton of gun and grouse, sword and all, his silver flask.

POV NEEEN ~
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MORTON
@? %l 1 OU? wOOUUwWOI wUPODUEYI OEUOAW3T EUwPEUW
am acting authorized---1 am the authorized agent
of Sir Ferdinando GOUT 1 UOw* OPT 1 UOw' PUw, ENI UUazU
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
, 1T UETl OEUaAwOO001 anw. T OwaduUzYl weddl wbUOW"
Shrimp ---
STANDISH comes up and smashes MORTON in the face.
STANDISH

2T O0wUx86 w6l wEPOzUwUOI xUwUPOWEEaAaUwWPEDPUDO
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with his sodo mites. (He shoves MORTON onto

UT 1 wEOUB Aw- OPwUPUB w( wEPOZ UOWEEOUUWUOWOEU
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us them grouse outside. (THUNDER) Christ, my gut.

(He goes to the keg for remedy.)
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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, - wxOEaUw?601 wbUwOIl O2 whEUET T Uwli 1 OwUI U

The same room in darkness with flashes of heat lightning: STANDISH,

, $- WEOE W) $%%13$82wUOOUI wbOw?i 0O0x2wxOUBUDPOOU
MORTON lies awake, face-up, listening. He lifts his head; sits up; draws up his

OO01I 1T UOwUT 1 OWUUEOGEUOWUI lauyhie. Heatlighintad shavesrE OE wU T
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
himtoOd w. UUUPEI Owi PUWEOT w$OPAEEITI Ul wNUOxUwWwOO
Ol il U62w! U0w, .13. - wEOCOI UWEEEOQwWPHDUT wi BUwWUDO
door, and runs...
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JEFFREYS cowers, GUARDS slam into each other, STANDISH screams...

MORTON laughs as he scampers up dark trail; crosses broad marshlands
UGEI UWEUEUT 1T UwOl wUT UOE Eamdda anbtl &lopHp@ritir@inb EET U w
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...

(UzUwOPUUVAWEEPOWEUwW, 1 UUaO0OUOUZUWOEDOWUE
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the Maypole...

MORTON
Thank God! Savages, Savages! Get all your guns in
here, no joke and powder too! (rushes into his cabin)
2 EY E1Nifoimud? niroid 8 6 2 wopb B Gaiv,@itg) wi EPUT Owo

Inside his cabin (details Scene 6, a window each side of the door),
MORTON primes his biggest new gun, a bright -EUEUUa i EO6E=x wpbi OUI
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 Ilug 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
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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.
(UzUw0T OU1 wel UEOT T Ewl YEOTT OPUUUB wp#UDOO
not understand what they hope for, harassing the
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GILBERT

What now Mister Morton?

MORTON
UOwl EET WEWEUx Aw61 OO0O0OwWw( z OwdOUwaUPUI wUUU



Now we gaze up Merry OO UOUw' POOWEUw, OUUOOZUWEEEE

clatter of gear and guns MYLES STANDISH careens acrosscamera as if ducking

heavy fire. He takes cover behind a shoesized rock on the slope, preps his

weapon, signals Comé Now he cocks his gun---Come on, al@dy 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 bulletzzzip! just

past him. In the cabin, MORTON and WALTER prime guns at a window each,

while GILBERT guzzles drink...

MORTON
Like my new snap-l EQET Ow" ExUEDPOYy w+1 Uz UWEEOOWE wx E
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WALTER
Puh! He says, Surrender all your arms.

MORTON
Ever hear of legal authority, lawful charges?
Ahh, you might ship me home, " Ex UEDPOnw wOEOz U
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 piecedoaded---

GILBERT faints., . 13 . - wUT EOI Uwl DU wi | EE wBobmsE UwOI [
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he screams outside, Bloody SavagesBut he sees friend DAVID TOMPSON
strolling up Merrymount Hill...

MORTON

" OOE Owb Uz U hizd GadDavid Guuey!O U w

MORTON with best gun/pistol rushes outdoors: TOMPSON looks
through the gun -smoke as STANDISH and MEN mount the hill in a horde, and
x DOl wxEUUwWl POwi OUw, OUUBOS

TOMPSON
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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—E U0 wl DBUwOOUT wUUOUwOOL
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 EffectWhooshO D Ol WEWEOEUU WO whPOEwWUEa Uwl Ob wi
country ---and so MORTON thumps down on the same ET EPUWET | OUT wpkpbDUT w
Governor BRADFORD (black beard, short hair, patched blue suit/lace collar); who
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BRADFORD
You again. Employment for locals, this? Sports,
bowling, frisking like fairies, or Furies rather. We
know your treasonous secret. You not only
EUI EOwaOUUw* DOT zUw/ UOEOEOEUDOOS w8 OUwi OE
lascivious, without fear of God, before women and
children. The country, sir, will not bear this ---

MORTON
Mr. Bradford. | 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 own law. May | 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
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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?

3T T w?EOUPI UMWhddhtand @€ddd NIORTON being dumped into the
Ul Ez UwUI B &Bifdh boat unddr STANDISH and TEN MEN. MORTON fights
to hold on, grab supplies: a MAN snatches off his wampum -necklace. A graphic
appears on-screen:
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MORTON
Mind telling me the plan? Give me a
knife, a waterskin! Where are my flask and
sword, you petty bastards! Touch the plan -
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necks! Moles! Ye cramped cretins! Captain
Shrimp! (He staggers ashore with nothing)
You fuckers. Bloody Odysseus! Yesterday |
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.
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AdvancePlanters, Massachusetts Bay Company:
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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
PxUDYEUI wxDPUET »wOOwW&OEwWPDPUT wi al UwUT U0Bw! U0wO
including EDWARD and RATCLIFF...
EDWARD peeks to the sunny door, and up the aisle come BRADFORD,
6(-2+. 6WEOEW ++%$13.-8w OOwUT EOI wi EOEUY?» OEawl E
tall waspy REV. FRANCIS HIGGINSON in black frock, Bible under arm; and REV.
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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
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crouch...

EDWARD
(Batting his eyes to fake bright light) Such
brightness, please, my eyes! Ohh, | knew!
Unworthy | am, but | knew the Lord would
strike me came | here! It was to be, here and
gentlemen! Oh, theirs are eyes shake a sinner!
(RATCLIFF comes closer, AMUSED, amazed.)
Well at least some white men here stands for
37T 1T w+OUEBSw. T WEUOUT T UUOwW( wUEPwWPUwWDP OwWE wi O
incantation ---These men, these strangers to
my eyes, dear brothers, these are the men that
PEOOQwPPUT w3T 1 w2xbPUPUBw OEwWw( OwxOOUwxET EO
Maypole, The Spirit has its hands, its hands |
say, upon my heart!
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offense: BRADFORD, WINSLOW and MINISTERS glare RATCLIFF down, and ALL the
MEN take a sheepish look at each other--E OE wlOT I OwUT OU0w?' EOOI OUNET n
Outside this place EDWARD rests, takes water under a tree. HYMNS continue
inside, plus harangue from HIGGINSON, and BRADFORD watches the door.
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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 | speak
for others, men not persuaded by a single day
well -done. We seek your advancement...
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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
| 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 awater-UODPOwOY1 Uw, OUUOO7z UWEOBPUUI Ul Ewi EET wEO!
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
a0lUw* DOl zUw" OUGCEMBauODP Ol Uwa OUWET 0UI
things come from your planter -friends. Boys
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CRAZY BEAR
You people are trouble even to yourselves.



Well, we have come to help you.

ROCK
Crazy Bear is saying something, Thomas. You
E OOz UwoO hé kagnlvotkedun 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 asa moun-
tain. The Serpent teaches patience, the long
cunning that guides out of the trap...

CRAZY BEAR
P$ ONOaPOT wi. " *zUwl UT Aw3dT 1 w&UPET woOI wda wU
gave me my name: it means the only one who
OOOOUWEUEAAOQWEOSEWUT 1 wOOOa wdO! whT OwbUbz U
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. | too am having
a religious experience. Now help me out of it
EQEwOl Uz UwEd wi 6pOT WEEEO

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. | know you understand
how a woman works to hold so much together.

CRAZY BEAR
She holdsus together even with Big Wolf. What
is @ man who buys his power? Stinking blue
NEEOI U w6 DUT OUUw1BYI Uwbkbi zEwi EYT wOOwal Ul
and he takes a Willow to hang this wampum on.
| want to know how it is that people despise Big



Wolf, and every one wants 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
/ O1 EUIl OwbPUzZUwWEI | OwoOOO0UT UwOl wUUOOI Uwl 1 Ul

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! | wanted a family...

CRAZY BEAR
Think we paddle so far for strangers? Season
is over. Soon a fishboat will come by. Thomas.
@ | WUUOEOEUWEOEW?EUEOUWUXx?2 w, OUUOOOWOPEOU
stone.) Look, how Rock holds you up upon the
PEUI UUB wp+EaUwWEwWlI ECEwWOOwW, OUuUUOOzUwWI T EES A
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 dudedup
i OUw?+ OO0E OO w E U Uavii geeerr lumpyCsuit ESAILTREEXTRAS help the
wretched MORTON up on deck. MORTON sees OLDHAM and w inces...

OLDHAM
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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!

8OUZEwWUI POOW( zOwWUT T wi 1 OUOT wil Ul dwep/ EVVUW
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(A SAILOR shouts and we see a 3masted
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families, patent, OOE OOWUUOEOQWEOE w! PEOI 8 w&EOI z UwUx
for the likes of us, eh?
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SCENE 13

Merrymount, Autumn 1629
Bright-l OOEw i OOPET 1 wUT POT UwbPOwOOUODLOT wUUOB w3
clouds and blue sky over Ul | wbDUOEOEU8wWw UOwUI T wEEOxzZUwWwOEDOW
healed) gives a lesson in gunrepair 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

eoN A~ s

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

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 | 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.

2UEEI 00a0Ow3s$-w?13$&4+ 12wEUOOUI Ews O1 OPUT w2.
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ELIZABETH growls and SOLDIERS chase her off. WILLOW makes BIG WOLF sit, and
calms CRAZY BEAR...
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a pasty man of 35 with pointed red beard, buffed armor -plate, helmet, ruff-collar, and
weapons under his big dark cape: arigid 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 eageri OUwb T EUz Uwl OPOT wUOwT E x »
). "' - wOUETT Uw6 +331wUOW?PEQwWUOOIl UT POT 02 wEUU
rummage the table and show ENDICOTT the gun -pieces...

JOHN
61 aOw( wi PEEOI wUOOOwW" ExzOnw3EOI wi Il UwdUUOw
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a duet! Name your favorites...

ENDICOTT
You still live because you look a fool. This is
the Charter, from King Charles, to this ground.
| am Captain John Endicott, the appointed gov-
ernor of this place now. Here on first order of
businessand in good time! More than enough
to prove a charge. Sergeamat -arms! See to
that pagan monstrosity (the Maypole). There
will be better walking here, | assure you all...

RATCLIFF
Sir, Sir. Till we talk the corn, and beans?

ENDICOTT
(PUSEPEAOQWEUEPUWUPOUEAW?, 1 UUAaOOUOU? woi
New England is over! As of today, this place



stands within New Israel; and is henceforth

Mount Dagon, in testament to your philistine,

fish-OEDOI Ewi PUTT UOI Oz UwWwEIT xUEYDPUDI Ud wp3 Ow
WOLF, CRAZY and WILLOW) You, yo u, off to
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Shoo, Shoo!

ALL at table look incredulous, do not move.

WALTER
(Rises slowly: BIG WOLF touches him to go easy.)
(ZOwWEI UEPEwWUT 1T wOOOawoOEPi UOwWTI OYI UOOUWI 1 U
The Council for New En gland, and our inden -
ture to our master. This plantation is pro -
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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
(ZEWEUUOWUT PUwx OEET WEOEwWUI OOwUT 1T wOOUwOoI
contracts. But alright then. Higgins, come here!

This is your proper Indian agent. (As ENDI -
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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. (Singsong)

Also, we come to learn from you old -timers. As
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up country, as your custom is. Let him learn.
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SOLDIER EXTRA
Look out, Captain Endicott!



ENDICOTT whirls, ducks aside---and the Maypole (antlers, tethers and all)
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ENDICOTT
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WALTER
(Quietly) Well, so long, mates. Without the
OEUUI UOwWUT T ZUWEOOT wi OUBwW!' 11 OwoObO0DPOT WEU
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JOHN
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(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 | showed
ye. A part of us, to keep home a home. Blasted
blue-EUUI EWEx OUUOI UBw' | EUUZUWEOOOEWEUDPOU WU

JACK
(With BIG WOLF scowling at him) We knew it

WILLOW reaches for this hand, that, but then draws back...

And now we see a large dugout-canoe headed upriver, with CRAZY BEAR
paddling front, HIGGINS in middle with gear/traps/igun ? PD-EBI EwbPDUT whbDOEIT U
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
(WPEPUwWUOWUIT 1T wi OpwUIl
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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

UOOT UUwadUzUl wWEUOUOEB w' ( &&(-2wEEUET T Uw
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a cigar-store Indian.) Ungh! Good day voyage,

Higgins. Sleep here, heap good! Tomorrow,

the beaver plantations. No fire, eat cake. Ungh,

Nipmuc Chaquakok 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 abig knife with strips of deer -
meat. HIGGINS, disgusted with the service, smiles big and watches every move.
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laugh...

HIGGINS
Well, uh-—-( wi Ul U Gdakezm® EhOesi bffl
81 UOWEEOz Uwl OwEOCaxOEE]I whbPUT OU0wadlUwUT O
OCEwbi ZOOWEOOW!I OQwlOOwWUOT I xwlOT 1T 66 w81 UOw( z
if you need me. A man needs shoes, good shoes!
Friend, right?
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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 to 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 niefough the woods. THE ROCK skips through
trees above: HIGGINS screamsJesus! Arrowsland 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
OPOOUwWl POUI Of wWECEWPUZ UwOUUwWIi EUOUYy w6 i EVw
scare him for?

BIG WOLF
| told you! Listen, UT T Ul z Uwil PUwUT &1 U w&il UDwi PU
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CRAZY BEAR
Blast, let him fetch his packs home! If we go
back with no Hig gins--—-' 1 w? EV0Uwi PUwUT UOEU>? K660

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 | am glad. But, the past...

CRAZY BEAR
p* OOP UwP 1 Bghpdiakds Gplabtheir
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
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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? | mean, did Bubble
---Oh, sacre merddid Higgins come home?

GILBERT/WILLIAM laugh. SKELTON slams The Bible shut...

BIG WOLF
+DUUI OQwOOwWOl OwaObUluUw?xUOxI UwET T OU» wEOOUI



camp two nights ago. He must be back. The
man is crazedin his brain!

&(+! $13wWECEwW6(++( , WEOExwi EOEUwUOwWI T EEUOU
SKELTON. SKELTON gives CRAZY BEAR/BIG WOLF a one-eyed look as he listens.
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bisket-bag. JACK takes the bag...

SKELTON
(Disdains the shoes) And | suppose even a
madman would run off without his shoes?
(Takes up Bible) Do not imagine | stand here
alone. You will return Master Higgins. Or, | can
assure you, as this Word assures all Egland---
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-
UEEOI wx1 UUOO8 w! U0wPUwUI 1 OUw' T T HOUZwUT
here to the bisket...

SKELTON
Nn. We can believe Cain, here, or--Yes yes, |
see. Though you, Jackis 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.)



Ssssservantboy! | am better than you!
CRAZY BEAR feints at SKELTON, and BIG WOLF lets him:

CRAZY BEAR
| 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 ragtag 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 (lateterm pregnant), JACK and SWEET GRASS
welcomed-in by RIVER. RIVER sees WILLOW, then turns away: their welcomes show
6(++. 6wbl EQCwUT 1T zUwOOUDPOT 8
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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
(UwOi T Ul wEQA wWOUT T UwODPOEY w21 1 wi OOUPI Uwb
glow, pats her big belly) The truth is, | ate the
man, justUOwWOE Ol wOUOUEOI wUOwadUz EWEOOT wl 601 8
Alright, | ask my tongue to behave, for you
(pats belly). | thought I could live alone! Let me
see under, | think you trick me in!



RIVER laughs, then almost sobs. FIRE hugs her; and JACK lays hands on both.
HeiUw? UUa B OT wU O wE-and xhenlh® bedrd an OuisBléddoramotion of voices
and cheers, and backs away...

Outside, MANY ARROWS, SEVEN THUMBS and BRAVES troop into the
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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. | leave again.
Because of more than one fool, our son Crazy
Bear....The heart you gave him, Massachusett! |
know what | 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
T U008 w! U0w( WUEPwW" UE4daw! l EUzZUwWI T EVU0wbPDxI
when he danced between the worlds. | think he
goesthere again and | think we will need him
tomorrow. But Connecticut country has
trouble now. So | go to find him. Our son
belongs here---and so do we.

The CROWD gather closer to wish MANY ARROWS well...

FIRE
P3O0wl (581 Aw- OPw( wOOOPWET UUI Uwbl awaduUsd
approached him...

RIVER
There is only one measure of a man.

JACK



(Comes up chomping astew-E OO1 Aw( z OwoOi | wi OU
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 1629ISAAC 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; andthe well -1 T 1 Ol Ew$#6 1#w&(!'!.-28w3T1 awEE
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
I DYl UWEEEOw, OUUOOzZUwWUPOYI Uwi OEUOWEOEWUPOUES w,
parents again. He simply smiles:

MORTON
Cheerio...



With English WALKING MUSIC (lute/guitar/flute/drum) we follow MORTON
EUwi T wUUUDPEIT UwE OO OiAuumE thaskite! EDWARDUNS newEhirgd U w
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 rivebank,
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 lon
Endycut, Akting Guv., etc., etc., Shalom.

Ow, OUUOOz Uwcabirdweah®dd Gid @ngrily rummaging. MORTON
comes out in shirtsleeves with precious Day-Book in hands. GILBERT and WILLIAM
pbPy¥) OT Oz Uwi PEEOI AwOOOOWOUOEOWUODI 1 U w-Eolesuits # 6
his cabin, and scowls at the choppedup 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.
DIEw( wUEawaO®Uz EwUOEI UUUEOEY

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, SamMaverick and Bill
Blackstone say many more of these notyour -
English may be coming.

MORTON
Their reform, their religion is to make us all

1#G

2000wCawsO1 OPUT 62 w(zOwUOOEWYI UawdbbpUOUOI O

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
EOIl UUnw6 EPUB W, awEOT Ows OPAEEI Ul wOawEOT &

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. Like 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 | 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 1 know --( Z7 OWET UEPEwWPUZ7z U888 UEOUB W+ OOOC
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 OO1 Zz UWOEOEUwWPPOOWET wUET T dw6T EUw(
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
EOEWUUET Ow( 2-0wUlUUl wOEODa

SEVEN THUMBS
We are not in their country! No winter camp?
What about firewood? Gardens get tired. You
T EYI Oz OwET 1T Owi 1l Ul woOOOT 6 w# OO0z 0wadblwuUi OI O
Great Serpentstones up country? Thatis not
UTT wi YPOWOOT wbOwa OUUWEODOOG

ROCK
P3OUET T Uw2$5%$- ZUwWEUOAW3T OOEUOWUT E0whbUwWO
time in my life Grandfather spoke across another
OEOzZUwPOUEUBwWHT 1 Owi PUWUOPOWPUwWOOUWUT PEO
you know how it goes. Salt. Salt...

MORTON
My friends, dear friends, | am almost br---(broke).
Let me confess. | am nobody in England. A petty
lawyer. | have no power, no say, just a few clients
with big friends, who use me for pennies. But
this is my heart. | am here because | love this
place,asa OO0l 6w OEwadUs w3l OUIl w?000wdaws 61 OB
we call Puritans. They despise our home, as a place
of sin---So what can they possibly love here? My
$01 OPUT wUEaAOw?, EUUPET | wEOGEwW' EOT DOT wEOOI
EIl UUPOad~>w6T 1 Ul waOUwOEOT wadUuUwi 601 Owaodu
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
UxwUOT 1T PUwWl EQEUSAw! aw&OEOw( z Owl OPOT wUOwP
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
#O0O0zUwWUEOOWODPOI wkPl zUI wi 601 dw200ws$ 01 6PUI
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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
3T PUwUOCaw?iI EET U wOOwPPOUT UwoObT T Uywayp OODOOL
Many soft voices sing? & OE w1l UU w8 O U w, I ttdna fiddiegds ®dicOmedéad 2
, T UUaO0OUOUZUwi B OO U-6ventreds, Keed shovute BdldoousE $Snd (bik
xEx] UwPDOEOPUWEUDPT T OwpbPUT WOEOx UWEOEwWpDOw, . 13.
once. Christmas wreaths w/berries festoon the camp, and many footprints cross to
, OUUOOZUWEOOUB w" O00UIT w EkBowderGindiey & Hali-eatén dddd éhd U w O w |
ducks roast on spits (Ohh, tidings of comfort and joy) 6
Two English boats beach at Merrymount, and over the icy-caked bows come
$O0T OPUT w2. +#($12wl GUDxx1 EwODPOI w$ OEPEOUUZz UwbI O
/' T OxOl wUPUwWXxEEOI EwPOUOwW, OUUOOZUWEEEDPOWEOD
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 x EUET O1 OUwpkPDHUT wUOT 1 wUBDUOI w?! EEE]
EEOYI wYT UUT UBw' 1 wEl EOCEPOUwWPDPUT WEUOEEwW?T T OUUwWU

MORTON
The Magi told of a prodigious birth/That shortly
should be found upon The Earth....(WE SEE
2. +#(%12zw! . . 32wl4d4--(-&wd/ w33"' $w (++K
...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.-zU0wi UOGOUWEOOUWOPEOUWOXx] OOwUT 1T whDOEWO
scream. WALTER pulls a pistol as ENDICOTT shoves in, frosty, sword out, with
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WALTER
3T T wi il OOwUOUU WOl WEEXxUEPOWEUT wadUy w" OUOE



ENDICOTT
Use that or put it down. This is a Sequestration!
That means every one of you is not a menber
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

- OO0 wb O U OnEtd®te thistekEn for thieves.
Do close the door, Father Time?

PHILIP RATCLIFF
(shoves inside inill-l POWEUOOUA W61 z Ul wUOUUa
UPUOwWPUzZUwUT T w"ExUEPOwWI PUwbPi 1l zUwEaADOI O
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
x DOl wOzT VUUOWUOwWxOI EUI wOT T w" 60O0xEOGanw3i O
EPOOwWUPUOwWPLI wOl EO0wWOOwWI EUOnwep' | ZUWEUET I

ENDICOTT
Away, this madman! Well, he had that last right.
These winterskilled T EOT w/ OPOOUT z Uwl OOEwx1 Ox Ol &
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
61 EOWEOwaduwll pOOwW?21 xEUEUPUO? wbUy w, I UU
Outside, ENDICOTT slams the door and roof-UOOP wx EUUT Uwi DPOd w' 1 wU
UOCEl UwbPEan>w Uw2. +#($12wUUOwWwEawPbUTl WEEUOI UUw
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
61 awWEEOz OwUT 1 awNUUUWEUOOwW31T OOEUY

SCENE 14

Massachusetts Bay, June 1630

2xUPOT ow6l wUI I wEwWPPETl wYDPI PwOi wsand) giéed Ow' E U
islands, herons and seabirds 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 6month BABY BOY to be called WISHON. SAM
MAVERICK strolls into them with pipe and half -needed cane. ALL greet and
, 581 (" *wUI T UwOT Tl w! TO0wWwoEDPEYwWBT T Ow) 581 (" *u
group to come see something...

Now we see a fleet of 7 English ships at anchor (fishing-vessels, galleonstyle
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./ wpebPOw&OYI UOOUZzZUwWUI EWUEUT OwUUIT T xOl wl E
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?
#0007z 0woOPOl wUI T wyuoOi OO6wdzUT T PUU

Qu

But MORTON is watching a Red Tail Hawk climb the sky in slow spirals,
ignoring the crows that squawk at her tail and fall backward...

MORTON
Oh dear God...Handsome thing, | never could...



What? Well, Sam. Those are not my English. Bill

Blackstone already asked could he hunt up fresh

YDUUOI Uwi OUwUT T PUWUPEOB w?- EaOwUT OUwWEUUw
notofthe” OOT UI T EUPOOG2» w' | Ox wOl wEl EPOOwPT EU
century is this?

MAVERICK
6 O0OZ OWET wi 1T Ul wOOOT dw" EOzUwUI OOws i OwOEUI
PEUI UwlOl EUOwUEaUw( 6w OxT nw8zOI 1l EwODPOI wU
bricks--P OO0z UwlOl OUwPOwUT I wWUEDPOOWUEaAUwW( dw3T 1 t
Ol wlUOw3 600wkl zUI wiod.Owdz UT T wubT T ODWEOOOU
New Israel. We be without. Tobacco on you?

JACK
@ Ow, . 13.-7ZUUwOUETT Aw' 1 Ul OWEwWxDOET dw-1 buw

LIKES THE FIRE does not like what she sees in the harbor below...

MAVERICK
. T OwEOI UOz UwUT 1 wOPUUOT wedbUT OOWEUET wi PUw
to all the smelly in-laws and outlaws? Marriage
EOEwl EOT PO7Z wEOOI wEawEI UUPOAOWEOOZzZ Uwadluw
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
6 O U OE O zttythaOdorielusion. Old Blackstone says,
61 zUl wWEUwWTI OOCEwWODPYI wbOw3UUOI awEUwWUOET UwU
saders. Gonna build them a city on those three hills
UUIl EwWUOOWET w! POOZUOWOOEW3UDPOOUOUEDPOB wW! PO
UUOOTI UUwOUUwi pUUOwWUT ithi OwUOOO0w" EOOD Oz wi
every Sagamore wants grog and a kettle for the wife.

MORTON
Really? They seem to have a plar--



Now a Special Effect/Edit adds a Whoosh! like a whirlwind (as before); and we
see a backrow view inside a SETTLER-crowded, hewn -timber Puritan meeting-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®@alpny, September 7, 1630

Inside this place Planters BLACKSTONE, MAVERICK and JEFFREYS share a
log-bench (all 3 cough at times on pipes). By the headtable 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,
xEUUwxExT U0wUPOOwW6 (-3"1./ WEEOT UWE wWE Eshaven,OUIT Uz U
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
UT 1T wil 001l U6ws$#6 1#wWUEOUUI UwE GEMOREMunousletd wx UBDUO
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 whato

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.) Akhm.
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
p+ OOOUWEUOUOEWEEUI Il UOOaAw&OYI UOOUB w( z VI
honored with your name, sir. That was a Cour t
Order, not a discovery or a trial. May | 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, | am a barrister,

Ol w" 0PI 1 OUEZUw( OOOWEWOOOPOWET T OUwWOI w31T 1

Good sirs, what hear we to a charge but--canoe

rustling? lcanexx OEDOwUT EVwbPUT wEEOI wUI UUDPOOOaOG
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 soldietUAXA W PEUET w?1$&4+ 1low2. +#( $12wWET Ox w Ux
trunks/boxes. Guns and bottles lie spread out as in a raid, along with junk from wading -
boots to sacks of corn, traps, a fleamarket of gear and clothes. Flames roar, sparks fly...

MORTON sits chaiOl EwUOwUT T w, EaxOOl zUwUUUOxOwUT PYI
his face. But his look is dark glee, for he knows the law; and he burns his eyes into
"t (* 3 6! *zZUwEOCGwRL GwWwPEUET wb OwovdBIGE WOWF] | wh D U]
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
, OUUO Oz Uw UE U E-pdges ChaoksEabidEhis @orn@p) Day -Book, and then feeds
them into the fires. More SOLDIERS pull the cabins down. WINSLOW seizes two fat
EOOOUwWIi UOOwWUIT 1T Oowil wET I B® OnatdielahdBMacehiaved Ol UOw " D
Principe/The PrinceHe tosses Cicero into the flames and tucks the other in his coat...

wi POEOwW6T OOUT nwUEOT UwUUwUOwWUT 1 wEUUET wbEaw

than lean-U O 7 U-Goueléd bl@s, a locked storehouse. We HEAR aconstant hammer-
sound of carpenters. An ice-caked shabby fishing-ship (The Whalg is taking on cargo.
And a CROWD of PURITANS (men/women/children), plus JACK and SAM
, 5%$1("*wWpPEUET WEUwW, .13. -wbUwi 6PUUI EOwUT UEUT E
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 sheepfaced illiterates? You
remember Thomas Morton when your turn
comes! This is a deathship!

As MORTON protests, MAVERICK anda ? O&BPU O DOT 2 w) " *wli 1l OwUO(
but keep watching, as EXTRAS go by on business...
MAVERICK
" T T PUwxDxl Aw TT OwbkpT E0UzUwWUT EVWOOEWUUOI O
2/ 000w3O0wbdzw!' 1 EOEOE?2 w2UDPOOOWE WET E x
Ul OUOEOZ UwUEOI wi PUWET EOET U w10OUTT WEUOPE
Me | plan to acquire a couple of Negroes. |



ITTEUwWOT T azUl wOOUI weOEDPOI 6 w31 1 OwaOUwWEE Ow
More money. (JACK looks revolted.) Well, you

T OUwUT E0wWwUUUExxDOz WEPUET WEOEWEWEUI I EwxE
ET OxxBDOzwadUuUwbOOES

Just now, TWO dessicated ELDERLY PURITAN WOMEN go by and give JACK
severe looks.) " *wi 1l 1 OUwW?2U0T1T w. OEw66OUOE?2 WEUUDYI EwWwEOC
sounds annoy and he turns to see a frame halfup: a house? A gallows? BOTH WOMEN
turn and dig their disdain into him. JACK curses his half -p OOEUOE Oz UWEOOUT 1 U6 6
JACK
Good day! What? Who?2 1T 1 z UwOOUT DOT d w" EOx
follower. Was in the vanguard, | was! Happens
too often back home, a decent man does some
handsome---or rathedr Somehoméess woman
the generous thing, and she turns round to
ETEUT T wilzUw0iI1666U1T1T666

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
2171 ZUwWET U001 U wkbbyEWheral ge) OwUT UYEOU
Uxo66T 1T Ow( wi 1 Gooylx OwUI UYEOU

-ObpwpkPl wUI T w, . 13. - zbdateX ship passnd up thio ithe) 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 raggedwith full beards, scurvy -sores, trembling:
$731 2wbl EUwWwOI UET PI T UWET EPOUUWUTT wUTl bxzUwUDE
ET T OUT w?23T T w! OUU2w2(1lwuwSl1#(- -#. wé&. 1&$2wbbU]
UEOU¥x1 xxl UWEI EUEOwWUDPOOW YI UUORGESEushocked dod w E w * £
moved when he sees MORTON and comes out from under his sun-shade:

GORGES
31T O0OEUnwW( UwUT E0wadUyw( Uz Uw»l UEDOEOEOn w-
OO0O0UT UwlOi wpbOUI Uw UOEOUPEOwWPT awbOw&OEZ U
name? Did you bring ---Not one fur in that



hold? Fetch my physician.

MORTON
66pbT EUzUwl PUwWOEOI 8686 UOOI xbOUBE S
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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 iNnOEQOE w" OO0O0I EUPEUU wW? EE BYE QA W] Bd U T U 2umEE
a night-fire; (4) walks in horror through another plague -destroyed village in Berkshire
hill -country where he sees a Turtleshell rattle painted with a Turtle -Clan design. (5) In
deep winterhl z UwET POT wxO®OIOL HEEOPD- (/, 4" w!' 1 53$0wEODE
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
TUIT OQw2xUbOT wUEDOOw Hobdeeuod @ Er&l IwEhOBMLANDI BRAMES E E |
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-2 UOOT UwEEaw" 1 98w!$ 1wEOOI UwUOwE!
village: PEQUOT FAMILY EXTRAS notice him warily.

Weinshauks, Connecticut, on the Pequot (Thames)y Ri6&4:
Village of Tatobem, Pequot Great Sachem and Father of Sassacus
117 5%$2wOl EEw"1 98wU0l UOUT T wUT ettranced-into aul OU Uz
very rich, active PEQUOT VILLAGE. This is much like Neponset, but with far more
WARRIOR MALES than all others, 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 notyet-Sachem SASSACUS (seen below). MANY ad 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, | make these journeys for you. |

looked so long for you, and you find me!

Ever see so many brave® 26 villages follow

this Tatobem. That was his great son Sassacus.



| see why you come to these places. | see the
things you want to restore at home.

CRAZY BEAR
| had many friends in braves. We learned that
EI DOT weODPYIl whUwYngm® 08 w- Oow( Uz UWEEOUUw
and knives, parchment that says only you may
PEOOWOEOES w( wEOOZ UwOOOPwPkPT aw3T 1 w/ 61 UU
ask so much loneliness, Many Arrows. | left
People sick, hurt, and now they are here. | run
because | want to kill people who kill The Spirit,
for nothin g! | cannot find how to serve. She took
a Yellow-Head, and let be! But | am a Neponset

brave! | 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. | do not need to kill Big Wolf. You know
why. We think at home you are a Peace Chief.
| have a path; but your kind, each finds his own.
How many days have | learned, because you
were leading me---If a man cannot find in his heart,
is he not forever lost? We want you home, when
| finish here. Argh! Up and down, they told
me this Sassacus, that he is a spirit. And | thought,
that will be for you. But listen. Rock says, We were
the first to be shattered by the English. Now Rock
says noNarragansett, 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? | was asked to kill some.

MANY ARROWS
No! | 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 &ichem here, Tatobem?

He opened their Connecticut to trade. His trade.
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a few Narragansetts creeping in to work old ties.

So, for that, some Dutchman kidnapped Tatobem.

They have him hostage now, on aboat up this
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them show numbers of men tonight. Sassacus will

pay ransom. Not kill them. | 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
2EET 1 Oz UwOOET I 6w36. WEOOOEDPI Ew! 1 532wl OCEwWwDPOwE
MANY ARROWS. CRAZY BEAR gapes in shock...

SASSACUS
(Raging up and down) Who shall | 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 bloocE UUEODPOT w?6 T EVw( Uw3T PUn?2 wlUOuU
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)
| am a spirit. When | 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.

| smell Uncas too. A petty Mohegan who married
my sister. Five times | forgave him selfish insults
UOwOUUwi EOPOPI UG w6l whDOOWEOUPIT UwaOUUwI E
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 Kkill 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-ys.-old
WISHON (long black hair, beads/no shirt, deer -trousers, mooseskin boots). He loves
1."*ZUwWEOEwWUT I w2EET 1 OZUWEUOUB wW3T 1 w? OO0EWEOOOE»

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 doyou
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 | 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
EwxExl UwEOEwWUEaw?+1 UwUT PUWOEOEWET wadluuUu

A = = = =



SWEET GRASS
She hates younot, Jack. Today we stand in a
great shadow. (JACK bows his head.)

LIKES THE FIRE
(WISHON clambers on her.) | 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
I DT w6 OO0T wuUil O1 OET UU WOl dw(zYl wUi T OQwl POwWEU
(WEEOzZOwUOI I xwhPi w(wli Il EUWEwWUPDPT webUT 600
and chop those branches | bld you...
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ROCK
(As WISHON ignores Jack) | 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 Jesusame...

LIKES THE FIRE, tears on her face, looks down and we sedl) the green Serpents
on her arms; (2) how roaring -strong MANY ARRO 6 2 wOO OO0l EWEUwWUT T awx OEa |
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
T ExxI] Ol EOQwi 1 zOOWEOE®I wi DOUI Oi 6 w( WEOI | Ew
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Mama fetch a man home.



JACK
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Sagamore? The whole Conrecticut is up in arms.
31T Ul ZUwWOOUWEWEEXUEDPOWPOWUIT 1 WwEOOOODI UwO
PT 1T UIwilzUOwWl 60T 8

LIKES THE FIRE

Winthrop gets lost a mile from his house, shall
| wait till they learn? Jack, | would take care of
things to help your family. This place under your
nose will help you. You tell Winthrop you live
ITTUIl wOObwUxUl EEW&OOEwW-1T PUB w8 OUWEOOz Uwi EY
| get some. Will my man help us?

JACK
And if | say Go, what am 1?

JACK sees ROCK bearing down with that question.

At the BOSTON dockside with PURITAN 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 a0 w%( 1 $z Uwil OPOT dwl(5%$1
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 himawampum-UUUBD OT Aw DOz U
much for a body, but for the old times, eh? Like |
said, | take her far as my trade, Narragansett. Been
OOw/ 1 GUOUWET | OUI wEOOwaOUwpkT PUIT wdl 08 w! UU
connived my safety there, yet. Cast!

The boat is sliding away. JACK whispers: ( wOOY|l Ewa OUOwWEOEwa dUz 60
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, | too. For the good of everyone. And then,
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(JACK stands up quick, breathes, and runs---

looks back once, and keeps running.)

RIVER
61 EUy ws-OU2a6w' I anwsOUz OOwWEOUPT UwUT U
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.
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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 live. Not fit for the
dirt! I got the Good News. | never needed death to
make me love! | spit you out! Who are these
UUDOODPOT wi OUI BT O1 UUy w/ ExTI UUwOOwUUI T Uow?
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Wishon will know things deep as blood watch over
us. Here, right here, behind the sunshine! | 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
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the man is hit by mud from a second EXTRA. JACK flees past the gate of the big 2story
log-house that is church, meeting-house and fort. Beyond, the land is a sawworks
where pitch boils in tubs. Green forest looms behind, embattled and ignored...
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with low ceiling, log -tables: an obese BARKEEP serves grogs and suggpastries 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 filed with a DOZEN seasoned motley-English
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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 grandfacades 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, POWEEUUBDUUI Uz Uwl QUE
GORGES. At the Defensetable 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
, 2+ OUEUw! EYI wécltignuviinesdds.l w/ UOU
Ye have heard His Grace, Archbishop Laud on
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Plantation stands flawed. And vulnerable. It
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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
UUwEaAawEI I EUOUB w" OOUPEIT UOwOz+OUEUOQWUI 1 UI



who find their church round a maypole: these

mercenary interlopers with indeed no higher
OPUUPOOWUOwWxEPOUWOUUWEOUOUUazUwUI xUUEUD
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
IT OEwWEaA w2 . +#($128w&OYbw6(-3" 1./ WEOEWS-#(".33u
ears. He fights like an animal, shrieks in agony...

WINSLOW
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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
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dismiss. God-damned Boston got their Charter
xUOOPUDPOT w* DOT w" T EUOI-UwxUOI PUdw- Obwi 1 zU
rupt, and where am 1? Use that! What do we pay
you for!

3T T w)423("$2zwOOYI UwUUTTTUUWEDPUOPUUEOOW ? -
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MORTON hand -charades a wedding-UBD OT OwUT I OWEwWODPOPUUI Uz UWEDOOOE
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+. 67zUwWEI EPUWUEUI T ETT UwWwEUwWI T wUURAPEUO w,



of the gavel and a Special Effects¥Vhoosh slam a Fleet Street prisordoor shut on the
horrified WINSLOW...
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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 builOED OT wEl OOPw6 (- 3" 1./ zUwUUI EEawl E&I

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,
ET EPOUU Wl OpwOEOa woOi w&OEzZ Uy w# OwOOUwOI UDwa
family fear another day. No sheriff will cut your
l EUV0wi OUWEWLIEUEOPI I zUOwWUT PUw, OUUOOwWPUWE
shall fortify the islands, John. Humiliation -days.
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a loyal Indian about. Uncas, | think. Out to play
us for his Pequot game.
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WINTHROP

has this way, of---We burn his house, and our people
f Ul 1T &al wbOwlUT 1T whpOUUUwWwPPOUT UwPOWEWUGUEZ Uw
PUwPT PUT wOl OwUI EUOGOT EwUOOwUT PUw#1 YPOz UwE

Pequots in swamp. Word | do have sayJwU T | az Ul
slipping away, in scores. (He drops into his head-
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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, SasBacdtW8NTHROP
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
EawUi | wET E P theaguakdclavwarnisu oringd O
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. | come
today also from Narragansett. Sassacus and Mian
tonomo, together, ask you send them both your
best trader. This | wear is promise of wealth in
our peace. The Sachems listen, sir.

WINTHROP
That was fair English, Mr. Vice -Governor. We are
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 Bince 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
P%OUUUI Ul EOwUT T OwUIl 1 UwebOUT UOxwUI EOOa wE
and he tests the water.) | 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.
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out; and WINTHRORP returns to his window, to see EDWARD consoling CRAZY below.
DUDLEY
( wi Ox 1 wttdowangér réy,

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 | green pasture. We must
hold them together, Joseph. Or what was this for?
SPDEEOOUOWI POw( zYl wUIl T OWEEUOUUwWUT 1 whPEawWE
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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 reli@DWARD 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.
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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
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CRAZY BEAR
Your mother has a turkey-neck! (he flaps, cackles)

Inside Saybrook Fort, EDWARD sees JACK and grabs him aside:

JACK
&SOOEW&OEOWOOOOWEUwWUUnw6e!l zUI wOOwUI OPI1 1 Ow
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Hartford ---Stratford-on-3 T EOl UwbUz UwOOUnw! OOOE a w
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
xOEETl wWEEOz UOwUI OOwEwW, 61 11T EOwi UOOw, EVUEET
Mason slaps his Indians with yellow paint. If it
rains, do we shoot them? Zip-Pang!) Sassacus they
UEawbUwi EOOPOz webal Obn

JACK
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then some. | was hid up these river-U ObP OU 8 w# OOz Owa OU
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
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lost 700 Narragansetts to plague this year. What

wou ld you do, take the poxy English side? Take

second-rates? Or pull every savage together and

hang our scalps? Welcome to safety, Jack! And

TUOT ZUwOOWUEUDPOOB w21 PUI nw, 6UUOOwWT 661 owU
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JACK
(Face pressed to palisade) This is the Bedlam | came
from. Ohh, someplace a man can hear himselt--Dear
God, in Thy Providence...

CRAZY BEAR
(HEARD outside) Ahoy, English! Have you fought
enough? Youlet women, children alone, we let yours!
Hey English?

EDWARD
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JACK
You savages will soon find out!
As this Scene ends, we seefl), . 13. - wOUUwOOwWI PUwaduUT zUw6 I
and (2) GOV. WM. BRADFORD at his Plimoth gate, anguished, Bible in both hands,
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SCENE 17
Weinshauks on the Pequiver,Village of Great Sachem Sassacus
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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 | 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
EQEwW%( 1$woOl I xwbUwW?EUOUI T UvyUDBUUI U» wETl I OUI wUi 1 O
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. | am a spirit. Serpents on your
arms. Last time they saw my mountains, we
bled. Now, only English.

LIKES THE FIRE
Spirit, | am good news, for the joy you put in
two hearts today. | bring the other too. May it help.
| 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
Ul 1T awpO0Oz 0wl EU-Q8w8WDUWEBEwWWEB@ODOI
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
EOUOEWEEUET w6l OOOw, EVUEET UUI UUUOQOwUI 00w
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 sadface English squats his land.

CRAZY BEAR
| watched their soldiers practice. It makes no sense,
this 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 | could see a star, | had my strength,
because of you. Do you know what | am. |
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. | have a son, named Wishon. Your name he
knows. When | had to find you, | thought Jack still
EWOEOwWUOwWPOUOWET UPET wé&l dwe2! EOI Uwl I Uwi I
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CRAZY BEAR
The world was not so sick when we were small.
But how well | 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
Ul T wOUOwUDPOODOT wbOUOwWUT T w UOEOUDE Ouvide 0ietODT T U w
below them. Graphic:, PUUDUUEOwOUw?, aUOPE?> ws5DPOOET | Ow, Ea wl
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

~ A N N A~ AN

CRAZY BEAR
Wait. Likes The Fire, one of us can take these people
out of here and home. I, well...

LIKES THE FIRE
8OUwWOI T EwUOwWT OwpbUT wUT OUT WEUEYI UOWEDPEOZ
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-
Ul O0UZwbpEUOWUT ECwUOT T ws OT OPUT wlT POOwWOYI U



broken back. My father-gone, he tells me, Help
OT 1T Ul whpT OQwl 1T O xsaféthryug helg UwE wUOEOOw
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, | owe it---They brought me you.

LIKES THE FIRE
(WEOOZ OwOOOPwPT Oz UwbOwpbpOUUI wUOUOUEOI 6
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faces), and CRAZY goes with THREE BRAVES.

%OUWEwWOOO!I OUOwPl wUI T w"1 98w!$ 1wbbUT wUOIl T ¢
PEQUOT BRAVES at Weinshauks: they cheer astheyhea2 22 " 42z wx OEQwWEOE w
lifted mace...

JACK comes crashing out of dense Spring forest, lost and found, Heavengrateful
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 ProvidengeBut 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. +%O0wUUPOI EOWUUPEPEEOCOWT T wi BRUOUUWDOWOUEOwWUC
stalks forward, pistol in hand...

(OwOEUI wEEaAOPTT UOw) "*wEUDPOT UwPEUI UwUOWE wC
with flint to dry punk, and says aloud, These people taught me this. Lord, can | get her back?
Out in the fading light, BIG WOLF and RIVER are each working closer from oppos ite
sides of the lodge...

-PT T Oow! (&w6. +%wUUUTT UwbOwli 1 wOOET T OWEOEWE
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door (a deer-hide on wood -frame). In darkness, he rests his pistotbarrel on its rawhide
UxxlT Uw?1 DOT 1720666
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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 -
EEEOWEOOUBwW! (&w6. +%wWUEUI EOUOWUT OOUUO6wUT 1T wEUOC
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,
UlTUwl(5%1wWEQCEWEDPY]I UwbPOUDPET wUT 1T wOOET T wi OUWEU
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He tries to touch RIVER...

JACK
| 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

"t (* 3 6! *whPbUwEaAaPOTI bwebUl wodOPT T UzUwUUEUUW
lodge, we see ROCKbent over him as she bathes, caresses and comforts him. He runs
his hand through her strong black-Il UEal Ewl EPUSw UwUOl T wi ECEwi EOO
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. JOHN WINTHROP and his party (in steeple -hats/capes), hurries to
beach at (GRAPHIC: Castle Island, Boston Bay). Along are DUDLEY, ENDICOTT, the
Ol Pw"ExUEPOwWS$#6 1#w&(!! . -2wpeEUUOOAKAOWEOEW) " * |
island facing open sea, a sizable mudbrick 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-EEOOOOOw?2 U0 UOTI EwUxOOws O1 OEOE2 wEOD
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,1 | EEa wi OUw&OY I WIRTHRQR) w( OU x |
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WINTHROP
Joseph | could shake a fist at Boston. My poor wife
PUwUOWUDPEOB wWw" EQw( wUI O0wl 1 UwdOU0wUOwbOUUA
hang me? Where Good Witch Hutchinson the healer?
Listen to me, a civil servant once: the King is wrong,
he does na know this place. He cannot take it back,
over malcontents! | 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
EQw/ 1 gUO0UB w# OO0z 0wlUUOwaOUUWEEEQwWOOwWI pU

EDWARD
UTT Owol Dwl0T 1 Owl OwdOOw) EEOCB w31 DOOwW( z Owl
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Like it? Promoted for Connecticut service. (He

OEUT T UOWUDPEOI OUAwW( ZEWET w, ENOUOQWEUUwWUOT 1 a
You get about, eh reverend? Heap big low profile.

(JACK helps him, silent.) Why then? You could be

6 DOUT UOxzZ UwdOl PwuOEOOWUUOODPOZ wl 601 wUT EVwO
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wrote him love -letters. (Sing-song) Charlie wants

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
i OEUOB3 Aw8 OUWEOOT wi OOEOQuwi 1 UET POz wUT EOCwWOE
| hear it comes of our one Indian friend, Mianto -
OO60O68 w* OOPwPkPT ayw3l 1T azUl wUl OEDPOT wlOl wbbUI
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with his painted Indians is for Hartford. Not one

Ol wOUwooO6PUWUPOWUUT T UwbzUT PUwW/ 1T gUOUWEOU
am | laughing? Do you know, Morton wrote a book

OOwUUyw( 0wl il OxT Ewl POwPPOWPOWEOUUUB w( z Ew
read. | thirst for it, in this sanctimonious shit -hole!

Thunder booms over the Bay as JACK helps doubledup 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 bluearsed angels just got up.
wi VEOPOQHEOOPWOPOWWEEEOWOZz UT T w" T EUOI U
swamp. Morton Vice -Gov! Christ, with him who
needs kill-devil?

JACK
A college? | wonder could | get in, study Divinity,

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 | 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
, EUOOZz UwUIT x O Uunoift] BdviouNowY 1T UE Ow
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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
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...

Il UUWE w2 . Hoklredks n:ithe mud-brick fort is melting in this heavy rain
(because, as said, they refused advice to add brickime). We see its bricks dissolve in
x OEEI OwbPOwOl OzUwi EOCEUOWEUOPEUOUWUET OwUiT 1 Ow U:
8$.,$- wUOEOT w/ 31 (?%RA0wEI OEHWEOOEWUT EUn? wOUEIT U
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
PlEPOwx QOUUUWEOP BGredd®tuml. EUz UWEUD OB X

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
EUOOI Owi OUl V0> wEOGUOUUaAOwWPPUT wUT T w UOEOUPEW.
UT EODPOT w?&OOEw+UEO? wi PUUwWI PTT OWUUEOEUW2EET T Ou
red paint): about 25 NARRAGANSETT BRAVES flow around him to flank the English
march-column on its way. MIANTONOMO turns away half -OEUT T BDOT o

"ExUEDPOwW) . "' -w, 2.-wpUEOOOwxOUUOaAawWwEUwWKKOWE
gear), with UNDERHILL at the head of their column, looks back to see the Sachem turn
f OUwT 6001 bw4a-#%1" (++widBYIT Uw, 2.-wEOwW? UIT Ow#
MASON halts their column and signs UNCAS to join him up front.

UNCAS ---about 35, a slyeyed 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-
EEUOUI wilT zUwWEwW, OTT T EOQwWPEOUUWUOwWUDPUT wOOw?2
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,
DPOWEOOUUOOOWEOOwWt wal EVUVUwWOI wi pOwi 6GUUPI ab
Professionals. Fine, if this is Saxony.

JACK
(ZEwi 11 OwET UUTI UwPi wi T wOl UwUOUwWPEPUwi OUwU
chaps, with Captain Patrick. Now we have to meet
them, after victory, with our escape -boats on some
UPYI UwbPl WwEEOz Uwi POEYy w61 wEPEOZ OWwUUEDOwWI O
war. | feel watched. Go find out something.

EDWARD
How dry | 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
UTEETT Uw, 2.-wEOQOEwW4-#%$1"' (++0wsd-" 2wbUwxEUUDOI
OEUT T &

UNCAS
Narragansetts! Too afraid of Pequots ahead. |
think some will stay and fight. But Uncas ---Uncas
PPOOwWOl YI UwOl EYT wadUBd we' 1 WUEOI Uw, EUOOZ U
touches it to his yellow -paint brow.)

MASON
ITTOwUTT Ul ZUWEwW! OCEwWOO!l dweil ECwPUwbUOwW&ED

EDWARD
Begpardon, sir. The men---They do want to be
ready. Can you give us a bit of the plan, sir. |
Ol EOOWEEEOQwWUI 1 Ul wEUDWEOUOEDPOOwW, PEOUOBOOOO
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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 in the rear. (Wipes his

Ubpl EVAWEUUET Ol EWEUOPSAw. UUw4 OEEVwWUEaAUwU
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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 trall
eastward along a hillside, from which they can see the Atlantic far and bright. ALL
EI T POwUOOwWwUUOxwWEOEWOOOOOwW! OUWEWODPOT wET OO0bwUT 1
English column (flag flying) westward. Everybody starts to laugh, to stifle their

PEQUOT WOMAN, L ITTLE OWL
(About 50, handsomely attired beside FIRE)
more than a rascal, that one. Sassacus neékills
Uncas twice a year for taking our men his own
PEAadwW3OEEawi | wEOI UOzteaddDOER w21 T wUOIT T wal O
at their sides? As Pequot as my Mohegan aunt.

LIKES THE FIRE
| hope they look out for my man. Oh, my! He
Ul OUOEwWET wEOUDT T OwET Ul UWEOOS w# OO0z UwUIT T w
realize howmany--3 1T 1 az Ul wUOOQuwi 1 bn
PEQUOT WOMAN, BRIGHT STAR
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way south to Missituc. That way goes west,
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THREE PEQUOT BOYS
Trap them on the riverbank! Chop them up
good! Gack! Unh!

LITTLE OWL
3T E0OwPOUOEWET wOPET w371 Owli T awbpbO0Oz U0wbUI
our villa ge. But we need a decoy of what
UT 1T awddOOwi OUBw3T EVUzUwPT T Ul wOawUOOwhUOwW
the wall. Welcome, English. Weeg-waman...

BRIGHT STAR
Yours with the 50 braves waiting in there?
Honor. What a lovely surprise!

PEQUOT BOYS
61 zOOWEIT wi O40d TualudEOREAUOWHIwul O
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, ea and enjoy as
they can. CRAZY offers them his fiercest dance and holds out his Serpenttattooed
EUOUOWEUwUI PUOwW, aUUPEZUW2EETT Ow, ,.'. wUOPUE:
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 shutsa? UUE x 2> wb B UT wi EOE UK

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
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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
2/ OUUI Uz Uwl1O0EOU? wuPOwUT T wOPUUBwW4E-" 2wOOOOUWEOE
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
Ol EUwUT 1l w, aUUPEwW1BYI UzUwl ETT OwpkPl wUI T wOT 1T wi EY
MOHEGAN faces...

Now, CRAZY BEAR crouches well-hidden 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
UT 1T w$-&+(2', $- wEOOI WET EUT Be¢ed)mlBny thigg@pentpah @ U > wE OE
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
2al OOOPT E2w , . "' $& -2w bbUT w 4-" -Bay paStOROGITw | UO O«
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
2&00E? wOOOOUWEVUWUT T w$-&+( 2" WETEUT T wOOBw ++wbE
Boom...

2 ,, wUPT OUwi PUw!1 5%$2zwbl 001 wi OUVUWUOWEODPOE
? EEE 02 w U Bt IFartOCRAZY {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 thil w%OUUz Uwi OUUEOET wUT PUw U1
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
?2' O0OEG62 w2 UEEI O6BNGUISH, funblihg tbU®f6ad, cringe to hear from
inside one terrifying PEQUOT war -cry; a ragged BoomBoom of guns sounds, then
screams as the fight inside turns hand-to-l E OE 6



One wounded ENGLISH, then ANOTHER helped by TWO, then ANOTHER
helped by ONE, limp out with bloody head s and arms. As these outsideENGLISH
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
, EUOOwUEaUVUw&I Uw. UUnw( Uz UWEOOOEawl OxUa wl
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; andWhich do we shoot, sir?

UNDERHILL
Got to head west, Pequot River, the boats!

MASON
What? That way is Sassacus, and a long day
OzUT PUnw4 OEEUnRw, UUUOWET wi 6001 wei U1l Uwi 1 Oxw
Argh ---The river cuts off our way back!

UNDERHILL
Where then! Back to the Rocks, and hedgehog?
/| EOUPEOQwP OOz Uwi POEWUUwWUx wUT T UI w8 OUwUOO
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MASON
We killed our share in there! Only two of ours
dead, anE wOOT wUT ECw' DT T POUWUT OUnw3i PUwWPEa Ow
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
waynw" I UPUUOwWPUz UwOPOl wlUT T awodl Pwhkhl wki UIT
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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
%OUUw ECEwW OOYI w EOPOwW UTT w ' POOzUw ?PEEEO> w POOE
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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;andaSE . - #wUUOUwWwUx wOOW?UOUET 2 wUT 1T wi EQOT OQwbbUT
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 - * 2 WPOWEwWT UEVUEwWOI w, . "' $& -20wxC
UxOUUwUOwUT OO0Uw$ O1 OPUT wi UOVUWEUB w6 T wi T EVwIi T pPI U
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
UOOOIl nw wxPOOEUwWO7z HSWOUEWEaAa wEEanwsl weoObO
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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 kneedeep 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
1'$ 1LwUOOWOOEWEUUOPUWDOUOWUT T wEPUOWUT-foints ubOU UG
UT PUwWUOUUET woOil w/ $04. 3wi PUIT dw' PUw, $- zUwl UOUWE
them takes CRAZY BEAR down.
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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
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BRADFORD, reading his History:
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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, ad 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
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peak. It pauses, as if to watch--but suddenly flies.
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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
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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 back) 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
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MORTON passes, PURITAN WOMEN look down, and a defeated -looking FATHER
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MORTON smiles his way along saying BonVoyage, Bon Voyage nphut 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 acrossthe trunk; and to Morton he says their name, Weyno-MIN -e-ash...
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see the PEQUOT BOY waiting gently as PURITANS look away at papers, Bibles, the
sea. MORTON resumes best he can. H WOEOI Uwl PUwPEawUxw/ OBPOOUIT 7z
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.
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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 # w6 ( -2+. 6 Owbl OQwl OUI Uw? E(
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 domment-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?
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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,
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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
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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
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Or what are friends with crowns for?

WINSLOW and BRADFORD look baffled as ever...

MORTON
May | 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 200pounds damages against Boston. | 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
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
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man, there will be no Royalist agitations. We
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see before The Rapture. (Turns to go) And,
whatever you may write in a book, sir, our
worship here is never compulsory.

Suddenly MORTON seesa OUOT OwEl Dx x|l Uw6 +3$1w! &- ++ wl
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MORTON
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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.
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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...
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stands MORTON ready to leave in green suit, with satchel and walking -stick. He gazes
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MORTON
Spring again! Well. Without service or mount
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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
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whistle, and walks...

MORTON walks a rutted mud -road along the sea at his right (headed north). He
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than hills covered with sawn -off tree stumps. His face shows shock and guilt as he
looks into the sun:

MORTON
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The shadow of a Red Tail Hawk crosses the sun. MORTON sees it and, thrilled
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suddenly sees MANY ARROWS young and strong (as in Scene 2). MANY ARROWS
holds forth his arms, but their flesh is horribly chewed with burst plague -blisters.

MANY ARROWS says, WE-sautASH-au-mitch. His wistful look changes and he finger -
slits his throat, saying: CHA-quakok!lqgopp OUE Uw Ol EQw? x CEN WO B WEDHEFSE & U

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,

EUOOI OQwpbi 11 OUABGw, . 13. - uPEOOUWUDODPEOA wecabinwUT 1 wx
door (from Scene 10, his first arrest). The gaunt gray planter BILL JEFFREYS answers
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JEFFREYS
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little book.) You old Canaanite! Look here, a
copy of your god -damned New English Caaan
Fine title, Tom! Come in, you have to sign her
before the round. Hee-Hee! (Hack- EEOA w" Exz O
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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
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the least cause against me. The Crown, my own
cheap in Amsterdam, and the imbeciles mistook it
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JEFFREYS
Posted Keep Out now. Some clan name of Adams.

MORTON
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message: champion land to be had north and south
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around, touches his tube), and my protection. | won
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war on Charles. Piety plenty, tact he has none.
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JEFFREYS
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MORTON
Been a fool before. | love this place. My word!
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bearded, bald JACK showing off a smart suede suit/lace ruffs, beside his 2horse, 2
bench buggy with its own fancy -cloth frills, cozy cushions etc. On the backseat sit 3
dour, pasty CHILDREN (a BOY w/darting looks; GIRLS with eyes down). JACK beams
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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...
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from Pequot and burned his books. Oh, your Ed
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MORTON
(Face alight) Gilbert? Walter? Where! (JEFFREYS
hacks again yet still puffs his pipe) Put that down
and tell me where. Bill!

JEFFREYS
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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-i | EYaw PET OOz Uw #1(5%$1w eerBxplstu | OUUI
MORTON, going his way...
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(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, atsunset. Next we see
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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 seniorofficer JOHN
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teeth, a shrunken little 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! | 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-keHOM ....
MORTON is looking up, lost and frightened. SOLDIERS laugh, and move to go:
ENDICOTT
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And with a Special Effects/Whoosh!as before, we find ourselves up close to the
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GALLERY of PURITAN MALE, YEOMAN MALE, and NATIVE MALE/FEMALE

EXTRAS.
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Boston, September 9, 1643






