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GOD’S PLOT

DRAMATIS PERSONAE

Eight men and two women play the various 
roles. All characters are Puritan unless 
otherwise noted. Though the estimated ages of 
the historical figures are listed, casting 
need not adhere to this in all cases.

William Darby – an artistic personality with a 
past, no religion but passes as Puritan, age 
25.

Tryal Pore – daughter of Captain Edmond Pore, 
and an independent spirit, age 17.

Daniel Prichard – a carpenter, two years out 
of his indentured servitude, age 27

Cornelius Watkins – an only recently-achieved 
middle class landowner now already on hard 
times, age 23.

John Fawsett - Sheriff of Accomack County, age 
38.

Phillip Howard – a former indentured servant 
only recently turned tenant hand, age 20.

Edward Martin – a perpetual indentured servant 
and Quaker, age 49.

Captain Edmond Pore - Captain in His Majesty’s 
service, Judge in the Accomack County Court, 
age 42.

Constance Pore - wife of Captain Edmond Pore, 
age 37.

Thomas Fowkes – a tavern keeper and Quaker, 
age 35.

Major Howell Cross – local representative at 
Jamestown of His Majesty’s Council Appointed 
to Foreign Plantations, age 45.

Mary Taylor.
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George Derby.

A Bristol Judge.

A troupe of players.

A Harbor Clerk.

Other roles in Scene One as needed. 

In addition, there is a small band of 
musicians to provide live accompaniment for 
the songs, as well as underscoring for scenes 
as deemed appropriate.

TIME AND PLACE

Summer and Autumn, 1665, in Pungoteague, 
Accomack County, on the Eastern Shore of the 
New World’s Virginia Colony.

SET

The Pore family barn. Everywhere Darby went on 
his journey from England to the New World. 
Outside Cornelius Watkins’ (later Daniel 
Prichard’s) home. The shoreline of a creek 
running along the Smith property. A montage of 
daily-life locations in Pungoteague. The 
kitchen and dining area inside the Pore family 
home. Fowkes’ Tavern. A remote clearing in the 
woods.

MUSIC

The music should not seek to imitate music 
from the 1665 American colonial period any 
more than it should strive to make a point of 
being anachronistically contemporary. Tryal 
Pore’s “unholy music” should be somehow beyond 
time, something slightly unruly that has come 
from her and reflects her personality. The 
five songs sung by Tryal Pore should be used 
as a starting point for creating the 
underscoring of scenes and transitions. Though 
the script does indicate certain moments to be 
underscored, underscoring should be used where 
a given production deems appropriate. 

The songs for the world premiere production of 
God’s Plot were composed by Daveen Digiacomo. 
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The underscoring was created in rehearsals by 
the musicians, Travis Kindred (stand-up bass) 
and Josh Pollock (banjo), inspired by the 
songs. Producers who wish to use Daveen 
Digiacomo’s music for their production of 
God’s Plot should contact her at: 
daveendigiacomo@yahoo.com.

NOTES

A slash in the dialogue (/) indicates that the 
next actor should start their line, creating 
overlapping speech.

Texts in [brackets] are alternate 
possibilities according to the staging.

ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

In the barn on the Pore property. TRYAL PORE 
talks to an imaginary group of people. WILLIAM 
DARBY listens intently from the side.

TRYAL PORE
I confess it, I was distracted from the true path, lured 
into the grove by an unholy siren. Listening here every 
Sabbath in our house of worship to the music of our 
Lord, sung in praise of Him by you my good friends and 
neighbors, I felt in my heart a great distance from God. 
I sought to bridge this chasm with a mistaken music, 
which spoke not in praise of Almighty God, but rather my 
own heart, my own self, my own false independence from 
the Lord our Father. As my neighbors sang the true holy 
melody, I sat amongst them and imagined the discords of 
my own unholy anthem. And I mistook this inner music for 
true freedom. Then, on Sabbath last, this inward 
jangling burst outward from inside me. God had ripped my 
inner voice out from the echo chamber of my breast and 
exposed it to every ear. It jolted me, 

WILLIAM DARBY
No:

TRYAL PORE
It jolted me!

WILLIAM DARBY
Better:

TRYAL PORE
It JOLTED me! 
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WILLIAM DARBY
Good!

TRYAL PORE
Like lightning upon the earth! And I found myself struck 
amazed, as you my neighbors rightly were. Hearing myself 
then, finally in the heat of full voice, at once I 
understood the true tenor of this wicked siren that had 
chilled my heart with its icy breath. My open guilt 
schooled me at once,

WILLIAM DARBY
“My Open Guilt / SCHOOLED me-”

TRYAL PORE
My Open Guilt SCHOOLED me at once, and brought my true 
heart back to the one true music-

WILLIAM DARBY
“-Back to the ONE TRUE MUSIC!”

TRYAL PORE
Back to the ONE TRUE MUSIC and the SPIRIT of the Lord 
JESUS CHRIST ALMIGHTY! I pray He forgive me! And I sing 
now ONLY for HIM!

...TRYAL PORE looks to WILLIAM DARBY.

WILLIAM DARBY
...Good.

TRYAL PORE
You can tell me.

WILLIAM DARBY
It’s good. “Every Sabbath” is good. It reminds them 
you’re in regular attendance.

TRYAL PORE
I am. Every Sabbath. Without fail.

WILLIAM DARBY
“Lured into the grove by an unholy siren” is good.

TRYAL PORE
I like that line.

WILLIAM DARBY
By the end I still don’t feel a strong enough sense for 
what’s at stake.

TRYAL PORE
It’s my delivery.
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WILLIAM DARBY
Maybe I need to add some lines. Something to help it 
finally ERUPT. 

TRYAL PORE
Or I need to act it better.

WILLIAM DARBY
No, what you’re doing is nice. Maybe that’s the problem. 
It’s too nice. 

TRYAL PORE
I do feel I flatter them a bit much. “My good friends.” 
You my neighbors were “rightly” amazed. Is it too 
obvious?

WILLIAM DARBY
Not too. But anyway they like to be flattered.

TRYAL PORE
Yes.

WILLIAM DARBY
Ultimately what we need is the unequivocal sense that 
you are DRIVEN by your guilt. That it TEARS at your 
soul. That by the end you even drop to your knees and I 
hate to say it but I think you need to cry.

TRYAL PORE
Oh!

WILLIAM DARBY
I know.

TRYAL PORE
I hate that! Everyone does that! It’s such a cliche!

WILLIAM DARBY
You don’t need to ACTUALLY cry. They need to BELIEVE 
that you cry. They need to feel they’ve seen real tears. 
If they think they have, then for all intents and 
purposes they have and your work is done. I always say: 
The scene is ever about / the other person.

TRYAL PORE
The other person, yes, but this is not a scene. It’s a 
monologue. I’ll be up there in front of the congregation 
by myself.

WILLIAM DARBY
And so your fellow actor IS the congregation. It’s them 
you must change, not yourself. THEY must believe. THEY 
must understand your guilt and your epiphany. And tears 
would be an outward sign of this.
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TRYAL PORE
If I put on a spectacle of tears they won’t believe it 
because I don’t believe it. It’s not honest. You want me 
to feel everything but I tell you honestly I feel 
nothing. I’m only doing this / because–

WILLIAM DARBY
You do not have to feel everything. You actually need to 
NOT feel everything. Half the emotion is for you, and 
the other half is for them. That’s why they come. They 
just want to FEEL something – in this case your guilt, 
their forgiveness, and the security of their 
superiority. So long as you make them feel those things, 
they’ll forgive you any number of sins. Know your 
audience.

TRYAL PORE
I’ll work on it.

WILLIAM DARBY
And it will be great. It needs to be. Remember what 
happened to Lizzie Crackborn. You don’t want this to end 
like it did for her.

TRYAL PORE
No.

WILLIAM DARBY
And, you being Tryal Pore, beautiful daughter of Edmond 
Pore, local Court Judge and Harbor Captain in His 
Majesty’s Service, makes it all the more important.

TRYAL PORE
I know it.

WILLIAM DARBY
Okay then. ...And I’ll rewrite the ending. Fire up the 
sturm und drang.

TRYAL PORE
The what?

WILLIAM DARBY
It means the drama.

TRYAL PORE
You speak foreign tongues.

WILLIAM DARBY
I’ve picked up a few here and there. 

TRYAL PORE
Where and where?
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WILLIAM DARBY
(changing the subject:) Well, Goody Pore; we have 
completed your reading lesson, we have rehearsed your 
confession; our appointment today is done.

TRYAL PORE
Now what?

WILLIAM DARBY
Now we say Farewell.

TRYAL PORE
Come here.

WILLIAM DARBY
Tryal Pore, you will have yourself clapped in the stocks 
for a greater sin before you’ve confessed your present 
one. One sin at a time, my Lady. 

TRYAL PORE
I’ll take them as they see fit to come.

WILLIAM DARBY
Your heart beats to its own strange drum.

TRYAL PORE
You make my heart’s red blood race. 

WILLIAM DARBY
You’d make red an ivory face.

TRYAL PORE
True! I see YOU blush whenever I sit close while you 
teach me. I hear your breathing change each time both 
our hands reach for the same page and brush against each 
other.

WILLIAM DARBY
You know I think fondly of you. But here in your 
family’s barn, like animals, while your mother and 
father think I’m tutoring you.

TRYAL PORE
You do tutor me.

WILLIAM DARBY
In the ways of letters.

TRYAL PORE
And the ways of the great wide world. When will you take 
me to your world?

WILLIAM DARBY
It’s the same world as yours.
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TRYAL PORE
You know what I’m asking. What life did you live before 
like magic you appeared out of nowhere on the Eastern 
Shores of Virginia?

WILLIAM DARBY
That life’s the past. It doesn’t exist.

TRYAL PORE
Why must you be so mysterious? I ask and ask. Now tell 
me. Who were you?

WILLIAM DARBY
What difference does it make who I was? You know me as I 
am. 

TRYAL PORE
Were you a pirate?

WILLIAM DARBY
From time to time.

TRYAL PORE
A heathen?

WILLIAM DARBY
Some would say.

TRYAL PORE
Would they? Who? What would they say? ...William Darby. 
I long to know once and for all who is this man that 
holds my heart in his hand. If you have secrets, they 
are safe with me. You know it. Tell me your story.

WILLIAM DARBY regards TRYAL PORE with a flirty 
combination of fondness and suspicion for a 
long moment, then makes a show of relenting:

WILLIAM DARBY
...Once upon a time in a far off land called England.

TRYAL PORE claps her hands giddily and 
positions herself as audience to WILLIAM 
DARBY’S story, which is at once underscored by 
music. Other ACTORS enter and help enact the 
tale as it is told. In other words, it’s 
important that the main event here is not an 
expositional monologue from Darby but an 
elaborately staged spectacle of his journey.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont’d)
There lived in the county of Somerset an unfortunate 
young woman called Mary Taylor, who met a young rascal, 
himself called George Derby. 

(MORE)
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George Derby, it is said, had two green eyes that could 
between them snatch from the air any dove or sparrow. 
Thus snatched, Mary Taylor promptly professed to George 
Derby her undying love. They had not yet wed by the time 
Mary Taylor found she’d conceived, at which time George 
Derby found cause to take the low road that ran out of 
town and on to the sea... Their bastard was born in an 
old crow’s cabin, and not without effort from Mary. When 
the ordeal was done, and the child in her arms, with her 
last breath she named it:

MARY TAYLOR
George Junior. 

WILLIAM DARBY
Then she fainted and fell into Lucifer’s lap, where to 
this day the Somerset locals refer any traveler who 
comes seeking the final resting place of that 
unfortunate young woman, Mary Taylor... Well, the old 
crow raised the bastard until he reached boyhood, then 
sold him to a traveling troupe. This troupe trouped in 
secret for fear of that noose that Cromwell had hung to 
catch players. Thus young George grew up amongst actors 
and thieves, learning both trades by apprentice. And 
learned he did. By the time George reached the age of 
nineteen, he could woo and roar on command, swashbuckle 
on stage and off, enunciate his way through any 
advantageous opening, and orate himself out of any tight 
corner... Then, one dark day, treachery struck the 
troupe. One of the players succumbed first to hunger, 
thence to a bribe, and tattled to Cromwell’s well-fed 
cronies, who ambushed the troupe in one fell swoop when 
in Bristol they’d set their stage in a Lord’s private 
parlor. Now dragged into court and faced with a judge, 
George found himself suddenly on his own. His family of 
players, to his great surprise, all played their own 
hands, each seeking mercy unto themselves. So much for a 
troupe and that all-for-one spirit they’d touted. So 
when the judge declared:

BRISTOL JUDGE   
“Hie ye to four years in prison, you actors!” 

WILLIAM DARBY
George saw at once both his corner and opening. He knelt 
with a show of most eloquent reverence, and brokered a 
deal all his own. Rather than prison, he’d take a new 
life, and to the old Judge he proposed: “Indenture me 
six years to serve in Barbados any entrepreneur who 
needs bodies. I’ll cut down the jungle, shovel earth 
into swamps, lay stones for his great wealth’s 
foundation.”

WILLIAM DARBY (cont’d)

Jackson – God's Plot v3.8 – Pg. 9



BRISTOL JUDGE
“Sold!”

WILLIAM DARBY
Said the Judge. And so it was that the very next day at 
Bristol’s docks, the bastard George Derby Junior boarded 
a ship bound and determined for a new world of adventure 
in the Colony Barbados! ...For the next weeks the ship 
rose and fell on wave after wave. Whether up or down, 
George kept his eye steadfastly on the horizon, painting 
on that distant canvas a map of the treasures awaiting 
him there... One day, another man came and stood next to 
George. His name was Daniel.

DANIEL PRICHARD
“Daniel Prichard.”

WILLIAM DARBY
“Glad to meet you, Daniel Prichard.”

DANIEL PRICHARD
“And you, sir?”

WILLIAM DARBY
“I am the bastard George Derby Junior.”

DANIEL PRICHARD
“I’ve noticed you share my fondness for the horizon, 
George Derby Junior. What hopes have YOU hung there?”

WILLIAM DARBY
“A new adventure awaits me across that line. I hear that 
in the Colony Barbados exotic possibilities bend down 
the jungle’s branches like thick clusters of ripe 
fruits, so easy for picking.”

DANIEL PRICHARD
“Those jungles are thick with ripe fruits indeed – to 
HARVEST, not to own. And swamps that, once drained, are 
flooded with sweat from lifting bone-crushing stones to 
lay the foundation of some gentleman’s wealth. Beneath 
that foundation lie buried the men who dropped the 
stones to swat the mosquitoes, fattened with blood and 
plague. I wouldn’t go to Barbados for love or for money. 
It’s the devil’s Colony.”

WILLIAM DARBY
“What Colony are YOU bound to then, if not Barbados?”

DANIEL PRICHARD
“One far less exotic, but infinitely more practical. 
Virginia.” 
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WILLIAM DARBY
“Virginia. What possible adventure awaits you in 
Virginia?”

DANIEL PRICHARD
“A new life in God’s New World.”

WILLIAM DARBY
“GOD’S New World. Not England’s?”

DANIEL PRICHARD
“No world belongs to any man or country. God has opened 
this New World to reward those with patience and 
forethought.”

WILLIAM DARBY
“Afore what, may I ask, are you thinking so patiently?”

DANIEL PRICHARD
“My future. Four years of indentured servitude buy my 
passage to this New World, and, upon arrival, a solid 
foothold on the well-established tobacco plantation of 
one Richard Ditty, a gentleman in Bristol who’s never 
seen his venture with his own eyes. His hands built 
nothing, but they sewed the purse. My hands know 
carpentry. After four years of sawing Ditty’s wood and 
hammering his nails, I’ll be a free man and poised to 
establish my own plot, make of my own wood and nails a 
house, a barn and a carpentry shed. Upon the shed I’ll 
hang a sign, on it writ ‘open for business.’ In the barn 
I’ll house my animals for the winter. In the house, a 
wife by summer. And the following spring, our children.”

WILLIAM DARBY
“Practical.”

DANIEL PRICHARD
“Paradise, Mister Derby. Paradise.”

WILLIAM DARBY regards the horizon.

WILLIAM DARBY
The carpenter, Daniel Prichard, had painted over the 
bastard George Derby Junior’s exotic canvas with a wash 
of practical blue. Suddenly George saw the sky as it was 
– a beautiful, simple hue. For what did the red Barbados 
skies promise? Six years hacking at jungles? Filling 
swamps with his sweat and blood? Breaking his bones for 
some other man’s foundation? Prichard’s paradise 
suddenly seemed infinitely more practical indeed... 

(MORE)
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So, when the Barbados-bound ship took its rest stop at 
Virginia, rather than bid the carpenter farewell, George 
helped him row his boat to shore, whereon, mustering his 
former actorly skills, he passed himself off as “a free 
man of moderate means, having spent said means on a 
voyage across the sea.” And when the Harbor Clerk asked 
for his paternal name:

HARBOR CLERK
“Paternal Name?” 

With a wink and a shush to DANIEL PRICHARD, 
who is next in line, WILLIAM DARBY answers:

WILLIAM DARBY
“Darby,” said Derby. And for a given name he plagiarized 
that of his favorite playwright:

HARBOR CLERK
“Given Name?”

WILLIAM DARBY
William. 

HARBOR CLERK
“William Darby, welcome to Virginia. Next!”

WILLIAM DARBY bids DANIEL PRICHARD goodbye and 
moves on.

WILLIAM DARBY
And so William Darby set to work. A literate fellow with 
a gift for the pen, he made ends meet with this job and 
that – here a clerk, there a merchant's record keeper, 
now scribe to a small business owner, now tutor to 
children of well-to-do gooders. William’s talent for 
letters proved rare in these parts, and hence of great 
use to the farmer-bound town. And thus it was that 
William Darby found himself both established and free - 
not in exotic Barbados, but the burgeoning town called 
Pungoteague, Accomack County, neatly nestled on the 
Eastern Shore of England’s – or God’s – Colony Virginia. 
A new home, for a new life, in a New World!

WILLIAM DARBY’S story has come to an end.

TRYAL PORE
...The end?

WILLIAM DARBY
The beginning.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont'd)
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TRYAL PORE
But what of the dramatic scene in which the 
adventuresome William Darby meets Tryal Pore, beautiful 
daughter of Edmond Pore, local Court Judge and Harbor 
Captain in His Majesty’s Service, and William falls 
dangerously in love with her, and: vows to fulfill her 
every last wish?

WILLIAM DARBY
Is that how his story ends?

TRYAL PORE
Begins!

WILLIAM DARBY
Tryal Pore, beautiful daughter of Edmond Pore, local 
Court Judge and Harbor Captain in His Majesty’s Service, 
of whom William is dangerously fond, what is your every 
last wish?

TRYAL PORE
To make love with you.

WILLIAM DARBY
Tryal. You know it would be fornication.

TRYAL PORE
It would not be fornication. It would be love.

WILLIAM DARBY
...Being a freelance free spirit, I consent. 

TRYAL PORE leaps at WILLIAM DARBY.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont’d)
But not now!

TRYAL PORE
Ah! When then?

WILLIAM DARBY
When we know we’ll not be discovered.

TRYAL PORE
You are as practical as Daniel Prichard. Must I wait 
four years, an indentured servant to your newfound 
practicality? Are you ashamed of me?

WILLIAM DARBY
Not ashamed.

TRYAL PORE
Afraid, then?
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WILLIAM DARBY
Of you?

TRYAL PORE
Of my siren’s unholy music.

WILLIAM DARBY
Let’s wait until the siren has successfully confessed 
her sin.

TRYAL PORE
You don’t believe in these confessions any more than I 
do.

WILLIAM DARBY
It doesn’t matter what we believe, but what our friends 
and neighbors do.

TRYAL PORE
You don’t believe THAT either.

WILLIAM DARBY
No. But they do. And there are more of them than of us.

TRYAL PORE
William Darby!

WILLIAM DARBY
Tryal Pore. It’s practical. 

And WILLIAM DARBY dashes away. TRYAL PORE is 
alone. TRYAL PORE sings her unholy music:

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
Once upon
It was a matter of time
The New World
Already fashioned so old
Old world olden scold world
Old says no to bold world

Take a voyage across the sea
To an island called independence me
Born without a sail to hoist
Born a kid without much choice
Born to be and born too wild
Born to get ready, don’t bore this child

Once upon
It was a matter of time
The New World
Already fashioned so old

(MORE)
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Old world olden scold world
Old says no to bold world

To my skin if only he
Learn my body by taking me
Tear from off my proper dress
Tear the moon down make a mess
Tear the rule and tear the book
Tear thou shalt not with a look

Dig down in my breast to find
Play the anthem I call mine
Sing to Heaven, lean to Hell
Sing the hero and ne’erdowell
Sing for honest, sing the call
Sing the song that speaks for us all

Once upon
It was a matter of time
The New World
Already fashioned so old
Old world olden scold world
Old says no to bold world 
Old world olden scold world
Old world now the bold world

SCENE TWO

Outside the home of CORNELIUS WATKINS. JOHN 
FAWSETT is knocking on the front door.

JOHN FAWSETT
Cornelius Watkins! It’s John Fawsett... Cornelius, are 
you to home?

CORNELIUS WATKINS enters from elsewhere.

JOHN FAWSETT (cont’d)
Cornelius Wat-! There you are. I thought you might be 
hiding.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
What can I do for you, Sheriff Fawsett?

JOHN FAWSETT
No need to be so formal, Cornelius, I haven’t any 
warrant for you.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
What brings you out here then, Sheriff Fawsett?

TRYAL PORE (SINGS) (cont'd)
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JOHN FAWSETT
You are intent on suspicion. SHOULD I have a warrant for 
you?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
No. You’ll pardon me, John. This tobacco season has left 
me wary. May I offer you a chair? You’ll find it inside 
next to the table with the plate and the crumbs. Oh, and 
there’s an empty pan on the hearth. Everything else I 
sold to keep that much.

JOHN FAWSETT
Sorry to hear it’s come to that. What are you sleeping 
on these days, then, the table or the plate?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
The straw.

JOHN FAWSETT
You’re not sleeping in your barn?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
What’s left of the livestock sleep in what’s left of the 
barn. I brought what’s left of a bail of straw inside 
for what’s left of a good night’s rest.

JOHN FAWSETT
Well, this tobacco season has been rough on a good many 
people.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
That doesn’t ease my suffering.

JOHN FAWSETT
Maybe it helps to know you’re not alone.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
That is the trouble. Too many tobacco farmers with too 
many bumper crops. The tobacco market is flooded. Prices 
sunk to the bottom of the ocean. And his Majesty’s new 
Trade Law is the anchor. You tell me: what sense does it 
make that I should sell exclusively to London merchants, 
while they sell to all of Europe? Makes sense to THEM, 
who have His Majesty’s ear. It’s hard to be heard from 
across the Atlantic. Forty thousand souls on this 
Eastern Shore have been impoverished to enrich forty 
London merchants, who now have forty thousand SERVANTS 
thus at cheap rates. I paid my dues of indentured 
servitude already. Here I am now a servant once again.

JOHN FAWSETT
You are as free as the crows, and make your own choices 
just as freely. Did His Majesty force you to buy four 
hundred fifty acres you couldn’t afford? 

(MORE)
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Did the London merchants force you to put up your first 
crop as credit? You signed your name to that loan; no 
one held the pen for you.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I was told it was a standard arrangement.

JOHN FAWSETT
And I happen to know, Cornelius, that you signed a false 
claim to having nine heads on hand. A man can’t get a 
patent for four hundred fifty acres without nine 
indentured servants set to work it. That’s the law.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I had workers.

JOHN FAWSETT
Itinerant labor up from the Spanish colonies, despite 
plenty of good Englishmen right here in Accomack County, 
hungry and able.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
It’s a lie. Who told you I hired Spanish colony labor?

JOHN FAWSETT
No one told me. I have eyes. Ears, too. And didn’t I 
look the other way and whistle?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I thank you for that. Anyway I’m not the only man to 
adjust his numbers and hire on the sly.

JOHN FAWSETT
You’re not the only one paying for it now either. I said 
I didn’t come with a warrant for you. But I did come 
with some advice. There are people you owe money asking 
me to lean on you. Some have been talking to Judge Pore 
directly. 

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Judge Pore doesn’t have time to worry about one more 
indebted tobacco farmer.

JOHN FAWSETT
All the same, best to add your numbers properly and hire 
locally from now on, Cornelius. You’ve had enough 
trouble, don’t you think?  

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I thank you for the advice, John. I’ll be out of trouble 
soon.

JOHN FAWSETT
That sounds like confidence. Where’d you get it?

JOHN FAWSETT (cont'd)
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
A carpenter built it for me.

JOHN FAWSETT
A carpenter? I know you don’t mean Jesus, Cornelius 
Watkins. Best not to make riddles with God.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
God’s made plenty of those Himself. I mean a carpenter, 
name of Daniel Prichard, I’m hoping wants to buy my 
land, set up a homestead and carpentry business for 
himself. Make his future, he says.

JOHN FAWSETT
That would go some ways to ease your suffering.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
This land was supposed to be MY future!

DANIEL PRICHARD arrives.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Good day, Mister Watkins!

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Speak of the devil. 

DANIEL PRICHARD
Your pardon?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Daniel Prichard. This is John Fawsett, Accomack County 
Sheriff, if you haven’t had cause to know him already.

DANIEL PRICHARD
We haven’t yet had such cause. But I know of him. I hear 
you’re a fair man Sheriff Fawsett. 

JOHN FAWSETT
I try to be so. I understand you’re in the carpentry 
business, Mister Prichard.

DANIEL PRICHARD
I am. If you need wood work done, I’ll do fine work for 
you.

JOHN FAWSETT
I’ll keep that to mind. I understand you intend some 
business with Mister Watkins?

DANIEL PRICHARD
I do.
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JOHN FAWSETT
Good. Then I’ll leave you to it. Glad to have met you, 
Mister Prichard.

DANIEL PRICHARD
God keep you, sir.

JOHN FAWSETT
Mister Watkins.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Sheriff Fawsett.

JOHN FAWSETT exits.

CORNELIUS WATKINS (cont’d)
So. Mister Prichard. Are you decided?

DANIEL PRICHARD
Mister Watkins, I am.

CORNELIUS WATKINS prepares for the worst:

CORNELIUS WATKINS
And?

DANIEL PRICHARD
And I have come to shake your hand.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Well- ...Well! I am glad to hear that! A number of 
people will be. 

DANIEL PRICHARD
Our arrangement stands?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Four hundred acres belong to you; you build a cabin for 
me on the fifty remaining; I stay on as your tenant and 
hand. That brings the price per acre down for you, and 
keeps a roof up over my head at least. 

DANIEL PRICHARD
A fair bargain, I think.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Fair enough, times being what they are. Anyway, you’re a 
reputable carpenter, so I trust the roof won’t leak.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Oh I’ll build you a solid roof, Mister Watkins. Thanks 
be to God, this day has come at last. I’ve worked for it 
a long time.
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
So have I. No thanks to God. No offense to him neither.

DANIEL PRICHARD
We find our own luck by God’s light, Mister Watkins. It 
always shines for those who choose to look for it.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I must have been looking when a cloud was passing.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Well. God saw fit to put our hands together.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
At my expense, Mister Prichard.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Your expense is mine now.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Alongside everything else I worked for.

DANIEL PRICHARD
...If you have regrets about our arrangement, Mister 
Watkins.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
No. I’m glad for it. You’ll pardon me, Mister Prichard. 
It wasn’t a year ago I was standing on the brink of 
importance in this county. Then Fortune conspired 
against me. Not to mention King Charles.

DANIEL PRICHARD
God has a plan for us all, Mister Watkins.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Yes. And King Charles signed it.

DANIEL PRICHARD offers his hand. CORNELIUS 
WATKINS shakes it and then gestures for 
PRICHARD to enter his new home. THEY do and 
CORNELIUS WATKINS shuts the door behind them.

SCENE THREE

A creek. EDWARD MARTIN is standing along the 
shore. PHILLIP HOWARD approaches on a small 
wooden skiff, driving it with a pole.

EDWARD MARTIN
Howard! What are you paddling back this way for? I 
thought you were done with this stretch of creek.
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PHILLIP HOWARD
I have moved on from it, as you know. I’ve only come 
back for my pickaxe.

EDWARD MARTIN
Don’t you mean MY pickaxe?

PHILLIP HOWARD
I mean MY pickaxe, Edward Martin.

EDWARD MARTIN
You absconded with my hammers and spades, Phillip 
Howard.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Those are my hammers and my spades, always have been, 
always will be. Now move aside and let me land.

EDWARD MARTIN
You have no right to step on Mister Smith’s property. 
You’re no longer indentured to him.

PHILLIP HOWARD
God denounces envy, Edward Martin.

EDWARD MARTIN
I don’t envy a moment of you.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Oh no? Every indentured servant Mister Smith ever had 
has moved on except you. How long has it been? Fifteen 
years? Fifteen years a servant on another man’s plot. 
Might as well have stayed in England. If you weren’t 
such a stick in the mud you might have made a free soul 
of yourself years ago.

EDWARD MARTIN
Don’t fret over my soul. My soul is at peace. My soul 
harbors no thief, Phillip Coward.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Quit that, and move yourself.

EDWARD MARTIN
I’m standing right here. Turn yourself around and paddle 
back to your new master.

PHILLIP HOWARD
(proudly) I have no master. I am set to be a tenant hand 
on the new land of one Daniel Prichard. 
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EDWARD MARTIN
Tenant hand! The difference between tenant hand and 
indentured servant is a matter of spelling. Not that you 
would know it.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Tenant hand is one step up. And a step’s a step. I am on 
my way to manifesting my own destiny. I will have my own 
indentured servants before long, my own land, and my own 
free will. And you’re just “standing right there” 
because you can’t stand it, can you?

PHILLIP HOWARD has used his pole to poke at 
EDWARD MARTIN for emphasis. EDWARD MARTIN 
grabs the poking end of the pole.

EDWARD MARTIN
Stand this, Phillip Coward!

EDWARD MARTIN gives the pole a yank.

PHILLIP HOWARD
You instigate a physical encounter with me and I’ll 
remind you of your age, old man. Give that pole back.

EDWARD MARTIN
Give me my hammers and spades!

PHILLIP HOWARD
They are not your hammers and spades!

A ridiculous struggle ensues, over the course 
of which EDWARD MARTIN and PHILLIP HOWARD go 
down, back up, switch places on land and sea, 
and end up right where they started, only with 
PHILLIP HOWARD once again in possession of his 
pole and EDWARD MARTIN knocked to the ground.

EDWARD MARTIN
The devil take you, thief! You have stolen my 
possessions, and now my dignity too!

PHILLIP HOWARD
If you lost you’re dignity it’s because you dropped it. 
Gather it up, I don’t want it.

EDWARD MARTIN
I want my hammers and spades.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Then you had better buy some to call your own.
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EDWARD MARTIN
YOU had better go to God and beg forgiveness, Phillip 
Coward.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Stop calling me that.

EDWARD MARTIN
Thief.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Shut it. I’ll see you again shortly, Edward Martin, and 
I’ll have Sheriff Fawsett at my side when I do. Then 
we’ll see how brave your envy makes you.

EDWARD MARTIN
I’m not afraid of you. I fear only God, and trust Him to 
do what is right by an honest man’s integrity.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Yes, I know the God you fear. Your God quakes inside 
you. And Mister Smith, too, I think. Is that why you’ve 
stayed indentured to him? 

Music. Silence from EDWARD MARTIN.

PHILLIP HOWARD (CONT’D) (cont’d)
...Well. That shut it. I don’t suppose I’ll be seeing 
you at MY Church this Sabbath. Judge Pore’s daughter has 
a confession on. Should be a good one. Wouldn’t want to 
miss it. ...Good day, Edward Martin. Back to your 
chores. And God save you from your ways.

PHILLIP HOWARD pushes himself away on his 
skiff and exits, leaving EDWARD MARTIN to 
seethe alone on the shore.

After a moment of seething, EDWARD MARTIN 
looks up to God. HE closes his eyes and prays 
in silence, his hands open.

TRYAL PORE enters, regarding EDWARD MARTIN at 
a distance.

Finally, EDWARD MARTIN closes his hands, then 
opens his eyes again. HE looks after PHILLIP 
HOWARD, sighs away a seethe, then exits.

SCENE FOUR

TRYAL PORE sings her unholy music. Her 
NEIGHBORS go about their weekly chores.
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TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
Basic Monday Pungoteague,
On the Eastern Shore of Virginia,
The next five days pass much the same
With chores and frays and desire.
On Tuesday morn go feed the hens, 
Fetch water from the spring.
Wednesday afternoon spin wool
And button the field with seeds.
Thursday scare the crows away
Lest Autumn barren be.
Friday when the sun grows tired
Drive the herds in droves and gaggles. 
Saturday night by firelight
Sew up a week of holes.
Thus the new world narrative
Crawls east to west oh so slowly.

I have an eye on this town
Got my ear to the ground
This is a new song
It’s not finished yet
The ending is only temporary
How its course will run 
I’m not taking bets

As TRYAL PORE continues, EDWARD MARTIN and 
PHILLIP HOWARD get into a conflict.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
Basically in Pungoteague
We work all week for the Sabbath.
The next six days, you may recall,
Have chores and frays and desire.
Between our daily work routines
We still find time for frays.
That’s “frays” spelled F-R-A-Y-S,
Not phrases in God’s Good Book.
Frays or squabbles, scraps or rows,
Grab the word you like.
In the end it’s just a fight
Over laws or land or hammers.
Fighting for pride, for borders,
Over plans or over coins,
Why sail over oceans if
Not for a new way of thinking?

I have an eye on this town
Got my ear to the ground
This is a new song
It’s not finished yet
The ending is only temporary

(MORE)
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How its course will run 
I’m not taking bets

As TRYAL PORE continues, EDMOND PORE and 
CONSTANCE PORE have a secret exchange of 
desires.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
Thus you see in Pungoteague
We fight all week for the Sabbath.
The next six days as you might guess
More chores and frays and desire.
“But what of that desire?” you ask.
“Tryal Pore, you have not said.”
Nor has anybody else
And silence says it all.
Any woman, any man, 
Alone or in the church,
Feel their skin beneath their clothes
And their hearts beneath their breastbones.
Fingers entwined in prayer to God 
Convince the mind of order.
In our bones we long to touch
Young freedom’s sweet lover, Chaos.

I have an eye on this town
Got my ear to the ground
This is a new song
It’s not finished yet
The ending is only temporary
How its course will run 
I’m not taking bets

As TRYAL PORE continues, her NEIGHBORS 
congregate in the Church.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
Finally in Pungoteague
We come to a special Sabbath.
The last six days as you have seen
had chores and frays and desire.
The congregation gathers now
To witness Tryal Pore,
Who must confess unholy thoughts
To satisfy one and all.
Every word, every move 
rehearsed within an inch.
Turn this phrase. Now lift your hands.
Tear your heart and pull your guts out.
Fingers entwined in prayer to God 
Convince the mob of order.
This is how we make amends
Between our minds and bodies.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
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TRYAL PORE (speaks) (cont’d)
Take me back! Take me back to the ONE TRUE MUSIC and the 
SPIRIT of the Lord JESUS CHRIST ALMIGHTY! I pray He 
forgive me! And I sing now ONLY for HIM!

TRYAL PORE erupts into a show of convulsions 
and tears. Her NEIGHBORS all emote, praise God 
and lay hands upon her, then go their ways, 
chattering excitedly. Left alone and 
exhausted, TRYAL PORE brings her unholy ditty 
to a close.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
I have an eye on this town
Got my ear to the ground
This is a new song
It’s not finished yet
The ending is only temporary
How its course will run 
I’m not taking bets

SCENE FIVE

At the table of the Pore home. EDMOND PORE and 
his wife, CONSTANCE PORE, are in good spirits 
over the success of their daughter TRYAL 
PORE’S confession.

EDMOND PORE
Good, my daughter. A fine confession today. Was it not a 
fine confession, Constance?

CONSTANCE PORE
Indeed it was, Edmond. A very fine confession.

EDMOND PORE
Do you doubt the congregation would agree?

CONSTANCE PORE
I do not doubt it. 

EDMOND PORE
Nor I. A very fine confession indeed.

CONSTANCE PORE
Tryal, off the floor [table], supper is ready.

TRYAL PORE gets up off the floor [or climbs 
off the table] and takes her seat.

CONSTANCE PORE (cont’d)
You must have a hearty appetite after today. And I’ve 
made your favorite berry pie.
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TRYAL PORE
Is that my reward?

CONSTANCE PORE
It is our reward.

EDMOND PORE
Our true reward is God’s pardon, which you have earned 
us well.

TRYAL PORE
And our neighbors’ pardon?

EDMOND PORE
Our neighbors are but God’s lambs, as we are. The entire 
flock is enriched by the show of forgiveness granted 
today.

TRYAL PORE
Granted to me.

CONSTANCE PORE
Granted to us.

TRYAL PORE
What sin did you commit that I confessed?

EDMOND PORE
Your mother bore a daughter tainted with unholy music. 
And I partook in raising her.

TRYAL PORE
These are your sins.

EDMOND PORE
God forgive us, they are. Tryal Pore, all has been set 
right. Eat your supper and your heart be glad.

TRYAL PORE
(relents) You will pardon me, father, I AM weary from my 
performance today. That it is done and favorably 
received, my heart is truly glad.

CONSTANCE PORE
Amen. And a good heart it is.

EDMOND PORE
Very good.

Eating.

TRYAL PORE
...Still.
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EDMOND PORE clanks his fork down on his plate 
and musters patience.

CONSTANCE PORE
Yes, be still Tryal. You must be weary indeed, how your 
mind meanders. You prepared so diligently all week. 
Mister Darby did fine work tutoring you, did he not, 
Edmond.

EDMOND PORE
Mister Darby earned his wages very well. 

CONSTANCE PORE
And left our Tryal exhausted.

TRYAL PORE
I often bid Mister Darby leave me exhausted, but he will 
not. And so I am left with no choice but to exhaust 
myself.

CONSTANCE PORE
Well. One gains most by one’s own efforts... Eat now, 
Tryal. But save room for berry pie. Though I’ve never 
known our Tryal to not have room enough for berry pie. 
She has a boy’s appetite. Sometimes I have wondered did 
God grant me a boy in girl’s clothing, such a rascal 
child you were. You will make an upstanding woman yet, 
God be willing.

TRYAL PORE
Is that the question?

CONSTANCE PORE
Is what the question?

TRYAL PORE
If GOD is willing to make me an upstanding woman.

EDMOND PORE
Yes God is. 

CONSTANCE PORE
The question is, Tryal, are you willing to accept His 
guidance.

EDMOND PORE
This is not a question. She is willing. She confessed as 
much before our friends and neighbors this very 
afternoon. 

TRYAL PORE
Father! This afternoon was a farce!
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CONSTANCE PORE
Tryal Pore!

EDMOND PORE
Must you tear open at once the hole you have only just 
mended? Ever since that day you burst out in the Church 
with that unholy noise this family, my Name, has been 
the object of suspicion in Pungoteague and we cannot 
afford it!

TRYAL PORE
YOU cannot.

CONSTANCE PORE
“We,” Tryal, you heard your Father’s word. Obey it.

TRYAL PORE
My Father gives his word to Jamestown. It’s the powers 
that be in Jamestown, not in Heaven, that he fears. That 
his name be promoted to the Court in Jamestown is his 
real concern, confess to THAT.

EDMOND PORE
I will not have your disrespect!

TRYAL PORE
Nor I yours!

CONSTANCE PORE
Tryal Pore, you do not contradict your father!

TRYAL PORE
It was the truth that burst out of me that day when I 
finally sang aloud what I feel; and for one moment I 
felt what freedom must be like.

CONSTANCE PORE
Dear God forgive us!

EDMOND PORE
You will not say another word, Tryal Pore. I will not 
have it. As all God’s children must respect their 
heavenly Father so all children are bound to respect 
their earthly fathers. It is the order of Heaven on 
earth. If you disrupt this order, my good child, it is 
the Devil’s mischief. Am I to understand you make 
knowing mischief with the Devil?

TRYAL PORE
If I thought the Devil would not hold me responsible for 
his own fears I’d gladly take his hand.

CONSTANCE PORE
Oh!
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CONSTANCE PORE faints.

EDMOND PORE
You see what your profanities have wrought! You have 
slain your mother!

TRYAL PORE
Oh get up Mother and don’t bruise yourself, the 
congregation isn’t here to witness your efforts.

CONSTANCE PORE
Why do you torture us, child! Why do you wish Hell upon 
us? We have ever doted on you. Decent clothes.

EDMOND PORE
Clothes.

CONSTANCE PORE
A tutor. 

EDMOND PORE
Tutor.

CONSTANCE PORE
Servants enough that you have time to read by daylight.

EDMOND PORE
Daylight!

CONSTANCE PORE
How many daughters can say as much?

TRYAL PORE
I’d give it all away and work my fingers to the bone in 
rags if it meant I could speak my mind freely.

EDMOND PORE
I can see no evidence whatsoever that you have ANY 
obstacle to speaking your mind. Your free speaking has 
been a curse on me since the day some dark spirit bid 
you babble.

TRYAL PORE
I speak my heart’s truth. And I wish to live it.

CONSTANCE PORE
If you will live at random, Tryal, according to your 
heart’s desire we may be sure you are no believer. 
Remember what happened to Lizzie Crackborn!
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TRYAL PORE
Mother! May one have only orderly faith in God? Explain 
to me then the forest with its anarchic sprouting, the 
sea with its crashing waves, the wind that first blows 
this way then all at once blasts to the contrary. God’s 
earth is in complete disarray and we call it beautiful! 
Why must our souls be denied God’s own unwieldy beauty?

EDMOND PORE
God’s holy order is laid out before us that we may 
strive to understand it, knowing we cannot. Our childish 
ignorance is no justification to throw life into further 
chaos.

TRYAL PORE
Life is chaos, father, by God’s order!

CONSTANCE PORE
The Devil has her tongue, Edmond! I am sure of it! This 
is not our daughter speaking!

EDMOND PORE
You will go to Church tomorrow morning or I will drag 
you there myself. You will clang the bell with your own 
two hands, call forth the congregation and confess these 
blasphemies you heave upon us!

TRYAL PORE
That’s a bad idea.

EDMOND PORE
...”A bad idea?” A bad idea! To save your soul! To save 
our family name!

TRYAL PORE
I just made confession today. The congregation went home 
satisfied. If I confess again so soon they will only 
doubt your Name. Besides, if you are truly worried about 
your public Name then let our business be private. Say 
nothing of what I’ve said and they will know nothing.

CONSTANCE PORE
Our neighbors may not see what lies in our hearts, but 
God surely does.

TRYAL PORE
Let him. Our neighbors, I think, are less forgiving. The 
season has everyone on edge. They're hanging women as 
witches in Massachusetts for so much as saying boo to a 
scarecrow. 

EDMOND PORE
Well, they have always been rather extreme in 
Massachusetts.
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TRYAL PORE
Back anyone in Pungoteague into a corner and they'll get 
plenty extreme. We are only conveniently progressive 
here.

EDMOND PORE
...I see no way forward from this but confession.

TRYAL PORE
If you feel such need then confess yourself.

EDMOND PORE
Me confess? To what?

TRYAL PORE
You drink in the court. Confess to that.

EDMOND PORE
The court is held in Fowkes’ Tavern, and yes, with a 
meal there, I have a drink. It is no sin.

TRYAL PORE
What about aiding and abetting Thomas Fowkes?

EDMOND PORE
Aiding and abetting what about Thomas Fowkes?

TRYAL PORE
Thomas Fowkes is Quaker! Fowkes’ Tavern is a Quaker 
sanctuary! Everybody whispers it! But nobody, not even 
the Harbor Captain and Judge, Edmond Pore, will condemn 
him, why?, because Thomas Fowkes pours their beer!

EDMOND PORE
This is nonsense!

CONSTANCE PORE
She’s raving. What shall we do, Edmond? What are we to 
do?

TRYAL PORE
You know I am right.

EDMOND PORE
...You are too rough with us, child.

TRYAL PORE
I am too honest with you both. 

EDMOND PORE
I fear your independence of mind is the way to 
damnation. One must not stray.

Jackson – God's Plot v3.8 – Pg. 32



TRYAL PORE
You and mother strayed from England across the sea to 
this Eastern Shore. Why did you do it? For damnation? I 
am your journey's child. Believe it.

...EDMOND PORE puts a hand on TRYAL PORE’S 
shoulder or head uncertainly, then exits.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
I’ll call in Sarah and clean up. 

CONSTANCE PORE
Don’t forget the berry pie.

CONSTANCE PORE exits after her husband.

SCENE SIX

Fowkes' Tavern. THOMAS FOWKES is tending to 
business. At a table sit WILLIAM DARBY, 
CORNELIUS WATKINS and PHILLIP HOWARD with 
beer.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
But the Dutch are worse.

WILLIAM DARBY
Worse than the Spanish?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
The Dutch are as nasty as the fleas they unleashed on 
England. Now they want to bring their fleas here. Do you 
know how many of His Majesty’s ships are waiting in the 
harbor for them?

PHILLIP HOWARD
How many?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Eighteen!

PHILLIP HOWARD
That’s a lot.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
It’s a legitimate threat, those Dutch fleas. 

WILLIAM DARBY
Not to mention those Dutch tobacco traders.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
They are to be tolerated. His Majesty’s fleet should let 
them through.
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WILLIAM DARBY
And how do you manage to separate the traders from the 
fleas?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Dunk them in a barrel of Thomas Fowkes' beer!

Laughter.

THOMAS FOWKES
Another pint, Mister Watkins? Keeps the Dutch away.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Just their fleas, thank you. I could use their trade.

WILLIAM DARBY
Aren’t you DONE with this tobacco business? Daniel 
Prichard bought your acres, did he not?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Aak!

PHILLIP HOWARD
Yeah! We’re carpenters now! England has nothing over us. 
Shipfuls of new souls arriving on the Eastern Shore 
every month. Housing market just goes up! No end in 
sight! Our future is nailed down.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
And what are all those new souls going to pay for these 
houses with? This is still a farming county. Until those 
Trade Laws open up the Eastern Shore is sunk. It’s 
criminal. Something should be done.

PHILLIP HOWARD
All I know is a week ago I was an indentured servant on 
one of the smallest plots in the county. Today I am a 
tenant hand. I’m stepping up.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
A week ago I was a tobacco farmer on one of the largest 
plots in the county. And today I am a tenant hand. And 
I’ll be damned if I’m stepping down!

PHILLIP HOWARD
Curmudgeon. You’re as bad as old Edward Martin. Speaking 
of which, the other day I went back up creek to retrieve 
my remaining pickaxe from Mister Smith’s property, and 
there was Edward Martin, guarding the shore like His 
Majesty’s fleet. Wouldn’t let me land my skiff. 

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Why? You got fleas?
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PHILLIP HOWARD
No.

WILLIAM DARBY
(suspicious like a parent:) What did you do?

PHILLIP HOWARD
Edward Martin started it. He called me thief! Said I 
stole his hammers and spades! Huh! But I called him 
Quaker and that shut him right up.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Is he Quaker?

PHILLIP HOWARD
I suspect it. Mister Smith too. Although I never really 
minded Mister Smith. He always treated me respectfully. 
But that Edward Martin riles me.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
How does Edward Martin justify his eternal rancor? I 
thought Quakers preached pacifism. 

WILLIAM DARBY
That’s assuming he IS Quaker.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Phillip Howard says he is.

PHILLIP HOWARD
I only say I suspect. Mister Smith too.

WILLIAM DARBY
What’s your evidence?

PHILLIP HOWARD
Little things: Neither of them tip their hat when they 
greet you. Never seem to haggle at market. And they 
never come to OUR Church.

WILLIAM DARBY
They could be Catholic.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Edward Martin is no Catholic.

WILLIAM DARBY
Why not?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
For one, Catholics haggle at market. Also, the Catholics 
are merit mongers who think good deeds alone merit 
salvation. I have seen no evidence of any good deed or 
salvageable merit attributable to Edward Martin.
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WILLIAM DARBY
And what can we do to cure YOUR rancor, Cornelius 
Watkins?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I expect you’d know. Nothing gets you down. How’s the 
alphabet trade?

WILLIAM DARBY
In good times and bad, people need things in writing.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Maybe I should take up scribbling. ...Damn Trade Laws!

PHILLIP HOWARD
Don’t start.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Something should be done!

WILLIAM DARBY
Then do something.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I’ve tried everything.

WILLIAM DARBY
Have you staged a protest?

PHILLIP HOWARD
Have you not been listening?

WILLIAM DARBY
I mean something effective.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Like what for instance?

WILLIAM DARBY
You could put on a play.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
...A play?

WILLIAM DARBY
A satire. Of King Charles The Second.

PHILLIP HOWARD
A play?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
It’s blasphemy.
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WILLIAM DARBY
That depends.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Anyway, how would I put on a play?

WILLIAM DARBY
I could write one.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
You?

WILLIAM DARBY
Let’s see. What does King Charles like? Bear baiting.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Heathenish entertainment.

WILLIAM DARBY
We make King Charles a bear, played by you. And his 
servant is a colonist, a cub, played by one Phillip 
Howard.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Wait a minute.

WILLIAM DARBY
The bear and the cub will get into an argument over 
what? Not tobacco, that’s too obvious.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Money.

WILLIAM DARBY
Too literal. ...Not money: honey! They’re arguing over 
who gets the honey from the hive. A big scuffle ensues.

PHILLIP HOWARD
And the cub takes the bear down with his skiff pole.

WILLIAM DARBY
Better: the cub ends up baiting the bear.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Oh that’s good! And King Charles likes bear baiting! 
That’s- what’s that called?

WILLIAM DARBY
Ironic.

PHILLIP HOWARD
I like that!
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WILLIAM DARBY
So? What say you?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
...I play the bear?

PHILLIP HOWARD
And I play the cub.

WILLIAM DARBY
And I’ll write the play.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
...Where would we perform it?

WILLIAM DARBY
How about right here? If Thomas Fowkes' Tavern is good 
enough for the Court it’s certainly good enough for the 
theatre. What say you Thomas Fowkes?

THOMAS FOWKES
You want to stage a play here?

WILLIAM DARBY
Do you mind?

THOMAS FOWKES
The Court pays a fee for the use of the place.

WILLIAM DARBY
We don’t have any budget. This is theatre. It’s for the 
benefit of the community. Cornelius Watkins is not the 
only man on the Eastern Shore hurting from the Trade 
Laws. And something must be done!

THOMAS FOWKES
I could be taken to Court if someone complained.

WILLIAM DARBY
You’ll sell a lot of beer.

THOMAS FOWKES
Okay.

THEY shake hands.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Now wait a minute. He is right. It is blasphemy.

WILLIAM DARBY
The truth is never blasphemy, Phillip Howard.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Are you sure about that?
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WILLIAM DARBY
Cornelius Watkins, would you consider the Trade Law that 
reduced your tobacco to pennies, turned a county-wide 
bumper crop into a glut, and knocked you down from 
wealth to poverty in one year’s time an ungodly 
injustice?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
That is the truth!

WILLIAM DARBY
Indeed. And the blasphemy belongs to Charles The Second 
of England, a bear of a king, who shalt not stand on the 
neck of his cubs any longer.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
No he will not!

WILLIAM DARBY
Then we’re agreed!

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Agreed!

WILLIAM DARBY
Phillip Howard?

PHILLIP HOWARD
Agreed!

WILLIAM DARBY
A toast, courtesy of Thomas Fowkes! To ye bear, and ye 
cub. Let the baiting begin!

THEY cheer, toast and drink. JOHN FAWSETT 
enters in time to see them.

JOHN FAWSETT
Well! This is a merry lot.

PHILLIP HOWARD
(sotto voce) Sheriff Fawsett!

WILLIAM DARBY
Hello / Sheriff Fawsett.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Afternoon John Sheriff.

THOMAS FOWKES
Hello John.

JOHN FAWSETT
Thomas. What do we raise a glass to today, neighbors?
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WILLIAM DARBY
We’re just celebrating Cornelius Watkins’ freedom from 
the bonds of business.

JOHN FAWSETT
You’re feeling better about your change of fortune, 
then, Cornelius.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
God has a plan for us all, brother Fawsett.

JOHN FAWSETT
God does.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Well, best I get back to Mister Prichard’s. I’m a tenant 
hand for Daniel Prichard now.

JOHN FAWSETT
Are you, Phillip. Daniel Prichard is doing well indeed. 
Why is he not here to raise a glass with you?

WILLIAM DARBY
He has furniture to build for his new house.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Aak!

WILLIAM DARBY
On his new plot.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Aak!

WILLIAM DARBY pats CORNELIUS WATKINS on the 
back.

WILLIAM DARBY
Speaking of new plots.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Right, so I’m off! Good day Gentlemen. God willing.

PHILLIP HOWARD hurries out.

ALL
Good day, God bless, Amen, etc.

WILLIAM DARBY
I’ll be on my way as well. My quill and ink are calling 
me. Good day, Mister Fowkes. Sheriff Fawsett.

WILLIAM DARBY exits. Now alone, CORNELIUS 
WATKINS feels awkward.
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
I’ll go too. John.

CORNELIUS WATKINS exits.

JOHN FAWSETT
Good day Gentleman. ...You’d think I was a Dutch flea.

THOMAS FOWKES
May I pour you anything, Sheriff Fawsett?

JOHN FAWSETT
God bless you for it, Thomas.

THOMAS FOWKES obliges JOHN FAWSETT with a 
beer, and JOHN FAWSETT produced a packet in 
return.

JOHN FAWSETT (cont’d)
And for your trouble, I have the Court’s monthly 
payment.

THOMAS FOWKES takes it.

THOMAS FOWKES
I thank you.

JOHN FAWSETT
You have never once counted that purse, that I have 
seen.

THOMAS FOWKES
I know you to be a fair man, John. 

JOHN FAWSETT
You’re a man of integrity yourself.

THOMAS FOWKES
And I know where you work.

JOHN FAWSETT
Indeed. 

JOHN FAWSETT toasts to that and takes a sip.

JOHN FAWSETT (cont’d)
Ah. Any interesting talk in the tavern lately? Just now, 
for example?

THOMAS FOWKES
Nothing that would surprise you. Cornelius Watkins 
having more than his share to say about the new Trade 
Law.
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JOHN FAWSETT
One cannot blame the man. He gambled everything and lost 
as much. God brings justice to us all in the end.

THOMAS FOWKES
He does.

JOHN FAWSETT
To God.

JOHN FAWSETT has lifted his glass. THOMAS 
FOWKES stares neutrally.

JOHN FAWSETT (cont’d)
I know. You won’t mind that I drink alone.

THOMAS FOWKES
If I did I wouldn’t make much of a tavern keeper.

JOHN FAWSETT drinks to that.

JOHN FAWSETT
Well: I’ll not keep you. You have your payment. And if 
there is indeed nothing of interest on the wind?

THOMAS FOWKES
Another day in Pungoteague, far as I can tell.

JOHN FAWSETT
Good day to you then.

THOMAS FOWKES
Good day to you John.

JOHN FAWSETT exits.

SCENE SEVEN

Music. The creek. EDWARD MARTIN is standing 
along the shore. THOMAS FOWKES approaches on a 
small wooden skiff, driving it with a pole.

EDWARD MARTIN
Evening Friend.

THOMAS FOWKES
Evening. I’ll not trouble thee long. For Mister Smith.

THOMAS FOWKES tosses EDWARD MARTIN the purse 
of money that John Fawsett had given him.

EDWARD MARTIN
He’ll thank thee for it, as always.
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THOMAS FOWKES
Let him know I’ll not be at the next Meeting.

EDWARD MARTIN
Why is that, Friend Fowkes?

THOMAS FOWKES
Best to keep my attendance irregular, for the greater 
good. Times what they are, Sheriff Fawsett has been 
around more often. Asking more questions than usual.

EDWARD MARTIN
Of thee?

THOMAS FOWKES
Nea, not I. Nor us. Asking after gossip.

EDWARD MARTIN
Those Puritans are ever hungry for gossip. 

THOMAS FOWKES
John Fawsett is fair. He has a job to do is all.

EDWARD MARTIN
Aye, protecting those shut up in unbelief while the rest 
of us can rot outside their justice.

THOMAS FOWKES
Art thou want for protection, Edward Martin? Give that 
purse to Mister Smith and thou art safe another month at 
least.

EDWARD MARTIN
The truth of thy faith eludes me, Thomas Fowkes. I 
wonder at it.

THOMAS FOWKES
Don’t trouble yourself.

EDWARD MARTIN
Why trouble THYself, friend Fowkes, if not to the very 
depths of thy belief? Anything less is unworthy.

THOMAS FOWKES
It’s true what they say of thee.

EDWARD MARTIN
Who?

THOMAS FOWKES
Oh, William Darby, Cornelius Watkins, Phillip Howard.

EDWARD MARTIN
Phillip Howard?
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THOMAS FOWKES
Those three were in the tavern today. Phillip Howard 
made mention of a scuffle he had here with thee?

EDWARD MARTIN
Phillip Howard is a thief.

THOMAS FOWKES
As art thou, so sayeth Phillip Howard.

EDWARD MARTIN
I be no thief, Friend. Mark it. Phillip Howard is a 
lazy, sloppy ferret. What other lies did he and his 
brood level against me?

THOMAS FOWKES
No lies that I’m aware of. Don’t rile yourself over 
them. Anyway, you might be thanking them soon.

EDWARD MARTIN
For what?

THOMAS FOWKES
Tis secret for now. Mind you keep it so. But they intend 
to put on a play at the tavern against King Charles and 
the Trade Law.

EDWARD MARTIN
A play? At the tavern? You would allow such a thing?

THOMAS FOWKES
It will sell a good amount of beer, I think, which 
doesn’t do us any harm, as that purse attests. 

EDWARD MARTIN throws the purse back at THOMAS 
FOWKES.

EDWARD MARTIN
Take thy purse! I’ll not bear it further. It carries a 
sin against integrity. A sin against God.

THOMAS FOWKES
Maybe God in His wisdom is more practical than thou art, 
Edward Martin.

EDWARD MARTIN
It’s the devil’s money. Always has been. It’s bad enough 
we depend on drunkenness and lawyers. Now you want us to 
depend on actors as well? Keep your unholy money. We 
don’t need it.

THOMAS FOWKES
In fact, we do.
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THOMAS FOWKES punctuates this point by 
throwing the purse back.

THOMAS FOWKES (cont’d)
Thine own prayers depend on it, Friend. Take that purse 
to Mister Smith. Tell him I regret that I will miss the 
coming Meeting. And tell him my reason as I told it 
thee, without your embellish/ments.

EDWARD MARTIN
Aye, aye. ...One day we will be free to worship as we 
please.

THOMAS FOWKES
One day we will. Until then, God will forgive us leaning 
on necessity a bit more than we favor. I do what is 
necessary for the true faith, Friend. Remember it. Thou 
wilt have thy freedom. We all will. But it won’t come to 
us free. So until they allow us, let them pay for us. 
...Evening to you Friend.

THOMAS FOWKES floats off. EDWARD MARTIN exits 
with the purse.

SCENE EIGHT

TRYAL PORE and WILLIAM DARBY in the barn on 
the Pore property.

TRYAL PORE
Tell me again, was I really convincing?

WILLIAM DARBY
You saw the congregation.

TRYAL PORE
I heard them all about me. But when I think back on it I 
see only a blur, I was swept so by my own delivery.

WILLIAM DARBY
It was well done.

TRYAL PORE
Thank you. And well phrased.

WILLIAM DARBY
Thank you.

TRYAL PORE
You can thank me with a kiss if you please. It will be 
my reward. Or as my mother would have it, our reward. 
But I won’t mind sharing it with you. 

(MORE)
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...Father is at the harbor and Mother is up to her 
elbows in flour and water. We’ll not be discovered. I am 
too fond of you William Darby.

WILLIAM DARBY
You are. I fear I am too fond of you.

TRYAL PORE
Not too, as of yet.

WILLIAM DARBY
You move me, Tryal Pore.

TRYAL PORE
You move me, William Darby.

...TRYAL PORE kisses WILLIAM DARBY. It’s a 
good one. THEY look at each other.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
There! We’ve done it! We’ve kissed! I don’t suppose it 
would be practical to go any further!

WILLIAM DARBY
Not likely.

TRYAL PORE
Why do you resist me? If you WERE too fond of me I think 
you wouldn’t. I know it’s not your fear of God. What is 
it then?

WILLIAM DARBY
I am too fond of you, Tryal Pore. And fornication is a 
punishable crime. Let those two truths suffice.

TRYAL PORE
It’s your independence you’re too fond of, I think, not 
me.

WILLIAM DARBY
...I will share with you a secret.

TRYAL PORE
What is it?

WILLIAM DARBY
Can I trust you with it?

TRYAL PORE
What is it?

WILLIAM DARBY
I was in Fowkes’ Tavern yesterday with Cornelius Watkins 
and Phillip Howard. 

TRYAL PORE (cont'd)

(MORE)
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Cornelius Watkins has been in a perpetual stir over the 
loss of his acres, which he has recently sold by 
necessity to Daniel Prichard.

TRYAL PORE
The practical Carpenter.

WILLIAM DARBY
I think Cornelius would take on His Majesty’s fleet 
himself if it meant an end to the Trade Law. But he’s 
all talk and not much ever came of that. So I suggested 
I write a play in satire of King Charles, and we put it 
on in Fowkes’ Tavern.

TRYAL PORE
And will you?

WILLIAM DARBY
I have already begun setting word to paper.

TRYAL PORE
Oh! Who will be the actors?

WILLIAM DARBY
Cornelius Watkins will play King Charles in the form of 
a bear, and Phillip Howard will play a colonist in the 
form of a cub, and they will get to fighting over honey.

TRYAL PORE
Oo! And who is to play the bee?

WILLIAM DARBY
The bee?

TRYAL PORE
The bee that makes the honey!

WILLIAM DARBY
I hadn’t thought of a bee. 

TRYAL PORE
There must be a bee. And if there is a bee seen making 
the honey, then the honey has been stolen by the cub. I 
suppose then the bee would be, what, an indentured 
servant. Or maybe an Indian!

WILLIAM DARBY
Mmm, that gets us into another message entirely. This is 
to be a satire of King Charles.

TRYAL PORE
Shall I play the cub then?

WILLIAM DARBY (cont'd)
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WILLIAM DARBY
Shall you?

TRYAL PORE
If there is no bee, I shall play the cub.

WILLIAM DARBY
Phillip Howard plays the cub.

TRYAL PORE
Is he a good actor?

WILLIAM DARBY
He is not an actor that I am aware of.

TRYAL PORE
I acted very well this Sabbath last.

WILLIAM DARBY
Tryal Pore, it is blasphemy enough we are doing a play 
at all without bringing a woman into it.

TRYAL PORE
You are neither too fond nor too free, but too practical 
by far. Who was it said to me “Rebellion must not be too 
careful, lest it miss its mark for sake of fear.”

WILLIAM DARBY
Don’t throw my words at me.

TRYAL PORE
Better to throw them, I think, than only toss them about 
like you do.

WILLIAM DARBY
I’ll not have your feedback, woman.

TRYAL PORE
I’ll not have your not having, man.

WILLIAM DARBY and TRYAL PORE tackle one 
another with and in the straw. Just when the 
tackle risks getting sexy, CONSTANCE PORE is 
heard calling:

CONSTANCE PORE
Tryal? Mister Darby?

TRYAL PORE
It’s mother.
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WILLIAM DARBY
Gather yourself. And not a word about the play.

TRYAL PORE
I’m not stupid.

CONSTANCE PORE enters.

CONSTANCE PORE
There you are. How is our student coming along, Mister 
Darby?

WILLIAM DARBY
Very well.

CONSTANCE PORE
Fine. Is the lesson nearly finished for today?

TRYAL PORE
Not quite finished, Mother.

CONSTANCE PORE
I am up to my elbows in flour and water and getting no 
help from our Sarah, lazy thing. May I ask you join me? 
My apologies, Mister Darby.

WILLIAM DARBY
Not at all, Goody Pore. I think Tryal has had her fill 
of me for today. Next Tuesday then?

CONSTANCE PORE
Fine.

TRYAL PORE
Next Tuesday then.

WILLIAM DARBY
Good day, ladies.

CONSTANCE PORE
Good day Mister Darby. God be with you.

WILLIAM DARBY
You as well. Good day.

WILLIAM DARBY exits. CONSTANCE PORE continues 
to look after him.

CONSTANCE PORE
Tryal, take that straw out of your hair. I am placing my 
trust in the assumption that your lessons with Mister 
Darby are limited to reading.
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TRYAL PORE
Your trust is well placed.

CONSTANCE PORE
As you said yourself, another confession so soon would 
weigh quite heavily.

TRYAL PORE
I have done nothing worth confessing mother. It’s the 
truth.

CONSTANCE PORE turns to her daughter, 
relieved.

CONSTANCE PORE
Well. Good. Mm-hm. May I have your help with the baking 
then. Your father is expected soon.

TRYAL PORE
I’ll gather myself and come after you.

CONSTANCE PORE
Good then. Very well. Alright. God bless us.

CONSTANCE PORE leaves. TRYAL PORE thinks on 
her mother’s protracted nervousness. TRYAL 
PORE sings:

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
It is not enough yet
I am your daughter
It is not enough yet
To stand up straight
I’ll have had my fill
When I have picked the apple
And like the serpent
opened the gate

It is not enough yet
I bake and sew
It is not enough yet
To learn to read
I’ll have had my fill
When I have held the apple
And shown the good men
Whom they can heed

It is not enough yet
I wait on his word
It is not enough yet
To kiss not tell
I’ll have had my fill

(MORE)
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When I have bit the apple
And catch the wide world
In our love spell

It is not enough yet
I have no purpose
It is not enough yet
To make no mark
I’ll have had my fill
When I have thrown the apple
And scared the crows back
Into the dark

It is not enough yet
I plot in silence
It is not enough yet
That no one knows
I’ll have had my fill
When I’ve sown the apple seed
And from the old soil
A new tree grows...

I will climb up high and higher
Red horizon blue sky bright white stars
I will stoke a fire burning brighter
Climb beyond the moon and on to Mars
Ready set!

SCENE NINE

A clearing in the woods. WILLIAM DARBY, 
CORNELIUS WATKINS and PHILLIP HOWARD are 
present with their costumes and props.

WILLIAM DARBY
Here is a marvelous convenient place for our rehearsal. 
This green plot shall be our stage, this hawthorn bush 
our attiring room, and we will do it in action as we 
will before the congregation.

PHILLIP HOWARD
The congregation?

WILLIAM DARBY
Of drinkers, Phillip Howard, of drinkers.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
William Darby!

WILLIAM DARBY
What say you, wily Watkins?

TRYAL PORE (SINGS) (cont'd)
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
There are things in this satire that will not please. 
Lastly, the baiting of the bear, which the ladies will 
not abide.

WILLIAM DARBY
The ladies will in all likely not be present.

PHILLIP HOWARD
No ladies?

WILLIAM DARBY
In the tavern?

PHILLIP HOWARD
Lizzie Crackborn came to the tavern now and again.

WILLIAM DARBY
My point.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Oh, right. So no ladies then.

WILLIAM DARBY
Well, one never knows - ours being a rare occasion and 
as such bound to catch interest.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Women aside, what say you to the bear baiting? I think 
it is too graphic.

PHILLIP HOWARD
You just don’t like being seen bested by a cub.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I am thinking in consideration of our public, Phillip 
Howard.

WILLIAM DARBY
Do not underestimate our public. They are carnivores. 
Their appetite for blood is not want of a good stomach. 
But if you like I may insert a prologue that says you 
yourself are not a bear and no bear was harmed, thus 
satisfying both those who lack imagination and those in 
need of reassurance, of which there are always a few.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Fine.

PHILLIP HOWARD
I have a question.

WILLIAM DARBY
Ask it.
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PHILLIP HOWARD
Given we change our rehearsal place each meeting to 
avoid notice, and given that, even so, three neighbors 
to date have asked me after our doings, and if three are 
asking we can wager at least a good many more are 
whispering; well, I just wonder at the good sense of 
this endeavor.

WILLIAM DARBY
What you are referring to, Phillip Howard, is called 
word of mouth. And it is a good thing.

PHILLIP HOWARD
But what of the ungodliness of it? And bear baiting is a 
heathenish sport to depict.

WILLIAM DARBY
We are baiting no bear. We are baiting Cornelius 
Watkins. That I am aware, neither God nor his spokesmen 
have proclaimed any law against the baiting of Cornelius 
Watkins.

PHILLIP HOWARD
You know my meaning, William Darby.

WILLIAM DARBY
As you know our purpose. The Trade Law is an unjust, 
unbearable, ungodly hardship assailed upon us from 
across the sea and it must be capsized. 

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Yes!

WILLIAM DARBY
We are but enacting the sentiments our neighbors share, 
and I think they will thank us not condemn us for it, 
despite our means of protest.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Maybe.

WILLIAM DARBY
That maybe must be, on Sabbath next. So come, and 
rehearse your parts. Bear, you begin. Cub, when he has 
spoke your cue, enter through that bush, and so on.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Where are we starting?

WILLIAM DARBY
“But where hath my honey gone?”

CORNELIUS WATKINS
“But where hath my honey gone?”
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PHILLIP HOWARD
May I have a moment first, to review my role.

WILLIAM DARBY
Have you yet not memorized it?

PHILLIP HOWARD
I work all week.

WILLIAM DARBY
Take your moment. We’ll wait. Cornelius, review your 
actions.

The ACTORS set to reviewing their parts. 
WILLIAM DARBY waits. TRYAL PORE sneaks in and 
hides behind the bushes with a fabricated pair 
of bee wings and eyes in hand.

TRYAL PORE
(aside) What uncouth rustics have we here? They are 
about to play it. I’ll watch, and if I see an entrance, 
be an actor too. 

WILLIAM DARBY
Ready? 

PHILLIP HOWARD
Ready.

WILLIAM DARBY
Very well then. Speak, Bear. Cub, stand back.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
“But where hath my honey gone? Little Cub? Little Cub!”

PHILLIP HOWARD
“Here, mother bear.”

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I have a question.

WILLIAM DARBY
Ask it.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Why must I play a woman?

WILLIAM DARBY
You don’t play a woman. You play a bear.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
A mother bear.
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WILLIAM DARBY
Yes: not a woman.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Why not a father bear?

WILLIAM DARBY
You represent the mother country.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I thought I represented King Charles.

WILLIAM DARBY
King CHARLES represents the mother country. Therefore 
King Charles IS the mother country, and the bear the 
mother bear. Anyway it’s funnier if you play it as a 
woman.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I thought you said a mother bear!

WILLIAM DARBY
Yes, a mother bear; in any case, a female. And a man 
playing a female is always funny.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I don’t see the sense of it.

PHILLIP HOWARD
You just don’t like being seen as a female bested by a 
cub.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I am thinking in consideration of our public.

WILLIAM DARBY
Speak it again, mother bear. Cub, stand back.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
“But where hath my honey gone? Little Cub? Little Cub!”

PHILLIP HOWARD
“Here, mother bear.”

CORNELIUS WATKINS shrugs mock-helplessly.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I don’t see the sense of it.

WILLIAM DARBY
Would you just speak the lines!

THEY continue, and the staging takes every 
opportunity for slapstick it can muster. 
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
“But where hath my honey gone? Little Cub? Little Cub!”

PHILLIP HOWARD
“Here, mother bear.”

CORNELIUS WATKINS
“Ah! Bring my honey hither!”

PHILLIP HOWARD
“But it is not your honey.”

CORNELIUS WATKINS
“What say you? Not my honey?”

PHILLIP HOWARD
“Did you jar it?”

CORNELIUS WATKINS
“No-”

PHILLIP HOWARD
“Did you spin it?”

CORNELIUS WATKINS
“No-”

PHILLIP HOWARD
“Did you harvest it?”

CORNELIUS WATKINS
“No-”

TRYAL PORE leaps forth, wearing her wings and 
bee eyes, and snatches the honey from the cub 
as the bear has been attempting unsuccessfully 
to do. The MEN are quite startled.

TRYAL PORE
“Did you make it? No! Did you gather the nectar? No! Did 
you fly from flower to flower? No! I did!”

PHILLIP HOWARD
Who are you?

WILLIAM DARBY
Tryal Pore!

TRYAL PORE
“I am the bee!”

WILLIAM DARBY
Tryal Pore, what are you doing here?
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TRYAL PORE
I’m playing the bee.

WILLIAM DARBY
You are not playing the bee!

CORNELIUS WATKINS
When did you add a bee?

WILLIAM DARBY
I never added a bee. There is no bee.

TRYAL PORE
“Then where did this honey come from?”

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Oh! Let me play the bee!

WILLIAM DARBY
There is no bee! Hand me that honey!

PHILLIP HOWARD
Who told you where to find us?

TRYAL PORE
Nobody told me. I tracked you on my own.

WILLIAM DARBY
The honey, Tryal Pore!

PHILLIP HOWARD
You see? We’ve been discovered! And by a woman! You said 
there would be no women!

WILLIAM DARBY
Phillip Howard, calm yourself. She’s come alone and I am 
sure she hasn’t told anyone, have you!

TRYAL PORE
I’m not stupid.

PHILLIP HOWARD
She doesn’t have to tell anyone for it to reach God’s 
own ear. No doubt he’s been listening all along. He 
hears everything! I’m through with this play. It’s 
dangerous.

TRYAL PORE
I’ll play the cub!

WILLIAM DARBY
No you will not. Phillip Howard is playing the cub. 
Phillip Howard, you put those ears back on right now!
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
Let me play the cub!

WILLIAM DARBY
Shut it, mother bear! Phillip Howard?

PHILLIP HOWARD
No.

WILLIAM DARBY
We are performing this play and to that end you will put 
those cub ears on your head and rehearse this scene, now 
do it!

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I’ll do it! Give me the ears!

PHILLIP HOWARD
No.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
If you won’t play the cub I will, and William Darby 
shall play the bear!

WILLIAM DARBY
(to TRYAL PORE:) See what you’ve done?

TRYAL PORE
What’s the matter? Bee in your bonnet?

WILLIAM DARBY
Give me that. Phillip Howard!

WILLIAM DARBY has snatched the honey from 
TRYAL PORE and tossed it to PHILLIP HOWARD, 
who catches it.

In that instant CORNELIUS WATKINS manages to 
nab PHILLIP HOWARD’S cub ears.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Ahp!

PHILLIP HOWARD likewise manages to snatch his 
cub ears back and don them. CORNELIUS WATKINS 
goes after PHILLIP HOWARD.

WILLIAM DARBY
Buzz off little bee! Cornelius Watkins, put on your 
head! Get that honey!

Music. CORNELIUS WATKINS flips his bear head 
back on and goes after PHILLIP HOWARD. 
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TRYAL PORE claps and bounces about as WILLIAM 
DARBY continues to corral the squabbling bear 
and cub.

Scene transforms to...

SCENE TEN

Fowkes’ Tavern, packed. EVERYONE is there, it 
seems, and they are cheering on the cub 
vociferously.

CORNELIUS WATKINS continues to pursue PHILLIP 
HOWARD, who eventually manages to bait him to 
a pole and slaughter him violently, ripping 
heaps of red yarn from the bear’s bowels. The 
CROWD goes wild with joyful blood lust. 
CORNELIUS WATKINS dies a protracted death. The 
end.

WILLIAM DARBY
Hey!

The CROWD takes up WILLIAM DARBY’S cheer and 
applaud enthusiastically. PHILLIP HOWARD and 
CORNELIUS WATKINS take their bows. The show is 
a hit and EVERYONE is buzzing, raising 
glasses, clapping the artists on the back, 
etc.

Outside the tavern, EDWARD MARTIN listens and 
seethes. After a moment of this, EDWARD MARTIN 
looks up to God. HE closes his eyes and prays 
in silence, his hands open. The music hums 
while he does.

TRYAL PORE notices EDWARD MARTIN at a 
distance. The tavern and its CROWD seem to 
recede.

Finally, EDWARD MARTIN closes his hands, then 
opens his eyes again, looking out into the 
night, his mind at work.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
I have an eye on this town
Got my ear to the ground
This is a new song
It’s not finished yet
The ending is only temporary
How its course will run 
I’m not taking bets

EDWARD MARTIN exits. TRYAL PORE exits.
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INTERMISSION

ACT TWO

SCENE ELEVEN

In the barn on the Pore property.  TRYAL PORE 
is kissing WILLIAM DARBY madly and playfully. 
Then:

TRYAL PORE
Oo! Next you shall write a grand, romantic comedy and I 
shall play the heroine.

WILLIAM DARBY
A GRAND romantic comedy. Is there such a thing? There 
are grand romantic TRAGEDIES.

TRYAL PORE
Yes but who wants a tragic romance?

WILLIAM DARBY
Nobody wants one, but they frequently have them.

TRYAL PORE
Well I shall play in a grand, sweeping, spectacular 
romantic COMEDY - with music - and if such a thing did 
not exist before, it will now. A new genre for the New 
World. You will write it, and it will be done across the 
colonies – now that you’re a famous playwright.

WILLIAM DARBY
Infamous.

TRYAL PORE
There was no scandal. Even my Father and Mother were 
roused quite favorably to the occasion. 

WILLIAM DARBY
We served a public need to purge its discontent. We were 
more than practical. We had purpose. And this is why I 
shall not write your grand, sweeping, spectacular 
romantic comedy with music.

TRYAL PORE
I don’t really want you to write it. I want you to live 
it - with me.

WILLIAM DARBY
Tryal, when we performed the play, and all our neighbors 
rallied themselves to a frenzy, I felt my old life 
surging back to me from across the sea. That’s how it 
was. 

(MORE)
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We were actors and thieves, and we were doing things 
that mattered - mattered so much that Cromwell wanted to 
hang us all. That night in Fowkes’ Tavern was not just a 
little comedy about a bear and cub squabbling over 
honey. It was a community event. It meant something. 
Since I arrived on this Eastern Shore I have done 
nothing but keep ledgers, draft business letters, teach 
children to read.

TRYAL PORE
Children!

WILLIAM DARBY
The only thing I’ve been able to call mine was my 
freedom, which I thought I had. But truly I’ve only been 
pacing back and forth between other men’s busy work. 
When that tavern exploded, I felt again what freedom 
really is. Not practicality. Purpose.

TRYAL PORE
I felt that too. And I want it too. With you.

WILLIAM DARBY
I am with you.

TRYAL PORE
In a barn. In secret.

WILLIAM DARBY
...I am still dangerously fond of you, Tryal Pore. But 
something changed in the tavern. I need to understand 
it.

TRYAL PORE
...So do I. Soon. I may be a child who needs tutoring in 
God’s Good Book. But I understand who I am. And I won’t 
be able to wait much longer for you to understand. 

WILLIAM DARBY reaches for TRYAL PORE’s hair 
and she smacks his hand.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
...Next Tuesday then?

WILLIAM DARBY
...Next Tuesday then.

WILLIAM DARBY leaves.

Music.

TRYAL PORE
No I don’t want to sing.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont'd)
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The music stops. It starts again. TRYAL PORE 
still does not wish to sing.

SCENE TWELVE

Fowkes’ Tavern. THOMAS FOWKES, EDMOND PORE and 
JOHN FAWSETT have gathered there.

EDMOND PORE
Thank you for meeting with us, Thomas.

THOMAS FOWKES
My doors are always open to you, Edmond, as you know. 
John.

EDMOND PORE
Something has arisen in regard to the openness of these 
doors. 

THOMAS FOWKES
What’s that?

EDMOND PORE
Edward Martin, a longtime indentured servant on the 
property of Robert Smith, has brought charges against 
William Darby, Cornelius Watkins and Phillip Howard.

THOMAS FOWKES
Has he?

JOHN FAWSETT
For blasphemy.

EDMOND PORE
I don’t imagine Edward Martin has ever paid his respects 
in your tavern, but those who DO know him would tell you 
Edward Martin has had a thorn in his side since birth. 

JOHN FAWSETT 
This isn’t the first time he’s brought a charge of 
Blasphemy. Not that any have gone through. 

EDMOND PORE
The Court has more important matters to contend with 
than Edward Martin’s spleen. Still, a play should not 
have been allowed. But it spoke the community’s mind and 
no one seemed disquieted, Martin excepted. Out of 
respect for the general temperament this hard season, I 
would throw the charge aside were it not that word of 
Mister Darby, Watkins and Howard’s act has reached 
Jamestown. A Major Howell Cross of His Majesty’s Council 
Appointed to Foreign Plantations has expressed his 
interest in the matter, and intends a visit. And so I am 
afraid the case must be pursued.
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THOMAS FOWKES
Why not dismiss it as rumor? Maybe they only intended to 
do it.

JOHN FAWSETT
Too many witnesses, Thomas. The tavern was packed, as 
you know.

EDMOND PORE
Rule of law is crucial to the strength and social fabric 
of this colony. Otherwise we’re no better than the 
savages that surround us. As authority of the Accomack 
County Court and Harbor Captain in His Majesty’s fleet, 
I am responsible, alongside Sheriff Fawsett, for the 
order of this community - which as you know is of no 
small economic significance, and of no small interest to 
either side of the Atlantic. ...Did you have to let them 
do it on the Sabbath, Thomas?

THOMAS FOWKES
Nobody missed their Church. The play was performed after 
services.

JOHN FAWSETT
The Sabbath is the Sabbath, at any hour.

THOMAS FOWKES
Gentlemen. It will not do for my place of business to be 
publicly notarized a place of sin. Besides, I have often 
served on the Sabbath.

EDMOND PORE
We are well aware of that, Thomas. A great many cases 
against your patrons for breaking the Sabbath have 
passed through this court, though we have never yet 
charged you for it.

THOMAS FOWKES
Never yet? If you do it, Edmond, it will be complicated 
for everyone. I don’t imagine this Major Cross from 
Jamestown would smile upon a court that knowingly holds 
session in a Sabbath-breaking tavern. Neither would it 
help the judge of such a Court in taking any steps 
himself toward Jamestown.

EDMOND PORE
I beg your pardon!

JOHN FAWSETT
He’s right, Edmond.

EDMOND PORE
...You’re a plain-spoken man, Thomas Fowkes. I won’t 
argue it.
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THOMAS FOWKES
Don’t bring Darby, Watkins and Howard on charges of 
Blasphemy. Let that pass if it will. Put your eye on the 
play - that’s violation enough - but leave the day of 
the week to God and the calendar.

JOHN FAWSETT
The play WAS a slander against King Charles. The charge 
could be sedition.

THOMAS FOWKES
Yes. And in the end isn’t sedition what matters most to 
Jamestown? Edward Martin may have cared to charge 
Blasphemy, but you can’t tell me this Major Cross, when 
he comes, won’t be thirsty on any given day he likes. If 
King Charles ever paid a visit, I’m sure he’d be thirsty 
too. Let Sunday go. The play’s the thing.

Music.

EDMOND PORE
...This must go well. We cannot afford to lose the 
sympathy of our neighbors - in Pungoteague, Jamestown, 
or London. The order must be maintained. ...John?

JOHN FAWSETT
I’ll draw up the warrants.

EDMOND PORE
God help us.

EDMOND PORE and JOHN FAWSETT exit. THOMAS 
FOWKES’ mind is busy, and he exits as well.

SCENE THIRTEEN

Music. The creek. EDWARD MARTIN is standing 
along the shore. THOMAS FOWKES approaches on a 
small wooden skiff, driving it with a pole.

EDWARD MARTIN
Evening Friend.

THOMAS FOWKES
Do you do any work at all, Edward Martin, or do you just 
stand here waiting for trouble to float by?

EDWARD MARTIN
What brings thee up creek, Friend Fowkes?

THOMAS FOWKES
I think you know what.
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EDWARD MARTIN
Thou hast heard of my charge, then. Has it been brought?

THOMAS FOWKES
John Fawsett is drawing up the warrants. Darby, Watkins 
and Howard are to be charged with acting a seditious 
play.

EDWARD MARTIN
And blasphemy.

THOMAS FOWKES
No, Friend. Acting a seditious play, and only that.

EDWARD MARTIN
I told Sheriff Fawsett blasphemy. They did not only act 
a play, they acted it on God’s holy day, to a crowd of 
drunkards who should have been thanking the Lord their 
savior, not Darby, Watkins and Phillip Coward.

THOMAS FOWKES
Did it occur to you, Edward Martin, that for housing 
that play I might be counted among your accused? What if 
the tavern were closed? Where would the Friends get 
their money? Did it further occur to you that by making 
charges you would then have to make your case, in the 
Court, where you would be asked to take an oath of 
allegiance to the Crown and swear upon a King James 
Bible?

EDWARD MARTIN
I would not do either, for certain.

THOMAS FOWKES
Yes, thus announcing yourself Quaker, and putting me and 
every other Friend who gathers under Mister Smith’s roof 
in danger of the same. Did you think of that? ...You 
would do well to give more consideration before you 
bark, Friend. ...Well? What say you?

EDWARD MARTIN
...What should I do?

THOMAS FOWKES
You beg that question too late but I’ll give you an 
answer, beggar. When the day comes, you stay standing 
right there and pray no more trouble comes floating back 
to you. You didn’t actually SEE the play yourself, so 
you have nothing but hearsay to testify anyway. But if 
you don’t show the case might be dismissed. When it is, 
I’ll come let you know. Until then I think it best we 
not meet here. Tell Mister Smith I’ll not be joining the 
Meetings for a time. And tell him why.
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EDWARD MARTIN
I will. I thank thee, Friend Fowkes.

THOMAS FOWKES
Keep your thanks, and your mouth shut. ...You have set a 
thing in motion, Edward Martin. God help us.

THOMAS FOWKES floats off. EDWARD MARTIN looks 
up to God, then hurries away.

SCENE FOURTEEN

Outside the former home of CORNELIUS WATKINS, 
now belonging to DANIEL PRICHARD. Both men are 
there, along with PHILLIP HOWARD, seated and 
eating or drinking. WILLIAM DARBY arrives.

WILLIAM DARBY
Good day, gentlemen.

OTHERS
Darby! William Darby! Good day. Etc.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Well timed as always, William Darby; Mister Prichard has 
just broken us to dinner.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Take a plate and a chair, Mister Darby?

WILLIAM DARBY
Thank you I will. I don’t remember your having so many 
chairs and plates when this was your plot, Cornelius 
Watkins.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Shut it.

PHILLIP HOWARD
The chairs we built. The plates we carved.

WILLIAM DARBY
Mister Prichard keeps his hands busy.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Indeed.

DANIEL PRICHARD
The roof on Mister Watkins’ new cabin is coming along. 
Isn’t it Mister Watkins?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
We’ll see if it leaks come winter.
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Good natured laughter.

DANIEL PRICHARD
What brings you, Mister Darby?

WILLIAM DARBY
Haven’t seen the troupe in some time and thought I’d 
inquire how life has treated them since our debut.

PHILLIP HOWARD
I’ve gained the attention of a lady or two. Of course, 
they only want me for my honey.

Naughty laughter.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
All I’ve gained are blisters working Mister Prichard’s 
wood.

Oh! Boo!

PHILLIP HOWARD
Oh! Listen to him. He can’t make a run into town without 
coming home with a skiff-load of compliments. What 
number of times is it now you’ve been asked to do a bit 
of mama bear?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I don’t keep track.

DANIEL PRICHARD
You said thirty-six this morning.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Thirty-seven.

The OTHERS laugh.

WILLIAM DARBY
I haven’t lacked for appreciative nods myself. I’ve been 
thinking another outing may be in order.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Another play?

WILLIAM DARBY
The Trade Law is still in effect, is it not? We’re still 
paying taxes to keep London’s bridges up, are we not? 
There is plenty for ye bear and ye cub to growl about, 
and an audience eager to growl along. We’re popular. 
Best to capitalize on it while we can.
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DANIEL PRICHARD
Mister Darby is right. Popularity is a fickle gift. Not 
practical in the long run.

WILLIAM DARBY
One doesn’t make a life in the theatre for practical 
reasons, Mister Prichard.

DANIEL PRICHARD
I do not doubt it. Land, a home, a good wife and family, 
and God’s green earth. That will see you through. God’s 
green earth is a given; now that I have the land and the 
home, all I need is a good wife.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Any prospects?

DANIEL PRICHARD
Oh. I’ve been a bit busy here with you gentlemen. 

CORNELIUS WATKINS
That’s a no, then.

Laughter.

DANIEL PRICHARD
I have time. I’ll find her. And the rest will follow.

WILLIAM DARBY
Nevertheless, you wouldn’t mind your tenant hands doing 
a little impractical rehearsing for a popular cause on 
their own time, would you Mister Prichard?

DANIEL PRICHARD
Not I. But I can’t speak for God.

WILLIAM DARBY
I imagine God favors justice more than anyone. That’s 
what we’re in it for in the end. 

DANIEL PRICHARD
And popularity?

WILLIAM DARBY
An added bonus. What say you, troupe?

PHILLIP HOWARD
I’m in.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I suppose I wouldn’t mind.

PHILLIP HOWARD
You can hardly wait for thirty-eight.
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WILLIAM DARBY
Good then. Now, lend your ears, that I might plant in 
them a seed for our next endeavor, in which Cub sneaks 
aboard one of Bear’s ships disguised as an Indian and 
dumps a cargo of tobacco bound for England into the 
harbor.

Appreciative vocal reaction.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Oh, that’s good!

CORNELIUS WATKINS
What is Bear dressed as?

WILLIAM DARBY
Ship Captain, of course.

“Hey, not bad” vocal reaction.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont’d)
The technical challenge will be to depict the ship at 
sea. I had an idea / that we...

PHILLIP HOWARD and CORNELIUS WATKINS both jump 
in with ideas at once. The three theater-
makers are brainstorming as JOHN FAWSETT 
enters. DANIEL PRICHARD is the first to see 
him.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Sheriff Fawsett!

JOHN FAWSETT
Good day / Gentlemen.

DARBY, WATKINS AND HOWARD
Oh! Good day, Sheriff Fawsett. Etc.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Take a plate and a chair, Sheriff?

JOHN FAWSETT
That’s very kind of you, Mister Prichard. But I won’t be 
staying long.

DANIEL PRICHARD
What can we do for you then?

JOHN FAWSETT
I’m afraid I’ve come with a warrant for you three 
gentlemen.
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
A warrant?

JOHN FAWSETT
Charges have been brought against you, for the acting of 
a seditious play.

WILLIAM DARBY
Charges? Brought by who?

JOHN FAWSETT
A mister Edward Martin.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Edward Martin?

JOHN FAWSETT
That’s right.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
And you accepted them, John?

JOHN FAWSETT
The acting of that play was a serious violation.

WILLIAM DARBY
Of what?

JOHN FAWSETT
Act 1-1649, paragraph 1, denying the divine right of 
Kings; paragraph 2, defending proceedings that deny 
succession of the King; and paragraph 3, to propose a 
change in government, or doubt the power of the governor 
or government, or equally high treason.

PHILLIP HOWARD
We did all that?

JOHN FAWSETT
I’m afraid so.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
I don’t remember doing ANY of that.

JOHN FAWSETT
You can say as much two weeks from today at the next 
Court session, to which you are all expected to report. 
I’ll not keep you until then. But I would advise you not 
to commit any further theatrical acts in the meantime. 
It would not be practical. 

WILLIAM DARBY
Thank you Sheriff.
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
Thank you?!

WILLIAM DARBY
Shut it Watkins.

JOHN FAWSETT
So, unless you have any questions to put to me, I’ll 
leave you to dinner.

WILLIAM DARBY
No questions.

JOHN FAWSETT
Very well. Good day then. Mister Prichard.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Good day, Sheriff Fawsett.

JOHN FAWSETT exits. The REST stare at one 
another. PHILLIP HOWARD breaks the stillness 
by throwing down his hat.

PHILLIP HOWARD
This is the revenge of Edward Martin! Let that be the 
next play you write, William Darby! “The Revenge of 
Edward Martin!” In which Phillip Howard is sent to the 
scaffold for the murder of the title personae, a 
curmudgeon and thief!

DANIEL PRICHARD
Watch your words, Phillip Howard.

PHILLIP HOWARD
You know I don’t mean it, Mister Prichard. But I am 
RILED! Edward Martin! What’s going to happen? What do we 
do? 

WILLIAM DARBY
We go to court and make our case. We have the popular 
favor, we know it.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Will we still? Do you think our neighbors will admit to 
attending and revelling in a seditious play? (a 
realization:) On the Sabbath!

PHILLIP HOWARD
Oh, that’s bad. This just got worse.

CORNELIUS WATKINS
It always was. We were too busy being popular to notice. 
We will be condemned! Condemned!
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WILLIAM DARBY
Now don’t panic. We will go to court, and we will state 
our case, on which we will confer. But we will not 
panic. 

PHILLIP HOWARD
I know! We’ll reveal Edward Martin to be Quaker!

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Yes!

WILLIAM DARBY
No, that would not do for Thomas Fowkes, who need not be 
troubled in this. Nor need we address the Sabbath as it 
did not figure in the charge as stated. 

CORNELIUS WATKINS
What DO we address then?

WILLIAM DARBY
As little as possible. In any case, when faced with the 
unexpected, an actor improvises. THIS is our next 
performance, gentlemen. And it must be both practical 
AND popular. What say you?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
God help us.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Amen.

WILLIAM DARBY
Good then. Rehearsal starts now.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Work’s not done.

WILLIAM DARBY
Rehearsal starts tonight.

DANIEL PRICHARD
And you can use the barn.

WILLIAM DARBY
Thank you, Daniel. ...Troupe?

A three-way handshake seals the matter. 
WILLIAM DARBY raises his free fist.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont’d)
To ye bear and ye cub. Let the trial begin!

CORNELIUS WATKINS and PHILLIP HOWARD raise 
their free fists with less confidence.
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SCENE FIFTEEN

In which the trial takes place and plots 
thicken, as underscored, and intermittently 
conveyed to us lyrically, by the unholy music 
of TRYAL PORE.

We begin in Fowkes’ Tavern, currently the 
court. THOMAS FOWKES and EDMOND PORE are 
there. MAJOR HOWELL CROSS has just arrived.

EDMOND PORE
I welcome you to Pungoteague, Major Cross.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
I thank you, Captain Pore. Please forgive my late 
arrival. It is a rather long journey to you.

EDMOND PORE
I apologize I was unable to greet you at the Harbor 
myself but you see our Court schedule was quite full.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
It seems it has emptied since. 

EDMOND PORE
We wait on the Darby Watkins Howard case, knowing it is 
of special interest to you; but also the plaintiff has 
not yet shown himself. 

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
The plaintiff has not arrived?

EDMOND PORE
Indeed no. I have just sent Sheriff Fawsett to bring the 
defendants, that we may at the least hear their 
statements and not lose the day entirely. In the 
meantime, if you like, we may discuss any other business 
you might wish to address with me while you are here.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
I have no business here, Captain Pore, but to assure 
Jamestown that the Accomack County Court operates in 
strict covenant with His Majesty’s regularly appointed 
Courts. Yours being, as you know, the only court in 
Virginia to have appointed itself prior to recognition 
from Jamestown makes it of unique interest.

EDMOND PORE
As I once wrote to His Majesty, let our initiative be a 
sign of this community’s devotion to maintaining order 
and justice in his good name, and under God.
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MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Yes, I read that letter. Your county holds a reputation 
for its independent spirit.

EDMOND PORE
Our being somewhat removed from the Colony center does 
present its challenges, as your long journey attests. 
Timeliness on occasion has necessitated prompt action. 
Another sign, I hope, that we do not make time for 
disorder here.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
The present case seems to be in no hurry.

EDMOND PORE
Well-. This plaintiff may take his case lightly, but we 
shall not. Do we know where Mister Martin is? Do we 
know?

THOMAS FOWKES
I couldn’t say.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
And you are, Mister?

THOMAS FOWKES
Thomas Fowkes, Sir.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
The tavern keeper.

THOMAS FOWKES
The same.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
It is a pleasure to meet you, Mister, after so long and 
tiring a journey.

THOMAS FOWKES thinks he understands, and 
extends his hand.

THOMAS FOWKES
Beer or wine, Major Cross.

But:

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
While the Court is in session?

Music.

EDMOND PORE
After! After, of course.
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THOMAS FOWKES
Of course. I like to know the tastes of my new guests. 
It helps supply meet demand, when the time is due.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Wine then. When the time is due.

THOMAS FOWKES
Very well, Sir.

EDMOND PORE
Yes. Very well then.

TRYAL PORE steps forth with an aside, sung, 
during which WILLIAM DARBY, CORNELIUS WATKINS, 
and PHILLIP HOWARD arrive with JOHN FAWSETT 
and the rest of the town.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
Very well Judge Edmond Pore
The stage is set; time to perform
Justice waits so watch your tongue
And wait to drink your wine ‘til Jamestown is done

Now here they come, the Accomack Three
A crowd draws near, their fate to see
“Where is the plaintiff, what’s the rumor, say
What have you heard? What will Judge Pore decree?”

The trial commences. (Music is now continuous 
throughout this entire scene, shifting 
accordingly as things progress.)

EDMOND PORE
This court is now back in session. Let it be noted the 
plaintiff, Edward Martin, is not present. Defendants 
William Darby, Cornelius Watkins, and Phillip Howard: 
you are charged with the crime of acting a seditious 
play. What say you to this?

WILLIAM DARBY
It is true, Sir, we acted a play. But we did not intend 
with this act, nor, we maintain, did we incite with it, 
either harm or treason.

EDMOND PORE
On this you each agree?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Yes, Sir.

PHILLIP HOWARD
Yes, Sir.
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WILLIAM DARBY
Yes, Sir.

EDMOND PORE
And your evidence?

WILLIAM DARBY
...Evidence? Why, the play itself. As you / know-

EDMOND PORE
-Ah-!’ave you a copy of the play written?

CORNELIUS WATKINS
Your Honor, you saw / the-

EDMOND PORE
-Orrr was it done extempore?

PHILLIP HOWARD
What?

WILLIAM DARBY
It was not improvised, no. I did write the play.

EDMOND PORE
Will you provide the Court with a copy of such versus 
and speeches as comprised this play? For surely, not 
having seen it, I must read the play in order to arrive 
at any conclusion as to its nature. Therefore, will you 
provide it?

WILLIAM DARBY
It may be provided, yes. I will need to fetch it.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Judge Pore, if I may, what of the performance itself?

EDMOND PORE
I did not see it.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
You have said. But what Mister Darby has written will 
not convey how it was performed. I should think we must 
also see the play.

EDMOND PORE
See the play? In court?

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
As evidence.

EDMOND PORE
...Can you perform the play?
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CORNELIUS WATKINS
(sotto voce to DARBY) No. No. No. / No.

WILLIAM DARBY
We would need to gather our habiliments. And it has been 
some time since the performance. We would need to 
rehearse.

EDMOND PORE
Major Cross?

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
The true nature of the act itself must be assessed.

PHILLIP HOWARD
(to Darby:) They want us to do the play again?

WILLIAM DARBY
Shut it.

EDMOND PORE
Very well. Let it be ordered that the defendants, 
Misters Darby, Watkins and Howard, shall perform at the 
next Court session their play as it was executed last. 
It is further ordered that the plaintiff, Edward Martin, 
be duly informed of the preceding order, and that he too 
must appear to witness the performance and state his 
charge against it. Court is adjourned.

TRYAL PORE sings as the court disperses. 
DANIEL PRICHARD, however, catches sight of 
TRYAL PORE and lingers.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
Very well Judge Edmond Pore
The stage is set to wait for more
Justice was delayed, well done,
Now you can drink your wine with Jamestown; have fun

And off they went, the Accomack Three
The crowd ran home excitedly
“Can you believe it, did you hear the play
will be reprised? What will Judge Pore decree?”

And the summer can see autumn
And the waiting makes me hate ‘em
If seasons can change with ease; Why not we?

DANIEL PRICHARD
You must be Tryal Pore, Judge Pore’s daughter.
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TRYAL PORE
I am.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Daniel Prichard is my name.

TRYAL PORE
The practical carpenter!

DANIEL PRICHARD
You know me.

TRYAL PORE
I’ve heard you mentioned somewhat.

DANIEL PRICHARD
I understand you had a confession a while back, and that 
it went well. I regret I did not manage to see it.

TRYAL PORE
That’s alright. There will be others.

DANIEL PRICHARD
I do hope it left you well.

TRYAL PORE
I seem to have carried on well enough.

DANIEL PRICHARD
May I be too forward then?

TRYAL PORE
Too forward?

DANIEL PRICHARD
To ask to accompany you, with your family, to the next 
service.

TRYAL PORE
You wish to ply my father about the case.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Not about the case. 

TRYAL PORE
What then?

DANIEL PRICHARD
I may one day ply your father about you. For now, I wish 
to sit beside you. If I happen to do so in the church, 
it will cause you no rumor.

TRYAL PORE
I see. Well. I will consider that, Mister Prichard.
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DANIEL PRICHARD
Daniel.

TRYAL PORE
Daniel Prichard.

Staring. Finally DANIEL PRICHARD leaves. TRYAL 
PORES sings:

TRYAL PORE (SINGS) (cont’d)
And the summer can see autumn
And the waiting makes me hate ‘em
If seasons can change with ease, so might we.

EVERYONE gathers again for the second trial. 
WILLIAM DARBY watches attentively as CORNELIUS 
WATKINS and PHILLIP HOWARD enact the finale of 
the play we saw before, only this time it is a 
bit more restrained. The crowd is likewise 
more restrained. 

When it is done, ALL are not sure how to 
respond properly until MAJOR HOWELL CROSS gets 
the applause going, and then ALL join.

EDMOND PORE
Thank you, Gentlemen. Your evidence shall be duly 
considered. However, as this performance has taken up 
the time allotted to this case today, and since the 
plaintiff, Edward Martin, has once again not deigned to 
attend, I am afraid my verdict must be put off to yet 
another Court session. In consideration thereof, it is 
ordered that Sheriff Fawsett personally escort Mister 
Martin to the next court session to finally make his 
case. Court is adjourned.

The crowd disperses, gossiping madly. MAJOR 
HOWELL CROSS approaches EDMOND PORE.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Captain Pore.

EDMOND PORE
Major Cross, I must apologize for this plaintiff. This 
is highly unusual.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Indeed. I did not anticipate this case would be so 
protracted. I am afraid my time and duty is such that I 
must return to Jamestown and make my report on these 
proceedings before they have officially been concluded.
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EDMOND PORE
I assure you our proceedings here have always been noted 
for their efficiency. But this Edward Martin character-

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Yes, you were quite right to summon him so tersely. No 
citizen must be allowed to wield the hand of Justice as 
he pleases. 

EDMOND PORE
No.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
And as for this play.

EDMOND PORE
(shaking his head disapprovingly) Yes.

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
It was entertaining.

EDMOND PORE
...It- It, wha-

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
I see no harm in it, nor sedition.

EDMOND PORE
It, entertaining, yes-

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
To be honest I found it rather boring.

EDMOND PORE
Boring. Yes. I-

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
And why was there no bee?

TRYAL PORE
Ah!

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Two bears, a jar of honey, and no bee? Clearly they are 
amateurs. Regardless, it IS theatre; And though His 
Majesty is not entirely averse to it I trust you to see 
the gentlemen responsible end their theatrical 
activities here.

EDMOND PORE
Of course.
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MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Well then. I am afraid I must take my leave. I thank 
you, Captain Pore, and bid you good day.

EDMOND PORE
Well, thank you, Major Cross. One final glass before 
Sheriff Fawsett and I accompany you to the Harbor?

MAJOR HOWELL CROSS
Very well.

EDMOND PORE gestures JOHN FAWSETT to come 
along as the three of them exit the tavern. 
THOMAS FOWKES remains in thought for a moment.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
Very well Judge Edmond Pore
The Bears were tamed and bored the Boar
Justice was delayed, well done,
Now you can drink your wine and Jamestown is gone

As TRYAL PORE sings, THOMAS FOWKES exits and 
the scene transforms to the creek.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS) (cont’d)

And off he goes, the Quaker Tom Fowkes
A change of plans and Friend to coax
Edward Martin must show in court
But in the end: what will Judge Pore decree?

The creek. EDWARD MARTIN is standing along the 
shore. THOMAS FOWKES approaches on a small 
wooden skiff, driving it with a pole.

EDWARD MARTIN
Evening Friend. How goes it in the court?

THOMAS FOWKES
Not well.

EDWARD MARTIN
For whom?

THOMAS FOWKES
You will be receiving a visit from Sheriff Fawsett, come 
to summon you to the next Court session. It’s best now 
you attend.

EDWARD MARTIN
Attend? Will they ask me to take oath unto the King and 
swear upon their Bible?
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THOMAS FOWKES
I expect they will. And you will do it.

EDWARD MARTIN
Friend Fowkes-

THOMAS FOWKES
You are not in the Court’s favor. Your case was not 
dismissed and your absence has not been taken kindly.

EDWARD MARTIN
That was your advice, Thomas Fowkes.

THOMAS FOWKES
I know it. When Sheriff Fawsett summons you, come, take 
oath, swear upon the Bible, accept what is decreed, say 
nothing contrary, and end this. That is what I think 
best for all.

EDWARD MARTIN
What THOU think best? What good has thy best thinking 
done me yet?

THOMAS FOWKES
This is your storm, Edward Martin. I am blowing against 
a wind you whipped. I will see you, well-heeled, in the 
Court. Good evening.

THOMAS FOWKES leaves without delay. EDWARD 
MARTIN lingers a moment, while TRYAL PORE 
sings, before making his own exit.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
And the summer can see autumn
And the waiting makes us hate ‘em
If seasons can change with ease; Why don’t we?

DANIEL PRICHARD approaches TRYAL PORE, who 
responds expectantly.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Good day, Tryal Pore.

TRYAL PORE
Good day, Mister Prichard.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Have you considered of the courtesy I asked of you?

TRYAL PORE
I have. You may accompany me to church, if it suits you. 
Though I think you need not trouble my Father or Mother 
with your intentions. I cannot help who happens to sit 
beside me from service to service.
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DANIEL PRICHARD
I do not wish my intentions to be a secret.

TRYAL PORE
...But you don’t know me.

DANIEL PRICHARD
I understand you.

TRYAL PORE
You understand me? How is that?

DANIEL PRICHARD
When I look on you, everything you hold inside is 
visible to me.

TRYAL PORE
What do you see?

DANIEL PRICHARD
Your honesty. Your force. Your wisdom.

TRYAL PORE
You see that? Where?

DANIEL PRICHARD
In the curve of your neck when you stand watching 
something that holds your mind. In your eyes when you 
are thinking intently and forget there are others near 
you. In your hands when you don’t wish to be still any 
longer.  

TRYAL PORE
You see all that?

DANIEL PRICHARD
I do.

TRYAL PORE
...I will see you in the church, Mister Prichard.

DANIEL PRICHARD tips his hat to TRYAL PORE and 
exits. TRYAL PORE sings:

TRYAL PORE (SINGS) (cont’d)
And the summer will be autumn
And the waiting makes me hate ‘em
If seasons can change with ease, so can we:

Like the way I said yes to a man I don’t know!
Have I done wrong? Will the Lord forgive me even so?
And how will this next season go?
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EVERYONE gathers again for the third trial. 
EDWARD MARTIN is now present and JOHN FAWSETT 
is presenting him with a King James Bible. 
EDWARD MARTIN looks at it.

JOHN FAWSETT
...Your right hand.

After another moment of hesitation, EDWARD 
MARTIN complies.

JOHN FAWSETT (cont’d)
Edward Martin, do you swear your allegiance to His 
Majesty, the King, Charles the Second.

EDWARD MARTIN
...I do.

JOHN FAWSETT
And do you swear upon this holy Bible that the evidence 
you give today shall be the truth, so help you God.

EDWARD MARTIN
...I swear it.

EDMOND PORE
Edward Martin. This is the third court session that has 
been granted to the charge brought by you against the 
defendants. Why is it then the first time we have 
received the honor of your attendance?

EDWARD MARTIN
I have been busier than I expected.

EDMOND PORE
Busier than you expected.

EDWARD MARTIN
On Mister Smith’s plot.

EDMOND PORE
Mister Smith’s plot is one of the smaller in the County. 
And yet you see many neighbors who work much larger 
plots here with us today, among them your accused.

EDWARD MARTIN
I cannot account for how hard my neighbors do or do not 
work.

This does not ingratiate EDWARD MARTIN to the 
CROWD.
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EDMOND PORE
Edward Martin, can you give reason why the accused 
should be found guilty of the charge you have brought 
against them.

EDWARD MARTIN
They acted a play on the Sabbath. It is at least twice a 
blasphemy.

EDMOND PORE
Can you identify the aspects of the play that offend?

EDWARD MARTIN
...I did not see it. 

EDMOND PORE
You did not see it.

EDWARD MARTIN
It would be blasphemy to attend.

EDMOND PORE
You have accused three of your neighbors of an act you 
did not see?

EDWARD MARTIN
It is well known they performed the play, right here in 
this tavern.

EDMOND PORE
Yes, and were you to have attended these proceedings you 
would have seen the play performed again, right here in 
this COURT. That performance was deemed innocuous by not 
only me but a representative of Jamestown as well. What 
say you to this?

EDWARD MARTIN
...I say-

EDMOND PORE
-You will say nothing. You were not there. Therefore you 
have waived your right to comment. Sheriff Fawsett, let 
it be ordered that the defendants, William Darby, 
Cornelius Watkins and Phillip Howard, be acquitted of 
all charges brought against them in this case. 
Furthermore, whereas the plaintiff, Edward Martin, 
neglected twice to attend proceedings brought about by 
his accusation, and whereas the accusation was made by 
Mister Martin without his having actually witnessed the 
alleged crime itself, and for as much as it is upon 
Mister Martin’s FRIVOLOUS accusation and trouble the 
suit did accrue THREE TIMES OVER, it is therefore 
ordered that Edward Martin pay all costs related to this 
suit - for himself, the defendants, and the Court.
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This goes down very well with the CROWD, who 
all cheer EDMOND PORE’s decision. The music 
stops.

EDMOND PORE (cont’d)
Edward Martin, what say you to this?

EDWARD MARTIN
I thought I was to say nothing. But if you now have 
given me leave to speak, I will say this. Fifteen year 
ago I came to this Eastern Shore to find my freedom from 
an island where hypocrisy ruled and integrity was 
increasingly abandoned and unknown. This Court, this 
outpost of that lost island, has today awarded not 
justice, but a trio of actors and thieves who would 
suppose to act a play about a mortal nation on God’s 
holy day. Well I say no man living has the right to pen 
one twist in the mysterious plot God Himself has written 
for this new world. God has cast the parts. God has 
directed the action. His son has the leading role. And 
it is for no actor, thief, Reverend or Judge to explain 
any scene or act. The Revelation will be had within. 
Christ will come again, but only inside the hearts of 
those not shut up in unbelief.

This has been eliciting increasing shock and 
outrage from the CROWD, and music has already 
crept back in, growing.

EDWARD MARTIN (cont’d)
So howl ye proud Preachers, the Lord is coming! Thy 
false Kingdom will be taken from thee! / Repent, and 
give over deceiving human kind! Thou hath shut the 
kingdom of heaven against men to the destruction of 
thousands and ten thousands who have perished under thy 
ways!

EDMOND PORE
Mister Martin... Mister Martin, you will stand down! 
...I will not have this blasphemy in this Court! 
...Mister Martin you will be silent!

And now EDWARD MARTIN is just that. The music 
too.

EDMOND PORE (cont’d)
Sheriff Fawsett: take this man out! This Court is 
adjourned!

EDWARD MARTIN is taken out by JOHN FAWSETT and 
the crowd goes wild against him while he 
shouts:
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EDWARD MARTIN
This is not over! This is not over!

Then the CROWD applaud, gathering around the 
defendants and the bar for a drink. TRYAL PORE 
sings again. Eventually EVERYONE else exits. 
DANIEL PRICHARD catches TRYAL PORE’S eye on 
the way out, and she meets it, which does not 
go unnoticed by WILLIAM DARBY.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
That’s the end Judge Edmond Pore
The stage is dark, there is no more
Justice was decreed! Well done!
Now you can drink your wine and toast that you have won

And off they go, the Accomack Three
The crowd as one raves openly
“Can you believe it, Edward Martin dared
to make a scene against our Judge Pore’s decree?”

Now the summer will be autumn
And the waiting is over done
The seasons have changed with ease; now will we?

Then the autumn will turn to winter
And the winter won’t wait on spring’s word
The seasons change with ease; so should we.

Like the way I made eyes with a man I don’t know!
Have I done wrong? Will the Lord forgive me even so?
And how will this next season go?

TRYAL PORE’s tone shifts down.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS) (cont’d)
And there is no point in guessing
The plan God has in store
If He’s written a script at all
It’s a riddle and nothing more

So what is the point in staking
Any claim to any chain
If you’re honest and you do no wrong
No good Lord would complain
If that’s true then it’s up to me
To decide how to change
And if it’s true that it’s up to me
Will I still wait... or change?
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SCENE SIXTEEN

In the barn on the Pore property.  TRYAL PORE 
is surprised by the arrival of WILLIAM DARBY.

TRYAL PORE
Oh! I didn’t notice you there. Is it time for my reading 
lesson? It has been so long, I’ve forgotten the hour.

WILLIAM DARBY
It was always at this hour. You never forgot.

TRYAL PORE
I did not forget. I was thinking is all.

WILLIAM DARBY
Practical thoughts?

TRYAL PORE
Practical thoughts?

WILLIAM DARBY
I’ve missed our lessons.

TRYAL PORE
I have as well.

WILLIAM DARBY
I understand why your father felt it unwise that his 
daughter remain under the tutelage of a possible 
blasphemer and seditious criminal. And the trials HAVE 
kept me occupied. 

TRYAL PORE
I was there every time. I knew you would not be charged 
in the end. Everyone knew it. It has been all the talk. 
You still have your popularity.

WILLIAM DARBY
What were you thinking so hard on when I startled you 
just now?

TRYAL PORE
I was only thinking.

WILLIAM DARBY
On the carpenter Daniel Prichard?

TRYAL PORE
Why would I be thinking on the carpenter Daniel 
Prichard? 

Jackson – God's Plot v3.8 – Pg. 88



WILLIAM DARBY
We could have seen each other still. Each time the crowd 
dispersed from the tavern I could not catch your eye. 
You were always looking otherwise.

TRYAL PORE
You were so taken up by everything - your rehearsals, 
everyone buying your beer, wanting to talk justice with 
you. You were even more popular than before and all eyes 
were on you. I didn’t want to draw any attention to us.

WILLIAM DARBY
YOU didn’t?

TRYAL PORE
Wh-! Is it not what you have always advised? That our 
love remain in secret until it’s more - honestly, I 
don’t know what; convenient for you?

WILLIAM DARBY
Has Daniel Prichard been courting you? And have you 
allowed it?

TRYAL PORE
He wishes to be seen beside me, in the Church, and for 
my parents to know of his intentions. I know where HE 
stands with regard to me.

WILLIAM DARBY
Do you know him otherwise?

TRYAL PORE
I hear he’s very practical. And I imagine he’s very 
dependable. Anyway he does not seem at all ashamed of 
what he claims to feel for me.

WILLIAM DARBY
I am not ashamed.

TRYAL PORE
And I am weary, William Darby, of waiting for you to say 
as much outside this barn. You have your old life again. 
You’re on everyone’s lips. You don’t need mine prattling 
after you. You could have your pick of the girls now, 
I’m sure. Perhaps you might even find the one you deem 
worthy of loving freely, in the open air - rather than 
FOR free, without having to compensate her with a 
promise she can understand.

WILLIAM DARBY
You love freedom as much as I. You yearn for 
independence of body and soul as deeply as I do.
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TRYAL PORE
Yes! Yes! So take my hand! And I will run with you! 
...You stand there. I give myself to you and you stand 
there. I cannot reconcile the stone that overcomes you 
when I offer myself. So easy like a breeze I give myself 
to you; and you hesitate. You say “dangerously fond” and 
“unashamed” and every word short of “love.” For all the 
words you have taught me to understand you have no idea 
how even to speak the dearest of them all. And yet you 
judge and taught me to judge my neighbors for their 
hypocrisy! For boiling in lust while smiting others who 
dare give their body up to honesty! For begging God to 
forgive them while they do not forgive their friends 
without a sickening spectacle of forced tears and false 
humility! Your independent mind has not unleashed you 
anymore than their hypocrisy has freed them! You don’t 
know love! You wouldn’t know freedom if it tackled you 
in this straw-!

WILLIAM DARBY has tackled TRYAL PORE and 
kisses her madly. TRYAL PORE returns it 
immediately. But then:

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
I can’t only kiss you anymore.

WILLIAM DARBY
I won’t only kiss you anymore. I will take your hand. I 
will run with you. Out those doors if you wish it! Into 
the Church if you ask it! Shouting your name if you 
desire it! I do love you! I love you! As foolish as I am 
and have been I-

TRYAL PORE kisses WILLIAM DARBY and they sink 
to their knees.

Just then, DANIEL PRICHARD enters with some 
urgency and is surprised by what HE finds. 

DANIEL PRICHARD
William Darby? William Dar-! 

WILLIAM DARBY and TRYAL PORE heard him but 
failed to disentangle themselves from one 
another sufficiently before being seen.

DANIEL PRICHARD (cont’d)
...I’ve been sent by Sheriff Fawsett. Fowkes’ Tavern has 
caught fire and I am to muster every available man.

WILLIAM DARBY
Caught fire?
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DANIEL PRICHARD
They say it is the revenge of Edward Martin. Captain 
Pore is at the creek untying his skiff. He said I would 
find you here tutoring his daughter-

TRYAL PORE
-Daniel-

DANIEL PRICHARD
-and you should travel with him.

WILLIAM DARBY
Daniel.

DANIEL PRICHARD
You had better go.

...WILLIAM DARBY exits. Then:

TRYAL PORE
Daniel.

DANIEL PRICHARD
You are a fornicator, Tryal Pore.

TRYAL PORE
...I am not.

DANIEL PRICHARD
I saw it there. And if I saw it there just now, God 
already had. May He forgive you when you repent.

TRYAL PORE
I will not repent. I love William Darby.

DANIEL PRICHARD
He is an ungodly man, Tryal Pore. 

TRYAL PORE
He is your friend.

DANIEL PRICHARD
He was kind, I thought; I have not had cause to hate him 
before. But he has never believed in God.

WILLIAM DARBY returns, unseen by DANIEL 
PRICHARD.

DANIEL PRICHARD (cont’d)
I doubt he has spoken one word to God. His soul is lost. 
To see you kneeling in the dirt with him. He is a 
fornicator. And you are a fornicator.
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WILLIAM DARBY
Daniel Prichard. Call me what you like. But you will not 
slander her name.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Your duty is to muster, William Darby, by order of 
Sheriff Fawsett. Fowkes’ Tavern is burning because of 
you. And Captain Pore who set you free is waiting for 
you.

WILLIAM DARBY
I am truly sorry for Thomas Fowkes and grateful to 
Captain Pore. But my duty in this moment is to this 
woman so long as you are blackening her name.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Her name was blackened long before I stained my tongue 
with it.

WILLIAM DARBY
Daniel, Tryal Pore is not stained. I love her. You tell 
that to God.

DANIEL PRICHARD
Had I ever lent the Devil my ear as you both have done 
he might have told me what God, faithful to you in vain, 
did not. But I was innocent of your true hearts. Now it 
is my regret. I regret you, Tryal Pore. And I regret, 
George Derby Junior, having ever looked past your sinful 
ways. You came to this New World on a pretense and I’ve 
kept your secret for you until now. You swayed me with 
your false charms as you then swayed her, and as she 
your good student then swayed me too. I will not be 
swayed longer. God save you both.

DANIEL PRICHARD exits. Music.

WILLIAM DARBY 
He will accuse us to the congregation.

TRYAL PORE
And though they will forgive a play when it shares their 
politics, they will never forgive anyone who enjoys the 
carnality they deny themselves.

WILLIAM DARBY
We will surely be hanged.

TRYAL PORE
We will not be hanged.

WILLIAM DARBY
How?
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TRYAL PORE
We will go.

WILLIAM DARBY
Where?

TRYAL PORE
West. Into the wild land. Into the chaos.

Music shifts.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
...Take my hand.

WILLIAM DARBY does.

TRYAL PORE (cont’d)
Daniel Prichard called us fornicators, William Darby. 

WILLIAM DARBY understands.

WILLIAM DARBY
He is wrong. We are not fornicators yet.

TRYAL PORE
William.

WILLIAM DARBY
What have we now to lose?

TRYAL PORE and WILLIAM DARBY stare at one 
another as they undress hurriedly, and then 
make love as the flames engulfing Fowkes’ 
Tavern reach up into the night sky.

SCENE SEVENTEEN

Music shifts. WILLIAM DARBY and TRYAL PORE 
step forward.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
Come and see the view from here
Where the land and sea and the horizon’s clear 
Still we cannot tell just what is far and near
We must wait until we get there.

Music continues underneath...

WILLIAM DARBY
Once upon a time, in the burgeoning town of Pungoteague, 
Accomack County, neatly nestled on the Eastern Shore of 
England’s – or God’s – Colony Virginia, the preceding 
events took place. 

(MORE)
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What happened next is an epic tale that no summation can 
do justice - though we try and try, and so shall I. 

As WILLIAM DARBY narrates, each of the 
characters noted steps forward in turn.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont’d)
Thomas Fowkes rebuilt his tavern, and his Quakerism 
continued to be tolerated, despite the laws forbidding 
it, since he himself continued to supply the local 
community with what it needed: beer. 

Sheriff Fawsett continued to maintain law and order in 
Pungoteague, all the while endeavoring to keep Cornelius 
Watkins out of trouble.

Cornelius Watkins failed in every business venture he 
pursued. Still, his performance as The Bear left him a 
popular figure in the community, and he was frequently 
engaged as a witness in the Court, where, as a lobbyist 
for anyone who hired him, he earned money for his 
entertaining if not always fully informed testimonies.

Phillip Howard died in a drunken skiff accident.

Edward Martin was arrested for the burning of Fowkes’ 
Tavern and condemned as a Quaker terrorist. His trial 
lasted only one hour and that same day he was executed 
on the public scaffold.

Captain Edmond Pore, on the recommendation of Major 
Howell Cross, was eventually appointed to the Higher 
Court in Jamestown. He moved there with his wife, 
Constance Pore, and they remained in Jamestown for the 
rest of their days.

Daniel Prichard, though he continued to do well on his 
land and with his expanding carpentry business, did not 
marry for many years. Following his failed courtship of 
Tryal Pore, which indeed ended with his publicly 
accusing both she and William Darby of fornication, his 
practical disposition gradually turned to one of 
determined perfectionism. When he did eventually marry, 
he and his wife bore two point five children, and cut 
down every tree on their property in order to surround 
the entire four hundred fifty acres with a long white 
picket fence.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont'd)
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WILLIAM DARBY extends a hand toward TRYAL 
PORE, who takes it.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont’d)
Tryal Pore, and William Darby, confessed to the crime of 
fornication. With William’s recently acquired popularity 
now ruined by sex scandal, and seeing no future together 
in Pungoteague, late one moonlit night they escaped and 
ran off together. They earned money where they could as 
troubadours, singing original songs and performing 
political monologues. After one such performance in a 
tavern in Massachusetts, Tryal and William were arrested 
and condemned as witches for the singing of unholy 
music. Side by side, they were hanged on the public 
scaffold and, as was the custom, their bodies then 
burned. Throughout their hanging, and even as they were 
consumed by flames, onlookers were amazed to see that 
each never let go of the other’s hand.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
Here life comes and now it’s gone
Can we ever measure what we’ve lost and won?
Can a word articulate the setting sun
Or a song the morning after?

Choice can leave us wanting more
Everyday we hope to leap and then to soar
Can we hope to understand the mighty chore
Of this question we call “Freedom?”

Music continues underneath...

WILLIAM DARBY
And, as for the colonies, they continued to prosper. The 
Dutch and the Spanish eventually left, and the British 
Empire secured the east coast for itself. By 1776, the 
desire for independence had spread like wildfire across 
the colonies, which revolted against the British 
government, and won. The then thirteen colonies were 
declared the United States, and, over the years, grew to 
forty-eight, and eventually fifty. A civil war between 
the northern and southern states resulted in the defeat 
of the south and a permanent predilection in the Union 
for only two points of view, political or otherwise. 
Also, the slaves had been freed, but not really. More 
years passed, and more immigrants came from more 
countries. More Indians who had never been to India were 
turned into alcoholics robbed and/or slaughtered. More 
land was developed, more cities founded, and ever 
greater financial gains were reaped. 

(MORE)
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The United States, having already lost its innocence in 
the Civil War, lost it again in World War One, then 
again in the Great Depression, a fourth time in World 
War Two, a fifth in Vietnam, and a sixth on the 11th of 
September, 2001. But despite its repeated innocence and 
guilt, successes and failures, heros and villains, and 
ups and downs, during the first two centuries of its 
existence and on into the third, the United States 
continued to surprise, inspire, and perplex the world 
with its great achievement - an experiment in democracy 
unequalled, unprecedented, and unrepeatable anywhere in 
the world, making the young nation a symbol of not just 
Freedom, but of Freedom’s very precariousness, 
preciousness, difficulty and cost, as well as the place 
where any hopeful soul might strive to build a new home, 
for a new life, in a New World. With a well-funded 
theater playing to packed houses in every community!

EVERYONE cheers. TRYAL PORE wraps things up 
with the celebratory end of her Anthem.

TRYAL PORE (SINGS)
Tides will rise and empires fall
And a grain of sand can slip and change us all
In the end what will it take to heed the call
Of the heart that knows the anthem?

ALL throw their hats in the air and yell:

ALL
Hey!

The end.

WILLIAM DARBY (cont'd)
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