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Cast of Characters

Melinda:        
Middle aged, prominent Northern 
lady.  
Marcus:        
Melinda’s husband, middle aged,    Northern industrialist.  
Victoria:        
Young, wealthy Southern belle, vivacious personality.    
Freddy Trimble:     Young, Southern lieutenant.  
Christina:        
Northern woman of average appearance,    field hospital nurse.  
Joshua:        
Union soldier, patient in field hospital.  
Bella:        
Middle class, middle aged,    Southern farmer, slave owner.  
Albert:        
Union second lieutenant on scavenger duty.  
Rebecca:        
Northern wife of soldier.  
Samuel:        
Northern soldier, husband of Rebecca,   bearded union soldier:  dirty, ragged.  
Minnie:        
Young, African American house slave.  
Master:        
A man of sixty, heavy set, long gray hair and a stubble of beard, slave master.  
Sadie:        
60’s, poor, illiterate, fiercely independent.  
Johnny:        
Identical twin brother of Billy,    Southern soldier, free spirit.  
Billy:        
Identical twin brother of Johnny,    Northern soldier, considerate thinker.  
Emma:


A young Southern wife.
Quentin:


A Confederate Navy sailor.

Mary Lee:        
A somber, yet somewhat formal,    gentile lady of culture, wife of Robert E. Lee.  
Robert E. Lee:    
Commanding General of the Army of Northern Virginia.  
Mary Todd Lincoln:  Older, sophisticated, somber 





widow of President Lincoln.    
Robert Lincoln:     Son of deceased President Lincoln.  
Man:        
Non-descript, no indication of origin, veteran of war.  
Woman:        
Non-descript, no indication of origin.  
Bill:


Elizabeth’s dad, middle aged 





Midwesterner.

Elizabeth:
 
Bill’s intelligent slightly 





precocious 13 year old daughter.

Scene
The United States and The Confederate States of America.  
Time
1861-1865.  Civil War era.  
I-1-1
FANNING THE FIRE
ACT I

Scene 1

SETTING:        

An abolitionist rally in Boston.  
AT RISE:        
A dais in torchlight draped with 
an American flag.  
MELINDA

The Pharaoh was warned, “Let my people go!”  He did not abide by the will of the Lord and so he was torn asunder by His wrath.  Ladies of Boston, the very thought that anywhere in our nation such an institution as slavery should be allowed to exist is abhorrent.  It is a pox of evil upon our nation’s flag and an act of greatest blasphemy unto our Maker.  
I have traveled in the South and seen firsthand the acts of inhumanity visited upon our Black brethren.  Not only are the slaves there deprived of their freedom, but they are treated in a manner viler than we would treat a cur of a mongrel dog.  They are forced to work day in and day out in a sweltering climate with only enough meager food and scant rations of water necessary for their survival.  Their procreation is encouraged as a herdsman might wish to increase the numbers of his stock.  Family life and the sacrament of marriage is denied them.  Their children are sold off for profit!  
The most basic education is forbidden.  To allow the teaching of reading or writing, even of the Bible, is a crime.  For one element of society to prosper and luxuriate while enjoying the fruits of the labor of another is an abomination in the eyes of God.  
For many years we have tried to enlighten the slave owners of the South.  Always they have turned a deaf ear.     Now, as our great nation reaches for its Manifest Destiny, we are forced to see the expansion of this satanic institution because of the will of unified evil expressed by the block of Southern legislators.  They have strongly suggested that now, on the eve of the 
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MELINDA (Cont.)

Presidential election, if Abraham Lincoln is victorious,    they are willing to separate themselves from the Union to
protect their Godless lifestyle.  They would tear our nation in two by force of arms.  If that is what they desire, then so be it.  The chains they have forged about their fellow man shall weigh them down and the beatings they have inflicted shall be revisited upon them tenfold.  The South has fallen from grace and God will punish them as He did Sodom and Gomorrah.  Let us not be afraid, but rather grasp God’s sword with eager hands.  We must remove the black stain of slavery from our nation even if it must be washed out by the universal solvent of blood!  
Hallelujah!  

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)

I-2-3

STOKING THE FURNACE
ACT I

Scene 2
SETTING:        

Boston.  Stage is clear,   




except for one chair.  
AT RISE:        
Marcus, a wealthy man settled 
in a comfortable chair in 
a smoking jacket with pipe and 
brandy.  
MARCUS
I’m sure my wife would not approve of my third brandy.     She seems to approve of very little of anything.     Seeing as she is again occupying herself with another abolition rally, I shall occupy myself with a little excess.  Oh, it’s not that I frown on her extra domestic activities . . . oh, no . . . quite the contrary.  Her enthusiastic support for the freeing of the Southern slaves and the election of Lincoln fits my agenda very nicely.  
My brothers at the Lodge and I have discussed at great length what we see as an unavoidable . . . and very profitable war.  With Lincoln in office and the Republicans holding the Senate the power of the South will be greatly threatened.  Slavery, the backbone of their economy will become endangered.  The power of the Federal government to supersede that of the individual states will be greatly enhanced.  Of course the Southerners will feel obligated to separate from the Union.  And that . . . that will be cause enough for war.  
If we in the North are to compete with the agricultural power of the South we must balance it with a clear dominance of our own industrial strength.  Of late there has been a disturbing trend down there to increase their manufacturing capacities.  To make matters worse, they are doing it with the help of the Europeans.  This will never do.  If we crush them now, our fortunes will be secured.  If we wait, the task may be too formidable to undertake.
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       MARCUS (Cont.)
Yes, my lovely wife and all those like her are indeed doing us great service.  They pontificate ad infinitum over the plight of "the poor Black man" and do so bathed in the pure white light of God's will.  They inflame the masses with righteous indignation and motivate them to abhor the slave owner.  When the hostilities begin the rabble will flock into the streets climbing over each other to be the first to enlist in the "Army of the 
Lord."  I am sure if God wants the slaves freed he would send them their own Moses.  
My brothers and I, captains of industry and commerce all,    stand to profit greatly from what I foresee.  I have already begun the expansion of my foundry and have entered into negotiations with the French for purchase of designs of their latest field piece.  It has come to my attention that there exists an inventor with a reliable repeating rifle that needs nothing more than a means of production and a market demand for the product.  I will be in a position to provide both.  
I see little personal risk in this conflict.  I am too indispensable to be expected to serve in the military.     My sons, like those of my colleagues, will be equally insulated by their status.  It is also my understanding that if a conscriptive service is begun, it will be our right to provide a suitable replacement.  Money makes many things possible.  Oh, I am sure that some of my class will wish to don a uniform.  A record of military achievement is always beneficial for climbing the social ladder and quite useful in politics.  The young men might see the whole affair as an adventure and the ladies are sure to swoon over their dashing uniforms.  
So as I see it, a little war will do us good.  We can put our heel on the South, decrease our own surplus population:  especially of those damned immigrants and make a huge profit in the process.  We can do it all in the name of freeing the slaves and when we are successful the chaos the liberated darkies will cause, will leave the Southern states quaking in their boots.  
It will be all blood and iron . . . yes . . . I rather like the sound of that.  Blood and iron!  

I-2-5


(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)

I-3-6

THE PARADE
ACT I

Scene 3
SETTING:        

Parade.  Afternoon.  
AT RISE:        
Bright pulsating light acting as 


a camera flash power during 
the parade.  A brass band 
plays the tune of “Dixie”.      
A loud, excited mood is about 
the air.  
VICTORIA

My, don’t they all look splendid!  Oh, Harrah!     Hurrah!  Look at them march.  Never have I sent so many men at one time!  How handsome they are in their uniforms.  There’s Freddy Trimble.  He escorted my sister to the cotillion last year.  They made him a lieutenant.     He’ll take the fight to them!  Freddy!  Freddy!     
(Waving a handkerchief.)
Oh, fiddlesticks!  I know he heard me.  I supposed they ain’t allowed to look aside.  They have to maintain their proper military demeanor.  Though I recall he couldn’t maintain anything with my sister.  


(Laughs.)  
Oh!  Another flag!  I adore the great red field with its blue bars and white stars.  We made many of them from the scraps of the old national flags of the Union.  We won’t be using them again.  
There’s Papa!  Look at him astride that white horse.     He’s a Major of artillery now.  In April, he commanded a battery that fired on Fort Sumter in Charleston Harbor.   His balls knocked the fight right out of the blue bellies there.  Here I am Papa!     



(Waving to him.) 
It’s me!  Victoria!  Go up North and shove your big iron balls right down those Yankee’s throats!   
Mama’s worried about him, but I’m sure he’ll be just fine.  I think she’s just afraid of running the plantation herself.  She’s never had a firm hand with 
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                         VICTORIA (Cont.)

them darkies like Papa has.  I’ll help her though.     I’m sure Papa’ll be back home in a few weeks.  We ladies 
can keep things under control ‘til then.  Auntie Maybell says it’s just one of the sacrifices we women have to make in time of war.  She ought to know.  She remembers when the British invaded us in 1812!  We licked them,    just like we’ll lick them Yankees!  
Oh, what’s that feeling deep down in me?  That rumble.     Oh, it’s the horses!  So many on the street.  What a clatter!  Now I know why my Johnny joined the cavalry regiment.  Just look at them all on their big fine mounts.  They’re all so proud.  There’s my Johnny!     He’s so fine in butternut.  I made his uniform myself.     Well, at least I helped.  He’s got those high brown boots and his flashing saber is oh so very long.  His spurs absolutely glint in the sunlight.  He’s all spit and polish now.  He’s not the boy of seventeen who chased me around that barn last summer.  Not that I let him catch me.  Not then anyway.  
Oh, I do declare!  I fear I feel the vapors commin' on.     It’s all just more than I can bear.  Boy!  Boy!  Hold that parasol higher.  The sun is in my eyes, and my skin is turning positively pink!     
(Motioning to the implied boy.)

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)

I-4-8

PARADE REST
ACT 1

Scene 4
SETTING:        

Parade.  Afternoon.  
AT RISE:        

A brass band plays the tune of 




“Dixie”.      

       FREDDY TRIMBLE

(Marches in stage right,    
a drawn sword is carried 
at right shoulder arms and 
he marches to the music 
using the entire stage as
a rectangular parade ground.  
His demeanor is military stern,   
he squares his corners and
snaps his head to the audience
on each crossing of the stage.    
All is said as in an aside.)
My feet hurt.  I should have joined the cavalry.  I guess these new boots will break in soon enough.  All the marchin’ and drillin’ we been doing is gittin’ bothersome.  I reckon it’s time for some fightin’.  We gotta give our folks a parade first, let ‘em cheer and wave and feel good about this here war.  I’m gittin’ a might tired of that damned brass band though.  Too bad they all can’t play in the same key.  
Well . . . there’s that silly Victoria Bell.  She’s waving that hanky like she’s gonna shoo away every fly from every horse in the Division.  Looks like she spotted me.  Yeah, I hear her callin’ my name.  When this thing’s over I might just see if she’ll have a go at it.  Her sister sure did last year and I didn’t even have this here uniform on then.  Vicky may be dumber than a stack of cannon balls but she sure did grow into that dress.     Got more squeezin’ than her sister I wager.  Course I guess I better make sure not to get caught diddlin’ either one now their daddy being a Major and all.  I think he could shoot me now and never even face a judge for it.  He’s ridin’ a big white horse back with his battery:  might have his eye on me right now.  
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Wonder if we're gonna carry all these flags to the fight?     Seems like we be better off if more boys carried rifles and fewer carried flags.  It may be an honor to carry a company flag, but I heard it just makes ya a better target for some Yank sharpshooter.  Course totein' this here sword does 'bout the same.  Take down the officer and the men don't know what to do.  
Well I ain't ascared.  I'm all ready to take the fight to them blue bellies.  We ain't gonna let some Federal government tell Virginia how to live.  We gonna keep our darkies slaves long as we want.  Me and all my boys is ready and willin' to fight to keep it so.  
 

I'm lookin' forward to my first skirmish.  We'll make our line and march right into their cannonade.  I'll order oblique turns and steady my boys to fire their volleys.  I'll call, “Fix bayonets!”  Then, “Charge!”  That's when we'll all let out a great war yell and go runnin' hell bent at their lines.  Half of them'll break ranks and start runnin' home to their mammas.  The rest'll probably shit themselves and just wait for us to kill 'em.  
(Now the music becomes 
discordant and the lights 
dim to a soft red wash.     
The march slows out of 
time to the music.)

But what if they don't run?  What if they stand their ground?  They got rifles just like us.  What if the blue line holds and volleys while we just run into them?         Could it be us boys that soil their britches?         Could we turn and run away?     
(The music fades out.     
FREDDY stops marching and 
walks to center stage as 
the wash goes out and is 

replaced by only a pin 
spot on his face.)

What happens when the blood spills all over the field?         The flags are tattered and bodies are torn.  There won't be any bands playin' then.  No pretty girls wavin' lace handkerchiefs.  What happens when a great lead ball rips through a man’s gut or a blade slices open his skin like? 
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               FREDDY TRIMBLE (Cont.)

a slaughtered pig?  My God what have I gotten myself into?         
I could die!  

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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SIGN OF THE CROSS
ACT I

Scene 5
SETTING:        

Moonlight.  Hospital.  
AT RISE:        
A soft harmonica plays 
“Shenandoah”.  Cot up stage 
right under shadow.  
 CHRISTINA

(The nurse is very somber 
and tired, feeling as 
though the war has gone 

on for ages.)
Two years.  Two hard fought, bloody years and nothing to show for it but death and disfigurement.  When it started, everyone was sure it would be over quickly.     Everyone was so wrong.  So dreadfully wrong.  After just a few weeks, there were more wounded than we knew what to do with.  None of us had ever imagined such misery.  
I had to do something to help, so when the call went out for nurses, I felt in some way, maybe I could ease some of the suffering.  I watched the doctors and tried to learn their cures.  Perhaps I learned too well.  The army surgeon said I was a natural healer and asked if I would accept a position in a field hospital.  It seemed my duty to do so.  If I had to do it over . . . 
(Shakes head down.)
Each day there is an engagement.  We hear the rumble of cannon fire.  Then a faint call of trumpets carries across the fields.  Next, the sharp crack of rifle volleys echoes to us.  Sometimes so many are struck I do believe we can hear the cries and moans two miles off distant.  
Finally, the hooves of horses and the clatter of wagons approach us.  The casualties begin to flood in.  I have a duty to survey the wounded as they arrive.   The worst wounds receive treatment first:  if I think they have a chance to live.  We call it “triage.”   The soldiers know about it so they try to muster their strength.  They look 
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                         CHRISTINA (Cont.)

up at me with pleading eyes begging for my mercy.  I no longer look back.  I can’t.  For those who I send to the surgical tents, the doctor’s work on with what cures they can.  Pieces of lead or iron can be extracted.  Flesh can be sewn back together with gut.  If infection stays off, a man might live . . . he might return to us again.  There was one private I saw come back four times before I passed him over.  I think I showed him mercy.     
Perhaps the worst is when the doctors must take a limb.     A wound may be so severe or a bullet may slice an artery that an arm or leg will die.  Sometimes it is only that so many come to us at once there is no time to treat them properly.  Amputation is the “quick” cure.  There is never enough ether or laudanum.  Whiskey makes a poor substitute.  If a man is lucky he will pass out from the pain of the scalpel and saw.  
A young artillery man came to us dragged in by his sergeant who would not leave his side.  There was nothing to ease his pain and the doctor was tired, hence his saw was slow.  The screams of agony were like an angry banshee.  Finally, the sergeant could stand it no more and struck his friend in the head with the butt of his pistol to render him unconscious.  It is a deed I have since seen repeated.  At least once the patient has died of concussion.  
This is the closest to peace I can find.  At night,    here in the ward, some can sleep.  Others moan or cry.     I do what I can.  Then there are those who die.  For 
them . . . I pray.  
Once I was considered fair to look upon.  These men find no solace in beauty.  Often in death they call out for their mothers.  I am sure it is her face they see over them, not my own . . .
(Pause.  Soft rain and thunder in 
the distance, occasional 
flash of lightening.)

It is raining now.  It will wash the blood away.     Maybe it will rain all day tomorrow so they won’t fight again.  Oh, God, let it rain forever!     
(Looking up as though to God.)
I-5-13


(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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THE CLEANSING
ACT I

Scene 6

SETTING:        

Moonlight.  Hospital.  
AT RISE:        

There is the sound of gentle 





rain.  Soft instrumental 





regimental hymn plays in the 





background.  JOSHUA is in white 




hospital garb.  
JOSHUA
She works so hard.  She cares so much . . . too much.     Why was a woman sent to a field hospital?  I know there is a shortage of corps men . . . There is a shortage of everything used to heal.  It seems there is never a shortage of things used to kill.  Somehow she makes do.     She seems to produce balm from thin air for the never ending stream of wounded that come through here.     Perhaps it is just because she is a woman that she is so effective.  The men see in her their wives or sweethearts or sisters.  Many see her as their mother . . . especially those that pass on.  
She has traveled with us for over five months now.  It has given me courage to watch her.  She is at the tents before dawn and never leaves until well after dark.     Often she stays the night .  .  . Just sits in a chair and closes her eyes.  I fear that does nothing to mask the stench or silence the din of agony in this ring of hell.  When Death lurks in the late night shadows she is there to defy him.  I know she has robbed him of more than one victim as she fought and prayed to rally the wounded man through.     
I believe she has been given the worst job here that there can be.  She is the gate keeper.  When the ambulance wagons arrive it is she who must meet them.     When casualties are heavy .  .  . and they often are, it is she that must decide who will be taken to the doctors first.  There are scant moments in which she must assess their injuries and determine the degree of their 
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      JOSHUA (Cont.)

severity.  She has seen every sort of wound and she knows the limitations of the surgeon's art.  There are those 
that scream in agony that she must put aside because she knows that even though they suffer greatly, they will live . . . at least a while, without care.  There are those whose life is slipping away, but can still be pulled back that she gives first priority.  Then there are those she knows cannot be mended by a doctor's hand.  For them she has a silent prayer and a light touch upon their hand.  She turns and moves on . . . because she must.  For many the last sight they have on this Earth is the compassion that never leaves her eyes.  
Her name is Christina . . . it is most fitting.  I must admit a deep love I hold for this woman.  It is a love I have never confessed to her in the many times we have spoken.  I have long wished to embrace her and try to take away her pain as she has done for so many .  .  . as she has done for me.  Four times past I have come to her and she has opened the door for me.  She has bid me have patience and she has placed me foremost.  Always she was so beautiful . . . and yet I'm not sure I could describe her.  
This time was different.  Her eyes barely met mine.     Her fingers lit briefly upon my hand .  .  . then she was gone.  She reminded me so much of my mother at my bedside when I was a child.  She filled me with love and chased away my fears.  
Tonight I will finally be with her.  I can show my love for her.  I will stay with her the whole night through and the length of tomorrow.  I will caress her skin and linger in her hair.  I will envelop her and cleanse her.     For now . . . I have become . . . the rain. 

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)

I-7-16

DAMN YANKEES

ACT 1

Scene 7

SETTING:        

Dusk.  Plantation.  
AT RISE:        

Sound effects of shouting,    




horses hooves and the clatter of 




tack and generally loud chaos.  




Fog hangs through the air.  The 




lights come up as the noise 





fades.  Half the stage is lit 




in red and orange with intensity 




pulsating to simulate fire glow,   




along with an occasional strobe 




(hot).  The other half of the 




stage is left saturated blue 





(cool).  Bella is dressed in 





working farm clothes.     
BELLA

(The actress transverses 

the two sides as her 

emotions fluctuate.   She speaks 



with a strong southern accent.)

(Hot.) 
Damn you Yankees!  Damn you all to hell!  Will you leave us nothing!  ?   How are we to live!  ?         


(Cool.) 
Gone.  Everything is gone.  The grain, the livestock,    the crops in the field.  That devil, Lincoln, sends his horsemen to rob and murder us while our men folk fight an honorable campaign in the north.  This is the third time in a month my farm has been plundered.  Each time they take more and leave less.  Now they even torch the barn.     
What use is a barn when there is nothing to keep in it?         
(Hot.) 
Burn it, damn you!  Does It make you feel at home to watch the fires of Hell!  ?  At least when its planks are consumed they’ll be no use to you as kindling for your campfires!  

(Cool.) 
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My children are going hungry.  How can that be on a farm that has always provided so well?  They leave nothing for us.  No seed.  No horses for the plow.  Nearly all the slaves have run off.  Perhaps it’s just as well:        there’s no food for their bellies either.  

(Hot.) 
No!  My last milkin' cow!  You can’t take her!  My baby needs her!  How did they find her?  She was well hid in the shack by the creek.  Oh, Mercy!  Now I see.  Rufus!     You black bastard!  Runaway!  Those Yankees give you that blue coat so’s you can steal from honest white folk?         Your home was here!  We treated you plenty good!  Now you show them all our secrets!  

(Cool.) 
What has become of the world?  When slaves carry arms now.  What’s next?  Will they teach ‘em to read and write?  My God, those Northerners will put them over us just for spite.  


(Hot.) 







No!  Get out of my house!    

(She throws an object 

 at unseen invaders.) 
The root cellar is all we got to live on!  Leave us something!  I beg you, for my children!     

(Cool.) 
If only my husband were here.  He’s been gone so long.     He’ll know what to do.  He’ll provide for us.  He always does!  He’s a captain in the Army of Northern Virginia.     He’s taking the fight to ‘em up there.  This summer he’ll be in Washington City then we’ll make those blue-bellies pay.  

(Hot.) 
Get out!  Leave now or just kill us all!  We’re bound to starve anyway!  Get your asses home and see what mine have done to yours!  I hope its tenfold worse.  Run home and see what Pennsylvania looks like when my husband in Pickett’s Brigade get through with it!  

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)

I-8-18
DAMN DUTY
ACT I

Scene 8

SETTING:        

Dusk.  Plantation.  
AT RISE:        

Sound effects of shouting,    




horse’s hooves and the clatter of 




tack and generally loud chaos.     




Fog hangs through the air.    




The lights come up as the noise 




fades.  Half the stage is lit 




in red and orange with intensity 




pulsating to simulate fire glow,   




along with an occasional strobe 




(hot).  The other half of the 




stage is left dark (cool).    
ALBERT


(He carries a sword to give 

direction too his orders.     

He commands Black Union Troops.  
loud orders:  directions                     emphasized with pointing of sword.)

(Hot.)
Take it all!  Our men need the supplies to move on!     Check the out buildings!  Tear up the floors!   Calm those horses Private!  I saw cabbage starting in the north field:  get it in.      

(Cool.) 
God help me:  this isn't the war I signed up to fight.     All I've done for the last month is lead foragers.  We take more than the folks here have to give.  If they protest, we shoot 'em.  I don't even have to give an order for that, my Negro troops do it 'cause they want too.  I don't know how far these butter bars can push them.  I keep telling myself, I'm just doing my duty."

(Hot.) 
If it's empty torch the barn!  We won't leave the runnin' Rebs any shelter here!     

(Cool.) 
It's not like they need a barn anymore anyway.  There's nothing left to keep in it.  I think this is the third time we raided this farm.  Livestock, grain, cotton, even
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hay.  We took it all now.  There's just a few women and kids and a handful of slaves that don't know where to go.  

(Cool.) 
What the hell .  .  . it's that run away Rufus:   he worked on this spread, looks like he's leading in a milk cow.  I wonder where they were hiding that.  

(Hot.) 
Good work soldier!  Good to see you prove your loyalty to the Union!   

(Cool.) 
That's enough now.  If they got anything left at all let 'em keep it.  There's children here.  I don't want to starve 'em.  I got kids myself.  

(Hot.) 
Here!     

(Stomping foot.) 
There's a hollow under this floor.  It's a root cellar.     
(Dodges an unseen object thrown at him.) This is all contraband Ma'am!  It can be used to supply irregular troops!     

(Cool.)
Or to feed innocent civilians.  I hate this duty.  I feel like a thief in this home.  Look at this picture.     It’s the lady of the house with her husband I 
reckon .  .  . a Reb captain.  

(Hot.) 
Pack it all up men!  Move on to the next farm.     Jerome!  You came from that one .  .  . lead us in!

(Cool.) 
What's that she said?  See what her husband is doing to Pennsylvania?  I'm from Hanover in York County, not far from Gettysburg.  They can't be up there.  What does she know?  If only she kept quiet.  

(Hot.) 
Take that woman with us!  She needs to be questioned at headquarters!     

(Cold.) 
Damn this duty.  What will I tell God when I stand before him? “I was only following orders.” 

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)

I-9-20
THE LETTER
ACT I

Scene 9

SETTING:        

North.  Rebecca’s living room.    
AT RISE:        

Dimly lit stage.  Chair is 





lit.  Rebecca holds a worn,   




torn letter.  
REBECCA

Each letter from my Samuel I treasure as a gift from God.     They seem to come to me just when my fears drag me down and my faith begins to fail me.  They are a breath of fresh air to my body and a drink of cool water unto my soul.  
I am constantly amazed how alone I can be in the very heart of New York City.  People rush about me and the noise and bustle are certainly no less than before the War, but somehow now I am so preoccupied with thoughts of my husband I fail to notice them.  
There are some women of my acquaintance that no longer have the comfort of ink on paper.  They shall receive no more script since their black trimmed envelope from the War Department arrived.  It is a letter feared and known to all.  Loving words do not form the greeting, but rather a phrase such as, “It is our sad duty to inform you . . .” or,  “It is with regret that we must 
announce . . .”

My letters still come from my loving husband, the father of my child.  But they have changed in the year he has been away.  At first they were light and full of life.     Samuel had never traveled beyond the city.  The army was something of an adventure for him.  He took pains to describe the beauty of the countryside for me.  It is his wish that I travel with him after the war to experience more of our nation.  
He has become quite enamored by some of his fellows as well.  While nearly all are from New York, they could not 
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be more different.  His characterizations of each make me feel I know them as well.  Always he has words of love for me and our daughter.  He regrets his separation from us and it is only his dedication to the preservation of the Union and the Lord’s work to abolish slavery that keeps him from returning home.  
When he first came under fire his letters began to change.  They became shorter and less organized.  In time, some of his happy characters began to disappear and his own resolve came into question.  
Now, as August approaches, I find a letter that comes written in my husband’s hand, but certainly dictated by someone very different.  That paper is dirty and torn.     The stains upon it, I fear to be of powder and blood.     The ink has run as though a hundred tears had fallen upon it. 

(Reading the letter.)

July 4, 1863

My Dearest Rebecca:      
I am alive.  Many are not.  For the past three days,    I’ve fought in a pitch battle near a town called Gettysburg in Pennsylvania.  Never could I have imagined the things I have seen.  Lord, let this thing end while someone lives to go on.  
The whole of the Army of the Potomac has clashed with the Army of Northern Virginia.  There was no quarter and no retreat.  The first two days our regiment rushed back and forth behind our lines as reserves being called up to fill gaps or replace units decimated by the fighting.  
Yesterday, I found myself at the center of our line on the high ground called Cemetery Ridge.  The early morning passed us by with fighting at the flanks of the line.     But then it came.  
I lay behind a stone wall watching across an open field to a wood a mile away.  We knew the Rebs were there,    but we were sure they were as tired as we were and hoped to God they would rest the day.  
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Then their guns opened up.  Never have I seen so many cannon.  Shells burst over our heads and cannon balls 
smashed into our positions.  For over two hours they rained death upon us.  Finally, their guns fell silent.     I raised my head to peer over the wall that had protected me.  The sight I beheld shook me to my very soul.  
From the woods beyond, came a sea of gray and brown.     A great human tidal wave of thousands of massed troops.     They marched silently as though on parade.  Their banners streamed in the hot smoky air.  Our heavy guns spat at them and holes appeared in their ranks only to be closed instantly as officers worked their men.  They came on at a steady pace, marching with cold determination.  
I looked around me at our thin line and felt the Angel of Death about my shoulder.   We were ordered to stay down and hold our fire.  I could not help but watch.  I was transfixed at how those men came on to us.  No matter how many fell to our shot, they came on as sure as any tide.  
Soon, I felt a great press of silent bodies about me,    but I paid it no heed as I gazed outward.  They were quite close now, within rifle range.  I heard an order shouted amidst the dust and din.  
“Stand!  Present!  Fire!”  I obeyed and as I did, I found our ranks had greatly swelled.  We stood as one from behind the wall and I believe I could see a second’s hesitation in the step of the enemy as they realized our new strength.  
As a man, we fired.  The roar was deafening and the smoke blinded and choked us.  There was a great slapping noise as lead found flesh and a horrible moan rose over the field.  
We poured it on, but still they came!  Canister shot and massed rifle volleys tore and devastated their formations. Still they came.  
Now they returned our fire and their devilish Rebel yell cut through me like cold steel.  
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They came at a full run, what was left of them.  I tell you, Rebecca, it was a hard and cruel thing to fire my gun against them.  Once, I even shouted at them to go back.  Not because I was afraid for myself, but because 
I wished no more to be slaughtered in a wasted effort.  
Some touched upon my sturdy stone wall.  There they died.     Across from me I saw a young boy, toe headed, perhaps 17.     His weapon, his officer and his comrades were all gone.     I set my own rifle aside and extended my hand to him.     “Come over to the Lord’s side!”  I shouted.   He took my hand and I pulled him to safety.  We fell to the ground and both wept unashamedly.  
The attack was over and the Confederate survivors retreated.  They walked facing us, so they would not be shot in the back and be thought cowards.  It is a thing we would not have done.  Could not have done.  
Rebecca, never forget how much I love you.  Forgive me,    my foolishness and folly.  If God will permit, I shall return and do my best to be a loving husband and father.     
Pray for me.  Pray for us all.  
My Eternal Love,   
Samuel
I have this letter. It is whole. But I fear part of him is lost forever.  

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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SHOULD I WRITE?
ACT I

Scene 10

SETTING:        

A lean to on the edge of a 


battlefield.  Small campfire.  
AT RISE:        

The stage is dimly lit in amber 

and haze floats over all.  
 

SAMUEL

(Leaning upon a rifle.)

They said it's over.  They said we can go home now.  I don't even know where home is.  North, somewhere north
. . . and maybe a little east . . . New York City.  Rebecca:  Think she's given me up for dead yet?  The last letter I sent her . . . when was it?  I remember . . . the day after Gettysburg.  The Fourth of July.     
I wrote something but I can't rightly remember just what it was.  I think I told her about the battle . . . the Reb charge.   I may have told her about the boy . . . but not all.  The Reb I . . . saved.  The letter was already done when it all changed.     
There was a truce on the Fourth.  We held the field but Meade wouldn't press a counter attack.  Damned idiot.     We could have finished it there and then.  Instead we just picked up the dead and saw to the wounded.  That Reb boy worked with us.  God it was hot and the          flies . . . the stink.  We lined up corpses like they were railroad ties.  We covered their faces with their hats or stripped their jackets to cover them if their hats were nowhere to be found.  For some we couldn't even find their heads.  We did the best we could to identify them.  I knew some of them well, others by name, many others by sight.  All dead now.  
The Rebs worked the field close enough that we could hear them talk . . . not that they said much.  It was early in the evening when the prisoner detail came along.  The boy . . . can't recall his name . . . if I ever knew 
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it . . . began to get squirrelly.  Started saying somethin' about not going to prison . . . he wanted to go home . . . to his mamma.  A soldier in the detail reached for his arm, but he jerked away.  It was easy to see what he was thinking . . . his own boys so close and all.  He was going to make a run for it.  "Boy . . . don't do it!" I hollered.  But he was on the move.  He was coming right past me and I put my arms out to block him.  From somewhere under his shirt he produced a small     revolver . . . probably picked it off a body.  It leveled at me and fired.  Somehow the ball missed me.  The officer of the detail was a better shot.  His Colt barked and dropped the boy to his knees.  A private finished the job with his rifle butt caving in the boy's face.  
The boy I had saved was dead.  When I looked behind me I found his bullet had hit another man in my regiment,    Justin Holland.  The last man left from my enlistment day.  
He was hit in the belly and took an hour to die.     There was no one left to help.  He died in his own blood and piss . . . in my arms.  
My eyes saw blood red;  I was filled with fury and hate.     There was no more innocence . . . no honor . . . no mercy.  
I was born again that day.  Not in the blood of The Lord but in the carnage of war.  I was no longer a child of God, but rather a son of Mars.  I wanted revenge.  
The war dragged on, but I became more than one drop in the sea of a blue coated ocean.  I became a front line skirmisher . . . first in the fight.  I attacked like a raging bull and killed without hesitation.  But there weren't enough battles to satisfy my blood lust.  I became a sharpshooter . . . a sniper.  A fine repeating rifle became my only friend.  It reached out where I could not and brought the touch of the Angel of Death to any I found in my sights.  
I became a remarkable shot.  I once took an officer out of his saddle at six hundred yards . . . at twilight no less.  But I was not boastful of my deeds . . . they were 
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not done for the Union . . . the Cause . . . they were done for me.  
My passion was still unquenched.  I began to creep out of our camp at night and seek out the enemy.  I learned to 
crawl across the ground like a red Indian . . . slowly,  silently . . . slithering like a snake . . . invisible in the darkness . . . I would find a sentry half asleep at his post or a lone soldier out for a late night piss.     Before they could react I would be upon them.  From behind them I would rise and with a hand over their mouth and a knee in their back arch them over and expose their neck.  My long steel blade opened their throats and the blood would spurt out and bathe us both.  I did as many as four in one night in this way and I was never seen.  
So now they say it is over.  Now they say I can go home.     I . . . or this thing I have become.  Home to my      wife . . . my daughter . . . home to a city of ignorant sheep.  Should I write a letter?  What shall I say?  My Dearest Rebecca, the war is done and I am coming home.  By the way, I have learned to kill . . . learned to do it 
well . . . and I love it.  I don't think I can stop.  
 

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF ACT)
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BROKEN CHAINS
ACT II

Scene 1

SETTING:        

Kitchen pantry.  
AT RISE:        

Saturated red and yellow lights.     

Faint slave music plays in the 

background.    
MINNIE
Them Yankees is commin’ on hot now.  They says we is the ones leadin’ ‘em.   Them young bucks who slipped their chains earlier this year found their way to the blue coat calvery.  Folks says they dressed ‘em up real fancy in uniforms with brass buttons.  Even gave ‘em guns and show ‘em how to use ‘em.  
I guess with guns we is just about as good as any white folk, maybe better.  We knows all the secrets.  We knows where everything is hid, even if we pretends we don’t.     
We’s got to do lots of pretendin’.  My Mama says sometimes the smart thing is to be dumb.  So’s I gone all my life sayin’, “Yes sir, Masser.”  “No sir, Masser.”     “Right away Ma’am.”  “I’m sorry, Ma’am.”  All the time I’s grinnin’ on the outside cause I’s got to.  I don’t want no beatin’.  I got it good workin’ in the big house.     Whole lot better than stoop work in the fields.  
Them white folks hear what they wanna hear; they see what they wanna see.  They want a fool.  I can act a fool.     But they’s the real fools.  
I can’t tell you how many times I’s spit in their grits,    a few times even worse.  And they never even notice.     They just goes on eatin’ their fancy food and drinkin’ their wine like nobody’s business.  Sometimes it’s all I can do to keeps from laughin’ right out loud seein’ what they’s puttin’ in their mouths.  Then they goes on actin’ so high and mighty like their privies don’t stink.  
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Now there ain’t so many of ‘em.  A lot of them white folk went off to the war.  From what I hears a lot of ‘em won’t be commin’ back.  Only a few overseers left 
now . . . they is mighty worried about them Yankee calvery fellows.  Not jest the Yankees either.  I hears ‘em talkin’ sometimes and one of ‘em said, “Ain’t no sight more frightful than a nigger with a gun.”

So since that’s the way they feel, I gitten myself ready.    

(Pulls old flintlock pistol

from under her dress.)  
I got me this from an old trunk in the attic.  
See, I told you we knows all the secrets.  Seems the masser’s grand daddy used this to fight the Englishmen when he was young.  I reckon nobody even knows ‘bout this ole thing.  
I got me some black powder from a horn, one of them overseers carries.  Left ‘it hangin’ on the kitchen door while he was fillin’ his face.  I pulled my lead right out of last night’s duck we put on their table.  We always hasta be real careful about pullin’ all the shot outta birds.  Never know what to do with it before.     So now I is ready.  Next time that old masser comes to me in the night I knows jest what I’s gonna do.  Right when his old fat drunkin self is all puffed up and pantin’ on me.  I is going to reach under my bed and grab this.     Right when the sweat’s drippin’ offen his nose and he’s got his eyes all screwed shut, I’ll put this to his head and touch it off.  
It’s gonna happen soon now.  I knows it.  It’s about time for him to come down on me.  But this time it’s him who’ll get the bangin’.  At least if that Yankee calvery don’t get here first and spoil it!  
Bang!  
(Laughs.)

(BLACKOUT)


  (END OF SCENE)
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MASTER
ACT II

Scene 2
SETTING:        

Darkened den of a lesser 





plantation house.  
AT RISE:        

He sits in a chair and drinks 

ruby port from a surprisingly 

delicate glass that he refills 

often from a decanter.  An 


amber rotating breakup imitates 

firelight upon him.  A man of 

sixty, heavy set, long 



gray hair and a stubble of 


beard.     



He wears clothes that once were 

expensive but are now dirty and 

threadbare.     
 

MASTER

Damn Yankees!  Damn niggers!  Damn that Granny Lee!     He should of finished them in Pennsylvania.  Instead now they be coming on us.  I ain't seen no Yank cavalry yet but I heard plenty of stories.  I read the papers.  I guess I know what’s coming.  Sherman and all his horses looking to spoil and burn all we are.  But that's not the worst of it.  He brought nigger troops with him.  Ain't nothin' worse than a nigger with a gun.     
The Northerners move through fast and keep on going but the coloreds .  .  . it’s said they linger .  .  . they imagine they be owed some sort of holy vengeance.     They steal everything they can find.  And they find it all .  .  . most of them are run-aways from these parts.     I don't have enough men left to keep my own darkies in line.  I'm half afraid to close my eyes at night for fear of having some invisible man creep in and put an end to me in my sleep.  I know they be too cowardly to try to take me face to face.  
 

Ohhh!  Burp!  Ohhh, damn.  I wonder what was in that soup
that girl Minnie fed me tonight.  Tasted like piss.     
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Well .  .  . now there's a thought.  I think it’s right time I paid that fool girl a visit down in the sheds.     
I think I still got some wood left in this old pecker.     I better get her while I still can .  .  . no tellin' what this war will leave us.  No slave women?  All I'd have left is that dried up old prune of a wife.  I'd do better with sheep.  Damn .  .  . I just can't see a world without slaves.  How they gonna live?  Who's gonna tell ‘em what to do?  Hell, they won't even get out of bed in the morning if somebody don't make ‘em.  Well maybe they'll all just starve.  
(Gets up.)

This ain't the country my grand daddy fought that King for.  Not anymore.  
Well, I got me a taste for some dark meat tonight.  
   (Burp.)  
I'll go down and see that Minnie alright.   I think I got a big old bang in me just for her.     
(He stumbles off stage right.
 

   A few moments pass then a 
single shot is heard off stage,    
a puff of white smoke floats in 
from stage right.) 

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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SADIE

ACT II

Scene 3
SETTING:        

1864-Autumn, rural Kentucky.     
AT RISE:        

Sadie sits in a rocker on the 

front porch of a deteriorating 

cabin.  A stone whiskey jug 


sits beside her chair.  She 


is in her 60’s, poor, 



illiterate.  She had been 


fiercely independent her entire 

life until recently as her 


health has begun to fail.     

Her gray hair is pulled into a 

bun and a blanket is wrapped 


about her.  
SADIE
    (She addresses and unseen visitor.)
Preacher, you can sit yourself right back on your ass and let him carry you right back over that hill wince you come, and take that God of your’in with ya!  I don’t want nothing you’ll give me and I knows there’s nothin’ He will . . . Just hush!  Lessen you got some other letter to read me sayin’ the last ones was a mistake and there’s nothin’ you gonna say to make my lot any better.  
You been commin’ round here for nearly three years now bringin’ me them letters everybody knows I cain’t read.     And you done your Christian duty to read ‘em to me.  I said my thanks to you for all that.  Now that time's gone.  You and your black book ain’t no comfort to me.     I gots what I needs right here.     

(Slaps the arms of the 

rocking chair.) 
And here. 

(Drinks from jug.)

Seems that’s what this War’s left me now:  my boys are gone.     
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I know you ain’t from these parts so you don’t know me savin’ from what them letters told you or the lies you heard ‘bout me from the good people of your flock.  
I spent my whole life right here in this cabin my Pappy built.  By the time I was fifteen he and my Mamma both left this world and me behind.  I had no kin so I fared for myself.  What I didn’t know I learnt.  I could hunt and fish and raise my ‘baccy good as any man.  I was doin’ just fine on my own . . . ’til he came.  One day outta the blue, he came over that hill just like you been.  He was sick and lost and flat broke.  For some fool reason I took him in and nursed him back to health.     He was the only man I ever knew.  I reckoned I was too old then to be having children.  He musta’ reckoned the same, ‘cause as soon as I told him I was in a family way he was suddenly well enough to travel again and that’s just what he did.  I never saw or heard of his sorry ass again.  

(Drink.)

I just stayed here keeping to myself all the time my belly was swellin’.  I was ‘shamed about my lot without no husband and all.  I can blame that on your God and his holier than thou followers too.   I knowed I was goin’ to be alone to do what needed doin’.  I made my plans and figured if they failed no body’d be the wiser for it.     

(Drink.)

My belly growed fat and heavy all spring and into the summer.  I watched my stock birthin’ their young and figured I’d be the same.  I ain’t never seen no human child born save my own.  Finally, on the 30th of July,    a hot, dry morning, I was feeding my chickens and wondered why my feet was all wet.  Then, I felt that pain deep inside like my guts was rippin’.  I got me to the porch and sat down on that first step with my back up against the deck.  I lay there for most the day, baking in the sun and screaming my lungs out with no one to hear, but the animals and your God.  Neither one paid no heed and neither one helped.     
Finally, my boy’s head popped out o’ me.  I bent over and grabbed it with both hands and pulled and pushed.
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     Finally, he slid out of my hole.  I could barely see, but grabbed the knife I stashed there and cut him free.  I laid him on a blanket beside me . . . this blanket right here.     

(The one about her shoulders.) 
My pain was still commin’ on in waves.  I figured it was just that after birth wantin’ out like I’d seen with the animals.  I can’t tell you what all I felt when another hairy head slid out between my legs.  I cut him free like his brother and laid him down on the blanket.  After that I’m not sure what happened ‘cause I didn’t come round till nearly the next morning.  Somehow, we all survived that birthin’.  I had me two healthy boys.  I named them for my father, his first and second names:  Jonathan for the first born and William for the second.  
They grew strong and it took a while, but I could see that my boys looked just alike.  There weren’t a hairs difference between ‘em.  But the looks was all they shared.  
Johnny, he was a screamer, loud and bad tempered as he could be.  Billy was more peaceful and seemed to see wonder in all about him.  
Nothin’ changed as they growed.  I’d turn my back for half a second and Johnny was run off somewhere to find trouble.  With Billy I was half afraid I’d turn and trip over him he was always so close.  
By the time they was ten you still had to look twice to figure who was who, least while they was sleepin’.     
Johnny took to huntin’ and fishin’ whilst Billy found he could turn the earth or work with wood.     
Johnny found he could sing loud and good, not your church songs mind you, but rowdy ditties he lernt from the bastards that led him into the tavern.  He found early on that he could do more with corn than make pone.  By the time he was sixteen his squeezin’s was the best in the county. 


(Drink.)     
Still are.  Glad he left me a good stash.  
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That Billy boy, he taught himself to read.  Did it with that black book of yours and a little help from the preacher before ya.  He knew the stories and read ‘em to 
me.  Cain’t say he believed ‘em any more than me.     Still, he built this here rocker for me the year before this fool war started.  It was a Christmas present for me.  One of the few I ever had.     



(Drink.  Pause.) 
We was happy for a time.     

(Drink.)

Then came this fuckin’ war.  Them boys was brothers,    but too different to be of one mind.  Johnny went to the Army of Northern Virginia with Lee whilst Billy wore blue wool under Burnside.  For three years they fought, but never at the same place.  Hell why am I tellin’ you!     You’re the one who told me this part.  
All them letters Billy wrote knowin’ I couldn’t’ read 'em . . . and those letters Johnny had writ for him.  
Then came those two from strangers.  The letters from some place called Petersburg.  Both my boys fightin’ over what?  I don’t know and I don’t care.  Some long siege that some smart ass Yank figured he could break.  What made em think of puttin’ a tunnel under the lines and fillin’ it with powder?  The damn thing just blew up and left a great huge crater in the ground.     

(Drink.)

And that’s where my boys both left his world:  The Battle of the Crater.  July 30th.

(Drink.) 
The same day they was born.  Guess it’s only fittin’ them boys was born the same day outta the same hole and they died the same day in the same hole.     

(Drink.  Pause.  Rock.)

Now git preacher, I got all I need.  I got my good rockin’ chair and I got my stash of corn whisky.  Now I just wonder if they’ll outlast me.     

(Drink.)

I doubt the whiskey will.     

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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PEAS IN A POD
ACT II

Scene 4
	SETTING:                Purgatory.  
AT RISE:                Same actor plays both roles,  
                        putting great emphasis on the 
                        personality traits of the      

                        individual.  Heavy haze.   
                        Light cues bounce between    

                        characters.  
                         JOHNNY
What the hell was that?  Where the hell is everybody?         It's so quiet now.  So dark.  There was a big ruckus.     Them Yanks was up to somethin’.  You could see ‘em massin’ troops.  They weren’t so far off I couldn’t sting ‘em if I took my time and aimed careful.  Little like shootin’ possum back home.  Course the possum never shot back.  Where the hell am I?     
                         BILLY
It’s not right.  The crater can’t be this deep .  .  . so dark.  We just went over the side .  .  . even before the smoke cleared, but it can’t be so deep.  I can’t see the sky.  
We have to charge the Reb works, but I don’t know where they are.  I have to get my bearings .  .  . maybe if I close my eyes .  .  .   
JOHNNY
Willie?  Ole Pete?  Where are ya boys?  Where’s my canteen?  I still had it half full of squeezin’s.  I think I could use a nip right now.  I’ll have to fire that little still up tonight and start a fresh batch.     It’s my birthday .  .  . I reckon I deserve to treat myself to a drink.  Wait a minute .  .  .  I remember the ground swellin’ up under my feet.  When was it?  Yesterday?  Seems like I was flyin’ through the 
air .  .  . then I was here .  .  . where ever here is.  
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My platoon is gone.  Did they go without me?  I remember 
the explosion .  .  . it was enormous .  .  . biggest I ever saw.  But it was so quiet .  .  . so deep and low.  It was like the Earth belched after a big dinner.  There was a huge crater .  .  . they ordered us right into it.  I thought we were supposed to go around the edge to attack.  Could somebody have made a mistake?     
If they did then .  .  . maybe I know where I am.  No!  Not yet!  I need to see my Mother!  
 
JOHNNY

I’m gittin’ a funny feelin’ ‘bout this place.  I don’t much like it neither.  I feel like I’m waitin’ for somethin’.  Sort of like waitin’ for a train but I don’t know where I’m going.  Maybe I’m goin’ home to see Mamma.     I could do with that.  I bet she’d give me a big old hug and cook me up a pile of vittles.  I sure could go for a big pot of venison stew and one of her blackberry cobblers.  I could eat it all and save not a spoon full for Billy.  I wonder where he got himself off to.     We didn’t part so well .  .  . him choosin’ the wrong side of this war and all.  I ain’t heard from him since we both joined up.  Hope he ain’t dead.  Guess I could save him a little cobbler.  
BILLY
Can I go home?  Can I see her?  She’s been alone too long already.  I can’t just leave her.  I think I can see her now.  She’s sitting in the chair I built her.  She’s rocking watching the sun go down.  She’s got a jug of Johnny’s whiskey.  She looks so tired.  Johnny will have to do more to take care of her now.  Ma!  Ma!  She can’t hear me.  I feel like I can touch her.  She doesn’t know I’m here.  She’ll be hurt bad by this.  I’m sorry Ma.  I wanted to come home so bad.  
JOHNNY

I’m movin’ now . . . must have caught that train.  It’s takin’ me home.  I ain’t scared.  I might sing a bit though . . . Way down upon the Swan-nee River long long ago.  Guess I don’t feel much like singin’ after all.     Wait .  .  . there’s Mamma.  She’s drinkin’ and rockin’ on the porch just like I remember.  She’ll have to make her own whiskey now.  Hope she remembers what I told her.     
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Maybe Billy can learn.  He made her a damned good chair.  
 
BILLY

Is there somebody there?  Who else is with me?  My name’s Bill and that’s my Mother, Sadie.  She sittin’ in the chair I built her.  
 
JOHNNY

Ya don’t have to tell me.  That’s my mother and she’s drinkin’ the whiskey I made her.  Drinkin’ to us on our birthday I reckin.  
 
BILLY

We finished together.  Both of us in that black hole.  
JOHNNY

Just like we started.  What Now?     
 
BILLY

We’ll go where were supposed to I imagine.  Mama will be along directly.  
 
            (Together facing the audience
            full front.)

          JOHNNY                           BILLY

We are back together,                We are back            

brother, just like                   together, brother,
we came in. Just two                 just like we came                     
peas in a pod.                       in.  Just two peas
                                     in a pod.  

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
 

	 

	

	

	

	

	


II-5-38
A WAVE FAREWELL

ACT II

Scene 5
SETTING:                February 1864.  A modest house 

    near the port of Charleston, 


    South Carolina.  Stage is set 

         with a rocking chair, side table 

    and a single oil lamp.  Lighting


    is dim as if the lamp turned down 

    is the sole source of light for 

    the stage.
AT RISE:                At curtain Emma is sleeping 




    restlessly in the rocker, her  



    hand upon her breast as if 
  



    holding something close to her.  



    A comforter is draped upon her 



    lap.   She suddenly awakes as if 



    from a nightmare, gasping for 




    breath.

EMMA
There is no air!  I cannot breathe!  No air!  No light!  God help me!   

(She takes a moment, draws in 

air and becomes fully awake.)

A nightmare.  A horrible nightmare, but so real.  I was in a coffin buried alive.  No there were sounds. . .faint sounds of water . . . yes, water.  All was damp and dripping and cold . . . My feet were wet.  I was sitting, not flat as in a coffin at all.  It was dark, totally dark yet I knew where I was.  There was metal about 
me . . . wet iron.  The letter brought it on.  Reading that strange letter sent me into that God forsaken place.  


(She opens her hands, but 

nothing is there.  She begins 

to search about herself 

slowly at first then more

franticly as she continues.)
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EMMA (Cont.)           

Where is it?  Where is my letter?  I had it clutched to my bosom, but now I cannot find it.  It was from 
him . . . . at least I think so.  I cannot be sure from where it came.  I had it when I drifted into that fitful slumber.

So strange it was to find the paper slipped beneath my door this evening.  I know not when it came or who might have delivered it.  My Terrier was not even disturbed by its arrival.  There was no envelope, only the small folded wrinkled piece of brown paper.  And it was wet. Wet with salty water.  Wet enough to leave a lingering damp spot upon the polished wooden floor.  The writing, no printing, was scribbled with grease pencil almost in the hand of a child.  But no child could have written those words.  Where is it?

My nightmare is still upon me.  There were no hands around my throat.  There was no constriction at all yet there was nothing that filled my lungs but a burning.  There was a great throbbing in my head and my eyes felt as though they would burst.  I fought waves of panic and despair.  I had a great longing to see my spouse for what surely would be the last time.  I doubted even God could hear me from my enclosed cell yet I prayed to Him for His mercy.  The letter is gone!  It must be here!

It started; To My Dearest Em. Only Quentin ever called me Em.  From almost the day we met at my father’s warehouse by the docks, he was so familiar.  It was his pet name for me but he never spoke it in public or with family.  It was a very private thing only between husband and wife.  The letter had to be from him.  It went on to say “know that my last thoughts are of you and the love we have never doubted and from which we have never strayed.”   What madness is this?  I received a real letter from him only two days ago.  It was written with his clear firm hand in indigo ink.  He enclosed a tiny pink seashell in the envelope.  He was well and expected to have a pass this weekend to come home from his billet.

The letter went on to say, “my arms can work no more. My lungs can breathe no air.”  His arms never failed him.  I have always been amazed at how strong of limb he is.  He is not a large man, not at all.  But he is mightier than                        
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most twice his size.  And his endurance is without compare.  His appetite is enormous.  I am hard pressed to cook enough to satisfy him.  Yet he is lean thin and hard.  Despite his strength with me he is always gentle.  Not even a harsh word.

He has been a seaman since the age of twelve.  The sea was his first love.  When he is away from me and upon the waves I believe I am jealous of her.  He served as ship’s boy on voyages around the Horn.  There he learned 
to dance the rigging in the worst of gales.  Later he crewed whalers and honed his sinews and muscles at the oars of the long boats.  When the war came he signed on with our Confederate Navy.  For a year he was far away from home on a raider sinking Yankee commerce ships and whalers.  Last year he came home to mend two broken legs.  A Union Marine had picked him from the rigging as they closed at close quarters.  Why can I not find the letter?

When he had healed he reported back for duty.  It was then something strange but wonderful occurred; he was posted here in Charleston but under the command of the Army.  He was often permitted to come home at night but he was under strict orders not to discuss his assignment with anyone; not even his wife.  I only know he was chosen because of his prowess as an oarsman.  That and his slight stature.  I have no idea what the Army would need with such a man.

One evening in mid-October he came home sullen and ashen. He barely spoke but found a bottle of rum and drank deeply of it.  It was the first time I knew him to go without his supper.  He never told me of his trouble but I feared the Angel of Death had brushed him that day.  He left before dawn the next morning for work and was gone for three days.  When I saw him again he was more himself yet somehow changed.

It is madness that I cannot find that single slip of paper.  How can I know from whence it came?  Who brought it?  I wish to show it to Quentin as soon as he comes through the door.  Who but he could have written it?  Why was it not in an envelope?  Was it entrusted to someone for delivery who was so brazen as to open it and violate our privacy?  And why was it scrawled in such a poor
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hand?  Why was it wet?  It is as if it vanished while I slept.

I cannot bare its words of “my last thoughts” I have never doubted the strength of our love but other words, “I will wait for you to join me in your time.”  It is at once troubling yet comforting.  The strangest thing of all was the ending, “Know that I shall always watch over you and protect you and our daughter.” Quentin and I have no children.  Not now.  My secret is known to no one and only in the last two weeks have I been sure.  I was waiting for him to come home to share with him the news I am sure would have elated him.   He is to be a father.


(SLOW BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
II-6-42
EMBRACE OF THE LOVER
ACT II

Scene 6
SETTING:                February 1864.  Beneath the 


    waters of Charleston Harbor.
AT RISE:                Stage is set with a single small 



    low bench.  The actor sits in 





    profile to the house.  Around 




    him, open only for the sight line 



    of the house, is a grey metallic 

                        appearing shell that allows him 

                        to sit upright but not stand.  A 

                        single candle is suspended from 

                        its apex the light of which must 

                        be dimmable.  The character is 

                        illuminated by a dim spot to 

                        simulate the candle light.  A 


              template casts a blue image of             



    underwater waves on the backdrop 

                        that must darken as the 

                        performance progresses.

QUENTIN
Pete.  Willie.  Lieutenant Dixon?  Is anyone else there? I fear I am the last.  I am so tired.  The air is almost gone.  This leaking metal shell will be my tomb.  I always knew I would die with the sea.  It is only fitting as I have lived with it all my days. But not like this. The Hunley is no proper ship.  I never should have taken this duty.  I feared from the start no good could come from this venture.  My mother told me on her deathbed to always trust my instincts.  That’s why I went to the sea. It beckoned me, wanted me when there was no family or fellow human who gave a damn.  The sea nurtured me and raised me from a boy to a man.  It made me strong and gave me purpose.  It even gave me my wife.

My mind’s eye is flooded with memories.  I can see her so clearly now as she was when we first met;  standing on the dock taking inventory of the supplies we were taking on for a voyage north.  She laughed at all the oilskins and the blankets we were buying on a hot spring day.  I
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told her she wouldn’t think it was so funny if she ever ran the ice flows hunting whales.  I asked her name and she told me it was Emma.  I thanked her and called her “Em.” She laughed like a song bird, then caught herself and chastised me teasingly with, “Sir, we are hardly met and you take such liberties.”  From that moment, even with her in a shapeless grey dress and her golden curls hidden and bound with a scarf to protect them from the dust, I knew she would be my wife.  Her smile warmed me in the Arctic and her lilting laugh cheered me on the cold, endless days that had no night.  I could see her graceful movements in the beauty and dancing motion of the Northern Lights.  When we made home port and I was flush with my share of the oil, I courted her and with her father’s blessings, made her my own.  I gave her a good home with our bounty from the sea.   She cooked meals fit for a Raja of India and I held her gently by the fire at night.  We have been blissfully happy and looked forward to growing our family.  Then came this accursed war.  Now I shall surly never see her again.  I shall not enjoy her pleasures or know the delights of the splendid children she would have given me.  Not in this life.

I had counted myself lucky when that Yankee sharp shooter plucked me from the rigging of our raider last year.  His ball merely creased me, but caused me to lose my grip on the line.  The deck below proved harder than his lead.  I was given leave to mend my broken legs.  It was time at home bestowed by Providence, with my loving Em.  She nursed me back to health but that meant back to the war. We both embraced the “cause” and sadly our duty.

When the doctor had certified my health I reported to the Harbor Master for assignment.  I hoped for a fast blockade runner that would keep me returning to home port.  What I got was an order to report to the Army.  I briefly protested sputtering proudly that I was a Navy man.  The orders stood.

I found myself at attention in front of an Army Major.  He looked me up and down like a man buying a slave.  He felt my arms and shoulders.  He spoke to me with a Virginia accent, “I heard you can row a long boat the whole day through.”  He stood close behind me and put his                       
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arms about me and with a sudden jerk tried to drive the wind from my lungs.  At the time I had no idea as to his intentions but he made me dammed uncomfortable.  “Tell me sailor, how do you feel about tight spaces?”  he said.  As I had never really been in a tight space I could offer no opinion.  I think I could give him an answer now, but I don’t think he’d much like the language.  He was satisfied as to my fitness for his ”secret project,” so I signed on to the CSS Hunley.  A ship practically no one knew existed and one the crew was ordered never to speak about to anyone, not even our wives.  A new ship.  A ship without sails.  A ship of stealth and silence.  One that was to strike in the darkness without warning.  A submarine.


(The candle dims noticeably.)
He did not say it was the size of a tin can and sealed like a coffin.

The air’s almost gone.  The flame will die soon and after that so will I.  I missed Davy Jones back in October.  We were giving the Porpoise, that’s what we call her whenever we do speak of her;  sea trials.  The Captain ordered her to dive, but one of the hatches was still open.  She took on water fast and sank like a rock. All on board drowned.  I had seen it all from the boat that towed her to deep water.  I had given up my seat for that cruise to the Hunley’s inventor.  He died that day but I lived to go home to my Em.  I was not fit company that night and drank my supper.  It planted a cold and rotten seed of fear in my soul.  Now that seed has 
sprouted . . .


(Pushing against the shell.) 
This is its fruit.

If there is any solace to be had I am confident our mission has been a success.  The eight of us climbed into this boiler tank tonight just after dark.  We set a true course and we worked the crank with the smooth unified precision that has been the result of hard months of training.  


(Pantomimes turning his


 section of a long crank shaft.) 
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The screw turned swiftly and drove us into the harbor. Only the blackened coning towers protruded from the water
as we drove on in darkness and silence toward our prey; the Yankee gunboat in the deep channel of the harbor.  We 
glided over the sunken hulks of the Stone Fleet;  the old whalers the Union Navy had towed in and scuttled to choke the harbor to a narrow point.  With our hatches closed if the watch saw us at all we would appear as no more than a large fish or a piece of flotsam.  The Housatonic was oblivious to our approach.  We drove the long spar on which our torpedo clung into the enemy’s hull below her iron belt.  The sound was not unlike that of a harpoon finding the flesh of a great leviathan of the sea.  We released the spar and began to crank feverishly in reverse to take us back the way we had come.  We had to get clear before the torpedo detonated or it would do more damage to us than to the villain we sought to foil.

Then came the rushing wave.  There was a current that nearly floundered us and the roar of an explosion coupled with a ringing like a great deep bell through our metal hull.  The torpedo had exploded too soon, we were badly shaken but we were still afloat.  Captain Dixon looked through the porthole in his coning tower and reported the devastation our attack has wrought.  As one we cheered and whooped a Rebel yell.  We paused at our crank and watched as our Captain lit a blue lantern in the tower to announce to Fort Moultrie that our mission was a success and we were diving to come home.

We set the diving planes and drew in water to completely submerge for the first time in our attack.  We had to escape the wrath of other boats of the blockade fleet coming to the aid of the sinking Housatonic.  We cranked more slowly now and we dove deeper.  Only a few candles lit the cramped interior of our little tin can.  The hull began to creak and groan.  We had heard these noises before but these became louder than to what we were accustomed.  Then water began to enter our cabin.  A trickle at first then a spray.  First from one spot then several.  The blast has split our seams.

There was a moment of terror and the rhythm of our cranking became confused.  There were shouts from the 
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crew and one man’s panic became another’s.  Hearts beat fast and the men drew frightened breaths.  Dixon tried to
restore order but the situation reminded all of us of the previous sinking that had claimed the life of the 
previous crew.  Perhaps because I always felt as though I was meant to die with them I was strangely calm.

We were taking on water and with its weight.  We were increasing our depth, too much, too fast.  There was an iron ballast plate secured to the bottom of the hull with screws.  It was designed to be released and let the vessel rise to the surface like a cork in the event of a situation as we now found ourselves.  We worked at the screws.  Several pulled free as designed.  Several did not.  They were frozen in place.  Perhaps it was the pressure on the hull or the shearing force from the explosion but no matter how we tried or who held the wrench we could not loosen the bolts.  We were headed to the bottom of the harbor.

Several of the men fought to open the hatches. We knew better.  The pressure held them fast.  They could not be opened until the boat was entirely filled with water.  By then we would be too deep to swim out even if we could all squirm through the tight openings.  It was then I noticed the great throbbing in my head.  My eyes burned and my chest felt as if someone was sitting on me.  I knew our air was nearly gone.

The others realized it too and it only panicked them more greatly.  I somehow saw our situation for what it was and resigned myself peacefully to it.  Soon the cabin was silent.  Then it was still.  I could think only of my Em. If only there was a way to reach out to her.  To tell her that my last thoughts were of her.                   

  
(Candle flickers and dims again.)

In my pocket I suddenly remembered the brown paper I had folded away there, Em had wrapped bacon and hushpuppies for me when I left the house last.  She figured I might be hungry and she doubted the quality of Navy food.  There was a grease pencil on a string hanging in the tower that we used to make notes on the boat’s hull.  I grasp it and in the dim and dank I began to write.  ”To 
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my Dearest Em.”  I had no idea why I was writing a letter that could never be sent but somehow, someday perhaps she 
would know my last thoughts were of her.  “My arms can work no more.  My lungs can breathe no more.”  What was I thinking?  The letter could never be seen.  It could never be delivered.  It could never survive the sea. Still I continued to write.  “My last thoughts.”  

(The candle goes out completely.  


Only saturated blue remains on stage.  

QUENTIN continues in near darkness.)

It is all blackness now.  So still.  I can hear the sea beyond the hull.  She has come to claim me.  Yet I seem to hear a voice.  It is not Em’s but not unlike hers.  It is not that of my mother.  Still it is a voice that has been with me for years.  It is a loving voice, a caring voice.  She is telling me something.  I have to listen.  Yes, I hear you.  I understand.  I can finish the letter in darkness.  You will help me.  You will tell her.  Thank you.  Thank you.  I die a happy man.  A few more words.  “Know that I shall always watch over you and protect our daughter.”


(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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LADY LEE
ACT II

Scene 7
SETTING:        

A modest sitting room.  
AT RISE:        

MARY is arranging roses in a 





vase on a side table with a 





special on it.  General warm 





wash on stage.  Soft gentle 





music plays in background.  
MARY
At last he is returning to me.  I am not sure if I should rejoice or cry.  To be married to a military man is a duty accepted.  I have spent many long months alone while he has campaigned.  Still, I have never gotten used to the loneliness, or the worry.  
So long ago, he was off to fight in Mexico.  He did so gladly for a nation he then loved and had sworn to protect.  He had talent for war.  The strategy of it:     the “game” he loved.  The death and maiming however, abhorred him.  
I was so proud when he routed that madman John Brown at Harper’s Ferry.  The papers carried his name across the nation.  I could see he was destined for glory and fame, but I failed to foresee the shadow on our land.  
When we broke away, it nearly broke his heart.  He was proud to be an American and devoted to his vow of loyalty to defend her.  But we were Virginians first and the ties that had bound us as a nation were no more.  His duty was to the South and again he tightened his spurs and rode off on Traveler to serve the cause.  
A year later, he was back with me.  He had been wounded in battle at Seven Pines.  It was for me a grim reminder of his mortality.  I tended him and nursed him back to health secretly wishing his recovery would not come.  
    II-7-49
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But come it did, and again Traveler carried my husband away.  He was older now and growing tired.  His men 
nicknamed him “Uncle” or even “Granny,” though the latter, never to his face.  He knew it and accepted it in the spirit it was given.  
Gettysburg nearly killed him.  Not by shot or shell,    but by the realization of how useless it all was.  He had hoped to end the conflict there in a single decisive blow.  Instead, the victory was denied him and he began a retreat from which he knew he could never recover.  He blamed none, but himself.  
It was then too, his heart began to fail him.  Not that he would ever let me know, but there are those close to him, loyal to him, that are also loyal to me.  
For a time here in Richmond, we were together again.  He was so busy with his final efforts to defend the city.     It was an effort doomed from the start.  
On the second of April, he was forced to flee with the remainder of his army.  He had hoped to combine his forces with Johnston in North Carolina.  He dreaded leaving me, but had faith in the honor of the Union officers.  
Indeed they have been most kind to me.  I have had Northern soldiers of high rank call upon me to express their admiration for my husband and offer any service to me they could.  On the night of the surrender, a Union band came and played sweet and gentle music below my window.  It was most gracious of them.  
I fear the same treatment has not been afforded our President however.  A story has been circulated that he has been captured trying to flee Richmond.  They say he was dressed in petticoats with a shawl draped about his head.  I am not sure what to believe, as I have never really trusted the man.  But who’s to say?     
I am not sure when my husband will arrive.  Appomattox Courthouse is not far.  Already riders have brought letters to me that the Union sentries have allowed to pass into my hands. 
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My husband wrote that the surrender took place on April 9, a fine spring day.  It was done in a modest house of a 
loyal Virginian who met my Bobby at the door.  With tears in his eyes he shook my husband’s hand and thanked him for his service.  Beyond that, the man could speak no more.  
My husband was ushered into a dark sitting room where the papers of surrender were laid out.  General U. S. Grant,    who my husband had fought beside at Chapultepec, stood for the North.  He was apparently quite shabbily dressed in a private’s uniform with stars hastily sewn onto the shoulders.  He was dirty from riding and smelled of whiskey, which I understand for him, is quite normal.  
My “other sources” described my husband as taller than they had seen him in many months.  His uniform and appearance were impeccable.  Any observer would have thought the roles were reversed by the demeanor of the players.  
With the signing done, Bobby offered his sword.  Grant gazed upon it, touched it, and urged it back.  As my husband mounted Traveler and rode away:  Grant ordered his band to play “Dixie.”  The Union soldiers that lined the road stood mostly silent.  Some saluted, some removed their caps.  Some had words of gentle encouragement or praise.  Others shed tears.  My husband rode nobly through their ranks, nodding and accepting their respect.  
I will be glad to have him back, even in defeat.  He never supported slavery, only the right of the states to self-determination. But he has been punished for his service.  We have been punished.  Our lovely home,    Arlington House, has been taken from us: confiscated.  No more shall we dine or dance in its spacious halls.  Its land is now a cemetery for the Union and the first interred were laid to rest just at the back door, in my rose garden.  The house will never see life again:  it will never be the same again.  Neither will my 
husband . . . Neither will our country.  
The cemetery’s shade has touched us all.  
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(END OF SCENE)

II-8-52
GRANNY LEE
ACT II

Scene 8
SETTING:        

A train after the peace at 



Appomattox.  
AT RISE:        

There are sounds of the train on 

its tracks and flickering  


lights as through a moving 


train's window at dusk.  


A somber defeated General Lee 

sits on a cushioned bench of a 

train as it rolls through the 

Virginia countryside to a 


rendezvous with his wife.     
ROBERT

(He leans a hand upon his 

sword hilt as he reminisces.)

At last I am returning to Mary.  I shall not leave her again.  I have campaigned too long and expected too much of her.  She is a proud and fine lady and she would never hint at a complaint.  She has done her duty as have I.   To be parted from her is the very essence of loneliness.     In the midst of the whole of the Army of Virginia I have been alone.  
She must have had a hint of what a soldier's wife must bear when I fought in Mexico.  Not only did she support me she even praised me and boasted of my service against that lunatic John Brown.  
It was she who made me see my duty to Virginia superseded any oath to the Union.  If not for her I might have accepted the command of the Army of the Potomac.     Would the outcome of all this have been different?         Would fewer have died?  Would I be the victor instead of the vanquished?  Does "traitor" have a more venomous bite than "villain"?  None of it matters now.  The armies have finished their act upon the stage.  Now it is for the writers of history to complete the script.  
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When I was wounded at Seven Pines I could have stayed home.  Mary nursed me and gave me back my strength.  She 
restored my will also.  She reminded me of my duty to my men.  West Point:  The "Code":  the Officer Corps:  and Virginia:  lofty callings all, but none as strong as my duty to my men.  I fear I failed them all.  
I gave them all that was in my power.  I never slacked
.  .  . even as my body failed me.  I grew slow in step and in speech as the war dragged on.  My stallion was too much to handle and my loyal gentle Traveler became the only horse that I could count on to carry me in dignity.     The men began to call me “Granny.”  Never to my face of course.  Through all the hardships and hell we shared they never showed me anything but respect.  And even as I ordered them to their deaths I never lost sight of my love for them.  
I do believe Gettysburg was the worst.  The night before the battle I suffered a frightening pressure in my chest.     I could tell no one, not even my doctor.  When the dawn came I put a cloak over me to mask the shivering of my body.  It was an odd costume for the summer heat.  I could not show weakness to my men.  I firmly believed we could have ended it all in that Pennsylvania field, but it was not to be.  I shall forever be haunted by the look on Pickett's face and the tears that welled in his eyes over his lost division.  He cursed me that day and I may well have deserved it.  I should have handed over my sword then, but I still believed in the cause and felt the war could still be salvaged.  
We defended Richmond for a time and again I was with my Mary, but there too I failed.  Still I moved the army to the south in hopes of meeting Johnston and building a force strong enough to at least force an honorable suit for peace.  Again I failed.  
Honor.  Once, it was what we stood for.  Now I am no longer sure of the meaning of the word.  President Davis surely has forgotten.  I do not expect history to be kind to him.  
What will history say of any of us now?  Will it remember the anguish of the man who gave us his house in? 
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Appomattox so we might sign the death certificate of the South?  Will it remember the besotted Union General that accepted my surrender, but refused my sword?  Will there 
ever be mention of loyal Traveler or will Dixie ever be sung again?  What of Lincoln?     
Now I return to Richmond .  .  . to my Mary.  I do not know what the future holds for us.  That chapter has yet to be written.  I will be content to live out my days in obscurity with my loving wife.  Our home at Arlington is gone to us.  It is now the final resting place of so many who's deaths weigh upon my shoulders.  It has become like war itself.  At a distance it can be attractive,    glorious and a thing to be desired, but at closer inspection it is a thing to be lamented and feared in the long, deep shadows of its night.  
  (A train whistle sounds 
  loudly and the train goes 
  into a tunnel.)

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)

II-9-55
TEA AND DRY TOAST
ACT II

Scene 9
SETTING:        

Shortly after President 






Lincoln’s burial.  
AT RISE:          

Mary is on stage alone,    





seated in a rocking chair.  A 




blue blanket is wrapped loosely 




around her.  Before her 






speech, the slow beat of 





muffled drums off stage.  As 





she speaks, there is no 






external sound.  The only 





light is an amber wash from the 




left wing to depict a sunset 





through a window template.    




Her dress is black as is her 





veil.  
MARY

       (To unseen servants.) 
A little tea and dry toast please.  That is all.  Just a little tea and dry toast.     
    
(Forward to the audience.)
He is gone now.  I have only his memory left to comfort me.  That and Robert.  General Grant was good enough to release my son from duty for as long as I shall need him.     I do not expect the General shall enjoy his service any time soon.  But what need of my son can he have now?  The war is over.  
If only my husband could have seen the conflict to its ultimate conclusion.  He had worked so hard and suffered so long.  Perhaps that would be a fitting epitaph for him.  He always fought for the interest of the people,    of the nation.  The Union.  Our lives were lived at their discretion.  Our joys and our sorrows were watched by their eyes.  We buried my darling Willie and the people mourned with us, but never did they give us the solitude we required.  Always they sought more . . . demanded more.  
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Now they can ask no more of him.  He has given his “last full measure.”  It is all a blur to me now.  Perhaps I am even to blame.  
It was nearly over.  Lee had surrendered his army at Appomattox and Johnston was nearly ready to follow suit.     It was time to celebrate, to rejoice.  The nation demanded to see my husband and he deserved their accolades.  What better way than to attend the theatre?     
He did not want to go, but I insisted.  We arrived late,    but the play stopped for a full ten minutes while the crowd cheered and applauded my husband’s arrival.  It was a comedy, Our American Cousin.  Its final act was a tragedy.  I remember only a pushing of bodies, a loud crack, like thunder and a figure leaping into the air over the rail of our box.  
It was the next day when Mr. Stanton called me to the bedside to bid him my final farewell.  


He knew what was to come.  It was as if his work was finished and he was being called home.  The dream he had told me of both worried and calmed him.  He awoke to the sound of crying and left his bed to investigate.  In the receiving room he saw a coffin surrounded by soldiers at attention.  He asked one, “Who is dead in the White House?”  The soldier replied, “The President.”

Now I have witnessed his dream.  That and much more.     Sixteen black-draped horses, caparisoned with ostrich feathers pulled his hearse in Union Square.  Sixteen days of travel did his body make to Springfield, while the Union wept.  
Now I shall leave the great house in Washington City and retire to a quiet life of obscurity.  “With malice toward none and charity for all.”  His words, his deepest desire.  What a disaster for our nation that he has not lived to see it done . . . to make it be done.  
I shall take my tea and dry toast now and watch another sunset.  I wish only to be alone with Robert.  I have seen enough masses . . . I do not believe I shall ever again attend the theatre.  
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MARY (Cont.)

            
(The sunset light should dim
   over a three count and leave 
   the stage in darkness.)

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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KARMA

ACT II
Scene 10
SETTING:                A writing desk with a flickering
                        lamp.  
AT RISE:                Lincoln sits at his desk in
                        subdued lighting.  A tall 
                        slender man of twenty

                        in a simple grey suit.  
            ROBERT TODD LINCOLN
I have heard my mother weeping in her room for far too many nights now.  I have neither the ability nor the remaining strength to console her as she requires.  I fear I have suppressed my own need to mourn so I might give her succor.  I am drained, but I cannot fail her.  
                  
I regret I was not closer to my Father over my life, but it is a failing we must share equally.  My earliest recollection is of him packing his saddle bags to ride off on his Circuit as a judge.  Campaigning and politics kept him away from home more than in the bosom of his family.  When he did grace us with his presence I remained aloof and went about my reading and studies.     He was never harsh in the least and he was capable of genuine affection although it was usually lavished upon my younger siblings.  Indeed, I have been my Mother's son.  
                 
When the War began I had grandiose visions of joining the army and riding at the head of a regiment of saber wielding roughneck cavalry troopers.  Tennyson's Light Brigade was my inspiration and my assumed position the right of the son of a President.  My years and learning were still too insufficient for this fantasy to be realized but even when chronology and education allowed
. . . my Mother would not.  Harvard was to be my fortress and my studies and books the only troops under my command.  
                
As the war progressed the issue of my service often 
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became a subject of family debate.  The discussion was 
usually concluded when my Mother excused herself to her bed sick or invoked the name of my brother Eddie eluding that she had already lost one son to the war.  It was illness that claimed my brother as a child and not the Confederacy.      

Ironically, it was my father who supported my desire to enter the army and lavished praise upon my presumed manhood.  He was convinced I would come to no harm in the fray and serve as an example of duty to others.  I failed to perceive the physical danger that constantly surrounded him.  Had I been more aware I would have accompanied them to Ford's that night.  My place would have been in the seat behind my father next to the door of the box.  Booth would have had to deal with me first before reaching the President.  I lament my decision not to join them to distraction.  
          
I was still suffering the fatigue of my journey from General Grant's headquarters in Virginia and declined my Mother's invitation to Our American Cousin.  Rather I took to my bed for a nap and later was the guest for a late supper at the house of my father's private secretary, John Hay.  We had finished our meal and were discussing the religious significance of the day:  Good Friday, when a fearful knock shook the door of his abode.     It was an army officer no older than myself.  His face was ashen and his hands trembled.  His red eyes betrayed his tears.  The news he bore shook my soul and I have a clear recollection of dropping a crystal glass freshly filled with sherry and watching it shatter into a thousand glittering star points on the polished wooden floor.     
          
The rest of that night was spent at Peterson House at my Father's deathbed.  It was agreed that my mother would not be summoned until the last moment.  In hindsight it may have been more merciful if we had allowed her to stay at the White House . . . for all of us.  Her anguish was
. . . and is . . . extreme.  
           
The only solace she has taken was when I informed her that John Wilkes Booth was dead.  It grieved me to see her take pleasure in a man's demise.  I have wondered if 
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I should tell her my story of a previous connection between the Lincolns and the Booths.  
Some time ago, on a trip from Harvard to Washington, I needed to change trains at the station in Jersey City.     While waiting for the conductor to issue tickets to the sleeping cars I was jostled by the crowd and knocked off the platform onto the rails beneath the train.  Just then it lurched forward and as if Providence intervened, a strong hand reached down from above and levitated me back to safety.  The hero of the hour was none other than Edwin Booth the esteemed actor, whom I recognized from the stage.  He was also the elder brother of my Father's assassin.  I owed him my life but failed to ever relate the story to my mother as I knew it would alarm her needlessly.  
             
My studies at Harvard touched upon the religions of the Far East.  There they take such coincidences as the expected normal . . . They refer to them as Karma.

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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RE-UNION
ACT II

Scene 11
SETTING:        

An average front room of a   

                         modest home.  


AT RISE:        
  
One man and one woman in 


specials used to show the face  

only as they come on stage.  


There is nothing to indicate 


which side of the war they have 

supported.  
                         






WOMAN

            (WOMAN enters stage right.)
He's coming home today.  It has been so long.  I don't know what to say to him.  I fear our letters have been too guarded.  There is so much of what has transpired I have not expressed to him.  His letters too, have suffered of late.  The war has lasted too long.     

(Blackout.)

MAN
            (MAN enters stage left.

 He walks in profile and

 carries only a small 

 bouquet of violets in 

 his left hand)  
I had given up on this moment.  It seemed at once a distant and impossible fantasy and now that it is here it has all the elements of a nightmare.  Four years I have been away.  There have been letters, but too few and too little said.  She may not even live here now.  How has she survived?  I sent her what money I could, but there was never enough.  

(Both are lit in profile.     

They approach each other

slowly but do not touch.)



MAN

I have come home to you, as I promised.  
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WOMAN
I have waited for you, as I promised.  
 
(He extends the flowers

to her and she approaches 

to take them then withdraws.)


MAN

Are you frightened of me?  Do you not still love me?     





WOMAN

No.  No it is not that.  I still love you.  


  (She reaches for his face,  
   but again withdraws and turns 
   her body away.  She begins to 
   gently sob.)  
Things are so different now.  
 

MAN

That is undeniable.  It has been my love for you that has made me go on.  The war is over now and I need never fear returning to battle.  I am a soldier no more.  It has been my deepest wish that you would still accept me.     I have wanted nothing more than to resume our lives together.  I will do all I can to provide for you, to make up for the hardships you have endured.  
 





WOMAN

The hardships I have endured?  What of yourself?  What can I do to be worthy of you?     
 





MAN

Throughout all the fighting .  .  . all the hell of war.   All I have desired was to return to your love.  Now you recoil at the sight of me.  





WOMAN

It is the shame.  

MAN

Of the killing?   It was war!  Even the Good Book makes exception for war.  You have my word I never dishonored the uniform or the cause.  I would never bring shame upon you.  
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WOMAN

You don't understand.  The shame is mine.  You were gone so long.  There was no family, no friends left for support.  I did the only thing I could to survive.  
 









MAN

I know all about what a person will do to survive.  





WOMAN

There are consequences to every deed. 



















MAN

That is well known to me now also.  





WOMAN

You think I cannot accept you, while I fear it is you who cannot accept me.  























MAN

I don't understand.  
 















WOMAN

Let me show you.  

(She returns stage right 

where a crib is now 

illuminated.  She picks up

a pink bundle and crosses

back to the man.)
She is six months old now.  Her name is Hope.  I had to sell everything just to survive.  I had to sell myself as well.  

























MAN

I never expected this.  This is my fault.  I failed you.  





WOMAN

No, no . . . it was the war that failed us both.  Do you hate me?     
























MAN

Do you hate me?     






















WOMAN

I could never . . .
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MAN

Then let me hold her.  Allow me to sit down.     

(A chair is illuminated 

upstage and the man faces 

the audience as he is seated.     


It is now clear that he 

wears an eye patch and his 

right sleeve is tied up to 

the shoulder and empty.     

He sits and awkwardly 

accepts the child.  The 

woman gently helps him 

and now holds the flowers.)

















WOMAN

Life is not what we expected.  Can we go on together as one?         
























MAN

It will not be easy .  .  . for either of us.  We can only put our pasts and faults behind us.  What is done is done.  We can wash away each others’ pain and sins.     We shall continue as shall our nation, after our cleansing.  
























WOMAN

We shall go on . . . together . . . stronger than before. 
(Gazing at the child.)  
With Hope.  

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF SCENE)
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EPILOGUE
ACT II

Scene 12
SETTING:        

Contemporary.  Gettysburg, 





Pennsylvania.  A hot sunny 





afternoon at the historic 





battlefield.  The two are 





tourists visiting the 






battlefield on July 3rd, the 





anniversary of the battle’s 





final day.

AT RISE:        

Elizabeth wears ear buds to an 






IPod and walks a few feet behind 




her father.  They enter from 





stage left.  A brightly lit 





stage with tree branch templates 




on a scrim upstage.

 




An American flag is blowing 





slightly up stage right as high 




as the sightline will allow.  




The walk to a section of split 




rail fence down stage center and 




stop.  A plaque faces the 





characters unreadable to the 





audience.


BILL

Are you bored already?


ELIZABETH

(Removes ear buds.)  
What?  Oh sorry.  No, I’m good.  Just trying to lighten things up a tad.






BILL

Can’t blame you but it might be a bit hard to do around here.  Especially today.






ELIZABETH

I know, you told me it’s the same day as the last day of the big battle here.  I noticed a lot of flowers were left back at the cemetery.  A little weird considering 
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ELIZABETH (Cont.)

nobody’s alive that ever met any of the guys that died here.

BILL

Oh I don’t know.  I think the last veterans passed away back in the 30’s.  I’m sure a few folks are still around that might remember them.  I don’t think they left the flowers though.  I think it was people trying to connect with the past or just a sign of respect for what happened here.  I’m sure there are lots of folks that can find ancestors that fought here.  Maybe died here.






ELIZABETH

Think we have anybody from our family that might have been here?






BILL

I don’t really know of anybody.  Most of my side didn’t even come over ‘til after this war.  There is that one branch that might have had somebody.  I’m sure they would have been with the Union.  I’m not sure about your mom’s clan.  I don’t think we ever talked about it.  Some of them were here a lot longer, I know that much.  I think they might have both sides covered when I think about the states they came from.  You’ll have to ask her.






ELIZABETH

Good luck with that.  We really don’t talk about anything like that.






BILL

Too bad.  I think it’s a good thing to connect with your past.  I used to love to hear your grandpa tell his old war stories.  I think he understood history.  He’s the one who brought me here the first time.  I was just your age.  Of course back then we studied the Civil War a lot more than you are.






ELIZABETH

Makes sense;  you were a lot closer to it.






BILL

Ha ha;  smart allelic.
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ELIZABETH

So, did they have all the museums and the wax works and gift stores back then.






BILL

Some of the old ones are still here.  Some have changed quite a bit.  The official site is really a step up from what I remember.






ELIZABETH

Did you guys just wander around like this back then or did you have a plan?






BILL

Are you suggesting I’m not organized?  Would you rather pick up a map and follow the arrows?  I noticed they even have a download for your GPS now.






ELIZABETH

I’m doing just fine.  I can find Devil’s Den, Emmetsburg Road, and the peach orchard.  I know the difference between Seminary Ridge and Cemetery Ridge.  You seem to explain it all very nicely;  better than my teachers do in school.  You really get into it don’t you?






BILL

Well I have to give you “extra history.” 





ELIZABETH

Even when school’s out?






BILL

Especially then.  But yeah, I guess I do get into it.  I kind of feel like I’ve been here before.  The first time I came here I could pretty much point out what happened where around here.  I had read about it but it just seemed to all fall into place.  It was really like I had some kind of inherent knowledge of the whole thing.






ELIZABETH


(Intoning theme from The 

Twilight Zone.) 
Do do do do; Do do do do.
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BILL

Sure, laugh if you want, but you don’t know the half of it.






ELIZABETH

And that would be?






BILL

I probably shouldn’t tell you.






ELIZABETH

Ok, now I want to know. In a previous life you were a cow?






BILL

The way I like red meat?  I doubt it.  I mean about      . . . my walk.  When I was a kid I walked out here all alone.






ELIZABETH

I don’t think that qualified you for the Olympics or The Twilight Zone.  I’m not impressed.






BILL

At night?






ELIZABETH

Potentially interesting.  Go on.






BILL

Well you saw that motel down by the edge of the battlefield where we stayed when I came with Grandpa and Grandma?






ELIZABETH

Oh yeah.  And since it looks like it hasn’t changed since I am glad you didn’t make us hole up there.






BILL
Well it’s not much of a hike from down there to up here. After dinner I told Mom and Dad I was going for a walk. It was a hot night and the sun was just staring to set.






ELIZABETH

And they let you go?!  Alone?!
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BILL

It didn’t seem like a big deal back then.  There wasn’t much danger for kids or at least you never heard about it.  I was big for my age and believe it or not I was in pretty good shape.  I could take care of myself and they knew it.  To be honest I don’t think I told them I was going up to the battlefield.  I’m not sure I knew myself.






ELIZABETH

This place looks pretty well patrolled.  I’ve seen all kind of uniforms.  Didn’t you think you might get busted?






BILL

Again, things were different.  I don’t remember seeing anybody.  I don’t even think they had a sign posted to stay out after dark.






ELIZABETH

How long were you out here?






BILL

I guess a couple hours.  I remember the sun went down and it got good and dark.  Then the full moon started to rise.  A nice breeze picked up and chased away some of the day’s heat.  I remember too how the statues looked, almost alive.  As I reached the high ground back there I could look down and see all the cannon scattered about. They seemed to glow in the moonlight.  I could pick out all the sites from Meade’s headquarters, here to the Angle and on out to the Wheat Field. 






ELIZABETH

Really.  Weren’t you scared out here?






BILL
Funny thing, I think I felt . . . welcome.  It was like I was being taught a lesson.  I think I gained an understanding that night of what went on here.  How important it was and how the men who fought here must have felt.  I could picture them the night before the last battle.  It was July 2nd just as it had been for them.  I could imagine where they were all camped, around low fires.  They had a little to eat, maybe some coffee. They cleaned their rifles and sharpened their bayonets 
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for what was to come.  Some wrote a letter home and some tried to get a bit of sleep that would not come.  I guess it was little different from what the Romans went through or Washington’s troops.  In many ways I’m sure it hasn’t changed for our guys in the Middle East today.  I know Grandpa went through it in Asia.






ELIZABETH

You sound like you went through it yourself.  You weren’t ever in the army were you?






BILL
No.  I lucked out there.  Too young for one war and too old for the next.  Maybe it was a blessing.  I heard Dad once talking about his war to Mom’s brother, it was his war too.  They seemed to swap different stories when they thought I wasn’t around to hear them.  He told him how he laid in a foxhole one night before what I learned later was a big battle.  He prayed that night that if he ever had a son he would never have to go through anything like this.  I think he got his prayer answered.






ELIZABETH

Are you crying?






BILL

Just remembering looking out over the field there in the moonlight.  I could see the Reb’s campfires off in the woods, faint and flickering.  There were a lot of them. More than we had.






ELIZABETH

We?






BILL

Up here . . . the Union line.  They were waiting too.  Just getting through the night;  the longest and shortest and for many the last night of their lives.  That field is where Pickett sent his men.  It was one last desperate attack to break this line.  Lee knew if it succeeded he could drive on to Washington and take the city.  He could sue for peace and put an end to the war.






ELIZABETH

But it failed.









    II-12-71






BILL

Horribly.  Pickett’s men were slaughtered and the war dragged on another two years.  Thousands more died or were maimed.  It seemed like I felt it all up here that night:  the fear, the frustration the loneliness even while surrounded by armies.  Waiting.






ELIZABETH

It must have taken real courage for them to cross that open field.  I’m no general but it doesn’t look like a good idea to me.






BILL

Courage, conviction, duty and something else I think. They all felt a connection to each other.  They were brothers in arms.  I was never there or even in uniform, but I think I understand it.  You can’t let your brother down; you have to have his back.  You have to stand beside him.  You can’t let him die alone.  At that moment it doesn’t even matter if your cause is right or wrong. The history writers will decide that later anyway.






ELIZABETH

Did you see anybody up here that night?






BILL

No, not really.  Not in the flesh.  But . . . I never told anybody this, there was a horse.






ELIZABETH

A horse?






BILL

Yeah, a grey or white horse.  Hard to tell in the light. He ran from down there on the left all the way across the field in front of me about two hundred yards out.  Then he disappeared in the stand of trees down there.






ELIZABETH

A horse.  A real horse?






BILL

Maybe.  I’ll never really know.  Either way, it was pretty strange.
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ELIZABETH

There are farms around here.  Maybe he just ran away.






BILL

Yeah.  I considered that.  Somehow I don’t think so.






ELIZABETH

I think I see why you brought me here.  There is something about this place.  It makes you want to talk quietly.  I can’t imagine all those men killed and wounded.  Their lives were really cut short . . . wasted.






BILL

I don’t think they were wasted.  I think they did what was meant for them.  It’s no different for soldiers today.  What they do makes a difference even if they die doing it.






ELIZABETH

You really have to respect them . . . It’s a good thing we came here.






BILL

(Puts his arm around her shoulder.) 
Yes it is.  I think you get it now.






ELIZABETH

This plaque;  did you read it?  It says this was the Confederate High Water Mark.  What do they mean?






BILL

This is the spot agreed on that is the farthest north the Confederate army came with any force.  After this they fought their way back home, to the South.






ELIZABETH

It says too that as many as 700,000 died in this war, more than all the other wars we fought combined.  I’m confused.






BILL

How so?
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ELIZABETH

Well whenever they tell us in school how many died in a war they always say how many of us and how many of them. This just has the one number.  How many were Americans?


(The stage lights dim and only 

the flag is left illuminated.)






BILL

All of them.   

(BLACKOUT)






(END OF ACT)
 

THE END
 

 

 

 

