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Play

BURDENS OF EARTH

By Susan Howe

"With few visitors and with drab and depressing surroundings, the principal escape
for Joseph and his companions during their confinement was into their own minds

and hearts."
-LEONARD J. ARPdNGTON

"Church Leaders in Liberty Jail,"
BYU Studies, Autumn 1972, pp. 20-22.

PROGRAM NOTE

The Mormon people began locating in Missouri in 1831. Joseph Smith, the

prophet and leader of the Church, received a revelation in July of that year designating
Jackson County, Missouri, as the land "appointed and consecrated for the gathering of
the Saints .... the land of promise . . . the place for the city of Zion." As Mormons
began buying land there, however, they quickly encountered persecution from those
who had already settled in the area.

The Mormons were mostly Easterners who disapproved of slavery. They often
visited the Indians in the area, convinced of an obligation to bring them the gospel.
Most of the old settlers, on the other hand, were from the South. They feared that the
Mormons would incite their slaves to revolt and cause Indian uprisings. Fun:hermore,
the Missourians viewed the Mormons as fanatics, mistrusting their ideas of gathering
to build a religious society, a "Zion." Rather than lose financial and political control to
the Mormon people who usually acted as a group, the Missourians began mobbing and
other violence that, in February 1833, resulted in the Mormons’ expulsion from Jackson
County. A year later they were forced from another county and finally, in 1838, the
governor, Lilburn W. Boggs, issued an "Order of Extermination": "The Mormons must
be treated as enemies and must be exterminated or driven from the state, if necessary
for the public good."

At that time, all of the Mormons’ firearms were taken, their settlements wece seized,
and their leaders were captured, betrayed by one of their own men. General Samuel
Lucas of the state militia held an overnight court martial, convicting Joseph Smith and
the other leaders of treason. General Lucas ordered General Alexander Doniphan to
shoot them at dawn. Doniphan, upon receiving the order, wrote back to Lucas:

It is cold-blooded murder. I will not obey your order. My brigade will match for
Liberty tomorrow morning at 8 o’clock; and if you execute these men, I will hold
you responsible before an earthly tribunal, so help me God.

His courageous response saved their lives.
Then the leaders were imprisoned and the rest of the Mormons had to flee from

the state. Joseph Smith, his brother Hyrum, Lyman Wight, Caleb Baldwin, and
Alexander McRae were moved to Liberty Jail, where they remained until April 1839.

SUSAN HOWE is a former editor o[ Exponent l! and is currently a Ph.D. candidate in
English and creative writing at the University of Denver. Copyright © ]087 by Susan
Howe. All rights strictly reserved, including reproduction of the script and reading,
recitation, and performance rights. For permission, contact the playwright at 245 South
400 East, Pleasant Grove, Utah 84062.
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During this time Joseph was deeply troubled by the Saints’ loss of Zion,
by the apostasy of Oliver Cowdery (who had been with Joseph since he
began translating the Book of Mormon and had served as assistant
presidm:.t of the Church) and other early leaders, and by the suffering of
the Saints. As he fought off despair and took the trials he was facing to
the Lord, he received some of the most meaningful scripture in the
Mormoc~ church today:

¯ . . And if thou shouldst be cast into the pit, or into the hands
of murderers, and the sentence of death passed upon thee; if thou
be cast into the deep; if the billowing surge conspire against thee;
ff fierce winds . . . combine to hedge up the way; and above all,
il- the very jaws of hell shall gape open the mouth wide after thee,
know thou, my son, that all these things shall give thee experience,
and shall be for thy good. The Son of Man hath descended below
them all; art thou greater than he? (D&C 122:7-8)

Burdens of Earth was first presented in Brigham Young University’s
Pardoe Theatre on 28 May 1987 with the following cast:

Joseph Smith ...................... Bob Nelson
Eyrum Smith/Phineas Hobart ............Kyle Sumpter
Caleb Baldwin/Hanson Jacobs ............Reed McColm
Alexander McRae/Oliver Cowdery ...........Alex Start
Lyman Wight/Major Sam Bums ............Daniel Hess
.As indicated, four actors play two roles, while Joseph Smith always

rem,~ins Joseph Smith.

SET

’lime:-r" March 1839. Winter has not broken. Night.

]Place: Liberty, Missouri.
Set: Liberty Jail. Obviously a place of confinement with a feeling of

con[inement. The set may be similar to the LDS church’s restoration of
Historical Liberty Jail in Liberty, Missouri. The jail has two levels-a
dungeon and an upper floor. The levels may be juxtaposed rather than
directly on top of each other, but one must be above and the other below.
The.jail slhould occupy most of the stage- from the back to near the front.
There is an area in front of the dungeon, however, where scenes that
occur in Joseph’s mind can be played on the lower level. On the upper
level, the back wall and side walls of the jail are visible. The side walls
are cut away diagonally with the high part towards the back of the stage,
to show ::he strength and construction of the jail: one foot thick hewn
logs on tlhe inside, two feet of loose rocks in the middle, one foot of
mortared stone on the outside. The small windows (two feet wide by one
foot high) set deep in side walls in the upper room are grated with heavy
iron bars. The same windows are in the lower room, but they are smaller,
two feet by six inches. Or the set may be designed so that the barred
windows are assumed to be downstage center, so that when a character
looks out the window, he is looking directly at the audience. In the
upper room, the furniture consists of one small unpainted chair and one
similar table. In the lower room, there are one hewn wooden bench
against the middle of the wall, dirty straw ticks (several scattered about
the floor and one leaning against the back wall behind the bench), and
a few tattered blankets. A battered tin candleholder sits on the floor, and
a lantern hangs on the back wall. Stretched between two of the walls,
Lyman w:ill put up a blanket partition (during Act I) behind which the
prisoners, at times, go to sleep; this is their exit from the stage when they
are not in the scene in progress. Upstage right, in the floor of the upper
room, there is a hole and a ladder descending to the lower room. There
is no curtain. The set is visible to the audience as they enter and find
their seats.

ACT I
(Complete blackout. The light comes up from a lantern hanging on a nail

in the center of the back wall of the dungeon. The light is dim at .first and
intensifies as it spreads outward, revealing each o.f the characters one by one.
First, Joseph Smith, who is seated on a bench beneath the lanlern, staring at
nothing. He is thirty-three years old, about six feet tall, with li~;ht brown hair,
blue eyes, a rather thin face, a high sloping,forehead, and a protruding nose.
When he stands, he walks with a slight limp. He is dressed it, a ,fashionable
black pant, vest, and ru,ffled shirt of the 1830s. The clothes are somewhat
worn after five months o,f use in prison but are not excessively dirty; clean
clothes are brought in to the prisoners every week. Lying in Jront of Joseph,
about centerstage, on a dirty straw tick is Hyrum Smith, who re:;embles Joseph
bui is a little older, larger and darker. Hyrum has propped himself on one
elbow and begins singing a tune-" This Earth Was Once a C, arden Place"
(No. 49, LDS Hymnal) -very slowly and sadly, leaving about five seconds
o,f silence between each phrase. Sitting on the.floor with his back against the
le,ft wall is Caleb Baldwin, who is reading the Book of Mormon. He is older
than the others, in his late forties. His foremost characteristics are his honesty,
his talkative nature, and his loyalty to Joseph Smith. t-Ie is dresse, d as a farmer.
The other two characters, Alexander McRae and Lyman Wight, are lying on
dirty straw ticks spread near the right wall. They are sharing one thin, worn
blanket and trying to go to sleep.for the night. Alexander McRae is thirty-one¯
A tailor, he is well-dressed in the pants of a suit and a formal shirt of the
period. Lyman is fierce, intense, something o,f a fanatic, and often angry,
especially now as he is trying to get to sleep. His clothing suggests his military
leadership-a large belt, high boots, perhaps-but otherwise is much like the
others’. For as long as it takes Hyrum to sing one verse of the song, there is
little action. It is very cold and all the prisoners huddle under whatever
protection they can find, taking up as little space as possible ~in an e,f,fort to
keep warm. The sense o,f time, unrelieved, oppressive:, weighs on Joseph, who
is oblivious to the others¯)

(The light begins from the lantern, spreads down to include Joseph.)
HYRUM (singing): This earth was once a garden place... (Light

spreads to include Hyrum.)... With all her glories common...
(Light spreads to include others. Caleb turns a ipage of hi:; book.
Alexander turns over and pulls the blanket of,f Lyman. Lyman sits up,
grabs the blanket back and pulls it off Alexander, who reaches his
arm out and retrieves his share as Lyman lies down.)
¯ . . And men did live a holy race... And worship Jesus
face to face... In Adam Ondi Ahman.

LYMAN: Some of us is trying to sleep, Hyrum.
CALEB: The Lord got Alma out. Right here. It says the power of God

was upon Alma, and he got out.
LYMAN: Anyhow, we’re never going back to Di Ahman.
ALEXANDER: Lyman, you sleeping or you talking to Hyrum?
LYMAN: Anyone who hogs the whole blanket every nights got no

cause to scold.
HYRUM: It doesn’t make it any better in here When you argue. Now

I’m sorry I bothered you, and I’ll be still.
LYMAN: If Alexander would just quiet down, we: could get some rest.
CALEB: Look here, boys. I want to talk about this. Says right here

that Alma and Amulek was in prison, and the Lord gave them
power, and the prison fell down on their enemies and they got
out.
(The next three lines are spoken simultaneously.,)

HYRUM: Not now, Caleb.

PAGE 14
NOVEMBER 1987



S U    N    S T 0 N E

JOSEPH:
HYRUM:
JOSEPH:
HYRUM

me.

ALE)LANDER: It’s too late for that.
LYMAN: Go to sleep, will you?
CALF, B (continuing): Alma was the prophet. (The others will not

answer. They just turn over and act as though they’re going to sleep.)
Joseph?

LYMAN: Leave him alone, Caleb.
CALEB: Brother Joseph?
JOSEPH (aroused from his thoughts): Oh. Yes, Caleb?
CALFB: You recall where Alma and Amulek was in prison and they’d

suffered for a long time?
JOSEPH: Yes, Caleb. I do.
CALEB: And one day their enemies come to mock them-
JOSEPH: Yes.
CALF_B: And Alma cried to the Lord, (reading) "How long shall we

suffer these great afflictions, o Lord? 0 Lord give us strength unto
deliverance." And, Brother Joseph, the Lord heard them. The
power of God came upon them and they burst their bands and
they was loosed. The prison walls fell down.

JOSEPH: That’s what happened all right.
CALEB: Because Alma was a prophet.
JOSEPH: Yes, a prophet.
CALF_B: Brother Joseph, you’re a prophet.
JOSEPH: Yes, I am.
CALF_B: ]hen what are we still doin’ in this jail?
JOSEPH: I- I suppose we’re learning, Caleb. I’m learning. To have

faith.., and patience.
CALEB: ]here’s no one has more faith than you.
LYMAN: I don’t know how long we can go on having faith when

nothing happens.
JOSEPH: Lyman, where would we be if we stopped having faith?

Look, why don’t you all get some sleep. Now that they’ve finally
gone up there, I think I’ll go up and take a look at the night. Do
you mind if I take the lantern, Caleb?

CALEB: Go ahead, Joseph. I’ve finished my reading. Brother Joseph,
don’t you think if you pray for us, the Lord will ddiver us, like
he did. Alma?

JOSEPH: Well, I will, Caleb. I have been.
(Joseph takes the lantern, opens the trap door and climbs up the ladder
into the upper room. The light goes with Joseph. He sets the lantern on
the table, goes to the window. Hyrum follows Joseph up the ladder.)

HYR1LIM: Joseph?
JOSEPH: Yes?
HYRUM: Like a little company?
JOSEPH: No.
HYRUM: Well, then I won’t stay long. Why do you come up here

alone?
So I can look out.
What do you look at?
Different things. All that snow.
{peering through the bars): Not much out there that interests

JOSEPH: Snow changes things. The ruts in the road are smoothed
up and even, and the mud is gone, and the earth is cold and
buried. And there are no tracks, no footprints, nothing else to
see.

HYRUM: What is the matter?
JOSEPH: Nothing.
HYRUM: What are you thinking about?
JOSEPH: Well, if you really want to know, beetles.
HYRUM: Of course. Beetles.

JOSEPH: Do they die in the winter or do they hibernate like bears
and groundhogs?

HYRUM: You know, sometimes you can be very strange.
JOSEPH: When we were boys one day I found a beetle crawling up

the rock pile behind our field. I had never seen such a beetle. So
black, it was almost purple in the sun, over three inches long,
and fat. Near the top of the rock pile there was a crevice too
narrow for your hand, and it was crawling there, but I took a
stick and blocked its path. It stopped for a moment, confused,
and then turned aside, trying to get around the stick. But no
matter how it turned, I kept blocking its path.

HYRUM: I don’t like beetles.
JOSEPH: Finally it stopped trying to get around the stick. It bumped

up against it, as if it were testing it with its head, and then it
climbed up onto it to try and get over.

HYRUM: And I don’t like to talk about them.
JOSEPH: So I picked up the stick. I kept the beetle crawling up and

around that stick again and again. When it would reac]h the top,
I’d turn the stick upside down. It crawled on and on and never
really got anywhere. But when I finally tired and let it down, it
wouldn’t climb back onto the rocks. I finally had to hit the stick
against a rock to jar it loose. The beetle fell, and I lost it. I hope I
didn’t kill it. (Short pause.) I wonder if they hibernate...

HYRUM: I don’t want to talk about beetles-
JOSEPH: . . . or if the snow kills them.
HYRUM: -I want to talk about you.
JOSEPH: I am talking about me. Listen, can’t you?
HYRUM: What is wrong?
JOSEPH: You know what’s wrong. They’ve driven the Saints from

this state. They tried to exterminate them, like insects. Those
who didn’t die from the cold or the journey have spent the winter
camping in snow, surviving on nothing but air and a little
parched corn. And I rot here, like a frozen potato, of no use to
them or to anyone.

HYRUM: The Lord will take care of them.
JOSEPH: How can you think that now?
HYRUM: What are you saying?
JOSEPH: I don’t know what to do, Hyrum. I don’t know ttow to help

them.
HYRUM: The Lord will let you know.
JOSEPH: Not this time. I try with all my soul to understand where

we should go now, what we should do, and I think I have
something, and then I pray, and it’s as if my prayers echo off the
walls. As if I’m only speaking to myself.

HYRUM: The Lord wouldn’t abandon us here.
JOSEPH: He hasn’t left us, but he won’t help us. What is wrong? Is it

me? Have I failed in some way?
HYRUM: You have given everything. Your life. I don’t see how you

can do more than that.
JOSEPH: When I lost the manuscript of the Book of Mormon and

the plates were taken from me, at least I unde.rstood my sin and
could repent. But I don’t know what sin is in me, what: evil could
have brought us here.

HYRUM: It is not you.
JOSEPH: Then why has the Lord left us in this jail? Why so much

misery for the Saints? Misery and Missouri. For us, there hasn’t
been much difference between the two.

HYRUM: Can’t you forget it for tonight? You need to rest. For one
night, Joseph, think of yourself.

JOSEPH: It seems too much that I asked the Saints to come here.
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HYRUM: You have been living in hell. Look at this jail.
JOSEPH: What about it?
HYRUM: Hold onto these bars.
JOSEPH: They’re too cold.
HYRUM: That cold’s gotten inside you.
JOSEPH: It isn’t the cold that worries me.
HYRUM: Can you feel your toes?
JOSEPH: No. Can you? (Hyrum shakes his head.) Well, we’re not

wall<ing anywhere.
HYRUM: Don’t you hate this?
JOSEPH: It’s not important.
HYRUM: Freezing is important. We can’t just let ourselves freeze. You

never stop being the: prophet to be Joseph anymore. Joseph my
brother would know when he was freezing.

JOSEPH: There’s got to be something I don’t understand. But I don’t
know what it is, and I don’t know how to find out.
(Hyr~m goes to the trap door and calls below.)

HYRUIVI: Caleb, come up here.
JOSEPH: What are you doing?
HYRUIVI: You’re stewing over what’s past, and none of it is your fault.

$o I’m going to help you forget it. There’s no better talker than
Caleb, and he can talk this nonsense out of you. Caleb! Come up
here, will you?

CALEB (muffled voice from below): That you calling, Hyrum?
JOSEPH: Hyrum, you’re not listening to me.
HYRUM: I’m your brother. I don’t have to.

(Cah’.b has been climbing the ladder and comes into the upper level.)
CALEB: What’s the trouble?
HYRUM: Brother Joseph can’t sleep, and I was wondering if you’d

entertain him for a while.
CALEB: Why, sure, whatever I can do. I ain’t much at entertaining,

but I guess we can sit and talk a :spell.
HYRUlV[: That’s what 1 had in mind. I’m a bit tired myself, so I think

I’ll go on down. (Hyrum pulls Caleb aside before descending.) Caleb,
I’m afraid that Brother .Joseph is a bit low tonight. Till he gets
tired, now, you keep his mind occupied, will you?

CALEB: Why, sure, Hyrum (Hyrum nods his head in thanks and
descends, leaving Joseph and Caleb alone together. Caleb turns back to
Joseph, but now doesn’t know what to say.) Well, now. (Pause.)
Cold tonight, ain’t it?

JOSEPH: Guess so.
CALEB: Worse’n last night.
JOSEPH: Maybe.
CALEB: Seems like this winter won’t never break.
JOSEPH: Caleb, you don’t have to talk to me. You can go on back to

bed.
CALEB: Oh, no, Joseph. I’m glad to set up with you. Hyrum says

you’re feeling poorly.
JOSEPH: No. Really, Caleb, I’m just thoughtful tonight.
CALEB: Anything I can do for you?
JOSEPH: I was just thinking about some of the Saints. You knew

Hanson Jacobs, didn’t you?
CALEB: This here coat I’m wearing >gas Hanson’s own. Took it off

his own back and threw it to me just as they was driving us
away. You’d never think that an educated storekeeper like that
would take up with an old farmer. But since we first met, we’ve
been close as brothers.

JOSEPH: He was a farmer, too. Before he joined the Church.
CALEB: You’re right. Yes, he was.
JOSEPH: I remember when he came to Kirtland. Just three years ago,

wasn’t it? Summer of ’36.
CALEB: Never was a man prouder to meet you than Hanson Jacobs.
JOSEPH: And I sent him right on to Missouri.

(The action of the play shifts to.]oseph’s mind. Each time that this happens
in the play, the light changes, intensifies. Caleb becomes Hanson Jacobs.
When he turns bclck around toward the prophet, his sleepy, unsure
demeanor and his disheveled appearance are gone. He is stronger, more
forceful. Has the bearing of a successful Eastern farmer.)

CALEB/HANSON: Excuse me, sir, are you Joseph Smith?
JOSEPH: What? Caleb?
HANSON: No, sir. I’m Hanson Jacobs. Please excuse me. I thought

you were the prophet.
(Hanson turns away, then pauses as i_f he doesn’t know what to do now.
Joseph seems to realize that he is remembering this. He turns to Hanson,
calls after him.)

JOSEPH:: No, you had me right. I am Joseph Smith. Are you new
here?

HANSON: Just arrived in Kirtland toda,!.
JOSEPH: Well, let me welcome you. Is there anything you need?

Anytlning I can do for you?
HANSON: I guess 1 just wanted to meel: the man who could get me

to leave my farm and move into strange country.
JOSEPH: Then you nmst be one of the Saints.
HANSON: I’m no saint, sir. I joined this church, but I’m as stubborn

as I ever was. You’ll never make a saint out of me.
JOSEPH: If you’ve been baptized, we already have. This is the

Church of the Lat~:er-day Saints. And you’re not the only stubborn
one in it-most of us are. May be o~qe of our best qualities.

HANSON: Whatever you say. Now that I’ve got into this outfit, I
might: as well go whole-hog. I didn’t want to be a Mormonite, and
now I am one. I don’t particularly want to be a saint, either, but if
you tell me I am, then I guess I am.

JOSEPH: Well, in time it’ll all come natural. I didn’t like it myself at
first. Wanted a farm. Finding out that the Lord had other plans
for me took some getting used to.

HANSON: You didn’t want to be a prophet?
JOSEPH: Course not. Why would a. fourteen-year-old boy

want to be a prophet? I just wanted to belong
to the Lord’s church.

HANSON: Well, I’ll be ....And look at where you are now.
JOSEPH: Yup. I’m a Mormonite too. You won’t mind after a while. If

you’re stubborn enough, you may even come to like it-or at least
not let it rile you. What brought you to the Church, anyway?

HANSON: My wife, Lucinda. She heard some of your missionaries
preach one day on a street corner in our town. Of course my wife
had to be the only one who would listen. She even spent some of
the money we’d been saving for a new plowshare on a Book of
Mormon. What I thought when my wife brought me a book and
what I needed was a plow! And it wasn’t ew:n a good book like
an almanac or cyclopedia. About some strange new religion. And
then she expected me to read it! I was a staunch Presbyterian,
and my father and grandfather before me. My father was the
pastor of our congregation. And there was my wife, carrying this
Book of Mormon to Sunday services, flaunting it at me, telling me
that it was of God. Our marriage had been good. We were
happier than most. I watched us go from happiness to bitterness.

JOSEPH: You must love your wife very much.
HANSON: I do, but I try not to get camed away about it. I decided

that we could try a compromise on ~:he matter. I’d listen to what
she wanted and then she’d do what I wanted.
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JOSEPH: i~id it work out that way?
HANSON: Not exactly. She appealed to my reason. If there’s one

thing I pride myself on, it’s that I’m a reasonable man. She told
me to read the book, and compare it to the Bible, and pray. So I
fi~>re~., what could be wrong with that? I could study your
Mormon book until ! had it pinned down, and then I would
show my wife what a farce it was.

JOSEPH: There are many with us who have tried that.
HANSON: I didn’t come easy. I checked everything in the whole

book a.gainst the Bible for any passage to disprove it. Found quite
a few. But the more I read, the more I doubted my own efforts,
and finally I had to admit to myself that your Book of Mormon
was of God.

JOSEPH: Sir, I didn’t write it. Couldn’t have. I don’t know that much.
It was a gift from God that let me translate it. Your wife-Lucinda,
is it?-must have been very pleased with you.

HANSON: You think I told her that she’d won out? No, sir. I didn’t
want my life to change. So I put the book away from me, and
tried to go on as if nothing had happened.

JOSEPH: And what did Lucinda do about that?
HANSON: Nothing. Absolutely nothing, and that’s what finally got

me. After she convinced me to read the damn book, she didn’t
say another word about it. When I wouldn’t read it any more, she
kctew I knew it was from God. I kept waiting for her to jump on
me, and she never mentioned it again. Sort of let me stew in my
own juice, you might say. Six months, a year went by. Finally I
couldn’t stand the suspense. It made me madder than hell-oh
don’t mind me, I’m still working on my swearing. One day last
September during apple season, I thought about it all day in the
orchard. By night I was spittin’ mad, and I marched into the
house for supper, pounded my fist on the table so’s I broke one
of our best plates, and said, "I’ve made a decision for this family.
We’re joining up with the Mormons, and I don’t want to hear one
word of back talk!" Lucinda was at the stove frying potatoes. She
didn’t say a thing. Just turned around slow and started crying.
That’s i:~ow I come to be here today.

JOSEPH: What took you so long to get here?
HANSON: Lucinda was with child. Both of us are getting on in

years, you see, and we’ve lost five children at birth. So we didn’t
dare move until the baby was born and growing up healthy.

JOSEPH: And is your baby healthy?
HANSON: Like a moose. He’s about as ornery as his father, to boot.

Tlqis time, we were blessed. So now we’re going to buy some land
and raise him here with you folks. Guess if I can stand being a
Mormonite, he can, too.

JOSEPH: If you want to settle for good then you don’t want to stay
here. ¥~u want to go to Missouri.

HANSON: When we’ve tromped the whole country to get to you?
No, Brother Joseph. Long as the Church is here and you are here,
I think this is where we’ll want to stay.

JOSEPH: I am not the Church. I am only one person in it.
HANSON: But you are the prophet.
JOSEPH: Yes, I am. And I’m telling you to move on to Missouri. That

is the center place of Zion.
HANSON: Why not here? What’s wrong with Ohio?
JOSEPH: I: is not the right place. There are blessings and promises

awaiting us in Missouri. That is where we will gather, and where
we will stay.

HANSON: Are you going to Missouri?
JOSEPH: Not now, but soon.

HANSON: I’ve just come four hundred miles with a wife and child
to get to you, and you’re telling me to keep travelling twice that
far.

JOSEPH: That’s right.
HANSON: And you are staying here.
JOSEPH: I am.
HANSON: That is too much to require.
JOSEPH: I know it is. And I’m sorry. But I have to ask it of you.

Only this once.
HANSON: Well what if I won’t go.
JOSEPH: You can do what you want. I just advise you to go to

Missouri.
HANSON: Now don’t go telling me I can do what I want, damn it. I

can’t do what I want any more. You’re a prophet of God, and you
have spoken. If I don’t go, I’m sure to be sorry.

JOSEPH: Brother Hanson, try to understand me. I know what this
xvill cost you and your family. But we need people in Missouri,
and I am responsible to the Lord. You will be blessed if you go.

HANSON: I don’t suppose you’d like to be the one to tell my wile.
JOSEPH: Uh . . . No. No, I wouldn’t.
HANSON: Then damn it, I guess I will.

(Hanson turns to leave and holds his position as .Joseph calls him.)
JOSEPH: Hanson. (Hanson turns around again.) By’ joining the

Church, what have you lost?
HANSON: I don’t want to tell you that.
JOSEPH: Please, Hanson. I need to know.
HANSON: My heritage. My past. My father no longer owns me. He

wouldn’t accept my son into his house when he was born.
JOSEPH: Is it too much to lose?
HANSON: I don’t know. It may be.
JOSEPH: Why did you give it up?
HANSON: Because it’s true, isn’t it? The Book of Mormon did come

to you from God?
JOSEPH: Yes. It’s true. Hanson, do you hate me for this?
HANSON: No. I don’t hate you. But I guess I blame you.
JOSEPH: Why?
HANSON: For forcing me to choose. For giving me this knowledge

that seems it will bring suffering no matter what I do with it. I
blame you for that.

JOSEPH: In time, you may hate me.
HANSON: I know. I will either hate you, or revere you.

(Hanson turns away. Below, Lyman begins snoring loudly. The lights in
the upper level return to normal. Caleb resumes his identity and begins
to descend the ladder.)

HYRUM: Alexander? You asleep?
ALEXANDER: With that roaring going on?
HYRUM: Wake him up, will you?
ALEXANDER: You wake him up, Hyrum.
HYRUM: Call Caleb. He’ll do it.
ALEXANDER: You’re closer to the door. You call ]him.
HYRUM (getting up): You’re not one to put yourself out, are you

Alexander? (Caleb has come down into the dungeon by this time.)
Caleb, you’re the only one who can get Lyman to stop snoring
Will you shut him up?

CALEB: Of course, Hyrum. Nothing to it. Just turn him over on his
side.
(Caleb takes Lyman by the arm and_flips him over onto his side. Lyman
snorts and the snoring stops, but he ends up with his arm over Alexander.
Alexander, awakened, has to extricate himself from Caleb and the blanket.
Meanwhile Hyrum has climbed to the upper level.)
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HYRU M:
JOSEPH:
HYRUM:
JOSEPH:
HYRUM:
JOSEPH:
HYRUM:

Well. Takes care of that. You have a good visit with Caleb?
Yes.
What did you talk about?
Oh . . . uh . . . About how cold it is.
And then what:?
Well... Just what we always talk about.
You didn’t listen to him, did you?

JOSEPH: Hyrum, xvhat do you think :is the cost when someone has
to give up his past for the gospel?

HYRUM: I don’t know. We’ve all done it, haven’t we?
JOSEPH: The gospel is our past, Hyrum, but for most, it’s a

choice-often a heartbreaking choice.
HYRUM: This is just what I don’t want you to do, Joseph. You

can’t--
JOSEPH: Did you know that when Hanson Jacobs joined the

Church, his father disowned him? He and his wife had to stay in
their home for months, disgraced and abandoned by their family
and friends. They were alone when their baby was born. And
when they finally came to Ohio to be with the Saints, I asked
him to bring his family here.

HYRUM: But he came. Willingly.
JOSEPH: Hanson would never admit this, Hyrum, but in some way

he must blame me for what he has lost. 1 think they need
someone to blame, in that way. And if they need to lean on me, I
will let them.

HYRUM: They should stand for themselves.
JOSEPH: No, Hyrum We depend on each other. 1 lean, too.
HYRUM: You?
JOSEPH: I’m leaning on you right now. I depend on Mother and

Father, on Emma. I couldn’t go on without the strength of all the
people who love me in spite of my being a prophet.

HYRUM: But we don’t blame you for what’s gone wrong. It’s people
like ()liver who blame you.

JOSEPH: Oliver. I still can’t believe he could desert me and leave the
Saints.

HYRUM: You were so much alike for so long.
JOSEPH:: I loved him like I love you. And now we come as close to

hating each other as two people can come. Hyrum, sometimes I
think it’s my fault that he’s gone.

HYRUM: Joseph, that doesn’t make any sense.
JOSEPH: I wonder if that’s why the Lord won’t help me.

(Alexander climbs into the upper level of the jail as Joseph finishes this
remark. Hyrum and Joseph fall silent, as this isn’t a conversation that they
want Alexander to hear.)

ALEXANDER: Well, now. (]oseph and Hyrum look at him, but don’t say
anything in response.) Lyman’s snoring woke me up. I can’t sleep.
Do you think it’s late enough to start digging now? While you’re
up here, I might as well get busy.

JOSEPH: Caleb was just up here, Alexander. We’d better wait long
enough to be sure that he’s asleep.

ALEXANDER: Then do you mind if I sit up here with you and talk a
bit?
(Joseph and Hyrum speak the next two lines simultaneously)

JOSEPH: Alexander, I need some time to think.
HYRUM: No Alexander, not at all.

(Joseph and Hyrum stop and look al each other.)
HYRUM: No, Alexander, Brother Joseph here was just telling me that

he’d like someone to talk to for a spell, and I can hardly keep my
eyes open. So if you don’t mind, you just have yourselves a visit
and [’11 go on down to bed.

ALEXANDER: Really, Joseph? I don’t mean to be a bother to you.
JOSEPH: Then Alexander-
HYRUM: There’s nothing; he’d like more. He’s feeling a little low

tonight. Some-good conversation is just what he needs. And I’ll
wish you both good night. (Hyrum descends to the lower-level.)

ALEXANDER: Brother Joseph, I can tell that you want to be alone, so
I’ll go on down.

JOSEPH: I’ve been thinking about Oliver. How did we lose him,
Alexander?

ALEXANDER: If you ask me, he’s a rascal and good riddance.
JOSEPH: Yes, well, I hope you’re right.
ALEXANDER: Brother Joseph, I can’t sleep. So later, when you’ve

thought things over, will you call me? It might help you to talk a
spell.

JOSEPH: Of course, Alexander.
ALEXANDER: You’re sure. it’s too early to start digging? It would give

me something to do.
JOSEPH: Just be sure that Caleb’s asleep. You know what will

happen if he finds out what we’re doing.
(Alexa~qder descends the ladder, to be scolded by Hyrum.)

HYRUM: Alexander, what are you doing? Get back up there and talk
to him.

ALEXANDER: Brother Joseph says he wants to be left alone, and if
he says he wants to be left alone, I’m going to leave him alone.

HYRUM: No, Alexander, not tonight. He’s got a troubled spirit about
him.

ALEXANDER: I didn’t notice it. And if you’re so concerned, why
don’t you go up there yourself?.

HYRUM: All right, I will. (Hyrum ascends to the upper level.)Joseph,
maybe you can get Alexander to leave you alone up here, but not
me. I’m going to sit here, and we’re going to talk about something
pleasant whether you like it or not.

JOSEPH: Why have I lost Oliver? What did I do?
HYRUM: You didn’t lose him. He betrayed you-all of us.
JOSEPH: He was sent to me. When 1 fir:~t learned the work God had

for me to do, I dreamed about being the size of a bug so that I
could disappear under a rock or a leaf. To represent Deity to the
earth-me, a farm boy from a back woods village nobody ever
heard of who didn’t live there. Emma and I were so alone. I
prayed again and again for somebody-some other human
being--who would Share the respons!.bility with us. And then
Oliver came.
(Alexander becomes Oiliver in Joseph’s mind. Joseph hears Alexander as
Oliver from below.)

ALEXANDER/OLIVER: Pardon me, ma’am. I’m looking for a Mr.
Joseph Smith. Does he happen to be here?

HYRUM: Oh, no, Joseph. We’re not going to talk: about Oliver. We’re
going to talk about.., about.., wrestling.

JOSEPH: I didn’t even have to search him out.
OLIVER ~,below): l’ve been boarding with his family. This is where

they sent me to find him.
JOSEPH: The Lord se’.nt him to find me.
HYRUM: Joseph? Wrestling. How about it? Do you think that you

can still throw me?
JOSEPH: Hyrum, I guess; if you’re not going to let me alone, I’d rather

talk to Alexander.
HYRUM: Now that’s what I like to hear. Remember, this is for your

own good.
(Hyrum once more descends the ladder, and then Joseph calls down to
Alexander, who has be, come Oliver to him. The lighting changes again as
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Jo.~eph remembers.)
OLIVER: It is most important that I find him.
JOSEPH: I’m up here. Won’t you please come up?

(Oliver, formerly Alexander, climbs through the hole to the upper level.
H,: is ~earing the same clothes, but with the addition of a hat. He has tied
the sca(’f at his neck and carries a bundle of books. He looks tired, as if
he has just completed a long.journey.)

OLIVER: I am Oliver Cowdery, sir, and you are-
JOSEPH: Joseph Smith.
OLIVER: I know. You look like your brothers. Mostly like Hyrum, I

think.
JOSEPH: Hyrum?
OLIVER: A bit more handsome, I’d say, but very much like him.

Well, Mr. Smith, I hardly know how to begin.
JOSEPH: I~hen let me begin for you. Oliver Cowdery, I knew you

were coming.
OLIVER: You did?
JOSEPH: I prayed you here. There is much work to be done, and I

need your help.
OLIVER: I prefer to think that coming was my own idea.
JOSEPH: Of course. If it is important to you.
OLIVER: Let me explain. I was a school teacher in Manchester, and I

boar&d with your family for a time~
JOSEPH: [ hope they were good to you.
OLIVER: Very good, but very secretive, too. Several times I

overheard talk of a golden book and a brother named Joseph, but
when [ asked, I was always diverted to another subject. Very
effectively, too. "Yes, we do have a brother named Joseph, and
woul&~’t I please have some more potatoes and how was
Sophronia doing with her arithmetic?"

JOSEPH: They have learned not to talk. People who have heard my
story- sometimes they hate me and my family for it.

OLIVER: I hope I don’t ever have to see that.
JOSEPH: if you befriend me, you will.
OLIVER: Perhaps you have too little faith in others.
JOSEPH: I wish that were true.
OLIVER: Your family would tell me nothing for weeks. What I

learned of you, I learned by eavesdropping-I know that is hardly
honora,ble, but what else could I do? And gradually, they came to
trust me a little. Finally, I confronted your father, and he told me
the stcry-the angel, the golden plates. Something burned within
me as I listened.

JOSEPH: Yes. That is why I went to the grove to pray.
OLIVER: I became consumed with a desire to help you. I want to

w~:ite that book. I want to help translate it.
JOSEPH: Then you believe me? Believe this work is of God?
OLIVER: Of course it is. And some day you and I will be great in

the sight of all people. It is the greatest work in the world.
JOSEPH: Yes, Mr. Cowdery, it is great. When the spirit of the Lord is

with you, or when you learn something that has been hidden for
centuries, you know that it is great.

OLIVER: That’s what I am here for.
JOSEPH: You need to know this, too. Often it is only everyday

drudgery, and sometimes it can be very much like hell.
OLIVER: I am not afraid of work.
JOSEPH: It’s more than work. You may have to face lies, prejudice,

the hatred of good people who cannot understand what you are
doing I’m afraid that someday you may even see yourself in jail.

OLIVER: I think you paint too dark a picture.
JOSEPH: Don’t tell me I don’t know what I have lived with for seven

years. If you think this is going to be easy, you can’t help.
OLIVER: All right. I understand. But I feel things differently than

you. Maybe I will not suffer so much.
JOSEPH: Sir, you will suffer. You may even break under your pain.
OLIVER: That may be true for you, but it is not true for me.
JOSEPH: How can I make you see?
OLIVER: We disagree on this point. Can’t we .just disagree?
JOSEPH: No.
OLIVER: Why not?
JOSEPH: Because some day when I need you, you will blame me for

not telling you and have your excuse to leave me.
OLIVER: Listen to me, sir. I have made my own decision to

come-and not because you prayed me here. Knowing all that you
have said, I choose to stay and help, if you want me to. And even
if what you say about persecution is right, you can trust one
thing. No matter what comes, Joseph Smith, I will be loyal to you.

JOSEPH: Oliver, Oliver. That’s not true. You have betrayed and
deserted me. Why? What happened to you?

OLIVER: Me? What about you? You’re so blind you don’t even
know -
(Oliver, too upset to continue, turns away.)

JOSEPH: Blind? What do you mean, Oliver?
(]oseph follows Oliver and grabs him b.y the arm. The lights return to
normal; Joseph has seized Alexander rather than Oliver.)

ALEXANDER: Brother Joseph, what are you doing? I’m Alexander,
not Oliver.

JOSEPH: Sorry, Alexander. I don’t know what I was thinki:.qg. Please
forgive me.

ALEXANDER: Joseph, what are you thinking about? You haven’t
heard a word I said in the last half hour.

JOSEPH: He said I was blind. Am I?
ALEXANDER: Who said you were blind?
JOSEPH: Oliver Cowdery.
ALEXANDER: Oliver Cowdery is a good-for-nothing snake and a liar,

and it doesn’t matter what he says. You know that, Joseph.
(Lyrnan’s snoring begins again. Hyrurn and Alexander groan; Caleb
has also gone to sleep and isn’t disturbed.) Not again! I was just
getting tired enough to sleep.

HYRUM: Caleb? Caleb? Well, at least now we know he’s asleep. If
that doesn’t wake him up, nothing will. (Hyrum gets up and goes
to try to move Lyrnan.) Come on, you old horse, roll over.

LYMAN (groggy): Huh? Look out, boys, it’s a mobber. You’ll learn to
come sneaking in here, you Missouri scum. (l~yrnan wrestles
I-tyrurn down, then hits him in the jaw. Hyrurn falls to the floor, and
Lyrnan throws the blanket he has been sleeping under over the fallen
.fi~rrn.) There, you low-down mobocracy mobber! How do you like
it when we get a chance to defend ourselves? Huh? (Alexander
hurries into the dungeon. Joseph grabs the lantern from the wall and
also descends the ladder, bringing the light back into the d~,ngeon. It
reveals Lyrnan kneeling over Hyrurn, whorn he has encased in the
blanket. Caleb is sitting on his mat, trying to wake up.) Brother
Joseph, I got him. No telling what he might have done otherwise.
Where’s Hyrum?

JOSEPH: Under the blanket.
LYMAN: Huh? Hyrum? Now what were you doing, attacking me like

that? You lost your mind?
HYRUM: You were snoring again. I was trying to turn you over.
LYMAN (grouchy): You got no call to disturb someone out of a sound

sleep when it’s night time and I need my rest so as to be ready
for later, if you know what I mean. Now look at what l’m doing
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here.
(Lyman takes a blanket from the Jloor and throws it over a wire that is
hung diagonally between two walls of the dungeon.)

HYRUM: None of us can sleep when you snore.
LYMAN: Well, I can’t sleep with you talking and carrying on. There.

When I go behind here to sleep, ] better not be disturbed. And
I’m just telling the rest of you that if you want to be left alone
from the bothering of such as Hyrum, you better sleep back here

CALEB: Fine, Lyman. I’m ready to get some rest myself. (to the
others) If it happens again, I’ll turn him over.

LYMAN: Alexander?
(Alexander shrugs and follows the other two, who pick up straw ticks and
go behind the blanket. This partition can serve as actors’ exit from the
stage when they are not in the scene in progress.)

HYRUM: Well, I’m not going to be sleepy for a while. I might as well
go up where I won’t disturb you.

JOSEPH: I’ll come up with you.
(They climb back to the upper level.)

HYRUM: You sure you’re not ready to get some sleep? We’ve got a
long night’s work ahead of us.

JOSEPH: Oliver said I was blind.
HYRUM: You haven’t seen Oliver for months. Why do you let

something bother you that happened so long ago?
JOSEPH: A prophet can’t be blind. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I’m not

willing to admit . . . what I don’t understand . . . what I fear.
What I don’t understand is what I fear. I let everything I am afraid
of slip out of my head so I won’t have to look at it. I have
blinded myself to what I’m afraid to see.

HYRUM: What are you afraid to see?
JOSEPH: Something about Hanson Jacobs, about Oliver. And about

all the scoundrels in Missouri. I’m afraid of them.
HYRUM: After what they’ve done to us, only a fool wouldn’t be

afraid of them.
JOSEPH: It’s more than because of what they’ve done. Because the

Lord has left them where they are:. Because I hate them.
HYRUM: You have reason to hate them Boggs and that

extermination order. And General Lucas would have had us shot.
JOSEPH: They’ve destroyed our hope of Zion, and they still have

power to harm us. Why?
(Lyman climbs from the dungeon to the upper level.)

LYMAN: Well, I hope you know that now I can’t sleep. That make
you happy, Hyrum?

HYRUM: Well, Lyman~ I can’t sleep either, and I’m going to have
some ugly bruises tomorrow. That make you happy?

LYMAN: Sorry about the bruises. I was having a dream that a
mobber was bent over me, about to tie me up.

JOSEPH: We’ve had enough trouble with mobs to give us all
nightmares, Lyman. Maybe dreams are how the fear comes out.

LYMAN: I’m not afraid of anybody, Joseph, and neither are you.
Least of all the rascals in Missouri.

JOSEPH: I don’t know, Lyman. Some of them are powerful and evil.
Evec~ the weak, petty ones became powerful in their hatred. I
remember one I met in a tavern in Illinois as we were travelling
here. We were almost to the Mississippi but we needed to rest for
a while, so I’d ridden ahead to secure lodging for the night. Major
something, he called himself. He wanted the room I had taken.
(Lyrr, an becomes Major Burris to Joseph. The lights change, and in the
back,ground are the sounds of laughter and eating in the public room of
the tavern, below.)

MAJOR BURRIS: Yes, Phineas. This will do.

JOSEPH: He was with one of the shiftiest rascals he could find to
grovel around him, Phineas Hobart.
(Hyrum assumes the character of Phineas Hobart and looks around as if
he is inspecting the room. They don’t see Joseph.)

PHINEAS: Yep. Room’s fine. Better’n some.
JOSEPH: I was sitting in a corner, just about here, and I thought

they were almost as worthless then as I do now.
MAJOR: And we won’t have to associate with none of that riffraff

down below. Mormons coming in down there, Phineas.
PHINEAS: On their way to Missouri?
MAJOR: Unless we dissuade them.
PHINEAS: Vermin’s the word for them. Lice. Fleas. They’ve infested

the wlhole state.
JOSEPH: Good evening gentlemen.
MAJOR: ,Oh. You startled me.
JOSEPH: Well, you startled me as well.
MAJOR: We sort of claimed this room as our own.
JOSEPH: Now so did I. My family and friends are just arriving. But

no matter. We can make room for yc,u, too.
MAJOR: Well, thank you. Where are you headed, sir?
JOSEPH: Missouri.
MAJOR: Why, we’re from Missouri. Planning to settle there?
JOSEPH: I certainly am.
MAJOR: Well that’s right smart of you. Missouri’s a land with a

future.
JOSEPH: I think so.
PHINEAS: Except that: just noxv we got a bad case of vermin.
JOSEPH: You mentioned that already.
MAJOR: Mormons.

(Joseph plays this situation out as i.f it were a joke.)
JOSEPH: Mormons. Interesting comparison.
MAJOR: It’s an apt description, sir. If you’d lived around them, you’d

know.
JOSEPH: Oh, I agree with you entirdy. Insects, definitely.
PHINEAS: Vermin.
JOSEPH: Yes. Vermin.
MAJOR: Started out with one or two, creeping in silently, so we

wouldn’t notice. But Mormons have at habit of multiplying. Before
we knew it, the land was crawling with them.

PHINEAS: They was trying to take us over, eat up everything they
could get their hands on.

MAJOR: Buying up all the land. Said they were promised it by God.
PHINEAS: Interfering with the slaves.
MAJOR: Looking down their noses at us.
PHINEAS: We don’t need no damn Yankee Mormons to tell us how

to live, now do we sir?
MAJOR: They can’t just tend to their own business like other folks.
JOSEPH: Vermin. Definitely vermin. What are you going to do about

them’.,’
MAJOR: What do you do about pests? Scare them off. Burn them

out.
PHINEAS: Kill them if we have to.
MAJOR: Whatever it ~akes to get rid of them.
JOSEPH: Well, I have a suggestion for you. It’ll help you get them out

faster.
MAJOR: What is it, sir?

(Joseph acts as if he is divulging confidential in_formation.)
JOSEPH: Start at the top. It will leave them helpless.
MAJOR: We know. We’ve had our eyes on every, move Partridge and

his rc~en have made for months.
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JOSEPH: That’s good, but I think you should go even higher.
MA~[OR: You mean old Joe Smith? That deceiving epileptic scoundrel

is scared of us. He knows how we’d take care of him. He won’t
stay in Missouri longer’n two days strung together.

JOSEPH: "Old Joe Smith" is someone to watch, but you better start
higher than him.

MA.~IOR: There isn’t anyone higher than him.
JOSEPH: Sure there is.
MAJOR: No one on earth is more important to the Mormons than

old Joe Smith.
JOSEPH: What about someone who isn’t on earth?
MAJOR: Now you’re talking in riddles.
JOSEPH: I mean The Almighty. Start by dethroning God, and you

won’t have any trouble with the Mormons. If you don’t start there,
you raay be taking on a little more than you can handle.

MAJOR: Are you some kind of a maniac?
JOSEPH: I have often been called one. My name is Smith.
MAJOR: Smith. Your given name?
JOSEPH: Joseph.
PHINEAS: Joseph Smith.
JOSEPH: The deceiving epileptic scoundrel himself, and, despite your

word:;, I am coming to Missouri to stay.
MAJOR: Well .... Uh... I meant what I said, Smith.
JOSEPH: Of course. And if you’re really going to "take care of me,"

now is as good a time as any. Come on.
(loseph is ready to wrestle with either or both of them.)

MAJOR: I won’t have you bait me. I have friends, sir. And when we
come after you, we’ll set the terms.

JOSEPH: I’m sure you will, and I’m sure they won’t be fair terms.
5ome people call that cowardice.

MAJOR: You can go ahead and talk big now. But don’t get too sure
of yourself, Smith. I figure you’ve got six months at the longest,
before we get you. And that goes for your damn followers, too.

JOSEPH: 1 appreciate the warning. Believe me, sir, we won’t let you
push us out of our homes again. We’ll stand behind the
law-despite your Governor Boggs-and we’ll be ready to defend
cursel.ves. You see, Missouri is our home, our Zion. So let me
warn you, whoever you are.

MAJOR: I am Samuel Burris, attorney, and major of the Missouri
State iVlilitia.

JOSEPH: I should have known that you were an attorney. And a
major? I am duly impressed. Well, Mr. Major, let me say this to
you. You are fighting the work of the Lord. In the end, you’ve got
to lose. In the eyes of God, a major is less impressive than a
s:ink bug.

MAJOR: I promise you, Joe Smith, some day we’ll see you shot.
JOSEPH: Wait. It’s my fault that you hate us, isn’t it? Because I

treated you like fools?
MAJOR: Who are you calling a fool?

O?,oth Phineas and the major look as though they are going to respond
vMently but then turn away.)

JOSEPH: What if I’d treated you with some decency and respect?
(All three have moved into the same positions they were in when the
following lines were spoken earlier.)

JOSEPH: Good evening, gentlemen.
MAJOR: .Oh, you startled me.
JOSEPH: I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to.
MAJOR: We sort of claimed this room as our own.
JOSEPH: Now so did I. My family and friends are just arriving. But

no matter. We can make room for you, too.

MAJOR: Well, thank you. Where are you headed, sir?
JOSEPH: Missouri.
MAJOR: Why, we’re from Missouri. Planning to settle there?
JOSEPH: I certainly am.
MAJOR: Well, that’s right smart of you. Missouri’s a land with a

future.
JOSEPH: I think so.
PHINEAS: Except that just now we got a bad case of ver~nin.
JOSEPH: I heard you mention that.
MAJOR: Mormons.
JOSEPH: What’s wrong with Mormons?
MAJOR: If you’d lived around them, you’d know.
JOSEPH: Well I am one of them, and I don’t know. You seem like

reasonable men. Tell me why you dislike them, and perhaps I can
get them to make it right with you.

MAJOR: Don’t come to Missouri.
JOSEPH: What?
PHINEAS: The major said don’t come to Missouri. What he means is

that any Mormon stupid enough to try and move onto our land is
going to find himself pushed off it before he knows what hit him.

JOSEPH: We don’t want your land. We want to buy our own. Surely
in Missouri there is room for more people.

MAJOR: Not for more Mormons.
JOSEPH: Why can’t we live together in peace?
MAJOR: Because Mormons are not like other folk. They don’t mix

in. They live off by themselves, then come m swarms and take
over.

PHINEAS: Act like they’ll get dirty if they talk to you.
MAJOR: If you don’t agree with what they want to do, they walk

through you, sure they’re right and the rest of the world can be
damned.

PHINEAS: Missouri was ours first. Why should we let you holy
Mormons, who stink all the way to heaven, decide for us how
we’ll live?

JOSEPH: We won’t do that. We’ll let you live as you choose.
MAJOR: Sir, you don’t now and you never will. That Joseph Smith

won’t be happy till everyone’s under his thumb-doing what he
tells them to do.

JOSEPH: Not what I tell you to do-what the Lord tells you to do
through me. But surely we won’t force you. We’ll leave you in
peace and treat you as a good neighbor.

MAJOR: You’d treat me as a "good neighbor" just long enough to get
the power to throw me out. I’ll see myself in hell before I’ll let
you push me off my land.

PHINEAS: What do you mean, "what the Lord tells you to do?" You
on speaking terms with God, too?

MAJOR: That’s right, Phineas. I thought it was only Joe Smith
claimed to talk to God. Or is that getting to be a general delusion
among all Mormons?

JOSEPH: I am Joseph Smith. And we won’t push you out. You have
my word on it. We want to live in peace with you.

MAJOR: You are Joseph Smith?
JOSEPH: Yes, sir.
PHINEAS: Then you are the cause of a hell of a lot of trouble.
JOSEPH: Perhaps I am, but I want to stop that trouble, if you’ll help

me.
MAJOR: I was not aware, Phineas, of the size of the pest before us.

Were you?
PHINEAS: No sireee.
MAJOR: Why, he’s not a flea or a bed bug-this one’s a genuine
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cockroach.
JOSEPH: Please, talk to me. We are a good people. We need a home.
MAJOR: You ever stepped on a cockroach big as him, Phineas? I’ve

seen some six-inchers back home. When you put your foot on
one, you can fed it wiggle.

JOSEPH: I’m asking you men to work with me. Help me.
MAJOR: When you push down a little, you can feel the shell crack,

but the cockroach is still alive. You can tall, because the legs keep
running, trying to escape.

JOSEPH: There doesn’t have to be violence.
MAJOR: That’s when you wonder if cockroaches feel pain,

because-they don’t writhe, exactly, but they shudder.
JOSEPH: You won’t listen to me at all. You can’t even hear me.
MAJOR: I like to push my foot on down to the ground slow, so the

insides don’t get all over my boot, and so I can feel the life go out
of them. There’s something to that-knowing when you’ve made
the thing dead.

JOSEPH: I ~as wrong. I couldn’t change you.
MAJOR: Six months in Missouri, Smith, and that’s how we’ll kill you.
JOSEPH: Stop it! Please stop it!

(As Joseph cries out, the lights in the dungeon return to normal and Hyrum
and Lyman resume their identities.)

HYRUM: Joseph, what’s wrong?
JOSEPH: Nothing. Why do you think something is wrong?
HYRUM: Well, you just let out a ydl that about frightened my boots

off.
JOSEPH: I did? I must have been thinking.., dreaming or

something.
HYRUM: What’s wrong?
JOSEPH: Nothing. Nothing. But if you could leave me alone for a

while, I’d be grateful.
LYMAN: Sure, Brother Joseph. Come on, Hyrum. You heard what

Joseph said. (Hyrum stays to find out more about what’s the matter
with Joseph.) Hyrum, Joseph wants to be left alone.

HYRUM: In a minute, Lyman. You go on down. (Lyman descends.)
What’s happening to you?

JOSEPH: Go to bed.
HYRUM: I’m not going to bed. Tell me.
JOSEPH: I’ve learned at least one thing I was blind to. I was better

off being blind.
HYRUM: What is it?
JOSEPH: There will always be persecution for us, Hyrum. For the

Saints.
HYRUM: Why?
JOSEPH: We can never say we are happy with people as they are.

We will always want them to repent and be baptized. To join the
Church.

HYRUM: Yes, we will.
JOSEPH: They will always resent it.
HYRUM: Not all of them. Some will join us. Some who don’t will

understand.
JOSEPH: The few. But enough will hate us for what they see as our

self-righteousness to join together in violence, wherever we go.
HYRUM: And what if that’s true?
JOSEPH: I have been charged to give people the restored gospel,

which should bring them peace, and 1 am giving them trials and
suffering.

HYRUM: Not just suffering-
JOSEPH: Look at Hanson Jacobs-any of them-how they have been

broken. The gospel should give them hope for eternal life. What

they have received is misery for this one.
HYRUM: Joseph-
JOSEPH: Where are the Saints now, Hyrum? Not in Zion. In Illinois.

And how long do you think it will be before the persecution
starts? Two years? Why should it be any different there than it
was here? Or in Ohio and New York? Where will we go next,
Hyrum? Where on earth can we live without hatred?

HYRUM: I don’t have all the answers-
JOSEPH: I know you don’t.
HYRUM: -but that doesn’t mean that there are none.
JOSEPH: I don’t need false hope. I need to understand the truth. If

neither you nor I can see peace for the Saints, if we have
petitioned the Lord for months for help and we have been given
no answers, if he won’t even get us out of this jail, then it is time
we looked at things as they are. We have no place to go. Nor do
the Saints.

HYRUM: Let’s give the Lord some time.
JOSEPH: I have given the Lord some time.
HYRUM: Apparently not enough.
JOSEPH: What is enough time? Until I am broken? Will that be

enough time?
HYRUM: What are you going to do?
JOSEPH: Open my eyes to what else I have been refusing to see.
HYRUM: Stop this. It’s changing you.
JOSEPH: I have to understand. Maybe I’ve failed, Hyrum. Maybe we’ll

never escape and everything will end for us here in this jail. I
have to know if that’s true.

HYRUM: You say the Lord isn’t helping you. ! don’t think that’s true.
(Joseph doesn’t respond.) Joseph, the Lord won’t leave you. (More
silence from Joseph.) Why don’t you answer me?

JOSEPH: What do you want me to say?
HYRUM: (not knowing what else to do): I’m going down now. We have

to work soon. Get some sleep, will you?
JOSEPH! All right, Hyrum.
HYRUM: Joseph, please. Stop hurting yourself.
JOSEPH: Good night.

(As Hyrum descends the ladder, the light fades, the moonlight shining
through the bars on Joseph fading last.)
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ACT II

(Scene: the same as Act I, but later. It is very dark, and at first nothing, can
be seen. There is the sound of scraping,, a chisel on rock. The lig,hts rise
gradually, first revealing, three forms in the.jail-two in the dung,eon and one
in the upF,er level. As the lig,hts come up, it can be seen that the two forms
in the dun~,~eon have moved the bench that was against the back wall and have
remo~ed fi’om the wall a three-foot long section of the middle two log,s. The
men are working, there, scraping, out the hole they have made. The other form
is on ~uard in the upper level, watching, throug,h the window for any movement
outside the, .jail. As the lig,hts become a bit brig,hter, it can be seen that the
two Jorms in the dung,eon are Joseph and Alexander, and the form keeping,
g,uard in the upper level is Hyrum. Lyman and Caleb are offstage-sleeping,
behind the blanket partition. Joseph is in the hole doing, the work. He passes
a paiI bali:filled with small rocks to Alexander. When the characters are in
the d~ng,eon, they move quietly and speak in low, intense tones, because they
are o~ying, not to awaken Caleb.)

ALEXANDER: Brother Joseph, you’ve been at this about an hour.
Why don’t you go up and take the watch and let Hyrurn and me
work on the hole.

JOSEPH: This is a well-built jail, Alexander.
ALEXANDER: I know, Joseph. How many auger handles did we

break going through the logs?
JOSEPH: I’ve run into the stone wall on the outside. If we can just

clear out some more of the loose rock we’ll be ready te start on
the wall.

ALEXANDER: Will the chisel hold out?
JOSEPH: It’s so dull it just bounces off. Hardly loosens the rocks. It’s

not going to be easy to chip out the mortar around the big stones.
ALEXANDER: It’ll take weeks.
JOSEPH: One thing we have is time. Well, I’ll let you take over here,

and I’ll send Hyrum down.
(Joseph g,ives Alexander the pail and tools and climbs to the upper level.
Alexander takes Joseph’s place in the hole and continues to work, but no
more scraping, is heard.)

JOSEPH: Anything happening out there?
HYRUM: Joseph. Nothing that I can see. All seems to be s~:ill in

Liberty, Missouri tonight. How is our escape route coming?
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JOSEPH: We have struck the outside wall. We’re going to have to
chip the mortar bit by bit until we can pry some of those huge
stones out. I told Alexander that that was just the job for you.

HYRUM: Always thinking of others, aren’t you Joseph?
(Hyn~m starts toward the ladder.)

JOSEPH: Hyrum. About what I said to you earlier tonight. I’m sorry.
HYRUM: I’m sorry, too, Joseph. Not :because you said it-because I

don’t want you to hurt yourself with it. It’s nonsense.
JOSEPH: You remember when we were boys, how I got that infection

in my shoulder, and then in my leg?
HYRUM: Of course.
JOSEPH: After my operation, you had to carry me around for so

long. I must have been quite a burden to you.
HYRUM: I didn’t mind.
JOSEPH: Do you think I would have died if they hadn’t chipped out

the bad bone?
HYRUM: Yes.
JOSEPH: I’ve always wondered, because it’s left me with this limp,

and [ hate it.
HYRUM: Better the limp than losing your leg-or your life.
JOSEPH: I guess you’re right.
HYRUM: Of course I’m right.
JOSEPH: Hyrum, that’s what’s happening to me now. I think there’s

a sickness in me. If I don’t dig it out I’m afraid it will kill me .just
the same way.

HYRUM: What do you mean?
JOSEPH: What if Oliver was right and I was wrong? What if he

shouldn’t have been excommunicated?
HYRUM: Stop doing this. I won’t tall,: to you about this any longer.

I’m going down to chip mortar. That will be more pleasant than
listening to you torment yourself.

JOSEPH: All right, all right. I didn’t mean to make you angry.
HYRUM: Stop brooding. Just look out the window. That’s all you

need to do tonight.
JOSEPH: Maybe you’re right.

(Hyr,,xm descends and ,goes to the hole. Joseph waits till he is gone and then
kneels.)

JOSEPH: Oh God, the Eternal Father .... I don’t know what I have
done: wrong. Why are the heavens closed over my head? Father,
please, please. I am willing to accept any chastisement, any
punishment, if thou wilt help me know what I’ve done wrong. O
God, please bless me. I will do whatever I have to do, know
whatever I have to know, if thou wilt let me lead this people.
Bless; me to know where we are to go. I ask thee ....I beg
thee ....
(From below there is the clang of the file hitting a rock and a sharp cr)/
o.f pa’.in. Alexander has gashed his hand as he has been working on the
mortar. He emerges .from the hole holding his hand in pain. Joseph goes
to the trap door and calls down to him.)

JOSEPH: Alexander, are you all right?
ALEXANDER: I hit some stubborn mortar and the chisel slipped. It

will stop hurting in a minute.
(Hyrum looks at the hand, which is bleeding, and wraps it in a
handkerchief that he takes from his pocket.,)

HYRUlVI: That looks pretty bad, Alexander. You rest that hand and I’ll
take my turn in the hole.
(Joseph looks straight ahead toward the audience. The light changes, and
Alexander becomes Oliver Cowdery again as he takes the handkerchief of_f
his hand. Though Oliver addresses ,~oseph, he is speaking to himself.)

OLIVER: So this is where eight years of my life have brought me.

Eight years. You reign with your high council[ and I am
excommunicated. There isn’t any room for disagreement in this
church. Not if it’s .Joseph Smith you happen to disagree with. You
aren’t content to be xvhat you were called to be, the mouthpiece
for God in our time. You want to be a king. A petty king of a
petty kingdom that hasn’t got a chance of surviving.

JOSEPH: Is that what you think I want? Is that what you think of
Zion? A petty kingdom?

OLIVER: You couldn’t just give us the gospel of Jesus Christ. You had
to start running our lives. Buy land in Jackson County, Missouri.
No, don’t sell it, even though they’ve run you off, even though
you’ll never live on it again and you’~’e going broke paying the
taxes. Jackson County, Missouri, is Zion, boys, and you’ve got to
hang onto it. If they kill you, hang o~,nto it.

JOSEPH: Don’t you even understand Zion? We xvere right to
excommunicate you.

OLIVER: By trying to build yourself a kingdom in the middle of a
state, you got your people thrown out. I told you you were wrong,
but you turned from me to your high council, because they only
agree with you. You sure stopped listening to me.

JOSEPH (furious): Oliver Cowdery, you’re the one who s.topped
listening. How cac~ you stand there and mock a vision of the
Lord? Zion, Oliver. Our home. Our place of peace, where we can
live bound by covenants of mutual fl’iendship and love. We
cannot be saved if we don’t build Zion, to free us from every
incumbrance beneath the celestial kingdom I won’t apologize for
God’s revelations, or for trying to bring them about. Do you think
those vile Missourians will just give Zion to us? If we don’t make
ourselves independent from them and strong, they’ll never leave
us alone. You think I want to be a king? I want the salvation of
our people, Oliver. I want them to have a home.
(Oliver ignores Joseph during this speech. Then Oliver rises, turns around,
and addresses Joseph, although he can’t see or hear Joseph. He is still
talking to himself.)

OLIVER: Oh, Joseph, I don’t care about your mistakes. I love you.
Why did you let them excommunicate me? Why?

JOSEPH: You were opposing me.
OLIVER: You abandoned me-
JOSEPH: You were wrong.
OLIVER: -and you let them hold that trial. When I got the letter

telling me of the nine absurd charges, I wasn’t even concerned.
Who were they to try me? Did John the Baptist appear to any of
them? Had they seen angels? I waited, because I knew, Joseph,
that you would speak for me. And you didn’t. I heard nothing for
days, and then I realized that the decisions had already been
made. Oh, I wrote them a letter, to make the official procedures
smoother, but you excommunicated me, Joseph. You.
(The light gradual{y returns to normal!, as Alexander goes to see how
Hyrum is coming along with the diggir, g.)

JOSEPH:: I excommunicated you? I wanted you to repent. Not to be
excommunicated .... But you deserved it. You were
condemning me publicly. Urging people to sue me. And you
wouldn’t come to me to ask my forgiveness. You were always so
muleheaded You acted as if you expected me... to come to you.
(Joseph takes a quick look out the windows and then descends into the
dungeon.)

HYRUM: Where’s Lyman? Why isn’t he helping tonight? Anything
wrong with him?

ALEXANDER: He’s back there next to Caleb. I don’t know how to
wake Lyman without waking Caleb.
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JOSEPH: Hyrum, could I have stopped Oliver’s excommunication?
Should I have gone to him?
(Thi:~ is so upsetting to Hyrum that he rises up in the hole, bumping his
heaa and starting a small avalanche of stones. He emerges from the hole
coughing and sputtering.)

HYRUM: Joseph, see what your fretting made me do?
JOSEPI-[: I know that Oliver took up for a time with that Major

Burris and Phineas Hobart. Oliver wouldn’t stoop to company like
that unless he had a reason. The reason must have been that he
thought I had wronged him greatly

HYRUlVl: Joseph, get in here and dig. If you won’t stop this by
yourself, I’m going to work it out of you. And I think Lyman
coul:l take a turn at digging, too. Alexander, let’s go see if there’s
some way we can get him out here without disturbing Caleb.
(Alexander and Hyrum walk away from Joseph, who bends down into the
hole, and then suddenly stops. The light changes, and Alexander and
Hyr~m become Phineas Hobart and Oliver Cowdery.)

PHINEAS: You Oliver Cowdery?
OLIVER: Yes, sir.
PHINEAS (sneering): Former assistant president of the Mormonites?
OLIVER: What of it?
PHINEAS: I hear they excommunicated you. You’ve gone about as

low as you can go, Mr. Cowdery, bein’ kicked out of a
organization that respectable folk wouldn’t have nothin’ to do
with in the first place.

OLIVER: If you have business with me, state it.
PHINEAS: Whoooeee! Ain’t we actin’ high and mighty. Now let’s

suppose I’m here for somebody else.
OLWER: Who?
PHINE2~S: Well, supposin’ he was, say, an attorney in one of the

neighborin’ counties.
OL]IVER: Anything else?
PHIINEaLS: A major in the state militia.
OLIVER: A Mormon-hater.
PH]INEa£: With good reason.
OLIVER: Why are you here?
PHINEAS: Well, now, if I was sent by this gentleman, it was

probably to offer you protection.
OLIVER: Protection? From what?
PH1NEAS: From whatever-or whoever might be trying to do you

injury.
OLIVER: You, for example.
PHINEAS: I mean none other than Joe Smith hisself, and his brother

]~Iyrum, and Sidney Rigdon, and every other Mormon
bushwhacker they can get to go along with them.

OLIVER: I’m not afraid of them.
PHINEAS: Maybe you should be. Ain’t you heard about that sermon

Pdgdon preached last Sunday?
OLIVER:: From many of the good brethren. "If the salt hath lost its

savor, it is good for nothing but to be trampled underfoot."
PHINEAS: Rigdon mentioned hang, in’.
OLIVER: As long as Joseph Smith is leading them, I’ve got nothing to

fear. That sermon was to frighten me into leaving. Having left the
flock and being willing to talk about it, I’m a source of
embarrassment to him.

PHINEA5: So you’d already made up your mind to quit the
Mormonites before they-

OLIVER: No. Not at all. I would never leave of my own free will.
PHINEA5: Why not? You seem like a right smart man. How could

J,ae S~nith delude you with talk about angels and gold Bibles?

OLIVER: Who are you?
PHINEAS: I’d just as soon keep names out of it, till I find what you

mean to do.
OLIVER: Well then, whoever you are, whoever may ask me that

question, I will have to give the same answer. On the honor of
my life, I was not deluded. Joseph Smith translated that "golden
Bible" as you call it, by the power of God, and both he and I
were visited and ordained by angels.

PHINEAS: You expect me to believe that?
OLIVER: It is my responsibility to say it, and I have. It is your

responsibility to decide what you’ll do with it.
PHINEAS: Then I think I’ll let it alone. ’Cause iif you’re so all-fired

sure about your angels, why did you get kicked out of your
church?

OLIVER: I have nothing else to say to you.
PHINEAS: What about the protection? You know there’s a pack of

wolves hangin’ around Joe Smith, just waitm’ to do his bidding.
OLIVER: I would call most of them sheep.
PHINEAS: So’s if he wanted something done, he wouldn’t have to do

it hisself, he’d only have to suggest it, nice and subtle, and his
wolves’d take care of it.

OLIVER: You’re right. There are a few wolves.
PHINEAS: A few. I can name you more’n a few.
OLIVER: What do you mean?
PHINEAS: Them that signed this letter says you got three days to get

out of the county.
JOSEPH: But I had nothing to do with that.

(Phineas takes the letter from his pocket.)
OLIVER: You’re bluffing.
PHINEAS: "Or face a more fatal calamity." Read it yourself, Mr.

Cowdery.
OLIVER: These aren’t signatures. The same hand that wrote the letter

signed the names. Where did you get this?
PHINEAS: It’s a copy of a letter. We have our ways of keepin’ track.
OLIVER: I’m not that gullible.
PHINEAS: No, sir, you ain’t so gullible as to believe there’s some

Mormons scares easy, that’ll do anything to save their own
skin-’specially if it don’t involve no more than keepin’ us
informed as to what goes on in Far West.

OLIVER: No, I’m not.
PHINEAS: You don’t have to believe me. The letter’s comin’ to you

tonight. You see, Old Joe’s name ain’t on this thing, and if we
made it up so you’d help us get him, we sure would’ve thought to
sign his name. And, of course, you ain’t so gullible as to imagine
for a second that if Joe Smith doesn’t sign it, he didn’t have a
thing to do with writin’ it.

JOSEPH: Oliver, it wasn’t me. Hyrum and Sidney wrote it.
PHINEAS: Joe Smith is either going to kill you .or force you to run

away.

OLIVER: What do you want from me?
PHINEAS: Help us get him.
OLIVER: How?
PHINEAS: In court.
OLIVER: In exchange for what?
PHINEAS: Protection from the Mormons, and from what’:; comin’ to

the Mormons in the future.
OLIVER: And you say this letter is coming tonight?
PHINEAS: Yup.
OLIVER: I hope you are wrong, but if it does come, then maybe

we’ve got something to talk about.

NOVEMI~,ER 1987
PAGE 25



5 U N 5 T O N E

PHINEAS: 1 can wait till then.
OLIVER: I’ll meet you at the fence, where the poplars come down to

the creek.
PHINEAS: What time?
OLIVER: After I get the letter. You’re the one who knows so much

about when that will be
PHINEAS: I’ll come about eleven tonight.
OLIVER: And bring your attorney along with you.
PHINEAS: I don’t suppose you’d believe me if 1 told you he won’t

come.

OLIVER: If he wants Joseph Smith as much as I think he does, he’ll
come.

PHINEAS:: ",’up, you’re a pretty smart man, Cowdery. Except about
your Mormons.
(The lights return to normal. Hyrum and Alexander still haven’t attempted
to wake Lyman up and pause before the blanket. Joseph throws the tools
down and climbs back to the upper level.)

ALEXANDER: Hyrum, are we going to wake him up, or are we going
to pace back and forth here all night?

HYRUM: You saw what Lyman did the last time I tried to wake him
up. Artd if we disturb Caleb and he see’s what we’re up to ....I
don’t know what to do.

ALEXANDER: I’ll try tickling his nose. That’s how my children used
to wake me up. May make him grouchy, but I think it will work.
(Hyrum holds aside the curtain, as Alexander crouches beside L_yman to
carry cut his plan.)

LYMAN: Who’s there? What?
ALEXANDER: Lyman, ssshhh. Caleb. Come out here.

(Lyman growls like a bear, but qt~ietly, and he does what Alexander has
asked him to do..)

LYMAN: Can’t you leave a man to sleep in peace?
HYRUM: Aren’t you going to help with the wall?
LYMAN: >Iyrum, who did most of the work so far? Who bored

through those logs with augers dull as you are? Now tell me, who
was that?

HYRUM: We all worked on it.
LYMAN: But who got two inches to everybody else’s half inch? Was

it you, Hyrum?
HYRUM: No. It was you.
LYMAN: 5o I don’t think I need you to tell me when to work. I’m

coming in half an hour or so, and l’m going to work the rest of
the night, and I’ll get a damn sight more work done than any of
you. But I’m also telling you that I need my sleep. So leave me
alone! Do you understand, Hyrum? Do you, Alexander?
(With this, Lyman flings the blanket aside, walks behind it, and lies down
again.)

HYRUM: Well, he sure was grouchy. You were right about that.
ALEXANDER: Just watch, Hyrum. He’ll[ be back.

(Alexander is right again. In about ten seconds, Lyman re-emerges from
behind the blanket. He’s still grouchy.)

LYMAN: And I suppose the two of yo,a are just going to stand
around here and let Brother Joseph do all of the work? Seems like
somebody ought to offer him a hand. (They all turn toward the
hole to offer Joseph some help, only to find that Joseph isn’t there.)
That’s just fine, now isn’t it? Brother Joseph up on the watch
and the two of you don’t do a lick of work. Just think up
ways to disturb people’s sleep. Well, somebody better get
something done here tonight, that’s all I got to say.
(With that, Lyman goes to the hole, crawls into it, and begins working furi-
ously. Hyrum and Alexander are concerned about Joseph.)

ALEXANDER: ls he all :right, Hyrum?
HYRUM: I better go talk to him.

(Hy~m climbs into the upper level, and Alexander goes to assist Lyman.)
JOSEPH: t~iyrum, you remember the letter we sent to Oliver, ordering

him to get out of the county? We were: wrong to do that.
HYRUM: We were wror~g? You didn’t write that letter. You didn’t

have anything to do with it.
JOSEPH: But why did you write it, Hyrum?

(Hyrum is set to scold Joseph, but he is taken aback by this question.)
HYRUM: I don’t know. It occurred to us after Sidney’s sermon about

the salt. It was time for Oliver to go.
JOSEPH: And do you know why Sidney gave that sermon? Because 1

wanted him to. Oh, I don’t remember whether it was his idea or
mine~ but if 1 had objected, it never would have been spoken. 1
forced Oliver from tlhe county, the same way the Missouri mobs
forced us. I am no better than they are.

HYRUM: We were all part of it.
JOSEPH: All he wanted was to be heard.
HYRUM: You don’t know that.
JOSEPH: And 1 failed him as a friend. I didn’t go to him.
HYRUM: I~: wasn’t that simple. Don’t try to erase my responsibility,

and Sidney’s. We were all afraid he would break the Church
down into a group of petty factions-

JOSEPH: -[here is the power of my call, the power of my influence,
and the: power of my will. I could have made things different for
him. I chose not to.

HYRUM: You cafft do everything How do you know he would have
bent to you? You are not admitting any influence but your own.

JOSEPH: That poor, floundering man. What did I put him through?
HYRUM: Don’t take all the blame on yourself.
JOSEPH: What is mine, I must take.
HYRUM: All right, then.. We did nothing. Oliver did nothing. You

can just sit up here and be guilty. Yes, Joseph, the way I see it,
everything is your fault.
(Hyrum descends into the dungeon, and irl his anger he becomes Phineas
Hobart. As he does so, the lights change. There is sile, nce, then the chirping
of a cricket and the quiet sounds of a creek. Moonlight forms the shadow
o_f the top of a poplar tree-from stage left to about center. Phineas looks
around himselJ,, then stumbles and recovers. Lyman emerges from behind
the blanket to become Major Bmris. Oliver is squatting down, hidden by
the shadow.)

MAJOR: Watch it, will you? Mormons will hear us sure.
PHINEAS: Patch of moss.
MAJOR: I thought you said he would be here.
PHINEAS: He’ll be along

(Oliver stands up, snaps a twig in his h~’,nd.)
MAJOR: What was that?
PHINEAS: Nothing. Cricket maybe.
OLIVER: l’ve been waiting for you.

(Phineas and the major are both startled. Phineas falls to the ground and
the major tries to fade back into the dar.~ness.)

PHINEAS: Don’t shoot. Don’t shoot. Mr. Cowdery? It’s me, the one
you talked to this afternoon.

OLIVER: ] didn’t mean to startle you.
MAJOR: Walk into the light.
OLIVER: Of course. And who are you?
MAJOR: I might be a friend. Someone who can help you out.
PHINEAS: You got the letter.
OLIVER: There were over eighty signatures. Joseph’s wasn’t one of

them.

NOVEMBER 1987
PAGE 26



S U N S T () N E

MAJOR: And you’ll help us.
OLIVER: What do you want?
MAIOR: We want you to enter a lawsuit against Joseph Smith.
OLIVER: For what?
MAIOR: For threats against ?,our life. I’ll represent you. You might say

I’ve ra~de arrangements with a judge, and he’ll see that justice is
done.

OLIVER: Joseph has done nothing to me.
MAJOR: You just got that letter. What’s the matter with you?
OLIVER: Joseph didn’t write it. As far as I know, Joseph didn’t know

about it.
MAJOR: Of course Smith wrote it. Nothing happens to the Mormons

~hat joe Smith doesn’t arrange.
OLIVER: You can’t prove that he wrote it.
JOSEPH: It is not that I wrote it, but that I did nothing to keep it

from being written.
MAJOR: Yes we can. We have to prove it if we’re taking it to court.

We l-~ave to have a witness.
OLIVER: Who?
MAJOR: You said there’s eighty names on that letter. All potential

witnesses.
OLIVER: None of them will accuse Joseph.
MAJOR: Under oath, they’ll have to. You choose any one of those

men, Mr. Cowdery, and we’ll put him in court and see what he
has to say.

OLIVER: I won’t harm Joseph Smith.
MAJOR: You’ve got to, damn you. He’s trying to kill you.
OLIVER He is not trying to kill me.
PHINEAS: You crazy blind man. You’ve put out your own eyes.
MAJOR: Phineas, you’re right. He has to be blind. He has to believe

that Smith didn’t betray him, didn’t turn his back on him.
Because if he did, then Oliver Cowdery would have to see that
t0r a long time his life has been spent helping a cutthroat, and
that he has wasted his suffering.

OLIVER: He didn’t write that letter. He didn’t betray me.
MAJOR: Prove it. Stake something on it. Do you really think he

didn’t: run out on you? He’s not after your life? Then bring him to
court

OLIVER: Joseph would never try to harm me.
MAJOR: Prove it to yourself. You choose any of those eighty men for

a witness. A witness in court, Cowdery. It’s the only way you’ll
ever know.

OLIVER: No, I-
MAS[OR: You want to be haunted by this for the rest of your life?
OLIVER: Hanson- Hanson Jacobs.
PHI NEAS: Who?
OLIVER: Hanson Jacobs. He signed the letter. He’ll tell the truth.
PHINEAS: Hanson Jacobs? Runs one of the dry goods stores in Far

\¥est, don’t he? I seen him around.
MAJOR: Take this paper. My name’s on it. You ride down and see

me and we’ll get the suit underway.
OLIVER: I won’t file suit until I’ve seen Hanson Jacobs.
MAJOR: You don’t need to see him. We’ll just serve him with a

subpoena, so he has to show up in court.
OLIVER: No. I want to hear his story before I make my decision

about a trial.
MAJOR: If that’s what you want-fine. Well, Mr. Cowdery, you’re not

such a fool after all. So you dare open your eyes and take a look
at Joe Smith.

OLIVER: Get out of here. I’m tired of looking at you.

PHINEAS: Sure, Cowdery. You think we like to spend time with
scum? We was already leaving.
(They turn to walk away. The major pauses and turns ,!oward Oliver
again.)

MAJOR: You come soon.
(Phineas and the major go behind the curtain; Oliver speaks to himself
as if he is addressing Joseph.)

OLIVER: O!., Joseph. You warned me of the wrong thing. I have
always been afraid of persecution. But how could I kwow it would
come from you?

JOSEPH: How am I to go on? How strong can I be without you?
OLIVER: What are you doing with the Church? Why wouldn’t you

listen to me?
JOSEPH: Why don’t you understand Zion? Why did you speak

against me?
(During this exchange in Joseph’s mind, Hyrum climbs the ladder into the
upper level. He breaks into Joseph’s thoughts, and the lighting becomes
normal again.)

HYRUM: Joseph, I’m sorry I got angry a while ago. But you just can’t
feel guilty for everything.

JOSEPH: I thought if we were united in an understanding of what is
right, of what the Lord wants us to do, we could buiM a Zion like
Enoch’s. But we never were united.

HYRUM: We are united. What else can I do to show that I stand
with you? What can any of us do?

JOSEPH: Hyrum. Stalwart, faithful Hyrum. You are always by my
side and I know it, and I am deeply thankful to you. l was
speaking of Oliver. I didn’t understand him. I should have waited
till he wasn’t so angry. He did,:’t want to leave the Church. He
didn’t even want to harm me. I have hurt him so much.

HYRUM: But he has hurt you as well. He didn’t understand you
either. Joseph, he tried to force you to abandon the possibility of
Zion. Can you forget that?

JOSEPH: I could have helped him to understand. But I &dn’t. I’m
afraid I have scarred his life.

HYRUM: And what has he done to your life? Have you thought
about that?
(Lyman has been working furiously down in the dungeon and breaks the
chisel.)

LYMAN (crying out): Oh, damn! I broke the chisel. Split right in two.
Damn that mortar, damn this jail, damn the whole state of
Missouri. Oh, how can we get out of here?
(Joseph and Hyrum hurry down to them.)

ALEXANDER: Wasn’t much of a chisel anyway.
LYMAN: But I could use it. Oh, now what are we going to do?
JOSEPH: Use the auger bits. They’ll still chip out mortar. It will be

slow, but we’ll keep working. We won’t just :sit here. We won’t.
CALEB (voice from behind the blanket): What’s the matter, boys? Has

something happened? Do you need any help?
HYRUM: It’s nothing, Caleb. Lyman broke-.., uh . . . -the

handle on the pail. Don’t worry about it. Go back to sleep.
(Caleb, drowsy, comes from behind the blanket to see what is going on and
realizes what the others have been doing.)

CALEB: It’s the middle of the night. Why- There’s a hole in the
wall.

HYRUM: Oh . . . Uh . . . Yes there is.
ALEXANDER: Nothing to worry about.
CALEB: You’re trying to break out.
LYMAN: No, Caleb. It was just there. One night the bench slipped

and that tick fell down, and I saw that somebody had cut through
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the logs. We just took them out to see what was behind.
ALEXANDER: We thought it might be the way the Lord’s prepared

for our escape.
CALEB: You’re lying to me. You cut the logs out yourselves.
LYMAN: No, Caleb. I swear to you-
JOSEPH: Lyman, stop. Caleb, you’ve caught us.
CALEB: Why stop him, Joseph? Why not lie to old Caleb? You’ve all

been at it-how long? Must have been weeks of work on those
logs. You’re liars-all of you.

LYMAN: gut we’re not cowards, Caleb.
CALEB: Meaning I am one?

(Lyma~ shrugs in agreement.)
CALEB: What’s the matter xvith you boys? They want an excuse to

kill us. Any little excuse. And you give them a four-foot hole in
the jail wall that will sit here till they find it. They’ll kill us all.

HYRUM: Not if we finish it first and get away.
JOSEPH: We know it’s a risk, Caleb. But it’s the only way out. The

only hope we’ve got.
CALEB: Joseph, we agreed that none of us would try anything that

might put the others in danger. Well, what about me? Were you
just going to leave me here alone? Give me up to them so you
could get away? You ask for loyalty: Joseph Smith. You have no
more !Loyalty than a tick.

HYRUM: Caleb, don’t-
CALEB: Hyrum, shut up. You don’t care for any of us but Joseph.

You’d kill us all to save him.
JOSEPH: Of course we wouldn’t leave you, Caleb. We thought you

might feel differently if the breach was already finished and the
chance to get away was right there in front of you.

CALEB: I wouldn’t feel differently. But then I would have no choice-
Now I have no choice. Either I can sit here and wait for them to
find the hole and kill me or I can escape and be killed trying.

JOSEPH: Why do you think we’ll be killed, Caleb?
CALEB: I don’t think you’ll be killed. You’re all young. Strong. But

look at me. I can’t keep up with you. I’m the one they’ll catch.
JOSEPH: Caleb, I will stay with you. I promise.
CALEB: Joseph, I’m afraid. I don’t want to hold you back but I’m

terrified.
JOSEPH: We won’t go without you, Caleb. If you won’t come, we’ll

give it up.
HYRUM: Missouri won’t try us, won’t free us, won’t even let us be

heard. We have to get ourselves out of here.
LYMAN: You want us to sit here till we rot, Caleb? Just to please

you?
CALEB: You didn’t listen to me. I’m not holding you back any longer.

There’s a hole in the jail wall. Now we have to go, before they
find it.

JOSEPH: Are you sure, Caleb?
CALEB: Sometimes everybody has to do what they can’t do. This

time I have to.
JOSEPH: I’ll help you.
CALEB: Brother Joseph, I’m scared. But there is something.
JOSEPH: What’s that?
CALEB: You know what you asked Lyman earlier about where we’d

be if we stopped having faith? Well, I got to have faith that the
Lord will get us out of here, since we have to go. Brother Joseph,
I have faith in what you say. I trust that you’re a prophet. If you
will raise your arm to the square and tell us, in the name of the
Lord, that we’ll be delivered, I know we’ll be safe, because all
along we have been. Will you do that for me?

JOSEPH: Caleb, I don’t think-
HYRUM: No. What would be better would be for us to pray together.

The spirit will-
ALEXANDER: No, Hyrum. Caleb’s right. 1 know I’d fed a lot better if

Joseph would tell us in the name of the Lord. Like he did the
night they court martialed us.

LYMAN: Because then it’s, a sure thing that the Lord will be with us.
Then we just have to work till we get ourselves out. Will you do
it, Joseph?
(Joseph begins to put his arm up, slowly, then stops. He looks at them and
finally drops his arm.)

JOSEPH: No. We’d all better give it up.
(Joseph goes to the hole and begins replacing the logs.)

CALEB: Joseph, I’m willing to try. I just need you to help me with
my faith.

ALEXANDER: What do you mean, Joseph? We’re quitting?
JOSEPH: We would only fail again. We would fail.
ALEXANDER: We’ll die: if we sit here.
CALEB: Tiney’ll find the hole.
JOSEPH: I tell you, we won’t get out of here, and we will give each

other more grief and pain. So go to bed.(They have never
heard anything like ~his from Joseph, and they are all shocked.
They do not move, b,2t _just stand and look at him.) I can’t help
you any more. Don’t you understand :hat? I can’t help you.
(,Joseph turns away and climbs the ladder into the upper
level.)

HYRUM: Please~ go on back and try to get some sleep.
LYMAN: But, Hyrum-
HYRUM: Please.

(They n?luctantly agree and retire behind the blanket. H.yrum goes toward
the ladder, stops, turns back into the dungeon, and kneels.)

HYRUM: Father, please help him, because I don’t know how to help
him. He can’t see beyond what has happened to us here. He can’t
escape Missouri. Blaming himself. Clinging to ibis own doubts, as
if they explain something to him. He ihas borne this calling
eighteen years. Alone eighteen years before thee. Father,
when-and how-are the burdens shared?
(The light shifts to Joseph in the upper level.)

JOSEPH: Well, Joseph, it’s; finally time to look at yourself. Who are
you? A prophet of the Lord? No, that isn’t Joseph Smith. That’s a
cloak under which Fw: been allowed to hide. But who am I?
What have I done? . . . I just failed tThe men !in this prison with
me. I have even failed as a friend. Joseph Smith, who has been
threatened and betrayed, who knows the value: of a friend. But
Oliver was waiting :~or my help before his trial, and I left him
waiting. So. I’m not much of a leader or a friend. What is there to
me? The only good I can think of is that I’ve tried to surrender
myself to God. And that is something-to forget Joseph and put
on God, to reflect his truth and power to the earth. But I have
remained Joseph through it all. Uneducated as a common field
hand. No more knowledge of the world than I could get for
myself. No skill at politics, certainly none at finance. Why did the
Lord choose me? Who am I to stand [or God? No one. I am
bound by the very earth I walk on, limited by ignorance and fear
and sorrow. Yet I was called! The Lord knew me, yet he called
me. Why did he choose me, and then let me tail? Why didn’t he
save the Saints? When Oliver went to Hanson about that letter,
why didn’t God help them?
(The light in the dungeon changes; Alexander and Caleb become Oliver
and Hanson to Joseph. Oliver, in the shadows, watches Hanson work.
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Hanso~ folds up and lifts one o_f the straw ticks as if it is a heavy bolt of
cloth and struggles with it to the bench, where he drops it as if he is loading
it onto a wagon. Then he straightens his stiff back.)

HANSON: Damn. Must be getting old. Good thing to have a son.
Few more years and he’ll be working right here along side of me.
Yes sir. Few more years.

OLIVER: Need some help?
HANSON: No, thanks. Not from you.
OLIVER: Too good to want help from an apostate?
HANSON: I’d accept help from an apostate. But not from a mobocrat.
OLIVER: Mobocrat?
HANSON: You heard me.
OLIVER: You’re a fine one to call me a mobocrat. What’ll you and

the re,.~t of the good brethren do if I’m still in Caldwell County
day afEer tomorrow? Of the two of us, I’d say you were the
mobocrat.

HANSON: Oliver, you are just trying to stir up trouble. Why do you
want to take Brother Joseph to court?

OLIVER: How do you know about that?
HANSON: Look, I’m damn tired, and I got a damn long ride home

tc.night, so I don’t care to play your games.
OLIVER: What are you talking about? I don’t understand you.
HANSON: And I don’t suppose you know anything about those

scoundrels who visited me last night, either.
OLIVER: I have no dealings with scoundrels.
HANSON: Then what do you call them that sets fire to a man’s

barn? They cost me one of my cows and all next winter’s hay.
OLIVER: Who did it? Why?
HANSON: You know that better’n me. They were waiting for me after

the fire burned itself down and I went back to my house. Put a
gun to the back of my head. Told me about your trial.

OLI¥ER: Hanson, I’m sorry. I had no idea they would do something
like that.

HANSON: All right. So you didn’t know- about that raid. I believe
you. But why do you hate the prophet?

OLIVER: I don’t hate him.
HANSON: Then how in hell can you explain what you’re trying to

do tO him?
OLIVER: You stubborn, closedminded- (Oliver searches for the right

word.) -Mormon. Look at me for a change. Joseph isn’t the one
who has been wronged. I’ve been cut off from the Church. I have
to leave the county tomorrow unless I want violence done to me.
That letter of Joseph’s ought to warn you, too, Hanson. I have
never seen a more blatant violation of law or a clearer indication
of the dictatorship he is leading you to.

HANSON: Joseph?
OLIVER: i!t’s time he learned he can’t trample laws and other men’s

rights without hurting himself. That’s why I’m taking him to court
and why I chose you for the witness. I have to prove he is
behind that letter, and I know you will tell the truth.

HANSON: Joseph didn’t write that letter. He didn’t even sign it. And
I’ll say that in court.

OLIVER: ,~oseph was responsible for the letter that threatened my
life.

HANSON: Those who were responsible for it signed it. Did you just
miss all those signatures at the end?

OLIVER: Joseph could get it done without putting his name to it.
Seems that’s how he prefers it when he’s dealing with me. That’s
how he handled my excommunication.

HANSON: Joseph had nothing to do with it. Leave him alone.

OLIVER: You’re lying to protect him.
HANSON: Oliver, you know who’s lying, and why. They’d use

anyone to get to Joseph. He had nothing to do with that letter.
I’m ashamed I put my name to it. It was wrong But Joseph didn’t
do it. The damn thing never would have been written, had it
been up to him. I know you have been hurt, but, Oliver, why
distort it? Why make it worse than it is?

OLIVER: Because I am excommunicated, Hanson. Can you imagine
what that is? I have to understand why I was sacrificed.

HANSON: You’ve forgotten how to follow.
OLIVER: Follow? I should snivel along behind Joseph, when he is

wrong? No church, especially not the true church of Jesus Christ,
should control where you live, how you vote, what you do.

HANSON: The Lord can ask anything he wants ,of us.
OLIVER: It’s not the Lord asking. It’s Joseph Smith.
HANSON: He’s a prophet.
OLIVER: He’s a fallen prophet. I know you think I’ve lost the faith,

but I’ve seen visions, too. And now Joseph has lost touch with
God. He is leading you to violence and persecution. Ne, edless,
useless waste.

HANSON: You believe that, don’t you?
OLIVER: Why else would I fight against someone with whom I’ve

shared visions of the eternities?
HANSON: But Joseph still receives revelation.
OLIVER: No, it isn’t from God. He’s convinced himself. I never

wanted to fight Joseph. But this Zion of his will bring ,catastrophe,
and- I thought I had been betrayed.

HANSON: It is the Lord’s Zion, and Brother Joseph hasn’t betrayed
you.

OLIVER: He didn’t help me.
HANSON: What could he have done? To defend you, Joseph would

have to deny his own teaching.
OLIVER: And you think I’m wrong, too.
HANSON: I trust the prophet.
OLIVER: Can’t you see what this Zion idea will get you? The old

Missourians are frightened, desperate. They’ve been watching this
Joseph Smith, and they can see his power. More Saints coming in
every day, all of you buying, voting, breathing together. They’re
afraid of losing their land. Do you think they’ll just sit around
watching it happen? No. They’re going to do whatever they have
to do to destroy Joseph now, before he destroys them.

HANSON: That’s your opinion.
OLIVER: Because of what you’ve told me, I’ve decided not to file suit

against Joseph.
HANSON: Good.
OLIVER: What do you think will happen to you when Bums finds

out?

HANSON: What will happen to you?
OLIVER: I won’t be here. I know I’ll look like a coward when I leave

Caldwell County, but I’ll go. I don’t want to see what happens to
yOU.

HANSON: Well, if you leave, you won’t have to.
OLIVER: Come with me, Hanson.
HANSON: I can take care of myself.
OLIVER: Will you risk your family?
HANSON: I can take care of them, too.
OLIVER: Not against those men.
HANSON: We will be fine.
OLIVER: Hanson, I’m trying to warn you.
HANSON: I know, but I can’t run away. I didn’t want to join this
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church. But I’ll tell you something. I’m not ashamed of being a
Mormon. In fact, l’m damn proud. And the longer I’m in the
Church, the more I believe it’s true. So I’m not going to run off
because of trouble. I’ve given up too much for that.

OLIVER: I truly hope you will be spared.
HANSON: Oliver, 1 hope things change for you. I hope, some day,

you can come back.
OLIVER: Thank you. But I’m afraid the Church may have to come to

me. No one will believe this, but I ihave been fighting to save it.
Fighting And I’ve had to watch it all slip away because I won’t
bend from what I know. You won’t reconsider and come with me?

HANSON: No.
OLIVER: Well, then, good-bye, Hanson. I’ll be praying for you.

(Light in dungeon returns to normal. Hanson and Oliver exit behind
blanket partition.)

JOSEPH: If Zion was from the Lord, why weren’t we protected as we
tried to carry it out? The homes, the land-all taken. Gone. And
the Saints. When they walked from this state, they left footprints
of blood in the snow. I see it every time I look out that
window-all the way to Illinois. A trail of smudged, fading
sickness away flom me and what I tried to get them to be. But
the Lord gave me the knowledge of Zion in holy vision-the very
spot tlnat was the center place. 1 knew it when I first saw it. He
commanded us to come here and to build a city of righteousness.
It is as though he brought us here l:o fail. His revelation mocks
me, mocks us all. (Joseph kneels.) Hear me, O God. I plead for thy
people. They are a good people. They are not perfect, but they
have sacrificed so much. Think of Hanson Jacobs, and what thy
gospel cost him. Why wasn’t his sacrifice acceptable? Father, what
is required? Their faith is as important as their lives. Why have
we violated that? Father, why have we betrayed them-both of us?
(Near the end qf.]oseph’s prayer, before lights come up in the dungeon,
there ,are: sounds of furniture being thrown down and broken, glass
shattering. Lights rise as Phineas and the Major shove Hanson onto the
.floor. They are beating him and destroying his home.)

MAJOR: Now that was right stupid of you, staying out here alone to
defend your farm. About as stupid as you not helping us when
you had a chance. (Major kicks Hanson in the groin.) Maybe you’ll
think twice before you cross us again.

PHINEAS: If you’d helped us take Joe Smith to trial, none of this
would be happening to you.

MAJOR: Where’s your two-bit prophet now, Jacobs? You were so
bent on helping him-why isn’t he helping you? (Hanson doesn’t
answer.) Captain Hobart, I don’t like it when I’m ignored.

PHINEAS (hitting Hanson): You heard the major. Answer him.
(Hanson still doesn’t answer.) Major, maybe he don’t know. We
could tell him.

MAJOR: Now that’s a fine idea, Captain. Because I want him to
know.

PHINEAS: I guess you heard Far West is fallen, now, didn’t you? (No
answer from Hanson. Phineas strikes him again.) Answer me when I
talk to you. Major, he don’t learn.

MAJOR: Well, even if he can’t talk, he can hear. Explain it to him.
PHINEAS: All right, Major. Jacobs, I was telling you about Far West.

That’s old Joe’s Zion, ain’t it? Two-bit frontier town and he calls it
Zion. Well, there ain’t going to be no more Zion and there ain’t
going to be no more Mormons in Far West. State militia is ruling
Far West now. We’ve got your weapons and your leaders, too. Did
you know that we’ve got Joe Smith?

HANSON (to himselJ): Not the prophet. Oh, no.

MAJOR: And the rest of you Mormons, too. I guess you heard of the
order from Governor Boggs. Either you crawl out of this state, or
we’ll exterminate you. Like the insects you are. Phineas, tell him
what’s going to happen to his prophet tomorrow.

PHINEAS: General Lucas held a court martial and Joe Smith and
others was found guilty of treason. The general ordered Doniphan
to shoot them tomorrow at dawn.

HANSON: Brother Joseph?
MAJOR: -[hat will be the end of your prophet-and the end of you

Mormons, too. (Hanson, tied, lunges at the Major, trying to batter
him with his head. -[hqy both Jail to the floor.) Get him off me.
(Phineas easily p~dls Hanson away.) You damn fool Mormons.
(hitting Hanson) Damn fools. We can do whatever we want to
you now. Don’t you understand that? Whatever we want.

PHINEAS: This one needs a lesson. I told him if he didn’t help us,
he’d lose more’n his; barn.

MAJOR: You’re right, Phineas. He was warned. Suppose, tonight, we
take care of the rest of his stock and his house. Hear that,
Mormon?

PHINEAS: That might teach him.
MAJOR: And then his store.
HANSON: Not my store.
MAJOR: Well, he’s finally found his voice:. Too bad he doesn’t have

anything to say worth listening to.
HANSON: You stay away from my store.
PHINEAS: Now why do you suppose he’s so all fired concerned

about his store? Th:inl< he might have his family hid in there?
Sure hope nothin’ happens to your family, Jacobs, ~cause you
been such a fool.

HANSON: Please. I’ll pay you.
PHINEAS: You ain’t got nothin’ to pay us with. You might not of

known, but you ain’t got nothin’ at all. 1 guess I’ll get on into Far
West to see what I can find.

HANSON: I’m begging you. I’ll do anything you say.
MAJOR (kicking Hansorl, knocking him down): Shut: up, you. You had

your chance for that. Captain, kill the stock before you go.
(The Major and Phineas exit behind the blanket. Hanson lies prostrate on
the ground.)

HANSON: Not my family. Dear God, no.
JOSEPH: Didst thou hear that, Father? He pleaded for thy help. Did

that mean nothing to thee? I couldn’t help him-I was chained in
the mud in the middle of a field surrounded by five thousand
men bent on killing me. But thou-thou art powerful. Thou art
the great God, the ruler of earth and seas. Why didst thou let
them hurt his family? Why? I promised him blessings for coming
to Missouri. Blessings? Blessings of devastation and promises that
must in.ave been lies;. O, God, for wha: hast thou used me?

HANSON (hysterical with gri@: Joseph Smith. You hear me.
JOSEPH: Not me. Take it to God.
HANSON: Yes, you will hear me."
JOSEPH: ?.t wasn’t me--
HANSON: I gave up everything tbr what you taught me. You

deceiw_’r. You lied to me. You promised me a Zion, a home. You
promised my family peace. Why didn’t you kill us first? There
would have been some mercy, in that. Do you know what they
did to my wife? You listen to this, yon prophet. I want you to feel
some of her shame. That Captain Hobart took ten men. Damn
them all to hell. The}, pulled our son from her arms and threw
him in the street. Then the}, tied her to a bench and they
violated her. Ten of them, Joseph Smith. She banged her head on
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tine edge of the bench again and again, trying to knock herself
cut, but she couldn’t do it. She was conscious through it all. And
my son-when they found him, he was clinging to a hitching
post in the rain. He’d been there all night. They had to pry his
fingers away. And now he’s burning with a fever, and-he’s going
to die. You Joseph Smith, you prophet, why did you bring us to
tlnis? l ~vish I had never heard of you.

JOSEPH: Hanson, I-
HANSON: Leave me alone. Leave me and my family alone.

(~tanson goes behind the blanket. Joseph is left alone.)
JOSEPH: Oh, God, why did I ever speak? What was it thou hast

taugh: me? This impossible truth I struggled years to learn? An
abyss in which we can fail more completely, knowing the depth
of ou~* loss? We didn’t have a chance of making it true. Why did I
see tl-te peace and joy of Zion if we can never build Zion? Why
did I give thy people truth to live by if they have to die? (defiant,
almost: sobbing) My God! Where art thou? And where is the
pavilian that covereth thy hiding place? How long shall thy hand
be stayed, and thine eye, yea, thy pure eye, behold from the
eternal heavens the wrongs of thy people and of thy servants and
thine ear be penetrated with their cries? Yea, O Lord, how long
shall ~:hey suffer these wrongs and unlawful oppressions before
thine heart shall be softened towards them? O Lord God
Almighty, maker of heaven, earth, and seas, and of all things that
m the:m are, let thine anger be kindled against our enemies; and
in the: fury of thine heart, with thy sword avenge us of our
wrongs. Or if thou wilt not help us, at least, Father, leave us
alone.
(~rosep,’q remains in place, head bowed, body bowed, throughout the next
scene. The normal lighting comes up in the dungeon. Caleb and Alexander
have reopened the hole against the back wall. Caleb is sitting on the bench
next to the hole and Alexander is standing behind him, watching. Caleb
is: holding the chisel and a small rock-tapping the chisel against a larger
rock.)

ALEXANDER: Caleb, I think you’re right.
CALEB: You see, if we turn the broken chisel around and hammer

on it ~vith a rock, it’ll work like a spike. Maybe not as good as a
new chisel, but it’s better than nothing.

ALEXANDER: Yes, it’ll work! Lyman! Hyrum! Can you come here?
We’ve got something to show you. We’ve found a way to use the
broken chisel.
(t-fyrm~n and Lyman emerge from behind the blanket.)

CALEB: Treat it like a spike, see? Plant it up against a piece of
mortar, hold it steady, and hammer it with a rock.

LYMAN: Here, let me try it.
(Lyman holds the broken file too high and hits his own finger.)

CALEB: Oh, i guess you have to watch your fingers.
ALEXANDER: It’ll work, at least till we can get another chisel

brought in.
CALEB: Maybe if we tell Brother Joseph, it’ll cheer him up. Especially

if he knows that I thought of it.
HYRUM: That might be even better news for him. (Hyrum goes to the

ladder and calls up to Joseph.)Joseph, come down and look at this.
Caleb and Alexander have found a ~vay to keep working on the
escape. Joseph, what do you think about that? (There is no answer

from Joseph.)Joseph? (Again there is no answer.)
CALEB: tie won’t answer. He thinks the escape is ruined because I

wouldn’t go along.

HYRUM: No, Caleb, that isn’t it. Nothing’s wrong. Why don’t you all
go back to bed. There’s only an hour or two left of this abysmal

night.
LYMAN: Hyrum, don’t treat us like we’re too dumb to know the

nose at the end of your face. We been in this jail right along side
you. Right along side Brother Joseph. Whatever’s wrong, you
should tell us.

HYRUM: Don’t you know?
ALEXANDER: How could we know?
LYMAN: Hyrum, maybe I’m not as smart as you. But I kr~ow your

brother is a prophet of God. Now if he’s in trouble, I’m here to
help him. We all want to help.

HYRUM: Joseph is afraid that he has failed.
ALEXANDER: He can’t fail-he’s the prophet. We couldn’t go on

without him.
HYRUM: We wouldn’t want to, but we could. Tihe Lord would

choose another prophet in his place.
ALEXANDER: How can you say such a thing, when he’s your own

brother?
HYRUM: Because it’s true.
ALEXANDER: Well, I want Joseph to keep telling us the will of the

Lord.
HYRUM: So do I, Alexander. And I hope he can. But Joseph has

carried such burdens for us all. He’s been so discouraged.
LYMAN: I never thought- Hate to say it, but I never thought about

how Joseph might feel. Did you?
ALEXANDER: I guess not. I never tried to. What can we do to help

him?
CALEB: No, you’re all wrong. Don’t you see? It’s me. I let you all

down, and Joseph thinks I’ll do it again. Maybe I should-
HYRUM: All I can think of is to pray. We can pray together.

(Hyrum kneels down. Alexander and Lyman follow immediately. Caleb
looks toward them, then toward the trap door.)

CALEB: Hyrum, I have to go up and talk to him. I’m the one got
him so upset.

HYRUM: Caleb, believe me, it wasn’t you.
CALEB: I have to go up there, Hyrum, or I won’t be able to live with

myself. (Caleb ascends quickly into the upper level.)Brother Joseph, I
know you think you want to be alone, but I have to speak to you.

JOSEPH: Caleb, if I don’t pray now, I may never pray again.
CALEB: Brother Joseph, I’m sorry for what I said when I thought you

was all going to break out and leave me here. I’m just an old fool.
JOSEPH: Don’t worry about it, Caleb. I understand.
CALEB: And I don’t know why, but now I’m not scared. ] think we

can get out fine.
JOSEPH (listless): I’m glad, Caleb.
CALEB: No, you’re not. You’re still angry with me. Because I said

you didn’t have any more loyalty than a tick.
JOSEPH: I had already forgotten that till you brought it up. I’m sure

I’1l forget it again, too. I just wish that other.., other Saints who
have suffered could recover as easily.
(The light changes as the action again shifts to Joseph’s mind. Caleb
becomes Hanson.)

HANSON: Joseph? It’s Hanson Jacobs. I’d like to see you.
JOSEPH: I don’t think I can look you in the eyes. I’m sorry, Hanson,

for what has happened to you.
HANSON: Joseph, we’re depending on you. We need the guidance of

our prophet more than ever now.
JOSEPH: How can you call me a prophet when your wife-
HANSON: We all got across the river safe, Joseph. Most of us. And

we’re ready to go on. We’re waiting for you-and the Lord-to
lead us.
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JOSEPH: How can you trust me again?
HANSON: Joseph, that time, after my wife’d been-hurt. I’m sorry for

what I said to you. It was the grief A grief I think I gave to you.
JOSEPH: There’s no need for you to be sorry. It was the truth.
HANSON: Joseph, you’re so lost in our pain that you can only see

part of the truth. Now Fm asking you to look at it all. Will you?
JOSEPH: I see it all.
HANSON: I was the same way-after. Only your grief is worse than

mine, because you feel it for all of us, don’t you?
JOSEPH: I feel too little of what the Saints have suffered.
HANSON: It’s time you let our suffering go.
JOSEPH: I can’t let it go.
HANSON: Listen to me. The night Far West fell- When I became

conscious, Burris and Hobart had set fire to my house. I .just had
time to crawl out before it fell. They’d shot my horses so I had to
make my own xvay into town. I prayed to God all the time I was
stumbling along that he’d protect my wife, my child; all night I
prayed while I was trying to get to them. Well, I got there, and I
found what Hobart and his men had done. I would have killed
them if I’d had any weapon at all. The damn helplessness was the
worst thing I’ve been through. So I sat in my store with my wife
and my son, watching them suffer, and I settled down to hate. I
hated Hobart, and that major, and I hated God. I hated you, too,
and that’s why I said those things I said. I wanted to punish
someone; I wanted someone to fee] the way I felt. So I sat there
with my wife, hating, and waiting for my boy to die. Ten days.
The rest began to leave, and I just sat there, watching my wife
and my son.

JOSEPH: I know, Hanson. I know how you felt.
HANSON: No. Wait. He didn’t die. My wife finally come around

some, and got from her bed. She asked me to give him a blessing.
I said no. I figured we’d done enough turning to God. Next day,
Lucincla got me to go out for a walk, but I didn’t go more than
half a mile. And when I got back, 11 found she’d had the elders
come in to bless him. Brother Joseph, do you know what I did? I
interrupted the blessing, swore terrible things at them, and I
threw them out. When they were gone, Lucinda began to look at
me frightened, and she said, "You’re one of them." I asked what
she was talking about, but I knew. She was right. I sat all that
day, alone with my boy, and I begun to see down into my heart.
1 realized I’d rather let my child die than turn back to God.
When I saw that, I hated who I was. Then it come to me like a
waterfall over me, that I did it to myself.

JOSEPH: You had good cause-
HANSON: Oh, yes, I had cause for all the hate and grief in the

world. But I settled into it as if I’d been waiting for it. Oh, Joseph,
I even forgot the love of my wife. ’When she helped me see it, I
made my choice. I won’t be something dead, something finished.
So I did what I had to do. Finally, just let my bitterness go. That’s
what I’m asking of you, Joseph. Just let it go.

JOSEPH: Your boy?
HANSON: I fell on my knees and asked the Lord to forgive me and

to give him his life. Then my wife and I took him in our arms,
and we blessed him. Right away the fever broke. He suffered
some on the trek out of the state, but now he’s fine.

JOSEPH: I felt that the Lord and I had destroyed you.
HANSON: No, Brother Joseph, you couldn’t destroy me. I could only

do that to myself. You see, that’s what I’ve finally come to
know-Lucinda and I made our own decisions. We believe the
gospd you taught us is truth, so we chose to try to follow you. So

will you help us go on, Joseph?
JOSEPH: How can I ask you to suffer again?
HANSON: You don’t ask us to suffer. You offer us the truth you have

been given, the gospel of Jesus Christ. Sometimes the truth asks
us to suffer. But all of us need our own trials to show us who we
are. It isn’t right that you should take them on yourself.

JOSEPH: Hanson. Thank you for this.
HANSON: Then you’ll forgive me?
JOSEPH: Forgive you? There’s nothing to forgive.
HANSON: Yes, there is;. It took me a while. I had to come to

understand.
JOSEPH: :50 did I. I have had a long, dark time. But I think I can go

back to the Lord and hear him now.
(Hanson turns to leave, hesitates, and t~:rns back to Joseph.)

HANSON: Brother Joseph, I want to tell you something. I know
you’re a prophet of God. If I can ever help you in any way, please
let me do it. It would be an honor to my life.

JOSEPH: You have helped me, Hanson. More than you’ll ever know.
(Hanson becomes Caleb again. The light,.; have gradually been returning
to normal.)

CALEB: 5o what do you think, Joseph?
JOSEPH: What do I think?
CALEB: Yes?
JOSEPH: .About?
CALEB: About the escape. Using the broken chisel like a spike. What

I’ve been telling you. If we keep working, we’ll be through that
wall ie, no time and on our way to Illinois.

JOSEPH (finally hearing what Caleb is saying): Well, yes. It’s worth a
try. And it was your idea?

CALEB: I knew you’d i{ike it. Joseph, we can get out of here. Yes, sir,
I think we can.

JOSEPH: .Caleb, just give you enough time, and you always come
around. Now we’d better set up shifts for tomorrow night. Why
don’t you go on down and tell the others to sleep some so that
we can get going on that wall?

CALEB: Now you’re sounding more like yourself.
JOSEPH: And, Caleb, will you hand me the candle? There are some

things I’d like to write down.
CALEB: Of course, Joseph. Happy to.

(Caleb descends ladder but doesn’t say anything, though all are waiting
for him to speak. He goes to the candle, picks it up, and turns back toward
the ladder.)

HYRUM: Caleb?
CALEB: Yes?
HYRUM: What happened?
CALEB: I’m not quite :sure. I apologized. He said he forgave me. Then

I explained about how we can use the broken chisel, but I don’t
think he heard a thing I said. Finally, just before I came down
here, he said we should get some sleep so that tomorrow night
we’ll be ready to dig.
(Caleb begins to climb the ladder.)

HYRUM: He wants us to keep trying to ,_-scape?
CALEB: Well of course.
HYRUM: Then he must be all right. What are you doing?
CALEB: tie asked for vhe candle. Here you are, Brother Joseph.

(He climbs the ladde;~, gives the candle to Joseph and climbs down. Joseph
takes the candle to the table, takes a quill, a bottle qf ink, and some paper
_from a drawer in the desk, and begins to write a letter to the Church.)

HYRUM: Caleb, how is he?
CALEB: Brother Joseph? Just fine. Hyrum, you’re too anxious about
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him. Joseph wasn’t feeling like a failure. Nothing like that. You
worry too much.

HYRUM (understanding far more than the others about Joseph’s
slruggle): Well, then, l’m relieved.

ALEXANI)ER: Why doesn’t he come down?
CALEB: Said he had some things to write.
ALE~NI~)ER: You mean we just have to sit here and wait for him?
HYRUM: No. It’s time we got some sleep. Don’t you agree, Lyman?
LYMAN: Only if Brother Joseph is all right.
CALEB: Same as always.
LYMAN: In that case, I’d say we’ve had enough broken tools,

complaining, noise, hogging of blankets, and carrying on for
toniglqt, and I’m going back to get a few hours rest. And
Alexander, don’t forget what I said about the blanket. Now good
night!

ALEX&NI)ER: iLyman, I think whoever gets to the blanket ought to
have his say about the blanket. Doesn’t that seem fair to you?
(Alexander races Lyman for the blanket behind the partition..)

HYRUM: Caleb, thank you.
CALEB: Oh, 1 didn’t do anything. You know what I think, Hyrum? I

think Brother Joseph was just acting discouraged to scare some
sense into me. Well, I guess if I have to be ready to dig tomorrow
night, I better get a little sleep myself. Good night.

HYRUM: Now maybe it will be. Even in this jail.
(Caleb goes behind the partition with the others; Hyrum settles on a tick
agains! the ladder. The lights rise slightly on Joseph, who puts the quill
down.~

JOSEPH: Oh, Father, I thank thee for this knowledge. I thank thee
for that woman and that man. Their sorrow is not mine, and
neither is their glory. What they have suffered was for thy gospel,
not for me, and what they have become for that is their own.
Some day they will be holy, and I thank thee for my part in their
lives. (Elated, with a sense of triumph) As well might man stretch
forth Iris puny arm to stop the Missouri River in its course or
turn it upstream as to hinder thee from pouring down knowledge
from heaven upon the heads of thy Saints. Oh, Hanson, Lucinda,
hold ta your path. Continue as you have begun. Be full of charity
towards all and let virtue always fill your thoughts. Then your
confidence will be strong in the presence of the Lord and the
doctrines of the priesthood will distill upon your souls like the
dews l:rom heaven. The Holy Ghost will be your constant
companion, and your scepters unchanging scepters of
righteousness and truth. Your dominion will be an everlasting
dominion and without compulsory means it will flow unto you
forever and ever.
(As Joseph finishes speaking, the light on him begins to fade. The light on
~yrum is of the same diminishing intensity.)

HYRUM (singing slowly, thoughtfully): . . . And men did live a holy
race . . . (pause, with reverence) . . . And worship Jesus face to
face... In Adam-Ondi-Ahman.
(As H3,rum sings, the spotlights.fade to black.)

FINAL PROGRAM NOTE

Ze breach the prisoners made in the wall of the dungeon was

discovered before they could escape. However one month later, in April
1839. the prisoners were ordered to Daviess County for trial. A grand
jury brought in a bill against them for "murder, treason, burglary, arson,
larceny, theft, and stealing." As they were being taken to another county,

it became clear that some officials had connived to allow their escape.
A guard even helped them saddle their horses. With the sheriff and other
guards drunk and asleep, the five men escaped to Illinois, where they
arrived on April 22. The guard who had helped them escape was beaten
and tarred and feathered by a mob because he assisted them.

IN THE MEZZANINE

There is wildness in this northern wind.
The windows shudder occasionally.
Moments ago, clouds blanked the peaks of Timp
and now it rises without restraint:
those dark shoulders muscle up and merge
with heavy bellies of driven clouds
already sweeping Lightning Peak.
Its ridge dissolves; the massive flanks,
shot with stands of pine and broken cliffs,
fade as the first November snow
swirls into Rock Canyon, into the valley.
Details dim, grow grey, go out.

I watch the first flurries wheel in
while the last leaves skid blindlv across
the courtyard where, their faces bright
with sweat beneath a late September sun,
dancers whirled their red and yellow skirts
with the orange blur and circling fire of forming worlds.

Gazing into thickening flurries
that will not settle on the walks,
I munch a salad while the world dissolves,
while earthbound girls in heavy clothes,
clutching their books in folded arms,
trudge across the fading quad.

Staring into greying gusts, I sip
red punch while tables are cleared,
while bundled girls cling to warmth,
bow their heads into the wind, and fade
into the snow that clouds the edges of this world.

In the mezzanine, chin in hand,
while twilight flows from darker clouds,
I touch cold windows that tremble against
the vagrant thrusts of wild wind,
recalling orange and swirling skirts
through blurring snow and darkening glass.

DALE BJORK
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