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DIGGER

A PLAY IN THREE ACTS

By Robert Frederick Lauer

PROGRAM NOTE

DIGGER WAS THE NAME GIVEN THE MONEY DIGGERS

and village seers of New England who, in the early 1800s claimed
to be able to locate buried treasures, gold mines, and wells of water
through magical means; usually by using divining rods, crystal balls
or seerstones. Their rituals combined religious elements from the
Judaeo-Christian tradition with magic incantations and drew crowds

offollowers.
Only Joseph Smith of Palmyra, New York, achieved lasting fame.

His religious movement-called "Mormonism" by its detractors-grew
into a worldwide faith. Leo Tolstoy called it "the Religion of America"
and Joseph, "the American Prophet." The labels are appropriate, for
Joseph combined all that was uniquely American in Christianity, folk
magic and folklore in his doctrines. In many ways he internalized
the concept of America’s Manifest Destiny and then took it to its logi-
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cal extreme.
This play deals with Joseph’s early life and his relationship with

his first wife, Emma Hale. In it, I have attempted to capture the charac-
ter of the American frontier on which they lived and to explore sim-
ply and without resorting to the trappings of a religious or historical
epic the first stages in Joseph’s evolution from village seer to prophet
of the latter days.

When first produced at Brigham Young University in December
1982, I was unable to pin-point my objective in writing the play. In
the years since, as I have grown to better understand the craft of con-
structing a play and as my personal beliefs concerning Joseph and
his faith have evolved, clarity has slowly come. In this last and final
draft of the play I have focused on the fears and convictions that I
believe motivated the young Joseph, indeed, all religious leaders in
their youth: the fear that present injustices will never be corrected,
that repentance is impossfl:de, that life is destined to be disappoint-
ing, and yet the feeling that one’s life must stand for something, that
the individual was born for some higher purpose, and that in the
scheme of things, anything is possible if one is willing to dig. All in
all, I suppose Digger is rather naive.

-Robert Frederick Lauer
November 1988

DEDICATED TO MY PARENTS
WHO LET ME CHOOSE

DIGGER was first presented by the Brigham Young University

Department of Theatre and Cinematic Arts at the Nelke Experimental

Theatre on 2 December 1982. It was directed by John E. Clark, with
sets by R. Kent Sheranian, costumes provided by the BYU costume
shop, lighting by Sara V. Olds, and sound by Brent Wolfe and Somsik
Nonpoe. The cast was as follows:

isaac ~I_E .......................... J. Scott Bronson
EMMa HaLE .......................Paula Miller Eckern
ELIZABETH HALE ........................ Ruth Razanas

.JOSIAH STOWELL .....................Duane D. Reneau
ESSaU ................................Trent Bright
.JESSE .......................... Stanley J. Hainsworth

JOSE~’H SMrrH ........................Alan Ririe Stark

aV, aD STOWEU_ ......................Mark R. Gollaher

.IONa’~HaN "tHOMPSON ..................Richard F. Beach

The play takes place in the kitchen of the Hale Home in Harmony,
Pennsylvania, in the years 1825 and 1826.

ROBERT FREDERICK LAUER is a freelance writer, illustrator, actor,
and currendy the producing director of The Olde Theatre Company
of Portsmouth, Virginia. His most recent play, "The Beehive 5tare,"
deals with post-manifesto polygamy and is scheduled for production
by the Company in 1989. Copyright © 1982, 1988 by R.F. Lauer.
All rights smctly reserved, including reproduction of the script and
reading, recitation, and pedormance rights. Amateur and professional
performance rights available by" writing Olde Theatre Plays, 5408 Bing-
ham Drive, Portsmouth, Virginia 23703.

ACT I
SCENE 1

PLACE: Harmony, Pennsylvania
TIME: Autumn 1825
SCENE: The action of the play takes place inside the kitchen of the

Isaac Hale home and in the yard just outside. The kitchen is indicated
by a raised area upstage center. A table and chairs are in the center of
the room and a large stone fireplace is upstage center. A door frame to
the right leads into the rest of the house while a door frame to the left
opens out onto the back porch. Steps at the downstage end of the porch
lead into the back yard. To the right of these porch steps is an old water
pump.

AT RISE: isaac HALE, a great man of about sixty years, enters carry-
ing a hunting rifle and a string of dead quail. ISaaC is broad across the
shoulders and stocky of ~rth, with skin that is red and rough from the
sun and wind. He flings the quail across the table and rests his rifle against
the hearth. He walks to the pump to rinse the blood from his hands. He
works the pump vigorously but no water comes out. With a grunt he goes
back into the kitchen and spotting an apron hanff~ng on a peg by the door,
he wipes the quail blood from his hands onto it. Off left a hound is heard
barking. ~saac walks over to the pot cooking over the fire, pulls out a bone
with some meat on it with his hands, drips it across the floor to the porch.
He .flings it off stage left to his barking dog.

ISAAC: Now let that satisfy ya!
(EMMa ~aI_E enters from right just in time to see her father mess up
the kitchen floor. She is a striking young woman, dark complexioned,
she has abundant brown hair and piercing black eyes. isaac enters the
kitchen to find his daughter glaring at him.)

~saac: That bitch ain’t worth a thing since she dehvered her last litter.

(ISaaC wipes the meat drippings into the apron. EMMa grabs a rag and
wipes the floor, tossing the rag into the fire. She goes out to the pump
to rinse off her hands, but can get no water out of it.)
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EMMA (entering the kitchen): When are you going to put in a new

pump?
ISAAC: That one’s fine, you just have to put some muscle behind it.
EMMA: It’s dry as a stone. What we need is a new well closer to the

house. It’s hard on Mother having to go behind the barn whenever
she needs water.

ISAAC: I haven’t heard her complain.
(EMMA goes to wipe her hands in her apron but finds it mucky from
ISAAC’S hands. She throws him a perturbed look and wipes her hands
in his hunting jacket which he has removed and hung by the door. She
spies the quail on the table.)

EMMA: And what, pray tell, am I to do with these?
ISAAC: Cook ’era up for dinner, Daughter.
EMMA: You clean them and then I’ll cook them. Honestly! Mother and

I spend all morning cleaning this place, and then you come in
smelling like a dung heap and throwing dead animals about.

IsAAc: Need I remind you that this is my house?
EMMA: And need I remind you that that woman in the other room

is your wife and not your slave?
ELIZABETH (frOm Off stage right): Emma, has your father returned?
EMMA: Indeed he has!
ELIZABETH: Have you given him any stew? I’m sure he’s hungry.

(ELIZABETH HaLE enters. She is about fifty years old, descended from
upright New England Puritan stock. She is an excellent housekeeper,
a devout wife and mother, a good Christian and, last of all, a woman.)

ISAAC: No, she hasn’t offered me a bite. When I see how your daugh-
ter has turned out I sometimes wonder if you ever played me false.

ELIZABETH: Why, Isaac!
ISAAC: Ah, where’s your sense of humor?
ELIZABETH: [ don’t find such talk humorous. (She gives him a bowl of

stew.) Are these all the quail you shot?
ISAAC: I left a few on the front stoop of Widow Newbury’s house.
EMMA: Father, we’ll need those birds to feed the new boarders. These

few quail won’t feed us and those men.
ELIZABETH: Emma, the Widow Newbury has no one to hunt for her.

Where’s your sense of charity?
EMMA: My sense of charity ends where my common sense begins.

The Widow Newbury doesn’t need quail; she survives off her own
self pity. I certainly don’t know how we’re to feed those new
boarders tonight.

isAAc: Let me worry about where the food will come from. After all,
I am the man here and-

EMMA: -and this is your home. Yes, you never tire of telling us that!
ISAAC: After all, it’s the male of the species what does the important

work like providing food for his mate and offspring. It’s the law
of the forest. Bears do it, wild cats do it--

EMMa: I am neither a bear nor a wildcat, and I do not share your love
of roaming the woods and joining them in their pursuits.

IsAAc: I don’t see why not. You’re quite a wildcat today.
ELIZABETH: Emma’s always like that when she can’t teach.
ISAAC: Why isn’t she over at the school?
EMMA: Because it’s harvest time and no students came today. Their

parents obviously feel it’s more important for them to work the
fields like mules than learn to read or write.

IsAAc: There are a lot of fine men in these parts who can’t read or
write. Why aren’t you out tryin’ to get one of them to many instead
of hiding in that school house?

EMMA: I am not hiding.
EUZABETH: But, Emma, you are an attractive woman and you should-
EMMA: -Be out looking for a husband while I’m still in my prime?

ISAAC: Need I remind you that both of your younger sisters are mar-
fled? They’re happy, and you could be too if you’d only force
yourself.

ELIZABEnt: That’s true, Emma. And a married woman is a respectable
woman.

IsAAc: Find a good man and he’ll rid you of this hell fire that gets
you so stirred up inside. A husband and eight or nine children
tend to have a settling effect on most women.

EMMA: I’m content teaching school. Perhaps I’ll never marry.
ELIZABETH: Oh, Emma, don’t say that!
EMMA: Good Heavens, Mother, why shouldn’t I say it?
IsAAc: I don’t see how you’d survive if I were dead and gone and un-

able to hunt for you.
EMMa: Couldn’t I shoot a quail?
ISAAC (laughing): Even if you could, you’d still starve to death without

a man to clean it up for cooking.
EMMa: So I’m hopelessly dependent upon men, am I?
ISAAC: So it seems.
EMMA: Let me tell you, Sir, if I ever many it will not be out of neces-

sity. To date I haven’t met a single man to whom I am attracted.
All I’ve ever known are farmers, hunters, and trappers.., wolves
content to waste their lives running in packs, howling, at the moon
and breeding more of their own kind. No ambition! No gentility!
No refinemen!!

ISAAc (laughing): Just like Andrew Jackson!
EMMa: Laugh if you will, but I shall get along just fine one day without

you. I can clean these birds as well as any man. And to see who
is dependent upon whom, when I’m finished you can cook them!
(She takes the quail to a cutting board, grabs a kitchen axe and begins
hacking away.)

IsAAc: The man who goes after her will have to have the Good Lord
with him if he intends on holding on to her.
(JOSIAH STOWELL, a short bubbling man in his sixties, appears on the
porch and raps upon the door with his cane.)

ELIZABETH: Come right in, Josiah.
JOSIAH: Thank you, Lizzy. How are we today?
ELIZABETH: We’re doing just fine-

(EMMA hacks through a bird with a loud thud and looks at ISAAC.)
EMMA: Yes, Father is cooking supper tonight. Perhaps you’d like to

join us.
isAAc: Are the boarders here?
JOSIAH: They’re waiting outside.
ISAAC: Bring them on in.

(JOSIAH goes to the porch and calls off left.)
JOSIAH: Come right in, Boys.

(ESSAU and JESSE enter the kitchen, cautiously, so as not to dirty any-
thing. They are both in their twenties, dressed in dirty work clothes
and carrying all their belongings in bundles under their arms. They
are unshaven and unkempt.)

josIAt~: This is Essau ...
ESSAU: How’d do?
JOSIAH: And this is Jesse...
JESSE: Pleased to meet ’ya.
JOSIAH: And this is . . . (He hurries back to the door and calls off left.)

Joe, come on in!
(JOSE~’H SMITH enters from off left. He is nineteen years old, six feet tall
with blonde hair, penetrating blue eyes, a beguiling smile, and pale
white skin which somehow adds to rather than detracts from his appear-
ance. He stands straight and tall, moving in a princely manner despite
his ragged work clothes, poor speech, and generally poor appearance.)
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JOS~: And this is Joe Smith-
JOSEPH: Joseph.
JOSIAH: Of course! This is Joseph Smith. Boys, meet the Hales. This

is Isaac Hale, his wife Elizabeth, and that lady with the axe over
there is their daughter, Emma. They’ll be putting you up here while
you’re digging for me.

EM~: Digging? Father, while these men are here why don’t you hire
them to dig us that well we need?

EUZaBEm: Come, Emma. I’ll help you clean these birds while the men
talk.

EMMA: Mr. Stowell, could you spare these men a while so they can
dig a well here for us?

JOSIAH: That’s not the type of digging these boys do. Emma, you’ve
heard those rumors of Spanish gold or silver buried in these hills
since the sixteen hundreds? Some folks think it might be buried
on my land. Of course, I never paid much attention to that talk,
except when I needed money for land payments. Then those
rumors would come to haunt me like ghosts from limbo, and I
was certain that gold was buried just below the top soil. Well,
recently I dreams of a great golden treasure buried in the earth
just waiting for the right man to bring it forth, and in that dream
I somehow had part in it. I dreamt that dream three times, and
you know what dreamin’ the same dream three times means.

EM~: That you drank some bad liquor?
josua-~: It’s a sign-an omen!-that the contents of my dream must

surely come to pass. I’ra heading a digging on my land.
EM~: What does Mrs. Stowell have to say about this?
ISaac: Oh, she’s kicking up a cloud of dust over it, but it’s my land

and my money, so what can she do about it?
EMMA: But just how will you find this gold, Mr. Stowell?
JOSIAH: That’s where Joseph here come in. Last week while in

Palmyra, I mentioned my dreams to my cousin. He suggested that
I look up a boy he heard tell of who has the power to see the invis-
ible, interpret dreams, and find great treasures in the earth.

ESSAU: Our .Joe here is the boy!
josI,~: Of course, I don’t readily believe every such tale I hear-
EMMA: Not :readily...
JOSIAH: So I asked Joseph to demonstrate his powers. It was like pull-

ing teeth, but finally he took a small brown stone, dropped it in
his old white hat, held it over his face so as to keep out all light,
and began telling me what he saw. He said he saw my house and,
sure enough, he described it in detail. Then he described a oak
painted white around the trunk with a human hand painted over
that.

ISAAC: Sounds like Simpson’s place.
JOSIAH: Exactly! But Joseph’s never been there.
ISAAC: Then how do you explain your knowing all that, Son?
JOSEPH: I just told Mr. Stowell what I seen.

(ARAD STOWELL appears at the door with JONATHAN THOMPSON. ARAD

is a well dressed, proper .young man in his mid-twenties. THOMPSON
is a middle aged man. Both are upset.)

ARAD: Father! Are you here?
JOSIAH: No!
ARAD: What is this I hear about you digging for a silver mine?
THOMPSON: Josiah, as your foreman I think I deserve an explanation!
JOSIAH: At my age, I owe explanations to no one!

(ARAD looks JOSEPH, JESSE ~ ESSAU over.)
A~D: I suppose these are your... "men"?
JOSIAH: That’s correct, Son. This is Essau, Jesse-
ARAD: All right, which of you is the leader of this little crew?

JESSE: Who do you think you are, talkin’ to us like-
A~D: My father is old! I refuse to let him be taken advantage of by

the likes of you! (To ESSAU.) Are you in charge here? (ESSAU and
JESSE look at one another and step back behind JOSEPH. ARAD
approaches JOSEPH.) Are you behind all this?

JOSEPH (looking at his cowering companions): Looks like all this is
behind me.

joss’q: See here, Arad! Leave these gentlemen alone!
ARAD: "Gentlemen?" (To JOSEPH.) You’re the spokesman. Explain

yourself!
JOSEPH: Well...I...
"tHOMPSON (to JOSEPH): We’re worried about Josiah being taken by an

opportunist. Why, with Freemasons taking over everything these
days, you can’t trust strangers.

jos~: Fiddlesticks! An old man has a right to take a few chances.
If I’m taken for every damn cent I have, I won’t live and suffer but
so much longer!

JESSE: But we’re no frauds, Sir. Joe Junior can see the invisible . . .
ESSAU: Aye, and things hidden from mortal eyes!
JOSIAH: He’s an honest-to-God seer! I know that! Come, Joseph!

Demonstrate your gift for them.
JOSEPH: Here and now?

(JOSIAH pulls JOSEPH aside.)
jos~: I’m not an old fool being taken by you or anyone else, and

I shan’t have my children and neighbors thinking so.
JESSE: Go on! Show ’em up, Joe!
EMMa: Will he demonstrate his.., art for us, Mr. Stowell?
josI~a~: He most certainly will. Go ahead, Son. I have faith in you.
JOSEPH: Well... only if Mr. Hale doesn’t mind.
~sa~c: Go ahead.
al~t): Yes, do! I’ve always wanted to see how you rascals pull this

sort of thing off.
ESSAU: Then everybody be seated and make yerselves comfortable.

(ESSAU and JESSE usher everyone to a seat at the table. Then they push
JOSEPH to the head of the table ... as if they were actors preparing
to perform.)

JOSEPH: Well, I’ll need my stone.
(He takes a small brown stone out of his pocket.)

al~aI): So that’s a real peep stone! Hold it up so we can all see it.
tHOmPSOn: Why do you need an old rock?
JOSEI’H: To gaze into. The staring takes my focus from the physical

world around me, so that the visions come more clear.
(ESS,~U hands JOSEPH his old felt hat. The stone is dropped in it, and
JOSEPH then sticks his face inside the hat. A~D ~ves an irritated
chuckle.)

JOSEPH: I’ll need complete silence.
(As he continues to gaze silently into the stone, everyone unconsciously
leans toward him.., then they catch themselves, quickly sit up straight,
embarrassed that they were showing genuine interest in the demon-
stration.)

JOSEPH: Mr. Thompson, you don’t believe in my powers, you’re
against the digging because you was cheated once and you’re afear’d
Mr. Stowell will be cheated, too.

IsAAc: Who hasn’t been cheated?
mOMPSOrq: You needn’t look into a rock to know something like that.

(All laugh quietly.)
JOSEPH: Sixteen years ago.., lots of money was involved... I see

the man, bearded, no mustache.., wearing a black rimmed hat.
He was a Quaker or Mennonite.
(Suddenly THOMPSON’S eyes have opened wide in surprise.)
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THOMPSON: Ah... he was a Mennonite.
JOSEPH (without looking up): No ... a Quaker.
THOMPSON (caught): Yes... a Quaker.
JOSEPH: He was a’going to sell you some land.
THOMPSON: Yes, south of here by the Susquahanna.
JOSEPH: You trusted him.
THOMPSON: I had known him five years.
JOSEPH: So you paid him with the money you’d been saving.., he

gave you a deed.
THOMPSON: Yes! But when I went to confirm the transaction, I found

out he never even owned the land. He ran off with my money.
JOSEPH: He needed to pay his creditors.
THOMPSON: A warrant for his arrest was put out, but he was never

caught.
gv~a): You actually knew such a man?
josI~’-I: Of course, he did! Didn’t Joseph just say so.
THOMPSON: It all happened sixteen years ago just as he said.
JOSiaH: Now do you believe?
"tHOMPSON: Josiah, you told him this?
jos>,Ia: How could I? You never told me.
THOMPSON: I haven’t, have I? (To JOSEPH.) How did you know all of

this?
JOSEPH: I only spoke what I seen.
jost~a~: And that’s how we’ll find that Spanish mine. Joseph will look

in his stone, tell us what he sees and we will dig accordingly.
Av4m: Father, think of the time and money you’ll be wasting on this

magic child’s play.
EMMA: Mr. Stowell, listen to Arad. Certainly you cannot-
~sAAc: Daughter, stay out of it. It’s their business. Josiah, you’re old

enough to throw away your money on anything you like, and in
my opinion that’s what you’re doing with it.

josIva-~: Ye of little faith.
isaac: That I am. If your men board here, I’ll be expecting the amount

I quoted you at the end of each week. Now, if you’ll excuse me.
(He starts off right, but then turns to ELIZABETH.) Elizabeth, show
these men to their room. (He exits.)

ELIZABETH: Follow me, Boys.
(The diggers gather up their belongings and follow her off.)

jOSlaU (to AV, aD & "tHOMPSON): Don’t you worry. We’re going to be rich
men soon! (He cheerfully leaves the house.)

ARAD: Jonathan, are you certain that you never mentioned that inci-
dent to Father?

THOMPSON: I’m sure of it. I’ve always been embarrassed I was so gul-
lible at the time.

AV,,~D: How long have you known Father?
-tHOMPSON: About twelve years.
Atom: Think for moment: how could you possibly remember every-

thing you have or have not said to him in the course of all those
years? Isn’t it possible that you did mention it and he in turn men-
tioned it to this Smith fellow?

THOMPSON: I suppose you’re right, Arad.
aRaD: Of course, I am. Now go along with Father.

(THOMPSON turns to exit then stops.)
I"HOMPSON: But, Arad, what if I didn’t mention that incident to your

father? How did that boy know?
aaal): There’s an explanation! (I~OMVSON exits.) I can see right through

that Smith character!
EMMA: You’re a seer also?
a16m: You can find those fortune tellers in every tavern in the county.
EMMA: And you probably know, as no doubt you’ve been to every

one of them.
avem: Don’t be smug, Emma.
EMMA: Ah, where’s your sense of humor?
AV4m: This is serious! My father could be robbed blind by these

frauds. Listen, Emma, I want you to watch this Smith character
very carefully. Let me know what unfolds. I’m going to find out
more about him and show everyone the type of fraud he really is.

EMMA: And what kind of a fraud is he, Arad?
Atom: Just do as I asked, Emma-please!

(ARaD leaves the house. EMMa clears the table and notices that JOSEPH’S
stone has been left behind. After making sure that she is alone, she
picks it up and studies it. Then she holds it in her cupped hands, closes
her eyes, rolls back her head as if she is going into a trance. JOSEPH
enters but stops short when he sees what EMMA is doing. He almost
laughs but controls himself. EMMa opens her eyes and peers down into
the stone.)

JOSEPH: See anything?
(EMMa spins around in surprise.)

EMMA: Do you find it amusing, sneaking up on people unsuspected?
JOSEPH: I forgot my stone.
EMMa: And, of course, a seer can’t be without his stone.
JOSEPH: Neither can the. hunter’s daughter, I reckon.

(He holds out his hand. EMMa ~ves him the stone and he turns to exit.)
EMMa: I must say, you had everyone quite entranced with your httle

performance, Joe. Where in the world did a plow boy master such
theatrics? One would suppose you had been stomping about a
stage all of your life instead of corn fields. Your performance almost
had me convinced that you could see the invisible-almost!

JOSEPH: When do you stop performing, Miss Hale? I’ll admit you play
a very believable shrew, but a change of character sure would be
nice.

EMMa: How dare you!
JOSEPH: I’m sorry, but I’m also used to speaking my mind. If you’ll

excuse me, Em.
EMMA: How dare you address me in so familiar a fashion! To you I

am Miss Hale!
JOSEPH (suddenly smiling warmly, sincerely): Of course. And you can

call me Joseph. If you’ll excuse me, Miss Hale.
(He leaves the house, leaving an astonished EMMa. She returns to the
cutting board and beans hacking away angrily. Isa_~c enters.)

EMMa: Father, I refuse to be humiliated by that boy!
ISAAC: Humiliated by what boy?
EMMA: That Joe Smith just addressed me in a most familiar fashion!
~saac: How familiar?
EMMA: He called me EM! (ISAAC beans to laugh at her.) He looked me

straight in the eye and called me "Em" as if he had known me for
years; as if I too were accustomed to peeping in stones and dig-
ging up people’s field!! I suppose you’ll do nothing about it?

ISaaC: What should I do? Your name is Era, isn’t it?
EMMa: I want those men out of this house!
ISAAC: This is my house, and if I want to take in money diggers, I will.
EMMa: You would, wouldn’t you? Just to go against my wishes!
isaac: Daughter, your approval is not needed.
EMMa: Oh, I see. Well now, these birds are clean and ready for cook-

ing. (She.flings the quail into ISAAC’S arms and starts to exit.) Remem-
ber, Father, we’re depending on you. (She walks off defiantly.)

~saac: Daughter, you come back here at once! (He throws the birds
on the table, runs to the pump to rinse off his hands, but no water
will come out.) Emma Hale!

(Black Out)
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SCENE 2

SCENE: Same as before, one evening several weeks later.
AT RISE: EMMA is reading a letter aloud as aRAD listens. ELIZABETH

is busy cleaning the kitchen.

EMMA (reading): "... after the treasure’s been founded, it is best to
wait till seven nights after the new moon. On the seventh night
cut seven . . . "-I suppose the word is-"branches . . . of hazel.

Place them in the ground in a circle around where the treasure
is. Get a sword. Steel swords is best, but brass ones is even better.
Let a man walk round the circle, a-waving the sword first to the
left, then to the right, saying every fourth step ABRA... ABRA..."

ARAD (looking at the letter): ABRACADABRA.
EMMA: "... ABRACADABRA. This will scare off the Devil or any other

evil spirit that guards the treasure. My father has secured many
a treasure this way. My brother Alvin almost got a chest of old
Indian gold this way, but the Indian spirit what guarded that gold
was too tricky for him. I offer"- that’s O-F-U-R-"my services to
you. I can show you how it is done. Yours, Joseph Smith, Junior."

aRAD: That’s just one of such letters he has written to gullible, super-
stitious farmers around Palmyra.

EMMA: Do you think he actually believes in all this magic?
aRAD: Of course not. He’s a charlatan. Show this letter to your father

and he’ll have these men out of his house by morning. Maybe then
my father will come to his senses and send them all back to
Palmyra. Where is Joe now?

EMMA: Isn’t he at your place digging?
ELIZABETH: [ overheard him talking to the other two. He said some-

thing about the revivals the Methodists have been holding every
night this week.

,~RAD (with a laugh): Old Joe in church? (Leaving the house.) Keep the

letter, Emma, and show it to your father. I’ll get it from you later.
Good night, Mrs. Hale. (He exits.)

ELIZABETH: Good night, Arad.
EMMA: I’ll be very interested to see Father’s face when he reads this.
ELIZABETH: Oh, Emma, do show some respect for him. He knows

what he’s about.
EMMA: Are you really sure of that, Mother? (ELIZABETH starts to exit.)

Why are you so afraid to ever disagree with him?
EUZ~-rH: I know my place, Daughter. For your own well being I sug-

gest that you learn yours.
(ELIZABETH exits. EMMA, alone, looks over the letter, then places it in
her pocket and exits right. After several seconds JOSEPH enters from the
left looking very depressed and a bit angry. He sits on the porch steps.
Off stage left JESSE and ESSAU can be heard. They are drunk.)

JESSE (off stage): Did ya’ see that old lady?
ESSaO (offstage): "I believe! I believe!" (They burst onto the stage, laugh-

ing. ESS^O leaps onto the porch step above JOSEPH.) Lookee here, boys!
I’m that old preacher! "I say ye must repent ....Turn ye, turn ye
to the Lord!"
(,JESSE falls to his knees.)

JESSE: Oh, Brother, I repent! I am a sinner through and through!
ESSaO: Do ya’ confess?
JESSE: I confess and I believe!

(ESSau notices that JOSEPH has been trying to ignore them.)
ESSaU: And you, Joe Junior, do ya’ admit you’re on the road to Hell,

where the fire never dies-
JESSE: And where the worms eat away your flesh, and it grows back

so’n they can eat it away again? (JOSEPH tl, trrlS from them.) Hey, I
think he’s ignorin’ us, Essau!

ESSaU: Ah, Joe, don’t take it so serious! Why you have to go and get
religion? 0OSEPH throws him a peeved look.) Excuse me, Your
Holiness!

JESSE: Joe, you don’t want to join the Methodists anyway, not really.
My grandma’s a Presbyterian and she knows the Bible. She says
the Methodists ain’t right about anything.

ESSaU: Leave him be, Jesse. He’s been tight as a cork in a bottle ’cause
we ain’t dug up that treasure yet. Well, lookee up in that sky, Joe

PAGE 26
NOVEMBER 1988



S U N S T O N E

boy, and what do you see? The moon. A full moon! And tonight
that full moon’s gonna scare off those spirits and just draw that
there Spanish mine right out’a the ground. Now grab your shovel
and let’s get over to o1’ Josiah’s place. He’s waitin’ for us.
(He goes for his shovel that is propped up by the porch door. JOSEPH
turns to JESSE.)

JOSEPH: But I wanted to join that church, Jesse. I’ve been attending
them revivals and I like the Methodists. l’m ready to commit myself.
But that minister said, "No." He said I’d have to denounce my gifts
first. Now, how could I do such a thing?

JESSE: You know his type. Our kind ain’t good enough for them and
their churches. We ain’t educated and well mannered enough. For-
get it all, Joe.

JOSEPH: They only believe what they can see.
JESSE: That’s right. They’re blind.
JOSEPH: They’re the ones who are ignorant.., ignorant of things

spiritual. Don’t you reckon?
ESSAU: You don’t need ’em Joe Junior. You don’t need ’em ’cause you

can see. You got the gift of seeing.
JOSEPH: You really believe that, Essau?
ESSAU: What else is there to believe in? You’re as convincing as any

of those ministers.
JOSEPH: You think we’ll find that treasure tonight?
ESSAU: Sure, sure. Come on. Josiah’s waitin’ and tomorrow we get

paid.
JOSEPH: YOU two go on ahead. I’ll join you presently.

(ESSAU gives a shovel to JESSE and they start off left. ESSAU takes a bot-
tle from his back pocket and drinks from it.)

ESSAU: We’re gonna whup them evil spirits tonight and grab that gold!
(They are gone, leaving JOSEPH alone. He rises from the steps and then
kneels on the ground, looking up at the moon.)

JOSEPH: Open me... open me up, Lord. We ain’t finding that treas-
ure. My eyes are all stopped up. I can’t see in the earth .... Open
my eyes, Lord. Open them up and show me why I’ve been brought
here!
(He looks wide eyed at the moon. He stares at its light without blink-
ing. Inside the kitchen, EMMA has entered from off left carrying the let-
ter. She looks through the porch door and sees JOSEPH kneeling in the
moonlight. Clearing her throat, she steps on to the porch.)

EMMA: Joe, I want to talk to you. Arad Stowell was here earlier and
brought this letter...
00SEPH doesn’t respond to her voice but continues to listen to an
unheard voice. His eyes are open, filled with wonder, as if seeing some-
thing we cannot. EMMa stops short.)

EMMA: Joe... Joe, I’m speaking to you.
00SEPH doesn’t respond but keeps looking at the moon. His face has
become pale, it almost shines. A shiver runs down EMMa’S back. Slowly
she backs into the shadows, placing the letter in her dress pocket. Then
she hurries into the kitchen, unnerved by the experience. She takes
several books from a shelf and takes them to the table. She sits, opens
a book, tries to start reading, but can’t. She rises and goes to thefire-
place, looking into the flames. Meanwhile outside, JOSEPH nods his head
as if in agreement with something that’s been said.)

JOSEPH: Amen.
(He rises to his feet, feeling more at peace and confident. He enters
the kitchen. When EMMA sees him enter she is startled.)

JOSEPH: Evening.
EMMA: Good evening, Joe.
JOSEPH (seeing her books on the table): You reading? (He picks up the

open book and examines it.)

EMMA: I was about to. I have a lot of work to do tonight, for school.
JOSEPH (reading off title page): ... William Wordsworth...
EMMa: He’s an excellent poet now writing in England.
JOSEPH: You know him?
EMMA (amazed at his ignorance): Only through his poems.
JOSEPH: My father’s fond of poetry. There’s one poem he taught me

and the boys:
My name is Cap’n Kidd
And most wickedly I did,
The laws of God I did forbid
As I sailed,
As I sailed!

EMMA: That isn’t poetry.
JOSEPH: It rhymes, don’t it?
EMMA (correcting his grammar): "Doesn’t it." It’s very bad verse. A

prostitution of true poetry.
JOSEPH: I reckon my father didn’t know that. He was never one to

abide harlots, be they real or written.
EMMA: Obviously you haven’t read much. Now if you will excuse

me-
JOSEPH: No, Ma’m, my mother makes sure that my brotlhers, sisters,

and myself read every day.
EMMa: The Bible, no doubt.
JOSEPH: I’ve been through it twice.
EMMA: And so has every dirt poor farmer and miner in the state. Being

able to quote scripture hasn’t helped them.
(She opens a book to read. JOSEPH studies her.)

JOSEPH: I knew you was a teacher the first time I saw you.
EMMA (without looking up): Did you look in your peep stone?
JOSEPH: I didn’t have to. You have an intelligent way about you.
EMMA: If SO, you’re the first one around here to take notice.
JOSEPH: And... you’re not married.
EMMA: And of course, spinsterhood is a prerequisite for teaching! So

I work trying to teach children things they would never learn from
their parents, hoping that just maybe they’ll realize the.y don’t have
to settle for pushing a plow the rest of their lives! What are you
dedicated to, Joe? Digging for dream mines or simply deceiving
people?

JOSEPH: Neither.
EMMa: Neither? Well, you certainly have picked a fine profession.
JOSEPH: I never picked stone peeping and money digging as profes-

sions. All of this sort of happened by itself.
EMMa: And you had no say in the matter?
JOSEPH: I suppose as a child. But what boy doesn’t dream of such

things.
EMMA: What things?
JOSEPH: Buried treasure and magic charms. Among your students-

especially the boys-ain’t you heard talk of Cap’n Kidd and bury-
ing dead cats in graveyards to cure warts?

EMMA: I ain’t. It’s my job to show them that such things are supersti-
tion and discourage them from believing in such tales.

JOSEPH: You got the right idea. But the folks I growed up around-
EMMA (correcting): "The folk I grew up around . . ."
JOSEPH: -thej didn’t have your ideas. So when the other boys and

me--
EMMA: "Other boys and I..."
JOSEPH: When we made up stories of buried treasures and spread

rumors that the old woman in the hollow was a conjurer, the grown
folks encouraged us. They didn’t mean no harm, they was just back-
wards because they never had no one like you to educate them.
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EMMA: Then you admit that you’re a fraud?
JOSEPHI I’m no fraud, Ma’am. I can see things-wonderful, beautiful

things, and other things not so nice-right in here . . . in my mind,
my intellect.., with my spiritual eyes.

EMMA: Then there is no magic?
(JOSEPH searches her face before answering.)

JOSEPH: You want to believe there is, don’t you?
EMMA (taken aback): I’m sure it matters not to me.
JOSEPH: Miss Hale, I know there’s more to this world than what meets

the natural eye, and there’s a power greater than man’s.
EMMA: And you understand this "power"? Aren’t your visions ever

wrong?
JOSEPH: I make plenty of mistakes. I suppose those are just the inven-

tions of old Joseph Smith’s mind or deceptions from the Devil.
At times it’s hard to tell one from the other. But the true visions
come from God.

EMMA: God?
(She wants an explanation, but JOSEPH quickly changes the subject
when he .senses this.)

JOSEPH: When I was a boy tlhere was this fellow named Walters liv-
ing in Palmyra. Now, he knew how to draw a crowd! We boys
would watch him wide eyed while he told people’s fortunes and
did his magic. I remember once he claimed to have found some
old manuscript written in some ancient tongue only he could trans-
late. It turned out to be an old book he bought in New York what
was printed in Latin. We boys would play games, pretending to
tell fortunes like he did. At first we was just guessing, but then
folks began noticing that I always seemed to guess right. Soon it
weren’t a game no more-

EMMA: "any more..."
JOSEPH: . . . any more. Folks were listening to me and watching me.

Some said they didn’t believe a word I said, but if they didn’t, then
why’d they keep on listening? And I started noticing that whenever
I looked at them in a certain way, they’d get real uneasy. I reckon
it was then I realized I were different.

EMMA (correcting): "I was different .... "Well, Joe, merely considering
yourself different will not get you very far in this world. Do you
ever think about the future?

JOSEPH: All the time.
EMMA: And you’ll be content to spend your life digging for fool’s gold?
JOSEPH: Course not. I only took this job because my family needs the

money.
EMMA: You could elevate the station of both your family and your-

self with an education.
JOSEPH: I went to school., for a while.
EMMA: Then what are your plans when this escapade with Josiah

Stowell is over?
JOSE,’H: Go back to Palmyra and find work.
EMMA: Doing what? Digging?
JOSEPH: There’s farm work.
EMMA: Oh yes, pushing a plow! Now that’s quite an improvement

over digging!
JOSEPH: I’m an able body! I .got talents-
EMMA "I have talents-"
JOSEPH: I HAVE TALENTS!
EMMa.: Of course you do, Joe. And you like to use words such as

"ain’t"; "was" instead of "were"; "no" instead of "any"... Oh yes,
you’ll go far indeed!

JOSEPH: Well, if you’re so damned all knowing, you teach me!
EMMA: Don’t think for one moment that I couldn’t!

JOSEPH (suddenly cheerful): All right then! I accept the offer.
EMMA: What?
JOSEPH: I’ll be your new pupil!
EMMA: But it--
JOSEPH: Of course! You can teach me how to speak proper, how to

read that Wordsworth fellow and how to tell true poetry from
prostitution!

EMMAI But when?
JOSEPH: Evenings, early mornings ... we’ll find the time. (ELIZABETH

enters.) Mrs. Hale, your daughter has volunteered to teach me and
help me with my reading and writing!

ELIZABETH: Emma?
EMMA: Yes, I suppose I have.
JOSEPH: Mrs. Hale, your daughter is a very intelligent woman. I think

we’d all be better off if we’d listen to her more. Now, if you’ll excuse
me, I feel like washing up.
(He exits left whistling cheerfully. ELIZABETH looks at EMMA, concerned.)

EMMA: IS something the matter, Mother?
ELIZABETH: You’re going to teach him?
EMMA: I suppose so. Why shouldn’t I?
ELIZABETH: What about that letter that Arad showed you?
EMMA: I’ll simply teach Joseph how to write better ones in the future.
ELIZABETH: You haven’t mentioned this to your father?
EMMA: Of course not. What business is it of his?

(EMMa smiles at ELIZABETH, amused by what she sees on her mother’s
face.) Why, Mother, I do believe that you’re concerned.

ELIZABETH: Of course I am. You’re my daughter.
EMMA: You’re afraid.
ELIZABETH: What have I to be afraid of?.
EMMA: I don’t know.
ELIZABETH: Even though you are an attractive, unmarried woman and

the neighbors might talk about you teaching a younger, unmar-
ried man with his background and reputation.

EMMA: To the devil with the neighbors! Who don’t they talk about?
You’re always talking about Christian charity. Admit it, Mother,
you’re always at your most cheerful when some poor wretched
sinner comes to you begging for help. Now I shall have a chance
to see what it feels like to administer relief to one in need.

ELIZABETH: Just remember, Daughter, that he is a fraud.
EMMA: Yes, Mother, but he’s a genuine fraud.

0OSEPH enters carrying a towel. He crosses through the kitchen
whistling cheerfully, goes out to the pump and reaches for the handle.
EMMA goes to the door.)

EMMA: Joe, you’ll have to go to the well behind the barn. That pump’s
been dry as a bone for months.

JOSEPH: Really? I’ve been using it ever since the day I arrived.
(He pumps the handle several times and suddenly water beans to pour
out.) There! You see?
(EMMA is amazed. When ELIZABETH hears the water running, she hur-
tles to the door and is also amazed. She looks to EMMA, who returns
into the kitchen speechless, gathers her books and exits left. ELIZABETH
recovers and follows her. JOSEPH takes off his shirt and beans to wash
his face and neck. JOSLAH enters from left, carrying a bucket.)

JOStAH: Joseph, what’s taking you so long? We’re waiting over in my
field. And lookee here: I went over to the Brock’s farm this after-
noon where they were butchering sheep and got the blood of a
pure white lamb. I’ve heard tell such blood binds the evil spirits
that might be guarding the Spanish mine. (JOSEPH looks into the
bucket, then withdraws as if repelled and sticks his head under the
pump, wetting his head and scrubbing his face and hair.) What’s wrong,
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Joseph? Once you told me yourself that this might work. Now come
on. The moon is full and white.

JOSEPH: Mr. Stowell, we don’t need that blood.
JOSIAH: But once you said-
JOSEPH: I know, but now .... Well, I don’t think it’ll do any good in

this case.
JOSIAH: Why? Are these spirits too tricky?
JOSEPH: Yes, that’s it. We’re dealing with very tricky spirits.
JOSIAH: We’ll just have to work harder to break them.
JOSEPH: I don’t know if I’m that strong and wise.
JOSIAH: Of course you are. You have a gift.
JOSEPH (to himself, exasperated): My gift!
JOSIAH: Now come on. Essau and Jesse are waiting.

(Suddenly JOSEPH gets an idea. Taking his stone and cap from his back
pocket, he drops the stone in his cap and looks into it.)

JOSEPH: Mr. Stowell, wait!
JOSIAH: Yes?
JOSEPH: Mr. Stowell, a vision is coming.., yes, it’s coming.
JOSIAH: What do you see? The mine?
JOSEPH: No . . .

JOSIAH: Then what?
JOSEPH: I see a group of weary men coming home after a hard day.
jos~a-t: Do you recognize them?
JOSEPH: They’re all so old and bent over.., like they’ve been work-

ing very hard. Their clothes is just rags, and they have such long
faces-like they had a real hard life! (He gasps.)

josiAH: Who are they?
JOSEPH: Could it be me and the boys and Mr. Thompson?

~ THOMPSON: Could it?
JOSEPH: Yes, it could. It’s us, Mr. Stowell.
THOMPSON: Can you see me? What about me?
JOSEPH: I ain’t seeing you yet. Right now I see us going into a house.

Why, it’s your house, only it’s run down and deserted.
JOSIAH: My house?
JOSEPH: There’s no furnitur!! Seems you owed folks money, Mr.

Stowell, and when you couldn’t pay them, they came and took
everything.

JOSIAH: Why couldn’t I pay them?
JOSEPH: Because you spent all your money digging for gold, paying

diggers. Now we’re standing by your bed. Is that you?
JOSIAH: You see me?
JOSEPH: You don’t look like yourself. You look so weak and old and

your hair is long and white and unkempt. You’re weak, near
death-penniless!

JOSIAH: Oh no! What’s happening now?
JOSEPH: We tell you that we found no treasure. You start to cry. All

at once-Oh, no!
JOSIAH: What?
JOSEPH: It’s the spirit-that tricky spirit that guards the treasure. He’s

appearing over your bed. You shrink back from him. You gasp
for breath. He draws near your face. You’re calling to us to save
you, but we can’t see the Spirit! Only you can! "I’ve got you now,
Josiah Stowell!" he’s saying. "Now you’re mine forever." "Who are
you?" you cry. "Look at me well, Josiah!" the Spirit’s saying. "For
my name is Greed, Avarice!" His cold fingers are circling round
your throat. Your eyes open wide. Your breath is leaving you-
Oh, I can’t go on!
0OSEPH drops his hat and stone and sinks to the porch steps, shaking.
JOSIAH picks up the cap and stone and hands it back to JOSEPH.)

JOSIAH: Oh, Joseph! What am I to do? What?

JOSEPH: If this vision is true-and you know I do have a gift-I would
call off the digging at once. My mother has always been fond of
the Bible verse what reads, "The love of money is the root of all evil."

JOSIAH: But I’m not greedy, am I? (Suddenly JOSEPH beans trembling.)
What is it?

JOSEPH: I was just thinking of your face as that spirit grabbed your
throat. Maybe Arad and Emma Hale are right. Maybe it is hope-
less . . . digging for this Spanish mine when spirits such as that
one are guarding it.

JOSL~H: You’re right, my boy. I shall call off the digging at once! Oh,
Joseph how can I repay you for this?

JOSEPH: I did nothing. Really. I did nothing. This is your decision.
JOSIAH: And you think it’s a wise one?
JOSEPH: I do indeed, Sir.
JOSIAH: I do, too. But I feel I should do something in return for

your.., advice.
JOSEPH: Well, I am out of a job now, unless you’d let me stay on at

your place and help work your farm for you in exchange for my
room and board. I can do real farm work, Mr. Stowell-

JOSIAH: Not another word! Of course you can stay.
JOSEPH: NOW, I don’t want to interfere.
JOSIAH: I insist!
JOSEPH: Well, if you do insist. But what about Jesse and Essau?
JOSIAH: They’re digging for the mine right now over in my cow

pasture. I’ll tell them their services are no longer needed.
JOSEPH: But maybe I should talk to-
JOSIAH: No. I hired them. I should dismiss them.
JOSEPH (embracing JOSIAH): Thank you Mr. Stowell!
JOSIAH: For what?
JOSEPH: For believing in me.

(JOSEPH pulls away and looks at the moon.)
josI~-~: You’re welcome, Joseph.
JOSEPH: Miss Emma Hale said she’d help me with my reading and

writing.
JOSIAH: Emma is a good teacher, I hear.
JOSEPH: Maybe she believes in me, too.
JOSIAH: What?
JOSEPH: Oh, nothing.., nothing. (He looks off left.) Mr. Stowell, those

tricky, tricky spirits are flying away. You broke the spell and set
us free.

JOSIAH: I did? How?
JOSEPH: By your decision just now.
JOSIAH: I did it that easily?
JOSEPH: Uh-huh. Maybe they’ll leave us alone for good this time. (He

starts off left.)
JOSIAH: Are you going to say good-bye to Essau and Jesse?
JOSEPH: No. The moon is full, the sky is clear and all the stars are out.

It’s a night for running through open fields and dancing in the light.
JOSIAH: What?
JOSEPH: Now that those wicked spirits have fled, all the good spirits-

the spirits of the righteous-are rejoicing. Don’t you see them out
in those fields running and leaping for joy?

JOSIAH: No.
JOSEPH: They’re all here. Even an angel or two has joined them...

dancing in the moon’s light and kicking the dew off the grasses.
JOSIAH: I can’t see a thing.
JOSEPH: Oh, I can. And tonight I’m going to join them.

(He hurries off left into the night.)
JOSIAH: Good night, Joseph, my boy ....And thank you!

(Black Out)
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ACT II
SCENE 1

SCENE: The Hale home the next afternoon around dusk.
AT RISE: JESSe and esst~u are on the porch steps packing their belong-

ings into their small bundles, josePH enters from the left.

JESSE: Well, lookee who’s here! We was wonderin’ i~n you’d get back
in time to see us off.

JOSEPH: Mr. Stowell talked to you?
JESSE: Last night. He told us everything: How you looked in your lit-

tle stone and warned him of what would happen if he kept on
digging .... how he could repay you by taking you on to do chores
’round his farm.

JOSEPH: Fellows, I’m sorry ....I’m-
JESSe: How could you do it, Joe Boy, after all we’ve been through

together? Now you’re sittin’ pretty and we ain’t got no employment.
JOSEPH: I’m sorry Jesse. It’s just that I had this feeling-
ESSaU: You felt like shootin’ us in the back, did ya?
JOSEPH: It weren’t that at all! It’s just that it’s been near a month and

we ain’t found any Spanish silver mine, and we was just a waste
of time and money to Mr. Stowell.

ESS,~U: Since when have you given a tinker’s dam about whether or
not a body could afford us? Hell! That man’s got more money than
he knows what to do with. Why shouldn’t we get a little of it our-
selves if he’s willing to pay us?

JOSEPH: There are other ways to make a living. There are plenty of
jobs to be had. You’re able bodies.

ESSaU: Don’t go actin’ like you are so concerned about what happens
to us. I see what’s happenin’ here. You been talking to someone
like that Emma Hale.

JOSEPH: Don’t bring her into this!
ESS~,U: I seen you lookin’ at her since the day we arnved. Hey, Jess,

I think he got the idea he’s some kind of match for her.
JESSE: Come on, Joe. These folks here are too good for the likes of

us. They’re the type we used to laugh at and call names when we
was boys. Remember? And remember the looks they’d throw us,
the things they use to say about us and our folks bein’ so common?

JOSEPH: I remember.
JESSE: Then you can’t turn your back on us now!
JOSEPH: I’m not-
JESSE: Prove it! Come with us! We don’t have to go back to Palmyra.

We can go up to Canada. We can go anywhere we want-have
the road together! Think of it: a new town every few days, new
fnends, new women-no ties, no burdens-freedom!

JOSEPH: That’s not freedom! I’ve had that road before. First with my
father, then with you. I want to try something new . . . something
better. What’s wrong with trying to improve yourself?.

ESSAU: Nothing as long as you remember who you are and where you
started.

JOSEPH: Oh, I’ll remember, Essau. I’ll try to forget, but I’ll remember.
Fellows, don’t you see that’s why the Lord God put us here to begin
with? To become something better than what we are now?

ESS,~U: You think these fine, stiff-necked folks are gonna help you?
You think they’re gonna give you anything? They have what they
want and they’re gonna do anything they have to to keep it! That’s
the way this world has always been and always will be!

JOSEPH: No! Not forever, Essau. That world’s seeing its last days.
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There’s a storm~ coming. There’s a new Spirit’s that’s coming and
it will rip through this old world and shake it down! The high
and mighty are going to be made low, and folks like us- the poor,
the ignorant, the humble-the Lord will exalt us!

ESSAU: So that’s it! You’re gettin’ religion. Come on, Jesse! Let’s go! It
turns my stomach when he starts goin’ on like this.

JOSEPH: Listen to me, Essau-Jesse! There is a new day comin’!
ESSAU: What do you think you are? First you take our jobs from us,

then you start preachin’ at us! I’ve never understood that about
you. You drink with us-match us drink for drink-and then as
you stumble off to your bed drunk, you start talkin’ about God,
like a man haunted! To me that doesn’t measure out. Stay here!
I’m sick and tired of your moods! Just remember, Joe Smith, you’re
only a treasure digger with an old peep stone from a well. No matter
what you do or say or think, that’s all you’ll ever be.

JOSEPH: You want me to believe that, don’t you? Well, maybe I do.
Maybe that’s what haunts me... that this is all we’ll ever
be . . . that this is all my life will ever be! Leave me then! I don’t
care! I swear before God I’ll show you I’m worth more than this!

ESSAU: You selfish bastard!
(ARAD has entered from the left, unseen.)

JOSEPH: Maybe I’m finding out that it ain’t such a sin to be a little self-
ish. Look at my hands! If I keep on like this, they’ll look like an
old man’s by the time I’m twenty-fiv!! Is that what God intended?
I don’t think so! I’m shaking the dirt from under my nails! We’re
men! Not work horses! God didn’t create us only to live and die
such miserable creatures! I know he didn’t.

tu’~D: My Lord, Joe, you have been in church recently, haven’t you?
ESSAU: How long have you been standing there?
ARID: Long enough to hear Joe’s eloquent defense of himself.
ESSAU: Yeah, he’s a real talker.
,~D: I must say, Joe, that your little sermon was as moving and con-

vincing as your devotion to your friends.
ESSAU: He ain’t no friend of ours. You can have him.
AP,~D: No, I insist that you take him with you. He is not welcome in

my home-
JOSEPH: Your father’s home-
ta~D: My father is an old, superstitious man. I will not sit idly by

while you take advantage of him with your hocus-pocus.
JOSEPH: You underestimate him.
ARt~D: The only person I have underestimated of late is you. You’re

more persuasive than I originally thought, but I’ve been investigating
your character, your background, and now I know the real Joe
Smith quite well.

JOSEPH: You don’t know me!
,~,tD: Oh, but I do, and so do the good people of Palmyra. You talk

of powers, charms, spirits, treasures in the earth! You’ve peeped
and muttered and dug and you’ve never brought forth anything!
You’re famous for your gift of deception!

JOSEPH: Not deception-belief. But what would your kind know about
that? You already have everything you want. Why would you need
faith? You eat up this world, live off the fat of people like us!

~: And what about your kind? The ignorant, the superstitious, the
rabble-rousers! It’s you who live off their fat . . . like your father
before you. I hear that he also has a seer stone and a divining rod.
And what about your pious mother? She’s quite a religious fanatic,
I’m told. You see, I do know about you.

JOSEPH; DO you now?
~t~: I know of your reputation with the ladies. I know that you like

a good brawl almost as much as a pretty ankle.

JOSEPH: Wrestling is a good sport.
ARAD: A sport fit for a gentleman such as yourself. I have a reputa-

tion as quite a wrestler myself. Why not take me on-
JESSE: Joseph could pin you-
ESSAU: Let ’em alone, Jesse.
Atom: You lose, you leave with these two.
JESSE: You don’t know o1’ Joe.
ESSAU: or Joe don’t know Arad. Maybe he’s finally met: his match.
atom: You scared, Joe?
JOSEPH: Of you?

(ARAD takes off his jacket, rolls up his sleeves and takes a stance JOSEPH
looks at JESSE and ESSAU, then to ARAD. He takes off his shirt and takes
a stance. They be~n to wrestle. Both are strong and soon ARAD has
pinned JOSEPH to the ground. He presses his head to the dirt.)

JOSEPH: I give.
ta~o: Do you see any buried treasure, Joe? Can you hear any spirits?
JOSEPH (boiling inside): Not at the moment.
AR,tD: I can’t hear you.
JOSEPH: I give.
,~Rt~D: Come on, Joe. Use your powers! Tell me what you see and

hear!
JOSEPH: I see an old toad breeding in the fires in the earth, burning

hotter and redder. That’s right, Arad, push my face in the dirt so’n
I can hear what he’s saying. He has a message for you. He’s crawl-
ing closer and the words he speaks are these: "You’re down, Arad!"
(With a cry of anger, JOSEPH suddenly tosses ARAD off himself and pins
the man to the ground.) You’re down and I stay! Do you give? Do
you?
(ARAD struggles to get free but finally ~ves up.)

,~R~: I give.
(JOSEPH releases him and springs to his feet. He points a finger at ARAD.)

JOSEPH: You can’t keep me down, you Devil! Try it again! Come on!
(ARAD remains on the ground.) Just as I thought! You’d bettter stay
clear of me from now on-in God’s name, you’d better not try to
hold me back! Or else! (He points to ESSAU and JESSE.) And that goes
for you, too!

aR~D: Is that a threat? (To JESSE and ESSAU, who stare in disbelief at
JOSEPH.) You hear me! You’re both witnesses! He’s threatening us!
(ESSAU looks at ARAD in disgust and then to JOSEPH who is out of
breath.)

ESS^U (quietly): You can both go to Hell. Come on, Jesse.
(ESSAU exits left. JESSE looks sadly to JOSEPH,)

JOSEPH: Go on, Jesse. (JESSE starts to follow ESSAU, but stops and looks
back to JOSEPH one last time.) Go!
(JESSE exits. ARAD has risen from the ground and puts his jacket back
on.)

,~RM:~: You’re going with them, Joe. Maybe not today, but soon. I will
see to it myself that you go back to Palmyra very, very soon.
(ARAD exits left. Meanwhile EMMA has entered the kitchen from the right
just in time to hear the last few lines above. Finding himself alone,
JOSEPH brushes off his pants, grabs his shirt and enters the kitchen.
When EMMA sees him enter shirtless, she quickly turns away,
embarrassed.)

JOSEPH: I’m sorry-
(JOSEPH quickly puts on his shirt.)

EMMt~: Joe, what was happening out there? I heard shouting.
JOSEPH: Ah... Jesse and Essau are leaving.., for Pahnyra.
EMMa: Leaving? Old Josiah called off the digging?
JOSEPH: Last night.
EMMa: Why?

NOVEMBER 1988                                                                                                                        PAGE 31



S U N S T 0 N E

(JOSEPH crosses the table and sits.)
JOSEPH: Can we study now? I have the time.
EMMA: You’re staying, then?
JOSEPH: Mr. Stowell offered to take me on doing farm work.
EMMA: What made him change his mind about the Spanish silver

mine? Why were your companions so angry with you?
JOSEPH: Because I persuaded Mr. Stowell to stop the digging.
EMMA: You?
JOSEPH: Isn’t that what you wanted?
EMMA: You did it because of me?

0OSEPH is tense-wants to change the subject.)
JOSEPH: Help me with my reading now?

(EMMA takes a book from the fireplace mantel and sits next to JOSEPH.
She opens the book and shows him a page.)

EMMA: Now this book is very simple. I use it with my younger stu-
dents, but if you can read it, I’ll have some idea of your abilities.
(JOSEPH takes the book and looks at the page. EMMA watches him, but
her stare: makes him more nervous. He opens his mouth to read-then
stops.) Go on.

JOSEPH: I’m sorry. I can’t. (He puts down the book.)
EMMA: Joe, what’s happened? What’s wrong?
JOSEPH: Nothing’s wrong! Why does there always have to be some-

thing wrong?
EMMA: I was only concerned about you!
JOSEPH: I’m sorry .... I’m sorry. I’m a failure.

(He turns from her, take,,: out his stone, drops it in his cap and looks
into it.)

EMMA: I wish you would tell me why you’re so upset. There’s no need
to hide in that cap. I won’t disappear, Joe. (He doesn’t answer.) Well,
:if you insist on acting foolish, go on looking into that stone and
:making up visions.

JOS~:.PH: I don’t make up my visions!
EMMA: Of course, you do. Anyone could come up with the things you

do.
JOSEPH: Here then. You look and tell me what you see.
EMMA: I won’t.
JOSEPH: Because you know you can’t?

(.Reluctantly EMMA takes the hat. Then she gets an idea. Looking into
the stone she describes what she "sees.")

EMMA: I see a boy dressed in a shirt that’s too big and britches that
need to be sewn, wading barefoot in a creek looking for lucky
stones. He should be hoeing in the fields, but he hates the corn.
It grows too high and green. He can’t see over or around it. But
in his stone he sees far. He sees treasures, pirate ships, armies,
kingdoms.., all the thi:ngs he’s never known. Now he lies in the
shade where no one can see him and...

JOSEPH: Go on.
EMMA: He starts to cry. (She looks up at JOSEPH.) He feels such a part

of the things he sees in his stone, and he doesn’t understand why
he’s only a poor plow boy. He feels no one understands him.

JOSEPH: He has his visions.
EMMA: Dreams make poor friends.
JOSEPH: But they make wonderful playmates. Look in the stone again.

What is the boy doing now?
EMMA: I don’t need to look. The boy still cries.
JOSEPH: Only when he’s alone. Here, let me look now. I still need my

stone. (He takes the hat and looks into it.)
EMMA: He’s alone now, isn’t he?
JOSEPH (ignoring her, looking in the hat): What do I see? Yes, a vision

is coming...

EMMA: YOU don’t need that stone, Joe.
JOSEPH: I see fire and wind ...
EMMA: Joe, look at me.
JOSEPH: Now it starts to rain...
EMMA: Look at me please, Joseph!

(She tears the hat from him. Their eyes meet.)
JOSEPH: You called me Joseph.
EMMA: Isn’t that your name?
JOSEPH: Everyone else calls me Joe. Everyone but old Josiah . . . and

now you? (EMMA stares at him puzzled.) Why do you look at me
like that?

EMMA: l’ve never known a man to act the way you do.
JOSEPH: I’m sorry about the argument with Jesse and Essau and Arad.

I’m afraid I have a violent temper.
EMMA: It wasn’t your temper. It was the way you said "God."
JOSEPH (uneasy): Can we go back to the books now? Please stop look-

ing at me like that.
EMMA: What is it about you?
JOSEPH: Maybe Arad is right. Maybe I am a fraud.
EMMA: You don’t believe that. And maybe I don’t either.
JOSEPH: Well, everyone else does. Jesse and Essau probably think I’m

a scoundrel, and they’ve known me for years.
EMMA: You’re no scoundrel.., at least, not intentionally.

(She smiles at him, but he remains somber.)
JOSEPh: You don’t know my mind, my heart. If you did . ..
EMMA: I wish we could talk. I wish you could tell me... Last night

I saw you kneeling in the moonlight out there. I called your name
several times, but you kept stanng straight ahead as if you were
watching someone or listening to someone.

JOSEPH (with difficulty): Sometimes at night just before I drift off to
sleep, I hear voices-Oh, I sound like a mad man!

EMMA: No! Go on. You hear voices at night...
JOSEPH: And in the day.., sometimes. When the sun is high, they

call me from the fields. It’s something I’m supposed to do . . . to
be. I keep digging but I don’t find no treasure. I get scared some-
times because the years pass and I’m still Ol’ Joe Junior, scratch-
ing in the dirt looking for fool’s gold. Sometimes while lying in
bed at night, I get scared that morning won’t come . . . that it will
all end with the night and I’ll lose the chance.

EMMA: The chance at what?
JOSEPH: The chance to make a difference in the world, to find what

it is I’m meant to find. Don’t you feel there’s a purpose in your
having being born? As a child I always suspected there was a rea-
son I was born, but it wasn’t till I got much older that I know ....
I’m confusing you. I should be quiet.

EMMA: You don’t want to confide in me?
JOSEPH: You won’t believe me. You’d call me a liar.
EMMA: Just tell the truth.
JOSEPH: Emma . . . (He hesitates. Then blurts it out.) I’ve seen kingdoms

and angels... God!
EMMA: In your peep stone?
JOSEPH: With these eyes. I heard a voice calling me by name and it

was his.
EMMA: When?
JOSEPH: Two, three years ago there was lots of revivals around Palmyra

and everyone was getting religion. My mother, brothers and sis-
ters had joined the Presbyterians and they was always telling me
and my father that we should, too. The ~reachers would get up
in meeting and pound their Bibles, yelling about hell fire and dam-
nation and how we was all sinners. I saw people I knew all my
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life confess Jesus. They’d stand up and cry as they made all their
sins public. Some would babble on so you couldn’t understand
them. Others would dance around, jerk their bodies or roll on the
ground-all because of the Spirit. Part of me wanted to feel what
they was feeling. Part of me just laughed at them for making such
fools of themselves. People called me bad. They said it was the
Devil what made me laugh at the things of God, and that the Lord
would punish me. But no matter what they said, I just wasn’t afraid.

Sometimes, though, I feel things and think of things I shouldn’t
talk about in your company. Sometimes I felt like I was boiling
inside, and I felt so dirty and frustrated. I started thinking maybe
folks were right. Maybe I was bad like folks said. But when it came
to getting good I didn’t know who to listen to. I just couldn’t get
up at camp meetings and tell everyone everything I ever thought
or did.

Then one day I ran out in the wilderness near our home and
cried out to God-to anyone-to hear me and show me the way.
I reckon I got so excited the blood ran to my head, because I felt
dizzy and fell to the ground. I couldn’t speak. Everything got dark-
like all my sins was closing in on me. I swear I could feel the Devil
breathing down my neck. Then I saw it-a light coming towards
me, and in it I saw him-The Lord Jesus himself. I knew him at
once. He smiled and he called me ’Joseph." He was nothing like
the preachers described. He wasn’t judging me or calling me a sin-
ner. He just loved me. He said all my sins were forgiven me, and
that’s when I started realizing all of those preachers were blind.
They preach to hear themselves make noise. They close their doors
to those they don’t understand. They don’t know him! But I saw
him. And I knew that if I just prepared myself, he’d show me the
truth about everything and one day I could help him save the world.
Then the vision opened up and I saw angels and kingdoms and
worlds filled with lights and loud noises; things I can’t explain even
now. Suddenly it was all gone. I opened my eyes and found myself
lying on the ground looking up into the sun through the tree tops.
(There is a long pause. EMMa takes a deep breathe, unsure of what
to say.) From then on I knew there was more to me than what
everyone else was seeing. I knew my life had a purpose.

EMMa: But why would God choose you, of all people?
JOSEPH: I don’t know. To show he can make something out of a

nothing.
EMMa: What did you do after your.., experience?
JOSEPH: My family was still poor, so I kept on digging and gazing into

my peep stone; I wasn’t hurting nobody and we needed the money.
But from then on I felt different about doing those things because
I knew I should be acting.., holier?

EMMA: Did you tell anyone about this?
JOSEPH: They’d never believe me. You don’t believe me, do you?
EMMA: I didn’t say that.
JOSEPH: I shouldn’t have told you.
EMMA: NO, I’m flattered that you did. (Pause.) How tall is Jesus?
JOSEPH: Average height. He’s a man, only he’s perfect and he shines

like the sun. It happened, Emma. It really did. If you can’t believe
me, then forget about it all. I’ll not mention it again. But you mustn’t
tell anyone. It has to be our secret.., for now.

EMMA: YOU have nothing to fear from me.
JOSEPH: Then you believe me?

(EMMA searches his face-his eyes-before answering.)
EMMA: I believe that you believe it. I’ve never been sure about reli-

gious things. I can only recall once that I’ve ever prayed out loud.
My Uncle Nathan is a Methodist preacher. Mother’s very proud

of him. Father thinks he’s an ass. He thinks all of Mother’s rela-
tives are asses. Once Father told Uncle Nathan he wasn’t sure there
was a God. I was onlSz six or so at the time, and that really scared
me. I knew if God was anything like Uncle Nathan and Mother
made him out to be, he would be very angry at Father. Soon after
that, I accompanied Father to the woods to shoot squirrel. I went
off to a clearing alone, knelt down and prayed to Jesus, begging
him to love Father despite his unbelief, to forgive him and help
him see the truth. I prayed so intently, and when I finished I opened
my eyes and . . . well, I didn’t see any lights or angels-just trees.
I could never decide if God was simply busy with more impor-
tant things that day, or if maybe Father was right. I’ve never been
sure.

JOSEPH (after a pause): You’re such a goqd person. You’re one of the
Elect.

EMMa (laughing): Me? Why? Because I prayed for my father once?
You’re the only one to whom I’ve ever told that. Don’t misunder-
stand me. I’m not religious.

JOSEPH: But you see things as they are. You’re not afraid to speak your
mind. You’re an Elect Lady in God’s sight.

EMMA: Did God tell you that?
JOSEPH: He didn’t have to.

(Pause.)
EMMA: You must give up money digging.
JOSEPH: The Lord wants me to. I know that.
EMMa: He speaks to you now?
JOSEPH: I’m not sure if it’s him or not. I could stay on at the Stowells’

or I could go back to Palmyra tonight.
EMMa: No!-I mean.., maybe it’s God’s will that you stay in Har-

mony a while longer.
JOSEPH: Wherever I am, I must improve myself so I can do his work.
EMMA: I could help you with your reading and writing.
JOSEPH: You could help me be better, couldn’t you? (They make eye

contact. Pause.) Yes, maybe it is his will that I stay here.., just
a while longer.

EMMa: We can go through this book, and I’ll find others ... if you
wish.

JOSEPH: I wish.
(They stare into each other’s eyes. JOSEPH steps toward EMMA and teen
slowly leans forward to kiss her. Quickly her hand goes to his mouth
to stop him.)

EMMa: No, Joseph.
(Gently he kisses her.fingers.)

JOSEPH: Emma, kiss me.
EMMa (trying to resist): Why on earth would I do that?
JOSEPH: Because.
EMMa: Because it’s God’s will?
JOSEPH (smiling warmly): No. Because it’s yours.

(EMMA opens her mouth to say something sharp in reply, but then real-
izes that he is right. There is a split second of resistance. Then the two
come together in a passionate kiss.)

(Black Out)
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SCENE 2

SCENE: The Hale Home several weeks later.
AT RISE: ISAAC enters just in time to see EHZABETH struggling with a

large iron, trying to hook it up over the fire. IsAAc runs to help her.

ISAAC: Where is that daughter of yours? You shouldn’t be lifting this
by yourself.

EHZABETH: 1 suppose she’s where she is every day this time.
IsAAc: Over at the school with that damned money digger.
EHZABETH: Now let us be [air. Joe has given up money digging-
ISAAC: Only because he couldn’t find any Spanish silver mine for old

Josiah.
EHZABETH: Perhaps we should give him time to prove himself.
ISAAC: Ah! Prove himself with our daughter! Woman, are you blind?

I was young like him once, and good looking too, if you’ll remem-
ber. I know what young men want . . . especially low bred young
men!

EHZABETH: Emma says that she only teaches him-
ISAAC: Open your eyes, Elizabeth!
EHZABETH: I see quite well, Isaac. You know, Emma did suggest that

you not take the boy in as a border in the beginning.
ISAAC: She ordered me not to take him in. Ah, but she doesn’t give

orders anymore.
EHZABETH: No. The two of you get along now quite nicely.
IsAAc: And it’s driving me mad! She never disagrees with me, never

raises her voice. She’s become . . . well, like you.
ELIZABETH: I’m sorry you feel that’s such a sad change of character.
IsAAc: I’m not saying that. It’s just not Emma.
EHZABETH: Maybe if you had listened to her in the beginning-
IsAAc: What! And let her think she runs this house? (Suddenly EMMA

whirls into the kitchen. She is dressed in a new dress, bonnet, and cloak.
Her wit is still there but it has lost its sarcastic biting edge, and has
taken on the air of good natured teasing.) It’s about time you were
home!

EMMA: I’m no later than I was yesterday.
ISAAC: Or the day before that or the day before that! Don’t you think

that dress shows a bit of your throat?
EMMA: I certainly hope so. That’s why I removed the collar.
ISAAC: Another inch and your collar bone will be showing!
EMMA: It’s the fashion.
IsAAc: Since when have you cared about fashion?
EMMA: Just because I’m an old maid school teacher doesn’t mean I

have to dress like one.
ISAAC: Those children you teach don’t care about your neck!
EHZABETH: Emma, remember modesty.
EMMA (laughing them off): Come now, I don’t wish to argue.
ISAAC: Why not? What’s the matter with you lately? What do you and

this Smith fellow do all the time?
EMMA: IS that what’s bothering you? Well, be at peace, Father.

Remember how upset I was when he first arrived-how suspicious
I was of him? You laughed that all off, and you were right-

IsAAc: But!
EMMA: NO, you really were. Joseph is uneducated, but he’s neverthe-

less a very kind and good looking young man.
~sAAc: The fruit looked good to Eve, but it proved to be her downfall.
EMMA: Funny, I was thinking of that the other day.
ISAAC: What?
EMMA: Poor old Eve gets blamed for all the misery in the world. If

she hadn’t eaten that fruit and fallen, we’d never know any mis-

ery, it’s true, but we would never know any happiness, either. Life
would be so dull. I think it took a lot of courage for the lady to
bite into that fruit.

ISAAc: And did you come to this conclusion all by yourself?.
EMMA: A friend enlightened me.
ISAAc: Yeah! I think I know which friend!
EMMA (laughing): Don’t be such an old man!

(She takes off her cloak and starts off right.)
ISAAc: Have you been with him-Smith-all afternoon again?
EMMA: As a matter of fact, I haven’t. He never showed at the

schoolhouse.
ISAAc: Then where have you been?
EMMA: I was walking in the woods all afternoon . . . over where you

used to shoot squirrel.
ISAAC: Why there?
EMMA: I wanted time alone to think, and I haven’t walked that way

in years.
(EMMA exits. ISAAC turns to ELIZABETH looking very worried.)

ISAAC: I don’t like that boy! Who’d have thought when I took him
in that he’d take on Emma?

EHZABETH: Maybe Emma is taking on him.
ISAAC: Why him of all people? I thought your daughter had a good

head on her shoulders. (Pause.) Elizabeth, should I have taken in
those boys as boarders?

EHZABETH: Isaac, this is your house-
ISAAC: I know that, but should I have done that? What did you think?
EHZABETH: I’d agree with whatever you think is best.
ISAAC: For God’s sake, Woman, talk to me! Were you opposed to

Smith and those others staying here?
EHZABETH: I was suspicious of them ... I suppose ...
IsAAc: And you said nothing?
EHZABETH: Would it have mattered?
ISAAC: Do you think I can see everything by myself?.
EHZABETH: Isaac, I try to stay in my place. I’m your wife-
ISAAC: And that’s all you are!

(ELIZABETH turns away huH, holding back her tears. ISAAC, reali~ng
what he has done, tries to mend things, clumsily.)

ISAAc: Elizabeth... I’m sorry. Damn it, I was wrong to blame you.
EHZABETH (staying in her place): You needn’t apologize to me. I was

in the wrong for holding my peace.
ISAAC (under his breath): Oh, Elizabeth . . .

(She resumes her work. ARAD appears at the door.)
AP, AD: Good day, Isaac Hale.
ISAAC (unenthusiastically): Oh ... Arad ... Come in.
AP, AD: IS Joe here?
IsAAc: No! He lives at your house now!
ARAD: You’re in good spirits this afternoon. (He takes a letter from his

pocket and hands it to ISAAc.) Here. Maybe this will cheer you up.
ISAAC: What is it?
Ap, aD: Just read.
EMMA (entering): Good day, Arad. Do you like my dress? Is it too

immodest?
A~a3: It’s very pretty.
EMMA: Father thinks it too revealing, that it shows too much of my

neck. Do you like my neck?
ai~D: Your neck is very pretty also.
EMMA: Everything seems to please you today. What’s wrong?
ISAAC (looking up from the letter): You’re pressing charges?
A~D: Not just me, but my entire family.
EMMA: What are you talking about?
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ARAD: Joe Smith. The family is pressing charges. We’re sick and tired
of his glass looking shenanigans. I have the summons right here
for him to appear before one Justice Neely of Bainbridge, New York,
for an examination.

EMMA: On what charges?
ARaD: Disorderly conduct and fraud.
EMMA: Joseph is no fraud!
,~a~D: Oh, Emma, you are so smitten by his charms that you too are

blind to what he’s doing.
EMMA: What has he done?
ARaD: He’s disturbing the peace-our peace! Since Father took him

in, he comes and goes like one of the family. Father takes his every
word on everything without question. Surely he’s disturbed your
household, Isaac?

Isaac: What do you mean?
AP,,~: Come, Isaac, everyone knows that Emma’s interest in Joe goes

beyond teaching him his ABC’s. And frankly, not a few people in
the community are surprised that you sit back and allow your
daughter to be courted by someone of Joe’s class.

EMMA: My father could do nothing to stop me from seeing Joseph one
way or the other!

Isaac: Oh no?
EMMA: No!
ARAB: People are certainly hoping that you will make your opposi-

tion to this courtship public.
ISAAC: Are they? Well, they can go to Hell! It’s none of their business!
ELIZABETH: Oh, dear.., what are they saying, Arad?
isaac: Elizabeth, we don’t need Arad to spread gossip! You’d better

leave now, Arad. (To EMMA.) And you’d better start explaining
some things to me!

ARAB: Very well, I’m off. But before I go, I want that letter, Emma.
EMMA: What letter?
ARAB: The letter from Joe that I left here with you. I’m going to sub-

mit it at the examination as evidence.
EMMA: I don’t have it any longer.
ARAB: I don’t believe you.
ISaaC: Are you calling my daughter a liar?

(JOSIAH appears at the porch door holding a letter.)
JOSIAH: Isaac, is that son of mine here?
Isacic: Not for long!
josIAh (entering, indicating the letter): Arad, what is this!
ARAD: A summons for you to testify at an examination of Joe Smith.
JOSIAH: Tell me you’re not responsible for this!
aKaD: Not only me, but mother, cousin Peter-the entire family. We

can’t sit back while you are taken advantage of by this boy. You
are an old man-

JOSta~H: Arad, I am growing very weary of you constantly referring to
my age as if it had anything to do with anything!

ARaD: Any justice in the state could see that you’ve been swindled!
josmt: I haven’t been swindled! I am in my right mind and I will not

allow anyone-family or not-to twist facts around and use them
against an innocent man!

aKaD: Joe is no innocent!
EMMA: He is!
ELIZABETH: Emma, please let the men talk!
isaac: Elizabeth, keep out of this!

0OSEPH appears at the door. AKaD is the first to see him.)
aKaD: Why hello, Joe.
IsKac: What do you want, Boy?
JOSEPH: I’ve come to see Emma, Sir, if you don’t mind.

xs,~c: Maybe I do mind! What have you been doing with my daugh-
ter to make all the neighbors talk about her? She’s acting strange
and has her mother womed sick!

ELIZABETH: Isaac!
EMMA: Father, he’s come to see to me.

(ARAD steps forward and gives JOSEPH the summons.)
ARaD: Here, Joe, I have a little something I’d like to give you

personally.
0OSEPH reads the summons and becomes white with fear.)

JOSEPH: Wha-what’s this?
ARaD: I forgot about your reading abilities. Would you like to have

your teacher read it to you?
JOSIAH: Don’t worry, Joseph. I know you’re not a fraud. I’ll tell that

justice all about your gifts and the things you’ve done for me-
JOSEPH: No-
JOSiaH: No?
JOSEPH: You mustn’t.
JOSIAH: But I have to. I’ve been summoned, too.
EMMA: Joseph, what’s wrong?
ARAD: Yes, tell us all what’s the matter. Are you afraid ttlat all your

believers will testify of your miracles? What will you do? Call them
liars and lose them, or admit you’re a fraud and lose them? Surely
even someone as ignorant as yourself w.ouldn’t insist under legal
examination that he actually can work magic.

EMMA: Let me go with you. I can testify that you’ve reformed . . . that
you’re studying now, learning to read and write-

JOSEPH: No, Emma, you can’t.
EMMA: Why not?
aRaD: See, Joe, I have won. You are leaving just as I predicted. Does

that make a prophet of me also?
JOSIAH: Oh, Arad! Come on, Joseph, I’ll see you off.
EMMA: I’m coming, too.
ISaaC: NO, you’re not, young lady! You will stay fight here! (To JOSEPH.)

And you will get out of my house! If I ever catch you near my
daughter again, I’ll fill your tail full of lead! I’ll not have her reputa-
tion ruined for your sake!

EMMA: Father!
ISaaC: Now get, before I set the hounds on you!
EMMA: (furious with ISaaC): Wait, Joseph! (She runs to him and kisses

him on the mouth. ISAAC’S jaw drops. ELIZABETH lets out a gasp and
sinks into a chair.) You’re not a fraud, Joseph. I know it!
(JOSEPH looks at her but is so surprised he can’t talk. Finally he sim-
ply nods at her and leaves. JOSIAH hurries off after him. EMMA runs to
the door and calls after them.)

EMMA: You’re not a fraud! You’re not! You’re not!
(ISaaC turns on ARAD.)

ISaaC: What I promised to him I’ll deliver to you if you ever breathe
a word of this to anyone! (A~D exits quickly, isaac and EUZABETH
look at EMMA in shock.) Now I want you to tell me the truth! What’s
been going on between you and that boy? (EMMA doesn’t answer
but exits right.) I’m still talking to you, Daughter! Have you
been.., familiar with him? Come back here!
(EMMA enters carrying the letter written by JOSEPH.)

ELIZABETH: Emma what is that?
ISaaC: Is that the letter Arad was looking for?

(EMMA tears the letter into pieces and throws it into the fireplace where
it burns.) You lied! You said you didn’t have it!

EMMA: I don’t-now.
(EMMA looks defiantly at her shocked parents.)

(Black Out)
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ACT III
Scene i

SCENE: The Hale Home one afternoon several months later.
AT RISE: EMMA is sweeping the kitchen. She has reverted back to her

old self-an attractive woman disguised as an old maid. She looks depressed
as she sweeps the dust out onto the porch. Setting the broom aside, she
comes down the steps and pumps the handle of the water pump, but noth-
ing comes out. She sinks to her knees next to the pump, miserable. Her
eyes fill with tears, when all at once from off left-)

JOSIAH: Emma! (EMMA quickly dries her eyes and rises. JOSIAH enters from
left.) Are you all right?

EMMA: Yes. This old pump has run dry again. Father has driven over
to the Whittakers to fetch Mother. Mr. Whittaker has the mumps
and Mother was helping care for him.

jos~q: I didn’t come to see them. I came to see you. How are things?
EMMA: Fine, just fine. The school and my students keep me busy. I

help Mother clean up the house after Father. Things could be

more .... fine. (Pause.) Come in for some coffee.
(She goes inside and tahes the hettle from the fire, pours coffee into
a cup and sets it on the table as JOSIAH enters. He sits and sips from
the cup. ~MMA sits and there is an uneasy silence. Finally-)

EMMA: Mr. Stowell, I feel like sach a fool.
josIAH: Why?
~MMA: You know. Joseph. I don’t know what came over me, but for

a short time I thought ....Oh, I was such a fool!
JOStaH: You’re no fool.
EMMA: He was found guilty at the examination. He was to go on to

trial for fraud.
JOSIAH: Yes, but the justice told him that if he’d leave the area and

not show his face there again, the matter would be overlooked.
EMMA: So he left...
JOSIAH: Yes.
EMMA: Why did he do it? Why did he insist that he had powers-

that he could see things in his stone?
josIAh: Because he can. Emma, I never stopped believing that. The

boy can look in a stone and see things others cannot. He looks
at those hills out yonder and he sees things in them we can’t begin
to envision.

EMMA: Has he ever told you about... God?
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JOSIAH: God? Hmmm. There is something different about him, some-
thing he knows. I suppose it could be God. Emma, stop worrying
about looking foolish. Think back on how you felt when you were
with him.

EMMA: He did make me feel useful . . . part of something bigger than
all this.

JOSiaH: Think about those feelings instead.
EMMa: But can’t feelings be wrong?
JOSIAH: Would you like to feel better?
EMMA: Yes.
JOSIAH: Then let me give you a surprise. That’s why I came here in

the first place. Now close your eyes. (EMMA reluctantly closes her
eyes. JOSIAH runs to the door and motions to someone off left. JOSEPH
enters and comes into the kitchen. He stands in front Of EMMA.) This
isn’t the type of surprise your father would appreciate. That’s why
I waited until I thought you’d be here alone.

EMMa: What in the world is it?
JOStaH: Open your eyes and see!

(She does.)
JOSEPH: Hello, Miss Hale!
EMMa: Joseph!

(She runs into his arms. They embrace. JOSIAH quietly exits, ~ggling
gleefully to himself at the reunion.)

JOSEPH: If I knew I’d get a reception like this I would have come back
sooner. (Suddenly EMMA breaks away and turns from him.) What is
it, Emma?

EMMa: Why did you come back?
JOSEPH: Didn’t you know I would?
EMMa: No! Why would I? You wouldn’t take me with you when you

left. I could have testified before the justice in your favor, but instead
you try to convince him that you have some sort of magical gift.
You should have known he’d never believe that! So he tells you
to leave the county and not to return or else, and you run away
like a scared squirrel. Where have you been all these months?

JOSEPH: I had to be alone, Emma. I had to think about my life and
what I’m to do with it. I’ve been working on myself, Emma. My
grammar isn’t much better, but I’ve improved. It doesn’t bother me
any more when people talk me down. I can turn a deaf ear to it.
I even feel sorry for them. I think about the type of people I’ve
known all my life-Jess, Essau, my family, Mr. Stowell-I want to
give them something.., something to believe in that will last. A
man can look in a hunk of rock and they’ll believe whatever he
says. If he tells them to dig here and they’ll find gold, they’ll break
their backs digging. Somehow there must be a way to get people
to believe in more than buried treasure.

EMMA: What has gotten into you?
JOSEPH: It’s the Spirit of the Lord, Emma. He’s showing me the way

I should go. The directions are coming clear now. Soon my life
is really going to begin. But not alone. I need you. Come back to
Palmyra with me.

EMMA: GO back with you?
JOSEPH: Marry me!
EMMa: What? Just get up and walk out that door with you?
JOSEPH: Emma Hale, look me in the eye and tell me you haven’t been

hungry to leave this place.
(She tries but cannot.)

EM~,~: What of my parents? In their eyes you’ll always be nothing
but a poor money digger.

JOSEPH: I’ve given that up forever.
EMMa: Have you? Really?

JOSEPH: Yes! The Lord commanded me to.
EMMA: And is the Lord the only one you ever listen to?
JOSEPH: I’ve listened to you. Emma, look me in the eye. (She does.)

You don’t believe I’ve changed, do you?
EMMA: Can you blame me for doubting.
JOSEPH: YOU believed in me once. Maybe for just an instant, but you

did believe. I felt it and it changed everything for me. I may have
looked in my peep stone and seen something that wasn’t true, but
I know I am right about this. You can’t deny what you felt then.
And you must know I love you.

EMMA: I’m sure that you think you do.
JOSEPH: I know I do. And you loved me once. (He looks her in the eye.)

You love me now.
(She turns from him.)

EMMA: I remember I once told my father that I was not a rabbit or
a quail to be hunted, and that I would never allow myself to be
caught.

JOSEPH: Is that how you would feel with me? Caught?
EMMA: I feel hunted.
JOSEPH: By me?
EMMa: No. Not just by you.
JOSEPH: And if I leave you here, will you still feel hunted?
EMMa: For a while. But maybe the feeling would eventually go away.
JOSEPH: It won’t. Not ever.
EMMa: How do you know?
JOSEPH: Because I’ve been hunted, too. Hunted or... haunted. All my

life. It never goes away until you let yourself get caught. You can’t
hide here any longer. This kitchen, this house, the school-they
can’t hold you any more. You have to leave. Come away! You want
tO.

EMMa: I’m not an idealist, Joseph. I don’t believe this world will ever
change; not without a lot of pain and suffering, and I don’t want
that. I can only see the present.

JOSEPH: You’re an Elect Lady.
EMMa: Don’t say that!
JOSEPH: It’s true.
EMMA: No!
JOSEPH: You’re Elect of God.
EMMA: I don’t want to be!
JOSEPH: He’s the one hunting for you.
EMMA: Tell him to stop!
JOSEPH: I can’t. You have so much to give this world.
EMMA: No! Who are you talking about? I don’t know what I believe

in! You’ve had your magic, your peep stone, your dreams of buried
treasure and now some vision of your destiny. I have nothing!

JOSEPH: YOU have me.

EMMA: Go away, Joseph!
JOSEPH (walhing up to her): Do you mean that?
EMMA: Yes? Please leave me! . . . Leave me. Go now! Just go, go-

(She passionately hisses him. They embrace.) I love you . . . and it
scares me.

JOSEPH: Don’t be afraid.
(EMMa and JOSEPH rest in one another’s embrace. They are unaware
that ISAAC and ELIZABETH have entered from left and are coming into
the kitchen. When ISAAC enters through the door, the sound of his step
makes EMMa and JOSEPH turn. ISAAC’S eyes flash when he sees JOSEPH,
ELIZABETH lets out a gasp.)

isaac: You!
(isaac runs for his rifle over the fireplace. JOSEPH starts out the door.)

EMMa (grabbing onto the rifle): No! Stop it!
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ISAAC (to JOSEPH): What are you doing here? Didn’t I tell you what I’d
do to you if you came around her again?

JOSEPH: Yes, Sir, but-
EMMA: Father, put down :he rifl!!
ISAAC: She’s miserable because of you! How long have you been here

alone ~vith her?
EMMA: Just: a few minutes! Mr. Stowell brought him over!
tsAAc: I’ll kill that old fool!
EMMA: Father, put down that damned rifl!!
ISAAC (to ELIZABETH): Listen to how your daughter curses her father!
EMMA: I’m sorry, Father, but Joseph has something to talk to you

about.
JOSEPH: Emma?...
EMMA: Go on, Joseph. Tell them what you want. Ask them.

(JOSEPH looks at the rift,: ISAAC holds and swallows.)
~saac: What’s happening here? (He catches on.) Oh, I think I under-

stand now. (Sitting wit;h his rifle across his thighs, his finger on the
trigger.) All right, Boy, talk! Just be sure you pick your words real
carefully.

JOSEPH (starting nervously): Sir, I know that you don’t look too kindly
upon my past profession. Since that examination before the justice
you’ve probably heard a lot of stories being spread around, but
they’re not true, Sir. During these past few months I’ve done a lot
of thinking about the past .... and a lot of... praying about the
future. (ISAAC smirks at this.) I have, Sir. I realize now how foolish
it was for me to get involved with the money digging company.

ISaaC: Isn’t it wonderful ti~at you realize all this now.
JOSEPH: Nothing I say or do can change the past.
EMMA: Joseph has given up money digging forever!
ELIZABETH (hushing her): Emma...
JOSEPH: I know my reformation has come late-maybe too late to con-

vince you that this tin-re I am serious. I’ll admit that deep down
inside I doubted that there was a Spanish silver mine here. But
Mr. Stowell offered good money, my folks weren’t doing too
well .... and I felt I should come here. It wasn’t until after I walked
into this house that I found out what the reason was. It was your
daughter.

~saac: What?
ELIZABETH: What?
JOSEPH: Sir, I’ve done a lot of thinking about her. I love Emma and

I want her for my wife.
ISaaC: You what?

(ISAAC points the rifle a,~. JOSEPH but EMMA pulls it from him.)
EMMA: NO, Father!
~saac: You love her, you say? Hell! What do you know about love?

You think it’s talking fimcy about visions and dreams? It’s work,
Boy! Hard work! It’s blisters on your hands and aching in your
back from swinging an axe or a hoe! Do you love my daughter
enough to soil your precious hands? Do you love her enough to
throw away your pretty little visions and work like a man?

EMMA: Father, I love him!
ELIZABETH: Emma, don’t say that!
EMMA: Why not? I do love him. I’m sure I do.
JOSEPH: Sir, I’ve prayed about it, and I feel it’s God’s will that we be

together.
ISaaC: God my foot! What does God have to do with any of this?
JOSEPH: He has to do witln everything, Sir.
~s,~c: Don’t you dare preach at me, Boy! So... you’ve taken up with

the Almighty now, have you? I still say, No! You think I’d let my
gift marry a lollygag who squints at rocks?

JOSEPH: I’ve repented!
ISAAC: So now you’re a religious lollygag! I don’t give a damn about

your repentance! I still say no!
JOSEPH: Mr. Hale, Sir, you’re going against the will of the Lord.
~sAAc: And do I have the pleasure of gazing upon the Lord himself?.
JOSEPH: No. He has only called me to be his servant.
ISAAC: I don’t care if you’re all the prophets this side of Adam!
EMMA: Father, would you listen to what I have to say.
ELIZABETH: Ssshh, Emma. Let them talk this out.
EMMA: But it’s me-my life-they’re "talking out"!
~saac: Do you love this scatterbrain, Daughter?
JOSEPH: Tell them the truth, Emma.
EMMA: I think-I think I do . ..
ELIZABETH: Oh, Emma!
EMMA: No! I know that I do!

(Pause. Then ISAAC turns on JOSEPH with new Jury.)
~SAAC: If you don’t stop filling my daughter’s head with your lies and

your promises, I’ll kill you! I’d rather follow her to her grave than
see her married to the likes of you!

JOSEPH (finally breaking): The likes of me? What do you or anyone
else know about the likes of me? I’ll admit I’m ignorant-that right
now I haven’t much to offer to your daughter or anyone else-but
does that make me worthless? I do have value! God has taken notice
of me! He has! He’s chosen me to do his work-maybe because
I was only a treasure digger; because I believed somewhere in this
dull world there was buried something golden just waiting for
someone to wake up and claim it; because I wasn’t afraid to look
above and below things for something better, even if it was only
a dream in a hunk of rock! I’m nothing but a treasure digger, and
once one, always one! But I have something to tell you, Sir: believe
it or not, so is your daughter. When it comes to wanting some-
thing more of’life, something others just won’t look for because
they’re too busy pushing their plows, cooking meals, or hunting
in their woods, we’re both of the same blood!

~sAAc: Watch what you say about my own flesh.
JOSEPH: Emma is of age, Sir-
ISAAc: But you’re not!
JOSEPH: We don’t need your permission.
~saac: Get out of my house!
JOSEPH: I’ll go. But first I must have Emma’s answer.
IsAAc: Get out~
EMMA: Go on, Joseph. I’1l meet you later at the school.

0OSEPH turns to go, but stops when he places his hand in his pocket
and withdraws the stone.)

JOSEPH: I don’t know why I still carry this with me.
(He places it on the table and exits. ISAAC turns to EMMA.)

~SAAC: The school, heh?
EMMA: Yes, the school!
~sAAc: I tell you, Daughter, not to lay eyes on him again!
EMMA: My eyes are my own, Sir!
EUZABETn (unable to remain silent any longer): BE STILL THE BOTH

OF YOU! 0sAAc and EMMA fall silent-stunned by ELIZABETH’S out-
burst.) There are some things a woman cannot discuss with a
man-even her father. Isaac, please let me speak with Emma-alone.

ISAAc: It’s a waste of time!
ELIZABETH: But she is my daughter. 0SAAC ~ves a grunt and exits right.

ELIZABETH turns to EMMA.) Now Emma-
EMMA: Mother, even you can’t change my mind.
EUZABE’rH: I know. You think you’re in love with him.
EMMA: I know I am.
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ELIZABETH: You know you are.
EMMA: Father can do nothing about it. He must accept the fact that

I have a mind and a will of my own.
ELIZABETH: You’ll have to bear with him, Daughter. We both know

that your Father sees little more than what he wants to see. I, on
the other hand, see plenty. I saw your feelings toward Joe change
only days after he arrived.

EMMA: Oh, Mother, how could you? I didn’t realize how I felt until
much later.

ELIZABETH: Do you think I’m stupid, Emma.
EMMA: Of course not. You put words in my mouth.
ELIZABETHZ I thought perhaps you might, seeing as I don’t speak back

to your Father as you do, because I don’t . . . defend myself. But
just because I don’t discuss certain things doesn’t mean I’m ignorant
of them. I was once young like yourself.

EMMA: That was ages ago.
ELIZABETH: Men and women and things remain the same throughout

the "ages." Emma, you are a very.., very passionate young
woman. I’ve watched you grow from a child into a woman in fear
and in silence, hoping that if I never voiced my fears nothing would
come of them.

EMMA: What does this have to do with Joseph and me?
ELIZABETH: I know there is nothing more exciting to a passionate

woman than a prophet. When I was a girl many ministers passed
through, and while I listened to them rant on about the glories
of heaven and the agonies of hell, my heart would come to my
throat. I swear I would have left my family, home, everything to
follow after them if they had only asked. Being a foolish young
girl, it never occurred to me that what I was feeling might have
more to do with some magnificent preacher’s masculinity than with
the Spirit of God. What is it that is so seductive about sainthood?
Why do we women respond so recklessly, so passionately to
spirituality in a man?

EMMA (at a loss for words): Mother... I ...
ELIZABETH: You’re embarrassed, Daughter?
EMMA: I’ve never heard you speak this way before.
ELIZABETH: And so you assumed that I never thought of such things.

If you only knew what passes through my head at times. Between
the sweeping and the meals and the bed sheets we think of many
things we’d never dare speak of, don’t we? Not only are Joseph’s
ideas appealing, but above all, he is powerfully male. No woman,
young or old, could remain entirely unresponsive. Tell me you
haven’t noticed that? (EMM~ is silent.) It seems your Father was
right. You truly are my daughter.

EMMA: Mother, you don’t know Joseph as I do. When he talks to me
all I can do is sit very still and listen to his every word, despite
his grammar. He paints pictures of things I never imagined, and
through it all I see his eyes-changing constantly with his every
thought. They see and they understand. And there’s something
in his smile . . . right here in the comer of his mouth that puzzles
me, that intrigues me, that scares me. I don’t think I could ever
go back to living life as I did until I find out what it is in his smile.

ELIZABETH: Dear, try to see him as your Father sees him, as Arad
Stowell sees him, as Emma Hale once saw him.

EMMA: But once Emma Hale didn’t know him. (The revelation comes.)
Mother, I must marry him. I must find out what it is behind him.

EUZABETH: I’m afraid for you, Daughter. Afraid you’ll be disappointed,
afraid it won’t be worth the price you’ll have to pay for the privilege
of bedding down with your prophet.
(ISAAC has heard the last few lines while lingering outside the room.

Now he bursts in.)
ISAAC: I tell you, all she wants to do is take on God! She’s too good

for her own family! She’s tired of our way of life! It isn’t exciting
enough for her taste!

EMMA: I’m sorry, but it’s not! There has to be more to this world-
more to life than this kitchen and the school house.

~sAAc: You’ll never see any of it with that lazy boy!
EMMA: I think I will.
IsAAc: I tell you, he’ll make you cry. You’ll live and die miserable!
EMMA: Father, I’m miserable now!
~sAAc: Only because you choose to be! I could be unhappy, too, if

I let myself! You think I don’t long to get away from this ,every
now and then? But I know I can’t! Life isn’t that way!

EMMA: Why can’t it be that way? A while back I would have laughed
at anyone who would seriously ask such a question. Once it would
have seemed so simple, so idiotic. But now... I will marry Joseph.

~sAAc: And as long as you are my daughter living in my house I say
that you will not see that dreamer again!

EMMA: Why won’t you see things the way I see them? I’m sure about
this! Do you know what I did the other day. I went to the woods,
knelt down and prayed-

~sAAc: -that Jesus would still love your father? That He would for-
give him and help him see things right?
(Their eyes meet and they must pause. For a moment EMMA is now
six years old, kneeling in the woods praying for her father. She now
realizes that she is being watched. ISAAC is moved that his child would
pray for his salvation. Then it is the present once again. EMMA comes
close to ISAAC, takes his face in her hands and quickly ~ves him a gen-
tle kiss.)

EMMA: Father, I love you. I’m sorry that I haven’t always acted as
though I do. I’m sorry for not being a good little daughter . . . for
not staying in my place . . . really I am. I’ll always love you. But
I’m not yours any longer.
(ISAAC tries to speak, but being overcome with emotion, his voice
cracks.)

~sAAc: I don’t want to hear you say that ever.., ever again.
(EM~v~ turns from him. She sees the peep stone on the table. Gently
picking it up and looking at it, she smiles to herself and places it in
her pocket. ISAAC and ELIZABETH watch silently, knowing what is about
to happen, but wishing they did not. EMMA goes to the door, turns and
looks at them one last time, and then exits. She is gone. ISAAC is struck
dumb for a moment. Then he runs to the door.)

ISAAC (desperately): Emma! I still have things to tell you! I still have
things to say! You are my daughter! You’ll always be mine! Do
you hear me? You’ll always be mine! (ELIZABETH walks over and
gently touches him.) She’ll be back.

ELIZABETH (quietly but with conviction): No, Isaac.
IsAAc: She will! I know my daughter. She’ll see him for what he is

and she’ll be back.
ELIZABETH: I’m sorry, Isaac, but she’s gone. This time I am right.

(IsAAc breaks. He crumbles, hitting the "dry" pump. Clear water sud-
denly bursts from the spout. ELIZABETH kneels beside him, wets her
hand and wipes the brow of the crying man.)

CURTAIN
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EULOGY
(AT THE BURIAL OF BROTHER JOSEPH)

We are gathered here today,
With shovels in eager hands,
To bury Brother Joseph

Who, beginning at age eleven, felt
fire in the stones,

God in the woods,
History in the hills.

He’d shut out the world
By covering face with cap,
And in the darkness he saw magic,

Or was it his own potential he saw?
Or was it ours?

Or was it simply God?
Whatever it was he saw

He injected it into long forgotten rituals,
In the sacrifice of a lamb at harvest,

In treasure hunts in Spring,
In the clasping hands of fellowship.

He dug deep into the soil in search of
Money,

Or was it history books?
Or was it God?

Whatever it was, he found it
And he passed it on-or at least, tried to

In parables and folklore,
In satire and jokings,

As was his way.
But we, who had been tossed and thrown

From one doubt to another,
From this church to that,

Failed to see the joke,
Or did we see the joke, but not the humor?
Or did we simply miss "That of God" in it all?

We took the joke too seriously,
The parable as fact,

The ritual as God Himself.

And poor Brother Joseph...
We insisted of him our perfection

(something he never had)
And forced him to prove

That which can only be felt,
Until finally he leaped from a window

With four balls in his back
And die’d according to the Will of God,

Or was it his will?
Or was it our own?

NO! Let us stop such questioning,
And get on with the burial!

If Brother Joseph was backed into a comer,
It was his own fault!

But no! Wait!
Why have this funeral so fine

For a man so faulty?
Quick! Fetch the shears and the paint!

Shave his face and chest!
And with red, paint youth into his cheeks.
Polish the porcelain and replace
The chipped tooth in his smile!

Quick! Hide the wives, and erase his children!
("Who shall declare his generation?")

Now bury our freshly painted,
Properly spiced and scented prophet
Beneath the archives’ floo!!

With your shovels, pile on your books and sermons!
Pile them high, Brethren!
Lest the stink of the corrupting body rise up

Intensified by all the contradictions.
Bury the oppositions!
Bury them everyone! OR
Is it life we bury?

Is it man himself?.
Or is it simply God?

PAGE 40
NOVEMBER 1988




