ACTII

SIDE B: A deserter is disguised as a Parson (p. 74 - 76)
READERS:

Elizabeth

Edward

Prattle

Parson

ELIZABETH
(In nightgown. ENTERING from UR) Edward! Edward! Where are you!

EDWARD
(Rushing to her, gesturing to be quiet) What is it?

ELIZABETH
Edward, there’s a strange Parson in our room!

EDWARD
Quiet, Elizabeth. I know.

ELIZABETH
You know!

PRATTLE

(Pointing to the tea chest) Edward, the other Parson!

ELIZABETH
Prattle? What’s he doing here?

EDWARD
(Retrieving and shoving him out DL door) He’s going home. Goodnight, Prattle!

ELIZABETH
Tell me what is going on!

EDWARD
Nothing that can’t be explained, Elizabeth. Now before you start fretting and getting all—

ELIZABETH
What other Parson, Edward?

EDWARD
Oh, the Other Parson.



(Going quickly to chest and opening it) How is it in there, Parson?

PARSON
(Rubbing head) A bit crowed—Ilike Noah’s Ark, I should say.

ELIZABETH
Why, Parson Thatcher! What are you doing—

PARSON
Good evening, Mrs. Wilkins. Perhaps you should—

ELIZABETH
Parson Thatcher, perhaps I should hold my tongue, but you are constantly saying, “Perhaps you
should” and I would like to say it just once. Perhaps you and Mr. Wilkins should explain! ...Oh,
Edward, It’s, it’s the soldiers, you’re up late every night, things are happening, and I’'m, I’'m
frightened.

PARSON
I apologize, Mrs. Wilkins. We men are so taken up in the affairs of the time that we forget the
fears of others.

EDWARD
(To Elizabeth) You know our way of life is threatened. It’s a way of life we love, and we’re
trying to protect—we must protect—what we love.

PARSON
(Gesturing to the tea chest) Let me explain my, ah, position, Mrs. Wilkins. You may find it
difficult to understand because I find it difficult to explain.

EDWARD
Parson brought a friend, the man in our room, who must travel very far tonight. The Major was
returning, and I felt it best if Parson Thatcher were not seen.

ELIZABETH
(Understand. Quietly) This “other” Parson will need something hot to sustain him.
(Going to hearth and stoking the fire)

PARSON
(Following her to hearth) Yes-yes. Something hot will be good for my friend.

EDWARD
I’ll get him now.
(EXITS UR)



ELIZABETH
Parson Thatcher, the next time you have a “friend” passing through my chambers, the least you
can do is tell me what time to expect him.

PARSON
Oh, oh, that was most unfortunate, but somehow these things turn out all right, thank the Lord.

ELIZABETH
(Ladling broth into tin cup) I could have had a good dinner ready for him. If your friend is a
liberty Parson, he needs it for strength.

PARSON
You understand then!

ELIZABETH
I’'m trying, Parson, truly I am. My greatest hope is that all of you understand what you are
doing.





