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FREE as INJUNS 

a play by tara beagan 
 

 
A new work inspired by Eugene O’Neill’s Desire Under the 
Elms and the “Canadian experience.” 
 
Concept by Ruth Madoc-Jones and Tara Beagan 
 
free as injuns premiered in the 2011/2012 Native Earth 
Performing Arts season at Buddies in Bad Times Theatre, 
from March 1 – 18. 
 
Directed by     Ruth Madoc-Jones 
Lighting and Set Design by  Andy Moro 
Sound Design by   Verne Good 
Costume Design by   Erika Iserhoff 
Production Manager   Charissa Wilcox 
Sound Composition by  Jason Burnstick 
Props by     Alex Vass 
Dramaturgical Consultant  Daniel David-Moses 
Dramaturgical Apprentice  Sarah Podemski 
 
Even Cabot    James Cade 
Pete Cabot    Anand Rajaram 
Sim Cabot     John Ng 
Ephraim Cabot    Jerry Franken 
Be Cabot     PJ Prudat 
Audio Mom     Yvette Nolan 
Audio Min     Lisa Codrington 
 

 
 
Free as Injuns received its first support from Native Earth 
Performing Arts, Inc. as an in-house presentation at their 
21st Annual Weesageechak Festival of new works, Theatre 
Passe-Muraille, February 5, 2009.  
 
The Company at Weesageechak was as follows: 
Director  Ruth Madoc-Jones 
Even Cabot James Cade 
Pete Cabot Anand Rajaram 
Sim Cabot  John Ng 
Ephraim Cabot Hrant Alianak 
Be Cabot  Cheri Maracle 
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Beagan was also made welcome to work on the script within 
her time on the Cahoots Theatre Project retreat at Niagara-
on-the-Lake in January 2009. 
 
In May of 2009, VideoCabaret hosted the creative team which 
included the following differences: Jamie Robinson as Pete, 
Bob Naismith as Ephraim, and Falen Johnson as Be. 
Subsequent work with a Native Earth residency brought Andy 
Moro in as production designer, Jovanni Sy as Sim, and 
Paula-Jean Prudat as Be. The play was read in its entirety 
at the Canadian Stage Festival of Ideas and Creation, 2010, 
with Cade as Even, Prudat as Be, David Ferry as Ephraim, 
Ins Choi as Sim and Ash Knight as Pete. Thanks to all 
actors and artists involved, including final workshop 
actors Christopher Stanton, Nicole Joy-Fraser, Leon Aureus, 
and Eli Ham. 
 

 
 
THE PEOPLE: 
 
All characters have mixed blood.  
Ephraim is the only character who is entirely Caucasian. 
All other actors do not “play” their roots – they simply 
are who they are. This is not to say that each individual’s 
heritage is not unique and important: one’s work is 
irrevocably informed by one’s personal perspective, as with 
any role. This differs person to person. All of this to say 
that there is no accent, dialect or costuming that 
highlights anyone’s ethnicity, save Be’s footwear and the  
single piece of jewelry she sports.  
It is important to note that Even, his mother (Audio Mom) 
and Be are the only characters who are First Nations. The 
nation is dependent upon the nation of the actor cast, or 
the location of the production, as preferred.  
 

The Cabot Clan 
 
EVEN CABOT, youngest brother. Has unclaimed First Nations 
heritage, through his late mother. 
PETE CABOT, eldest brother, about ten years Even’s senior. 
His late mother was not Caucasian.  
SIM CABOT, two years Pete’s junior. His late mother (other 
than Pete’s) was not Caucasian. 
EPHRAIM CABOT, father. Caucasian. 

The men are shirtless with broken-in denim  
overalls,rope-belts, 

 and black, well-worn steel-toed boots.  
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They have stubbled heads and faces.  
Ephraim differs in that he wears a tattered old pair of 

short-sleeved long underwear and sometimes a hat.  
Ephraim, Pete and Sim have enamelware cups tied to their 
rope-belts. All three brothers have spoons in their bib 

pockets. 
Even is covered in tattoos.    

  
 The Women 
 
AUDIO MOM, the pre-recorded voice of Even’s late mother, a 
self-actualized First Nations woman.  
AUDIO MIN, the pre-recorded voice of a sometime companion 
to Even, the prostitute Minnie. She, too, is not Caucasian. 
BE CABOT, Ehpraim’s new wife. Proudly half First Nations, 
not from a nation of the land where the Cabot’s now reside.  

Be wears a simple cotton camisole, layers  
of skirts in warm tones, and moccasins. 

She has one piece of jewelry. 
 

 
 
TEXT: 
 
Actions and silences  
are as important as dialogue.  
Be mindful with stage directions  
as a part of the story. 
 
Ellipses at the end of a line indicate that a character has 
trailed off in his/her words before his/her thought has 
ended, sometimes deliberately, sometimes not. 
 
A dash at the end of a line indicates that a character has 
been cut off in his/her speech by the ensuing moment; text 
from another character, the ensuing moment of action, or 
sometimes he/she cuts him/herself off abruptly. 
 
A backslash within one character’s line signals overlap in 
speech with the ensuing line. 
 
No end punctuation to a line indicates that the ensuing 
line is the completion of that sentence – two characters 
share the execution of the thought as one. 
 
Scenes that run alongside one another, in columns, are 
simultaneous. 
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ELEMENTS: 
 
Blackouts begin to happen, but some light always rises up 
before full darkness descends. 
 
Locations move scene to scene; in one moment, the 
southernmost corner may be the kitchen. In the next scene, 
it may be the farmyard. 
 
Actors will find their time to connect to the audience, who 
are playing the role of the land. 
 

 
 
THE PLAY 
 
Black box-ish.  
We are playing with Moro’s concept of a “terraced bowl”. 
The playing space encircles and intersects the audience, 
who are broken into four parts. There are spaces – cubbies, 
shelves, holes, trap doors - above and beneath ground 
level.  
There is a wretched gate attached to something, somewhere. 
 
LET THERE BE 
 

Darkness. 
 

Sounds of Even climbing a great huge tree. 
He arrives at the highest point and rests, panting. 

 
Voices speak the following in an echoing round.  
Be’s voice glides up and out in volume, not quite in  
step with Even & his Mom’s.  
Even speaks as though remembering or praying the words  
his mother spoke so often.  
Mom speaks plainly, and with resolve. 

 
Simultaneous: 
EVEN:  We’ll make our own worlds. Secret worlds.  

Sacred worlds. 
AUDIO MOM: We’ll make our own worlds. Secret worlds. 
   Sacred worlds. 
AUDIO BE:  We’ll make our own worlds. Secret worlds.  

Sacred worlds. 
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A branch snaps. 
Sounds of Even falling from the tree. 
He thuds to the ground with a stifled grunt. 

 
EVEN:  (grunt on landing.) 
 

A light shot through with the shadows of elm branches  
pops up on Even, who is on the ground. He looks into  
the light. 

 
AUDIO MOM: (distant. from another plane) Son. 
 
EVEN:  (very low) Mom? 
 

Sounds of a tree being sawn through. 
Even writhes in pain, as though being sawn through,  
himself. The agony twist him around until he is  
splayed out on the ground, limbs extended as though  
strung to be quartered. 
Sawing sounds continue, and the branch shadows are  
eliminated branch by branch, the light on Even less  
obscured. 

 
EVEN:  (scarcely choking out sound) Help muh… 
 
AUDIO MOM: Shhh sh sh sh sh sh shhhhh. 
AUDIO BE:  Shhh sh sh sh sh sh shhhhh. 
 

He calms, his limbs contract gently to rest at ease,  
arms at his sides and legs together. He stares blankly 
into the light. 
Sawing stops. 

 
Sounds of a boot-driven shovel breaking soil. 
Even closes his eyes. 

 
EVEN:  No. 
 

A shovel full of soil is thrown onto Even’s face. 
 
EVEN: (chokes and sputters.) 
 

Even can’t seem to move to clear the dirt from his  
eyes, nose, mouth. 
Another shovel, another load lands on Even. 
This continues until Even is quite covered. 
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AUDIO EHPRAIM: Amen. 
 

Even gasps upright, landing on all fours. He chokes  
and wipes his face clear of dirt. 
He slowly comes to standing. 
He wipes the soil from his body, mystified by how he 
came to be so covered in dirt. 
He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a handkerchief 
- with it comes more soil. He inverts his other pocket 
full of dirt, which rains to the ground. 
He sits and removes a boot – shaking it out, he finds  
it full of soil. Same for the other boot. 
 
Even looks skyward for help. 

 
EVEN:  Mom! 
 
AUDIO MOM & 
AUDIO BE: [MP3 Track “Home Song 1”] 
(singing) 
Home is the trees and the sky, alight 
Home is the blood that you fight. 
 
Home is the earth in the heart of you 
“Home” cries the work that you do. 
 
EVEN:  Work. 
 
AUDIO MOM: Good morning-sun 
AUDIO BE:  Good morning-sun. 
 

He puts his boots on, unlaced. 
 
IN THE BEGINNING 
 

Even fixes his resolve to soldier on. 
The isolated light warms on him. 
He works. 
This is a dance of light and sound – no props are  
actually seen. 
He sweeps. 
He peels potatoes. 
He scrubs laundry. 
He stops. Waits. Looks around for his mother. Nothing. 
He chops wood. 
He lifts a pot lid and sees that dinner is ready. 
He sighs in relief and dread – time to rest, but time  
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for company. 
 
EVEN: (sigh.) 
 

Even emerges from the house.  
He carries a cowbell.  
He holds the bell aloft, bringing it into the light.  
He pulls a spoon from his bib. 

 
Lights bleed up on the audience – only slightly. 

 
He stares into the audience: they are his land. 

 
EVEN: Home. (beat.) Pretty. Real pretty. 
 

He clangs the bell with a spoon. 
 

Lights up on a hunched over Pete and Sim, together. 
 
PETE: Dinner. 
 
SIM:  Bacon. 
 

They straighten out and sniff the air. 
They look at one another. 

 
Simultaneous: 
PETE: Bacon. 
SIM:  Bacon. 
 

They move closer to Even, who is still taking in his  
land/the audience. 
Pete and Sim stare at the audience. 

 
SIM:  Kinda pretty. 
 
PETE: Not bad. Prettier out West.  
 
SIM:  Yeah. Mountains  
 
PETE: gold 
 
SIM:  and plains. 
 
PETE: Black gold. 
 
SIM:  Black gold, yeah.  
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They continue to take in the audience/the land. 
 
SIM:  ‘Minds me of my wife. 
 
PETE: Late wife.  
 
SIM:  Hair like black gold,  
 
PETE: she had. 
 

Beat. 
 
PETE: Fool’s gold. No stay in ‘er. 
 
SIM:  Ten years gone. Get remembering, and then  

remember to be lonely. 
 
PETE: I always forget she ever was. 
 
SIM:  Me, too. Sometimes. Not always. 
 
EVEN: (not to his brothers) She will always be. 
 
 All three men stare straight up to the sky. 
 Pete and Sim look to each other, Even still looks up. 
 
PETE: Sky’s gone mean lookin’. 
 
SIM:  Mean as Jesus. 
 

Pete and Sim share a conspiratorial, cowering giggle. 
Pete breaks from the giggle and cuffs Sim. 

 
PETE: Bad! 
 
 Sim quickly and quietly prays a quick one in the dirt,  

repenting. 
 
AUD MOM: Son.  
 
EVEN: Mom. 
 
PETE: Who? 
 

Even is still looking up, hearing. 
 
AUD MOM: Get inside, son. You’ll be needed there. 
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Even breathes deep and full. 
Beat. 

 
SIM:  Sorry, Pete. 
 
 Pete helps Sim off the ground. 
 Pete chucks Sim on the shoulder. 
 Sim chucks Pete on the shoulder. 
 Pete chucks Sim even harder. 

Even rings the cowbell again.  
Sim and Pete slowly turn their gaze to Even, where it  
grows mean. 

 
SIM:  He come back yet? 
 

A moment. 
A light glows up, dimly, on Ephraim’s face. He is not 
in the same reality as the brothers, his focus is not 
with them. 

 
EVEN: Dinner. 
 

Lights fade on the brothers and flashes up in blips  
and pulses- lightning promising a storm… 
A gate is slammed. 
Boots stomp. 
Through this, Ephraim- 

 
EPHRAIM: (low and privately) Hallowed be thy name. Thy 

kingdom come, thy will be done, on earth as it is 
in heaven. 

 
 Thunder and rain. 

Cutlery clanks on enamelware dishes. 
 
Simultaneous: 
PETE: th’ holy spirit.  
SIM:  th’ holy spirit.  
 
Simultaneous: 
EVEN: Amen. 
PETE: Amen. 
SIM:  Amen. 
 
OUR DAILY BREAD 
 

Lights up on the brothers, who sit on the ground. 
Pete and Sim finish eating. 
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Pete and Sim sit, holding their spoons and cups; the 
props are now material ones.  
Even sits, but holds nothing, not eating. He ties up 
his boots. 

 
PETE: You’re awful quiet. 
 
SIM:  Quieter than usual? 
 
PETE: Think I’d mention, if it were just normal? 
 
SIM:  Oh. (beat.) Yeah, you’re quiet tonight. 
 
 The rain stops. 
 Even looks up. 
 
EVEN: I’m inside myself. 
 

Pete smirks. 
 
PETE: How can you tell? 
 
EVEN: Shhhh. 
 
SIM: (starts off whispering, then forgets.) And you 

never say the prayer when He’s not here. Only the 
“Amen” part. 

 
Nothing from Even. 

 
SIM:  That’s usual, though. “Normal”. Actually, even  

when He is here, you only really move your mouth.  
No sound.  

 
PETE: He can’t remember the words. 
 

Pete and Sim giggle. 
 
EVEN: Ain’t seen you today. And I did everything  

perfect. 
 
PETE: Holy Moses, here we go again! 
 
EVEN: Ain’t seen you, Mom. But I heard you. I’m  

listening. 
 
PETE: Stop it. 
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EVEN: I heard her. Usually she comes by when it’s all 
clean and quiet. But today… this morning. I heard 
her. 

 
SIM:  That kinda talk scares me, Pete. 
 
PETE: Shut up. 
 
EVEN: Smiling. And soft. 
 
SIM:  She look the same, Even? 
 
EVEN: Exact same. Warm. And true. Seen her stand over 

you, sleeping, Sim. Smiling. And calm.  
 
PETE: She’s dirt and grubs by now. Like the rest of 

them. 
 

Even stands. 
 
PETE: Where you goin’? 
 
EVEN: Hot water on the stove. ‘F you need. 
 
PETE: What if He comes home and finds you out? 
 

Lights up full on Ephraim, apart. He stares over and  
beyond the scene at play. 

 
EVEN: I don’t care! 
 
SIM:  ‘Sif you don’t. 
 
PETE: ‘Sif you don’t. 
 
EPHRAIM: ‘Sif you don’t. 
 
EVEN: Been gone a full month, and no word. I hope He’s  

died. 
 
PETE: If He died, we’d’ve had word.  
 
SIM:  Shouldn’t say that, Even. Hoping your own dad’s  

dead? That’s not righteous. 
 
EVEN: Little He ever cared about “right”. 
 
PETE: He’ll care if He comes home and finds you out  
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whoring. 
 
SIM:  He’ll care if He comes home and finds you out  

whoring and us gone for gold. 
 
EVEN: You pigs couldn’t find West if you were anchored  

to the goddamn sun. 
 
AUD MOM: Son. 
 
Simultaneous: 
PETE: Who said anything about goin’ west!? 
SIM:  Shouldn’t say the sun’s goddamned. 
 
EVEN: You said. Over and over and over. 
 
PETE: Oh. 
 
SIM:  We are going West. We’ll become very rich men. 
 
EVEN: How? 
 
Simultaneous: 
PETE: We’ll get there. 
SIM:  Black gold! 
 
EVEN: Huh. You must like walkin’. 
 
PETE: We’ll find our way, don’t you worry your little  

head. 
 
AUD MOM: Inside, son. 
 
SIM:  You could come, Even, if we wanted you to. 
 
PETE: We don’t want you to. 
 
SIM:  No. 
 
EVEN: You’ll be scalped and skinned before you leave  

the county. 
 
PETE: Worse off if you came along.  
 
SIM:  Yeah. There’s one thing Indians hate more than  

people not like them  
 
PETE: it’s turncoats. 
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Even, in a sudden and full fury, kicks their dishes. 

 
EVEN: Shut your heads! 
 
P & S: (laugh.) 
 
EVEN: Shut your ugly heads about my mom! 
 

Pete and Sim scamper out of the line of fire, but  
continue tittering. 

 
PETE: Didn’t say a thing about your mom, Even. 
 
SIM:  Not one word. Only said about you! 
 
EVEN: You you you you you you you were- you were  

insinuating- you insinuated… something! About 
her! 

 
PETE: What’s that, Even? 
 
SIM:  What? What? What. What? 
 
PETE: What? 
 

Even stomps at the ground, in a fit of rage, but  
hobbled by it. He mutters low, as in prayer to his  
mother. Pete and Sim talk to each other as he does. 

 
EVEN: Forgive them, mom, for they know not what they  

do. What do they do?  
 
Simultaneous: 
EVEN: Why do they do it? They don’t do anything of 

anything.  
PETE: He’s doin’ a war dance now. 
 
Simultaneous: 
EVEN: Nothing at all, mom. You help me all day, work 

hard- they take take take.  
SIM:  (“pow wow” singing) Hey ya, hey ya, hey ya! 
AUD MOM: It’s alright. You’re alright. 
 
Simultaneous 
EVEN: Forgive me, mom. I know not what I do. 
AUD MOM: Shhh sh sh sh shhhhh… 
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PETE: Look out! It’s gonna rain again! 
 
P & S: (laugh) 
 
EVEN: (to his brothers) You come here, the lot of you  

and you take take take. You think you can just  
show up and take the whole thing? 

 
PETE: Fuck off, brother. /We been here a looong time. 
 
EVEN: Fuck you!  
 
SIM:  Real long time. 
 
Simultaneous: 
PETE: Father’s father’s father’s father. 
SIM:  Father’s father’s father’s father. 
 
SIM:  Same father as you, Even. 
 
EVEN: He’s NOT my dad. 
 
PETE: He is. 
 
EVEN: There’s NOTHING of Him in me. 
 
PETE: Spittin’ image. 
 
SIM:  Dead ringer. 
 
PETE: ‘S just it’s your mom’s blood that gets to you.  

‘Cause of you figure it’s been spilt. 
 
EVEN: He killed her, fuck you. 
 
AUD MOM: Easy, now. 
 
SIM:  Killed my mom, too. (to Pete) An’ yours. Sorta. 
 
PETE: Sim. 
 
SIM:  Pete! 
 
PETE: Think about that, Sim. 
 
SIM:  I am. Ts’why I said it. 
 
PETE: If my mother died having me, and you reckon it’s  
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him that killed her, by making her with child, 
who was it that undone your wife? 

 
 This knocks Sim on his ass. 

 
SIM:  That’s mean, Pete. 
 
PETE: (as titles) Mean Pete. Sorry Sim.   
 
EVEN: Worked her so hard. She was dead before she died,  

she worked so hard. Working, still. Can’t rest,  
even now. Never figured out how to rest at all,  
not with Him: scrubbing, peeling, scraping, 
clawing at the work while it heaped up on her. 
Still, she comes here, to her kitchen. Keep 
hoping my hard work’ll win her rest. Try to take 
it offa her. Work so hard. All the time, so hard.  
He’s so goddamn hard harder than the ground she’s  
buried in. “We’ll make our own worlds-“ 

 
PETE: Still your dad. 
 
EVEN: This is HER farm. Her land. Her people were here  

long before his line got hold of it. 
 
SIM:  Shut up, Even. We worked it since before you were  

born. Not one day not working this land. 
 
PETE: Some of us. 
 
SIM:  I said I was sorry, Pete. 
 
PETE: Sorry Sim. 
 
SIM:  Forgive me. 
 
PETE: Not for me to give. 
 
EVEN: MOM? 
 
PETE: She was good, Even. 
 

A moment. 
 
PETE: ‘S true. Your mom was a good woman.  
 
EVEN: I thank you for saying. 
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PETE: She’s gone now. 
 
EVEN: She’s not. 
 

Pete and Sim share a look. 
 
EVEN: He worked her to death. To death and you two did 

nothing to stop it. 
 
SIM:  Well, what about you? 
 
PETE: You were old enough, in the last few years,  

there, to do something about it. 
 
SIM:  Sure as shit – pardon me. Grown up enough by  

then. 
 
PETE: Well… same size you are now. What stopped you? 
 

No response. 
 
EVEN: You were men. You could’ve stopped Him. 
 
PETE: You were the same size you are now, Even.  
 
SIM:  What stopped you? 
 
 Beat. 
 
EVEN: Didn’t think I could. 
 
PETE: Arright. (beat) You pick up those dishes, now.   
 
EVEN: Fuck you, Pete. Fuck you. 
 
PETE: Arright. Arright. Leave them for her, then. 
 

Even grabs the dishes. 
 
P & S: (laugh.)  
 
EVEN: I’m going out! 
 

Even slams through the gate. He stops and breathes  
deep. 

 
EVEN: Rain on soil. 
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 Even looks to the sky, then carries on. 
 
PETE: Hey. Tell Minnie Sim says “Evenin’”. 
 

Even stops dead and looks to his brothers. 
 
SIM:  Oh! 
 
PETE: Sure. Tell the same from me, while you’re at ‘er. 
 
SIM:  May as well say so from Dad, too. Sure He’d send  

‘er His best if He knew you were going calling on  
‘er. 

 
EVEN: The hell are you saying? 
 
PETE: You’ve been sinning on a woman your own dad  

already took. 
 
AUD BE: You’re so beautiful, I can almost see how maybe  

your dad used to be. 
 
EVEN: (as though recalling) “Asked you where you’s  

goin’, face all shiny with soap and  
everything.”(beat) You’re meant to be the lady  
of the house. 

 
SIM:  Whut? 
 
EVEN: Who is that? 
 
SIM:  WHAT? 
 
EVEN: Not your business where I’m goin’. 
 
AUD BE: Nice property. 
 
EVEN: (inward) Was my mom’s. 
 
AUD BE: I see. 
 
PETE: Cracking. Drying up with deep down sad. 
 
SIM:  Could use a lady-greasing, I guess. 
 

Even mutters as he leaves. He doesn’t notice that as  
he goes, he follows Ephraim until Ephraim leaves the  
light. 
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EVEN: Was my mom’s land… her mom before that. An’ her 

mom, too. Mother’s mother’s mother’s mother. 
 
 
AND SHE WAS KNOWN TO HIM 
 
 
Even crosses away 
from Pete and Sim. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Even stretches out 
on the ground. He 
curls up on his 
side. 
 
EVEN: She’s 
warm and moist. 
Like the soil. 
Smells like soil, 
warm and cool. 
Feels like earth, 
soft and warm and 
cool. Wet. Feels 
like land that’s 
yours. Like 
landing. 
 
An unseen door 
opens on Even, 
shedding light 
along the length 
of his body. 
 
Even sits up. 
 
EVEN: Minnie. 
 
AUD MIN:    Shh, 
sh sh sh shhhhh. 

Pete and Sim 
stand, dumb. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PETE: Could 
sit outside. 
 
SIM:  Sure. 
 
Pete and Sim go 
through the gate. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A low light 
illuminates Be’s 
back. She stands, 
apart from all 
three men, running 
her fingers 
through her hair. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Be opens an unseen 
door. 
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An unseen Minnie 
eases Even down 
onto his back. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
AUD MIN: How you 
feeling, Even 
Cabot? And how is 
your family? 
 
EVEN: Don’t 
ask me that. 
 
 
 
 
Even unclasps the 
bib of his 
overalls. 
 
 
 
 
 
EVEN:   (pleasure) 
 
Darkness descends. 
 
 
 
 
Sounds of sex.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
EVEN: (in 
darkness, and 

 
 
 
 
 
 
PETE:    Could 
play cards. 
 
Pete and Sim sit 
on the ground. 
 
 
 
 
 
PETE deals. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
They sort their 
cards. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pete and Sim are 
the only ones in 
light, now.  
 
SIM:  Go fish. 
 
PETE: Not 
playing Fish. 
 
 
 

Be bends down to 
an unseen man, 
pushing him gently 
down onto his 
back. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
BE:      Good 
evening, Even 
Cabot. Why don’t 
you kiss me? 
 
 
 
 
BE:  Take 
that off. 
 
Be stretches out 
on top of an 
unseen Even. 
 
BE:  (soft 
laughter) See? I’m 
not so awful. 
 
 
 
Darkness descends. 
 
 
 
 
Sounds of sex. 
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ecstasy) Tell me 
everything’s for 
us. Say it’s all 
for this. 
 
AUD MIN:  There, 
now. Hush yourself 
and give in to me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
More moaning, etc. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
EVEN:(comes       
       loudly) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
SIM:  What’s 
this, crazy 
eights? ‘Cause I 
got two eights, 
here- 
 
 
PETE: Show?  
 
Sim shows his 
hand.  
 
PETE: Nnnno. 
Let’s try rummy. 
 
They sort their 
cards, stare at 
them, re-sort 
them. 
 
PETE: Hit me. 
 
Sim only looks at 
Pete, puzzled. 
 
SIM:  I don’t 
think I played 
this before. 
 
PETE: Sure you 
have. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
BE:  (also in 
darkness and 
ecstasy) I love 
you, Even. It’s 
all for you. 
Everything that’s 
good and pure and 
true. 
 
 
More moaning, etc. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
BE: (comes loudly) 
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Soft light up on a 
spent Even, 
resting back, eyes 
closed. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
AUD MIN:  With a 
new wife he found 
someplace. 
 
 
Even sits up. 
 
EVEN: What did 
you say? 
 
AUD MIN:  Your pa 
has a new wife, 
Even. Hear he’s 
headed back with 
her in tow. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Even dresses and 
mutters, now in a 

 
Sim throws a card 
down, unsure. 
 
PETE: M hm. 
 
Pete picks up 
Sim’s discarded 
card. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Pete lays all of 
his cards down 
before Sim, 
victorious. 
 
PETE: HA! 
 
SIM:  Skunked! 
 
PETE: Damn. 
 
SIM:  Damn. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Low light up on 
Be, laying on her 
front, as though 
strewn across an 
unseen man’s 
chest. 
 
BE:  He’ll be 
back in the 
morning. 
 
 
 
 
Snap to black. 
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hurry. 
 
EVEN: (low) 
Blessed art thou 
among women, and 
blessed is the 
fruit of thy womb… 
 
 
 
Even distractedly 
finds a coin for 
Minnie, leaving it 
on the ground. 
 
EVEN: Thank 
you. 
 
 
 
AUD MIN:Say hello 
to your- 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
SIM:  Wait. 
How’s that? 
 
PETE:     Here.      
          See? 
 
Pete sorts his 
cards in such a 
way that 
illuminates - for 
him - how it is 
that he just won 
the game. Sim is 
no more 
elucidated. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Even races over to his brothers his line cuts off  
Audio Minnie.  
Unseen by Even or the brothers, Ephraim watches Even  
rush home, and then lingers as a presence, grinning. 

 
LOVE HONOUR AND OBEY 
 

Even arrives at the card game. 
 
EVEN: He took a wife. 
 
SIM:  “He” you? 
 
EVEN: “He” HIM! That dirt-crusted old bastard! 
 
PETE: Says who? 
 
EVEN: Minnie! 
 
SIM:  Where’d He find a wife? 
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PETE: This whole time, we been thinking we might  

finally get our share. 
 
EVEN: This whole time working like slaves. 
 
PETE: It’ll all go to her. 
 

In three percussive beats:  
Pete tears the gate off the fence,  
Sim throws his cards down,  
Even stomps. 

 
EVEN: GodDAMN! Goddamn Him. ‘N her! 
 
SIM:  No. 
 
PETE: Damn all of us! 
 
SIM:  No, no. We did this. We did this to ourselves,  

talking bad things about Him and doing bad  
things. 

 
Beat. 
Quickly, Sim cleans up the playing cards. 

 
EPHRAIM: “Thus they became unclean/ in their practices…” 
 
SIM:  “Thus they became unclean in their practices, and  

played the harlot in their deeds.” 
 

Ephraim looks to Pete. 
 
EPHRAIM: “Therefore…” 
 
PETE: “Therefore the anger of the Lord was kindled  

against his people/ and He abhorred His  
inheritance.” 

 
EVEN: “and He abhorred His inheritance.1” 
 

Ephraim is gone. 
They stew separately for a moment.  
Even turns his face skyward and opens his arms, in  
prayer. 

 
 

1 Psalm 106, New Testament 
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EVEN: “Unto thy seed will I give this land; He shall  
send His angel before thee, and thou shalt take a  
wife unto my son from thence.2” 

 
Sim and Pete look at one another, and then to Even. 

 
PETE: That’s not the one we were doing. 
 

Even looks at them. 
 
EVEN: It’s all just words. This is my land. 
 
PETE: “It’s all just words.” 
 
SIM:  “It’s all just words.” 
 
PETE: “It’s all just words.” 
 
SIM:  “It’s all just words.” 
 
PETE: “It’s all just- 
 
EVEN: It is! It’s MINE. 
 
PETE: Yours. You’ll be getting the same as what we get,  

now, for sure. 
 
SIM:  A bucket ‘o’ nothin’. 
 
PETE: “Bucket”. Ha. 
 
EVEN: Mom? 
 
AUD MOM: We can make our own worlds. / Sacred worlds. 
 
EVEN: Sacred worlds. (outward) What if I buy your  

nothing and set you free? 
 

Beat. 
Even moves to dig up a sack of hidden monies. 

 
EVEN: Thusly Even did rise up and he did smite his  

Almighty Father. And the hounds of hell did haul  
that crusty old son-of-a-bitch into a teeming  
hole of torment and flame. 

 
2 Genesis, Chapter 24, King James 
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PETE: The fuck are you doing, Even? 
 

Even emerges with a sack of coins.  
 
EVEN: And unto his brothers he did bequeath such riches  

as were hithertofore unknown to the tribes of  
Abraham – NAY! – Eden itself knew no such  
plenitude as he did set before them. 

 
SIM:  That’s not scripture. 
 

He throws the sack before his brothers. 
 
EVEN: Sell it to me. Sell me what’s not even yours. 
 
AUD MOM: It’s yours. 
 
PETE: What is this? 
 
SIM:  What is that? 
 
EVEN: I own this farm. It’s mine. It was my mom’s and  

she left it in my care. You could never see that  
for looking. But I know. And I know, too, I can 
live to see Him under, but you gotta clear out. 
Can’t have you lording over me alongside Him – 
seconding, thirding everything He says that’s 
wrong about me. You two wishing Him dead but 
damning me for doing the same. Get out, now. You 
take this money and clear out. You’re free. 

 
Pete gestures to the sack.  
Sim pounces on it and looks inside. 

 
SIM:  Holy shit, Pete. 
 
PETE: Where’d you get that? 
 
EVEN: You saw where I got it. 
 
SIM:  How’d it get there? 
 
EVEN: He’s been hoarding. Since forever. Us working and  

never rewarded, and Him squirreling away for His  
own sake. My mom showed me. She wanted to make  
sure I could get what’s mine. 
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PETE: He know she knew? 
 
EVEN: Hell, no. 
 
SIM:  What you been staying around here for? 
 
EVEN: ‘Cause she’s mine. 
 
PETE: You’re one crazy bugger. Stuck to your mom’s tit  

and she six feet under. 
 
EVEN: Never mind. Take it and make your way west, into  

your “oceans” of “black gold”.  
 

Pete circles Even, Sim joins him. 
 
EVEN: Whut? 
 
PETE: Liar. 
 
EVEN: Stay, then. See what becomes of you when you’re  

no good to work anymore. Won’t be long. (to Pete)  
You and your bum knees. It’ll happen to you  
before Him. An’ long before me. Nothing I can do  
about it when He turns you out. Both of you! 

 
SIM:  Yeah, we’re gonna take the word of some whore and  

set out on some road to we-know-not-where? 
 
PETE: We know. 
 
SIM:  Well, we know which way’s west, but we don’t know  

much more’n that. 
 
PETE: Still… 
 
SIM:  Wull, I dunno. Should we do it? 
 
PETE: No. ‘Cause he’s telling tales. 
 
EVEN: You think some new woman’ll wanna be doing your  

washing, your cooking? HELL, no. She’ll prob’ly  
wile Him into turning you out a week after she  
gets here. She’ll  spawn a whole brood of farm  
workers better than you. He’ll forget you. Easy.  

 
PETE: “She” my ass. Huh. I think you may actually  

believe what you’re saying.  
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SIM:  You believe everything every woman ever told you? 
 
EVEN: ‘F I did, I’d be thanking God for taking your  

wife when He did - on her behalf! 
 
SIM:  You hardly knew my fuckin’ wife. 
 
EVEN: I knew her as well as you did. 
 

Sim jumps Even. They brawl. Pete waits it out, leaning  
on his gate.  
Neither Sim nor Even can best the other. 

 
PETE: Give. 
 

They fight. No progress on either side. It’s really  
just grunting and awkward hugging. 

 
PETE: This is sad. SAAAAAD. 
 

Sim and Even are just holding each other and trying to  
out-grunt the other at this point. 

 
PETE: Give. (beat.) Give! 
 
Simultaneous: 
EVEN: Give. 
SIM:  Give. 
 

They break. 
 
PETE: Let’s not be baffoons, brothers. 
 
Simultaneous: 
SIM:  Baboons. 
EVEN: Buffoons. 
 
PETE: Right. Let’s not. 
 
SIM:  Whadda we do, Pete? 
 
PETE: Do what we always done. An’ wait for Him to come  

home again. 
 
EVEN: Fuck you both.  
 

Even returns the sack of money to the hiding place. 
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SIM:  I’m not doing it, Pete! I’m not working my bones  

to dust for a farm I’ll never call my own. 
 
PETE: Oh. Good, Sim. Yes. We won’t. We won’t work one  

more tick. Not even milking the cows. 
 
SIM:  Not even the cows, Pete? 
 

Pete shakes his head.  
 
SIM:  Wuh… ya! Not even fixing that curse word gate! 
 
PETE: ‘Specially not the asshole gate. 
 
 They kick at the gate, Pete still holding it. 
 
EVEN: An’ whaddabout me? What if I don’t do my work?  

What’ll you eat? 
 
PETE: I think… if it’s really your farm 
 
SIM:  you’ll work. 
 
EVEN: I hope he comes back right now and sees you  

holding that fuckin’ gate and catches you both  
being slovenly.  

 
Even moves to leave. 

 
SIM:  Harvest is right around the bend. 
 
PETE: Where you goin’? 
 
EVEN: I got socks to darn! 
 

As he turns from his brothers, he spots something 
further off. He stops dead. 

 
AND OF THE SONS 
 
EVEN: There they are. 
 

Pete and Sim turn around as a light leaks up on  
Ephraim. He sports his hat.  
Pete and Sim happen to stand in Even’s line of view as  
they turn, blocking Even from being seen by his 
father. 
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SIM:  Well. He is comin’. 
 
EVEN: I damn prayed he’d die. 
 
PETE: No one listens to you. 
 
SIM:  Looks like he’s all on his lonesome.  
 
PETE: ‘magine that. 
 

Pete leans on the detached gate as though it is  
perfectly natural. 
Sim grounds himself. 
Ephraim comes fully into view. He peers at his sons-  

 
EPHRAIM: Who…? 
 
PETE: ‘S Pete. 
 
SIM:  ‘N Sim. 
 

Even turns away. 
 
EPHRAIM: My sons. Standing about. Pete. Sim. ‘N where’s  

Even? (beat.) Sons. This is my wife. Your new  
mom. 

 
Ephraim steps aside. 
Be is revealed, standing behind Ephraim. 
Be’s attention pans across the vast property - the  
Audience – then lands on the brothers. 

 
BE:  Hi, there. 
 
PETE: Wull- 
 

Pete plunks the gate down between he and Sim, and his  
father and Be. 
At the same time, Sim bleats a percussive- 

 
SIM:  Hya! 
 

-as though he’s commanding a horse. 
 
EPHRAIM: The hell’d you do that? 
 
BE:  ‘Zat a gate? 



production draft 09.01.2012 

free as injuns by Tara Beagan  31 

 
PETE: My gate. 
 

Pete pounds the ground with the gate as Sim blasts  
sound at Be. Once.  

 
SIM:  Ha. 
 

Again.  
 
SIM:  Ha. 
 

Again. 
 
SIM:  Ha. 
 
EPHRAIM: What. WHAT? 
 

Now, as Pete pounds the gate, he and Sim advance on  
their father. 
Sim’s “Ha”’s are more sardonic and quieter, now. 
Be clears out, circling around to avoid what seems to  
promise to be a fracas. 
Pound! 

 
SIM:  Ha. 
 

Again.  
 
SIM:  Ha. 
 

Again. 
 
SIM:  Ha. 
 
EPHRAIM: WHAT? 
 
PETE: “He’ll care if He comes home and finds you out  

whoring and us gone for gold.” 
 
EPHRAIM: Yer liquored! 
 
SIM:  Not liquored. Just gone. Clear. Free and clear,  

right Pete? 
 
EPHRAIM: Free, how so? 
 
PETE: Free from everything. 
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SIM: Free from work. Free from hands-cracked shovel-

bent milking-stoop. 
 
PETE: Free from “Father.” Free from “sons.” Free from  

holy ghosts! 
 
EPHRAIM: Free as Indians, are you? 
 
PETE: Free from you. We’re goin’ West, and fuck you  

very much. 
 

Ephraim is stunned.  
 
P & S: (laugh.) 
 
EPHRAIM: The hell is goin’ on here? Where’s yer brother? 
 
SIM:  He bought us out, so –  
 
PETE: Don’t have a brother. ‘Xcept ourselves! 
 
SIM: Yeah, we’re just each other’s brothers. No 

other. No mother. No father. 
 
PETE: FUCK YOU VERY MUCH! 
 

They laugh again. 
 
EPHRAIM: You tell me where the hell is Even, right goddamn  

now! 
 

Black on this as… 
 
FULL OF GRACE 
 

Light blazes up on Even, who is on his knees, arms  
stretched to the heavens. 
At the same time, Be drops to the ground and seems to  
be smoothing it out – a premonition of action yet to  
come. 

 
EVEN: You done it, mom! You made it happen here. This  

woman will chase away these scions of  
ingratitude. Your only begotten son shall rise up  
and slay the father who doth oppress him. Your  
son shall vanquish the woman who threatens to  
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take all that is yours; she will be took! I feel  
your path before me and I shall walk the good  
road, mom. I shall stand as you would have me,  
and this good earth shall be reborn with the  
blood and sweat of your progeny.   

 
TIME CHANGE: return to AND OF THE SONS 
 

Replay. 
 
EPHRAIM: The hell is goin’ on here? Where’s yer brother? 
 
SIM:  He bought us out, so –  
 
PETE: Don’t have a brother. ‘Xcept ourselves! 
 
SIM: Yeah, we’re just each other’s brothers. No 

other. No mother. No father. 
 
PETE: FUCK YOU VERY MUCH! 
 

They laugh again. 
 
EPHRAIM: You tell me where the hell is Even, right goddamn  

now! 
 

Even gets up off his knees, galvanized yet calm. 
  
AND THEN THERE WAS WOMAN 
 

Pete and Sim move, along with the gate, to reveal  
Even.  
Even and Ephraim stand face to face. 
Ephraim’s breathing grows heavy.  
Even grounds himself. 

 
A time. 

 
EPHRAIM: Even. (beat.) You sound? 
 

Even only looks at him. 
 
EPHRAIM: Even, this is my wife. Your new mom. 
 

Ephraim gestures to the place Be has already vacated. 
Even looks directly over to Be at the same time Be  
looks at him. 
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A tunnel of light charges between Even and Be. 
 
AUD EVEN: I never saw any woman before  
 
AUDIO BE: you. 
 
AUD EVEN: I never saw any woman come close to being a  

woman the way/ you are. 
 
AUD BE: You are. You… are beauty. 
 
AUD EVEN: Here we are. 
 
EVEN: Here we are. 
 

Be smiles. 
 
EPHRAIM: Whut. 
 
SIM:  He says “Here we are.” 
 
EPHRAIM: I heard ‘im. 
 
PETE: Look out. It’s gonna rain again. 
 
EVEN: (skyward, to his mom) What she meant for? 
 
EPHRAIM: This is Be. She’s my new wife. 
 
PETE: Your new ma. 
 
BE:   Good morning-sun. 
 

Even breaks eye contact – the tunnel of light snaps  
away. 

 
PETE: Past dinnertime. 
 
SIM:  We ate. 
 
EVEN: I see you. You… I mean, I think I seen you in  

town before, maybe. 
 
BE:  Ain’t from town.  
 
EVEN: Oh. 
 
BE:  Never seen you before in my life. I’d remember.  
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PETE: I’m Pete. 
 
BE:  I’m good with faces. 
 
SIM:  I’m Sim. 
 
EPHRAIM: These are Sim and Pete, but never mind them. They  

say they’re headin’ West. 
 
EVEN: Must like walkin’. 
 
PETE: Whoa. 
 
BE:  Hi, Pete. Sim. 
 
PETE: Even. 
 
BE:  Even. 
 
SIM:  Even, what about…? You said you’d… 
 

Pete and Sim share a worried exchange of looks. 
 

Be advances on Even. 
 
BE:  Nice property. 
 
EVEN: Was my mom’s. 
 
BE:  I see. 
 
SIM:  She’s your mom, now. Ha. 
 
PETE: Ha. 
 
EVEN: She ain’t my mom. 
 
BE:  My farm, now. 
 
EPHRAIM: Our farm. 
 

Be turns and looks at Ephraim. Oh, yeah. Him. 
 
EPHRAIM: Can see - that window there - that’s our bedroom. 
 
BE:  How many bedrooms in there? 
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Simultaneous: 
EPHRAIM: Four. 
SIM:  Two. 
EVEN: Three. 
 
PETE: ‘Pends who you ask. 
 
BE:  What if I’m askin’ you? 
 
PETE: Well, there’s three rooms people sleep in, if  

that’s what you want to know. Two of those three  
were meant for that purpose, whereas a third that  
might be a sleeping room’s been took over by the  
elm grows on the south side of the house.  

 
BE:  How…? A tree? 
 
SIM:  One day it just moved inside. 
 
EPHRAIM: This fool boy let a tree take over his room.  

Insists on it. 
 
BE:  You moved out of your bedroom so a tree could  

stretch out in there? 
 

Nobody responds. 
 
BE:  So where do you stay? 
 
Simultaneous: 
EPHRAIM: Broom closet. 
SIM:  Broom closet. 
EVEN: Smaller room. 
 
PETE: ‘Pends who you ask. 
 

Be smiles at Even. 
 
SIM:  Me an’ Pete have the second biggest room. 
 
BE:  You bunk in together? 
 
SIM:  Ever since we were small. Right, Pete? 
 
BE:  And so the biggest room… that’s me? 
 
EPHRAIM: Master bedroom. My room. Where you will join me.  
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She looks to Ephraim. 
 
EPHRAIM: Off you go, then. Make yourself to home.  
 
BE:  My home! I never had- 
 
EPHRAIM: Our home. 
 
BE:  (to Even) I’ll be inside when you want me. 
 
EPHRAIM: Yep. 
 

Be moves into darkness. 
 
EPHRAIM: Cute. 
 

Ephraim stares down his sons. 
 
EPHRAIM: I don’t know what you all think you been up to.  

But I expect more couth outta you. Mind your  
fuckin’ tongues. 

 
The brothers flinch as though physically threatened.  
A moment. 

 
EPHRAIM: (sniff) (beat) (sniff sniff sniff) Stench of 

sloth offa you two. And him with a shine on his 
boots. (beat.) I’ll have my supper. ‘f I come out 
to find that house better kept than this farm, 
well… say your prayers now. (beat) GET TO WORK! 

 
Ephraim moves into darkness. 

 
PETE: Ante up, Even. 
 
SIM:  Yeah, Even. What the hell? 
 
EVEN: “My home”... 
 
AUDIO BE: Here we are. 
 
AUD MOM: Softly, son. Mindful. 
 
SIM:  Give us the money, Even. Nothing to know except  

just give it, an’ we’ll be gone. 
 
EVEN: You saw where He keeps it. I set it back where it  

was. 
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PETE: Just go fetch and we’ll be done with it. Leave  

you to… whatever it is you’re doin’. 
 
AUDIO BE: I wanna get you alone. 
 
EVEN: Alright. 
 
EPHRAIM: (from darkness) Any goddamn dinner to be had? 
 

Even walks to tend to his father. 
 
PETE: Even. Even! 
 

Even is gone. 
 
PETE: The FUCK!? 
 
SIM:  Yeah, really, hey? 
 

Pete stands, staring at the hiding place for the sack.  
He still holds the gate. From here on, Pete has an  
unnatural attachment to that gate. He takes it  
everywhere. 

 
SIM:  What’d he do with it? 
 

Sim starts searching the perimeter for the sack.  
 
PETE: STOP. Can’t dig around here, willy-nilly. 
 
SIM: Oh.  
 
PETE: The ground is wet. Stick to you like sin. 
 
SIM:  Like sin! 
 
PETE: He comes out and sees us with our fingers in it,  

he’ll shoot as soon as shout. 
 
SIM:  If we find just one coin, that would be a clue. 
 
PETE: Dig it up. Smooth it over. More rain. Smooth it  

over. Dig it up before it rains again. 
 
 Sim is still scanning the ground, clueless. 
 
SIM:  Stick to you like stink. 
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PETE: Sim. If you were to find it. Would you run off  

out of here? 
 
SIM:  Quicker than shit. 
 
PETE: Whatddabout me? 
 
SIM: No, no, no, Pete! Quicker than shit with you. 

Only outta here with you, Pete, I swear. 
 
PETE: How do I know that? 
 
SIM: On our mothers’ graves. 
 
PETE: Uh huh. 
 
SIM: Pete, please. That was ten years ago. I told you 

I’m sorry. 
 
PETE: Swear on her grave. 
 
 Beat. 
 
SIM:  I swear on my late wife’s grave. 
 
PETE: And? 
 
SIM:  I swear on my late wife’s… and our late baby’s  

grave. 
 
PETE: Hm. Grab it up, Sim! There! 
 
SIM:  Yes! 
 

Sim frantically digs where Pete pointed – far from the  
hiding spot.  Pete’s focus stays on the hiding place,  
but rather than going to it, he paces measuredly,  
trying to will himself to move towards it.  
 

PETE: (to himself) She’s out here. And she’s out here. 
And she’s out here. Any others? And her. And the 
little one. Any others? Any brothers? She’s out 
here. Over there. 

 
 A light glows up on Ephraim, who looks at Pete. 
 
EPHRAIM: Dirt and grubs by now. 
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PETE: “Never mind her! All your questionsquestions. 

Godforsaken mutt. That mare’s worth more than  
your ma was. Her colts better workers than you  
been, easy!” 

 
SIM:  Pete? 
 
 Light off on Ephraim. 
 
PETE: Buckle down, brother. The Lord helps He who helps  

himself. Don’t give up! 
 
SIM:  No, no. No giving up. Days and days. 
 
PETE: “Apply all diligence. In your faith supply moral  

excellence, and /in your moral excellence,  
knowledge.” 

 
SIM:  “…in your moral excellence, knowledge.” 
 
P & S: “And in your knowledge, self-control, and in your  

self-control, perseverance, and in your  
perseverance, godliness, and in your godliness,  
brotherly kindness, and in your brotherly  
kindness, love.”  

 
Sim and Pete come together for a rare and tender  
moment - right atop the hiding place. They hold one  
another’s shoulders as Pete- 

 
PETE: “For if these qualities are yours and are  

increasing, they render you neither useless nor  
unfruitful in the true knowledge of our /Lord  
Jesus Christ.” 

 
BE:  Jesus Christ! 
 

On “Jesus Christ” lighting snaps, thunder cracks and  
rain pours. 
Lights come up on Be. 

 
BLESSED ART THOU AMONG WOMEN 
 
BE:  Hot out here. 
 
 In a flash, the rain stops and full sunlight shines. 
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ALL MEN: Days and days and days. 
 
PETE: Work all day 
 
SIM:  search all night. 
 
P & S: Perseverance. 
 

Pete and Sim still search the earth and recite, slowly  
fading in prominence. 

 
P & S: “For he who lacks these qualities is blind or  
  short-sighted, having forgotten his purification  

from his former sins.” 
 
BE:  Thirsty earth. Already soaked up all that rain. 
 

Be sits outside, right on the ground. She stretches  
out, languid in the heat.  

 
BE:  Been needing that rain. Deprived. 
 
SIM:  “Therefore, brethren, be all the more diligent to  

make certain about His calling and choosing you;  
for as long as you practice these things, you  
will never stumble.3” 

 
Pete wipes out, seemingly over nothing- a really big,  
multi-step spill. 

 
PETE: FUCKhole. (to Sim) Hole! 
 

Sim doesn’t notice. 
 
PETE: Mind the divot, there. ‘S dangerous. 
 

Be speaks to Pete and Sim, but they just ignore her,  
and continue searching. 

 
BE:  Hey. Maybe if you guys are going to keep sleeping  

out here, you wanna give your room to Even. Hey! 
 

A moment. 
Still nothing. Be leaves it alone. 

 
 

3 this whole passage from Peter 2:1, 5-10 New Testament. 
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Even comes outside. He stops dead when he sees Be. He  
looks away. 
She looks right at him. 
Even makes a show of looking out over the property/the  
audience, though he doesn’t pay much mind to his  
brothers. 
Be stares at him a time. He doesn’t look at her, so  
she resumes lolling about. 

 
AUD MOM: Say “hello”, son. 
 
EVEN: No work? 
 
BE:  Too hot for work. 
 
EVEN: My mom had work – always. Heat. Sleet. Snow. 
 
BE: Aw, Even. You been keepin’ that home well clean. 

Hell, I didn’t work that hard in the houses hired 
me for cleaning! House after house after house. 
Wiping up other people’s mess. Never clean, 
myself, other people’s dirt so hard to wear. 
Dirt’s like shame in that way. You ever notice 
that? If a body doesn’t pick up after himself – 
his own shame, or his own dirt, same difference – 
someone else has to. (beat) ‘Sides… I’m not your 
mom. 

 
He ventures a look her way. 

 
EVEN: Jesus Christ, why don’t you put some clothes on. 
 
BE:  What would your dad say if he heard you use  

language like that? 
 
EVEN: He’d probly say… “Don’t use my son’s name in  

vain.” 
 

A moment. 
Be laughs. 
Even laughs. 

 
BE:  Cheek. You’re bad. 
 
EVEN: Takes one to know- 
 

Even swallows his phrase. He glances at her and then  
carries on. She stops him. 
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BE:  Hey. C’mere. 
 

Even does not move. 
 
BE:  C’mere so I can see you. 
 
EVEN: Already lookin’ at me. 
 
BE:  Mmm. Can’t seem to stop myself. 
 
EVEN: (sharp inhale) 
 
AUD MOM: Steady. 
 
EVEN: (breathes deep) You’re meant to be the lady of  

the house. My father’s wife. 
 
BE:  ‘Kay. I’ll be your mom. C’mere. 
 
EVEN: Get off. 
 
BE:  What’d’you think I’m trying to do? Silly. 
 
EVEN: Shouldn’t talk like that. Someone could hear you. 
 
BE:  Come here. 
 
EVEN: Don’t want to. 
 
BE:  Then why aren’t you gone yet? ‘F I’m so awful? 
 
EVEN: Didn’t say you’re awful. 
 
BE:  Then why don’t you want me? 
 
EVEN: Didn’t say I didn’t want you. 
 
BE:  So you do want me. 
 
EVEN: I didn’t say anything! 
 
BE:  C’mere, then. 
 
EVEN: No. 
 
BE:  Well, then. Stay there, so I’ll come to you. 
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She goes to him. 
He stays. 

 
BE:  I think me an’ you could get along real well,  

Even. (silence as she takes him in.) Funny ‘bout  
you. You’re so beautiful, I can almost see how  
maybe your dad used to be. 

 
She touches his face. 
He lets her. 

 
BE:  Why don’t you kiss me? 
 

He moves away from her, with a glance toward Pete and  
Sim. 

 
EVEN: It’s unnatural. You’re wife to my father. 
 

Ephraim walks the perimeter, observing. Be and Even 
don’t notice him. 

 
BE:  Still no blood between us. No harm. 
 
EVEN: Harm isn’t always marked by blood. 
 
BE:  Where you off to? 
 

Nothing. 
 
BE:  Asked you where you’s goin’, face all shiny with  

soap and everything. 
 

Nothing. 
 
EVEN: Was just gonna go check my stock before I went  

out for a bit. 
 
BE:  My stock. 
 

He looks at her. 
 
BE:  My land. My farm; my stock. 
 
EVEN: You’d take the whole thing, wouldn’t you? 
 
BE:  What, that unnatural, too? 
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EVEN: You know it is. 
 
BE:  Hm. There it is. Very good.  
 
EVEN: What? 
 
BE: Wondered how far down you’d pushed it. Funny, 

isn’t it? Knowing the rest of them hate the part 
of you you feel is right? 

 
EVEN: Not your place to talk so much. 
 
BE: Ha! And you, hiding from yourself by pretending 

to be like him, who you hate more than anything 
or anyone. (beat.) Hey, why won’t they come into 
the house anymore? They haven’t slept in since I 
got here. Even in the rain. 

 
EVEN: Been needing that rain. 
 
ALL:  Thirsty. 

 
BE: (beat.) Who are they lookin’ for? 
 
EVEN: Whadda you mean WHO? 
 
BE: Or what. What are they doing? 
 
EVEN: Why don’t you ask them? 
 
BE:  They don’t like me. 
 
EVEN: Doesn’t stop you asking me. 
 
Beat. 
 
BE:  If you can’t be honest with yourself, I guess I  

can’t expect you to be honest with me, huh? 
 

Even only looks at her. 
 
BE:  Go, then. 
 

She walks away.  
 
EVEN: This farm is not yours. It was my mom’s. And now  

it’s mine.  
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BE:  Where can I find her, Even? 
 
EVEN: The hell are you asking? You know she’s died. 
 
BE: This was your mom’s land, I understand that. And 

now I’m married to the man she left widower. So. 
I wanna thank her. My land, now. 

 
EVEN: Your kind can’t own land. 
 
BE:  How much you know.  
 
EVEN: Shut up. 
 
BE:  The law sees things differently than we do. 
 
EVEN: “We.” 
 
BE: Your Ma lost all rights to claim her blood when 

she married your dad, Even. You should know that. 
Stupid thing is that that’s the only way she 
could ever own the land she came from. 

 
EVEN: Doesn’t matter. 
 
BE: ‘Course it does. Though, maybe she lost her ties 

before she was born. Like me. Was she a 
halfbreed, too? See, the law sees me as white, no 
matter what I have to say about it.  

 
EVEN: You talk, talk, talk, and say nothing. 
 
BE:  I see the Indian in you, Even. Clear as the sky  

above. What are you gonna do, keep your eyes off  
me forever? Won’t make it go away. Me go away.  
Us. 

 
EVEN: Goin’ out. 
 
BE:  Go, then. Go to your “stock”. Liar. Heifer, more  

like. 
 

This surprises Even. 
 
BE:  Oh, yeah. Your dad told me what you do when you  

wash up all pretty and head out away from here. 
 
EVEN: Not His business where I’m goin’. Nor yours. 
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BE:  Go to your whore, Even. If you need ‘er.  
 
EVEN: Least she’s honest about what it is she’s doin’. 
 
BE:  Go ‘head. Go to your Minnie. Line up with the  

rest of the county;  
 

P & S: (inward) Thirsty earth. 
 

BE:  you’ll be back. Back in my home, my bed- 
 
EVEN: MY bed. 
 

He goes. 
Again, unseen to him, he follows in Ephraim’s path 
until Ephraim leaves the light, effectively dropping 
Even at Minnie’s. 

 
BE:  -trying to keep your eyes off me. Just you try,  

Even. I see you. ‘N you seen me. 
 
LOVE THY NEIGHBOUR  AS THYSELF 
 

Even goes into his own light. He waits for Minnie. 
There is light only on Be’s face and on Even’s. 

 
AUD MIN: Even Cabot. How you this evening? And how’s  

your family? 
 
EVEN: Don’t ask me that. 
 
AUD MIN: Whole town’s abuzz about your new ma. It’s  

all anyone can talk or think about these days. 
 
EVEN: Yeh. 
 

He undoes his bib. 
 
AUD MIN: ‘Zit true she’s a halfbreed? 
 
EVEN: Wouldn’t know. 
 
AUD MIN: Heard she’s a halfbreed. 
 
EVEN: Quiet, now. 
 
AUD MIN: (laughing gently) Impatient, are you? 
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Even removes the bib of his overalls. 
His eyes close and his head tilts back as Min  
pleasures him. 

 
BE:  Try not to think on me when you’re with her. Try  

not to feel that I’ve already planted my feet  
inside you. Right in the heart of you, where you  
can’t help bein’ soft and good. I’m living there,  
already, Even. All wrapped up in your ribcage and  
snug against your breath. In (inhales) and out  
(exhale). Right there.  

 
Be’s head tilts back to match Even’s. She takes  
several deep breaths and exhales them deliberately. 

 
EVEN: Stop. STOP. 
 
AUD MIN: Even, honey? You want something different 

tonight? 
 

Even abruptly leaves Min, and the light.  
Be leaves her light. 
A light comes up on Ephraim. 
Wind howls. 

 
Be moves over to Ephraim. He is taking off his boots.  
He is having difficulty with his right arm and hand,  
but working to conceal the fact. 

 
EPHRAIM: Thing about Even is that he’s smushy-headed, like  

his mother was, God rest ‘er. Brains made outta  
lamb’s wool. Gets daydreaming and foolhardy in  
his work; an’ all he does is woman’s work around  
the house! And, now, don’t mistake me. He’s a 
fine cleaner of floors and dishes and laundry. 
Even the stove and chimneys. He gets over-zealous 
in the cleaning, in fact. Like he’s out for 
vengeance as he goes. And it’s dinner that 
suffers for it. Distracts himself with his ideas 
and imaginings and suppertime comes ‘round and  
there’s just nothing. Some days- work hard all  
day in the fields, his brothers ‘n’ me, and come  
in to an empty table. Sparkling all around, but 
empty as his fool head. That’ll end. Soon as he  
catches you up to speed around the place, he’ll  
be out in the fields with me ‘n’ his brothers,  
that’s sure. Toughen him up.  
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BE: Lots of canning due now. If you want that done 

properly, with no waste because of time spent, 
you put two people on it.  

 
EPHRAIM: Hm. After that’s through, then. Bigger harvests  

coming in.  
 

BE:  You ever hire outside hands? 
 
 Beat. He looks outside. 
 
EPHRAIM: Blowin’ a gale. 
 
BE:  M hm. What is it they’re doing out there? 
 
EPHRAIM: Don’t much care, so long as they do whatever it  

is they’re doing after they’ve put in their day’s  
worth, which they have. 

 
BE:  Your curiosity dead in you, or what? Why don’t  

they stay in their room anymore? 
 
EPHRAIM: They spoke out of turn. They fear my wrath.  
 
BE:  What? When? 
 
EPHRAIM: When I brought you home, those few weeks ago. 
 
BE:  That was ages ago. 
 
EPHRAIM:  It’s not unwise, on their part. Though, I figure  

something in the way of their wits went when I  
left here to go find me a wife, those many weeks  
ago. Farm needs a woman. I came back, but their  
good sense never did. Seems they’re crazy as  
loons - out there rummaging about in the soil for  
Christ knows what.  

 
BE:  Or who. 
 
EPHRAIM: What were you and Even talking about before? 
 
BE:  Before what? 
 
EPHRAIM: Before he headed off down the road tonight. 
 
BE:  Oh. 
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Silence. 

 
EPHRAIM: Well? 
 
BE:  I don’t remember, maybe. What, I gotta tell you  

every little thing I say or do? Is that what you  
expect of a wife? 

 
EPHRAIM: He’s queer. Seems to have his sights on you. Wan’  

make sure he’s behaving. 
 
BE:  Sure, he’s behaving. ‘F you call going whoring  

behaving. 
 
EPHRAIM: Don’t mind about that. A young man must do what  

he must, but in my house, with my wife, he best  
be minding his manners. 

 
BE:  Why, do you reckon he’d treat me the way he does  

Minnie? 
 
EPHRAIM: Hell of a thing to say. No. Why, has he tried? 
 
BE:  No. 
 
EPHRAIM: I just meant treating you as the lady of the  

house. Showing you the way of my home, how I  
like it. Not trying to wage some kind of woman’s  
war on you. 

 
BE:  He’s no woman. 
 

Even enters his own bedroom. 
 
BE:  (more to herself) He’s back. 
 

Be can sense every move Even makes. 
 
EPHRAIM: May as well be, some days. Was sorta glad when he  

started goin’ ‘roun’ to Minnie. I wondered at…  
anyway. Don’t know what there is of me in him,  
but it ain’t my hardness he inherited, no sir. 

 
BE:  No, sir. Soft as a breeze is our Even. 
 

Even glances over toward Be, as though hearing her. 
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He crouches on the ground, hugging himself and slowly 
undoing his boots. 

 
EPHRAIM: Never felt like my son. Not a stitch.  
 
EVEN: (to himself) There’s NOTHING of Him in me. 
 
EPHRAIM: Always was his mother’s son. Still is. Though  

none ‘o’ my sons has ever really been the son I 
thought I’d have, bein’ fair. I grew up 
understanding that our God is a hard God. Our God 
did make us in his image because he knows this 
life is hard. Land is hard. Soil. Clay. Rock; the 
shield lay just below, no matter where you farm. 
Sometime, you’re gonna hit rock. An’ I work hard 
‘cause it’s mine to best this land – be harder 
than its hard.  

 
BE:  You talk and talk if you need to hear yourself,  

but you will not stop me from having my own  
thoughts, you old grey bastard. 

 
Ephraim doesn’t hear Be. 
 
BE:  I take your name, you take my body. You take my  

hand, I take your land. But you will not have my  
thoughts. My wonderings, my wanderings… My  
desires are my own and I will set them at his  
door 

 
 
Simultaneous: 
EPHRAIM: (lower volume) 
Always understood as much. 
Those fool boys never ever 
did. Not a speck of 
understanding on that or on 
me, no way.  

BE:  and wait to be 
asked inside. And then he’ll 
find I’m already there. 
Already shining out from 
inside of him, with love and 
want. And he’ll be happy. 
We’ll be so happy. 

 
 
EPHRAIM: Sometimes I tell them something true, something  

for their own good, and they look at me like I  
just up and hit ‘em. And so I up and hit ‘em. I 
do. I smack their gaping mouths before they get 
catching flies, fool goddamn boys. Gotta learn to 
expect what they have the gall to expect. ‘F you 
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go around expecting what isn’t yours to presume, 
you should pay dearly for that kind of pride, is 
my opinion. Train that bold stupidity outta them 
someday, I guess. God willing. 

 
BE:  One wall and a world of trouble between us, my  

sweet pain. I wanna get you alone. Take you  
inside of me. 

 
Be stands and walks along the wall, running her hand  
along it.  
Even is compelled to stand and walk the length of the  
wall. They feel one another clearly. 

 
BE:  What an ache you’ve given me.  
 
Simultaneous: 
 
BE:  Terrible 
housewarming but warm warm 
warm. The heat you’ve set in 
me. I burn with an appetite, 
now, that won’t ease of its 
own accord, Even. Hot searing 
want. Want of water from you. 
Even Cabot. Why don’t you 
force your hand? Your whole 
body is begging you, but your 
right hand is so right. So 
good, my sweet pain. 

EPHRAIM: (really low) Times 
I get feeling more lonely in 
the company of folk than when 
I’m on my own or maybe just 
out in the barn with the 
animal-stinking animals. Not 
really “folks’, per se, but 
just the boys, really. Never 
is a face more empty than 
when that face is the face of 
a son can’t even see the man 
who stands before him. 

 
 
EPHRAIM: Times I get feeling more lonely in the company of  

folk than when I’m on my own or maybe just out in  
the barn with the animal-stinking animals. Not  
really “folks’, per se, but just the boys,  
really.  

 
BE:  You’re repeating yourself. 
 
EPHRAIM: Never is a face more empty than when that face is  

the face of a son can’t even see the man who  
stands before him. “Quake in my presence!”  

 
Pete and Sim cower in the yard when Ephraim proclaims. 
Even kicks his own boots. 

 
EPHRAIM: I want to cry out. “Behold the almightiest of men  
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before you, my sons!” Sanctimony. Time will come  
when I demonstrate for all of them my might and  
strength. Always figured I’d live to bury my own 
grandchildren, but what if I don’t? (beat) I’ll 
burn the place to the ground before I let any one 
of those beggars take my place as lord and master 
of this farm. “But by His word the present 
heavens and earth are being reserved for fire, 
kept for the day of judgment and destruction of 
ungodly men.” Every last fucking one of them.  

 
Simultaneous: 
EPHRAIM: “The day of the Lord will come like a thief, in  

which the heavens will pass away with a roar  
PETE: The day of the Lord will come like a thief, in  

which the heavens will pass away with a roar 
SIM:  The day of the Lord will come like a thief, in  

which the heavens will pass away with a roar 
 
EPHRAIM: and the elements will be destroyed with intense  

heat, and the earth and its works will be  
burned4.”  
Talking talking. No one hears. Get talking  
sometimes and wonder where it lands, if ever it  
does. Does it, ever? Is it now? Are you hearing  
me, Be? 

 
BE:  I think it’s your prerogative to sleep in the  

barn if you want to, Ehpraim. 
 
EPHRAIM: Ha! I nabbed me a treat. You need know you’re  

welcome as I am to do the same, my wild woman of  
the wild./ Got myself all worked up, now. 

 
BE:  Hardly wild. 
 
EPHRAIM: Wild enough to take up with an old son of a bitch  

like me. I declare! I just might sleep inside  
tonight. With you!  

 
BE:  So, you sleep in the barn more often than not? 
 
EPHRAIM: Sure as do. It’s known to me, that barn. This  

house… this house is worked all day by someone  
ain’t me. Filled to the rafters with someone  
else’s work and- 

 
4 Peter, 2:3, 7 & 10. New Testament. 
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BE:  Someone else’s elm tree. 
 
EPHRAIM: Huh. Always have a restless going under when I’m  

in this house. Some type of worry that I won’t  
come back up, you know? 

 
BE:  You think you’ll die in your sleep? 
 
EPHRAIM: I’ll die working if I die at all. But just the  

worry of it sneaks up on me at times, you know?  
Only when I’m in this house. You ever get that  
feeling, like there’s some kind of something  
wishing you ill? 

 
Simultaneous: 
BE:  I’ve lived my whole life knowing that every day  

is one more than most people would want for me. 
AUD MOM: I lived my whole life knowing that every day is  

one more than most people would want for me.  
 

Even hears Be speak in step with his mom. 
 
BE:  Where was she from? 
 
EPHRAIM: Who? 
 
BE:  Even’s mother. 
 
EPHRAIM: Don’t know but that wind might keep me up  

tonight. The hell is that wind blowin’ in from,  
anyway? 

 
BE:  Ancestors. Asking to be heard. 
 
EPHRAIM: Well… sweet dreams to you. I’ll be out with  

the four–leggeds. 
 

Be can’t help but laugh; he doesn’t hear her at all. 
 
EPHRAIM: You come out if you get restless and want a sound  

doing over, alright? I’ll welcome you proper. I  
may be from older stock but I’m a bull all the  
same. Still perform my husbandly duties when you  
need them. 

 
BE:  Good night, husband. 
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EPHRAIM: I believe you may come to understand me one of  
these days. I do have that hope. 

 
He kisses her.  
She endures it- barely. 
He goes. 

 
BE:  I want your son. 
 
EPHRAIM: Wuh- who? 
 
BE:  Your son, Ephraim. I want to have your son. 
 
EPHRAIM: I… well I hadn’t… 
 
BE:  If you think I can grow to understand you,  

imagine what a boon to you; a son who comes from  
that union. A son like the kind you’ve always  
imagined. 

 
EPHRAIM: I thank the Lord above for putting you in my  

path. 
 

He worships at her feet a moment. 
She pats his head. 

 
BE:  I pray I’ll be sent a son to unite me to this  

place. I pray I will have a boy to offer up unto  
this land. 

 
EPHRAIM: I didn’t dream… but I’m plenty spry, that’s sure!  

Nothing stopping me a’tall, is there? Come out 
with me, wife. Come out where it’s warm and calm, 
in the barn. Let’s get on it! She wants my son, 
praise Jesus! 

 
BE:  The time isn’t right. 
 

He releases her as though she is infectious. 
 
EPHRAIM: Oh. Alright then. You take it easy and we’ll get 

to ‘er when she comes ‘round again.  
 

Be forces a smile at him. 
 
EPHRAIM: You’ve made me well happy, Be Cabot. I’ll be  

sleeping the sleep of angels tonight. Yee-oo! She  
wants my son! 
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He leaves, crossing through Pete and Sim. 
A moment. 
Even and Be listen to the silence. 
Be moves closer to Even. He feels this, but does  
nothing. 

 
BE:  I’m coming in. 
 
EVEN: Alright. 
 

Be is in Even’s room. 
 
BE:  How are you this evening? 
 

He looks at her – his whole heart on his face. 
 
BE:  Weren’t gone long. 
 

Even shakes his head. 
 
BE:  Had to come back. 
 

Even nods. 
Be smiles. 

 
EVEN: Heard what you said. 
 
BE:  What? 
 
EVEN: Told Him you wanna have his baby. 
 
BE:  What I said was “I want your son.” –meaning you.  

I said, “I pray I’ll be sent a son to unite me to 
this place.” That child would have to be yours, 
the way I see it. 

 
EVEN: Oh. 
 

She kisses him. Barely. She stops. 
 
BE:  See? I’m not so awful. 
 
EVEN: It’s not that you’re bad. It’s just that us doing  

this is bad.  
 
Simultaneous: 
AUD MOM: Shhh sh sh sh shhh. 
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AUD MIN: Shhh sh sh sh shhh. 
BE:  Shhh sh sh sh shhh. 
 
BE:  There’s things I already know about you that I  

want to live. Need to live. I need you to be with 
me- the you who you fear you can be. There’s no 
moving beyond this kind of need, Even. It’s you 
or nothing. 

 
EVEN: Whadda you mean by that? 
 
BE:  You know what I mean. That thing that drove you  

home fast. The thing that leapt you out from 
under that whore- 

 
EVEN: Don’t. 
 
BE:  Alright. I won’t. But you know. 
 
EVEN: My mom’s been here this whole time. Feel like she  

lets you near me. Everyone else, she warns me off  
of them, but… you… I feel her wanting this for  
me. 

 
BE:  She knows I’m for you, Even. She understands what  

we can be to each other. 
 
EVEN: It’s everything. Every woman in the world and  

every single thing that ever was fine or holy…  
 
BE:  I’m no angel, Even. 
 
EVEN: Don’t say that. You are proof of what is better  

than this life. And at the same time I’ve never  
felt more in my skin than I do when you’re  
standing close. It’s like every last thing that’s  
good is in you. Everything familiar and good that  
I knew was out there but I never really had, but  
then I… 

 
BE:  What? 
 
EVEN: I don’t know if I can believe in it. I haven’t… I  

never saw any woman before  
 
BE:  you. 
 
EVEN: I never saw any woman come close to being a woman  
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the way /you are. 
 
BE:  You are. You are beauty.  
 
BOTH: Here we are. 
 
 Beat. 
 
BE:  Believe in us, Even. I will do right by you, in  

every way that we can. 
 
EVEN: What if- 
 
BE:  No. Nobody else sees what we see. Nobody else  

feels the pulse of it coming up from under their  
feet the way we do. Take that off. 

 
They kiss tenderly and then quickly get swallowed up  
with lust and frenzied disrobing. 

 
Blackout. 

 
LEST YE BE JUDGED 
 

Before lights touch black, lights on Sim and Pete.  
They lay, head to head, looking up at the stars. 

 
PETE: Thing is, I don’t mind them so much, but they’re  

taking our jobs. 
 
SIM:  Mm. Our jobs. Our women. Our rightful earthly  

reward. 
 
EVEN: (in darkness and ecstasy) Tell me everything’s  

for us. Say it’s all for this. 
 
PETE: Can’t go into town, now, without running into one  

of them. 
 
SIM:  Yeah, and their kids all over the place. 
 
PETE: Snot-nosed little fuckers running amuck. Like  

little kings. Underfoot and getting their… snot…  
on everything. 

 
SIM:  Poor snot-nosed little fuckers. They never stood  

a chance. 
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BE:  (in darkness and ecstasy) I love you, Even. It’s  
all for you. Everything that’s good and pure and  
true. 

 
SIM:  Did I kill her, Pete? 
 
PETE: Who? 
 
SIM:  My wife. 
 
PETE: Late wife. 
 
SIM:  My late wife. 
 
PETE: … 
 
SIM:  Before. Couple weeks back. You said that maybe I  

killed her, by making her with child. 
 
PETE: Well, someone killed her. Was it you, or that 

baby she died having? Or maybe you blame God? 
 
SIM: But, Pete. That baby went with her. 
 
PETE: And if it had lived? Like me? Would her dying be 

that baby’s fault? 
 
 Beat. 
 
SIM: No. 
 
PETE: That leaves you. And God. 
 
SIM: Oh. 
 
PETE: Maybe it was a mercy killing. 
 
SIM: The thing is… 
 
PETE: What? 
 
SIM: Well, it’s just that… the thing is… well. 
 
PETE: What? 
 
SIM:  Well, they smell kinda funny. Frankly. 
 
PETE: Who? 
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SIM:  I thought we were talking about… indians. 
 
PETE: WHAT? 
 
SIM: No, no, Pete. Not Indian Indians. I meant 

indians. Like we were talking about, just now. 
 
PETE: That’s not the one we were doing. 
 
SIM: Oh. Well, who were you doing? 
 
PETE: I forget. 
 
SIM: Oh. Well… they ARE taking our jobs. Our women. 

Our rightful earthly reward. Can’t go into town, 
now, without running into one of them. 

 
PETE: Yeah, and their kids all over the place. 
 
SIM:  Snot-nosed little fuckers running amuck. Like  

little kings! Underfoot and getting their snot  
on everything. 

 
PETE: The shit they eat? -no wonder. It’s not human  

the way they live. 
 
SIM:  Oh, their hygiene is- 
 
PETE: Unholy. 
 
SIM:  Unholy! 
 

Silence. 
 
SIM:  To each his own, I guess.  
 
PETE: God willing. 
 
 Beat. 
 
SIM:  Whadda we do, Pete? 
 
PETE: Do what we always done. An’ wait.  
 
 Pete turns away from Sim. 
 
SIM:  Pete? 
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 Beat. 
 
SIM:  Pete, are you crying? 
 
 
HOLY MATRIMONY 
 

Lights up on a sated and blissed out Even and Be,  
wrapped up and drunk in one another.  
Sounds of rain. 

 
EVEN: She’s gone. 
 
BE:  What? 
 
EVEN: My mom. I feel her gone. Not away, but resting. 
 

Be smiles and kisses him some more. 
 
BE:   Who was she, Even? 
 
EVEN: My mom? 
 

Be nods. 
 
EVEN: My mom. 
 
BE:   I know, but… before. I mean, where was she from?  

Who were her people? 
 
EVEN: Well, she’s from here. Always said that her  

mothers were here, exactly here, long before…  
before anyone else. 

 
BE Mine, too. Well. Back a time. Wasn’t born here. 

Didn’t grow up here. But my roots are here. Took 
me some time to learn that. Now I’m here, though, 
I feel it. I feel it’s home.  

 
EVEN You think you’d’ve felt it without first being 

told? 
 
BE I think… I think that’s why you. With or without 

knowing… you feel like home. 
 
EVEN …You. 
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Beat. 
 
BE:  Any pictures of her? 
 

Even shakes his head. 
 
BE:  Nobody ever took my picture, either. Hm. (beat) I  

wish I could’ve known her.  
 
Even: … 
 
BE:  I’ll look after you, now, Even Cabot. 
 
EVEN: I think you will, Be Cabot. 
 

Beat as Even listens to the rain. 
 
EVEN: Haven’t had this much rain in years. Hope it  

eases up before they’re supposed to be out in the  
field. Underfoot all damn day… 

 
BE:  I don’t hear the rain. 
 
EVEN: No? 
 
 Be shakes her head. 
 
EVEN: Oh. 
 
 The rain sounds calm and disappear. 
 
BE:  Surprised he gives rain days. 
 
EVEN: Not us. The equipment. The animals. 
 
BE:  Ah. 
 
 Beat. 

  
BE:  You’re so funny- tucked into this little space.  
 
EVEN: Room enough. 
 
BE:  How did your bedroom get taken over by an elm  

tree? 
 
EVEN: Was summertime. Window was open. Wide open, for  

weeks. It gets… 
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BE:  Close. 
 
EVEN: Close. In here. 
 
BE:  Yeah. 
 
EVEN: Branch just started… reaching in to me. 
 
BE:  Can’t fault it for that. 
 
EVEN: An’ the thing about trees is that they keep  

growing if you let them. 
 
BE:  And you did. I like that. 
 
EVEN: He doesn’t. 
 

Beat. 
 
BE:  I tried to go in. And see it. 
 
EVEN: Nailed shut. 
 
BE:  Will you show me? 
 
EVEN: You have to climb the tree to get in. 
 
BE:  Sounds good. 
 

Even smiles. 
A moment. 

 
EVEN: How’d you find me? 
 
BE:  I walked. Feels like years I been walking. Then…  

one of those times I needed directions, I asked 
them of a fellow who was headed where I needed to 
get. (beat) So I went with him. 

 
EVEN: Him? 
 
BE:  Mm. And that brought me home. To you. 
 
EVEN: What was your name before Cabot came along? 
 
BE:  Maybe I didn’t have one. Maybe I was just some  

girl without. Waiting to be discovered. 
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EVEN: Didn’t even exist! 
 

They laugh. 
 
EVEN: And then Almighty Ephraim said “Let there be  

light.” And there was Be. 
 
BE:  He’ll be back in the morning. (beat.) You’ll  

stay, won’t you? 
 
EVEN: It’s my room. 
 
BE:  No, here. On the farm. You won’t go, will you? 
 
EVEN: What, ever? 
 
BE:  No, not never, but you’ll be here with me for  

good, right? We’re both here now, but things can  
change and people can move along. I mean, /it’s 
my farm, but 

 
EVEN: It’s my farm. 
 

Even starts to pull away – she hangs on. 
 
BE:  We’ll have a son, Even. I’ll see to it. It’s his  

farm. His legacy. This land is his.  
 

Even stays, but he sits up, sober now. 
 
BE:  We’ll offer him up to this earth and make good of  

this coming together. Never mind what the law  
says about vows and “honour thy” what-the-hell.  
We’ll make our own ceremony, yes? It starts  
tonight and it grows into a baby of ours. 

 
EVEN: How… how will you know it’s from us? You’re his  

by lawful rights, and you’ll be- 
 
BE:  Love doesn’t play by lawful rights. The laws are  

things we made up to feel like we get some say in  
things. I been a lawfully wedded wife before, 
Even. 

 
EVEN: What-? 
 
BE:  I been married and I been made pregnant.  
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 Even moves away from her. 
 
BE:  That baby was taken from me before it arrived.  

The world didn’t want it.  
 

Beat.  
 
Simultaneous: 
BE:  Mercy disguised as heartbreak. 
SIM:  Mercy disguised as heartbreak. 
PETE: Mercy disguised as heartbreak. 
 
EVEN: Better than heartbreak disguised as mercy. 
 
BE:  Mm. 
 
EVEN: An’ your husband? What of him? If you’re already  

another man’s wife, you- 
 
BE:  Widow. 
 
EVEN: … 
 
BE:  I let him take my hand in marriage to get out  

from under other people’s thumbs. Other people’s  
cleaning. Other people’s using me up and sending  
me out the back way when they were through with  
me. Man come along and offer to set me up in my  
own home. Felt like sanctuary; which is not the  
same thing as salvation. Coulda had a baby by  
him, but the world didn’t want it. Coulda gone to  
the grave his wife, but- 

 
EVEN: The world didn’t want it. 
 
BE:  That’s right. This here? This you and me? 
 
EVEN: Salvation. 
 
BE:  Praise. 
 
EVEN: Praise Be. 
 
BE:  I’ll have your son, Even.  
 
EVEN: I’ll be here. I’ll be here for that. (Beat) Maybe  

you can make that a girl? 
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BE:  We’ll have little say in the matter, really! But  

we will have a baby, Even. And this land will be  
his. 

 
EVEN: Hers. Ours and then hers.  
 
BE:  All of us. 
 

They kiss gently. 
 
BE:  We live inside their laws, but we can make our  

own worlds inside of them. Secret worlds. 
 
EVEN: Sacred worlds. 
 
BE:  Yes. 
 

She moves to kiss him again. He pulls back. 
 
EVEN: Choose it, though, Be. Every day. Every time.  

Even when we can’t be kissing on each other or 
sleeping wrapped up in each other, you gotta be 
with me. I don’t wanna be your stopping house. 

 
BE:  Of course, Even. I do choose you. Started out I  

had no choice but to come to you, but now, if you 
want me to, I do. I choose you. 

 
EVEN: Eyes open. 
 
BE:  Wide open. 
 

A moment. 
Be returns to her sleeping place, leaving Even at his. 

 
PETE: (to Sim and himself) We see what you do. 
 
SIM:  (to Pete and himself) The two of you! An’ we  

condemn you both for it.  
 
PETE: In time. Patience. 
 
SIM:  Diligence. 
 
Simltaneous: 
PETE: Reward. 
SIM:  Reward. 
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ROCK OF AGES 
 

Ephraim stands up. 
He glances around suspiciously and sniffs the air. 
Smells like rain – no rain. Huh. 
He rings the cowbell. 

 
EPHRAIM: Get up! 
 

Pete, Sim and Ephraim head out into the fields to 
work. Pete still holds the gate.  
Even rises, apart, to work the home with Be. 

 
EPHRAIM: You sleep out in the rain? 
 
SIM:  No rain. 

 
PETE: How come he’s still doing the women’s work? We  

got a woman, now.  
 
EPHRAIM: I gotta woman. 
 
SIM:  Yeah, how come? 
 
EPHRAIM: He’s learning her how I like it. Mind your 

business. (to Pete) What is that? 
 
 Pete puts the gate behind him. 
 
SIM:  It’s a gate. 
 

Ephraim glares. They head out. 
They work. Seeding, digging, backbreaking work as… 
Even and Be do washing, scrubbing, kneading, and then… 

 
BE:  How’d you sleep? 
 
EVEN: Just great. Better than a bedtime story, that’s  

damn sure. 
 
BE:  (laughs) 
 
EVEN: I count you among my blessings, Be. 
 
BE:  Take that off. 
 
EVEN: (laughing) You ever stop? 
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BE:  Should I? 
 
EVEN: No. 
 
BE:  Must take advantage while it’s a good time for  

me. 
 
EVEN: Alright. 
 

They move into one another and then apart as Ephraim  
nears. 

 
EPHRAIM: I was wanting dinner. 
 
BE:  Of course. 
 

Pete and Sim enter the scene. 
All stand and take one another in. 
Break. 

 
ALL: Days and days and days. 
 

To bed. 
Be and Ephraim together.  
Even alone.  
Pete and Sim together, out of doors. 

 
EPHRAIM: How are you feeling, wife? 
 
BE:  I’m. I can’t say for sure. 
 
EPHRAIM: What do you mean? Can we make this child tonight  

or no? 
 

Even and Be look toward one another, through the wall. 
 
EPHRAIM: Well? 
 
BE:  Tonight is fine.  
 

The lights descend on Be and Ephraim. 
They blaze up on Even. 
As Be and Ephraim begin, Even paces like an unbroken 
horse, and then flees. 
Even crosses through Pete and Sim. 

 
PETE: Split shift today? 
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Sim laughs. 

 
EPHRAIM: (comes loudly.) 
 
SIM:  (laughing at his father’s noises.) Oh! 
 
EVEN: (in prayer) Take these ears from off my head! (to  

himself, in his heart) Blood pooling in there.  
Clotting. Fuck. Ugh. AGH! (prayer) Take this  
aching son! 

 
Even curls up. 

 
BE:  Ephraim. Ephraim! You’re falling asleep. (beat)  

Don’t you want to go out to the barn? 
 
EPHRAIM: (grunts) 
 
BE:  (sighs) 
 

Night falls, swirls around a sleepless Even, nearly  
touches black, and morning dawns. 
Ephraim rings the cowbell. 

 
EPHRAIM: Get up! 
 

Pete, Sim and Ephraim go out into the fields to work. 
Seeding, digging, backbreaking work as… 

  
Be rises and looks for Even. She sees him out in the  
yard. 
Be goes to Even. 

 
BE:  Mornin’. 
 
EVEN: I heard you. 
 
BE:  You didn’t. 
 
EVEN: I heard HIM. 
 

Be only looks at Even. 
 
EVEN: Well!? 
 
BE:  If I don’t take time with him when it’s safe,  

he’ll… I have to, Even. It’s only once or twice. 
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EVEN: And then once or twice again. And again! And  

again! 
 

Be moves to him and wraps him up in her. 
 
BE:  Shhh sh sh sh shhh. 
 

Even calms. 
 
BE:  I do it for us. So’s we can be here. And have  

what we have. Don’t forget that. Think only of  
us. Soon as your son takes root, he’ll leave off,  
thinking it’s his. Please, Even. (she is crying)  
Please know what it takes out of me and help me  
get it back. Help me. 

 
EVEN: Come in. 
 

Even pulls Be inside. He takes a washcloth and wash 
basin. He sets it at her feet. He washes her. 
She looks at him lovingly. 

 
EVEN: It’s all for us. 
 
BE:  We are everything that’s pure and good and true. 
 
EVEN: Pure and good and true. 
 
BE:  All for us. 
 

They hold one another. 
 
LET US PRAY 
 

A song led by Be. The men chime in like bagpipe drones  
on the “Home”s. Audio Mom can be heard in the support  
track, as Be was for her at the top of the show. [MP3  
track “Home Song 2”.] 

BE: 
(singing) 
 
Home gathers here like the morning dew 
Home is the stillness of you 
 
Home warms the heath in the autumn light 
Home is your sigh in the night 
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But hush! my darling we won’t make a sound 
All that we’ve made planted into the ground 
Hush! My dear one the springtime will come 
And welcome we’ll meet with the sun. 
 
Welcome we’ll meet with our son. 
Welcome well met with our son. 
Welcome well met with our son. 
 

As they sing, all move in space, working and sleeping 
and carrying on with life. From time to time, Even and 
Be encounter one another and then are separated by the 
awareness of others. 

 
Be shortly plants in centre and pulls from some place 
a swath of fabric. She does a sort of reverse 
knitting, unraveling some cloth to grow her belly. The 
four men continue to circle around her. 

  
At one point, Even and Ephraim set a rocking chair 
beneath her. She sits and rocks.  

 
Sim and Pete resume their work on the periphery. 
Ephraim is in darkness. 

 
BE FRUITFUL AND MULTIPLY 
 

Even regards Be from afar. 
 
EVEN: How is everything with you today? 
 

Be opens her arms to him. 
 
BE:  C’mere! 
 

He goes to her and feels her belly. They enjoy this  
for a time. He lifts her feet to rest on his shoulder  
and rocks her gently. 

 
EVEN: What’ll we call him? 
 
BE:  I s’pose he’ll tell us when we need to know. 
 
EVEN: He was saying you’d be after calling him Ephraim. 
 
BE:  No chance. 
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EVEN: But won’t He wonder? You so dead set against it  

like that, won’t He make you? 
 
BE:  Case you haven’t noticed, Even, your father can’t  

make me do any thing.  
 
EVEN: You have got to Him! He tip toes around you like  

the baby’s sleeping in there. 
 
BE:  Had him making my toast and tea last night. 
 

They laugh and then Even rests her feet back down. 
 
EVEN: Some kind of witchcraft. 
 
BE:  No. 
 
EVEN: Hate hearing you down here with Him. 
 
BE:  It’s only sleeplessness, Even. I can’t get  

comfortable at night anymore. It’s nothing 
private or special, it’s just- 

 
EVEN: It’s the sound of it. Slow nighttime movements  

and low talk, like two people at their pillows. I 
hate it. 

 
BE:  He’s not getting any younger. We won’t have to do  

this forever. 
 
EVEN: Almost thought he was slowing down there, for a  

bit. Earlier to supper. Sooner to head out to the 
barn at night. But now… Seems like the bigger you 
grow, the more years He sheds. 

 
Be concedes. 

 
EVEN: Hate Him thinking what’s mine is His. 
 
BE:  Let it be, Even. It’s his grandchild. Let it be  

his excitement over that. First grandchild!  
That’d give anyone a lift. 

 
EVEN: My son. My farm. My Be. 
 
BE:  My Even. Why don’t you kiss me? 
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He does. 
 
BE:  He out to the field? 
 
EVEN: Back forty. 
 

She moves to sit on the floor with him. He holds her  
in his arms and lap. 

 
BE:  Your brothers are scared of something. Moved back  

outside as soon as the river thawed. 
 
EVEN: Something in them cracked, I think. 
 
BE:  What did you ever do with that money? 
 
EVEN: Put it right back where I got it from – plain  

view of the both of them. 
 
BE:  And they still here? 
 
EVEN: They saw. An’ I even told them what I did. They  

don’t hear me.  
 

Be laughs. 
 
EVEN: Could make love to you in their beds while they  

slept and they wouldn’t think us worth hearing. 
 
BE:  How is it they know so little, aside from what  

he’s fed them? 
 
EVEN: Well. I been luckier than them on many counts. My 

mom lived to see me become a young man. And she 
did what she could for Sim. But Pete was already 
hard, she said. All scar, no feeling. 

 
BE: His mom died having him. 
 
EVEN: So He says. 
 
BE: And Sim? 
 
EVEN: Sim’s mom lived to see him walk and talk. When 

she passed, He gave up on wives and hired in. Sim 
no doubt latched onto every maid who came through 
here. Imagine none of them lasted long. My mom 
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got here, and Sim was nine or ten. Still climbing 
into ladies’ laps, she said. 

 
BE: (laughs softly.) I’ve fought the urge to cradle 

Sim myself. 
 
EVEN: When my mom passed, I don’t which of us it hit 

harder. He run off for a week and found a wife of 
his own. Pete never has got over that. Ten years 
gone, and he’s still mad. Even though she went 
almost as quickly as- 

 
ROCK OF JUDGMENT 
 

Suddenly, Pete and Sim move with deliberate speed to  
stand over Be and Even. 
Even holds Be a bit closer, protectively. 

 
PETE: You brought a spell with you to this house. But I  

won’t let it get me. 
 
SIM:  Just forget about it. 
 
PETE: You can’t get to me. 
 
SIM:  Or me. 
 
 Pete sets the gate between himself and Be. 
 
PETE: We see what you do. 
 
SIM:  The two of you! An’ we condemn you both for it. 
 
PETE: But He’s softer with you in it, isn’t He? The  

picture. 
 
SIM:  He’s gone wooly-headed with you in the picture. 
 
PETE: And softness makes all kinds of steely nerve fall  

away. 
 
SIM:  We’re just waiting it out. 
 
PETE: He’ll die.  
 
SIM:  When you have that baby he’ll grow sweet on that  

baby and then we tell Him congratulations on the  
grandbaby, His heart will pop like a hot stone. 
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PETE: An’ we’ll scoop Him up and bury Him on OUR FARM  

and be none the guiltier. ‘Cause it’s your deed  
that’ll do Him. 

 
SIM:  We’re just being honest. 
 
PETE: In due time. 
 

Be and Even look at one another. 
Ephraim enters. 

 
EPHRAIM: Was thinking what if it is a girl? Maybe call ‘er  

Ethel. It’s Ephraim-like. (to Even) I was wanting 
dinner. 

 
Even goes. 

 
EPHRAIM: Or maybe just Esther. Though it’s a bit… well.  
 
BE:  Will you help me up, Ephraim? 
 
EPHRAIM: You needing a rest now? 
 
BE:  M hm. 
 

Even turns and watches them. 
Ephraim helps her, as tenderly as he can manage. As  
they move away, Even counters them.  
Ephraim settles Be to the ground where she curls up to  
rest. 
Even lands at the rocking chair. He takes to  
dismembering it, not able to do anything else with his  
jealousy. 
Pete and Sim close in on him as he does. 

 
PETE: Chair. You shouldn’t a done that, chair. 
 
SIM:  Huh. 
 
PETE: I’m gonna get you, chair. For touching my woman  

like that. 
 
SIM:  For touching her bottom! 
 
PETE: Damn you all to hell, chair. Rocking an’ rocking  

my woman so sweet. Who the hell do you think you  
are? She’s my dad’s wife, not yours! 
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EVEN: Fuck you both. 
 
PETE: Pay us out, Even. I swear by everything that’s  

covered in my dirt and sweat around here that I  
will call you down and make you suffer if you  
don’t make good on what you said you’d do. 

 
EVEN: You saw where it’s hid, Pete. 
 
SIM:  Pete…? 
 
EVEN: You so crippled with reverence for Him that you  

can’t even force your hand to reach into his  
coffers?/ He got you convinced you don’t deserve  
the dust in your pockets because of what you are.  
Who you’re not. 

 
PETE: Don’t have a brother. ‘Xcept ourselves! We are  

our own brothers. No other. No mother. No father. 
 
SIM:  Pete? 
 
EVEN: You don’t hear me. 
 
PETE: Fucking near a full year you hold this over us,  

and you think it won’t wear on us? 
 
SIM:  Worn thin as promises, Even. We are. 
 
EVEN: You know where the money is, you crazy fucking  

mongrel! 
 
PETE: What we have put up with from you! We withstood  

your crying for six weeks after your mom was  
dead, and we said nothing. Kept quiet while you  
brung us our breakfast all blubber and  
whimpering. An’ then again - we withstood your  
moaning and groaning a year later, when you  
couldn’t remember the look of her face anymore./  
Stayed in bed all week,  

 
EVEN: No picture… 
 
PETE: and we said nothing. Told Him you’d broke a rib.  

Wasn’t good enough for Him, but we bought you  
that week with our own hard work. 
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SIM:  We did, Even. Broke our own backs to buy you that  
time. 

 
EVEN: Crippled with reverence. 
 
PETE: We have allowed you your ways without running you  

off. You think we don’t hear you talking out loud  
to your dead mom? Like an idol? Practicing  
idolatry right here where we say grace and give  
thanks? That whole month He was gone, we let you  
stay. Do you think we owed you that?  

 
SIM:  We don’t. 
 
PETE: Do you think we couldn’a been rid of you then? Or  

anytime? He wouldn’t fight it if we thought maybe  
you’d bring in a wage working in some other  
fucker’s house. You who can pass. We coulda  
whored you out. 

 
EVEN: And that’s it, isn’t it? You’ve let someone else  

tell you who you are because of what he thinks of 
how you look. I’m not like you. 

 
SIM:  Indian giver! 
 
EVEN: S’posed to be made in His image, weren’t you?  

(beat) But you weren’t. You came outta some woman  
you never met, looking like you do. Like her, I  
guess. Like His property. Not His son. 

 
Something clicks in Pete. He stares, unblinking, at  
Even. 

 
SIM:  What… (to Pete) what does he mean? 
 

Even meets Pete’s gaze. 
 
EVEN: Maybe you feel the power of what you know but  

can’t stand to look at. Why haven’t you left here  
yet, huh? You think I don’t know why? I’m not 
obvious enough for Them to see They oughtta be 
hating me. I look like Him. But you two… out 
there, in the wide world, with Them – hard not to 
see how They’re looking at you. 

 
Pete walks away. 
A moment. 

Deleted:  ¶
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Even makes order of the chair parts. 
Sim hems and haws. 

 
SIM:  Pete’s mad. 
 

Even only looks at Sim. 
 
SIM:  And he’s still got that gate. (Beat. Sim looks at  

the chair.) You gonna fix that? 
 

Even walks away. 
 
SIM:  Alright. 
 

Sim walks away. 
 
 

Bedtime. 
They all look up.  
They all lie down. 
They change the side they are lying on. 
Ephraim goes out into the barn. 

 
UNTO HER A SON IS BORN 
 

Wind howls. 
Be stands. A channel of light comes up. 
She is in distress, but trying to stay quiet. 

 
BE:  (whimper) 
 

Even pops up. 
 
BE: Creator keep this son. Keep him safe and- 

(suppressed sounds of pain) 
 

Be struggles to move to Even. 
 
BE:  I’m coming in. 
 
EVEN: Alright. 
 
BE:  Even! 
 

He jumps up. 
 
EVEN: Our little one coming? 
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BE:  I don’t wanna do this myself. 
 

Cloth has leaked from her skirts. 
 
BE:  Oh! 
 
EVEN: Sh. I’m here. I’ll get help. 
 
BE:  No. Take me to Minnie. 
 
EVEN: What? 
 
BE:  She helps women have their babies, Even. Get me  

there. 
 
EVEN: Alright. Yes. C’mon. 
 

He helps her up. 
The Home song plays, only women’s voices, far off  
and remembered, under the scene. 

 
AUDIO:  
Hush! My dear one the springtime will come 
And welcome we’ll meet with the sun. 
 

The cloth pours out. 
Be and Even arrive at Minnie’s. Even knocks on her  
door. The crack of light from a door opening into the  
night, and- 

 
AUD MIN: Even Cabot. With a new wife he found  

someplace. 
 

Lights go out on Be and Even. The wind calms and fades  
away. Silence. 
Ephraim wakes - a light pops up on him. 

 
EPHRAIM: Be? 
 

Silence. Darkness everywhere but on him. 
He goes into the house. 

 
EPHRAIM: Be. 
 

He looks around. No Be. No Even. 
 
EPHRAIM: Even? (beat) The hell? 
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BE:  (shrieks of labour pain) 
 

A stroke charges through Ephraim’s body as his wife  
goes through labour. 

 
EPHRAIM: (muffled sounds of shock) 
 
AUD MIN: There, now. Hush yourself and give in. 
 
Simultaneous: 
EPHRAIM: (moaning strangely, the pain of stroke) 
BE:  (labour pains) 
 
EVEN: Blessed art thou among women. 
 

A baby cries. 
 
AUD MIN: How you this evening? 
 
EVEN: And how is your family? 
 

Ephraim stills. He blinks. With some effort, he ambles  
along – one side of his body is dragging through mud  
for the rest of the play. 
He moves into centre. He comes upon the dismembered  
chair. 

 
EPHRAIM: The HELL? (beat) PETE. SIM. GET UP!! 
 

Pete and Sim jump up, still hazy with sleep. 
 
EPHRAIM: Ffffind them. 
 

Pete and Sim head off, straight to Be and Even, who  
holds a bundled baby. Pete brings Be to her feet – her  
focus doesn’t leave Even and the baby. Sim just sort  
of tags along. All four plus baby walk back to the  
place Ephraim stands, waiting. 

 
Even looks up to see his father- he wears his guilt on  
his face, but he’s not sorry. 
Ephraim looks as though he may call Even to answer,  
but instead, he softens. 

 
EPHRAIM: Thhhh. That him? 
 

Even nods. 
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Ephraim looks into the bundle. The effects of stroke  
become clear, but nobody openly acknowledges the fact. 

 
EPHRAIM: Swi… spi… sssssspittin’ image! 
 
PETE: Dead ringer. 
 
Even look to the heavens and Ephraim does a little spin as… 
 
Simultaneous: 
EPHRAIM: And unto mmmme a son is born! 
EVEN: (mouthing) And unto me a son is born. 
 

Be takes the baby from Even and stands beside him. 
Ephraim dances strangely, clomping about. 
Even, Pete and Sim watch.  
Pete is embarrassed on his father’s behalf.  
Sim looks confused.  
Even is disgusted. 

 
EPHRAIM: Woo! WOOO! 
 

Ephraim does the awful round mouthed, Indian war whoop  
thing. 

 
EPHRAIM: Woo-woo-woo-woo! 
 

He keeps dancing. 
 
SIM:  There’s no music. 
 
EPHRAIM: Somebody sing somethin’! 
 

He keeps dancing. 
Nobody sings. 
Be paces lovingly with the baby, exhausted but walking  
it to sleep.  
Ephraim tires, favouring his stricken side. 

 
EPHRAIM: (to Even) You ssss. Stay there the oh. The Ho. 

The ho. O. Ole time that baby was being 
delivered? 

 
Even nods. 

 
EPHRAIM: Yeware lllike one of the wah-women, aren’t you? 

You’ll beya midwah. Wah. Wife before we know it! 
Or mmmaybe a wetnurse! Ss! 
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Sim laughs, so Ephraim claps him on the back. 
Pete stares from Even to Ephraim, measuring. 

 
EPHRAIM: Arennyou gonnnna gonna congrajulate me? 
 
SIM:  Congratulations, dad. 
 
PETE: Yuh. Congrats to us all. 
 
EPHRAIM: Get a bit morerrr rest, Even. You did good. 
 

Pete can barely contain himself. 
 
PETE: Didn’t he just. 
 
SIM:  Oh! Are we gonna say the thing? 
 
PETE: NO. Not just yet. 
 
EPHRAIM: I’m ssssnoozin’! And tonight, w-w-w-we’re 

boozin’! 
 

Ephraim goes. 
Pete and Sim go. 
Even mostly goes, but then lingers to observe Be and  
babe. 

 
BE:  (Hums “Home, home.”) 
 

Be looks into the bundle. Asleep. Phew. 
 
EVEN: Don’t forget me. 
 
BE:  I’m looking into your eyes right now. 
 

She then looks over to Even and smiles. 
 
BE:  I love you. 
 
EVEN: That true? 
 
BE:  ‘Course. Don’t you love me? 
 
EVEN: I do.  
 
BE:  He’s ours, Even.  
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Be smiles. 
Even does not. He goes. 

 
CELEBRATION 
 
EPHRAIM: Get up, up, up! 
 

Ephraim, Pete and Sim gather to sit around, drinking. 
Sim is very drunk.  
Even sits with them, not drinking.  
Be and baby are apart. 

 
EPHRAIM: “Quake in my presence!” “Behold the almightiest  

of men before you, my sons!” 
 

They cheers and drink. 
 
EPHRAIM: My seed is as bountifulllastheheavens. As infa-

fuh-fallible as our divine buh- Father! Buh. 
Bring me that boy! 

 
Be glances over and does not obey. 

 
EPHRAIM: Wife! Bringmethatboy. 
 
EVEN: You wanna leave them be. She’s having a hard time  

feeding ‘im. 
 
EPHRAIM: What’ssohard? Wife! Come here, I’ll show the  

boy how! 
 

Pete, Sim and Ephraim laugh. 
 
PETE: We’ll all show him, hey, Even? Take turns. 
 

Ephraim strikes Pete. 
 
EPHRAIM: I’ll burn the words from your lips if ever I hear  

them again. Apuh. Apologize to your mother. 
 

Pete doesn’t. 
 
SIM:  Pete’s mom is dead. He never even had the chance  

to forget her face. 
 
EPHRAIM: Wife! Bring my ssssson in to me. I’ll baptizeimmm  

myself. 
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BE:  It’s not a good time, husband. 
 
EPHRAIM: I am your husband. I am your world. I am your  

clock. Clock. And I say the time is now! 
 
EVEN: It’s not the place for a child. 
 
EPHRAIM: Keep your woman’s ways for the kwa-quilting bee,  

dot- daughter of mine. 
 
PETE: Yeah. Why don’t you go feed the kid if she can’t  

manage? 
 

Even strikes Pete and fells him in one blow. 
 
EPHRAIM: Oh ho ho! We have a ma-ma-man in our mmmidst  

afterall! Well struck, my son! 
 

Ephraim passes his cup to Even. 
Pete, Sim and Even are agog. 
Even sees his brothers in awe. 
He drinks. He drains the cup – harsh, homemade liquor. 

 
EVEN: “He himself will be saved, yet so as through  

fire!5” 
 
EPHRAIM: Amen! 
 
EVEN: Holy fuckin’ hallelujah! 
 

Ephraim laughs. 
 
EPHRAIM: My sons. You. Have all g-gone beffffore  

myyoungestsssson. He will be buh-blessed.  
Hewihreep… he will reap the fffruits of your  
labour. (he pushes through to lucidity here) God  
in His wisdom saw to it to reward not the first  
born. Nahyou, Sim. Nor Even. My. Youngest.  

 
PETE: Even is your youngest. 
 
EPHRAIM: To my boy! Tuh-to his health!  
 

Cheers and drinking. 

 
5 1 Corinthians 3,  13-15. New Testament 
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EVEN: To Be. For carrying the blessed child and gifting  

us with his light. 
 
EPHRAIM: I thank you, ssssson. To Be! 
 
EVEN: I love you, Be! 
 

Stunned silence. 
Ephraim laughs. 

 
EPHRAIM: He’s drunk! 
 
SIM:  I’m drunk, too! Congratulations, granddad! Right,  

Pete? 
 

Ephraim laughs. 
Pete is disgusted. 

 
EPHRAIM: I am twice your age, but I am fivetimes sixtimes  

ten t-t-times the man! To this old grand-puh-pa!  
That I live to see my grandchildren buried!  
Ifanyofyou lllladies can manage it!(maniacal  
laughter) 

 
Sim passes out.  
Ephraim laughs. 

 
EPHRAIM: Clearimout. 
 

Pete and Even carry Sim away.  
Ephraim follows. 

 
EPHRAIM: Ffff. Free. Free and clear. Free from everything.  

FrrreeeeeasanIndian. 
 

Bedtime. 
 
SHE WHO MADE HIM 
 

Pete and Sim sleep outdoors.  
Ephraim is indoors, at Be’s side. 
Be holds her babe and stares at Even through the wall. 
Even keeps his back to Be. 

 
BE:  You. 
 
EVEN: (in prayer, seeking) Mom? 
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 Silence. 
 
BE:  “I never saw any woman before you.” (beat) Look  

at me. 
 
 Silence. Sleep. 

Morning. 
Ephraim rings the cowbell. 

 
EPHRAIM: Get up! 
 

Ephraim, Pete, Sim and Even go out into the fields to  
work.  
When Even arrives, his brothers stare. 
Ephraim throws an arm around Even and uses him as a  
support as he struggles to walk. 

 
Be moves to sit where Even had slept. She feels the  
ground that held him, and rocks the babe. 

 
The men work on the perimeter. 

 
BE:  Now that you’re sleeping so good again, your  

dad’s out working. Why’d you cry cry all through  
breakfast, huh? You know, he used to help out in 
here, but now he mostly keeps to the fields. 
Makes suppertime worth making, though. Promise of 
his company. (beat) Happy dreaming, my son. 

 
Even crosses by Be. 

 
BE:  You done for the day? 
 
 Ephraim crosses near, hobbling. 
 
EPHRAIM: Howis my ssson? 
 

Even hears his father and carries on, not responding  
to Be. 
Be is stunned. 
Pete and Sim are close behind Ephraim. 

 
EPHRAIM: He wore out your bosoms yet? Hee! 
 
PETE: (loud enough for Even) He looks more like you  

than Even does, Dad. 
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EPHRAIM: You think? 
 
SIM:  Happy Thursday, baby! His first Thursday. Ho-ly! 
 
EPHRAIM: What’s dinner? 
 

Be gets up and follows the men through to the house.  
Bedtime. 

 
EVEN: (inward) Night after night after night after  

night. 
 

They settle in to sleep, Be at Ephraim’s side and the  
baby beside her. 
A moment. 
Wind blows, leaves rustle. 
All shift to lay on the other side. This frees Be from  
Ephraim. 
Be sits up. 
She checks on the baby. 
Even looks up a little. He lays back down. 
Be moves over to Even. 

 
BE:  I’m coming in. 
 

Nothing. 
Be kneels beside Even. 

 
BE:  How are you this evening? 
 

Nothing. 
 
BE:  I’ll wait for you, Even. I know you’re feeling  

poorly. I don’t know why ‘cause you won’t talk to  
me, but I’m here for you to tell when you want  
to. 

 
Nothing. 

 
BE:  He looks more like you every day. 
 
EVEN: Does he. 
 
BE:  You can see he does. 
 
EVEN: Don’t tell me what I see. 
 
BE:  You’re being mean, Even Cabot. Hard and mean. 
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EVEN: Wait till your baby cries and wakes Him up with  

you in here, then we’ll see who’s mean. 
 
BE:  Our baby. 
 
EVEN: How do I know that? Huh? Could be His just as  

easy. You don’t know. 
 
BE:  I do know, in fact. I know without a shadow that  

baby’s your son. Can’t you feel it offa him? 
 
EVEN: I guess not. 
 
BE:  You were just getting used to feeling yourself  

when he came around. Only natural, I guess. Just  
take practice. 

 
EVEN: Go to sleep. 
 
BE:  I’ll bring him in a minute. You can feel him  

sleeping right next to your heart. Feel them line  
up. 

 
EVEN: No. Go sleep. 
 
BE:  Even, I need you with me. You can’t go away like  

this, especially when we’re in the same house. 
 
EVEN: Go, Be. 
 
BE:  I will not be lonesome in my own house. I had  

enough of being without. I will not be alone  
again. 

 
EVEN: Settle down.  
 
BE:  No. I won’t be cast aside by you who I love. I  

gave my self to you. I gave you a son. 
 

Ephraim stirs. 
 
EVEN: Go! 
 

Be scrambles back, in tears by now. 
She picks up her baby and curls up. 

 Muffled weeping. 
 Silence. 
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EVEN: (in prayer) Don’t forget me. (beat. Then, to  

himself-) Shhhh sh sh sh shhhhh. 
 
 Silence. 
 Morning. 

Ephraim wakes. 
 
EPHRAIM: Get up! 
 

Be stirs but stays down. 
Pete, Sim and Even rise. 

 
EVEN: (prayer) Mom. Mom? Take this aching son. 
 

Nothing. 
 
EVEN: (to himself) Whole thing. Goddamn fool. 
 
EPHRAIM: Whoyou t-talking to? 
 
EVEN: Nobody. 
 

Ephraim leads them out to work, though Even straggles.  
Be sits up and looks to him. He hesitates because he  
feels this. He goes. 
Pete and Sim shake off the fog of sleep. Pete rights  
his gate and leans his chin on it. 

 
PETE: Fuckin’ tired. 
 
 Ephraim glares at Pete. 
 
SIM:  Really nice starting your day with the eff word,  

Pete. 
 
EPHRAIM: “Each man’s wuh-wuh-wuh-work will become evide- 

dent; ffffor the day will show it because it is  
to be r-r-revealed with fire, anthefireitself  
will test the kwa-quality of each man’s wwwork.” 

 
Ephraim cuffs Pete. Hard. 

 
SIM:  I don’t know this one. 
 
EPHRAIM: “If any man’s wwwwork wwwhich he has built on it  

remains, hewiwweceive a reward. If any man’s  
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work is burned up, he will suffffer loss; (beat.) 
but he himself will be saved, yet so as through 
fire.6”  

 
SIM:  “as through fire.” Hm. 
 
EVEN: He’s gonna burn your gate. 
 

Sim snickers a little. Pete glares. 
They separate and work. 

 
Be gets up with her baby and moves over to Even’s  
resting place. She lays there a time, absorbing what  
she can of him. She smoothes the ground with her hand. 

 
BE:  Come on, son. Get feeding you before they’re back  

and wanting to be fed. 
 

Be walks the perimeter as the men work. 
Be lands in the centre.  
Ephraim crosses through, past Be. 

 
EPHRAIM: He do his ch… chores? (laughs) 
 

Be forces a smile. 
 
BE:  Where’s Even? 
 

Pete crosses through. 
Sim crosses through. 

 
SIM:  Happy Friday, baby! Second Friday, how ‘bout  

that?  
 
BE:  Sim, where’s Even? 
 
SIM:  Oh. Still working I guess. 
 
BE:  Oh. 
 
PETE: Why? 
 
BE:  Because he… 
 

Ephraim comes back a bit, to hear the exchange. 

 
6 1 Corinthians 3,  13-15. New Testament 
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EPHRAIM: What’sat? 
 
PETE: Be’s wondering where’s Even. 
 
EPHRAIM: Where the fffuck else? What, maybe the the the  

library?  
 

Pete laughs, Sim tries, but doesn’t get the joke. 
 
EPHRAIM: Wuh-working, wuh-wife. Your sssecondtoyoungest  

sssson is out working. Making uh- Making up for  
near thirty yearsofsloth, izzat one. You c-could  
take a lesson, boys. (his head jerks and an awful  
sort of grunting honk comes out of his mouth.) 

 
Ephraim goes. 

 
EPHRAIM: I wwwant din. An’ I want my ya. My ya. My ya-ya- 

ya-youngest boy sitting beside me. (he sounds a  
single note.) 

 
Be follows, in a daze of hurt. 

 
PETE: Maybe he took his lunch up at Minnie’s, maybe. 
 
SIM:  No, he didn’t. He didn’t, Be. 
 

Be goes. 
Pete smirks. 
Sim looks away. 
Ephraim and the others sit apart, eating. 

 
Even comes into the yard.  
 

EPHRAIM: (from inside the house)Yousss ssstrong boy. Big  
sssstrong boy! 

 
Even stops dead. 
He puts his hand in his pockets, folding in on 
himself. He stops again. 
He pulls his hands from his pockets – full of soil. 
He wipes his hands on his pants and face, sullying his 
face. 
He prowls, stomping and  
exercising his demons. 

 
EVEN: Hail Mary full of grace - holy God deliver me  
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from all evil, amen. I can’t go in there. I can’t  
sit with Him calling my son His son. I can’t go  
on lying and making believe. He’s not my son. Is  
he? Mom? MOM! Fuck fuck fuck. Holy Mary, mother  
of God, pray for us sinners now and at the hour  
of our death, fuck, fuck. AGH! 

 
Be arrives. 

 
BE:  Even? 
 

Even stops. 
 
BE:  Was worried you got hurt or something. You  

hurting? 
 
EVEN: You can see for yourself. 
 
BE:  We’re both hurting, Even. No need, but if that’s  

what you want, I’ll go along with you as long as  
you like. 

 
EVEN: Get out now. 
 
BE:  Even. No. 
 
EVEN: You’re every lie I ever told now. Get out. 
 
BE:  Even. 
 
EVEN: You’re my undoing, I can feel that you are. 
 
BE:  Remember me, Even. Stop yourself stumbling and  

remember me. There is a child in there who will  
be looking to you for- 

 
EVEN: SHUT YOUR GODDAMN HEAD! 
 
EPHRAIM: The hell? 
 
PETE: Dunno, maybe should go see. 
 
BE:  Even, don’t do this. Choose me today, alright?  
 

Ephraim sets his cup down and goes out. 
Pete and Sim follow, retaining their food. They eat  
and watch, a spectator sport. 
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BE:  Why don’t you come down and back to me? 
 
EVEN: Don’t ask me that. MOM!? 
 
BE:  If you can’t escape him with me, then where are  

we? Where is our son? 
 
EVEN: “Our.” “OUR.” “Our.” 
 
EPHRAIM: The hellisgoingon’ere? Wuh-what are you crying  

for? 
 
BE:  Am I? 
 
EPHRAIM: What’djoo do? 
 
EVEN: All of it. 
 
PETE: (to Sim) Figured he’d hang himself if we waited  

long enough. 
 
SIM:  Pop! 
 
EPHRAIM: What? 
 
EVEN: Oh, holy judgment. 
 
BE:  Calm, Even. 
 
EPHRAIM: You work yourself sssilly out there or something,  

sssson? 
 
EVEN: DON’T CALL ME THAT. SHUT YOUR GODDAMN HEAD! 
 
EPHRAIM: The hell? 
 
PETE: Dunno, maybe should go see. 
 
Pete pushes Ephraim closer to Even. 
 
EPHRAIM: You work yourself sssilly out there or something,  

sssson? 
 
EVEN: DON’T CALL ME THAT. SHUT YOUR GODDAMN HEAD! 
 
EPHRAIM: Well, I wuh-wah-won’t ssstand and be shouted at. 
 
EVEN: I WILL SHOUT! 
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EPHRAIM: I’ll have my puh-plate before I smite thee. Come  

in to your son, wife. Wuh-what are you crying 
for? 

 
BE:  Am I? 
 
EPHRAIM: What’djoo do? 
 
EVEN: All of it. 
 
BE:  Even. 
 
EPHRAIM: This one needs his t-time. Leave ‘im. 
 
 Pete and Sim run inside before they get in trouble.  

Ephraim puts a hand on Be to guide her inside. 
 
EVEN: Leave me why don’t you? Leave me though you live  

in the next fucking room!  
 

Be and Ephraim go, Ephraim leaning on Be. 
 
EVEN: We had everything, and that isn’t balanced.  

There’s no good in taking the whole goddamn thing  
leaving none for everyone else, and now it’s  
ruined, serves us right. I can’t feel my face.  
Anybody home!? 

 
Even hangs his head. Night descends. 

 
Ephraim, Be and babe, Pete and Sim move to bed.  
Even kneels where he is. He covers his head. 
As they settle in to sleep, Ephraim gets up and goes  
out of doors.  
Be rises, with baby, to move towards Even’s room. 

 
Ephraim sees Even, folded up into himself, out in the  
open. Even is awake. 
A moment. 
Ephraim stands staring at Even. 

 
BE:  Will you let me in? 
 

Nothing. 
Be enters, and sees that Even is not in his room 
She looks outside. She sees Ephraim looking over Even. 
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BE:  Even. 
 
Ephraim nudges Even with his foot. 
Even falls over, no will remaining. 
Ephraim chuckles and then goes away, to sleep. 
Be shakes her head. 

 
BE:  No. No. 
 

Be curls up with her baby, in Even’s room. 
 Silence. 
 Morning. 

Ephraim wakes. 
He rings the cowbell. 

 
EPHRAIM: Get up! 
 

Be stirs but stays down. 
Pete and Sim rise. 

 Even stays down, unnoticed.  
 
SIM:  No Even? 
 

Pete and Sim shrug. 
Ephraim leads them, slowly, to the fields. On their  
way, they see Even. 
They arrive at Even, who is still out and on the  
ground. 

 
EPHRAIM: You got a suh-still somewheres you haven’t told  

us about? 
 

Nothing. 
 
EPHRAIM: Well. C-come on. 
 

Even sits, but does not rise.  
Ephraim points at Even. 
Pete and Sim force him to his feet. 
The men go out to the perimeter and work, separately.  
Even just sits and stares. 

 
Be gets up with her baby and moves over to Even’s  
resting place, out of doors. She lays there a time. 
She holds her baby closer. 
She looks to her baby. 
She turns the baby into her stomach. 
She steels herself and presses the baby in, to smother  
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him. 
 

Ephraim clutches his left arm and staggers. 
Even can’t catch air. He grabs at his throat as though  
choking. 

 
BE:  Shhh sh sh sh shhhh…  
 

Ephraim pushes through the pain. He stands up straight  
again, though seems changed. Suddenly, he sits on the  
ground like a child. 

 
EVEN: (choking and gasping) 
 

Be rolls over and curls on top of her dead son. 
She slowly rises to sitting and then unfurls the  
bundle. 

 
Even stops choking. 
He sits on the ground, exactly like his father. 

 
Be spreads the cloth out on the ground. 

 
BE:  
(singing) 
Hush! my darling we won’t make a sound 
All that we’ve made planted into the ground 
 

Pete, Sim, Even and Ephraim, at four points, stand and  
bear witness. 

 
Be smoothes the cloth out. 

 
BE:  It’s alright. You’re alright. 
 

She looks up to the men, each one in turn. Her gaze  
lands on Even. 

 
BE:  Free. 
 
 

THE END 
 


