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Author’s Note


The set should be open and flexible and suggest the plain, whitewashed interior of a New England meeting house circa 1790. Several doors open onto the stage. All other scenery – stairs, tables, etc. – should be introduced into this space as necessary to establish a scene. When Act Two begins, the visual change should conceal the look of Act One. Then, of course, we return to the original configuration for the remainder of the act.


The time is from 1759–1776, with a brief detour to the present.


As to accents – since no one really knows what anyone sounded like in the late 1700s, I’d suggest that some distinction be made between the English characters (such as Shirley) and the thoroughly American ones. And if Jim’s accent is anachronistically American-contemporary, all the better.


B.N.
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ACT ONE


ADAM SMITH


MOHEGAN BRAVE


SHADOWY FIGURE (GREASY-HAIRED MAN)


MRS TRUMPETT


PEG


OLD ONE-EYED TIZZY
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CAPTAIN SHIRLEY


GUNNERY SGT. MANLEY


YOUNG JIM, age six


HENRY SCOTT, 3rd DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH
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Also PROSTITUTES and their CUSTOMERS, TOWNSPEOPLE, AFRICAN SLAVES, MERCHANTS, CONGREGANTS.


ACT TWO
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PANDIT


NTOMBI


MARTIN


IVAN


MALE 1 (voice)


MALE 2 (voice)


ATTENDANT
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MARGARITA LOW


FOOTMAN
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LAGARDE
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OFFICERS 1, 2 and 3
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Also PROTESTERS, SECURITY POLICE, SERVANTS, ACTORS, DINNER GUESTS, SOLDIERS.


Note on the Text


Dialogue spoken simultaneously is laid out in columns; where many characters are speaking simultaneously, a thin vertical line also runs alongside the text.


German translations by Barbara Christ.




   

ACT ONE


Before house lights darken, a door at the back of the stage opens and ADAM SMITH – that Adam Smith – enters, walking stick in hand, dressed in a greatcoat and tricorne hat. He carefully removes these, hanging them on pegs by the door, then shuffles toward a small lectern, clutching a leather folio. A nearby sign reads: ‘Mr Adam Smith, LLD and FRS’ and smaller, ‘Professor of Moral Philosophy, University of Glasgow’. He opens the folio to the first page, mutters to himself, squints into the auditorium.


SMITH (pronounced Scottish accent). Lights, please?


The house lights dim. He clears his throat, produces a small atomiser, administers two squirts to his tonsils, clears throat again, then:


Chapter One.


Thunder, lightning, darkness. We hear a thin tune played on a Native American flute. Out of the darkness, a MOHEGAN BRAVE steps into a shaft of moonlight. He assumes a series of ritual postures as SMITH relates the following:


The Mohegan people of present-day Massachusetts believed their forefather to be a benevolent giant whose wife was a spirit of the trees, and that thunder and lightning were the result of the married couple quarrelling in the sky. At the approach of a thunderstorm, they would beseech these magical ancestors to restore peace to the heavens and bestow blessings upon themselves and their grandchildren. Of course, as we now know, such blessings would never come to pass. Quite the reverse; their descendants were to be placed in internment camps and, in subsequent generations, work in gambling casinos and sell discount cigarettes.


The BRAVE hears a noise from offstage and pulls a knife from his waist. A gunshot rings out. The BRAVE drops dead and the flute music stops.


This particular narrative, however, does not concern them.


A SHADOWY FIGURE in a cloak and broad-brimmed hat steps out of the shadows, smoking pistol in one hand. In the other, a covered basket.


Nor does it concern this man, though he will come to play a dramatic role in its unfolding some minutes from now.


The SHADOWY FIGURE places the basket in front of a wooden door, knocks, and exits again. The door opens to reveal MRS TRUMPETT, candle in hand, with PEG, a prostitute, and OLD ONE-EYED TIZZY, a hunchbacked African slave. MRS TRUMPETT kneels to inspect the basket, extracting a letter.


Rather, it is with regard to the individual within this basket that we shall confine the account, and the course of encounters that would determine his education, his progress and his eventual undoing.


Another rumble of thunder. A title reads: ‘WESTERN MASSACHUSETTS, 1759’. From the basket, the cries of an infant.


MRS TRUMPETT (reading letter). ‘To whomsoever Providence and I have delivered this bastard child: Circumstances force me to beg you care for him and bring him into manhood and should you be good enough to do so, in his seventeenth year you shall find yourself generously compensated.’ Signed ‘G. Washington of Virginia’.


She picks up the basket as SMITH speaks.


SMITH. The woman was called Dorothy Trumpett, or Dolly to some. And as she had none of her own, and reasoning correctly that the child would occupy but a tenth the space of an adult and consume correspondingly little –


PEG (to MRS TRUMPETT). Shall we bring him in, then?


SMITH. – she took him in, as she’d taken in the girls of her establishment before him.


MRS TRUMPETT. But only fer the night.


Festive music as we move inside what is clearly a brothel. PROSTITUTES in petticoats dance with OLD MEN and drunken BRITISH REGULARS. A half-naked PROSTITUTE screams as a SOLDIER chases her through the room. MRS TRUMPETT sits with the baby as SMITH continues.


SMITH. The tavern in which she conducted her business stood conveniently upon a crossroads, and as the ladies within had no marketable skills to speak of, they set about to purvey the only commodity available to them.


The music and debauchery conclude and the baby grows quiet as lights change to morning and birds begin to chirp. Others exit, leaving only MRS TRUMPETT and TIZZY behind with GUNNERY SGT. MANLEY face down on a table.


Mrs Trumpett sat ’til morning with the child. But milk to soothe its hunger was not to be had, as cattle were scarce and even swine a luxury. And thus, lacking other recourse, she husbanded the labour of bees to supplement her income.


A door opens and a hungover REDCOAT stumbles downstairs, fastening his trousers. He rudely tosses a pair of coins on the table.


MRS TRUMPETT (proffering a jar). Pot of honey fer yer family, sir?


REDCOAT (as he exits). Fuck off.


SMITH. And she discovered that if she were to place the tip of her finger into the honeypot and from there to the child’s mouth he would suck it clean directly.


The baby gurgles. A title reads: ‘WHAT THE WIDOW TRUMPETT FORECAST FOR THE BASTARD CHILD’.


MRS TRUMPETT (to the infant). Shhh… What a greedy little fella y’are. Greedy, greedy, wee fella with no manners at all. But you’ll grow up to be a gent some day, won’t ya? Oh yes ya will! A right gent with servants to serve ya and shine the brass buckles on your best boots, and you’ll sit at yer table in the biggest house in town and dine on beefsteak and partridges and wear a pointed hat with a feather sticking outta the top, and you’ll sit atop the best white horse and ev’ry time ya ride past folks will look up and say what a fine gent he is.


TIZZY hobbles up on her cane, smoking a clay pipe.


SMITH. But not all in the household were in agreement as to his destiny.


TIZZY (Caribbean accent). Can’t come to no good.


SMITH exits.


MRS TRUMPETT. What can’t?


TIZZY. ’Tiz a bad child, miz.


MRS TRUMPETT. What an awful thing to say.


TIZZY. Somtin’ ’bout him.


MRS TRUMPETT. How could there be any fault in a dear wee baby?


TIZZY. Got hisself the mark.


MRS TRUMPETT. What mark?


TIZZY. Seen it dere on his backside. Iz a perfeckly round spot like a copper penny been fastened direckly to his rump.


MRS TRUMPETT. P’raps it portends a great fortune.


TIZZY. Nooo. Somtin’ wrong with dat child.


A door opens and CAPTAIN SHIRLEY – tall, brisk, polite, English, swagger, stick in hand – enters, sits next to MRS TRUMPETT.


SHIRLEY. Morning.


MRS TRUMPETT. Morning, sir. I trust you slept well?


SHIRLEY. Tolerably well – if not altogether soundly.


MRS TRUMPETT. Tizzy, fetch tea fer the commander.


SHIRLEY. With sugar, please?


MRS TRUMPETT. Will honey do?


SHIRLEY. If need be.


MRS TRUMPETT. ’Twas such a rain we had last night I hope we kept ya dry.


SHIRLEY. Passably dry, though I must report the bedding falls something short of hygienic.


MRS TRUMPETT. I’ll give ’em a wash.


SHIRLEY. But if I might speak to you on an unrelated matter – (To MANLEY.) look sharp, Sergeant.


SHIRLEY pokes MANLEY.


MANLEY (awaking with a start). Aye, sir.


MRS TRUMPETT (to TIZZY). And tea fer the sergeant as well.


SHIRLEY. Now, Mrs Trumpett. I’m sure I don’t need to tell you we live in contentious times.


MRS TRUMPETT. O, I know.


SHIRLEY. I mean, here we are doing our level best to conclude this business with the bloody French, while at the same time the lack of hospitality my fellows receive in the cities is positively scandalous.


MRS TRUMPETT. O, it’s true.


SHIRLEY. And I’d like to know on whose behalf they suppose we’re fighting?


MRS TRUMPETT. What a shame.


SHIRLEY. I mean, we all kneel before the same sovereign, don’t we? So what is to be gained from disparaging the very fellows who are here to look after your interests?


MRS TRUMPETT. ’Tain’t right.


SHIRLEY. The larger point being that, what with the prevailing sentiments in town and the scarcity of alternatives, I’m afraid I must ask you to quarter another dozen of my officers in your outlying buildings.


MRS TRUMPETT. But – there ain’t no room, sir – (Continues.)


SHIRLEY (overlapping). Mmmmyes. I’m sure you’ll find a way.


PEG – the prostitute from earlier – has entered, and timidly sidled up to SHIRLEY.


MRS TRUMPETT. – we already got nine of ’em in the cellar and four more in the –


SHIRLEY. Well, we can hardly have the officers’ rank lying about in the rain, can we? (Seeing PEG.) What’s this?


PEG (clears throat, then, in a small voice). You ain’t paid me.


SHIRLEY. Hm? Couldn’t hear.


MRS TRUMPETT. Not now, Peg.


PEG. But he ain’t paid, miz.


MANLEY (to PEG, cockney accent). Shut up.


SHIRLEY (to MANLEY). Steady on, Sergeant. (To PEG.) What’s your name, child?


PEG (in a small voice). It’s Peg.


SHIRLEY. Ah, yes.


PEG. I’m the one what sucked your cock last night.


SHIRLEY. And a cracking job you did of it. But: I am having a bit of a chat –


MRS TRUMPETT (to PEG). We’ll settle it later, dear.


PEG. Why izzit they don’t pay like the others, miz? ’Tain’t right.


MANLEY roughly shoves PEG to the ground.


MANLEY. Shut it, ya bitch.


SHIRLEY (to MANLEY). Now, see here. We’ll have none of that.


MANLEY. Aye, sir.


PEG creeps meekly away as the others continue without pausing.


MRS TRUMPETT. It’s just my girls ain’t been paid in two months, and they got so little to eat – (Continues.)


SHIRLEY (overlapping). Mmmyes, it’s a difficult time.


MRS TRUMPETT. – and you know why they gets angry, it’s cuz yer countrymen won’t take none o’ their paper money exceptin’ to pay our taxes –


SHIRLEY (peremptory). Well, we all have to pay our taxes, don’t we? Otherwise there’d be no militia to protect you.


MRS TRUMPETT. But who is it we’s being protected from?


SHIRLEY. Why, agitators and insurrectionists.


MRS TRUMPETT. But… it’s you they agitate against.


SHIRLEY (with a sigh). Oh dear.


MRS TRUMPETT. Cuz you don’t pay no taxes, do ya?


SHIRLEY. Mrs Trumpett. You provide commendable service to my men and in return we provide you with protection. Now, surely that’s a fair exchange, yes?


MRS TRUMPETT. But –


The baby cries.


SHIRLEY. And if you don’t mind my saying it, in a trade such as yours, given the disapproval of your less permissive countrymen, ’twould hardly seem prudent to be without protection.


MRS TRUMPETT. But – but – but – as long as we don’t got –


SHIRLEY (standing, dismissively). Yes, yes. Manley?


MANLEY. Aye, sir.


SHIRLEY. If you’d muster the fellows?


MANLEY salutes, exits.


(Re: the baby.) And who’s this obstreperous young lad?


MRS TRUMPETT. Erm –


SHIRLEY. One of the girls’, is it?


MRS TRUMPETT. He’s… erm – (Turns to TIZZY.)


TIZZY (improvising). It’s called Jim.


MRS TRUMPETT (to TIZZY). Jim?


SHIRLEY. Jim, you say?


TIZZY. Jim.


SHIRLEY (to the child). Ah, Jim.


MRS TRUMPETT (fondly, to the baby). Jim.


SHIRLEY. Prodigious lung capacity.


MRS TRUMPETT. Cuz he’s hungry.


SHIRLEY (to infant JIM). You denied me a full night’s sleep, my boy.


MRS TRUMPETT (showing the baby to SHIRLEY). But don’t he got the look of a gent about him? I told him how he’s going to be a proper gentleman some day.


SHIRLEY (dubious). Mmmyes.


MRS TRUMPETT. With a white horse and a feather in his cap!


SHIRLEY. Erm. Not to put too fine a point – has he property, then?


MRS TRUMPETT. Has he – ?


SHIRLEY. That is to say, inasmuch as a fellow is lacking in property – or the pecuniary equivalent – ’twould be something of an exaggeration to call oneself a gentleman. Feathered cap or no.


MRS TRUMPETT. Erm – He ain’t got property at present.


SHIRLEY (satisfied). Well, there we are, then.


MRS TRUMPETT (improvising). But he’ll inherit it.


SHIRLEY. A legacy, has he? And where might be the father?


MRS TRUMPETT. Virginia.


SHIRLEY. Splendid.


MRS TRUMPETT. He’s a man of breeding.


SHIRLEY. Is he now? A pedigree! And has the fellow a name?


TIZZY. Washington.


SHIRLEY (cocking an ear). – Say again?


MRS TRUMPETT. Mister G. Washington?


SHIRLEY (dubious). George Washington, is it?


MRS TRUMPETT. Very like.


SHIRLEY. Of Virginia?


MRS TRUMPETT. Do you know him, sir?


SHIRLEY. Well – By reputation.


MRS TRUMPETT. And he’s a man of breeding?


SHIRLEY. He’s a man of many – He’s a tall fellow.


MRS TRUMPETT. And has he property?


SHIRLEY. Oh, I should say. Some threescore acres in tobacco, as I hear.


MRS TRUMPETT (avidly). Then he’s a man of fortune?


SHIRLEY. Well, his fortunes may have somewhat declined since – I say, are you quite sure of this?


MRS TRUMPETT. Oh, he’s the father, sir.


TIZZY. We got a letter.


MRS TRUMPETT. With a signature.


TIZZY. Mister G. Washington.


MRS TRUMPETT. Of Virginia.


SHIRLEY (sotto). Then might I suggest we keep this bit between us, shall we, as the man is something allied to our mutual cause – ?


MRS TRUMPETT. Is he now?


SHIRLEY. – and to go spreading slander might not redound to our credit.


MRS TRUMPETT. Ohhhhhh, aye.


SHIRLEY. I mean – (With a laugh.) suppose all the bastards we got were to come knocking at our doors demanding recognition? ’Twould scarcely leave time to fight a war.


MRS TRUMPETT. ’Twill be our secret.


SHIRLEY. Well, this has all been good fun. And do see to the men’s lodging.


MRS TRUMPETT. Pot of honey, sir?


SHIRLEY (as he exits). Heavens, no. (Calling off.) Sergeant?


SHIRLEY exits. The baby cries.


MRS TRUMPETT. Threescore acres! Didja hear, Tizzy?


TIZZY. In tobacco.


MRS TRUMPETT (cooing to the baby). And who’s the greedy boy who’s to get alla that, hmm? Who’s that greedy baby boy?


Music. SMITH returns as MRS TRUMPETT and TIZZY exit and YOUNG JIM – age six – appears. He holds something behind his back. A title reads ‘1765’.


SMITH. The child’s identity was kept secret. And Mrs Trumpett educated him as best she could. But he shewed little aptitude for letters, and far less for poetry or music, history or scientific inquiry. ’Twas only for mathematics he demonstrated curiosity, for at an early age he recognised the simple fact that whosoever has two apples is universally happier than he that has one, and that possession of the greatest number of apples equals the greatest happiness.


YOUNG JIM turns and we see a hatchet behind his back. Behind him, a small tree lies upon its side. MRS TRUMPETT confronts him, TIZZY next to her. SMITH exits again.


MRS TRUMPETT. Now, Jim, I want to know who it was cut down this crab-apple tree and I want the truth, now. Was it you, then?


YOUNG JIM stares implacably.


Cuz, there weren’t no wind today. And that trunk there is as thick as my ankle, and bears the scars of a hatchet, so it don’t seem likely it fell by itself.


TIZZY. Iz a bad child.


MRS TRUMPETT. Hush, Tizzy. (To YOUNG JIM.) Have ya no answer fer me?


YOUNG JIM (beat, simply). A nigger done it.


MRS TRUMPETT (with dismay). Why, Jim Trumpett.


YOUNG JIM. Honest.


MRS TRUMPETT. You know that’s not right. You know what’s wrong with what you said, don’t ya?


YOUNG JIM nods.


What you mean to say is… a nigger did it.


YOUNG JIM. Yes’m.


MRS TRUMPETT. Not done.


YOUNG JIM. Yes’m.


MRS TRUMPETT. You know how to talk right.


YOUNG JIM. But he did. He come running out of them –


MRS TRUMPETT. Came.


YOUNG JIM. – came running outta them bushes –


MRS TRUMPETT. Those.


YOUNG JIM. – those bushes right yonder.


MRS TRUMPETT (to YOUNG JIM). And is that the hatchet he used? Behind yer back? Cuz that’s my hatchet.


TIZZY (re: YOUNG JIM). I seen him trying to get at that apple and when he couldn’t reach it he come back with that hatchet and that’s when I come to fetch ya.


MRS TRUMPETT (to YOUNG JIM). Ya hear that buzzing, don’t ya? That’s cuz them bees is angry at us. Cuz without that tree there’s no blossoms, and without blossoms they can’t make no honey, and without honey then what shall we do come wintertime when we got nothing to shew fer ourselves?


During the previous, two FOOTMEN have entered at a distance, carrying a sedan chair. An elegant young Scottish gentleman – the DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH – steps out. He is impeccably dressed, a pheasant plume in his hat.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH (from a distance). I say?


MRS TRUMPETT. And all because you wouldn’t share a single crab apple.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. My dear woman?


MRS TRUMPETT curtsies and approaches the DUKE. We hear SMITH:


SMITH (voice-over). It was to happen, on this particular evening, that a passing carriage would lose a wheel-rim to a muddy crevice. And, with darkness approaching and the travellers in need of lodging, Mrs Trumpett surrendered her bed for the sake of two gentlemen while she herself was obliged to sleep in the woodshed.


A tiny bedroom. The DUKE hangs his hat by the door and sits at a table to groom himself before a mirror. Another man sleeps beneath the bedcovers.


(Voice-over.) Henry Scott was the fourth child of the Earl of Dalkeith, Midlothian, and consequently 3rd Duke of Buccleuch, travelling abroad for his greater edification in the company of a learned tutor –


A knock at the door.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. Come.


SMITH (voice-over). – and, needless to say, unaccustomed to such mean accommodations as those Mrs Trumpett could provide.


MRS TRUMPETT creeps into the room.


MRS TRUMPETT (grovelling). I thought p’raps ya’d like a wee toddy, ’fore ya sleep. Jest a little brandy and honey is all, compliments of the management?


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH (without turning). On the table.


MRS TRUMPETT. My husband, ye know, he died at sea – got his foot tangled in a codfish net – but he used to say to me, he’d say, Dolly love, there’s always gonna be those has to ride about in fancy carriages when the Lord gave ’em two perfeckly good feet to walk across the dry land. But I would so love to ride in a carriage of my own some day and wave a hankie outta the window.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH (diffident). Well, provided the blacksmith is of his word, come morning you may watch as we depart in one.


MRS TRUMPETT. Might one enquire as to yer destination?


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. We’ll straight away for the port of New Bedford. And thence, bound for Toulouse.


MRS TRUMPETT. O! La Belle France!


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. Precisely.


MRS TRUMPETT (tickling the feather of the DUKE’s hat). Honi soit qui mal y pense!


YOUNG JIM has entered with a covered bucket and a plate of cheese for the table.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. The boots by the door are muddied. I’ll have them polished by morning.


MRS TRUMPETT. See to the gentleman’s boots, Jim. (To the DUKE.) And are ya quite sure ya won’t take a lass to share yer bed with? Or yer friend, there?


YOUNG JIM drops a cheese knife.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH (to YOUNG JIM). Carefully!


MRS TRUMPETT (meaning herself). Or p’raps a woman of more worldly experience?


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. Thank you, we shall decline.


MRS TRUMPETT. Well, if ya should –


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. And my friend, to use your word, is a great scholar and I’ll not have him disturbed.


The bedcovers are folded back. The man in the bed sits up – it is SMITH, in his bedclothes.


SMITH (to us). The listener may be interested to learn that it is at this precise point in the telling that the life of your narrator intersects, however briefly, with that of our small protagonist. For the fellow under present discussion was none other than myself.


MRS TRUMPETT (to DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH, ignoring SMITH). I do so worry about the boy, ye know, iffin’ it’s fit place to raise a lad, cuz ya got to instill ’em with the proper values, don’tcha?


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. You may leave us now.


MRS TRUMPETT (servile). O! O! Mais oui!


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. See to it we’re awakened at dawn, and no later.


MRS TRUMPETT. Avec plaisir!


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. A simple knock will do.


MRS TRUMPETT. Et maintenant, bon soir, Messieurs!!! Dormezvous!!


MRS TRUMPETT backs out of the room, curtseying as she goes. YOUNG JIM remains.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH (to YOUNG JIM). The cheese is mouldy. Pray take it away.


YOUNG JIM. Aye, sir.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. I’ll have an egg and a chop, prior to departure. Likewise for my companion.


YOUNG JIM. Aye, sir.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. And, boy?


YOUNG JIM. Aye, sir.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. The proper expression is Your Lordship. Rather than sir.


YOUNG JIM (beat). You’re not my lord.


The DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH stops his grooming and levels his gaze at YOUNG JIM.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH (coolly). Well, not of the heavenly variety, but in the terrestrial sense I’m afraid I rather am. And if you don’t mind your saucy mouth I’ll have you and your mother horsewhipped for this grotty little brothel.


YOUNG JIM. Aye, sir.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. Your Lordship.


YOUNG JIM. Your Lordship.


DUKE OF BUCCLEUCH. Now, empty the pots and be done with it.


YOUNG JIM moves to empty SMITH’s chamber pot, as the DUKE stands and exits.


SMITH (from his place in the bed). And as he considered the disparity betwixt himself and the man whose chamber pot he presently emptied, he wondered what it should be that caused such divergence of fortune. Surely ’twas not the want of labour, since this fellow’s hands bore little trace of it.


YOUNG JIM begins to empty SMITH’s pot.


But amid this reflexion, as he was yet of awkward proportion, his elbow made inadvertent contact with the sleeping man’s inkpot, o’erturning it onto a sheaf of manuscript pages.


YOUNG JIM upsets the inkwell. In a panic, he collects the ink-stained pages from SMITH’s table and exits the room. SMITH follows him.


(Trailing behind YOUNG JIM.) His immediate impulse was to conceal the evidence of his misdeed. But when he’d crept downstairs and held the papers o’er the hearth, intent upon burning them, something inscribed upon the first page caught his eye –


YOUNG JIM holds the page above a hearth.


– and thus it was he encountered the paragraph that was to form the canonical basis of all his future thinking:


YOUNG JIM (sounding it out as he reads). ‘Ev’ry…’


SMITH (prompting JIM).…individual…


YOUNG JIM. ‘Ev’ry individual…’


SMITH (taking over, to us). Every individual endeavours as much as he can to employ his capital in support of domestic industry. He neither intends to promote the public interest nor knows how much he is promoting it. He intends only his own gain, and he is in this, led by an invisible hand to promote an end that was never part of his intention. Nor is it the worse for society that it was no part of it.


YOUNG JIM considers the ramifications.


And how convincingly those words resonate within the ears of a child. For if the fruits of a man’s labour may be enjoyed without regard to consequence, if every penny therein derived is to be his alone, to do with as he pleases, he will apply himself to that labour, and once his prosperity is thus achieved, the rest of the damnable world can stick it up their fucking arsehole.


YOUNG JIM smiles.


Chapter Two.


YOUNG JIM exits, to be replaced by the fully grown JIM, who sits at a table, writing in a ledger, a lock-box at his elbow. He has become a blandly handsome young man of seventeen. Behind JIM, and with his back to us, sits a GREASY-HAIRED MAN, silently sipping whiskey.


With the swift passage of eleven calendar years, his musculature newly firm and his heart withal, Jim Trumpett had grown into a rough approximation of that which – in our modern world – we know to be the most provident employment for a young person of ambition: in short, he had become, a businessman.


A title reads: ‘1776’. During the previous, MANLEY enters and approaches JIM, who does not look up from his ledger.


JIM. Girl?


MANLEY. Tilly.


JIM. She’s got an abscess.


MANLEY. Gimme Peg, then.


JIM. Peg’s got her cycle.


MANLEY (quietly). Fuck.


JIM. Millicent, Pansy, or Tish.


MANLEY. Tish.


JIM. Top of the stair.


Without looking up, JIM rings a handbell as MANLEY pulls coins from his pocket. A door opens and a PROSTITUTE steps into the room, glaring at JIM. MANLEY holds out coins to JIM.


In the box, please.


MANLEY grudgingly drops three coins through a slot in the lock-box.
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