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Alternative ending: “The Death of Lumpkin,” which includes the birth of Virginia Union University. 

Some say an opera must have a death. “The Liberation of Richmond” does have a death, of course, of Abraham Lincoln, but that happens off-stage, not in Richmond. So I wrote an alternative ending,  if (and only if) the composer agrees. Like the rest of the opera, it is based tightly on history and treats the death of Robert Lumpkin. 
Those of you familiar with Moussorgsky’s opera “Boris Godunov” will note an analogous final scene: the village idiot lamenting the fate of Russia. Like the final scene in “Boris,” Lumpkin’s death is an anti-climax, without the grandeur of the previous scene. It also centers the story more on Lumpkin: his is the only on-stage death. This is a problem, because the main story belongs to the ensemble and the chorus. (Yes, Lumpkin is also liberated, in a way, but the liberation of the slave population is far more important.)

On the other hand, the epilogue is historically accurate, and it does provide an on-stage death. It also ties to Virginia Union University, in case they ever wish to put on the opera. The Baptist seminary founded in this scene, after mergers, today lives on as V.U.U. 

So I leave that decision, like so many others, to you, whoever you are, who find my libretto worthy of your attention. I hope to live to see what you choose and experience what you make of it. 

After the end of the previous scene, without intermission, the epilogue begins as soon as people can clear the stage and the Lumpkins can get back upstairs. Robert Lumpkin has trouble climbing the stairs. Mary has to help him. Somehow the production implies (or states on the scrim) the passage of four months.
Epilogue: August 15, 1865
Perhaps the orchestra begins with the same emphasized note, heavy in the bass, used at the start of the opera. Robert and Mary Lumpkin are in their bedroom, Robert in bed. Outside, Henry Wallace, Pompey, and one or two [black] chorus members talk or work center stage. 

Short duet: "I hate to see you so low"

	Mary: "Robert, I hate to see you so low."
	Robert: "I hate to be so low."


	Mary: "You know, don't you, when we married, I wanted us to live together for a long time."
	Robert: "Thank you. Thank you, Mary. So did I."


	Mary: "I know. Robert, I have to go to the market. Is there anything special I can get you? Anything at all?" 
	Robert: "I was thinking, I would really like an orange."


	Mary: [shocked] "But Robert, it is summer. No oranges for months!" 
	Robert: "I know. I just wanted to taste an orange once more."


	Mary: "I'll see. I'll look for an orange. Will you still be here when I get back?" 
	Robert: "Where would I go?"


 Short duet, "I hate to see you so low," ends.

Short duet: “It was a jail.”

	She leaves, goes downstairs, where she sees a white man staring at the abandoned slave jail. She goes over to him. 
	Mary: "Excuse me, sir, can I help you?"


	Rev. Nathaniel Colver [starts]: "Yes, ma'am. Who owns this building [gestures at slave jail], do you know?"
	Mary: "Why, I do. My husband and I do. Why?"


	Colver: "I see the doors are all barred. Is it a jail?" 
	Mary: "It was a jail. My husband kept his slaves here."


	Colver: "Your husband ..." [stops in confusion] 
	Mary: "And who, may I ask, are you?"

	Colver: "I'm sorry. I should have introduced myself. I am Rev. Nathaniel Colver, formerly of Boston. A minister of the Baptist faith.”
	Mary: "Mary. Mary Lumpkin. Mrs. Mary Lumpkin." [with obvious but dignified relish]


	Colver: My church has sent me here to Richmond, to set up a school — a school for colored pastors. Teach them how to read and write, read the Bible, things like that."
	Mary: "That's good. That's needed."


	Colver: “More than 20 people have already signed up. But I can't get started."
	Mary: "Why not?"


	Colver: "No building. No one in Richmond will rent me a building."
	Mary: "Can you pay?"


	Colver: [indignant] "Of course! I can rent or buy. The problem is, these white people don't want blacks to go to school. Especially black men. Not even to become preachers!"
	Mary: "I'll rent you the jail!"


	Colver: [assesses the building] "It's a sound structure. And your husband?"
	Mary: "I'll go ask him. He'll agree."


(Short duet, “It was a jail,” ends.)

Quickly Mary Lumpkin she climbs the stairs to Robert Lumpkin in their bedroom.

Short duet, “Make him a good price.”

	Mary: "Robert, wake up, there's a man outside, wants to rent the jail." 
	Robert [drowsily]: "He's got slaves?"


	Mary: "No, of course not! No one has slaves! He wants to open a school. A school for freedmen. Teach 'em how to read and write. He says no one else will rent him a building." 
	Robert [feebly]: "I'm not surprised. People are still trying to keep 'em down. Keep 'em ignorant."


	Mary: "And what do you think, Robert?" 


	Robert: [less feebly] My own son is colored, Mary! What do you think I think? Rent it to him! Make him a good price!


	Mary [joyfully]: "I told him you'd say that! Can I go tell him now?"
	Robert: [feebly waves arm] “Go.”


	Mary: "Promise you'll be here when I get back?"
	Robert: [feebly] "Where would I go?" 


	Mary: [to Charles, who has been in the corner] "Mind your Daddy. Keep him company." 
	


(Short duet, “Make him a good price,” ends.)

Mary hastens downstairs. Her son watches his mother from balcony. 

Ensemble piece: “The Death of Robert Lumpkin.”

	Mary: "It's fine. He said yes."
	Colver: "When shall we start?"


	Mary: "Tomorrow?"
	Colver: [taken aback] "But — these bars?!"


	Mary: "Henry! Pompey!" [talks with them, inaudibly] 
	Robert [feebly]: "Come here, boy!"

	
	


Charles pulls chair over to bed, sits. 

	Henry, Pompey: "With pleasure, ma'am!" 


	


Mary goes over to street vendor.

	
	Robert: "Is your mamma here?"


	Charles: "No, sir." 
	Robert: "Would you hold my hand, son?"


	Charles: "Yes, sir."
	Robert: "Yes Daddy."


[Henry Wallace and Pompey start making hammering noises at jail.] 

	Charles [smiles]: "Yes, Daddy." 
	Robert: "What's that noise?"


	Charles: "Henry and them are hammering on the jail. Hammering on the bars." 


	Robert: "Oh yes, making a school. Mary told me about that. I want you to go to that school, son." 

	Charles: "Yes, Daddy." 
	Robert: "Education. That's the key, son. That's why I taught you to read and write, son. So you can have a good life!" 

	Charles: "Yes, Daddy." 


	Robert: [feebly] "Always remember that, Charles. And always remember something else. Always remember, that I loved you."

	 Charles: "Yes, Daddy."
	Robert: "I loved you. [coughs] Mary?"


	Charles: "Daddy?"


	Robert: "Mary?" "Mary!"

	Charles: "Daddy?"
	


Robert Lumpkin dies. Orchestral swirl. Charles drops his father's hand.

	Charles: [tentatively:] "Mamma?"
	


Charles turns, rushes downstairs, calls loudly from bottom of stairs.

	Charles: "Mamma! Mamma! It's Daddy!"
	


Mary rushes to stairs and son.

	Mary: "Is he? (breaks off) [She rushes up the stairs.] "Oh, no. Robert! I missed you! You promised you'd still be here when I got back! Robert! You promised!” 

[pause] 

“Oh, no. I never even told you ‘I love you.’ Dammit!” [pause, has a thought] “Robert, look — I got you a peach!" [Holds it up. Puts her arm behind his shoulders, shakes him gently.] "Look — a peach!” [pause] I rented the building, Robert. Oh, Robert." 

[Let's him lie back. Is reminded of her son.] "Come here, Charles." [She hugs him:] "Were you scared when your Daddy died?"


	Charles: "Yes, ma'am. I held his hand like he asked me, but it went loose."


	Mary: "That all right. You did fine. Robert is dead. Your daddy is dead.” [pause] “It's just us now. But it's all right. 

We'll be all right. We have each other.”

[pause]

“But I'm going to be sad now. Just for a little while." [weeps quietly] 


	


Henry Wallace has been aware of this drama going on. He walks over, stage front and center, and looks up to the balcony.

	Wallace: "Everything all right up there, Miz Lumpkin?"
	Mary: "No, Henry. Nothing is all right. Robert just died. I don't know what to do."


Henry Wallace and Pompey motion off-stage for Angel and the chorus to come in. They do.

	Wallace: “It’ll be all right, Mary. It’ll be all right. [pause] Do you remember what the old lady said? Mrs. White? ‘We have our work, our God, and our song. And that must suffice.’”
	Mary: “That does not suffice! I had Robert. And now I’m alone.” 

	Charles: “Mama!”
	Mary: [She looks at her son, stricken with anguish by what she has just said. To him, she sings again, softly:] “We have each other. We’ll be all right.”


	Wallace [overhears her, approvingly]: "That's right, Mary. You are not alone. Look around you. Here in the Bottoms. Look at all these people. [gestures at chorus; pause]


We have each other. That is all we have. But we are together. That will have to do. And that will do."
	Mary: [joins with Wallace] "And that will do." 

The chorus and her son Charles join in: 

"We are together. And that will do. And that will do." 




The chorus repeats those final four notes, “And that will do,” complexly, perhaps repeating the four notes of "You have a point" much earlier in the opera. They wind down softly. 



