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Note on the History
The story is true. It took place in Richmond, Virginia, April 3-15, 1865, just after the Confederacy has lost control of its capital, with a prologue set on April 2. All the main elements of the story, such as the last train to leave Richmond, the Lumpkins’ relationship, the chaplain reuniting with his mother, and President Lincoln’s walk through the city, are entirely authentic. Even some of the dialogue is historically accurate. So are the details, such as "'Till death or distance do you part" as a part of slave wedding vows. Some details, such as Angel as a ten-year-old seeking her mother, happened generically; that particular story is from Maryland, not Virginia.

At the same time, this opera is not a history lesson. I hope readers (and, later, the opera-goers) will come to care about the characters as much as I do. I think they will. I have tried to get across the historic facts via passionate statements plausibly made by people who seem (and were) real and therefore important.

Word usage is from the time. Most Americans, black or white, used the “n-word” more freely than we do today, so I must use it where historically appropriate. The U.S.C.T., “United States Colored Troops,” remind us that “colored” was also commonly used; usually it implied no disrespect. All Americans talk in dialect, using pronunciations like “comin.’” Many Southerners still use “ain’t” and “might could.” I use these expressions in the libretto and mean them to be spoken by all characters, of both races and various educational backgrounds, where appropriate. 


Note on the Music
Of course, the music plays the key role in getting audiences to invest in the characters and storyline of any successful opera. There are various points of symmetry and repetition in the libretto, and I hope for something similar in the music. But I understand that I’m no composer, so they are mere suggestions. I trust the composer to have his/her own ideas and look forward to happy collaboration in a subordinate role. I’m aware that “Turandot” is an opera by Puccini, and not by two guys named Adami and Simoni (the librettists). 
The music might be classical (contemporary eclectic), traditional-tonal, jazz-influenced, Gospel influenced, whatever! The libretto does contain a few invocations of music from the 1860s, such as “John Brown’s Body” and “Slavery Chain Done Broke at Last.” 
Perhaps every word will be set to music; or perhaps much of the dialogue will be spoken; again, that’s up to the composer. Whether a full orchestra is involved or a small ensemble is again up to the composer and the performance forces available. 
In short, I cast this libretto forth into the winds of possibility, and I look forward to finding out from others what happens next. I am not ego-involved with matters outside my ken. For that matter, I’m open to suggestions and criticisms regarding the libretto itself. It’s all up to you, whoever you are, who find my libretto worthy of your attention. I’m anxious to see and hear and experience the choices you make. 
Note on the Structure of the Work 

The opera has a Prologue, Act I (one continuous scene), and Act II (three scenes). It is about as long as “standard” operas such as Turandot or Boris Godounov. The Prologue takes place on the last evening of Confederate control of Richmond, April 2, 1865. It has 2,700 words, including stage directions, set descriptions, etc. Act I begins at dawn on the next day, April 3, when United States Colored Troops (USCT) enter the city. It has 5,800 words.  Act II has three scenes but totals just 4,000 words, so it is perhaps shorter than Act I. Scene 1 takes place the next day, April 4, at 9AM.  Scene 2 is at 3PM that day. Scene 3 is eleven days later, April 15, shortly after dawn. Grand total: c.12,500 words. 

Note on the Ensemble Nature of the Work
Some operas are conceived from the start as star vehicles for two or perhaps three lead singers. Carmen, Turandot, and Bluebeard’s Castle are examples. The Liberation of Richmond is an ensemble piece. Other ensemble operas include Beethoven’s Fidelio and Mozart’s Cosi fan Tutti.

The six main roles, in order of number of lines, are:


Chaplain Garland White, 260


Angel Walker, 218


Robert Lumpkin, 210


Mary Lumpkin, 203


Pompey, 193


Mrs. White, 83

The chaplain has the most lines, but that’s because a substantial part of them are from the double wedding that he officiates. His role does not stand out as larger than the other five. His mother Mrs. White has substantially the fewest lines of the six, but her role includes perhaps the most intense scene in the entire opera, when she and the chaplain realize they are mother and son, as well as the finale. Hence her role does not seem smaller than the other five.

Two secondary roles deserve mention: Abraham Lincoln (53 lines) and Henry Wallace, “free Negro,” 48 lines. 

The ensemble nature of the work is also evident by the number of duets and larger ensembles. There are few extended solo arias. I hope to find a composer who likes these ideas, though again, if s/he wants changes, I’m open to suggestions. 


Set Suggestions
I must emphasize the tentative nature of what follows. Although I often attend opera and live theater, I have never participated in it, so I am completely out of my depth here. I only include these ideas because they contain a few historically accurate suggestions, and I am not wedded even to those. Similarly, I include some stage directions because they are historically accurate – like how to form a coffle – and again, they are only suggestions. 
I suggest that the same set might be used throughout the opera. In center stage is some rubble – bricks, etc. – laid out to imply a street corner. At right is a two-story structure, a balcony really, with a sign hanging from it by two chains that reads "NEGRO TRADER." This is the balcony of the Lumpkin family home, which is implied offstage to the right. Connecting balcony to street is an open spiral staircase. 

Along the floor below the balcony, running at an angle from front far right to rear medium right so the audience can see it, is a series of doors made of metal bars — a slave jail. 

Running along the left side of the stage from front to back but at an angle so the house can see it, is a scrim on which is initially projected a black-and-white photo of an old railway station and part of a train. On the back wall are suggestions of a couple of modest buildings, one perhaps the home of a free black family. 

Again, the above are just ideas. If the director and producer have a different vision – fine! 


Main Characters (in order of appearance)

Robert Lumpkin, slave trader (perhaps bass-baritone), European American, 50 to 60 years old, overweight, not in good physical condition 

Mary Lumpkin, Robert's slave and then wife (range not specified, maybe alto), African American, 30 to 50 years old 

Angel, initially called Flukey, initially one of Lumpkin's slaves (perhaps soprano), African American, 18 to 30 years old, attractive

Pompey, initially one of Lumpkin's slaves (range not specified, maybe tenor), African American, 18 to 30 years old, attractive

Garland White, Chaplain, United States Colored Troops (range not specified), African American, age 28

Mrs. White, former slave, mother of Garland White, we learn (perhaps contralto), African American, 50 to 75 years old

The suggested ranges above are just suggestions. If the composer has a different vision – fine! I shall not even suggest ranges for the minor characters below, except Abraham Lincoln. He was a tenor, and I hope that range can be kept accurate. It will increase the verisimilitude for knowledgeable audience members.  


Minor Characters (in order of appearance)
Several chorus members, including children, have short solos. They are African American, ranging in age from as young as practicable to elderly. These include two adult chained slaves, an enslaved child, Henry Wallace (an older African American resident of Richmond), and a couple of workers. In addition are these minor characters, not members of the chorus: 

Charles, son of Robert and Mary Lumpkin (could equally well be daughter, if need be), African American (interracial), 6-12 years old

Confederate officer at train, European American, 18 to 50 years old

Confederate soldier, European American, 18 to 50 years old [could also play U.S. Private, below]

Captain Logan, commands United States Colored Troops, European American, 20 to 50 years old

U.S. Private (unnamed), European American, 17 to 30 years old [could be played by Confederate soldier, above]

Abraham Lincoln (tenor), European American, 56 years old, beard, height, etc., to resemble Lincoln

Rev. Minnigerode, European American, 50 to 60 years old

Prologue: April 2, 1865, 9PM
Orchestra begins with something – an overture? Merely an emphasized note, heavy in the bass, held until the audience hushes? 

Short duet: “You have a home.”

Robert Lumpkin kisses Mary good-bye. 

	Robert Lumpkin: “I have to go now.”
	Mary: “Leaving is a bad idea, Robert.”


	Lumpkin: “Now Mary, don’t you worry. I’ll be back in a week.” 
	


Muted tympani and bass drums, ad lib, as guns in the distance, not often enough to grow tiresome, throughout the prologue.

	
	Mary: “Your home is here. [gestures below at slave jail] Their home is here.”

	Lumpkin: “Now Mary, they have no home. They won’t have a home until I find them a home. That’s why I have to leave.” 
	


	
	Mary: “Find them a home! These aren’t your folk! You’re not helping them. You’re just selling them. Slaves ain’t got no home.”

	Lumpkin: “You have a home.”
	Mary [immediately nicer, does not want to risk her position]: “Indeed, Robert, I do. [sweetly] Thank you. Thank you.”

	Lumpkin: “And don’t you let nobody into it! I’ll be back in a week.”
	


Short duet: “You have a home,” ends.

Lumpkin descends the spiral stairs to the main floor. He goes to stage R, unlocks the first door, lets out slave #1, who is manacled, relocks the door, attaches him to a long chain that is in turn attached to a ring built in to a post holding up the balcony). Returns to the door, unlocks it, brings out Pompey, also manacled, and attaches him to the chain to form a coffle. As he goes to unlock the third, the first two discuss whether they should try to overpower Lumpkin. 

	Slave #1: “Should we take him? He’s old and sick.”
	Pompey: “No. Keep your peace. We’re going to be free soon anyway.”


From the second door, Lumpkin brings out slave #3, a child, also manacled, attaches him/her to the coffle, returns for another slave.

	
	Pompey [with concern]: “How are you, Walter?” [“Emma” if female]


	Enslaved child: “Fine. What’s gonna happen? 
	Pompey: “You heard the guns all day, right? That’s the United States army.”

	Child: “They’re comin’ to free us?”
	Pompey: “They are.”


	Child: “Today?”


	Pompey: “Soon. Maybe even tomorrow. So old man Lumpkin, he’s tryin’ to get us out of here.”


Pompey and the child pause whenever Lumpkin draws near. He is busy hooking up other slaves, banging the jail doors and clanking the chains.

	Child: “Do we want to be out of here?”


	Pompey: “We want to be right here. But even if we go, we’ll be free soon. If not tomorrow, in a day or so.”


	Child: “How do you know?”

[Lumpkin hooks up Flukey, a woman.
	Pompey: “The Ship of Zion’s comin’.” [line of old spiritual] [breaks off] “Flukey, are you all right?”


Duet: “My Name Is Angel”

Flukey/Angel: “Of course, Pompey.”

	
	Pompey: [Music quotes the hymn for the next two phrases:] “The Ship of Zion’s coming. The old ship of Zion.” [Continue with original music:] “It’s fixin’ to sail. It may sail tonight. Freedom’s coming.”


	Flukey/Angel: “How do you know?”

Child: “That’s just what I asked him!”
	Pompey: “I have my sources. Mary tells me things. So does Henry.”


	Flukey/Angel [musing]: “I’ll tell what I’m gonna do when freedom comes. I’m gonna change my name. Or rather, I’m gonna get my name back.” 
	Pompey: “Your name?”


	Flukey/Angel: “Pompey, my mother and father did not name me Flukey. That was my idiot master. I’m going to tell you, Pompey, something I have never told anyone since I came here: [pause] my real name. My father told me to keep it secret. Daddy said that the privacy of my name is a symbol.”
	[Meanwhile, Lumpkin is hooking up more slaves.] 

Pompey: “A symbol?”


	Angel: “A symbol for the privacy of my thoughts. Of my life. That I have a life. A life the white folks don’t know about. 


“Pompey, Are you sure slavery is ending?”
	Pompey: “You hear the guns. What do you think?”

	Angel: “I think you’re right. So — can you keep my secret? Until we’re free?”
	Pompey: “Yes.”


	Angel: “My name is Angel. Angel Walker. The Walker part is from my father. Angel was my mother’s idea.”


	Pompey: “So, I should call you Angel?”

	Angel: “No. Not yet. Not until we’re free.”
	Pompey: “I wish I had a secret name!”


	Angel: “Why? What’s wrong with ‘Pompey’?”
	Pompey: “It’s ridiculous. A Roman name 

[with sarcasm]. A Roman city. Do you
know why my owner named me that?


	Angel: [shakes head]
	Pompey: “It was a joke. See, the Romans were powerful. Slaves are not powerful. See? So the joke is on us. A playmate of mine, he got named “Caesar.” After the Roman king. See? [bitterly] Hah-hah!”


	Angel: “I thought Pompey was a nice name.”
	Pompey: “I guess I’m stuck with it now. I figure, now that slavery’s ending, I have a chance to make a name for myself. Make Pompey a name for myself.” 


Duet, “My Name Is Angel,” ends.

Interlude of powerful instrumental music as Lumpkin marches the slaves across the stage to the railroad station, projected on scrim at stage left, perhaps via a circuitous route to imply that it’s some distance. The slaves do not want to make the trip and walk very slowly, verging on insubordination. Lumpkin brandishes a whip and also has a pistol, which he does not draw but is evident.

	
	Lumpkin: “OK, you niggers, let’s go now. Let’s go.”


	Chorus (coffle): "Come down, Father Abraham, 

Come down and set me free! 

Come down, Father Abraham, 

Come down and set me free." 

Pompey: "I looked over Richmond, and what did I see?

Comin' for to set me free!

The Union Army comin' after me — 

Comin' for to set me free."

Chorus: "Come down, Father Abraham, 

Come down and set me free! 

Come down, Father Abraham, 

Come down and set me free." 
	Lumpkin [cracks whip]: [loudly] "Hurry up, you niggers. You aren't the children of your Father Abraham, you are my slaves. Come on, now hurry it up. We don't want to miss our train."


	 Enslaved child: “We don’t?” 
	Lumpkin: “There’s gonna be a war here. You want to be in a war? Do you want to get killed? Hurry it up!”

	Angel: “Mr. Lumpkin, sir, these are just children. We’re goin’ as fast as we can.”
	


Eventually they arrive stage left. Lumpkin makes the last slave in the coffle circle a telegraph pole and then locks him/her to another person in the coffle. Some slaves begin to lie down. Angel and Pompey, almost the last two in the coffle, it having reversed direction during the locking up process, wind up stage front, of course, and get as much privacy as they can, given that they are chained to others. 

	Lumpkin: “I’ll only be a minute, now. Gotta see about the train.” [He walks to stage left rear, looks about, walks to and fro impatiently, though not so as to upstage Pompey and Angel, left front.] 
	


Short duet: “A Chill in My Thoughts”

	Angel: “I feel troubled.” 


	Pompey: “Troubled?”


	Angel: “There is a chill in my thoughts. The chill of death.” 
	


	
	Pompey: “Your death? Do you think you are gonna die?”


	Angel: “No, it’s not my death that’s comin’. But someone’s.”
	Pompey: “Well, a war is going on.”


	Angel: “I know that. But this is different. Someone we care about is goin’ to be killed.” 
	


Short duet: “A Chill in My Thoughts,” ends.
	[Lumpkin sees a Confederate officer, hidden stage left:] “Hello! Sir! When does this train depart?”
	Officer comes on stage, left rear: “Midnight, probably.”


	Lumpkin: “I must have passage — me and my slaves.” [Gestures toward coffle.] “Who do I see?” 


[All members of the coffle sit or lie down tiredly.]
	Officer: “You don’t see nobody!” [Orchestral swell.] “Nobody goes on this train. This train is reserved for the Confederate government.”

	Lumpkin: “The government! So, you are abandoning Richmond? You are abandoning us?” [Muted tympani and bass drums] 
	Officer: [shrugs] “Do you hear?” [pointing to stage left rear] “Nothin’ we can do.”

	Lumpkin: “All the more reason, then. I must get my people out!” 
	Officer: “Did you not hear me? The government has commandeered this train. Are you part of the government?”

	 Lumpkin: [shrugs no]
	Officer: “Then you don’t get on this train.”

	 
	


Lumpkin continues to bargain, soundlessly, pulling out a bag of paper money. 

	
	Pompey: “Maybe Lumpkin’s gonna die [pointing to Lumpkin], not any of us.”

	Angel: “No, I don’t think it’s Lumpkin. Someone we care about.” 
	[Lumpkin returns, seems to overhear them]: “So what are you two talkin’ about?”

	Angel: [with sweet sarcasm that Lumpkin cannot catch] “Why Mr. Lumpkin, we were just discussing you. We always sing about you.” 
	Lumpkin: “All right, you people, on your feet. We’ve got to walk.”


Duet, “A Chill in My Thoughts,” ends. 

 Lumpkin begins to unlock the person locked around the pole.

	Pompey: “Walk, Mr. Lumpkin? Walk where?” 

[A storm brews in the orchestra; project storm on scrim if possible.] 
	Lumpkin stops unlocking the person, pauses, turns to Pompey: “I don’t know. Walk to safety. Midlothian, maybe.”


	Pompey: “Midlothian! Mr. Lumpkin, that’s ten miles! We can never walk to Midlothian! We don’t even have shoes!”

Angel: “Walk to Midlothian? At night? In this weather? In chains?” 


[Storm continues.] 


	Lumpkin: “Enough! You two are not in charge here! I am in charge here! All right, you people, on your feet. We’re walkin’ to Midlothian.”


Some in the coffle struggle to their feet. Slave #1 and Pompey stay seated. Pompey motions for Angel to do likewise, and the child who is between them. 

	Pompey: “We’ll never make it, Mr. Lumpkin.” 
	Lumpkin: “On your feet, god damn you! On your feet! Do as I say!”


	Pompey: “No, Mr. Lumpkin, we’re not goin’ to go. There’s a war on. [muted tympani and bass drums] Don’t you hear that? We’re not goin’ to do as you say no more.” [The other slaves are astounded, although still sleepy.] “C’mon, you [calls name of slave who is between him and Angel, using child’s real name] sit down! [Calls real name of another child in the coffle.] Sit!” [They look from him to Lumpkin, not knowing whom to obey, but they are tired and do sit down.]


[Storm continues.] 
	Lumpkin: “Pompey! Do you want me to get that guard, over there?” [motions to Confederate guarding train]


	Angel: [Stands up, forcing child between her and Pompey to stand up; is more conciliatory than Pompey] “But Mr. Lumpkin, you’re a smart man. An intelligent man. Look at these children, Mr. Lumpkin. You can see that we can’t walk to Midlothian tonight.” 


[Storm continues.] 


	Lumpkin pauses to talk with a child: “Are you all right?”

 


	Enslaved child (sleepily): “I’m sleepy!”
	[He seems genuinely to care about the child’s condition.] Lumpkin: “Well, we can’t stay here.” [Dazed, he pauses to think. He walks back to the Confederate officer, talks with him soundlessly. At a certain point the officer actually brings his rifle, with bayonet attached, into the conversation, barring Lumpkin, who turns, defeated, and returns to his coffle.] “All right, we’ll go back home. C’mon! On your feet!”


	Angel [to Pompey]: “Home! ‘Hell’s Half-Acre!’ That jail ain’t my home.” 
	Pompey: “It’s all right. One more night.”


Lumpkin finishes unlocking the two slaves he had locked together around the pole. Slowly they march back to jail, stage left to stage right. [Storm abates.]

On the way, Pompey again sings: “One more night.” One by one, some (not all) members of the chorus [the coffle] join in quietly. Others stumble along, half asleep. The refrain dies away. 

	 Pompey begins to sing the hymn, “The Ship of Zion’s coming. The old ship of” [breaks off when Angel interrupts] 
	Angel: “Shh, Pompey. The children are falling asleep walkin’. Let them sleep.”


Eventually the coffle arrives back at stage front right, the jail. We hear the same “powerful orchestral music” played earlier, on the way over, only much more quietly, subdued. Lumpkin reverses the process by which he had formed the coffle. He hooks slave #1, next to Pompey, to the hook on the wall. Then he goes to the last slave on the other end of the coffle, unhooks him/her, puts him/her into a cell, locks it, and so one to the next and the next. Plenty of clanging and doors shutting. Against it, Pompey and Angel, who are again front and stage right, sing: 

Duet: “One More Night”

	Pompey: “One More Night. Tomorrow everything will change.” [pause]
	Angel: “Yes, I see that now.” [pause] That’s good timing.”

	Pompey: “Good timing?” [pause]
	Angel: “Good timing. You see, Pompey, I’m pregnant.” [Orchestral swell.]


	Pompey: [stupidly, stunned] “Pregnant?” 
	Angel: “Yes, Pompey, pregnant. You know pregnant? With child?” [slowly, with emphasis, as if to youngster:] “I’m going to have a baby, Pompey.”


	Pompey: [taking it in slowly] “A baby? [pause] How do you know?” [pause]
	Angel: “I know. I’m late. [puts hand on stomach] And [pause] I know.” [pause]


	Pompey: “Who is the father?” [pause]
	Angel: “Who is the father? [voice rising, pitch rising] Did you just ask me who is the father? You are the father, Pompey.” [shakes him] Only you could be the father!” [pause]


Her raised voice prompts Lumpkin to look over to see what’s wrong. 

	Pompey: “Shh! [tries to get her to hold her voice down. Changes the subject.] “Flukey — I mean Angel — if anything happens tomorrow and we get separated, I want us to meet right here.” 
	Angel: “Here? But won’t he recapture us?”


Lumpkin continues unhooking each slave, then locking him/her in jail. Occasionally sings something like “You, now.” 
	Pompey: “His power is ending, I tell you. But he might sell one of us, or the other — to a soldier maybe. Angel. I don’t want to lose you. 


Here is where we met. 


The place that we both know. 


We must not forget, 


No matter where we go:

 When freedom comes, 

 We must meet here.

 Have no fear. Shed no tear. 

 We’ll meet right here.
	Chorus from jail cells (if Sweet Honey gives the rights) [softly]: “We who believe in freedom cannot rest until it comes...”


	Pompey continues over chorus, which however he notices: “That’s right [referring to chorus]. Promise me you will not rest until you get back here!”
	Angel: “I promise. And I promise you” [pointing to include her unborn child] “I will never leave you. No one will take you from me, like I was torn from my mama.”

	Pompey: “You are so pretty. You will be a beautiful mother.” 
	Angel [smiles; then coquettishly]: “No, Pompey.”


	Pompey: “Yes, you are! You know you are! Why don’t you stand straight? Show me your beautiful body?” 
	


Angel stands straight, showing off her body. But then comes another layer of the onion.

	
	Angel: “Yes, Pompey, I do think I am pretty, but I cannot act pretty. I don’t want Lumpkin to notice me. ‘Cause then he might want me. I don’t want him to think I’m pretty. Everything is all right as is — Lumpkin wants me pregnant, so he got me pregnant using you. If he started to think I was pretty, he might want the job himself!”


	Pompey: “Disgusting!”
	Angel: “Yes, disgusting!”


	Pompey: (blusters) “That old man? I can take him!” 
	Angel: “I know you can. That’s exactly what I’m afraid of. What would happen to you then? You’d be sold far away.”


	Pompey (thoughtfully): “Down the river! to Mississippi!”
	Angel: “You say it’s only one more night, anyway.”


Lumpkin unhooks Angel, locks her up.

	Pompey: [singing toward them both] “That’s right, one more night.” 

Lumpkin unhooks child, locks him/her up.
	From jail, Angel sings: “Yes, we might, make it one more night.”


Lumpkin unhooks Pompey, locks him up. 

	Pompey [from jail]: “One more night.”
	Chorus in jail joins in: “One more night. One more night. One more night.”


 Duet, “One More Night,” ends. 

Lumpkin finishes with last slave, slowly ascends the spiral stairs. He is not hale. Mary meets him.

	Mary: “No train?”
	Lumpkin: “No train.”


The orchestra concludes with just a note or two. The curtain falls.

Act I. April 3, 1865
Stage set never changes much. It is dawn. Orchestra begins, perhaps with the same emphasized note, heavy in the bass, used at the start of the opera. Then it is punctuated by rolls and blasts from the kettledrums and other percussion, simulating distant cannons. 

Several African Americans, including children, are poking around, saving the good bricks. One woman rolls a heavy barrel of flour across the stage in the rear, from left to right. Another carries a large ham. Robert Lumpkin, armed, protects his doorway. 

Confederate soldier enters distractedly, hurriedly, from rear left. 

Then there is a tremendous blast: kettle drums, bass drum, snare drums, anything else possible — every instrument, playing a huge tone cluster (every note of the scale, jarringly juxtaposed). The soldier jumps. One of the two chains holding Lumpkin’s “Negro Trader” sign breaks, allowing the sign to swing wildly and almost fall. Additional chorus members rush onto stage. A crackling red glow starts getting projected onto the scrim. 

	Aria: “The Vault of Heaven” 

Confederate soldier runs to center stage: “Did you hear that? [to the audience] But of course you did. What an explosion! And we only heard the echo here.” 
	Chorus (including from jail cells): “What was that, massa?”


	Soldier: “That was our powder magazine.” 
	Henry Wallace (on the street): “Did the Yankees blow it up?”


	Soldier: “We blew it up. That’ll keep it out of Yankee hands. We burned the warehouses, too, full of tobacco. The Yankees will never sell it now.”
	Wallace: “Yessir, but feel that wind? Half of Richmond will burn!” 


	Soldier: “[looks offstage rear] From Main Street to the river, there’s already nothin’ but a wasteland. But it’s a price we have to pay.” 
	Lumpkin: “Have all the soldiers left? [sarcastically:] Are you abandoning us? [not sarcastically:] Abandoning Richmond?

	Soldier: “I think I am the last man out of Richmond! It’s my job to burn the railroad bridge. And I’ve got just enough time to do it. 


“Abandoning Richmond? We cannot hold Richmond. Because they’re comin’. The nigger troops are comin’. I never thought I’d see the day. But I saw it. And I heard it.


[to Lumpkin and nearby chorus members:] “Did you hear it? When they reached Capitol Square [points where he had come from], I heard the very vault of heaven ring with cheers! [to Lumpkin] And do you know what bothered me the most? Lots of those cheers came from white people. Those people show no understanding of our sacrifice. No gratitude. Traitors! 


[sarcastically] It’s a historic day — the Fall of Richmond.” [Runs off right front.]
	Chorus [of African Americans who had been gathering bricks, etc.] forms a small audience and watches him in silence. 

Mary: [to her son] “He’s right, Charles — it is a historic day. A day to remember. But it’s not “the Fall of Richmond.” It’s the day you will be free. It’s the day Richmond will be free. It is “the liberation of Richmond.” Always remember this day — “the liberation of Richmond.”

	
	


 Aria, “The Vault of Heaven,” ends. 

U.S.C.T. enters rear left, with Captain Logan and Chaplain Garland White. All are singing “John Brown’s Body,” first off-stage quietly, then louder, then on stage. 

	“John Brown’s body lies a-mouldrin’ in the grave. 

John Brown’s body lies a-mouldrin’ in the grave.

John Brown’s body lies a-mouldrin’ in the grave.

But his soul is marching on.”

“We have done with hoeing cotton, we have done with hoeing corn,

We are colored Yankee soldiers, now, as sure as you are born;

When the masters hear us yelling, they will think it's Gabriel's horn,

As we go marching on.”
	[Project John Brown’s face on the scrim during the song.] 

Civilian chorus [now joined by newcomers coming in from right rear] sings, aleatorically: “Welcome!” “Glory!” “Hallelujah!” “Thank God!” “Good to see you!”

Chorus (aleatorically): “That’s right!” “Hear that, master?” “We’re done!”


Perhaps project a photograph of some of the soldiers in Saint Gaudens’s famous “Shaw Memorial” onto the scrim. Parents hold up their children to see the USCT. Additional chorus members come in. Some USCT, including Captain Logan, give of their rations to the newly freed slaves, including sugar cubes to the children. 


USCT continues to sing:

	 “We are coming, Father Abraham, a hundred thousand strong. 

We are coming, Father Abraham, a hundred thousand strong. 

We are coming, Father Abraham, a hundred thousand strong. 

On to Richmond! 

On to Richmond! 

On to Richmond!”
	[Perhaps project Abraham Lincoln’s face on the scrim during the song.] 

[Mary and son Charles come to the forward part of the balcony to watch. Lumpkin slowly retreats up the spiral stairs to the same place.]


	Chorus joins the USCT chorus; all sing:

“We’re in Richmond! 

We’re in Richmond! 

We’re in Richmond!” 
	Great excitement, applause, and cheers from chorus at this point. Charles and Mary join in cheering the troops. 

Lumpkin: “Hush! Hush!”

Mary: “No, you hush!”


	An old woman, Mrs. White (we learn), emerges from the chorus of black civilians on stage. She finds a private; asks:

“Is there a Chaplain White? Which one is Chaplain White?” 
	USCT Private replies, pointing: “There. That one is the chaplain.”


	Mrs. White (to herself): “No, that’s not him.” To the private: “Do you know his first name?” 
	Private replies, pointing: “No, ma’am.”


	Mrs. White (to herself): “Why don’t I recognize him? Why don’t I know him?” 
	


	Chaplain White (to the multitude): 

“My Country, ‘Tis of Thee,

Sweet land of liberty —“ 

Chorus and USCT join, kind of under White’s direction:

“Of thee I sing.”

Chaplain: “Land where my fathers died,

Land of the Pilgrim’s pride,

From every mountainside,”

Chorus, USCT join: “Let freedom ring!”
	Soloists in the chorus riff on “Let freedom ring!”


	Chaplain and USCT continue: 

“It’s here – the joyful day,

When tyranny’s proud sway, 

stern as the grave,

Has to the ground been hurl’d,

And freedom’s flag, unfurl’d,

Shall wave throughout the world,

Over every slave.”


	Soloists in the chorus riff on “Over every slave.”


Aria: “I Was Born a Slave”

	Chaplain: “My brothers and sisters,”

 
	Chorus: “Hush! It’s the chaplain! Hush!”

	Chaplain: “Slaves [held], no more.”
	Chorus: [aleatorically]

“Yes sir.” 

“That’s right!”

“Praise God!”

“Thank you Jesus!”

“Thank you Massa Lincoln.”

	Chaplain: “Your trials are over.

Your bondage is broken.

No more shall you be bought and sold ...

Like cattle. Like swine.”
	Chorus: [aleatorically] “That’s right!” etc.


	Chaplain: “You are free men. And women.

And you children... Now you are free to be children.

No more must you bring in the master’s firewood.” 
	Chorus: [aleatorically]

“Free at last!”

“No more, No more.”


	Chaplain: “No more must you take out the master’s slops.”
	“No more, No more.”


	Chaplain: “I know slavery. [pause] I was born a slave, [pause] not far from here. I never knew my father. [pause] “I don’t remember my mother [pensively]. 
	

	Chaplain: “When I was 16, my owner carried me here to Richmond. He locked me in Lumpkin’s jail each night. Right here! And I made a friend here, a stevedore named Henry. Henry told me he could help me.


“One evening, I was supposed to bring Massa his horse. Instead I ran to Henry’s house. And he helped me get on a boat ... to New York City! ... to Canada!” 
	Henry Wallace is in the chorus! He sings: “I remember you, brother. I thought it was you.”


Chaplain: “Henry? Henry? After all these years?” 

	
	 Wallace: “Where did you expect me to be?” [Points to surroundings.] “This is my home!” [They embrace.]

	Chaplain: [back to his speech, to the chorus as a whole] “In Canada, I learned to read. I read the Bible. I became a minister!”
	Chorus [aleatorically]: “That’s right,” etc.

	Chaplain: “When it came to pass that black men could fight for their freedom, I came back — to recruit my brothers. These are my men [points to U.S.C.T.]. And I am their chaplain. 


“Do you know the Bible, my brothers and sisters?”
	Chorus: “Oh yes.” 

Wallace [sarcastically]: “It tells us, work for your master, obey your master, do not steal your master’s corn...”

	Chaplain: “They have lied to you about the Bible, my friends. Let me read to you from the Book of James in the Bible.” [He pulls out a small worn New Testament, quickly finds the marked place]: “Go to now, you rich folk, weep and howl. For your riches are rotting and shall be a witness against you. [pause] Behold, the cries of your laborers who have done all your work and harvested all your crops enter into the ears of the Lord. [closes the Bible, holds it up] 


“Now, with the authority of the Bible and the United States Army — and President Abraham Lincoln — I hereby proclaim freedom to all citizens of Richmond — [pause] freedom to all those enslaved by the rebel government, black and white — [pause] freedom to all mankind.”
	Chorus: [aleatorically] “Free at last.” “Praise God.” “Thank you Jesus.” “Thank you, U.S. Colored Troops!”
Offstage right, from behind Lumpkin’s barred doors, his imprisoned African Americans began to chant: “Slavery chain done broke at last, broke at last, broke at last, Slavery chain done broke at last, Gonna praise God ‘til I die.”

The chorus grows louder as the small crowd on stage picks up the song.

	Chaplain: “What’s this?” [Points to slave jail, where singing emanates.] “Oh my. Oh my.” [Breaks down, overcome with tears, cannot continue.]

(Aria, “I Was Born a Slave,” ends.) 

Captain Logan [to USCT]: “Break it down! Break open the doors!”
	Chorus: “Slavery chain done broke at last, broke at last, broke at last, Slavery chain done broke at last, Gonna praise God ‘til I die.”


USCT break open jail. Great clanging as they break the locks. The orchestral music must be excited but also profound and important, to honor the moment of freedom. 

	The newly freed people rush out singing exclamations aleatorically: “Praise the Lord!” “Thank you Father Abraham!” “Praise Jesus!” etc. 
	

	Full chorus [including USCT]:

“Oh, Freedom! Oh, Freedom! 

Oh, Freedom over me!” 


	

	Chorus [aleatorically]: 

“We’ll have a garden!” “Grow what we want!”

“We can get married!” “Really married!” 

“I have to find a job!” 

“We might get to vote!” 

“I have to find my [some sing] children! [some] wife! [some] husband! [some] mother! [some] father!”
	


	Chorus [together]: “Oh, Freedom! Oh, Freedom! 

Oh, Freedom over me! 

And before I’d be a slave, 

I’d be buried and in my grave, 

and go home to my Lord and be free.”


	


Most then exit. Chaplain White, a few soldiers, and a few others, including Pompey, Angel, and Henry Wallace remain. Pompey and Angel are front right. Wallace talks silently with a USCT.

Short duet, “Are you all right?” 

	Pompey [to Angel, solicitously]: “Are you all right? Do you feel all right?”
	Angel [irritated]: “I feel fine. Stop askin’ me that! Haven’t you ever seen anybody pregnant before?”

	Pompey: “No! Not by me!”
	Angel [softens immediately]: “No, Pompey, and I appreciate that! Truly, I do! 


Pompey remembers an unfinished line of discourse from last night

	Pompey: “How do you feel about somebody gonna die?”
	Angel: “Troubled. Someone we care about is gonna die. I know it!”


	Pompey [always optimistic, pointing to her stomach]: “Someone we care about is going to be born.”
	Angel: “Yes, and born free.”


	Pompey: “That’s right. Today is a happy day. Look around us, Angel. We’re free! Nothin’ bad happened! We’re together in freedom!”
	Angel: “Yes, Pompey. That we are. Today is a happy day.” [She thinks of something new.] “Are you all right? Do you feel all right?”


	Pompey [surprised at the question]: “I feel fine.”
	Angel: “I mean, you know [points to her belly], how do you feel about that?”


	Pompey [recovers his cool]: “I feel fine about that, too. Just one more blessing.”
	


	
	Angel: “What’re you gonna do about it?

	Pompey: “Do about it? About what?”
	Angel: [points to stomach]


	Pompey: “Oh.” [points to her stomach] “About that!” [pause, thinks] “We should get married.”
	Angel: “Because I’m pregnant?”


	Pompey: “Well, yes!” 


	Angel: “Dammit, Pompey!” She walks off stage. 


(Duet, “Are you all right?” ends.) 

Pompey retires to stage rear, near Henry Wallace. They appear to converse silently; then, light leaves them and they are still. Spotlight grows in the balcony, where the Lumpkins are. 

Duet: “You have a point”

	Lumpkin: “Well, that does it. It’s over. I’m ruined. Nobody left to sell.” 
	Mary: “You are a sorry man, Robert. A sorry man. You have nothin’ but your own sorry self — and this house, and the jail, and the yard, and about three more acres, and two more buildings besides. Meanwhile, your slaves — these people [gestures to the stage] — truly have nothing, but they are happy.”

	 Robert: [pause, thinks it over] “You have a point, Mary.”
	Mary: “Am I free to go now?”


	Robert: “Oh!” [in real anguish]
	Mary: “Are we free to go now?”


	Robert: [pause] “We?”
	Mary: “Me and my child, Robert.”


	Robert: “He is not your child, Mary. He has always been our child. I have never treated him as anything other than our child, Mary.”
	Mary: “You have a point, Robert. [pause]

“Are we free to go now?”


	Robert: “No, Mary. Our son will live right here — until he makes his own way in the world.”
	Mary: “All right, am I free to go now?”


	Robert: “Oh! [in pain] Mary, you have always been free to go. I have never treated you as my slave.” 
	Mary: “No? If I had escaped last year, you would not have brought me back?”


	Robert: [thoughtful pause] “You have a point, Mary. But I never treated you as my slave.”
	Mary: “Robert, don’t you see? A slave is not free to go. That is part of what ‘slave’ means.”


	Robert: [pause] “You have a point, Mary. But I always treated you well.”
	Mary: “You did. You have a point, Robert.”


	Robert: [pause] “And I don’t want you to leave.”
	Mary: “And I don’t want to leave. But I don’t want to be a slave.”


	Robert: “You are not my slave, Mary. We saw that down below (pointing). No one is my slave.”
	Mary: “Then what am I, Robert?”


	Robert: “What am I? I have no occupation. My occupation no longer exists!” [He gestures to his child, helps him/her lean out on the crossbar holding the sign and unhook the one remaining chain; the sign crashes to the floor below and breaks.] “I don’t know what to do!”
	Mary: “We’ve just been through that, Robert. You are a man, a man of intelligence, and strength, and a man of property.”


	Robert: [Seems visibly to take courage from her words] “And you are a woman, Mary, and a woman of intelligence, and strength.”
	Mary: “And what are we, Robert?”


	Robert: [pause, struck dumb] “Well, I don’t want you to leave, Mary.”
	Mary: “Why not? Why not, Robert?”

	Robert: [pause] “Well, because I would be lost without you, Mary. [pause, thinks some more] And because I love you, damn it! [pause, muses, then with vehemence:] Damn it!” 
	Mary: “’Because I love you Damn it?’ What kind of statement is that? What do I do with that?” [muses] “’Damn it?’ “Damn you, Robert Lumpkin. Did it ever occur to you that I might want a man to love me and not say ‘dammit’?”


	Robert: “You have a point, Mary. I only said ‘dammit’ the second time because I realized only then, just then, that I have loved you for years. For years, Mary. I said ‘dammit’ because I wasted those years, in a way. By never telling you. By never showing you.”
	


	Robert: 


“But Mary, I never raped you. Grant me that much. I never took advantage of you.” 
	Mary: “You never raped me, Robert. That much is true. But advantage you always had. And advantage you always took.”

	Robert: “Oh [sung with pain; pause] Do you mean you never loved me, Mary?”
	Mary: “I never loved you at first, Robert. I just told you I did, all those times. Do you think I wanted to get sold out of Richmond? Where my friends are? And now my son? To get sold to Mississippi? I would do anything to avoid that, Robert. I did do anything.”

	Robert: [pause] “You never loved me ‘at first,’ Mary. Does that mean you love me now?” 
	Mary: “Oh, Robert, I don’t know. We’ve been together so long. I suppose so.”


	Robert: “What kind of statement is that? What do I do with that? Did it ever occur to you that I might want a woman to love me and not say, ‘I suppose so’?”
	Mary: “You have a point, Robert.”


	 [unison, holding hands] “Dammit!”
	[unison, holding hands] “Dammit!”


The lights dim on the Lumpkins in their little balcony room and come up on Chaplain White on the main stage. Mrs. White comes over to the private again, asks him something, and he brings her to the chaplain.

Duet: “Is It Really You?” 

	Private: “This woman has been askin’ for you, Chaplain White.”
	Chaplain: “I am Garland H. White, ma’am. What can I do for you?”

	Mrs. White (visibly moved to hear his first name): “Garland, yes, Garland.” 
	


During this time, Pompey and Angel come forward to stage left, listening to the Chaplain and Mrs. White. They approach the pair but stand off to the side, stage left, respecting their conversation. 

	Mrs. White: “Do you know who I am?”
	Chaplain [pause:] “No, ma’am.”

	Mrs. White: [looks closely at him] “What was your mother’s name?”
	Chaplain: “Nancy, ma’am.”


	Mrs. White: “Yes, Nancy.” [seems confirmed] 


	Mrs. White: “Where were you born?”
	Chaplain [He has been answering out of respect for her age, now begins to get interested.]: “Here in Virginia. On the White plantation, I think.”


	Mrs. White: “What was the name of the man who bought you?”
	Chaplain: “That I know for sure. Robert Toombs.”

	Mrs. White: “Yes, Robert Toombs. Where did he live?”
	Chaplain: “In the state of Georgia.” [mildly exasperated] “Why do you ask me all these questions? It was so long ago!”


	Mrs. White: “Please sir, just one more. What did your mother say to you the day you were taken from her?”
	Chaplain, now very interested: “That I do remember. She said, ‘You are my flower. Always remember: You are my flower.’”


	Mrs. White: [softly] “Oh.” [pause] “Yes, Garland, [pause] ‘You are my flower.’ Garland, look at me. Look, look at me. This is your mother, Garland, whom you are now talking to, who has spent twenty years of grief about her son.”
	Chaplain: [pauses, looks closely at her] “Mother?” 

[to himself:] “You are not my mother. My mother was strong, and beautiful.”

[to her:] “Why don’t I recognize you? Why don’t I know you?”


	Mrs. White; “Twenty years, Garland.”
	Chaplain: “May I just ask two questions?” 

	Mrs. White: “Of course, Garland.”
	Chaplain: “Is your name Nancy?”


	Mrs. White: “Yes, Garland, ‘Nancy.’ And what is your other question.” 
	Chaplain: “Well, it’s not really a question. May I touch your back?”


	Mrs. White: “Of course, Garland.”
	[He embraces her awkwardly, touching her back with his hands without their bodies touching in front.] Chaplain: “Yes [musing]. Yes, that is my mother’s back.”


	Mrs. White: “Yes, Garland, Mr. White did that to me. I had displeased him. Long before you were even born.” 
	Chaplain: [with more certainty] “Mother!”


The music reaches a swirling crescendo. Mother and son embrace without awkwardness this time.

Robert and Mary on their balcony, Pompey and Angel on the street, and any stray chorus members, including perhaps a USCT and Captain Logan, react silently to this high point in the conversation.

Then the light leaves them and they are still. Spotlight grows in the balcony, where the Lumpkins are. 

	Robert [musing quietly]: “So they are mother and son.” 
	Mary: “And what are we, Robert?”


	Robert: [pause] “What are we? We are a couple!”
	Mary: “And when did we become a couple, Robert?”


	Robert: [pause] “Well, surely with the birth of our child, if not before.”
	Mary: “No, Robert, I was still your slave, then. You could still have sold me the moment I displeased you. And so I did not displease you.”

	Robert: “So then when, Mary?”
	Mary: “Last night I went to bed your slave.”

	Robert: “You have a point, Mary. [pause] So are we a couple yet?” 
	Mary: “Not yet. I’m not a slave anymore. That’s why you couldn’t stop us from watching. From cheering. Those were my people down there — do you understand that? The people in the jail, too. My people.”

	Robert: “So why are you still here with me? Why aren’t you with them?”
	Mary: “Because Charles [points to child] is my people too. My son.”


	Robert: “And mine.”
	Mary: “And yours.”


	Robert: “But you are not my slave today.”
	Mary: “No.”


	Robert: “And I don’t want you to leave.”
	Mary: “And I don’t want to leave. But what am I to be? I am not going to be the mother of your child. Because he is not your child. He is our son. And if I am his mother, and if I am to live here, then it is not to be your house, either, but our house.”


	Robert: [pause; realization dawns slowly] “You want me to marry you, don’t you.”
	Mary: “That would be one way.” [Then she interrupts herself] "Sh.” [pointing to Pompey and Henry Wallace below] “Listen.”


The lights go down on Mary and Robert and up on Pompey and Henry Wallace. 

	Pompey: “Henry, will you help me?
	Wallace: “What do you need?”


	Pompey: “Advice.”
	Wallace: “Of course.”

	Pompey: “Should I get married?”
	Wallace: “To Flukey?”


	Pompey: [pause, you can see he wants to tell Wallace Angel’s real name.] “Yes.”
	Wallace: “Why not?”


	Pompey: “I’m only seventeen. Maybe I want to do some stuff. See the world! 
	Wallace: “That makes sense. You’re free now!”


	Pompey: “Only, see, the thing is, she’s pregnant.”
	Wallace: “Pregnant!”


	Pompey: “Shh! She hasn’t told anybody! ‘Cept me.”
	Wallace: “And you’re the father?”


	Pompey: “Yes.”
	Wallace: “That changes everything.”


	Pompey: “Does it?”
	Wallace: “Don’t you want to be a father? And besides: she is beautiful!” 


Pompey and Wallace continue their conversation noiselessly.  The lights go down on Pompey and Henry Wallace and up on Mary and Robert. Robert and Mary resume their conversation. 

	Robert: “But Mary, be realistic. I can’t marry you! What will my friends think?”
	Mary: “What friends? You never have anyone over.”


	 Robert: [pauses, thinks this over] “You have a point. [pause] I don’t have two white friends in Richmond. They all think I’m trash because I buy people. [angry, now] They are ladies and gentlemen, of course, because they only breed and sell people. Hypocrites!”
	Mary: “I am your friend, Robert.”


	Robert: “Yes. Indeed, you are more than that, Mary. [pause] Much more than that.”
	Mary: “Yes, I am more than that. So what will we do about it?”


	Robert: “What can we do? We can’t get married!”
	Mary: “Why not? Do you want me to leave?”

	Robert: "No!” [The idea puts him back into anguish.] “But Virginia has a law against it. They’ll throw us in jail!”
	Mary: "Who will?”


	Robert: "They will. The State of Virginia. The Richmond Police.”
	Mary: "Robert, don’t you see? They’re gone now. Just like slavery! All gone.”


	Robert: [looks around] "You have a point. We’re on our own now.

"I guess . . . I guess we might could get married. 

[pause] Dammit!"
	Mary: "’Dammit?’ You did it again, Robert! ‘Dammit!’"


Chaplain White and some chorus members appear center stage. Then Angel joins them. 

	Robert: "Mary, I only said 'dammit' that time because I realized that no one will marry us. Rev. Minnigerode won’t! He said ‘God blessed the Confederacy!’ Remember?”
	Mary: "Sh.” (pointing to Pompey and Angel and Chaplain White below) “Listen.”


	Pompey: “Angel! I’ve been thinking. It’s not just the baby. You are beautiful. I do want to make a life with you, Angel. A free life.” 
	Angel: [a bit dubiously] “Do you?”


	Pompey: “I do!”
	Angel: [chuckles at him] “You’re getting ahead of yourself. You’re supposed to say that in front of a minister! [pause] “Pompey, where we gonna find us a minister?”


	Pompey: “He can do it.” [points to Chaplain] “He’s a minister.” 
	Angel: “He is?”


	Pompey: “A real minister. Not like those slave masters’ ministers. I’ll ask him. 


“Chaplain! Reverend White!” 
	Chaplain: “Yes?”


The handful of chorus members on stage gathers ‘round to listen. 

	Pompey: “My name is Pompey. Your men just freed me.” 
	Chaplain: “Yes?”


	Angel: “And me too. My name is Angel. Angel Walker.” 
	Chorus members [aleatorically]: “Angel?” [They look surprised.]


	Angel [to chorus]: “Yes, Angel. Flukey was just my slave name. My real name was always Angel.” [remembers her mission; turns to Chaplain] “Excuse me, sir. Are you a minister?” 
	Chaplain: “I am chaplain to the 28th Ohio U.S. Colored Infantry.”


	Angel: “Yes sir. But are you a minister?”
	Chaplain [mildly exasperated]: “Yes.”


	Angel: “Well, then, we want you to marry us.” 
	Chaplain: “Really!” [thinks it over, finds it favorable] “Are you sure?” [directed more to Pompey]

	Both together: “We’re sure. Will you do it, sir?” 
	Chaplain: “Right now? Right here?”

	 Both together: “Well...”
	Chaplain: “Are these [points to the handful of chorus members] your people? Is everyone here who should be here?”


	Both together: “Well...”
	Chaplain: “Let’s do it tomorrow. Give you a chance to tell everybody who should be told. Give you a chance to be sure you’re sure.”


	Pompey: “Will you still be here?”
	Chaplain: “I’ll be here. We’ll do it tomorrow. Do it right.”


Pompey and Angel retire to stage rear left, appear to converse at first. Then, light leaves them and they are still. Spotlight grows in the balcony, where the Lumpkins are.  

	
	Mary: "Robert! He'll do it! (pointing to Chaplain) He's a minister. And he is an eloquent man."


	Robert: [pause, as he thinks about this idea, a black man marrying him] "Yes, he speaks well. [pause] But I can’t ask him! He’s a colored man! Will you ask him, Mary?" 
	Mary: "Will I ask him? No, that would be impertinent. That is a man's role."

	 Robert: "A man's role? Aren't we breaking the roles? Certainly we are breaking the rules!"
	Mary: "You have a point."


	Robert: "So who should ask him? 


[unison] "We should ask him!"
	Mary: "We should ask him!"


	Robert: "You have a point." [happy unison]
	Mary: "You have a point." [happy unison]


Robert and Mary make their way down the stairs from their balcony to the main stage, Robert with difficulty. Mary is solicitous of Robert. They approach Chaplain and Mrs. White but stand off to the side, stage right, respecting their silently ongoing conversation. Then Robert says something inaudible to Captain Logan. 

Ensemble piece: “Will You Do It, Sir?” for Captain Logan (white officer), Chaplain, Lumpkin, Mary, Angel Walker, Pompey, white private. 

Logan: “Excuse me, Chaplain.”

	
	Chaplain: “Yes sir?”



	Logan: “A white gentleman to see you.”
	Chaplain: “Yes sir?”


	Robert: “Chaplain, I am Robert Lumpkin. This is Mary.”
	Chaplain: “Lumpkin? I know you. Or I know about you. From this morning. It was your jail.”


	Robert: “Yes. This is Mary.”
	Chaplain: “Ma’am.”


	Robert: “We want you to do something — “
	Chaplain: [interrupts] “Sir, your time is over. For too long, you have told everyone you owned what to do. No more do you tell us to do something. Now we tell us. Do you understand that? We tell us.”


Pompey and Angel are drawn into listening to this conversation. They react silently but negatively to the next point. 

	Mary: “Chaplain, sir — “
	Chaplain: “Yes, ma’am.”


Robert looks at Chaplain, riveted with his use of the courtesy title.

	Mary: “We would like you to marry us.”
	Chaplain: “Who?”


	Mary: “Robert and me.” [pause, points to Robert] “Robert and me.” 
	Chaplain: [grasps what she wants] “Oh my. Oh my.”


	Mary: “Will you do it, sir?” [pokes Robert, who says:] “Will you do it?” 
	Chaplain: “Really!” [dubious at first] “I don’t know.” [Thinks it over, finds it favorable] “Why, yes! Yes, I will! That’s part of what liberation is all about, isn’t it. Freedom to love! Freedom to marry.”


	Mary: “Only there’s one thing, sir... One thing still troubles me.” 
	Chaplain: “Yes, Miz Lumpkin?”


	Mary: “Is it right?”
	Chaplain: “Is what ‘right’?”


	Mary: “Us marrying like this.” 
	Chaplain: “Only you can decide that, Mary.” [directed to both of them:] “Are you sure you want to marry?”


	 Mary: “Yes, sir.” 
	Chaplain: “And you, Mr. Lumpkin?”


	Robert: “Yes.” 
	[Chaplain White looks at him a moment.]

	Robert adds: “”Sir.”
	[White looks at Mary]: “Then what’s the problem?”


	Mary: “I mean, is it right in the sight of God? The old minister always told us, ‘God intended the races to be separate, and He intended for black peoples to serve white peoples.’” [Robert nods agreement.] 
	Chaplain: “Mary. [pause] Mary. Do you remember what I read from the book of James?”


	Mary: “Oh yes, sir, Chaplain, ‘Go to now, you rich folk, weep and howl.’” 
	Chaplain: “Yes. Did you ever hear that before?”


	 Mary: “Oh, no sir!”
	Chaplain: “You see? They have lied to you. Now, what did the preacher tell you about black people and white people in the sight of God?”

	Mary: [mimicking, sing-song; music is sarcastic] “If God wanted the races to mix, He’d have mixed them himself. It’s like the black birds and the red birds...”
	Chaplain: “Rubbish! Did you ever see a black dog and a red dog?”


	 Mary [smiles]: “Oh, yes. Chaplain. They seemed to enjoy themselves.” 
	Chaplain: “Yes. Now listen to me. Nowhere in this book does God say the races are to be separate.”


	[Mary and Robert both stare at him.] 
	Chaplain: “Nowhere!” [He pauses.] “Do you believe me?”


	Mary and Robert, rapidly, too readily: “Oh yes sir!”
	Chaplain: [suspicious of their agreement] “Listen. This is what God says about interracial marriage. You know Moses, right?”


	Robert [overlapping]: “He built the ark!”

Mary [[overlapping]: “Oh yes, sir! He led the slaves out of Egypt!” 
	Chaplain: [glares at Robert] “That’s right, Mary. And did you know that he had a black wife?”


	 Mary and Robert: [thunderstruck] “No!” 
	Chaplain: “Yes, it says right here, in the book of Numbers: [finds place] ‘And Miriam and Aaron spoke against Moses, because he had married an Ethiopian woman. [to Mary:] A black woman. And Miriam and Aaron said to the people, Hath the Lord spoken only through Moses? Hath he not also spoken through us? And the Lord heard them. And he called them: ‘Come out, ye three, unto the temple tent.’ And the Lord came down in the form of a cloud, and stood at the door of the temple, and called Aaron and Miriam to step forward.


	
	Chaplain: “And God said, ‘Hear now my words: When I speak with you two, I appear in dreams. But not so with my servant Moses, with whom I am well pleased. When I speak with Moses, I speak face to face.



	
	Chaplain: “’Why then were you not afraid to speak against my servant Moses? You think it’s so important to be white?’ he said to Miriam. ‘I’ll make you white!’ And he departed. And, behold, Miriam became leprous, white as snow!” 


	Mary and Robert [unison]: “Leprosy! That’s amazing!” 
	Chaplain: “Never heard that before, did you?”


	Mary [overlapping]: “Oh, no sir!” 

Robert [overlapping]: “No, sir!” 
	Chaplain: “Do you see that it was never God who kept you apart?”

	Mary [overlapping]: “Yes, sir.” 

Robert [overlapping]: “No, sir!” [Mary elbows him.] “Yes, sir.”
	Chaplain: “That was man, you see? Man did that!”


	Mary and Robert: “Yes, sir.” 
	Chaplain: “Do you still want to get married?”


	Mary and Robert: “Yes, sir.”
	Chaplain: “When? Right now? Right here?”


	Both together: “Well...”
	Chaplain: “Let’s do it tomorrow. Give you a chance to tell everybody who should be told.”


	Robert: “Will you still be here?”
	Chaplain: “I’ll be here. We’ll do it tomorrow. Do it right. In fact, that gives me an idea.” [He looks around, sees Pompey and Angel, notes that they have been listening.] 

“You two — Pompey! Miss Walker!”


	Pompey and Angel, together: “Yes, sir?” 
	Chaplain: “I have a proposal for you. You have heard Mr. Lumpkin and Mary?”


	Pompey and Angel: “Yes, sir.”
	Chaplain: “Why don’t we combine these two events?”

	 Pompey and Angel: “Sir?”
	Chaplain: “Combine your wedding and theirs!”


	Pompey and Angel, together: “What? No, sir!” Pompey: [tentatively] “That would not be appropriate, sir?” 
	Chaplain: “’Not be appropriate?’ Why not? Because he’s white?”


	Pompey and Angel are taken aback at the blunt question, so they pause; then they nod together: “Yes, sir!” 
	Chaplain: “You haven’t been listening, have you?”

	Angel: “No, sir.” Pompey [unison]: “Yes, sir.” [Angel elbows him.] “No, sir.”
	Chaplain: “Did you understand the story of Moses?”

	
	

	Pompey and Angel, together: “Yes, sir!” 
	Chaplain: “Do you understand that God never separated the races?”


	Pompey and Angel, together: “Yes, sir!”

Angel: “But Lumpkin ain’t no Moses!”
	Chaplain: “No, he’s no Moses. But Mr. Lumpkin is changing, is he not? [no answer] “People can change.”


	Pompey and Angel, dutifully: “Yes, sir.” 
	White [picks up on the dutifulness of their response]: “Even white people!”


	Pompey and Angel, together, still dutifully: “Yes, sir!” 
	


	Angel: “But this is ‘Hell’s Half-Acre!’ Mr. Lumpkin owned us. Mr. Lumpkin tried to sell us just last night!” 
	Chaplain [to Lumpkin]: “You did?”


	Robert [looks sick]: “Yes, sir. Well, kind of.” [almost inaudibly:] “I’m sorry, sir.” [Mary holds his arm to offer him support, a gesture not missed by the chaplain.]
	Chaplain [to Mary]: “Is this the man you want to marry?”

	 Mary: “Yes, sir. He is the father of our son.” 
	Chaplain: “Forget that! Is this the man you want to marry?”

	 Mary: “Yes, sir.” 
	Chaplain: “Mr. Lumpkin!”

	Lumpkin [starts]: “Yes, sir?” 
	Chaplain: “You want to have a nice wedding to marry this woman, don’t you? [points to Mary] Nice food, maybe a little cider?”

	Lumpkin: [obviously processing this idea for the first time] “Uh, yes sir!” 
	Chaplain: “Enough for me? for your guests?”


	 Lumpkin: “Oh, yes sir!” 
	Chaplain: “For these people [indicating Angel and Pompey]? For your former slaves?”


	 Lumpkin: “Yes sir!” 
	Chaplain: [to Angel and Pompey] “You see? It will be a much better ceremony!”


	Angel, Pompey [dutifully, in unison]: “Yes sir.”  


	Chaplain: [to all four] “So tomorrow is the day, then?” [They nod.] “Say, noontime.” [to the Lumpkins] “You’ll provide a suitable repast?”

	 Lumpkin: “I’ll kill the pig.” 
	Chaplain: “All right then! Until tomorrow!”


	Both Lumpkins, to Chaplain: “Until tomorrow!” 
	Angel and Pompey, to Chaplain: “Until tomorrow!”


	Angel: “I still don’t want to be around that fat old man!”
	Pompey: “I know. It’ll be all right.” [brightens] “The pig will be good! Besides, old man Lumpkin is finally gonna do something right.”


	Angel: “Old man Lumpkin is evil.” [Then she relaxes.] “But the pig will be good!

Unison: “The pig will be good!


	Pompey (unison): “The pig will be good!




Act II. April 4 and 15, 1865
Scene 1, 9AM, April 4

A crowd of black workers, men and women, including Henry Wallace, is messing with the bricks on the ground, salvaging them. One sees a party coming ashore. 

	Worker 1 [taps Henry Wallace, points off-stage]: “Look — a dozen sailors and some officers, coming ashore. Look.”
	 Wallace: “Do you know who that is? That tall man? That’s Abraham Lincoln!”


Perhaps project a photograph of Lincoln onto the scrim.

	Chorus of workers [jumbled, not all singing the same words at once]: “It is?” “Is that Master Lincoln?” “Praise the Lord!” “Hurrah!” “Glory!” “Glory! Glory!” “Glory to God!” A woman sings, “I thank you, dear Jesus, that I behold President Lincoln.” 
	


Lincoln and son Tad and sailors enter from L. The crowd crowds about him immediately, stage L. White sailors interpose themselves. Lincoln stops them.

	Lincoln: “It’s all right. No one will hurt me in Richmond.”
	Chorus members (ad lib, individually): “Thank you, Massa.” “Thank you for our freedom.” “I’ve been prayin’ for this to happen.” “I’m glad to see you.” A woman sings, "I know that I am free, for I have touched Father Abraham."

Wallace: “I’ve been tryin’ and wishin’ and prayin’ that the Lord would help me get to the Yankees, and now the Yankees have come to me!”


Some kneel, bow down; some do not; children do not. Mary and Robert Lumpkin and their child appear on their balcony and look on.

Aria: “As Long As I Live”

	Lincoln: “Don’t kneel to me. That is not right. Don’t kneel to me. You must kneel to God only, and thank him for the liberty you will enjoy from now on. 
	


	Lincoln: “God has made you free. God and this war. You are now as free as I am. You can cast off the name of slave and trample upon it; it will come to you no more. Freedom is your birthright. You will never be less than free people again. I am but God’s humble instrument, but as long as I live no one shall put a shackle on your limbs, and you shall have all the rights which God has given to every other free citizen of this Republic.” 
	Chorus [aleatorically]: “Praise God!”


	Lincoln: “There is a declaration, a famous declaration written by someone from right here in Virginia. It says all men are created equal.” 
	Chorus: (aleatorically) “The Declaration of Independence.” “I knew it.” “That’s right!”


	Lincoln: “For eighty years it has been a lie. It promised a society where all men are created equal. It delivered a society where some men were created slaves. Until today. Now the declaration is having a new birth of freedom! Now all of you have the right to life,
	Chorus [aleatorically]: “Amen!”


	“liberty,” 
	Chorus [aleatorically]: “Amen! That’s right!” 

Mrs. White: [shocked voice at this last phrase] “Glory, hallelujah!”


	“and the pursuit of happiness.”
	Chorus: [aleatorically]: “Praise God!” “Amen!” [scored; sung together]: “Amen!”


Wallace bows ostentatiously to Lincoln. Lincoln returns bow. The chorus stirs noticeably. 

	Captain Logan [to no one in particular, kind of to the audience]: “Did you see that? A mortal wound to caste!” 
	


Logan and most of the U.S.C.T. escorts Lincoln off-stage. Most of the crowd follows. 

	Lumpkin [to Mary]: “Did you see that? Shame on him! That is not right. A president bowing to a slave!”
	Mary: “Robert Lumpkin! Shame on you! You know Henry Wallace! He’s no slave! He was never a slave!” Besides, none of them are slaves now, Robert. None of us!”


	Robert (resigned): “You have a point.”
	Mary: “Mr. Lincoln was just bein’ courteous, Robert. Bein’ courteous to one of us.”

	 Robert (thoughtfully): “’A mortal wound to caste.’” 
	


Chaplain White remains. His mother, who had been in the crowd, joins him. 

Brief Ensemble Piece: “Wedding Preparations”

	
	Chaplain: “Hello, mother.”



	Mrs. White: “You can call me that? It’s all right?”
	Chaplain: “I’m getting used to it.”


	Mrs. White: “It means so much to me, Garland.”
	Chaplain: “Mother, I am doing a wedding today.”

	Mrs. White: “Yes, so I have heard.” 
	Chaplain: “Can you come?”


	Mrs. White: “Am I invited? I don’t know these people?” 
	Chaplain: “Are you invited! You’re the mother of the minister! Besides, these people need all the family they can get. You know how that is!”


	Mrs. White: “Yes, Garland, I do know how that is.” 
	Mary [calling down from balcony]: “Angel! Pompey! You come and use our house to prepare for your wedding.”


	 Lumpkin: “Our house?” [unison with Angel and Pompey]
	Angel: “We cannot, Ms. Mary.”

Pompey: “No, no!”


	Mary: “Yes, our house.” [She points them to the steps to the upstairs set of Lumpkin’s house.] [to Robert as well as the couple:] “You cannot get ready for a wedding in a jail cell.” [to Robert] “You get the feast ready.” 
	


Orchestral interlude. Pompey and Angel climb the stairs. Then Robert goes down the stairs, exits stage right, comes back to stage center quietly several times. He enlists chorus members to help. They bring in two tables to make a long table, stretching from center stage to stage right. They do the work; Robert is too old. Then they bring things to eat, tableware, etc. Meanwhile, Mary follows Pompey and Angel to the bedroom, shows Angel a dress; shows Pompey a suit. Then she returns downstairs, helps Robert arrange for the feast. 


Angel puts the dress on over her rags, then takes them off underneath. Pompey comes over to help. He must have already felt Angel’s scars, because they have been lovers, but he notices them again through her clothing. He jerks his hand away. 

Duet: “I earned these stripes”

	Angel: "Why did you jerk your hand away? Because of my scars?" 
	Pompey: "Yes. I didn't want to hurt you."


	Angel: “That was long ago. They don't hurt me now." [pause, orch.] "Do you want to hear how I got them?" 
	Pompey: "I do."


	Angel: "When I was eleven years old, my master sent me away from home. He rented me out, to another farm, several miles from my parents, from my brothers and sisters, from everybody I knew." [pause, orchestra] "That was a great trouble to me. It went on for weeks." [pause, orchestra] "At last I grew so lonely and sad I thought I should die, if I did not see my mother. I was only eleven, Pompey." 
	Pompey [has been putting on Lumpkin’s suit, which is loose on him, but not ridiculous]: "Yes."


	Angel: "I asked the overseer if I might go, but he said no. 'You got work to do!' So I sneaked out the next day, before anyone was up and started walking home. I had watched how we had come." 
	Pompey: "Yes."


	Angel: "When I reached home my mother was not there. She had been sent away to the owner's other farm. I had been there before, so I knew the way. I set off and walked twenty miles before I found her. I stayed with her there for several days, and we returned home together." [pause, with happier orchestral interlude] 
	Pompey: "Go on."


	Angel: "The very next day master sent me back to the new place, which renewed my sorrow. When I got there, the overseer was mad at me for going without his liberty. He tied me with a rope, and that's when he whipped me. It hurt so bad." [She pauses, remembering, with orchestra] "I thought I was going to die." 
	Pompey: "So these scars are 12 years old. You have never outgrown them."

	Angel: "I will never outgrow them. I do not want to outgrow them. I earned them. [pause] I did see my mother. [She pauses, remembering; orch. plays; then repeats pensively:] "I may never see her again, but I did see my mother. I earned these stripes." 


[turns quickly to Pompey] "Are they ugly?" [tries to see her own back] "Do they make me ugly?"
	Pompey: "No. God, no! Those scars could never make you ugly. But they do make me angry."

	 Angel: "That's OK. You can be angry."
	


They link hands as the lights fade on them. 

Downstairs, on the street, Mary has set the table with their best dishes, candle sticks, etc. 

	Robert: “Looks beautiful.”


	Mary: "This is the most important day of my life, Robert. Well, the second most important. After yesterday."


	Robert: "Yes. [pause] Damn it!"
	Mary: "Damn what! Damn what, Robert Lumpkin, this time?"


	Robert: "I have to kill the pig." 
	Mary: "Damn it? [asks sharply, watching him] It's for a good cause, don't you think?"

	 Robert: "I do, Mary. I do. [They smile at each other because he is saying “I do” again.] It isn't that. It’s just … I like that pig." 
	Mary understands that she has misinterpreted him. She goes to him, more softly. "He is a good pig."


They link hands as the lights fade on them.

Scene 2, 3PM, April 4

The entire chorus, USCT included, assembles for the double wedding. The long table is still center stage to stage right, set for the banquet. Angel and Pompey come down the stairs. Then Mary and Robert come down the stairs, more slowly, owing to Robert's age and ill health, followed by their son. 

Ensemble piece: “The Objections”

	Chaplain: "If anyone knows a reason why these two couples should not wed, let them speak now, or forever hold their peace." 

Chaplain: "Because he is a white man?”
[stir in the chorus]

Chorus (aleatorically): “That’s right!” “A bad man.” “Hell’s Half-Acre!”
	Henry Wallace: "Just a minute! Just a minute, Garland. [pause] I have an objection. I object to Mr. Lumpkin, here.”

Henry Wallace:  “The problem isn’t that this is a white man. The problem is with this white man. This is a bad man. This man owns this place, a place so bad we call it ‘Hell’s Half-Acre!’” 

	Chorus (aleatorically): “That’s right!” “A bad man.”


	Wallace: “He owned Angel and Pompey here, and these children, and more people besides. He wishes he still owned them. He is a bad man. And now he wants us to forget all that? Forgive all that?"


Silently, a middle-aged white man, Rev. Minnigerode, enters the stage rear left and makes his way forward. No one notices him at first. 

	Mary: "I have an objection. I object to your objection. What business is it of yours?"
	Wallace [civilly, not wanting to argue with her, only with him]: "Mary, may I just ask your [sarcastic] husband-to-be one question?"


	Mary: "Yes, Henry, you may."
	 Wallace: 
"Ain’t you somethin’, 
Mr. Lumpkin! 
Yesterday you owned Mary.
Today you want to marry!

You still think you’re ‘above’ her.

Just one question: do you love her?"

	Lumpkin: [with dignity] "She is the mother of my child. We are a family."
	 Wallace: "But do you love her?"

	 Lumpkin: [breaks down in tears] "Oh yes. Yes, I do."
	 Wallace: [scrutinizes him] "Maybe you do. [pause, scrutinizes him more closely] Yes, I believe you do. [pause, reverses himself] I still don't think it's right, but I will not object."


	Rev. Minnigerode: “Then I object! [to Lumpkin:] “Robert! I heard about this, this abomination. What are you doing? 
	Lumpkin [shocked]: “Rev. Minnigerode!”


	Minnigerode: “Think, Robert! Marryin’ a slave wench?!”
	Lumpkin [gathers himself]: “She’s not a slave, Reverend. There are no slaves. [kicks his old sign, still lying on the ground] I should know!”


	Minnigerode: “But she’s black, Robert! For God’s sake! She’s a nigra.” 
	Wallace [now finds himself arguing with Minnigerode, hence favoring the marriage]: “’She’s black? She’s a “nigra”?’ If she can put up with him [pointing to Robert Lumpkin], she’s an angel.”

Lumpkin: “Reverend, Moses had a black wife. Did you know that? Moses! In the Bible! If he can do it, I can do it!”

Mary: “How come you never told us about that, Reverend? All those years, sittin’ in the balcony, I never heard you tell about that!”


	Minnigerode: [disgusted with Robert and Mary, turns to the chaplain] “This wedding – this, this whole marriage is illegal, under the laws of the sovereign state of Virginia!”
	Chaplain: “Reverend! Look around you! There is no ‘sovereign state of Virginia.’ The government of Virginia has disappeared! Go to the capitol if you don’t believe me. It’s empty! We are the government now.”



	Chaplain: "Now before we go on, this you [to Minnigerode] must know. I am a minister of the African Methodist Episcopal Church.” 
	Chorus: [aleatorically] "That's right."

	Chaplain: “I am licensed to do weddings in the United States and Canada.” 
	Chorus: [aleatorically] "Yes sir!"

	Chaplain: [to the chorus] "These weddings are not like the old slavery weddings. You know, when the master told you who to marry, and said 'Til death or distance did you part.'” 
	Chorus: [aleatorically] "No sir!"

	 Chaplain: [gets into a call-and-response] "These weddings are in the sight of God.”
	Chorus: [aleatorically] "Yes sir!"


	Chaplain: "These weddings are in the sight of this entire community. These weddings are for all Eternity.” 
	Chorus: [aleatorically] "That's right!” “Eternity!"


	Chaplain: "Til death do you part.” 
	Chorus: [aleatorically] "That's right!” “Death do you part!” “Amen."


Continuing ensemble piece: “To Have and to Hold”

	Chaplain: "Angel Walker and Pompey, repeat after me: I (your name) take this woman or man, to be my husband (or wife), to live with in the honorable relationship of marriage." 
	Angel: "I, Angel Walker take this man, Pompey, to be my husband, to live with in the honorable relationship of marriage." 

Pompey: "I, Pompey take this woman to be my wife, to live with in the honorable relationship of marriage;"

[Perhaps the two voices fuse in a beautiful way, with ornamentation and a serpentine blending]


	Chaplain: "To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, in sorrow and in joy; forsaking all others, so long as you both shall live?" 
	Angel and Pompey: "To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, in sorrow and in joy; forsaking all others, so long as we both shall live." [They embrace.] 


	Chaplain [turns to the Lumpkins]: "And now, you. Mary and Robert, repeat after me: I take this woman (or man), to be my husband (or wife), to live with in the honorable relationship of marriage;"
	Mary: "I, Mary Lumpkin, take this man Robert Lumpkin to be my husband, to live with in the honorable relationship of marriage;"

Robert: "I Robert Lumpkin take this woman Mary Lumpkin to be my wife, to live with in the honorable relationship of marriage;"

[Perhaps they compete with Angel and Pompey to see who can sing this more beautifully, with more ornamentation.]


	Chaplain: "To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, in sorrow and in joy; forsaking all others, so long as you both shall live?" 
	Mary and Robert: "To have and to hold, in sickness and in health, in sorrow and in joy; forsaking all others, so long as you both shall live." [They embrace, perhaps competitively.]


	Chaplain: "With all the powers invested in me by God, the African Methodist Episcopal Church, and the United States Army, I now pronounce you husbands and wives. And whom God hath joined together, let no one put asunder."
	Chorus: "Amen!

Female chorus member: "I never heard that part before! That last part."

Wallace: "That's 'cause nobody ever said that part before. Not for a slave wedding."


	Robert: "Let's eat!"
	Pompey: "Amen to that!"


Robert: “Reverend Minnigerode, I’m sure you 

won’t want any of this abomination, so 

I’ll wish you on your way.”
[Orchestral interlude.] Rev. Minnigerode slinks off, left rear. The wedding company sits down at the long table. Robert is at the right end, Pompey the left. Mary is to Robert's left, back to audience; Angel is to Pompey's right, back to audience, a long way from the Lumpkins. The chaplain and his mother sit at the table; Henry Wallace too, if there's room. The rest of the chorus sits on the ground or stands. People partake of food. 

	Robert: [privately, to his wife, taking evident pride in their new status] "Are you happy now?"
	Mary: [turning to her right, to facilitate a short duet apart from the larger wedding party] "I am happy. Thank you, Robert, for a beautiful day."

	Angel: [privately, to her husband, taking evident pride in their new status, turning to her left, to facilitate a short duet apart from the larger wedding party] "Are you happy now?" 
	Pompey [to her, but increasingly listened to by all members of the chorus]: "Yesterday our country — our country — was at war. We awoke in our slave jail. Then we got our freedom. Even Mr. Lumpkin was freed — freed to marry Mary. And today we saw the President. We heard him speak. We heard him promise us our rights. And we got married. I am happy. Thank you, Angel, for a beautiful day."


	 Angel: "And I am pregnant."
	Pompey: [touching her belly] "Yes, you are pregnant. And the pig is great!"


	Angel [keeping him on track]: "We are rising! You and I are rising!" 
	Pompey: "Yes. We as a people are rising."


	Angel & Pompey: [unison, turning toward the company] "We are on our way. Rising. On our way. Rising. We are rising." 
	Chorus joins, led by Mrs. White: "We are rising." Mary joins in. Even Robert Lumpkin joins in. 


Scene 3, April 15, 1865, Shortly After Dawn
Orchestra begins, perhaps with the same emphasized note, heavy in the bass, used at the start of the opera. The chorus enters in twos and threes, softly singing to each other. Female voices are discussing, sotto voce but distressed news of the murder of Lincoln. "Is it true? Is it true?" with inaudible replies. Aleatoric phrases repeat in the chorus, including "They killed him?" "Shot!" "Is he dead?" "Dead!" and other appropriate phrases the chorus may invent. "Is it true?" repeats softly in unison at the end. 

Ensemble: "Is It True?"

	Mary Lumpkin: "Is what true? Oh, I fear something bad has happened."
	Robert Lumpkin: "Son [daughter], go down there and find out what's goin' on."


	[Son (or daughter) goes downstairs. He sings inaudibly with a member of the chorus, bursts into tears, and runs back upstairs.] Charles: "Daddy, do you remember Mr. Lincoln? He stood right over there [pointing]."
	Robert: "Of course I remember President Lincoln. What is it? What has happened?"


	Charles: "They shot him!"
	Robert: "Who shot him?"


Angel and Mrs. White come on stage separately, from different sides; each talks inaudibly with a chorus member. 

	Charles: "The Confederates. The Confederates shot him!"
	Robert: "Oh, no!"


	Mary: "Oh, no!"
	Mrs. White (reacting to news from chorus member): "Oh, no!"


	Angel (reacting to news from chorus member): "Oh, no!" [Pompey comes on stage. Angel rushes to him:] "They killed Mr. Lincoln! Pompey, they killed Mr. Lincoln!"
	Pompey: "Oh, no!" 


	Chaplain comes on stage with some USCT.
	Angel [to Mrs. White, more or less]: "What will we do now? He was our friend. He stood right over there. And they killed him. What will we do now? What will happen to us now?"


	Pompey: "Maybe with him gone, the Confederates will win the war! What will we do then?"
	Chaplain: No, that won't happen. Lee's army has already surrendered. The war is almost over."


	Henry Wallace comes on stage: "Is it true?"
	[confirmed silently by chorus member.]


	Wallace: "Oh no! He was right here, just two weeks ago. [silently ages] What will we do now? What will happen to us now?" 
	Chorus: "What will we do now? What will happen to us now?"


	Mary: "We've got to go down there! We've got to go down there!"
	Robert: "Must we? His soldiers destroyed Richmond."


	Mary: "Robert Lumpkin! [sharply] The Confederates destroyed Richmond. You saw them do it!” 
	Robert: “You have a point.” 


	Mary: “Now. We've got to go down there together. We've got to be together."
	Robert: “You have a point.” 


The three Lumpkins all go down, Robert last, slowly. He has aged, just in the past days. Slowly a projection of Lincoln's face (from the Lincoln Memorial) comes into focus on the scrim, perhaps angel-like. 

	Angel: "Do you remember? He said, 'You are to have all the rights any man has.' Do you remember?"
	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "Yes." "That's right." “He did."


	Angel: "And they shot him."
	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "Yes." "They shot him." "They killed him."


	Angel: "So will we get them? Will we get our rights? He said 'as long as I live' we shall have our rights. Remember? He said it right over there. 'As long as I live.' Well, now he's dead. What happens now?"
	Chorus, especially children: "What will happen to us now?"

Chorus member: “You kids will be in school!”
Chorus children: “Yay!”


	Pompey: "Is there a new president? Who is in charge now?"
	Chaplain: "Yes, Andrew Johnson is President."


	Chorus members [aleatorically]: "Is he a good man?"
	Chaplain: "I don't know. Nobody knows. We'll have to wait and see."


	Chorus: "What will happen to us now?"

Angel: "What will we do now? He stood right over there. What will happen to us now?"
	Mrs. White: "Hold it. Cease! 'What will happen to us now.' Stop and think about it!

	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "Yes?" "Think about what?" 

Angel: "Who will take care of us?" 
	Mrs. White: "Angel, honey, nobody but us has ever taken care of us. Nobody but us ever will. And we will. We will take care of us.” 

[Perhaps a moment of complete silence, stage and orchestra] 

Mrs. White: “Lincoln was a good man."

	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "That's right." "A good man."
	Mrs. White: "At least, he spoke to us like he was a good man."


	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "That's right." "A good man."
	Mrs. White: "And we are on our own without him. But Angel, we were on our own with him. We have always been on our own."


	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "That's right." "Amen."
	Mrs. White: "And we will take care of us."


	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "That's right." "We will."
	Mrs. White: "We must have faith. We are a people of faith. We have had faith. We have had faith that life would get better. And it has."


	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "That's right." "We have faith." [Etc.]
	Mrs. White: "It has." [Puts her arm on the chaplain's shoulder.] "We had faith that we would see each other again. And here we are — together! We had faith that the war would make us free. And it has!"


	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "It has." "That's right." "We had faith." Etc.
	Mrs. White: "Angel, you remember how you said, on your wedding day, 'This is the happiest day of my life?'"


	Angel: "Yes, ma'am."
	Mrs. White: "Angel, you were right. That was your wedding day. A happy day. And that was also just your second day of freedom. And you got married. Truly married. Married in the sight of God. And married by the laws of man. But Angel, you were also wrong."


	Angel: "Wrong, ma'am?"
	Mrs. White: "Yes, Angel. Wrong because you have not had the happiest day of your life. Not yet. You have only lived ten days in freedom. [She pats Angel's pregnant stomach.] You have another happy day coming. [to everyone] Angel and Pompey have married in the sight of God, and they

have created life. They are creating a future. 




	
	Mrs. White: “And they're not the only ones. [Puts her arm around Mary's shoulder.] Yes. None of us have lived our happiest day yet. We will all have happy days among the many days to come. For we as a people will take care of us."


	Some chorus [aleatorically]: "We will." 

Angel: "We have to."
	Mrs. White: "Yes. We have to. And we have what we need: We have each other. And we know how to work. We can work for ourselves, now. So we have our work."



	A few chorus members begin: "My eyes have seen the coming of the glory of the Lord."
	Mrs. White (approvingly): "And we have our God."


	Chorus [slowly including every person on stage]: "He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored."
	


	Chorus: "He hath loosed the fateful lightning of his terrible swift sword."
	Mrs. White: "And we have our song."


	Chorus: "His truth is marching on."
	

	Chorus: "In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,"
	Mrs. White: "That is all we have. And that must suffice."


	Chorus: "With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me."


	Mrs. White: "Our work,"

	Chorus: "As he died to make men holy,"


	Mrs. White: "Our God,"

	Chorus: "Let us die to make men free,"
	Mrs. White: "And our song."


	Chorus: "While God is marching on."
	[pause] 

Mrs. White: "That is all."


During the hymn and the ensuing applause, perhaps project John Brown's face on the scrim as the beginning of a montage, along with USCT soldiers from the Shaw Memorial, Lincoln, the four people who just married, and Chaplain and Mrs. White. After all, the “Battle Hymn of the Republic” is sung to the tune of “John Brown’s Body.”
 Perhaps, just perhaps, if the composer, director, producer, etc., agree, during the applause the cast members led by Mrs. White might turn to the audience and lead them all in the “Glory, glory hallelujah!” chorus of the “Battle Hymn of the Republic,” repeated appropriately ad lib. 





