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SETTING
The stage begins as a spot in a forest, a clearing in the pleasant shade of a pre-historically-large tree, the huge trunk of which takes a permanent spot upstage right.  The sense of forest dwindles moving down and left, until bare enough to achieve a neutral playing area in the down and left portions of the stage.  This area shall adopt many identities through the course of the evening-- The docks at Liverpool, a Governor's dining room, the deck of a clipper ship-- but these transformations shall be achieved with portable pieces, so that whether the device is a wagon or a turntable or simply an actors' hands, the pieces come and go easily, so that neutrality may always be reasserted with ease. The presence of the great tree is always felt.
TIME
The early 1860's-- a time of clipper ships, colonialism, and courses yet uncharted.
CHARACTERS
Note: Many characters appear only in one act or the other; as such, doubling is perhaps an agreeable solution to managing the cast size. The play can be produced with as few as 2 women and 5 men.

The Maori: A man of indeterminate age, though his status is surely elder. He is energetic and vital and, in keeping with his job, he loves to hear himself talk.  He strikes us as extravagantly cheerful, and his keenness for whiskey should not make him clownish or a buffoon . 

He will also play the role of Tuahiwi Tamahine Rauparaha, a tribal leader and father of Mere.
Annie Pilgrim: A single woman in her fifties. She is consistently disappointed with how uninteresting most people are. She found long ago that honeybees are more interesting and more reliable than people.  When she is happy, she hums.
Calvin Pilgrim: A well-to-do merchant in his late forties. Annie's brother. 
Captain E. David Hubbard:  Captain of the clipper ship, Dawnracer.  The very best that British seamanship has to offer. 
Simon Walker:  An Australian who's been at sea most of his 37 years, he's made a habit of concealing his intellect beneath a rowdy wit. He enjoys difficulty, and is utterly untroubled by apparent contradictions. 
Thomas Jeffries: At 30, he's spent almost as many years at sea as Simon, but has spent his time learning to avoid work and to deflect blame. 
Timothy Peters: Thomas' devoted partner in sloth and petty crime.
Mary: A teenage Maori girl, whose true name, Mere, is pronounced the same. She is talkative and willful.
John Hench: a burly and disgruntled employee of the Governor, whose simple manner masks a quick mind. 
Lieutenant Governor Alvin Tramell: An officious man with a nervous laugh and the ability to inhabit his own version of events regardless of the obvious facts. If he were any more tightly strung, he'd snap in two.
Major Thomas Musselwite: The offstage voice of British Colonial Military Authority.
ALSO: Two workmen, plus any "extras" that might be desired --sailors, Maori tribesmen & women, et.al.
(As the Audience enters the theatre, they see the suggestion of a forest, in shadow save one particular tree, a giant thing of which we see mainly trunk, and which is bathed in a gentle light.
At curtain time there walks onto the stage a MAORI man, senior in age, robust in health. He is dressed simply, in shorts, shirt, a khaki vest, sandals and hat. He carries with him a folding camp chair, and perhaps a thermos of water or tea. He places these things at the foot of the great tree, removing his hat and pulling a kerchief from a pocket to wipe his brow; during this, he might make some small talk with someone in the audience-- "It's not so hot as they said it'd be" or similar-- as he finishes depositing his things. When all is ready, he looks over his shoulder at the audience, remaining some distance upstage as he calls back at us:).
MAORI
I'm nearly ready,  thank you for coming!
Before we begin, a small ritual familiar to all storytellers….
(he removes from a pocket a pint bottle of clear liquor, from which he takes a healthy gulp, grimacing and then grinning at its strength.  As he tucks it away:)
As my old dad always said:
"Libate, and then orate." To which I say "Amen."
(At this point, the HOUSELIGHTS FADE and the stage warms as its LIGHTS RISE.  During this transition, he strolls downstage and smiles warmly, and when the transition is complete, he extends his arms, welcoming us-- a beaming uncle who had worried we might miss the party, so very happy we've arrived. He takes a deep breath and  :)
Haere mai, nau mai!
Welcome to the bottom of the world!
At least, they say it's the bottom. 
When this was explained to me, I was troubled. 
"The world is round, we are at the bottom" 
no, no, no, no, how do you know we're not at the top?  Or the side?
The naming of circles is a tricky business.
This place: you call it "New Zealand."
It's strange for a man to name the land.
(sound of some sort of seismic activity. He smiles.)
The land has ideas of its own.

MAORI

continued
The Maori--my people-- say that this is the very best of all places,
and it isn't even finished yet!
The mountains, the glaciers, the volcanoes-- 
all fall and rise again
seeking the shape that will feel most.... apt.
In most of the world, I'm told, the land is settled.  Less busy.
But not here, not yet!
We are still beginning.  Ancient, yes, but still new.  
Anything can be new again when you meet it for the first time.
Like stories!
That's what you've come for, isn't it, 
to hear an old tale for the first time, right where it happened?
(indicating tree.)
You think I'm old?  Pff! 
When the forest tells the tale of the Maori, the tale begins with this old fellow here.  
We call him Nui kaupeka Tane!
A great arm, reaching out.  Waving a greeting.  
When the long-ago fathers first stood at his feet,
and looked up to see how he vanished into the long, white clouds
we knew that many great stories would have their beginnings right here. 
See this stone? 
(he indicates an area at his feet.)
My Great Grandfather did that carving.  In English, it would say something like
"Listen carefully in this place, and you may hear the story of the Lady Anne.
She was strange, and I liked her."
(he relishes the simplicity of the sentiment.)
Let us do as he said.  Let us Listen Carefully: 
(he prepares and then gives a prolonged, deep humming call; waits; repeats it.
From the tree there issues an answering call-- deeper, richer, and louder.
He is immensely pleased.)
D'you hear that?
It is the reason for gathering here.
That sound? Let it take you. 
Let it get inside you, let it run all 'round you-- time has ebb tides too, float out with it,
change with it, and you'll see things. 
Wait......
(ANNIE comes into view, unseen by the Maori, but he knows something has happened.)
Something? A lady, hey?  In fine clothes?

MAORI 

continued
(he speaks to the tree:)
They see you, Lady!  They see you as you used to be!
(to us again:)
The Lady Anne. 
This is Her beginning
half a world away,
at her homeplace in England.
(ANNIE steps forward.  She speaks directly out; she shall do this often, and whether it is a journal entry or private thought should make no difference in the playing; there is certainly no need to attempt to mime the act of writing in real time:)
ANNIE
July eleventh, eighteen sixty.  Day one of my journey.  
My bees and I are ready to sail.
Every breath seems to fill me so full that I might lift off the ground, in some wondrous flight, 
never mind your creaky collections of canvas and timbers, 
we shall soar and make our way unaided.
I almost believe it could happen.
Yesterday, I left the new hives open for as long as I dared before sealing them for the voyage.
I stood among them,
smelling the wood and the paint and the heather,
watching the tiny workers making their way over and around me as they move to and fro.
I am a familiar obstacle to them.
And then, something happened:
I noticed one of them had landed upon my arm...
(she extends an arm, "seeing" the bee there-- this re-enactment shall continue.)
This was not unusual,
they do occasionally come to brief rest on my hand or my arm,
but this was not some momentary respite, 
I had been her destination.
And soon she was joined by one of her sisters,
and then another, and then three more, and then a dozen, and then before I knew it
my arm
was quite literally covered.......
(the same hum we heard at the opening has quietly established and then built and now acts as easy accompaniment....)
ANNIE 

continued
I had a moment to wonder: how light they were!
and then more arrived,
on the other arm.... and the mass of them growing, spreading across my chest
and down the length of my coat on either side
until I was... somehow.... enrobed.
I wasn't afraid. 
I didn't feel attacked, I felt... welcomed.
I felt like royalty.
They were telling me:
We are with you. Wherever you may go,
even to the bottom of the world.
I thought they might bear me aloft themselves
as a swarm clusters around its new queen when they leave one home
in search of a new one.....
We are on a great adventure.
(ANNIE moves to meet CALVIN and a collection of trunks and luggage coming onto stage, with the final details of packing being seen to.  Central to all of this are four white wooden hive boxes.  Among the luggage is a walking stick of which ANNIE begins making use; as ANNIE notices CALVIN she is struggling to move a particularly awkward trunk.)
Oh, good, Calvin, they're doing very well, we've just this small bit left.
CALVIN
(hurrying to take over the chore of shifting the trunk.)
For heaven's sake, mind your knee, you'll be done before you even start.
ANNIE
(refusing to stop doing "her share")
Nonsense, I'm fine…
CALVIN
You haven't been fine in years, now step back… There.
ANNIE
Thank you.  You needn't worry about the hives, the workmen will see to them.
CALVIN
Does the captain of this boat-- what's it called?

ANNIE
It is not a "boat," it's the very fastest sort of clipper ship,
and her name is Dawnracer, captained by a Mr. Hubbard.
CALVIN
Does Captain Hubbard know what it is you're planning to bring aboard?
ANNIE
I have paid to bring myself and my luggage, the contents of my luggage  
are no business of Captain Hubbard's nor anyone else's, I am simply another passenger.
CALVIN
No, of course not, some ladies travel with extra hats and parasols, and some with servants,
and some with four hives of honeybees, what could be more normal….
ANNIE
They'll be perfectly secure, stowed safely away, 
and no trouble to anyone the whole voyage, 
I've used Professor Langstroth's latest designs for the hives
and the voyage itself is only a hundred days, can you imagine, Two oceans in a hundred days, 
it's positively dizzying--
CALVIN
You know everyone's laughing at you.  Well, not directly at you, rather toward your back 
ANNIE
(she returns to her baggage.)
Ah, well, that's a new thing, then, is it?
CALVIN
No but it's rare for them to have this much to work with, isn't it?
ANNIE
Is this your way of saying "Dearest Sister, please don't go?"
CALVIN
I simply--
ANNIE
I should Stay Home in Merry Lancaster, 
amidst the happy sound of the laughter I provoke?
CALVIN
You know perfectly well--

ANNIE
Really, Calvin, do you suppose I care,
do you honestly think I'll change my mind because of what the neighbors are saying?
I should think you'd be desperate for me to leave, if only for the few moments' peace you'll have
before they find something else to pick at you about.  
 (Beat.)
Five thousand pounds, Calvin.  
Five thousand pounds will carry me quite some distance.
CALVIN
Yes, I see, then by all means make it the greatest distance possible,
all the way down to the very bottom of the planet,
you know Captain Cook said they eat people down there!
ANNIE
Well if they had a bite of Cook I'm sure he put them off the taste.
CALVIN
They've no telegraph, no railway, certainly no gaslights. 
And that's if you survive the voyage, 
a hundred days in the middle of the sea on some skinny little bit of planks and canvas, 
storms.....pirates…
ANNIE
Do you suppose there any well-read yet terribly handsome pirates.....
CALVIN
I'm not joking! 
Anything might happen, Annie, anything at all, but you'd put yourself in harm's way  
just to move some boxes of bugs to the bottom of the world!
(with this he has thumped the hive box for emphasis.)
ANNIE
You mustn't do that, sudden jolts make them very upset.
CALVIN
Well good for them, then we can all be upset!
ANNIE
They've done nothing to deserve it!
(Beat.)
ANNIE

continued
Boxes of bugs, you know better than that, these--
They're boxes of opportunity, Calvin, they're boxes of life, 
and not just mine, life for anyone and everyone who gives them a chance,
They help a place to stay healthy and green, and new.
They don't even ask to appreciated, they simply do their work.  And so shall I. 
CALVIN
Yes, well, what if they all decide to catch a chill and die, what then?
ANNIE
It's not the cold that worries me, bees do quite well in the cold, 
it's the heat that'll be the problem…..
CALVIN
Annie- please, if it's just the money, then there are simpler ways you might--
ANNIE
Oh, are there, like what then?  You suppose there's still a chance I might marry well?
I think that ship sailed some time back.  And in any event it's not the money, not so much.  
To tell you the truth, I might do it for nothing at all.
Five pounds or five thousand, it's a chance for a new life.
CALVIN
Why do you need a new life, what's wrong with this life?
ANNIE
What life??
(They are both surprised at her vehemence.)
I need..... Oh, Cal, I don't know how to explain it, 
I don't know, is that so bloody rare,
haven't you ever felt an emptiness you can't get the measure of,
I need… to feel a part of something, of making something,
can you understand that?  
CALVIN
You're a part of something here....
ANNIE
No. No, I'm not.  You're a part of something here,
you're not too old, a man's in his prime at forty,  and you've a successful business--
CALVIN
We've a successful business.
ANNIE
No, Cal.  I help you, it's true, but it's your shop, it's what everyone calls it, "Calvin's Shop,"
And anyway, I don't want a shop! That's what I'm talking about!
What's a woman to do with her life here, Well, she gets married, 
Ah, but what if she doesn't get married, Well then, she could open a bit of a shop somewhere,
and if neither option suits, then she's just strange.
I'm just that strange woman,
Look at her, a woman her age, tramping about the shire, what does she keep, sheep,
no, bit smaller, what then, pigs, no, smaller still, is it rabbits,
no she's a bee farmer! and they laugh and they stare
and you know I don't care a fig what they think, 
and perhaps that's part of the problem, 
One ought to care about the people all around one....
There's nothing for me here.   Except you and your shop,
and if Carlotta Hemmings has her way you'll all three be moved to Bristol by next year. 
CALVIN
Carlotta Hemmings!
ANNIE
If not her then someone else, and I say Good for you Calvin, 
but I think that, just this once,
I'd like to be in at the start of something 
instead of putting out the lights at the end,
hush, now, I forbid you to argue!
(Beat.)
I'm fifty four years old, and there are still places that they call "new"!  Whole worlds!
(enough seriousness; she produces a well-worn bit of paper:)
And!  You're conveniently forgetting that this is a service to the Crown,
may I remind you that the Queen herself has said.....
CALVIN
(smiling in spite of himself)
Oh won't you stop with this....
ANNIE
(enjoying her results, pushing further yet:)
Now, now, England needs me, the Colonies! Terrible difficulty, hm?  Here: 
(picks an official-looking paper from among the small collection of set-aside articles:)
"By order of Her Majesty the Queen, there shall be authorized an appropriation of SYMBOL 193 \f "Symbol"5,000" 
There it is, Cal, five thousand, 
"to be entrusted to the Commissioner of Colonial Industries Mister Walter Grobely…"

CALVIN
(snatching paper away)

Give me that…..

ANNIE
Doesn't matter, I've got it memorized, Five thousand pounds,  
"payable to that loyal subject who shall first succeed 
in an enterprise of vital importance to the colonies and the crown," 
vital importance, Cal,
"namely, the introduction of no fewer than three healthy hives of honeybees 
to Governor Hutt at Hawkes Bay, New Zealand."
CALVIN
(surrendering, giving the paper back)

You act as though that notice were addressed to you in particular,
there were dozens posted all over the county.
ANNIE
But it's me who's meant to go. 
CALVIN
New Zealand....
ANNIE
Exactly! New Zealand. New! Hm? Zeeealllll land. 
I like that. It sounds like everything this place isn't.
There's a distinct lack of "New" around here, and an even greater lack of Zeal. 
(two workmen enter; one of them speaks:)
WORKMAN
This the last of it then?

ANNIE
Yes.
(he is hefting one of the hive boxes.)
Be very careful with that!
WORKMAN
You mean it's fragile like?
ANNIE
In a way.  It's bees.
WORKMAN
Bees? You mean, actual, live bees?
ANNIE
They get very angry when jostled.
(The workmen are not sure about this, but better safe than sorry-- they hold the boxes at arm's length and exit with them as though carrying ticking bombs.  ANNIE and CALVIN share a smile.)
CALVIN
I am going to miss you terribly....
ANNIE
Oh, Calvin.....
CALVIN
Will you at least write to me?
ANNIE
Well, we'll be at the mercy of the colonial post, but I--
CALVIN
No.  Use this.
(he extends a small, clumsily-wrapped package; she takes it gingerly and unwraps it as he continues with a forced off-handedness, denying the emotion:)
Just jot a few notes whenever you're able, and when I see you  again, you can give it back,
and I can read all about my mad sister's adventures at the bottom of the world.
(She has unwrapped it; we can see that it is a very handsomely bound journal. She clutches it to her.)
ANNIE
It's perfect.  And I'll use it faithfully, I promise.
(sound of a bell, or some other indicator of departure.)
I have to go.
CALVIN
I know. I'll see everything's ready.  
Godspeed, Annie.
(another quick embrace, then he is exiting with:)
You there! Careful with that, it's got a long way to travel!
(CALVIN  is off, as are all pieces of luggage; perhaps ANNIE stays, contemplating something upstage as FOCUS SHIFTS to the MAORI, who sits, pint bottle in hand.)
MAORI
Home.  Is it the place you start, or is it the place you finish?
(another quick gulp, and he tucks his bottle away and rises, moving toward us.)
We Maori tell of how, in our beginning, Papa, the Earth, and Rangi, the Sky, 
were joined  together, and all was darkness.
Their children tried to separate the two, but they all failed.
Until! It was time for Tane Mahuta, god of the trees and forests, to have a go.
 (more formally:)
Slowly as the kauri tree did Great Tane rise between the Earth and the Sky,
and thrust with all his strength, which was the strength of growth 
and Earth and Sky were parted,
and Tane's work was done, and the multitude of creatures were uncovered 
(returning to a less formal posture:)
Every child knows the story.
(he gestures toward the tree for:)
Great Arm of Tane!
holding up the sky to make a place for us.
We are called Maori and "Maori" means "Of This Place."
But perhaps there are other Maori too.
For who can say what it is that makes a place home?
(SOUND of the docks.  MAORI retreats as, from OFFSTAGE we hear an impatient voice:)
voice of HUBBARD
Miss Pilgrim?  MISS PILGRIM!
(and as his voice rolls around the waterfront,  CAPTAIN E. DAVID HUBBARD himself blusters onto stage, spies ANNIE and goes to her, the very picture of official indignation.)
HUBBARD
See here, Miss Pilgrim?
ANNIE
Yes?
HUBBARD
You are Miss Anne Pilgrim?
ANNIE
I'm afraid you have the advantage, mister....?
HUBBARD
I am Captain E. David Hubbard, master of the clipper ship Dawnracer, 
and I must insist you explain all of this foolishness about bees this instant!
ANNIE
Ah, Captain Hubbard, so nice to finally meet you in person.
HUBBARD
You never wrote anything about bringing a great load of bees aboard ship!
ANNIE
I am very well, Captain, how considerate of you to ask.
HUBBARD
Now see here, Miss Pilgrim.  A sea voyage is no place to try and tend your boxes of bees,
I can't have my crew bothered by hundreds of tiny stinging pests,
they've quite enough to contend with simply making safe passage, I assure you.
ANNIE
It's thousands, I'm afraid.
HUBBARD
I beg your pardon?
ANNIE
The bees, it's not hundreds, it's thousands, about thirty thousand per hive I expect.

HUBBARD
Well then--that's thousands more reasons to refuse!
ANNIE
The hives are sealed, Captain, there'll be no danger to your crew or to the vessel, 
you shan't even know they're there.
HUBBARD
Ah, but I shall know, Miss Pilgrim, for that's a Captain's job, isn't it, 
to know every inch of his vessel? 
Our primary difficulty is that I haven't known about them until now,
otherwise I could have nipped this foolishness in the bud.
ANNIE
I have here a letter bearing the official seal of Her Majesty the Queen, on whose authority--
HUBBARD
You can wave as many bits of paper about as you like, it won't change a thing.
ANNIE
We have an arrangement!
HUBBARD
Yes, passage for yourself and your baggage.
ANNIE
They're a part of my baggage, you can't tell me I'm bringing too much, Captain,
There are ladies putting to sea daily with the entire stock of Hareford's of London
packed into a dozen trunks, I'm traveling as light as the air itself!
HUBBARD
It isn't a question of the amount, Miss Pilgrim, 
if you'll regard the vessel before you, you'll note that it is nothing if not capacious,
the difficulty lies in your notion of bringing thousands of dangerous animals
aboard a ship that will be at sea for the better part of a hundred days!
ANNIE
Oh, Captain! "Dangerous animals"?  They're not ravening wolves,
they are very very small insects, and as I said, they are quite safely sealed from harm.
HUBBARD
I am the master of this vessel and I will not allow them on board!
ANNIE
Captain Hubbard!
(she quickly remembers that they have doubtless become the focus of some attention on the docks, and so lowers her voice, which somehow gains in intensity what it loses in volume:)
I have paid you 
two hundred pounds to ensure a place on your vessel for myself and my cargo,
Together, my bees and I represent a tidy profit, 
but if separated we shall instead represent the severest repercussions from the crown itself,
that "bit of paper" is a specific command from her majesty the queen, 
whom you are sworn to serve!
( a quick beat.)
Thus far, you and your blustering have created an almost intractable situation,
right now every eye on these docks is upon us, wondering to what extent you plan to abuse me,
and you've made a public ultimatum 
which shall prove very difficult to work 'round 
but I shall endeavor to preserve some vestige of your integrity....
(in a louder, more tremulous voice, for the benefit of onlookers, the helpless elderly lady:)
Captain, please, you're known to be a wise and charitable man, 
I've invested almost my entire life's savings in this voyage,
if I cannot complete it then I am lost!
HUBBARD
Miss Pilgrim-- please, this--
ANNIE
(still performing:)
I have it Captain! What if I offered an additional hundred pounds 
as insurance against any mishap,
plus, I give you my word that if there's the slightest trouble 
then you can throw the hives over the side yourself
please Captain, I've only your good graces between me and disaster!
(back to low voice:)
There now, you need only seem to gravely consider things, and then nod slowly
and you'll seem not only to be a kind master 
but also a shrewd businessman who's just secured an additional hundred pounds for his vessel
which by the way I have no intention of actually paying you, 
thus, sir, I suggest you begin the sagacious, considering look....
followed by the slow nod..... excellent, 
and now a word of agreement.

HUBBARD
(no fool-- expansive warmth and jolly compromise:)
Miss Pilgrim, I am not completely without reason or compassion.
I shall allow your request, provided we understand that I shall hold you to your word:
The slightest hint of trouble from your tiny livestock, and over the side they'll go....
(and this next completely played to the galleries:)
Although I think I might let someone else do the honors as I've no desire to handle the little buggers myself!  Ha-ha!
ANNIE
(smiling, a happy and grateful face beneath which:)
You so much as lay one hand on these hives ever and I'll have your guts for garters.
(for the crowd, as she curtsies low:)
You are every inch the gentleman I was promised, sir, 
and I thank you from the bottom of my heart!
(focus shifts back to the MAORI and the tree.  He again holds the bottle-- the contents of which are slowly having their subtle effect-- and for this brief interjection, he does not even rise)
MAORI
We Maori men are taught something.
when we are only boys:
When you see a woman in motion, with a destination in her mind,
just step aside.  
Women tend to know where they're going, and it's best to just let em get there.
Once you understand this, things feel easier, somehow.
There are some men who'd do well to remember that.
(FOCUS SHIFTS to ANNIE; a private moment  with her thoughts:)
ANNIE
Who in heaven's name was that?
I have never in all my life, "guts for garters"?!
I'm certainly not known at a home as the shy, retiring type, 
but I don't threaten people!
(a quick beat; there's some amusement in her shock.)
At least I never have.
Perhaps this is some new, rough colonial version of myself, 
especially made for the challenges ahead.
I wonder what else I'll do…

(another giggle, perhaps a swashbuckling swing of her walking stick, and then we SHIFT…
… to aboard ship.  
Our presence aboard the vessel may be suggested with something as simple as a portion of ship's rail.
On deck, ANNIE and two of the four hive boxes.
There appear two sailors, TIMOTHY and THOMAS.  TIMOTHY is about twenty. THOMAS is a bit older, and fancies that his advanced years give him an understanding and wisdom vastly superior to his younger friend.  They share a look and then approach.)
THOMAS
You're her aren'cha?
ANNIE
I beg your pardon?
TIMOTHY
You're that lady what's brought all them bees aboard.
ANNIE
I see.  Yes, that's correct.
THOMAS
You know, most captains wouldn't allow it. You gotta be careful, what ya let onboard a ship.
Make the wrong choice, it can mean awful luck.
ANNIE
I see.  Well, I'll certainly bear that in mind.
TIMOTHY
They're really inside these boxes?
ANNIE
Yes, and they need to get aboard with the other two as quickly as possible, 
if you would pick them up and--
THOMAS
Thousands of em in there, innit?
ANNIE
Yes.
TIMOTHY
'salot, innit?
THOMAS
'squite a lot.
ANNIE
I suppose it is.
THOMAS
We were wonderin, Tim here an me, about somethin.
ANNIE
Yes?
TIMOTHY
Tell 'er, Tom.
THOMAS
Well, look here. How many bees are there, in the world?
ANNIE
In the world, heavens, I shouldn't even hazard a guess, now if you'd be so good as to lift th--
TIMOTHY
Are there millions?
ANNIE
Quite likely.
TIMOTHY and THOMAS
Aha.....
(they seem very pleased, as though having won some point of which only they are aware; ANNIE simply waits, regarding them with visible patience. At length:)

THOMAS
So-- you've got a problem.
ANNIE
Oh dear. Have I?
THOMAS
How you gonna tell all your bees from all them millions of others?
TIMOTHY
You know, if they were to get loose or something.
ANNIE
Oooooohhhhh. I see......
TIMOTHY
She's got it.
ANNIE
Well, it's actually very simple.
Yes, you see, we beekeepers use paints.
TIMOTHY
Uh, paints?
ANNIE
Yes, and very small brushes, we all have our own design,
mine is two bands of white, it's on the hive, 
(she is gesturing for him to rise and look, which he does)
here and here, those two stripes are a bit whiter than the rest of the white, you see? 
Here, it's no good bending down like that, lift it up, just grab the handles on the side, 
now don't worry, they're all sealed in nice and tight, it's safe as houses, there we are
(he is lifting it; she gestures to THOMAS)
You can look too, get that other one up...
(THOMAS does so.....)
Yes, good, now right there, right at eye level, see them? 
TIMOTHY
I.... I think so......
THOMAS
Yes, there they are.....
ANNIE
But it's not just the hives themselves of course, it's on the bees too,
the same two white stripes, on the hindmost left leg,
The hives are all sealed at the moment, or I'd show you,
but it's better that they're sealed, makes them easier to carry,
see that you set them down with the other two, they should be amidships, and well secured, yes,
(she is guiding them away gently.)
and the next time you see a honeybee, check the hind legs,
two bands of white mean it's one of mine, all right?
(she has now maneuvered them into a position from which they have no choice but to say good-bye.  They are exiting as:)
But mind! Be very careful when you check!
Bees don't like strangers peering at their hindquarters any more than the rest of us do, hm?
(they exchange a quick, guilty look-- does she mean us?--and then they are off. From the other side, we hear:)
SIMON
I'm afraid you're going to get those two stung with stories like that.
(SIMON comes into view. He is older then the other two, a man at ease with himself and his place in the world.)
ANNIE
Those two getting stung might be a very worthwhile lesson, Mister....?
SIMON
Simon.  
ANNIE
Well, Mister Simon, if you hurry up--
SIMON
Just Simon.  Simon Walker.  Funny name for a sailor, innit?
ANNIE
Yes, quite funny, I was saying that if you hurry you can catch them, 
I rather fancy they'll need all the help they can get.
SIMON
No doubt. But not from me, I'm tied up just now.
(a beat.)
ANNIE
May I ask what it is which so fully occupies you?
SIMON
Waiting.
ANNIE
Waiting, yes, it seems to be the full-time pursuit of you gentlemen, 
I was told this is a fast ship, a man might row as fast as this. A slight man.
SIMON
Oh, don't fret yourself ma'am, 
wouldn't do to lay on full sail until we're clear of this bit of the harbor.  
Too many other vessels
ANNIE
But what's the difference?
SIMON
Y'ever been on a clipper before?
ANNIE
I've not been on any ship before.
SIMON
Ah. All right then--y'ever run down a hill?
ANNIE
A great many years ago, yes.
SIMON
D'jy'try to turn, or stop?  Y'see, speed and control, they don't usually go together.
ANNIE
I take your point.
SIMON
Did you like it?
ANNIE
I beg your pardon?
SIMON
Running down the hill. You remember whether you liked it?
ANNIE
It was not quite the Mesozoic, sir, of course I remember.
SIMON
Well?
ANNIE






(softening just a bit.)
Yes.  Yes, I suppose I liked it quite a bit. At the time.
SIMON
Well then. I think you might like this as well.
(a whistle, a shout.)
That's for me! You'll want to keep your eyes open ma'am, 
this is worth seeing even if you've been on ships your whole life.
(and he scrambles away; in a perfect world, there would be a means by which he exits climbing.... in any event, ANNIE tracks him with her eyes, and her eyes make it clear that SIMON is very quickly overhead. Whatever she sees makes her smile; as she waits, FOCUS SHIFTS to the MAORI who has wandered downstage, gazing out into memory :)
MAORI
We are a small group of islands, and nothing else but ocean for days and days
and our long-ago past is a life of boats.
Making them, sailing them, and living on them, 
We knew boats the way a monkey knows the treetops, hey?
But on the day when we saw our first white man's ship, we stopped, and stared,
and thought we were about to meet some strange and wondrous new god, 
bringing us a new world to see.
(he gives way to one side; the suggestion of deck and rail gives way in the opposite direction, as ANNIE  moves toward center, in astonished delight as one by one the huge sails are given the wind. 

FOCUS SHIFTS fully now to the blooming of the sails.  This sequence need not create a traditional array of sails; what is important is that step by step, the stage is completely given to billowing white-- perhaps cascading from the flies, perhaps flowing upward from holes in the stage floor, or swooping from the wings-- in a layered sequence, at the conclusion of which the stage is transformed to a softly sculpted wonderland.
At its epicenter, reveling in this fluttering silk-scape, ANNIE:)
ANNIE
It
is
magnificent!
(she turns a small circle and cannot contain a laugh.)
Wonderful!
one moment bare wooden posts, and now
this!
Dormant branches 
suddenly come to life, bursting with enormous new flowers, 
silken, and strong….oh, this is very fine indeed.
( VOICES CALL out overlapping orders:)
VOICES

Mainsail Haul! 
Come on, lads, trim that line!
(and so on....and with these, the stage picture begins to be "tamed", the cloth, being breasted away, tucked, tightened, but still in evidence, and shall remain so until we disembark. This work continues as we hear, distinct from the others:)
Tie it off now, make it fast, lads, make it fast!
ANNIE






(a soft prayer:)
Make it fast.
SIMON
(from off/above:)
Well now Madam Impatience!
(now in view.)
I hope that this is "underway" enough for you?

ANNIE
It's splendid!  And so quiet.
(from offstage, HUBBARD's voice:)
HUBBARD
Mister Walker!
SIMON
(under his breath:)
Well, not so quiet as ya might like... 
(full voice, as HUBBARD comes into view)
Aye, captain!
HUBBARD
I cannot believe, sir, that there is so little work to be done 
that you are reduced to pestering our passengers.
SIMON
Aye sir, sorry sir, sorry ma'am.
ANNIE
Mister-- Walker?-- was doing me the kindness of explaining the, um......
(she is gesturing vaguely overhead.)
SIMON
Rigging, ma'am.
ANNIE
The rigging. Quite. It was my fault, you see.
SIMON
I'll report to the bo'sun, sir. Ma'am.
(a touch of his cap toward ANNIE and he is gone.
There is a moment of silence in which HUBBARD and ANNIE regard one another, and then:)
HUBBARD
I trust, madam, that you yourself 
shall not prove to be an even greater distraction that your cargo.
ANNIE
I am quite fine, Captain, thank you for asking.

HUBBARD
I wonder, Miss Pilgrim, if we might try another start? 
A ship at sea is no place for bad blood.  
and I have decided to do my best to.... adjust.
I'm wondering if I might ask you to do the same.
ANNIE
That's very nobly said Captain, I would be delighted for us to make a fresh start.
HUBBARD
Splendid.
ANNIE
Do I understand correctly Captain that the ship now being fully under sail, 
I may go below-decks to inspect my bees?
HUBBARD
Your bees, yes, 
actually, madam,
I was hoping I might have a word on that very subject.....
ANNIE
Something's happened!!?
HUBBARD
No, no, not at all, good lord, woman, calm yourself! I only have a question.
ANNIE
Oh. I'm sorry. I thought, perhaps....I'm sorry.  
You said you had a question?
HUBBARD
Yes, indeed I have.  You see, the mate asked me, "Why, Captain? 
Why on earth would four boxes of bees be Her Majesty's business?"
and I found myself utterly at a loss.
(Beat.)
He's not the only one.  I've already heard some of the men muttering about it.
Perhaps you know how sailing men can be?
(ANNIE is simply waiting.)
I mean to say, if it's some sort of secret, 
then hadn't you ought at least to give me some credible answer to pass along?
ANNIE
Oh Captain! You are, if nothing else sir, a constant entertainment!
HUBBARD
I beg your pardon?
ANNIE
I'm no sort of covert operative, it's all rather more mundane than that.
HUBBARD
Well then?
ANNIE
Do you know how plants reproduce?
HUBBARD
Well. Differently from us, I'd imagine!
(He is amused; she is simply patient, and he returns to seriousness rather suddenly.)
Something to do with pollen, isn't it?
ANNIE
Exactly.  The pollen of one plant must succeed in reaching another plant, 
and lacking any locomotion of its own, it relies on being carried-- 
sometimes by birds, sometimes by the wind...
HUBBARD
And sometimes by bees?
ANNIE
Most of the time by bees.  Some plants need a bit more of this help than others, 
and one such plant is clover.  Which is the point of this journey.
HUBBARD
Clover?
ANNIE
Not so much the clover as the sheep. They're the real point.
HUBBARD






(feeling more lost by the second:)
The sheep are.
ANNIE
(fully aware of his difficulties and enjoying them:)
Yes. Those sheep which are the clover-eating variety.
(Oh, it's just not worth it, so:)
In brief: The wool industry is a venture upon which many colonists are staking their futures, 
in order to raise sheep one must be able to feed them, 
for which purpose the colonists have attempted to grow clover,
but the clover has failed to take hold, due to an apparent failure in pollination because,
and here, sir, is where I fit in,
New Zealand has no native honeybees.
Upon those four white boxes may in fact depend the entire future
of the colonial wool trade.
The ensurance of such a future is the purpose of my journey. 
(HUBBARD is very still, taking this in.)
Captain Hubbard?
(He laughs, a monosyllabic bark, slapping the rail as he does so.)
HUBBARD
By God!  There is no nation like ours in the whole of the world!
ANNIE
I beg your pardon?
HUBBARD
What makes us a great Empire, Miss Pilgrim? I shall tell you:
Wisdom and Will. 
The Wisdom to see what is needed, whatever the situation.
And the Will to provide it, whatever the obstacles. 
You see to the Wisdom, and tend to your bees.
I shall see to the Will.  Upon my life as Captain of this vessel, and as a servant of the crown,
your bees will reach the colonies on schedule,  
(With this, he exits, and ANNIE, shaking her head, gives way also, headed below to check her hives. 
FOCUS SHIFTS to the MAORI. He is now in that state of intoxication when language and confidence both flow freely, because he knows his audience is listening, and he's sure we're all friends.)
MAORI
Half a world away, on another group of islands even smaller than this one, 
the English. Not so different from the Maori, if you think about it.
Both of us, seagoing people, 
both of us excited to find new places.
It's not so bad that the English think of the whole world as their home, it really isn't.
It's that they're forever redecorating!
When we came here, we brought what we could fit in our canoes.
The English wanted to bring their whole country!
(in a voice that would fit comfortably into British Parliament:)
Yes, hallo, yes, right, 
we're all frightfully excited about your being our newest colony, yes
we've just a few things to cover, right,  

firstly, you're all British now, 
this is your new money, yes, the lovely lady in the picture here is your new sovereign,
good, you'll also be learning a new language and praying to a much more suitable Lord,
what else, ah yes, these woolly things you've been seeing all around, they're called "sheep",
they're going to be living here, you'll get used to them in no time,
we've also brought you your new plants, lovely little green leaves, 
much more civilized than that rough growth you had here,
and here, these tiny fellows, these
are your new insects, congratulations on having been selected, have a lovely day.
(reverts to his normal voice.)
Ask any native of any colony, they'll tell you the same story.
And so off they go, the English colonizing here and there and everywhere.
Like ants.  Or maybe bees.
Of course, the English have certain advantages over the smaller creatures.
Great huge ships, ferociously fast, look at the good ship Dawnracer, 
what could stand in the way of so mighty a vessel?
Counting the days left, down from a hundred,  ninety days left, then eighty, 
Around the Cape, swoosh, as easy as you please, seventy days, then sixty.
Miss Annie and her bees keep mostly to themselves.
She checks them every three or four hours, and spends the rest of her time above decks, 
taking in the sun and the sea air.....
(FOCUS BROADENS  to include ANNIE, coming onto the ship's "deck", arranging her place with a relaxed ease as:)
 ... and taking the measure of herself, of a new feeling, 
sitting lightly on her skin and softly in her bones,
a change, but from where? From the outside in? From the inside out?
What is it?

(FOCUS SHIFTS, the MAORI giving way as ANNIE and a suggestion of the ship return. 
She is seated; at her side is a chess set, perhaps sitting atop a small barrel or a second chair; in her lap, a board containing a place for her journal, and a recession for an ink bottle. In addition there are also one or two pamphlets or magazines.
She has been writing, but we find her now paused, searching for the words to express her state of mind-- after a beat, the simplicity of the truth comes to her with a small laugh, and she returns to her writing:)
ANNIE
I'm happy!
I know it sounds silly, Calvin, but it really is as simple as that.
Strange, that something like happiness should feel so alien.
I almost didn't recognize it, I had become so removed within my routine,
it's been the better part of two months
and I seem to find something to mend on the hives every day,
But a few days ago I began to notice that at the end of a particular bit of work, 
there was this giddy feeling, a sort of pleasant excitement, and all at once, it struck me: 
I'm happy.  
It's a feeling that's been too long a stranger,
and I am resolved to keep it, and see that it feels at home within me,.
Just the simple act of traveling makes me feel changed.  As though I'm a new person....
You'll be especially pleased to hear that the sea air has combined with walks along these decks
to have my knee well on the mend,
and these days I leave my walking stick in my cabins.
But! Fear not, for changed as I may feel, there is no doubt 
that I am, as ever,  your loving sister.
(She tucks the book away, along with the rest of her writing utensils, keeping hold of one magazine. She finds the right page and then turns her attention wholly to the chessboard.  Her focus is total, although she absently hums a bit of the tune heard a moment ago, perhaps the same phrase, sticking in a loop in her mind as she ponders.  SIMON appears, and holds for a moment, taking in the scene, before moving slowly closer. 
If she is aware of him, she makes no sign.
At length:)
SIMON
Who's winning?

ANNIE






(not looking up:)
At the moment, I would have to call the position murky 
but I've no doubt Mister Morphy shall prove the stronger player.
SIMON
Mister Morphy?
(looks around, more for her sake than his own)
Must be a pretty tiny fellow. How's he manage to push the pieces?
ANNIE
I am playing through the moves of a game he played last year, for my own amusement.
(she holds up the magazine.)
SIMON
But don't you know already who won?
ANNIE
Yes, but the point is appreciating the beauty of the winning scheme.
Let's see, rook to there? But……
(she ponders this for a beat without making the move, then a broad smile creeps across her face.)
Oh, Mister Morphy.........
(she plays the move with a flourish, and looks at SIMON expectantly.)
SIMON
Well, that's not very bright, he's going to lose his queen, isn't he?
ANNIE
Indeed, he is, would you like to commit the regicide yourself?
SIMON
All right....
(he removes the queen, holding it.)
Now what?
ANNIE
Now pawn to --- oh, I forgot, you may not know, do you know how a second queen is made?
SIMON
Well-- I'd've thought in the usual way, with the King getting together with the first queen........

ANNIE
You are vulgar, sir.
SIMON
Oh, well, imagine that, a sailing man, talking vulgar, 
very well, tell me please, madame, how is a second queen made?
ANNIE
If any pawn manages to march across the entire board and reaches the eighth rank, 
it becomes a new queen, which in this case...
(she is taking the queen he captured a moment ago and replacing her in the pawn's spot...)
makes... for... checkmate!
SIMON
Hunh.....
ANNIE
He's absolutely brilliant. A queen sacrifice!
SIMON
So you mean to say that a player can make as many queens as he likes?
ANNIE
Well, there is a certain amount of work involved….
(a beat; she laughs.)
How strange....
SIMON
What is?
ANNIE
I don't know why I never thought of it before..... 
Bees do the same thing
When the hive becomes large enough, they make a new queen 
and then she takes some of the workers off with her and they start their own hive.
SIMON
So they make more than just honey, eh?
ANNIE
Oh my, yes. They make their own homes, their own food, their own queens.
They make everything they need, and do quite a bit for the rest of the world along the way.

SIMON
Maybe they made you. 
Maybe they needed someone like you to take them to the ends of the earth.
ANNIE
Perhaps.
(she seems to be packing up to leave, and he'd like it if she stayed, so:)
SIMON
I was wondering, don't they ever sting you?
ANNIE
Occasionally.  Not so much anymore.  
They've gotten used to me over the years,  
I'm even able to handle them without any protection.
SIMON
Protection?
ANNIE
Special hats and gloves and smoke machines and so forth. I don't use any of it.
SIMON
"Handle them," you mean to say you actually... touch them?? With your bare hands??
ANNIE
Of course. When I visit them, they come out to see me.
SIMON
And they never sting??
ANNIE
Well I shouldn't say "never."  I'd say never often.
I once counted twenty-four, but that was some years ago, and--
SIMON
Hold on a moment, twenty-four, you were stung twenty four times??

ANNIE
I believe so, twenty-three or twenty-four.
SIMON
Didn't it hurt?!
ANNIE
Of course it hurt, 
a bee sting is meant to hurt, after all, but.....
You don't understand, do you know how many bees were on me?
Over three thousand.  Yes.  But listen:
Two dozen stings, out of thousands,
each one of those thousands
making a specific decision about me.
And only two dozen made that decision.
I wish I had that luck with people.....
And the ones that did decide to sting, well,
they died, of course. As all bees do upon stinging.
They thought me so dire
that they were willing to die to turn me away from their home.
So, even those few, well-- one really must admire them.
I've never given my life for anything.
SIMON
I shouldn't be in too great a rush, 
once you give your life it's practically impossible to get it back.
ANNIE
You think so?  You've given your life to what, to this ship, to the sea?
SIMON
More a loan than a gift.  Its not really so noble as you make it sound.  A bit like hiding, actually.
Way out here, slipping along, skirting the edge of things.
I mean, you need only look to see it-- wherever we are, that's the edge.  
You can even see the curve where it starts to fall away…
Gets to be the only place you feel safe.
(Beat. He grins.)
Unless some madwoman brings a great load of bees aboardship.
(She smiles, emboldening him:)
No offense, but it is a bit mad, isn't it, just the tiniest bit?
ANNIE
You sound like my brother.

SIMON
He must be a smart fellow then.
ANNIE
He thinks he is.
(Beat.)
He is. Just a bit too...careful. Of me, I mean.
SIMON
Who can blame him? He's protecting something valuable.
ANNIE
You think so, do you?
SIMON
I do.
(Better judgment aside, she can't help but be pleased by this.  He moves toward her, thinking to consolidate the moment; she leans away)
ANNIE
I think it might be rather more practical
if we saw how we might be as friends, don't you?
SIMON
 But aren't we friends?
ANNIE
No. We don't know one another at all.
But we might become friends. And that's a rare thing indeed.
(She is ready for argument, but he simply gazes at her.)
What are you looking at?
(he continues his steady gaze.)
I know what you think you're doing, and you may stop at once, you're not a mesmerist.
(another beat; she can't help a laugh.)
Honestly, you're being foolish, stop it!
SIMON
(shrugging:)
All right.

ANNIE
Sailing Men.  How old are you?
SIMON
I'm thirty-six.
ANNIE
(as though this explained a great deal:)
Ah.
SIMON
How old are you then, you're more or less my age, right?
ANNIE
 A great deal more, I should think.
SIMON
Nah.
ANNIE
Yyaah.
SIMON
What then, thirty-seven? eight?  is that what you call "a great deal"?
ANNIE
Your inquiries are rude, sir.
SIMON
 You asked me first, dint ya?
(Beat.)
ANNIE
I'm 54.
(He laughs.)
What?
SIMON
Pull the other one, me mum's fifty four!
ANNIE
Thanks awfully....
SIMON
And she's top-of-the-line fifty four, too, you can't have seen forty yet.
ANNIE
I saw forty so far back that even spectacles as thick as-- oh.
(she is checking the top of her head, looking around.)
SIMON
What is it? 
ANNIE
I've mislaid my spectacles, how very peculiar….
SIMON
You must not need em.  After all, spectacles are only for old ladies.
ANNIE
Stop talking rubbish, 
if you won't accept my word then you can't deny the testament of all this grey hair, hm?
SIMON
I don't know what you mean, mum, there's not any grey on your head.
ANNIE
Fiddlesticks, the glare is blinding you, perhaps my hat makes it difficult for you to--
SIMON
It's nothing to do with glare or hats, I can't see you?  Right here in front of me?
Here, have a look.
(he has produced a small, polished steel shaving mirror, he holds it before her eyes)
You may be confused about the woman I mean, I mean that woman there.
(she has taken the mirror from him and stands, moving a pace away, fascinated and filled with apprehension.)
ANNIE
 What on earth...
(she pulls off her hat; there are, in fact, no grey hairs beneath it. She stares.)
Good heavens.....
SIMON
That's what I said when I saw her, too......

(she lifts a hand to her cheek, confirming the authenticity of the view, but then, quickly handing it away.)
ANNIE
A flaw, sir, a flaw in the reflection, a flattery, 
you might mass produce it and make quite a tidy sum in a traveling medicine show.
(He reluctantly takes it.)
SIMON
Please yourself.
ANNIE
I always do.
SIMON
The reflection's flawed, my eyes are flawed, it's the glare, 
It's anything but what it really is, eh?
(He begins to exit)
ANNIE
 I-- please, I do beg your pardon, don't be angry--
SIMON
 Angry? No ma'am. 
(he genuinely is not)
One thing you learn out here, is to trust what you see.
And what I see right now,
is a woman who can't trust what she sees.
I'd be a mean sort to get angry at that, now wouldn't I? Bit sad, maybe. 
You don't need your spectacles.  You just need to trust your eyes.
(he exits. ANNIE receding, MAORI stepping forward; he is now at the point at which everything is amusing:)
MAORI
For as long as we have known them, The White Man,--and The White Woman, too--
have had some very funny ideas. About how the world is,  how it works. 
They talk about something they call The Real World
and something else they call The Supernatural.
I beg your pardon-- but it really is ridiculous!
"Supernatural."  
(a laugh escapes, and through it he admonishes:)
If it happens, it's natural!
Whatever it might be.

MAORI

continued
A woman gets older, this is natural.  A woman gets younger, this is natural too!
The world is still a very big place, no matter how many maps you have.
If a piece of stone one morning sheds a tear, that it is strange, 
but natural. It must be! Because it has happened!
But the English had other ideas for us. To win us to their faith.

(and his hilarity fades, a kind of sorrow is its place.)
Faith. Another strange word:
What sort of faith is it, that says only the ordinary is natural?
Why are you so afraid of miracles?
A stone that sheds a tear is no more strange than one which doesn't.
Sometimes I wonder whether the stones in the white man's world don't cry all the time.
The world has his own moods, you know. 
(sound of wind building)
Sometimes huffy!
(wind builds more strongly)
Sometimes outright angry!
(the wind dies, quickly, and there is only the slow creaking of the ship in a dead calm.)
And sometimes…. he's in the mood to make you wait.
(ANNIE comes into view; she is seated at a small table within her cabin, and she is nearly trembling with frustration.)
ANNIE
September twenty-first, day seventy.
What had been a journey of wondrous speed
has come to a grinding,
no, a sloshing halt, 
as we find ourselves without the slightest breath of wind.
It is maddening to have been making such splendid headway 
and then for this great ship to suddenly be no better than a cork, bobbing and drifting
and waiting, the waiting, how I hate waiting, as you very well know, Calvin,
I am not one to sit by and simply allow her fate to be decided, 
I want to do something, take some sort of action, 
I would get out and pull if there were a place to plant my feet, 
but I cannot do anything to help.  And so I sit, and I pace, 
and my thoughts are so jumbled, something is happening to me Calvin,
and I wish I could tell you about it or explain it to you
but I don't have the words for it yet, I don't know whether it's good or bad 
or all in my mind, and I can't sort it out because this stillness, this waiting,
it drives me to absolute distraction!
(she pauses for a moment, recognizing that her mood seems to be spiraling dangerously.  She gathers herself and continues, more calmly.)
ANNIE 

continued
But just as I've never been one to sit idle, neither have I been one to complain.
I may be able to make use of these circumstances to help my bees.
At least it will pass the time.
And perhaps by then, the wind will have returned and I'll be a more civil correspondent.
Your loving sister.
(She exits her cabin to the decks, where SIMON is  appraising some sailcloth. He looks up and calls to an unseen crew member:)
SIMON
It's just the leeches that are bad, the cloth is still good!
(ANNIE approaches cautiously, moving through the canvas as though wading, unnoticed by SIMON who continues:)
No, it's in the forward storage, and use the Webster's twenty-four inch! Right!
(he notices ANNIE.)
Hello there.
ANNIE
Good morning.
SIMON
Before we get started on anymore talk about age and so forth, 
let's all admit that all this sitting still when we ought to be sailing is aging everyone, fair enough?
ANNIE
I'm sorry I was so.... haughty with you before.
SIMON
Don't mention it. Me Da always warned me about women and the subject of age,
ANNIE
What's all this?
SIMON
When I've done, it will be a suitably restored lower top-gallant.  A sail.

ANNIE
I'd never have known.
SIMON
Captain Hubbard doesn't like an idle crew, so since there's no wind anyway, we've brought some of the sails in for some rehabilitation.  Make sure they're tip-top for when the wind returns. 
ANNIE
And what do you think, when will that happen?
SIMON
Dunno. It’s a puzzle, that's sure.
I'll say this, though, I've never before been on seas that were completely calm. 
That's one of the nice things about a clipper ship, so much sail you can catch even a tiny breeze,
but then, that's only if there's a tiny breeze to catch.
So, in the meantime, we'll make our repairs and spruce things up so that when the wind returns
we'll be able to get quickly underway.
ANNIE
How quickly?  
SIMON
Between the first breath of breeze and full sail, probably two, three hours.  
That's why we've got to work fast, so we'll be ready if it comes.
ANNIE
Oh this is splendid!
SIMON
Hold on, I didn't say we would be moving in three hours, I said we could--
ANNIE
No, no, it's the bees, I was hoping for this, I must speak to the Capt--ah, splendid, here he comes.
SIMON
He's, ohh, bloody hell......
(he has seen the approach which we now hear:)
HUBBARD
Mister Walker!
Once again I find you apparently transfixed in the presence of our Miss Pilgrim, 
but I can assure you sir that no man can satisfactorily service two women at once
and at the moment the good lady Dawnracer is in considerably greater need of your services,
do I make myself clear!

SIMON
Aye, sir, I'll see what's taking the lads so long with those tools.
HUBBARD
Please do so.  And re-stretch those bolt-lines before you raise it again.
SIMON
Aye, sir. Oh, and sir?
HUBBARD
What now, Walker?
SIMON
(as he is exiting, timing it just right:)
When we get back home, I want to introduce you to the Felton twins.
They may change your mind about one man servicing two women. Sir.
HUBBARD
I shall re-cap the mizzen with your head, Walker!
I must apologize, madam, my crew seems to feel that this calm grants them special liberties.
ANNIE
Actually, Captain, I wanted to ask you about that-- 
Mister Walker was guessing that it will be at least a short time before we could get underway,
even if the wind returned this instant, and  if that's so sir then I'd like to ask a favor.  
It's about my bees.
HUBBARD
It usually is, Miss Pilgrim, 
conditions too damp, too dry, too hot, too cold, what shall it be today, too much salt in the sea?
ANNIE
We have an excellent opportunity to keep them from dying.
HUBBARD
What are you saying, they're dying, when did this happen?
ANNIE
It's not irreversible, but it is a problem when bees are confined for too long a time, 
and our current lack of progress is only aggravating the situation.
HUBBARD
And your lack of clarity is aggravating me.
ANNIE
Bees will never foul their own hives, Captain. They'll sooner perish. 
This is not a problem when they can fly out at will,
and they can even be closed up for a great many days,
but eventually nature will run its slow course, and their wastes build up within them
and they must leave the hive, it's called a cleansing flight.
I open the hives for a few minutes and then reseal them all when they've done.
If I could bring them up here, we could do it from anywhere on the deck that you like.
HUBBARD
And without it they die?
ANNIE
They certainly could do, yes.
HUBBARD
Mister Peters! You and Jeffries bring Miss Pilgrim's hive boxes up here immediately!
ANNIE
This is wonderful, Captain, thank you very much-- shall we set them toward the bow,
away from all the work?
HUBBARD
That would be ideal.
Hm.  You know, it strikes me that their hive is rather like a ship at sea, isn't it? 
It's their entire world.
ANNIE
Indeed it is, Captain, and they will die before soiling it.
HUBBARD
I know a few men could take a page from that book.
Tell me, do your cargo face any other imminent dooms of which I should be informed?
ANNIE
None that I foresee, Captain. 
HUBBARD
Good.
(TIMOTHY and THOMAS come into view with the first hive.)
You'll direct this bit of labor? 
ANNIE
Yes, Captain. I remember these gentlemen, they're quite capable.
HUBBARD
See to it, Miss Pilgrim, and quickly.  The wind could return at any time.
(HUBBARD exits. ANNIE turns to the two sailors, who wait expectantly, still holding the hive.)
THOMAS
Uh, 'scuse us, miss, the Cap'n said we just bring this above decks....?
ANNIE
Yes, splendid, he asked that they be put on the.... deck, up there.
TIMOTHY
All the way up there?
ANNIE
I've got to run to my cabin to fetch my tools, I'll be back directly.
THOMAS
Do you really need all four of them?
ANNIE
Yes, and as quickly as possible please, thank you gentlemen!
(and she is gone.  While TIMOTHY and THOMAS move the hive up, THOMAS grumbles, mocking her:)
THOMAS
"Thank you, gentleman," la-de-da,  
like we'll just fall all over her just for her callin us gentlemen
Oh Gentlemen, I need some boxes moved.....
(the hive is now in its place.  They move back down, on their way to fetch the second..)
It's no way for a ship's crew to be treated,
it's us that gets this ship where it's going and people like her what get in the way.
TIMOTHY
(stopping them:)
I don't like them, Tom.  I don't like touching them.
THOMAS
Well. I'm not too keen on it m'self.  
Truth to tell, I been thinking a lot about those boxes. 
Every minute that we sit here, not moving, I think about em a little bit more.
Ask yourself-- why aren't we moving?
TIMOTHY
No wind?
THOMAS
And where's the wind gone?
TIMOTHY
Away?
THOMAS
But where away.  And why.  
It's almost like the wind is waiting for something before it comes back.
Maybe the wind don't like those boxes any more than we do, have you thought of that?
TIMOTHY
No….
THOMAS
I mean, here we have this woman, the captain lets her onboard even though he knows--
TIMOTHY
Shh!  There she is!
(ANNIE has taken a different route to gain the spot where her hive is; during the ensuing, she will pry open the hive and enact what TIMOTHY and THOMAS see:)
THOMAS
Stay down!
TIMOTHY
What's she doing?
THOMAS
It looks like she's got some little crow-bar, yeah, thass it, 
she's prying open the front of the box.....
TIMOTHY
She's lettin em out??!

(Again we hear the deep humming sound we heard earlier-- perhaps the MAORI creates it, or augments it.)
THOMAS
I think she might.... what the hell!
(ANNIE has assumed the same position as that of the "robing" monologue from earlier:)
TIMOTHY
Christ almighty Tom, is that them?  Is that them, crawling around on her?!
THOMAS
They're all over her!
TIMOTHY
We should help her!
THOMAS
(stopping him:)
Hang on, lad, not so fast...
(ANNIE laughs, enjoying it. TIMOTHY and THOMAS are horrified.)
TIMOTHY
She's laughing!
THOMAS
I knew it! She's some kinda devil!
(SIMON has entered, and hold around a corner, able to hear them, but not seeing ANNIE.  The "bees" are beginning to leave her, descending her arms and returning to the hive.)
TIMOTHY
They're starting to go back in the box now, Tom, whaddawe do?
THOMAS
I tell ya what we do, we put a stop to all this right now, that's what we do!
SIMON






(stepping into view:)
Put a stop to what, Jeffries?
THOMAS
'smatter Walker, no more seamstress work today?

SIMON
It's Mister Walker, Jeffries me lad, and you'd do well to remember it, 
what were you on about just now?
THOMAS
Me an Mister Peters here are worried about the ship see,  
we think there might be a spot a trouble.
(They both look toward ANNIE, and SIMON tracks their gaze, aware of her presence for the first time.)
SIMON
There's no trouble on this ship that stiff wind won't cure, and certainly not with Miss Pilgrim. 
Now, don't you have work to attend to?
THOMAS
Aye, Mister Walker-- that we do.  C'mon Tim.
(as they exit, ANNIE is descending to SIMON; She watches them going, surprised:)
ANNIE
Everything all right?
SIMON
Those two are up to something.
ANNIE
What is it?
SIMON
I couldn't say.  But you mind your step around them until we're underway again. 
ANNIE
If there's something specific on your mind I do wish you'd be good enough to share it.
SIMON
I heard them talking. About you, about your bees. 
Something about bad luck. I couldn't make it all out,
and I stepped in before it turned into a rally.
ANNIE
Bad luck? Do you mean hexes, and jinxes, and all that superstitious nonsense?
SIMON
It's not nonsense onboard a ship, especially a ship in trouble.
ANNIE
Why, what trouble, as soon as the wind returns we'll be--
SIMON
What if the wind never returned? What if something were keeping the wind away? Do you see?
ANNIE
You mean to say that grown men could actually
SIMON
I'm just saying the ship is in a strange spot, it makes the crew nervous,
and they're not all so big on thinking, right?
Someone like Thomas gets talking, gives them a hook to hang things on, you see?
ANNIE
This is absurd.
SIMON
Lots of things are absurd just lately. People blaming the weather on bugs, that's absurd.
A ship that has thirty sails and none of them can catch a breath of air, that's absurd.
Women who lose their grey hair and watch their faces get smoother, that's absurd too, isn't it?
It's like I said before, some people only see what they want to see.
(Beat.)
It's all probably nothing.
All I'm saying is to stay on your toes, 
especially around Thomas and Timothy,
they may seem stupid, but you have to remember--
THOMAS






(from off, but close:)
You have to remember what's important to you.
(THOMAS and TIMOTHY step into view, holding the second of the hive boxes, staying alongside the ship's rail. THOMAS continues:)
Isn't that the sort of thing you were about to say, Mister Walker? 
Remember what's important,
and remember who's got hold of it at any particular moment, right?
ANNIE
Gentlemen, good, I'm glad you've returned,
Mister Walker was just reminding me that we need to be quick about our work,
the wind may return at any time and we'll need to get  underway, 
so if you'll set that one down and get the last two up as quickly as you can, we'll--
THOMAS
"The wind may return at any time," what's that, you're giving your permission, like?
ANNIE
I only meant that it might, if you would set that down and fetch the others--
THOMAS
You're in charge of the wind, is that it?
SIMON
Bloody hell, Jeffries, what are you playing at?
THOMAS
Stay out of this, Mister Walker.
ANNIE
Actually, now I think about it,  you needn't trouble yourself about the others, 
you may set that one down and I will see to the others myself.
THOMAS
You're awfully keen on this one being set down.
It's like she doesn't like us touching them, doesn't it seem like that to you, Tim?
TIMOTHY
Like maybe we're not good enough. Like maybe something might happen.
THOMAS
Yeh, I hadn't thought of that Tim, you're right, 
what if something happened, what if the whole lot went tumbling over the side,
that'd be terrible, wouldn't it?
ANNIE
If you put it down this instant, I shan't inform Captain Hubbard.
THOMAS
Oh you shan't, shan't you? 
ANNIE
Stop this!
(Beat. She finds control.)
You are holding my property against my wishes. 
You are also obstructing the Queen's business.
Things will go very badly for you if you don't simply--
THOMAS
Things will go badly for us? Things are already going badly for us!
(his voice rises, and he seems to addressing a larger audience than just ANNIE and SIMON, making his voice available for the unseen sailors all over the ship, on deck and above.)
You don't think things have already gone badly for us?
we're already at least two days off our schedule, 
That's two days off our bonus shares, with more sure to follow, 
and where's that time gone?
To the same place that the wind has gone! Away from us! Away from our ship, 
and gone for how long? How long before the food and water start to run out,  
and why? She's why, she and these strange white boxes, 
and we think that they're what ought to be gone!
SIMON
Miss Pilgrim, let's you and I fetch the Captain.
ANNIE
I can't just leave!
SIMON
 (quietly, urgently:)
They want nothing more than an audience, 
if we march away toward the bridge, right now, 
I guarantee we'll return and find your hive safely on the deck 
and these two nowhere to be seen,  now please--
(he is attempting to pull her away but she wrenches free:)
ANNIE
NO!
(to TIMOTHY and THOMAS:)
Is it money you want?  You're worried about your bonuses?  
How much would your bonuses be, an extra ten pounds sterling, twenty?
I'll give you fifty pounds apiece if you --

TIMOTHY
We don't want your money!  We want you and your jonah bees off this ship!
ANNIE
That's not going to happen.
THOMAS
Oh isn't it?
(and he hoists the hive higher yet.)
ANNIE
STOP IT!
(HUBBARD arrives)
HUBBARD
What is the meaning of all of this?   Mister Jeffries, Mister Peters, return to your posts at once!
THOMAS
What for, Cap'n?  My post is only for sailing, how can we sail with no wind,
how can we sail when we've got hex-boxes and witch women stopping us at every turn,--
SIMON
You're talking nonsense Jeffries, just put the box down and--
THOMAS
We've got to make things right on board this ship! 
that's what we're going to do right now,  here we go, Tim, on three, one... two......
ANNIE
WAIT!
(but they do not wait, and toss the hive over.)
NOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!!!
(and perhaps under or through her cry we can hear a faint, splintering, crashing splash, and ANNIE spreads her arms and cries out again, a final refusal of the will of whatever dark god has wrought this horror.)
NOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!!
(ANNIE lifts her gaze to the heavens, and the "ship" holds in tableau as FOCUS SHIFTS to the MAORI, stepping forward. He now has the regretful tone of one who knows a painful comeuppance is en route to someone who should have seen it coming.)
MAORI
I said it before: Do not interfere 
with a woman who knows where she is going.
Because some women are only trying to get to the place they most belong
and sometimes that place can reach out to help them.
(the next sequence shall be a rapid shifting between ANNIE aboard ship and the MAORI; these moments do not overlap, and the "ship" is still when the MAORI speaks.   )
ANNIE
Tawhiri matea!
MAORI
She spoke the name of Tawhiri, the god of storms and wind.
He was sleeping, of course, which was why the wind was gone,
and he was startled awake by the voice calling from that place, and so he listened.
ANNIE
E whakaaturia Tawhiri!
E whakkaturia e raua nohinohi ana!
MAORI
And Tawhiri saw the men who stood against her, and he became angry.
ANNIE
Kia whaha atu riri!
MAORI
And the men on that ship began to feel a great wind rising in their midst.
(a literal wind effect, taped or live, is fine... and one might also consider reprising the earlier "hum" sound, building it, and perhaps mixing it with more "conventional" wind..... TIMOTHY and THOMAS are now badly frightened)
TIMOTHY
What's happening! Thomas, what's she doing?
THOMAS
It's like some kinda typhoon… 
TIM
Is she tricking us or is it real?

THOMAS
It's witchcraft, you stupid bastard! RUN!
(and the two sailors scramble away as ANNIE continues
and the wind builds:)
ANNIE
Kawea atu matau na kainga!
(the MAORI joins her in this final line, repeating it, chanting to the sky :)
ANNIE and MAORI
Whakarongo mai ki ta aku inoi!
aku inoi!
aku inoi!
(ANNIE freezes in rapture, her face upturned, her arms open as in her earlier monologue about being "enrobed")
HUBBARD
Do you have any notion of what we should do, Walker?
SIMON
I don't know what to do about her, sir, 
I don't know what any of it means, but I know that this is a serious wind
and I don't know how long we'll have it!
(HUBBARD is obviously torn between the need to care for the mysteriously stricken woman before him and the need to see to his ship.  In the end, his ship wins.)
HUBBARD
You make an excellent point, Mister Walker, yes indeed, we'll to it,
ALL HANDS! LAY ON SAIL! LET'S CATCH IT WHILE WE CAN, LADS!
(perhaps here a restoration of the sailcloth to the full magnificence of our first sight of it-- the restoration could continue under the following.)
Mister Walker....could you see whether you could perhaps get Miss Pilgrim to her cabins?
SIMON
Aye, sir.
HUBBARD
(calling to unseen crew as he exits:)
Look alive there, I want every foot of sail you can find, 
tablecloths, handkerchiefs, if it'll hold wind lash it up there!

(and he is off. SIMON approaches ANNIE gently.)
SIMON
Miss Pilgrim? Anne?
(her arms lower, and she staggers a bit; SIMON steadies her.)
Are you all right?
ANNIE
My bees!
SIMON
Easy does it now.
ANNIE
He-- that man threw them over....
SIMON
Yes, I'm afraid he did. One of them.  The rest of them are safe.
ANNIE
(she is aware for the first time of the change in the air around her.)
What... What's  happening, is it a storm?
SIMON
It might be-- I've never in my life felt a wind like this
without a storm behind it. 
ANNIE
I remember... those men.... they threw my bees over the side.....
and then-- did I black out?
SIMON
You may have done. You were talking in a strange language. 
Shouting, really.
ANNIE
But I don't speak any other languages....
SIMON
Well, you were.  And a moment later this wind started.
ANNIE
Oh.  
SIMON
It's a very good wind, we could make up every bit of lost time and more besides, if it holds. 
ANNIE
It believe it will.
SIMON
Yes.  I believe you're right.  Now, let's get you back below, you've had quite a shock. 
Here we are.....
(she allows herself to be escorted slowly off, and FOCUS SHIFTS  to the MAORI.
He is now at that level of intoxication at which hilarity can blur into rage and then grief and then back again, all with unsettling speed.)
MAORI
(he looks out at the audience, as though disturbed to see us there.)
What're you lot here for?  For me?
(a bitter bark of a laugh)
Then tell me this, what'm I  here for, eh?
's a big question, isn't it?
"What am I for?"
I don't know. I don't know what I'm for!
(an astonished giggle, which flashes into suspicion.)
I'm not for being stared at!
And, and, and I'm not for town, for bricks and glass and the noise, noise, noise,
shhhhhhh……
(he tips up the bottle for the last few drops and has some notion of what he must look like.)
I'm not for this!
(he hurls the bottle offstage and we hear it shatter.  He begins tearing at his clothes, pulling off his vest and his shirt and flinging them away as:)
And I'm not for all this! 
(he is out of things to reject, and near tears he moves to the great tree, perhaps embracing it.)
Tane knows what he is for. He's for holding up the sky.  But what's the point!
(a beat.  He giggles.)
Old things know better than to ask the point of things.  And I'm old…..

MAORI

continued
(he re-gathers himself.)
The good ship Dawnracer!  Never ask the point, but grabbing Tawhiri's wind-hand and flying,
should call herself Dawnbeater!
And the Lady Anne, never asking the point either…..
(he sees ANNIE, making her way to a piece of ship's rail, and draws strength and dignity from her.)
She was great.  Because she had doubts, but never despair.  Even on her last night aboardship,
with nothing known and nothing certain, except the fact that she will not sleep, 
making her way into the night air…. smelling the smells of a land that is so close….
and land who knows she is coming…
(A sudden resolve:)
And who knows what to do to make ready!
(MAORI hurries offstage, as FOCUS SHIFTS to the deck, very late-- or very early, if you like.
The wind has relented to a very gentle breeze.
ANNIE, at the rail, listening to the quiet, breathing. A voice calling the watch-- "Two bells!" and then peace again for a count of three. SIMON approaches. Without looking back:)
SIMON
The sun'll be up soon. 
ANNIE
Yes.  Do you suppose I might awaken then, and find myself back home?
SIMON
I've been waiting for that same thing for almost twenty years.  But so far I've been lucky.
ANNIE
Strange luck.
SIMON
Feeling sorry for ourselves, are we?
ANNIE
Not at all!  I --
I just like knowing what's coming, so that I can do my bit to help it,
and the past few weeks, I haven't been able to help anything.
Things are just--happening, and it-- it tasks me.

SIMON
I can tell you what's coming:  This time tomorrow, you'll be rid of all of us,
you'll do your bit for the colonies, you'll get your reward, and you can spend the rest of your life
either trying to make sense of the last hundred days or else forgetting them as fast as you can.
ANNIE
I never forget anything.  Especially not kindness.
 (she spies something.)
Do you see that? That flickering?
SIMON
Where... oh, yeah! There it is, that's bound to be the coast.  Campfires, maybe, or cook fires
ANNIE
Really? Don't they seem awfully large?
SIMON
It's hard to tell in this half light...... yeah, I see what you mean, they seem..... that's strange.
(from above:)
VOICE
Land Ho! Land Ho!
(HUBBARD appears.)
HUBBARD
I see we're all eager to face the day, 
what do you make of those fires, Walker?
SIMON
We were just wondering the same thing, sir, hard to tell in this light.
HUBBARD
(producing a small scope, which he raises to his eye, peering intently.)
Have to see if I can train it on one of the fi--
Christ almighty.....
(FOCUS SHIFTS to MAORI, striding back onto stage; he wears the pieces of  a more traditional Maori garb, which, for the upper body, involves mainly pieces of simple, decorative jewelry.  He carries in one hand a war-club, a long wooden weapon, and in the other he carries a dark blue face paint, which he will apply in the

 form of the traditional Maori facial tattoos-- elaborate dots, scrolling around his features.  He speaks during this, the worst effects of the whiskey replaced by a tight focus: )
MAORI
When you whites first came here, we were interested in you.
The sea had brought you to this place, same as us.
Maybe you were sent from the gods. We knew that we could learn from you.
And you were very pleased to teach us, oh yes! 
But the lessons you taught didn't feel true. 
The future you described for us felt like a strange hope 
that you were trying to beat into the truth,
just by saying it over and over and over.
It's not that the men themselves were bad men.
When you talked to one, just talking, one person to another, they were easy to get along with.
But single people turn into groups,
And when people think in groups, a quarrel is a hard thing to avoid.
(FOCUS SHIFTS  to the ship:)
ANNIE
Captain, what do you see? 
WALKER 
What is it, sir?
HUBBARD
Here, see for yourself.
(WALKER takes the telescope.)
WALKER 
Bloody hell.......
ANNIE
Would someone have the decency to please.....
SIMON
It's the harbor. Several of the buildings are burning, warehouses. 
HUBBARD
That's only part of it, Mister Walker, what troubles me is the absence of any effort to put it out,
it's as though the colonists had more pressing matters to attend to.
ANNIE
What on earth could be more pressing than a warehouse fire, 
isn't that where they keep their provisions, their food--
SIMON
Their weapons, everything. Yes.
ANNIE
But Captain, what on earth does it mean?
HUBBARD
My guess is that it's some sort of native uprising. Local trouble.
SIMON
Do you think they might try to come out here, Captain?
(FOCUS SHIFTS  to the MAORI, his transformation continuing as he speaks.)
MAORI
The white men come to our homes. 
To trade? Wonderful. To Teach? Fine, To Learn, lovely.
To Take. 
This is where the quarrel begins. 
So we try to talk, we make a peace, together, a treaty.  Wonderful, they say.  They sign it,
then they say "we've changed our minds, that treaty's no good."
But we are not children.
(He has now fully assumed a warrior's visage, and reaches down to pick up a war club, which he holds with a menacing familiarity.)
When someone makes it clear that there's no talking to him,
he has taken away all your choices but one.
(He stamps forward once, and again, speeding the weapon in a quick, fluid motion that is both ritual and practical.. He completes this, holding our gaze for a count of three, then, from the ship: )
VOICE
SMALL BOAT OFF THE PORT BOW!  SOMEONE'S COMING!
 (ANNIE walks toward center; the MAORI is moving to meet her, proud, defiant. He stamps ceremoniously into a position at her side. She turns to him; they face each other for a count of five. 
BLACKOUT.  END ACT ONE.)
ACT TWO
(We return to find the stage empty of people. To stage left, in shadow, a suggestion of docks, not so different from those of Liverpool which we glimpsed in the first act. In the docks area, tucked away, something covered by a breadth of sailcloth. To the other side, more brightly lit, the Great Tree.
LIGHTS UP to full as the MAORI walks slowly out, war club still in hand; as he approaches his place, his posture shifts to a sparring stance, and he stamps toward position at the foot of the great tree ..... and then, suddenly, he falls to his knees, and murmurs quietly, laying the war club at the tree's base.  He then rises and steps toward us:)
MAORI
I have apologized to mighty Tane, and now I must apologize to you as well.
You come here for a story, and I give you a drunken old fool.
But no more!  I have forsworn both the whiskey and the weapon,
and I'll do my best to remember where I am, and treat our place together with respect.
A man has to earn the right to be in this place.  If Maori means "of this place"
and it does
then no one may be Maori without deserving it, hey? 
(he sets the war club down.)
So!  Time to get busy remembering and telling, hey?
We left off with the Lady Anne in something of a fix, didn't we?
(ANNIE, SIMON and HUBBARD resume their places onboard ship; the MAORI continues:)
Her destination in flames, and the good ship Dawnracer, with nowhere to go
and someone coming, out of the darkness.
VOICE of Sailor
SMALL BOAT OFF THE PORT BOW! 
Voice of HARBORMASTER
For God's sake, let me aboard, I'm English!
HUBBARD
Walker, cast a line, see what it's all about.
SIMON
Aye sir.

(he exits, although we can perhaps hear his exchanges with an unseen HARBORMASTER, during which:)
HUBBARD
I'm very sorry about all this Miss Pilgrim,
rest assured we shall find safe harbor somewhere very near.
ANNIE
What?! Captain, I'm meant to arrive here!
(SIMON and the HARBORMASTER appear. He is near exhaustion, awkwardly bandaged, bleeding, his clothes in some disarray.)
SIMON
Captain Hubbard sir, this here's the Harbormaster, sir, he came out to warn us off.
HARBORMASTER
The Maori! The bastards, they attacked about an hour ago... most of us sleeping... 
they went after the storehouses,  they'll probably come back to finish us tonight!
HUBBARD
You mean they've gone?
HARBORMASTER
Think so..... didn't see any on my way out here..... lucky..... if they wanted you, 
they'd've boarded you already, in the dark. Sneaky bastards.
HUBBARD
It was very brave of you to come out and warn us.
HARBORMASTER
Warn you? I came out to beg passage, I'm never going back there!
Wherever you're from, take me back with you, or leave me someplace along the way, 
so long as it's not this godforsaken place, I wish I'd never seen it!
HUBBARD
I can't make you any promises at the moment, sir. 
Although it certainly seems clear that we can't make port here, either. 
Mister Walker, what's the next nearest harbor?
ANNIE
Captain! I'm meant to make my delivery here!
HUBBARD
Perhaps you've not been listening, Miss Pilgrim, this harbor is unsafe, we must find another.
ANNIE
He says they've all gone!
HUBBARD
For the moment! They could return at any time,  
I'll not risk Dawnracer simply because you balk at the inconvenience of preserving your own life!
ANNIE
You'll not risk--
Fine. 
(she turns to the HARBORMASTER:)
You sir, you say you're staying on board?
HARBORMASTER
I'm not going back there, that's certain.
ANNIE
Splendid, I'd like the use of your boat, if I may.
SIMON
Annie, for god's sake--
ANNIE
I am on an assignment for her Majesty the Queen!
I am to disembark here, right here, to be met and to be paid for my cargo,
I cannot trouble myself with might happen later today or tonight or never!
Captain.
If you'll be so good as to see my trunk and my hives safely onto this gentlemen's boat, 
you'll have discharged your duty to its fullest and I expect no less,
and you sir!
(to SIMON:)
Your mouth is open to tell me what you'll not stand for, 
and in the wake of that you'll insist on coming with me,
and I'll have neither the rebuke nor the assistance, 
SIMON
Annie. Stop, just stop and think, this is madness.
ANNIE
(laughing; a bit wild:)
Yes! The whole journey's been madness, Simon, or hadn't you noticed?
And part of that madness has been the way in which nature has bent herself 
to bring me to this place. 
Do you know what I think?
I think that if we tried to make any different port, 
a new wind should spring up and bring us right back here. 
No point asking why or how, you said it yourself, things are what they are, 
and this is me!
(Beat.)
You've been a good friend, Simon Walker.
SIMON
I'll not stop being one.
ANNIE
I've no doubt. 
(calling out to the whole world:)
What is taking so long with my things!
HUBBARD
Calm down, Miss Pilgrim, we'll get you and your things off the ship as quickly as we can, 
have no fear.
ANNIE
I haven't!
(HUBBARD exits; SIMON gives ANNIE one last look and then follows.  After a moment, ANNIE exits briskly, to collect her things as FOCUS SHIFTS to the MAORI)
MAORI
A woman, with a destination in mind.
Loading her bees and her belongings into that small boat and bringing it into harbor herself.
This is more like it!  
Small boats that hold entire lives, this is how a Maori arrives in a place!  It's not easy.
Having to get all of her things way up onto those high docks.
The tale might well have ended right there, hey?
Bit of a "Whoops!", a splash, "And she met her end in the briny depths, the end."
But of course, this isn't what happened.  My great-Aunt is what happened. 
She was called Tuahiwi Tamahine Mere.
(MARY enters from stage left and faces directly out, in space, waiting as:)
MAORI

continued
At this time, she is young, not yet of marrying age, and she knows little of the English 
or of why the fires have been set. 
But she is curious.
Listen to her. She only speaks Maori, 
but you've come to hear, and so you shall. 
(he is about to give way, but then has one last notion:)
We'll make Maori of you lot yet.
(and now he does give way, and the girl has the stage, and speaks out, as ANNIE has done:)
MARY
I know that I'm not supposed to be here, but I can't help it.
Something very, very big is happening, and I don't want to be left out of it!
My father is a king and someday I will be a queen, and queens must know things!
I'm awake when the men leave to make this mischief, and I follow behind them, 
watching them set their fires and sneak away….. 
and when I look out over the water I see her. 
A woman, in a small boat, with large boxes.
I can see them clearly. Because they 
glow! 
The lady, the boxes, the boat, all of it glows, 
like the moon, come down out of the sky. 
My mother had very powerful magic, 
and she said that I would always be able to see things no one else saw
but I look at this lady and I think that she has more magic than anyone
and that she is coming right here, to my land and my people, that's it,
that is why I am here, so that it will be me who helps her! 
I am here to make friends with magic!
(running offstage left, calling:)
Lady! Lady! Come this way!
(and she is off.)
MAORI
This is how my people and the Lady Anne first cross paths,
and it's true enough that we got off on the right foot.
(he is cheating his way left, toward the things covered by the sailcloth....)
First, she helped the Lady Anne to find a ladder and make her way up....
ANNIE
(from offstage left:)
Thank you so much........
MAORI
... and then, together, they are able to see her things......
(..and he whisks away the sailcloth, revealing ANNIE's trunk and two hives....)
safely ashore.
(the stage now set, he retreats to his place at the tree, and from off left, we hear ANNIE and MARY approaching, carrying the last of the three hives.)
ANNIE
...gently, gently........
(they are now both in view)
and.... right here, perfect.
(the hive is with its mates.)
Oh! What a relief, I can't begin to thank you enough.....Miss....?
MARY
I don't understand what you're saying, I don't know whether you're a witch or a god,
use your magic to help me!
ANNIE
(for whom the previous sounded like nothing more than a jumble of sound:)
Oh, dear, this could be difficult, do you speak English at all?
MARY
English?
ANNIE
Yes, yes, English, you speak English?
MARY
I think maybe you are only a witch,  a god would never be English.
ANNIE






(disappointed:)
Oh, rotten luck.
(she is looking around, very aware of the fires.)
I don't know how to make you understand me, but I don't think we should stay here….

MARY
You don't like the fires, don't worry, they'll be gone as soon as everything burns up….
ANNIE
No--no, you must slow down, I cannot understand you!
MARY
Use your magic to help me understand you!
(Both make sounds of frustration, and each hears the other; a take, and they laugh together.)
ANNIE
At least we laugh in the same language.
(Beat.)
Huh.
Right then, here--
(pointing to herself:)
Anne. Anne Pilgrim. Anne.
MARY
Anne?
ANNIE
Yes! Anne.
MARY
Anne.
(MARY points at herself.)
I am called Tuahiwi Tamahine Mere.
ANNIE
I'm sorry......?
MARY






(more slowly:)
Tuahiwi Tamahine Mere.
ANNIE
Mary? You said Mary?
MARY






(agreeing, pleased.)
Mere!

ANNIE
Mary! Splendid, it's a fine name. Mary. I want to thank you.
For helping me. With my things. 
(ANNIE gestures to baggage, mimes carrying.)
Thank you?
(and she bows low, the only gesture she can conceive, but it has the wrong effect, as MARY laughs:)
MARY
No, no, no, you do not bow to me, I am not queen yet, 
my father will want to meet you, you can bow to him!
ANNIE
I'm glad you find this all so amusing......
(she looks around, high at the unseen guttering flames)
Although I don't see much to laugh about, this is quite a state of affairs......
(MARY has drifted toward the hives, the simple curiosity of her age:)
MARY
You keep your magic inside these boxes, don't you, that is why they glow…
ANNIE
Oh, careful there! Yes, mustn't touch, careful.
(she has steered MARY back a pace.)
Those are my bees. Bees.
MARY
Beez?
ANNIE
Yes, my bees. Actually, they would be Governor Hutt's bees if he were anywhere near with--
(but MARY has pulled away)
MARY
Hutt!
(she spits, reflexively.)
Hutt is a devil!
ANNIE
Oh you don't like Hutt, isn't that interesting…

MARY
If you have come to give your magic to Hutt then I will bash open your head, witch!
ANNIE
All right, settle down, I'm sorry, no Hutt, you see? No Hutt? Fine…..
(ANNIE's eye returns to her hives.)
Look, I need to pry my hives open just a bit, to see them, 
can you stay right here, just... stay? There? Yes? 
(moving closer to the hives, backing toward them to see that MARY will stay, turning to the hives only when sure.)
I need my pry-tool from my bag.... 
(she rummages, no longer facing MARY, who begins creeping closer to her )
MARY
You would be easy to bash, you don't even feel me when I move, you're a very poor witch….
ANNIE
Here we are!
(ANNIE turns rapidly with her pry bar, and MARY starts guiltily at being caught unawares.)
Look here, stay back, all right? 
When I open them they might come out in rather a big rush, so just... stay back, right there, yes?
MARY
Yes?
ANNIE
Excellent. And here.... we.... go.
(She has pried the board covering the front opening loose, and stepped cleanly back away from any immediate outpouring. ANNIE's intensity of focus is contagious and MARY watches just as closely, curiosity defeating all thoughts of bashing.)
Come on.... come on out..... I wonder if they smell the smoke..... come on......
(We watch as ANNIE's eyes "see" a few bees come out....and up in flight......[NOTE: As with Annie's memory early in the first act, any time the bees are part of the onstage action, they are created solely through the actors' "sight" of them.])

ANNIE 

continued
... there you are, come on out, have a piddle, you're all right........don't tell me you're all.....
(she "sees" more come out, and more...)
good.... good, oh good, you're all right, good good good! 
Hurry out and come straight back!
Good, good, now the other two, stay there Mary...
(MARY thinks she's been called closer and starts to go but:)
No no!
(she stops)
I'm sorry, I know it's confusing. Those creatures-- in the air? They, um,.....
(she describes a motion in the air with her finger, the finger coming to light on her arm and then pinching, and ANNIE's face indicating pain.)
Ouch! Hm?
MARY






(a step back:)
Ouch?
ANNIE
Oh dear, I hate for you to meet them this way..... Sometimes? Sometimes Ouch?
MARY
Ah!  The magic is for Hutt, but to hurt him, that's fine!  
Father will be so pleased I've found you!
(she claps and then, to show she's serious:)
I will stay back from it.
ANNIE
That's good, right there.
(she goes about the business of opening the second hive....)
MARY
Is it enough magic to kill him, or will it only hurt him many many times?
(this hive is equally healthy.)
ANNIE
...come on..... yes...... where's the rest of you, hurry it up.... good... oh, good....
(and she begins on the third.)
.... just you few? come on.......
MARY
It should hurt him many times and then kill him.
(but no more are coming. ANNIE gets closer to the opening, kneeling down.)
ANNIE
I'm sorry, Mary, I-- there's something wrong with this colony, 
I don't know.... could be foulbrood...... 
(she gently reaches her tool inside the opening, probing gently and withdrawing it to study its tip...)
.... some sort of fungus...?
(she touches the tip of the tool with the tip of her finger touches her finger to her tongue; frowns.)
Blegh. Something's wrong, that's certain..... 
MARY
Aha!  You eat the magic! 
ANNIE
I'm sorry, Mary, I need help, I'll need to get somewhere more calm if I'm to save these last.........
(now that she has the bones of a plan, she gives MARY her full attention:)
I need to find Governor Hutt. And a wagon. Could you help me find Hutt?
MARY
(gleeful:)
It's time to kill him?
(she is suddenly intense, very close to ANNIE, close enough to seem threatening if viewed from a distance.)
But we do not know where he is, will your magic be able to find him?
(SOUND of a GUNSHOT and then HENCH's voice from offstage:)
VOICE OF HENCH
Hold it right there! 
(MARY is less alarmed than ANNIE; HENCH enters, 

holding a rifle. He is a burly man, who enjoys the fact that his rough appearance tends to lead others to underestimate his mind-- a mind which works with great dedication toward maximum reward with minimum risk.)
HENCH
You keep nice and still there, gir-- 
(he stops, recognizing her, surprised:)
Mary?? 
(she does not respond, waiting.  HENCH turns  to ANNIE)
Are you all right, ma'am?
ANNIE
I will be if you stop shooting that rifle!  This girl has been helping me!
(HENCH laughs heartily.)
ANNIE
What in the world is so funny?
HENCH
Yeah, she's been helping you, she had her father's men set all these fires 
cause you were feeling a bit of a chill!
(his hilarity is gone as quickly as it appeared, and he is now holding the rifle out to poke MARY, who regards him sullenly, as a delinquent to a truant officer.)
That what you did, hey? Or maybe you lit everything yourself? Hey?
ANNIE
Stop that!
HENCH
You're lucky you're the chief's daughter or someone'd put a bullet in you mighty quick.
ANNIE
I demand that you stop this!
HENCH
You do, eh? Maybe someone'll put a bullet in you, too then, hey?
ANNIE
You will lower your weapon sir.  At once.
(he regards her, and then does so.)

HENCH
Skittish thing, ain'tcha.
ANNIE
I think we are in quite enough danger at the moment without you adding to things!
HENCH
Aaa, the danger's gone.  The fire's'll burn themselves out and the natives have all run off to hide.
'ceptin this one, but I know her, and she's harmless enough, so far at least.
ANNIE
Then you may certainly stop waving your rifle about,  I dislike firearms.
(this, too, strikes him as funny)
HENCH
Well then, I don't think you're going to like it around here.  
Maybe you better go back wherever you come from.
ANNIE
I'm afraid that's not possible.  I'm just arrived from the Dawnracer.
HENCH
Oh, well, aren't you brave! You must be part fish!
MARY






(to HENCH, speaking Maori:)
Don't laugh at her! She's a very dangerous witch!
(He finds this even funnier.)
Stop it!
(he stops at once and speaks clearly to MARY:)
HENCH






(speaking English:)
You don't order me around girl.  
You wanna remember who's who on this side of the grassland.
(ANNIE is perplexed, and angry, and fed up:)
ANNIE
What is your name, sir?
HENCH
What good's my name to you?
ANNIE
Because I plan to inform the Governor of your wretched treatment
of both myself and of this poor girl!
Your behavior toward me offends an officer of the crown, 
and if I understand you correctly, it also offends the daughter of a native dignitary!
HENCH
Listen, go ahead, tell the Governor,  if you can find him you'd be doing all of us a favor!
(he has strolled in the direction of her luggage.)
ANNIE
Watch the hives!
(he has strayed too close.)
Just keep walking, easily, come past, good. 
If you're in the way of their entrance, they become upset.
HENCH
Wait-- these are hives, beehives, they're yours?
ANNIE
Yes they're mine, they're almost all that are mine, 
although I'll happily part with them if I can only reach--
HENCH
You're the one bringing bees to Mister Hutt!
ANNIE
That is certainly what I have been trying to do, but I am thwarted at every turn, 
by storms, by fires, and by madmen brandishing firearms 
because they feel terrorized by teenaged girls!
HENCH
I seen a teenage girl split a grown man's head open once,
And hey--that was only a white girl, hey? 
(again, HENCH is moved to laughter.  MARY is beside herself with impatience, eager to see this woman inflict her magic on the evil men:)
MARY
Fat Man!  You need to get your wagon and bring the lady and her boxes to Hutt's house!
Can't you see, look at her, look at all the light around her!
HENCH
(speaking to MARY in Maori:)
Oh, it's one of those sorts of things, is it.  Well what's she to do at Hutt's, be a reading lamp?
(mock inspiration:)
You think she's come to replace him and be the new governor?
ANNIE
 You can speak her language?
HENCH






(continuing To MARY :)
There's no such thing as a lady governor-- I know!  Maybe she's to be made queen!
MARY
That's not true!  I'm to be queen!  And when I am, I'll have you cut into little bits!
ANNIE
Please, would you do me the courtesy of explaining--
HENCH
(To MARY, all humor gone:)
You threatening me? You want me to tell Trammell you were down here today?
(Silence.)
Then you mind your tongue.
ANNIE
What's that you're saying, did you say Trammell?
HENCH
Yeah. That's who we work for. 
Except he's got no idea his little kitchen maid is native royalty, 
and he would never guess that she's here right now watching all his warehouses burn.
ANNIE
Is this Mister Alvin Trammell, the Lieutenant Governor?
HENCH






(again, heartily amused:)
Yeah, sure, you could call him that.  He'd like that.
ANNIE
Then, sir, I would ask you to listen very closely:  My name is Anne Pilgrim, 
and if you work for Lieutenant Governor Trammell, you are hereby ordered to assist me.

HENCH
Oh I am, am I?
ANNIE
Indeed you are, for Mister Trammell works in service of Governor Hutt, 
and it is to Mister Hutt that I have been sent by order of Her Majesty the Queen.
MARY
(off to the side, murmuring to herself:)
I am to be queen…. 
ANNIE
Now.  Do you have any sort of a wagon nearby, Mister….?
HENCH
Hench.  Yeah, mine's just over there.
ANNIE
Well, I need only reseal my hives and we can be off, would you fetch it 'round, please?
(she begins re-sealing her hives, and has another thought:)
And I believe Mary should come with us.
It's better for her to return openly than to have to sneak about, 
she may be here without permission, but she is the only reason I'm here,
she helped me get myself and my hives up from that small boat,
and since these hives are of the keenest interest to your governor
I'd imagine he himself would admit that he is in her debt, and as soon as--
You seem to find amusement in my every word, Mister Hench!
HENCH
Well, you said Hutt would be in her debt,
and I was thinking she'll have to get in line.
Or if she's the enterprising sort, maybe she could get her father to help us find him!
ANNIE
I'm not following, is Governor Hutt missing?  
HENCH
Well now-- that is what Trammell's telling everyone,
but no, he's off, holed up somewhere, trying to think up some way out of his fix.
MARY
(A brief announcement to HENCH:)
I have decided I won't have you cut into bits 
if we can hurry up and go, she has work to do.  
(to herself as she turns away:)
And that is one way you know she is not a queen…….
HENCH
You were one of his schemes, you know.
ANNIE
I am no man's scheme, sir.
HENCH
Not you. Them.
(indicating hives.)
He thought he might make a little money, renting them out to sheep farms.
ANNIE
You have it wrong sir. It is at the request of her majesty the Queen and Mister Walter Grobely,
 the Commissioner for---
HENCH
Yeah, yeah, Everyone around here knows Grobely, look, here's what the guts is:
Hutt and Grobe and Trammell, they were all together in India or the Transvaal 
or some-damned-where and they got into some big scrape where everyone died but them
which, to me, sounds like maybe three berks hiding while their mates get shot, 
anyway, the queen decides to pin medals on em and let em come down here,
gives em titles and houses and servants and money, if they'll "develop the colony",
and all they do all day long is try and figure new ways to gen up money somehow. 
They emptied the queen's purse straight away, 
so now they've taken to selling huge parcels of Maori land on the cheap, 
and plenty of fellas happy to buy land  at those prices, but the Maori say it's their land,
and they don't like being told to shove off, 
which is what all of this...
(a gesture to the "fires"...)
... is about.
ANNIE
Mister Hench--if what you say is true, how did Governor Hutt intend to pay me?
HENCH






(laughing even louder:)
Dunno.  How'd'you feel about a hectare of Maori jungle!

ANNIE
I see.
(Beat.)
And now he's gone missing? And left Mr. Trammell to mind things?
HENCH
Lost, strayed or stolen, one governor, that's the story.
ANNIE
Well. This is all very enlightening Mister Hench, and much appreciated,
but I can assure you that an understanding will be reached, and until then, 
I have a contract which I intend to fulfill. 
I shall deliver three hives of bees and I shall be paid, one way or another. 
You have a wagon to fetch, sir.
(ANNIE completes the resealing of the hives.)
HENCH






(to MARY:)
You wanna ride back to the Governor's house?
MARY
Is the witch coming? Yes, Good!
And then I want to take her to my father.
HENCH
I reckon she'll be done with Trammell sooner than she thinks,
and after that, you can take her anywhere you like.
MARY
(convincing herself:)
My father will talk to her, and he will know what she's to be.
HENCH






(to ANNIE:)
I'll fetch the wagon.
(hesitates:)
Don't they ever sting you?
ANNIE
If they do, it's not bad. It stings, and then it's over.
HENCH
Huh.  Well, let's get you and your things to-- whadjya say?-- 
ah yeah, "Lieutenant Governor" Alvin Trammell!

(and again he dissolves into hysterical laughter, and exits,  and ANNIE turns, quietly putting away her tools as MARY watches.  ANNIE pauses in her work, cocking her head as though toward a distant sound.  MARY looks at her, concerned:)
MARY
Lady?  Anne? 
ANNIE
Aaaaaaghhhh!
So frustrating, this feeling, like when a word is on the tip of your tongue, but more, worse,
a feeling on the tip of my soul,
a voice I can't quite make out,
An itch I can't quite reach! 
it's an almost-ness, it's something that almost is, but…. isn't.
Something I'm supposed to know, but don't…. quite.  Not quite yet
(Beat.)
You must think me quite insane.  
No matter where I am, I'm that crazy lady with the bees…. 

 (she forces a smile.)
Let's go see Mr. Trammell.
(They exit. The area left begins the process of becoming the terrace of the Trammell House as FOCUS SHIFTS to the MAORI, who refers to it:)
MAORI
My people have always thought that when you choose a place to live
and begin to build a home for yourself
it should be made of the same things as the land around it,
that everything should fit together, so that your home and the land it's on
can start to be the same thing.  
But the English aren't able to feel at home until they've built themselves something different,
something that stands apart.
To this very day, you can all pay a visit to the Trammell House, if you wish. 
Though there's not many would wish such a thing.
Such a sad little place, trying so hard to be something bigger,
so proud of its small, defiant touches, 
a little brick house with a little Union Jack.
It puts you in mind of an aging spinster, 
still putting on her ball gown every morning, as though the party's not over
and she's still hoping one of the fellows'll ask her for a dance.
It's not as simple as you might think, being able to tell when the party's over.

(FOCUS SHIFTS to stage left; VOICES of TRAMMELL, HENCH and ANNIE making their ways onto stage. TRAMMELL is in the midst of an elaborate, whining apology:)
TRAMMELL
.... but these people can't tell the same story from one day to the next,
and so there's simply no negotiating with them, 
yes, it's just through here, I thought if we could take tea on the terrace,
Hench, if you would please?
(again, we shall visit the convention wherein the audience understands everything spoken, and onstage characters understand or not, as indicated.)
HENCH
(calling offstage:)
Hello! Bring us some chairs out here!
TRAMMELL
He's a wonder, I shouldn't achieve a thing all day without Mister Hench,
I can't make heads or tails of their silly chatter,
aronga-monga-whaheery-ho-ho, it all sounds like it's some sort of disease.
ANNIE
Quite so. Now, Mr. Trammell, I wonder if we might discuss the arrangements....
TRAMMELL
Yes, yes, just a-- Hench, where is everybody.
HENCH
I'll go an have a look.
(he exits.)
ANNIE
Tea would be lovely, Mister Trammell, 
but I'm most concerned with settling our affairs regarding the bees,
I wouldn't mind if we simply forge ahead tea or no tea, now Mr. Hench was good enough to--
TRAMMELL
Oh, no,no,no, you see, I would mind. 
It's bad enough that these savages are busily burning our properties to the ground 
but even worse is the tendency of one, during the quarrel, 
to almost imperceptibly slide toward their level,
no,no,no, we are not here to forget the things which make us civilized, 
we are here to remember them, and to introduce them to a new world.

ANNIE
Even though there may be some cost.
TRAMMELL
Precisely.
ANNIE
So it's a bit like my bees, isn't it, another cornerstone of civilized agriculture,
ready to be set into place for the benefit of all.
TRAMMELL
Well done!
ANNIE
At a cost. 
TRAMMELL
Well....
ANNIE
A cost of five thousand pounds. 
(HENCH re-enters, carrying three small chairs.)
HENCH
Seems most of em are on holiday. I found one girl in the kitchen, 
said she'd fetch us a tin of biscuits.
TRAMMELL
These natives. There's not an ounce of appreciation in them.....
(he is rummaging for something and produces a pistol, which he begins tinkering with, not so much cleaning as playing.)
they stand poised to plunge into a new and exciting world,
and they behave as though we're wronging them in some way, it's quite beyond me.
ANNIE
I wonder, Mister Trammell if I could ask you to do me the kindness of not handling that revolver?  I'm rather uncomfortable around firearms.
TRAMMELL
Oh, goodness me, you needn't trouble yourself about this, I don't even know how to load it, look,
(he fires it at a wall and is astonished.)
Hench!  Did you load my pistol?

HENCH
No.
TRAMMELL






(giggling:)
How unprofessional of me!  I hope that doesn't happen again!  Now, Miss Pilgrim, 
you were asking about something?
(he continues playing with the pistol, but ANNIE is determined not to be deterred:)
ANNIE
The bees.
TRAMMELL
Yes, well, it may not seem so in light of our current difficulties, 
but you have arrived at what is otherwise a splendid time, 
the clover is beginning to bloom and if I understand correctly the bees should help it thrive.
ANNIE
They certainly shall. As soon as I've been paid.
TRAMMELL
(he has put the pistol down, mustering whatever vestige of official dignity remains to him:)
Miss Pilgrim, if it were up to me, I should draft a cheque this very moment for the full amount.
But you see, I'm in rather an awkward situation, fiduciarily speaking. 
We acquired, through proper exercise of Her Majesty's authority, 
the royal title to a bit of woodland nearby,
and the title was to be resold to a local sheep farmer,
whose payment was meant to fund your reward, and the sticking point 
is that even though they've been perfectly reasonable many times before, 
this time the natives have resisted, they claim that the land holds some spiritual significance,
there's the most enormous tree there, 
which would easily make your five thousand pounds in lumber alone,
but they claim it's a holy thing, and they simply refuse to honor our title, 
and so the five thousand pounds meant for you
is tied up in this very dispute.  Does that adequately explain our situation, d'y'think, Hench?
HENCH
More or less.
TRAMMELL
It's absurd, this notion that a tree has some divine spirit, I mean to say, 
you'd think these people were Druids!
(he giggles but no one joins him, so:)

TRAMMELL 

continued
At all events,  we shall simply have to wait and see how it all sorts itself out.
I hope you'll forgive us this bit of unexpected difficulty.
ANNIE
No.
TRAMMELL
I beg your pardon?
ANNIE
Yes, you certainly do, you've been begging my pardon since I arrived but I shan't give it,
what you say is quite beyond pardon.
I've been through quite a lot to honor my side of our agreement, and now you shall honor yours.
And you'll do so by producing Governor Hutt this instant.
TRAMMELL
I- Miss Pilgrim, I-- why, look at me, I'm speechless!
Hench! I'm absolutely speechless, isn't it the strangest thing!
HENCH
Unprecedented.
(MARY enters, carrying a small tray of biscuits.)
TRAMMELL
Here, now a bit of refreshment, Miss Pilgrim, no doubt your journey has wearied you
and I cannot fault a weary mouth for uttering a few indiscretions,
ANNIE
Oh, good, you're here, I don’t know whether you've been told yet, Mr. Trammell,
but this young lady was quite helpful on the docks this morning….
(ANNIE notices, a beat late, the alarm in both HENCH and MARY; TRAMMELL, of course, notices nothing)
TRAMMELL
This one?  No, I'm afraid not, I'm quite sure I never allow my servants that sort of liberty, 
do I Hench?
HENCH
No sir, never.
ANNIE
I very well could have been mistaken…
TRAMMELL
No doubt, no doubt, the only natives down there were setting fires, 
and we'll deal with soon enough but don't worry, I've been here forever, 
and I still can't tell one from another,
Hench, why is that thing still standing there like a statue, tell her to put the tray down.
HENCH
(taking the tray from her and setting it down, speaking to her in Maori with a counterfeit casualness.)
I fixed it, he doesn't know it was you.
MARY
Has the witch found out where Hutt is yet?
HENCH
How would she have done that? And stop being stupid, she's not a witch.
TRAMMELL
What is she saying Hench, something about Governor Hutt?
Has she heard something about the governor's whereabouts?
HENCH
You see what you've done, now he thinks you know something about him….
MARY
She is going to kill Hutt!  That's what she's here for!
ANNIE
Why is she staring at me like that?
TRAMMELL
Well Hench?
HENCH
She says no, no word, but her people are keeping an eye out for him 
and if they see him or hear anything of him, she'll come tell us straightaway.
TRAMMELL
She said all that? I shall never get the hang of that gibberish,
give us a biscuit, hm? And our guest?
HENCH






(holding out the tray without looking:)
She's not killing anyone, you understand?
MARY
(indicating TRAMMELL:)
Not even this one??
(to ANNIE:)
Then what are you even here for?  
Why do you have so much magic if you won't use it, give it to me, I will use it!
ANNIE
(aware that something has upset her, trying to soothe her:)
I don't understand what you're saying-- Mister Hench…
MARY
(a growl of frustration escapes her:)
What am I going to tell my father…..
(she stalks out, an unself-conscious portrait of teenage frustration with adults the world over…..once clear, she pauses, takes a calming breath and lingers outside, listening:)
TRAMMELL
(busily munching away:)
So temperamental, all of them, don't let it trouble you Miss Pilgrim, 
I'm sure it's nothing to do with you.
ANNIE
Then let us return, Mister Trammell, to those things which are to do with me, 
I demand that you produce Governor Hutt and let us settle accounts face to face.
TRAMMELL
She demands--my dear woman, I have told you--
ANNIE
Yes, but you've been lying.
TRAMMELL
You dare, madam--
ANNIE
Yes I dare, of course I dare, I'll dare a great deal more if needs be,
I've not been here a full day yet 
and I've already heard that you and Mr. Hutt are neck deep in scandal, 
and I'm fully prepared to add to it!
Furthermore, if you do not pay me what is mine by contract, 
I shall simply release my bees into the wild,
as far from the nearest sheep farmer as I can get.
TRAMMELL
Then do it! Go ahead and release your precious silly bees, 
I told Hutt from the outset that it was a waste of time and expense to even make the offer
that no one would be so stupid as to try such a thing,
but it seems I was wrong, bravo, you've made it, what a clever girl it is, now by all means, 
release your bees this minute, just as soon as you have left this house!  Hench! Throw her out!
ANNIE
I shall be only too happy to walk.
But you should know this as well: I shall tell every man, woman and child whose path I cross
that Governor Hutt is alive and well
and that Mister Trammell knows exactly where he is, so put on a few more biscuits, sir,
for you're certain to have quite a bit of company very, very soon!
(she steps away; MARY hears her coming and quickly ducks back, just before ANNIE exits the "terrace" and emerges further downstage, HENCH following her. As they clear, MARY slips back inside.  As the "terrace" and TRAMMELL recede, TRAMMELL has turned to shout out the window after ANNIE, unaware that MARY has re-entered the room:)
TRAMMELL
Get out! Get out!
Anyone attempting to enter this building will be shot on sight,
shot, d'you hear me! I'll not abide intruders, I'll have them all shot! 
I'll shoot them myself!  
(As the terrace continues off, he shoots his pistol again.... and again..... and then, when completely off:)
DAMN YOU! HENCH! DAMN YOU ALL!
(there is one more shot, and then silence.
HENCH and ANNIE alone in what we shall assume to be the drive in front of the house.)
ANNIE
That man is a lunatic!
HENCH
And you're sane?  Calling a madman a liar to his face while he waves a loaded pistol around?
ANNIE
I will not be intimidated sir, not by pistols, not by lunatics, and not by you!
HENCH
Oh is that right? Then what will you do, hm?
ANNIE
I don't know!
(MARY appears)
HENCH
Welllll, look who it is! 
(to her, in Maori:)
You're lucky you made it out safe and sound,
if he couldn't shoot one of us I thought he might shoot you.
MARY
He won't shoot anyone.
HENCH
No? Why's that?
MARY
He's dead.
ANNIE
What is it, what does she say?
HENCH
She says....she says that Trammell is dead.
He must have shot himself.
(to MARY, insistent:)
That's what you're saying.  He killed himself.
MARY
He won't send any more soldiers to our lands.
HENCH
No, you sad, stupid little thing, someone else will send them.
ANNIE
He-- he killed himself?  Just now??
HENCH
Yes.
ANNIE
What kind of a place is this? What am I doing here?
HENCH
If you don't know, then I can't tell you.

(Beat. ANNIE seems utterly lost, so:)

I expect Dawnracer made safe harbor somewhere further along the coast,
you might catch up with her and make some sort of arrangement.... 
MARY






(an impatient announcement:)
We should not be standing here, we should be on our way to my father!  
(MARY turns to HENCH:)
Tell her that my father will wants to see for himself, the lady and her boxes.
He won't believe me if I tell him, but if he sees himself, he will know.
HENCH
No, no, it's not safe for her there.
MARY
My father must see her!  If her magic can help us, he will know!
(a mocking tone to cover her worry:)
And if she is really to be "queen" then he will know that, too
HENCH
I told you, she's not magic and she's not a queen either, you silly child.
MARY
I am no child!  
ANNIE
What is it, why is she upset?
HENCH
Sorry, uh, she wants to take you and your things to her village, to meet her father. 
He's a tribal ruler, and she's got it into her head that you are not human, 
that you're some sort of witch and that you and your bees are magical. 
ANNIE
My bees might be, I've always thought they were, in a way…. 
(to MARY:)
But not me, I'm afraid.
HENCH
She says she's not magic.
MARY
How can she say that, doesn't she--
Ahhhhhh, she doesn't know, that is why she-- Hah!  White people are so stupid!
(for her, this explains everything, and she breaks into a smile)
Tell her that my father and I will teach her what to do.  He will be very happy about this.
HENCH
Now she says she and her father will teach you to be a witch. 
She thinks you're supposed to do something for them.
I'll tell her that you can't do it.
ANNIE
No!
(Beat.)
Tell her I'd be quite delighted to meet her father.
HENCH
It's not a good idea.  
You should know…. she has some idea that you're supposed to kill Mr. H-U-T-T,
she thinks it's your whole reason for being here.
ANNIE
That's preposterous,  I'll simply explain to them that that's not the way we do th--
HENCH
 No, no--see, that's not right, none of them care about the way we do things,
and if they think you're meant to help them and then you refuse, it could turn sour in a hurry,
they're not people you want to disappoint. 
Her tribe, they're the berks making all the trouble over the land around that big tree,
her father is the one who's made such a balls-up of everything, 
it's probably him that sent the warriors to torch the warehouses.
ANNIE
From what I've seen, her father is on the right track.
MARY
What is she saying?
HENCH
She's scared that it might be too dangerous.
MARY
No, no, tell her not to worry, that we will take care of her!
ANNIE
What's she saying?
HENCH
She's saying that she doesn't want to scare you but that it could be quite dangerous.
ANNIE
I appreciate everyone's concern, but it's not as though my cup is brimming with choices, is it?
Tell her-- oh, never mind, I'll tell her.
(a step toward MARY, as she makes her words clear with gestures.)
You honor me, and I will come with you.
HENCH
I could take you. I think you ought to have me along.
ANNIE
There is absolutely no need of that, Mister Hench.
HENCH






(amused, as ever:)
Oh, isn't there? What'll the two of you do, carry your hives and trunks on your backs, 
You're as thick as two planks, aren't you, her village is four hours away by foot, 
I could carry you both there in half the time, none of the bother, 
and your things would be with you.  
And anyway, you talk about explaining things to her father, how you gonna do that, eh?
He doesn't have any English, and you sure don't know any Maori. I could keep translating. 
No extra charge.
ANNIE
Ah! "Extra" charge, I should have known, and here I thought you were being gallant….
MARY
What is she saying?
HENCH
I want to give you both a ride to the village, but she doesn't want me to. 
MARY
It's her choice. 
ANNIE
What's she say?
HENCH
She says she wishes you'd let the two of you ride, she's tired and doesn't want to walk it.
ANNIE
Oh. Well.  
(Beat.)
How much?
HENCH
We can settle up later.  If her father will be as pleased to see you as she thinks, 
maybe I'll just work it out with him.  I wouldn't want to take advantage of a lady.
ANNIE
All right.
(she smiles at MARY, who smiles back; HENCH, the winner, smiles at both of them.)
HENCH
Right then-- let's climb aboard, we're burning daylight.

(FOCUS SHIFTS  to the MAORI as on the left, a simple bench is brought out to serve as the seat on the "wagon.", behind which the hives should be placed [the trunk shall not be needed] During this transition:)
MAORI
Language is a tricky business, hey?
Every place has its own way of speaking.
Some places, they tell me, places they call "primitive," speak without words at all.
Other places, what I've heard called "modern" places, speak with so many words
that the words stop meaning anything in particular, and can be bent to mean anything at all.
Oh, it's fine when you want to name simple things:  "Sheep."  "Sky."
But when you begin giving names to ideas…. that is a different thing.
So when you come to a new place, a wise person won't talk.
A wise person will listen.  Listen to the people,
and listen to the land
and listen to yourself, how you answer.
People should try to chat with the land before they chat about it.
(FOCUS SHIFTS to the "wagon"-- HENCH sits in the middle, holding the reins, MARY to one side and  ANNIE to the other, gazing about at the countryside around them)
ANNIE
It's all so….wild!
(she breathes deeply.)
It smells wild.
It smells… like ice,
and spices, and smoke from fires that have never known a chimney,
it's positively primeval!
(a small laugh.)
I've always thought of my home as quite the country house,
it seems I had no idea what the "country" really was!
(her amusement fades.)
That's how quickly we change things.  We take over, like some sort of weed,
made of stone and steel…. and we won't be stopped, will we?
HENCH
I don't expect so.  Not today, anyway. What about you?
Here you come, spreading your bees, what if bees aren't supposed to be here,
you ever think of that?
ANNIE
Oh, but bees don't change anything!  Bees help a place to stay the same,
to stay strong, and green….
Oh, I wish this had all worked out differently, it really wasn't a bad plan.
HENCH
Well, if they're of any use you might sell them to one of the farmers nearby.
Get something, at  least.
For a small commission, I could probably find you someone who…  
ANNIE
Yes, I probably should… soon…. 
Why does Mary think we're magical, my bees and I?
MARY
(having perked up at her name:)
What does she say?
HENCH
Why do you think she's a witch? 
MARY
I don't anymore, but I think she could learn to be.  She glows, she's like the moon, 
how can you not see it?  
HENCH
She says you glow like the moon.  
ANNIE
Do I? What a lovely thought.
HENCH
"Lovely thought," if I said something like that you'd think I was trying to get into your knickers.
ANNIE
And why… why does she think I would want to kill…. you know.  Not that I don't,
but why would she--
HENCH
Look, who knows, all right?  "A," she's native and they're all strange, all right,
"B" she's a kid and that means right off that she's gonna get crazy ideas,
and "C" she's a female, and that clenches the whole thing right there!
ANNIE
Even if we do shine like the moon?

HENCH
You don't!
MARY
Don't yell at her!

ANNIE
Why are so upset all of a sudden, you asked to bring us.
HENCH
You don't wanna pretend that this is all some lovely fairy tale, all right?
These people believe  in magic, if you act like you think that's so charming 
they'll think you're making fun of them.
You've already got Mary half crazy 
worrying that you're gonna try to stop her being Queen so that you can take her place!
MARY
What are you saying about me?
ANNIE
Where on earth would she have gotten that idea?
HENCH
I was only joking!
(realizing his admission)
And she, she took it the wrong way and thought I was serious, and….
ANNIE
When you've exhausted your possibilities as translator 
you should really consider international diplomacy, 
you've obviously got a way with people.  Tell her it's not true, please, right now.
MARY
EVERYBODY STOP TALKING WITHOUT ME!
(both stare. ANNIE gestures that HENCH should proceed)
HENCH
Look-- she wants me to tell you that she's not any sort of queen, 
I was just making a joke back there earlier and you took it the wrong way, all right?
MARY
Maybe.

HENCH
Maybe, what do you mean, I'm telling you the truth!
MARY
Maybe it will be me and not her who is queen someday.
But my father says queens do not choose themselves.  
He says queens are born when it is time for one.
HENCH
(takes a breath, turns to ANNIE:)
If I understood her right, she said it's not up to you.
ANNIE
Oh!
HENCH
It's part of why she's so mad keen to take you to her dad.
ANNIE
Well then.  We shall simply wait and see. 
(Beat.)
What are those large piles of rock?
HENCH
Fortifications. Outposts. The village is up there, past the tree line, 
but there's a high ridge on one side and swamp on the other.
This is really the only way in.
ANNIE
It seems a bit more.... sophisticated than I'd've thought. Strategically, I mean.
HENCH
Oh, your noble savage is quite the expert at war and killing.
(he pauses, considering, and then plunges ahead:)
Lemme just tell you this--whatever happens today, whatever her father tells you,
you're a queen, you're a witch, you're the queen of the witches, anything, fine, 
but wake up early tomorrow, 
and don't let the sun catch you out in the open.
ANNIE
Tomorrow? Something's happening tomorrow?
HENCH
It might..
(The light changes as their wagon leaves the "plain" and enters the "forest."; the MAORI withdraws a bit; ANNIE gasps)
What is it?
ANNIE
I don't know, I felt--where are we, what is this place?
HENCH
Almost there.  Look-- there's the tree everyone's making such a fuss about. 
ANNIE
Good heavens!
(HENCH stops the "wagon" and ANNIE climbs out, her eyes never leaving the tree.)
It's magnificent.
HENCH
He's a big'n all right.
ANNIE
Yes....
(she is moving closer, extending a hand as though touching the tree from a distance.)
MARY
See! See how she glows!
(she turns to look at the unseen baggage)
And her magic boxes! They shine brighter than the sun!
ANNIE
(Out:)
Ahhhhhhh!  Yes!
This 
is where I have been going,
this is the place I was meant to reach!
That horrible feeling of almost-but-not-quite is shattered 
by a feeling of Yes, Absolutely, Yes!
My arms feel as though they reach to the horizon, 
my feet stretch down through the soil and extend through the whole of the land,
My span cannot be measured! 

ANNIE 

continued
I touch everything at once, 
every color, every shade, visible, invisible, indigo and evening shade,
Every perfumed scent and taste entering at every pore,
the testaments are mistaken, 
there are not different trees of knowledge and of life, 
there is only one tree. 
(to HENCH:)
Could you and Mary bring my hives here, please?
HENCH
(already moving to bring them.)
She wants her, um…  magic boxes.
MARY
(joining him)
Yes, we must!
HENCH
(as they work:)
You know, something's bothering me--
If this is supposed to be such a sacred holy place why isn't anyone watching it?
ANNIE
They are.
HENCH
Who is?
ANNIE
I can feel them... there..... and there...
Hench, Mary, tell them to come out.
That we mean them no harm.
That we are friends to them, and to this place.
MARY
What does she say?
HENCH
She says that people are hiding and watching but that you should ask them to come out.
MARY
Come out! Come out, Father, and see the glowing lady! See her with her magic all around!

(and by now, ANNIE is in the center of her three hives, still looking up at the great tree. MAORI steps out and addresses us directly.)
MAORI
Mere's father-- my great-Grandfather--was called Tuahiwi Tamahine Rauparaha.
He was known as a great leader-- fair-minded and diligent in his duties, 
a brave and cunning warrior
and a man who could read signs and omens, see into the future, and walk in the dreamworld.
(he adds to his clothing a very old and battered Englishman's stovepipe hat and a waistcoat, which look strangely formal in spite of their contrast with his other clothing.)
He made that carving.
And it is my honor to stand in his place for this telling.
(he steps into the scene and will now play within it, addressing the audience only when specifically noted. He steps toward ANNIE, and then barks at MARY:)
Who is this woman? 
MARY
Father, hello!  She is here to help us, first we must help her and then she will help us,  
you see how she glows, don't you?
ANNIE
What's are they saying, please, Mary, Mister Hench, what--
(but MAORI's demeanor quiets her; she waits, and looks at him; he  holds ANNIE's gaze for a beat and then lets his eye travel to HENCH.)
MAORI
This one, I have seen. He works for the men who would do us harm, 
why do you bring him to this place?
ANNIE
Mister Hench, what...?
HENCH
He doesn't know whether to trust me.
ANNIE






(to MAORI:)
Mister Hench has been a great help to me since I arrived in your land,
he will do you no harm! Mister Hench, tell Mary--
MAORI
Why does she speak in the English to me, why does not she not speak our own tongue?
HENCH
Great King, we mean no disrespect but she does not know your speech.--
MAORI
Yes she does.  But she is like all the other whites.  
None of you remember anything from before this morning's breakfast.
MARY
Then I will help her! She will remember….
MAORI
If she does not, then she is of no use to us.
(MARY takes ANNIE's hand; ANNIE resists:)
ANNIE
What's happening?
HENCH
She wants to do something.
ANNIE
What?
HENCH
I don't know. But if you let her and it doesn't turn out the way she thinks it will, 
her father might decide that you're his enemy.
ANNIE
I am not his enemy. 
(she turns to MARY and extends her hand.)
What would you like me to do?
(MARY grins and then takes her hand and leads her to the tree, placing ANNIE's hand on its trunk. ANNIE gasps.)
It's warm!

(MARY continues holding ANNIE's hand in place; ANNIE is becoming uncomfortable.)
ANNIE

continued
It's hot, it's too hot, it hurts, please let go!
(she is struggling but MARY holds fast. HENCH steps forward.)
HENCH
Here now, she says let go--
(but MAORI blocks him.)
MAORI
Wait. Listen.
MARY 
People of this place, land of this place, Lady of this place! Welcome Home!
(and MARY releases her hand; the tree glows in the spot where her hand had been, but ANNIE doesn't notice, turning away to cradle the hurt.)
Father! See the tree!
MAORI
I see it, daughter.
ANNIE
Who cares about the tree glowing, what about my hand glowing, 
things do tend to glow when they're on fire, you kn--
(a beat as she realizes what's happening.)
HENCH
Well, sod me.
ANNIE
I-- I understood you! Do-- do you understand me? Am I, am I speaking your tongue?
(MAORI gives a great laugh)
MAORI
Well done my daughter!
MARY
You have always spoken our tongue, lady. 
I think our ancestors must have spoken with you many times, but you have forgotten.
ANNIE
I-- thank you. I am in your debt.
HENCH
You're speaking Maori better than me.
ANNIE
It doesn't feel any different!
How....?
MAORI
We speak in the first language. The language of the land, of the trees, of the fire, and of the air.
Everyone knows our speech if they will only remember.
(he crosses to the hives.)
Even your boxes remember it, they speak it in whispers, can you hear?
ANNIE
Hear them? I don't....
(she has crossed to a hive and put a hand on it)
I'll try, I--
(she gasps-- she is hearing something. A beat, as she is rapidly overcome by the sensation, near tears)
Oh. Oh, my dears...... 
MAORI
Yes.
ANNIE
They're so weak..... 
MARY
Their magic is not so bright now…...
ANNIE
So many! So very many, shhhhhhh......it's all right..... 
(she stands, wiping her eyes, resolved.)
I have to let them out. Now.

MAORI
Yes. 
(She is immediately busy at this task.)
HENCH
What do you mean, talk English to me, you mean you're not going to try to sell them? 
ANNIE
That's right.
HENCH
But they're yours, they're all you have, you told me so yourself, how can you--
ANNIE
(a whip crack:)
They're not mine.
(softening:)
And they're not all I have.   Look around you-- I have all this!
HENCH






(laughing:)
What are you talking about, "all this," lemme tell you,
"all this" is not going to be here much longer!
MAORI
Why do you speak the English?
ANNIE
My friend doesn't understand what I am doing.
MAORI
Then he should go.
HENCH
Don't worry, mate, I'll be on my way in two shakes. 
Look, nothing's even moving around that one.
(he is pointing to first hive she opened; ANNIE recognizes it as the one afflicted by illness.)
ANNIE
Oh..... it's the sick one, they're too weak..... 
(she "listens" with her hand)
MAORI
You can help them find their way. 
ANNIE
Yes..... I'll try.
(to the hive:)
You're here… you're home….. 
come out and say hello, you're home, come on.....
HENCH
There's one.
MARY
There's another.
ANNIE
Follow them, yes, that's the way, follow your sisters!
MARY
They hear you! They're all coming!
ANNIE
Quickly, the last one..... 
(she is busy finishing her work opening the last hive)
HENCH
Look how many!
ANNIE
Everyone, come join your sisters and fly!
(and she has stepped back away from the last hive, and then turned out to us, "seeing" what she narrates:)
A great cloud, rushing out of the hives, the others step back, frightened, 
but the bees are not angry, they sing!
They sing as they rise, coming together as one great rolling mass lifting into the air,
higher, toward this tree, this giant, somewhere within it they sense a place for them, 
and it must be that they find an opening, for in only a moment, they are gone from the air, 
and the tree...... the tree hums, a low, pulsing sound...
like a heartbeat.
(ANNIE returns to the others.)
MARY
Did Tane eat up all of your magic?

ANNIE
No. He just made room for it.
(there is a feeling about her of great relief and exhaustion-- she has seen miracles, felt epiphanies, and is quite worn out.)
I think that perhaps we should settle our accounts, Mr. Hench, 
for as you can see, there's no need for you to stay.
HENCH
(smiling and pulling her aside a bit to confer.)
I'm not going to worry about that right now, 
I'm going to speak English and I'm going to smile 
and I want you to keep smiling and nodding like it's nothing more than a friendly good-bye
but you listen good, Miss Pilgrim, if you stay here, then there'll be nothing I can do to help you.
Come morning, if not before, they're gonna find Trammell dead,
and I think not long after that there will be over four hundred militia here, at this spot, with rifles,
there might even be a cannon or two, 
You don't like firearms?  There'll be plenty not to like tomorrow
and every stick of this forest will come down around these people's ears, 
I don't think you want to be in the middle of all that.
ANNIE
Indeed I don't, Mister Hench. 
HENCH
Well then?
ANNIE
Well then we'll have to find a way to stop it.
(HENCH expected this; shakes his head.)
HENCH
I hope someone gives you a decent burial.
(and he moves to climb aboard his wagon as)
MAORI
What did he say in the English?
ANNIE
He said we're all in danger.
MAORI






(smiling:)

So is any man who would work against a will greater than his own.

(LIGHTS FADE, allowing HENCH and MARY to exit and the "wagon" to recede as our FOCUS remains on the MAORI, now speaking directly out, holding Rauparaha's hat in his hands.)
And so at last we come to a simple test-- whose will is greatest?
The will of my people, to defend their homes and sacred lands?
The will of the English, to take our homes and transform our lands?
Or the will of Anne Pilgrim, who has found her home within our land?
(LIGHTS UP to a faint dawn, which shall build over the next few moment. ANNIE steps into the clearing, dressed in white.  She stands for a moment, simply savoring the early morning sounds and smells of the forest.  She looks up at the impossibly thick canopy, and smiles, and the tree hums to her. She is ecstatic, and speechless, save for:)
ANNIE
Good morning to you, too......
(After a moment,  she is joined by MARY and the MAORI, once again wearing the hat designating him as Rauparaha. )
Mister Hench said that there would be four hundred rifleman, and perhaps a cannon. 
MAORI
It is no matter.  Our warriors are all around us.  
They are of the forest.  No white soldier will see them. 
MARY
We know we can win the battle. But we cannot protect the tree from harm.
MAORI
Tane needs no protection from any man.
MARY
That is why the gods have sent you, Lady Anne.  This is your place, too. 
ANNIE
I know.  It's a shame I'm not a witch.  Or a queen……
Haha!
MARY
What is it?
ANNIE
(turning to MAORI:)

My lord--there was some confusion, yesterday, 
your daughter thought that I might have come here to be some sort of queen.
MARY
It's true.  But that was only Hench fooling me, I see that now.
ANNIE
Yes, you see it, and certainly I see it, but they will not know!
MAORI
A trick.  
ANNIE
Exactly!  Mary, I never want to be queen of anything, you know that, don't you?
But can you imagine how badly it will flummox those men
to arrive here and see an Englishwoman, 
standing at your father's side claiming to be queen of the Maori?
(she giggles:)
They'll be days sorting it out.
They wouldn't dare harm me, and as long as I'm here then they don't dare harm you, you see?
And by the time they gather their wits, perhaps tempers will have cooled 
and we can all sort out whatever our differences are peacefully.
MAORI
But they are not peaceful.  They do not even enjoy peace when they find it.
ANNIE
At least I can try.
(from offstage left, a bugle call: ANNIE looks to MAORI waiting; he shrugs.)
MAORI
Say hello to your visitors, queen.
( we hear the voice of MAJOR THOMAS MUSSELWITE, whose face we shall never see. His is the easy voice of lazy confidence, the voice of every white man to ever underestimate the Zulu, or the Apache... or the Maori.)

VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Attention! Attention to the native rebels beyond the trees!
This is Major Thomas Musselwite, of Her Majesty's Colonial Militia, 
and I am under orders to secure this sector of woodland,
and to oversee the harvesting of such resources 
as would be suitable for construction-grade timber, and I am charged 
with the authority to use all necessary force to bring this about,
do you understand?
ANNIE
Do you mean to say that you're here to cut down all the trees
and that you'll kill anyone who tries to stop you?
(Beat.)
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Who's that then?
ANNIE
My name is Anne Pilgrim, Queen of the Maori,  
and I have been placed here as an officer of your Crown, 
in Service of Her Majesty the Queen!
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
D'you mean to say you're English?
ANNIE
I hereby forbid you to proceed with your current plan of action.
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Miss-- what was it?
ANNIE
It's Queen! Queen Anne Pilgrim!
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Madam, do you-- d'you think you might come out for a moment and chat a bit?
(the MAORI and MARY both shake their heads.)
ANNIE
I'm afraid not.
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Are you being held captive against your will?

ANNIE
No!
(there is a pause, during which:)
No doubt they're very mixed up over there just now.
(raising her voice:)
Major Musselwite!
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Yes!
ANNIE
I am familiar with the conflict over this piece of land, 
and I have been in consultation with my tribal council, 
we have hit upon what we believe may be an ideal solution!
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
What is it?
ANNIE
The tribe offers another tract of land, half again larger, some two hundred leagues to the east!
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Quite impossible I'm afraid!
ANNIE
Why!
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
I am not present here today to simply shout negotiation back and forth!
ANNIE
Excellent, thank you so much,  you need only step this way 
and I'll happily speak to you face to face!
(Beat.)
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Sorry, that is contra-indicated by my orders!
ANNIE
Why, d'you think you might be killed?
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
Yes!
ANNIE
(to MARY:)
I'll kill him myself if I have to shout much longer...
(toward left:)
Have you got someone else?
(to MARY:)
Now he's worried that he won't look important enough handing off the duty to one of his men,
he'll probably send someone who's new, someone he doesn't value one way or the other.......
VOICE of MUSSELWITE
It seems I've got just the fellow! He is going to walk in under a flag of truce!
I warn you, any treachery shall be dealt with most severely!
ANNIE
Now let's see who the guinea pig is going to be.
(SIMON enters, carrying a white handkerchief tied to a stick; when he reaches the edge of the clearing there is a the sound of a shot. The others start, but he reassures them:)
SIMON
Easy does it, that's just them, telling me not to go any further.
There's a fellow about two hundred yards off watching me through a telescopic sight
atop the biggest rifle you ever saw.  He wants to keep me in view, in case there's any trouble.
ANNIE






(coming forward to him.)
Then I would ask you to do your very best to maintain a cheery aspect.
What are you doing here?
SIMON
We put into a harbor just a few miles down the coast. I left the ship and made my way back,
I saw all these lads trooping this way, and they saw me and before I knew it 
I was conscripted into service for Her Majesty against a local uprising.
I might've know they meant you.
ANNIE
I'm sorry to have dragged you into all this.
SIMON
You haven't dragged me into anything.
ANNIE
I hope not.  Shall we discuss the situation as civilized human beings?
SIMON
It doesn't look to me like anyone on either side of this thing
is too interested in being civilized.
ANNIE
Speak for yourself. I think we have quite a nice compromise within our grasp.
SIMON
I don't think they're interested in compromise.
They don't want a better deal, they want the deal they started out with.
It's not about what's best, or even what's fair. 
ANNIE
What is it about then?
SIMON
Winning. Being the one still here when it's over.
ANNIE
Then why did you even bother to come in here, why didn't you just start shooting?
SIMON
For God's sake, Anne, I'm not going to start shooting, I'm not even a part of this,
and neither are you!
ANNIE
Oh, you're wrong, Simon, I am a part of this, and so are you, and so are all of them,
we're all a part of this, that's why I'm here, and if you can't see that 
then you haven't learned anything although why that should surprise me I can't imagine--
SIMON
Learned, what've you learned, from the looks of things you've learned how to forget yourself,
how to throw away centuries of breeding just to lose yourself in some romantic notion--
ANNIE
Breeding, what would you know of breeding, isn't that something for horses and sheep, what would a sailor know of breeding to begin with--
SIMON
I know about seeing what's there, just like I said to you before, and I can see what's here, too, I can see that you're still so bloody convinced that you're right about everything and everyone else-
MARY
Lady. 
(the quiet intensity of her voice cuts through.)
Listen.
(and they do... and we hear the familiar hum building within the tree, growing louder.)
SIMON
What the hell....
ANNIE
It's the bees, we're upsetting them, you should leave.....
MARY
Go quickly English man!
(and SIMON "sees" a few fly at him, he twists one way, twists another....)
SIMON
OW! GET OFF ME!!
(and several are on him, and as a result of pure instinct, he waves his arms, trying to get them off, dropping the flag, apparently in distress)
ANNIE
No, Simon, don't, they'll think you're being attacked--
(the flat crack of a high-caliber rifle cuts through all the other sound; ANNIE stiffens, and then turns slowly so that we can see the bloom of red upon her dress; her eyes are wide with disbelief; SIMON catches her, picking up the flag with his other hand, waving it frantically, screaming:)
SIMON
CEASE FIRE CEASE FIRE YOU STUPID BASTARDS!
MARY
Her magic is flying away!

MAORI
It has work to do among the English.

SIMON
Can't you two even help me!
MARY
Is she dying?
MAORI
A bullet cannot kill powerful magic.
SIMON
She's not your queen, she's just a woman too far from home,  Anne!
Anne, can you hear me? Can you feel my hand, Anne, say something!
ANNIE
It's..... not... what I expected......
It.... stings.....
(she laughs at this, a weak cough of a laugh...)
But it's not bad.  It stings... and then... it's over.....
Stay with me please, Simon.....
(the lights dim around SIMON and ANNIE; MAORI steps forward as himself once more and MARY waits at his side.)
MARY
I don't understand, why doesn't her magic make her whole again?
MAORI
Mere did not yet see how many kinds of magic there are in the world. 
But she was learning. She was, after all, the daughter of a King.
MARY
Someday I will be a Queen. And when that day comes, 
I will think of this lady, and of how she glows.  That is the sort of queen I will be.
MAORI
The soldiers, who had felt so mighty moments before, 
were chased from the field by a swarm of bees 
so large that they claimed it blocked the sun.
Most of them refused to return to this place, 
saying it was haunted. Cursed. And for them, perhaps it was. 
But for my people it was still sacred, and so we were not frightened by what happened next.
(the lights on ANNIE and SIMON brighten, and ANNIE manages:)
ANNIE
Remember, Simon? How you told me that once you give your life for something,
it's nearly impossible to get it back?  
I think I'm going to find out.
Help... help me up...... 
(He helps her to standing.)
And now..... if you would...step away, please........
(a humming is heard.)
MAORI
We heard the sound of the swarm returning.
MARY
Her magic is coming back!
(ANNIE adopts the same pose seen early in the play during her story of the bees "robing" her; she speaks directly out, her voice normal and strong, and as she speaks, the light around her intensifies slowly, so that when she finishes speaking it is a tight, blue-white beam:)
ANNIE
I wasn't afraid. 
I didn't feel attacked, I felt... welcomed.
I felt like royalty.
They were telling me:
We are with you.
We will stay with you. 
I thought they might bear me aloft themselves
as a swarm clusters around its new queen when they leave one home
in search of a new one.....

(and with this the hum grows stronger and stronger and she begins turning slowly in the white light as:)
MAORI
We watched as the bees slowly covered her, until she couldn't be seen....
and then, the swarm began to lift up, as a single being, 
and it returned to its home within great Tane....
(ANNIE makes her way to the base of the tree...as MAORI "sees" her ascension, tracking upward with his eyes until…..)
And the Lady Anne
was gone.
(the hum ceases abruptly, the white light vanishes, and ANNIE with it.
The lights restore to the softly dappled light of the forest and the MAORI removes the hat, moving closer to us for this last:)
Not so long afterward, we Maori were gone, too.
Oh, not vanished, not erased so much as…. absorbed. 
Into towns.  

Into bottles.  

We were no longer of this place.  
Those who knew we had once been of this place… well.  Most of them forgot, somehow.
But not all of us forget!
And the place did not forget! The place is still here!
(we again hear the humming.)
And good Queen Anne, and all her tiny servants
work to keep it new, to keep it green… to keep it ready,
so that some day, another Maori may arrive here
and know that he is home.
(he turns to face the tree, raising his arms to embrace the sky and the hum builds and the LIGHTS FADE.
END OF PLAY
-

END NOTES
About the tree: The Great Tree Tane is a Kauri tree (Agathis australis), a gigantic conifer which dates all the way back to the Jurassic period.  Its enormous trunk is unbranched, and it is prized for the quality of its timber. Because of this, the number of mature specimens dwindles each year.
About the staging: It is, I'm sure, exasperatingly clear that while the play imposes a very fluid movement of pieces in and out of the "neutral" space, I've provided no specific scheme solving the design problems this staging creates.  This is not simple laziness-- rather, it is my deeply-held trust of designers (who are, in my experience, astonishingly inventive) as well as my desire to avoid dictating choices that by rights belong to other people.  I can imagine any number of technical possibilities (i.e., a built-up floor within which are sliding sections that carry things on and off, or turntables, or even just stage crew, wearing appropriate pieces to be identified as sailors, or colonists, or Maori.) but for everything I can imagine, there are bound to be dozens of more elegant possibilities.   My point is simply that I would rather allow more talented people to meet these challenges, and the only influence I would hope to wield would be the request that the solutions embrace simplicity over spectacle.  
About translations:
The Maori's initial greeting of the audience translates to:
"Welcome to our home!
Welcome to the bottom of the world!"
Annie's call to Tawhiri roughly translates to the following:
Oh God of Wind and Storm!
Show them!
Show them that they are small
but you are great!
Let them feel your anger!
Let me honor you in the old ways
when you carry us now to my home!
Hear my prayer! 
Hear my prayer!
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