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Characters in this scene at the end of ACT I: 
MOLL- inmate of Newgate prison, night before she's to be hung for thievery, fencing, bigamy, etc. 
YOUNG MOLL - younger, remembered version of Moll 
CAPTAIN - Young Moll's third husband (unbeknownst to her, also her brother) 
WOMAN I & II - spirits of inmates of Newgate Prison, where Moll was born 
PREACHER - Puritan minister sent to save the soul of reprobate Moll 
 
Time: late 1600's 
Place: Newgate Prison and Moll's memory of Virginia 

ACT I 
Scene 16 

MOLL 
(recalling from Newgate) 
 
We worked long hours -- and we were glad to do so. 
 
(Actors set up chairs, cradle, etc. of a plantation living room, as the CAPTAIN'S MOTHER directs them.) 
 
We raised our crops, baked bread, kept the books, oversaw the household. At night, we'd fall asleep 
exhausted -- when we awoke, we'd happily begin again! For six months we lived in bounty and abundance. 
At last, the chance I'd hoped for -- to create a thriving, peaceful home. And most wonderful of all: I found I 
was with child. 
 
(THE CAPTAIN and the two women sit keeping peaceful company before bed. YOUNG MOLL, pregnant, 
and the CAPTAIN'S MOTHER work needle-work or spin as they talk.) 
 
CAPTAIN 
Our early crops yield well. 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Welcome news. 
 
MOLL 
I had found my own safe harbor... 
 
CAPTAIN 
The summing up today exceeds all years previous. Our harvest of tobacco may yield even better -- 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
How fine! 
 
PREACHER 
Such a prosperous crop, it's proved to be... 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Fine, indeed my love. 
 
MOLL 
But storms have ways of coming up on tranquil seas. 
 
CAPTAIN 
Well over a thousand the yield should be -- 
 
YOUNG MOLL 



(stitching)  
 
A thousand forty, dear. 
 
CAPTAIN 
(with good humor)  
 
To be corrected by so fair a wife --  
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
And over such a pretty sum! Now don't distract us, son. We have work to do. 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
(to the CAPTAIN)  
 
'Twill make fine trim for the Christening gown. 
 
CAPTAIN 
Indeed it will.  
 
(pause)  
 
I've never seen hands so busy. I would love to stay and watch you both, but accounts are due tomorrow. I 
should retire. 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
I will help you with them in the morning.  
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Arithmetic, eh?  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Accounting. 
 
CAPTAIN 
No one knows their summing-up like Molly. Don't be too late, my dear.  
 
(teasing)  
 
And no more tales of Indians, Mother. 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Sleep well, my dearest. 
 
(He kisses her and exits.)  
 
(for a moment silence, then eagerly)  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Tell me more of last night's story, Mother. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
(teasing)  
 
I don't know... ye' think it best? 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Do not tease me!  
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
But your husband said I mustn't -- 
 



YOUNG MOLL 
I love him well, but I'm not so fragile as he thinks I am. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Nay, ye' are a hearty girl, and strong --  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
And I do so love the way you tell a story!  
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
(cheerful)  
 
And stubborn, too! Ye cannot deny it! Alright, then, as I've said before... This is a place of wildness and great 
freedom. And the people are the same -- but ye' know all this by now, Moll!  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Go on, it is so colorful the way you tell it! 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
These are the stories of my life -- I had better tell them well, for no one else will! 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
They help me pass the time, when my mind begins to wander... 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
What -- are ye' frettin', Moll? Ah, sure there's only one answer to that question when a woman is with child... 
especially with her first. 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
(pause)  
 
Aye, the forest is so vast -- not a neighbor about for miles and miles -- 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Don't let your thoughts be wanderin', child... we most of us survive, ye' know. We most of us survive. 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
(relaxing)  
 
Tell me the tale. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Well. Many people of this land are of one sort or another, Molly. They are not like you -- some are slaves 
from Africa... some from England, prisoners to be hung. But instead they were transported.  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Transported, aye.  
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
When their sentences are done, some plant a little land here -- many do quite well, here. Many prosper...  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Aye. I've heard of one -- a Mr. Sallow... 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
(amused)  
 
Oh? Old Robert?  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Aye, my husband told me of him. 
 



CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
And 'tis all true! Here in Virginia, many a Newgate-bird becomes a great man. Many in the towns 'round 
about have been burnt in the hand. 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Burnt in the hand? 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
The Newgate brand, my child.  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Ah. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
(cheerfully)  
 
Some of the best men in the country are burnt in the hand and are not ashamed to own it... Justice Sallow, 
as ye' have said... And Major Rightsford...  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Nay!  
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Oh yes!  
 
(chuckling)  
 
An eminent pick-pocket in his day! And Mister Brown -- a shop-lifter! And then Magistrate Whiting --  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Not Magistrate Whiting! 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
The very one...  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
I can't believe it! 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
And I could name ye' several more such as they! Now help me with this tying off, my child. My eyes are 
poorly.  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Tell me more of this brand you speak of, mother. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
(casual) 
 
The brand? Oh, the Brand of Newgate, child. Burned on the flesh of all those who enter. Square on the 
inside of the palm, it is. Clean and white. Quite fine, 'tis, too. Have ye' never seen one? 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Nay, I have not. 
 
(The CAPTAIN'S MOTHER takes off a work glove and holds out her hand to YOUNG MOLL.)  
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Well then, feast your eyes, Moll. See?  
 
(happily)  
 
I have one here me'self.  



 
YOUNG MOLL 
(stunned)  
 
Mother -- 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
What -- ye' never noticed? 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
No, I never saw it!  
 
(pause)  
 
You were in Newgate, Mother? 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
I was. What -- are ye' shocked, child?! 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
It's just that -- I knew someone who was there once. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Aye? 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Aye, she was hung there... 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
What was her name? Perhaps I knew her. 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
(evading)  
 
Nay, I don't quite recall it... 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Never mind, child. My memories of Newgate are a little foggy -- for I was a very different person then! 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
I understand.  
 
(beat)  
 
What was your crime? 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Crime?! 
 
(casual) 
 
Oh, nothin' so awful, child... I stole three pieces of cloth from a draper in Cheapside. 
 
(Ghost-like figures begin to emerge into the space around the two women. The CAPTAIN'S MOTHER does 
not notice, but YOUNG MOLL feels their presence. They are the spirits of the inmates of Newgate.) 
 
WOMAN I 
(echoing)  
 
I stole three pieces of cloth... 
 
WOMAN II  



(echoing)  
 
I stole three pieces of cloth from a draper in Cheapside... 
 
MOLL 
Something stirred within me -- and made me feel so sad... 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
From Newgate, I was transported here. And then my luck began to change! 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Aye? 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Aye, I was assigned good work. And when my mistress died, my master married me -- by whom I had your 
husband. Indeed, there's only one regret I have of those early years, my dear... 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
What regret is that? 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
It's that I left a babe there -- a child I've never seen again. 
 
PREACHER  
(breaking from the world of Newgate) 
 
A child? 
 
WOMAN I 
A child. 
 
WOMAN II 
A child. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Aye. A baby left in Newgate. A daughter left behind.  
 
(YOUNG MOLL pricks her finger.) 
 
CAPTAINS MOTHER 
What is it, Moll? 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
I pricked my finger. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Are ye' all right, girl?  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
I'm fine... 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
'Twas a sad affair. I never saw her -- the only thing I left that babe was one gold watch -- I told the guard to 
give it to her for her dowry...  
 
YOUNG MOLL 
A watch?!  
 
(Unseen by the ELDER SON, she pulls a gold watch out of the cradle.) 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
How queer life is, eh? How queer it is...  



 
(cheering herself )  
 
But better not to dwell on it...  
 
MOLL 
Better not to dwell on it. 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
Here in Virginia, I doubled my fortune, since I have been a widow now for all these years...  
 
(She begins to exit.) 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
Let's talk no more about it... 
 
MOLL 
I knew it then for certain. 
 
(The CAPTAIN'S MOTHER turns to look at her daughter-in-law.) 
 
CAPTAIN'S MOTHER 
What is it, Moll? 
 
YOUNG MOLL 
(beat)  
 
Nothing.  
 
(beat, beat)  
 
'Tis just the babe that stirs. That's all. 
 
(YOUNG MOLL puts the watch back into the cradle; it rocks a bit.) 
 
MOLL 
Curse my luck. I was speaking with my mother. 
 
(YOUNG MOLL touches her stomach.) 
 
And my husband was her son. 
 
(An enormous sound of gates slamming.) 
 
(The PREACHER and YOUNG MOLL fall to their knees.) 

End of ACT I 
 
	


