

Scene 1


(Lights up. A tavern. Daytime)



PUMPKIN-PIE

I say: enough. I shall not take this chance,

Dear heart, for I am finish'd with this crime.



MEADSWEET

These words ring dull and have no note of truth,

For many times I've heard thee speak the same:

“The danger is too great, I'll ne'er again.”

And yet I know thy thirst has not been slak'd.



PUMPKIN-PIE

Alas, thou keepst my testimony well;

'Tis true I spoke these words before, and yet

I may be struck lest they be true.



MEADSWEET

                                   Thou cur!

Thou wilt forget them with the rising sun

When next the lark doth chirp his morning song.



PUMPKIN-PIE

My mind is not as feeble as you claim,

For on this day I swear to thee, my sweet,

That now I am a man of clarity;

Of thought and word and dealing, here resolv'd.

And hence let no man tell you otherwise.



MEADSWEET

Thy speech is like unto the clatt'ring din

Of common ducks, which oft I've heard at dawn,

With senseless, fierce discord in angry quacks:

Quack quack quack quack quack quack quack quack quack quack.

I now detect the same foul traits in thee.



PUMPKIN-PIE

Though foul or fishy be my speech, take heart,

For I shall never say these words again

As I shall never rob nor loot again.

Thy ears from my entreats protected be

And ne'er again will quacks of woe disturb

The sweetness of thy youth.



MEADSWEET

                            After tonight.



PUMPKIN-PIE

'Tis true, my love. Until the morrow comes

May I yet speak at length in word or quack.


(Enter Wench, bearing a large flagon of ale)



WENCH

More ale, good sir? Madam?



MEADSWEET

My thanks to thee.



PUMPKIN-PIE

None for me.


(Exit Wench)



PUMPKIN-PIE

I dare say as I sit here now that crimes,

The sort of which we speak, hold danger vast.

The work that we have set ourselves upon

Is better fit for foul beasts afield

When lower fruit doth hang within our reach.



MEADSWEET

So no more robbing blacksmiths of their gold?



PUMPKIN-PIE

I say that robbing blacksmiths is a game

For fools and those of lesser wit than we.

They oft will speak the tongue of foreign lands.

'Tis men of Gaul, or Moors, and mark they not

A word bespoke to threat their very lives.

To steal from such as these is folly great,

T'invite God's wrath or wrath of those we rob.



MEADSWEET

I will not have this wrath of which you speak

Nor wish to slay a blacksmith in his shop

E'en one from England not.



PUMPKIN-PIE

                           And nor do I;

But men as these leave knaves as us no choice

But choose 'tween self and lesser men, I think.

'Tis not a choice, thyself's the greater end.

Yea, even froward English smiths may bear

The brunt of our attentions desperate.

Their smithys pass'd from pere to son for years

To make each coin a birthright bauble kept.

And while they speak our native tongue, in faith,

Their hammers strike as hard as foreign brutes'.



MEADSWEET

Then tell me, marry, what is left to us?

Shall honest work we find? A trade? A guild?



PUMPKIN-PIE

God's Teeth! I will not bear that fate.



MEADSWEET

                                        Then what?



PUMPKIN-PIE


(to the Wench)

Garçon! Some ale to quench my thirst toute de suite!


(to Meadsweet)

Well what, mayhap we set upon this place?



WENCH

Garçon means boy.


(Wench exits)



MEADSWEET

But this is but an humble tavern green.

For folk to slake their thirst upon a pint

Or bite a bone of mutton in repast.



PUMPKIN-PIE

A tavern, aye, 'wares not the touch of knaves.



MEADSWEET

The gentle folk who sup within are not

The type to draw a blade to halt our work.



PUMPKIN-PIE

And miser tavern owner's only wish,

To have thee gone ere diner's blood be spilt.

It came to me when last we robb'd a smith,

Thy brains were graced with blesséd thought that night

When took you from each patron's pouch the gold

They'd unto brought.



MEADSWEET

                     'Tis so.



PUMPKIN-PIE

                              'Twas brilliant, lass.



MEADSWEET

You flatter me.



PUMPKIN-PIE

                And yet those few men's coins

Exceeded more than twice the shopkeep's hold.

So look you now: How many folk here dine?



MEADSWEET

I do see naught but ripen'd pouches here

That bulge with jealous coin to take without.



PUMPKIN-PIE

'Tis true, i'faith.



MEADSWEET

                    Oh aye, 'tis wise, 'tis true.

I see the way; the path is laid extent.



PUMPKIN-PIE

'Tis then agreed. With pointed tongue and blade

I'll keep the wenches, and the barkeep's peace.

And thou control the diners and the doors.


(They draw daggers and lay them on the table)



MEADSWEET

Sweet with sweets war not.



PUMPKIN-PIE

                           Joy delights in joy.


(They kiss and stand)

Ladies and gentlemen, I beg thy attention! Bring before us thy coins and precious jewels!



MEADSWEET

If but one of thy uncouth, base number stirs with unrest, I will put thee in the earth, by this my very own blade, every last mother's son of you!


(Blackout)


