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The Enchantress of Ipswich

Drama. By Beverly Sturgill. Cast: 9m., 9w., with doubling. It is 1692
and New England is consumed with witchcraft fever. A magically
wise grandfather and his enchantress granddaughter brilliantly con-
trive to save the village of Ipswich from the terrors of nearby Sa-
lem, and all ends happily. In the summer of this year, little Ipswich is
caught up in superstition. Grandfather, the Wise One, and his grand-
daughter, Megan, an Enchantress First Class, come from the Glen in
the Land of Faerie to help the village. Soon entangled in the dishon-
esty and prejudice of the villagers, the unlikely pair are resolved to
use their good magic only as necessary; Megan, not used to humans
and short on temper, complicates the situation. Eventually, out of
many turns of plot, the villagers learn a valuable lesson about big-
otry, and the love story of Megan and Nat ends happily, thanks to the
wise magic of Grandfather. A delightful adventure story for all. Two
settings: at Faerie Glen and the village common of Ipswich. Costumes
of the time. Approximate running time: 2 hours. Code: E67.
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*xx NOTICE ***

The amateur and stock acting rights to this work are controlled exclusively by
FAMILY PLAYS without whose permission in writing no performance of it may
be given. Royalty must be paid every time a play is performed whether or not it is
presented for profit and whether or not admission is charged. A play is performed
any time it is acted before an audience. Current royalty rates, applications and re-
strictions may be found at our website www.FamilyPlays.com, or we may be con-
tacted by mail at: FAMILY PLAY'S, 311 Washington St., Woodstock, 1L 60098.

COPYRIGHT LAW GIVES THE AUTHOR OR THE AUTHOR’S AGENT THE
EXCLUSIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law provides authors with a fair
return for their creative efforts. Authors earn their living from the royalties they
receive from book sales and from the performance of their work. Conscientious
observance of copyright law is not only ethical, it encourages authors to continue
their creative work. This work is fully protected by copyright. No alterations, de-
letions or substitutions may be made in the work without the prior written consent
of the publisher. No part of this work may be reproduced or transmitted in any
form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording,
videotape, film, or any information storage and retrieval system, without permis-
sion in writing from the publisher. It may not be performed either by professionals
or amateurs without payment of royalty. All rights, including, but not limited to,
the professional, motion picture, radio, television, videotape, foreign language,
tabloid, recitation, lecturing, publication and reading, are reserved.

For performance of any songs, music and recordings mentioned in this play which are in
copyright, the permission of the copyright owners must be obtained or other songs and
recordings in the public domain substituted.

© 1998 by
ANCHORAGE PRESS, INC.

Printed in the United States of America
All Rights Reserved
(THE ENCHANTRESS OF IPSWICH)

ISBN: 978-0-87602-359-4
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IMPORTANT BILLING AND CREDIT REQUIREMENTS

All producers of the play must give credit to the author(s) of the play in all pro-
grams distributed in connection with performances of the play and in all instances
in which the title of the play appears for purposes of advertising, publicizing or
otherwise exploiting the play and/or a production. The name of the author(s) must
also appear on a separate line, on which no other name appears, immediately
following the title, and must appear in size of type not less than fifty percent the
size of the title type. Biographical information on the author(s), if included in the
playbook, may be used in all programs. In all programs this notice must appear:

“Produced by special arrangement with
Family Plays of Woodstock, Illinois”
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CHARACTERS

THE MAGICAL PEOPLE

Grandfather - The Wise One

Megan - his granddaughter - Enchantress First Class
Wilda - a disobedient enchantress, always causing trouble

THE TOWNSPEOPLE OF IPSWICH

Sarah Ingersoll - owner of the Ipswich Inn

Nathaniel ingersoll - her son

Magistrate Dudley - Mayor ot Ipswich

Elizabeth Dudley - his wife

Bridget Dudley - his daughter

Peter Dudley - his son

Constable Cheever - assistant to the magistrate

George Corwin - member of the village council,
brother to Elizabeth

Martha Croley - resident of Ipswich

Timothy Croley - her son

Robert Stone - minister of lpswich

Rachel Stone - his daughter

Joanna Sheldon - hired girl, friend to Rachel & Anne

Anne Williams - friend to Joanna & Rachel, orphan

Samuel Tompson - friend to Nat

Note: By doubling all roles may be played by 9 males and 9 females.
Ideal for appropriate age casting.

TIME - - 1692 New England

PLACE - - the Village of ipswich

SETTINGS - - A Faerie Glen in the woods
The Village Common of Ipswich

Costumes of the Time.
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PETER:

TIMOTHY:

PETER:

TIMOTHY:

SAMUEL:

PETER:

SAMUEL:

PETER:

SAMUEL:

TIMOTHY:

SAMUEL.

ACT |

SCENE 1
(As the curtain opens, it is early morning in Ipswich,
Massachusetts. Samuel is sitting on the bench D. L.
whittling. Timothy Croley & Peter Dudley are standing
next to him, Sam is in his late teens. Tim and Peter are
age 10. Peter is excited about the dice he has just made
and js showing Timothy.)
It took me half the night to carve them.
Let me see.
What do you think, Timothy?
They're beautiful.

(Reaches over and takes them.) | couldn't have done a
finer work of making these dice. Thank ye, Peter.

Give them back!

Shame. Reverend Stone has no use for anyone who
plays with dice, especially a magistrate’s son.

He's not in Ipswich, remember. The minister’s at the
witchcratt trials in Salem.

Ah yes, the trials. Well then, he wouldn't mind our
having a little game or two to while the time away.

Think Nat would like to play?
(Walks over to the inn, Sam follows.)

We'll soon see. (Shouts.) Nat, come out here. We be
wont to show you something.
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NATHANIEL:

SAMUEL:
PETER:

SAMUEL:

NATHANIEL:

SAMUEL:

TIMOTHY:

NATHANIEL:

SAMUEL:

CORWIN:

(Coming out of inn.) Well, well, if it isn't the village
gadabout, and what mischief are ye planning today?

| made these dice.
.. . but | made them!

(Shaking finger at him.) Peter, what are we going to do
about all these lies ye be telling lately? Anyway, Nat,
how'd ye like to win some schillings from me?

| don't think so. I've never won anything from you. You
cheat.

Be a sport. | challenge ye to a game. Peter, Tim, you
can be the judge as to who cheats.

Some fun!

Make it a fast one. If my mother finds me out here
playing dice, she'll increase my chores tenfold.

(Sam goes down center, draws out circle with toe. As he
is doing this, George Corwin has entered and is watch-
ing. He is now standing directly behind the boys. They
do not see him.)

To make it fair, the dice have to stay within this circle.
Nat, ye may have the first try. Tim, Peter, one of you be
on each side of the circle. | think we be ready now to
begin the game.

(They are down on the ground now. Corwin is the only
one standing.)

Naughty, naughty, naughty! Here, 'tis 1692 and you lads
think you can get away with anything. The minister
leaves for one week, puts me in charge, and just be-
cause ye think I'm stupid.
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SAMUEL:

CORWIN:

NATHANIEL:

CORWIN:

SAMUEL:

CORWIN:

SAMUEL:

TIMOTHY:
PETER:

SAMUEL:

NATHANIEL:

CORWIN:

... stupid? . . . not George Corwin! (They all look at
each other and shake heads yes.)

(He's too busy lecturing to see their action.) Yes, stupid.
Ye believe | will let you do anything. Now, what do ye
have to say for yourself?

Want to play?

Certainly not!

We play for money.

(Holds out coin, waves it in circle. Corwin's eyes follow
it. When Sam puts it on ground, George quickly kneels
beside him.)

Money? (He looks around.) All right, but just one little
game. (Takes dice.) Here's my coin. (Puts down gold

coin.)

A gold coin! That's a lot of money. (He whispers to the
other boys.) He won't have that for long.

Oh no, look who’s coming.

My father! Run!

| think we'd better . . .

Get out of here.

(Sam grabs his coin, they run off stage right as Con-
stable and Magistrate Dudley enter. Corwin is on

ground shaking dice, totally unaware he is all alone.)

1 hear thee rattling, little dice. Rattle a lucky number for
poor George Corwin. (Throws dice.) Ah, hah!

3
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MAGISTRATE:

CORWIN:

MAGISTRATE:

CORWIN:

CONSTABLE:
CORWIN:

MAGISTRATE:

CORWIN:

CONSTABLE:

CORWIN:

MAGISTRATE:

CONSTABLE:

Inspecting the village green, Corwin?
Ah,nosir,lah... lah...

(The Magistrate starts to laugh, as does the Constable,
ominously. Corwin, relieved, begins to laugh also.)

Speak when you are being addressed, you nit wit.

No, sir, | mean, yes sir. | found a coin. Yes, a coin right
here in the sand. (He replaces dice with a coin in his
hand.)

in the sand? | don't believe you, George.
Well, actually | found it in the treasury.

The treasury? Corwin, you know what we did with the
Ipswich Village money.

No, your royal magistrate, | don't know.

Oh, but you do! You were there when we took all the
money from the village treasury, every single coin.
(Constable now has Corwin nose to hose as he speaks
to him.)

Every single coin? | guess ye must have forgotten this
one.

(Swings Corwin around so he now has him nose to
nose.) Then we invested every bit of it in a cargo ship to
bring back riches from the West Indies, except for the
coin you stole.

(Pulls Corwin back to him.) We don't want the village to

know about our little venture, Corwin. That gold coin
would make people suspicious.

4
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CORWIN:

MAGISTRATE:

CONSTABLE:

MAGISTRATE:

SARAH:

MAGISTRATE:

SARAH:

MAGISTRATE:

SARAH:

(Pushes him away, he falls.)
(He gets up.) Oh, it's a secret. Sssshhh . ..

Now, we're going to get the money back, of course . . .
with a little interest for us.

(He slaps Corwin on the back so hard that he is on
ground again.)

Tis true, and we will keep that gold coin to remind us,
huh, Corwin.

(Takes coin, slaps Corwin on back just as he has goiten
up. He is on ground once more.)

(He takes coin from Constable.) Ah yes, if there is
anyone in Ipswich who deserves to be rich, we are the
ones. Stand up, Corwin! Why are ye always on the
ground?

(Sarah Ingersoll comes out of inn. Sarah and her
husband own it. In those days, an inn was much like a
general store, in addition to being a haven for travellers.)
There ye be, Magistrate Dudley.

Ah, good morning, Sarah. When will Captain
ingersoll's ship be in from England?

My husband should be sailing into the bay within the
month. Speaking of ships, this ietter just came for ye.

(Big smile on face.) Ah, the letter.
(Holding up letter to see if she can see what it says

through paper.) 'Tis from some shipping line. Let me
see...itsays...

5
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MAGISTRATE:

SARAH:

MAGISTRATE:

SARAH:

MAGISTRATE:

CONSTABLE:

MAGISTRATE:

CORWIN:

MAGISTRATE:

CONSTABLE:

MAGISTRATE:

(Snatching letter from her.) Never mind what it says. |
am perfectly capable of reading my own postage,
Madam.

Then do it! Have ye seen Nathaniel?

| haven't time to keep watch over your son. If he were
mine, it would be the whipping post for him at least once
a week.

(Bristling.) Well, he's not and | will thank ye to take care
of the village affairs and not mine, Magistrate Dudley.
(She stomps into inn, slams door.)

That woman offends me. (Opens letter.)

| don't think she likes you either. Well, how much
money have we made?

No, itcan'tbe! Ohno. ..
(Constable guides distraught Magistrate to bench.)
Here, let me help you.

(Moaning.) We're ruined. What are we going to do?
(Hands letter to Constable.)

(Reading letter.) It is with deep regret we must inform
you that your ship, the Dolphin, was lost in a storm off
the coast of the West Indies. That means . . .

We have lost everything . . . the ship, the cargo, the
village treasury.

CORWIN & CONSTABLE: .. . the village treasury?

CONSTABLE:

Oh, no.

6
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MAGISTRATE:
CORWIN:
MAGISTRATE:
CORWIN:
CONSTABLE:
MAGISTRATE:
CORWIN:
MAGISTRATE:

CONSTABLE:

MAGISTRATE:

CORWIN:

MAGISTRATE:

CORWIN:

SAMUEL:

PETER:

SAMUEL:

How do we pay back the money we have taken? How?
I know. We could all work.

Very funny.

Double the taxes.

They are already doubled.

Enough! Come, let us go into the church and . . .

... kill ourselves!

Come up with a plan to replace all that money.

| fear for our lives if the village discovers what we've
done.

| haven't been in this much trouble.

Since the last time. Don't worry! George Corwin is here
to save the day. | will become a highway robber and
rescue damsels in distress and ask for rewards. (Heis
brandishing imaginary sword.) lcan. ..

(Is on top stair of church.) Corwin, come in here.
Coming.

(As they exit into church, Peter tiptoes in.)

Be they gone? (Sam, Tim, & Nat hide by side of inn as
Peter looks.)

.. .gone. Youcan come out.

Are the dice where we left them?

7
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PETER:

TIMOTHY:

PETER:

NATHANIEL:

SAMUEL:

SARAH:

NATHANIEL:

SARAH:

SAMUEL:

SARAH:

BRIDGET:

ELIZABETH:

They seem to have disappeared.

That ends all our fun.

Now what is there to do?

You could help me with my chores.

And ruin the day altogether. No thank you, Nat.
Nat! Nat, am [ hearing your voice out there?
Hide me quick before she sees me.

(The boys stand in front of him as Sarah comes out the
door.)

All right, where is he? | know Nat's out here some-
where.

"Twas my voice you heard, Mistress Ingersoll. We
sound very much alike.

As soon as he comes out of hiding, tell Nat he is to finish
his work right now. Any delay and there will be twice the
chores to do.

(Mistress Elizabeth Dudley comes sweeping in. Her
daughter, Bridget, is close behind. Bridget sinks onto
the bench by the tree.)

Mama, must ye walk so fast? You know how it wearies
me to follow at such a fast pace. Don't take too iong
because I'm feeling faint.

Sarah, don't go away. | need to talk with thee. Here,
Bridget, take these smelling salts | have in my purse.
(She is finding them.)

8
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SARAH:

PETER:

ELIZABETH:

PETER:

SAMUEL:

ELIZABETH:

PETER:

ELIZABETH:

SAMUEL:

TIMOTHY:

ELIZABETH:

(Sighs.) 1was hoping to get through the day without a
visit from the Queen of Ipswich.

(Peter see his mother, nudges Tim.)

Ye were asking how | come by so much money. Waitch
and I'll show ye how to get rich fast.

(Has given salts to Bridget, looks around.) Has anyone
seen Magistrate Dudley?

(Tugging at her sleeve.) Mother.
| think he's in the church with the Constable and Corwin.

(Nat is standing behind him so he won't be seen by his
mother.)

Will someone tell him his wife is out here waiting to
speak with him.

Mother!

(Without even looking at him.) Peter, don't bother me.
Here's a schilling. Go buy something.

(Peter holds up coin triumphantly, shows to Tim.)
Well, who's going to deliver my message?
(No one moves.)

(Knowing if he moves, Nat will be discovered.) There's a
ketch in my leg.

(Standing next to Sam.) Mine too.
Never mind, you lazy louts! Peter, tell your father | need

him.

9
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(Peter runs into church. She walks over to Sarah.)
ELIZABETH: Good morning, Sarah.
SARAH: What is it you need, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH: Sarah, it is not permissible for you to call me by my first
- name. | am the Magistrate’s wife, remember.

SARAH: Forgive me, | should have known better. Good day,
Mistress Dudiey.

ELIZABETH: That's better. | have so many purchases to make. |
brought you this list myself. (She hands Sarah her list
which is so long it almost reaches the floor.)

SARAH: And how do ye intend to get everything on this list
home? You'll need a horse and cart.

MAGISTRATE: (Comes out of church, followed by Corwin & Peter.)
Elizabeth, my dear, you were looking for me?

PETER: (Tugging on his sleeve.) Father.
ELIZABETH: Indeed | was. | am shopping and need more money.
PETER: Father.

MAGISTRATE: Don't bother me, Peter. Here's a schilling. Go buy
something.

(Hands him Corwin’s gold coin without realizing it. Peter
is ecstalic, runs and shows Tim.)

My love, you spent a great deal yesterday. Money does
not grow on trees.

CORWIN: .. . orcargo ships.

10
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MAGISTRATE: (Laughs.) What a silly thing to say, Corwin. Give her
some money.

CORWIN: But there be none. It’s all sunk.

ELIZABETH:  Sunk?

MAGISTRATE: He means it's all sunk in big bags in the treasury, my
dear. Lend her some money, Corwin. | left mine at
home.

CORWIN: (Reproachfully.) | have so little.

MAGISTRATE: The littler the better.

(Corwin gives what he has.)
There you go, sweetheart. -

ELIZABETH: That will not begin to buy what | need.

MAGISTRATE: Then ask for credit. |1 haven't time to be bothered. |
have urgent business at hand.

CORWIN: Yes, he does. He certainly does. Any hand will do if it
hasmon . ..

MAGISTRATE: (Slaps hand over his mouth.) Come, my bag of wind of
a brother-in-taw.

(They exit.)

ELIZABETH: (Shouting.) Just wait till | get you home, husband.
(Speaks in a sickening sweet voice.) Sarah, dear, with
so little money to buy all that | need, I'm sure you'll allow
me all the credit | need. Oh dear, where did | put my
list?

SARAH: You gave it to me, Mistress Dudley.
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