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Snatches of poetry (“Good pilgrim, you do
wrong your hand”) found in a tiny box provide the inspiration for

, a lighthearted fantasy about love and commitment. In a
future world, marriage has been forbidden because The Ancients
discovered it led to breakdowns, insanity and object throwing. In-
stead, people renew their coupling vows every seven years, often
taking advantage of the escape clause. This seems perfectly natu-
ral to Celia, who’s celebrating her 20th birthday, her Woman’s
Birthday, when she becomes legally free to choose her first cou-
pling partner. She’s hoping that will be Mike, her fellow literary re-
storer, who’s working with her on creating a story for the upcoming
Festival of the Ancients from the poetry fragments. Mike loves
Celia but, inspired by those heady fragments and by a book on an-
cient coupling practices, he’s decided to convince her to marry him.
Given that this radical practice will mean they must leave the City
and live in the wilderness without any technology or rent control,
Mike is going to have to do a lot of convincing. And fast. The boat
leaves in three hours and they still have to take care of all the pre-
liminaries listed in the book (like the “shower”). Complicating
Mike’s plans is Celia’s muscular intended, Drake, who’s rarin’ to
couple with the birthday girl himself.
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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
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not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
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ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.
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play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the Play must give credit to the Au thor of the Play in all 
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the Play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the Play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the Play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the Au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no 
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the Au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may 
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”
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PIL GRIMS was pre sented on BBC World Ser vice
Drama in July 1992. The di rec tor was Gordon House,
sound bal ance was by Chris Lewis and the pro duc tion as -
sis tant was Jo Hill. The cast was as fol lows:

MIKE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Dominic Ricard

CELIA . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Sue Broom field

DRAKE . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Neil Rob erts

FE MALE CO-WORKER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Anne Winsor

MALE CO-WORKER I . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pe ter Penry-Jones

MALE CO-WORKER II . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pe ter Gun
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PIL GRIMS
A One-act Play
For 3-4m., 2w.

CHAR AC TERS:

CELIA
MIKE
DRAKE
FE MALE CO-WORKER (briefly)
MALE CO-WORKER I (briefly)
MALE CO-WORKER II (briefly)

NOTE: The Male Co-worker char ac ters can be re duced to
one Male Co-worker.

TIME: The fu ture.
PLACE: An of fice.

5
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PIL GRIMS

SCENE: Morn ing. An of fice with a ta ble and chairs, per -
haps a desk in the cor ner.

AT RISE: MIKE is look ing out the win dow. CELIA en ters.

CELIA. Blest day, Mike.
MIKE. Blest day, Celia. (They hes i tate.) I think we should

be able to fin ish up to day. It looks like it.
CELIA. Well, that’s pretty good if we can. Fes ti val pro -

jects aren’t due un til next week. And we had the hard est 
Res to ra tion job of any of them, or at least I thought we
did. We’re a good team, aren’t we? I mean, as Lit er ary
Re storers we work well to gether.

MIKE. Yes, we do. I think this may have been the hard est,
but I think also it may have been the most in ter est ing,
too. (He takes some small pieces of pa per out of a tin
box on the ta ble. She watches him.) With the po etry and
all.

CELIA. I liked the po etry.
MIKE. I did, too.
CELIA. And now that we’ve done this one, maybe they’ll

let us do some oth ers, if there are any oth ers, al though I
guess there prob a bly won’t be. (Stand ing close to him.)
You hardly ever see po etry any more. My mother won’t

7

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



have it in the house. But I like it. And this as sign ment
was nice, too, be cause of the the ater as pect— I mean,
that it had a plot, that it was a play. Not like the po etry
C Team did last year, that “Roses are red—”

MIKE. “—Vi o lets are blue—”
CELIA. I liked this bunch a lot better. And it’s ten times

better than those in struc tion man u als we had last time.
(She’s fin ger ing the pieces. He’s watch ing her.) It’s a
shame peo ple don’t poet any more.

MIKE. Actually,—
CELIA. You never see it, ex cept in cards—to you, a few,

how do.
MIKE. True. But—
CELIA. I won der if the An cients watch us?
MIKE. When?
CELIA. Well, this whole idea of the Fes ti val of the An -

cients— I mean, have n’t you ever thought about it?
Trying to rep li cate ev ery thing they did—dig ging up
uten sils and vi sion boxes and re con struct ing cook ing
rooms. (Fin gering pieces.) Or tak ing lit tle pieces of pa -
per some one’s hid den in a tin box and try ing to piece
them back to gether into some sem blance of their orig i nal 
plot ting. It’s funny the things peo ple hide away. Do you
ever hide any thing? (He hes i tates.) Maybe that’s—

MIKE (si mul ta neously). Actually,—
CELIA (over lap ping). —too per sonal. It’s just one of those 

things I think about—the An cients watch ing us, not your 
hid ing—when we’re—not that I think you’re hid ing
some thing—when we’re work ing to gether. Do you ever
think about things, when we’re work ing to gether? I won -
der some times about that, too, and other things, not that
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I’m think ing about what we’re do ing all the time. Why
am I do ing all the talk ing?

MIKE. You’re faster.
CELIA (laughs). I guess. I’m in kind of a mood to day.
MIKE (over end of line). I read a book last night.
CELIA. Did you? Was it one you’ve read be fore?
MIKE. No.—
CELIA. Really? It’s so hard to find new ones, with no one

pro cess ing books any more.
MIKE. That’s true. I—
CELIA. Maybe it’s be cause we don’t have wars any more.

They used to say that all the good pro ces sors came af ter
a war.

MIKE. Or love—pro ces sors come from. The point is—
CELIA. Maybe that’s it. No more wars and, some would

say, no more love, with so many ar ranged cou plings. Al -
though I guess it hap pens some times. But you were n’t
equat ing love with war, were you?

MIKE. No, I was try ing to tell you about this book I read
last night.

CELIA. Oh. Was it a whole book you read?
MIKE. Yes. I just got started and I could n’t stop. I’ll tell

you why.—
CELIA. I’m like that with salted nuts.
MIKE. Celia!
CELIA. What? Oh—sorry. I’m just kind of— To day’s kind 

of dif fer ent, for me. I’m not—calm. It’s—well, I guess
you would n’t know— 

MIKE. It’s your birth day.
CELIA. Yes! How did you—
MIKE. Right. (Slumps into a chair.)
CELIA. What’s the mat ter?
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MIKE. I knew it was your birth day—I just was n’t ready to
talk about it. I don’t un der stand why it is we can work
so well to gether on Lit er ary Res to ra tion but when we try 
to work on some thing per sonal we plot in com pletely
dif fer ent di rec tions.

CELIA. What per sonal?
MIKE (over lap ping). You never let me build. You just

jump in.
CELIA. I’m a jumper, I’m sorry.
MIKE. I worked so hard on this last night. I had it all

worked out.
CELIA. I thought you were read ing last night.
MIKE. That’s what I’m talk ing about—switch ing sub jects.
CELIA. But I thought you wanted to talk about—
MIKE. I need to build up to it, OK? I’m not a jumper.
CELIA. OK.
MIKE. A lit tle sub tlety, a lit tle nu ance—not just— Look at 

these— (the pieces of pa per) —look at them, touch
them—it’s not just A to B to C—it’s an in tan gi ble—
some thing—that builds in you—that car ries you with it
and then you’re there and you can’t even see the path
you’ve come by. It’s won der ful!

CELIA. It is kind of ex cit ing not hav ing stage di rec tions,
al though I don’t know how they ever knew what they
were do ing.

MIKE. Be cause the words—there’s a nat u ral build in there. 
It’s—

CELIA. I know—even in these frag ments you pick up on
their in ten sity—on the elec tric ity be tween them, es pe -
cially in that scene we fig ured must be a party— (pick -
ing up the pieces) —where they first meet and there’s—
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(Senses some thing. Stops, looks at him.) Did you want to 
say some thing?

MIKE. Yes.
CELIA. Please, go ahead.
MIKE. OK. OK. Well, seven months, we’ve been do ing

this. Working—to gether. And oc ca sion ally, we’ve had
lunch—to gether. (Pauses. She waits. He’s stopped.)

CELIA. And I’ve al ready ad mit ted how much I’ve en joyed 
it. (He nods, hes i tates.) And I see, from my point of
view, no stop page ahead. I in tend to con tinue en joy ing
it—work ing—to gether. (She waits. He’s look ing at her
but not say ing any thing.) Is that what you wanted to
say?

MIKE (turn ing away). Damn! (Walks to win dow.)
CELIA. There’s a prob lem.
MIKE. No, no. Let’s get to work—fin ish this. Com plete it.

End it. Do it and have it done.
CELIA (watch ing him). Maybe it was that book last night.

Maybe that’s why peo ple don’t read any more—it gets
them too ex cited.

MIKE. I’m not ex cited.
CELIA (join ing him). Aren’t you?
MIKE. Well, I was n’t last night. Well, I was, but it—there

was n’t— (Stops.)
CELIA (closer to him). Won’t you tell me about it?
MIKE. OK. What hap pened was I was read ing, and I felt

an al most pas sion ate—

(The door bangs open and DRAKE strides in car ry ing a
large brown pa per bag. He throws it on the ta ble, lifts
CELIA off her feet and kisses her long and pas sion -
ately.)
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DRAKE (putt ing her down). I have brought lunch. Blest
day, Mike.

CELIA (to DRAKE). A lit tle early for lunch, is n’t it?
MIKE. Drake, I don’t ap pre ci ate the way you’re al ways

com ing in here dis tract ing my as so ci ate.
DRAKE (to MIKE). I’m a very dis tract ing man. This I

can’t help.
MIKE (to DRAKE). Well, we’re just get ting started.
DRAKE (over end of his line. To CELIA). I’m go ing to be

in the Fes ti val. I’ve been cho sen for the team.
MIKE (to DRAKE). Pulling a cart?
DRAKE (to CELIA). I wanted to tell you.
CELIA. Is it dan ger ous? Drake, you could be hurt.
DRAKE. Not where it counts. My heart can only be hurt

by you.
MIKE (to DRAKE). She can jump on it later. We have to

work now.
CELIA (to DRAKE). I’ll look for ward to hear ing all about

it.
DRAKE (to CELIA). Also, our moth ers are ex pect ing us

to night. Lots of cel e brat ing. I like your mother, you
know.

CELIA (to DRAKE). I know. You’ve said.
DRAKE (to CELIA). I think she is a woman of ex cep tional 

taste and great strength.
CELIA (to MIKE). Mother can crack nuts with her el bow.
MIKE (to CELIA). Salted? (They laugh.)
DRAKE (to BOTH). I’m not shar ing the joke so I’ll leave.
CELIA (to DRAKE). Well, it’s just that we should be

work ing.
DRAKE (to CELIA). I have a lot more to tell you. I’ll tell

you later.
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CELIA (to DRAKE). That’s fine.
DRAKE (to CELIA). Be ready. (He grabs her and kisses

her pas sion ately, then re leases her, grabs his lunch bag, 
and strides out.)

MIKE. That man is an id iot.
CELIA. Our moth ers think we’re well-matched. (Laughs.

He does n’t say any thing.) I guess that’s why they want
us to cou ple.

MIKE. Let’s fin ish this.
CELIA. You were go ing to tell me about the book.
MIKE. “Drake, you could be hurt.” There’s no—
CELIA. Well, those Fes ti val games—
MIKE (over lap ping). —time. We want to get this plot de -

cided if you’re go ing to be tak ing a long lunch.
CELIA. I did n’t say I was go ing to take a long lunch.
MIKE. Well, you never know, do you? Right, so— (Con -

sulting print-out.)
CELIA. I know.
MIKE (over lap ping). —what do we have here? Well, what

we have here are two good plots and we just have to
agree on which one makes the best sense. What do you
think?

CELIA. I think you give up aw fully easy.
MIKE. No, I don’t. I still think my plot makes the best

sense.
CELIA (looks at him a mo ment, sighs). And I still think

it’s a West ern.
MIKE. And you’re bas ing that en tire opin ion on one line,

one word.
CELIA. I am not. Now, lis ten, lis ten— (read ing one of the

pieces of pa per) —it’s the whole feel of the thing where
he’s new in town—just be ing in tro duced—some thing,
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some thing—can’t read it—then “...To smooth that rough 
touch with a ten der—” some thing—and Juliet says,
“Good Pil grim, you do wrong your hand—”

MIKE. “Good Pil grim”—hav ing some one called “pil grim”
does not make it a West ern.

CELIA. No, no, this one, too—here— (read ing an other
piece) —“fi ery-footed steeds,/To wards Phoe bus’ lodg -
ing; such a waggoner/As Phaethon would whip you to
the west” and—where—here—and this one— (read ing
an other piece) —this one with some thing “ra ven” and
then “wolf ish-rav en ing lamb”—wolf ish-rav en ing lamb!
It’s Plot 27—the cat tle men and the sheep herd ers—prob -
a bly this Phoe bus and Phaethon.

MIKE. A few phrases, and stretch ing even for that.
CELIA. Well, it works better than your idea about the co -

ven and be witch ment and tragic love.
MIKE. Then how to you ex plain all the dead men we’ve

got here?
CELIA. West erns are ninety per cent dead men.
MIKE. For love? These men died for love.
CELIA. Oh, please. Men have died and their ashes been

urned but never for love. How do you know they died
for love? “Thy hus band in thy bosom there lies dead and 
Paris, too.” Where does it say they died for love? They
did n’t die for love—they died in a range war. 

MIKE. How about the po etry? How do you ex plain that?
That in cred i bly strong sense of pas sion, of long ing?

CELIA. Well, they were very at tached to their horses. We
know that.

MIKE (picks up one of the pieces and reads). “Two of the
fair est stars in all the heaven,/Hav ing some busi ness, do
en treat her eyes/To twin kle in their spheres”—some -

14 PILGRIMS

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



thing, some thing— “The bright ness of her cheek would
shame those stars,/As day light doth a—” some thing.
(Looks at her.)

CELIA (pauses). How do we know that piece even goes
with the oth ers? 

MIKE. It goes with the oth ers.
CELIA. You know.
MIKE. I know.
CELIA. Well, maybe you’re right. But for the Fes ti val they 

want ac tion plots—some thing that moves.
MIKE (stand ing close to her). Po etry moves. Love moves.

Some love.
CELIA. Does it?
MIKE (turn ing away). Wit ness Drake.
CELIA. What does he have to do with it?
MIKE. I think he has a lot to do with it.
CELIA. Then you have n’t thought about it much.
MIKE. That’s all I was do ing last night was think ing about 

it!
CELIA. I thought you were read ing a book. That’s all I’ve

heard since I got here. “I was read ing a book, I was
read ing a book.”

MIKE. Oh, shut up! (Slight pause.)
CELIA. If I took my self as se ri ously as you do, I’d be in -

sulted by that.
MIKE. I’m sorry. And I don’t—
CELIA. You do. You take ev ery thing se ri ously—get all

tan gled up in things. Do you know that? I’ve said it of -
ten enough, you should know. Un less you never lis ten to 
what I’m say ing. Do you lis ten?

MIKE. I lis ten more to what you don’t say.
CELIA. What don’t I say?
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MIKE. You’re twenty years old to day. Your Woman’s
Birth day. Legally free. You should start say ing what you 
want.

CELIA. You’ve been le gally free the whole seven months
I’ve known you. Do you say what you want? How are
you plot ting now?

MIKE. I’m not—or maybe I am—I don’t know. Maybe I
thought we had a be witch ment plot here be cause there’s
some thing about these pieces— I know it sounds crazy
but I worked late last night and be ing alone here with
them—

CELIA. You should have said some thing. I would have
stayed with you.

MIKE. Well, any way, I was here with—
CELIA. —the book.
MIKE. Yes. Well, no, the book was at home.
CELIA. You read it later.
MIKE. Yes. Well, not—that’s later in the story. The thing

is I was sit ting here with these pieces and I felt some -
thing— (Hes i tates.)

CELIA. Mag i cal?
MIKE. And then I went home and read the book and it all

came to gether. But the thing is, while I was here I felt a
kind of—

CELIA (over end of line). All what came to gether?
MIKE. What?
CELIA. All what came to gether? You said—
MIKE. Well, all of it, but that’s later in the story.
CELIA. Later in what story? You keep bring ing some thing

up and then you say, “Oh, no, that’s later.” What’s later? 
What are you try ing to tell me? You’re driv ing me
crazy!
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