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PREFACE 
 

 

Infused with the fire of God and the vapors of self-promotion, 

Carrie Nation is confined to the margins of history as a curiosity. Yet 

during her lifetime she captured headlines, started riots and led a 

notorious but successful crusade for temperance. Nation was an 

American celebrity before there were stars, one of the first to claim fifteen 

minutes of fame and then die forgotten.  

Nation blurred the line between politics and theater. She was 

easily lampooned as the hatchet-swinging harridan who broke up 

saloons, those cozy places of male companionship. Towards the end of 

her life Nation toured the country alongside cowboys and Indians, ending 

her career in self-conscious parody, a Coney Island sideshow curiosity.  

Nation’s passion to shut down the whiskey industry and shine a 

light on the hypocrisy of politicians and judges arose out of her personal 

experience with drink: her first husband died an alcoholic. The evidence 

of the devastating effects of alcohol was clear to her — abused women 

and destitute children. Nation believed that men couldn’t be decent 

husbands and fathers as long as they drank and gambled their earnings 

away, as long as saloons lured men to part with their money before they 

reached home. She also railed against smoking as an assault against 

good health. Nation didn’t direct all her ire only at men, however. She 

also berated women who didn’t raise their own voices or fight for their 

right to vote, and she ridiculed those who cared more for fashion than 

morals.  

Nation lived on the outer reaches of sanity, her vivid imagination 

boiling over with religious imagery. She lived not in conversation but in 
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rhetoric, ridicule and hectoring. She was a religious zealot and reformist 

fanatic who engaged in outrageous behavior to attract attention to her 

causes of sobriety and the plight of women. Was she in control of her 

antics, a forerunner of frauds like Elmer Gantry, or was she delusional, 

haunted by dreams and demons? Did she lack a sense of humor, a grim 

crusader, or was her crusade a self-made spectacle designed to attract 

attention? Did she hate men or only the whiskey that they drank? Was 

her martyrdom welcomed or was she martyr or merely a victim?  

She certainly attracted attention. When Nation came to town, 

everyone knew she was there, from the barkeep to the governor, and 

everyone had an opinion. At a time when women and children were 

supposed to be seen and not heard, Nation couldn’t be ignored. She was 

accused of being a rabble-rouser and a demagogue, the same charges 

leveled against abolitionists a generation earlier and union organizers a 

generation later. And, of course, she was a woman. What can be more 

unseemly than a female taking up arms and stirring riots in the streets? 

While many found her tactics in civil disobedience unacceptable, 

her response to the courts disrespectful, her personality abrasive, and 

self-righteous, she did had some success. In 1900 Kansas had voted for 

prohibition but the police, with the complicity of local politicians, looked 

the other way. Nation demanded that the laws be enforced. A variety of 

interests conspired to overlook the sale of liquor in that state and Nation 

crusaded to ensure that the police and courts carried out the will of the 

legislature. 

Carrie Nation is an archetypal American figure, the bridge between 

Jonathan Edwards “Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God,” and Amy 

Semple McPherson. She was the censorious crank, but she was also the 

reformer who forced a smug establishment to pay attention to the 

deleterious effects that alcohol brought to families. She called into 

question the shallowness of American life, but her alternative was worse. 

Like all true believers, she leaves us with ambivalent feelings. 
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Much of the play consists of quotes taken from either Nation's 

autobiography The Use and Need of the Life of Carrie A. Nation, Herbert 

Asbury's Carrie Nation or Robert Lewis Taylor's Vessel of Wrath: The Life 

and Times of Carrie Nation. Some dialogue is altered to make it sound 

natural to our modern ear. And a few comments are products of my own 

imagination. While Scene Four does not purport to be a transcription of 

the trial, Carrie Nation's actions and speeches as depicted here actually 

occurred at either this or other trials of hers. In addition, David Nation, 

her husband, regularly held press conferences at his wife's trials and the 

comments, with minor editing, are his own.  
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CHARACTERS 

DOBSON 

MCCABE 

CHARLIE 

GANO 

MOTHER NATION 

SISTER NOBLE 

DAVID NATION    

 

SCENES OF THE PLAY 

 

Prologue 

Scene One: Kansas, city hall, mid-twentieth century. 

Scene Two: Kiowa, Kansas, 1900, in and around Dobson's saloon.  

Scene Three: Outside District Court, Topeka, Kansas. 1901. 

Scene Four: Courtroom. 

Scene Five: Jail/city hall. 
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Prologue 

 

NOBLE: If they were fair about it, they would have a monument to this 

great woman, in Washington, D.C., the capital city, the nation’s 

capital. Not for George Washington or Thomas Jefferson, both 

slaveholders, and the second a fornicator as well. There would be a 

statue, a grand statue, big in every way, just as Carry Nation was 

big in every way. She did carry a nation, sometimes by herself and 

sometimes with the help of a handful of women friends, before they 

would betray her and leave her to the hounds of domestic 

destruction. In her name is foretold everything that she did — Carry 

A. Nation. But great ones are forgotten by history, especially if they 

are women, especially when the interests that exploit women and 

children continue to dominate and determine what you read in 

those so-called history texts and news journals.  

 

The demon alcohol and gambling and adulterating are the 

handmaidens of big business and they still have got their claws in 

the youth today and eat up the foundations of family tranquility. 

You may laugh when you hear her name — if you know the name at 

all, as it has been distorted and tortured until there’s hardly 

anything left that is recognizable and true. You may laugh and 

ridicule her during her last days as a circus performer or traveling 

with the western road shows with roping cowboys and Indians 

wearing feathered headdresses. But this was a time for her to bring 

her message across the continent, into the dens of iniquity. They 

had tried to stop up her mouth with judges’ verdicts, beer men tried 

to shut her up with the brute strength of their fists, and when that 

didn’t work, they tried to end the holy crusade by declaring her a 

lunatic.  
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Didn’t they do the same to other crusaders for the cause of human 

decency? 

 

This was my friend. She was my savior. Even when she sent me 

away, I knew that deep in her heart it was for a good cause. My 

name, too, is a sign. “We are engaged in a noble cause,” she said on 

many occasions. It was noble and I could accept her leaving me. I 

was an impediment then. I wanted to leave Kansas and travel with 

her, but what good was a woman as small as I going to do for the 

cause? I pledged my life and when she determined that I no longer 

served the interests to that which we were dedicated, I came to 

accept her reasoning. 

 

So I ask you to consider Mother Nation today. Who better is there to 

speak up on her behalf? BEAT You there, woman, and you there, 

young girl. BEAT And you there, the man in the back row, why 

don’t you just go home now and prepare a proper meal for your 

children and bed for your good wife? You time is best spent in your 

domestic bed, not wasting your money on a show, planning to go to 

the bar when the curtain comes down, your money spilling down 

the drain for no good but your wanton pleasure.  

 

Welcome to the circus!  
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Scene One 

  

“One for the Road,” sung by Frank Sinatra, is playing as the scene 

begins. MCCABE and DOBSON walk in together and join CHARLIE for 

a meeting. One takes off his jacket, another is casually dressed and 

the third is in work clothes. They sit at a table. By their actions before 

the dialogue begins, it is clear that they are familiar with one another. 

DAVID and GANO stand on either side of the stage with their hands 

behind their backs, looking out at the audience. They take seats 

beside the table when DOBSON speaks. 

 

DOBSON: All right. Let's get this meeting started. We have one major 

item to deal with tonight. Rebuilding the fountain downtown. 

 

MCCABE: Like I said before, it once was a nice fountain. But it's been 

busted for years. I don't see why we need to fix it up now.  

 

DOBSON: So now's an opportunity to put it right. That beer truck 

running into it and knocking half of it over gives a chance now. It's 

an eyesore as it is. Either we are going to get rid of it or restore it.  

 

MCCABE: I'm glad that it's gone now. We don't need it. 

 

CHARLIE: Come on, McCabe. Every city has a fountain in the middle of 

town. It's a crying shame that we don't have one that works, that's 

not all broken up. It's an attraction, you know, make downtown 

more pleasant.  
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DOBSON: That's the proposal, to put it back to the way it was, fix the 

pipes, clean it up. It can be very attractive. 

 

MCCABE: What do you mean, the way it was? 

 

DOBSON: Just what I'm saying. The way it was. 

 

MCCABE: What way was that?  

 

CHARLIE: Quit the kidding. 

 

MCCABE: No, I'm not kidding. Just what do you mean, the way it was? 

I'm not sure what it is that we're approving here. 

 

CHARLIE: Look, it's getting late as it is. I told my wife I'd be home before 

ten. 

 

MCCABE: Is she running this town or are we?  

 

DOBSON: Let's get on with it, OK?  

 

MCCABE: Stop trying to push everything through. We'll get on with it. 

But if we have to deliberate about it, then let's take the time. We 

have to do the right thing here — wife or no wife. 

 

CHARLIE: I don't know what's biting your crotch. But if you want to 

spend your time all night debating, then go do it somewhere else 

without me. I have better things to do with my time. Besides . . . 
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MCCABE: I bet you do. But I'm here because it's my duty to see that we 

do right by Topeka and that's what I intend to do even if takes all 

night to do it. 

 

DOBSON: So what's the objection? You don't like fountains? 

 

MCCABE: I like fountains well enough. 

 

CHARLIE: Maybe his new wife that doesn't like it. 

 

MCCABE: I'm saying that we need to consider what we spend the 

taxpayers’ money on.  

 

DOBSON: I thought this was all finished. I see this is getting longer than 

I thought it was going to take. We have other things to discuss 

tonight. So, I agree here, and let's get on with it, all right? You had 

time to read about it before it came up on the agenda tonight. So do 

we need to spend more time discussing it? 

 

CHARLIE: It's all with me. I'm ready to vote. 

 

MCCABE: Well, I'm not.  

 

CHARLIE: Then abstain and let the rest of us go. 

 

DOBSON: Why not? Why aren't you ready? 

 

CHARLIE: City beautification. It's a good way to spend money. It makes 

the city an attractive place. Every town has one. We deserve it, too, 

I'd say. I'm proud of this town, so I want the fountain restored. 
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DOBSON: There's enough money to restore it to the way in once was.  

 

MCCABE: Sure, that's not the problem. I'm all in favor of fountains. 

 

CHARLIE: So what's your problem? 

 

MCCABE: It's this particular fountain that I'm objecting to. 

 

DOBSON: This is where a fountain is supposed to be. 

 

MCCABE: I'm not saying it shouldn't be right there. I don't have a 

problem with the location. Downtown's a good place for this sort of 

thing. I support that. 

 

CHARLIE: Then what's the objection? 

 

MCCABE: Well, if we're going to spend the money fixing this one up, then 

I say we ought to dedicate it to someone else, someone different. A 

war veterans’ memorial maybe, or one to firemen or the police. 

 

DOBSON: But that's not what it's for. It was built for Carrie Nation. 

 

MCCABE: We don't need to make the same mistake again. I want a 

fountain, but not for that woman.  

 

CHARLIE: So that's it. It's that it's for a woman. 

 

MCCABE: She’s an embarrassment, a laughingstock. I wish she had 

never heard of Kansas.  
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DOBSON: It needs to be for someone with a name, I think. She’s our 

most famous citizen.  

 

MCCABE: Infamous is the word. She was a joke. And she was a menace. 

   

The GANO AND DAVID rise from their seats and stand behind each of 

the MEN. 

 

GANO: She's a fanatic. 

 

MCCABE: An embarrassment. 

 

GANO: A troublemaker. 

 

DAVID: She’s a man hater. 

 

GANO: An Amazon, an ogress. 

 

MCCABE: If we want to do something for the town, we'd be better off 

forgetting all about her. Bury her for good.  

 

CHARLIE: We're only putting back what was there. 

 

MCCABE: Maybe there was good reason why the fountain was destroyed. 

I mean, it, for God’s sake, it was smashed by a goddamn beer truck. 

 

CHARLIE: What are you suggesting? 

 

MCCABE: I don't know. But, well, maybe there was a message in that. 

You know, from God. Maybe the driver was doing God's will. There's 

a reason for everything. 
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GANO: A fanatic. 

 

DAVID: Mad. 

 

GANO: Extremist. 

 

CHARLIE: God made the truck run into the fountain?  

 

MCCABE: Look, all I'm saying is that the truck got rid of the fountain for 

good, so we should leave it that way.  

 

GANO: A wild woman. 

 

MCCABE: Forget about her. This isn't the kind of thing we want our 

children to imitate, do we? Everybody is better off just letting the 

whole thing go. If we can't see the Divine Hand in this, then maybe 

we are blind 

 

DAVID: Nuts. 

 

GANO: Crazy. 

 

DOBSON: Let's quit this kind of talk. Maybe you can read God's message 

in this, but this isn't a church meeting and we aren't preachers. 

But maybe you got something there. If nobody much remembers 

her these days, maybe we'd be better off it remained that way. We 

can fix up the fountain anyway. But it doesn't have to be for her, 

you know, dedicated to her. 

 

CHARLIE: But it's the Carrie Nation fountain. 
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DOBSON: It's fountain. The plaque has been gone as long as the 

fountain's been broken, for years.  

 

MCCABE: Nobody will object. Nobody will notice. And it's about time we 

did something for the veterans anyway. 

 

CHARLIE: My wife will notice, I bet you that. When I told her what was 

coming up tonight, she said, 'About time.' She kind of likes that 

woman. 

 

MCCABE: Are you voting for yourself or for your wife? 

 

CHARLIE: About time we give a woman her due. I vote for what's right. 

What's right is that this woman fought to keep drink out of the 

hands of those who can't handle it. Like I'm trying to do with my 

own kids, you know. 

 

DAVID: Man-hater. 

 

DOBSON: We'll I'm going to call the vote. Here's what we're voting on. To 

restore the fountain, but without her name. 

 

DOBSON: All in favor. 

 

DAVID: Fanatic. 

 

MCCABE: If we’re going to put back a fountain with her name on it, then 

I say we should have beer spouting out the mouth instead of water. 
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Scene Two  

 

A piano begins to play. One of the men gets up and stands behind a 

bar. The other two men sit quietly. DOBSON puts whiskey glasses on 

the table and returns to the bar. One lights up a cigar. They begin 

playing cards. They slap down coins and bills as they bid on their 

poker hands. Dobson, the bartender, is whistling while he wipes 

glasses. 

 

SISTER NOBLE (from off stage): O.K ladies. Let's start again. This time 

shout it out. Don't be so timid. Open your mouths, women, let the 

words fly out like avenging angels. Let them hear our voices up and 

down the street. Let them hear it in the murder mills. Fill their ears 

with the voice of reason. Fill their hearts with the love of God. Are 

you ready? Here we go. 

  

SISTERS NATION and NOBLE enter from the back with NATION in 

front and NOBLE behind beating a small drum. They walk through 

the audience singing a temperance song, Who Hath Sorrow? Who 

Hath Woe? They exit behind the men, who pay scant attention to them 

as they pass through 

 

MCCABE:  What's that noise, Dobson? 

 

DOBSON (puts down the glass he is cleaning and looks towards the back 

of the room): That singing, you mean? 

 

MCCABE: That's no singing. Someone's just torturing cats, if you ask 

me. 
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DOBSON: I suspect it's those women who were across town yesterday, 

the temperance clan. They said they'd be back to visit all the 

saloons and pharmacies in Kiowa.  

 

MCCABE: You think that's them? Still here? 

 

DOBSON: Sure sounds like it. They seem to like these joints a whole lot, 

if you ask me. They can't stay away from these places more than 

you fellas can. They're sort of like bees around honey. And we're the 

honey. 

 

CHARLIE: Sure. Who wouldn't like this place? You run a good joint. This 

is a high-class place, with clientele like us. 

 

DOBSON: Yeah, but they're causing such a fuss that a man can't run a 

decent business without all this interfering. They want the 

marshals to shut down all the saloons in Kansas. Mayor Korn told 

me so himself. These women are insisting that the Kiowa council 

enforce the law, just like in Medicine Lodge.  

 

MCCABE: They need to mind their own business. Stay at home. They 

shouldn't be sticking their long noses where they ain't wanted. 

 

DOBSON: They'll be the ruin of business. The laws one thing, but 

enforcing it is another. 

 

CHARLIE: Well then, you better bring me another shot before this place 

gets closed down for good. Where the hell can a man go for peace 

and quiet if not at his favorite watering hole? 
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DOBSON: You know these women. I heard that one of them is attorney 

Noble's wife. The other one is the one who visited here last year. 

Minister Nation's wife, from Medicine Lodge, the one called Mother 

Nation. For God’s sake, they'll be the ruination of all decent 

pleasure. 

 

CHARLIE: I just want a place for relaxing. And the good pleasure of men 

like you to indulge with. 

 

MCCABE: Make mine gin this time.  

 

DOBSON: Yesterday I was talking to Gano about that affair over in 

Medicine Lodge. It was really something. 

 

CHARLIE: I haven't heard a thing. 

 

MCCABE: Where’ve you been? Maybe you better cut out this stuff for a 

while. I even read about it in the papers a while back. 

 

DOBSON: All right. Lay off, will you? You're beginning to sound like my 

wife. 

 

MCCABE: Well, maybe you better tell your wife to let you out more often. 

 

DOBSON: A bunch of Women’s Christian Temperance ladies marched on 

Day's drugstore. It seems Day didn't bother with the license.  

 

MCCABE: Better get yours, Dobson! 

 

CHARLIE: Yeah. Let's call this Dobson's pharmacy. 
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DOBSON: Let's see. What are you ailing from now? Rabies?  

 

MCCABE: That's it. I got rabies.  

 

DOBSON: Here’s your prescription from Doc Dobson. (Pours whiskey). 

 

DAVID AND GANO: A beer for my typhoid!  

I got gout — bring me a beer.  

I'm suffering from too much women-folk — whiskey for me.  

I get bubonic plague every morning, doc. Pour me a prescription of 

brandy.  

 

DOBSON: So the ladies, Noble's wife and Mother Nation, they and some 

others go up to Day's drugstore and march right in. This was after 

they had already busted into Strong's saloon and most of the others 

were closed by the mayor there. It seems they heard that a ten-

pound keg had been delivered through the back door. So they ask 

him about it and he don't say nothing. Korn tells me they called 

him a fool and a rummy. Imagine that! A pharmacist accused like 

that.  

 

NATION (off stage) Women! Here's the whiskey. 

 

DOBSON: They found the keg right under the counter. Day yells that it is 

fine California brandy costing him $75 bucks. He was waiting for 

his permit before selling, then he would jack up the health of the 

ailing in Medicine Lodge.  

 

NATION: It's the devil's brew to destroy the souls of men. 
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DOBSON: They got into a fist fight and tugging. Mother Nation jumped 

on the barrel. Then marshal Jim Gano came in. She shoved Day 

into a corner and the marshal put her head in chancery. 

 

NATION: Let go, you creature of the devil. You are breaking my neck. Get 

your hands off a lady! 

 

DOBSON: Whereupon a company of temperance women comes into the 

place, rips off the marshal’s collar straight from his starched shirts 

and he runs outside to catch his breath. 

 

NATION: Roll out the broth of hell, Sisters! 

 

DOBSON: One of the women ran to the blacksmith, snatched one of his 

mauls and Mother Nation went, 'Bam,' and there was such force 

that the liquor just streamed out up in the air. Wherein some men 

started running back in. 

 

SISTER NOBLE (from off stage): Don't anyone touch we women. We are 

Christian women saving the boys of our state. 

 

NATION: Touch me, men, and you’ll go straight to hell. 

 

DOBSON: Then Mother Nation took a broom and swept all that fine 

brandy into the street and set it afire. Can you imagine that? A fire 

consuming all that fine liquor. Now all the saloons are closed down 

in Medicine Lodge now. They even put some saloonkeepers in jail.  

 

MCCABE: Jail? 
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DOBSON: That’s right. In jail for dispensing a little joy to the hard 

working man. Soon they’ll tell us to put away our cigars. So drink 

up, boys! Light up another. Who knows but you might have to come 

visiting me soon behind bars.  

 

NATION and NOBLE start to sing. MCCABE takes out a pistol and places 

it on the table in front of him. 

 

DOBSON: What's this? 

 

MCCABE: Self-protection. 

 

DOBSON: Put it away. Protecting yourself against a woman, you’ll shoot 

all us instead. Let me buy you a drink instead. 

 

CHARLIE: This is a first-class saloon you run here, Dobson. First-class. 

 

MCCABE: Yeah, it's enough to make any man cry. 

 

NATION enters from the back and stands in the middle of the 

audience. She is holding a bible in one hand and a basket marked 

"For the Poor" in the other. An umbrella is looped over her forearm. 

She is wearing a bonnet and a black dress that comes to the floor. 

Her soliloquy vacillates between high oratory and colloquial speech, 

between as though addressing an impersonal audience and intimate 

talk. 

 

NATION: You, there in the back. Yes, you. Are you having a good time 

watching these saturn-faced rummies swilling their gin until it rots 

their brains, rots their bodies, rots their souls, rots the shirts off 

their backs and rots the shoes off their feet? They go beating their 
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wives and making a hell for their children and you sit here doing 

nothing. These men are breaking their mothers' hearts. We know 

there's great sadness here. You may not see it on their faces but 

just think of their wives and mothers at home. 

   

Sister Noble: sings Who Hath Sorrow? 

 

NATION (walks over to a woman in the audience, puts her arm around 

her and talks quietly, almost intimately): Tell me, sister. Have you 

ever known a drunkard? You probably have. Was he your father, 

perhaps an uncle? A brother. Most of us have been touched by this 

devil drink. I have.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: Tell them, Mother. Let them know what gin can do. 

 

NATION: When I was courting Dr. Gloyd, he was the most loving man a 

woman can want. 

 

CHARLIE: Marry me, my good woman. I will provide you with a house full 

of love. 

 

NATION: I fully expected a happy life together. He was a good man and I 

anticipated a loving and tender home. I was no different than most 

of you here. And I still am not. I wanted a home, a family. I wanted 

love. But on my wedding night I knew only disappointment. I was 

waiting for him in our wedding bed. Is that you, Dr. Gloyd?  

 

CHARLIE coughs. 

 

NATON: I called again. Is that you, Dr. Gloyd?  
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CHARLIE: Were you expecting someone else? 

 

NATION: I heard a voice but I couldn’t make it out. It didn’t sound like 

the man I had married earlier that day. But I lay there, expecting to 

fulfill my duty as a wife. I half-looked forward to that and I did want 

to become a mother to a child. Is that you, Dr. Gloyd? I called 

again. I heard his footsteps on the stairs. He stumbled into the 

room and I was afraid. I saw that he was drunk.  

 

CHARLIE: Move over, Mrs. Gloyd. 

 

NATION: I thought he was going to hurt me. But I didn’t need to be 

afraid, for fell next to me and avoided me and fell right asleep. He 

was a good man but alcohol got hold of him and made our lives a 

hell from that day on. Before our love could flourish as the Lord 

intends, Satan pulled him down.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: The devil. 

 

NATION: Love died in me when they put him in the ground. He lasted 

only a year after we were married and there wasn't one day of 

happiness.  

 

DAVID AND GANO: sing Who Hath Sorrow mockingly and continue 

humming the tune as NATION continues. 

 

NATION: And that poison they smoke is a greater curse than the alcohol 

they pour down their guts. They'll choke themselves to death on the 

devil weed. Come, women, and join the parade. Don't let any man 

tell you that you should be quiet. Don't let them tell you to be 

respectable. The only respectable woman is the woman who won't 
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stand for this ruination. (Waves her umbrella as she walks to center 

stage) Were your eyes open when you walked the streets to get here 

today? You've seen the ragged huddled in the corners and women 

and children sleeping in the gutters. Think about what has made 

them do this. They've been made homeless because of this devil 

drink. They leave their families because of drink. They're putting 

the wages where they're not meant to go. Soon children will be 

drinking like these men. Everyone will be a sailor. 

 

DAVID AND GANO: finish song. 

 

Nation: You don't have to endure the beating of your drunken husbands 

deliver. I know what it is like for you. My heart was broken by the 

demon liquor. But we don't have to take it. No one is going to make 

things better for us but we ourselves. It's up you, women. Resist 

temptation. Watch out for men. They're monsters. (She passes her 

basket to a woman in the audience.) 

 

DAVID: She's a fanatic. 

 

GANO: An embarrassment. 

 

DAVID: She’s troublemaker. 

 

GANO: She’s a man hater. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: But your married now, Mother Nation. Surely not all 

men monsters. 

 

DAVID: I propose that you marry me, Mrs. Gloyd. I can provide you with 

a house and home. 
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NATION: Yes. My second marriage. I think the minister married me 

because of the pity he took on a widow. But there’s no warmth. The 

Rev. Nation isn’t a bad man, but he is a weak one.  

 

DAVID: You know I am a man of God.  

 

NATION: For that I will consent to marry you.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: And love? 

 

NATION: Men either drink or they drone. I will never marry a drunkard, 

and I don’t expect love from a drone. My life’s work is to shut down 

the devil’s mills. I know it isn’t to make a husband happy nor he 

me. Not until the world is rid of evil will it be possible for any 

woman to have a decent home. And I don’t know if it will ever be 

possible for a woman like me to have a good husband.   

 

DAVID: She’s an Amazon, an ogress. 

 

NATION: Put your money to good use and set yourself straight with God. 

Don't be like Abe Smithers, the parsimonious old hypocrite or Ned 

Bunker, that mean, swill-faced gouger of widows and orphans. No 

child should be too meagerly clad to attend Sunday School. Open 

up your home on Thanksgiving and Christmas. The poor should 

have a home to eat in, too. Open your pocketbook, woman, but 

remember — always keep your legs closed. 

 

SISTER NOBLE (joints Carrie): Amen, Mother Nation.  
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NATION (she addresses the audience as she goes up the aisles, 

brandishing her umbrella): Come join the crusade. Lay waste to all 

the murder mills. Let's start right here in Kansas. It's the law, after 

all. We're a dry state. It's right there in the statutes. The Lord has 

directed my hand to this place and this is the beginning of the 

crusade. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: I’m here with you, Mother Nation.  

 

NATION: You need the courage to carry out the wrath of God. My name 

itself is a sign from the Lord: Carrie A. Nation. Don't be afraid. 

Where would we be if I stopped after the attacks of intimidation in 

Medicine Lodge? Rocks through the windows, smashed fences. The 

red-faced rummies even killed the chickens in our sisters' yards 

and turned-over outbuildings. They cut the harness on my buggy 

but they didn't stop me, no Lord. Carrie A. Nation.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: That's right, Mother Nation. It didn't put an end to the 

crusade. It only made us more determined than ever. 

 

NATION: I bought a sidesaddle for Old Prince and galloped off to take my 

baskets and packages throughout the county to those in need. We 

won't be prevented from doing our duty. Besides, if my home be 

burned, it would be a lecture in favor of my cause. My home is 

worth the sacrifice to save the homes of others. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Form a line right here with us. This is a Christian 

crusade for the soul of our nation.  

 

NATION; Soldiers in a righteous cause. 
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DOBSON; There won't be much pleasure left if they get their way.  

 

MCCABE: We'll all be like her husband, the Rev. Nation — a gelding 

behind the barnyard door. 

 

DOBSON: I've heard from some boys over in Medicine Lodge about the 

services David Nation runs at the Campbellite Church. Or she runs, 

I should say. Why, Rev. Nation is the laughing stock of the town.  

 

NATION (as if talking to her husband who is in the pulpit): Speed it up, 

David! You don't want to put us all to sleep with your sermon. 

You're dragging. Clear your throat. Clutch your lapel when you say 

that. Look up. Stop right here and point at the Heavens. Praise the 

Lord. We'll sing No.3, not No.40, David. Walk to the right. Kneel 

now. That will be all for today, David. 

 

DOBSON: She went right up to the pulpit while he sputtered on about 

something. She shut the bible, handed him his hat and told him to 

go home. The poor soul. She's made him a human rabbit, that's 

what she's made him. That's what she wants of all us men. 

 

DAVID: No pleasure.  

 

MCCABE: She's gathering up a lot of malcontents. Women's Christian 

Temperance Union my foot. It's the most un-Christian thing, if you 

ask me. If God didn't want us to drink, he wouldn't give us whiskey 

barrels to put the elixir in or give us a mouth to drink it with. 

 

CHARLIE: Or make me feel so good when I take it. And that's not all that 

that they're wrathful for. Tobacco and card playing are on their list 
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too. There'd be no pleasure left anywhere, if they got their way. A 

man's got to enjoy himself.  

 

DOBSON: We all need our pleasures. Provide comfort for the troubled 

soul.  

 

GANO: Life would be hell without the comfort of a good bottle. 

 

DOBSON: How dull life it would be if we just sat here listening to some 

poetry — without a good whiskey to make us better appreciate, I 

mean. 

 

MCCABE: We need the company of good men doing men's things. They 

want to world turned over to the weaker sex. 

 

DOBSON: I wouldn't mind a world run by women, if you ask me. But 

those ain't women out there. They're bullying battle-axes. Maybe 

they talk so much about hellfire because they need something to 

thaw them out.  

 

CHARLIE: I have something to thaw them out, that's for sure. Just let 

them come in here, I'll show them a thing or two. 

 

MCCABE: Don't worry boys, no woman's going to break up this white 

man's club. 

   

NATION and SISTER NOBLE enter to front of stage. 

 

NATION: There's a musical voice singing in my heart today. 

 

SISTER NOBLE.  
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Let's sing out. 

 

SISTERS NATION and NOBLE sing one chorus of “Who Hath Sorrow? 

Who Hath Woe?” 

 

NATION: There's a voice speaking in my heart, Sister Noble, a voice 

telling me to fight against all the Kansas joints. It's saying to me, 

"Go to Kiowa. I'll stand by you."  

 

SISTER NOBLE: We're with you, Mother Nation.  

 

NATION (reaching into her bag, withdraws a newspaper. She picks up 

rocks from the ground around her and rolls them into the 

newspaper): We'll finish all the joints in the state and close all the 

evil dens. These are my smashers. There's singing in my heart and 

the Lord is saying to me, "Take something in your hands, and throw 

it at these places and smash them." 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Smashers? What do you plan to do with smashers? 

 

NATION: What they did to us. I’m going to bring them down the way they 

tried to bring me down. It’s retribution and divine enforcement. 

Sister Noble, it's God who's directing me. Isn’t there any singing in 

your heart today? 

 

SISTER NOBLE: There's singing in my heart but it doesn't sing to me 

about smashing and rock throwing and breaking up places. 

(NATION continues to wrap the rocks, stuffing them into her bag.) 

This is no way for a woman to act. 

 

NATION: There is no sex in the Kingdom of the Lord. 
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SISTER NOBLE: You can't do this, Mother Nation. It's too dangerous. It’s 

one thing to break the barrels and pour out that demon drink, but 

it’s another to break up the saloon. Some of those men in there 

wouldn't hesitate to shoot you any more than a buffalo. 

 

NATION: I've got to do it. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Aren't you afraid for your life? 

 

NATION: It’s a murder joint I’m smashing. It’s a murder mill I’m after. It’s 

the men who are in there who should be afraid for their lives. I’m 

marching on God’s side and God will be with me. I am a soldier in 

the cause of righteousness. A soldier can't show fear. When we 

march with God, we'll be taken care of. That is the promise of the 

Lord. The devil is the cause of fear and there’s no devil in me today. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: But maybe we shouldn't go this far. God didn’t make 

women for soldiering. Breaking to law to enforce the law — this 

doesn’t seem right to me. 

 

NATION: God didn’t make men for drunkenness. We weren’t put here to 

suffer at the hands of men but to be taken care of by them. We've 

picketed and protested, but sometimes you reach a point where you 

have to go beyond. We're right about this, sister. There is no other 

way to get their attention. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: I'm not certain, Mother Nation. This is an act of terror. 

 

NATION: If you want to back away now, sister, you can. But I don't think 

we've gone far enough. I'm not provoking violence. This is self-
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protection for the victims of their evil doings. These saloonkeepers 

are breaking the law and the law isn't doing a thing about it. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: That's true and we have to make them enforce the law. 

 

NATION: We've been trying but what's come of it? This is already a dry 

state prohibiting the sale of liquor. But the law just looks the other 

way. So we ain’t breaking the law, only enforcing it where they 

won’t do it themselves. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Our efforts have already done some good. We can’t 

expect to win in a week. 

 

NATION: A week, sister?  

 

SISTER NOBLE: We’ve only begun. 

 

NATION: I’ve thought about this and I know we've come as far as we can 

in this direction. Sometimes preaching can only go so far. Then you 

have to take the next step. Today I know what I'm directed to do. 

But if this is more than you can handle, sister, stay out here. The 

Lord will judge you, not me. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: You can't go in there alone. I’m afraid for your life. 

 

NATION: I don't belong to the can't family. My name is Carrie A. Nation. 

C.A.N. This isn't an accident but providence. There are just two 

crowds, Sister Noble. God's crowd and the devil's crowd. One gains 

the battle by can and the others loses it by can't. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: It's dangerous. 
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NATION: It is. But I've pushed the fear out of me.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: I don't know about this. It doesn't seem right that we 

should be taking up arms.   

 

NATION: God is a soldier. Those polluters will take notice of us, Sister 

Noble. They can't ignore our inspired anger. Do you dream? 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Yes. 

 

NATION: And what do the dreams tell you? 

 

SISTER NOBLE: I never thought of dreams as having meanings. So I 

don't think about them. 

 

NATION: Dreams are messages from God. That’s how God talks to me. 

My dreams tell me about the remedies needed to put things in 

order. Let me tell you about a dream I had, a dream about a pair of 

snakes. One was large and fat and poisonous. The other was an 

ordinary garter snake. The venomous one kept striking at me and 

hissing that he was going to kill me. I awoke with my body shaking 

and I was shrieking with fear. I wrestled with the meaning of that 

vision. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: It doesn't seem to have much meaning to me. 

 

NATION: Maybe you need more imagination. Or religion.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: You have enough of that for both of us. 
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NATION: Then it came to me. Suddenly I knew what the dream meant, 

what God was telling me. The poisonous snake was the Republican 

Party. The other was the Democrats. Once I knew that, Sister, the 

visions stopped wrenching my soul. I knew who stood behind these 

dives and the rummies that keep them alive. There’s no question 

where the devil runs today. I tell you, Sister Noble, there's more 

than treason here in Kansas.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: Yes, there is. 

 

NATION: They're sending the boys to a drunkard's hell. I've exhausted all 

the means to bring them to their senses. They don’t listen to 

reason. They don’t even listen to the law. So sometimes taking up 

arms is the only choice, to protect the innocent. It’s what the Lord 

demands of us, sister. It’s what the bible commands. So I'm going 

in there now. Pray for me, sister. Pray for me. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Wait, Mother Nation! You might be a little too hasty in 

this.  

 

NATION: If the men could put down their lives to free the colored folk, if 

Brother John Brown can be hanged for the sake of freeing the 

slaves, how can I do less to save the little children from the 

depredations of the devil’s drink? We are as enslaved as any black 

folk, both of us, sister, and all the women whose men drink away 

their salaries, beat their women and neglect their children. I lost 

one husband and no woman should have to lose another. We are 

fighting for the mothers and all their children. If I perish, I perish. 

But I can't watch the desolation any longer. What kind of Christian 

am I if I let the meek continue to suffer? 
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SISTER NOBLE: But this is breaking the law, sister. 

 

NATION: No, they are breaking the law. I’m enforcing the law — the law 

of the State of Kansas and God’s law.  

 

NATION crosses the stage and enters Dobson's saloon. The men stop 

their joking and look at her hand filled with rocks. She carries her 

umbrella over her shoulder like a rifle. As she stands there, SISTER 

NOBLE sings and fade before finish of “Who Hath Sorrow?” 

 

 

NATION: This is a joint and I want all you hellions to quit puffing that 

hell-fume into God's clean air. Don't you know that tobacco is an 

abomination to the human race? Men, I have come to save you from 

a drunkard's grave. How many souls have been murdered in this 

drunkard's factory today? 

 

The men stare at her in disbelief. NATION walks over to MCCABE and 

grabs the cigar from his mouth and tosses it away. 

 

DOBSON: Good morning, Mother Nation. Welcome to my establishment. 

I hope you aren't planning on staying too long. 

 

NATION: There’s no good morning in this murder mill. There’s no good 

morning for these men’s families. Do you love God, my bad man? 

 

MCCABE: Sure, chicken, but I've got room for you, too. 

    

SISTER NOBLE finishes of Who Hath Sorrow? 
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MCCABE: Can you take that honking of yours outside, madam? We're 

trying to have a restful morning here. 

 

NATION: There's no resting where evil lives. The devil has to be driven 

from this place. 

 

CHARLIE: Come on now. 

 

NATION (waves her umbrella in CHARLIE’S face): How do you do, you 

donkey-faced bedmate of Satan? 

 

MCCABE: She's got you right. 

 

NATION: And the devil's got you right, sending you straight to the fiery 

pits of Hell. And you, you’re running a murder joint here. 

 

DOBSON: No, Mother Nation, you're wrong. This is a respectable place 

where men come for a little recreation. 

 

NATION: It's only suffering and damnation that's here. I suppose you 

know you are going to hell. 

 

DOBSON: Then, Madam, won't you draw up a chair and join me? 

 

NATION: Stand aside, you felonious purveyor of bottled drugs from hell. 

What's this? (She holds MCCABE’s glass.) 

 

DOBSON: Just a little hop tea, to soothe a tired throat. 

 

NATION: Does hop tea smell like this? (She sips.) This is beer. 

 



 36 

DOBSON: Now, Mother Nation, if you get me into trouble I'll have to do 

something desperate. 

 

NATION:  

I don't wish to get you into trouble. I wish to get you out of it. 

 

MCCABE: Get me another beer, Dobson.  

 

CARRIE: I’m giving you fair warning. Either you throw out this poison 

yourself or I’m going to do it for you.  

 

DOBSON: Why don't you go back to Medicine Lodge? You do good there. 

Who's going to feed the orphans when you're away? 

 

NATION: There's a time for charity and there's a time for justice. There's 

no justice for the children as long as the murder mills like yours 

continue to operate. So stand aside. 

 

DOBSON: Watch it, Mother. 

 

NATION: I feel invincible today. Get out of the way, I don't want to strike 

you, but I'm going to break this place up. 

 

NATION hums Who Hath Sorrow? SISTER NOBLE watches as NATION 

tosses a rock at a mirror. It breaks. She sweeps the bottles off the 

table. The men hide under the table and Dobson ducks behind the 

bar. She goes over to an empty armchair. 

 

NATION: Look who's here!  It's President McKinley himself. Well, 

government, like dead fish, stinks worse at the head. As head of the 



 37 

government, you are more responsible than this dive-keeper. (She 

throws the rest of the rocks at the chair and overturns it.) 

 

MCCABE comes out from under the table waving his pistol.  

 

NATION: Go ahead. Oh, I want to be shot. How glorious to be a martyr to 

the cause. Go ahead, shoot a woman. Now, Mr. Dobson, I have 

finished. God be with you. (She sees Charlie cowering under the 

table.) Young man, come from under that table. Your mother didn't 

raise you for such a place. (NATION sees GANO and walks to him.) 

So you're here in Kiowa. Do you want to crush my head in your arm 

again? 

 

GANO: Afternoon.  

 

NATION: Good afternoon. But the time for pleasantries is over. Listen, 

I've come to destroy your places of business. 

 

GANO: I see. 

 

DOBSON: You’ve got to put a stop to her, marshal. 

 

NATION; You have to start, marshal - start enforcing what you're charged 

with. 

 

GANO: You can't go around destroying property. This is the act of a 

criminal. 

 

NATION: Am I? Well, if I've broken a statute of this state, put me in jail. 

But if I am not a lawbreaker, you are. Go ahead because you let 

these men carry on their no good work here. This joint is not only 
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sinful, marshal, it is also illegal. Do you duty. Either I broke a law 

or I didn't. If I didn't, then the saloonkeeper did. Either you arrest 

me or you arrest the jointist.  

 

GANO: I’ll tend to my business and you mind your own, Mother Nation.  

 

NATION: I will if you do you business right. But you won't. I know who 

you fill up your jails with. I'm a Jail Evangelist in Medicine Lodge, 

so I’ve visited those lost and broken souls. I’ll tell you who is sitting 

there in rot. The jail is filled with sad creatures because you refuse 

to carry out your responsibilities. You close down these murder 

joints and your jails will empty out. You've manufactured those 

criminals. Drink is what drives them there. Now if I have done 

anything wrong in particular, arrest me. (She waits a moment.) 

Aren't you going to arrest me? No? Then I'll go home.  

 

DOBSON: Wait a minute, Mother Nation. You can't break up some place 

and just walk away without a penalty.  

 

NATION: I've already paid my penalty. My first husband is dead, 

marshal. So don't tell me about penalties. 

 

DAVID: Mad.  

 

DOBSON: I want you to pay for the breakage.  

 

NATION: I won't do it. I know the law. You're the criminal, not me. Now, 

if you won't arrest, get out of my way so I can go home.  

 

GANO: You can arrest her for trespass, destruction of private property, 

disturbance of the peace. 
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NATION: Arrest me. I want you to take me in. You can’t make me suffer 

than any woman already does.   

 

DOBSON: Be reasonable, Mother Nation. I can’t just let you go and I 

don’t want you to go to jail. I'll assess you a dollar and a half for the 

damage. That will cover it. 

 

GANO: Should I arrest her? 

 

DOBSON: Come one now, Mother Nation. Just pay me something. 

 

NATION: Arrest me or I'm going home. 

 

GANO: Then go home.  

 

NATION: Murderers! 

 

MEN: Sing a song of six joints, 

 Bottles full of rye; 

 Four and twenty beer kegs, 

 Stacked up on the sly. 

 When the kegs were opened, 

 The beer began to sing, 

 Hurrah for Carrie Nation, 

 Her work beats anything 
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Scene Three 

 

NATION stands center stage holding two hatchets cross-wise above 

her head, forming a cross. To one side are GANO, DOBSON and 

MCCABE. 

 

GANO (looking at newspaper): Can you beat that? Three thousand at 

Mother Nation’s latest rally. And now she is calling for the 

smashing of all the saloons. I guess you got away lucky. It says 

here that the governor is considering calling the state militia to 

calm the crowds. Mother Nation and the WCTU have clashed with 

the police. Crowds are now mobs calling for her lynching. Negroes 

are being hired to guard the saloons.  

   

CHARLIE: You're Marshal Gano, aren't you, sir? 

 

GANO: I am. 

 

CHARLIE: The one that tussled with Mother Nation last year? 

 

GANO: That’s one way to tell the tale. 

 

CHARLIE: Tell me, what's your opinion of this hatchet-wielding woman 

and the men who want her lynched? 

 

GANO: I'm an officer of the law. 

 

CHARLIE: So you are for arresting her for causing a riot. 

 

GANO: No, I’m not for arresting her. 
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CHARLIE: But if she breaks the law, shouldn’t be put in jail even if she is 

a woman? You’re an officer of the law. 

 

GANO: Law-breakers deserve to be denied their freedom, man or woman. 

But truth be known, I don't care if Mother Nation smashes every 

joint in Topeka. I sympathize with her, though. She's right in her 

actions, I think. No saloon is meant to be operating in this state. 

We're a dry state, a God-fearing state, and that’s the law. It’s the 

others that are the lawbreakers, not Mother Nation. I hope she 

closes up all the saloons of this city. I wish her the best of luck. I'm 

here to support her. 

 

CHARLIE: Support her, did you say? This is a turn of mind, isn’t it, 

Marshal Gano? Didn't you once almost arrest her? 

 

GANO: I did. But I've been won over by the sense of her argument. The 

public shouldn't have to do what the law is charged with doing. It's 

the saloons that need closing and not Mrs. Nation that needs to be 

arrested. If we had the right kind of state officers, it wouldn't be 

necessary for Mrs. Nation to rally crowds on the streets. But our 

politicians don't have the courage to enforce the laws themselves. 

So I say, it's a shame, but she's right. Alcohol is killing our families. 

I'm behind her. 

   

CHARLIE (inquiring of member of audience): You've come for the trial 

today. You heard what the marshal just said. It's a bit surprising, 

isn't it, hearing a law enforcement officer supporting an anarchist? 

What do you think? Should she be thrown into jail or do you 

sympathize, like the marshal?  (Walks into audience and solicits 

two or three responses.) You, sir, excuse me. 
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DAVID: Yes, what can I do for you? 

 

CHARLIE: Sir, I'm from the Topeka Capital. I think I recognize you. Are 

you Rev. David Nation from Medicine Lodge, Mrs. Nation's 

husband, the woman with the swinging hatchet? 

 

DAVID: Yes I am. 

 

CHARLIE: Do you mind if I ask you a few questions? 

 

DAVID: No. Ask whatever you will. I’m not afraid to speak my mind, 

whatever some others may think. I'm glad to have my say. You 

know enough of Mother Nation’s opinions, as her words fill up every 

paper from here to New York. 

 

CHARLIE: My question is about the effects your wife’s tactics on you. 

What do you think about the riots your wife has caused? You know, 

ever since her actions in Kiowa and Wichita she has been breaking 

up places as though she were the police department itself. It must 

be difficult for you.  

 

DAVID. It is. I married her because I needed someone to run my house, 

as does any man. She was a good member of my church, too, be 

present at all my sermons and giving me good advice. 

 

CHARLIE: I heard that was so. 

 

DAVID: But since her smashing in Kiowa, I have little time to prepare my 

own sermons for Sunday service. Stacks of mail — I estimate 200 

letters a day — arrive at our home and I have to be her 

stenographer — it’s too much for her to answer her letters, with the 
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planning and smashing that she’s doing. But I must give her credit 

where credit is due. Mother Nation is a good cook, yes indeed. Of 

the three or four meals a month she is preparing for me, all are 

expertly done.  

 

CHARLIE: Recently the Eagle in Wichita said that your wife was crazy 

and it was only a matter of time when she would be in an insane 

asylum and that she was raving. Do you think there's any truth in 

these accusations? 

 

DAVID: Well, at times I think she is a little daft about this saloon 

smashing business. She keeps telling me that she smashes saloons 

because her first husband died of drink and that she's afraid I'll do 

the same. 

 

CHARLIE: Are her fears well-founded, sir? 

 

DAVID: That’s a ridiculous question to ask. I'm a teetotaler myself and I 

belong to the temperance cause one hundred per cent. 

 

CHARLIE: Then why do you think she's daft at times? 

 

DAVID: There are things that no sane person will do. She will fast for 

days, until I have to make her eat or she'll die. She claims to have 

visions of the Lord, and lots of times I have arrived home to find her 

talking with an unseen being. She claims it was Christ. When she 

smashed the saloons in Kiowa, she came home all covered in blood, 

and I thought she had been shot, but she had only cut her hands 

on broken bottles. I wanted to send for a doctor, but she said the 

Lord would heal her wounds, and sure enough in a day's time there 

wasn't one scar left. So I don't know if she's a lunatic or a saint. 
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CHARLIE: Would you say it's been a difficult time with her? 

 

DAVID: It's not easy being married to someone daft. And being married to 

a saint is even harder. Once she was a quiet, pleasant woman. But 

since last June my life has been made miserable by this woman. I 

think she means men no good in this world. She's robbed me of all 

my happiness and dragged my name, along with hers, down to the 

mire. She not exposed me to ridicule and humiliation and because 

of the suit in Kiowa there is a lien against my home in Medicine 

Lodge. What's more, she sold my featherbed and $900 out of my 

bank account to pay for all her fines. We get a dozen dunning 

letters a day.  

 

CHARLIE (seeing Nation): Excuse me, Ma'am. I have been interviewing 

your husband here? Can you answer his charge that you sold his 

featherbed and took $900 from his bank account? 

 

NATION: Did Rev. Nation tell you that? There's no truth to it. Don't 

believe what he says to you. He's just upset. It's a lie, I assure you. 

He didn't have $900 in his account, and the featherbed was mine in 

the first place. 

 

CHARLIE: Why did you sell the bed? 

 

NATION: It was too big for one person. I thought I loved him when I 

married him, but he was a fleeting fancy. He isn't a bad fellow, but 

he is too slow for me. 

 

DAVID (to the audience): I've come to Topeka to be at her side. But she 

has gone too far this time. She's a great woman for praying and is 
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continually praying that I may die, so that she can lay claim to the 

small pension I draw. But I have every prospect of outliving her. I 

think her head is being turned by all this notoriety. 

 

NATION: Fame. 

 

DAVID (walks over to NATION.): You'll have to stop and come back to 

Medicine Lodge with me, or I'll get a divorce from you. 

 

NATION: Papa, you know I can’t come back to Medicine Lodge. I’m not a 

woman to stay home any longer. God has given me a mission and I 

intend to carry it out. 

 

DAVID: And you have been given to me as a wife and I intend to have you 

come home, where you belong. 

 

NATION: Papa, you don’t know what you are talking about, but you 

should know better. You are a man of God, a preacher. You read 

Scriptures. So tell me this. When the word of God and the word of 

man are in conflict, who should a person listen to? 

 

DAVID: God, of course. 

 

NATION: Then, Papa, you have already answered the next question for 

yourself. Who should I listen to: you and the law of man, or the law 

of God'? 

 

DAVID: You are a wife, Mother Nation, not the interpreter of God's law. 

 

NATION: And why are you the interpreter of the Lord?  
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DAVID: Anyone can see that I am the man in the pulpit, not you, Mother 

Nation.  

 

NATION: But why should this be so? Because you are a man and I a 

woman? 

 

DAVID: This is God’s wish, not mine.  

 

NATION: You don’t know what God wishes. But I will tell you. God’s wish 

is that the world be filled with His love. But do you see love in the 

home where drink is? Do you see love in the saloon when men don’t 

know their own names, no less the names of their own children? Do 

you see love in the smoke that curls at the end of the devil’s stick? 

 

DAVID: I see no more love here than you do. 

 

NATION: Oh, Papa. If only this world were different and not so full of 

Satan and his evil. I would be in the home. It is a far better place 

than in the marketplace. I long only to be a good mother and wife.  

 

DAVID: Then come home. 

 

NATION: Papa, don’t break my heart more than it is already broken. The 

time for me to be in the kitchen is gone.  

 

DAVID: That time can never be passed. You cook me my meals and I will 

show you what I can do. I will bring temperance to the whole 

country myself. 

 

NATION: You cannot even bring me home, Papa, so how will you do what 

needs to be done? I listen to your pleas, but these are only the 
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pleadings of a weak man. I’m not angry at you. But I see that you 

are in the way. You are an encumbrance to the great woman’s 

cause. Those beer-swilled, hell-born protectors of sin have induced 

you to hinder my work, that’s what is going on.  

 

DAVID: Your work is in the home, where you belong. 

 

NATION: My work is where I belong. And it is God's work to make the 

world better for the children and women, lifting the scourge of 

drunkards and bringing peace and security to the home. God’s 

work is running the devil from the hell of the saloons to the hell 

fires below. 

 

DAVID: It's hypocrisy, Mother, it’s hypocrisy that you preach. You don’t 

run the streets to save the family and abandon your own husband 

to fend for himself. The word and the deed must go together. A 

home needs a husband and a wife. I can’t have my home without 

you. 

 

NATION: You’re right, Papa. Every home needs a woman. So you go 

home, now and you put on the apron and wear my nightgown, if 

you wish. You're more of a woman than I am. I am not leaving you, 

Papa. I've been taken away from you by a greater love. Jesus. Stay 

out of my way. 

 

CHARLIE (to Sister Noble): Ma'am, are you a member of the WCTU? 

 

SISTER NOBLE: The Women’s Christian Temperance Union. Yes. Mother 

Nation and I are members of the Medicine Lodge branch. 

 

CHARLIE: You know Mrs. Nation? 
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SISTER NOBLE: Quite well. We have been in the cause together for 

years. 

 

CHARLIE: What do you and the members think about Mrs. Nation's 

activities? 

 

SISTER NOBLE: What she is doing is a noble thing, so most of us 

endorse her. 

 

CHARLIE: Most? 

 

SISTER NOBLE: The truth is that groups from all over are supporting 

her. We even have a delegation from the Kansas State Temperance 

Union out here today to be with her to show our solidarity. You 

know they just gave her a gold medal bearing the inscription, "To 

the Bravest Woman in Kansas." And, why, just last night the 

Salvation Army band played sacred songs and music for her at the 

home where she's staying awaiting trial. 

 

CHARLIE: Yes, yes. I was at that rally. It was a large rally. And a noisy 

one, too. But I want to know what you think. After all, you have 

been very close to her for a long time now. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: A few of the Union members in Kiowa won't officially 

endorse her actions.  

 

CHARLIE: So she doesn’t have the support of all the women?  

 

SISTER NOBLE: She has the support of the real women, the right-

minded women. Those who don’t support her are the wives of 
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political wirepullers. But you can see for yourself that not only are 

there women in the crusade right behind Mother Nation but so are 

all the men and children of good will. Only the cowardly are 

reproachful and say she's acting the fool and that she's an 

embarrassment to the church, the temperance cause and 

womanhood.  

 

NATION: (from front, on stage): School children of the United States, my 

precious little children. Help me destroy this abomination which is 

protected by the police. My darlings, I want every one of you to grab 

up a rock and smash the glass doors and windows of those 

hellholes. Do your duty and enroll your name on the pages of 

undying fame, and place yourself on the side of God and humanity. 

 

CHARLIE: Did you hear that, Rev. Nation? 

 

DAVID: She has always had a warm spot in her heart for little children. 

We raised several orphans. I don't want to criticize her too much. 
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Scene Four 

 

MCCABE (seated at a table): Order in the courtroom. 

 

CARRIE (walking to the MCCABE): Do you believe in God? 

 

MCCABE: Are you addressing me, madam? 

 

NATION: Yes, I am Your Dishonor. I am addressing everyone who can 

hear my message. I represent the distracted, suffering, loving 

motherhood of the world. 

 

MCCABE: I warn you, madam, to behave yourself. This is a court of law. 

 

NATION: Then enforce the law and let me go so that I may help.  

 

MCCABE: We'll decide here what the law is and how to enforce it. The 

law is none of your business. 

 

NATION: You took an oath of office to support the constitution. So you 

are the lawbreaker, not me, and a perjurer besides. I also have it on 

good source that you are a member of a Masonic Lodge, that 

conspiracy of evil, so I guess we shouldn't expect any different from 

you. This is the Satan's work from beginning to end. (She rushes 

into the audience.) Somebody in this room is smoking! I demand 

that this case be dismissed because of nicotine poisoning. Sister 

Noble, open a window in here. Let some fresh air into this poisoned 

room. 

 

MCCABE: Bailiff, take this woman back to her seat. 
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NATION: I've cuffed sheriffs before and I'll do it again if one of those 

perjurers touches me. They're all whiskey-swilled tosspots. This 

proceeding is a farce. It is entirely illegal.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: Praise the Lord, sister. 

 

NATION (takes her seat): Tell me what the charge is. 

 

MCCABE:  

Defacing property. 

 

NATION: Defacing property! That's a lie. I never defaced any property.  

 

MCCABE: We have witnesses here who will testify otherwise. 

 

NATION: If they testify that I defaced property, then they are liars. I have 

never defaced property. I have destroyed property. There is a 

difference, Your Dishonor. So you get that warrant fixed and get the 

charge right or I'll just walk right out of here. 

 

MCCABE: Are you pleading guilty or innocent? 

 

NATION: If you are trying to ask me if I smashed the joints and other 

places that contribute to the misery of women, of course I did. Any 

respecting woman would do the same. 

 

MCCABE: Are you admitting that you broke the law? 

 

NATION: I never said such a thing. I said I smashed saloons and broken 

up the places of their storage, not that I broke the law. There isn't a 
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single lawful saloon in the world. Alcohol is a sin against God and 

God doesn't condone sinfulness, so my actions can’t be unlawful. 

That’s as plain as the cover of my bible. 

 

MCCABE: The law is what law books say it is. And I decide what the law 

means to say. 

 

NATION: Your law book isn’t the same as mine. We're trying this case by 

divine law, not Kansas’ law.  

 

MCCABE: I am trying this case, not your, Mrs. Nation. Our legislators 

make the law in this state. I'm compelled to base my decision upon 

Kansas law and no other.  

 

NATION: So you deny the Lord. 

 

MCCABE: I am a judge. I represent the people of the State of Kansas. 

 

NATION: You represent men and Satan. I speak for the women and the 

Lord. Anything that is an offense against humanity is no law. 

 

MCCABE: I'm here to enforce the law that the legislators write, those 

duly elected to make the laws. No one elected you, madam. 

 

NATION: And no woman elected you. Only men can cast the ballot and 

until the time that women can vote to have their voices heard, there 

is no legitimate law but God’s law. The brewer and his crowd 

control the ballot. Mothers would never vote for such men as these 

swillers and swindlers. That's why all the liquor men are opposed to 

woman suffrage. They're afraid to give us the ballot. It will take 

away their stinking profit. 
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SISTER NOBLE sings first four lines of Who Hath Sorrow 

 

MCCABE: Please quiet that woman down. This isn’t a freak show at the 

circus. A woman's place is at home, madam, not causing riots on 

the street forcing the governor to call out the militia. 

 

NATION: Yes, a woman's place is at home. But as long as the home is 

threatened I'll be a home defender by going to the streets and 

striking fear in the heart of the corrupt, Your Dishonor. 

 

MCCABE: I respect womanhood, madam, but I won't stand for such 

disrespect.  

 

NATION: Home is where the loved ones are. If my son is in a drinking 

place, my place is there. A woman would be selfish or cowardly who 

refused to leave her home to relieve suffering.  

 

MCCABE: I urge you to go about relieving suffering somewhere else. Not 

by causing mobs to collecting and riot. 

 

NATION: I read the constitution. I wish you would, too.  

 

MCCABE: I've taken my oath upon it. 

 

NATION: Since your memory is very short, let me remind you of what it 

says. 

It starts out "We the people." Women are people. You're afraid that 

women will close down the murder mills once and for all if we can 

vote. Let me tell you. So it will be a great victory when women can 

veto the curse that is mutilating our children. 
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DOBSON: Would you please be seated, Mrs. Nation? 

 

NATION: I caution you to show respect, young man. Don't you tell me to 

sit down. I'm old enough to be your mother. 

  

DOBSON: Can we proceed with the case, your honor? 

 

MCCABE: Please. 

 

DOBSON: Will you tell us who you are, madam? 

 

NATION: A bulldog running at the feet of Jesus, barking at what she 

doesn't like. 

 

DOBSON: Please be serious, madam. 

 

NATION: I'm as serious as a person can be. It's you who's joking, 

pretending to stand on the side of law and justice. 

 

DOBSON: Let's go on. By what authority do you do these things? 

 

NATION: By the highest of all authorities. Jeremiah saw the dead and the 

dying. Daniel saw the abomination of desolation. In the 28th 

chapter of Isaiah we read about the saloon and Sodom and 

Gomorrah...  

 

DOBSON: Yes, I understand. Let's continue, please. 

 

MCCABE: Go on. 

 



 55 

DOBSON: In this past week you've been arrested three times in this city. 

You've been jailed in Wichita on three occasions and convicted of 

malicious mischief. In Kiowa you were convicted of slander. And 

elsewhere you have been charged with blocking traffic and causing 

crowds to collect.  

 

NATION: All true. It has been a glorious and heavenly time.  

 

MCCABE: I'm sure you are enjoying yourself. But you won’t be laughing 

at the end of the day, I can assure you. I can also charge you with 

anarchy and inciting riots, very serious offenses. 

 

NATION: I want you to jail me. Don't you understand? I'm going to stay 

in Topeka until all the murder joints are closed. 

 

DOBSON: Tell the court about your time in the Wichita jail. 

 

NATION: This has nothing to do with the case. 

 

MCCABE: I’ll decide the relevancy. Answer the question, please. 

 

NATION: I'll tell you then. I've met many kind and decent people in jail. 

And I didn't mind at all, until they separated me from the other 

women. The other women got out on bail, but they wouldn't give me 

bond. I stayed in a damp cell alone, without visitors. I nearly died 

from the dampness in that poisoned placed. 

 

DOBSON: Could you kindly tell the court why you weren't given bond? 

 

NATION: They said the cell was quarantined. No one was allowed to visit, 

no one was allowed out. But there was no illness there. It was 
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conspiracy against me. The Health Board belonged to the whiskey 

ring. They wanted to make me insane. But even the Eagle had to 

print the truth. They said it was easier to get me off the streets by 

declaring quarantine than to have the state prove its case against 

me. 

 

DOBSON: Tell the whole thing, Mrs. Nation. The paper called you a 

crank, didn't it? 

 

NATION: Every Republican calls me crazy. Just ask the people sitting out 

there. They've heard me now. They all think I'm crazy. 

 

DOBSON: There is much talk, Mrs. Nation, about your state of mind. 

 

NATION: You have this wrong. My mind isn't on trial. No part of me is on 

trial here. It's you who stands accused, you murderer. 

 

DOBSON: We have to judge the cause of your actions. 

 

NATION: I see the plan. There’ll be no honest trial here. I never thought 

so. You plan to get rid of me by declaring me crazy. No real court 

can find me guilty because I'm not. So you'll put me in an asylum 

instead. All because I believe in God and enforce the law you refuse 

to do.  

 

DOBSON: You are professing anarchy, Mrs. Nation. Enforcement is for 

the police, not for every woman to take into her own hands and 

cause people to riot in the streets.  

 

NATION: We riot to save our children. They called John Brown insane, 

too. But he helped to bring an end to slavery, didn’t he? He was a 
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hero, not a criminal. Well, I'll do my part to abolish the liquor curse 

and if I am to be hanged the way they hanged John Brown, then I 

am welcome such a death. 

 

MCCABE: Don’t fancy yourself in such esteemed company, Mrs. Nation. 

 

NATION: And don’t make me out to be a lunatic. It's the women who 

won't speak out for themselves who are insane. You and those who 

do nothing are the one's who are crazy, not me, letting their homes 

be destroyed this way. 

 

MCCABE: Answer the questions directly, Mrs. Nation. No more. 

 

NATION: I'll answer what I need to in order to defend myself and what 

needs defending in this state are the lives of innocent children and 

women. And if my calling you to God does no good, then I'll have to 

do the work of God with a sword in my hand. 

 

DOBSON: And you hear voices and see visions? 

 

NATION: Certainly I do. 

 

DOBSON: Do you think this s that normal, Mrs. Nation? 

 

NATION: Paul was blinded by a vision. Visions are reserved for those who 

have faith in the Lord. 

 

DOBSON: I have faith and haven't heard voices talking to me. 
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NATION: The voice you hear is that of mammon. So I'd say your faith 

isn't strong enough. Tell me this, Mr. Dobson. Do you pray every 

day? Do you care for the widows and orphans? 

 

DOBSON: In this court I ask the questions. 

 

NATION: Of course you won’t answer because it is an embarrassment to 

confess such shortcomings in front of these women here. 

Remember, Mr. Dobson, God is mute only to those who have little 

faith. 

 

DOBSON: You can confess your faith in your husband’s church and the 

Lord will be happy to hear your concerns. But let's leave that aside 

in this courtroom. Can you tell us what happened at Moe's Chili 

Parlor, Mrs. Nation? They don't sell liquor there, do they? 

 

NATION: No, they do not. 

 

DOBSON: But you went there with your hatchet and smashed the place 

to splinters. Why did you break it up, Mrs. Nation? 

 

NATION: It is clear from the name of the place. Moe’s Chili Parlor. It tells 

you right away what they are selling there. I may not cook for my 

husband any longer, but I know an abomination when I smell one. 

Foreigners are tempting American appetites with foreign dishes. 

Where will this lead us? Further down the path of perdition. 

 

DOBSON: Thank you for that illuminating explanation. Fortunately we're 

not charging here you for disrupting Moe's decent place. And you're 

not charged with causing anarchy in the streets, although you have 

done this, too. You’re not even charged today with smashing joints 
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or burning down the stable that was destroyed. This case is 

simpler. The Moeser brothers have brought these charges against 

you for wrecking their cold storage plant: the malicious destruction 

of property. 

 

NATION: Change that charge to the destruction of malicious property. 

(NATION leaves her seat and walks to Sister Noble.) Strike up a 

song, Sister. Come on, the rest of you. Don't sit there like stuffed 

manikins. Raise your voices. It's not me who's on trial here today 

but women and children who are victims of viciousness.  

 

MCCABE: Don’t you dare, Sister Noble or I’ll put in jail for contempt of 

court. Come back here, Mrs. Nation. Sit down! 

 

NATION (yanking a cigar from the CHARLIE’s mouth). Take that poison 

from your lips. Sister Noble, would you sell these good people here a 

hatchet for the mission?  

 

SISTER NOBLE (holds up a pin-sized hatchet): Support the Home 

Defenders. Look what is written on these weapons of God. "Carrie 

A. Nation for my baby, my loved ones, Carrie A. Nation against the 

saloons." Buy one now. Support the cause. Buy one, save a life. 

Each dollar you spend puts out the fire of the demon. Every hatchet 

smashes another saloon. There is no greater advertisement for the 

cause than to own a hatchet of your own.  

 

NATION: You, madam, pin them on your children's clothes. They will be 

an inspiration to the heart of the young. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Who wants a hatchet? Hatchets here. Ten cents. Ten 

cents apiece. 
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MCCABE: Shut up. Sit down. Let's get on with it. 

 

DOBSON: Please tell the court when you first took to smashing. 

 

NATION: You very well know that I received my calling while in Medicine 

Lodge. 

 

DOBSON: Please tell the court the nature of this calling. 

 

NATION: I was a Jail Evangelist and elected president of the town 

Women's Christian Temperance Union. I prayed to the Lord and he 

came to me one morning before I got up. I knew what my mission 

was then. 

 

DOBSON: And then what happened? 

 

NATION: I hitched up Prince to my buggy and rode to Kiowa. 

 

DOBSON: Yes, Mrs. Nation? 

 

NATION: I reached a small bridge about a mile from town and there in 

front of me were a dozen or so man-like creatures with tails and 

cloven hoofs. They were carrying three-pronged forks. They danced 

in the roadway making obscene gestures. I raised my hands and 

cried for the Lord's help and the clouds parted and a dazzling beam 

of light shone through. Then a figure appeared on a white horse 

and there was a halo around him. The visitor waved a sign and the 

diabolic creatures went fleeing as if they were terrified. 

 

DOBSON: And what did this mean to you, Mrs. Nation? 
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NATION: The meaning was clear enough.  

 

DOBSON: I need to hear it from you, I'm afraid. Please, you'll have to tell 

it to me yourself what this signified. 

 

NATION: Since you aren't a man of God, I'll have to explain it to you. 

They were devils. They knew more of what I was going to do than I 

did. Satan is a prophet. He reads Scripture. He knew that I came to 

fulfill prophecy, and that this was a deathblow to his kingdom. God 

chose me to shock people, to rouse them up. I was sent to answer 

the prayers of the groaning mothers of mutilated boys. 

 

DOBSON: Do you have visions often? 

 

NATION: I’ll tell you about my visions. I envision striking the head of this 

nation. Every saloon I smash in Kansas has a license from the head 

of this government. There's going to be terrible hatchetation unless 

all the saloons are closed for good. 

 

DOBSON: I mean visions, Mrs. Nation. 

 

NATION: This isn’t a criminal trial, is it? It is about my sanity. You do 

want to prove I'm crazy, don't you?  

 

DOBSON: I'm only trying to understand the facts. 

 

NATION: The fact is I'm doing God's work, and the work that you should 

be doing instead of defending all the rummies and those who make 

their fortunes from the misfortunes of women and children.  
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DOBSON (slowly): Isn't it true that your mother thought she was Queen 

Victoria and that you had an aunt that believed herself a weather 

vane and you had an uncle who walked on all fours? 

 

NATION: My family history is none of your business nor the business of 

this court. This is no trial. Come one, Sister Noble. Enough of this.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: Let's sing, sisters. 

 

NATION and SISTER NOBLE (sing Song of Six Joints. NATION wanders 

around the room shutting windows. There are shouts of protest and 

cries of support.) 

 

MCCABE.  

Get back here. 

 

NATION refuses 

 

DOBSON: I want to call Mr. Moeser. 

 

MCCABE: Mr. Moeser? 

 

GANO: That's me, your Honor. 

 

DOBSON: Would you please tell the court what happened at your place 

of business? 

 

GANO: I was in my cold storage plant when I heard a mob outside yelling 

all sorts of things. There must have been a thousand people out 

there. 
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DOBSON: What do you keep in the plant? 

 

GANO: Butter and the like. 

 

NATION: Say it all, you liar. It was ice! 

 

GANO: Yes, there was ice. 

 

NATION: Ice for all the saloons in town! 

 

GANO: No, Mother Nation. We sell ice to homes and businesses in 

Topeka. 

 

NATION: My spies tell me that there's beer and whiskey hidden there, 

too. 

 

DOBSON: What happened next. 

 

GANO: I saw men and women... 

 

NATION: These weren’t just men and women. They were Home Defenders 

and Male Volunteers. 

 

GANO: They chopped away at my windows and doors. They could have 

come right in the front if they wanted. I have nothing to hide.  

 

NATION: Perjurer! 

 

GANO: First they broke into the room with vats of butter. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Break them up! 
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GANO: They tumbled through the door and some fell right into the tubs. 

Then they scraped off the butter as best they could and headed to 

the ice chambers. They completely wrecked that place. 

 

NATION: Never mind the grease. Head to the ice. 

 

DOBSON: May I remind the court that Mrs. Nation was arrested by the 

police soon after that but released on bail. That went on all day, 

Your Honor. She was in and out of jail all day long. 

 

MCCABE: These aren't the charges before us, are they?  

 

DOBSON: I only want to show the vicious and contemptuous character of 

Mrs. Nation. 

 

MCCABE: We don't need any more testament to that.  

 

NATION (wandering around the room): I don't want to hear anymore from 

this saturn-faced liar. I'll continue only if you allow me to cross-

examine this man myself. 

 

MCCABE: You are the one on trial here. You can't do as you please. 

 

NATION: Then I'm calling an end to this trial. I won't have anything to do 

with this court. It's rotten and the smell of it poisons me. Let's go, 

women. 

 

MCCABE: Do you have any objections to Mrs. Nation asking you some 

questions, Mr. Moeser? 
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GANO: No, sir. 

 

MCCABE: Then go ahead, Mrs. Nation. 

 

NATION (coming forward): How many hatchets were used in breaking in? 

 

GANO: I don’t know. 

 

NATION: Who were the hatchets used by? 

 

GANO: I can't say. 

 

NATION: What do you keep in your place? 

 

GANO: We have ... 

 

NATION: Ice for the hell brother you sell. (NATION pushes GANO in the 

chest with her forefinger) That's all the questions I have for this 

Republican rummy. 

 

MCCABE: I've heard enough, also, Mrs. Nation. This court doesn't need 

to go into recess to reach its decision. Your actions here today have 

convinced me of all that I need to know. I find you guilty as 

charged. 

 

NATION: Guilty of saving the women, you mean. 

 

MCCAGE: But I am allowing that you may be released on a peace bond of 

two thousand dollars. 

 

NATION: You mean I have to promise to keep the peace? 
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MCCABE: Yes, or you will be brought back to jail. 

 

NATION: I'll keep the peace when you keep the law. 

 

MCCABE: You make no promise to keep the peace. 

 

NATION: There will be no peace until the law of God is enforced. 

 

MCCABE: Then this court has no choice, Mrs. Nation. 

 

NATION: There is always the choice between righteousness and evil. 

 

MCCABE: I remand you to the county jail forthwith for as long as you are 

unrepentant. 

 

NATION: I do not need to repent for anything. You are the sinner, not me. 

God will take care of me, Your Dishonor. 

 

MCCABE: From now on this state will care for you. 

 

DOBSON: I think you better be careful, Mrs. Nation. One of these days 

you'll get into jail and be there for a good long time. 

 

NATION: And you better be careful. One of these days you'll get into hell 

and be there for eternity! You, judge, are oath-bound to close the 

unlawful businesses, so why don't you do your duty and leave me 

to do mine? Come out and help me smash some saloons, Your 

Dishonor.  

 

MCCABE: Enough, Mrs. Nation. 
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NATION: There'll be more smashing tomorrow and the day after that and 

the day after that. This is a crusade for the well-being of the family. 

I'm not afraid of you rum-soaked Republicans. 

   

SISTER NOBLE: Who Hath Sorrow? 

 

MCCABE: Grab that woman. Take her to jail. 
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Scene Five 

 

ALL the MEN [on the floor, in chairs, covered with newspapers] 

 

NATION (on her knees.): Dear Jesus, help me. Don't leave me in this 

stinking jail. I will lose my mind if I am left here. They have taken 

the other women from me and I will die here. They want to make 

into a lunatic. I don’t have the strength to endure any longer. 

 

I need to do your work and that is on the street agitating for the 

righteous cause. I am frightened here in this dark and gloom. It is a 

place for snakes to lurk and demons to hide. Dear Jesus, give me 

the strength to see this through. I put myself in your tender care. 

 

I wanted a life where I could love my husband and care for my 

daughter, where I would sit by firelight at night and read from the 

Scriptures. I miss my knitting. I wanted nothing so much as to 

leave a quilt for my grandchildren to cover themselves at night. This 

is what a family is meant to be. Women aren’t meant for prison. 

Our spirits are meant for the light of the home, not the dark of a 

cell. 

 

But how could I do have a home life? How could I live in private 

when that private house was hell because of the demons outside 

the door? How could I live quiet when drink left me so alone? 

 

I wish my marriage to my first husband had been different. I 

wanted him to hold me. But he sat and read when I was so hungry 

for his caresses and love and he would fall asleep while I waited in 
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our cold bed. All young women married to a drunkard are 

disappointed in love. That's what I learned. (She stands up.)  

 

I have to make the world all right, I have to do good in this world for 

God’s sake. There has to be temporary disruption to have peace by 

making life better for others. It's caring for the injured and 

protecting the innocent. Only this can bring love back to my life. 

(She walks into audience.)  

 

I know what you think of me. People shout it everywhere I go. I read 

about it in the newspapers. You can't bear me. You say I'm a 

meddler. Well, it's true all that you say. I am those things and 

more. Whenever I see something that needs rebuke or warning, I 

feel it is my place to meddle with it. I hope I'll inspire you to do 

likewise. (She goes to the stage front and begins a speech.)  

 

You are personally responsible for all wrong that you neglect to 

make right, when it is in your power to do it. If anything injures my 

neighbor, it injures me. If my neighbor is blessed, so am I. There 

are many ways to do things and when you say, "I can never Carrie 

out any plans," I know you don't have tact or perseverance. Carrie 

A. Nation. It spells “can.” And you can, too, if you want.  

 

Before you vote next time keep your mother, your sister, wife and 

children in your mind. Then look at the bitterest of their foes: the 

saloons, the houses of gambling and the purveyors of tobacco. Then 

cast your ballot. There can only be one choice for morality, for 

humanity and for God. (She grabs her head in pain and looks into 

the distance.)  
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God. There is the light again. It is blinding my eyes. My legs are 

grown weak. I can hardly stand. And the sounds, they are piercing 

my ears to deafness. Oh, Lord. The visions! The voices! What are 

you saying, Lord?  What do you want from me? (To audience.)  

 

You there, keep quiet, you manikin! God is talking to me. Oh, yes. I 

can see, those demons, those gambling Republicans, those rummy-

faced liars. They are after me. Dear God, tell me what to do. Sister 

Noble, where are you? 

 

MCCABE, DOBSON, CHARLIE, GANO and DAVID walk to NATION, who 

has grown silent. One by one they lay down, covering their faces 

with the newspapers. When each begins to speak, he removes the 

newspaper and stand next to NATION. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Here I am. I’ve come to get you out. Take my hand, 

Mother.  

 

NATION: You there. Do you want to buy a hatchet for the cause?  

 

SISTER NOBLE: Look children, what is this place? 

 

GANO: A hellhole. 

 

NATION: Anything else? 

 

GANO: A murder shop. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: What do they sell? 

 

DAVID: Hell-broth and devil soup. 
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NATION: What else do they do? 

 

MCCABE: Murder souls. 

 

NATION (sings): Who Hath Sorrow?  

 

SISTER NOBLE: What must we do to a place like this? 

 

DAVID and GANO: Smash it! 

 

SISTER NOBLE: What must we do to a place like this? 

 

MCCABE and GANO: Smash it! 

 

SISTER NOBLE: What must we do to a place like this? 

 

DAVID AND GANO: Smash it! 

 

NATION (to audience): Let’s go, Sister Noble. Our work is done here. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Yes, there are more saloons waiting for the smashing in 

other towns.  

 

NATION: No more, sister. There will be no more smashing. That’s done 

forever.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: But we’ve just begun. There are hundreds of murder 

joints waiting for our axe from one border to the other. You’re not 

going to leave me now, are you? 
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NATION: It’s over, sister.   

 

SISTER NOBLE: I know what your vision told you.  

 

NATION: I know what my visions mean, no one else, not even you. What 

vision did you have? 

 

SISTER NOBLE: You are my vision. 

 

NATION: Yes, and I’m the one who has sat in jail. I’m telling you, the 

smashing days are over.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: But the vision. 

 

NATION: I’ve had a new vision.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: More glorious, I am sure. 

 

NATION: Yes. Kansas was just the beginning. We are ready for the main 

attraction now.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: The big rummy face in the White House. 

 

NATION: No, something even better. Somewhere where we will reach the 

masses. Smashing saloons in Kansas is a small thing. There is a 

better way to attract attention. We are on our way to New York, 

sister, the big tent, where all the world will come to see me. All the 

press will write about me. Crowds will pay their money to catch a 

glimpse of me and buy our hatchets and we won’t run the risk of 

jail again. (To audience.) So thank you, men who have paid your 

fee, and thank you, women for coming along. I hope you have 
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enjoyed yourself today. If you liked all the rioting and smashing, 

make sure you buy your token hatchet for a remembrance of your 

good time.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: Ten cents. Ten cents. Come on, Mother Nation. There 

are other murder mills to close. 

 

NATION: First I’ll join the traveling show with cowboys and cowgirls and 

Indians with headdresses and eagle feathers. Best of all, there will 

be me, the attraction of the ages. Then I’m off to Brooklyn New York 

where I have an offer to star in a sideshow next to the boardwalk. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: I’ll be right there beside you, selling the tin hatchets. 

 

NATION: And you, ladies and gentlemen, you can laugh at me again. And 

you can continue to laugh at the drunkenness you’ll see in broad 

daylight and watch the tobacco deaths of cigar puffers and cigarette 

inhalers. See for yourself the slavery of women selling their bodies 

for a piece of bread and the begging of abandoned children. It is 

such fun. You’ll laugh yourself to death.  

 

SISTER NOBLE: Yes, to New York. Let's leave these Kansas manikins for 

other stuffing. 

 

NATION: The show will bring more stories than any of our smashing. I’ll 

be the most famous woman in the world. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Closing down the murder mills. 

 

NATION: Better than jail.  
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SISTER NOBLE: We can sell ten thousand hatchets. 

 

NATION: Goodbye, Papa. I’ll send you the money for a new mattress. 

 

SISTER NOBLE: Here she comes. Make way. Carrie A. Nation is on the 

march. 

 

NATION: On the stage, for all to see. A delight sweeter than Turkish 

candy. Step right up. Pay your dime. Here I am. It’s Carrie A. 

Nation. It’s me. Carrie A. Nation. It’s me.  

 

DAVID and GANO (sing): Who Hath Sorrow? 

 

NATION and NOBLE (sing, join arms and swing around) Sing a Song of 

Six Joints  

 

DOBSON: All those in favor. 

 

CHARLEY and DOBSON raise their hands. 

 

MCCABE: Let’s leave her record in the insane asylum. She died the death 

she deserved. 

 

DOBSON: She deserves a fountain with her name on it. 

 

MCCABE: We’re voting on making ourselves the laughing stock of 

America. 

 

DAVID: Here’s the inscription I propose: A poor bewildered, half-crazed 

crone/ She died, forgotten and alone. And some there were who 
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stopped to scoff/ When the old dame was taken off/ While the busy 

world went wheeling on/ Scarce knowing even she was gone. 

 

DOBSON: We’ll remember the good she’d done. 

 

GANO: Of course she may have done some good? But then, most any 

woman could/ Who had the muscle and the hatchet. 

 

MCCABE: Anarchist. 

 

GANO: With Irish wit as keen to match it/ Yet smashing windows so 

erratic/ Soon proved her just a plain fanatic. 

 

CHARLEY: She was a crusader, McCabe. Just that. 

 

DAVID: A sort of Jezebel crusader/ Like Don Quixote nothing stayed 

her/ No wonder people shied eggs at her/ She seemed to like to 

watch ‘em splatter/ And stood like wild things when at bay/ So sort 

of fearless, old and gray. 

 

MCCABE: A crazy old crone. 

 

GANO: And then to die so, after all/ Insane and in a hospital/ Good God. 

 

DOBSON: For God’s sake, McCabe. 

 

GANO: Suppose she had been sane/ And we who had the rotten brain/ I 

hate to stand on Judgement day/ Beside that woman old and gray. 

 

MCCABE: A bunch of hypocrites. We’re just a bunch of hypocrites. 
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DAVID: I’d hate to face those flashing eyes/ That scanned a state’s 

hypocrisies/ And woke the commonwealth to shame/ With crashing 

axe and words of flame/ Until men dare to carry out/ The laws they 

made. 

 

MCCABE: Hypocrites. 

 

CHARLEY: Liar. 

 

DAVID: The laws they made and lied about. 

 

DOBSON: How about a drink, boys? Let’s leave the vote for another time. 
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Songs 

 

Who Hath Sorrow? Who Hath Woe? (sung to the melody Where He Leads 

Me) 

 

Who hath sorrow? Who hath woe? 

They who dare not answer no; 

They whose feet to sin incline, 

While they tarry at the wine. 

 

Chorus: 

 

Who hath babblings, who hath strife? 

He who leads a drunkard's life. 

He whose loved ones weep and pine, 

While he tarries at the wine. 

 

Touch not, taste not, handle not; 

Drink will make the dark, dark blot. 

Like an adder it will sting 

 

And at last to ruin bring, 

They who tarry at the drink. 

 

 

Sing a Song of Six Joints (to the melody Sing a Song of Six Pence) 

 

Poem read at end: Carrie Nation, by Willard Wattles, from Sunflowers, A 

Book of Kansas Poems 
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