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L:  [clears throat]  Ah!  Miss Claiborne! What a delight to see you!  I hope all is well 

with you and your father. 

A:  Why Jean!  Or is it Captain?  [smiling mischievously].  Or is it the Dread Pirate 

Roberts? 

L:  [abashed]  My Lady.  I hope to heaven you don’t believe the wild stories I 

myself have heard.  My men and I are protecting American ships around New 

Orleans, cutting off treasure ships to Europe, and enforcing “fair” privateering 

laws in these southern waters. 

A: [having fun]  Ha!  Why should I believe the word of a pirate!  Why, in THESE 

waters, KING of the Pirates! 

L:  But Annabelle!!  I am King of Barataria Bay, but please don’t believe—the tales 

I’ve heard— 

C:  [laughing]  Oh dear Jean!  It’s so much fun to see you so – flustered.  But I 

know the truth of your mission.  I know you love America!  I have intelligence 

sources of my own and laud your efforts.  However, I cannot understand your 

recent hospitality to the British Royal Navy, especially that “Mad Jack” MacMadd 

L:  Ah.  That.  Well, French hospitality…and a little spying, perhaps.   You know the 

phrase, “Keep your friends close, but your enemies closer”?  

A:  And who am I, then?  LA!  Don’t answer!  I jest!  But you have seen my father, 

the Governor, about?  I believe he’s doing a little spying of his own! 

L:  Yes, I know.  I’ve seen his magnifying glass.  But seeing you, the Governor, and 

the Brits all in one place, gives me a chance to…weigh my options….  After all, I 

can’t expect to just find you in a dinghy floating in the Barataria Bay, twirling a 

bright yellow parasol.  

A:  Well, if you make it through the day unscathed, I shall have to buy a dinghy 

and a large yellow parasol.  ‘til later, Captain Lafitte. 

L:  ‘til later, my Lady.  


