COLONIAL VOICES
Hear Them Speak
By Kay Winters
The Errand Boy
Today is December 16, 1773.  
Boston is about to explode!
I’m Ethan, 
paperboy for the printer, 
messenger, woodchopper, runner of errands.
My mother died when I was born.  
My father drowned at sea.

Now I sleep above the print shop, 
live by my wits.  
No one times my comings and goings. 
Errand boys, like servants, are almost invisible.  
[bookmark: _GoBack]It’s a good cloak to wear.  
I keep my eyes and ears alert, 
and trouble’s brewing

The Dartmouth, the Eleanor, the Beaver, 
crammed with tea, 
wait at Griffin’s wharf.

Will King George and Parliament have their way?  
Will their custom men collect the tax?  
Will the tea company say who sells the tea?

LET THEM TRY!

The Sons of Liberty are coming on me.  
Off I go to slip in and out of shops and houses,
share the notice about the final meeting at Old South, 
pass the secret to the Patriots, 
and listen to the tittle-tattle from the Loyalists.

Midnight is the deadline when the tea must go or be taxed.

What will happen now?


The SHOEMAKER

Customers Crowd My Shop.  
Walking wears soles thin. 
I never want for work.

I measure the length of the foot, 
whittle the wooden last, 
mark it with my customer’s name.

Two pieces of leather make the upper, 
one for the toe and one for the heel.  
I punch holes in the top 
for leather string or silver buckles, 
then cut and stitch the sole.  
Left or right I make the same.  
The wearer switches every day.

Sometimes I pull a throbbing tooth 
for him who has an aching mouth.  
An extra charge!  
But always I listen as I work.

I do not share my views.  
Don’t want to lose my customers who differ.  
But times are changing.  
THIS TEA TAX MUST NOT BE PAID.
Meeting today?

My teeth are worn from so much clenching.  
Mayhap the time has come to take a stand.


The MILLINER

I SELL THE LATEST FRIPPERIES IN MY SHOP – 
lace, fans, hats, velvet shoes, a scarlet cloak, 
silk flowers, fabric, beaded purses, muffs, and mitts.
Ladies look to me for fashion 
in these troubled times.

I can make old look new 
by dyeing silk from pink to red.
Or freshen last year’s gown 
by rubbing stains with bread.  
My ladies ask …

		This season, will the petticoat show?
		The shoe buckles twinkle with gems?
		Are cuffs of lace, a nosegay at the waist
		what stylish women wear in England or in France?

And once the Patriots come to their senses, 
my customers will sip tea in fragile cups 
while they chitter-chatter over shapes of skirts.

“What did you say?  Another meeting at Old South 
about that tiny tax?”

I say, PAY IT!  Count your blessings.  
I prefer the King to a rabble-rousing mob!”
No meeting for me or any of my kin.
We’ll be unpacking pretties for the shop.


The BASKET TRADER

My ANCESTORS AND I WERE HERE FOR MANY MOONS 
before strangers stepped upon our shores.  
They bring sickness 
we cannot cure, 
make promises they do not keep.

They turn our trails into roads 
for carriages and carts,
claim land, plant fields, 
build cities and towns.

They shoot our fowl, 
catch our fish, 
stalk our hunting ground, 
force us to move on.

Now they quarrel with each other 
like warring tribes, 
and over tea!  
We will not fight their battle.  
It matters not who wins or loses.

OUR PEOPLE HAVE ALREADY LOST.

I do not live in town, 
but come and go to the tavern 
to help make soap or candles.
  I barter willow baskets 
for kettles, needles, knives.  
My moccasins walk between two worlds.  

I pray I will not stumble.


The BARBER/WIGMAKER

IN MY SHOP I SOAP AND SHAVE 
the heads and chins of clients.  
These days only pirates wear beards.

Unlike the blacksmith, my hands keep clean, 
except when I let blood to cure a fever 
or place a leech to ease a blackened eye.

Last week, the judge stopped to choose his wig.  
I shaved his head and measured.  
My journeyman sorted, cleaned, and baked 
the last of the human hair from London, 
the best quality to be had!

Holding back on English good 
is bad for business.
PAY THE TEA TAX AND MOVE ON!
But I’ll not share my views today 
with that rowdy crowd.

My Journeyman combs hair through the hackle.  
I weave the strands in rows and stitch them to a cap.   
No goat’s or horse’s hair for this important sir!  
The wig’s perfumed, then sprinkled well with powder.

The judge returns to have his fitting, 
I place the wig just so.
	I sop … admire.
	
		He looks a proper Englishman!


The BLACKSMITH’S SLAVE

I WAS SEIZED IN AFRICA, 
thrown on a ship, shaken, 
beaten, branded.

When we landed, 
the captain sold me 
to the highest bidder.

My master is a blacksmith.  
We make axes, andirons, hinges, hooks, 
padlocks, pokers, latches, and nails, 
thousands of nails.

I fill the forge, pull the bellows, and stir the coals.  
The master is old.  
He needs my muscle.  
I heat the iron, lift it from the forge.  
My master strikes and shapes it on the anvil.

Men sit in his shop and talk of tea, 
taxes, liberty, and freedom.

FREEDOM FOR THEM, BUT NOT FOR ME.

I am a slave.
I will always be bound.








