The Seafaring Life of Galileo

By Rachel Teagle

Adapted from Bertolt Brecht’s “The Life of Galileo”

​

“Why aren't there any pirate films?” Brecht asked himself in 1920. “One day, I'll write some. . . One must try to establish oneself in Germany somehow.”

- Brecht in Context by John Willett, pg. 109
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Galileo Galilei, ship’s cooper in a Privateer’s fleet, sets out to demonstrate the potential for autonomy through knowledge.

Out at sea, though never foretold,

 Agiain reason gained a stronghold

On a dread pirate schooner, far out at sea

Galileo, ship’s cooper, began to wonder

And rent their assumptions asunder


In the hold, where GALILEO, the ship’s cooper, has set up his workstation. In front of him sits a half finished barrel, on top of another sit a small pile of tools. He has been working hard and is taking a break to wash his arms and face in a small washbasin atop another barrel. Enter ANDREA, cabin boy, with a bottle of rum.

GALILEO: Ahoy there, lad. Put the bottle over thar, but lay not a finger on me tools.

ANDREA: Cook says we best be mendin’ the beer casks afore the whole lot drips out.

GALILEO: Perchance I ought t’mend the cook first, his complaints be more irritating than a bit ‘o spilled beer could e’er be. 

ANDREA: Aye sir. We could build Cook his own barrel, but I be doubtin’ even ye could make a Wet Cask wide enough to fit. 

GALILEO: That be true, matey, but, avast, wit ‘is gunpowder disposition, the smallest, slightest touch sets off that son o’ a biscuit eater. What barrel be best suited to house our grateful cook?

ANDREA: Then a Drytight cask would serve, sir. But I doubt that Cook would feel the same. With the staves set so tight, not a drop of rum could pour through

GALILEO: Shiver me timbers! ‘Twill not serve, lad! It be a ghastly, grievous shame to deprive a man o’ rum. (Crosses to bottle and takes a deep draught) Tis a dismal fate, even for the likes o’ ol’ cooky. (Drinks again, taking more time to savor) You done good, lad. This swill be almost near palatable.

ANDREA: Thank ye, sir. 

GALILEO:  Set a bit, matey. I got summat for yeh. It be behind the washbasin. (ANDREA goes to fetch it, and pulls out a small model of a ship)

GALILEO: I’ve been workin’ on it for some time now.

ANDREA: It’s the ship!

GALILEO: That it be, only a wee bit smaller. 

ANDREA: Does it float?

GALILEO: Shipshape through and through. Workin’ wheel and tiller too. (ANDREA inspects the tiller with much interest)

ANDREA: All it needs is a tiny captain, and it’d be ready to sail. 

GALILEO: (contemplates this for a moment) Aye, and a privateer to finance it, and letters o’ marque from the mainland. But there be a day, matey, when the sea will be as free fer us as ‘twas fer the Jacks who sailed befor’ us, afore the landlubbers started takin’ the sea away from ‘onest sailors and gentlemen o’ fortune such as ourselves.



The likes o’ me could never stay long on and, and ye kin never trust lubbers who do. Cities be narrow and so be minds. There be no room to stretch yer legs, ye can barely see the sky. Me, I got seawater in me veins, and it canna stand still. It be pulling us into the open oggin,
 settin’ me adrift, far from them suffocatin’ continents. My very spirit ebbs an’ flows like the restless sea. The tides be on the move and I wants to move wit’ ‘em. . 


On the shore, ye can shut up a man in a house, clamp a roof over his head,  and choke him with smoke and stench and disease. Ye can blot out the sky, and keep a man in the dirt an’ the darkness. But here, here there’s nothin’ twixt man and sky. Ye can breathe easy, ye can see clearly. There’s nothing twixt man and sky on the open sea, just man an’ his possibilities. There come a day every swab can look up and see the stars and know that he be master o’ his fate. 


When I be just a lad, I was ‘prenticed to Samuel Callandole, an old Sailing Master. Cannonball Sam we called ‘im, for his bald head was bigger ‘n harder than anythin’ ever shot out a ship’s gun. He be brilliant, bes’ navigator I e’er sailed wit. A good sailing master be worth his weight in gold. He was always findin’ new ways to do t’ings. He and the boatswain got in a tuff o’er the way Sam’d tied off one o’ the mainsails. Sam ‘ad found a new knot that held longer than the old mess of a bowline the bos’un used, and the bos’un didna take kindly to his generous offers o’ help. The cat was out o’ the bag afore most o’ the sprogs
 even knew was what goin’ on. But, Cannonball’s knot be the one we used ever since. 


Thas when it hit. Old times be over, tradition be dead, down with Davy Jones. We can’t be satisfied wit’ jus’ what our fathers and gran’fathers have done, wit’ what the brocade coats tells us. Coz they’re learnin’ to trust what they sees with they own eyes. We don trust what we hear no more, we wan t’know it our own selves. All this done stirred up a mighty breeze, which lifts the gold-braided coats o’ the Crimps, and the tattered pants of the lowest swabbies, and guess wha? They got the same two legs we all stand on. Mos’ of ‘em anyway. (Galileo indicates his own wooden leg)


But even on the open waters, there be a dark tide a-brewing. There be men, pow’rful men, who want to blot out the sky, ev’n on the water. They divvy out the sea like they piece up the land, and keep honest hard workin’ men in the darkness o’ ignorance. But, the tides they be shiftin’. If we keeps our eyes open and our wits about us, we can find our own way about, instead o’ blindly following orders from the officers who don’ know an anchor from their own arsehole. 



The stars that guided Cannonball Sam turn around in the same sky above you, and me, above the cook and the captain, from the lowliest deckhand to the Brigadier General hisself. An’, if we turns up our eyes, we kin steer our own ship, right past the clutches of the mainland, far out into the open ocean, where the lubbers get too queasy to stand. Each star could be the sky’s center. Each man could be his own captain. 



How goes the old verse, lad? “Oh, early morning…”

ANDREA: “Oh early morning of beginning! 


Oh, breath of wind that 


Comes from newfound shores!”


And yeh’d best finish off that rum, the bo’sun will be by soon, and there’ll sure be none left if he gets his hands on the bottle. 

GALILEO: Bilgewater. To hell with the bo’sun. That old bilge rat’s loaded to the gunwales anyway, ‘twould be a grievous waste o’ rum. (Drains bottle) Ahoy, laddie! I gots a question for ye.

ANDREA: Aye, sir?

GALILEO: What be makin’ a ship sail?

ANDREA: Why do you ask me?

GALILEO: Yeh had best think o’ these things. If the ship were to stop sailin’, yeh’d be drippin’ wet and tippin’ yer daddle to Davy Jones hisself. Come along, lad, what make a ship sail?

ANDREA:  Aye sir. The ship sails by, um, the wind and the wheel.

GALILEO: Let’s be a testin’ that theory. Ye be puttin’ the ship in the washbasin thar, I be turnin’ the wheel, you be blowing the wind. (They place the model in the basin, GALILEO turns the wheel with a finger, while ANDREA blows with all his might. The ship turns a little, but does not progress forward) Garr, how far did it sail, lad?

ANDREA: Not a whit, sir

GALILEO: Now how could that be, lad?

ANDREA: Well, the wind can’t move the ship, if there’s nothing to catch it.

GALILEO: Aye, so what we be requirin’?

ANDREA: A sail!

GALILEO: Have ye anythin’ that’ll serve this humble purpose? (ANDREA removes his bandana, and he and GALILEO tie it around the mast) Now try again, matey, wit a wanion this time. (ANDREA blows into the sail, and the little ship sails across the basin) Shiver me timbers! Takes more’n wheel and wind to move a ship, eh matey? It’s not just the helmsman and the Lord who push the ship across the ocean, is it?

ANDREA: You need a sail?

GALILEO: Blast and Barnacles! Yeh Lily-Livered Scallywag! What good be a sail with no men to fasten it? Come on, laddie, who sails the ship?

ANDREA: The crew! It’s the deckhands and swabs who make a ship sail

GALILEO: Aye, and don’t yeh forget it.

ANDREA: Aye aye, sir. 
GALILEO: That be a good lad. Now ye best come back with this bottle filled and an empty one, and I’ll show ye how the stars dance.

ANDREA: But what will I tell Cook of his barrels?

GALILEO: There be more important things than salt pork in times like these. Tell him I be mendin’ the barrels if the squiffy be letting’ me punch a hole in his wine casks. Smartly, lad.

(ANDREA begins to exit, enter COOK)

COOK: So that’s where me help went. Come along lad, the weevils won’ be pullin’ themselves from the hardtack. What you be needin’ with Andrea, Galileo?

GALILEO: I be teachin’ the lad to see, cooky, my sweet.

COOK: (glancing at the model ship in the basin) By playin’ with toy ships?

ANDREA: Never mind, sir. Ye wouldna unnerstand

COOK: Is that how it be? An’ I suppose you unnerstand, lad, with all ye vast years o’ experience? Git along, you! (Exit ANDREA, with a sly look to GALILEO) He be spoutin’ all sorts o’ bilgewater about the stars and the swabs, I knows he’s got it from the likes o’ you.

GALILEO: Well, don’ ye worry yore pretty litt’l head bout that, Cooky. Now what brings ye to me humble abode? 

COOK: The midshipman’s son be down here in a bit, he be lookin’ to ply the cooper’s trade.

GALILEO: I don’ need no fool in a monkey jacket down here to muck up me casks.

COOK: Aye, but I don’ need ‘im up foulin’ up yore dinner neither, savvy? An’ with two coopers, we may be gettin’ some barrels restaved once in a while.

GALILEO: By the powers, matey, I be workin’ like the devil’s on me tail down ‘ere.

COOK: If that be true, I’ll eat me hat.

GALILEO: Better’n eatin’ yer stews.

(Enter ANDREA, quickly)

ANDREA: Mr. Galileo, there be a man ‘ere to see yeh. And we could shore us ye up in the galley, Cooky. The ship’s last roll pushed o’er a whole bushel o’ limes.

COOK: Blast the helmsmen! Don’ he know limes is delicate? (to GALILEO) I’ll be back, matey, and them casks had best be shipshape by supper, or ye’ll get shit for stew. 

(Exit COOK. ANDREA remains behind)

GALILEO: To tell ye true, I might be preferrin’ that. 

(Enter LUDOVICO, the midshipman’s son. He has not yet worked a day in his life, though he probably should have)

LUDOVICO: Good morrow, sir. I am Ludovico Marsili.

GALILEO: (to ANDREA) Good Lor’, this place be busier than a Tortuga whorehouse on Sunday. 

LUDOVICO: What was that?

GALILEO: Nothin’, good sir. Just informin’ this young lad about the ways o’ the world. (to ANDREA) Ye best be attendin’ to the limes upstars, laddie.

ANDREA: Aye aye sir.


(Exit ANDREA)

GALILEO: So yer father’s the midshipmen.

LUDOVICO: Yessir. He thought that I should try the seafaring life. I’ve been studying various trades in the cities before I settled on a career.

GALILEO: (with a sigh) That be so?

LUDOVICO: Yes. It’s important to my father that I see the world.

GALILEO: (Looks LUDOVICO up and down) I kin take ye on as an apprentice. Ten doubloons a week.

LUDOVICO: That should serve.

GALILEO: Now what catches yer fancy?

LUDOVICO: Horses.

GALILEO: I see. 

LUDOVICO: My hands lack the skill necessary for most manual labor, Mr. Galileo.

GALILEO: I see. Then it be twenty doubloons.

LUDOVICO: Very well, sir. I also understand that you were once apprenticed to a ship’s navigator? I think that may be a better trade for me to learn.

GALILEO: There be less physical ‘ardship in navigation, but much more brainwork. Thirty doubloons.

LUDOVICO: That should suit. You’ll have to be patient with me. Mostly because at the sea everything is the opposite of common sense. Take a spyglass, for instance. It has two lenses, one like this (indicates a concave lens) and one like this (indicates a convex lens). As far as I know, one magnifies and one reduces, so any educated person would expect them to cancel each other out. But they don’t. When you look through, everything appears five times as big. If that’s brainwork, it’s work my brain can’t do.

GALILEO: When did you get yer hands on a spyglass?

LUDOVICO: Just a few days ago. My father borrowed the sailing master’s.

GALILEO: And it had two lenses, ye say?

LUDOVICO: As far as I could tell, sir. I have no head for science.


(Pause)

GALILEO: You shore you don’ wan’ ta give horses some reconsideration?

LUDOVICO: My father wants me to get at least a taste of life at sea.

GALILEO: Hav’ ye eaten the stew?

LUDOVICO: Yes.

GALILEO: Then thas all the taste yeh really need. But still, if ye and yer thirty doubloons are hungry fer more, I’ll see yeh tomorrow mornin’.

LUDOVICO: I am much obliged, Galileo. 

(Exit LUDOVICO, enter ANDREA with a full and an empty bottle)

ANDREA: Will I be seein’ more’a that shark bait?

GALILEO: Only if I be seein’ the blunder
 his father promised. Don’ yeh worry, he’ll not get in the way o’ our efforts. In fact, he may ha’ provided us wit summat useful. Don’ worry, he don’ know a t’ing about it. Now yeh brought me empty bottles?

ANDREA: I have this one (places the empty bottle on the barrel, then the full one) and one full o’ rum, jus like yeh asked.

GALILEO: Seems I need two dead men, ‘stead o’ jus the one. (contemplates both bottles, briefly) But, bein’ a gentleman o’ fortune, I fortuneately have an easy solution. (Picks up the bottle of rum and addresses it) Sorry, me beauty, but yer time has come. Down the hatch (Begins drinking)

ANDREA: But, sir, why we be needin’ two empty bottles?

GALILEO: (pauses his drinking) Didn’t I tell ye I would show yeh the star’s dance?

ANDREA: Yes, and the stars won’ be the only thin’ dancin’ the way you’re putting away the rum.

GALILEO: Well, laddie, we be needing two lenses to see what the stars be up to. And once we can really see the stars, then I can show yeh the whole world.

SCENES 2-9: Galileo constructs a spyglass for himself, more powerful than the one the captain had been using. After showing off his invention to the captain and the other officers, who use it to look at silly things like mating seagulls and the barmaids at the dock, Galileo mentions to Sagredo, one of his friends in the crew, that he’s been using the spyglass to track the stars like Cannonball Sam used to do, and he’s discovered how to tell where the tides are moving in relation to the stars,
 which could empower anyone to follow their own map. Later, Sagredo and Galileo look through the spyglass and confirm that Galileo’s figures are correct. They discover that with this knowledge made available, the officers can no longer dictate the course of the ship, and with that no longer take the majority of the treasure. We also meet the ironically named Virginia, Galileo’s silly wench of an illegitimate daughter, who flits in and out of the scene fairly uselessly. The ship weighs anchor in the main port city where the privateer himself is taking stock of his fleet. Galileo spreads the plans and the information he has gleaned from his spyglass and sailing masters and ordinary seamen alike come by to see his improvements and ideas in action. A group of officers drop in and Galileo boldly declares that he has found an improved system of navigation, one that even the common sea man can understand. They try vainly to talk him out of his discoveries, but he declares that “Truth be the child o’ time, not authority.” They make some vague threats about turning him over to authority, then leave. When Galileo tries to set sail again, he is prevented from boarding the ship by an arbitrary inspection. He is stuck in a house with his daughter, but continues to work, with help from other scholars on land. They work together and devise a solid chart of how the stars move and how one can derive directions from them, and they put it into pictures so the common sailor can understand them. They are interrupted by a group of commissioned navigators, including the Privateer’s own sailing master. Unpreterbed, they led him to the telescope. Later, Ludovico, the midshipman’s son, who returned to land as fast as he could, has become rather taken with Virginia. They go to a lavish party thrown by the Privateer and Galileo comes with. As the two lovers dance, Galileo is approached by two officers, one who is very stuck in the old ways, and one who is interested in plying Galileo’s tactics. They quote various sections of the pirate code and other official sources at one another, arguing about whether navigational ability should be disseminated to the masses. It comes out that the Privateer himself will decide tonight if it’s mutinous for common sailors to plot their own course. Galileo argues that because it is scientifically feasible and truthful, men can understand the stars, that authority should not determine what can and cannot be discovered. As their argument draws to a close, they pull Galileo into the party. Virginia enters followed by the Quartermaster, the officer in charge of discipline, of the Privateer’s flagship. Virginia fawns over him, breathlessly, while the Quartermaster argues against innovation and suggests that the mutinous work of her father may endanger her chances with the midshipman’s son. 



Later, a young skilled crewman debates with Galileo over the merits of self-navigation, especially in the face of official punishment. Galileo understands his reluctance to take a stand, but convinces him to eat the forbidden fruit of knowledge, and sail with him, though keeping their work under wraps.



More time passes, and Galileo shows his assembled crew of learned and curious men, including the young skilled crewman and Andrea, now grown into a fine sailor, how to make their own compass. Ludovico enters and announces that the Privateer retires with his fortune, putting the more understanding officer in charge of his fleet. Galileo takes this as a chance to put forth his ideas once more.
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For the next ten years, Galileo's methods of self-navigation spread like wildfire through the sailors. Soon every ship that traded goods also traded maps of the stars and the tides. The sanctioned mystery of the official navigators began to erode. Soon, even the workman’s sea shanties took on Galileo’s great scientific discoveries.

(The crew are assembled on deck, ready to pull up the anchor. The SHANTY- MAN appears, taking his place with his musicians, at the rear of the ship, facing the men. He means what he sings and speaks his explanations with a mischief in his eyes)
SHANTY MAN: Avast me hearties! Listen up ye lily-livered bags ‘o guts. It be time to weigh anchor and ye best put yer backs into it. And to ease the passin’ o’ labor, I gots a new song fer ye. But if the cap’n asks, ye didn’ hear it from this Shanty-man, if ye catches me drift. It be titled: “Galileo to the Gallows, or The Shiftin’ Shape O’ Ships (sings)

When the sun be rising

And the swabs be swabbin’ deck

The cap’n rouses from ‘is sleep

An’ gives ‘is wench a peck

He ambles downward to the ship

In his greatcoat and hat

To tells us swabs to do our jobs

And heed his caveat


Away Ho!


CREW: (sung response) Away Ho!

SHANTY MAN: An’ Off We Go!


CREW: An’ Off We Go!

SHANTY MAN: A sailing off for Distant Shores


CREW: For Distant Shores!


LONE PIRATE: For Booze and Whores! (The other pirates laugh heartily and swat him with their hats)

SHANTY MAN: To plunder there!


CREW: Away Ho!

SHANTY MAN: For Meager Shares


CREW: An’ Off we go!

SHANTY MAN: To heed ‘is maps or face the lash


Because the Cap’n tells us so!


CREW: Aye aye sir! We roll away!

SHANTY MAN: Nicely done lads. Now that be the verse ye know well enough, but here, here be the bridge, and the tune be a-shiftin’. Try and keep up, me hearties, and no more guff from yeh!



Then there come a cooper



about to burst ‘is staves


He turns his eyes up to the skies


An’ down then to the waves


He scratched his head and wondered


Wit’ all the things he knew


Why couldn’t he just rule the sea


An’ be a captain too?



Away ho!


CREW: (sung response) Away Ho!

SHANTY MAN: An’ Off We Go!


CREW: An’ Off We Go!

SHANTY MAN: Our Spyglass trained on Distant Stars


CREW: On Distant Stars!


LONE PIRATE: For Wine and … damn it. (Again, hat-swatting)

SHANTY MAN: To set our course!


CREW: Away Ho!

SHANTY MAN: Without Remorse


CREW: An’ Off we go!

SHANTY MAN: To steer the ship and damn the whip!


Because, my friends, the day is ours!


CREW: Aye aye sir! We roll away!

SHANTY MAN: Aye men, but not today! 
(Cheers from the crew. SHANTY MAN speaks) Ah, that be where the song gets a bit trickier to sing, because in some ears, the truth seems downright mutinous, ‘specially when the truth comes not from the mouth o’ the mate, but straight to the ears of us down below. For ye see, men, we’ve been kept in the bilge so long, we canna be trusted to handle the likes o’ our own destiny, am I right mateys? (Loud, sarcastic cheers. The SHANTY MAN continues to sing)


Avast ye brutes and ponder


What’s landed in yer lap


For independent thought, ye see


It spreads just like the clap! (Cheers from the crew)


And soon the crew be itchin’


No longer can stay mute


They’ll leave their tasks, and start to ask

ALL: Where’s our share o’ the loot?

SHANTY MAN: We used to hear



CREW: Away ho!

SHANTY MAN: But now we know!



CREW: An’ Off we go!

SHANTY MAN: The ships won’t sail themselves yeh see?



CREW: Not without the likes o’ me!




LONE PIRATE: For… (The hat-swatting drowns him out preemptively)

SHANTY MAN: Without our hands



CREW: Away ho!

SHANTY MAN: They’re stuck on land!



CREW: An’ Off we go!

SHANTY MAN: The knots untied, the doors thrown wide



The cooper set the sailors free!

CREW: Aye aye sir! We roll away!


SHANTY MAN: (speaks.) But this will not do, men! On behalf o’ the men in the topside cabin, I mus’ protest! This merrymakin’ be downright hazardous. Yeh, of course see the danger…


Now speakin’ for the capt’n


Who keeps all things shipshape


It’s best, ye know, for us below


Not to stare and gape


But if he deigns to take a look


At those he shan’t ignore


He’ll realize, if he gots eyes


THE SHIP AIN’T THAT SHAPE NO MORE!! (Loud cheers from the crew, they have finished their task and set to general merrymaking. Perhaps a hornpipe is in order.)

SHANTY MAN: Away ho!


CREW: Away ho!

SHANTY MAN: An’ Off we go!


CREW: Yo ho! Yo ho!

SHANTY MAN: Acquiescence blind be damned!


CREW: We sail at our own Command!



LONE PIRATE: Where wenches tip a friendly hand! (He is quite pleased with himself for getting a rhyme in, and the others let it slide. By this point in time they should all be getting cups and bottles to toast with, a few begin taking down the privateer’s flag)

SHANTY MAN: So every Jack



CREW: Away ho!

SHANTY MAN: Give voice and say - 



CREW: Hip hip hurray!

SHANTY MAN: Now tip yer cup, and drink it up

ALL: To Galileo Galilei!

(The crew gives a raucous toast, and put up their own flag -  a rendering of Galileo with crossed telescopes beneath it on a black background set with stars)

SHANTY-MAN: Behold, a standard that strikes fear into the heart o’ every captain on the seven seas! Galileo, champion o’ the stars themselves!

Scenes 10-13: The Privateer summons Galileo to the city to try him for treason. Galileo goes in brash, bold, and unrelenting, though those around him, especially Virginia express fear for his safety. As he travels to the mainland, we see the Privateer readying himself for the hearing, with his various attendants helping to elaborately dress himself, while the Quartermaster explains the danger of having a man thinking like Galileo around. The Privateer decides that they should ready the gallows, but not use them, so that they can scare Galileo into submission without causing widespread mutiny. After the trial, his loyal friends and fellow scholars discuss what could have happened to him. Many fear the worst, Andrea fears most that he will recant the truth. Virginia, in the meantime, prays for him to do so. They wait until the appointed hour, and when no bells are heard, they assume that Galileo has held fast. Moments later, a man comes through the streets reading the recantation aloud. The sailors sink into despair. Andrea laments a sea that knows no heroes. Galileo himself enters, completely changed by the trial. He hesitates at the door, and no one comes to greet him. Andrea at first cannot stand to look at him, then screams insults about what a lily livered coward he is. Galileo remains calm, lamenting that the sea need heroes. 
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In exchange for his recantation, Galileo is made Official Sailing Master, but is no longer allowed on a ship. He remains shut in the port city, a prisoner of the Privateer.

For nine long years, in darkened house

A roof clamped tight o’er his head

Galileo remained a prisoner

‘Til body, like spirit, was dead

(A large, confined room,with chair, table, and globe. Galileo’s eyesight has almost completely failed by now and he moves about carefully. There is a GUARD  at the door, just outside the room. A TOWNSPERSON comes to the door with two bottles of wine. VIRGINIA comes in from the kitchen. She is now about forty years old)

TOWNSPERSON: I’m suppos’ta deliver these.

VIRGINIA: Who from? We didn’t order wine.

TOWNSPERSON: Someone jus’ driftin’ through. (Exit TOWNSPERSON, VIRGINIA begins to examine the wine, when it’s taken by the GUARD and examined suspiciously. Satisfied, he returns the bottles to VIRGINIA who carries them into the room to GALILEO)

VIRGINIA: A present, dropped off by a drifter.

GALILEO: What it be?

VIRGINIA: Can’t you see it?

GALILEO: Hold it closer lass, I canna even make it out wit me good eye. (VIRGINIA does so, and he reaches out a hand to feel the bottles) Rum!

VIRGINIA: Wine. 

GALILEO: Hmm. (He opens a bottle and takes a tentative swill. It’s to his liking) Not bad, our stranger be bringin’ us summat worthwhile. I be keeping this bottle here fer now, I’ll have the other later on.

VIRGINIA: Honestly, Father, the wine must be drownin’ your eyes. You really can’t see from there?

GALILEO: Not when ye be skulkin’ in the shadows.

VIRGINIA: But I’m not in the shadows. (With a shake of her head, she carries out the wine, stopping by the GUARD first. To the GUARD, meant not for GALILEO’S ears) We must be sending for the eye doctor again, he couldn’t even see the bottles.

GUARD: I’ll need permission from Barberini first. Has he been writing again?

VIRGINIA: No, sir. He’s been dictating the book on Barberini’s conquests to me, you know that. We’ve got nigh a hundred pages finished. 

GUARD: I wouldn’t trust a sea rat like that any further than I could throw him.

VIRGINIA: He wouldn’t break the rules, not with me around. I can tell, he truly is sorry for what he’s done. Now, keep this bottle handy, but best water it down a bit before he asks for it, this much wine can’t be good for him. (She re-enters the room. To GALILEO) Now, Father, I believe we were writin’ our letter to the head boatswain.

GALILEO: Not now, lass. I’m a mite tired. Why don’ ye read me summat from yer books o’ stories? (GALILEO drinks deeply)

VIRGINIA: Now, you know that the boatswain does not like to be kept waitin’. He’s been inquirin’ after you for a fortnight now, and simply will not give it a rest. He wants to know what you think of the questions and quotations he’s been sendin’ you.

GALILEO: Ah. Now where be I?

VIRGINIA (seated for dictation): “Section four: I agree most heartily with the Quartermaster’s actions regarding the rebellious rope makers”

GALILEO: Oh yes. “ It be a far better thing to hand out a bit o’ soup to the starvin’ workers than to pay them more for their cables and bell ropes. It be much wiser to strengthen their trust in the Quartermaster than their greed in wantin’ a wage they kin live on.”

VIRGINIA: And you can close with the quote from the Epistles– “Charity never faileth.”

GALILEO: Aye, as the charity of the Barberini has shown. Does that sound passable to ye?

VIRGINIA: I think it’s lovely.

GALILEO: They won’t think I’m being sly, talking out the other side o’ me mouth, will they?

VIRGINIA: Oh no, no. The boatswain is a man o’ practicality.

GALILEO: That be so. What next?

VIRGINIA: This most beautiful saying, “When I am weak, then I am strong”

GALILEO: I have nothin’ to say to that one. (GALILEO takes a drink and sips throughout when at a loss for words)

VIRGINIA: Nothin’ at all?

GALILEO: Le’s move on to the next one, lass. 

VIRGINIA: You’ll like this one. “The rough tongue of the common man cannot express true knowledge” 

GALILEO: “I must be sendin’ me compliments to his Excellency in the choice of this hear quotations. After many years on a ship listenin’ to the sailors talk their coarse talk, I be realizing that such rough tongues could ne’er caress the higher learnin’ to which ye be accustomed. To this day, I be chastised for tryin’ to show these salty individuals the path to knowledge. I, of course, not be meaning to suggest that I condone me previous actions or to give me seal to the writin’ of scholarly nautical texts in the language of the lowliest bilge rats. Keepin’ the truth an’ the seekin’ of it to lubbers who can write it fancy-like, be one o’ the top priorities in keepin’ our ships sailing – keepin’ sailors informed o’ what they was doin’ may give ‘em the gall to correct their beloved captains when sailing inta mishaps. Lor’ forbid that them swabs e’er get the stones to question what they be told.” –No, don’ write that down.

VIRGINIA: What should I strike? All of it?

GALILEO: Everythin’ after “bilge rat.” (There is a knock on the door, VIRGINIA goes to answer it. ANDREA, now a man in his thirties, is there)

ANDREA: Good evening. I be settin’ off tomorrow morn, and I highly doubt I be settin’ foot in this port again. I was asked to see Mr. Galileo afore I weighed anchor. 

VIRGINIA: I don’t know that he’ll want to see you. You’ve never visited before.

ANDREA: Ask ‘im, miss. (GALILEO has recognized the voice. He sits motionless. VIRGINIA comes to him)

GALILEO: Be that Andrea?

VIRGINIA: Yes. Should I send him on his way?

GALILEO (after a pause): Send the ol’ seadog in.

(VIRGINIA leads ANDREA inside)

VIRGINIA (to the GUARD): He sailed with Galileo many a year ago. He’s harmless.

GALILEO: Leave us be, Virginia.

VIRGINIA: I want to hear what he says. (She sits herself down)

ANDREA (cool): How are yeh holdin’ up?

GALILEO: Come closer, lad. I hear yeh be trying to harness the water’s power.

ANDREA: I was tol’ by the others to ask of yer health. 

(pause, GALILEO takes a small drink of wine. He sips throughout)

GALILEO: I be well enough. My needs be attended to.

ANDREA: I’ll report that back, they be glad ta hear it.

GALILEO: A few will be glad ta hear it. Me willin’ness to repent has made me captors generous. As ye kin see, I’m chained in the lap o’ luxury. They still be lettin’ me do a few charts.

ANDREA: Good te see your flounderin’ has helped yer captors. They be glad to know that no new navigatin’ chart nor instrument been brought out since ye been imprisoned.

GALILEO (listening in the direction of the guard): Sad to hear there be waters beyond our influence where men still make wild, dangerous theories.

ANDREA: Not so much as before. Even far waters are touched by yer repentance from treachery. Ye must be glad to hear that.

GALILEO: That’s pow’rful interesting. (pause) Nothin’ from the Barbary coast? From the buccaneers off the main?

ANDREA: Nay, sir. The one man still workin’ on the stars threw his instruments overboard when yeh was convicted.

GALILEO: I get to worryin’ ‘bout the others I led down my path of scientific mutiny. Have they been treading the high road since?

ANDREA: I be settin’ off for friendlier waters, on a free trader’s vessel. Most o’ the others gone back to their trades. Federzoni be blowin’ glass agin, somewheres about in Italy.

GALILEO (laughs): An’ he don’ speak a word of Italian.

ANDREA: A few swore off the sea entirely. Federzoni’s opened a vineyard.

GALILEO: The officers be lookin’ forward to a full turn about for me. I be doin’ far better ‘n they expected.

ANDREA: I see.

VIRGINIA: The Governor Himself has come to see how far he’s come!

GALILEO: Why don’ yeh bring the other bottle o’ wine an a few glasses for our frien’. He be journeyin’ forth a long way soon, an’ it’s only right we show some ‘ospitality. (VIRGINIA leaves in a huff. GALILEO drinks deeply. In passing, she is addressed by the GUARD)
GUARD: I don’t like the looks of that sea rat.

VIRGINIA: He’s harmless. You heard my father. (As she exits) We’ve got some fresh goat cheese in. (The GUARD follows her out)

ANDREA: I doubt I have time for wine. I be goin’ far afore I set sail. Can I go now?

GALILEO: I don’ know why ye came here, Sarti. To rile me up? To get my mainsail in a twist? I been thinkin’ and livin’ prudently since I been shut up here, and I still itch fer the old ways.

ANDREA: I didna come to rile yeh up, Galilei.

GALILEO: Yeh canna take the sea water out me veins, lad. I been writin’ again.

ANDREA: Yeh have?

GALILEO: I finished the charts o’ the waters.

ANDREA: You mean, the charts of all the currents from here to the islands? Here?

GALILEO: I be piecin’ together what I hear from merchants and sea men. They gives me pen and paper, and visitors. But they take me charts straight to the privateer. 

ANDREA: You be running aground! They give ye pen and paper to shut yeh up! How kin ye work like that?

GALILEO: Like I say, yeh can take the dog out o’ the sea, but can’ take the sea from out the dog.

ANDREA: But the charts in the daddles o’ the privateers? When thar be men clamorin’ for ‘em up and down the main?

GALILEO: It look much differn’ from their end o’ the spyglass.

ANDREA: Years o’ discovery, a whole new system of navigatin’ los’ forever at the bottom o’ Barbeini’s private ocean.

GALILEO: Not entirely lost. Mos’ things left buried can be foun’ again. ‘Specially if there be more’n one

ANDREA: You’ve a copy?

GALILEO: Me own bullheadedness stopped me from destroyin’ it.

ANDREA: Where?

GALILEO: Where one always finds buried treasure, wit’ a map. (gestures towards the globe) A better man woulda let  it be, but as I can’ts get the sea out me veins, yeh’d best have it. If any man ask where ye received it, say it be released by the Privateer’s officers.

(ANDREA has gone to the clobe and takes out the copy)

ANDREA: By the powers, this is what we been waitin’ fore!

GALILEO: I was getting’ restless.

ANDREA: This can lead us to uncharted places! This will lead to great discoveries!

GALILEO: Best tuck it under yer coat, lad.

ANDREA: An’ we thought ye had deserted. I called ye a lily livered scumbag.

GALILEO: You were correct, lad. I taught you to see then closed me own eyes.

ANDREA: This be changin’ everythin’!

GALILEO: That it be?

ANDREA: You were skulkin’ around behin’ the backs o’ the enemy, a true swashbuckler to the end. 

GALILEO: Explain that t’me, laddie.

ANDREA: At firs’, the scuttlebutt be, “he’ll be shaking hands wit Davy Jones afore he turns his back to his mates, he’ll ne’er break the code” an’ when ye came back, ye said “I recant, but I stay livin’.” We say yer hands were stained, yeh say “Better stained than empty.”

GALILEO: Better stain’d than empty. Sounds like a new code to me. A new voyage, a new code. 

ANDREA: I shoulda known, ye sly devil! I remember when ye made yer spyglass, stole the bottles from cook and the plans from the navigator, and all the adventures ye went on. Ye laugh at the puffed-up heroes, wit their swollen ‘eads an’ ‘earts. When there be  obstacles at sea, it’s best to sail a crooked path than run yourself aground stayin’ straight and true!

GALILEO: Hm

ANDREA: Yeh connived yerself the leisure t’complete yer work, which yeh alone coulda done. Had ye died in the name o’ truth, the others woulda won. 

GALILEO: The others did win. Besid’s there’s never been a sea that one man alone could chart.

ANDREA: They why did ye toe the mark?

GALILEO: Because I be a coward.

ANDREA: Blow me tight!

GALILEO: They showed me the gallows, I held the noose in me own hands. 

ANDREA: So, ye didna plan this?

GALILEO: No.

ANDREA: (loud) The work be the only thing that matters.

GALILEO: Ay, welcome to the dank underbelly o’ progress matey! I be sellin’ out, ye be buyin’ it up. Knowledge, the painted hussy spreads wide her thighs an’ a man’ll drop everythin’ he believed in t’ get more. Le’s drink to the bowin’, stoopin’ cowardly lot of us! (drinks deeply)

ANDREA: But it be a natur’l t’ing to fear Davy Jones. The weakness of men has ne’er stopped progress.

GALILEO: No? Set down, me lad, and I’ll tell ye what yer embarkin’ on. 


(He folds his hands over his paunch and speaks as if giving a lecture)
In my more’n ample leisure time, I been thinkin’ about me legacy and what men o’ the sea, as I no longer am, will think o’ me. Even the merchant, when he buy cheap an’ sell dear, has ta worry about the obstacles o’ the trade isself. What yeh do trades in knowledge distilled from the doubts o’ men. By spreadin’ that know-how, yeh be makin’ every man a doubter. But, those who kin afford ta, keep those under ‘em in a t’ick fog o’ ignorance and fear to cover they own cowardice. The crew always be miserable. Since the firs’ ships sailed, the crew be miserable, an’ those above aim t’keep it like tha’. Our tricks, our new spreadin’ o’ doubt brought joy to the bilge rats for the firs’ times. The seized the spyglass, and turn’d it from the seas to the men who t’ink they own them. The fat rats who exploit the skills o’ navigation to line their greedy pockets, but try and hide themselves from the cold eye o’ the spyglass, which shows what dead weight they be. So they clamp down on weak men like me. How can I call meself a seadog if I turned me back on the men? True, the mysteries o’ the waves an’ the stars be comin’ clear, but the deck swabs be kept below. If man canna see the sky through the fog o’ the officers, what good it be t’ watch the stars for ‘em? The ways  I sees it, the only purpose o’ our voyages be to lighten the burden of the common man. If we labor under the safe and constrictin’ graces o’ those in power, to work for the sake o’ workin, then new knowledge can only mean new misery. Shore, ye may chart ev’ry drop o’ water in the seas and name ev’ry star in the sky, but ye be leavin’ the people behin’. One day, you’ll look back from yer voyage and even the strongest glass canna spy humanity. As a navigator, and one o’ the bes’, I hads meself a chance hardly a man e’er will. I broughts our science below decks, I sailed our ship into the hands o’ the swabs. As father and cap’n to this new ship o’ science, I mighta made me mark. If I had made a stand to keep the wheel in the hands o’ the people, if I had stood up an’ shouted that truth belong to every man, and no man, no matter ‘ow p’wrful could keep knowledge all to hisself, to only pursue the science that helped the common folk. But I buggered off. The way the tides be movin’, the bes’ we can hope for are small men with small goals under the thumbs o’ the mates and the privateers. I also been t’inking, and I don’ know that I woulda ever been in real danger. I was strong as the captains, once. I was me own captain, and the captain should go down wit’ his ship. (VIRGINIA enters with the wine and a small plate of cheese and fruit)
I have turned me coat, lad. I should be marked out o’ the history, the likes o’ me should ne’er warrent praise from yer lips.

VIRGINIA: You have been serving the privateer bravely. (She sets her food on the table)

GALILEO: Yes. More wine now. (As he reaches for the bottle, ANDREA offers his hand). No, lad. Ye be sailin’ yer own ship, the black mark from my hand would spread t’ yours. (He pours a glass of wine) Somebody out there knows I likes good wine and sen’ me two fine bottles as they be passin’ through. A man like me kin still drink.

ANDREA: Then ye no longer see this as the start o’ a great journey?

GALILEO: I see it as the start o’ a journey, yes. Take good care o’ yourself wit the truth under yer coat. 

ANDREA(unable to leave): Regarding, sir, the navigator we was discussin’, I refuse to believe that all who hear will see what ye see in the situation. That damnin’ analysis canna be the las’ word.

GALILEO: Thank ye, laddie. (He begins to drink and eat)

VIRGINIA (seein’ ANDREA out): We don’ like havin’ visitors from the past. Too upsettin’ to ‘im.

(ANDREA leaves, VIRGINIA returns)

GALILEO: Have ye any idea who sent the wine?

VIRGINIA: Not  Andrea.

GALILEO: Could be. How be the sky tonight?

VIRGINIA: Clear.

SCENE 15: Andrea gets to the port where he is stopped by two soldiers asking if he’s smuggling anything. When they question him about the charts, he says they’re maps from Ancient Greece. The guards briefly check to see if there’s anything mutinous, but give up and sign the papers. Three local boys examine his baggage, but decide it could be witchcraft so leave them alone. The guards give the papers one more cursory going over, but decide that books and paper can’t be dangerous. In the meantime, Andrea leaves a pitcher of milk for an old woman the local boys have teased. Once again, they cry witchcraft, but he tells one of the boys he should use his own eyes. Once they learn that he’s a learned man, they ask him questions about whether people can really fly through the air, in order to learn more about the witch across the way. Andrea decides that one day people may be able to fly through the air on machines, but not by magic. Perhaps they will be built, perhaps man is too heavy. In the end he proclaims that man does not know nearly enough, and they’ve only just begun their voyage. 

� ocean


� new, untrained recruits, also implies a child


� money


� I know that sailors probably knew this in pirate days, otherwise they wouldn’t get very far, but as a conceit of the play, this knowledge was kept to the educated elite instead of disseminated among the population. Brecht bent history, too, especially if it gave him the chance to extol the virtues of communism.
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