
JACQUES PELLETIER        SIDE 1 
 
EXT. FRENCH SHIP, MID-ATLANTIC, JUNE 1636. NIGHT. Father Isaac 
Jogues writes to his Superior on deck. His first “relation”.   
 

JOGUES 
Most esteemed Father Superior, I write to you 
as our ship approaches the shores of New 
France. I am uncertain what lies ahead in this 
wild country...I pray that I will be a worthy 
servant and that God may strengthen me to carry 
out the work with which He has entrusted me. 
May I presume... 

 
An man approaches, clutching a bottle of cognac, dressed in the 
extravagant costume of a wealthy merchant.  

 
PELLETIER 

(calling out from a distance) 
Bonsoir, mon Père! Looking so serious. What’s 
that you’re doing there, mumbling to yourself. 
A toast: to France!!!  

 
He takes a long swig from the bottle... 
 

PELLETIER 
Ah, the last taste of civilization - before we reach the 

savages.  
 

...and stiff-arms it out to Jogues.  
 

PELLETIER 
Won’t you join me?  

 
JOGUES 

No. Merci.  
 

PELLETIER 
(coming in closer, conspiratorial) 

Who were you talking to Father? Yourself, or God? (PAUSE) 
You’ll need His help where we’re going.” 

 
JOGUES 

This isn’t your first trip to New France, Monsieur? 
 
 



 
PELLETIER 

Mais non! This is my sixth journey to that curséd land. I was 
here with Champlain when we drove the Mohawks from Sorel. 

 
JOGUES 
Ah.  
 

PELLETIER 
You Jesuits think you can convert the world. HA! You’re a 

young and ambitious bunch. It’s a foolish endeavor, mon Père. 
The land is poor and rocky. The winters -- hard. The Indians - 

– treacherous. You’ll see.  
 

Another swig.  
 

JOGUES 
Then why are you returning, Monsieur?  

 
PELLETIER 

A good Jesuit question...because Father, there is money to be 
made in that country. We’ll grow rich off Canadian furs. (If 
we can beat off the Dutch and English, and keep out of the 

Indians’ wars...) 
 

JOGUES 
You should store up spiritual riches, Monsieur.  

Because you may soon be dead. 
 

A far-away cry from above... 
 

SAILOR 
Land-Ho! Atención. 

 
PELLETIER 
(scoffs) 

I say the same to you, mon Père. You may soon be dead.  
 

He lurches away like a rocking galleon.  
 

PELLETIER 
Ha! You may soon be dead.  

 
 


