PREVI EW THE
DECLARATI ON

By

K. D. Christensen

Li censed from scri ptnore.com



THOVAS
JEFFERSON

BENJAM N
FRANKLI N:

JOHN ADANE:
K
I

I NG GEORGE
14 &

DAVI D
RANMBAY:

ENSEMBLE OF
REVOLUTI ON:
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Cast of Characters

Brilliant, introspective, and conflicted. A
gifted witer westling wwth the noral and
political weight of drafting the
Declaration. His quiet intensity contrasts
wi th the turbul ence around him

Wtty, seasoned, and shrewd. A statesnan
who uses hunor and di pl omacy to di ffuse
tension. He anchors the ensenble with

wi sdom earned fromyears of politica
battl es.

Fiery, relentless, and principled. He
drives the push for independence with
unapol ogetic conviction, often clashing

Wi th others but never wavering in purpose.

Chari smatic, commandi ng, and increasingly
unhi nged. H s nunbers blend satire with
nmenace, offering the British perspective
whi | e showcasi ng the unraveling of inperial
control

Passi onate historian and observer of
revolution. Serves as a narrative bridge,
provi ding context, clarity, and enoti onal
resonance as events escal ate.

A versatile collective portraying soldiers,
del egates, and citizens. They function as

t he heartbeat of the revolution—shifting
fromstreet protestors to congressional

voi ces to the conscience of a nation. The
size is optional.
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The Decl arati on

Synopsi s

THE DECLARATION is a bold, rhythmdriven mnusical that foll ows
the emotional, political, and ideological battles that shaped
Anerica’'s founding. Fromthe unrest of the Boston Tea Party to

t he heated debates inside the Continental Congress, Jefferson,
Franklin, Adams, King George IIl, David Ranmsay, and a passionate
ensenmbl e fight to define freedom and risk everything to break
fromtyranny. Blending contenporary musical | anguage with

hi storical authenticity, the show reveals the personal stakes
behind the iconic document and cel ebrates the noment when words
sparked a revolution that changed the worl d.

VWhen

THE DECLARATI ON unfol ds between 1765 and 1776, spanning the
turbul ent years that ignite the American Revol ution.

Not e

Setting:

The setting shifts fluidly between the streets of Boston,

Phi | adel phia’s halls of Congress, private chanbers, and synbolic
spaces representing the inner thoughts of the founders. The
design is intentionally flexible: a blend of period elenments and
contenporary theatrical |anguage, allowi ng tables, quills, and
candl elight to coexist with rhythm c staging and dynani c
transitions. This hybrid environnment supports both historical
authenticity and nodern storytelling, creating a world where
political upheaval, personal conflict, and revolutionary ideas
collide onstage with i mmedi acy and enoti onal truth.

scriptnore.com| 3



The Decl arati on

Opti onal Featured Rol es:

Mal e/ Femal e Chorus, British Officers. These roles enhance
production scale and provide opportunities for vocal and
dramati c contrast.

Toget her, the cast creates a vivid, human portrait of a nation
on the brink—where words ignite conflict, courage reshapes
destiny, and the fight for freedom beconmes a shared song.
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The Decl arati on

ACT | (THE STAMP ACT - 1765)

SETTING A split stage.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk with papers, quill, and
candl el i ght.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE Il11’'s el evated throne with royal crest
and court trappings.

STAGE CENTER: A col onial print shop that can transforminto
Congress halls and Boston streets. A wooden printing press
upst age; tables, panphlets, crates, and |l anterns on rolling
wagons. Parchnment projections can appear on a scrim

AT RI SE:

KI NG GEORGE sits on his throne STAGE RI GHT, surveying the room
with smug amusenent.

DAVI D RAMSAY sits at his witing desk STAGE LEFT, pen poised,
recording history as it unfolds.

The ENSEMBLE and principals occupy the central playing space,
ready to beconme printers, del egates, nmerchants, and citizens as
needed.

ADAMS and JEFFERSON work the press rhythm cally.
ENSEMBLE nenbers nove |ike printers, nmerchants, and townspeople.

FRANKLI N observes with anmused restraint.
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The Decl arati on

JOHN ADAMS

Click-clack—press that paper

Cl ack-click—nk gets braver

Seal wax—drip like |abor

Who signs—who pays—who's savi or?

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Year is 1765—+mark the date, March 22.

Parliament drops a fee |like a hamrer: revenue.

They say: “You like troops on your |anes? Then pay dues.”
St anped paper from London—hat embossed brui se.

St anped. | npressed. Priced. Possessed.

Read the fine print—snewspapers, panphlets, legal wits too.

Your |icenses, deeds, even playing cards—who knew?
It’s the first direct hit—straight tax to the chest.
No seats in the House? Then we ain’t inpressed.

We ain’t represented-still you set the rent—

“Taxation without representation”—say it with intent.

scriptnore.com |

6



The Decl arati on

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No seal on ny soul, no tax on ny tongue—
We print our own future, the ink’s just begun.
If freedom s a letter, then let it be bold—

We sign with our courage, not bought and sol d.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

Ahem—eonsi der econom cs: squeeze a press and pages crunple.
You' Il gum up trade—your revenue turns hunmbl e.
And angry shoppers? That’s thunder in the till.

JOHN ADAMS

We’' re not your purse; we' re people with will.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
Don’t stanp ny heart, don’t price ny breath—Freedonis the mark
t hat outlives death.

You can press my page, try to brand nmy nanme, But truth bl eeds
t hrough every frane.
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The Decl arati on

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Oct ober —New Yor k—€lel egat es conver ge.

Ni ne colonies in chorus, let the clauses surge.
They draft Rights and Gri evances—phrase by phrase,
Legal lanterns lifting in the printer’s haze.

Only our assenblies |evy our dues!

Local voices choose the news!

To Parli ament -

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Respect the view—The col onies are part of you.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

If liberty’s a lightning jar, then et ne hold the storm—
Bottle principles in |aw, not stamps in uniform
A levy placed afar—no vote? That's out of form

Try logic—watch it swarm

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Wite the lines, align the will—

When the pen stands tall, the guns stay still.
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

No i nports—no | ux—shut shutters—ut fl ux.
Merchants | ace | edgers with “No Stanp” bucks.
From Boston docks to Philly stores,

We cl ose those doors till the | aw restores.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Not a spool, not a bolt, not a card gets flipped—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Until that Act is cancel ed, folded, ripped.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Sons of Liberty—tanterns up, streets |lit—Not chaos—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Pur pose. That’s the writ.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No seal on ny soul, no tax on ny tongue—
We print our own future, the ink’s just begun.
If freedoms a letter, then let it be bol d—

We sign with our courage, not bought and sol d.

The Decl arati on
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BENJAM N FRANKLI N

Picture ne in London—tea tepid, w gs towering.

| testify: “Tax at distance—public’s glowering.”

If your aimis revenue, consider:

Anger collects interest quicker than a m nister.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Say the word and the street beats answer,
From tavern table to town-hall dancer.

Not for fury—this fight's for |aw,

For the right to consent to the burdens we draw.

JOHN ADANVS

VWho draws the line?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We draw the |ine!l

JOHN ADAMVS

Who sets the price?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We set the price!

JOHN ADANVS

VWho owns this life?

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We own this |ifel

JOHN ADANVS

The Decl arati on

And maybe—ust maybe-British merchants own their plight.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

The boycott bites where the | edger bl eeds—
Commerce coughs, and Parliament heeds.
Petitions stack |ike uncut reans,

A nmount ai n of paper fueling dreans.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

Gentl emen, repeal the thing. Let trade take wi ng.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Or doubl e down and hear the ring—

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

Of anvils, printing freedonis spring.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Don’t stanp ny heart, don’t price ny breath—

Freedom s the mark that outlives death.
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The Decl arati on

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Clock turns—March 18, 1766—fead the seal: Repeal.
Relief like rain on a drought-dry field—+eal feel.
But sane-day clause with a velvet heel:

“Decl aratory Act”—Parlianment’s full power revealed— “In all
cases whatsoever.” That’'s the line they w eld.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We cheer—then freeze—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

A yes...with a squeeze.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

A victory, sure—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

But hear the warning bell —
A prom se that tonmorrow may still conpel
Laws repeal. Principles renmain.

M nd the clause in the chanpagne.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

Remember the | esson the Stanp Act wrote.
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The Decl arati on

JOHN ADAMS

We have in our future on pages our own.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

No seal on ny soul, no tax on ny tongue—

We print our own future, the ink’s just begun.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

If freedoms a letter, then let it be bol d—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

We sign with our courage, not bought and sol d.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Don't stanmp my heart, don't price nmy breath—
Freedom s the mark that outlives death.

Freedom s the mark that outlives deat h.
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The Decl arati on

KI NG GEORGE |11

Ah, ny delightful dependents!
Do sit still while I enlighten you.

It seens the colonies have grown chatty—printing opinions
wi t hout paying royalties.

Unst anped t houghts? How terribly gauche.

Ah, I’mthe crown with the crown, baby, | ook at this crest,
You breathe ny air, | tax your chest.

Paper? Stanped. Tea? Priced. Ink? M ne.

Col oni al freedont?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
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KI NG GEORGE |11

On royal tinme.

You call it “tyranny,” | call it rent—
You use my army, that’s noney well spent!
| fund your forts, your fife, your flair,
And dare you bal k?

How very unfair.

Did I hear soneone whi sper “representation”?

Ador abl e. You're represented here—by i magi nation.

Oh, | sign the laws, | call the plays,
I own your tonorrows and your yesterdays.
So write your protests, print your pleas—

Just make sure they’'re stanped—with ne.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Yes, your Majesty, tax our dreans,
Charge us twice for freedom s schenmes.”

KI NG GEORCE || |

And remember, my precious provinces—

you’' re not subjects...you' re assets.

The Decl arati on
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The Decl arati on

DAVI D RAMSAY

Ladi es and gentl enen,

end me your time and your sense of proportion!

I”m David Ramsay, physician by day, historian by conpul sion!
The first American to say, “Hey, let’s wite this down!”

Before the ink dried on rebellion’s crown!

They called it a tax, | called it trouble,
Britain stanped its will, and the col oni es saw doubl e!
A fee for your paper, your license, your will —

But freedom dear friends, is a hard thing to bill!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Stanmp Act!

DAVI D RAMSAY

Tax fact! Col oni al backl ash!”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“I nk and outrage! Quills clash!”
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The Decl arati on

DAVI D RAMSAY
Parliament thought: “Just a penny a page,
What harm could it bring?” —oh, cue the rage!

In taverns and town halls, voices rose bold,

“No taxation without representation!” they told.

And | —yes | —chronicled it all

From t he nmerchants’ boycotts to the nobs in the hall
They burned the effigies, they nocked the crown,
They turned every city into protest town!

John Di cki nson drafted the Decl arati on of Rights, you see,
Because Britain forgot what |iberty should be!

I f Parlianment taxes but gives no seat —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

That’s tyranny in powdered feet!

DAVI D RANMBAY
John had flair, | had ink —together we’'d sync.
He wrote the revolt; | wrote about the brink!

The British reply:

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Oh dear!
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DAVI D RAMSAY

These colonies think they can wite!”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“They dare to argue the Enpire’s m ght!”

DAVI D RAMSAY

| ndeed we did —with feather and fire,

Wth panphlets that set the world to inspirel!

And in nmy “History of the American Revol ution,”

| penned their defiance —the grand contri buti on.
For history, ny friends, is no quiet affair,

It’s ink and sweat and the courage to care!

I chronicled not kings —but comon conviction,

The birth of a nation, with scholarly diction!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Yes | wrote the tale that gave voice to the fight,
From taxed parchment paper to freedom's first |ight!
When ot hers swung swords, | wielded a pen —

So we’d never forget how it started —and when!

The Decl arati on
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The Decl arati on
DAVI D RANMBAY

The Stamp Act was Britain’s small m scal cul ation —

But lucky for ne...it made a great publication!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Oh, yah...Onh

DAVI D RAMSAY

Oh, The Stanp Act was Britain's small m scal cul ati on —
But lucky for ne...it nade a great publication!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ah

BLACKOUT.

ACT || (THE DECLARATI ON OF RI GHTS &
GRI EVANCES)
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The Decl arati on

SETTI NG A del egate chamber within the split-stage worl d.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY at his writing desk with quil

papers.
STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE Il on his el evated throne.

STAGE CENTER: Col oni al del egates’ chamber with tables,
docunents, and candl es.

AT RI SE:
KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RI GHT, surveying the room
DAVI D RAMSAY writes STAGE LEFT.

Del egates assenble at a central table.

JOHN ADANVS

Ni ne col oni es, one table, one ai m—
Ni ne signatures, one rising flame.
Paper neets purpose, ink nmeets nerve,

Freedomis a script we’ve |learned to serve.

and
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

Oct ober 1765-—New York City.

We gather with wigs and worry, but the roomis gritty.

The Decl aration of Rights and Grievances—eur creed,
To tell the Crown exactly what we need.

It called the Stanp Act Congress to stand tall,

Ni ne col oni es united—ene voice for all.

Gentl emen, let’s begin—no tantrunms, no duels.

Just parchment, ink, and a few gol den rules.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

gol den rul es

JOHN ADANVS

We stay | oyal

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Yes

JOHN ADAMVS

—but not cheap,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

not cheap,

The Decl arati on
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JOHN ADAMS

Our pockets are shall ow,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

And our |iberties deep.

JOHN ADANVS

our liberties deep.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

our liberties deep.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

We're taxed, we're trapped, we're tired of decorum
“Representation,” that’s our quorum

London decrees, but

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

we’ ve got the fees,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Paying rent on rights?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

That’ s a royal disease

The Decl arati on
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

So they draft it clean, twelve bold |ines,
Logic laced in | egal rhynes

“We owe allegiance to the King—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

True.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

But only our assenblies can tax, not you.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Who writes the | aw?

THOVAS JEFFERSON

W write the | aw

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Who pays the cost?

THOVAS JEFFERSON

We pay the cost!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

VWhose voice is |ost?

The Decl arati on
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The Decl arati on

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Not ours,
ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
not ours!
THOVAS JEFFERSON
Not ours,
THOVAS JEFFERSON
If liberty’'s a currency, |I’m printing change,
ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
Ri ght !

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Loyal to the crown, but refornis not strange

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ri ght !

THOVAS JEFFERSON

By what consent do you |l evy our pay? Wthout a vote, you’ ve gone
astray.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Trial by jury—
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The Decl arati on

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Ain't optional flair,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

It’s justice defined

THOVAS JEFFERSON

by the people’s care. Send that memo to London, with a bow and
fll-ai)s .

JOHN ADANVS

Ben, your logic |ands, but ny heart’s flame burns,
Ri ghts deni ed are | essons unl earned.

We pl ead respect, not revol ution—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

JOHN ADAMS

Just recognition in our constitution.

We bow to a crown but stand for our name, We pay what’'s fair,
not what’'s cl ai med.

You can’'t tax trust or muzzle the word,

Every heart beats for the right to be heard.
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ri ght to speak, right to plead,
Ri ght to plant our own seed.
Ri ght to stand, right to serve,

Ri ght to be heard-we deserve!

JOHN ADAMS

Petition's penned, respectful tone,
“We’re |l oyal subjects—teave us alone.”
Ink still wet, but the nessage cl ear,

Freedom whi spers—soon we’ || hear.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

It’s not rebellion—+t’s reason in rhyne,
Justice deferred is injustice in time!

We're British-born with British rights,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Yet taxed by ghosts who skip our fights!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Adams, | ess thunder

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

nmore |ightning—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

You' Il burn the parchment while it’s still drying.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ah....

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Then maybe heat’ s what wakes their ears,
We’ve paid in pounds, we’'ll pay in years!
Conpose the creed,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Keep!

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

keep the tone refined,

Respectful ink, revolutionary m nd.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

A decl ar ati on—easur ed, not rude.....

THOVAS JEFFERSON

A loyal letter with colonial attitude.

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ni ne...

THOVAS JEFFERSON

col oni es—New York, New Jersey—unite!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Nah Nah Nah....

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Nah Nah...

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Massachusetts to Carolina—gnitel!

JEFFERSON + ENSEMBLE: Nah Nah Nah

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Nah Nah...

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Pen to paper,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

pl edge to plea,

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Taxation requires our own decree!”

THOVAS JEFFERSON

requires our own decree!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Nah... Ha, Ha, Ha

THOVAS JEFFERSON

They sign not rebellion, but reasoned phrase,
A prom se of |law through |Iegal ways.
Yet beneath the seal, a stormis stirred—

Freedon s heartbeat, faintly heard.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Fromink to action,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

fromword to deed,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We plant the right,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

we sow t he seed.

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUT

No t hrone defi nes

THOVAS JEFFERSON

what hearts observe,

JEFFERSON + ENSEMBLE: Freedom s a right

THOVAS JEFFERSON

The Decl arati on

| ON

we're born to serve!

Wite it down, sign it proud,
Let London hear our voice out | oud.
Not rebels yet, just nen who begi n—
To claimtheir right, their origin.
ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
Origin
THOVAS JEFFERSON
Origin
ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
Origin
THOVAS JEFFERSON
Origin
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The Decl arati on

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Origin

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Origin
Nah, Nah, Nah, ... Nah, no.
KING GEORGE |11
Oh, these darling delegates—witing essays as if ink were power!

You print, you plead, you preen—but every word you write is
still mne.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

KING GEORCE || |

I’mthe crown, |ook at this crest, Your breath, your bread—your
land’s my nest. You tax my patience, but here's the tw st: Your
“rights” exist because | permt!

You want representation? Delightful! You re represented by ny
i magi nati on.

I nk your dreans, stanp your cries—The enpire huns while your
courage dies. You say “liberty,”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey
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The Decl arati on

KI NG GEORGE |11

| say “fee,”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

KI NG GEORCE || |

You live in history—witten by nme.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Yes, your Majesty, tax our dreans, Charge us tw ce for
freedom s schenes.”

KI NG GEORCE || |

Remember, my precious provinces—you' re not rebels...just
revenue.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da, da-da-da. .

KI NG GEORCE | | |

rule and decree—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da da-da-da

KI NG GEORCE || |

property of ne!
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The Decl arati on

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da da-da-da

KI NG GEORCE |||

Crown on the key - Every paper, every plea—belongs to G3!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da ...

KI NG GEORCE | | |

Oh, Belongs to G3!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Oh!

DAVI D RANMBAY
Oct ober 19th, 1765 —the col onies gathered to conplain
politely!

The Stanmp Act burned their patience brightly. So what did they
do?

Oh, a decl aration! Twelve colonies in a historic coll aborati on.

They called it the Declaration of Rights and Grievances,

Which in English means: “Hey, George —enough of these
i nconveni ences!”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ri ghts and Gri evances! Rights and Gri evances!
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The Decl arati on

DAVI D RAMSAY

We're | oyal —but you're testing our |eniences!
THE PREM SE WAS SI MPLE, AND RATHER ABSURD
Parliament taxes —we’'re not heard!

The col oni es said,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We're not heard!

DAVI D RAMSAY

The colonies said, “W’' Il pay our dues,

But not to a Parlianment we didn’t choose!”

Now, King George the Third —G3, as the cool kids say —
Bel i eved the sun and the taxes rose his way.

Everyt hing bel onged to him —the | and, the word...

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Everyt hing bel ongs to King George the Third!
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DAVI D RAMSAY

Oh yes —the air we breathed, the ink | spilled,
The paper we stanped, the rights we wll ed!

John Di ckinson drafted that Declaration fine,

Wth comms, clauses —and a righteous spinel!

“We claimthe rights of Englishmen true,

And G3 —we’re still loyal to you!”

“For now.” Aha.

They meant it, too!

They weren’t rebels yet, just m sunderstood Brits,

Who wanted receipts before paying their bits!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Oh dear,”

DAVI D RAMSAY

said London, “they sound quite perturbed!”

Yes —and the reply?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Everything belongs to King George the Third!”

The Decl arati on
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RAMSAY + ENSEMBLE: G3! G3! Lord of the fee!

If there’s a penny to stanp, it belongs to ne!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ahh —

DAVI D RAMSAY

“We owe allegiance to the Crown.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Article Two —

DAVI D RAMSAY

“But Parlianment, slow your tax down!”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Article Three —

DAVI D RAMSAY

“We have rights, sir, don’t you see?”

Apparently, G3 didn't.

The Decl arati on
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The Decl arati on

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

From Boston to Philly, they put up their hands,
Demandi ng respect —and form ng new pl ans.

I nk becanme protest,

DAVI D RAMSAY

parchment became m ght,

And Ransay wrote it all —deep into the night!

I chronicled their courage, their cunning, their care,
Each grievance a spark in rebellion’s air!

They weren’t declaring independence —not yet —

But oh, you could feel the powder set.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Everyt hing belongs to King George the Third?”

DAVI D RAMSAY

Not the story, Your Majesty —that one’s nmy word!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

So here’s to October, seventeen-sixty-five, RAMSAY:
When rights took ink —and freedom came alive!

They wrote to the King, polite but perturbed, While Ransay wrote
hi story...and poked G3 the Third!
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DAVI D RAMSAY

When rights took ink —and freedom cane alive!
They wrote to the King, polite but perturbed,
Whi | e Ransay wrote history...and poked G3 the Third!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hi story, my friends, is a dangerous word —

DAVI D RAMSAY

Especially when everything belongs to King George the Third!

RAMSAY + ENSEMBLE: Ah ...  Oh..
BLACKOUT.
ACT IIl (THE TOMNSHEND ACT)
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SETTING A continuation of the split-stage worl d.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk with quill, papers, and
candl el i ght. Panphl ets and correspondence have multiplied,
suggesting the growing conplexity of events. Ransay’ s space
feels nmore burdened, history accelerating under his pen.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE Il11’'s elevated throne with royal crest
and court trappings. Additional |edgers, tax rolls, and

di spatches are visible, reinforcing the bureaucratic machinery
of inperial control.

STAGE CENTER: A colonial port city that transfornms fluidly into
streets, taverns, docks, and assenbly spaces. Crates, barrels,
shi ppi ng mani fests, lanterns, and custonms tables are arranged to
suggest commerce under scrutiny. The space nmust support rapid
shifts between public protest, merchant resistance, and inperial
enf orcement .

AT RI SE:

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RI GHT, review ng docunments with
measured confidence, occasionally gesturing as if issuing orders
across the Atlantic.

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, writing steadily, then pausing to
observe the mounting tension between crown and col ony before
continuing his chronicle.

In the STAGE CENTER, ADAMS, JEFFERSON, FRANKLIN, and the
ENSEMBLE nove as nerchants, dockworkers, custons officials, and
citizens. Crates are inspected, papers stanped, goods wei ghed.

The rhythmis controlled but uneasy—ommerce conti nues, yet
di strust hangs in the air.

As the lights settle, the ENSEMBLE freezes briefly between | abor
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and resistance, caught in the nmoment before taxation shifts from
paper to pressure.

KING CGEORGE |11

You col oni es cost pounds and pence, Your protests make so little
sense.

You |ike your tea, your glass, your |ead?

Then pay the tax that paints your shed.

No stanps this time—don’t be cross!

These are duties, a m |l der gl oss.

| mports only—sinple mat h—

Pay at the ports, avoid nmy wrath.

The revenue funds your governors, judges, and, naturally...
| oyal ty.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

G ass, |ead, paper, paint, and tea—
Al'l belong to His Majesty!

KI NG GEORCE |||

Rai se your cups to the royal plan,
Pay your dues, colonial clan!
Laws from London—eatly signed,

Townshend’ s pen and George’s m nd!
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JOHN ADAMS

June 1767—new decree | ands,

Townshend Acts—oins from our hands.

They call it duty—eh, the disguise—

Tax with a wi nk and powdered |ies.

Funds for officials to cut the ties—

No | onger paid by us, but by their side.
Governors grin while freedom fades,

London owns the rules we made.

A new Customs Board in Boston—

Search your ships, your honmes, your hopes.
The | aw breat hes down your neck |ike snmoke.
And do, do, do...

Taxes on glass—an’'t see through that!
Paint the truth, it’'ll still ook flat.
Paper taxed? Then what’'s the cost

of every letter of freedom | ost?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!
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JOHN ADAMS

Lead |ines heavy, hearts grow sore—

And tea? That’'s the final pour.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

JOHN ADANVS

They fund the governors so they can’'t be swayed—

How cl ever —pay them so they’ || never be afraid...of us.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No vote, no voice, no say, no choice!
Every duty dulls our voice! Hey!

No vote, no voice, no say, no choice!
Every duty dulls our voice!

No vote, no voice, no say, no choice!

Every duty dulls our voice!

THOMVAS JEFFERSON

Boston’s boiling, ink runs red,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

The Decl arati on
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

Mer chants vow—no British bread!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Boycott banners on every wall,

Buy | ocal, brothers—deny the haul!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

They tax our trade, they dock our pride,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

They push our patience—nation-wi de.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

The Decl arati on
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

So every crate we won’'t unl oad

I's one nore spark on freedoni s road.

ENSEMBLE + JEFFERSON: No gl ass, no tea, no paper decree,

No paint, no |l ead, no tyranny!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Wite your |edgers, cross the line,

Enpty shel ves but hearts aligned!

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

Letters fly—John Di ckinson’s pen,
A Farmer in Pennsylvania again.
He writes: “If once you pay, you'll pay forever,”

That ink's rebellion—l ever endeavor.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Who' s got goods?

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Who' s got goods?
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We don’t need ‘em
Who' s got pride?

THOVAS JEFFERSON

We still feed ‘em

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Still feed ‘em

THOVAS JEFFERSON

If Britain breaks our |iberty,

We'll brew our own—tax-free teal

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Our tax-free teal

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

Ohh. . oh

Commttees rise fromtown to town,

Col oni al voices circle round.

One people now, one pledge, one word—

“Ri ghts deni ed shall not be deferred.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We'll stand, we'll speak, we'll fight, we' ll teach,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Till London | earns what freedom nmeans to reach. Wo!

JOHN ADAMS

Parliament blinks in 1770’s gl are,
Repeal s the acts—but | eaves one snare:
The tea tax stays, a token chain,

Rem nding all who calls the reign.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

G ass gone, |ead gone, paper gone too—

JOHN ADAMS

But the tea still boils for what we' ||l do.

The Decl arati on

scriptnore.com |

46



BENJAM N FRANKLI N

A penny | eft unpaid becones a pound of principle.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

They took the duties, but left the spark—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hey!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Now Boston’s waiting in the dark.

We won’t bend the duty Iline,

No nmore silence, no nore sign

From pen to port, fromink to flame,

They tax our goods, we’'ll change the gane!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Oh!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

The Townshend Acts drew the line in sand

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Oh!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Britain's | aw, our counter-stand.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Oh!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Each duty paid in blood and word—

The birth of freedom has been stirred.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No vote, no voice, no say, no choice!
Every duty dulls our voice!
No vote, no voice, no say, no choice!

Every duty dulls our voice!
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KI NG GEORGE |11

Ah, ny tireless col oni es—such spirit, such spunk
So much energy... wasted on di sobedi ence.

You dodge ny stanps, you skip ny fees,

But duties are destiny—witten by nme.

Charl es Townshend’s name, my royal brand—

A tax in every open hand.

You think resistance makes you free?

How quaint. It only funds... ne.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da, da-da-da,

KI NG GEORCE || |

cheers to the crown—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da, da-da-da

KI NG GEORCE | | |

duti es conme down.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da, da-da-da
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KI NG GEORGE |||

pour nme the tea—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da, da-da-da,

KI NG GEORCE || |

bel ong to G3!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hah!

BLACKOUT.

ACT |V ( THE BOSTON MASSACRE)
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SETTI NG A continuation of the split-stage world, now charged
with volatility and i nm nent violence.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk remains, but the space
is darker and nore cluttered. Papers are stacked unevenly,

panphl ets scattered, ink blotted. The candlelight flickers nore
aggressively, suggesting urgency and moral strain. Ransay’s work
feels | ess observational and nmore burdened, as though history is
accelerating faster than he can record it.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE 111’'s elevated throne endures, but the
at nosphere is colder. Mlitary documents, orders, and dispatches
replace earlier | edgers. The throne feels nore

i sol at ed—eonmmandi ng yet di stant-—synbolizing inperial authority

i ssuing force without proximty or consequence.

STAGE CENTER: A snow-lined King Street in Boston that beconmes a
flashpoint of confrontation between the British soldiers and the
colonists. Barrels, crates, stacked firewood, and a sentry post
suggest occupation rather than comrerce. Lanterns cast uneven
pools of light. The space must accommdate crowd nmovement,
mlitary formati on, and sudden chaos.

AT RI SE:

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RIGHT, reviewing mlitary orders with
det ached resolve. He signs a docunent, seals it, and sets it
aside wi thout hesitation.

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, writing. He pauses, sensing what
is comng, then resunmes with urgency, as if racing the nonment
itsel f.

In the STAGE CENTER, British soldiers stand watch in rigid
formati on, muskets grounded. The ENSEMBLE noves as Boston
t ownspeopl e—dockwor kers, apprentices, women, sailors—ircling
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the soldiers with restrained hostility. Snow is inplied
underfoot; breath hangs in the air.

The rhythmis tense but contained: nuttered words, scraping
boots, the clink of weapons, the shuffle of the crowd. No

vi ol ence yet—enly the pressure before it breaks. As the lights
settle, both sides remain |ocked in place: authority and anger,
order and resistance—bal anced on the edge of history.

KI NG GEORCE | | |

Bost on — how noi sy you’ve becone.

Mobs in the streets, taxes unpaid, governors disobeyed!
You need a proper escort of discipline.

I send ny redcoats, crisp and bright,

Two t housand nen to set things right.

March in step, shine the brass —

Show t hem how enpire handl es cl ass.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Two regi ments,

KI NG GEORCE | | |

boots on stone,
Redcoats claima city thrown!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Two regi ments,
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KI NG GEORGE |11

boots on stone,

Redcoats claima city thrown!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Two regi ments, boots on stone,
Redcoats claima city thrown!
Two regi nents, boots on stone,

Redcoats claima city thrown!

KING CGEORCGE | 1]

Obedi ence, my dears, | ooks best in scarlet.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Oct ober seventeen sixty eight —ships in the bay,

Red rows of order to make us obey.
They call it peace —we call it chains,

Druns in the market, fear in our veins.

JOHN ADAMVS

Two t housand troops for sixteen thousand souls —

that’s a quartering plan with |ofty goals.

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Sol diers in our streets at dawn,
Bayonets where freedom shone.
Order’s mask with iron teeth,

Mar chi ng boots beneath our sl eep.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

You call it law, | call it fear,
They sleep in our taverns, drink our beer.
Every drumbeat pounds our right to breathe —

Boston’s patience starts to seethe.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Don’t push —don’t shove —

THOVAS JEFFERSON

we're still free men!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

One nore tax and it starts again!
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JOHN ADAMS

Comm ssi oners hide behind their pens,
Calling for soldiers to guard their ends.
Protection? Please. It’'s occupation —

a bayonet form of conversation.

Every tavern’s talk, every press’s page,
Buil ds the tension stage by stage.

Bost on breathes in powder and rage —

a spark away from history’s stage.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Low Night cold as steel, Custom House door,
Private White keeps watch once nore.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Crowd forms, jeers, ice and stone,

“You tax our bread, now take our bone!”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Fire if you dare!"

THOVAS JEFFERSON

“Fire if you dare!"

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Fire if you dare!"

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Yah, yah, yah
They’'re baiting the barrel, they're lighting the air,

Snowbal I's turn bullets —

ENSEMBLE + JEFFERSON: chaos there!

Captain Preston yells

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Hol d your fire!”

THOVAS JEFFERSON

but panic breaks and guns conspire!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Five souls fall on King Street’s stones,
Freedom cries in broken tones.
Bl ood on ice, the city stares,

Li berty dies —then reappears.

The Decl arati on
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Crispus Attucks —remenmber his nane.
First to bleed in the enpire’s gane.
Adanms defends them —justice is due,
Even for nmen in the King' s red hue.

But verdicts aside, truth rings clear —
Every shot echoes year to year

Five nanes written on wi nter stone,

Each one turns our hearts to stone.

Snow to steam and ink to flame,

From Boston’s bl ood was born the nane.
We'll print the truth, we’'ll show the world,
The cost of |aw when guns are hurl ed.

A massacre —that’s what they’'|ll read,
And in that word —we plant the seed.
From every snowfl ake spilled a spark —

The day the streets became our ark.

The Decl arati on
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Ahh...

Mar chi ng feet and crinmson snow,

Enpire’s weight too nuch to tow.
From bayonet to printing press,

Our grief becomes our wilderness.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

From Townshend’s tax to King Street’s fl ane,
The world will never | ook the sane.
Bl ood and i nk together blend—

This is where the Revol ution begins to bend.

KI NG GEORCE || |

Such a fuss over fivel

The Decl arati on

You'd think a little street scuffle were the end of the worl d.

Do try to behave, ny restless colonies —

there’s tea on the way...and the bill, of course.

Ah — Ah,
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Da -Da Keep the peace, obey the crown,
Wb - redcoats own the town.
W - patience is a royal key—

bel ong to G3!

KING CGEORGE |||

You shout of freedom but you sip my | eaves,

You rage at taxes, yet you breathe mnmy breeze.

Each protest penned, each slogan | oud—

still rings beneath nmy royal shroud.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KI NG GEORCE | | |

don’'t revolt,
just pay the fee,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

W - Da-da-da,

KI NG GEORCE || |

drink your |iberty!

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Wo - Da-da-da,

KI NG GEORCE |||

sip it sweet, obey the spree—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Wo - Da-da-da,

KI NG GEORCE | | |

the crown drinks free!

You call it massacre; | call it mintenance.
Alittle order never hurt an enpire, hm? N
Da- da-

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da...

KI NG GEORGE |11

the throne’ s delight, Yah, ooh,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da...

KI NG GEORGE |11

sleep well tonight.
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da...

KI NG GEORCE |||

your fate’'s with me—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da. . .

KI NG GEORCE | | |

Yeh, Oh long live G3!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da Da- da-da...

KI NG GEORCE || |

Bel ongs to G3!
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DAVI D RAMSAY

When history is witten not in ink, but in blood and reason,
we must renmenber where the first drop fell.

The story of this continent’s awakening did not begin with
muskets and flags—it began with paper.

A few strokes of Parlianment’s pen in 1765,

and the col onies found thensel ves stanped—

not nmerely with taxes, but with the mark of subordinati on.
The Stanmp Act was no ordinary | aw.

It was a declaration that Parliament m ght reach across an ocean
and press its seal upon every thought printed,

every contract written,

every liberty inplied.

But Anerica was not silent.

From Boston to Charleston, the cry arose—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“No taxation without representation.”
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DAVI D RAMSAY

That singe phrase became our catechism of |iberty.
And so it was that in October of 1765,

del egates from nine col onies met in New Yor k—

their first gathering in common cause—

to draft the Declaration of Rights and Grievances.
They declared, in loyalty but with firmess,

t hat no power on earth mght rightfully tax a people
who had no voice in making the | aws.

This was the birth of an idea—

t hat government nust rest upon the consent of the governed.

Decl arati on

Two years later, in 1767, Parliament answered not with reason

but with rigor—

t he Townshend Acts, a subtle venom di sgui sed as revenue.
Taxes upon gl ass, |ead, paint, paper, and tea—

the very staples of civilized life.

Their proceeds, we were told, would pay the salaries of our
governors,

maki ng them servants of the crown instead of the people.

Bost on becane the enpire’s stage.
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The merchants cl osed their | edgers;
the patriots raised their voices;

and Parlianment, fearing disorder,

DAVI D RAMSAY

The Decl arati on

sent two thousand redcoats to patrol her narrow streets.

Il magine, if you will, a city of sixteen thousand souls
occupi ed by the army that claimed to defend it.

The clash was inevitable—

not nmerely of men, but of principles.

On the fifth of March

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

1770,

SCri
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DAVI D RAMSAY

a cold night turned hot with anger.

Stones flew. Muskets fl ared.

When the smoke cleared, five colonists |ay dead—

among them Crispus Attucks,

a man of African and Native bl ood,

whose body fell first in the long march toward i ndependence.
The people called it “The Boston Massacre.”

London called it “an unfortunate event.”

But for the cause of liberty, it was the sound of a sl eeping
giant stirring.

You see, revolutions are not born in a single battle—

they are written, inch by inch,

in the slow, deliberate defiance of ordinary people.

The col onists did not yet cry for independence—

they cried for justice,

for rights guaranteed by the same English constitution

t heir oppressors claimed to uphold.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

From the Stanp Act to the Townshend Acts, from New York’s
petitions to Boston’s bl ood,
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The
DAVI D RANMBAY

the world watched a nation being argued into existence.
Every protest, every panphlet, every martyr—

each was a verse in the poem of America’ s awakeni ng.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

And so the path was set.

DAVI D RAMSAY

The ink was dry, the fire lit, the tea yet to fall.
What began as resistance to taxing-
woul d soon become a revolution against tyranny.

Ah!

BLACKOUT

ACT V (THE TEA ACT)

Decl arati on
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SETTING A continuation of the split-stage world, now defined by
econom ¢ mani pul ation, political brinkmanship, and cal cul at ed
provocati on.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk remains, crowded with
panphl ets, broadsi des, and correspondence from across the

col onies. The candle burns | ower than before, wax pool ed and
uneven, suggesting long nights of documentation. Ranmsay’s space
reflects mounting urgency—hi story accel erating toward a deci sive
rupture.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE I11's elevated throne endures, now
flanked by | edgers, shipping manifests, and seal ed parlianmentary
acts. A crate stanped with the East |ndia Conpany insignia sits
near by, synbolizing inperial comerce entwi ned with authority.
The throne radi ates confidence—ontrol exercised not through
force, but through cal cul ated advant age.

STAGE CENTER: A col oni al harbor and neeting space that shifts
fluidly between docks, taverns, counting houses, and public
squares. Tea crates, rope coils, cargo hooks, |anterns, and
gangpl anks dom nate the space. Ships are inplied just beyond
reach. Commerce is everywhere—and so is surveillance. The

envi ronment nust support secrecy, debate, public spectacle, and
coordi nated resistance.

AT RI SE:

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RI GHT, review ng shipping docunents
and parliamentary orders with conposed satisfaction. He gestures
lightly, as if noving pieces on a board, confident in the

el egance of the strategy before him

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, writing. He pauses frequently now,
listening to voices beyond his desk, then resumes with urgency.
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The act of recording has become an act of warning.

In the STAGE CENTER, the ENSEMBLE noves as merchants,

dockwor kers, custonms officials, and townspeople. Tea crates are
i nspect ed, counted, and guarded. Lanterns gl ow against the
suggestion of night air. Conversations are hushed, gl ances
exchanged. Authority appears orderly—but resistance simmers
beneat h t he surface.

As the lights settle, a crate narked TEA is centered between
crown and col ony—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

May 10, Seventeen seventy three — new | aw decreed,
Britain saves the East India Conmpany’s greed.
Monopoly deal, ships set to sail

Cheap tea bait, but truth in the trail.

Price drops |low — the tax renmins,

It’s chains in China cups and commerce veins.

They call it “relief,” we call it deceit—

A monopoly served with sugar and heat. Yeah.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No tea, no trap, no tax disguise,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Freedom won’'t be merchandi ze!
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

A bargain so good you'll sell your rights—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

that’s British math on col onial nights.
They say, “Cheaper tea!”—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

how fair

THOVAS JEFFERSON

how charit abl e!
But liberty lost is not repairable.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

I"d rather drink rainwater and principle than inmported obedi ence

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Steep the truth

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

pour the Ilie,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Freedom boil s
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

when prices fly!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

And St eep

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

pour the Ilie,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Freedom boil s

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

when prices fly!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Yes Steep

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

pour the lie,
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JOHN ADAMS

Boston’s harbor lined with crates—
Dart mout h, Beaver, Eleanor waits.
Governor Hutchinson | ocks the bay,
Says, “Unload it all or you will pay.”

We say no!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No no

JOHN ADAMS

Not one | eaf sol d!
Our souls ain’t bought with British gold.
Sons of Liberty mask their name,

If justice won't speak, then we will proclaim—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No tea today!

No tax to pay!

JOHN ADAMS

No tyrant’s cup shall rule our bay!

Now there’s a party no guest will forget. nmm

The Decl arati on
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Decenber 16, seventeen seventy three

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

moon on the tide,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Sons of Liberty move in stride.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Faces pai nted, noccasins tight,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Mohawk masks in the winter night.

The Decl arati on
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One by one, the chests go down,

Tea for King and tea for crown.

Three hundred forty-two to sea—

Freedom brews in Boston tea.

Yeah, No theft, no fire, no spilled rum
Just justice tipped "til the harbor’s nunb.
They tax our taste to prove control —

Toni ght, the waves collect their toll!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

So, Tip it, tipit, into the sea—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

What’'s the price of |iberty?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Woh, Tip it, tip it, nmake them see—

THOMVAS JEFFERSON

You can't tax a mnd that's freel!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The Decl arati on
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London rages, thrones descend,
“Coercive Acts” around the bend.
Har bor cl osed, the Bay runs still—

But Boston’s heart defies their will.

They spilled tea; Britain spilled its tenper.

And tenper boils faster than water.
If tea’s the spark, then let it gl ow—

From Boston Harbor the flanmes will grow!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Pour the sea with rebel hand,
Fl ood the crown and stain the sand.

JOHN ADAMVS

From every shore our voices rise—
Freedom st eans and never dies!

Wooh, hooh.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The tea turned fire, the harbor burned,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

The Decl arati on
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The world watched and history turned.

Ah

THOVAS JEFFERSON

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Three hundred chests, a nation’s cry—

The

Tip i
Tip i
Tip i
Tip i

Tip i

price of peace

THOVAS JEFFERSON

was |iberty high....oh...0o0hh.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

nto the sea

nto the sea

nto the sea

nto the sea

nto the sea

KING GEORGE |11

Oh dear...three hundred forty-two chests!

Such a waste of perfectly good commrerce.

You’ ve taken

treason.”

“afternoon tea” and turned it into

How dreadfully American.

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

How dreadful ly Anmerican.

KING GEORCGE |11
You spilled my brew across the bay, oh what a pity, Boston
clique!

My merchants cry and customs die, and | | ose sleep one night a
week.

You dress as Mohawks—how di vi ne!
Such pageantry for petty crime.
You think your freedom s worth a sip?

I’11 show you rule with iron grip.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

You m ght dunp tea

KI NG GEORCE |1 |

but | pour | aws.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ah,
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KI NG GEORGE |11

First, close the harbor —padl ock the pier,
Let those docksi de dreaners cheer.

Second, strip your assembly’s voice—

| never did believe in choice.

Third, quarter troops—yes, in your bed,
Redcoats where you | ay your head.

And for dessert, a fine decree—

You' Il sip obedience,

KI NG GEORGE + ENSEMBLE: tax-free!

KI NG GEORCE |1 |

The colonies call them “Intol erable.”

| prefer “Adorable.”

You see, |’m not angry, just disappointed.

| offer you civilization, and you return conpost.

| offer you representation in ny heart (if not in Parlianment),

and you repay me with litter in the Atlantic.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- dah, Da-da-da
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KI NG GEORGE |11

you made me see, Oh,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KI NG GEORCE || |

your ingratitude teal

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KI NG GEORCE | | |

your storm s begun—
and | make thunder just for fun.

So raise,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

KING CGEORGE |11

the taxes, raise the stakes,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
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KI NG GEORGE |11

If they burn tea, then |l et the earth shake!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

KI NG GEORCE || |

From London Tower to Boston Bay,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ah

KI NG GEORCE | | |

[’11 make them drink it anyway.

A king nust be stern, yet dashing.

They wanted a party—ow they’ ||l have a | esson.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da -da, Da-da-da, Da-da-da

KING CGEORGE |11

you'll learn from ne,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Oh, Da-da-da, Da-da-da

The Decl arati on
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KI NG GEORGE |11

long live G3!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Oh, Da-da-da, Da-da-da,

KI NG GEORCE || |

1’1l rule the sea—

and every cup belongs to ne!

DAVI D RAMSAY

Ah, tea —that nost innocent of | eaves.

Steeped in water, it soothes the soul;

steeped in politics, it scalds an enpire.

In May of 1773, Parlianment, in its infinite wi sdom
deci ded the way to calmthe col onies

was to make their tea cheaper.

Yes —cheaper!

You mi ght say Britain m stook a revolution for a retail

The Tea Act was their masterstroke:

“Let’s rescue the noble East India Conpany,

The Decl arati on

probl em

give them a nmonopoly, and flood the colonies with discount tea

— just a tiny tax attached,

for principle s sake, of course.”
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

A penny for Parlianment,

DAVI D RAMSAY

a pound of pride lost in the colonies.

But the Anericans were far too clever to swallow that brew.
They could smell taxation through porcel ain.

Our merchants cried,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Monopol y!”

DAVI D RAMSAY

Qur patriots cried,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Mani pul ation!”

DAVI D RAMSAY

Even our snugglers —those entrepreneurs of defiance —cried,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Conpetition!”
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DAVI D RAMSAY

Soon the harbors buzzed with indignation.
Shi ps bearing tea sat idly like guilty wi tnesses:

The Dartnouth, the Eleanor, the Beaver —three floating
testaments to poor diplonmacy.

Enter Boston, ever dramatic, where Sanuel Adans and his Sons of
Li berty

decided that if Britain insisted upon taxing their tea,
they would simply —how shall | put it —renmove the inventory.
So, on a cold night in Decenmber of 1773,

t hey donned the dress of Mohawk | ndians —a disgui se equal parts
protest and poetry —

and marched to the wharf.

Not with nuskets, but with discipline; not to |oot, but to nmake
a point.

Three hundred and forty-two chests —nmore than ninety thousand
pounds of tea —

tipped politely into the harbor.

| magi ne it:

The mpst expensive cup of tea in history,
and not a single biscuit served.

London, of course, was outraged.

To them it wasn't a party —it was property destruction with
cost unes.
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To Anerica, it was theater with purpose.

Each crate that splashed beneath the noonlight shouted | ouder
t han any petition:

“We will not be bought by bargains.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Britain thought to sweeten rebellion with sugar,
DAVI D RAMBAY
but the colonies found the taste of principle far nore
sati sfying.
Thus, the tea turned to fire,
and the harbor, to a mrror—
reflecting the face of a nation that had at | ast seen itself.
To commerce, to courage, and to very bad tea decisions—

for they brewed the beginning of |iberty.

BLACKOUT

ACT VI (THE | NTOLERABLE ACTYS)
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SETTING A continuation of the split-stage world, now defined by
puni shment, coercion, and the coll apse of conprom se.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk is overwhel med.

Panmphl ets, proclamati ons, and correspondence spill beyond
orderly stacks. The candle burns |low, guttering frequently, its
flame unstable. Ink stains mark haste rather than care. Ranmsay’s
space reflects a historian no |onger chronicling debate, but
docunenti ng consequence. The act of writing feels heavier—each
word a warning, each page a reckoning.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE Il11's elevated throne is fortified by
authority. Parliamentary acts are stacked and seal ed:

procl amati ons, enforcenment orders, mlitary directives. A map of
the colonies is visible, marked and divided. The throne radiates
certainty and resol ve—ontrol now exercised through closure,
force, and fear rather than persuasion.

STAGE CENTER: Boston and the col oni es under siege. The space
shifts between shuttered ports, silent streets, closed meeting
halls, and occupied homes. Barrels lie idle, docks are enpty,
doors barred. Lanterns burn di mmer than before. The center no
| onger suggests commerce or protest, but restraint and
deprivation. The world feels tightened, constrained, and

wat ched.

AT RI SE:

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RIGHT, calmy signing a succession of
parliamentary acts. Each docunment is sealed with finality and

pl aced aside. There is no hesitation—enly method. He surveys the
colonial map, satisfied, as if order has been restored.

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, writing rapidly. He pauses often
now, listening beyond the page—as if hearing the consequences
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unfold in real time—then resumes with urgency. He does not | ook
relieved, he | ooks resol ved.

In the STAGE CENTER, the ENSEMBLE noves as col oni sts under
occupation: merchants barred from docks, citizens turned away
fromnmeeting halls, famlies displaced by soldiers. British
authority is present without mercy. Movenment is restrained.

Voi ces are hushed. Resistance has not vani shed—but it has gone
under ground.

As the lights settle, Boston stands isolated, the col onies
wat chi ng.

KI NG GEORCE |||

Spilled tea? Stained seas? Oh, how inpolite!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

How i mpol it e!

KI NG GEORCE || |

When col oni es m sbehave, a King nmust rewrite the rules.

You dunmp my drink?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Then hear ny creed—

KING GEORGE |11

Di sci pline’s the blend
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

the blend | need.

KI NG GEORCE |||

Four | aws strong, sweetened with pain:

Boston shall never boil again!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Cl ose the port — shut the trade!

KI NG GEORCE || |

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Justice sold, freedom del ayed!

KING GEORCE || |

Heh, Port Bill —seal ed.
Government —repl aced.
Quarter Act —expanded.
And as for Massachusetts?

Consi der your voice ...nmuted.

The Decl arati on
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JOHN ADAMS

1774 — Enpire snaps.

They call them “Coercive,” we call "emtraps.
Boston starved, her harbor seal ed,

Merchants robbed of honest vyield.

Quarter troops in civil beds,

Bayonets where peace once tread.

The King believes he' |l make us kneel —

but pressure turns resolve to steel.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

VWho owns the |aw? / We do!
VWho owns the | and? / We do!

Who' || stand together? / We do!

JOHN ADAMS

So nuch for “tea and tranquility.”

Next up: taxes on oxygen.

Decl arati on
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(spoken)
Here in London they sip ny wt,
But m ss the truth behind it.

I warn the King: coercion breeds Congress—

he | aughs and asks for sugar in his progress.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The nmore they press,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

the nore we print.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The nmore they shout,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

the less we |isten.
Letters fly across the sea—

“From Boston’s chains to |iberty!”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

They puni sh Boston to make us bow,

The Decl arati on
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

But all thirteen stand together now. Virginia calls, Carolina
hear s,

From north to south the echo clears:

“We’ Il send our mnds, not men with arms—
Congress neets to sound alarns!”

Ri de the road, spread the word,

Freedom s voice will now be heard!

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

If Boston’s the warning bell,

Phi | adel phia’s the answer.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Sept ember 1774 — del egates arrive,
Thirteen hearts that beat alive.

From Adans to Henry, nmen confined by | aw—
now writing their way through freedom s flaw.
They draft a pl edge:
“Unite we stand,

For rights of Englishmen and | and.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No war yet —no bl ood —
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

just reason’s fire,

But every pen a | oaded wire.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Thirteen voices, one design,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Draw the line, the duty Iline.
From every col ony cones the cry:
No nore chains —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

no nore |ie!
Ah.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

They shut our harbor, but opened our eyes;

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

They shut our harbor, but opened our eyes;

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Tyranny’s the tea we won’t buy.
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Tyranny’s the tea we won't buy.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Send word to London, let it be known—

America speaks in a voice its own!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

From Boston’s flame to Philly’'s door,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

We won’t bow to Kings no norel!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

I nk and honor, voice and quill —

THOVAS JEFFERSON

The pen has power, the heart has will!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

They called them “Intol erable,”

THOVAS JEFFERSON

SO we agree—

We' Il tolerate nothing but |iberty.

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Each | aw you pass, each chain you tw st—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Becomes another line on freedoni s |ist.
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DAVI D RAMSAY

When a King | oses his tenper, he doesn’t shout —he | egislates.

And in 1774, His Majesty George the Third produced a mastercl ass
in overreaction.

The world called them the Intol erable Acts.

In London, they called them the Coercive Acts —because
“coercion” apparently sounds nore polite when printed on
par chment .

The idea was sinple: Boston had spilled His Majesty’'s tea —so
Britain would spill a bit of Boston.

First, the Boston Port Act:

“Until the East | ndia Conpany is conpensated, Boston Harbor
shall be closed.”

Cl osed! Cl osed, Closed, Closed, Closed, Closed, Closed,

No ships, no trade, no |livelihood —the econom c equival ent of
telling a fish to hold its breath.

Second, the Massachusetts Gover nnment Act:

It replaced the colony’s elected council with royal appointees —
a lovely way of saying,

“You may vote, but only for the people |I'’ve already chosen.”
Third, the Adm nistration of Justice Act:

British officials accused of crines in the colonies could be
tried back home in England —

a brilliant plan if one enjoys acquittals by oceanic distance.
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Fourth, the Quartering Act:

British troops m ght now reside in your honme to protect you from
—wel |l —yourself.

| magi ne arguing over rent with a man who carries a bayonet.

And finally, a little cherry on this inperial sundae —the
Quebec Act,

ext endi ng Canada’ s boundari es southward and granting tol erance
to Catholics.

A reasonabl e | aw, perhaps, but to the colonists, it felt like a
backdoor invasion and a papal surprise.

Five acts, one nessage:

“Behave, or the enmpire will move into your living room”
Oh, It was neant to frighten us into obedience.

Instead, it united us in indignation.

Boston’s m sery became everyone’s cause.

Merchants in Charl eston sent grain to feed her poor
Farmers in Pennsyl vania prayed for her courage.

Even Virginia —genteel Virginial! —declared that

“the cause of Boston is the cause of all America.”

You see, tyranny has a curious effect.

The harder it presses, the nore it polishes the spirit beneath
it.

The King thought to isolate rebellion in one colony —
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and in doing so, he gave thirteen colonies a single identity.

From New Hanpshire to Georgia, commttees of correspondence
buzzed i ke an electrical circuit

—news, outrage, panphlets, poens, prayers.

Al'l roads, all tenpers, all quills now pointed toward
Phi | adel phi a.

The British called it “treason in ink.”

We called it preparation

There, in that City of Brotherly Argument,

the First Continental Congress would gather —
not yet rebels, not yet revolutionaries,

but gentl emen who had di scovered that the best way to answer

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

bad | aws
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DAVI D RAMSAY

was to write better ones.
Thus, the “Intolerable Acts” proved intol erable indeed.

The crown tried to close a harbor —and opened the door to
revol ution.

So let it be remenbered:
no enpire ever bullied a people into freedom
but many have bullied thenselves into | osing one.

To Bost on,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Bost on,

DAVI D RAMSAY

for having the nerve;
to Parliament,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Parl i ament,

DAVI D RAMSAY

for having the audacity;
and to history,
for enjoying irony as much as | do.

Oh
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BLACKOUT

ACT VI (THE CONTI NTENTAL CONGRESS)
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SETTING A continuation of the split-stage world, now
transformed into a space of deliberation, unity, and
irreversi bl e consequence.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk is orderly once nore,

t hough heavily worn. Pages are stacked with care, bound by

ri bbon or weighted with stones. The candl e burns steady and
bright for the first time in several acts, suggesting purpose
rat her than panic. Ransay’s posture reflects clarity: history is
no | onger merely reacting—+t is being shaped.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE 111's elevated throne remains, but the
space feels more distant, colder, and increasingly irrelevant.
Maps of the col oni es hang behind him now annotated, divided,
and partially obscured by shadow. Royal correspondence |ies
unopened or discarded. Authority is present—but no |onger
central

STAGE CENTER: | ndependence Hall in Philadel phia. Long tables,
chairs, quills, inkstands, and scattered papers form a chamber
of debate. The space is formal yet unfinished—part courtroom
part wor kshop. Flags, seals, and synmbols of unity are emerging
but not yet fixed. This is a roombuilt for argunment,
comprom se, and resolve. The air is charged with urgency,
restraint, and shared ri sk.

AT RI SE:

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, writing with deliberation. He
pauses to review a page, nods once, and continues—+tess frantic
now, nore certain. His role has shifted from wi tness to recorder
of intention.

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RI GHT, isolated. He scans di spatches
fromacross the Atlantic, frustration restrained behind
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ceremony. He listens—but is no |onger heard.

In the STAGE CENTER, del egates of the Continental Congress

gat her. ADAMS, JEFFERSON, FRANKLIN, and the ENSEMBLE enter as
representatives of thirteen colonies. They take seats, adjust
papers, confer in hushed tones. Sone debate quietly; others

wat ch, cal cul ati ng. The sound of chairs nmoving and pages turning
repl aces the noise of protest and commrerce.

There is no crowd outside, no soldiers in the streets—enly nen
deci di ng whet her words will now replace petitions, and unity
will replace |oyalty.

As the lights settle, all eyes nmove toward the center table.

JOHN ADAMS

Sept enber Seventeen Seventy Four — Phil adel phia calls,
12 col onies —no room for flaws.
They come with quills, not swords or guns,

But ideas sharp as any one.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

A petition to the King —
We stand for rights, and let it sing!
No stanp, no tea, no quartered men,

We send our plea —let’s start again!
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Rights we claim rights we wite,

No nore chains, no nore fight.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Unity! We're standing tall,
For liberty, we give our all!

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

A petition? To a King who calls us children?

We'll see if it’s a tantrum or a turning point.

JOHN ADAMS

The Continental Association, no goods, no trade,
If it’s British-made, let it fade.
Boycotts are our silent arns,

We won’t feed their royal charns.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

We stand united, with rights to claim
To a King who' Il never play fair games.
We'll starve their markets, break their hold,

We fight with ink, not swords of gold.

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Boycott their goods, boycott their rule,
No British trade, no British school

THOVAS JEFFERSON

We'll write our rights in every hand,
And stand as free across the | and.

KI NG GEORCE || |

What' s this? “Continental Congress”?
Boycotts? How quai nt, how very quaint.
A petition, a boycott, and now a parlianment of rebels?

Do they forget whose ships bring their |uxuries, whose hands
make the | aw?

Da- da- da- da- da- da- da.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da- da- da- da

KI NG GEORCE || |

Da

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da- da- da- da
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Da

Da- da- da- da- da- da

Da — Da- ah

Da- da- da

| own the seas,

Da- da- da,

I make t he pleas!

Da- da- da,

they' Il bow to ne,

KI NG GEORGE |11

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

KI NG GEORCE || |

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

KI NG GEORCE | | |

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

KI NG GEORCE | | |

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

KING GEORCE || |

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KI NG GEORCE |||

they Il drink nmy tea!
How adorable —you wite letters,

I"I'l write back in cannonball s.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

April 19, Seventeen Seventy Five —the King thinks he' s won,
Lexington —the first shot’s begun.
M nutenen stand on fields of green,

Wth nusket in hand, the fight unseen.

JOHN ADAMS

The Redcoats march, but so do we!

The Revolution’s now a certainty.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

In Concord, we wait, our hearts in gear,
This fight will echo far and near.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The shot heard ‘round the worl d!

We're free, we're bold, we' re unfurl ed.
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

No nore silence, no nore chai ns—

The Revol ution now remi ns!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

It wasn't just a fight,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

it was a spark!

The fuse had been |lit since 1765,

But now the fire's real —and | oud —and bright.
It’s not tea, it’s not ink —it’s blood tonight.
JOHN ADAMS

The Second Continental Congress —they convene,
May Seventeen Seventy Five, with a burning scene.
Washi ngton’s nanmed to | ead the fight,

He'll face the crown, and set it right.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

They’' Il need nmore than a mlitia to face an enpire’s m ght...

but it'’s a start. And a start is all we’'ve ever had.
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They choose a general who's cal m and steady,
While Britain’s troops are mad and heady.

The Continental Army’s born this day—

We'll march, we'll fight, we' |l find our way.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The Army stands, the banners rise!

Li berty’s spark in every eye!

We stand as one, the time has come—
The battle’ s on, the war’s begun
The Army stands, the banners rise!

Li berty’s spark in every eye!

We stand as one, the time has come—

The battle’s on,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

t he war’ s begun

We signed the call to arnms, not for war,
but for the rights we could not ignore.
The King may rule by bl ood and i nk,

But we'll rise in steel —and never shri nk.

The Decl arati on
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From Lexi ngton to Concord’s ground,
The flame of freedom knows no bounds.
We stand, we fight, we claimour prize —

A nation born beneath these skies!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We’ ve heard the shot, now we reply—

The future’ s ours, the King will die!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

From sea to sea, from shore to shore
We fight for freedom forevernore!

From sea to sea,

ENSEMBLE + JEFFERSON: from shore to shore,

We fight for freedom

THOVAS JEFFERSON

f orever nor e!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ah...

The Decl arati on
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DAVI D RAMSAY

It began, as revolutions often do,
not with nuskets, but with nmeetings.

In Septenber of Seventeen Seventy Four, in the city of
Phi | adel phi a,

twel ve of the thirteen colonies —all but Georgia —

sent their brightest, boldest, and nmost opinionated m nds
to one room one purpose, and one nonunmental headache:
what to do about the King.

They called it the First Continental Congress —

a fine, dignified name for what was essentially

a thirteen-way argument with quills.

There was Adans, fiery as a torch;

Franklin, calmas a stormwaiting its turn;

and Jefferson,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

young enough to still believe
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DAVI D RAMSAY

t hat reason m ght triunmph over royalty.

They met from September to October,

drafting a Declaration of Rights to rem nd Britain

that the colonists were not rebels, but Englishnmen,

who merely wanted the privileges of Englishmen —

nanely, to pay their own taxes and conplain about it freely.
They also wrote a petition to the King,

full of elegance, respect, and the sort of politeness

t hat al most di sguises the fact that one is furious.

And, as if to underline their point with ink instead of
gunpowder ,

they agreed to the Continental Association —

a boycott of British goods so total

t hat tea became nore dangerous than rum
Parliament called them “troubl emakers.”

The col onies called them representatives.

Hi story calls them the begi nning of Anerica.

But of course, the King was unnoved.

He’'d read their petitions with the sane attention
one gives to a shopping list already forgotten.

And so, April 19, 1775, dawned —
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and with it, Lexington and Concord.
No decl aration, no diplonmacy,

just nmusket snoke and confusion —
and the sound of a single shot

t hat woul d be heard ‘round the world.

No one can say who fired it.

Perhaps it was chance. Perhaps it was destiny.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

But from that sound,

DAVI D RAMSAY

the |line between “col onist”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

and “rebel”

DAVI D RAMSAY

snapped |i ke a musket string.

Ei ght Anericans |ay dead at Lexington,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

but an entire nation woke up.

The Decl arati on
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DAVI D RAMSAY

And as the snmoke cleared, Britain found itself

at war with an idea —

one that could not be bayoneted, or taxed,

or shipped back to London for trial.

Then came May of Seventeen Seventy Five —

t he Second Continental Congress, again in Philadel phia.
Same city, new nmood.

Gone were the polite petitions and careful phrasing;
these were nmen with powder on their coats

and the echo of battle in their ears.

They did not yet declare independence —

but they governed |like they already had.

They formed a Continental Arny,

and placed its conmand in the hands of a tall Virginian

whose cal m could silence a cannon —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

George Washi ngton. Oh,

scrip

The Decl arati on
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DAVI D RAMSAY

Thus, what began as a Congress

became a governnent,

and what began as a protest

became a war.

By m d-1776, the argunment with Britain

was no | onger about policy —it was about identity.
We were no | onger asking to be heard;

we were preparing to be free.

And in that span —fromthe ink of petitions
to the smoke of nuskets —

t he col oni es had changed beyond recall.

They had found unity in defiance,

pur pose in principle,

and courage enough to wite history with their own hands.

As | once wrote —
“Revol utions are not born in chaos;
t hey are the consequence of reason refused too |ong.”

And reason, at |ast, had run out.

BLACKOUT
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ACT VII1I (THE OLI VE BRANCH)
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SETTING. A continuation of the split-stage world, now suspended
bet ween conciliation and confrontation.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk is meticul ously
arranged. A fresh sheet of parchment |ies centered, unblem shed.
The quill is clean, the ink newly poured. The candle burns
calmy, its flame steady but restrai ned—suggesting careful hope
rather than certainty. Ramsay’s space reflects restraint,

di pl omacy, and the gravity of a final appeal.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE I11’'s el evated throne appears intact
but enotionally renote. Diplomatic correspondence, seal ed
petitions, and unopened letters are stacked nearby. The throne
is well-lit yet unmoved—an i mage of authority surrounded by
words it has not yet chosen to hear. The power remains, but the
di stance is unm stakable. STAGE CENTER:

A formal chanmber that shifts between the Continental Congress in
Phi | adel phia and the imagined court of St. Janes. Tables are
cleared of clutter; documents are presented with care. Oive
branches, synbolic rather than literal, are suggested through
arrangement and |lighting. The space feels quieter than before—

| ess heated, nore deliberate—harged with the tension of a final
attenpt at peace.

AT RI SE:

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, reviewing a carefully drafted
document. He rereads a line, makes a small correction, then
pauses—aware of the weight of what is being sent across the
ocean. He begins witing again, slowly and precisely.

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RI GHT, reading unrel ated di spatches.
The O ive Branch Petition |ies nearby but unopened. He gl ances
toward it once, then turns away, choosing routine over
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reconciliation.

In the STAGE CENTER, nenbers of the Continental Congress gather
in solem unity. ADAMS, JEFFERSON, FRANKLIN, and the ENSEMBLE
confer quietly. There is no shouting, no protest—enly controlled
urgency. A docunent is passed hand to hand, signed, seal ed, and
prepared for delivery.

The mood is cautious but sincere: one |ast appeal to reason,
| oyalty, and shared history.

As the lights settle, the Oive Branch Petition rests between
col ony and crown— extended, unanswered, and trenbling in the
sil ence.

The choice now bel ongs to the King.

JOHN ADAMS

July Seventeen Seventy Five.
War drunms outside —quills scratching inside.

The col onies bl eed, yet Congress prays for peace.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Guns in Boston, ink in hand,
We plead for peace, we take a stand.
Two scrolls born the very same day—

One begs peace, one says, “W' Il slay.”
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The Decl arati on

How do you petition a King with powder on your sleeve?

He’'s deaf to ink, You ve got to make him believe.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Adans wants thunder, Dickinson wants tact—

Me? | just want results, not acts.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ink and arnms, arnms and i nk,

Freedom s closer than we think.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

John Di ckinson drafts the plea,
“Your Majesty, we're loyal —can’'t you see?”
No tal k of crowns or revol ution,

Just peace through humbl e resol ution.

JOHN ADAMVS

Loyal ? We’ ve buried sons in red-coated graves!

You don’'t beg tyrants —you unchain sl aves!
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BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Shh...He’'s writing a petition, not a declaration.
Yet .

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

O King, we kneel, we cry, we plead,
To end the fight, to plant the seed.
Of peace restored, of mercy earned—

Bef ore our hones to ashes turn.

KI NG GEORGE | I']

Petition? How quai nt.

I don’t negotiate with mal contents.
They dump ny tea, now send their tears—
"1l answer themw th British cheers.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KING CGEORGE | I']

t hey bend the knee,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da, Da-da-da,
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KI NG GEORGE |11

they still serve me!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da, Da-da-da,

KI NG GEORCE || |

their muskets play,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KI NG GEORCE | | |

I’11 make them pay!
Prepare the proclamation.

If they take up arms, then | take up enpire.

JOHN ADAMS

The ink dries fast —a different tone.

Now Jefferson wites what reason’s shown:

THOVAS JEFFERSON

“We seek not thrones nor crowns nor fane,

But rights denied in the King’s own nanme.”
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“We’' ve taken arms, not out of | ust—

But for law, for liberty, for trust!”

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
For if obedi ence nmeans sil ence,

Then rebellion sounds |i ke honesty.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We take up arns, though hearts are torn,
To guard the rights by birth we re born.
No tyrant’s chain, no foreign flane,

Can burn the truth that bears our nane.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Not sl aves to fear, nor fools for war—
But forced by | awl ess rule, no nore.
We'll fight for peace — paradox defined—

For the rights of all mankind.
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KI NG GEORGE |11

I have heard enough of their insolence.
August twenty-third, seventeen seventy-five:
By my hand and seal, | declare—

“The col onies are in open and avowed rebellion.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KING CGEORGE |11

rebellion’ s crime,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da, Da-da-da

KING CGEORGE | 1]

t hey’ ve crossed the |ine!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da, Da-da-da

KI NG GEORGE | I']

no peace, no plea—

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da, Da-da-da

The Decl arati on

scriptnore.com |

119



The Decl arati on

KI NG GEORGE |11

they Il answer to me!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The olive withers, the muskets bl oom

From parchnment peace to powder’s doom

JOHN ADANVS

The King has spoken —the bridge is burned,
Each pl ea denied, each ship returned.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The olive fell, the sword was drawn,
The dawn of war becomes our dawn.

JOHN ADAMS

Oh, We prayed for peace, but peace deni ed,
Leaves only courage, sanctified.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

When reason fails, revolution replies.
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Fromink to arnms, from hope to fl ane,
We rise as one, no nore the sane.

Let tyrants rage and enpires fall—

THOVAS JEFFERSON

For freedom s cause, we pledge it all

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

For freedom s cause, we pledge it all!

The Decl arati on
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DAVI D RAMSAY

It is a curious thing —
how enpires fall not with cannon, but with correspondence.

In the summer of 1775, the colonies nmade their final appeal to
reason,

their last polite knock upon the pal ace door.
They called it the Oive Branch Petition

for what could be gentler than an olive branch?
Peaceful. Civil. Alnopst naive.

Picture it: men who' d just authorized an arnmy and naned a
gener al

now sitting down to draft a love letter to the very King
whose sol diers they were already shooting at.

The aut hor —John Di cki nson of Pennsylvania —

a man of peace in an age of powder.

He wrote with sincerity, humlity, and an optim sm so pure

it mght have floated off the page if not wei ghed down by royal
i ndi fference.

It began: “Mbost Gracious Sovereign, we entreat your nmpjesty to
i nt erpose..!

Beauti ful words —and tragically m spl aced.
For while that parchnent sailed east across the Atlantic,

British troops marched west across our fields.
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By the time the petition reached London,

t he King had already made up his m nd.

August 23, Seventeen Seventy-Five —

George the Third issued his reply,

not in ink, but in proclamation:

t he col onies, he declared, were “in open and avowed rebellion.”
And just like that,

a monarch who coul d have ruled by affection chose instead to
rule by fear.

The olive branch was returned —not broken, not burned —
but i gnor ed.

Whi ch, as every historian knows, is the deadliest rejection of
all.

But Congress, being the peculiar body it was,

answer ed di pl omacy with duality.

For even as they sent the King that gentle plea,

t hey published, the very next day,

a Declaration of the Causes and Necessity of Taking Up Arnms.
It was Jefferson’s pen that carved the contradiction:

“We do not wish for separation,” he wrote,

“but we are resolved to die freemen rather than to live slaves.”

Now, there's the American character in a sentence —
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apol ogi ze with one hand, reload with the other.
Still, this was not rebellion for its own sake.
These men were not zealots. They were exhausted.

A decade of taxes, troops, and insults had driven themto the
edge of loyalty,

and the King's silence pushed them over it.

By rejecting the Oive Branch

Britain declared war not just on her col onies,

but on her own better nature.

And in doing so, she did the one thing

no British arnmy could ever have done al one —

she united Anerica.

From that nmoment, there was no turning back.

The col oni es began to see thenselves not as subjects,
but as citizens.

Not as rebel s,

but as founders in the making.

The letters were finished,

the petitions sent,

and history, as ever inmpatient,

reached for the quill to wite a new word: “Ilndependence.”

And thus, the age of appeals ended,
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and the age of decl arations began.

| suppose one could say —

the King kept his throne,

but | ost his audience.

Now wat ch cl osely, my friends.

For in the next act, we stop witing to kings...

and start writing for mankind.

BLACKOUT

Act | X (THE ROAD TO | NDEPENDENCE)
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SETTING A continuation of the split-stage world, now
irrevocably fractured. The space reflects accel erati on—+deas
hardening into action, restraint giving way to resol ve.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk is crowded beyond
recovery. Panphlets, drafts, broadsides, and letters overlap in
urgent disorder. Ink stains mark revisions nmade |late into the
ni ght. Multiple candles burn at once, their wax pooling and

dri ppi ng unchecked. Ranmsay’'s space conveys nmonmentum-hi story no
| onger unfolding patiently, but rushing forward under the
pressure of events. The act of recordi ng has becone an act of
preservati on.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE II11’s elevated throne remains, but it
is now surrounded by mlitary correspondence, proclamations of
rebellion, and reports of armed conflict. The diplomatic papers
of earlier acts are gone. Maps show skirm shes, troop nmovenments,
and contested territories. The throne feels rigid, defensive—
authority reacting rather than commandi ng.

STAGE CENTER: A series of transitional spaces: colonial roads,
printing houses, taverns, assenmbly halls, and mlitia fields.
Benches, crates, druns, and flags are introduced as needed. The
envi ronment supports notion—+iders arriving with news, presses
in motion, crowds form ng and di spersing. The center no | onger
suggests debate al one, but nobilization.

AT RI SE:

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, writing quickly, stopping only to
listen as voices and novenent rise around him He pauses, | ooks
up fromthe page, then continues—aware that the pace of events
is outstripping even his words.

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RI GHT, review ng reports of
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resi stance and unrest. His posture is firm but the confidence
of earlier acts has narrowed into resolve edged with
frustration. He signs an order, then anot her—each one nore
severe than the | ast.

In the STAGE CENTER, the ENSEMBLE noves constantly: messengers
arrive breathless; printers work presses relentlessly; colonists
argue, organize, and arm ADAMS, JEFFERSON, FRANKLI N, and others
nmove anmong them no | onger asking whether separation is
necessary, but how it will be justified.

The at mosphere is charged with inevitability. Wrds stil
mat t er —but they now race al ongside drums, boots, and resolve. As
the lights settle, roads stretch outward fromthe center—

| eadi ng not toward conprom se, but toward a declaration waiting
to be witten.

JOHN ADAMS

April twelve, seventeen-seventy-siXx,
Hal i fax meets to fix the m x.
North Carolina takes the | ead,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Vote for freedom” —

JOHN ADAMS

that’'s the creed.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

First to shout what all men knew,
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JOHN ADAMS

“No King for me, no tax for you!”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Rai se your hands —aye!
Rai se your voices —high

JOHN ADANVS

Halifax writes what we all feel inside!

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

Leave it to Carolina to say the quiet part out | oud.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Then comes May tenth.

JOHN ADAMS

Augusta’s call,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

No text survives,

JOHN ADAMS

but we know it all.

The Decl arati on
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They dreamed a uni on

JOHN ADANVS

strong and free,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Not thirteen fragments, one destiny.

JOHN ADANVS

We pl edge as states, not subjects bowed,
Toget her we rise, together we' re proud.

A nation without a nane yet

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
how del i ci ously premature.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

May fifteenth, seventeen-seventy-six,
Virginia noves the politics.
Pendl eton writes, Mason franes,

Patrick Henry fans the fl ames!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“No nore chains, no delay,

The Decl arati on
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

Send the word to Philly

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

t oday!”

THOVAS JEFFERSON

From W I |ianmsburg's hall the echo flies,

To Congress doors and patri ot skies.

JOHN ADANVS

And thus Virginia hands Lee his script.
The curtain on independence is ready to lift.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

M. President,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Il rise for Virginia s voice:

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Freedomis not a w sh

THOVAS JEFFERSON

it’'s a choicel!
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“That these United Col oni es are,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

and of right ought to be,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Free and i ndependent States!”

THOVAS JEFFERSON

that’'s ne!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Free and i ndependent St ates!

Free and i ndependent St ates!

JOHN ADANVS

No King, no Parliament, no crown decree,
We hold our fate and |i berty!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Al li ance abroad, confederate plan,

We build a nati on —one out of man.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

The words ignite, the roomfalls still

The Decl arati on
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

Hi story | eans closer to |isten.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Free and i ndependent what ?

KI NG GEORCE || |

You col oni al conmedi ans!
Do you think you can quit the Enpire?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KI NG GEORCE | | |

my subj ects schene,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da- da,

KI NG GEORCE |||

t hey chase a dream
Da- da- da,
you'll see, you'll see —

You can’t divorce a King like

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE + KI NG GEORGE: ne!

KING GEORCGE |11

I ndependence is treason in a fancier hat!

JOHN ADAMS

April to June —the tide has turned,
Each col ony speaks, each bridge is burned.
From Halifax first to Lee's bold I|ine,

The cause of freedom s now divi ne!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We rise as States from sea to shore,

The chains are gone —we’'ll serve no nore!

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

The

Gentl emen, congratul ations —we’re now united in danger.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Free and i ndependent we stand,
Our own design, our prom sed | and.

I nk and courage, blood and pen—

Decl arati on
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

The Revol ution starts again!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Free and i ndependent we stand,

Our own design, our prom sed |and. Ink and courage, blood and
pen

THOVAS JEFFERSON

The Revol ution starts again!
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DAVI D RAMSAY

By the spring of 1776, the question was no | onger whether the
coloni es woul d separate from Britain —

only when, and who would dare to say it out loud first.

For ten years they had protested, petitioned, and politely
begged to be heard.

Now t hey began —one by one —to stand, to speak, and to sever.

The first to draw the sword in parchment was North Carolina.
On April twelfth, in the little town of Halifax,

her del egates declared that they were ready —

ready to vote for independence,

ready to break from Britain,

ready to trade “God save the King” for “God help us all.”
They called it the Halifax Resolves —

and with that, the South fired the first political shot of the
Revol uti on.

Then came Virginia, always fond of |eading parades she didn't
start.

In May, the men of Augusta County wrote what history calls the
Augusta Decl aration —

its words are lost, but its meaning rings clear:
t hat the col onies should form not just thirteen rebellions,

but one independent union of states.
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The text may have vani shed, but the idea refused to.

A week | ater, on May fifteenth, Virginia’ s full convention in
W I Ilianmsburg

went where no royal colony had gone before.

They instructed their delegates in Philadel phia to propose
i ndependence outright —

and in that noment, the political fuse was lit.

The same assenmbly also ordered a new Virginia Constitution
and Bill of Rights, written by George Mason,

whose words woul d echo later in Jefferson’s own pen.

And then —June seventh, 1776 —the notion that changed the
wor | d.

A Virginian naned Richard Henry Lee rose in Congress and spoke
t he words

t hat made the room go silent,

that made even time hold its breath:

“That these United Col onies are, and of right ought to be,
free and i ndependent States.”

Si mpl e.

I rrefutable.

Revol uti onary.

The nmotion was seconded by John Adans,

debated for days, and postponed —not from doubt,
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but from prudence.

Even revol ution, you see, nust first check its cal endar

Yet the tide was unstoppabl e.

Each col ony sent back new i nstructions, new votes, new courage.
From taverns to town halls, the word “i ndependence”

no | onger meant treason —it meant tonorrow.

Thus, by m dsummer,

t he pen had finally caught up with the musket.

The Congress, once a debating club for grievances,

had becone the m dwi fe of a nation.

And in the days to cone,

they would task one man —a quiet Virginian with a sharp quill—
to put their courage into words.

Hi s name, of course, was Thomas Jefferson

So it was that from April’s resolves to June’s resol ution,
Anerica | earned what every great cause nust:

that freedomis never granted all at once,

but gathered —signature by signature, soul by soul.

In a few short weeks,

t hose words would no | onger be whispered in taverns or written
in secrecy —

t hey would be proclai med before Heaven and the worl d.
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And

The

And

The

col oni es had spoken. Now they woul d decl are.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

so —the pen is lifted.

DAVI D RAMSAY

Decl arati on awaits.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

so —the pen is lifted.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Decl arati on awaits.

BLACKOUT

ACT X (THE COW TTEE CF FI VE)
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SETTING A continuation of the split-stage world, now narrowed
in focus and sharpened by purpose. The vast nmovement toward

i ndependence condenses into | anguage, authorship, and
accountability.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk remains crowded, but the
di sorder has shifted into intent. Drafts are stacked by subject
rat her than chronol ogy. Margins are filled with notes,
corrections, and enphatic underlines. Miultiple quills rest

near by, as though the act of writing has become conmmunal by
proxy. The candlelight is steadier here—+tess frantic, nore

del i ber at e—suggesting clarity emerging from chaos.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE I111's elevated throne stands firm but
t he space feels increasingly disconnected fromthe center of
events. Mlitary dispatches and reports of colonial coordination
replace earlier proclamations. Maps are now marked with unified
col onial responses rather than isolated unrest. Authority
remai ns present, but it feels distant—ssuing commnds that
arrive too | ate.

STAGE CENTER: A chamber within the Continental Congress

desi gnated for drafting. A long table dom nates the space,
strewn with parchnent, inkpots, reference docunents, and prior
petitions. Chairs are positioned close together, forcing
proximty and coll aboration. The roomis quieter than earlier
public spaces, but far more consequential —+this is where words
will become irrevocable.

AT RI SE:

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, writing with focused attention. He
pauses occasionally, listening toward the center, aware that

hi story is no | onger being debated broadly—+t is being conposed
del i berately.
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KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RI GHT, reading reports of col oni al
unity and di plomatic failure. He sets one docunent aside, then
anot her, his movenments controlled but increasingly rigid. The
di stance between throne and col ony is now unm st akabl e.

In the STAGE CENTER, JEFFERSON, ADAMS, FRANKLI N, SHERMAN, and

LI VI NGSTON gat her around the table. They arrange papers,

exchange brief |ooks, and settle into position. No speeches yet—
only preparation. The gravity of authorship hangs over the room
This is not a commttee formed to negotiate—but to articulate a
separation already underway.

As the lights settle, quills are lifted, parchment steadi ed, and
the room holds its breath—five nmen preparing to give a nation
its voice.

JOHN ADAMVS

Motion carri ed!

A commttee of five will draft the decl arati on!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Five for freedom five to wite,

Five to turn the spark to Ilight!

JOHN ADAMS

We’ ve voted the words —now who' Il wield the pen?

We need a nessage that can nove all nen!
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BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Preferably one that won’t get us hanged again.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Five nanmes: Jefferson, Adams, Franklin, Shernman,

JOHN ADANVS

God help us —we’ Il argue till July.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

They chose nme to draft it.

Not because | spoke the | oudest,

but because | |istened hardest.

I’ma Virginian —the col ony of Kkings,

but | believe in the rights that freedom brings.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Not crowns, not thrones, not royal decree,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

But “equal creation” —that’'s |iberty!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We need passion, Tom but tenpered reason.

The Decl arati on

Li vi ngst on.
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JOHN ADAMS

Wite for the worl d,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

not just this season.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
And do try not to insult the French —we’ll need them next year.
JEFFERSON + ENSEMBLE: |1'Il wite the truth that makes nmen free,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Let ink outlive the nusket’s plea.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Wite the truth

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Wite the truth let it be free...

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Governments rest on the governed’ s consent,

JOHN ADANVS

That’s where power, not nonarchs, went!
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Add a dash of reason, a pinch of wt,

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Make it sound noble —not like we threw a fit.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Keep it brief, precise, no royal rant,
No flowery words we can’t recant.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Each stroke must carry the weight of a world.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Five m nds, one |ine,
Freedonm s draft, freedom s sign.
Five m nds, one |ine,
Freedom s draft, freedonis sign
Five m nds, one line,

Freedom s draft, freedom s sign.

JOHN ADANS
Tom | like it —“sacred and undeni abl e”?
Let’s call them “self-evident.” Less theol ogical, nore |ogical.
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

And nore nusi cal

THOVAS JEFFERSON

“He has obstructed justice... kept standing armes...”

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

Good —keep the charges crisp. List the tyrannies like a
drum i ne.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

One —taxation. Two —occupation.
Three —trial by transport, dom nation.
Each grievance a step fromthe throne,

Each word a stone on freedom s road.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We’re not just breaking chains of gold,

We're forging rights from truths untold.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

The world will read, the world will see —

That freedomlives in “W hold these..”
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Five m nds, five hearts, one creed,

The world awaits the words we need.

JOHN ADANVS

We write not for kings, but for mankind,
To free the body and free the m nd.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We sign not for pride,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

but for cause,

To turn rebellion into | aws.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hi story’s quill doesn’t forgive typos —nmake it count.
JOHN ADAMS
This ink will outlive every crown,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

The words will rise when enpires drown.
Let tyrants trenble, |let nations hear,
The birth of freedom starts right here.

Fi ve men, one pen, by Heaven’s hand —

The Decl arati on
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ENSEMBLE + JEFFERSON: We draft the soul of this new | and!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Five for freedom five to wite,
Five who gave the world its |ight!
I nk and courage, heart and will —

The future waits for Jefferson’s quill
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DAVI D RAMSAY
By June of Seventeen Seventy Six, the Anmerican col onies had done
everything short of writing independence.

They had fought the King's soldiers, ignored his governors, and
toasted rebellion in every tavern from Boston to Savannah —

but no one had yet dared to define it.

And defining things, ny friends, is where revolutions get
conpl i cat ed.

Once you put an idea on paper, you can't take it back.
You can hide muskets, you can hide soldiers,
but you can’'t hide a sentence that changes the worl d.

So, on June 1ll1lth, in the heat of Phil adel phia, the Continental
Congress did what any sensible body of politicians does

when faced with a nonunmental task:

t hey appointed a comm ttee.

Five nmen.

Five col onies represented.

Fi ve brains that could barely agree on |l unch

And sonehow, these five were expected to explain to all mankind
why thirteen col onies thought they could out vote an enpire.

First, John Adans —the voice of New England and the human
embodi ment of caffeine.

A |l awyer by trade, a phil osopher by tenperanent,
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and a man entirely convinced that the Al m ghty took notes whenhe
spoke.

“l ndependence now!” he thundered.

You could hear himclear to the Del aware.

Then came Benjam n Franklin —phil osopher, scientist, printer,
and part-tinme |ightning wangler.

At seventy, Franklin was ol der than nost of the ideals he
def ended.

He had one hand in the Enlightennent,

and the other in the nearest w negl ass.

If Adanms supplied the fire, Franklin provided the light —
with a well-tinmed joke in between.

Soneone once said Franklin could convince a man to burn his
house down,

and then sell himthe ashes at a profit.
Next was Roger Sherman of Connecticut —
solid, practical, and allergic to nonsense.

If the Revolution had needed an accountant, he'd have bal anced
liberty to the | ast penny.

He never spoke unl ess necessary,
whi ch, in Congress, made hi m sonmething of a | egend.
Robert R. Livingston, from New York —

smoot h, cautious, diplomtic.
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A man who preferred bridges to bonfires.

His great skill was knowi ng when to nod,

and when to avoid being in the room when a vote got dangerous.
Hi story, however, tends to reward those who stayed in the room
And finally — Thomas Jefferson.

Thirty-three years ol d.

A scholar, violinist, |awyer, and reluctant politician.

He preferred libraries to debates,

and expressed emotion only when ink and parchment were invol ved.
VWhere Adams struck |ike thunder, Jefferson nmoved |i ke sunrise —
slow, brilliant, and inpossible to ignhore once it appeared.
Adams, of course, nom nated Jefferson to do the writing.

A rare noment of humlity froma man who rarely let silence have
the fl oor.

“Reason first,” he told Jefferson,
“You can write ten tinmes better than | can.

Reason second —you're a Virginian, and it’s high time Virginia
t ook the | ead.

Reason third — 1’ m obnoxi ous, suspected, and unpopular.”
That may be the only time in human history
t hat John Adans ever understated a fact.

So it was decided: Adanms woul d argue the case,
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but Jefferson would conpose it.

Franklin would edit,

Sher man woul d st eady,

Li vi ngston woul d approve.

Five men, one quill,

and the wei ght of a continent pressing on their shoul ders.
They had been chosen not just for their el oquence,

but for their equilibrium

They were to take rebellion —raw, volatile, and bl oody —
and render it in the |anguage of philosophy.

Somet hi ng that could speak to kings and cobblers alike,
and nmake both understand why liberty must stand al one.

And so, Thomas Jefferson —quiet, deliberate,

nmore confortable with Greek verbs than public speeches —
gat hered his papers, left the Congress chanmber,

and wal ked a few bl ocks down Mar ket Street.
There, in a rented second-floor room
he sat by an open wi ndow in the June heat ...

and took up his pen.

BLACKOUT
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Act XI (THE WRI TI NG THE DECLARATI ON

scriptnore.com| 151



The Decl arati on

SETTING. A continuation of the split-stage world, now distilled
to the act of creation itself. The political storm narrows into
| anguage, structure, and noral resolve.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk remains, but it is now
orderly in a way that suggests inevitability rather than calm
Fi ni shed pages sit beside drafts, each marked with dates, cross-
references, and margi nal notes. The candle burns | ow but
steady—tinme is short, but purpose is clear. Ransay’s role has
shifted fully from observer to custodi an of consequence.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE I11’'s elevated throne stands isol ated.
The trappings of authority remai n—aps, seals,

correspondence—but the space feels inert, cerenonial rather than
conmmandi ng. Reports arrive, are read, and set aside w thout
effect. Power still exists here, but it no |longer shapes events
at the center.

STAGE CENTER: A private drafting room adjoining the Continent al
Congress. A single large table dom nates the space, covered with
parchment drafts, reference docunents, and di scarded pages.

| nkpots are replenished often. Chairs are pulled close,
suggesting long hours and shared responsibility. This is not a
public chamber—this is a workshop of ideas, where words will be
shar pened i nto weapons.

AT RI SE:

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, copying and annotating with
careful precision. He pauses frequently now, reading aloud under
his breath, testing phrases as though wei ghing them for

hi story’s judgnment.

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RIGHT, reviewing a final dispatch. He
signs it, seals it, and sets it aside. The gesture is formal,
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practiced—and ultimately irrelevant to what is being witten

el sewher e.
In the STAGE CENTER, JEFFERSON sits al one at the table, quill in
hand, surrounded by drafts. He writes, stops, crosses out |ines,

begi ns agai n. ADAMS and FRANKLIN enter quietly, observing rather
than interrupting. They take seats nearby, offering counsel only
when invited.

The roomis hushed—not from uncertainty, but from concentration.
This is no | onger debate.
This is conposition.

As the lights settle, Jefferson bends once nore to the page, and
t he sound of a quill scratching parchment becomes the | oudest
force on stage—the sound of a nation being witten into

exi stence.

JOHN ADAMS

June heat.
A rented room on Market Street —

a table, sone ink, and a continent waiting for words.
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No gui de but conscience, no script but flane,
Each line I write could sign ny nane

To gallows rope or glory’'s claim

Wite for the ages —forget the shane.

How do you capture freedom on paper?

How do you nake the world believe

t hat men can govern thenmselves...and still be good?

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Wite, wite, wite —

Turn the night to Iight.

The Decl arati on
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| draw from Locke, from Mason’'s hand,

From reason born in every | and.

“Al'l men created equal” —yes —

But “rights endowed” | nust express.

He has plundered our seas, ravaged our coasts,
burned our towns and destroyed our |ives...
No, too sharp? No —it nust cut.

The King' s crinmes nmust thunder wthout anger.
They must condemm wi thout hate —

as truth, not vengeance.

I nk bl ots, sweat drops, the candle dies —
and still the words won’'t rise.

I do not sl eep.

Freedomis | ouder than silence.

JOHN ADANVS

Tom how goes the symphony?

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Sonmewher e between sonnet and sentence of death.

The Decl arati on
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BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Then it’s perfect. Show ne.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“All men are created equal, endowed by their Creator with
certain unalienable rights..”

JOHN ADANVS

“Sacred and undeni abl e”? Too theol ogi cal .
Let’s make it sinmple —self-evident.

If you have to argue truth, you’ve already |lost it.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“Sel f -evi dent.”

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Yes.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Truth that needs no crown.

JOHN ADAMS

“He has dissol ved representative houses..

Keep that. He hates assenblies.
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“He has kept among us, in times of peace, standing armes..

JOHN ADANVS

Yes. Every line a musket fired in ink.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

Just make sure our French friends can translate it w thout
fainting.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Five m nds,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Five m nds,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

one draft,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

one draft,

scriptnore.com| 157



THOVAS JEFFERSON

Ink unites the fractured path.

From quarrel and quill, a nation’s chord,
Freedomin letters, sharper than sword.

Adanms believes, Franklin jokes —I only write.
Each line feels both infinite and fragile.

“He has incited domestic insurrections anmong us

and has endeavored to bring on the inhabitants of our
frontiers..”

The Decl arati on

Yes, they nmust know we are not the savages he paints us to be.

The world will judge these words |long after nmy bones are dust.

Let them be just.
When | falter, | remenber —

we write not for kings...but for mankind.

ENSEMBLE + JEFFERSON: “When
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

in the course of human events,
it becomes necessary for one people

to dissolve the political bands which have connected them with
anot her,

and to assune anmong the powers of the earth,

t he separate and equal station to which the Laws of Nature and
of Nature's God entitle them

a decent respect to the opinions of mankind

requires that they should declare the causes which inmpel themto
t he separation.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Per f ect .

JOHN ADAMS

Now hi story has its heartbeat.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

And posterity will never forgive our grammar.
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June 28th, Seventeen Seventy SiX.
We present it —conplete, inperfect, alive.
The draft is done, the die is cast,

The words will echo, the words will | ast!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

You' ve given our cause a voice.
The rest of us will fight to make it heard.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

Just remember —the pen is mghtier than the pardon.

The Decl arati on
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Let nations rise and kingdons fall,
These truths are self-evident for all.
We hold them dear, we hold them free —
For mankind s hope, and history.

Wite the light, sign the fire,

The Decl aration will inspire!

June twenty-eight —the dawn begun,
The age of freedom has begun!

Wite the Iight, sign the fire,

The Decl aration will inspire!

June twenty-eight —the dawn begun,

The age of freedom has begun!

The Decl arati on
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DAVI D RAMSAY

June 28, seventeen seventy siX.

A warm Friday in Philadel phia, the air thick with heat and
hi st ory.

Jefferson’s draft [ay upon the table —

five pages of ink that would soon redraw the map of the world.
He had written not just for a Congress, nor a continent,

but for conscience itself.

And when those words were read al oud,

the roomfell into that rarest of silences —

the kind reserved for nmonments when manki nd hears itself naned
out | oud.

“We hold these truths to be sel f-evident,
that all men are created equal,

that they are endowed by their Creator with certain unalienable
Ri ght s,

t hat among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of
Happi ness.”

Si npl e words.

No royal titles, no scripture, no sword.

Just the nost dangerous sentence ever written —
one that made kings nervous and commoners brave.

Jefferson never bragged about it.
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In fact, he spent the next fifty years defending it —

not from enem es, but from editors.

Congress cut whol e paragraphs, struck out |ines against slavery,
snmoot hed his poetry into politics.

He grunbl ed, of course —who woul dn’t?

But history, ever the honest judge, restored the nmel ody.

You see, Jefferson wote in a voice that bel onged to everyone.
Hi s pen reached across oceans, across centuries.

Frenchmen would read it in their cafés,

Bol i var woul d quote it from horseback,

Li ncol n would echo it at

ENSEMBLE + RAMSAY: Gettysburg, and the world would | earn that
l'i berty, once spoken clearly,

DAVI D RAMSAY

can never again be silenced.

He gave revolution its grammar,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

grammar ,

DAVI D RAMSAY

and rebellion its rhythm
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rhyt hm

DAVI D RAMSAY

He turned grievance into gospel,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

gospel

DAVI D RAMSAY

and rebellion into reason.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Yeah yeah

DAVI D RAMSAY

And perhaps that is the mracle —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

mracle —

DAVI D RAMSAY

that a young man in a rented room

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

rented room

The Decl arati on

scriptnore.com |

164



The Decl arati on
DAVI D RANMBAY

armed with nothing but conviction and candl el i ght,

could strike a chord still ringing two and a half centuries
| ater.

Jefferson believed the pen could do what arm es could not —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

make freedom t hi nkabl e.

DAVI D RAMSAY

And when freedom becones t hi nkabl e,

it beconmes inevitable.

So remember: nations are not born in battles al one.
Some are born in sentences.

This was one of them

BLACKOUT

ACT Xl I (THE DEBATE & ADOPTI ON)
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SETTING A continuation of the split-stage world, now focused on
consequence, conmprom se, and irrevocabl e choice.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk is crowded once nore,

but the pages are no |onger drafts—they are fair copies,
amendments, and struck passages. Ink is darker, strokes firmer.
Ranmsay’s work now carries weight beyond record; he is preserving
the moment when words survived negotiation. The candl e burns
steadily, as if history itself is holding its breath.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE I11’'s elevated throne remai ns, though
increasingly distant fromthe center of action. Official
correspondence |ies unopened or partially read. The space
suggests authority still intact—but unaware that a decision has
al ready slipped beyond its reach.

STAGE CENTER: The Continental Congress chamber. Desks are
arranged in formal rows, papers neatly stacked, chairs aligned.
This is no workshop; it is a deliberative hall. Quills are
ready, but hesitation hangs in the air. The space nmust support
debate, interruption, silence, and ultimately unanimty. This is
wher e | anguage becones | aw.

AT RI SE:

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, reviewing multiple copies of the
Decl aration. He notes revisions, crossings-out, and margi nal

mar ks, carefully preserving both what remains and what has been
renoved.

KING GEORGE Il sits STAGE RI GHT, distracted by routine
governance. He listens to a report, dism sses it, and turns
away—dnaware that his authority is being argued clause by clause
el sewhere.

In the STAGE CENTER, del egates of the Continental Congress take
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their seats. ADAMS stands near the center aisle, restless,
energi zed. JEFFERSON sits at his desk, guarded, protective of
the words he has written. FRANKLIN noves between them calm
observant, prepared to tenper conviction with pragmatism

Pages are shuffled. Quills are lifted. The air tightens.

This is not the writing of ideals—this is the testing of them
As the lights settle, a single draft of the Declaration is
rai sed for consideration, and the Congress prepares to decide

whi ch words will survive—and whether the idea they contain is
worth everything that will follow.
JOHN ADAMS

Gentl emen, we neet to consider M. Jefferson’s decl aration.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

| wrote these lines to free our chains,

Not to decorate debates wi th pains.

JOHN ADAMS

Then brace your heart, my eloquent friend,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Freedonl s born when argunments end.
Debate the lines, debate the fate,

Thirteen voices must create a st ate!

scriptnore.com| 167



The Decl arati on

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Strike that line on slavery

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

t oo severe!

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Hal f our coast still profits here.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Then stri ke our conscience while you' re at it too!
What |iberty’s worth chains to you?

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Gentl emen, please —we can’t free the world in a single verse.

Let posterity inprove what we can’'t reverse.

JOHN ADANVS

Keep the core, Toml The truth nust stand,
Even if they trimthe edge by hand.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Cut the grievance / keep the flane,
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Words refined

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

t he cause the sanme.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

They carve ny heart to fit their ear,

Truth bled out so they won’t hear fear.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

Tom remenber: lightning nust find a path to ground.

Sonmetimes you |lose a tree to save the town.

THOVAS JEFFERSON

They' || erase the lines that cut too deep.

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

Yes —but your words will wake the world from sl eep.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Not yet —not yet —

The Decl arati on
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Not yet —not yet —we |ack alliances, arnms,
Peace with chains is the worst di sease!
No cure but freedom no doctor but wll,

Vote now —or Britain owns us still!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Virginia votes aye!
Sout h Carolina ...aye.
Aye —aye —aye —ayel
Virginia votes aye!
Sout h Carolina ...aye.
Aye —aye —aye —ayel!

JOHN ADAMVS

Twel ve votes aye ... New York abstains.

The noti on —-carri ed.

The Decl arati on

and peace!

scriptnore.com |

170



The Decl arati on

THOVAS JEFFERSON

“We, therefore, the Representatives of the United States of
America, in General Congress, assenbled, appealing to the
Supreme Judge of the world for the rectitude of our intentions,
do, in the Name, and by Authority of the good People of these
Col oni es,

sol emnly publish and declare, that these United Col onies are,
and of Ri ght ought to be,

Free and | ndependent States.”

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
Now, we must all hang together...

or most assuredly we shall hang separately.

JOHN ADANVS

Posterity will celebrate this day with shows, ganes, and bells
from one end of the continent to the other.
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ring the bells, raise the flane,

Wite our rights in freedoni s nane!
From i nk and voice and sacred sound,
The birth of nations shakes the ground!
Ring the bells, raise the flane,

Wite our rights in freedom s nane!
From i nk and voi ce and sacred sound,

The birth of nations shakes the ground!

“July 4, Seventeen Seventy-Six — The Decl arati on Adopted.”

“July 4, Seventeen Seventy-Six — The Decl aration Adopted.”

KI NG GEORGE | 1|

“Free and i ndependent States”?

Aha, Oh, bless their rebellious little hearts.
They' ve finally learned to write —how... ador abl e.
Da- da- da- da- da- da- da- da- da- da- da,

Da- da- da- da- da- da- da- da- da- da- da

they wwote ne a note,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da-da-da -da -da -da -da

scriptnore.com |

172



KI NG GEORGE |11

—with treason to quote!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da -da -da -da -da

KI NG GEORCE || |

They say they’ ve broken every tie —

Oh, really? How quaint. Shall | reply?

The Decl arati on

Let’s see —“self-evident truths,” “all men are equal” ...

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Aha

KING GEORGE |11

Did Franklin proofread this? He does |ove a punchline.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

They call me tyrant, call me brute,

KING CGEORGE |11

But wear ny silk and

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

drink my fruit.
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KI NG GEORGE |11

They dump nmy tea, then

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

steal my crown,

KI NG GEORCE || |

And call it “rights” —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

upsi de down!
Upsi de down! Upsi de down!

KI NG GEORCE | | |

They think a Congress makes a King?

(Laughs)

They' || |earn what real crowns bring!

Let themtry to rule thensel ves.

Thirteen squabbling provinces arguing about postage and prayer.
Mark my words —within a decade, they'Il come crawl i ng back
beggi ng for ships, sugar, and civilization.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da -da -da -da -da
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KI NG GEORGE |11

go, be bold,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da -da -da -da -da

KI NG GEORCE || |

in rags, not gold!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da -da -da -da -da

KI NG GEORCE | | |

Oh, you' Il see —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Da- da-da -da -da -da -da

KI NG GEORCE | | |

You can’'t divorce a King |like me!
Enj oy your independence, mny darlings.

It’s ever so fashionable —until the bills arrive.
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Da- da-da, they said they're free...
Da-da-da, they said they're free...
Da- da-da, they said they're free...

Da-da-da —we' Il see, we'll see...

The Decl arati on
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The Fourth of July, Seventeen Seventy-SiX.

A hot nmorning in Philadel phia,

the kind that makes the parchnment curl at the corners
and the air taste |like history.

The debate was over.

The vote was cast.

The words —Jefferson’s words —had survived the storm
And now, those words bel onged not to nen,

but to a nation being born.

Qutside, carriages rattled, bells tolled,

and the news began to spread |ike sunrise.

From t he steeple of Independence Hal

to the harbor at Boston,

from Charl eston’s wharves to the hills of Virginia,

a whi sper turned to a shout —

and a shout becanme a revol ution.

That day, Congress did not sign all at once —

no grand ceremony, no fanfare or fireworks,

just a trenbling of hands,

a gl ance over shoul ders,
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and the knowl edge that each nanme

was a wager on life itself.

Fifty-six nmen signed.

Farmers and nerchants, |awyers and dreaners,

all pledging their “lives, fortunes, and sacred honor”
to an idea that had never before existed on earth —

t hat the governed m ght govern thensel ves.

OQutside the hall, the people waited —

hungry for proof that the old world had finally broken.

VWhen t he announcenment canme,

bells began to ring,

first in Philadel phi a,

then down the coast |ike a chain of thunder.
The great bell in the State House tower —

t he one that would | ater be called Liberty —
rang until its tongue cracked.

And as it rang, the colonies were no | onger col onies.
They were a country —

raw, untested, and gloriously free.

The King would nmock them

Eur ope woul d doubt them

Even they, at times, would doubt thenselves.

The Decl arati on

scriptnore.com| 178



But that single sheet of paper

had changed t he granmar of power forever.
Empi res speak in commands;

republics, in prom ses.

And that July norning,

the world heard a prom se so bold

that it still echoes —

in every voice that dares to say,

We, the people..

BLACKOUT

ACT XIIl (THE FI RST READI NG)
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SETTING A continuation of the split-stage world, now defined by
public voice, irreversible declaration, and the transfer of
power from parchment to people.

STAGE LEFT: DAVID RAMSAY's writing desk is orderly for the first
time. The pages before himare no |longer drafts or argunments;

they are finished text. Inkpots are capped, quills set aside.
Ranmsay’s task has shifted fromrecording debate to witnessing
consequence. His posture is still, reverent, aware that the
words he chronicled are about to | eave the room and enter the
wor | d.

STAGE RI GHT: KING GEORGE I11’'s elevated throne remai ns unchanged

in form but dimnished in presence. Correspondence |ies
unopened. Maps remni n unconsulted. Authority persists, but it no
| onger commands the narrative. The throne is intact—yet already
obsol et e.

STAGE CENTER: An open civic space that can serve sinultaneously
as the Pennsylvania State House yard, a public square, and the
symbolic threshold between government and governed. A raised

pl atform or steps allow for proclamation. Bells, broadsides, and
gat hered citizens are inplied. This space nmust support
amplificati on—voice carried outward, words rel eased beyond the
chamber .

AT RI SE:

DAVI D RAMSAY sits STAGE LEFT, observing rather than writing. His
hands rest on the conpl eted docunent, as though reluctant to | et
it go.

KI NG GEORGE 11l sits STAGE RIGHT, renoved from the acti on,
occupied with routine matters of state. He does not | ook up.

In the STAGE CENTER, ADAMS, JEFFERSON, FRANKLI N, and the
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del egates assenble with quiet gravity. The ENSEMBLE gat hers as

citizens—printers, |aborers, women, apprentices, soldiers—drawn

by anticipation rather than command.

A bell tolls.

A single copy of the Declaration is lifted.
This is not debate.

This is not revision.

This is the noment words becone sound.

As the lights settle, JEFFERSON steps forward to read, the crowd

leans in, and the written argunment of a continent
speak itself aloud for the first time.

JOHN ADAMS

July 8th, Phil adel phi a.
The words are ready —now let the world hear them
Fromquill to voice, fromink to air,

Let freedom breathe —decl are, decl are.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Read it! Read it al oud!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

“Mhen in the Course of human events,

it beconmes necessary for one people

prepares to
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BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)

“We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are
created equal ..”

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Equal —equal —equal in right!

“.that they are endowed by their Creator with certain
unal i enabl e Ri ghts,

t hat among these are Life, Liberty and the pursuit of
Happi ness.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Li fe,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Li berty, and Happi ness!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

These truths are ours, no nore, no | ess!

JOHN ADAMS

No Ki ng decrees your destiny,

No scepter writes your history!
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

You are the authors of your days —

Stand free, stand proud, ignite the blaze!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“That to secure these rights, Governments are instituted among
Men,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

deriving their just powers fromthe consent of the governed..!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Consent —consent —

THOVAS JEFFERSON

of the governed!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

“.that whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of
t hese ends,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it.”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

It is our right,
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

it is our call,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

it is our call,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

To tear down tyrants —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ah

THOVAS JEFFERSON

once for all!

ENSEMBLE + JEFFERSON: once for all!

JOHN ADANVS

A long train of abuses, a |long chain of pain,
Each grievance etched in royal stain.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

He t axed us!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

He starved us!
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

He burned our towns.

JOHN ADANVS

He scarred us!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Every |line a wound renmenmbered

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
and forgiven only through freedom

“We, therefore, the Representatives of the United States of
Anmeri ca,

in General Congress, Assenbl ed, appealing to the Supreme Judge
of the world

for the rectitude of our intentions,

do, in the Name, and by Authority of the good People of these
Col oni es,

solemnly publish and decl ar e,

that these United Col onies are, and of Right ought to be,

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Free and | ndependent!

Free and i ndependent!
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JOHN ADAMS

“..and for the support of this Declaration,
with a firmreliance on the protection of Divine Providence,

we mutually pledge to each other our Lives, our Fortunes, and
our sacred Honor."”

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We hold these truths, self-evident,
Al'l men equal —heaven-sent!

Consent of the governed sets us free,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Al ter or abolish tyranny!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Life and Liberty —our claim

Happi ness —our righteous fl ane!

We pl edge our honor, our fortunes, our lives,

To keep this freedom alive! We hold these truths, self-evident,
Al'l men equal —heaven-sent!

Consent of the governed sets us free,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Alter or abolish tyranny!
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ENSEMBLE + JEFFERSON

Life and Liberty —our claim

Happi ness —our righteous fl ane!

We pl edge our honor, our fortunes, our lives,

To keep this freedom alive! We hold these truths,
Al'l men equal —heaven-sent!

Consent of the governed sets us free,

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Alter or abolish tyranny!

ENSEMBLE + JEFFERSON

Life and Liberty —our claim

Happi ness —our righteous fl ane!

We pl edge our honor, our fortunes, our lives,

To keep this freedom alive!

The Decl arati on
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DAVI D RAMSAY

The people had heard the words —

“We hold these truths to be self-evident.” —

and once they heard them they could never be unheard again.
But decl arations are not victories.

They are only begi nni ngs.

And what began in ink on July Fourth,

woul d take seven | ong years of fire, frost, and faith to nmake
real .

The Revol utionary War raged from 1775 to 1783 —

ei ght years in total if you count the sparks before the flame.
Ei ght years of inmpossible odds —

of barefoot soldiers at Valley Forge,

of farm boys facing redcoats in open fields,

of hunger, heartbreak, and heroi sm

And then, finally — September 3rd, 1783 —

The Treaty of Paris was signed.

Britain at | ast acknow edged what Jefferson’s pen had decl ared:

that these United States were Free and | ndependent.

The last British troops sailed away from New York that November.

Ei ght years, two continents, one idea —

and the idea had won.
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But freedom ny friends, is not a finish |ine.

It’s a lifelong argunent between hope and habit.
Thomas Jefferson —the young man with the quill —
becanme the third President of the United States,
bought Loui siana for a song,

and on July 4th, 1826 —fifty years to the day —

di ed as the bells of |Independence Day rang once nore.
John Adams, his fiery friend and rival

outlived himby a few hours that same day.

His final words: “Thomas Jefferson still survives.”
He was wrong by hours —but right in spirit.

Benjam n Franklin, ever the philosopher,

hel ped craft peace with Britain,

then the Constitution itself.

He left this world in 1790 with a warning still worth heedi ng:

“Those who woul d give up essential liberty to purchase a little
tenporary safety

deserve neither liberty nor safety.”

And Ki ng George the Third?

He ruled for fifty-nine years —

| ong enough to | ose not only a continent,

but, in time, his own m nd.
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In his final years, blind and deaf,

he wandered W ndsor Castle humm ng hymns to a kingdom t hat was
no | onger whol e.

Yet fromhis |loss, a new world rose —

a republic born not from conquest, but conviction.

A pl ace where words, not crowns, held power.

Where ordinary people —farmers, printers, teachers, nmerchants
— becane citizens.

The Revolution did not end with Britain' s departure.

It began there —in every age where freedom has to be written
agai n.

Jefferson gave us the | anguage.

Adanms gave us the courage.

Franklin gave us the wit.

And the people —you, nme, all of us —

Gave those words their meaning.

The Decl arati on began as one voice in Philadel phia —

but it becane the voice of the worl d.

BLACKOUT

ACT FI NALE
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SETTI NG An open, unified stage. The split-stage world

di ssol ves—no left, no right, no center of power apart fromthe
peopl e thensel ves. Thrones, desks, docks, halls, and streets
have receded. What remains is a shared civic space: bare,
expansi ve, and inclusive. Light is even and forward-facing,
inviting the audience into the final reckoning. The stage

bel ongs to everyone.

AT RI SE:

Al'l performers—-ADAMS, JEFFERSON, FRANKLI N, RAMSAY, KI NG GEORGE
11, and the ENSEMBLE—stand together at CENTER STAGE. No one is
el evated. No one is hidden. Roles remain, hierarchy does not.

RAMSAY hol ds the conpl eted record; JEFFERSON t he words; ADAMS
the resolve; FRANKLIN the wit; KING GEORGE the consequence. The
ENSEMBLE forms the living body of the nation-to-be.

A shared breath.
The silence is not anticipation—+t is recognition.
This is not the end of the story.

It is the moment the story becomes everyone's. As the lights
settle, the conpany faces outward—toward history, toward
posterity, toward the audi ence—ready to speak the final truth
t oget her.

JOHN ADAMS

We are the voices that dared to be free,

Born fromthe ink of a brave decree!

scriptnore.com |

191



The Decl arati on

THOVAS JEFFERSON

Fromthirteen fires to one great flane,

We stand as one and speak our nane!

ADAMS & JEFFERSON: We wrote the words that shaped the dawn—

Atruth so strong it carried on!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We fought with passion, pen, and plea—
Until the world could hear and see!

BENJAM N FRANKLI N

(spoken)
A spark of reason, a nation’'s start—
A lightning strike to freedonm s heart!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Rai se the torch, let justice shine—
Every age, every voice, every tine!
Freedom s prom se, bold and bright—

A song that turns the dark to |ight!
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DAVI D RAMSAY

The Decl arati on was not the end.
It was the opening note—

and history has been singing ever since.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

We hold these truths—
Oh, we hold these truths—
We hold these truths to be self-evident!

THOVAS JEFFERSON

That all are created equal —
that liberty is meant for all people!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Freedom
JOHN ADANMS
Freedom
ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
Freedom
BENJAM N FRANKLI N
Justicel —
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ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Justi cel
THOVAS JEFFERSON
Voi ces!
ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON
Voi ces!

JEFFERSON + ADAMS + FRANKLIN: Rise! —

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Ri sel

KING GEORCE |||

| tried to rule you fromny throne,

But freedom s will outshone ny own.

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Hi story writes what Kkings could not—

KI NG GEORCE | | |

A people’'s courage can’'t be bought.
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THOVAS JEFFERSON

No crown above the people’'s will—

No force that can our hunger still!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

From every shore to every | and—

The right to rise, to speak, to stand!
Here’'s to the pen!

Here’'s to the fight!

Here’'s to the dawn that breaks the night!

Here's to the dream the brave unfurl ed—

Decl arati on

JEFFERSON + ENSEMBLE: THE DECLARATI ON — THE VOl CE OF THE WORLD!

ENSEMBLE OF REVOLUTI ON

Here’'s to the fight!

Here’'s to the dawn that breaks the night!
Here’'s to the dream the brave unfurl ed—
THE DECLARATI ON — THE VOl CE OF THE WORLD!

THE VO CE OF THE WORLD!

JEFFERSON + ENSEMBLE: THE VO CE OF THE WORLD!
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