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PROLOGUE

1790. A section of the deck of a schooner. A star-lit night,
wind in the sails, rushing water, the creak of tackle.

A middle-aged man and a g1rl lean on the :htp.r rail and
gze out over the ocean. Jefferson and ' his daughter
Patsy. He is tall and thin, his face too sensitive, a gentleness
almost womanish written on it. He has du’pensed with the
wig of the period. His hair, mfﬂed by the winds, is reddish,
streaked with gray. The girl is in her late teens, vibrant, lithe,
handsome. Above them a helmsman, in shadow, steers the ship.

The Captain approaches them.
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capTAIN. Evening, sir.
yerrersoN. Good evening, Captain.
patsy. Are we nearing land, Captain?

capTaIN. If we hold to our course. Gittin’
impatient?

(patsy laughs.)

yerrersoN. Tell me, does the voyage home
always take forever?

caprain. Longer'n that, sometime. (Looks
at the sky.) May blow up a bit, sir. Better
think a goin’ below. (He salutes, goes
off. PATsY and JEFFERSON stare out over
the ocean.)

patsy. I wonder will the house be the way
1 remember it.

JeFFERsoN. Not as large, perhaps. You
were only a little lady when we left.

patsy. How long ago that seems!
JEFFERSON, Doesn’t it?

patsy. I's odd. Now that we’re coming
home again, all those years in Paris sud-
denly seéin so unreal, don’t they, Papa?

JEFFERSON. Yes.
(She sighs. yEFFERSON looks at her, smiles.)
paTsY. Are we going to New. York first?

JEFFERSON (shakes his head). Direct to
Monticello.

patsy. 1 thought you might want to sce
President Washington at once.

jerrersoN. We'll go home first and ar-
range your wedding.

paTsy. Won't the President be waiting your
answer?
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DTS-

JEFFERSON. Not particularly—no.

(Pause.)

PATsY, Papa?

JEFFERSON. Yes, dear?
PATSY. I've been wondering.
JEFFERSON, What?

PaTsY. Do you think we should put it
off? My wedding?

JEFFERSON, Put it off?

PATsY. If you accept the President’s offer,
you'll have to live in New York. You'll
be alone for the first time in your life.
You'll be utterly miserable. I know you too
well.

JEFFERsON. But I have no intention of zc.
cepting.
PATSY, You haven't?

JEFFERsON. He’s given me the option of
refusal. And I certainly mean to take ad-
viantige of it.

PATSY (vasdly relieved ). W!l:y‘”didn’t you
tell me? i

JEFFERSON. It never occurred to me. .

(Pause.) You see, dearest, I discovered a
long - time ‘ago that Nature didn’t make
me for public office. I accepted the French
post only bBecause—at the time—your
mother’s death had left me so blank. . . .
I fancied a change of scene would .o
(He breaks off.) ‘

PaTsY. I know, Father. (A long pouse as
they both stave into space.) Strange out
there. R

JEFFERsON. Time and space seem to dis-

BAE . R— I Rz o
(HEBB7—%)
H#k TR e

Btk (RERFER M5 | T
¥ » RIGIEE ?

B : TR 2

EUbk © (SA0PR I bt e »
MIRBLIHEHRAYE Y IR
RAEEREBMETE—N o 4
—ERBET ; R R
Bo

BEDE  REmREEE o

EURE  PRIER AT

B BT RRENAS .
RETDHEEL o RER Q4T
FRIAEN - =

B (RAWET— o) K
DRI REBRE SFRE ? -

#mﬁ:amm%mﬁmny
(REITLR » FRu1808 > 30
ERRBME > RAKE KK
HRMER o« REFLIESE
BN ASMRET » FURB R B
AN — RIS R R R
l;gjsgm ...... amﬁﬁﬁ_
BBRE (L KP L)

AM:RBE B8. (Anm
A—FIEREF » BT RiA
) KBAROAMI 0

BRUBE © BSRIRI DN ST
TRy o



appear.
patsy. I wish she were waiting for us at
home. '

JEFFERSON. Your mother?

ratsy. Yes. I never think of Monticello
without thinking of her. She used to love
to tell me about your wedding night.
JEFFERSON. Did she?

patsy. In the garden cottage, midst such
a clutter of your drawings and your books
and your inventions, you could hardly
move about.

JEFFERSON (smiles), That’s right.

vaTsy. And how you lit a fire, and found
half a bottlg of wine a workman had left
behind some books. And mother played
the pianoforte and you your violin, and
you sang old songs.

(The wind -rises. JEFFERSON draws his
cloak tighter.)

jEFFERsoN, It is blowing up a bit. Excuse
me. (He starts off.) .

paTsy. Where are you going?

JEFFERsON. ] want to take a look at your
sister.

patsy. She’s asleep, Father.

yerrersoN. She’ll have kicked off her
blanket. She might catch a chill. We don’t
want her coming home with the sniffles.
(He goes off.)

PATSY (calls after him ). Father!
JEFFERsON (off). Yes?

patsy. I'll go. You wait here.
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JEFFERsON. All right, dear. (Re-enters.)
eatsy. I'll be right back.

(PATSY goes. JEFFERSON stares off toward
the horizon. The hypnotic surge of the
water. . . . The moonlight fades yntil he
and the ship become a single silhouette
in the night. Soft music dimly heard. . .
Slowly, dancing as if on the ocean, the
exterior of an enchanting house material-
izes. Monticello! Snow is falling and has
piled decp around it.)

(Laughter is heard offstage. ToM JEFFER-
SON, @ young man, and MARTHA, @ young
woman, radiantly beautiful, appear, shak-
ing the snow off their cloaks.)

MARTHA, Was there ever such a wedding
night? I declare, Tom Jefferson, those last
few miles the -horses fairly flew through
the snow, -

JEFFERSON (points 1o the house). There it

is, Martha.

(MARTHA turns, gasps.)
MARTHA.'Oh, Tom!
JEFFERsoN. You like it?

MARTHA. T never dreamed it would . .,
You really designed this, yourself?'

yerFERsoN, For you, Martha. (Takes her
hand.) ,

MARTHA. It’s incredibly lovely.
JEFFERSON. Your hand is like jce. Come!

MARTHA. No! I want to stand here and
look at it 2 minute more. Please!

JerFERsoN, Itll be ready for us to move

into by April. Till then we'll use the
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garden cottage. (Apologeticaily.) It's only
one room.

MARTHA (laughs). Like a couple of dor-
mice. We won't stir till Spring. (Looks
about, enchanted. Points offstage.) Your
Blue Ridge Mountains are out there?

JEFFERsON (nods). There’s onc peak,
Martha, the sun tips with pure gold. And
from here Nature spreads a magic carpet
below—rocks, rivers, mountains, for-
ests . . .

MARTHA. | can’t wait for morning.

yEFFERsON. When stormy weather’s brew-
ing, you can look down into her work-
shop and sec her fabricating clouds and
?ail and snow and lightmng—at your
ect.

MARTHA., Tom, dearest?
JEFFERSON. Yes, Martha?

MARTHA. | can’t tell you what you've done
for me.

yerrersoN. What I've done for you?

MmARTHA. Before I met you, circumstances
and the intolerance of little men had be-
gun to make me lose faith. The earth had
begun to shrink. Living had become some-
thing quite unimportant. Then, the night
we met, after the gay chatter, when you
began to talk gravely, I suddenly fell in
love, not only with you. I fell in love with
the possibilities of the whole race of man.
(She stops short. He is gazing at her,
laughing.) Now, what are yow laughing
at, Mr. Jefferson?

JEFFERSON, If I live to be a thousand and
close my eyes—this is the way I'll see you,
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my love. With snow on your face and your
eyes shining!

MARTHA. Oh, Tom, I'm only trying to say
I'm happy.

JEFFERSON. Are you?
MARTHA. And I want to be bussed.
(He kisses her tenderly.)

JEFFERSON,
“When we dwell on the lips of the lass we
adore,
Not a' pleasure in nature is missing.
May his soul be in Heaven
He deserved it, 'm sure,
Who was first the inventor of kissing.”

(She laughs. They embrace.)

MaktHA. Wil you love me so forever,
Tom?

JEFFERSON. Forever and ever—and ever
-+« (She skivers.) You shivered? You
are cold.

(The light begins 1o fade.)

MARTHA, A bitl

JEFFERSON. Come, Mrs. Jefferson. (He
Sweeps her up in his arms.) We'll light
a fire that will warm you to the end of
timel (He carries her ofl. Suddenly the
roar of a rising wind. Men’s voices far off.)

CAPTAIN's .voIcE (offstage). Port quarter|

(Monticello fades and_ vanishes. CAPTAIN °

enicrs, approaches the dreaming silhouctte
©of JEFFERsON.)

CAPTAIN.. Runnin’ into a patch of ugly
weather. Better go below, sir, (The sudden
roar of wind. The wheel spins.) Watch the
helm, Higgins! Bring the wind on the
port quarter!
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{voice offstage: “Aye, sir” Many voices
offstage. Exit capTAIN, The babble of men’s
vcices raised in argument.)

(Another vision appears in space. Young
JEFFERSON, seated at a desk, a manuscript
before him. As the voices are heard, he
looks from one antagonist to another.)

FIRsT voicE. Georgia votes nay.

sECOND voice. This document is a mass of
glittering generalities,

THIRD voICcE. Carolina votes nay. I move
to strike out the clause condemning the
slave traffic. It has no place here. Georgia
and Carolina object.

FOURTH VOICE. Motion to strike out clause
condemning the slave traffic. Hands! For?
(TEerFERSON looks about, dismayed, count-
ing the votes.) Against? (JEFFERSON raises
his hand.) Motion carried. You will please
strike out that clause.

(7EFFERSON bitterly scratches out the of-
fending clause.) -

REID’s voIck. That second sentence. Don’t
like it.

JEFFERSON. But this is the heart of it, man.

Are we going to have to creep up on
liberty, inch by inch? -

voice. Where does this lead? No wonder
we're driving all our men of property into
the arms of the loyalists.

JEFFERsON. | was asked to write the decla.
ration and  wrote it. | haven’t tried u«
be original. This is a simple expression
of the Ameriéan mind. Our people want
this.

REID’s voicE. From a legalistic view-
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point . ..

yEFrerRsoN, The men who migrated to
America, who built it with their sweat
and blood were laborers, not lawyers.

REID’s voici. Plague on’t, boy! You want
some precedent. Where can you show me
anything like this in history?

JEFFERsON. Where in history do we sec
anything like this new world or the man
of this new world? Where have we ever
seen a land so marked by destiny to build
a fiew free society based on the rights of
man? Precedent? Let’s make precedent!
Better to set a good example, than follow
a bad one.

REID’s VOICE. Are you aware, sir, of the
consequences?

JEFFERSON - {controls Kis emotion, rises,

steps from behind the desk, appeals 10 the

assembly). There is not 2 man in the
whole empire who wishied conciliation
more than 1. But, by the God that madc
me, I would have sooner ceased to exist
than yield my freedom. And, in this, I
know 1 s for America. I am sorry to
find a2 bloody campaign is decided on.
But, since it is forced on us, we must drub
the enemy and drub him soundly. We
must teach the sceptered tyrant we are not
brutes to kiss the hand that scourges us.
But this is not enocugh. We are now de-
ciding “everlastingly our future and the
future of our innecent posterity. Our peo-
ple have already been fighting a year—
for what? (He picks up the document.)
For this. Let us give it to them—in writ-
ing—now. Now is the time to buttress the
liberty we're fighting for. It can’t be too
strongly emphasized] Now, while men are
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bleeding and dying. Tomorrow they may
grow tired and careless, and a new despot
may find in the old laws an instrument
to rob their liberty again. Now is the
time to build a free society. Now! Not
later.

REID’s vorck. I'll debate this point all day.

JEFFERSON (fiercely). No member of this
Congress is more eager than I to settle
the business on hand and go home. My
wife is ill and bearing me a child, and
while T stay here she’s doing all my work
at home. I'm half mad with anxiety, but
I'll stay on all summer, if necessary, to
fight for this one sentence.

(Pause.)

Re’s voick, Well—er—Read it again.
Let’s examine it again!

JEFFERSON ('sits. Reads from the document,
his voice rich with deep emotion). We
hold these truths to be self-evident: that
all men are created equal; that they are
endowed by their Creator with certain
inalienable rights; that among these are
life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness;
that to secure these rights, governments
are instituted among men, deriving their
just powers from the consent of the gov-
erned.

(The Liberty Bell begins to peal. Young
JEFFERSON’s face is transfigured by an
almast sacred light, which grows brighter,
then fades and vanishes. Total darkness
obscures even the shadowy ship and the
dreaming silhouétte of yerreRson In the
darkness the Liberty Bell peals louder and
louder, then fades off—Soft, sweet, ghosily
music. . . . The image of MARTHA appears,
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smiling sadly. The dreamer on the ship
becomes visible again. He reaches out his
hand.) '

JEFFERSON (murmurs). Forgive me,
Martha! It was such a price to ask of you.

Forgive me! I wanted a happy world— -

for us; and, reaching for it, I lost you.
(The ghost of MARTHA smiles sadly and
shakes her head.) Oh, my darling, in every
picture I ever painted of the future you
were the foreground. Without you, there’s
no picture. There’s . . .

PATSY’s voick (off). Father!

(The ghost of MARTHA reackes out her
hand, then fades and vanishes. PATSY ap-
pears.)

patsy. Father! (The light comes on slowly.
The ship again. PATsY is at his side.)
Maria’s all right. Father.

JEFFERsON. Hm?
paTsy. She’s sound asleep—Maria.

yerrersoN. Oh! Good. Did she kick off
the blanket?

patsy. Yes, but I tucked her in again.
Tight.
JEFFERsON. Good.

PATsY. You were so deep in meditation.
What were you thinking?

JEFFERSON. Oh—nothing, dear. Just think-
ing.

(From above, the watch suddenly cries
out, “Land ho!” The cry is repeated be-
low. From above, “Two points 10 the
starboard! Land hol”)

patsy. Father! There it is! Do you see?.
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JEFrERsON. No. Where, Patsy? Where?
parsy. That light! There!

JEFFERSON (peering off, his face working
with emotion). Yes, yes, it’s land! It’s
America, Patsy.

paTsy. We're home, again.
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ACT ONE
SCENE I

Scene: New York, Spring 1790. The MacComb mansion
on lower Broadway, the Presidential residence. President
Washington, tight-lipped on grave, is listening to scholarly,
prematurely wizened James Madison and Alexander
Hamilton, a short, handsome, young man of (flashing
-personality and proud, carriage. Colonel Humphreys, foppish
and affected, stands by, his face a mirror reflecting Hamilton’s
lightning changes of mood.
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MADISON (vehemently). 1f Colonel Hamil- @IS | (% 3.) BinXe W
ton’s treasury bill is re-introduced, Con- P LB O R R tH 3R
gress will kill it again, NE BELEAF-REE

HAMILTON (dryly). Mr. Madison, ] am Ee ‘-
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MapisoN. Yes, but what kind? That’s the
question.

HaMiILTON. You cry, “Speculation!” That’s
not the issue at all, and you know it.
MmapisoN. I know nothing of the sort. On
the contrary.

Hamu.ToN. You deny your South is afraid
the North will profit a little more?

MapisoN. And will they? Will they?

HAMILTON. That’s beside the point. Yes,
they will. What of it? (He turns 10 wash-
INGTON, pleading.) The crying need of this
infant government now is confidence in its
financial policy.

MapisoN. Exactly. And is this the way to
achieve it?

HAMILTON. Question? Can the wise and
fearned Congressman from Virginia pro-
pose any better plan?

MapisoN. Colonel Hamilton! Persopali-
ties are not the . . .

WASHINGTON.  Gentlemen! Gentlemen!
Thank you, Mr. Madison, for your views.
Of course it is not in this office to inter-
fere with the people’s legislature.

MmapisoN. Thank you!

HaMiILTON. But, Mr. President! You . . .

WASHINGTON. Congress must decide the
merits of your bill,

MADIsON. Good day, Mr. President. (Bows
fo HAMILTON, who is almost bursting with
fury.) Colonel Hamilton.

HAMILTON. My congratulations! You've
won a noble victory over unity and honor.
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(Map1soN smiles, shakes his head, goes.
HAMILTON turns t0 WASHINGTON.) I warn
you, sir . . .

WASHINGTON. Slow, Colonel. Slow but sure,
That must be our political maxim.

HAMILTON. I’'m afraid I may have to resign.
waAsHINGToN. Now, my boy!

HAMILTON. I can’t build a treasury out of
thin air.

wasHINGTON. | know, my boy. I know.
(He hands HAMILTON some papers.) Check
these figures for me. (He ruffles some
other documents.) These we'll go over
this evening. Mrs. Washington is expect-
ing you and your lady.

namiLToN. Mrs. Hamilton is confined to

WASHINGTON. She is? Anything wrong 9
HAMILTON. On the contrary.
WASHINGTON. Another?

HAMILTON. On the way.

wasHINGTON. By God! You little men) My
congratulations.

BAMILTON (laughs). Thank you, sir. I'll
check these, now. Is there anything else?

wasHINGTON. No. (HAMILTON furns 0 go.
A sergeant enters.)

sErRGEANT. His Excellency’s Ambassador
to the Court of France, Mr. Jefferson!

wasHINGTON. Oh! Good! Show him in.

SERGEANT. Yes, sir. (SERGEANT exifs.
HAMILTON wheels around.)

HAMILTON. Mr. Jeflerson in New York?
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