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. Thomas Paine
was born in the year
1737. His age is thirty-
seven at the beginning of the play
and seventy-two at the final curtain.
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During the course of the play, lighting and
a cyclorama backdrop will substitute
for built sets. However, various
props that are used — tables,
chairs, benches, et
cetera— should be
in the style of
the time.
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As the play opens, Tom PaINE enters. He
is neatly but poorly dressed in the style of
the time.

PAINE
England 1774! Where is he? Dr. Franklin? Dr. Franklin?

(FRANKLIN enters. He is dressed in brown
homespun, quite plain.)

PAINE
- (Trying to conceal his annoyance)

Well, sir, I've been waiting for an hour and a half. How long
do I wait — until doomsday? Does he know I'm here? Will
he see me at all?

(FRANKLIN smiles slightly as he nods.)

Well, what does that mean? Dr. Franklin will see me now?
Thank you.

FRANKLIN
(Leading)

In here, please.



(PaINE follows Dr. FRANKLIN, as if exit-
ing this room and entering FRANKLIN’s
study. The lights go up on two Windsor-style
chairs of the time, a coffee table between
them; a decanter of wine and glasses are on
the coffee table. PAINE stands and observes.)

FRANKLIN
(Almost apologetically)

I am Dr. Franklin.

PAINE
(Turning on him and regarding him with sur-

prise)
You, sir? But you're dressed like a servant.
(Pausing, realizing that his remark is inap-
propriate)
Well, sir, my name is Thomas Paine. I had an appointment
with you at two o’clock.

FRANKLIN
(Attempting to mollify him)

And it is now half-past three. I am sorry, Mr. Paine. Circum-
stances over which I have no control. I was at an important
meeting, and it took more time than I expected.

PAINE
(Controlling himself)

Naturally. Why don’t you say it? My time is of no importance.

FRANKLIN
Ah, now please, please, sir, don’t take umbrage.

PAINE
Oh, umbrage! It’s quite all right. ’'m not a gentleman, there-
fore, 'm not a man; not a gentleman, so I'm not human. Any
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half-witted, incompetent gentleman of quality has the right
to keep me waiting all afternoon, kick me out of his way, or
cane me on the street and then have me taken into custody —
or even have me hanged, if he only accuses me of stealing.

(His voice rises.)
Hanged, sir! And he has to prove nothing.

FRANKLIN
Oh, I don’t think I'll have you hanged, Mr. Paine. After all,
it was I who was late.

PAINE
You make light of it, sir. Do you know how many men are
hanged in England every day for stealing a loaf of bread, a
bit of meat, for their families? This stinking land chokes a
man. Maybe you don’t see that, Dr. Franklin. Well, sir, that
is why I am unable to tolerate your tolerance.

(Now PAINE realizes that he has gone too
far. The impact of what he is saying comes
home to him. He sighs, drops his hands, and
starts for the door.)

FRANKLIN
Where are you going, Mr. Paine?
PAINE
Out, sir. Before you have me thrown out.
FRANKLIN

(His face breaking into a smile)
Will you please sit down, Mr. Paine.
(PAINE turns to him.)

You are the first man in England who has spoken his mind
to me, openly and truthfully. I am in your debt, Mr. Paine.
Please sit down.



(FRANKLIN pours a glass of wine from the
decanter and offers it to PAINE. It lures
PAINE to the chair. He sits and drinks.
FRANKLIN pours another glass for himself.)

Your health, sir.

PAINE A
(He drinks, and then regards FRANKLIN
over his glass.)

FRANKLIN
Mr. Paine. I am intrigued and puzzled. Your manner of speech
and vocabulary.

PAINE
There speaks the man of science. He looks at Tom Paine sitting
here, and he becomes understandably curious as to how such a
common and worthless product of the British lower class com-
municates in words of more than one syllable.

(FRANKLIN bursts into laughter. PAINE
looks at him and then the laughter com-
municates itself. PAINE begins to laugh.)

FRANKLIN
Precisely. You are aggressive, provocative, petulant, and rhe-
torical.

PAINE
I'll take that as a compliment.

FRANKLIN
Let’s say, the provocation stimulates me and the rhetoric in-
trigues me.

PAINE
(He has finished his glass of wine and he
points to the bottle.)




May I?

(FRANKLIN nods. PAINE pours himself
another glass of wine.)

It’s the rhetoric that catches you. A fine handle of rhetoric
defines a writer.

FRANKLIN
So you’re a writer, Mr. Paine. I should have known.

PAINE
Well, that’s an exaggeration. I'm a writer in the way a man
who spends his life in a seaside village is a sailor. Oh, I've
written a few things.

FRANKLIN
I suppose you brought one of them with you.

PAINE
I thought you might be kind enough to look at it.

FRANKLIN
Fine, let’s see.

(PAINE takes a pamphlet out of his coat
pocket and hands it to FRANKLIN, who
leafs through it, reading here and there, as
PAINE speaks.)

PAINE
Only an exercise, Dr. Franklin.

FRANKLIN
An address to the Crown?

PAINE
A plea in the name of the customs agent, a plea for higher
wages. I wrote it when I was a customs agent.

(He leans forward, talking earnestly.)



Still —a damn sight better than being a corset maker. You
see, my father was a corset maker. If he were a beggar, I'd be
a beggar. Corset maker. There’s a craft. Did you ever try to

enclose a fat lady in a corset? Fifteen stone of squash— tits like
the heathered hills of Scotland.

(PAINE goes through the motions as he
speaks and, watching him, FRANKLIN be-
gins to laugh.)

And she hasn’t had a bath since she last took the waters at
Bath a fortnight ago. Head against her belly —yank —
tug —

(FRANKLIN is now convulsed with laughter.

He shakes his head and studies the pamphlet

again. PAINE stops clowmng and watches
FrRANKLIN, sidently and nervously.)

FRANKLIN
(Looking up at PAINE, nodding)

I like it, Mr. Paine. You write with style.

PAINE
Thank you.
FRANKLIN
With grace and with vigor.
PAINE
Thank you, sir!
FRANKLIN
And with a degree of elegance.
PAINE

Oh, no, no, Dr. Franklin. Don’t wish that on me. This land
stinks of elegance. I'll have none of it.



FRANKLIN
What will you have then, Mr. Paine? I still don’t know what
you want of me. Not that it isn’t a pleasant thing to meet you,
but why? Why this appointment? This desire to see me?
Surely it does no good to pour your anger out on my head.

PAINE
I want to go to America.

FRANKLIN
America. And why America, Mr. Paine?

PAINE

Very simple. It’s the only place in the world where a man can
breathe.

FRANKLIN
Even a man like yourself, Mr. Paine? What do you know of
America?

PAINE
(Passionately)

Everything I could read, Dr. Franklin —every book that’s
been written about America, every pamphlet. I am a writer,
as you just said, and there’s a place for writers in America.
Philip Freneau, Dr. Benjamin Rush, James Otis, even yourself,
sir— you're a writer. So I thought, sir, if I came to you, if I
made some sort of decent, palatable impression upon you,
you might give me a letter of introduction to the colonies.
I mean, a letter to someone who might offer me work as a
writer or as an editor.

(PAINE hangs on his last word, staring at
FrRaANKLIN. Then he sighs.)

You're absolutely right to hesitate after the way I've con-
ducted myself here. You’d be right to throw me out. Well, sir,
that’s the way I am.



FRANKLIN
(Interrupting him)

There are times, Mr. Paine, when you talk too much.

PAINE
Silence is a virtue I don’t pretend to.

FRANKLIN
A moment of silence can be very profitable. I understand
you're a Quaker?

PAINE
We share the same faith.
FRANKLIN
A man of peace?
PAINE
Yes.
FRANKLIN
A man with a family?
PAINE
Family? Well, I’'ve been married twice.
FRANKLIN
Twice, sir?
PAINE

Once for love, but she died. Then I married for money. Un-
fortunately the shrew still lives, but the money passed on. We
are now happily separated.

FRANKLIN
You are a free man?

PAINE
I wish to be.
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FRANKLIN
Of course, I'll give you a letter —if only to help you out of
England before they decide to hang you.

(FRANKLIN takes paper and quill and writes
quickly; as he writes, he pauses to read a sen-
tence, then writes again.)

“The bearer, Mr. Thomas Paine, is well recommended to me
as an ingenious and worthy young man. He goes to Pennsyl-
vania with a view of settling there ... I think him very
capable.”

(PAINE cocks his head and listens.)

PAINE
“Very capable.” Well, I suppose that’s a way of putting it. All
things considered, it’s damn generous. You could have said
that you were introducing a hotheaded, angry oaf whom no
one but a fool would pay a shilling to. Thank you, sir.

FRANKLIN
And now, Mr. Paine — off to America!

(Lights down. A brief musical passage, some-
thing very light, perhaps fife music or recorder
music, to help indicate a time change.)

RS

(The Philadelphia waterfront. Lights and
some ropes and bales and baskets. A seaman’s
bag is tossed at PAINE from offstage. He
spreads his arms in the joy of accomplish-
ment.)

PAINE
Note that I am here! Tom Paine, pamphleteer, writer extra-
ordinaire, and philosopher — mind you, philosopher —let it
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be known that Tom Paine stands at the threshold of the New
World. He has left England behind him, discarded it like a
suit of ancient and ill-fitting clothes. This is the New World,
and I stand here as a free man.

(He pauses and looks around him; boundless
enthusiasm.)

My God, you can smell it. You can smell the freedom in the
air. Freedom —

(He pauses to consider.)

— well, now, freedom is all very well, but what is overlooked
all too often is the fact that a free man has to eat. Two days of
tramping the streets of Philadelphia, an empty belly on top
of that miserable journey from England.

(He begins to stroll slowly as he speaks, the
spot moving with him.)

You know what begins to obsess me? How long can a man
go without food before he keels over?

(Sitting on the ground and rejecting food
offered by a passer-by)

Yes, I could have begged, but that’s not my nature. So, I do
the rounds of all the print shops. There’s where a writer be-
longs, where the printing is done, and finally I come to the
last one — Robert Aitkin’s print shop.

(He takes the pamphlets out of his seabag.)

You notice that I carry my equipment. Published work, that’s
all a writer has to go by.

(PAINE holds up a printed pamphlet. He is
at center stage now. The spot widens and foot-
lights come up on that area which the spot
covers.)
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Mr. Aitkin!
(Loudly)

Robert Aitkin! Are you alive or dead? Come and open the
door.

( AITKRIN comes out of the opening, or door

of his shop.)
AITKIN
Enough, man! Would you break down my door?
PAINE
You exaggerate, sir. I was not breaking down your door.
AITKIN
You were making a fine stir of commotion. Who are you?
PAINE

My name is Thomas Paine. I'm a writer and I seek employ-
ment.

AITKIN
(Appraising him, sourly)

If it’s employment you seek, you seek it at the wrong place.
Be off with you.

PAINE
No, sir, no, sir, Mr. Robert Aitkin. Too quick. I won’t be off.

(Approaching A1TKIN)
I am desperate, sir.

AITKIN
Then take your desperation elsewhere. I don’t like the look
of you or the smell of your breath.

PAINE
No, sir. Please, please. Contain yourself. Disregard my looks.
I have come a long way, Mr. Aitkin. I have one suit of clothes,
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my money is gone, and I have not eaten for two days. So,
please, I beg you, disregard my looks.

(He goes into his seabag and brings out
the pamphlets. He offers them to A1TKIN.)

These are some thirigs I've written. Just to look at and get a
sense of my style and my skill. I'm not a fraud.

(He opens up one of the pamphlets, leafing
through 1t, pressing it up in front of
AI1TKIN’S face.)

Just read a line or two. A sense of my style.

AITKIN
I'm a printer. I have no need of a writer.

PAINE
All right, sir, you have no need of a writer, but suppose I were
to tell you that I bring the need with me?

AITKIN
I'd say, are you daft? How do you bring a need with you?

PAINE
(Arguing quickly and earnestly)

Very simple. For days now, I walked the streets of this town.
Mr. Aitkin, there is not, in this city, one journal. Not one
single journal worth the money they ask for it. The stuff they
hawk is trash, ramblings of pretenders to the art of writing,
tributes to confusion and complacency.

AITKIN
I agree with you there. I have tried to make such a journal.

PAINE
But failed. Because you do need a writer.
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(Pressing @ pamphlet on AITKIN)

Read this — please — a few lines.

AITKIN
(Reading; then looking up slowly and survey-
ing PAINE with interest)

It’s not bad. It has some elements of style.

PAINE
(Seizing the opportunity)

Ah! Now what do I have in mind? Your Pennsylvania Maga-
zine. We bring it back to life. Let us say, a format of twelve
pages to begin. I go among the people, I ask questions, I get
answers, I give them a mirror of themselves.

AITKIN

(Still suspicious; chuckling)

Sir? You, sir?

PAINE

What lies to you, Mr. Aitkin? My clothes, my shoes, my
stockings — my breath?

AITKIN
All of them. A man who does things, who has the skill and
talent — to organize — such a man —

PAINE
(Cutting in)

I have a letter here from Dr. Franklin.
(He roots out the letter.)

AITKIN
(Suspiciously )

Dr. Benjamin Franklin?
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(PAINE hands him the letter. A1TKIN dons
metal-rimmed  glasses, squints, and reads.
PAINE waits. A1TKIN looks at PaINE
again with new interest and hands him the
letter.)

It don’t say you could edit a magazine, Mr. Paine. I'll admit
this town needs a good one, but it don’t say you could edit it.

PAINE
I'm Thomas Paine. If I say I can do it, I can do it.
AITKIN
(Uncertainly)
I’'m a careful man, Mr. Paine, but not a dull one.
PAINE
Then I've got the job?
AITKIN

I'll try you. But no more than that —a trial. You understand
me? Eight shillings a week.

PAINE
Eight shillings a week? How the hell is a man to live here
on a bloody eight shillings a week?

AITKIN
(His patience exhausted )

Then take your pamphlets and your letter, Mr. Paine, and be
off with you. I'm a good Presbyterian, and I will not have that
language in my shop.

PAINE
Oh, please hold on. Forgive the language. I will manage my
tongue. Thomas Paine is in your employ, sir, and both of us
are bound for greatness.

(He thrusts out his hand, and, bewildered at
this torrent of words, AITKIN takes it.)
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Today,The Pennsylvania Magazine will be born. We shall blast
the Philistines, and we shall seek for the truth.

( A1TkIN exits. To the audience)
I don’t believe it. A job. A writing job. America, I love you!

(He kisses the ground and then he walks
slowly across the stage, talking.)

Philadelphia, city of brotherly love, 1774.
(Taps his chest)

Thomas Paine — seeking, looking, observing. Philadelphia —
an amazing city, a positively incredible place. Oh, there are
gentry here, but nobody steps aside and touches his forelock
to let them pass, no kowtowing. And what a variety of human
beings — black men, white men, red men, tall, and with a
mouth full of teeth when they smile. You don’t see that in
old England, and the women — healthy and pretty as a picture.
It's the style of it you have to see — the way they walk. It’s
the walk of free men. A vast land — an incredible land! I try
to comprehend it but I walk on a single street in Philadelphia
and I see Red Indians out of the wooded mountains, wrapped
in their bright and dirty blankets. I see wooden-shoed Dutch-
men, down on their flatboats from the Jerseys; gray-clad
Quakers; sharp-nosed Yankees from Boston; tall Swedes from
the Delaware country; dirty, leather-coated hunters from the
back countries; buckskin men with great six-foot-long rifles.
And there, on the same streets, the silk and tidewater gentle-
men.

(He pauses; his expression changes to shock,
astonishment.)

What goes on here?

(PAINE walks into a slave auction in prog-
ress. A sixteen-year-old black girl, wrapped:
in a blanket, is being sold.)
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AUCTIONEER

This, gentlemen, my good friends, is sixteen years old, soft as
a lamb, strong as an ox, virgin, and beautiful to look on, and
old Solomon himself would have given a jewel of his crown
to possess her. Her blood is royal, and as for her mind, already
she speaks enough of the King’s tongue to make herself under-
stood. Her breasts are like two Concord grapes, her behind
like the succulent hams of a suckling pig. I start the bidding
at fifty pounds to give her away; and, gentlemen, make it a
hundred and call out stout and strong; gentlemen, take her
home, or to bed, or into the hayloft; make it sixty, gentlemen,
make it seventy-five, make it eighty. The blanket goes off at
eighty.

VOICE FROM THE CROWD
Eighty pounds.

AUCTIONEER
(Ripping off the blanket)

Virgin, gentlemen, virgin. Beautiful goods, new goods, fine
goods! Do I hear eighty-five?

(Pause)
Do I hear eighty-five — will someone say eighty-five?

VOICE FROM THE CROWD
Eighty-five.

PAINE
(Astonished)

What in hell’s name is this?

AUCTIONEER
Going once, going twice — fair warning. Sold! Eighty-five
pounds!

(He bangs his hammer.)
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RANDOLPH
(PeyToNn RANDOLPH, his first appear-
ance, fifty-four, fashion plate — a bystander)

Aren’t you Paine — editor of The Pennsylvania Magazine?
( PAINE stares at him, unwillingly diverted.)
Of course. I read you. Damned if you don’t write to my taste!

PAINE
Devil take my writing and your taste!

(AMmy CUTLER, a spinster, now joins them;
she s tall, good looking, curious.)

What is this?
AMY
A barbarian place, Mr. Paine. Unholy and unchristian.
PAINE
Children bought and sold? Have I stepped into hell?
AMY

A slave market, sir. A place where soulless men buy and sell
the souls of God’s creatures.

| RANDOLPH
Young woman, you have a quick and impertinent tongue.
You wear the clothes of a gentlewoman, but no gentlewoman
walks alone in this part of Philadelphia.

AMY
I walk where I please, Peyton Randolph, and no one tells me
where I may or may not walk.

PAINE
Hear! Hear!
(He turns to RANDOLPH, speaks with quiet
contempt.)

And you, sir, is this a place where a gentleman walks — or am
I mistaken in honoring you?
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RANDOLPH
I don’t understand you, Mr. Paine.

PAINE
Try. It would seem to me that I stumbled into a slave market,
a place where human beings are bought and sold.

RANDOLPH
Naygras.
AMY
Oh, for shame!
RANDOLPH

Woman, will you be gone! This is no place for you and no
conversation for you.

PAINE
(Facetiously)

Oh, let her stay, your honor. She does no harm. She simply
questions the selling of human souls.

(Both RaNpoLPH and AMY regard PAINE
suspiciously — each unsure of his seriousness,
but from different points of view.)

RANDOLPH
Where are you from, Mr. Paine? Your accent is neither Boston
nor Virginia.
PAINE
England.
RANDOLPH
Then how do you moralize, Mr. Paine? The British grow rich
by gathering the slaves in Africa and selling them to us at a
very healthy profit.
PAINE
Which makes the seller swine. Now tell me of the virtue of the
buyer, Mr. Randolph.
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AMY
Hear! Hear!

RANDOLPH
The woman’s a pestilence! We can discuss this without her.

(He takes PAINE’s arm and moves him
along. AMY tags along with them.)

You edit a magazine, Mr. Paine. It is incumbent upon you to
understand us. We do not keep slaves out of cruelty —we
cannot live without them. The manner of our lives depends
on them.

PAINE
Then with all due apologies, Mr. Randolph, I must say God’s
curse upon the manner of your lives! And let me tell you this,
sir, I will not rest my pen until I have cut this filthy slavery
business to shreds —until I have baptized every slave owner
in the ink of infamy.

RANDOLPH
Mr. Paine, it is a pity you are not a gentleman.
PAINE
A blessing.
RANDOLPH

Perhaps a blessing, Mr. Paine, all things considered.

(He turns on his heel and strides off.)

AMY
(She has listened to all this. Softly)
Mr. Paine?
PAINE

Still here?
(He breaks into a grin.)

You are persistent, madam.
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AMY
Only because it does my heart good to listen to you.

PAINE
Bombast, madam. I have a loose tongue.

AMY
An honest one, I think. Do you know why Mr. Randolph
stated it to be a pity that you are not a gentleman?

PAINE
It’s the one sensible thing he did say. I'll drink to that. Thomas
Paine is not a gentleman, thank God.

AMY
Can’t you be serious for a moment, Mr. Paine? What Mr.
Randolph meant was that had you been a gentleman in his
eyes, he would have challenged you, and since he is a famous
pistol shot, tomorrow would be your last day.

PAINE
No!

(He shakes his head.)

I meant no insult to him as a person.

AMY
Oh, yes. Believe me. For God’s sake, Mr. Paine, be more re-
strained.

PAINE
It is not in my nature, madam — what is your name?
AMY
Amy Cutler.
PAINE

I thank you for your concern and your warning, Miss Cutler.
You are a fine, outspoken lady.
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AMY
(Smiling and dropping a curtsy)

No more a lady than you are a gentleman, Mr. Paine. And
what did you say is the name of that magazine you edit?

PAINE
The Pennsylvania Magazine.

AMY
I don’t know it. But I shall. I shall read every word in it.

(She turns suddenly and dashes off. For a
moment or two, PAINE stares after her. Then
he shakes his head and turns back to the
audience.)

PAINE
(To the audience)

How about that — challenge me. Fancy language for taking a
pistol and shooting me through the head. Oh, yes, they'd
give me a pistol, too, but I couldn’t hit the side of a barn,
and I wouldn’t try. I don’t fight duels. And believe me, this
new world has a good many spots left over from the old.
Don’t be too quick to judge, Thomas, my lad. And Aitkin —
in a right rage over me telling off Mr. Randolph.

AITKIN
That was a fine bit of insolence at the slave market. You've
got the whole town talking.

PAINE
I know. Dreadful behavior. But that’s the way you get the
whole town talking. Not by being a proper gent. Oh, no.

AITKIN
Nevertheless, Mr. Paine, I live in this town and I do business
in this town. You have much to learn about gentlemen. Mr.
Randolph swallowed your insult, and you are still alive.

55



PAINE
Who is he? Who is Peyton Randolph?

AITKIN
He’s a fine and excellent Virginia gentleman. And president
of the Continental Congress to boot.

PAINE
Well, I don’t give a fiddler’s fart for your Peyton Randolph,
or any other of your lousy tidewater gentlemen.

AITKIN
I am not looking for his ill will. Just remember, Mr. Paine,
that it’s my money that pays for your magazine,

PAINE
Is it your money, Mr. Aitkin? Well, it’s my immortal soul.

AITKIN
It’s my print shop. How you talk big. Indeed, you do. A lot
bigger than you talked a few weeks ago when I hired you.
Keep in mind that he who hires you can also throw you out.

PAINE
That you can do, Mr. Aitkin. That, sir, is your privilege. But
I don’t think you will. You're a canny Scotsman, and you’re
not cutting a hole in your own trousers.

(PAINE rises; facing A1TKIN)

We ran a first issue of five hundred. Two weeks later, we ran
a second issue of nine hundred. Our third issue was three
thousand. That’s money in your pocket, Mr. Aitkin. I work
for eight shillings a week, eight lousy shillings a week, and
if that doesn’t give me the right to speak my piece, then you
can take the whole thing and shove it right up your ass.

AITKIN
You've got a short temper, Mr. Paine, and a nasty turn of
speech.
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PAINE
Indeed, I have . . . when I'm ill-used. I am of the oppressed,
and I will never forget that. So, if you have a mind to throw
me out, I'll anticipate it. You can take your shop, your lousy
eight shillings, and stuff it up your ass.

(With that, PAINE starts off.)

AITKIN
Hold on, Mr. Paine, not so hasty. I am not discharging you.

(PAINE stops and turns.)
PAINE
Oh?

AITKIN
I never discharged you. I resent your arrogance and lack of
gratitude, but I am not throwing you out to starve.

PAINE
Come on, now. Haven’t I given you eight shillings of gratitude ?

AITKIN
I'll make it ten. You've got to live.

PAINE
(He stares at A1TRIN for a moment, then

walks back.)

What generosity! I am overwhelmed. But I'll stay. But not for
you, sir, and not for your damn print shop. For the sake of a
child who was sold the other day for eighty-five pounds. Eighty-
five pounds for a human soul.

(AITKIN stares at him, then turns on his
heel and exits. PAINE starts after him.)

And one more thing. Remember, I edit this magazine — not
you. And I write as I please.

(As he speaks, Amy enters behind him.)
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schoolteacher. But I think. I read. I teach. So, we are alike. I
have been reading you — here in The Pennsylvania Magazine.
O, it’s so good — and that makes me bold.

PAINE
(Hiding behind the flat and sticking his head
out)
Thank you.
AMY

No. Don’t thank me. I am privileged. You have ideas and
imagination. We need them at this moment.

PAINE
(Stll behind the flat)
And to be greeted like this by a woman . . . well, it’s rare.
You don’t think of a woman that way . . . coming forward
like a man.
AMY

Please don’t misunderstand me, sir. I am forward. I admit that,
and I must add that never before in all my life have I done
such a thing as this. It is unwomanly. But who is to say that? I
am tired of being told what is womanly and what is un-
womanly. Just look at yourself, Thomas Paine. When have
you last eaten a proper home-cooked meal? I mean to see that
you have one. I am a good cook. I am not wed, but I am a
good cook —

(She breaks off as PaiNE explodes all her

thoughts.)

PAINE
(Leaving his refuge carefully; to the audi-
ence)

Oh, shit. The luck of Thomas Paine. You want a warm breast,
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Thomas, take it from a whore. Lady Greensleeves never tells
you, “Surely we were destined to meet” . . . or, more to the
point, she demands no conversation.

(Striding over to AMmy)

Please, madam, yourmistake me.

AMY
Surely not, sir. If you only knew how I dreamed of meeting
a man of your perception, your knowledge . . .

PAINE
Please, madam. I am afraid we can find no profit in each other.
I am not a fit subject for love or marriage.
AMY
(Stiffening )
I did not mean . . . that. Why do you degrade me? I only
thought to help you.

PAYNE
I know what you meant, madam.

AMY
(Nettled)

Why, Mr. Paine? Why do you turn on me like this? How
have I offended you?

PAINE
Oh, no, dear lady, you have not offended me. You have
honored me. I offend myself, and you mistake me. You see
what is not there.

(Raising his quill)
This is Thomas Paine. This pen, this quill. This is all that I am.

(PAINE gives the quill to Amy. She stares
at it for a long moment; then she lets it fall
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to the floor and exits. PAINE picks up the
quill.)

The cursed truth of it! God help me.

(Mute, depressed for the moment, PAINE
walks slowly across the left of the stage. He
is now at extreme stage left. A spotlight fol-
lows him and as 1t does the rest of the stage
fades into darkness. PAINE stops, then stands
facing the audience. The lights go up and
the Coffeehouse Scene appears. Five men
are seated around the coffee table: JoHN
DickiNsoN, forty-three years old; BEN-
JAMIN FRANKLIN, sixty-nine years old;
JouN Apawms, forty years old; THoMAsS
JEFFERSON, thirty-two years old; PEyTON
RaNpoLrH, fifty-four years old.

Except for FRANKLIN, who wears his
habitual homespun — no different from his
clothes in the first scene —all of them are
elegantly dressed: lace cuffs, silk jackets,
trousers of either soft leather or buckskin or
fine worsted, silk stockings, buckled shoes.
They are engaged in a discussion among them-
selves, but we hear no words. They are ani-
mated but not overly amimated. They make
points by tapping the table or bending over
toward one another.)

PAINE
(To the audience)

From the look of it, five men sitting around the table in the
best coffechouse in Philadelphia. Well, the fact is that they
are members of the Continental Congress, and when the Con-
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gress isn’t in session you’ll find them here in this coffechouse
discussing, arguing, arguing, arguing, discussing, discussing,
discussing . . . to what end? I try to make some sense of
who they are and what they have to do. Ideas? I have ideas.
A lot of ideas. But would they listen? To Thomas Paine?
Poor as any digger from a foreign country — never wore a
buckle shoe in his life — scribbler not worth listening to. No,
sir, he is no gentleman and he drinks too much! Well, the
bitter truth of it is that they all drink too much except maybe
for old Franklin and that blue-nosed gent over there — his
name is John Adams— but they drink an excellent wine and
that makes a difference. The old man standing there, Ben
Franklin, I had a talk with him in London. He hasn’t for-
gotten; he’s just a little cautious about introducing me to the
others. I'll bide my time.

The lanky young fellow with the red hair — that’s Jefferson.
And the one in the green silk jacket — will you recognize him?
That's our friend Peyton Randolph. They tell me he’s an
intelligent man and a brilliant Virginia gentleman. He’s the
president of the Congress. All that and he’s still enough of a
barbarian to want to fight a duel with me. And the last of
them — the one in that white and silver waistcoat — that’s
Dickinson. If a word of revolt comes up, Mr. Dickinson draws
the line. He wants his rights and he wants to be a loyal
Englishman. Well, as I said, they’ll wake up —but damn it
all, someone has to sound the bell. You go straight to the
people.

(PAINE now takes a step or two toward the
audience. He is on the apron. The stage lights
behind him go down. A single muted spot-
light stays with him.)

So how is it, my friends? Can you have your cake and eat it
too, as Mr. Dickinson would put it?
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VOICE FROM THE AUDIENCE
No, sir!

PAINE
Can you plead for rights and claim rights with nothing to
back up your claim?

VOICE FROM THE AUDIENCE
No, sir, you can'’t.

PAINE
What are the rights of men?

VOICE FROM THE AUDIENCE
To worship God as we please!

VOICE FROM THE AUDIENCE

Sanctuary! In our homes!

VOICE FROM THE AUDIENCE
And keep the damn Redcoats out — out of our homes, away
from our women!

VOICE FROM THE AUDIENCE

And to sell no man or woman for slavery!

PAINE
So do I say, citizens!

VOICE FROM THE AUDIENCE
As you say, sir! As you say!

PAINE
The right to farm our land without being set upon by Red
Indians paid by the British to murder us, the right to go where
we please and to live where we please in this wilderness of a
million acres of land. Who gives a fat witless king of England
the right to say he owns this land? The land belongs to the
people who live there.

(Cheers from the audience)

3r



MONROE
(In the darkness first. Appears onstage.)

Damned right! Damned right on the point! I salute you, sir!
(His voice resounding)
The right not to be slaughtered!

(A spotlight hits the stage and MONROE is
seen in the uniform of a Continental soldier.
He carries a musket and a knapsack on his

back.)
PAINE
Who are you?
MONROE
James Monroe.
PAINE

Where to, Mr. Monroe?

MONROE
To Boston, where the slaughter has already begun.

BLACKOUT

(The lights go up to reveal the print shop,
where PAINE sits at his desk, writing furi-
ously. AITKIN enters, staggering under a
bundle of newsprint.)

PAINE
(Pausing in his writing)
Well, sir, what have we published of the new issue?

AITKIN
Two reams.

PAINE
Throw it away!



AITKIN
What the devil do you mean, throw it away? Paper costs
money!

PAINE
To hell with the bloody cost! The world has exploded! Do
you know what’s happened in Massachusetts?

(He picks up the page he has jést written and
reads.)

The British decided to confiscate the supplies which the
Minutemen had legally stored in their own depot at Concord.
Two British columns with artillery and cavalry marched in-
land from Boston. At Lexington Green, fifty-two farmers had
assembled to peacefully petition them to go no farther. Un-
provoked, the British opened fire and a veritable slaughter
took place. Then the British marched on to Concord. By the
hundreds, the Minutemen responded to a patriotic call to
arms. At Concord Bridge, they faced the British and turned
them back in a pitched battle. And then, all the way back
to Boston, the Massachusetts Minutemen fought the British
Regulars, cutting the columns to pieces.

Do you understand, man?

AITKIN
Yes, I understand a bitter thing.

PAINE
Two British regiments hacked to pieces. America has raised
her voice. She has declared.

AITKIN
Declared, Mr. Paine? Declared for what? Have you seen war?
I saw it in Scotland where the poor gillie was slaughtered by
British guns. Don’t sell me war, Mr. Paine, or treason.

PAINE
(Now face to face with AxTkIN)
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There, up at Lexington in Massachusetts, Mr. Aitkin, those
bastard Redcoats shot down man and child, and there the
bodies lay on the village green like a bloody slaughterhouse.
And you stand and tell me that you want no war or treason.
Well, sir, my life is treason and my thoughts are treason, and
you will either put out a new issue in which we deal with this
abomination, or I walk out of the door, and you can take The
Pennsylvania Magazine and you know what you can do with
i
AITKIN
(Cutting him off)

You'’re a hotheaded man, Thomas. Now, don’t push me to
what we may both regret. I want you to take time and think
about this.

PAINE
No, sir. I will not take time to think about it. There is nothing
to think about. We have started down a road from which there
is no turning back.

(The lights go out, the drums sound, and
after a few beats a spotlight picks up PAINE
at the opposite end of the stage from where
the coffeehouse table stands. A broad beam
picks out the coffeehouse with the five men
seated there. As the scene progresses, the spot-
light will merge with this broad beam.)

PAINE
(To the audience)

Do you know, when I printed that account of the battle of
Concord and Lexington in The Pennsylvania Magazine, the
battle that sent Mr. Monroe off to Boston to join the army,
things changed. No, I am not saying that what I wrote changed
them. Maybe what I wrote enlightened some people, but it was
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the battle that changed everything. And this day, when I
walked into the coffechouse, they noticed me, they certainly
did!

(He begins to walk toward the coffechouse

table.)

The other day Peyton Randolph said to Jefferson, “Thomas
Paine is a very hard man to like.” Now, why would he say
that ? Because the truth is not likable, and I write a full measure
of truth.

JEFFERSON
Paine!

PAINE
(To the audience)

Oh! Paine, is it ? Not Tom, which would be a way of addressing
the lower orders, but Paine. Right and proper. I could scorn
them, but the truth is I dreamt of this.

(He turns toward the table.)

RANDOLPH
(As PAINE approaches)

Talk of the devil.

FRANKLIN
(Rising)
Devil, indeed. Come join us, Paine.

PAINE
Thank you, gentlemen.

FRANKLIN
(To JEFFERSON )

This is the young man I was telling you about . . . Thomas
Paine, pamphleteer.
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(JEFFERSON offers his chair to PAINE; he
sits.)

PAINE
Something for everyone. Enlightenment for some— treason
for others.

RANDOLPH
(Somewhat hostilely)

Tell us, Paine, what the devil are you after? What are you
buying?

PAINE
Not slaves, Mr. Randolph, not little girls, not human souls.
I buy something else. It’s called the New World. It is also
called America, sir. As simple as that. I came to her as a
stranger and, by God, I must know her.

(He leans across the table, grinning, picks up
the bottle from the table, and pours himself a
drink.)

RANDOLPH
You've a sharp tongue, Mr. Paine, and a loose mouth. Make
sure it doesn’t run away with you. We are aware of more
things than you imagine. But we are not reckless fools. The
walls have ears.

PAINE
(Leaning toward him)

Then let the walls listen. I want to be heard.

DICKINSON
So you say, Mr. Paine, so you say. But you also have illusions
about America. We live here, but we are good and loyal
Englishmen, and that is not to be forgotten.
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PAINE
(With contempt)

“Good and loyal Englishmen!” A sickness worse than the
bloody pox!
*DICKINSON
(Angrily)
You are insulting, sir. And crude, as well. You impugn our
loyalty and insult our intelligence.

PAINE
Loyalty to what? To a fat German fool who misrules Britain?
Damn it, gentlemen, to what are you loyal? Here is my toast!

(He raises his glass.)

To free men in a free world.

ADAMS
(Countering his toast)
To the law and to tradition — whatever may come of all this.

DICKINSON
(Lifting his glass)
To England. The England of our ancestors, and may their

sense of justice prevail.

RANDOLPH
(T oasting)

To reason, if you will have it, Paine. To the oaths and fealty
we have sworn to our comrades.

PAINE
(Mockingly, raising his glass)

I toast you all, good gentlemen. You are patient with my
presence and my tongue.



RANDOLPH
Treason. I despise it. Not out of fear, but because I despise
traitors. Not you personally, Mr. Paine. It’s the image of the
traitor I hate.

PAINE
Treason, you say? Treason to what? By what right does a
German king hold this vast, limitless-land — this land which
a hundred Englands would be lost to sight in —by what
right?
FRANKLIN

(Curiously, in a whisper, as silence falls)

There’s the question, Mr. Paine. And how do you answer it?
With independence, perhaps?

PAINE
There, the word is out. That bloody dangerous word that
nobody dares to speak above a whisper.

(Shouting)
Independence! I like it.

RANDOLPH
You forget, sir, that this land belongs to England.

PAINE
(Rising, angrily)

It bloody well belongs to the people who live here. And that’s
the crux of independence — the right of the people.

DICKINSON
I think you’re playing the fool, Mr. Paine, a provocative and
irresponsible fool. How dare you speak of our monarch as a
witless German? You’ve no respect, sir, and it might well be
that you lack the simple decency of a loyal subject. We de-
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grade ourselves by sitting here and listening to him, and I
for one will hear no more of this talk of treason.

(He rises, as to leave.)
Do you come with me, Mr. Randolph ?
(RaNDOLPH also rises.)

PAINE

Sit down, gentlemen. I am leaving. I will not drive you out
of this warm, safe place. If it takes a fool to lead the way,
Mr. Dickinson, I am damned willing to play the fool. And if
there’s a rope waiting for my neck, I tell you this — better to
be hanged for a try at the future than to be hanged in a
London slum for stealing a crust of bread. Loyalty! Gentlemen,
your bloody loyalty gives me a pain in the ass.

(PAINE turns and strides away from the
table. The lights go down on the table. A spot
follows PAINE to stage left, at the apron.)

And do you know what the upshot of that was? Randolph
began to spread it around that I had no manners. Manners!
And that I drank too much . . . as if they never smelled a
cork.

(T he lights come up slowly as he walks across
the stage and seats himself at the table again.
He takes a piece of paper, dips a pen in the
inkwell, and begins to write. He writes for a
few beats; then he looks up at the audience.)

Well, damn it, Paine is ill-mannered. If I were like the rest
of them, one foot in the Revolution, another foot in my own
nest, feathering it . . . well, I wouldn’t be Paine, would I?
And I suppose if God wanted me to be something else, He
would have made me different.

(He pauses and thinks.)
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No, that makes no sense. It’s just not that simple. Dickinson —
well, not too long after that, Dickinson was with the army,
facing British grapeshot and sleeping in mud. And Randolph
— he never turned his back on us either, once it had started.
History is a crazy bitch, believe me.

(Drumbeat and blackout; and then the lights
come up on PAINE, stull writing. He writes
quickly and furiously. Then he stops, pours
himself a drink, and gulps it down. He begins
to write again, finishes a page, throws it aside,
and begins a new page. Offstage there is a
loud knocking at the door. He responds im-
patiently, with annoyance.)

No one here! Go away.

AITKIN
(Offstage)

I know you’re there, Mr. Paine.

PAINE
Be gone! I am occupied!

AITKIN
(Offstage)

And what of the job you’re supposed to occupy? Three days,
and I've not seen hide nor hair of you.

(Renewed pounding on the door)

PAINE
Well, then, damn it to hell, come in. The door is open. Don’t
stand there trying to break it down. Turn the knob and come
in.

(He swings around in his chair to face
AITKIN, who now enters.)
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AITKIN
What is it, man? Are you sick?

PAINE
Do I look sick?

AITKIN
Aye, that you do. Sick and drunk and slovenly.

PAINE
You have a damn nasty tongue, Mr. Aitkin.

(He holds out a hand.)

Is this the hand of a drunken man? Do you hear the voice of
a drunken man? I am writing, Mr. Aitkin . . . writing.

( AITRIN comes to the desk and reaches for
the pages. PAINE pulls them away.)

Oh, no. Leave it alone. You don’t show a fool half-finished
work.

AITKIN
You are drunk and insulting, Mr. Paine. You have neglected
your work, and you have put me in a fine predicament.

PAINE
Predicament? Goddamn it, no. I am putting money in your
pocket. I've been sitting here twenty-four hours, without food,
without sleep, writing.

AITKIN
I am sure you have. And what masterpiece are you composing
there and guarding so jealously?

PAINE
I'll tell you what masterpiece. I am writing what might be
called a declaration of independence for these colonies, a
bundle of common sense to be knocked into the heads of this
population.



AITKIN
And you’re the savior Providence sends us to teach us common
sense? Tom Paine . . . foul mouthed, drunk, insolent.

PAINE
All of that. All of that, Mr. Aitkin, because I have one gift. I
can recognize destiny.

AITKIN
Indeed?

PAINE
And you, sir, you are no different from Dickinson and Adams
and all the rest of them. You could be walking down the
street, and destiny would grab you by the balls, and you’d
say, “Let go, get away.”

(PAINE acts as though he is going to grab
A1TRIN at his crotch. AITKIN jumps
away.)

AITKIN
You are drunk, Mr. Paine.

( A1TKIN turns to leave. PAINE grabs him
by the arm, swings him over to the chair.)

PAINE
Oh, no, you’ll not be leaving now, Mr. Aitkin. Sit down.

(He practically flings A1TRIN into the chair,
and then he begins to read.)

There is something exceedingly ridiculous in the composi-
tion of a monarchy. The state of a king shuts him from the
world, yet the business of a king requires him to know it
thoroughly; wherefore, the different parts, by unnaturally
opposing and destroying each other, prove the whole char-
acter to be absurd and useless.
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AITKIN
(Interrupting )

Treason!

PAINE
Indeed, and here’s more of treason.

(He reads again.)

If there is any true cause of fear regarding independence, it
is because no plan is yet laid down. Men do not see their way
out. Wherefore, as an opening into that business, I offer the
following hints.

(He pauses, looking at A1TKIN for reaction.)

AITKIN
And if treason is not enough, Mr. Paine, you now offer a plan
for others to engage in it. Do you know what you are doing?
You are inviting death and execution. Death and hanging.

PAINE
(Reading)

I propose the following: Let the assemblies be annual, with
a president only. The representation more equal, their business
wholly domestic and subject to the authority of a Continental
Congress.

AITKIN
What a monstrous ego, Mr. Paine. You come here from
England, an immigrant, and before you have as much as
dried your nose, you are laying out a plan to govern these
colonies. By what right, sir?

PAINE
(His voice drops, becoming gentle.)

My dear Mr. Aitkin, whatever I do, I do by right of the mind
that God gave me. I think I need no other excuse.
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(He reads.)

A government of our own is our natural right. It is infinitely
wiser and safer to form a constitution of our own in a cool,
deliberate manner, while we have it in our power, than to
trust such an interesting event to time and chance.

AITKIN
(Rising)
I will not listen to any more of that, Mr. Paine. And, if you’re

thinking of a printer, I will print no word of it. My magazine
will not stoop to rebellion and treason.

PAINE
(Resigned)

Very well, sir. You’ve given me your answer fair and square,
Mr. Aitkin. You know, I am grateful to you. I wish we could
work together. You're a good man beset by fear. Fear is always
the weapon of the oppressor. Well, may we both live to see
an end to fear!

( AT1TXRIN exizs. PAINE turns to the audience.)

Do you think I'm not afraid? All my life, I've lived with that
specter of the gallows. You speak your mind in good King
George’s realm — well, you know the consequences. Never-
theless, it’s done, and here it is, a small book which I have
titled “Common Sense, Written by an Englishman.” In fact,
it’s a very arrogant piece of work.

(He holds up the manuscript, tapping it.)

Because here, in these pages, are the seeds of a revolution and
the plan for a nation . . . and also a rope for Thomas’s neck.

(As PAINE stands with the manuscript in
his hand, BELL comes onstage. PAINE hands
him the manuscript, and Bevv pulls a chair
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away from the table and begins to read. The
lights go down, but a spot remains on PAINE.
He moves downstage, leaving BELL in dark-
ness. PAINE speaks to the audience.)

Well, Dr. Rush read it, and he likes it. Dr. Benjamin Rush —
he’s one of that inside circle, but he thinks more independently
than most of them. Oh, he has a head on his shoulders, be sure
of that. He thinks there’s common sense in it. He told me
that if Aitkin wouldn’t print it, I might bring it to Thomas
Bell. I gave it to Bell yesterday.

(The lights come up.)

BELL
Mr. Paine.
PAINE
Mr. Bell. I see you have my manuscript.
BELL
I've been reading it.
PAINE
Well, sir, what is your opinion?
BELL
(Smiling slightly)

You do come to the point, don’t you, Mr. Paine? Well, it’s
treason. No question about that. Cold, unmitigated treason.

PAINE
(With petulance)

Of course, it’s treason! When I gave it to Dr. Benjamin Rush,
I told him it was treason. It didn’t burn his hands. He said he
knew a printer, name of Bell, who was not afraid of treason.
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I see that he was wrong. Give it back, and I'll go elsewhere.

(PAINE starts to reach for the manuscript
and BELL responds by putting his hand upon
the pages, aggressively.)

BELL
Hold on, Mr. Paine. You submitted the manuscript to me. Let
me decide whether or not I'll print it. -

PAINE
(Startled)

You mean, you're not rejecting it?

BELL
No, sir, I am not. I like it. It’s treason. And I'll damn well
print it.
PAINE

I’'m speechless.

BELL
An uncommon occurrence, Mr. Paine, from what I've heard
of you. Now, let’s talk about payment. Suppose we say ten
pounds for every thousand copies I bind and sell.

PAINE
That’s generous, Mr. Bell. That's damn generous. May I ask
how many copies you propose to print?

BELL
We'll leave that open. I'll bind up a thousand to start, and
we’ll see what happens.

PAINE
Then we’ll shake hands on that, sir. Never mind a contract.
A handshake is all I require.

(They shake hands.)

47



BELE

Now, what about a title? I see that you've put down here,
“Common Sense, Written by an Englishman.” If you want
to go with that, I approve. I like that title. And I want to
thank you, sir. Maybe we’ll both hang on the same gallows,
or maybe we’ll be lucky and discover that there are too many
of us for any British gallows to hold. Either way, sir, you've
got-guts, and I thank you again and I salute you.

(BELL exits.)

PAINE

Thomas Bell, there’s a man for you. Oh, he printed it, all right.
But neither he nor I had any notion of what would happen.
What did happen? His presses never stopped. And everyone,
mind you, everyone in every city of America was talking about
that book and what it said — that now is the time for inde-
pendence. I became a celebrity overnight. I even got a nick-
name.

(Now PAINE begins to walk slowly upstage
and across to where he will enter the coffee-
house, but as he walks, men appear. They pass
him, they shake hands with him, they stop
him.)

FIRST MAN

Common Sense. Honor to meet you, sir. Honor to meet you.

SECOND MAN
A great book, Mr. Paine. I'm an American today — no longer
English.

THIRD MAN

So am I. You've changed my colors, sir.

WOMAN
Read it through and passed it on to my brother and my
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brother-in-law. I'll convert them if I have to break both their
heads.

FOURTH MAN
There he 1s, Old Common Sense.

FIRST MAN
Give him a cheer. Three cheers for O,ld Common Sense.

(They cheer PAINE three times and back off
to exit. Now he turns and faces stage right,
and the lights come up on the round table.
Seated around the table are four of the group
we have seen before: D1ckINsON, ApaMs,
JEFFERSON, and FRANKLIN.)

PAINE
Well, there they are. The very respectable revolutionaries. This
time, there is no looking down their noses at me.

(He walks toward them as he speaks, and the
men at the table burst into polite applause,
some of them clapping, two of them slapping

the table.)
ADAMS
Mr. Paine, welcome.
FRANKLIN
Sit down, Paine. Sit down.
PAINE

Thank you, gentlemen. Thank you.

(He shakes hands with FRANKLIN and
JEFFERSON.)

That’s ink on my fingers, gentlemen. Bell has made me his
printer’s apprentice.
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FRANKLIN
So, you're a printer now, Mr. Paine. You join a worthy
fraternity.

PAINE
One among six. Six,of us man the presses, and still he works
his shop eighteen hours a day.

FRANKLIN
Wonderful! What is the print run at this point, Paine?

PAINE
Thirty thousand, midday. We'll be working the press tonight
and tomorrow as well.

FRANKLIN
(To the others)

Now listen to me, gentlemen. Excluding the Bible, that’s the
largest print run for a book in the history of these colonies.
So what do you make of it?

ADAMS
It set us to thinking — that’s the truth. I never was for inde-
pendence —

JEFFERSON
John Adams, man of courage.

ADAMS
I'll thank you to hold your tongue. You Southern aristocrats
don’t have enough brains to realize what independence
means —

JEFFERSON
Would you vote it, sir? That’s the crux of it.

ADAMS
Might —and might not, I don’t rightly know. They’re all
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talking about Paine’s book. Changed a lot of minds in the
Congress.

FRANKLIN
Damn it, Adams, can’t you understand that when a book sells
thirty thousand copies and the presses still running, it’s not
only Congress where minds are being changed. There isn’t a
family in Philadelphia or Boston that isn’t reading this book
and talking about it.

(He turns to PAINE.)

You have heard that a committee has been appointed from the
Congress to draw up a declaration of independence.

PAINE
I have heard —

FRANKLIN
I would have had you part of it, Paine. But you’re not a voting
member. Hancock was all for you—hot as a hound dog to
damn the British — but you're still a bit of an outsider.

JEFFERSON
Which clears his sight. But you haven’t convinced all of us,
Paine, not by any means. Dickinson does not like your book.
Randolph would have loved it; pity he didn’t live to see it.

FRANKLIN
(Softly)

Dickinson is a man of honor. Give him time. I like a man
who chews a problem.

PAINE
(To DickiNsON)

I would like to discuss —
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DICKINSON
(Cutting PAINE off)

No, I will not argue this, Mr. Paine.

(He rises, takes Common Sense from his
pocket, and flings it on the table.)

Cheap sophistry, cheap reasoning, and cheap treason.

FRANKLIN
Oh, now, hold on, hold on there.

DICKINSON
Proceed without me, gentlemen. I'm an Englishman. Some-
thing the rest of you might think about.

PAINE
(Almost sadly)

Perhaps one day you’ll have the pleasure of watching me hang.

(DickiNsoN exits, leaving a strained silence.)

JEFFERSON
Mr. Paine, I am a member of the committee, and I want to
talk to you. I've been reading your book and stewing over it.
Ideas and more ideas — the scope of it dazzles me. They want
me to put together the Declaration. You've done it.

PAINE
(Rising)

Hardly. Hardly. We'll talk. Gentlemen.

(He nods at them and then leaves with
JEFFERSON. Lights down on the coffee-
house. The spot moves with PAINE and
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JEFFERSON as they walk. JEFFERSON
hands PAINE a sheet of paper.)

JEFFERSON
A few notes I've put down. Would you read them?

(They pause as PAINE reads.)

PAINE

Truths to be self-evident, Mr. Jefferson? Well, yes, in a manner
of speaking. The moon is in the sky; that’s a truth —and it is
self-evident, and it’s quite true that we are born equal and,
perhaps, even endowed with rights. But we must stress those
rights, spell them out, as I have, and underline that we will
not stop short of winning those rights. We must argue with
facts — facts, sir.

JEFFERSON
(Somewhat puzzled)

I try to, sir. But would you list every fact in such a declaration
as this?

PAINE

Absolutely! It must be an indictment, sir, a list of every in-
justice, his cruel punishments without jury, his star chamber
hearings, his occupation of our homes and churches, his setting
the Red Indians against us, his closing God’s land to us, his
summary taxation, his brainless rule from half a world away,
his quartering his savage Redcoat troops in our homes, his
murder of our citizens by those same Redcoats — every in-
justice, Mr. Jefferson — that is the heart of the matter.

JEFFERSON
And our right to become a nation, a republican form of gov-
ernment?
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PAINE
Central to it, sir, central. It is our sacred obligation.

JEFFERSON
Sir?

PAINE
To create that nation. Do you think an opportunity like this
will .ever come again if we don’t seize it?

(JEFFERSON exits. The spot follows PAINE
downstage.)

I talked a lot— too much, perhaps. But he listened and he
read what I had written. He wasn’t too proud to have a
teacher. I jolted him, but he damn well needed to be jolted.
We didn’t need a gentle declaration — we needed a bombshell.

(Lights down on PAINE. Spot on JEFFER-
SON upstage)

JEFFERSON
(Reading)

We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all men are
created equal, that they are endowed by their C<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>