
 
 
 

     ACT I  
 
   

SIDE A:  The Patriots gather in the tavern  (All of scene i: p. 4 - 10) 
READERS: 
Minor patriots:  Watson, Rarrick, Kolmer, Chapman 
Prattle 
Edward 
Hancock 
Parson  
 

 
 

Scene i  
  

After the Boston Tea Party, the Patriots’ meeting is 
beginning in The King’s Way Inn.  
  
  
  

WATSON  
You won’t be able to do it, mate!  I say you won’t be able to do it!  
  
      RARRICK  
(Shaking a sleeping PRATTLE)  But the meetin’s important!  
  
      WATSON  
He’s had too much by now.  Can’t you see he’s sleepin’ deep.  
  
      RARRICK  
But he won’t want to miss this!  Hey, now, Prattle!  Wake up!  Wake up I say!  The meetin’s goin’ 
to start.  
  
      WATSON  
(Pulling PRATTLE back by the hair)  HAAA!  Rarrick thinks he can wake ‘im up, and I say he 
can’t!  
  (Group laughter)  
Did you ever hear of such a thing!  The odds are three to one, men!  Rarick thinks he can wake 
‘im up, and I say he can’t!  
    
 
 
 



 
 
 

      KOLMER  
You know he can’t!  
  
      CHAPMAN  
Give it a try, Rarrick!  Pratt may be slept out by now!  
  
      RARRICK  
All right, all right.  Come on, Prattle.  We’re goin to have a meetin’.  We need you!  Wake up!  
Wake up, I say!  

(Prattle slumps on top of table, snoring; RARRICK shakes 
him.)  

  
      KOLMER 
No use, Rarrick.  Nothin’ll wake him!  
  
       WATSON  
You lose, mate!  
      RARRICK  
Ah, not yet!  Edward, a rum!  
  
      EDWARD  
Comin’ through!  (Handing him a rum)  
  
      RARRICK  
(Putting it under Prattle’s nose)  Now, Prattle, man.  Here’s a rum. Can’t you smell it?   
Wake up and drink!  It’s free!  Free rum!  
  (Prattle stirs and snorts.)  
That’s it!  Wake up!  Wake up for me, your old friend Rarrick!  
  

(PRATTLE sniffs and snorts, dips finger in rum to taste, 
then sits upright, bolts it down and collapses.  ALL laugh.)  
  

 CHAPMAN    
You lose mate.  He’ll open his eye for one more drink!  
  (Laughter)  
       RARRICK    
(Collecting on the bet)  Three to one, mate!  Three to one!   
 
   (WATSON growls in disgust and walks away.) 
  
      RARRICK  
Now, Prattle, stay up!  You don’t want to miss this!  
  (PRATTLE snorts.)  
Get him another rum!  
  



 
 
 

      PRATTLE  
(Lifting head) R-R- Rum?  
  
     RARRICK    
Yes.  But our meetin’.  You remember, don’t you?  
  
      PRATTLE  
Oh, our meetin’.  Our po-li-tics meetin’.  I remember.  I remember our other meetin’, too.  It was 
more a par-TEA than a reg-u-lar for sure pol-i-tics meetin’.  Such a beeea-u-TEAful par-TEA.  
  (Climbing on table as MUSIC BEGINS) 
  

DO YOU REMEMBER THE NIGHT?)  
  

PRATTLE  
Do you remember the night?  How we picked such a crew!  
How we planned and we plotted how to make such a brew!  
How we painted our faces ready for the par-ty! 
Well, the leader of the Indians—was me!  
  
      PATRIOTS  
Do you remember the night?  How we dumped all the tea?  
How we jumped in the harbor and we swam in the sea!  
Then we whooped and we hollered and we shouted brave-ly!  
  
      PRATTLE  
And the leader of the Indians—was me!  
  
      PATRIOTS  
Dumping British tea!  A beau-TEA-ful joke!  
But it end-ed in tra-ge-dy. 
When we gather to sup—what a jolt!  
  
      PRATTLE  
‘Cause we find all the cod tastes of tea!  
  
      PRATTLE  
I’m gonna do it again!  Gonna have me some fun!  
With my coonskin and jerky and my ol’ trusty gun!  
Oh, I’ll capture the cowards and I’ll kill all the rest! 
I’m the leader of the Pa-triots—the best!  
  
  (REPEAT 16 measures of music while PATRIOTS  
  carry PRATTLE around on their shoulders.)  
  
 



PATRIOTS 
Every leaf of tea is soaked in the bay, 
There is only rum in the pot. 
Forced to drink only rum night and day!  

PRATTLE 
My oh me!  Sure I’ll soon be a sot! 

PRATTLE  (cont.) 
I’m gonna do it again!  Gonna have me some fun!  
With my coonskin and jerky and my ol’ trusty gun! 
Oh, I’ll capture the cowards and I’ll kill all the rest!  

PATRIOTS 
He’s the leader of the Pa-triots, 

PRATTLE 
The best! 

(Taking one last drink, he collapses.  
RARRICK  drags PRATTLE aside.) 

WATSON  
It was his blasted tea party that caused all this trouble. 

RARRICK 
It started before the tea party. 

KOLMER 
Long before! 

(HANCOCK ENTERS DL.) 

EDWARD  
That’s what we’re here for!  To talk it out, men.  Hancock!  Did you get a copy of the bill? 

HANCOCK  
Yes, I did.  And according to this, Edward, the King has closed the port. 

PARSON 
Why, I can’t believe he’s done this. 

HANCOCK 
(Handing bill to EDWARD)  Read for yourself.  



EDWARD  
“Under direction of the Crown:  The Port of Boston, Colony of Massachusetts, will hereby be 
closed….The Custom House moved to Marblehead….All inbound ships registering at Salem.  
Outbound ships with cargo laid in must depart on or before June first.”  

WATSON 
That’s only three weeks away! 

PARSON 
Three weeks to lay up supplies! 

EDWARD  
And they won’t last long.  Hancock, we’ll need your ships and warehouses. 

HANCOCK  
Of course.  But everyone must help, whether you’ve worked waterfront before or nay! 

EDWARD 
We’re willing.  We’ll fight this blockade!  

RARRICK  
And we’ll give’em a good one! 

(ALL cheer.) 

HANCOCK 
Good! 

PARSON  
But Hancock, this is no temporary matter.  With everything closed, what will you do? 

HANCOCK 
I…could be ruined. 

KOLMER 
And quickly, too, 

HANCOCK 
But I will be able to sustain losses for a while.  



 
 
 

      KOLMER  
We’ll all be ruined!  
  
      EDWARD  
No!  We’ll do something.  Protest!  We can protest!  Parson, could you proclaim a fast?  
  
      PARSON  
It would be fitting, Edward, our Lord granting us the strength.  
  
      EDWARD  
Then let us choose to fast.  
  
      CHAPMAN  
Hear-hear!  
  

EDWARD 
If Governor Hutchinson sees how determined we are, he will speak more favorably for us. 
 
      HANCOCK  
Your point is well taken, Edward.  
  
      EDWARD  
The people in England must know what the king is doing to us.  
  
      RARRICK  
He’s right!  
 
  
      PARSON  
Very well.  Make it known, my friends.  Go to your homes and prepare your families.  Break 
bread this evening, and give thanks.  And tomorrow when the clock strikes eight, we shall begin 
our fasting!  
      (ALL cheer.)  
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