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For a large flexible cast of speakers and a singing choir.

SETTING: The set consists of a platform (C) reached by a flight of three steps (R). Platform and steps
should be painted white. A stand for posting the flag is on the platform. A white lectern or music stand
(DR) draped with red, white and blue bunting; and a three level platform painted white (DL).

CAST: Four girls Twelve boys Mixed Chorus (offstage)
Trumpeter (offstage) Soldier Sailor
Marine Five boys in camouflage suits

COSTUMES: The five platform readers (L) (three boys and two girls) are dressed in white. The boys in
white shirts and trousers; the girls in floor-length white dresses draped in Grecian fashion. The readers who
enter and exit are dressed in black.

AT THE RISE: The program begins in darkness. Offstage the Mixed Chorus sings “America, the
Beautiful”. AS THE SONG ENDS, A PINK SPOT COMES UP ON THE SPEAKER WHO STANDS AT
THE LECTERN, DR.

SPEAKER: ...and so, on this day, it is only fitting
That we pause a moment
To consider what our freedom is--
For it is not easily won,
Nor is it easily kept.
Parades and fireworks are not enough;
Oratory, empty words are not enough
To secure those freedoms which our Constitution guarantees.
That security can be kept
Only through each man’s knowledge,
His respect,
And his support
Of those rights for which courageous men have died.

Let us turn a moment backward to reflect.
Through centuries of struggle,
And in spite of forces which have turned him back,
Man’s search for freedom has lived on.
And as he searched, he fought--
And penned the record of that search--
The ancient Greeks,

The English,

French,
Americans.

Each offered up his words, his hands, his very blood
To free all men from doom,
For that’s what freedom is--to free from doom.
But freedom won does not hold freedom for all time.
Each obstacle surmounted,
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Another looms beyond,

And man must constantly affirm his willingness,

His courage, to defend these freedoms

Which so many gave their blood to gain.

All men must speak for freedom.
(THE SPOT FADES ON THE SPEAKER, AND A PALE, PINK SPOT COMES UP ON THE
PLATFORM DL, REVEALING THE READERS: THREE BOYS AND TWO GIRLS. These readers
remain on the platform throughout the entire production. AT THE SAME TIME THE RED, WHITE, AND
BLUE LIGHTS COME UP ON THE CYCLORAMA.)

ALL: Then, let our voice be that voice,
The voice of freedom speaking for itself.
This is our moment,
Caught between the alternating strokes of night and day,
To lift that voice,
Its victories to all mankind.
GIRL I: I am the voice of all the ages,
Speaking through the sullen or the brilliant past
To future generations still unborn.
My voice speaks of the silent world
Within the minds of men,
Or of that outer world of joy upon tomorrow’s wind.
For I am freedom--
And the span of me is beautiful upon the furrowed land.
BOY I: My words lift up the people,
Propagate the power to create new worlds.
My strength can mold the atom as I will.
Lift concrete into place
To change the water where it flows;
Set turbines singing in the wastes,
And change the course of rivers;
Lift a living force upon the land.

ALL: Because, through me, all men may dream,
And then assign that dream to its reality.
BOY II: Words sound upon the wind,

And, like the lifting eagle, sear toward the rising dawn

To sing of me--the virtue of my greatness and my power

Still unconquered in the land.

I am the voice of every soul who seeks a place within the sun,
The child, the man, the woman,

The voice of all the meek trying to inherit earth.

My voice has led the wagon wheels which dug the rutted paths
Across the mountains and the prairies,

Marked the trail for those who followed me.

--- END OF FREE PREVIEW ---



