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ACT ONE

FADE IN:

EXT. BOSTON ALLEYWAY - NIGHT

SUPER: MARCH 5TH, 1770 - BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 

Moonlight illuminates off the snowy ground. Tucked between 
two buildings, a makeshift path in the snowfall has been 
created by frequent passersby. A Bostonian RESIDENT, 30’s, 
going about his business, walks through, turning a corner 
upon his arrival to a courtyard.

COURTYARD

A vast open space with edges glowing orange from candlelight, 
while the center displays a dim, cold, blue. Few people 
occupy the courtyard; the ones who do walk rapidly, trying to 
find warmth. 

Red Coated SOLDIERS march throughout the city; some in pairs, 
others alone. 

A WOMAN, 20’s, urgently walks out of the empty courtyard and 
to a side street. Chiseled into a corner building reads “King 
Street.” 

A British OFFICER, 30’s, in a red coat, walks by her heading 
the opposite direction,  the courtyard.

KING STREET

Fewer buildings light the side street, leaving it an even 
colder blue. A young British soldier, HUGH WHITE, 21, leans 
against a building, his musket leaning against the wall next 
to him. The Woman rushes into a nearby door. As she enters 
the door, a young man, EDWARD GARRICK, 13, exits the building 
next to her, running. 

Garrick turns the corner in the direction of the courtyard. 

GARRICK
There goes the fellow! He has not 
paid my master for dressing his 
hair.

The few inhabitants of the courtyard look on. The British 
officer Garrick accuses of theft, looks back at Garrick, 
ignoring him.
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Garrick approaches the officer, circles around him and stops 
in front of him.

GARRICK (CONT’D)
You must pay for the wig you have 
purchased.

OFFICER
I’ve paid my dues.

The officer turns and walks back toward King Street. Garrick 
all the while following the officer.

KING STREET

Hugh White spits at the snowy ground. The British officer 
passes White, followed by a harassing Garrick.

GARRICK
Sir, my master has not received any 
coin from you for that hair.

The officer continues to ignore Garrick as he marches. White 
overhears the commotion.

WHITE
He is a gentleman, and if he says 
he’s paid, then he’s paid. 

Garrick pauses and stares at White as he continues to lazily 
lean against the building. Arrogance cloaks the young White 
and Garrick is far too familiar with the way British soldiers 
carry themselves.

GARRICK
(softly to himself)

There are no gentlemen left in this 
regiment.

White lifts himself off the wall, reaching for his musket. He 
walks toward Garrick, musket in hand.

WHITE
What was that, boy?

Garrick feels a sense of confidence as onlookers grow. White 
stands over Garrick, drastically taller and older.

GARRICK
I said, there are no gentlemen left 
in this regiment.

White strikes Garrick with the butt of his musket, knocking 
him to the ground. 
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White hovers over Garrick, as his nose drips blood from the 
fresh gash. White spits to the side, then casually retreats 
back to his post.

An ONLOOKER, male, helps Garrick up. White notices the crowd 
in the street has doubled. Several men approach White, 
hollering.

ONLOOKER 1
You bloody lobster back. You like 
picking on poor boys, do you?

ONLOOKER 2
You lousy rascal. We can show you 
how it feels to be out powered.

ON WHITE - distress and panic creep into the young face. A 
chunk of ice, thrown by someone in the crowd, shatters off 
the building behind him. White begins to retreat down King 
Street, toward a large bricked building with a small window 
balcony; the Custom House. 

The crowd follows as White retreats to the front of the 
Customs House. The crowd quickly turns into a mob. 

Members of the mob carry torches, ice, oyster shells, and any 
hard objects they could find. 

White backs toward the Custom House with his eyes fixed on 
the mob. Upon reaching the building, he bangs on the doors 
with the butt of his musket; slight splatters of blood from 
Garrick’s nose covers the butt of the musket.

WHITE
Turn out, Main Guard! Turn out, 
goddammit!

The ruckus grows louder. Down an alley, perpendicular to King 
Street, a mob of DOCKERS make their way to King Street. A 
large BELL echoes through the town.

BONG. BONG. BONG.

More weary BOSTONIANS flood the streets. A WOMAN, 30’s, exits 
her home, baby in hand, worried.

WOMAN
A fire?

COURTYARD

Now flooded with many Bostonians. Glows of orange torches and 
candles wash away the cold blue tint. 
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THOMAS PRESTON, 48, exits an elegant building, hollering in 
an Irish accent at seven British soldiers following behind 
him; the Main Guard.

PRESTON
Turn out. Damn your bloods, turn 
out!

The British soldiers line in two columns, muskets drawn and 
bayonets fixed, as they move through the crowd to King 
Street.

KING STREET

Preston and his men march on, shoving their way through the 
crowd as a unit.

ON WHITE - Complete fear has taken over Hugh White’s face. 
Crowds of white and mulatto men and women surround him. The 
largest of the mob are the dockers, carrying large CLUBS and 
pounding them in their hands as they holler obscenities. 

BONG. BONG. BONG. 

Bells continue to echo. Crowds of men and women look on the 
hectic scene of confusion.

PRESTON (CONT’D)
Clear out! Move out of the way!

ON PRESTON - him and the seven soldiers reach White. They 
form a semi-circle, muskets drawn and bayonets fixed at the 
mob. 

DOCKER
You lobster son of bitch!

Ice and oyster shells hit the soldiers.

PRESTON
(to soldiers)

Hold position. They mustn’t break 
the line.

(to crowd)
Disperse!

Faint shouts in the distance can be heard as the sound of a 
bell continues to drown the streets.

BONG. BONG. BONG.

DISTANT SHOUTS (O.S.)
There’s a fire?... Fire!
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A large mulatto docker, CRISPUS ATTUCKS, 47, club in hand, 
steps forward toward the line of soldiers, directly facing a 
soldier, HUGH MONTGOMERY, 37. Attucks reaches a large hand 
out and grabs Montgomery’s bayonet, gripping the blade as it 
cuts through his palm. Still gripping the bayonet, he throws 
his bloody hand forward. The momentum of the bayonet knocks 
Montgomery to the ground.

ON MOB - pushing and shoving takes place as the mob 
transforms into a riot.

VOICE (O.S.)
Damn you, fire! Fire!

A shot is heard. Shouts and screams echo from the reaction of 
the gun fire. More shots are fired in the crowd at random 
intervals. Members of the crowd drop their torches and clubs 
and scatter.  

Smoke and darkness cover the scene. The smoke lifts; five 
motionless bodies lie in the snow; Several BOSTONIAN MEN 
crawl, dragging their wounded legs away from the scene. A 
man, PATRICK CARR, 29, lies, clutching his wounded abdominal 
section, sobbing.

A small crowd is still present, taking in what they’ve just 
witnessed. Quiet falls for a tense moment.

MAN
Murderers! You’ll rot in hell, you 
murderers!

ON ATTUCKS - his lifeless eyes lie in the frozen snow. Warm 
blood, causing condensation from the cold, streams from his 
chest, staining the snow red. 

BEGIN TITLE SEQUENCE

EXT. MT. VERNON - DAY

SUPER: MOUNT VERNON, VIRGINIA

ESTABLISHING SHOT of the vast, snowy estate of Mt. Vernon. 
Slaves work throughout the land. A man on horseback gallops 
away from the mansion.

INT. MT. VERNON MANSION - DAY

FRONT PARLOR
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A mulatto female slave, ANN, 32, dressed in a calico gown, 
dusts the mantle above the fireplace.

MARTHA WASHINGTON, 39, the type of woman who isn’t physically 
attractive, but her personality creates an aura of beauty, 
enters with an unopened envelope in hand. 

MARTHA
Ann, darling, have you seen my 
husband?

ANN
Yes, ma'am. Mister went up to his 
bedchambers not too long ‘go.

MARTHA
Thank you, Ann. I'll ring for you 
when we are ready for supper.

Martha walks through a door passage with more angst in her 
step than normal.

CENTRAL PASSAGE

Martha climbs a large, black walnut staircase to the second 
floor.

SPARE BEDCHAMBER

Martha makes her way through a spare bedchamber, covered in 
yellow wallpaper.

SMALL HALL

Martha travels through a doorway leading from the yellow 
bedchamber to a small hall with a staircase leading 
downstairs.

MASTER BEDROOM

GEORGE WASHINGTON, 38, with long auburn hair tied back, sits 
by a fireplace, reading. 

CU ON GEORGE as his fading blue/grey eyes positioned on his 
pale face squint as he struggles to understand what he is 
reading. His mouth is pressed tightly shut, and his nose 
shows small signs of scarring and craters; revealing all his 
small defects. He looks aged, but a fiery youth burns in his 
eyes and expressions.

Martha enters, worried.
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MARTHA (CONT’D)
George. A messenger came. He 
dropped off a letter.

George continues to read his book, nonchalantly now.

GEORGE
I assume it's from the House.

Martha nods her head.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I've already informed them that 
I've stepped down from government 
and I don't plan to return. Set it 
aside, I'll get to it later.

MARTHA
George.

George lowers his book, glances up at Martha.

MARTHA (CONT’D)
It seems urgent. The messenger rode 
from Williamsburg non-stop.

George sets his book down and reaches out to receive the 
envelope. He gets up, goes to a desk, pulls out a letter 
opener, and splits the envelope's wax seal. He pulls out the 
letter, scanning. His face stiffens.

MARTHA (CONT’D)
What is it, George? What have they 
sent?

GEORGE
There's been bloodshed in 
Massachusetts.

INT. JOHN ADAMS' HOME - DAY

SUPER: BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS

HALL

Two small children, ABIGAIL "NABBY" ADAMS, 5, and JOHN QUINCY 
ADAMS, 3, run through a narrow hall into the small study 
room.

STUDY
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Nabby and John Quincy plop on the dusty wooden floor, playing 
with wooden blocks and faceless dolls. JOHN ADAMS, 35, short 
and plump with a slight receding hairline, writes at a desk 
in the corner, his frustration growing. From the hall, 
ABIGAIL ADAMS, 26, a slender, classically beautiful woman by 
all accounts, enters. In a hushed voice, she scolds her 
children.

ABIGAIL
Nabby. John Quincy. Can't you see 
you're father is working. Go. Get. 
Find somewhere else to play.

The children rise in defeat and head to another room. John 
Adams' eyes remain glued to his desk. Abigail begins to walk 
to the kitchen.

JOHN
I just don't understand.

Abigail pauses in her place, her back to John. She turns her 
head, watching her husbands frustrations grow. She turns and 
walks  him, extending her arms to rub his shoulders.

JOHN (CONT’D)
I continuously lose. It's as if the 
jury doesn't listen to reason, and 
instead listens to insinuations. A 
place where justice supposedly 
preside, yet the innocent are 
judged guilty before stepping foot 
in the courtroom.

ABIGAIL
There now, John. Nobody argues your 
wit. 

(beat)
You just let your tongue ruin what 
your brain produces.

John looks up at his wife, angry because she is right.

JOHN
Great minds and men must learn from 
those of our past. How is it my 
fault these judges grow bored of my 
oratory.

He sighs, admitting defeat; there is no winning against her.

JOHN (CONT’D)
And now. We have this madness in 
the streets.
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John focuses his sights back on his desk; lost in 
concentration.

JOHN (CONT’D)
(almost to himself)

Five slaughtered on King Street. 
And for what?

John back up to Abigail.

JOHN (CONT’D)
And this will not be the end of 
this. There is no doubt, Samuel has 
started an uproar in the other 
colonies. The Boston Massacre, 
that's what he's named it. Put it 
on press and sent it ‘round the 
world.

A knock from the door. John and Abigail both look at the 
front door. John stands as Abigail opens the door. A 
frightened man, JAMES FORREST, 30, walks into the home, 
shaken.

JAMES
Mr. Adams? John Adams?

JOHN
Yes. Who might you be?

JAMES
My name is James Forrest.

JOHN
What's the matter?

JAMES
I'm a Tory. The crowds seem to grow 
more hostile  that these days.

John lets out a breath, understanding.

JOHN
Come in. Have a seat.

JAMES
Thank you.

JOHN
On with it, what's your business?

JAMES
I've come on behalf of Captain 
Thomas Preston. 

(MORE)
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He commands the British troops who 
were involved in the shooting. 
They've been placed in holding. 
He's asked me to see you. 

JOHN
He must not know much about me.

JAMES
He’s well aware of your reputation 
Mr. Adams. He and I believe you’re 
his best hope for a fair trial.

John, worried, looks up to Abigail. Worried as well, she 
nods. John looks back at James.

JOHN
Where are they being held?

EXT. PRISON LOT - LATER

In a prison lot, surrounded by cement walls as gray as the 
sky above them, stands Thomas Preston and eight British 
soldiers in worn down, torn uniforms. John Adams enters 
through a barred door. Preston steps forward, John Adams 
approaches him.

JOHN
Thomas Preston I presume?

THOMAS
Aye, that is me.

JOHN
I understand you are looking for a 
legal defender.

THOMAS
I am. As are my men.

JOHN
I think you are mistaken of my 
reputation. You are aware I am a 
Patriot?

THOMAS
I am.

JOHN
Then tell me why I would defend 
British soldiers who murdered my 
fellow colonist?

JAMES (CONT'D)
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THOMAS
Because we didn't murder them, Mr. 
Adams.

JOHN
Five are dead and six are injured 
and you mean to tell me the bullets 
did not come from your men's guns?

THOMAS
Aye. My men were the ones who shot, 
but it was self defense Mr. Adams. 
The mob were harassing one of my 
young soldiers.

Thomas points  Private White, whose ear has dry blood around 
it.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
Private White hollered for help, so 
I commanded the rest of my men to 
form a line for support. We stood 
our ground as the mob grew. They 
began shouting and throwing ice. My 
men were nervous, but they stood 
their ground. Damn near proud of 
them for that.

(beat)
Then more flooded the street and 
dockers came with clubs. That's 
when Private White was hit. We’re 
unsure if it were from ice or a 
club. Then fire rang out and the 
rest followed.

JOHN
Did you not command your men to 
fire?

THOMAS
I swear it.

JOHN
(intense)

Look at me. You did not command 
these men to fire?

Thomas stiffens straight. Beat.

THOMAS
I did not command them to fire. It 
was the fear of death that forced 
them to fire their weapons. 

(MORE)
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Chaos was already surrounding us. 
We had no choice but to defend 
ourselves.

John thinks over all he's heard.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
Will you defend us?

John looks up to him.

JOHN
You tell me you're innocent?

THOMAS
By God, we are innocent. 

JOHN
Then I must stand firm in my 
beliefs. Justice is justice whether 
you’re British or American.

(beat)
I will defend you.

THOMAS (CONT'D)
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ACT THREE

EXT. DIRT ROAD - DAY

ESTABLISHING SHOT of George Washington on horseback, followed 
by three SLAVES on foot. A fourth SLAVE, on horseback, guides 
a covered wagon carrying George’s belongings.

Several feet ahead of them is an overturned wagon, with three 
WHITE MEN, wearing black farming hats, standing next to it. 
George brings his party to a halt when they approach the 
overturned wagon.

GEORGE
What seems to be the problem?

One of the men, a rough looking, uneducated MAN, 35, speaks 
in butchered English.

MAN
Damn horse. She got all wild and 
tip’d ova are wagon then took off 
in dat direction.

The man points in the distance.

MAN (CONT’D)
Bust’d up one of are wheels.

GEORGE
I should have a spare in the back 
of my wagon. Let me get it and help 
you gentlemen turn your wagon 
upright.

George dismounts his horse and heads to the back of his 
wagon. He climbs in and pulls out a spare wooden wheel. He 
climbs down and turns the corner of his wagon.

He freezes when he turns the corner. The three men have guns 
drawn on him and his slaves. The man in the back shifts his 
gun to cover the three slaves on foot. 

MAN
That’s enough, right there. We’ll 
be taking ye wagon.

George looks down at his waist.

ON WAIST - his pistol holstered to his belt.
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ON GEORGE - he looks back at the men, knowing he wouldn’t 
have the time to draw and fire at all three.

George begins to take a step forward. 

GEORGE
There’s no need for this. Let’s 
talk about this before we get too 
rash.

Frightened, the man in the back, shifting his aim between the 
slaves on foot, fires, striking one. The slave falls, dead 
instantly.

George freezes and throws his palms up, surrendering.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
No more gun fire. You may take the 
wagon.

MAN
(to slave on horseback)

You heard, nigger, down. Get off 
dat horse.

The slave on horseback, guiding the wagon, dismounts and 
shuffles behind George.

The man aiming his gun at the slave on horseback takes his 
place on the horse. The two others, guns still drawn on the 
men, climb in the back of the wagon. The men ride off, 
leaving their overturned wagon.

When the men get far enough in the distance, George walks 
over to the fallen slave. He checks the body. After a second, 
he stands.

GEORGE
The least we can do is bury him. 
Grab the body.

The remaining three slaves carry the body to the side of the 
road.

LATER

George, on horseback, covered in dirt with three slaves 
walking next to him approach a town.
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EXT. VIRGINIA HOUSE OF BURGESSES - CONTINUOUS

A large H shaped building stands two stories. Archways 
connect the tall pillars on both sides. George, still on 
horseback, gallops to the front of the building.

A large man, PEYTON RANDOLPH, 49, waits in front of the 
building.

PEYTON
Mr. Washington. Welcome back to the 
Capitol. Isn’t she just grand?

Peyton makes a gesture  the building.

GEORGE
I must admit, she is an 
architectural masterpiece.

George dismounts his horse.

GEORGE (CONT’D)
I’m making additions to Mount 
Vernon in attempts to bring it the 
beauty the Capitol brings to 
Williamsburg. 

Both men embrace each other with a slight, one armed hug; as 
if they’re long lost friends.

PEYTON
This surely can’t be all you’ve 
brought?

Peyton makes a gesture to George’s three slaves, who are 
tying George’s horse to a stake.

GEORGE
I’ve seemed to have misplaced my 
belongings on my journey. I will 
have to return to Mt. Vernon in a 
few days to gather more things.

PEYTON
Of course, that shouldn’t be a 
problem. Would you be needing more 
company on your return?

GEORGE
No need. I will have three of my 
finest with me.

ON SLAVES - A look of disdain on their face.
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PEYTON
Yes, of course. 

(beat)
Come, everyone is waiting.

GEORGE
I must apologize. I came as soon as 
I heard. I fear I did not have time 
to present myself accordingly.

George makes a slight gesture to his unpowdered, auburn hair 
and his dirt-ridden clothing.

PEYTON
You mustn’t apologize. We’ll gladly 
take the unkempt George over no 
George.

Both men enter the Capitol.

INT. VIRGINIA HOUSE OF BURGESSES - CONTINUOUS

COUNCIL CHAMBERS

Fifteen to twenty MEN talk in factions to one another in a 
grand room resembling a courthouse. 

The center of the room is positioned a step below the 
surrounding floor. In the center of the room sits a large 
table and an extravagant chandelier hangs above. Four benches 
sit on opposite sides of the table, as well as benches in the 
upper levels. In the far back of the chamber sits a chair 
with a back that towers above the rest and comes to a point 
at the top. Circular windows surround the oval room. 

A lithe man, PATRICK HENRY, 34, with dark curling hair and 
piercing hazel-blue eyes, sits in the background, alone on a 
bench, scanning a document.

George and Peyton enter the chambers, descending down a small 
set of steps. EDMUND PENDLETON, 49, approaches George and 
Peyton. 

EDMUND
Mr. Washington. How nice it is to 
see you again. Tell me, how are the 
children?

Edmund extends a hand  George. George’s hand swallows 
Edmund’s when they shake.
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GEORGE
Mr. Pendleton. The pleasure is 
mine. Jacky and Patsy are enjoying 
the company of their mother.

PEYTON
George, that reminds me. I’m not 
sure you’ve had the chance to meet 
my cousin, twice removed. 

Peyton scans the room. He spots a young, long, thin man, 
THOMAS JEFFERSON, 27, who looks the epitome of an aristocrat. 
Jefferson, with long, light auburn hair pulled back, sits on 
a bench in the upper level, opposite George, Edmund, and 
Peyton. Jefferson’s fair skinned face, covered in freckles, 
has all its attention on a letter in his lap; his posture 
slightly askew; awkward.

Peyton hollers across the room.

PEYTON (CONT’D)
Thomas, my boy! Come over here!

Jefferson glances up, looking  the three men. Something about 
the way he looks seems elitist. He stands, showing his true 
length, and walks  the three men. As he approaches, he stands 
opposite George, almost sizing one another up. The height of 
both George and Thomas shadow over Peyton and Edmund.

PEYTON (CONT’D)
George, this is my cousin, Thomas 
Jefferson. Thomas, this is...

JEFFERSON
...Colonel George Washington.

Jefferson extends his hand, George shakes.

JEFFERSON (CONT’D)
I was studying at William and Mary 
when you gave George Mason’s 
statements to the House back in 
‘69. I was able to catch your 
ending remarks.

Before George can respond, Patrick Henry interrupts from 
across the room.

PATRICK
Mr. Randolph! Shall we begin?

Jefferson, Peyton, and Edmund glance back to Patrick. 
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PEYTON
(to the three men)

Why, yes. I believe we shall.

Peyton breaks from the men, heading  the chair with the large 
back at the end of the chambers. 

JEFFERSON
I guess we should take our seats.

(to George)
Colonel.

Jefferson nods his head to George, then retreats to his 
original seat. George watches him as he retreats.

EDMUND
Come, George. You can sit here.

George snaps his head back to Edmund. They head to a seat on 
the opposite side of Jefferson.

All the men begin to take a seat. Peyton sits at the head 
chair, facing all.

PEYTON
Gentlemen. We are here today to 
discuss what is now being referred 
to as the Boston Massacre. I want 
to open the floor to suggestions 
for the necessary steps we should 
take to ensure the safety of 
Virginia.

A MAN, 35, stands with anger.

MAN 1
This is an abomination. The British 
have taxed us, withheld our natural 
rights, and now have murdered our 
fellow colonist. I strike we 
boycott all British goods.

Another MAN, 45, stands to rebuke.

MAN 2
That’s ludicrous. We can’t survive 
without the British resources. The 
papers were written by radicals 
like Samuel Adams. Who can honestly 
believe a word written by the man?

ON JEFFERSON - as the men debate, Jefferson quietly sits, 
listening attentively. His pale, blue eyes following each man 
as they speak.
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A third MAN, 40, rises.

MAN 3
Regardless of what Adam’s has 
written. The facts are facts. Five 
men are dead from Massachusetts. 
That does not make it Virginia’s 
issue.

George, sitting, voices his concern; shocking even himself.

GEORGE
This is America’s issue. If Britain 
represses one colony, where will 
they stop? One colony alone can’t 
stand to Britain. Only together, do 
we stand a chance to provoke 
change.

ON JEFFERSON - his eyes keen on George, in deep thought at 
the words he’s spoken.

The congregation takes this in a beat.

MAN 3
Mr. Washington is under the 
influence of Franklin’s propaganda 
to Join or Die. May I remind the 
congregation, we’ve remained 
separate colonies and as a result, 
Virginia has thrived. 

MAN 2
We’ve thrived because of our 
ability to trade with the British. 
If we take any action, we should 
write a diplomatic letter to His 
Majesty. 

Patrick stands.

PATRICK
The King’s actions have been made 
clear to us all. 

A serious breath of air is taken from the room. Everyone 
prepares to hear Patrick speak.

PATRICK (CONT’D)
As colonist, we have been taken 
advantage of. Our individual rights 
as members of the British Empire 
have been tarnished.

29.

Matt
he

w J.
 Fee



Patrick waits a beat as he looks around the congregation.

PATRICK (CONT’D)
You’ve already branded me a traitor 
and treason to the king. I’ve 
retracted my statements prior, but 
today is not a day to hold back. We 
hold this meeting as men of 
Virginia, not men under His 
Majesty’s rule. If we send a 
diplomatic letter...

ON GEORGE - at hearing the words “diplomatic” repeated, 
George begins to drift his focus  the ground; lost.

EXT. FOREST/RIVER - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

SUPER: OHIO VALLEY, DECEMBER 1753.

Young George and Gist approach an icy river with several 
small islands within it. The two men stop at the banks and 
watch the running water. 

GIST
It’s not frozen over.

George reaches into his bag and pulls out a worn hatchet.

GEORGE
We’re going to have to build a 
raft. It’s the only way to get 
across. We’ll take turns with the 
hatchet.

George begins chopping at a smaller tree with the hatchet. 
Gist takes a seat in the snow.

LATER

Rows of misshaped timber and logs lay on the ground. Gist 
chops at a small, fallen tree, creating smaller logs. George 
ties timber and logs together with rope and twine fiber from 
broken twigs, forming a makeshift raft. Although it is 
freezing temperatures, both men sweat.

Gist finishes chopping the small tree into smaller logs, and 
brings them over to George. George takes the small logs and 
aligns them next to the others. He ties the logs together. He 
picks up the last log, a skinny long piece.

30.

Matt
he

w J.
 Fee



GEORGE (CONT’D)
This should be enough to get us 
across. I’ll use this to pole our 
way through the rapids.

GIST
Either it’ll get us across or it’ll 
kill us. Either way, it’s better 
than our current predicament.

Gist gestures to the wooded area around them. Both men grab 
the ends of the raft and drag it to the river bank. 

GEORGE
You get in with the pole. I’ll push 
it out, then you pull me on board.

Gist gets in the raft. George, with inhuman strength, pushes 
the raft into the river. Gist reaches his hand out and locks 
hands with George as he enters the raft. Gist hands the pole 
back to George.

The two of them set sail on the icy river; George poling, 
Gist sitting. 

Halfway between the forest and the first island, George 
notices a sheet of floating ice speedily approaching the 
raft. George throws down the pole to stop the raft and avoid 
the sheet of ice.

The sheet of ice strikes the pole, knocking George into the 
icy waters.

GIST
Damn.

In a chaotic moment, Gist crawls  George, extending a hand to 
save him. He misses George’s hand.

George’s head bobs up and down in the water, near drowning. 
George, arms wailing, reaches out one last time and makes 
contact with Gist’s arm. George’s large hands wrap around 
Gist’s forearm.

Gist grabs George’s arms and drags him up into the raft. 
George, aboard the raft, gasps for air.

GIST (CONT’D)
What the hell happened?

As George gasps for air, the raft comes to a halting crash. 
Gist looks up, seeing the raft crashed into the bank of the 
island. The raft begins to sink in the river, along with 
George’s musket.
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Gist grabs George’s bag, then George by the shoulders and 
drags him off the raft, in the shallow icy river, and up onto 
the island’s bank. The two lie there a beat, breathing 
heavily. 

George rises, takes a look around, notices they’re trapped. 
He releases a heavy breath of defeat, climbs up the banks of 
the island and sits against a tree – Gist follows, dropping 
George’s bag next to George before laying his bag and musket 
on the ground. 

GIST (CONT’D)
Well. I guess it’ll kill us.

Gist lets out a soft chuckle. Gist closes his eyes, his 
breath visible from the cold.

EXT. ISLAND - DAWN

The sun rises in the East. George wakes Gist.

GEORGE
Let’s go. We must return to 
Virginia.

Gist squinting up at George. The early sun shines around him.

GIST
How do you plan to do that? Build 
ourselves another superb raft?

GEORGE
The river froze over during the 
night. We can walk across before 
the currents melt it.

Gist, with resurrected hope, rises and slings his musket and 
bag over his shoulder. He glares down at his hands.

GIST
I can’t feel my fingers.

George, ignoring him, leads the way across the iced over 
river, bag on his back. Gist scurries to catch up.

EXT. WHARF - TWILIGHT (PRESENT DAY)

SUPER: WEST INDIES, 1770.

ESTABLISHING - sunny, warm day in the West Indies. A beach, 
extending into a wide wharf stares out to the sea. Vegetation 
flourishes on the outer dunes of the beach. 
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Rows of trading ships sit, docked at the wharf. Various men 
unload, and load from the ships; organized chaos. 

Black slaves are seen in chains being dragged from certain 
ships; brutally and in inhumane fashion; others being 
measured and weighed; nobody bats an eye at it, except a 
young man.

The first image we see of ALEXANDER HAMILTON, 15, is him from 
a distance standing in the organized chaos, scribbling in a 
booklet he holds. He looks up and lightly grimaces at the 
images of brutality  the black men. The short, meager boy, 
shakes his auburn-red head and focuses his sharp, violet-blue 
eyes back on a booklet in his hands. A captain of a ship 
walks past Hamilton. Hamilton stops the man, pointing  his 
books while conversing with the man. Hamilton exhibits an 
authoritative demeanor. 

Hamilton reaches out a hand, cupped, ready to receive 
something. The Captain reluctantly drops small coins in his 
hand, then walks off back to his ship.

Hamilton snaps shut his booklet and heads up the wharf,  the 
beach. An air of confidence and cockiness in his walk, though 
he doesn’t look the type to be important. Hamilton walks past 
a line of enchained slaves. He reaches the edge of the wharf, 
where a boy has a stack of newspapers. Hamilton takes a coin 
he just received and purchases a paper. He stops there to 
scan the writings. He shows interest in a certain passage, 
closes the paper, looks up, and heads off, eager.

INT. CHURCH - LATER

ON NEWSPAPER - placed on a wooden table, the newspaper 
headline reads, “Boston Massacre” in large print, followed 
by, “The killings of five American men.”

HAMILTON (O.S.)
They speak of war.

ON HAMILTON - he looks down, pointing at the paper.

PRIEST (O.S.)
Alexander. 

Hamilton and a PRIEST, 35, sit at a table in a small, modest 
church. 

PRIEST (CONT’D)
Five men have been killed. Would 
you want more to join them?
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HAMILTON
If it means freedom from tyranny. A 
new start.

PRIEST
Is it freedom from tyranny, or a 
new start for you? Is that why you 
dream of America? To start anew 
there?

HAMILTON
I know what it’s like to have 
everything taken from you. 

PRIEST
Is that right? It has nothing to do 
with your father?

This causes a sting in the conversation.

PRIEST (CONT’D)
Alexander. I know God has a 
watchful eye over you; just keep 
faith.

HAMILTON
I believe you, father. But I can’t 
help but wonder what could be if I 
had enough coins to sail to 
America. There I could be someone, 
not just another clerk writing 
notes for another man.

A brief quiet falls on the two; the Priest struggling to find 
the right words.

PRIEST
It’s getting late. You should head 
back now. No doubt, you’ll be 
getting up early before work.

The Priest rises from the table. Hamilton sits a beat, 
thinking.

HAMILTON
Yes, I should be going.

Hamilton stands and exits the small church. The Priest 
watches him leave, thinking.
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EXT. STREET - EVENING

John Adams and Samuel Adams walk along the street near the 
pier. Docked ships unload crates. Large men beat ropes with 
clubs. Promiscuous women sneak into buildings, men in hand.

SAMUEL
That’s all I'm saying John. Five 
men murdered at the hands of 
British soldiers. And here, I 
thought you were a man of liberty.

JOHN
Being a man of liberty is the very 
reason I am defending those men. 
And don't go around labeling it 
murder. When provoked by the fear 
of death, a man reacts in defense 
for his own safety.

SAMUEL
What about your safety John? Or 
Abigail's? Or the children?

JOHN
What do you mean?

SAMUEL
Don't act like you haven't heard 
the whispers. Men fear you've 
become a Loyalist, that you have a 
soft spot in your heart for the 
motherland. I keep reassuring them 
that you are for freedom.

JOHN
Yes, freedom. But at the cost of 
lives? I can't back a heinous mob; 
a group of rough scallywags. That 
is not freedom, it's rioting.

SAMUEL
Rioting for the cause of freedom, 
still results in freedom.

JOHN
Freedom with anarchy.

(beat)
If we cannot solve our skirmish 
with Britain in a peaceful manner, 
we must do what we can to prevent 
anarchy, instead of promoting it 
and calling it freedom. 

(MORE)
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Make sure your Sons of Liberty 
understand the difference.

SAMUEL
You're too intelligent to believe 
our differences with Britain will 
end peacefully. The peace died with 
those men.

As they talk, commotion can be heard in the distance, coming 
from the courtyard. John and Sam advance  the ruckus.

COURTYARD

A large mob has started to form, enclosing a LOYALIST man in 
a powdered wig. Large men carry the struggling, wigged man 
through the center of the crowd.

The man's wig falls off his head, revealing short brunette 
hair. Members of the mob shout.

MOB MEMBER 1
Tar that bloody bastard!

MOB MEMBER 2
Show that lobster his place!

MOB MEMBER 3
Get out of Boston! Go back to 
Britain!

John watches in disgust as large men tear the clothes off the 
Loyalist until he is completely naked. Shouts of distress 
come from the Loyalist.

Even Sam shows distaste for what is happening.

JOHN
This, Samuel. This is what you’re 
promoting. This is anarchy.

Two large men hold the Loyalist by both arms, as a third 
enters with a bucket of burning tar, releasing it on the 
Loyalist. Screams of pain release from the Loyalist. The 
crowd laughs and applaud.

Men begin throwing buckets of feather onto the Loyalist. The 
large men then lift the Loyalist onto a thick, rectangular 
bar, his legs hug both sides.

The men parade the feathered Loyalist around the streets, as 
if he were galloping on a wooden horse.

JOHN (CONT'D)
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SAMUEL
Don't forget, John. The men of 
Boston have begun to label you a 
Loyalist.
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