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The Selma to Montgomery March & the 1965 Voting Rights Act

Cast:
 Sheyann Webb – an eight-year-old girl       Rachel West – her nine-year-old friend

Adult Sheyann    Historian   Narrator
 Dr. King   Rev. Hosea Williams

Mr. Webb  Mrs. Webb – Sheyann’s parents
 Clerk – at the courthouse    Lady  Marcher   Lawman   Farmer

Scene One – Selma, Alabama, 1965
Adult Shey: The 15th Amendment gave African-
Americans the right to vote way back in 1870. 

Historian: But nearly one hundred years later, 
black people were still being denied access to the 
polls.

Narrator: Three hundred people have marched 
to the courthouse in Selma, Alabama, to register 
to vote. Most in line won’t be allowed inside.

Adult Shey: I was there when Amelia Boynton 
and other Civil Rights leaders led these marches. 
These events often ended with all the marchers 
being arrested.

Narrator: An old farmer is trying to register, but 
he’s required to take a “literacy test.”

Historian: Literacy tests were rigged for failure. 
White people didn’t have to take them.

Farmer (reading): ‘Who was Zachary Taylor’s 
vice-president?’ Why, that it’d be…
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Clerk: You’re writin’ outside the line, old man. 
You’ve failed already. You can’t register. You 
can’t vote. You may as well quit right now.

Farmer: You can’t tell me that I can’t register. 
I’ll try anyway. 

Clerk: So be it, but you won’t be votin’ in this 
county.

Narrator: The farmer already knows the clerk 
will use any excuse to deny his application. He 
also knows his name will be published in the 
newspaper just for trying. 

Historian: Black people who tried to register 
were often fired from their jobs or run off their 
land. In some places, they were required to pay 
“poll taxes” in order to vote.

Narrator: Despite the risks, black citizens 
continue to wait their turn. Outside, the people in 
line shape their determination into song.

Cast: We shall overcome / we shall overcome / 
we shall overcome someday / oh deep in my heart 
/ I do believe / we shall overcome / someday…

Scene Two -- Brown Chapel
Adult Shey: I was just eight years old when I
risked my life to be Dr. Martin Luther King’s 
youngest freedom fighter. Whenever Civil Rights 
meetings were held at the church, I’d sneak out 
of the house to attend. 

Narrator: Sheyann and her friend Rachel follow 
a crowd into Brown Chapel. Dr. King spots them 
right away.

King: And what is it you girls want?

Girls: We want freedom.

King: I can't hear you. 

Girls: We want freedom.

King: This time I want you to say it like you 
mean it. What is it you want?

Girls: Freedom!

King: That's the way I want to hear it!

Scene Three – Still a Slave
Adult Shey: One night during the second week 
of the movement, I began to run a fever.

Mrs. Webb: You been out in the cold and rain 
too much, young lady. Other folks can sing 
tonight. You need to stay in bed.

Adult Shey: Momma brought me some soup and 
we talked about my Great Great Granmomma, 
who’d been a slave.

Mrs. Webb: When they was freed, they didn’t 
have the money to go up North, so they just 
stayed right here and worked for next to nothin’.

Post-slavery life was hard for African-
Americans. They often worked  long hours 
just for food and a place to sleep, as if they 

were still slaves.
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Shey: Did she ever try to vote?

Mrs. Webb: In those days, no women could 
vote, not even white ones. She did say some of 
the men got to vote for awhile, but the white 
folks cut ‘em off, and before long they’d lost 
their rights. 

Shey: I don’t understand how that could happen.

Mrs. Webb: It’s ‘cause they were scared. 
Granmomma said she’d seen folks whipped, and 
even though they’d been freed, they never forgot.

Adult Shey: I remember thinking that a hundred 
years later, not much had changed. As I drifted 
off to sleep, I heard the sound of singing coming 
from the church.

Cast: Oh, freedom / Oh, 
freedom / Oh, freedom over 
me! / And before I’ll be a 
slave / I’ll be buried in my 
grave / And go home to my 
Lord and be free…

Adult Shey: All of sudden
it struck me that if I kept 
marching, I might die. I 
thought of the four little 
girls down in Birmingham 
who’d been killed by a 
bomb. I imagined being 
struck by a deputy’s club.

Narrator:  Sheyann gets out a pencil and paper. 

Adult Shey: I decided I should write my 
obituary, the words that would appear in the 
newspaper if I should perish.

Sheyann (writing): Sheyann Webb, 8 years old, 
was killed today in Selma. She was one of Dr. 
King’s freedom fighters. She was a student at 
Clark School, Selma. Sheyann wanted all people 
to be free and happy.

Scene Four – Bloody Sunday
Historian: The marches continued throughout 
the winter months, but when a young civil rights 
activist was killed by police in a nearby town, 
James Bevel, Dr. King, and others organized a 
protest march from Selma to the State Capitol.

Narrator: When the march begins, the crowd is 
nervous and worried. No one talks or sings.

Adult Shey: I was near the front of the line.
When we got to the top of the Edmund Pettus 
Bridge, I saw what awaited us on the other side. 

Historian: Hundreds of troopers 
with clubs and gas masks stood 
blocking the highway. Behind them 
were the sheriff’s horsemen.

Narrator: Led by the Reverend 
Hosea Williams, the marchers 
descend the bridge.

Williams: Crossing this bridge 
means having a chance of real 
freedom. Not crossing it means 
nothing will change!

Narrator: A lawman yells through 
his bullhorn.

Lawman: Y’all stop right there now! Don’t go 
no further!

Williams: Sir, may we have a word?

Lawman: There’ll be no talkin’ today! Get ‘em 
back to the church! Ya got two minutes!

Adult Shey: I reached up and grabbed the hand 
of the lady walking next to me.

Lady: Don't be afraid. I know you're young, but 
don't be afraid.

The Rev. Hosea Williams, one of 
several leaders during the campaign, 

led the initial march. When the 
violence broke out, he scooped up 

Sheyann and carried her off the 
bridge.


