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EXHIBIT A



Tail
Our Ancestors demand we stand
In the gaping holes of history
Where our roots use to be;
Our unity is fruitful and fierce—
It is a secret garden
 Where the tree of life grows.

Foyer
JUSTICE is an oak with many
branches and a shelter for all.
JUSTICE is a mighty river
that denies no one
its waters. JUSTICE is what we
promised ourselves.

Lightbox “JUSTICE”
Because These Truths we hold self-evident, thus must Equity in Justice remain.
Were not our forefathers rebels of monarchy? If our country ‘tis of thee, sweet land of
liberty, then honor seekers of America’s dream.
Since rivers outlast nations, since land cares not what name we call it, must not These
Truths transcend flags, ideologies, cults, and factions?
Is this land worthy of our trust? Truth shall sing freedom songs; make wrongs right,
shine light across dead pastures.
Let the river wash us. Let the river cleanse us. Let the river heal us. With Justice

Back porch
Johnnie Mae Chappell received no—
Edward Lycurgus received no—
Benjamin Hart received no— Justice.
That dread debt
Falls incumbent upon us.

Scroll/Spiral
THOSE WHO CARE TO 
KNOW WILL COPE AND 
GROW TOGETHER
FORMING A MORE 
PERFECT UNION IN THE 
AFTERMATH
OF OUR WEATHERED 
PAST - TETHERED ONE 
TO ANOTHER BY LOVE
AND SERVICE OF COUN-
TRY - THESE SELF-EVI-
DENT TRUTHS THESE
UNALIENABLE RIGHTS - 
LIFE, LIBERTY, AND THE
PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS

JUSTICE
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JUSTICE 

Tail 

Our Ancestors demand we stand 
In the gaping holes of history 
Where our roots use to be; 
Our unity is fruitful and fierce— 
It is a secret garden 
Where the tree of life grows.  

Foyer 
JUSTICE is an oak with many 
branches and a shelter for all. 
JUSTICE is a mighty 
river that denies no one 
its waters. JUSTICE is what we 
promised ourselves. 

Lightbox “JUSTICE” 

Because These Truths we hold self-evident, thus must Equity in Justice remain. 
Were not our forefathers rebels of monarchy? If our country ‘tis of thee, sweet land of 
liberty, then honor seekers of America’s dream. 
Since rivers outlast nations, since land cares not what name we call it, must not These 
Truths transcend flags, ideologies, cults, and factions? 
Is this land worthy of our trust? Truth shall sing freedom songs; make wrongs right, 
shine light across dead pastures. 
Let the river wash us. Let the river cleanse us. Let the river heal us. With Justice. 

Back porch  

Johnnie Mae Chappell received no— 
Edward Lycurgus received no— 
Benjamin Hart received no— 
Justice. That dread debt 
Falls incumbent upon us. 

Scroll 

THOSE WHO CARE TO KNOW WILL COPE AND GROW TOGETHER 
FORMING A MORE PERFECT UNION IN THE AFTERMATH 
OF OUR WEATHERED PAST - TETHERED ONE TO ANOTHER BY LOVE 
AND SERVICE OF COUNTRY - THESE SELF-EVIDENT TRUTHS THESE 
UNALIENABLE RIGHTS - LIFE, LIBERTY, AND THE 
PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS 

ashley
Highlight



Tail
We the People in order to secure
Blessings of liberty to ourselves and
Our posterity: first, immigrant,
Enslaved, free, incarcerated—
We the People.

Foyer
Unequal feels like a brown bag
TOSSED ON CITY CURBS
filled with worthless jumble
AS IF TRASH FOR NEXT TUESDAY
bits of broken coloRED glass
A MOSIAC OF BRAVE PEOPLE

Lightbox “EQUALITY”
We hold These Truths. And we will not let go. That all are equal. Until we all are.
Our legacy is a porcelain cup, brim-filled with atrocities and lovers of liberation.
Equality is difficult to demand when cries have gone unanswered for so long.
No longer can we pledge allegiance to oaths of justice that choke liberty out of citizens.
In These Truths, we can resurrect the hope we once believed in, flows freely.

Back porch
As sea cows graze at
San Juan’s knees, and the
Cosmos radiates beyond
Stars, why not us, why not we?
Body to body, many races are like
Creatures, rivers, and skies.

Scroll/Spiral
WE HOLD THESE 
TRUTHS TO BE SELF-EV-
IDENT,
THAT ALL MEN ARE CRE-
ATED EQUAL,
THAT THEY ARE EN-
DOWED BY THEIR CRE-
ATOR
WITH CERTAIN UN-
ALIENABLE RIGHTS,
THAT AMONG THESE 
ARE, LIFE, LIBERTY,
AND THE PURSUIT OF 
HAPPINESS

EQUALITY
EQUALITY
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EQUALITY 

Scroll 

WE HOLD THESE TRUTHS TO BE SELF-EVIDENT, 
THAT ALL MEN ARE CREATED EQUAL, 
THAT THEY ARE ENDOWED BY THEIR CREATOR 
WITH CERTAIN UNALIENABLE RIGHTS, 
THAT AMONG THESE ARE, LIFE, LIBERTY, 
AND THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS 

Foyer 

Unequal feels like a brown bag 
TOSSED ON CITY CURBS 

filled with worthless jumble 
AS IF TRASH FOR NEXT TUESDAY 

bits of broken coloRED glass 
A MOSIAC OF BRAVE PEOPLE 

Lightbox 

We hold These Truths. And we will not let go. That all are equal. Until we all are. 
Our legacy is a porcelain cup, brim-filled with atrocities and lovers of liberation. 
Equality is difficult to demand when cries have gone unanswered for so long. 
No longer can we pledge allegiance to oaths of justice that choke liberty out of citizens. 
In These Truths, we can resurrect the hope we once believed in, flows freely. 

Back Porch 

As sea cows graze at 
San Juan’s knees, and the 
Cosmos radiates beyond Stars, 
why not us, why not we? 
Body to body, many races are like 
Creatures, rivers, and skies. 

Tail 

We the People in order to secure 
Blessings of liberty to ourselves and 
Our posterity: first, immigrant, 
Enslaved, free, incarcerated— 
We the People. 



Tail
NO TEXT

Foyer
A land not quite yours or mine, still 
somehow ours. At the root of it, we
are all severed pieces, mending into
one. We are hands that till. Hands
that sew. Hands that weld; that rock the 
cradle. What our Ancestors wanted:
We not just live, but live free.

Lightbox “EQUITY”
Not all who wander are lost. Not all that is found is meant to be kept.
How does a system cope with possessing a power that is only effective when shared?
Liberation has never been equally yoked, so freedom ain’t free
Do not wish for another’s shoes if you’ve not yet learned to appreciate your own feet.
When WORDS and DEEDS meet, there is EQUITY.

Back porch
Like petals on a magnolia Not
one the same as another
as another
Yet all are equal together
The fragrance of equity

Scroll/Spiral
NO TEXT

EQUITYEQUITY



Tail
NO TEXT

Foyer
The caged bird sings to remind herself of being a bird
To remind herself of wings and wind and when she 
was free
Nobody knows how we will learn to be birds again
But we breathe deep, open our beaks, and fly

Lightbox “FREEDOM”
We walk a desert with thirst for freedom, not the trick of the mirage, but for faith of a song
and wildflowers on a mesa.
When it comes down to it, what are we waiting for? How will we know when freedom
arrives?
Music is freedom. Let singing tell These Truths. Some songs arise from joy. Others ensure
survival. Let freedom sing!
The same dusty ground can yield flowers or tumbleweeds. The same land can yield freedom
or deny it.

Back porch
Water bird adrift, drowning. Presumed dead,
Crane in the crests spies two beacons
ahead. The one of the world
tunes itself to the star.
The other truth keeps burning.

Scroll/Spiral
NO TEXT

FREEDOM
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EQUITY 

Foyer 

A land not quite yours or mine, still 
somehow ours. At the root of it, we 
are all severed pieces, mending into 
one. We are hands that till. Hands 
that sew. Hands that weld; that rock the 
cradle. What our Ancestors wanted: 
We not just live, but live free. 

Light Box 

Not all who wander are lost. Not all that is found is meant to be kept. 
How does a system cope with possessing a power that is only effective when shared? 
Liberation has never been equally yoked, so freedom ain’t free 
Do not wish for another’s shoes if you’ve not yet learned to appreciate your own feet. 
When WORDS and DEEDS meet, there is EQUITY. 

Back Porch 

Like petals on a magnolia 
Not one the same as another 
as another  
Yet all are equal together 
The fragrance of equity 

FREEDOM 

Foyer 

The caged bird sings to remind herself of being a bird 
To remind herself of wings and wind and when she was free 
Nobody knows how we will learn to be birds again 
But we breathe deep, open our beaks, and fly  

Lightbox 

We walk a desert with thirst for freedom, not the trick of the mirage, but for faith of a song 
and wildflowers on a mesa. 
When it comes down to it, what are we waiting for? How will we know when freedom 
arrives? 
Music is freedom. Let singing tell These Truths. Some songs arise from joy. Others ensure 
survival. Let freedom sing! 
The same dusty ground can yield flowers or tumbleweeds. The same land can yield freedom 
or deny it. 



4 September 2022 Revision

Back porch 

Water bird adrift, drowning. Presumed dead, 
Crane in the crests spies two beacons 
ahead. The one of the world 
tunes itself to the star. 
The other truth keeps burning. 

This text was deleted 
t o a c c o m m o d a t e 
foundational text 

Time brings equity to all. 
So does our last breath. 
So should mercy. 
Stranger, friend: look at us 
together!
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