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__________________Cast of Characters 

__________BARTENDER:: 30's, white; the now-owner of 
his late father's bar. He is a 
kind, well-intentional man, 
though he does not always 
think before he thinks or 
acts. Still, he has more heart 
than a man in his position has 
to have, especially in the 
1960's.  

____BUM:: 60's-older, white; the local 
drunk and usual customer at 
the bar. He is a World War I 
veteran. 

_______SHERRY:: late 20's-30's, white; the 
daughter of an affluent Texas 
businessman and The 
Bartender's ex-wife. 

_____ROSE:: 20's, African American; an 
aspiring movie star with the 
looks to back it up. She is 
The Bartender's friend, her 
family being a part of the 
team of men who helped The 
Bartender's father build his 
bar as cheap (or possibly even 
free) labor. 

______WHERE:: A small bar in New Orleans, 
Louisiana. 

______WHEN: : Saturday, November 23, 1963. 
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An old bar, like something out of a black and 
white photograph. A wooden bar to stage right, 
chairs set up around its perimeter. To the left 
there are a few tables (or booths) set up, but 
nothing fancy. Behind the tables is the entrance 
of the bar. On the wall are pictures of JFK and 
MLK.

Behind the bar is a castle of liquor bottles, as 
well as THE BARTENDER. He wears a white shirt 
and black tie, his hair a somewhat slicked back 
style. He wears a wedding band on his finger.

He wipes the bar. It is early morning, around s-
eight.

THE BUM enters, dragging his right foot. His 
clothes are tattered and patched and stained. 
His hair is uncombed (the hair that hasn't 
fallen out yet). He coughs.

BARTENDER:
Sorry, old man, we're closed.

BUM:
Bullshit.

BARTENDER:
We're not open yet. Give it another hour.

BUM:
The door was open.

BARTENDER:
Because I didn't lock it when I came in. Come on, we 
have this conversation every other day. Just step 
out, wait the hour and then you can come back in and 
have a drink.

BUM:
I'm here right now.

BARTENDER:
Yes. I see. But we are not open right now.

BUM:
That's bullshit. I served my country. Put my life on 
the line for boys like you and you can't even pour me 
a goddamn drink. Ridiculous. No, inconsiderate! 
Ungrateful!
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BARTENDER:
It's nothing personal. No matter who walks through 
that door, if it's before opening they are not going 
to be served.

BUM:
So you're just throwing me out?

BARTENDER:
I'm asking you to wait for one hour.

BUM:
Is this how you treat your customers, like dogs? Like 
- - like herds of cattle? I'm gonna tell all my 
friends to boycott this place!

BARTENDER:
Old man, how many friends do you have?

BUM:
Don't worry about it! They'll hear about you, though!

Despite his rant The Bum has not moved any 
closer to the exit.

BARTENDER:
Fine. You can have one drink before I open up.

BUM:
        I knew you were a good one!(claps)                            

The Bum sits down at the bar.

BUM:
Nothing like those bastards down at the Happy Bar 
down the road. Talk about disgraceful.

BARTENDER:
Remember, you're just getting one. The regular?

BUM:
The regular. They don't know how to treat an old man 
- - a war hero! But you, you know.

The Bartender throws the towel he was wiping the 
bar with over his shoulder; pours a glass of 
straight bourbon, tops it with a little scotch.

BARTENDER:
What can I say, you're my best customer.
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BUM:
Damn right.

The Bartender slides the drink to The Bum who 
immediately picks it up and has a big sip.

BARTENDER:
Slow down. Learn to enjoy it.

BUM:
Oh I enjoy it.

Did you hear the news last night?

BARTENDER:
Of course I did. Who didn't? I heard it, I watched 
it, I read about it. It's inescapable.

BUM:
Headline: President John F. Kennedy shot down in 
Dallas while just driving down the street, waving at 
people.

BARTENDER:
Yeah. Tragic.

BUM:
I heard he could be difficult.

BARTENDER:
That doesn't mean he should be dead.

BUM:
'Course not. But what'd he expect? I coulda told he 
would've at least gotten roughed up, the way he spoke 
up for colored people and such. You know the last guy 
who did that? Lincoln. Abraham Lincoln. And you know 
what happened to Mister Abraham Lincoln?

The Bum uses his hand to create and fire a gun.

BUM:
Bang.

He takes another drink.

BARTENDER:
Yeah well that kind of politics doesn't really 
interest me.
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BUM:
Why would it? You're young, have your own business.

BARTENDER:
It's my father's business.

BUM:
But you own it now. I knew your old man.

BARTENDER:
I know.

BUM:
Knew him real well.

BARTENDER:
You tell me every time you come in here.

BUM:
How's that wife of yours?

BARTENDER:
She's doing okay.

BUM:
Don't screw that up. Gals like her don't come around 
everyday.

BARTENDER:
        I'll keep that in mind...(vague)                          

The Bum finishes off the drink, slides the glass 
towards the other side of the bar.

BUM:
Hit me with another one of those.

BARTENDER:
No can do. I told you only one. You're gonna have to 
wait another half hour or so.

BUM:
Come on, son, just a little drip.

BARTENDER:
No can do.

BUM:
You treat me like this now? A veteran! A patriot!
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BARTENDER:
A drunk. You're not gonna win me over. Not this time.

BUM:
Look around ya, boy, no one is coming here anymore.

BARTENDER:
No one is here because the bar isn't open yet.

BUM:
         If that's what helps you sleep at night so (stands)                                            
be it. Keep believing your own lies. But me, I know 
the truth.

BARTENDER:
Yeah and what's that?

BUM:
The world is changing. The world is dying, day-by-
day. Folks don't care about us little guys anymore. 
They get sucked in by the advertisers, the catchy 
words on a poster on the side of the road. Nothing's 
real anymore. It's all manufactured. Fake.

The guns get bigger, the streets get trashier. Did 
you hear there were riots last night? Folks throwin' 
fire around. Mock my words, a war is comin'. People 
are angry out here. They get their share of drinks 
from the underground, near hell. They don't care to 
come to a candy shop like this.

The Bartender leans over the bar.

BARTENDER:
Not all change is bad. I'd say have a nice day but I 
have a feeling you'll be back later.

BUM:
You kids and your dreams of a better day. The best is 
behind us. The golden generation is dead.

BARTENDER:
You're still here.

BUM:
It had to leave a few of us behind to tell the story 
of a brighter time.

BARTENDER:
Sure.
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BUM:
You'll see. You'll all see.

The Bum stumbles out. The Bartender shakes his 
head and continues cleaning off the bar. He 
stops, leaving the rag on the bar.

He walks around and stands in front of the 
photographs on the wall. The black and white 
captured faces of the now-late John F. Kennedy 
and Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., who only has a 
few years left.

The Bartender hesitates, puts his hands on his 
sides, thinking. Then, after a considering 
breath, he takes down the photographs and walks 
back behind the bar. He hides them.

SHERRY enters, nice house dress on, hair well 
done, lipstick perfectly applied, a small 
handbag in her possession, as well as a folder.

SHERRY:
You're here early.

BARTENDER:
I don't sleep too well anymore. Makes more sense to 
me to just come into work a little before usual, 
start the day.

SHERRY:
There's nothing wrong with that.

BARTENDER:
I don't think so either.

SHERRY:
You look under the weather. Are you alright?

BARTENDER:
I'm fine. Just tired.

SHERRY:
Get more rest. Leave the bar closed for a few days.

BARTENDER:
I need to make an income.

SHERRY:
An income doesn't have much worth if you drop dead 
from exhaustion.
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BARTENDER:
You've always thought so highly of me. You used to 
love spending all night in this bar.

SHERRY:
I was a girl then. People grow, mature.

BARTENDER:
Some pretend.

She appears annoyed. This back-and-forth is 
anything but new for them. She hands him the 
folder.

BARTENDER:
What's this?

SHERRY:
My lawyer told me to have you sign those in front of 
me.

BARTENDER:
I can't take my time?

SHERRY:
What is there to think about?

BARTENDER:
I'm at work.

SHERRY:
No one is here.

BARTENDER:
We aren't open yet.

SHERRY:
No one is ever here. I haven't seen it full for 
months.

BARTENDER:
When is the last time you came here?

SHERRY:
I come here enough to know that this place doesn't 
attract anyone of importance anymore. Just old 
drunks.

BARTENDER:
They keep the lights on.
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SHERRY:
I need you to sign the papers. I'll leave them with 
you but I'm going to need them by Monday.

BARTENDER:
Fine.

SHERRY:
It'll be much easier once it's all over.

BARTENDER:
Thanks.

SHERRY:
The neighbor boy went off to Vietnam yesterday.

BARTENDER:
Which one?

SHERRY:
Norm.

BARTENDER:
Sorry to hear that.

SHERRY:
Why are you sorry? Every generation has its war. This 
is ours.

BARTENDER:
Want a drink?

SHERRY:
I should really be going.

BARTENDER:
One drink is no time.

She thinks, more about their history than about 
the drink.

SHERRY:
I wish I could.

BARTENDER:
So do.

SHERRY:
I don't think that would be a very good idea, for 
either of us.
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BARTENDER:
You know everything that's right and wrong nowadays, 
huh.

SHERRY:
Be safe. Get home before the streetlights come on. 
People aren't too happy out there and this isn't the 
best neighborhood.

She extends her hand out. He wipes his hands on 
his pants then takes hers. They shake hands, a 
silent goodbye that neither of them seem too 
sure about.

She begins to pull back her hand but he holds 
it.

SHERRY:
I have to go.

He lets go. Of her, of her hand. She gives a 
parting nod and exits the bar.

The folder sits on the bar. The Bartender is 
confined in his own stance. He looks at his 
ring, at his ring. He pulls it off, lays it on 
top of the folder and turns away from it, facing 
the assembly of bottles.

ROSE enters. She wears a nice outfit but not 
nearly as nice as Sherry's. But she also looks 
more authentic and young than Sherry.

The Bartender doesn't turn around at the sound 
of her footsteps.

BARTENDER:
Listen, old man, I'm not in the mood for your talk 
right now.

ROSE:
Okay then I won't talk.

He turns around. Sighs.

BARTENDER:
I didn't know it was you.

ROSE:
Rough morning?
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BARTENDER:
You could say that. Drink?

ROSE:
It's too early for me. Besides, I don't think any 
amount of any alcohol can make me forget what 
happened yesterday.

BARTENDER:
Kennedy?

ROSE:
That's right.

BARTENDER:
I don't get involved much in politics.

ROSE:
Maybe you should start.

BARTENDER:
It's not my place.

ROSE:
Then whose place is it, if not yours? Mine? Since you 
all think he was the negro's president it doesn't 
matter to you.

BARTENDER:
I didn't say nothing like that.

ROSE:
We move on so fast. As soon as that bullet met his 
skin they had Johnson taking an oath. We can't even 
grieve, it's like they want us to forget.

BARTENDER:
I don't think anyone is forgetting anytime soon.

ROSE:
Is that why you took his picture off the wall?

BARTENDER:
Rose...

ROSE:
You say no one is forgetting and yet it looks like 
you're trying awful hard to.

BARTENDER:
It has nothing to do with me.
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ROSE:
You plan on putting up a "Whites Only" sign outside 
too?

BARTENDER:
Why would I do that?

ROSE:
You took down King too. 'Suppose the dream wasn't 
vivid enough.

BARTENDER:
I just don't want any trouble. They're saying people 
are rioting.

ROSE:
Yes they are, as they should be, rioting for the                                          ___     
betterment of the American people, to show that they 
won't let a good man be taken away and buried in our 
memories. If you wanted to appease them then you 
would keep those pictures up. You would be proud of 
them.

But it ain't about them, is it? It's about your good 
ol' boy patrons - - the pure cream colored people.

BARTENDER:
I don't want nobody to think I'm taking sides.

ROSE:
Why? Take a side. Stand for something.

BARTENDER:
I stand here, in my business, where I'd like to stay 
open and turn a decent profit. And the only way I'm 
gonna do that is by making sure nobody feels 
uncomfortable when they come in here - - that's 
including the coloreds and those who ain't too fond 
of those people.

ROSE:
Those people?

BARTENDER:
You know what I mean. They got the Happy Bar. You - - 
the blacks - - got your own bars down where you live. 
And there's me in the middle. The middle. Not bending 
towards either side.

ROSE:
In a safe place.
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BARTENDER:
That's right.

ROSE:
I wouldn't know about that. I can't go blend in 
whenever I wanna feel comfortable. I can't conform. I 
can't hide.      ____ 

BARTENDER:
I'm not hiding.

ROSE:
What do you call it? Protecting?

BARTENDER:
I call it staying alive.

ROSE:
Must be good to have options.

BARTENDER:
None of this came easy for me, you know. For any of 
my family. My dad built this place with his bare 
hands til they bled. Poured drinks for every stranger 
who walked through those doors.

ROSE:
Are you certain he did it for every one?                              _____     

BARTENDER:
Don't matter. He did it the honest way. He did it 
fair.

ROSE:
I can't even get a loan for a house.

BARTENDER:
That's not my problem.

ROSE:
Sure it isn't.

BARTENDER:
I can't say anything to make you feel better.

ROSE:
So don't say something. Do something.                        __           

BARTENDER:
Like what? Go to 'Nam?
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ROSE:
Anything.

She looks at the ring on the bar.

ROSE:
Then maybe things like that won't happen.

BARTENDER:
You don't know me.

ROSE:
I know you're a decent man. Known that for some time. 
And I know you know better than to take those 
pictures off the wall just 'cause you don't want to 
be left here alone.

She begins to exit.

ROSE:
And don't ever forget the men you bled more than 
their hands helping your daddy build this bar.

She exits.

The Bartender is alone with his thoughts. He 
pushes the ring to the side and pulls out a 
document from inside the folder. He reaches 
under the bar and pulls out a pen and signs the 
document then puts both it and the ring into the 
folder.

He picks up the two photographs and lays them on 
the bar, stares the men in the eyes, then walks 
over and puts them back on the wall, steps back 
and looks at them.

The Bum enters the bar.

BUM:
How about one of them regulars!

BARTENDER:
Yeah sure. We're open.

He makes his way behind the bar and takes hold 
of a clean glass.

BARTENDER:
How about something different this time?



                                                         14. 

Created using Celtx                                          

Music starts. A new day officially begins. The 
lights go down.

THE END.________


